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      For Michael Green, in thanks and friendship.

    

  
    
      
        
          
            
              
              Dramatis Personae
            

          

        

      

      Anna Penhaligon: formerly Anna Garvey, she arrived in Caernoweth to take up the inheritance of the local pub. It emerged that she and her daughter had left Ireland in the wake of the death of a local banker’s son, killed accidentally by Mairead when he had attacked her on a deserted beach. To protect her daughter, Anna said it was she who’d killed him.

      Matthew Penhaligon: a recovering alcoholic. A lifelong fisherman, now forced to take a job as a miner following the death of Roland Fry, his friend and skipper. Matthew and Anna have found peace and happiness together, though they have been unable to officially marry.

      Freya Penhaligon: Matthew’s daughter. At the age of eight, and worried about her father’s safety at sea during a storm, she was washed off the breakwater and almost drowned. Her mother found herself unable to live with Matthew any longer, and took Freya to live in London and attend private school there. Freya returned to Caernoweth after several years to live with her father and grandfather, and works in the struggling family book shop, Penhaligon’s Attic. She also works at the Caernoweth hotel with her best friend Juliet Carne.

      Mairead Casey: previously known as Mairead Garvey. Anna’s daughter, who suffers from mild epilepsy that takes the form of absence seizures. Clever and complicated, with a head for figures, she helped Freya turn the shop around and they soon became close. Freya is the person in whom Mairead confided the truth about the murder in Ireland.

      James Fry: a former friend of Matthew’s, and the only son of popular fisherman Roland. He left Caernoweth at seventeen to train as an architect, and has returned to try and set up his own business in town. He still blames Matthew for an accident that almost killed his father and lost him half his business. Upon inheriting that business, James sacked Matthew in order to force him into a swap with Penhaligon’s Attic. This did not work, and while Matthew works in the mine, James is still the unwilling skipper of the Pride of Porthstennack.

      David Donithorn: a troubled young man who had been a child working on the Pride when the near-fatal accident had happened. But while Matthew was eventually forgiven, and given a second chance, David lost his job and was refused any more work on the boats. Carrying a huge grudge against Matthew, he now works as a miner at Wheal Furzy, and is Matthew’s shift captain.

      Isabel Webb: Freya’s mother, a Spanish stowaway who Matthew met in Plymouth, and who fell for the romantic notion of life with a handsome sailor. Sadly the reality of Matthew’s difficult existence did not measure up, and after the accident that almost claimed her daughter’s life she and Freya left Caernoweth. Isabel later married a politician and moved to America, allowing Freya to return to live with her father.

      Juliet Carne: Freya’s friend, and fellow chambermaid at the hotel. She had been having an on-again off-again affair with married David Donithorn, and is now expecting his child. Having also slept with James Fry, who is single, she has told him the child is his. Matthew, Anna and Freya know this is untrue, but James is happy and ready to start building his own family.

      Various townspeople, including:

      Robert Penhaligon: Matthew’s father. He struggled for years with Matthew’s alcoholism, and their relationship suffered. Anna’s presence in the family home smoothed things over to a degree, and eventually Robert signed the shop over to Matthew. Their relationship is still fragile, but mending.

      Joe and Esther Trevellick: the elderly couple who work for Anna at the Tin Streamer’s Arms.

      Ellen Scoble: the first person to approach Anna as a friend. A widow with a young son, she is struggling to make ends meet, and works as a bal maiden at Wheal Furzy.

      Doctor Andrew Bartholomew: initially disapproving of Anna, but was so taken by the way she turned the town around and created a sense of community that he suggested he produce a false death certificate for her, to send to the authorities in Ireland.

      Susan Gale: his housekeeper. An inquisitive woman, and grandmother to three unruly youngsters.

      Brian Cornish: a friend of James’s father, Roland, he took James under his wing when Roland died. He also championed Anna during her difficult first weeks in Caernoweth. A kindly fisherman, and a regular in the Tinner’s Arms.

      The Battens: Pencarrack House overlooks the town and is the home of Charles, who owns several of the town’s properties and businesses; his son Hugh, who has formed an attachment to Freya Penhaligon; his two daughters, Dorothy and Lucy, and Dorothy’s illegitimate and adventuresome ten-year-old son, Harry.

      Arric: The pub’s cat. Found as a kitten by Joe Trevellick by the side of the road, he terrorises the hens and takes every opportunity to show Anna who really owns the Tinner’s Arms.
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July 1910. Porthstennack harbour

      The sun threw the last of the day’s light across the calm sea in a defiant golden burst, then, sinking out of sight, finally allowed evening to brush the world with chilly fingers. The sounds that accompanied this new aspect of the diminishing day should have been soothing to the two figures, side by side on the beach; the guttural call of cormorants at their nests in the cliffs, the rush of water over shingle, and the hiss and fizz of the retreating tide. Even, if you listened carefully, the little popping sounds of bubbles settling into the gaps in the pebbles.

      But underlying it all, there was that hollow boom, peculiar to the coast, where the sea made contact within the body of the land by way of deep, dark caves, and you could almost feel the ground shaking beneath your feet… A sound like thunder. A terrible weight. A tightness in the chest. A burning in the lungs that could only be eased by opening your mouth, but you mustn’t… 

      Freya Penhaligon felt a steadying hand on her arm, and opened her eyes. It took a moment to adjust her vision to the darkening day, and the sound of the air rushing into her mouth and down her throat held a high, helpless note of panic as she looked at the waves, dragging at the shore as they had once dragged at her clothes.

      ‘You’re doing well,’ Anna said. ‘But I’d say that’s enough for today, wouldn’t you?’

      ‘No. I can go a little bit closer.’ But she didn’t sound convinced, even to her own ears.

      Anna’s grip remained firm. ‘Not now, sweetheart. This fear has been a long time settling in, you can’t expect to banish it in a few days.’

      Freya nodded. Knowing she was safe was one thing, but she couldn’t deny the uneasiness she felt as she saw the waves come rushing up the beach, as if any attempt to run away would be thwarted by the shingle shifting beneath her boots. The sea still sounded like gnashing teeth when it hit the rocks, angry with the eight-year-old child she’d been for escaping its hungry embrace. It probably always would.

      They wound back through Porthstennack the long way, coming off the beach at the far end of Smugglers’ Way and walking slowly through the lanes. There were still plenty of people about; the daylight might be fading but there was still enough of it left to finish chores and outdoor jobs, before full darkness forced everyone indoors. Leaving the hamlet and starting up to Caernoweth, to their left lay Priddy Farm, which took up all the land between the school at Priddy Lane and the back end of Porthstennack. They could hear the farmer shouting to the casual workers who were helping with the silage while the days still stretched long and warm, and Freya began to feel the tension melting away under the familiar sounds.

      She looked ahead, to the house where she’d lived until the age of eight: Hawthorn Cottage. It lay in its own little yard halfway up the hill, and as they drew level she stared at the lighted window at the front of the house. Did the kitchen still look and smell the same? Did the floorboards still creak by the window in the sitting room? Did the mangle in the outhouse still work, and did they still have to wedge the door open with a rock to let the daylight in? Did Tory, the little girl who lived there now, sit there in the half-dark, dreaming her days away and ignoring her chores, just as Freya had at her age?

      ‘Penny for your thoughts?’ Anna said.

      Freya shrugged. ‘I was only thinking how strange it is, that we’re always looking ahead, and wanting to grow up, but still want things to stay the same.’

      ‘Ah, but nothing ever does. Not really. Is that a bad thing though?’

      Freya thought for a moment. ‘I’m glad enough to have had that time in London, but part of me still wishes I’d never had to leave here.’

      Anna put an arm around her. ‘Well, we five are going to be making new memories together now. Isn’t that worth the odd nostalgic pang?’

      ‘I wish we could all live together though.’

      Papá and Anna had gone away for a week, after Anna Casey’s “death” had been widely reported and, although the townspeople believed a marriage in Bodmin had necessarily been conducted in secret, only Freya, Grandpa and Mairead knew no such ceremony had taken place; sometimes it was hard to keep the many layers of secrets in order, and now and again Freya found herself hoping for something to happen, to expose everything and everyone, so they could begin afresh. Then she’d close her eyes and pray it never would, because that would bring an end to everything.

      Anna squeezed Freya’s arm. ‘One day I hope. But in the meantime, we’re still a family, and at least Mairead and I are safe here.’

      ‘As long as you don’t get noticed by Constable Couch,’ Freya pointed out. ‘So don’t go robbing any banks.’

      Anna laughed. ‘You spoil all the fun. Although,’ she added, ‘a lazier constable I’ve yet to meet, thank goodness. Sure, doesn’t he deserve his name!’

      They drew level with the memorial at the bottom of town, and both stopped and stared up at it through the lowering shadows. Malcolm Penworthy’s stone eyes gazed up through the rows of houses and shops, as if mesmerised and humbled by the way his little town had grown.

      ‘I’m still more than halfway certain he’s why people have accepted us,’ Anna mused. ‘I know you and Matthew have both said it’s more to do with the pub and all, but…’ She gestured at the imperious figure looming over them. ‘For most people the important thing is still that I’m descended from the war hero who built the town.’

      ‘For some, perhaps,’ Freya conceded. ‘I suppose it’s natural though, since we’ve celebrated him for so long. You’ve heard of the Penworthy Festival?’

      ‘No. But it sounds fun.’

      ‘It’s every fifteenth of August, and nearly the whole town takes the day off work to celebrate. Shops close too, but they stay open longer the days before and after, to make up for it. Grandpa says the owners of the Tinner’s have all been treated like royalty themselves.’

      ‘Well I haven’t seen any sign of that so far,’ Anna said with a wry smile. ‘But we all know why, don’t we? I can hardly blame them.’

      ‘At least now everyone knows why you had to be so secretive,’ Freya said. ‘Or they think they do.’

      ‘Hush!’ Anna glanced around, but there was no one within hearing. Nevertheless she lowered her voice. ‘I still can’t believe Mairead told you everything.’

      ‘She had to tell someone, and better me than anyone else.’

      ‘That’s true enough. Away home now, and I’ll see you tomorrow. Mairead’ll be up to the shop before you go to work.’ She dropped a quick kiss on Freya’s cheek, and the natural, unconscious gesture brought a smile to Freya’s face.

      At home, and still in the grip of nostalgia, she left off the electric light, and instead lit a candle. Its light was reflected in the mirror of her dressing table and threw a warming glow across the room as she peeled off her dress and chemise, then took down her hair. She’d only recently begun wearing it up, and it still felt like a very new, adult thing, to sit at her dressing table and loosen all the pins, putting them carefully on the table one by one.

      She picked up Granny Grace’s hairbrush and began to draw it through her tangled hair, wincing as the bristles caught and tugged. The tallow candle threw a yellow colour onto the strands that the brush pulled on, but as they sprang back against her head they turned once more into the rich, dark luxuriant curls so like Mama’s. Everyone said she was more her mother’s child than her father’s, but apart from the colouring she could see none of Mama’s exotic Spanish allure in the face that stared back at her now, only her father’s short, straight nose, and his particular way of raising one eyebrow.

      Hugh Batten, the heir apparent to Pencarrack House, made no secret of his interest in her. Of course he was as far removed from Freya’s world as she was from the piskies, and the knockers in the mines. But it didn’t matter; Hugh was a nice-looking young man, and she had daydreamed about him often enough, but whenever she let her thoughts roam ahead, to falling in love with someone deeply enough to share her life with him, the face was blank so she knew it could not be Hugh.

      She finished brushing her hair and blew out the candle, wrinkling her nose at the pungent, smoky smell. Perhaps some things belonged in the past for a reason – electric light might make you blink and wince at the brightness for a moment, but at least it didn’t cling to your clothes and your hair, and make you smell like a dirty outhouse.

      She closed her eyes and let herself sink into sleep. As always when she’d tested her fears at the beach, she dreamed of being eaten alive by hungry waves, but when she cried out for help this time, a reaching hand found hers and pulled her onto the shore. She opened her eyes into the darkness of her room, still breathing hard, and struggling, without success, to remember who that hand had belonged to. All she knew was that she could still feel it, and that when she fell back into sleep again she was smiling.

       

      The following morning she was surprised, and momentarily disturbed, by a visit from Doctor Bartholomew. Seeing him approach from the street she glanced worriedly at the ceiling, wondering if Grandpa Robert was ill again, and Papá had sent for the doctor before he’d gone to work. But when Bartholomew came in she saw he was carrying a fairly heavy-looking lidded box, rather than his usual black bag.

      ‘Good morning, Miss Penhaligon.’

      ‘Morning, Doctor Bartholomew.’ It was still a source of amazement to many to see how this formerly irascible man had mellowed in the past few months, largely thanks to Anna’s steady, calm and firm influence, and her refusal to be cowed by his abrupt manner. Freya had her suspicions that he was drawn to her in other ways too; but the reason for his visit today turned out to have nothing to do with Anna.

      He put the box on the counter, and flexed his fingers to ease the stiffness of carrying it up from the bottom of town. ‘I’ve decided to take in a lodger,’ he said, ‘now that I’m not taking the rents from the Tinner’s. So I’ve been clearing out my attic.’ He lifted the lid. ‘I’d forgotten all about these old books, but some of them are probably worth a penny or two to the right buyer.’

      He unfolded the cloth, and Freya peered into the box. There were about ten or twelve books, of varying sizes, but the one thing they all had in common was a beautiful, well-preserved finish; dark greens with gilt edging, dark reds, and some blues, and the pages were yellowed but didn’t appear loose or torn.

      ‘They’ve been wrapped in goat skins,’ Bartholomew said. ‘Carried from house to house ever since my father died, but I’ve had little time for leisure reading I’m afraid, so they’ve stayed put away. I have the wrappings here if you want them.’

      ‘Are they novels?’ Freya was reluctant to pick one of them up in front of him, in case she damaged it in some way.

      ‘I don’t believe so. I haven’t looked at all of them, but they seem to be local history and that sort of thing. Just up your street, I would think.’

      ‘They’re beautiful,’ Freya admitted, ‘but we don’t have the money to buy just at the moment, I’m afraid.’

      ‘Buy?’ Bartholomew’s eyes widened. ‘Good heavens, girl! No, these are a gift. They’re doing no good to anyone in my attic, might as well put them in yours!’ He smiled at his own little joke. ‘Are you interested?’

      ‘Yes!’ Freya breathed, before remembering her manners. ‘I mean, thank you, yes we’d be thrilled.’

      ‘Well that’s that, then. If I find any more I’ll pop them along, shall I?’

      ‘That would be wonderful.’

      ‘Splendid. I’ll be off, then.’ He raised his hat.

      ‘Goodbye, and thank you again. I hope you find a good lodger.’

      ‘I’m sure I shall.’ He nodded, and then he was gone.

      Freya picked up the first of the books and opened it gingerly, sensing great age in the heft of it, and her gaze fell on the date inscribed inside: 1723. It was a beautifully illustrated history of an area not too far from Caernoweth, covering half of the south coast of Cornwall.

      The next book was older still, and was filled with drawings of a place on Bodmin Moor called Lynher Mill – a burned-out mill graced the frontispiece, its tower stunted and darkened by fire, its roof gone. Freya put the book aside to read later, and pulled out another. They were so well cared for, they must surely be worth a fortune to someone. She was so engrossed she didn’t hear the door open, until Mairead’s voice cut across the shop.

      ‘It’s a good thing I’m not a thief.’

      ‘Hmm?’ Freya looked up at last. ‘Oh, yes. I was distracted.’

      ‘So I see. What’s that?’

      Freya told her about Bartholomew’s visit. ‘I’m dying to look at them properly, but I should go to work; Mrs Bone will take my extra hours away if I’m late even once.’

      Mairead grimaced. ‘She’s a harridan. Go on, I’ll catalogue the books.’

      ‘Send the list to Teddy Kempton first,’ Freya reminded her. ‘He’s still collecting them for Mr MacKenzie.’

      ‘I’ll send it on this afternoon’s post.’ Mairead held the door open for Freya, who was checking her hair in her reflection in the window. ‘Go on, no one’s looking at you, it doesn’t matter if you’ve a hair out of place!’

      Such bluntness had long since ceased to cause surprise or hurt feelings. Instead Freya grinned and tweaked Mairead’s own hair loose from its coil.

      ‘I’ll be back late again, I should think,’ she said. ‘Tell Grandpa there’s a sheep’s head in the pot.’

      ‘I will.’

      ‘Have some yourself if you want.’

      The look of distaste on Mairead’s face was nothing short of priceless. The formerly wealthy Garvey women might have settled into life among the lower classes, but there were some things that would never come naturally. A boiled sheep’s head for dinner was one of them.

    

  
    
      
        
          
            
              
              Chapter Two
            

          

        

      

      
Paddle Lane, Porthstennack

      The decision was both the easiest and the hardest James Fry had ever had to make, but his pen hovered over the paper, having scratched the words: ‘Dear Mr Trubshaw,’ and he took a deep breath and lowered it to the table top again. His hand was steady, his mind clear, and yet… He picked up the letter awaiting his reply, and read it once more.

       

      
        
          Dear Mr Fry.

          I have taken the liberty of writing to you, having found your forwarding details listed with your former employer in Dorset. When we met in Truro a few weeks ago your determination struck me, despite the brief nature of our meeting, and I am contacting you with news of an opportunity for which I feel you might be suited. I set the details below, and urge you to reply to me at this address without delay.

          An associate of mine, Mr Gerald Simpson, is in need of a junior partner for his new company, based in Sheffield. I gave him your name and he is most keen to meet. I confess I do not know your circumstances, but you appeared well presented, and this post would suit a man of the trade who has a modest capital sum to invest. As you are no doubt aware, the district of Levenshulme was just last year assimilated into Manchester itself, and is expanding still. Mr Simpson is fast becoming a name in the architecture business, but such business moves faster still, and he will need a reply soonest; he has had a good deal of interest as you might imagine, but thanks to our long-standing acquaintance I have persuaded him to delay making an appointment until I have your response, which I have assured him will be within the week.

          Yours faithfully

          Charles Trubshaw

        

      

       

      James picked up the pen again, and watched the words appear beneath the salutation as if written by someone else:

       

      
        
          I thank you most sincerely for your kind thought of introducing me to Mr Simpson. However, since our meeting – on that very day, in fact – I have discovered I am looking forward to impending fatherhood, and so you will understand am unable to sell my property to fund any investment. I must, therefore, regretfully decline your invitation, and hope this letter reaches you in good time.

        

      

       

      Before he could change his mind he blotted the ink, and thrust the folded paper into an envelope. Such an opportunity was one he’d dreamed of ever since he’d taken up his apprenticeship with Richard Shaw at Bryanston House. Long years of learning the craft, first as a stone mason and then through studying architecture, had all been leading up to this very moment. He pictured Mr Trubshaw’s narrow, bespectacled face as he read this letter, and in his mind’s eye he saw that face close down, and knew his bridges would be burned from the moment he put the letter in the post.

      But he had a family to consider now. Soon he and Juliet would marry, and their child would have a good, safe home. He looked around at the tiny kitchen and sighed; at least it would be safe, once some basic repairs were carried out… His family deserved better. He pulled the stack of paper towards him again.

      ‘Plaster,’ he wrote. Then tapped his chin with the pen and closed his eyes briefly, before bending to his paper again.

       

      
        
          Paint. Wood. Borrow tools from Brian. November (5 months.) Cradle. Make? (ask Brian.) V. Imp – check roof structure.

        

      

       

      Gradually the urge to rewrite the letter to Trubshaw faded, and James realised he was actually smiling as he wrote. After a few minutes he laid down his pen and went upstairs, into the bedroom that had been his father’s. He hadn’t been able to bring himself to move into it, despite its superior size, but perhaps it was time to change all that. He ducked back through the low doorway and stepped across the landing to his own bedroom.

      Half the size of Roland’s, with a small window and a sloping roof, this room was the warmest during winter, being the one with the chimney breast running up through it. The child would be born in November, and would sleep in with himself and Juliet at first, but during winter the chimney bricks would warm the room, and once the roof was properly fixed it would be perfect.

      He knocked at the window ledge, listening with a practised ear as the dull thump changed its note under his knuckles; there was rot in there, which would weaken the frame if left too long. Roland had tried to take care of the place, but there was only so much you could do with a shattered knee, and James was an architect, and a stone mason; if anyone could put the house to rights it was him.

      ‘Doctor, heal thyself,’ he said aloud, with a little smile. He had largely ignored the state of the house since his return, believing he would be long gone to his new premises before extensive – and possibly expensive – repairs were necessary, but things were different now. The letter would go in the post tomorrow, and by the time Trubshaw received it this room would be on the way to becoming the haven for James Fry’s own child that it had once been to James himself.
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Caernoweth Hotel

      The party was lively enough, but to her own surprise Lucy Batten had been fighting boredom from the moment she’d arrived. She’d been excited to get the invitation to what promised to be the party of the year, and relieved that her older sister had pleaded too much work to do; Lucy would have free rein, and not have to put up with sniffy looks every time she laughed too loudly or with the ‘wrong’ person. With the year at its warmest, the hotel gardens would be full of people, the ballroom would be cooler for their absence, and, best of all, there would be dancing.

      But now she was here she was unsettled to find herself becoming unusually impatient and restless although there was no reason tonight should be different… Or perhaps that was exactly it: the same faces laughed over, and into, their wine glasses; the same voices cut through everyone else’s, as if what they had to say was so much more important; the same conversations travelled around and around, becoming more embellished and, conversely, more boring as they went. Lucy quickly went from admiration for the Brownsworths’ ostentation to being discomfited by their taking over an entire hotel for a whole weekend. It was actually embarrassing, and it wasn’t even an important birthday.

      It would have been bearable if only her brother had come too, at least Hugh would have pulled her out of this gloom by passing his own jaded but amusing opinions, sotto voce of course. But since neither he nor her sister were here Lucy felt pinned beneath the spotlight of expectation; a Batten ambassador, and obliged to act accordingly.

      Even the dancing, to which she’d so looked forward, wouldn’t be the right kind. Far too sedate, ordered, everyone doing the same thing, with only varying degrees of ability to separate them. Nothing like the kind of dance she performed in her room, to the lonely audience of her own reflection. To listen to dear old Disapproving Dorothy, anyone would suppose Lucy intended to follow in the Paris footsteps of Mata Hari. Or that actress at the Moulin Rouge a few years ago, who’d appeared wearing nothing but a few well-placed shells. Even Lucy had been shocked at that, but the shock had quickly given way to a dark kind of delight, and even envy. The freedom! It must have been —

      ‘Lucy! How wonderful.’ Clara Brownsworth, twenty-three years old as of today, and acting older than her mother, kissed the air on either side of Lucy’s cheeks. ‘Amanda’s here, and Heather. You must meet Heather’s new beau, he’s got the most divine accent you’ve ever heard. American, you know. So exciting to meet a real one.’

      Lucy gave an inward sigh, but her interest was piqued when she learned that Peter Boden, Heather’s latest, was apparently involved in theatre in New York. He was engaging, if a little earnest, pleasantly spoken, and happy to talk, but being so much in demand as a novelty he was whisked away after a few minutes by Clara. His swift departure left Lucy, Heather and Amanda by the French windows overlooking the garden, and Lucy struggled against a yawn. Hugh would have stood behind Amanda and pulled faces over the top of her head in an effort to make Lucy laugh, obliging her then to explain herself. Perhaps he was there in spirit, because the very thought of it brought a twitch to Lucy’s lips, which earned a downward turn from Amanda’s.

      ‘It’s not funny.’

      ‘What isn’t?’

      ‘I was just saying how Clara will glue herself to Peter’s side all night, and poor Heather here will be lucky to see him again before breakfast.’

      ‘Yes.’ It did seem unfair, but despite feeling mildly sorry for Heather, Lucy soon drifted off again. She’d even have welcomed her older sister’s company just at the moment; Dorothy could be a bit of a tartar, there could be nothing worse than a reformed gadabout, but at least she made interesting conversation, and would more than likely have given Clara short shrift about monopolising someone else’s beau. But Dorothy was at home with little Harry and Father, and Hugh was out with his hunt friends, presumably having a high old time.

      She took one last furtive look around, and stepped out into the still-light evening, breathing a deep sigh of relief as the noise fell away behind her. A walk would be just the thing to shake off this creeping sense of impatience and restlessness, so she followed the path around to the front of the hotel, and the generous, spotlessly clean courtyard, and then, rather than turning back as she’d thought she would, she kept walking.

      The road through Caernoweth was steep, and her flimsy party shoes were not made for walking, but the change of scenery was too compelling to resist and she started down the hill. She had gone very little distance when she heard voices away to her left and just ahead. Recognising of one of them she quickened her pace and, when she drew level with the narrow alleyway between the civic offices and the butcher’s next to it, she stopped to listen. Mostly boys, and all of an age, around ten or eleven, whooping and jeering as their marbles smashed into each other and the wall. The voice she had recognised spoke up boldly, claiming the winning throw.

      ‘It was too! Look, Bobby’s is all the way out of the circle!’

      ‘You cheated! Yeah, you did, I seen you leanin’ forward!’

      ‘I did not cheat!’ The voice was heated and verging on pompous, and, despite herself, Lucy couldn’t help smiling. Then she straightened her shoulders, assumed a stern look, and stepped into the entrance of the alleyway. As her shadow fell over the assembled boys they all scrambled to their feet. Except one, who just sighed.

      Lucy clapped her gloved hands together. ‘Master Henry George Batten, there you are!’ Using his full name always put him on his guard, and she enjoyed seeing his expression change from defiance to nervousness.

      ‘My name’s Harry,’ he said. But he rose anyway, and peered around Lucy to the street beyond. ‘Is Mother with you?’

      ‘No. Now come along.’ The perfect excuse to leave the party – Lucy couldn’t have planned it better if she’d tried. I’m so sorry, Clara, I just popped out for some air, and found my rascal of a nephew playing with the local children! And I was so enjoying myself… She suppressed a smile, and stopped herself from holding out her hand to Harry. He was a darling, but he wouldn’t thank her for making him look like a baby in front of his friends. His friends? Good grief, Dorothy would have kittens!

      ‘Quickly now, Harry,’ she urged. ‘You’re needed at Pencarrack, you’re the only one who can help your grandfather with a very difficult problem he has.’

      Harry cleared his throat, and nodded. ‘Of course, Aunt Lucy, I’ll come at once.’ He brushed the dust off his trousers and nodded to the other boys. ‘Good evening, and thank you for the game.’ He bent swiftly and swept up the winning marbles, dropping them into his purse to a chorus of protest, then ducked past Lucy out into the street.

      ‘Did you really win that game?’ Lucy asked, amused, as she caught up with him.

      ‘Of course!’

      She chose not to pursue it; instead she voiced her bigger concern. ‘Harry, did you sneak out without your mother knowing?’

      ‘She was busy with Grandfather.’

      ‘Still, it’s dishonest, and might have caused a dreadful worry,’ Lucy said. ‘You mustn’t do that.’

      ‘Mother would never let me come out to play by myself. You know she wouldn’t.’

      ‘And with good reason. If she knew you were sitting in the dirt and playing marbles with… with those boys, she’d be right to stop you.’

      ‘I thought you were more fun than that,’ Harry said, his voice taking on a sulky tone.‘Uncle Hugh would understand.’

      ‘Uncle Hugh would do exactly as I have done,’ Lucy said archly. ‘The point is, fun or not, you’re a Batten. You’re to behave as such, and that doesn’t include —’

      ‘Uncle Hugh talks to the girl in the bookshop a lot.’

      ‘What girl in the bookshop?’

      ‘Miss Penhaligon. He takes me there all the time but he doesn’t spend a lot of time looking at the books.’

      Lucy bit her lip, not wanting to smile while she was supposed to be playing the stern aunt. ‘Is this girl very pretty, then?’

      He shrugged. ‘Quite, I suppose.’

      ‘And is she nice?’

      ‘Yes. And she’s clever, too.’

      ‘Then I’m sure she knows Uncle Hugh is only being polite. He’s not playing marbles in an alleyway, in other words.’

      Harry sighed again. ‘Will you tell Mother?’

      ‘I haven’t decided yet.’

      Pencarrack appeared above the top of the hill, rising from its grounds just ahead, and Harry’s pace slowed. He’d lost his bravado now; the prospect of coming face to face with his irate mother was not a happy one. Not for either of them.

      ‘Go around the back,’ Lucy advised. ‘Pretend you’ve been in the garden.’

      Harry shot her a grateful look and ran off, with all the enviable energy of a boy about to turn eleven, and left his aunt trailing in his wake. Her shoes were starting to rub and her gloves made her hands sweat, and she felt quite old, suddenly, at twenty-one. By this age some of the best ballerinas were already thinking about how long they had left before they hung up their shoes, and here was she, not even knowing what she wanted to do with her life except it must involve dance and theatre somewhere. She was tempted to return to the party and talk to Peter Boden again, but there would be little hope of prising him loose from his hostess. Besides, she was hot and bothered now, after that brisk walk up through town, and it just wasn’t worth the raised eyebrows.

      She and Harry needn’t have worried about Dorothy missing him; when Lucy went into the library she found her sister and her father poring over figures at the desk, oblivious to the sight of the youngest member of their family directly behind them through the window.

      Dorothy looked up. ‘I thought you were going to the Brownsworths’ party?’

      ‘I did.’ Lucy dropped her evening bag on the table, and flopped into a chair. ‘Dreadful bore. I shan’t be missed.’

      ‘We’re busy,’ Dorothy pointed out. ‘Father’s going over the wages budget for the rest of the year.’ When Lucy rolled her eyes, she sighed. ‘It’s a busy time in the real world, Lucy, you’d do well do understand such things if you hope to find a young man one day.’ Then her glance wandered to the window and fell on her son. ‘Why don’t you go out and play with Harry? It’ll be his bedtime soon and you know how much he loves to spend time with his Aunt Lucy.’ Was there a hint of bitterness in that voice? ‘Father and I will be finished soon and I’ll read Harry’s story.’ She lifted a hopeful eyebrow. ‘Unless you want to do it?’

      ‘No, that’s quite all right, thank you.’ Lucy stood and picked up her bag again. ‘I’m sure you do it so much better.’

      ‘I doubt that,’ Dorothy said, somewhat wryly. ‘He always complains I don’t do the voices properly.’

      ‘Practice makes perfect. I’ll leave you to your work, then. I’m aching to get these awful shoes off.’

      Alone in her room Lucy prised the shoes off her feet and gave a sigh of relief as she sat on the edge of her bed. She stretched one leg, and then the other, and then lifted her arms above her head and looked up at them critically. She adjusted the shape she had created, letting her fingers float through the small area of free space she allowed them, and then rose to her feet, drawing one foot up her calf beneath her dress and standing, perfectly poised, on the toes of the other.

      Her clothes were getting in the way. Lucy shrugged her way out of the layers until only her underwear remained, and then the corset joined the heap of dress on the floor. The luxury of being able to bend and twist her unrestricted body made her smile, and she began to hum as she danced, imagining herself on a beautifully lit stage, with the Russian greats. Or perhaps she was more like Isadora Duncan? Yes, Isadora, with her Greek style and her barefooted, light movements and precisely positioned limbs.

      Lucy danced on until the heat forced her to stop, then she fell across her bed, exhausted, and for once without having danced off her frustration; her family’s attitude to anything that had a theatrical flavour was, and always would be, one of infuriatingly casual dismissal. Proper outrage, or at least disapproval, would have at least been fun to defy, but nothing so much as dented the thick, stifling blanket that lay over the Battens, the mines, and the quarry. Dorothy accused Lucy of not being in the ‘real world’, but if that was reality, this world of dance, music and dreams was where Lucy would stay, even if it meant living in it alone.
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The Tin Streamer’s Arms

      Summer business was slow. At first Anna had been surprised, considering the sun brought more visitors to the town. But she quickly realised that those who did come generally spent their evenings at the hotel, and only ventured into town to take the sea air before scuttling back up the hill for a large dinner in surroundings that smelled more like perfume and less like fish. Apparently even the distant but constant noise of the pumps and stamps at Wheal Furzy was preferable to that.

      The workers of town and hamlet were absent for another reason. They were taking advantage of every moment of daylight, working the fields and the seas with a feverish desperation, knowing the darker days would be along all too soon to put an end to warm evenings and late sunsets. Only then would they bring themselves to the comfort and companionship of the Tinner’s Arms.

      Anna hadn’t seen Matthew for several days either, and each time there was movement anywhere near the door she looked up in the hope of seeing his dark blond hair, and the smile that still sent her heart silly. But he was working long hours at Wheal Furzy, determined to give David Donithorn no excuse to turn him out, and the last thing he’d want to do when he got home would be to get changed and go visiting. Especially in a pub.

      Knowing all that made missing him no easier though, and she drummed her fingers on the polished surface of the bar, as if by doing so she could rid them of the need to touch his face, to slide around the back of his neck and into his thick, soft hair… Tomorrow was Sunday, he had some repairs to make to the front-facing window of Penhaligon’s Attic after church, but perhaps later they might walk up to the old fort, the way they had on his birthday… She felt a faint smile of anticipation cross her face before Esther Trevellick broke into her thoughts.

      ‘We’m off now, Miz Garvey. Joe’s feelin’ nashed.’

      ‘Nashed?’

      ‘Not so bright.’

      ‘Oh, he’s ill again?’

      ‘Like I said.’ Esther hung her apron on the hook and took down her coat. Even in the warm summer evening it would have been odd to see her without several layers of heavy clothing. Anna wondered how she didn’t melt.

      ‘Well, take him home and take care of him. I hope he feels better soon.’

      ‘He’s tired,’ Esther said, and some of the curtness in her voice had leaked away, replaced by a new, quieter tone. ‘He needs a good rest now.’

      Anna nodded. ‘Tell him to take as long as he needs.’ She felt the next words forming, and tried to make herself stop before they tumbled out, but she couldn’t. ‘I’ll pay his wage while he’s unwell, so don’t worry.’

      Esther’s eyes widened. ‘I’ll tell him, Miz Garv… Mrs Penhaligon. Thank you ever s’much. I’ll be here bright an’ early.’

      ‘Has he seen the doctor?’

      ‘No need to bother the doctor.’ Esther gave a rueful little smile. ‘We was sayin’ last night, it makes us wish we ’ad them witches in our family still.’

      ‘Witches?’

      ‘From back along. People always said Joe’s side of the family had witches in. They was healers really, and good ones by all accounts. Twins. But the boy was put to death for bein’ a witch. Killed ’is sister, so they do say.’

      ‘Ah, so when you say back along, you’re not meaning last year then?’ Anna had learned that the expression could mean anything from last week to the dawn of time. ‘When was this?’

      ‘Couple ’undred years. More, maybe. Could have been useful now, so we needn’t trouble Doctor Bartholomew. Nor the savings pot. Joe had brother and sister twins too, but they died from the workhouse.’

      ‘Oh, that’s terribly sad.’

      ‘Don’t be askin’ Joe about it, he feels bad enough. He got out the workhouse when we married and took his parents’ place, but he had to leave the young ’uns there. Joe din’t want to, but we couldn’t do nothin’ for ’em.’

      This was more than Esther had ever spoken of her and Joe’s life, and Anna couldn’t help feeling the old woman was delaying her leaving, preferring to remain in the warmth and light of the pub.

      ‘That’s a dreadfully sad story,’ she said gently. ‘Poor Joe.’

      ‘’Tis so.’ Esther stood silent for a moment, then shrugged. ‘Anyway, we’ll get off home.’

      She went through to the back, and Anna heard the rumble of Joe’s voice, raised in surprise as his wife told him the good news about his pay. She wondered at her own impulsiveness, but at the same time she was glad she’d done it; despite everything she had developed a real affection for the Trevellicks. Now there was only the practicality of being a man down that she had to contend with, so perhaps it was a mixed blessing they were quiet after all.

      By the time she deducted the rent, and the small wage she paid the Trevellicks, there was barely enough to live on, and her mind turned over all the different ways she might raise the pub’s profits. If only she hadn’t been so quick to offer free drinks, and a rent-free use of the bar for the Widows’ Guild, she might not be feeling such a pinch, but those were the things on which her fragile new life were built. Those and her relationship to the town’s founding father. She would just have to work extra hard, and hope Finn didn’t become greedy and increase the rent.

      Mairead drifted in from the kitchen, and Anna sighed; she had never seen anyone so obviously wishing she was somewhere else. That it was the beach she yearned for came as no great surprise, but the evening was marching on, and the wistful glances at the window did nothing to soften Anna’s resolve to keep her indoors, and safe; she still shuddered at the memory of what had happened in January.

      Her daughter’s horrific experience on the beach by their home in Ireland seemed to have had more of a lasting effect on Anna than on Mairead herself, and she felt sick every time she thought about it, but Mairead would have been more than happy to put down her cloth right now and walk out into the growing dusk. She simply could not imagine it ever happening again, it was past and gone, and now that she had told Freya too, her mind was unburdened of its awful secret. As if that had been the worst part.

      The door opened, and Anna looked around, grateful for the distraction as much as the custom. ‘Brian, good to see you.’

      Brian Cornish nodded, and perched himself on his favourite stool. ‘How be diddlin’?’

      ‘I’m… diddling fine, I think? Will I get you your usual?’ She fetched his tankard, but he held up a hand.

      ‘Not yet.’ He twisted to look at the door, then turned back and winked at her. ‘James’ll be in d’rectly. He’s still in the mood to drink to his good news. He’s gettin’ wed, you know.’

      Anna blinked. ‘Is he now? I’d no idea he was even courting. And who’d be daft enough?’

      ‘Now, come on, you know better’n that.’

      Anna relented. ‘All right. Who’s the lucky girl?’

      ‘The Carne maid.’

      ‘Juliet?’

      Brian misinterpreted her doubtful voice. ‘She’s a good enough girl really, deep down. Bit flighty, but —’

      ‘No, no. It isn’t that. I mean, she’s friends with Freya, so I’m sure she’s lovely. It’s just, does James know she’s…’ She stopped. It really was none of her business, and, until James chose to make it so, none of Brian’s either. Her mind was already searching for alternative ways to finish her sentence, but she needn’t have worried.

      ‘In the family way?’ Brian grinned ‘He does. That’s why they plan to tie the knot soon.’

      Relieved, Anna had to admit to a grudging admiration for James. ‘I must say it’s good of him to be taking on another man’s child.’

      ‘Another man’s?’ Brian’s grin vanished and his voice sharpened, and Anna’s heart sank but it was too late. Brian eyed her grimly. ‘You’d best tell me. And I think I’ll have that ale after all.’

      There was no help for it, she’d spoken without thinking, she could only carry on now. ‘We, that is I, heard her talking to… to someone else. She told him he was the father and I believed her. So did he, I think, but he wasn’t going to accept responsibility.’

      ‘That’d be young Donithorn then. I thought they’d stopped knockin’ about last year though.’ He sighed and shook his head. ‘He’s more her age at least.’

      ‘But married,’ Anna pointed out needlessly, putting his drink in front of him. ‘And wanting nothing to do with Juliet. Best let sleeping dogs lie, don’t you think?’

      Brian was clearly wrestling with the new information. ‘James deserves to know, though, don’t he?’

      ‘James doesn’t deserve anything from me,’ Anna said curtly. ‘Except maybe a poke in the eye.’

      ‘Don’t seem fair to let him make a fool of himself. But he’s ’appy as Larry at the moment, almost like a different bloke. I don’t want to be the one to ruin that.’

      Anna winced. ‘I’m sorry to have put you in a difficult position. I assumed he’d told you. He must have worked it out though, surely?’

      Brian didn’t seem to have heard. ‘I never had much time for young Fry when he first came back,’ he mused. ‘Roley was a good friend, and to my mind his boy was far too happy to go his own way. But he’s settled nicely now. Works hard enough on that boat even if he ain’t a natural. Be a shame to see him put himself into debt for a lie, no one deserves that.’

      ‘No, I suppose not. Will you tell him?’

      Brian didn’t reply for a while. He took a long drink and then replaced his tankard and stared at it, his hands linked on the bar in front of him. Then he nodded. ‘I suppose.’

      ‘Will he be relieved, d’you think, or will it hurt him?’

      ‘I don’t know, maid, honest I don’t.’ Brian sighed again, and finished his drink. ‘I think I’ll go home after all. I’ll see you d’rectly.’

      ‘Yes, see you tomorrow.’ Anna removed the tankard for washing, and noted the new slump in Brian’s shoulders as he crossed to the door. She wished she could take back her words, but in a way he was right; James was about to give everything up for Juliet, and for a child he believed was his. Perhaps it was better he should find out now, before it was too late.
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      The Saturday to Monday birthday celebrations at the Caernoweth Hotel meant long working hours, and even more cleaning than usual. Freya had kept herself entertained throughout her shift by daydreaming she might be spotted by a handsome, mysterious guest of the Brownsworths, who would whisk her out into the night-scented gardens and declare himself to her beneath the branches of the big beech tree by the southern wall. But her duties did not put her in the way of any of the party guests, so there was no hope of an accidental meeting in the corridor, as Juliet and James had done.

      Perhaps, though, that was for the best, considering the mess which had resulted from that less than fortuitous meeting. Juliet had so far managed to hide her situation from the sharp-eyed Mrs Bone, but it wouldn’t be long before she would be forced to ask for lighter duties, and then the secret would be a secret no longer. Freya’s conscience had been nagging at her too, since Juliet’s confession about the baby’s father; James was no friend to the Penhaligons, but he didn’t deserve to be tricked.

      Outside in the back yard after the long, tiring shift was over, she waited for Juliet as usual, and watched the comings and goings of people from another world: women in slinky dresses, men in smart jackets and colourful ties, chattering amongst themselves while horses stamped impatiently in unfamiliar stables. The late evening air had a bite to it, and Freya pulled her tartan summer shawl tighter and resisted the urge to just go home on her own. This might be her last chance to steer her friend towards telling the truth.

      The sounds of the party drifted from the hotel through open French windows; music and laughter, the occasional voice raised in ire. Now and again a figure would stumble around the yard, looking for a flower bed to be sick into, and on one occasion settled for the water trough. Freya grimaced. Cleaning that would be someone’s unhappy task tomorrow, but thankfully not hers.

      Juliet emerged at last. ‘Thanks for waiting. ’Tid’n a long walk, but it’s nice to have company.’

      ‘Long enough on your own,’ Freya said. ‘And there are a lot of strangers about this weekend.’

      ‘Well it won’t matter much longer.’ Juliet linked her arm through Freya’s as they crossed the yard. ‘I’ll soon be Mrs James Fry, and me and the baby’ll have that nice little cottage on Paddle Lane all to ourselves, while James is out earnin’.’

      Freya hesitated in the face of Juliet’s contentment. Despite her determination, now didn’t seem the time to bring up what she’d meant to say after all. ‘Have you thought about what you might call the baby?’ she asked instead.

      Juliet smoothed her skirts over the bump with her free hand. ‘James says if it’s a boy he wants to call him Roland, for his pa.’

      ‘That’s nice. What if it’s a girl?’

      ‘If it’s a girl, I’m allowed to choose. I thought… Ellen.’

      ‘After David’s sister?’ Freya stopped still and stared at her. ‘Are you mad?’

      ‘I like the name. And anyway,’ she hesitated, looking a little embarrassed, ‘it might soften Davey t’wards the babe.’

      ‘But he’s…’ Freya shook her head, seizing the moment. ‘Look, don’t you think you ought to tell James the truth?’

      ‘Hush!’ Juliet looked around quickly. ‘And no, I don’t.’

      ‘But it’s not fair to —’

      ‘Don’t tell me what’s not fair!’ This time it was Juliet who stopped. She shook off Freya’s arm, seemingly less worried now about who was passing them on the darkening street. Frustration had overtaken caution. ‘Some people can afford to take over a whole hotel for one poxy birthday party, and the likes of me has to tell fibs for the rest of her life just to get by.’ She began walking again, quickly, and Freya had to run a few steps to catch her.

      ‘It’s not James’s fault,’ she pointed out reasonably, ‘and anyway, neither he nor the Donithorns are the ones having the party.’

      ‘I know that!’

      ‘Then why are you so set on punishing James?’

      ‘Why should you care, after what you’ve said about him? And anyway, what would you know? You with your family business, your high ideas of takin’ up with them at Pencarrack… Oh, don’t look like that! I’ve seen the way you float away whenever someone mentions Hugh Batten!’

      ‘We’re not talking about me,’ Freya said, hiding her embarrassment beneath the retort. ‘And I thought you told me to hush.’ Most of those hurrying past them were bal maidens coming down from the Wheal Furzy, mostly unrecognisable in their big straw hats, and scarves that kept out the worst of the dust, but none of them were interested in the gossip of a couple of chambermaids from the hotel. David’s wife, who might have been, was not among them as far as Freya could see.

      ‘It don’t matter anyway,’ Juliet said, subsiding. ‘James’ll only just be finishin’ work. He don’t have no reason to come this far up town.’

      ‘I’m sorry. But I’m your friend and —’

      ‘Well act like it then,’ Juliet said, but her pleading tone belied her sharp words.

      Freya took her arm again, and they moved off down the hill. She was glad she had at least brought the subject up, but another niggling question surfaced. ‘Why do you do it?’

      ‘Do what?’

      ‘With men. Why do you cheapen yourself like that?’

      Juliet’s pace slowed and Freya braced herself for another barrage, and she likely deserved it, but instead her friend was simply thinking. ‘It’s never felt cheap,’ she said at last. ‘Look, the way people talk, it don’t matter one bit. Only thing that matters is that when I get old and die, I in’t treated like no sinner. I deserve holy ground just as much as anyone.’

      ‘No one thinks you’re a sinner.’

      ‘I’ve heard people saying I’m a hussy, an’ that all I care about is how fast I can make a man want me.’ She looked at Freya, and her expression was one of genuine puzzlement. ‘But it in’t like that. It’s the opposite.’

      ‘The opposite? What do you mean?’
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