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Let justice be done though the heavens may fall 
  

William Watson, c. 1559–1603
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1856

When the knock came on the schoolroom door in the Cornish coastal village of Charlestown it was answered by the girl occupying
the nearest desk. She opened the door to reveal John Mitchell, a constable appointed by the parish of St Austell, of which
Charlestown formed a part.
  

Ill at ease as the bearer of tragic news to someone he knew, and discomfited at being the focus of attention of more than
forty young girls whose ages ranged from seven to seventeen, Mitchell remained in the doorway and addressed the young teacher
who stood in front of the blackboard.
  

‘Miss Kernow, I am afraid we have found your father. What I mean is …’

He faltered and Talwyn Kernow said, ‘What do you mean … you are afraid? Has he been hurt? Where is he, Mr Mitchell? I shall
dismiss the class and go to him this instant.’
  


Clearly agitated, the parish constable said, ‘Unfortunately it is more serious than an injury … I am very, very sorry.’

As her pupils gasped in horror, the piece of chalk Talwyn was holding dropped unnoticed to the floor. Looking at the constable
in disbelief, she said, ‘You don’t mean … He’s not … dead?’
  

John Mitchell’s agonised expression made a reply unnecessary. For a moment, the room swam about Talwyn and she needed to reach
out and seek support from the table beside the blackboard.
  

‘Are you all right, Miss Kernow? Can I call someone to come to you … your mother, perhaps?’ Cornwall had no county police
force and Mitchell earned a living by deputising for wealthier members of the parish when they were called upon to perform
the onerous and unpaid duties of a parish constable. He was keen on his work but this was an obligation of the post he had
never before been required to fulfil.
  

The room ceased its motion, and, regaining control of herself with great difficulty, Talwyn said, ‘No, my mother has not been
well. She must not hear of this until I am able to tell her myself … but I need to know all the facts first. Will you wait
for a moment, please, Mr Mitchell?’
  

Turning to the class of wide-eyed girls and struggling to maintain control of her voice, she called, ‘School is over for today,
girls – and will you pass the word to anyone you know who may be affected that there will be no boys’ school this evening.
You may go now …’ Her voice broke and she added, ‘Please hurry.’
  

There was a scramble for the doorway which forced John Mitchell to stand aside. One of the youngest pupils paused for a moment with the intention of asking a question of Talwyn,
but a none-too-gentle shove in the back from an older girl propelled her swiftly to the door.
  

When the last of the girls had collected her coat and passed from the porch of the small schoolhouse, Talwyn approached the
man who had brought the tragic news.
  

‘Where was my father found, Mr Mitchell? What happened to him? My mother and I realised something serious must have occurred
when he failed to return after evening school yesterday. He always came straight home after the last class, so when he did
not I came out to look for him, thinking he might have had to stay late for some unexpected reason. When I got here the school
was in darkness and locked. I came inside and checked, but everything seemed to be in order, so I went home once more, collected
a lantern and returned here again, this time checking the verges and hedgerows along the way. There was no sign of him and
so I went up to the manor and told Sir Joseph Sawle. He said he would send word out to the constables.’
  

She was fighting back tears. ‘I stayed up all night. When morning came and he still hadn’t returned I knew something dreadful
must have happened. I took my mother to stay with one of her sisters and came to open the school. I suppose I should have
closed it for the day, but Father would have been cross had there been some reasonable explanation for his not coming home
… besides, I didn’t know what else to do, especially as Sir Joseph sent word to say he had ordered all his men out to make
inquiries about him.’
  


Sir Joseph Sawle was lord of Penrice manor and, as senior magistrate for the district, was responsible for appointing parish
constables and the maintenance of law and order.
  

Despite all her efforts, tears were streaming down her cheeks as she asked, ‘Where was he found, and where is he now? Does
anyone know what happened?’
  

Mitchell seemed more at ease now he was no longer under the scrutiny of the young pupils, but instead of answering her questions
he asked, ‘What time was it usual for your father to end his classes in the evening?’
  

‘That depended upon what he happened to be teaching – and how hard the boys had been working. If they had been fishing, or
working a shift in the mine, they sometimes had difficulty staying awake, but as they each paid fivepence a week for their
lessons they expected value for their money. Father never liked to end too early, but he would not keep them after ten o’clock.’
  

‘You said he always came straight home … are you quite certain of that?’

‘Of course I am! Sometimes, if I had nothing else to do, I would come to Charlestown to meet him and we would walk home together
…’
  

Her voice broke and, apologetically, Mitchell asked, ‘Your home being the cottage in the grounds of Sir Joseph Sawle’s home
at Penrice?’
  

He accepted her nod as a reply and, after a few minutes, she added, ‘Sir Joseph had the schoolhouse built for my father and
let us have the cottage rent free because he is keen that as many local children as possible should receive an education … but you still haven’t answered my questions. Where was my father found? How did he die – and
why didn’t I find him when I was looking for him last night? Was he taken off by someone after an accident on the road home?’
  

‘No.’

Talwyn had formed the impression that the parish constable was reluctant to go into details about the death of her father
and it made her more determined than ever to learn exactly what had happened … but the constable was asking yet another question.
  

‘Did your father always take the same route home – or might he have taken the path that goes along the edge of the cliffs?’

‘Not in the dark,’ Talwyn replied. ‘It would have been far too dangerous.’

‘Then perhaps he might have arranged to meet someone there?’ the constable persisted.

‘There would have to be a very good reason for him to go anywhere near the cliffs after dark. It was something he always warned
me against when I was a young girl. He certainly would not have gone home that way. Why do you ask? Is that where he was found?’
  

‘Yes,’ the constable eventually admitted. ‘Sadly, his body was discovered by the coastguard on the rocks at the foot of the
cliffs. Another half an hour and the tide would have come in and carried him away, probably never to be recovered.’
  

Talwyn shuddered at the image conjured up by his words … but there were still things that needed to be said and questions
to be asked. ‘Father would have had no reason to be anywhere near the cliffs. He always came straight home to talk about the next day’s lessons with me so that I would not be too late going to bed. I need to be
up in plenty of time to open the school and prepare everything before the girls arrive for their lessons. No, Mr Mitchell,
if he went to the cliffs instead of coming straight home something must have been happening there. Something unusual, which
he believed was important enough for him to break his routine. Are you aware of anything that might have been going on there
last night?’
  

Evasively, Constable Mitchell said, ‘That’s a question you will need to put to the coastguard, Miss Kernow. Something was going on, I believe, but they keep such things to themselves.’
  

‘You mean … my father probably went to see what was happening and slipped over the cliff?’ She shuddered at the thought of
it. ‘Was the cliff high at that point? I mean … is it possible he was lying injured at the foot of the cliff for a long time?’
  

The tears began once more and, embarrassed, Mitchell said, ‘No, Miss Kernow. That’s one thing I can tell you for certain;
he wouldn’t have suffered at all. In fact, he would have been dead before he went over the cliff edge. You see … somebody
shot him.’
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The ageing wooden stairs of the old house in Great Scotland Yard gave warning of the approach of someone making their way
to the attic room. Here, Detective Constable Amos Hawke was fighting a losing battle against the light from a single, diamond-paned
window in order to complete the report he was writing.
  

Thinking the unwelcome visitor was one of the cleaners who descended upon the offices of the Metropolitan Police’s detective
branch offices at the end of each working day, Amos looked up from his desk with the intention of telling him to clean the
other offices first. He needed to complete his report before going off duty.
  

To his great surprise, it was not the cleaner who entered the room, but Detective Inspector Marcus Carpenter, the officer
in charge of the detective department.
  

Hurriedly pushing back his chair and rising to his feet, Amos’s irritation at being disturbed disappeared. As far as he was aware, this was the first time Inspector Carpenter had paid a visit to this part of the building. His suite
of executive offices occupied half the ground floor accommodation of the adjacent house. After normal working hours the career-minded
detective inspector was more often to be found in the fashionable clubs of London, or the houses of men of influence, than
in the dingy Scotland Yard police offices.
  

Waving Amos to his seat, he said, ‘It’s all right, Hawke, be seated.’ Looking unsuccessfully around the room for another chair,
he perched himself gingerly on a corner of the large desk on which Amos was working.
  

Frowning at the lack of light in the room, he said, ‘Is that a report you are writing? How on earth can you see to work in
this light? It’s almost dark … don’t you have a lamp?’
  

‘No, sir,’ Amos replied. ‘There are candles in the cupboard, but Sergeant Tremlett keeps a tight rein on expenditure. He forbids
their use before seven o’clock – it’s only a quarter past six now.’
  

Sergeant Tremlett was the clerk in charge of the detective office stores and he was notoriously mean about issuing candles
and any other items from his storeroom. He had carefully recorded the time it took a candle to burn itself out and refused
to issue another if he felt they were being used unnecessarily.
  

‘What are you working on?’ Carpenter asked. ‘Are you heavily involved in anything in particular?’

‘I have a few minor cases to investigate,’ Amos said, indicating a sheaf of documents that half filled a wooden tray marked
‘IN’, ‘but I need to complete this report first. It’s on the arrest and conviction of Jeremy McCabe.’
  

‘Ah yes, the highwayman who was hanged this morning. You did well to take him. The Metropolitan Police were after him for
years … as were the Bow Street thief-takers. He’d become something of a legend.’
  

‘That’s his neckerchief over there, on the mantelshelf,’ Amos said. ‘He gave it to me this morning, on his way to the scaffold.
May God rest his soul.’
  

Looking at Amos sharply, the detective inspector said, ‘Don’t tell me you had any sympathy for McCabe … he was the scourge
of the Great West Road.’
  

‘True,’ Amos agreed, ‘and his fate was well deserved, but he accepted it with more dignity than a great many villains I have
taken. I respected him for that.’
  

‘Well, you have more experience with villains than most,’ Inspector Carpenter conceded. ‘In fact, your record is most impressive
since you joined us here. I understand you also excelled yourself in the Royal Marines before joining the police?’
  

‘I received a commission in the field during the Crimean war,’ Amos admitted modestly.

‘For outstanding gallantry, I believe,’ Carpenter persisted. ‘Why did you not remain in the Marines, where your future would
have been assured?’
  

Amos shrugged. ‘To make a successful career as an officer in the Royal Marines requires sufficient money to keep up appearances.
I had only what I earned. I joined the Royal Marines as a drummer boy when I was thirteen. My mother had died, my father had
married again and I didn’t get along with my stepmother – or her two sons. It was an easy way out for me. Then, while I was
in the Crimea, I received a letter from an aunt – my father’s sister. My stepmother had died, her two sons had been taken
to Australia by an uncle and it seemed my father was drinking himself into an early grave. She begged me to come home and
see if I could do something about it. It was another six months before I returned to England and was able to resign my commission
and go to Cornwall – to Mevagissey – to see what was going on, and in the meantime my aunt had also died and my father had
left the village. There were lots of rumours. That he had fallen over a cliff into the sea; had taken a boat to go fishing
– there was a small boat missing from the harbour about that time; had returned to the mines where he had worked for many
years – or had simply taken off because he had run up a great many debts. He certainly owed a great deal of money. I settled
his debts, and spent an unsuccessful month in Cornwall trying to learn what had happened to him. By that time I had realised
there was little left in Cornwall for me, so I came to London and joined the Metropolitan Police. When the detective branch
expanded I was lucky enough to be chosen for the work.’
  

Amos had thought the detective inspector’s visit to be no more than a routine call by the head of the branch on one of the
many offices occupied by his men in the houses surrounding Great Scotland Yard. However, Carpenter’s next words told Amos
he had not found his way to the attic office by chance.
  

‘I have been looking at your personal file, Hawke. I was interested to read that you had experience in commanding a police
force during your service with the Marines in the Crimea.’
  


‘It sounds grander than it actually was,’ Amos explained. ‘When we captured a Russian town in the Crimea I was left behind
with a couple of platoons of marines to keep law and order there.’
  

‘And carried out your duties so well you were commended by the commander-in-chief, I believe?’

‘That is so.’

‘I am at a loss to understand why this was not taken into consideration when you were recruited into the Metropolitan Police,
Hawke. You should have entered with the rank of inspector – or, at the very least, sergeant.’
  

‘I had been led to expect that would be the case,’ Amos said, ‘but I am not complaining. I enjoy my work as a detective.’

‘I am very pleased to hear you say so, but due recognition should have been given to your experience as a commissioned officer
in the Royal Marines – and Commissioner Mayne agrees with me.’
  

Commissioner Mayne was in command of the Metropolitan Police and Amos felt a thrill of excitement at Inspector Carpenter’s
words … but there were more than five thousand men in the London police force. He could not understand why he had been singled
out for special attention by the detective chief.
  

Inspector Carpenter was quick to enlighten him.

‘There have been three murders in your home county in recent months, Hawke. The earliest two, some months ago now, were of
Excise officers going about their duty, but the latest victim, only this last week, was a school-teacher and for some reason
the magistrate who gave this information believes the three deaths are connected. Unfortunately, Cornwall does not yet have a countywide police force and still relies upon the old system of parish constables
and watchmen. They are neither as efficient nor as non-partisan as they should be and the Cornish magistrate who wrote to
the commissioner is concerned at the lack of progress in the investigations. He and his colleagues on the bench have requested
that a senior detective officer from the Metropolitan Police go there and lead the investigation, preferably with a colleague
to assist him. Commissioner Mayne has asked me to take on the task and agreed I should take a detective sergeant with me.
I believe that Cornishmen, even more than the residents of other counties, have a very strong sense of community and are likely
to resent having an outsider come in to sort out their problems. For this reason I would like you, as a Cornishman, to help
me in my investigation. You will be made up to sergeant immediately, and the promotion will be permanent. I would also like
to add that this investigation is not only extremely important from the point of view of bringing a murderer – or murderers
– to justice; it will set a precedent for future investigations and show what can be achieved by an established detective
force, such as we have here at Scotland Yard. In so doing it might also persuade the authorities in those counties which are
dragging their feet that it is time to employ an efficient police system. What do you say, Hawke? Will you come to Cornwall
with me as soon as you are able to settle your personal affairs here in London … or would you like time to think about it?’
  

Amos knew that such an investigation, if successful, would reflect very well upon the expertise and efficiency of the Metropolitan Police detective branch – and greatly boost
the promotion prospects of Carpenter – but it would not be easy. Cornish people were suspicious of strangers, the fishing communities particularly so – and he believed that whoever had killed the Excise officers
probably came from such a community. There had been similar killings in the past, when smuggling had been almost a part of
everyday life for those who earned a living from the sea.
  

Times had changed and much had been done to eradicate the activities of the ‘freebooters’ since John Wesley had condemned
smuggling in the previous century, but Amos was aware there were a number of diehards who believed they had a right to continue
such activities. It seemed there were also some who were ready to kill in order to exercise that right. He was also aware
that Detective Inspector Carpenter would be given no assistance from anyone in the tightly knit fishing communities without
the help of someone like himself, who could claim kinship with at least some of their own.
  

There was also the possibility that during the course of such an investigation he might be able to discover something to throw
light upon the disappearance of his father …
  

‘Well, now you know the details, I will leave you to think it over, Hawke. Let me know when you have reached a decision.’

‘I have no need to think it over, sir. I will be delighted to assist you in every way I can and I have no pressing personal
matters to attend to. When do we leave?’
  






3

[image: image]

The London streets were in darkness when Amos completed his report. Locking up his small office, he made his way down the
creaking stairs and headed across the open space that gave its name to the detective headquarters. Bidding goodnight to the
uniformed constable on duty at the yard entrance, Amos passed through an archway to the street beyond.
  

He had taken only a few paces when a powerfully built man standing a head taller than Amos fell into step beside him. It was
Harvey Halloran, an ex-Royal Marines colour sergeant who had been second-in-command of Amos’s small force when he took over
the policing of a captured Russian town during the Crimean war. They had met again in London soon after Amos had been transferred
to Scotland Yard’s detective force.
  

Without slowing his pace, Amos said, ‘Hello, Harvey. Have you been waiting for me?’


‘I have, Mr Hawke, sir, and I seem to have been hanging around outside the Yard for so long I was beginning to fear I would
be arrested for loitering.’
  

Amos grinned. ‘I doubt very much whether there are enough policemen on duty at the Yard to successfully arrest you.’

‘I don’t fight policemen, Mr Hawke, you know that,’ Harvey said seriously. ‘The fact is, I often wish I’d been able to stay
in the Royal Marines, and that’s the truth.’
  

‘I have no doubt the Marines felt the same when you left them. Unfortunately, because of your wounds they had no alternative
but to discharge you.’
  

‘That’s true … but I’m fit again now,’ Harvey insisted.

‘You have certainly made a remarkable recovery,’ Amos agreed, ‘but the Marines weren’t to know you would do that – and they
did give you a generous pension.’
  

‘Yes, and it’s very welcome,’ Harvey admitted, ‘but I want to be fully active again … that’s why I went to see the Metropolitan
Police recruiting sergeant today, to try to join them, like you.’
  

Harvey’s statement brought Amos to a halt. ‘You’ve spoken to the recruiting sergeant …? What did he say? Did you tell him
you had been given a medical discharge from the Royal Marines?’
  

‘I showed him my discharge certificate and told him I had fully recovered, but he said the medical examination would make
no difference.’
  

‘So … have you been accepted?’

‘No … but it had nothing to do with my fitness. It was because of my prizefighting days, before I joined the Marines, when I was bound over to keep the peace, in order to stop me fighting.’
  

‘But that was years ago,’ Amos said indignantly. ‘You were a marine for more than fifteen years and one of the foremost heroes
of the Crimean war. Surely that counts for something?’
  

‘It would seem not,’ Harvey said gloomily. ‘They don’t want me in the Metropolitan Police … I don’t suppose you can do anything
to help me, by putting in a good word …?’
  

‘Much as I would like to, I am afraid I am going to have no opportunity to do so in the near future,’ Amos said. ‘I am going
to be away for a while. Detective Inspector Carpenter wants me to go with him to … wants me to go out of London with him.
A senior magistrate has requested the help of Scotland Yard detectives in solving a series of murders.’
  

‘How long do you think you’ll be away?’

Amos shrugged. ‘Your guess is as good as mine. For as long as it takes, I suppose.’

‘What is Joyce going to think about your going?’

Amos winced at Harvey’s question. Joyce Pemble was the daughter of Amos’s landlady. Despite all his attempts to distance himself
from her, she had become increasingly possessive, assuming a relationship which had no substance in reality. The situation
was made more complicated by the fact that Joyce’s mother was the widow of a Metropolitan Police superintendent.
  

It was usual for Metropolitan policemen to live in quarters at their various stations, but such accommodation was severely
limited. Most of the detectives lived in Scotland Yard itself, but when Amos was appointed there had been no rooms available and he was boarded on the superintendent’s
widow, who occupied a house with Joyce, her only child.
  

Harvey knew the family because he was occasionally employed by them to carry out gardening and other odd jobs. He found Joyce’s
pursuit of Amos highly amusing.
  

‘I don’t think Joyce’s mother is going to be happy either,’ he added. ‘She has already decided you are to be her future son-in-law.’

‘She is going to have to find someone else to take Joyce off her hands,’ Amos retorted. ‘When I move out of the house it will
be permanent. I will need to find lodgings in my new posting. I can’t pay two rents – and Joyce and her mother can’t afford
to keep my room vacant while I am away. It might be for many months.’
  

Amos’s explanation of the financial situation was not entirely accurate. Detective Inspector Carpenter had told him that the
Cornish magistrate who had requested the presence of the two Scotland Yard detectives had also offered to assume responsibility
for all their expenses during the time they were in Cornwall, but Amos had become increasingly embarrassed by the bold advances
of his landlady’s daughter and her proprietorial attitude towards him. This would be the best opportunity he was ever likely
to have to escape from the one-sided relationship without hurting Joyce – and he did not want to hurt her any more than was
absolutely necessary. She was a nice enough young girl, but at seventeen years of age she was ten years younger than Amos
and still immature. Besides, he knew he could never return the feelings she believed she had for him. This was the best way out of the situation – for both of them.
  

Harvey broke in upon his thoughts once more, saying hopefully, ‘Perhaps this place you are going to might have a place in
their police force for an ex-Royal Marines colour sergeant?’
  

‘Unfortunately, they don’t yet have a police force, Harvey – although a law has recently been passed in Parliament ordering
every county to establish one. If it looks as though they are about to recruit I will recommend you to them.’
  

‘God bless you, Mr Hawke, sir … and good luck with your dealings with Joyce and her mother.’
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A week after the visit of Detective Inspector Carpenter to the office occupied by Amos, and with his departure from the house
occupied by a tearful Joyce and her mother safely behind him, Amos and the detective inspector arrived by train in Plymouth.
There the men made their way to the bank of the River Tamar, from where they would cross into Cornwall by ferry. Standing
on the edge of the river that formed the border between Devon and Cornwall for the whole of its length, they were in the shadow
of the spectacular skeletal framework of the railway bridge towering above them, which was being constructed to the design
of the brilliant engineer, Isambard Kingdom Brunel.
  

Once across the river the two men would no longer be travelling together. Before leaving London they had decided that, initially
at least, Amos would work ‘undercover’, not revealing his true identity until Carpenter deemed the time to be right. Until then, Amos’s story would be that he had returned to Cornwall in another attempt to locate
his missing father. In this way he might be able to obtain information that would not otherwise be forthcoming.
  

‘Are we quite certain we each know what we are doing, Amos? It is very important that we make no mistakes …’ Detective Inspector
Carpenter put the question as the ferry approached from the far shore.
  

‘I am quite confident, sir,’ Amos replied, but, aware of the importance the detective inspector put on solving this case,
and in order to put the other man’s mind at ease, he repeated the plan that had been agreed between them. ‘You will be staying
with magistrate Sir Joseph Sawle, in his mansion at Penrice, and openly carrying out an official investigation into the murder
of the school-teacher. Travelling separately, I will purchase a horse and make my way to Charlestown, which is not far from
Penrice, and take lodgings at an inn there until I can find somewhere else. I too will be trying to obtain information about
the murderer – or murderers – but we will initially keep my part in the investigation a secret. Should anyone need to know,
the reason I shall give for being back in Cornwall is a renewed attempt to find my father. Once a week, on a Friday, we will
meet an hour after dark at the crossroads by Lobb’s shop, on the St Austell to Pentewan road – I have marked the spot on your
map. There we will exchange any information we may have obtained.’
  

Satisfied, Marcus Carpenter nodded. ‘Good! We both know exactly what we are doing – but take no chances, Amos. We are obviously up against ruthless men and if – as Sir Joseph Sawle seems to think – the schoolteacher’s murder is
somehow connected with the killing of the Excise officers, then we are dealing with particularly vicious smugglers, who value
illegal profits more than the lives of their fellow men. I believe we will be carrying out this investigation in the best
possible way, but I will not be entirely happy until we can do away with the subterfuge and both work openly to secure the
arrest and conviction of the guilty parties.’
  

By now the ferry was close to the shore. Parting company, they joined the other passengers and moved forward to the ferry’s
berth.
  

When the train arrived at St Austell railway station, Sir Joseph Sawle was waiting on the platform to meet Inspector Carpenter.
Amos witnessed the warm welcome given to the detective chief, but studiously ignored the two men. He had remembered that the
following day was market day in St Austell and, as a result, had decided to remain in town in order to attend the auction
of livestock.
  

By noon next day he was the owner of a fine, if somewhat skittish, four-year-old mare, together with a saddle and all the
necessary tack. Then, with his baggage packed in two saddlebags, he set off for the tiny port of Charlestown. Finding comfortable
accommodation in the Rashleigh Arms inn, he spent the remainder of that day rediscovering the countryside of his childhood.
  

That evening, after partaking of a somewhat mediocre meal in the dining room, Amos adjourned to the inn’s public bar. It was fairly quiet and most of those drinking here were local men. He enjoyed listening to the soft Cornish dialect
that until his return in search of his father he had almost forgotten, but was aware that his presence was attracting attention.
He pretended not to notice when landlord Thomas Stephens was summoned to the busiest table in the room and entered into a
low-voiced but animated conversation with the Cornishmen seated there, during which many meaningful glances were cast in his
direction.
  

Shortly afterwards, Amos signalled to the landlord that he would like another drink, and when it was brought to him he was
not at all surprised when Stephens began wiping off the wooden top of the already spotless table with a damp cloth and engaged
him in conversation.
  

‘I believe that when you arrived you said you had come to St Austell yesterday evening, after coming to Plymouth on the London
train.’
  

‘That’s right, landlord. I would have come straight to the Rashleigh Arms there and then, but as today is market day I stayed
on in St Austell to buy myself a horse – and I am well pleased with my purchase. It came far cheaper than London prices.’
  

‘I’m pleased to hear it, sir, but … talking of London, you would have been travelling in good company from there yesterday.
There was one of they police detectives from London on the train with you. He was met at the station by Sir Joseph Sawle and
is staying up at Penrice manor with him. He’s not been wasting any time, either; he’s already been to Charlestown today, asking
questions. From what I hear he’s a top man up there in London.’
  


‘I can’t say he stood out from the other passengers,’ Amos said, with apparent disinterest, although the landlord’s words
had reminded him how difficult it was in Cornwall for anything to remain secret for very long. It was a fact he hoped might
be turned to the advantage of Carpenter and himself in the near future. He added, ‘I wonder what such a man is doing in these
parts? He must be a friend of this Sir Joseph. There wouldn’t be anything to require his professional attention hereabouts.’
  

‘Ah! Now that’s where you’re wrong,’ landlord Stephens declared. ‘We had a very nasty murder only last week. A very nasty
murder indeed and one that shocked everyone hereabouts. Someone shot and killed Edward Kernow, the schoolteacher, right here
in Charlestown … heaven knows why. He was one of the most inoffensive men you could ever wish to meet. As far as anyone knew,
he didn’t have an enemy in the world – but this isn’t the only murder we’ve had in Cornwall this year. There were two others,
all in the space of a couple of months.’ Lowering his voice and looking about him before he spoke again, he added, ‘Mind you,
the other two were both Excise officers, and they have never been very popular in Cornwall.’
  

Resisting an urge to comment on the implication that the killing of Revenue officers was not of particular importance, Amos
said, ‘The Excise service isn’t for men who want to be popular, but it’s one thing not to like a person – and quite another
to kill him.’
  

‘Perfectly true,’ agreed Stephens. Increasing the speed of the cloth he was wielding, he added, ‘You’ve got a Cornish accent, sir, but I can’t say I’ve seen you in these parts before.’
  

‘You wouldn’t – although I was born near here, at Mevagissey. I joined the Royal Marines as a drummer when I was thirteen
and spent most of my service overseas. When I came back I learned my father had disappeared and no one was able to tell me
where he had gone. As there was little work for me in Cornwall, I went to London. That was a couple of years ago. Now I’ve
managed to put a little money by and decided to come back and make more inquiries about my father. I’d like to find him again
after all those years away.’
  

‘What’s his name … and what did he do?’ the landlord asked, with what seemed to be a genuine interest.

‘His name is Hawke … the same as mine. Doniert Hawke. He was born into a mining family, up on Bodmin Moor. That’s why he was given his Christian name. He was born in a
house not far from where King Doniert was drowned in the River Fowey, about a thousand years ago.’
  

‘I know nothing about any King Doniert,’ Stephens said, ‘but if your father was a miner up on the moor why are you looking
for him down here?’
  

‘He was working on a mine at Crinnis, just up the hill from here, when he met my mother. She was a fisherman’s daughter and
when work was slow on the mines he would go out fishing with her family. They lived in Mevagissey.’
  

‘Then wouldn’t you be better staying in Mevagissey rather than here?’ the landlord queried. ‘Not that I’m trying to lose business,’
he added hastily. ‘I’m merely curious, that’s all.’
  


‘That’s where I was looking for him as soon as I left the Marines,’ Amos explained. ‘Unfortunately, my father fell out with my mother’s family
when he married for a second time. They didn’t want anything to do with him and I’d been away for so long I felt like a stranger
in their company. Then someone in the village told me that when his second wife died they thought my father had signed on
as crewman on one of the clay boats, out of either Charlestown or Pentewan, so I thought I’d start my second search for him
here.’
  

‘Doniert Hawke, did you say he’s called?’ Stephens mused. ‘I can’t say I’ve ever heard the name mentioned – and I’ve had the
Rashleigh Arms ever since it first opened, six years ago. But a great many boats come in to load china clay so I won’t have
seen every man who’s ever sailed on ’em. If you like, I’ll pass the word around that it’s the reason you’re here. You never
know, someone might know of him.’
  

‘I’m much obliged to you, landlord. I trust you will draw an ale for yourself and charge it to my bill.’

‘I’ll do that, young sir, and thank you. I’ll drink to the success of your search for your father.’

Shortly after leaving Amos’s table, the landlord returned to the local Charlestown men and it was quite apparent to Amos that
he was passing on the information he had learned about him and his reason for being in the small village. Now, the glances
that were cast in his direction showed sympathy instead of mistrust and Amos knew he would be able to roam the area observing
what was going on and even asking discreet questions without arousing too much suspicion.
  


Evidence that his story had been accepted by Thomas Stephens, at least, came shortly before Amos left the bar room. The landlord
came to his table and, putting a tankard in front of him, gave a conspiratorial wink before whispering, ‘Here, young sir,
take this with my compliments. I’ve put it in a tankard so it won’t excite the curiosity of anyone who might take an unhealthy
interest in it. It’s not ale, but some of the finest brandy you’re likely to taste anywhere – and all the more enjoyable for
coming straight from France without the contamination that comes from the inside of a Customs shed.’
  

Savouring the brandy, which was all that Stephens had claimed for it, Amos knew that he would be able to confirm to Inspector
Carpenter that his theory about smugglers being active in the area was correct.
  

It might prove to be the first lead in their murder investigation.
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When Amos rode along the narrow lane to keep his first rendezvous with Detective Inspector Carpenter a quarter-moon was playing
hide-and-seek with cirrus cloud that peppered the night sky.
  

As he approached the Lobb’s shop crossroads a small section of the moon showed itself. It was sufficient for Amos to see a
mounted figure allowing his horse to crop the grass on a flat verge close to the junction.
  

It was Inspector Carpenter and he had seen the approaching horseman.

‘Is that you, Amos?’ he called softly when Amos neared.

Having confirmed his identity and shaken hands with his superior officer, Amos said, ‘Shall we ride back towards St Austell,
sir? Two horsemen riding at night will excite no interest, even if we were to be seen, which is unlikely. The lane is very
quiet.’
  


Detective Inspector Carpenter agreed and as they set off, riding side by side at a slow walk, he asked, ‘Have you learned
anything of interest while you have been at Charlestown?’
  

When Amos told him of the conversation he had had with the landlord of the Rashleigh Arms on the first night of his stay at
the Charlestown inn, and the brandy Stephens had given him, the inspector commented, ‘So much for Sir Joseph Sawle’s magisterial
assurance that smuggling is a thing of the past. His suggestion is that we should be looking for a criminal who has returned
from transportation bearing a burning grudge against Excise officers.’
  

‘It’s an interesting theory,’ Amos commented, ‘but, as we now know, there are smugglers operating in the area and I believe we are most likely to find the killer of the Excise officers among them – although
it doesn’t explain the murder of the schoolteacher. But it is possible, albeit unlikely, that his murder has no connection
with the other two.’
  

‘Unfortunately that is not the case,’ Carpenter replied. ‘Although Sir Joseph’s theories may not be entirely accurate, he
is a very efficient magistrate. He had the bodies of the murdered men examined by a surgeon and the bullets removed. All three
were examined by a highly experienced armourer from the thirty-second regiment, which is stationed at Bodmin. The armourer
declared the bullets to be of a type used in a large calibre pistol, such as that carried by cavalrymen some years ago, but
which is now obsolete. Apparently the gun was never extensively issued, but after careful examination of the bullets he is of the opinion that they were all fired from the same weapon.’
  

‘Oh!’ Somewhat disconcerted, Amos asked, ‘Is there any known association between the dead schoolteacher and the murdered Excise
men?’
  

‘That is something we need to find out,’ Carpenter replied. ‘Since the murder of the schoolteacher there have been no lessons
for the boys of Charlestown. I obtained their names and addresses and have already interviewed some of them, but they could
not – or would not – tell me anything. You might do better when you come out into the open, but I doubt it.’
  

They had reached the entrance gate to the Penrice estate where the inspector was staying. He brought his horse to a halt,
and as Amos followed suit Carpenter added, ‘Of course, it could be that Kernow saw something he wasn’t meant to see and recognised
someone involved in whatever was going on. However, in order to pursue that line of inquiry we need to know a great deal more
about the murdered schoolteacher and I think I know a way this might be achieved – by you.’
  

‘I can’t go around asking questions about the schoolteacher’s family and his habits without revealing who I am,’ Amos protested.
‘To do that would make our investigation even more difficult than it already is.’
  

‘Sir Joseph Sawle has provided us with a possible answer to that problem,’ Detective Inspector Carpenter replied and Amos
thought he sounded irritatingly smug. ‘It seems the murdered schoolteacher, Edward Kernow, has a daughter who teaches a class
of girls in the mornings, while he taught boys in the evenings. The arrangement meant that the boys were able to put in a reasonable day’s work before gaining some education at night. Unfortunately,
in order to keep the school running it needs two teachers, one male and one female, but if Miss Kernow has to pay another
teacher out of the income the school generates it will be only just viable. Should anything unfortunate occur to reduce the
number of pupils at the school, such as a mine closure, or even a brief epidemic, things would become extremely difficult
for Kernow’s widow and daughter.’
  

Alarmed by what he thought to be Carpenter’s implication, Amos said, ‘You’re not asking me to become a teacher? No, sir. I’m
willing to try my hand at most things, but not that.’
  

Detective Inspector Carpenter gave an amused laugh. ‘I am not suggesting you should become a schoolteacher, Amos. Sir Joseph
Sawle has put it to the widow Kernow that she might take in a lodger to supplement her income. Now, if you were to become that lodger, you should be able to learn a great deal about the habits of the murdered man from the two women
in his life without appearing too inquisitive. They will no doubt want to talk about him.’
  

While Amos digested the inspector’s suggestion, Carpenter said, ‘You have said yourself that you should not remain at the
Rashleigh Arms for too long because if the landlord and his customers had more time to get to know you they might become more
inquisitive about your background and things could become awkward. As it is, you have made yourself known to them and, should
it be necessary, you will be able to call in and renew your acquaintanceship without any unwanted questions being raised.’
  

‘That’s quite true,’ Amos admitted, but with a recent experience of being boarded upon a widow and her impressionable daughter
fresh in mind, he added, ‘I am not too happy about the thought of taking lodgings with a spinster schoolteacher and her newly
widowed mother. If we are after a gang of smugglers our investigation is going to involve a great deal of after-dark work.
That might be difficult to explain to them.’
  

‘Nonsense!’ Carpenter said. ‘I will ask Sir Joseph Sawle to recommend you as a prospective lodger and say that you came to
him inquiring after your father. Your search for him is likely to cover a fairly wide area and following up leads will necessitate
spending many evenings visiting taverns and similar establishments. The travel involved will mean occasionally returning to
your lodgings at an hour when most respectable men and women are in bed. Naturally, you will do your best to keep any disruption
to their routine to a minimum and will, of course, be prepared to pay a little more than would a lodger with a more regulated
way of life in order to compensate for any inconvenience your comings and goings may cause.’
  

Amos still had reservations about the whole idea and repeated his earlier misgivings about taking lodgings with a widowed
woman and her spinster daughter. ‘I won’t feel comfortable in such company,’ he said, finally, ‘and I doubt very much whether
they will be at ease having me in their house.’
  

‘We did not come to Cornwall seeking “comfort”,’ the inspector retorted. ‘We are here to solve three murders. I will inform Sir Joseph that you are in agreement and will call
on him tomorrow for his approval. You will tell whoever answers the door to you that you have come seeking Sir Joseph’s help
to find your missing father. Servants’ gossip will ensure that the story of your visit to Penrice, and the reason for it,
is generally known – and accepted, as will be your move to take lodgings with widow Kernow. I will leave you to agree with
Sir Joseph the amount you pay for your lodgings. He will be providing the money from county funds.’
  

Their business settled, the two men were about to part company when Carpenter called softly, ‘Wait, Amos. I almost forgot.
I have something for you.’ Edging his horse closer to Amos’s mount, he reached into a saddlebag and lifted out a flat box,
which he handed to his subordinate.
  

The box was very heavy, and before placing it in his own saddlebag Amos asked what it contained.

‘It’s a Beaumont-Adams revolver, an improvement on anything you will have used in the Royal Marines. Carry it with you whenever
you go out at night – and use it if you need to. We are dealing with a ruthless man who has killed three times already. I
have no wish to have to report to Commissioner Mayne that you have become our murderer’s fourth victim.’
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Following Detective Inspector Carpenter’s orders, Amos made his way to Penrice the following afternoon. He had intended going
earlier in the day but it had been raining heavily. The rain had now stopped, although the clouds scudding in off the sea
were black and heavy and streams of water ran along the narrow lane and filled the ditches on either side.
  

Reaching the impressive manor house, he dismounted and tethered his horse, securing the reins through a ring set into a heavy
block of granite to one side of the pillared entrance porch.
  

After tugging on the bell-rope hanging beside the front door, he was required to state his business to a maid who must already
have been in the hallway. Because of her uncertainty that the matter was important enough to disturb Sir Joseph Sawle, he
was asked to repeat it to the butler.
  


Eventually, Amos was escorted by that august figure to the study to meet the St Austell magistrate. Here, the elderly baronet
shook hands and invited him to seat himself in one of the leather armchairs placed conveniently about the spacious dark-panelled
room.
  

When the door closed behind the butler, Sir Joseph said, ‘So you are the young man who is helping Inspector Carpenter with
his investigation. He speaks very highly of you. I understand you were commissioned in the field while fighting with the Royal
Marines Light Infantry, in the Crimea?’
  

‘Yes, Sir Joseph.’ Amos did not feel called upon to amplify his statement.

Nodding approval, Sir Joseph said, ‘My late father was a seagoing man – an admiral, but that would have been considerably
before your time. Why did you leave the service? Having received a commission in such a manner future promotion would have
been assured for you.’
  

‘Possibly, sir, but …’ Amos gave Sir Joseph the explanation he had given to Detective Inspector Carpenter when he asked the
same question.
  

‘That’s the damnable thing about money,’ the baronet commented when Amos had finished. ‘It’s supposed to be beneath one’s
dignity to discuss it … but it’s a sight more demeaning to be without it – and that’s the problem facing poor Edward Kernow’s
widow and daughter. The pair of them were in here talking it over with me only yesterday. Poor widow Kernow was in tears.
She came from a good family background, but married for love, and not for security. It was my suggestion that taking a paying guest might help them out for a while. Talwyn, the daughter, agreed somewhat reluctantly and I said I would try to
find a suitable person for them. When I mentioned the discussion to Inspector Carpenter he immediately suggested it might
prove useful to have you living in their household. I think it a first class idea, for very many reasons, but said I would
like to meet you first. They have suffered a dreadful tragedy and the last thing I would want is to billet an unsuitable lodger
upon them. I feel I owe that to poor Edward Kernow. He was a good man, honest and dedicated. He did not deserve to meet his
end in such a tragic manner.’
  

Lifting a small wooden box from his desk, Sir Joseph took out a cigar, then, as an afterthought, proffered the box to Amos.
When Amos declined with a shake of his head, Sir Joseph lit his cigar with a taper he drew from the fire before continuing,
‘Now I have met you I am satisfied you will prove a suitable addition to the household of a recently bereaved woman.’
  

Although Sir Joseph was satisfied, Amos still entertained the misgivings he had voiced to Carpenter and he said hesitantly,
‘I am happy that you think so, Sir Joseph, but I am not at all certain the irregular hours I shall be obliged to keep will
fit into the routine of a widowed woman and her spinster schoolteacher daughter.’
  

An expression momentarily came to Sir Joseph Sawle’s face in which Amos thought he detected amusement, but when the baronet
replied all he said was, ‘I am quite certain you will make allowances for each other and have no doubt the arrangement will
prove convenient for you, for widow Kernow – and for her spinster daughter.’
  


Once again Amos thought he detected a glint of unexplained humour in the baronet’s expression … but Sir Joseph had more to
say. ‘Besides, they must be aware that as they live so far out of town it will not be easy to find another suitable lodger.
I will speak to them later today. I suggest you call on them tomorrow … shall we say early afternoon? You will see their cottage
among the trees on the left as you go out along the driveway. If tomorrow is not convenient for them I will send word to you
at the Rashleigh Arms.’
  

Mounted once more, Amos thought it looked as though the rain was moving in from the sea again and he put his horse into a
trot in order that he might beat it to the Rashleigh Arms.
  

He had almost reached the end of the long driveway that curved away from the house when a young woman he took to be a servant
from Penrice came through the open gateway from the lane carrying a basket laden with provisions.
  

Amos immediately slowed his mount so as not to alarm her, but as he did so a large dog that he had earlier observed running
loose among the trees in the park with its nose to the ground suddenly leaped on to the driveway, barking, and greeting the
young woman with tail-wagging enthusiasm.
  

The exuberant animal startled Amos’s horse, causing it to rear up unexpectedly. As Amos fought to bring the animal under control
he was aware that the young woman was dangerously close. He maintained his seat with some difficulty but by the time he had
his mount under control they were in the lane. Looking back, he was dismayed to see the young woman sitting on the wet ground inside
the gateway, trying to ward off the dog, which was enthusiastically licking her face, provisions from her basket strewn about
her.
  

Concerned for her well-being, Amos hurriedly dismounted and, leading his horse, went back through the gate.

‘Are you all right?’ he asked anxiously.

Struggling to her feet, she looked behind her to where mud and water stained the back of her cloak, the wetness having soaked
through to her skin. ‘Yes, I am all right,’ she replied, ‘but it is no thanks to you – or your horse. It might be suitable
for a hunt meeting, but it is certainly not safe to be near people.’
  

‘That’s quite unfair,’ Amos protested. ‘What happened was most unfortunate, but it was a pure accident – and if any blame
is to be apportioned, then it has to be the dog’s fault. Had it not barked and run in front of my mount this wouldn’t have
happened.’
  

‘A well-trained horse would not have been startled by a dog,’ she retorted. ‘It wasn’t aggressive.’

‘I wouldn’t argue with that,’ Amos agreed, ‘but I have only owned the animal for a few days and know very little about its
habits. Not that it changes anything in any way at all. It was entirely the fault of the dog … But let me help you pick things
up. If anything is seriously damaged, tell Sir Joseph Sawle I will reimburse him.’
  

‘I can manage quite well on my own, thank you,’ she said angrily. ‘If you really want to do something useful then you can take that horse away before it goes crazy again.’
  

The young woman was already retrieving the provisions that were scattered on the ground about her and, in truth, Amos’s horse
did seem to be unsettled by the presence of the dog, which was now enthusiastically investigating the contents of the basket.
Amos repeated his apology and his offer to pay for any damage, before leading the horse away. A short distance along the lane,
he looked back and saw the young woman hurrying along the driveway towards Penrice manor, her bonnet askew and a large muddy
patch staining the rear of her pale blue cloak.
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The day after Amos’s meeting with Sir Joseph Sawle was a Sunday, and he set off for the cottage of widow Kernow and her daughter
in a less than positive mood. Despite all that had been said by Detective Inspector Carpenter and by Sir Joseph, he was still
not convinced that taking lodgings in the home of the two women was a good idea.
  

The cloud and rain of the previous day had disappeared and it was now warm and pleasant, with only an occasional white cloud
drifting leisurely across an otherwise unmarred blue sky. Because it was such a fine day Amos had chosen to walk to the Penrice
estate. Along the way he paused to gaze out to sea and admire a merchantman under full sail, which could clearly be seen hugging
the Cornish coast, en route to the Atlantic Ocean.
  

He was in no particular hurry to reach the Kernow cottage, but once he entered the wooded grounds of the manor house he squared his shoulders and told himself this was just
part of the work necessary to solve another case – and one that had already brought him an unexpected and welcome promotion.
  

Halfway along the woodland path to the cottage he met the dog that had caused his horse to rear with such unfortunate results
on the previous day. Today, although seemingly pleased to see him, the animal was less exuberant and trotted happily alongside
him until, within sight of the Kernows’ cottage, a rabbit suddenly bolted from cover. The dog took off after it, leaving Amos
to go on his way alone.
  

He had half hoped the occupants of the cottage might be absent, but arriving at the cottage gate he saw a small and motherly
woman on her knees at the edge of a flower bed in the front garden, digging out weeds and dividing clumps of primroses.
  

When she saw Amos she climbed stiffly to her feet to greet him. She was younger than he had expected her to be, perhaps in
her early fifties, but she appeared tired and careworn.
  

‘Mrs Kernow?’ Amos paused at the gate.

‘That’s right – and you will be Mr Hawke. Sir Joseph Sawle said you would be calling today about taking up lodgings with us
… with my daughter and myself. Unfortunately, my daughter is not here at the moment. She is taking a Sunday school class at
Charlestown church.’
  

‘Oh! If you would prefer her to be here I can come back another time …’


Maisie Kernow had been studying Amos as he spoke and she hesitated for only a moment before saying, ‘No, she should not be
very long now – and you come with Sir Joseph’s recommendation.’
  

‘It is very kind of him to recommend me to you but, as I told him, I am not at all certain that the hours I must keep will
be suitable in a household of two ladies. You see, I am trying to find my father and my inquiries are taking me to inns and
taverns along the coast hereabouts where the men I wish to speak to are usually only there late in the evenings.’
  

Maisie Kernow had again been scrutinising him closely as he spoke and now she said, ‘Yours is an honourable quest, Mr Hawke,
and so long as you conduct yourself with consideration for my daughter and myself and do not come home the worse for drink,
your comings and goings should present no problems – not that I am suggesting total abstinence. I have no objection to a man’s
taking a drink and would occasionally enjoy one with my late husband. As for disturbing us with your comings and goings, my
daughter and I sleep in the two front bedrooms. If I gave you the back bedroom and the key to the back door we would hardly
hear you. It is probably not necessary to lock the doors – we never did when my husband was alive – but now my daughter and
I are alone …’
  

She did not complete the sentence and Amos said quickly, ‘I was very sorry to hear of your tragic loss, Mrs Kernow, and quite
understand. As for my drinking habits, I can assure you that I will never return to the cottage having had too much to drink.’
  


Uncomfortably aware of his deception in keeping secret his real reason for seeking lodgings at her cottage, Amos was grateful
to be able to express the truth about something that mattered to her. Although his investigations would entail drinking, it
would of necessity be in moderation. Although he hoped that drink might loosen the tongues of others, he would need to be alert at all times. Both the investigation and his career as a detective were dependent upon his sobriety.
  

Maisie Kernow had already decided that she liked this young man. Quietly spoken, he was also extremely personable. Making
up her mind, she said, ‘Would you like to come in and see the room I can offer you? Then, if you think it would suit you,
we can sit down and discuss details over a cup of tea. I … I have never had a lodger before. It has never been necessary,
so I am not quite certain what needs to be settled … but my daughter will soon be home. She is a very bright girl and will
have thought about such things.’
  

Accepting the offer, Amos followed her into the cottage and was struck by the unexpected air of comfort and cleanliness in
the stone-floored interior. The bedroom she had to offer impressed him too. It was larger than he had expected it to be and
was light, clean and fresh. It even had a small desk upon which he could work. From the window there was a view over a fairsized
vegetable garden that was as neat as the house and Amos guessed correctly that Maisie Kernow was the gardener. At the end
of the garden was an orchard and beyond that open fields which sloped away to give a view of the sea beyond Charlestown. There
were also a couple of outbuildings, one of which looked as though it had once been a stable.
  

Despite his earlier misgivings about lodging here, Amos was forced to admit to himself that it was a most attractive room
– and he said so to Maisie Kernow.
  

‘I am so pleased that you like it. Now, would you like to come down to the kitchen? I will make a pot of tea and you can tell
me something about yourself …’
  

Not only was Maisie Kernow a good listener, but she had an ability to ask pertinent questions. As a result, Amos found himself
telling her far more about himself, his service with the Royal Marines, and his childhood in Cornwall than he had intended,
although he succeeded in saying very little about the time he had spent in London since leaving the Marines. In fact, he believed
he had probably given his listener the impression that his service career had ended only recently.
  

After he had drunk two cups of tea and answered all the questions that Maisie put to him, there was a lull in the conversation
– and Talwyn Kernow had still not returned to the house.
  

Maisie was quite happy with the thought of having Amos as a lodger, but she would not make a firm commitment until the arrangement
had been approved by Talwyn. For his part, Amos had reconciled his earlier doubts and believed he would be comfortable in
the homely and well-kept little cottage. They agreed he should call at the house again later that same evening in order to
meet Maisie’s daughter.
  

As Maisie was letting him out of the cottage, still engaged in conversation, there was the sound of the garden gate shutting and Amos looked up to see the young woman who had
been knocked over by his horse advancing towards him along the garden path. Behind her, shut out on the far side of the gate,
was the dog which had been the cause of the previous day’s unfortunate incident.
  

‘Ah … here she is. Here is Talwyn …’ Maisie Kernow said.
  

Her daughter was not listening. Her gaze fixed firmly on Amos, she said angrily, ‘What are you doing here? I hope you have come to apologise properly for knocking me over yesterday and to pay for the damage you caused
– not to mention injuries to myself. I have a bruise the size of a saucer …!’
  

Suddenly remembering where the bruise was situated, she stopped short and blushed, but the embarrassment served only to fuel
her rage. ‘I bought six eggs in the market but when I got them home I found five had been broken – and they cost me a penny
each. That isn’t all. When I tried to wash the mud from my cloak it took most of the colour from it and now it’s unwearable.
If you don’t believe me, you can look on the line behind the house. It’s there – with the dress I was wearing. That cloak
cost me four and sixpence only last fair day – and I certainly won’t be able to afford another for a long while …’
  

Suddenly remembering why she was unable to afford another shawl and choking on the uncharacteristic anger which seemed to have come out of nowhere,
Talwyn felt her throat constrict, and, pushing between Amos and her dumbfounded mother, she fled into the house.
  


‘I am so sorry, Mr Hawke,’ said Maisie, sounding thoroughly confused. ‘I have never known Talwyn behave in such a manner. I know the
loss of her father has been a terrible shock to her … to all of us … but she has been so strong until this moment. She has
truly been my rock. I must apologise to you.’
  

‘There is no need,’ Amos said. ‘I really do understand how she must be feeling.’

‘But … I don’t even know what it was all about.’

Amos gave her brief details of what had occurred at the entrance to Penrice the previous day. He ended his tale by pointing
to the dog which was whining outside the garden gate. ‘That dog played a part in it, but your daughter is quite correct, it
was my fault. I should have been able to control my horse.’
  

As he was talking he had been feeling inside a pocket of his waistcoat and now his hand came out with a silver crown held
between two fingers. It was more than he could really afford to give away but, holding it out to Maisie, he said, ‘Please
give her this to reimburse her for the broken eggs – and to pay for a new cloak the next time the fair comes round.’
  

When Maisie began to protest, Amos took her hand and, placing the coin in her palm, curled her fingers round it. ‘No, you
must take it. I promised her yesterday that I would pay for any damage that may have been caused. As I said before, I should have
been able to control my horse. Go into the house and make another cup of tea, for Talwyn – and for yourself too. I think she
has been holding her emotions in for too long. She will need comforting.’
  


‘You are very kind … and thank you.’ Hesitantly, she added, ‘Will you be calling on us later this evening?’

Amos shook his head. ‘I don’t think that would be a very good idea. In view of what has happened I think we must forget any
idea of my coming to lodge with you. Now, go to Talwyn. She needs you.’
  

Walking along the driveway towards the road Amos thought of what had occurred. Contrary to the emotions he had entertained
on his way to the cottage, he now felt very real regret at not being able to lodge with the widow and the schoolteacher. Recalling
an angry Talwyn seated on the wet grass, bonnet awry and provisions scattered about her, he gave a wry smile. She was not
at all how he had envisaged Maisie Kernow’s daughter would be. Talwyn was both spirited and attractive. He believed that had
they not had such an unfortunate first meeting he might have found it both comfortable and interesting lodging with Maisie
Kernow – and her spinster daughter.
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