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			One does not jump, and spring, and shout hurrah! at hearing one has got a fortune, one begins to consider responsibilities, and to ponder business; on a base of steady satisfaction rise certain grave cares, and we contain ourselves, and brood over our bliss with a solemn brow.


			Jane Eyre – Charlotte Brontë


			 


		




		

			 


			 


			 


			 


			Prologue


			 


			No legacy is so rich as honesty.


			Shakespeare


			 


			The eyes look at her and Demi laughs. She turns to the child next to her, the one she has played with all week, but the boy is not there. Nor is the girl who is looking after them, nor are the other children. She is alone with the butterfly and the sunshine. It is so beautiful. She steps closer to it and it flies away to stop on a purple flower. Looking around, she decides to follow the butterfly. It must be flying the way the others went. Maybe the butterfly was really a fairy or even a Cornish pixie. Mummy says pixies are naughty, like Demi is when she doesn’t eat her carrots. 


			The butterfly holds still only for a moment and then the next it is gone. Demi tries to catch it, but can’t. When she is back at the hotel, she will draw the butterfly for Mummy.


			The purple eyes flap and move, setting off again. There must be a fairy on its back. It goes up then down, stopping to rest but then moving on towards the woods and the bluebells. Grannie has told her all about the bluebells. She has been to bluebell woods before. This is where the fairies live and she must never go into a bluebell wood without Grannie or Grandad because the fairies will trap her. Grannie told her that long ago when she was really small. But the butterfly with the purple eyes flies into the woods and Demi follows. She is big now and the fairies can’t catch her because she can run fast.


			The path twists and turns. Demi skips, singing a song Grannie taught her as she goes: ‘Bluebell, bluebell, what a pretty bluebell. Bluebell, bluebell, will you really true tell? Who will love me bluebell? Do tell?’ She stops and listens. Will the bluebells tell her? Mummy loves her, Grannie loves her, Grandad loves her, and Charlie loves her. She doesn’t need the bluebells to true tell.


			Sunlight falls through the trees colouring the ground blue and purple. Demi takes out the crayon in her pocket and pretends to draw the trees and the flowers. The sun is high and her tummy rumbles and her head hurts. Spinning around and around, she falls to the ground. The butterfly disappears and she is alone. 


			She is in the fairies’ wood; she knows she is. She can feel their magic. 


			A butterfly passes in front of her, cutting the sunlight in half for a second. Demi shivers as a breeze moves the bells. Will they ring? What was it Grannie said? If you hear the bluebells ring, something will die. Mummy told her to stop telling her these old super-somethings. Demi puts her hands over her ears, but she can hear ringing. She stands up. The wind blows stronger and she shivers. She must get away. A twig snaps and Demi looks around. She can see nothing but flowers and trees. She runs and she stumbles. Throwing her hands out she lands. Pain. Blood. Tears. She gets up. She must keep running but she can’t get her breath. ‘Mummy!’ she cries. Her voice is taken by the wind. Mummy won’t hear her call.


			A shadow darkens the path and fear tightens her tummy. It must be the Kowres, the scary giantess that Grannie tells her will eat her if she strays out past the end of the garden. Granny showed her the one that had turned to stone in the field near where Granny grew up. 


			Her knees, hands and head hurt, but she must escape the Kowres. She will eat her. Grannie says the Kowres like to eat children who don’t do what they are told! 


			The stone Kowres looms in front of her. She runs to it and away from the giant behind. She tries to hide but the giant grabs her. The Kowres have caught her! She can smell ginger. Will the Kowres eat her? Was it because she heard the bluebell ring?
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			A son can bear with equanimity the loss of his father, but the loss of his inheritance may drive him to despair.


			Niccolo Machiavelli
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			The scent of honeysuckle drifted through the open window and late afternoon sunshine fell on the tangled sheets. Victoria smiled. She could still smell Adam’s aftershave. She pulled the duvet over the bed and plumped up the pillows. It was all well and good to have a lazy afternoon of sex with her toy boy, but it would be decidedly unpleasant if Charles walked in to see the evidence and she’d heard his car come up the drive a few minutes ago. 


			Removing the green silk shift from the hanger she pulled it over her head, enjoying the feel of the fabric as it slid across her nipples. She shivered. It was a shame they had this party. Charles might well have stayed in London for longer and she could have enjoyed Adam for the whole evening and not just the afternoon. He was training up satisfactorily. Property, old houses and sex … total bliss.


			Victoria ran her fingers through her hair. Despite the fact that it had turned grey a few years ago, it wasn’t any old shade of grey but gleamed like polished steel and the texture had held up well. She slipped earrings on then picked up her pearls. Charles had given her these for her fiftieth birthday. She, of course, had chosen them and they were exactly the right shade for her skin tone. Pearls reflected such a wonderful radiance on to the face. She touched her neck. Considering her sun exposure over the years her skin was good. No need to resort to a surgeon.


			She straightened her back as she tried to fasten the clasp on her pearls, but couldn’t manage it by feel alone. ‘Where are my glasses?’ she said aloud as she scanned the surfaces in her bedroom.


			‘On your head.’ Charles stood in the doorway. He wore a dark suit, which, despite the clever cut, didn’t disguise his paunch.


			‘Thank you. Why the suit?’


			‘Business.’ He shifted on his feet.  


			‘You haven’t un-retired have you?’ It would be excellent news if he had.


			‘No.’ He walked up to her and took the pearls from her hands. She let him drape them around her neck but his fingers struggled with the clasp and his aftershave filled the air around her; she wished he’d put on a bit less. Her nose was far too sensitive to the fragrance after forty years. He rested his hands on her shoulders when the pearls were finally secured and rubbed gently. Victoria tried to enjoy the sensation, but it didn’t work, and as he kissed the side of her neck she watched the displeasure cross her face in the mirror. She changed her expression when Charles’s blue eyes looked up to meet hers.


			‘As always, you look beautiful, Tori.’


			‘Thank you.’ She turned around in his arms and adjusted his tie. He was a good soul – she must remember that.


			‘Remind me what the Smiths are having this do for?’


			‘An engagement party for their daughter.’ She swallowed. That was something they would never be able to celebrate.


			‘Ah, yes.’ He turned from her.


			‘I hate it when you sound that way.’ Victoria ground her teeth. Even the view of the garden out of the window couldn’t fill the emptiness inside her.


			‘What are you talking about?’ He shook his head and then puffed before he said, ‘I have something I need to discuss with you. It’s important.’


			She spun round. ‘You know exactly what I mean.’ Oh, she loathed him. The sadness she’d heard in his voice irritated her and now he looked like a hurt puppy. It was absolutely not the way a sixty-two-year-old man should look. 


			‘Tori, there really is something I need to discuss with you.’


			She looked up at him and caught sight of the clock on her bedside table. ‘Will it be quick? We are supposed to be there already. Are you going in your suit?’


			‘No, it won’t be quick.’ He looked down at his trousers. ‘Do I need to change?’


			Victoria sighed. ‘No. Let’s go.’ She walked out of the bedroom and only paused at the top of the stairs. From here, she could see the full sweep of the staircase down to the hall. She had Charles to thank for all of this. Without his money, she never could have bought back her family home, Boscawen. Hearing his heavy footsteps behind her, she turned and smiled and held out a hand for him. Almost forty-one years to the day since they had walked together down these stairs on the night of their engagement party. Victoria shivered, remembering the expectant faces waiting for them at the bottom. Only one face hadn’t been smiling.


			‘Tori, where are you?’ Charles gave her hand a squeeze.


			‘Sorry, were you saying something?’


			‘Yes, something rather important. Don’t tell me you didn’t hear a word?’ He frowned and his chins multiplied.


			‘Sorry, I was just remembering our engagement party.’ That brought a smile to his face. 


			‘Forty wonderful years together.’ He kissed her. ‘Thank you, darling.’


			‘A pleasure,’ she lied and collected the keys to his car. If they didn’t leave now, they would be seriously late, especially if they had the misfortune to get caught behind a tractor.


			 


			Demi wouldn’t let her mother down. She owed it to her memory. Morwenna had been so proud of her and the work she’d done here at Bottel and Lampard. Today of all days Demi could have used her mother’s belief in her abilities. Her mother’s death had been too sudden. How could her fit and able mother have just died? Swallowing back the tide of grief about to emerge, Demi stopped. This was not the best time to be thinking about it. Positive thoughts were required. She would get this job. She’d earned it by working hard and, of course, she’d loved it too. 


			Straightening her skirt and crossing her ankles, she heard her mother’s voice in her head, reminding her to sit with her shoulders back, not hunched, trying to hide what her mother had called her assets. How Demi hated them. Not only had they resulted in her being continually tormented by boys at school, she would never be able to look elegant. They attracted too much attention.


			Josh, sitting opposite, looked relaxed. Unlike her, he wasn’t in the watery glare of the sunlight making its way through the dirty window. She frowned. The architect who had designed this building had thought only of the appearance and not of the need for cleaning and fresh air. 


			It must have been a man just like Josh. Demi had been on a practical with him for a year and during that time she’d constantly had to fix his designs. He’d asked for help and she’d given it – although she wondered why she had, because at the end of the year only one of them would be taken on permanently. Josh was all about lines and appearance, not about the practicalities. And that was why she should get this job, because she looked at both and so her designs functioned on every level. This is what she loved.


			He kept looking at her and then away. Who knew what he’d done while she’d been away for weeks on compassionate leave? She hoped he’d been a disaster because this job would solve one key problem of the moment. Money. Although she had earned at bit during the practical, she had paid most of it to her mother for living expenses and the cost of the funeral had drained her mother’s account. Morwenna’s life insurance would eventually cover those costs but it hadn’t paid out yet. Demi took a deep breath. It still didn’t seem real that her mother was gone and she didn’t want it to be, but it was. She couldn’t afford to take anything but a full-time, well-paid job now. She wouldn’t even have a roof over her head if not for her boyfriend, Matt. Demi bit her lip. Thinking about how dire things were wasn’t going to put her in the right frame of mind for the coming interview.


			A drop of sweat ran down her neck and she saw Josh’s eyes follow it until it slid under the neckline of her blouse. It was too warm for the jacket she was wearing, but if she took it off she had no chance of anyone looking at anything but her cleavage, modest though her blouse was. They wouldn’t talk to her but to her chest. It was easy for men. The worst error for them was a bad tie – and Josh’s tie was a big mistake. It showed he had no taste. Surely they wouldn’t give the job to someone who would choose to wear a large, pink-spotted tie with a green striped shirt and a suit in a Glen plaid? It was wrong on so many levels. 


			Her own clothes were a bit old, but expressed an understated elegance – or as close as she could achieve with her curves, she thought wryly. If she were the one making the choice she would pick the employee who performed to a higher level and whose dress sense showed a basic understanding of colour, shape and design. 


			Thunder rumbled outside and the sun disappeared just as the door to the HR department swung open. She couldn’t help feeling that it was an ominous start. Her opponent smiled in her direction but avoided eye contact. 


			‘Demi and Josh, come through.’ Demi stood, and in her head she imagined that she was taller than five foot one. The sooner this interview was over and she had the job, the better.


			‘Take a seat.’ The woman went to her desk and Demi sat far away from the window. She didn’t need to melt further. 


			‘First, I’d like to say thank you. You’ve both done a great job during your internships here at Bottel and Lampard.’ She smiled at them in turn. Demi laid her hands flat on her skirt. This was not going well. Josh hadn’t done a good job; passable, maybe, but only because she’d helped him.


			‘It’s been an honour to be a part of the team.’ Josh spoke and Demi cursed him as a brown nose. He’d done nothing but complain and try and get her to shag him the whole time. He was an arse, but he was smooth. She’d allow him that, but only that.


			‘As you know, we can only take on one of you at this time and it’s been a very hard decision.’ The woman lifted her mouth in a smile, but her eyes told a different story. Demi knew what she was going to say by the way her glance fell on Demi’s left hand. She’d let slip that things were getting serious with Matt and yes, they were, but she wasn’t planning to start a family just yet.


			‘So, after consulting the whole team, the consensus was the job should be offered to Josh for the stellar work he did on the design of the bathrooms.’


			‘But—’ Demi began but Josh stood.


			‘Wow, thank you so much.’ He moved between Demi and the desk so that she couldn’t be seen.


			Demi stood and moved from side to side, trying to get past him. That was her design, not his. She needed to set this straight. He was claiming her work as his. She couldn’t let this theft pass. ‘That design …’ She went to the side of the desk.


			‘Ah, Demi, your work has been of an excellent standard but I’m afraid we only have the one position and Josh fits on every level. Of course, if you’d like to continue on as you have been we would be delighted.’ Again the woman’s mouth lifted but that was all. ‘And I will write you a glowing reference should you decide to look elsewhere.’


			One of the firm’s partners walked in. ‘Congratulations, Josh. Excellent work.’ He turned to Demi. ‘So sorry to see you go.’ He looked away, totally dismissing her. Then she realised. ‘Josh fits on every level.’ How many times had Demi been asked to go to the pub after work and said no to get home to Matt. But Josh had gone every time. They knew him, or thought they did, and she was a world-class idiot who hadn’t played the game.


			Demi couldn’t move. Josh was shaking the director’s hand and he wouldn’t look at Demi. He was a thief – but what could she do? If she protested she’d sound like a bad loser, and she would still be the loser … 


			A bottle of champagne popped open as the rest of the partners appeared. No one would make eye contact.


			‘Thank you.’ She would do this as gracefully as she could. It was what her mother would want, for Demi to be graceful and generous. She slipped out of the door while they were pouring the champagne. 


			Outside the HR office, she stopped and leaned against the wall. She’d let someone else take the job that should have been hers. Anger – with herself as much as with Josh filled her. This wasn’t trying out for the school play. This was life. This was survival. Should she go in there and confront Josh with his deception? No. It was too late now. If she had done it straight away it might have worked, might not have seemed like sour grapes. It was best to let go. It was easier. 


			The receptionist came down the corridor. ‘Demi, so sorry they didn’t offer you the job.’


			Demi’s eyes widened. Everyone, not just the partners, knew already. Even if she went in and told them the truth they wouldn’t alter their decision. They’d look like fools and no one wanted to do that, including her.


			She wasn’t right for the job, but a man who claimed other people’s work as his own was? She went to her desk, head down and pulled out her umbrella and her laptop. She was out of here without a job and she couldn’t help thinking it was her own fault. Her mother would be so disappointed. Maybe it was a good thing she wasn’t around to see this. No, that could never be a good thing. Demi bit her lip then fled before she had to see anyone else’s pity. 


			In the crush of people at Westminster tube station Demi fought with her umbrella but it wouldn’t open. After a few more attempts she cast it into the bin and walked out into the rain. The umbrella was useless. Just when she needed the damn thing it refused to work. Rain flung itself at her from every direction like a rebuke for her stupidity. It slapped her face and drenched her suit. By the time she reached the middle of the bridge her feet were squelching in her shoes. 


			Pulling out of the flow of people across the bridge she leaned on the wall. She needed to think, to make a plan. The raindrops hit the surface of the river and after the initial resistance they merged peacefully, doing what rivers do, flow. She hadn’t bounced; she’d just faded away and let that sod take credit for her work. Now he had a job and at best they would consider her for another practical. That bastard had claimed what was hers while she was burying her mother. And what had she said? What had she done about it? Nothing. She hadn’t even tried to bounce before becoming invisible.


			Turning from the river she joined the rest of the commuters. It would be a wet walk back to her boyfriend’s but at least there would be wine waiting.


			‘Cheer up, love, it can’t be that bad,’ the newsvendor on the corner said as he handed her a paper, which she held over her head and smiled back at him. He was right. It wasn’t all bad. She had Matt.


			As she walked she focused on things to look forward to, like moving in officially with Matt. She’d been living there un­officially since she’d handed her mother’s flat back to the landlord. She swallowed; she wouldn’t think about her mum, not now. Instead she would think of Matt’s delight when she told him yes and she would think about what she could do with the flat. It was all a bit dreary and grey at the moment, despite the designer paint – which was in a shade of lavender that appeared grey on the flat’s north-facing walls. The furniture was big, black and leather, all meant to complement the bloody huge television. It wasn’t simply masculine; it was without personality. Demi had always puzzled how a man who dressed so well and took so much care with his clothing choices could care so little for making his flat feel personal. 


			She smiled: this would all change now. With a coat of paint – which sadly she would have time to give it, and a few accessories – she could soften the flat and make it feel more ‘them’. Matt probably wouldn’t even notice the changes. He would just smile that movie-star grin and she would melt.


			Thinking back to the HR person’s glance at her left hand she wondered why she had let slip that they were getting serious? They were, of course, and Matt was certainly committed, but that didn’t mean she was about to get married immediately and start pushing out kids. Her career was important and she was only just twenty-five. 


			Drenched, and desperate for a glass of wine and a hug, she stopped outside his flat. The lights were on which was unusual, but maybe Matt had come home early. Probably planning a surprise celebration. God, had she really thought she’d get the job? She was such a fool.


			Well, they would laugh at what an arse she’d been. Laughter was something she hadn’t done enough of recently, for obvious reasons. Seeing her friends at her mum’s funeral had shown her how much she missed them all and the fun they had had together. Matt didn’t like them, which was OK – well, sort of – but she must get out more. She loved him, but he could be overpowering. Standing at the door she frowned when she heard the music they had been listening to two nights ago. She hesitated. They had had too much to drink that night and she didn’t want to think about what she’d done …


			She turned the key in the lock and nearly fell over from the sound – boys and their toys or, in this case, surround sound. She put her bag down, hoping her computer had stayed dry, then tiptoed into the sitting room. The walls were empty of all ornament, just the big screen as centre stage. She closed her eyes, imagining it with just a few framed prints or a large oil painting. It would give the room the personality it deserved. Maybe when her mother’s life insurance paid out she could treat him to that painting they had seen together. It would be good to say thank you for all the support. He’d been such a help as her world fell apart.


			There were grunts coming from the speakers. She sighed and opened her eyes. Matt was watching porn again. She hated that. It had the opposite effect on her that he wanted it to have. Watching it made her go off sex. Her heart sank, but she came up behind him and put her hands on his shoulders, but just as she bent to kiss his head, she froze. There, on the 50-inch screen, was her naked body.


			‘Demi, you’re back.’ He grabbed her hand and pulled her down towards him.


			She tried to pull back, shivering as her moans bounced off the empty walls. What had he done? 


			‘Let go of me!’


			He released her and stood up, blocking her view. She studied his handsome face. The smile that had always won her over now looked false.


			‘Just … just what is that?’


			‘Us, Demi. It’s so sexy.’


			Demi closed her eyes. She felt faint. Grabbing the back of the sofa for support, she tried to speak but words wouldn’t come out. How could he have done this? She’d said no when he’d asked. ‘How … ?’


			‘My new phone.’


			She shook her head. ‘How could you?’ He’d done this even though she’d said no, that she hated the idea. Didn’t her feelings matter to him?


			‘Don’t be a prude. It’s great – really turns me on.’


			She shook her head furiously. ‘No!’ Clutching her stomach, she ran to the bathroom and heaved. 


			‘Demi, don’t be like this! It’s so great. You don’t like me watching other women so now I’m just watching you.’ His voice sounded weird through the door.


			She didn’t answer, bathing her face, still shaking. He’d asked. She’d said no. And he did it anyway. He was happy, turned on. She was disgusted, used.


			‘Demi, come on. It’s just a bit of fun.’


			The cold water soothed her flaming skin. She looked in the mirror and big sad eyes stared back at her. What was she going to do? How could she stay with someone she couldn’t trust? He’d said he was disappointed but he wouldn’t film them. Told her not to worry and she hadn’t. 


			Opening the door, she pushed past him and switched the tele­vision off. Glancing around the room she saw it for the soulless place it truly was. She turned to Matt. He was dressed in chinos and a designer shirt, smiling despite what he’d done. He had no idea, no remorse. There was only one thing she could do: leave. She picked up her bag and her shoes.


			‘Demi, wait!’


			She turned to look at him. ‘You just don’t get it.’


			‘No, you don’t.’ The smile had left his face. ‘You need to grow up. It turns me on – really turns me on.’


			‘I said no, Matt.’ She slipped her shoes on and her toes curled at the dampness.


			‘You didn’t mean it.’


			‘I did. I really did.’ 


			He reached for her and caught her wrist.


			‘No!’ She twisted free and left. She could hear him calling her as she fled down the street, wondering what now? Around the corner, halfway to the tube station she dived into a coffee shop. A cup of strong espresso would help her think. So much for the hug she’d been expecting and drowning her sorrows in a glass of wine. What was she going to do? She scrolled through her phone and called Sophie.


			‘Hi, I’m on holiday. I’ll be tanned and relaxed when I’m back on the 31st. Please leave a message or email me if it’s urgent.’


			‘Hi, Sophie. I’ll send you an email but I don’t suppose anyone has your key and I can crash at your place for a few days?’


			By the time she’d gone through all her friends and finished two coffees, the café was closing. Now she stood on the pavement as the man locked the door behind her. All she wanted to do was go home – but she had no home. And the calls she’d made had proved that having a crisis before a Bank Holiday was seriously not good timing. Sophie was away, Maia was about to deliver her baby, and nobody else seemed to be home. Demi went through the phone numbers again. Who could she turn to? All she wanted was her mum. She fought back the tears that had begun to mix with the rain that was still falling.


			She thumbed through the Gs and then moved back to them. Her grandfather. She pressed dial and waited. She had last seen him two weeks ago when she’d helped him to Paddington to catch the train back to Cornwall. It still broke her heart the way he’d squeezed her hand as he left. That gesture had remained with her when grief had overwhelmed her. He’d lost his wife and now his only child. It wasn’t the way life was supposed to work. 


			‘Hello?’


			‘Hi, Grandad, it’s me, Demi.’


			‘Demi, my lovely. How good to hear from you.’


			The tears began in earnest and she couldn’t stop them. 


			 


			Victoria turned the handle on the sitting room door and then paused, waiting for Charles to catch up.


			‘Don’t think I’ll join you for that drink. I just want to check something on the computer,’ he said, walking into his study.


			‘Fine.’ She didn’t turn to watch him go but listened to his heavy tread across the stone floor. Her shoulders relaxed as she entered the sitting room. Charles had been edgy all evening, had kept muttering about having something they needed to sit down and talk about, that the car journey was too short. And now, when they finally had time, he’d dashed off to his computer, so whatever it was it couldn’t be that urgent or important. 


			Victoria sighed with relief as she slipped off her shoes. At the drinks trolley, she poured a whisky. She would be able to finish reading today’s papers in peace. Perhaps she should be more interested in what he did with his time and his computer, but the simple fact that he wasn’t hovering around her or trying to become involved with her restoration of the garden was a relief. When he’d sold the bulk of his business assets a few years ago, she had despaired. He had no hobbies or interests. It was business or her and she didn’t want any more of his attention than she already had. As the old adage said, ‘I married him for better or worse. I didn’t marry him for lunch.’ 


			She opened the French windows, releasing the stuffy air into the cool evening breeze. Tonight Deborah Smith’s garden had looked glorious. Victoria was jealous, but Boscawen’s garden would become magnificent again now that she owned it. The estate was almost whole once more except for the Dower House. Victoria frowned. She loved that house. Sadly, Boscawen could never be as it had been in her great-grandmother’s or even grandmother’s time. They would never be able to buy all the land back, but at least they had the wood, the orchards and all of the gardens. She was sure that Charles would buy the fields for her if the farmer would sell, but thus far it hadn’t happened. She shouldn’t be disappointed. At least the house and the main garden had been brought back under one ownership, hers. Well, hers and Charles’s and that was the same thing. He had said right from the beginning of their marriage that everything that was his belonged to her.


			She stepped out on to the terrace and sniffed the musky sweetness of the rose, New Dawn, just beginning to flower by the window. Although not a choice of her great-grandmother’s, planting it had been the right thing to do. She was pleased she’d listened to her young gardener, Sam, on this choice. The Australian seemed to know instinctively how to garden which compensated for his lack of experience. He’d been working with her for two years and they had clashed so many times, but he was a definite asset. And he was a feast for the eyes. 


			Releasing the rose, she took a sip of the whisky and let the tingling fluid play across her tongue before swallowing. She had been trying to seduce Sam since he’d arrived but thus far he’d shown nothing but indifference. She wasn’t used to men turning her down. In fact, she could only think of one other. She strode to the end of the terrace.


			Summer would soon be here. It was the end of May and the Thursday before a Bank Holiday weekend. The roads would begin filling with holidaymakers and she was glad to be well away from it. Although beautiful, the Helford was far enough off the beaten track not to achieve the visitor numbers that the rest of Cornwall endured. For that, she was entirely thankful. The Helford was a place out of time and she loved it. It was in her blood and in her soul. She took a deep breath and released it slowly. It had taken a while, but now she could move forward.


			It was well past ten. She half closed her eyes and before her in the twilight was the garden of her childhood. The structure was still there, but that was all. Wild in parts, bare in others, only the bones of a once magnificent garden remained. She shook her head. It was such a waste. All the work of the past lost to ineptitude, ignorance and vulgarity.


			She and Sam had begun to set it to rights and resurrect the glorious garden of her childhood. In its heyday, it had been the envy of the county. Her great-grandmother, Edith, had brought exotic plants back from all over the world and under her care they had thrived here at Boscawen. To this day some of them had survived, but many had gone so wild that they had lost their beauty and others had disappeared altogether.


			For years, Victoria had had to stand back and watch the garden deteriorate further. All that she wanted was kept from her until two years ago when financial difficulty had hit the owner and Charles was able to make an offer.


			Now her dream was within her reach – if only Charles would loosen the purse strings. Trying to achieve her plans with only Sam and a few occasional boys would take years. It wasn’t good enough. Charles had no idea what was required. In fact, she didn’t think he listened to her. She laughed ruefully. Well, she didn’t listen to him either. 


			She turned back to the house. It had taken a huge effort and a good deal of money, but she, with the help of a small army of decorators and builders, had repaired the damage done to it. Most of it was decorative and of course there had been nothing she could do with regard to the sale of its contents nearly thirty years before. Victoria would never forgive her sister-in-law for what she had done. Perry, her brother, had only been in the ground a day when the house and its contents had gone on the market.


			Sadly Victoria’s hands had been tied because Charles had just sunk all their money into a new venture a short time before. Impotently she’d watched the Tregan heirlooms disperse. Over the years scouring salerooms, Victoria had managed to reacquire some of her heritage but only a fraction. Why she bothered she didn’t know. Sentimentality, she guessed, for there was no one to pass the house or its heirlooms on to. She was the last Tregan of Boscawen. Her brother had died without issue and she was barren. She had failed.


			Turning on her heel, Victoria went inside. The past was best left alone. She couldn’t change it. But she could make the garden glorious again and leave something worthwhile when the last Tregan had left Boscawen.


			 


		




		

			 


			 


			 


			 


			Two


			 


			 


			 


			 


			The tannoy blared. Demi stood, watching people heading off early for the weekend, secret smiles on their faces as they dodged the puddles where the roof was leaking from the rain. Of course there was rain – it was almost the Bank Holiday. She and her mum had planned a visit to Polesden Lacey on the Saturday when Matt would be visiting his parents. Demi swallowed. It wasn’t a good idea to think about what wasn’t going to happen now. She would think about what was. She was about to take the train to Cornwall to go and stay with her grandfather. It would give her a few days to think and to make a new plan. The sleeper was the only train available at this hour and it had solved her immediate problem of where to spend the night. 


			The guard blew the whistle and Demi hopped on with her shoulder bag. That was all she had to call her own. The rest of her worldly goods were either in storage or at Matt’s and she was never setting foot in there again. 


			She stared out of the window as they pulled away from the station. This all felt so wrong. As the train made its way, the back of buildings passed by with the glimpses of other people’s lives framed like television screens. It all looked so normal and her life felt so far from it. God, she missed her mum.


			Resting her head against the glass, Demi pulled her jacket tight and closed her eyes. She was off to Cornwall. Goosebumps covered her skin and not just because she was cold and very tired. Today had to have been one of the foulest days of her life. The only one that had been worse had been six weeks ago when her mother had died with no warning and no farewell. Morwenna had been more than her mother; she had been her best friend. Tears welled. The mother-shaped hole in her life was big enough to swallow her whole. And if she were still here, Demi wouldn’t be on this train in the middle of the night.


			The train moved, rocking her. Was this situation she found herself in all Matt’s fault or was it her own? He’d mentioned that he wanted to do what he had and she’d always said no, but had she been firm enough? Had he actually listened to her? She’d given way on so many of the things that he’d wanted to do, like not seeing her friends. Then two nights ago she’d gone along with the kind of sex he wanted and she didn’t, but she’d been lulled by champagne and motivated by the fear that if she said no that he’d stop wanting her, stop loving her. The memories made her feel sick. Was she just biddable and gullible? Her mother would say she was timid. And what on earth was she going to tell her grandfather? The truth was just too sordid for words.


			 


			The cry of gulls carried on the early morning mist. People disappeared from the platform and very quickly she was alone. Her suit didn’t keep off the morning chill. She shivered as she squinted into the distance but could only see the empty car park. Getting directions would be essential. She had no recollection of having been here, which was odd considering this was where her mother had grown up. Her grandparents had always come to London never the other way around. Her mother had been visiting her grandfather frequently of late. She had said that he had a few health issues, but that it was nothing to be concerned about. And it was only two weeks ago that her grandfather had been with her. He’d been a rock and she’d been a mess. It had been her first funeral. She hadn’t gone to her grandmother’s eight years before because her mother had insisted on Demi staying in London as it had been during exams. 


			She glanced around. He’d said it was only a five-minute walk from the station. A sign to the Maritime Museum was her only clue so she headed in that direction. Last night her grandfather had sounded surprised but pleased at her request for a bed. She was sure he’d thought the tears were about her mother and they were, of course, but there was so much more – the job and Matt and loneliness. She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. It was hard enough to see without that blocking her vision.


			A car honked. Demi had walked into the middle of the road. She waved an apology and dashed on to the pavement. She could smell the sea, but she still couldn’t see much of anything. Surely she must come across somewhere that was open where she could ask for help? For all she knew she could be heading in completely the wrong direction. She sighed. This seemed to be the way her life moved. Of course, she was the one who let it go that way; she knew that. But she needed to stand up for herself now. She couldn’t lean on her mother any more. 


			She walked right into someone. ‘Hey, look where you’re going.’


			‘So sorry.’ Demi steadied herself. ‘I’m lost. Can you tell me where Marlborough Street is?’


			‘Take the next left and the second right and you’ll be on the right street.’


			‘Thank you so much, and sorry again.’ The man headed off and Demi scolded herself. She must stop losing herself in her thoughts and focus on the here and now. Matt was over. Right now she needed to find her grandfather’s house. She yawned. She hadn’t slept well on the train. Every cough and snore from her neighbours had woken her from her light sleep. What she longed for was a bath then a hot cup of tea.


			 


			A shiver of recognition ran across Demi’s skin as she reached Marlborough Street. It felt familiar. Turning around she wrapped her arms about herself. The street was deserted, yet she felt as if she was being watched. Glancing at the houses, no curtains twitched but she couldn’t shake the feeling. She was being ridiculous. Extreme exhaustion was making her respond this way, that and still being in her interview suit which looked like she’d slept in it and worse. This was taking the walk of shame to new lows. She’d better find her grandfather’s house before anyone actually saw the state she was in.


			Number 52 was just two houses from where she stood. The blue door appeared freshly painted. She glanced at her watch. It was now quarter past eight, but Demi hesitated before she rang the bell. Her grandfather had said he’d be awake when she arrived but it felt so early with the mist just lifting. She heard someone cough loudly. It must be her grandfather. He’d given up smoking last year at her mother’s request, she knew, but the hacking cough had not ceased. How Morwenna could have thought that it would after sixty-five years of smoking Demi didn’t know. Her mother had been funny like that, so fierce in her fight for the right thing and yet almost believing in fairy tales. She had worked so hard for the homeless. Demi had always thought that when her father had died her mum must have buried her passion in her job and, well, loving Demi. As the waterworks threatened yet again, she forced herself to think of something else. But her thoughts weren’t helpful. They said she was homeless now and all she wanted was her mother to fight her corner. No, not fight for her – to hold her, encourage her.


			She pressed the bell and waited. The sound of her grand­father’s cane hitting the floor got louder as he neared the door. She stared at the palm tree in the neighbours’ front garden; it was almost Mediterranean. Why had they never holidayed here? Fear crawled along her skin, but it made no sense …


			Her grandfather opened the door with a beaming smile. ‘Demelza.’ He looked her up and down and took in her bedraggled appearance but didn’t say a word. Yes, she would need to sort something out quickly because she didn’t even have a change of clothes to her name.


			‘Hi.’ He extended his arms, embracing her. She pulled back and looked up. He’d grown older in the short time since she’d seen him. ‘Thanks for having me to stay on such short notice.’


			‘You’ve always been welcome.’ He kept looking at her as if he was expecting something to happen. She frowned as they walked through the narrow hallway, which was painted off-white, past the stairs through to the kitchen. ‘I haven’t had breakfast thinking you’d be hungry after the journey and we could have it together.’ He smiled.


			She gave him another hug. ‘That would be wonderful.’


			‘Good. I’ve made a pot of tea. You’ll find it out on the garden table. Go and sit yourself down and I’ll be with you shortly.’ He leaned heavily on his cane. She noted the walking frame in the corner. Was that new? He’d only used a cane in London.


			‘Are you sure I can’t help?’ Demi glanced around the kitchen. It hadn’t been updated since the seventies from the look of the laminate counters and the old cooker, but the walls were painted a sunny yellow, making it feel a happy place. The dresser that lined the whole of one wall contained blue and white china and it stood awkwardly in the confined space. It must have been moved out of a farmhouse and somehow found its way into this small semi-detached house.


			‘You look like you haven’t slept at all. Go and do as your father tells you.’


			She frowned at his use of ‘father’. ‘Thanks.’ She slipped out of the stable-style door into the cool garden. Rubbing the goosebumps on her arms, she looked around. It was oddly familiar, but it must be that she had seen a thousand small gardens in her studies. Or maybe it was her mother’s vivid descriptions from her frequent visits of late. Sadly, Demi hadn’t joined her on these. She’d been too wrapped up in Matt. She winced at the thought. Because of him she’d missed her friends and valuable time with her mother. And what had she received in exchange? A betrayal of trust and humiliation.


			 


			Victoria rolled over when she heard the tyres crunch on the gravel and looked at the bedside table. It was only six, the birds were singing and yet Charles was on his way out. Odd. He was not an early riser and she’d heard him go to his room at about two thirty. 


			She stretched and slipped out of bed. Standing at the window, she looked over the garden. A heavy mist shrouded everything including the ancient oak woodland. Yawning, she grabbed her robe and threw it on, although why she bothered she didn’t know. She was alone and could wander through the house naked if she wished. She bent to inspect a new bruise on her leg. It happened so easily these days. It must have occurred when she was with Adam – or had she banged her leg in the garden? Thinking of the garden, she tried to remember if Sam was returning today or tomorrow. He’d been a bit vague about it. Or she hadn’t been listening properly. Taking time off in the spring when the garden was at its most unmanageable wasn’t ideal but what could she say. He was worth his weight in gold, if a tad too opinionated.


			She padded down to the kitchen and turned on the kettle before finding a cryptic note from Charles.


			 


			Need to sort out a legal issue so have headed to London. Will ring later. 


			 


			No doubt it was for one of the many charities he supported, not only with his money but his time. She didn’t resent the time, but the money side did niggle a bit, especially as he was quite tight-fisted about the garden. With half of what he threw at the charities she could hire ten of Sam and the garden would happen in less than a decade.


			Taking her tea back to the bedroom, she changed into jeans and an old sweater. Although it was apparent it would be a ­glorious day, the morning was cool. She would start in the kitchen garden rather than work in the house. The cleaner would be coming later, anyway. She closed Charles’s bedroom door as she walked past, still puzzled by his early departure. What could be so urgent in London that he’d left practically before dawn? 


			Leaving her mug on the counter, she moved outside absent-mindedly, pulling a few weeds out of the bed of spinach. For breakfast she’d have an omelette with spinach, wild garlic and cheese. Stopping in the shed, she grabbed a pair of gardening gloves and set off to the woods for garlic.


			The temperature dipped as soon as she was under the cover of the trees. The eucalyptus trees planted by her great-grandmother, Edith, marked the border of the formal grounds. Oak then took over as she followed the path further into the ancient woodland that separated Boscawen from the river. The ground was damp and the air both sweet and pungent as the late bluebells vied with the garlic. Victoria didn’t stop to collect the garlic but walked on, drawn by memories. As children, she and Perry had known these woods so well. She had been the fairy queen and he the elf prince, her subordinate as he should have been. She was the elder by a year, but of course she was a girl and no one, especially not her brother or her father, ever let her forget that. She had a defined place in the world and being in charge wasn’t it. Except when she was in the wood. And when younger she had been taller and stronger than Perry, who suffered from asthma.


			Here, all these memories whirled around her as if the trees held them in their branches. Yet the place was silent, as though the mist caused everything to sleep. So much history trapped and so much lost … She reached out and stroked the bark of an oak. What would the trees tell her now? She put her ear to the trunk and listened. Only her own thoughts, regrets and sighs could be heard. The woods would not speak to her any more. They had not forgiven her nor had she forgiven herself. She walked on and came out on to the old stone quay. Once this had been the lifeline for the estate. Goods had travelled so much faster by water then and the Helford had been a great trading river, with Gweek being the hub for the many local mines including some Tregan ones. All of it gone now, in one way or another. She turned to the river.


			It appeared still and low clouds clung to the surface. A fish broke the illusion and Victoria watched the ripples spread out across the water. It had been years since she’d had a morning swim in the Helford, but today the water called to her. She shed her shoes first and then her jumper, jeans and underwear. She draped them over the rusting iron relic of the old boathouse. It had once supported a structure that would have been here when her great-grandmother had brought her finds back from the Far East, Australia and Africa.


			Standing naked, with her toes curled around the granite stones of the quay, Victoria assessed the water’s height then dived in. Every nerve in her body contracted in protest as the icy water held her. She broke through the surface, gasping for air, but it was a few seconds before her body relaxed enough to allow a breath back into her lungs. In those few moments under the water she understood what it must be like to drown. She could see the light above but couldn’t reach it.


			Her teeth chattered as she began a gentle breaststroke out into the centre. The pull of the current on its way to the sea was strong. All appeared still except for her movement disturbing the smoothness of the water. Flipping on to her back, she looked at the mist hanging just above her, erasing the banks on either side. They were gone and the world had disappeared; it was just the river and Victoria. A lazy backstroke spun her around in circles as she watched a solitary shaft of light pierce the mist, catching the dust in the air.


			She flipped over and cut through the surface with strong strokes, imagining the marine life below, startled as she swam above them. Her skin was tight with cold and tingling everywhere. She would have to see Adam today. Making love with him made her feel alive. In his arms – or in the arms of any man except Charles – she could forget what she hadn’t done and focus on the here and now, the earthly richness of lust. John Donne’s poem ‘The Bait’ wove through her thoughts. 


			 


			Come live with me, and be my love,


			And we will some new pleasures prove


			Of golden sands, and crystal brooks,


			With silken lines, and silver hooks.


			 


			There will the river whispering run


			 


			What were the words? Her arms cut through the water and something touched her thigh as another line slid through her mind.


			 


			Will amorously to thee swim,


			 


			In her head, she still heard his voice reciting the poem. The whisper of his breath trickling down her neck and further still. What made that memory appear now? Was it the caress of the water on her body? The weightlessness? 


			 


			For thee, thou need’st no such deceit,


			For thou thyself art thine own bait:


			That fish, that is not catch’d thereby,


			Alas, is wiser far than I.


			 


			She shook her head, casting the memories aside and turned around. She’d swum further than she’d intended to, lost in the past, and she could see neither shore. Her landmarks of the quay on one side and the boathouse on the other were gone. Panic hit. She trod water, trying to get her bearings, but couldn’t pick out a single thing. Would she end up as one of the river nymphs her grandmother used to tell her about? Or would she end up on the wrong side of the river without a stitch of clothing to her name? She laughed and, looking for the sun breaking through, began a slow crawl to her left. She wondered who would be her rescuer if she happened to land on the south side? How would she repay them?


			Various scenarios played out in her thoughts before the solid stones of the quay appeared before her. She smiled wryly; no scenes of debauchery would be played out by the riverside today. Briskly rubbing down her skin with her T-shirt, she slipped her clothes back on. She had breakfast to make and she was hungry for so much more than breakfast. It was a shame that Adam wasn’t here now. 


			She stood for a moment, staring at the river, watching the mist rise higher as the sun warmed the air. Today would be beautiful. She turned and set off into the woods. Mist ­lingered here and she remembered thinking the trees looked like ­creatures about to step out and capture her. Her thoughts raced back to the many childhood games she and Perry used to play. Their days seemed to have been spent in these woods, rain or shine when they weren’t away at school. Victoria bent to pick a bluebell and enjoyed the scent and the luminescent colour remembering another poem. 


			 


			A fine and subtle spirit dwells


			In every little flower,


			 


			It was a childhood one from Anne Brontë that her great-grandmother had recited to her after their walks in the woods. Victoria couldn’t remember all of it, only parts. Turning the stem in her hand, she recited,


			 


			O, that lone flower recalled to me


			My happy childhood’s hours


			When bluebells seemed like fairy gifts


			A prize among the flowers


			 


			She inhaled the scent. Nothing captured it. It was as elusive as the fairies.


			 


			I had not then mid heartless crowds


			To spend a thankless life


			 


			A thankless life. How true those words felt. He’d given her bluebells once as a sign of his everlasting love, not knowing the fairies would steal it away. Victoria inhaled the fragrance. Blame the magic folk or blame the world. True love was lost and so was the wood until now. Always she’d been the one defending the ancient woodland from the invading forces and now she was again. Although she was neither fairy nor princess, she would make certain this was protected for the future. Her legacy would remain.


			Perry had loved it too, but he quite stupidly married for love and not for duty. Her father had died the year before and was not around to make Perry hear reason. God knows she’d tried, but he wouldn’t budge. Of course, she was used to that. Her father hadn’t listened to her either. He hadn’t seen the injustice of leaving Boscawen to Perry just because he was male. Her father’s logic on this hadn’t worked and in the end Victoria had been right. She’d married well, and had she inherited the house then all would have been fine. Boscawen wouldn’t have suffered at the hands of strangers. She kicked a stone in the path and watched it disappear in the ferns. The scent of the garlic overrode the bluebells and she harvested some for her omelette. Her stomach growled in anticipation.


			The new loggia appeared in the clearing air and Victoria took a deep breath. She was home now and she had a chance to at least make some things right. Other things could never be fixed again. She bent to sniff the honeysuckle on the old wall as she approached the formal gardens. All of that history was behind her and she must look to the future, to Boscawen’s future.


			 


		




		

			 


			 


			 


			 


			Three


			 


			 


			 


			 


			Two empty plates sat in front of them along with a fresh pot of tea. Demi definitely felt more human and her grand­father looked better too.


			‘So tell me what has happened.’ He looked over the top of his reading glasses. ‘Not that I’m not delighted to see you.’


			She turned her mug around in her hands. ‘I’m a fool.’


			He frowned. ‘I doubt that. In fact, quite bright, I’d say.’


			She half smiled. On his monthly visits to London when she was little, her grandfather had spent hours helping her with her maths even though it wasn’t his subject. The teacher in him wouldn’t accept defeat. He had found a way that helped her to learn and she’d eventually mastered maths and it became her top subject along with art. 


			‘Thank you, but I have been a fool in so many ways. First, having been far too trusting and second, for just being thick.’


			He shook his head and reached out a battered hand to touch hers.


			She swallowed. ‘In short, Grandad, I’m broke and don’t have anywhere to live.’ 


			He raised an eyebrow. ‘That’s very short and doesn’t tell me what I need to know.’


			‘With Mum gone, I lost my home. And although there will be some money from a life insurance policy when it eventually pays out, there’s a hold-up.’ Demi shook her head. ‘I didn’t get the job I wanted after my practical because …’ She rubbed her temples. ‘Well, if I’m honest, I didn’t get the job because I let someone walk all over me and own my work.’


			‘I see. What of your boyfriend? He seemed eager to be helpful at the funeral.’ He pressed his lips together and she could see his disapproval.


			Demi nodded. ‘He …’ She paused and looked down at the scum on the top of her tea. ‘He turned out to be … less than promising.’ The vision of him sitting on the leather sofa watching Demi do things she had no idea were being filmed sickened her. She exhaled. She didn’t want to break down in front of her grandfather. 


			‘Are you OK, my lamb?’


			Demi laughed dryly, thinking that yes, she was all right as much as someone who was the fool she was could be. ‘Yes.’ She ran her fingers through her hair.


			‘Be kind to yourself. You’ve been through a lot.’


			She reached out for his hand. He’d aged so much in the few weeks since she’d seen him. ‘You have, too.’


			He nodded. ‘These things take their toll, my daughter.’ 


			She straightened and looked closely at him. Had she just misheard him? She looked at the wisteria in bloom above them, thinking she must have. ‘I’m still so angry. Is that normal?’ 


			‘Yes, grief takes on many forms,’ he said as he poured more tea into her cup. ‘You have no choice but to live through all its stages.’


			Demi added a lot of milk but the colour of the tea barely changed. ‘I wish it would go away.’


			‘Don’t wish your life away. Give yourself time.’ He put a hand under her chin. ‘Be kind to yourself, as I’ve said.’


			She sighed. That was so hard to do when she’d been so ­stupid. Yet he made it seem like it was the most logical thing in the world. ‘I’ll try.’


			‘Do. And if you can’t do it for yourself then do it for me.’ His lopsided grin nearly broke her heart.


			 


			Victoria scrubbed the omelette pan. What on earth could have dragged Charles up to London at such short notice? Not that it bothered her, of course, but she was curious. Taking her rubber gloves off, she sipped her coffee, noting that she needed to replace the flowers on the kitchen table and probably in the rest of the house. Her grandmother, Gladys, had kept a detailed diary of what blooms to use, and when, and where in the house they were best suited. Sadly that had been lost and Victoria could only go on her memory. When both Edith and Gladys had lived together in the Dower House, they had argued over plants. Gladys had always been cutting them with Edith endlessly arguing that they belonged in the garden and not in the house. Victoria smiled. Everything about the two women was so different. Edith, a Londoner, had come to Boscawen as a bride of just eighteen and she’d spoken so often to Victoria of her first glimpse of the house on her return from her honeymoon in Paris. The house was grand, but the garden – well, there had been none to speak of, just lawns and orchards. Creating the garden had been her contribution to the house. Her daughter-in-law, Gladys, on the other hand, had come from another old Cornish family. She loved the garden but she could never understand why Edith had roamed the world seeking plants. Gladys felt the ones they had were quite good enough and she didn’t get on with foreign imports. Thankfully, Edith had lived long enough to make sure her daughter-in-law didn’t destroy the garden she’d created. 
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