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Chapter One

June 1794

 



 



‘If a man does not have honour, he has nothing,’ Edward Loveday declared to his wife. ‘I will never sacrifice my honour simply to make life more comfortable.’

Amelia ignored him and stared out of the window of the orangery at Trevowan where they had taken their afternoon tea. Her auburn hair was coiled at the nape of her neck and partly hidden under a lace cap. The tilt of her chin was stubborn and the set of her shoulders uncompromising. There had been too many such strained silences in recent months.

Edward had hoped that the birth of their daughter three months ago would heal their differences. He tried again to ease the tension between them. ‘It is time to put the past behind us, my dear. Are you not allowing your recriminations to mar all that has been good in our lives?’

‘Scandal is eroding the good name of the Loveday  family. How can you make it seem that I am the one in the wrong?’ She kept her face averted and her chest rose and fell in growing agitation. ‘Since our marriage your family has been linked to one scandal after another. Even you have not spared me. Where is the honour in that?’

‘You twist my words. Have I not asked your forgiveness for the pain I have caused you? Are these times not difficult enough without your censure?’

‘I cannot condone...’ She broke off abruptly and took several deep breaths before resuming in a martyred tone: ‘My daily prayer is that no members of this family will bring further shame to our door.’

Edward suppressed a sigh and picked up his newssheet. Where Amelia saw only shame in the actions of family members, Edward himself worried that fate and fortune had conspired against them and that in fact their lives were in jeopardy. These were ruthless and uncertain times.

Amelia’s rhythmic tapping of a teaspoon against the bone china saucer soon made it impossible for him to read. He folded the newssheet and put it aside, studying the tense figure of his wife. She was staring across the grounds of the estate, her eyes focussed upon the spire of Trewenna church. Even in her late thirties, she was still lovely; her hair, though streaked with grey at the temples, was thick and luxuriant and her complexion creamy without the necessity for powder.

The annoying sound of the spoon against the cup tested Edward’s patience to its limit. He was relieved  when a maid entered to clear the tea tray and Amelia relinquished her spoon with a sigh.

The afternoon sun dappled the leaves of hawthorn, oak and elm trees on the hill behind the house and its rays slanted through the glass of the orangery. The sunlight turned the white marble floor golden, and the leaves of the orange trees in their stone urns cast shadows across the carved wood of the chairs and low tables. Edward squinted his blue eyes against the brightness of the glare. His heart was heavy, weighted by worries. He feared for the lives of his son Adam, a prisoner of the French, and his nephew Japhet, accused of highway robbery and now awaiting trial in London’s most notorious prison, Newgate.

He reached out to touch a lock of Amelia’s hair but she pulled back from him. This coldness between them was hard to bear. He was a passionate man and he did not want a loveless marriage. Honour bound him to the obligations of his past as well as the present. But if he had not yet won Amelia’s understanding, how could he hope for her forgiveness? He could not set honour aside but he loved his wife, and was determined that his marriage would not be sacrificed on the altar of family duty.

With so many problems threatening their welfare his sense of honour and duty would be stretched to its limits in the coming months.

Edward was rapidly losing patience with his wife’s manner. The gentle, loving spouse of the first four years of their marriage had changed into a bitter, judgemental woman in the last year. This Amelia was  a stranger to him. Edward did not condone Japhet’s conduct or the circumstances that had led to his own eldest son St John’s trial last year for murder - another scandal that had almost brought the family to ruin although St John had been innocent. It had been a testing time, stretching loyalties to their limit. And now this episode with Japhet ...

He ground down his fears for his nephew. He did not believe Japhet was a thief. He was wild, headstrong and reckless but he was no hardened criminal, of that Edward was certain. He accepted the frailties of others, was fiercely loyal to his family and expected no less from his wife.

A fit of coughing made him turn away from Amelia. Pain lanced through his chest and sweat stippled his upper lip and brow. He led a far from conventional life himself. His health had suffered from a recent run-in with excise officers on Loveday land, when they had found contraband hidden by a local smuggler. In the confrontation Edward had been shot and the wound was slow to heal.

‘I have duties on the estate that must be attended to,’ he announced.

He stood up too quickly, pain shooting through his chest. Momentarily, the room spun around him. He dragged in a deep breath and caught sight of his reflection in the window. His chiselled features were leaner and his tall, slender figure slightly stooped. He straightened his spine. The movement sharpened the pain in his chest and he clenched his jaw to overcome it.

‘You do too much, Edward,’ Amelia scolded. ‘You must put your health first.’

He stared at her lovely face, taut with unhappiness and fear, and his love for her overrode his anger. Amelia had endured much in the last two years, and her tender sensibilities had often been offended. Even indiscretions from his own past had returned to put a further trial upon his marriage. They had taken place many years before he had met Amelia, and he refused to be judged by her because of them, but there was no reasoning with her at the moment. He could only pray that in time she would become more charitably disposed towards the tribulations they faced. He loved her deeply and wanted the rift between them to end.

‘You should be resting, Edward.’ She sounded more condemning than compassionate. ‘You were coughing through the night again. Dr Chegwidden says you do too much. There is a cold wind off the sea. You will get a fever if you go out.’

He disregarded her advice. He could not afford to pander to the pain in his chest and the bouts of weakness that struck without warning. Too much depended on his rebuilding of the reputation of the shipyard which had been damaged at the time of St John’s trial. They had lost several customers then, and once the trust of customers was lost it was hard to win it back. It was only Edward’s reputation for integrity that had kept the remaining customers loyal to him.

‘I am well enough,’ he responded tersely. ‘You worry too much. And, my dear, you must try not to  dwell upon the misfortunes and trials that have beset us. It is the future that is important.’ He bowed over her hand and lifted it to his lips. ‘I will never abandon my duty or loyalty to any member of my family, but your happiness is of great import to me. You were my rock in the first years of our marriage and have blessed me with two wonderful children. My feelings for you have not changed, my love. I esteem you above all other women. It has been nearly a year since we have truly lived as man and wife. A family is only strong when it is united. Is it not time to set aside our differences?’

Her hand was cold and she drew it away to link her fingers firmly in her lap. Her eyes were filled with tears as she held his stare. ‘Whilst your illegitimate daughter continues to live at the shipyard I feel humiliated and shamed. Send her away and I will be a true wife to you again, Edward.’

Her condition was unacceptable. The weight of his burdens pressed down on him. A sharp pain shot through his chest each time he drew a deep breath. Amelia’s stubbornness was a bitter betrayal. He knew he was pushing himself past the limits of his endurance, but he had never turned his back on his duty to his family and whatever the cost he would not fail them now.

 



The sea mist rolled across the gently swelling waves and rose to obscure all but the tops of the stone chain towers built opposite each other at the entrance to the River Fowey. Behind the towers, on  each side of the river the hills sloped down to the water’s edge, sheltering the harbour from the storms and strong winds that could sweep this coast. In the opposite direction the rolling hills embraced the horizon, their tree-scattered slopes ink black against a milky sky.

Impatience charged the emaciated figure of Adam Loveday as he stood on the quarterdeck of his ship. The chain guarding Fowey harbour creaked as the winches within the towers lowered it to the riverbed. It was frustrating after nine months away from his home to be further delayed by this final barrier, placed there to allow the citizens of the port to sleep in their beds safe from a surprise attack by a French warship.

Adam had dropped anchor whilst the harbour master was rowed out to inspect Pegasus and ensure that she was indeed under the command of her English captain. Several months ago word had reached Fowey that the French had captured Pegasus and her crew, and that a ransom had been demanded for the release of the men. The harbour master was right to be suspicious. As a prize of war the ship could be used by the French to enter her home port and then turn her guns on her countrymen.

The ragged and emaciated condition of the crew bore testament to the months they had lain in a French prison at La Rochelle in fear of their lives. As the sun broke through the morning mist, Adam lifted his head and breathed deeply to calm the thundering beat of his heart. He brushed aside a long tendril of black hair that had escaped from the leather strip that  restrained it. He had been away for so many months. The outward voyage had been to Virginia where he had visited his cousin Garfield Penhaligan’s plantation. His brother St John had accompanied him when their father had deemed it necessary for the elder twin to be out of the country for a year or more, to allow the scandal of his trial for the murder of the smuggler Thadeous Lanyon to die down. St John was rightfully acquitted but the old enmity between the families had given rise to damaging conjecture and Edward wanted the gossips to tire of the subject before St John returned from America.

Whilst in Virginia Adam had sold the cargo of furniture he had invested in to other plantation owners, for English furniture was still prized in the old colony. It had been a prosperous venture since for the return voyage he had acquired shipping contracts from tobacco plantation owners to convey their crops to England. But on the return voyage Pegasus had been attacked by three French ships and overpowered.

From that voyage Adam had anticipated returning with a substantial profit that would ease the financial burdens of the yard. Instead, he had been lucky to return with his ship and his life. The French had taken the coffer holding the money from the sale of his cargo and also the tobacco he had contracted to convey safely to England. Honour demanded he should now repay its value to the Virginian planters, which would greatly increase the debts already owed by the Lovedays’ yard.

Now Pegasus sailed past the quay at Fowey where  several tall-masted ships were docked; two more were anchored in the river channel waiting to be unloaded when a mooring on the quay became available. The fishing luggers bobbed and swayed in the shallower water and a ferryman rowed three passengers from the landing stage across the water at Polruan to Fowey. Now that the chains were lowered the fishermen would be preparing to set out to sea. From the shore at Polruan the familiar hammering from a boatyard was audible, causing a dull ache of homesickness to rise in Adam’s breast. How had the family yard at Trevowan Hard fared? Before he had sailed for America it had been struggling to survive. Several orders for new ships had been cancelled following St John’s trial and Adam had hoped to restore their fortunes with the Virginian venture.

Guilt assailed him. He had failed his father and family, but at least Pegasus had been retaken from the French. When Adam and his crew escaped from the prison at La Rochelle, their ship had still been moored in the port. The French had repaired her main mast, which had been shattered by cannon fire in the fight before her capture. Unfortunately, there had been no provisions other than ship’s biscuits on board, and his men were already weak from the scant rations fed them by their gaolers. The voyage from La Rochelle had taken eight days as the winds had been against them, but they had managed to evade any French ships. At least with Pegasus once again in his possession he still had the chance to restore the family fortunes, even if it meant becoming a privateer in  order to capture any lone French ships he encountered while England remained at war with France.

A man climbed the steps to the quarterdeck, his swarthy features smug with satisfaction and his black eyes coldly arrogant. ‘Cousin Adam, you have brought us to England’s shore.’ His French accent was obvious. ‘You dealt with the harbour master well. It was inspired of you to suggest that I was a French Royalist who had information for your Squire Penwithick to pass on to the Prime Minister.’

Adam regarded his French cousin with little liking. His dark hair was short and foppishly curled and wide side-whiskers emphasised the sallowness of his complexion. Etienne Rivière was immaculately dressed in black close-fitting breeches and a cut-away coat. The ruffles on his shirtfront and at his wrist were starched and pristine white.

Standing beside him Adam felt like a vagabond in the crumpled and stained clothes he had been wearing in prison. Though he had shaved that morning and done his best to get the worst of the stench and grime washed from his shirt and breeches, lack of soap had made this difficult. He was ashamed to return home in such a bedraggled state.

There was a harshness to Etienne’s angular face that showed him to be both ruthless and untrustworthy. The Frenchman’s glance was mocking as it flickered over Adam’s dishevelled clothing. In response he stiffened his spine. The ragged state of his clothing would never make him feel inferior to his cousin. They had been enemies for several years, but for  reasons of his own Etienne Rivière had aided the escape from the French prison on condition that Adam allowed him to sail to England with them.

‘I spoke the truth to the harbour master,’ Adam curtly informed him. ‘Squire Penwithick will be most interested in any information you can give him. Shortly after the fall of the Bastille in Paris you joined the revolutionaries to further your own interests and have served in the French Army these last years. I advise you to co-operate with our government. There may be those among your exiled countrymen who know you for a traitor. They will certainly suspect you of being a spy for the new regime and shoot you given the chance.’

Etienne raised one brow in disbelief, then shrugged. ‘I will talk to your squire. I have no intention of returning to France.’

‘Because there is a price on your head?’ Adam challenged. ‘Your wife and daughter lost their lives on the guillotine. To save your own hide you abandoned them when you joined the army of revolution. And before that you sacrificed your own sister Lisette in marriage to a debauched lecher.’

Rivière’s thin lips twitched into a sneer. ‘I arranged for Lisette to marry a Marquis when my father wanted her wed to you. I told you when the betrothal was announced that you would never have her for your bride.’

Adam bristled at the insult but in truth it had no power to hurt him. He had never loved Lisette and would have wed her merely out of duty. Her marriage to the Marquis had left him free to marry the woman  he loved. But Lisette had been young and innocent and the debauched demands of her husband, coupled with her experiences during the early days of the revolution, had left her emotionally unstable. Her mood swings were volatile and perilously close to madness at times.

Adam resisted the urge to wipe the arrogant sneer from his cousin’s face. ‘You callously bartered a naive young girl, and your mother died because of your neglect. You are not welcome in our home. When you land, give your report to Squire Penwithick and then leave Cornwall.’

‘I will leave when I am ready.’ Etienne’s dark eyes were turbulent. ‘You cannot stop me seeing my sister. The last news I heard of her was that your family had shut her away in an asylum. Edward Loveday has much to answer for.’

‘Lisette despises you for the way you treated her,’ Adam flared. ‘And you forget, she is now married to my Uncle William.’

‘William Loveday is a naval captain with no land or property. He is unworthy of her. How can a mere captain support my sister in the manner she has been reared to expect?’

Adam started forward with his fists clenched. It was rare that he and Etienne met without resorting to physical violence. A short, stocky figure stepped between the two enraged cousins. The man’s wavy cinnamon-coloured hair was worn loose and cut short above his shoulders. ‘Gentlemen! Would you brawl in front of the crew?’

Sir Gregory Kilmarthen stood four feet high in his socks. Despite the shortness of his figure his voice carried the full authority of his lineage, stemming from a line of baronets unbroken since the days of William the Conqueror.

Adam controlled his temper and nodded to his friend. ‘You are right, Long Tom.’ He used the name Sir Gregory had been known by when they first met. Long Tom had been an English spy in France and when he was captured Adam had been sent by Squire Penwithick to rescue him. Long Tom’s dwarfish stature was startling at first, but it had provided him with an easy disguise, enabling him to travel with strolling players providing entertainment in the cities and secretly send information back to England. Sir Gregory Kilmarthen had the sharpest mind Adam had ever encountered. They had become close friends and he had joined Adam on this fateful voyage.

Adam glanced at Etienne, delivering a veiled ultimatum. ‘Trevowan Hard is less than a mile downriver. My cousin will be leaving the ship there and we will not meet again socially.’

Sarcastic laughter burst from Etienne Rivière. ‘Indeed not! Your gypsy wife does not mix in the social circles I shall be frequenting.’

At this insult to Senara Adam swung out at his cousin, slamming one fist into his jaw. Etienne reeled backwards, crashing against the railing of the quarterdeck. When he recovered his balance, he rubbed his jaw, his black eyes narrowed with hatred.

‘You’ll regret laying a hand on me, cousin. I needed your ship to escape from France. Had it been possible for me to get away and leave you rotting in a French prison, I would happily have done so. I have no further need of your family and the limited connections they offer me.’

Etienne swung away and marched to his quarters.

Long Tom looked up at Adam. ‘If you are wise you will stay away from your cousin. He will cause trouble. He hates you.’

‘It’s mutual. I vowed to kill him for the way he abandoned his mother and Lisette. He is a traitor to his family and his homeland who deserves to die. The day will come when he will answer for his treachery. Honour demands it.’

Long Tom did not try to dissuade Adam. A true gentleman lived, and if necessary died, by the code of honour which governed their society.




Chapter Two

As Pegasus entered the mid-water channel of the inlet of the River Fowey and could be seen from the banks of Trevowan Hard, the shipwrights raised a loud cheer.

‘It be Captain Loveday! Master Adam has come home, God be praised. Captain Loveday be safe!’

A brigantine was moored alongside the wooden dock, pulleys still in place on her deck as the men fitted ratlines and rigging.

As the welcoming cheers resounded across the water, tears of emotion misted Adam’s vision. He swallowed hard and dashed them away with his hand as he scanned the dock for signs of his father or wife. The tall figure of Edward Loveday appeared at the open door of the forge. Behind him stood the muscular figure of the blacksmith and his son who acted as his apprentice, and Adam saw that the row of carpentry sheds was disconcertingly silent and empty of workers.

The joy of seeing his father was tempered by the  realisation that apart from the brigantine moored by the dock, the two slipways which should have contained keels or partly built ships were empty. In the dry-dock a fishing lugger was having the barnacles scraped from her hull. It was a disturbing sight for the dry-dock was large enough to accommodate a three-masted merchantman. Adam had never seen the place so empty. His heart contracted with foreboding. The yard could not survive if there were no new ships being built. With the farm and estate at Trevowan heavily mortgaged, did his family risk losing everything?

His expression was taut with worry as he ran down the gangplank. He paused to acknowledge the greetings of the shipwrights then, formality cast aside, hugged his father close. There had been times in prison when he had feared he would not live to set foot on English soil again.

‘I despaired of your return.’ Edward’s voice was gruff. ‘You are so thin, I can feel every rib. It is good to have you home safe, my son.’

Adam drew back, appalled to discover that his father too was skeletal beneath his thick woollen jacket. His frame was hunched as though he suffered constant pain. Adam stared into his face. Edward’s complexion, usually darkened by the sun, was pale; the high cheekbones more prominent. His long hair, tied at his nape in a black ribbon, was no longer ebony-coloured but badger-grey.

‘And how are you, sir?’ Adam asked anxiously.

‘Better for knowing that you are safe. It has been  a troubled winter.’ Edward looked over Adam’s shoulder and his expression tightened with anger. Etienne stood on the jetty with two portmanteaux at his feet. ‘Is that Rivière? What the devil is he doing here?’

‘He helped me escape the prison in La Rochelle - drugged the guards. He wanted passage to England.’

‘But I had paid the ransom the French demanded. You should have been freed.’ Edward’s displeasure at seeing Etienne turned to grudging acceptance. ‘Though I suppose I should be grateful to the man if he helped you to escape.’

Adam frowned. ‘We were told the ransom had not been paid. That was money you could ill afford.’ He glanced round the shipyard again only noticing half the usual number of men at work, mostly those who lived in the dozen cottages within the yard.

‘You are safe, Adam. That is all that matters.’

A wave of dizziness made him sway and his father’s hand shot out to grab his arm.

‘Are you ill?’

Adam shook his head. ‘There was little food in the prison and we were at sea for eight days with no provisions other than hard tack. The men are weak from hunger.’

‘Pru Jensen will give them a meal at the Ship kiddley.’ Edward nodded towards the extended cottage that served the yard both as alehouse and general store; the provisions were paid for by the Lovedays, and the kiddley run by Pru and Toby Jensen. ‘You will want to be with your family, Adam.’

Edward tensed, eyes blazing with anger, as Etienne approached him, Long Tom by his side. Edward greeted Sir Gregory courteously. ‘I hope that you will stay with us for some days to recover from your voyage.’

‘Adam insists that I stay at Mariner’s House, and I have a report to make to Squire Penwithick.’

Etienne pushed himself forward, rudely interrupting their conversation. ‘Good day, Uncle.’

Long Tom said quietly to Adam, ‘I will eat at the kiddley to give you time to be reunited with your wife, joining you later.’

Adam nodded, noting his father’s annoyance at Etienne’s manner. Edward spoke sharply in reply to his nephew. ‘It appears that you were instrumental in Adam’s escape from prison. For that I thank you. But you are not welcome here - not after the way you abandoned your mother and sister. If your father had lived, he would be ashamed to own you as his son.’

Etienne flushed and rapped out, ‘And has my sister fared better in your hands? Your brother wed her for her money. She had a fortune sewn into her clothes when she left France. She had stolen it from me. You cast her into a lunatic asylum to be rid of her.’

‘Lisette was under the care of His Majesty’s own physician for a short while,’ Edward stiffly informed him.

‘An incompetent who could not cure your King’s madness,’ Etienne flared.

‘You are insolent and ungrateful,’ Edward snapped. ‘But then, you always were. Your sister is no longer under the care of Dr Claver. She is expected to arrive in Cornwall in the next week to await the return of her husband, currently serving with the British Fleet. I do not want you upsetting her. Lisette’s mind remains delicate. She suffered most grievously at the hands of the rabble when her first husband was murdered and their château ransacked.’

Etienne remained antagonistic. ‘She would have been killed by the mob as an aristo if I had not taken her to the convent. Maman had already suffered a seizure after my father’s death. I could not protect her.’

‘Clearly you have no sense of honour or duty.’ Edward coughed, his whole body shaken by the intensity of his rage. He controlled the fit of coughing to state coldly, ‘I suppose France is no longer safe for you now that the tyrant Robespierre is dead? Nor is there a place at Trevowan for a man who was a traitor to his King.’

‘I do not want your hospitality. I have information for Squire Penwithick which will be of service to your government.’ Etienne showed no remorse for his conduct towards his own family and his manner was aggressively haughty. ‘I have no intention of mouldering away in the country. But first I would assure myself that all is well with Lisette.’

Edward controlled another coughing fit and glared at his nephew. ‘Then you must take rooms in Fowey or Bodmin. Send word of your address and I will  arrange for a meeting with your sister.’

‘You sound like her gaoler,’ Etienne challenged. ‘In the absence of her husband, I, her brother, am her protector, not you, Uncle. I will take rooms in Fowey until I speak with Penwithick. Have a man row me there. I will wait in the ale house yonder.’ He strode away towards the Ship kiddley.

Edward turned away, a pulse visibly beating in his jaw as he struggled to control his anger. His face was unnaturally pale but his expression relaxed as he regarded his son.

‘That cough does not sound good, sir.’

‘I cannot shake it off in this damp climate. But I am well enough, and greatly eased by knowing that you are safe.’

‘Now I am back I can shoulder some of your burden,’ Adam offered, shocked by how weary his father appeared.

‘There is much to discuss. A great deal has happened in recent months.’ Edward grimaced. ‘Most of it bad, I regret to say - but more of that later. This is a day for rejoicing. It gladdens my heart that you are safe. And there have been moments of joy too while you were away.’ The weariness slipped from his face. ‘Senara bore you twins: a boy, Joel, and a daughter, Rhianne. Both are strong and healthy. And you have a sister, Joan, born a month after the twins.’

‘Congratulations to you, sir! We have both been blessed.’ Adam grinned at his father, but was inwardly impatient to greet his wife and family. He frowned  when he saw the door to Mariner’s House closed and no sign of Senara in the yard. ‘We will speak later. I would hear of all that has happened while I was at sea, and there is much to tell you of my voyage. Now I would greet my wife.’

‘Senara left earlier to visit Boscabel. She goes there most mornings to collect the herbs she uses for her remedies, and to give instructions for what work is to be carried out. Little renovation has been done to the structure of the house in your absence, but at least the debris has been cleared from the house and outbuildings, and the grounds have been put into some kind of order. Senara will be back at noon.’

Adam hid his disappointment. ‘Are the children with her? How is Nathan?’

‘Your son thrives and is into all manner of mischief now that he is walking. Carrie Jensen and a wet-nurse tend the children, and there is ...’ Edward hesitated and did not meet his son’s gaze as he continued, ‘Tamasine Loveday has been a companion for Senara while you were away.’

‘I know of no Tamasine in our family?’ Adam frowned.

Edward stared ahead as they walked past the schoolhouse built for the yard’s children by Amelia. Ahead stood Mariner’s House. It was a substantial whitewashed stone and tile building as befitted the home of the heir to the shipyard. It had four bedrooms and servants’ quarters in the attic. The bow window of the parlour overlooked the yard and there was a dining room and large kitchen at the  back. For greater privacy it was set away from the other buildings in the yard.

‘I will introduce you to Tamasine,’ Edward said, ‘and then you must eat and change before your wife returns. There is much to discuss.’

The sounds of a baby crying at the top of its lungs greeted their arrival at Mariner’s House.

‘Senara, is that you?’ a feminine voice called from upstairs. ‘Thank goodness you came home early, I can do nothing to calm Joel.’

A harassed young woman, her dark hair swept back and falling in curls to her shoulders, came down the stairs carrying a screaming baby. She looked dismayed to encounter Edward and became even more flustered when she saw the dark-haired stranger with him.

‘Tamasine, my dear, this is my son Adam.’

The young woman smiled broadly while holding the baby to her shoulder and patting its back to calm its cries. The little body was rigid as Joel voiced his displeasure and his face was red and streaked with tears. Tamasine hesitated, seemed about to curtsy then glanced askance at Edward and inclined her head in a flustered greeting. ‘Senara will be devastated she is not here. And this is no way to be presented to your new son.’

They walked into the parlour and she thrust the child into Adam’s arms. Taken aback, he stared down at the red face of his second son. ‘He has fine lungs.’ He grinned. ‘I do not remember Nathan having such a loud cry. Is the child ill?’ He held Joel  steady, lifting and lowering the baby in the air before him. Within seconds the cries halted. Joel opened his eyes to regard his father in a serious manner, and as the motion continued, gurgled with contentment.

Tamasine laughed. ‘My, sir, you are honoured. The young rascal has stopped crying. Joel is hale enough, but in a temper that he was left in his crib while Nathan and Rhianne were being dressed. He does not like to be neglected. Fortunately, Rhianne is as placid in temperament as he is volatile. It is a pleasure to meet you at last, sir. You are as handsome as Senara described you, but must have suffered so terribly in prison. You look more like a pirate than a merchant captain.’

The words tumbled out in an avalanche and Adam lifted one brow in query at this young woman who had the blue eyes, high cheekbones and dark hair of all the Lovedays. ‘There is no mistaking from your looks that you are one of us, but you must forgive me for I have no recollection of a Tamasine?’

The animation and excitement of her unconventional greeting faded and her forthright stare dropped. ‘I am needed in the nursery. Shall I return Joel to his crib?’

Adam handed the baby to her. ‘I will change into more suitable clothing. And a meal would be most welcome.’

‘I shall summon Carrie to attend you, sir.’ The young woman fled the room in obvious embarrassment.

‘What a singular creature!’ Adam laughed. ‘What side of the family does she hail from, and how is it that she is here and not at Trevowan?’

Edward cleared his throat before speaking. ‘Tamasine is my daughter. I did not know of her existence until her mother died last year.’

Adam felt his mouth drop open with shock. He snapped it shut. ‘Did I hear aright? Did you say she is your daughter, sir?’

‘Yes. And since her arrival, shortly after you sailed, Tamasine has lived here.’ Edward’s manner became defensive. ‘It would be unacceptable for Amelia to have her at Trevowan. To be blunt, Tamasine was to have remained at the ladies’ academy that she attended until a suitable marriage was arranged for her, but she ran away and came to Trevowan. I took her back to school but the place was totally unacceptable. Her life there had not been easy. She’d had no contact with her mother’s family. In the circumstances that would have been inappropriate.’

Edward looked stiff and ill at ease. Adam was shocked at the unexpectedness of the news, but did not judge his father. Tamasine must be fifteen or sixteen years of age and Edward had wed Amelia only seven years ago. Before that he had been a widower for twenty years after Adam and St John’s French mother had died giving birth to the twins.

‘Since the school was not suitable,’ Edward continued, ‘Tamasine needed somewhere to stay until her future is settled. I want no question mark to hover over her reputation. She is known as my ward, the  child of a distant cousin who died. It is better that way.’

‘Yet you did not marry Tamasine’s mother... or is that an impertinent remark?’

‘She was already wed if estranged from her husband.’

Adam remained silent, needing time to digest this information.

Edward extended his hands in silent appeal to his son. ‘You must be surprised that Tamasine is lodging in your house? I intended it as no slur upon your good wife. Senara has been most understanding... In fact, she has saved the situation from being extremely difficult and distressing for all concerned.’

‘She would not judge Tamasine for being born out of wedlock.’

‘Unfortunately, Amelia was not so forgiving. And the circumstances of Tamasine’s arrival at Trevowan were unorthodox.’ Edward rubbed the back of his neck before proceeding with obvious reluctance, ‘You deserve to know the truth... though it is not easy for me to speak of this.’

‘I am honoured that you would confide in me,’ Adam hastily reassured him.

‘Then you’d best know all of it. Tamasine’s mother was Lady Eleanour Keyne. You may recall that she died last summer? She notified me when she was dying of my daughter’s existence and requested that I would be Tamasine’s guardian and ensure that she married appropriately. I could not refuse. Lord Keyne and Lady Eleanour had been estranged for some years  when we met. Lady Keyne preferred life in Cornwall; her husband had his place at Court and had no time for the country. They had four children. When Lord Keyne summoned his wife to rejoin him after a long separation, she was apparently enceinte with my child.’

Edward paused, clearly struggling with his emotions before he went on. ‘Lord Keyne refused to acknowledge the child, and she was fostered by a wet-nurse in the country. When Tamasine was old enough she was sent to a boarding school. Indeed, since the death of her husband some years ago, Lady Eleanour feared that her son and other daughters would revile Tamasine and cast her out penniless if she was introduced to her maternal family.’

‘It happens all too often in such circumstances, I believe, sir. It is most commendable that you saw your duty as lying otherwise.’ Adam felt awkward at the disclosure but his first impression of Tamasine had been of a lovely, if somewhat high-spirited, young woman - just how he would expect a sister of his to be.

‘But you acknowledge her as a Loveday when surely her name is properly Keyne?’ he observed.

Edward rested his hand on the mantelshelf and stared for a moment into the empty hearth. ‘She was baptised Tamasine Loveday Keyne. As you know, Loveday is a not uncommon name among Cornish women. On her unexpected arrival during the harvest feast, Tamasine announced herself as Tamasine Loveday before she collapsed from exhaustion.  When Amelia refused to accept her, Senara agreed that Tamasine might live here as her companion. I trust that you will allow her to stay until a marriage can be arranged?’

‘Of course.’ Adam was too stunned by this revelation to say more. ‘I will treat her with all the respect due to a sister.’

‘I expected no less from you, which is why I asked your wife to allow Tamasine to live here in the first place.’ Edward strode to the door but was halted by another bout of coughing and placed his hand against his chest. His face was pale and strained when he continued, ‘Thank you for your understanding, Adam. You will not find Tamasine a burden. She is a quite exceptional girl and I believe that she and Senara have become very close.’

He followed his father to the front door. ‘It seems to have been an ill-fated year, sir. I am saddened to see so little work in progress in the yard. And your health? Etienne had heard that you had been shot but that was some time ago. Who shot you? Is it just a cough that you suffer from? I have seen gunshot wounds and know that if infected...’

‘I am well enough,’ his father abruptly cut in, obviously reluctant to talk of the matter. ‘You have been away from your family for many months. There is much we can discuss later. Senara will return soon and you will want to make yourself presentable for your wife.’

After his father left, Adam ran up the stairs to change into clean clothing and spend some time with  Nathan and the twins. His eldest son was sitting on the nursery floor playing with a wooden ship and regarded his father with a frown.

‘You have forgotten me,’ Adam said with a sigh. He held out his arms but the toddler did not move.

‘Ship,’ he said, waving the vessel.

‘It is a fine ship. Can I see it?’

Nathan stood up and toddled towards him, holding it out. Adam felt his throat constrict with love and regretted the time away while Nathan had grown so fast. He then went over to the two cribs placed side by side. Joel was clutching a silver rattle and banging it against the side of his crib.

‘He likes to make his presence heard,’ Adam remarked, and looked across at the wet-nurse who was sewing a baby’s dress and chuckling.

‘He does that,’ the woman replied. ‘There’ll be little peace with that one around.’

Rhianne lay peacefully in her cot. When Adam placed his finger against her hand, her blue eyes bored into his soul. She clutched his finger firmly and gave him a wide toothless smile. That simple gesture captured her father’s heart in a strange and powerful way he had never experienced before. He was proud of his sons, but a daughter was someone who roused his chivalrous instincts to protect her from the ills of the world. He understood now why Edward had not wanted Tamasine to lose the security and protection of a family.

When he returned to the parlour, half a roast chicken, some freshly baked bread and a tankard of  ale awaited him on a tray. Tamasine stood in the centre of the room, clutching her hands in front of her.

He smiled at her and sat down to eat, breaking off the leg of the chicken and biting into it hungrily.

Tamasine twisted her fingers together. ‘You must find my presence here most awkward, Captain Loveday? I do not wish to impose. Senara ... I mean, Mrs Loveday... has been so wonderful to me ...’

Her blue eyes were wide with uncertainty, but her head was held proudly and there was a defiant lift to her chin. He could sense her vulnerability but she was too proud to show it openly. He admired her for that, and to ease the tension he smiled, speaking between mouthfuls as he devoured the bread and chicken. ‘There will be no addressing me as Captain Loveday. Bridie calls me Adam, and you will be no less of a sister to me than Senara’s.’

She flushed with pleasure. ‘I never hoped for so much. Your father has been most generous in allowing me to stay. I never meant to cause trouble when I ran away from school, only I was so miserable there. And now, for the first time, I have a real family.’

‘I hope I do not disappoint you?’

‘You could never...’ Tamasine broke off and grinned as she realised that he had been teasing her.

‘How old are you, Tamasine?’

‘Fifteen.’

‘My father explained the reason why you are here. I gather you are not permitted to visit Trevowan.’

‘That does not trouble me.’ She tossed back her hair again, showing both her defiance and her susceptibility. ‘Mr Loveday has been most kind and generous.’

‘It cannot have been easy for you,’ Adam observed.

‘I count myself fortunate.’

The proud tilt of her chin and flash of spirit in her eyes warned him she was not to be pitied. Adam admired her courage and could not resist teasing her a little more. ‘I believe that it will prove an interesting experience having a sister.’

There was a cry of joy behind them then Senara ran into her husband’s open arms. Her cloak billowed around her as she laughed and kissed him alternately. Adam stood up and swung her round and, heedless of Tamasine’s giggles, returned his wife’s kiss with passion. The couple had eyes for none but each other and Tamasine slipped upstairs to take care of the children and enable them to be reunited in private.

Senara was breathless as she broke away from Adam’s kiss. Her hand caressed his face, her eyes bright with love. ‘I missed you so much! And I was worried you would be harmed in that dreadful prison. You are so thin, my darling.’

‘And you are more lovely than ever.’ Adam breathed in the sweet perfume of her hair and skin. ‘Thoughts of you kept me sane these last months. I was mad to leave you for so long. Each night away was torment.’

She pulled absently at the long brown plait that hung to her waist. ‘I left early this morning to gather  herbs and look no better than a ragamuffin.’

‘I like your hair dressed simply. It reminds me of the wild and untamed gypsy I fell in love with.’

She laughed at his teasing. ‘You are home again and safe, my love. And much has happened while you were away.’

‘Not least the fact I am now the father of twins.’ His eyes sparkled with pleasure. ‘You have been most productive in my absence, Mrs Loveday.’

‘You have seen them already?’ Senara’s eyes glowed with pride. ‘Was it a shock?’

‘A delightful one, but as I am a twin myself, as was my father - though his twin sister died at birth - it was not altogether a surprise.’ He held his wife in his arms, smiling down into her upturned face. ‘Joel was complaining at the top of his lungs, while Rhianne is like a cherub. She clearly takes after her mother. Joel would not be pacified until he was entertained. He has a questing mind. I mark well that he will be an adventurer, that one.’

‘Joel will be his own man, of that I have no doubt,’ Senara laughed in agreement. ‘He already has a mind of his own.’

As though on cue, the child began to cry upstairs, the sound rising to an angry cadence. Senara sighed. ‘I must settle him.’

Adam shook his head and continued to hold her close. ‘Tamasine and the wet nurse can tend to his needs. I have been too long apart from my wife. Long Tom is tactfully spending an hour at the kiddley; he will be staying with us for a few days.’  He kissed her passionately but broke away when he heard his friend talking to Edward outside the parlour window. ‘Such a houseful will afford us little privacy,’ he sighed.

Long Tom rapped on the outer door to announce his arrival and warmly greeted Senara. Adam introduced him to Tamasine.

‘What are your plans, Sir Gregory?’ Senara asked. ‘I hope you will stay here until you are fully recovered from your ordeal in prison. Both you and Adam look to be in need of several good meals, and judging from your greyish complexions both of you must be suffering from the ailments common after close confinement. I will have you both glowing with health again in a week.’

‘I for one would welcome such attention.’ Long Tom grinned. ‘I will visit Squire Penwithick this afternoon and report to him what little information we gathered while in France - I have offered to take Etienne with me. Your father has invited us to Trevowan tomorrow to dine.’ He stared down at his ragged clothes. ‘It was fortunate I left a suit and jacket here when we sailed. I could hardly present myself in company thus attired. The French stole all our personal possessions. I will visit the tailor in Fowey later today for new clothes to be sewn.’

‘While you are otherwise engaged, Senara and I will visit Boscabel. I have been cooped up in darkness for months and am eager to feel my freedom,’ Adam declared to Senara. ‘Father tells me work has progressed on the house and grounds. On our return we  could call briefly at Trewenna Rectory for me to pay my respects to Uncle Joshua and Aunt Cecily, and then on Amelia and Aunt Elspeth at Trevowan.’ He turned apologetically to Tamasine, sitting unusually quiet on the window seat. ‘Your pardon, Tamasine. I have forgotten your needs. I would like to spend some time with Senara, but perhaps you will join us tomorrow when we ride?’

‘I have plenty to amuse me here,’ she reassured him. ‘Though I would like at some time to hear of your adventures. You have led such an exciting life.’

Adam noticed that the happiness had left Senara’s face. She put her hand on his arm as she said, ‘Your aunt and uncle are not at Trewenna. They are in London. Did your father not tell you what had happened to Japhet?’

‘Is he in trouble?’ Adam frowned. ‘Some of my cousin’s dealings have come perilously close to the wrong side of the law. Or is it his gambling?’

She took Adam’s hand and led him to the settle, drawing him down beside her before she spoke.

‘Perhaps I should leave, if this is family business?’ Long Tom suggested.

‘Please stay,’ Senara replied. ‘It is nothing that is not public knowledge. Just after Easter Japhet and Gwendolyn Druce were married. It was the most joyous occasion. Japhet had been looking at property and they planned to breed horses.’

‘That has long been Japhet’s intent, but he’s had no capital. I am glad he finally came to his senses and wed Gwen. She has been in love with him for years.’

‘We all hoped that the marriage would mark the end of Japhet’s wild ways,’ Senara continued. ‘Joshua married them in Trewenna church. Japhet had vowed to Gwen to put his gambling days behind him.’ Her expressive face was taut with worry. ‘It was not to be. On the evening of the wedding he was arrested, charged with highway robbery on Hampstead Heath. He had spent several months in London after St John’s trial and, determined to win his love, Gwen followed him there. But she arrived too late. He was already mixing with bad company. After his arrest he was taken in a closed carriage to London where he will stand trial at the Old Bailey. He is now in Newgate.’

Adam passed a hand across his face. His stomach churned with sick dread for his cousin. ‘I cannot believe how much trouble has befallen our family in the months I have been away. And Father was shot. What happened there?’

‘Perhaps Edward would prefer to talk of that himself.’ Senara looked uncertain.

‘He seemed dismissive of the incident. I thought to pursue it later. Who shot him?’

‘Smugglers had been using the cave by the waterfall at Boscabel to store contraband. Edward learned of it and went to check. Excise men were lying in wait for the smugglers. They say your father was shot resisting arrest, which is absurd. Sir Henry Traherne ensured that the charges against him were dropped.’

Senara took her husband’s hands in hers. ‘Your father is still very ill, Adam. He will not rest and allow  his body to heal properly. It is good that you are back. Edward does too much in the shipyard. And now he has all this worry over Japhet.’

‘I can assume some of his responsibilities though there is little I can do for Japhet.’ Adam grimaced. ‘I would have liked to support him at his trial. Curse the French and my damned imprisonment! I was needed here these last months. Father would never have been shot had I not been captured.’

‘Do not blame yourself. You could not help being captured. I doubt St John has any such qualms and he is still lording it in Virginia. And Japhet will understand. Your first loyalty must be to your father. Fortunately Gwen has connections in high places. She is determined that Japhet will be freed.’

‘If there is anything I can do for your cousin, let me know,’ Long Tom stated.

‘Your offer is most kind, but you have your own affairs to set in order,’ Adam replied. ‘We have been away a long time.’

‘Gwendolyn has written to say that Japhet is innocent of this crime,’ Senara said eagerly. ‘And Sir Gregory did so much to clear St John’s name...’

Long Tom bowed to her. ‘I enjoyed my work as a spy in France and am not well known in London. I can adopt many disguises in order to gain information. As for my affairs at home...’ He shrugged. ‘I spend little enough time on my estate; relations with my mother and sister remain strained. I will assure myself that their needs continue to be met and that all is well there. After that, I would be happy to be of  service to your family. Highway robbery is a grave crime of which to stand accused.’

Adam took his hand and shook it. ‘Thank you for that. We must trust Japhet is found innocent and that your services will not be required.’




Chapter Three

On the same day that Adam returned to his homeland events in London were coming to their conclusion. A countrywoman at heart, Gwendolyn Loveday hated the capital more with each passing day. She had travelled to London with Japhet’s parents, Joshua and Cecily and they were staying in the Strand with Joshua’s sister, Margaret Mercer, and her son Thomas who was a partner in Mercer and Lascalles Bank. The family were on their way to hear the verdict of Japhet’s trial and the atmosphere in the cramped coach was oppressive.

The arrest of Japhet - a gentleman not to mention son of a parson - for highway robbery had caught the public interest. New pamphlets appeared on the streets every day, salaciously expanding on his affair with Celestine Yorke, his gambling and duelling, but most cruelly declaring him to be a fortune hunter by his marriage to Gwendolyn. Many of these rumours, Gwendolyn suspected, had been paid for and circulated by Celestine Yorke to regain her own hold on  public favour. The actress was now playing to packed houses every night, her failing popularity restored.

Other pamphleteers had chosen to turn Japhet into a public hero depicting him as a man with a devil-may-care past who had wed his childhood love. The fact that he had been arrested on his wedding day added to the spice of the story. He was shown as the lovable rogue who may have lived on the edge of respectability by his wild and unconventional lifestyle, but that had all been redeemed by his confession of his love for his childhood sweetheart and his vow to change his ways. Most of those pamphlets Gwendolyn was certain had been written by Lucien Greene, the poet who was Thomas Mercer’s close friend.

Gwendolyn had also discovered unwanted notoriety by her marriage and was often recognised in the street now that the trial was in progress. She was reviled by the puritanical, and cheered by those who had taken Japhet to their hearts as a romantic hero. She had to be dignified and strong for Japhet’s sake, so she bore it stoically and learned to put a shield around her emotions. Only at night did the façade crumble and she cried herself to sleep. She was terrified that Japhet would be found guilty and she would become a widow before she had savoured the joys of marriage to a man she loved to distraction.

The carriage rattled over the cobbled streets and Gwendolyn stared fixedly out of the window, locked in her inner misery and fear for her husband. Life for her dragged in a weird distortion of time - minutes could seem like hours when the fears were darkest, or  a whole day could pass in a blurred haze. Yet she never doubted her husband’s innocence. Today the judge would give his verdict. Today she would either become the happiest woman on earth reunited with her husband, or be condemned to a living hell of unrelenting grief. She loved Japhet with a passion that had driven her life - without him she would be plunged into an abyss. Despair rose up threatening to swamp her, her heart clenched in merciless talons of fear.

To keep her mind focussed, she concentrated on the sights around her. The great dome of St Paul’s dominated the skyline, but around it the labyrinth of narrow cobbled streets or muddy alleys were claustrophobic with houses teetering skywards, blocking out the sun. Spires and church towers built by Wren or Hawksmoor sat majestically above the ramshackle confusion of tenement houses, taverns, warehouses, and shops. Painted wooden or gilded iron signboards hung above every commercial establishment. From the doorways of shops, pimply apprentices shouted the superiority and diversity of the goods within to entice customers. Above the shop fronts a window would be occasionally flung wide, and a muffled shout of garde lieu warned pedestrians to step aside as a slops pail was emptied uncaring of the hapless figures below. Indiscriminately, a maid would beat the dust from a carpet or a wigmaker scatter the surplus powder from a wig over the heads of passers-by.

As the carriage edged through the crowded thoroughfares, fear again threatened to strip Gwendolyn  of her composure. To combat it she made herself take note of the commotion in the streets as sedan chairs wove in and out of pedestrians, the bearers knocking aside anyone who got in their way. At the crossroads vehicles jostled for space, and with no driver prepared to give way, collisions were common. Nervous horses would rear, toppling vegetables, coal or milk churns into the road. The thrashing hooves of horses sending sparks up from the cobbles, or crashing down to smash the bones of an urchin’s foot or arm as they scrambled in the dirt to steal the scattered merchandise.

In such a mêlée, grimy hands would thrust through the leather blinds of the coach, the whining voice of beggars demanding alms.

The clamour was deafening and the smells from the press of bodies, horses and rotting vegetation in the gutters overpowering. Gwendolyn pressed a nosegay to her face, her hands tight with tension. When she heard a street performer singing a popular ballad, the tears so strenuously kept at bay welled into her eyes. It told of Japhet’s exploits, both real and imagined, and of his courtship of Gwendolyn. The end of each verse was the same:
‘Is Rogue Loveday innocent and a man of honour, or is he guilty, this man they call Gentleman James?’






Gentleman James was the name under which Japhet was supposed to have hidden his true identity.

Gwendolyn pressed a trembling hand to her temple  and breathed deeply to calm the nausea and fear churning her stomach. The courthouse was already in view. The trial had been conducted at the Old Bailey over three nightmarish days and it had not gone in Japhet’s favour.

Gwendolyn started as her hand was taken and squeezed by Margaret Mercer who sat beside her in the crowded coach. Japhet’s parents, Cecily and Joshua, were seated opposite, together with Margaret’s daughter-in-law, Georganna. Margaret’s son Thomas and Japhet’s brother Peter had ridden to the court on horseback. His sister Hannah had been unable to leave her sick husband and four children on their farm but following Japhet’s incarceration she had sent long letters of encouragement to her brother and to Gwen. Gwendolyn wished Hannah was with them now. She missed her childhood friend who had always been so strong and supportive in the days when Gwendolyn had thought she would never win Japhet’s love.

‘You have been so brave, my dear.’ Margaret broke through Gwendolyn’s thoughts. ‘This has been a difficult time for us all. They cannot possibly find Japhet guilty.’

Cecily Loveday sobbed into her hands; her plump figure embraced by her husband as he tried to comfort her. Joshua, who was several years younger than Edward Loveday, had turned completely grey in the three months since his son’s arrest.

The stentorian voice in which Joshua delivered his sermons was a pale reflection of its former self and  held a quiver of fear. ‘It is a travesty of justice that so much could fall upon the evidence of Celestine Yorke - and she is nothing but a common actress.’

‘Celestine Yorke professed to love Japhet.’ Gwendolyn’s eyes sparked with anger. She had suffered months of torment when Japhet had taken the actress as his mistress and she feared that he would never regard herself as other than a friend. ‘How could Mrs Yorke love him and seek to destroy him? That is evil.’

‘Japhet was a fool to become entangled with such a woman,’ Margaret replied.

At her words Cecily sat up straight, her figure diminutive against that of her husband. There was a fervent light in her eyes. ‘The word of a harlot should be thrown out of court. She speaks nothing but lies.’

Margaret shook her head. ‘I always feared Japhet’s wild ways would get him into trouble. But that Yorke creature has no scruples. She is using the trial to gain notoriety with the populace.’

‘Unfortunately, she is not the only one to accuse Japhet.’ Joshua spoke wearily. ‘There is Sir Pettigrew Osgood, Sir Marcus Grundy and Lord Sefton. Osgood and Sefton declared Japhet had robbed both their coaches on the heath, and Sir Marcus said Japhet had stolen an emerald stock pin from him during an evening of cards at Mrs Yorke’s home. Yet the theft was not reported at the time.’

‘Osgood and Grundy are the Yorke woman’s lovers.’ Margaret was heated in her disapproval. ‘They dance to her tune. And, of course, Osgood never liked Japhet, since he won the actress’s affections.’

Georganna, who had been silent until now, sighed heavily. She was tall and thin and squashed into a corner of the overfilled coach. ‘Japhet made a fool of Osgood and now the baronet would have his revenge. Thomas says Osgood is a petty and vengeful man.’

‘What do you think of the case against your son, sir?’ Gwendolyn sought reassurance from Joshua. ‘Is there hope for Japhet?’

Joshua took his wife’s hand as he answered. Cecily was looking at him with the same desperate pleading in her eyes. ‘The irony of Japhet’s case is that he did rob Osgood’s coach last winter and Mrs Yorke was with Osgood that night. Japhet confided that much to me. Of course he denies it to the court. The Yorke woman ruthlessly used the incident to garner favour with the public and made Osgood put up a reward of one hundred pounds for the arrest of the highwayman they named Gentleman James.’

‘That was all fiction,’ Georganna scoffed. ‘It proves she is a liar. There was no Gentleman James. Her evidence should be thrown out of court.’

‘It does not detract from the fact that the robbery did happen,’ Joshua reminded them. ‘Though Osgood was in Japhet’s company for several months before he recognised him as the highwayman on that night.’

Georganna remained scornful. ‘Celestine Yorke was constantly in Japhet’s company. Does it not seem strange that she should not recognise him as the highwayman until after she learned that he had married Gwendolyn? It is clear that she acted out of spite.’

‘She tried to blackmail him to keep his affection.’  Gwendolyn sighed. ‘She had recognised him when they became lovers but of course Japhet laughed aside her suspicions as ridiculous.’

‘So it is their word against Japhet’s,’ Georganna announced.

Gwendolyn clung to a fragile hope. ‘There was no irrefutable evidence against Japhet. The jewellery taken from Osgood had long been disposed of. And Japhet emphatically denied robbing Lord Sefton’s coach. That is the robbery for which he stands accused. I believe him.’

Joshua sighed and shook his head. ‘Japhet may be innocent of the actual robbery but he did come by the Sefton jewels dishonestly. The actress says she found Lady Sefton’s necklace in a saddlebag in Japhet’s rooms.’

Georganna said forcefully, ‘Well if that is the case then she kept the necklace for some months before returning it to Lord Sefton - until after Japhet was married. How could Japhet have been so foolish to get mixed up with such a scheming and dreadful woman?’

‘This must all be so distressing for you, Gwen,’ Cecily sympathised. ‘You have always been so loyal to Japhet and I have not heard you say a word against him.’

‘I love Japhet despite his faults,’ Gwendolyn confessed and lost her battle against her tears.

Margaret took her into her arms. ‘You have been so brave. My nephew has much to answer for. How could he have played you false with that ghastly actress?’

A sob broke from Cecily. ‘I always feared Japhet’s wild ways would bring him to this. Why did he not come to his senses years ago and realise how much Gwen meant to him? She would have saved him from all this.’

‘A man cannot always run from his own destiny.’ Joshua was only too aware of how the wild blood of the Lovedays could bring ruin and damnation. ‘The Lord knows that before I took up my calling I was every bit as reckless as my son. I even ran a man through in a duel. Only then did I see the error of my ways and the good Lord called me to serve him.’

Gwendolyn rose to Japhet’s defence. ‘Japhet did not betray me with Celestine Yorke. We were but friends at the time that she was his mistress. He did not ask me to marry him until his relationship with the actress was over.’ The pain of Japhet’s affair with the actress during those months had almost been more than Gwendolyn could bear. She also knew that Japhet was not entirely innocent. It was a bitter irony that he stood trial for holding up the coach of Lord Sefton on Hampstead Heath when that was the crime he had not committed. Japhet made an honest living as a horse trader. He had told Gwen that on the night of the robbery he had been riding across Hampstead Heath returning from visiting a horse breeder to procure a mare for a client. He had heard distant shots and suspected that a robbery was taking place on the road ahead of him.

Gwendolyn believed her husband’s story. He had gone on to explain that some time after hearing the  shots, a man had sprung out at him on foot, grabbed his mare’s bridle and pointed a pistol at Japhet, demanding he give up the horse. Japhet had fought the attacker and been shot in the side. Although wounded, he had managed to overcome his attacker and knock him unconscious. In the struggle his mare’s hooves had become entangled in the strap of the attacker’s saddlebag. Light-headed from loss of blood and thinking to seize the belongings as recompense for the attack, Japhet had retrieved the saddlebag and ridden off. A quarter of a mile later he had come across the dead horse that must have belonged to his attacker and been shot in the hold-up.

Gwendolyn suppressed a groan of anguish at the memory of Japhet’s confession. He had taken a risk that night. In a moment of weakness he had been tempted to solve his financial problems. When Japhet returned to his lodgings and opened the saddlebag he had found it full of jewels and money.

‘I sold the jewels,’ Japhet had told her, overcome with remorse. ‘The stones would have been removed and sold separately and the gold settings melted down, so they cannot be used as evidence against me. I had gambling debts to pay. I would have been arrested and put into debtor’s prison. The family was in financial crisis; how could I expect Uncle Edward or Thomas to rescue me from my own recklessness yet again? The sale of the jewels was a means for me to leave London and breed horses in Cornwall. It was dishonest and I am not proud of my actions. But I could see no other way.’

Even though she had been deeply shocked at his confession, Gwendolyn could not turn her back on the man she loved. ‘But if you sold the jewels, how did Mrs Yorke have in her possession Lady Sefton’s necklace which was taken that night?’ She had continued to question him.

Japhet had then looked shame-faced and been unable to meet her gaze, ‘On the morning after the robbery I was still dazed from loss of blood from my wound. Celestine came uninvited to my lodging and entered my room while I slept. She must have seen the saddlebag and stolen the necklace for herself. I had no clear idea what items were in the bag, just that they represented the answer to my prayers. She would not have hesitated to steal from me.’

Gwendolyn believed that Japhet’s assumption was right. Spurned by Japhet, the actress wanted Japhet punished. Jealousy had made her vindictive.

Gwendolyn now painted on a determined smile. She had fought so hard to win Japhet’s love and would fight to ensure that fate would not take him from her.

‘Justice will prevail.’ Her brown eyes were bright with determination. Her nerves were jagged from lack of sleep and worry, but she forcefully banished her fears. She needed to, or they would destroy her resolve to be strong.

Margaret smiled at her. ‘Your courage and strength at this terrible time puts us to shame. Japhet must be so proud of you. He made a wise choice in his bride.’

‘Thank you,’ Gwen replied. The words meant a  great deal to her. Until recent years she had been timid as a mouse and allowed her sister and mother to dominate her. She had changed when Japhet had first flirted with her. To stand a chance of winning him, she knew she had to shake off the bindings of her mother’s control. Her determination had brought her to a late blossoming, her true vivacious personality emerging.

When they arrived at the Old Bailey, they had to fight their way through a cheering rabble outside the courthouse. Inside, the building was packed with people eager to hear the verdict of Japhet’s trial. Servants, porters and tavern wenches, who had abandoned their work to be here, jostled nobles and gentry. Few had yet taken their seats and Gwendolyn was disgusted by the festive mood of the people, who saw the trial as an entertainment, and not the trauma of a man fighting for his life and his freedom.

Gwendolyn controlled her anger and stood with a regal dignity; she had dressed carefully, choosing a dark green watered silk skirt and matching military-style jacket. Her chestnut hair was curled Grecian fashion beneath a low domed hat that was tilted at a jaunty angle. She knew she did not possess the soft features of a porcelain doll-like beauty, but Japhet had told her that she had striking looks that made her memorably attractive. Her beauty shone from within and was the more haunting and unforgettable. She drew on his words to give her confidence.

