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It was late afternoon when their train reached London. Emma gazed in awe at the row upon row of houses that came up to the edge of the railway line. Everywhere looked grey and dirty. Even the air was filled with smoke that put a haze over the city.

Eventually, the train slowed and came to a steam-escaping halt. Doors swung open and, following Tessa, Emma stepped down to the platform. She was immediately caught up in a world of whistles, escaping steam, and people. Hundreds and hundreds of people; not only passengers from the many trains that stood in lines beneath the high-domed roof, but also a great many vendors. Women and men, boys and girls, selling everything from flowers to hot pies, each seeking to out-shout the others in advertising their particular wares.

Emma was overawed by the sheer volume of people about her, but at the same time she found it incredibly exhilarating.

‘Well, this is it,’ Tessa declared, amused by her companion’s expression. ‘You’ve arrived in London. Now, let’s go and find ourselves a bus to take us home.’
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BOOK ONE
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‘Jacob Pengelly! Do you mind explaining to me why you’ve brought me along this path? Don’t tell me again that it’s the quickest way to Josh Retallick’s house, I just don’t believe you!’

Emma Cotton grabbed the coat of the young man walking an arm’s length ahead of her and pulled him around to face her. Hot cheeked and hands on hips, she straddled the narrow path and demanded an explanation.

To the left of them, dangerously close, the ground dropped away to the floor of a white-walled clay pit, hidden far below at the foot of a sheer, man-made cliff.

Ahead and behind the young couple, the path wound through a waist-high forest of tall, spindly ferns, interspersed here and there by islands of darker green needle-leafed gorse bushes.

‘It’s as quick a way as any.’

Jacob spoke without looking directly at her and Emma knew instinctively he was not telling the truth.

‘…Anyway, how would you know whether or not it’s the right way? You don’t even know the way to the Gover valley. Without me you’d be hopelessly lost.’

‘I may not know my way around here, but I’m not stupid,’ retorted Emma. ‘When we set off the sun was on our left. Now it’s on our right. You’re walking me around in a circle. Why?’

Jacob had the grace to look embarrassed, but he was not yet ready to explain his motives to this positive and precocious young woman.

Emma Cotton must have been about nineteen years of age and he was twenty, but she carried an air of being much more worldly than he, or any of the other girls he knew.

Actually, he knew very little about her apart from what she had told him on the way from the clay works office. She had arrived in the St Austell area only that day from a small and remote community on the edge of Cornwall’s Bodmin Moor.

Her home was less than thirty miles from St Austell, yet for those who lived in either place they might have been on different planets.

‘You fancy me, don’t you? That’s why you’ve brought me this way.’ Emma’s blunt assertion tore into his thoughts, but she had more to say. ‘You’ve brought me this way because there’s no one around and you hoped I’d let you do it to me. That is why we’ve come this way, isn’t it?’

Jacob’s mouth suddenly felt dry and he fought to control the panic he felt rising within him.

What she had just said was partly true. It had been no more than a very vague idea, put into his head by fellow clay workers. Jacob and his workmates had seen Emma arrive at the Ruddlemoor works office. They presumed, by the way she was dressed, she had come to apply for work as a bal maiden, trimming the blocks of dried clay to make them ready for shipping. It was a task that gave employment to many local girls. They greeted her with whistles and catcalls.

When the captain of the clay works detailed Jacob to guide Emma to the home of Josh Retallick, his workmates had been forthcoming with advice about what he should do with her once they were out of sight among the clay waste tips.

Josh Retallick had once owned Ruddlemoor, but had passed it on to his grandson, Ben, about nine years before. An old man now, Josh lived with his wife Miriam in a house in the Gover valley.

Belatedly aware she was not to be employed as a bal maiden, they assumed she was going to the Gover valley to take up employment in the Retallick household. Probably as a house servant.

Suddenly, and startlingly, Emma spoke once again. ‘All right then. Where shall we go to do it?’

Her words filled Jacob with dismay. Basically shy, he had little experience with girls. Finding himself in this unanticipated situation, he was forced to face the fact that this particular girl terrified him.

He wished Captain Bray had chosen someone else to guide her to the Gover valley – or that he had not allowed himself to be influenced by his workmates.

While Jacob had been changing out of the thick, double-soled boots worn by the workers in the hot-floored clay ‘dry’, they had made much of the wonderful ‘opportunity’ that had so unexpectedly come his way.

Captain Bray had mentioned that the girl was from Bodmin Moor. As soon as the captain had left the clay dry, one of the men enviously declared that Jacob was being given ‘the opportunity of a lifetime’.

Moorland girls, he informed Jacob knowingly, were totally devoid of morals. They would romp in the fern with anyone. He did not explain that the sole basis for such an observation was one of his distant cousins. A resident of Bodmin Moor, she had given birth to an illegitimate child some fifteen years before.

‘What’s the matter, Jacob? Has the climb up here sapped all your energy? What would your mates say if you went back and told them nothing had happened between us, after you’d brought me all the way up here? Or would you go back and lie to them? Tell them you had done it to me?’

Stung by her mockery, Jacob came close to panic. His plans had not extended beyond taking her to the Gover valley via a route where many of the young men and women from the clay works did their courting.

The route had been suggested by one of his workmates and had received enthusiastic and noisy endorsement from the others.

Jacob had thought that once it was established he had brought her along this particular path, he would not need to divulge what had – or had not – taken place. Indeed, it was possible his silence on the matter might actually add to his prestige.

He had not reckoned on finding himself in the company of a girl who was willing to take the lead in such a situation.

‘Well, come on then. Do you want to or don’t you?’ Emma taunted him. She seemed to be enjoying his embarrassment. He could not make up his mind whether or not she was merely teasing him.

‘I … I’d better take you to where you’ve got to go and get back to work.’

‘You should have thought of how much of a hurry you were in before bringing me all the way up here. My legs ache. I’m going to sit down here for a while.’ She promptly matched her words with the deed and sat down on the grass between the pit edge and the path.

Before Jacob could protest further, the air was rent by the strident sound of a klaxon. It came from somewhere deep in the pit alongside them.

The noise continued for perhaps twenty seconds. When it ended, Emma asked, ‘What on earth was that?’

‘It was the blasting warning!’ There was urgency in Jacob’s voice. ‘It means they’re going to set off explosives in the pit, down there.’

He pointed in the direction of the deep pit, the edge of which was only a few paces from where Emma was seated. ‘We’d better get away – and quickly!’

Emma looked at him scornfully. ‘You’re making that up, Jacob. You just want to get me on my feet and moving again. Come on, admit it.’

Suddenly and unexpectedly, she smiled. ‘Why did you bring me up here, Jacob, if it wasn’t for what you thought you might be able to do to me? Did your mates put you up to it?’

‘We don’t have time to talk about that now. If they begin blasting in the pit some of the rocks could be thrown high enough to reach us here. It’s a dangerous place to be. Come on.’

‘I still don’t believe you – and you haven’t heard the last of this. What was said about me, Jacob? What made you think it would be worth your while bringing me so far out of our way?’

Leaning back, resting her hands on the ground behind her, she said, ‘And don’t tell me this is the quickest way to the Retallicks’ house. I really don’t believe you.’

She began climbing to her feet. Suddenly, there was the sound of a violent explosion. It was so close it hurt Jacob’s ear-drums and he felt the earth shudder beneath his feet.

A split second later the edge of the pit collapsed to within an arm’s length of his feet. It happened without any warning. The ground simply fell away.

And Emma Cotton fell with it.


2

Jacob stumbled into the works office of the Cargloss Clay Works fighting to recover his breath. His face contorting in frustrated agony, he tried desperately hard to speak.

‘The blast … Girl up top … Went over … edge.’

George Crow, captain of Cargloss, had been seated at a desk in the office. Making sense of Jacob’s disjointed message, he leaped to his feet causing his chair to crash backwards to the floor.

‘What do you mean, a girl’s gone over the edge? What was she doing there in the first place? The warning was sounded. Didn’t she hear it?’

‘Yes, but … that doesn’t matter. She went over the edge … she needs help.’

Jacob was still breathing heavily, but the words came more easily now. ‘On my way in I saw the place where you were blasting. It’s not sheer. It should be possible to scramble to the top…’

‘Try that and you’ll have the lot slip down and bury you and anyone who might be up there. The top of the face wasn’t meant to come down. It must have been loose. The only way we might rescue anyone would be to lower a man from the top – and that’ll be dangerous enough.’

A pasty-faced clerk seated at a desk had been listening to what was being said and Captain Crow turned to him now. ‘Gather half a dozen men and send them up top to where the girl disappeared. They’ll need to take a rope with them – but don’t take all the men from one place. I’m here to keep the Cargloss works in profit, not to waste time searching for some damn-fool young woman who was somewhere she shouldn’t have been.’

Rounding on Jacob once more, he asked, ‘How was it you saw what happened? Where were you?’

‘I’m from Ruddlemoor. I … I was sent to show the girl to Josh Retallick’s house in the Gover valley.’

‘You came round the edge of Cargloss to get there?’ Captain Crow’s eyebrows indicated his disbelief.

Much to Jacob’s relief, he did not immediately pursue the matter. ‘Go with my men. Show them exactly where the girl went over the edge. I’ll go out to the pit and make certain nobody disturbs the fall from this side. If we start a slide it’ll be a week before we find the girl’s body and the men will be more interested in finding it than in producing clay.’

Captain Crow’s callous words sent a chill of horror through Jacob. He had come to the clay works office to obtain help to rescue Emma. He had not considered the possibility that she might be dead.

He did so now with the knowledge that Captain Crow took it for granted they were seeking to recover Emma’s body. He was forced to acknowledge the Cargloss captain might be proved correct.

The six Cargloss men sent to the scene of the accident seemed at first to be more optimistic than their captain. As they toiled up the steep path beside the pit they gave breathless examples of miraculous escapes by men employed in the clay works and tin mines in the area.

‘Mind you, I’ve never heard of a woman surviving after such an accident,’ said one of the men gloomily.

Despite his desperate concern for the fate of Emma, Jacob thought the positive young girl would have had her own ideas on such a prejudiced attitude.

It was with a sense of shock that he realised he too was now thinking of her in the past tense. He fervently hoped she was still alive. It was unthinkable that her life should be taken in such a way.

The hope sprang from a genuine concern for Emma. He was not optimistic that his punishment would be any more lenient in the event of her survival.

Jacob had already accepted that he would be punished. The route from Ruddlemoor to the Gover valley should not have taken Emma and him anywhere near the Cargloss clay pit. He would be called upon to explain his reason for taking her along the pit-edge path. Finding a plausible explanation was not going to be easy.

A sudden and alarming thought came to him. What if it was believed he had taken her along the remote path in order to attack her?

It was something suspected by Emma herself and there were bound to be rumours. Many would emanate from his own workmates, in the Ruddlemoor dry.

It might even be suggested he had attacked her, then pushed her over the edge of the pit, taking advantage of the Cargloss blasting operation to cover up his crime!

‘Are we nearly there?’

The question from the Cargloss man broke in upon Jacob’s runaway thoughts. Looking about him, he replied, ‘It’s just beyond the next clump of gorse. You can see where the explosion took the ground away right up to the edge of the path.’

When they reached the spot, the youngest of the Cargloss men dropped to his stomach and eased his way to the broken rim of the pit.

He was almost close enough to look over the edge when a section of earth dropped away immediately ahead of him.

Wriggling back hastily, he exclaimed, ‘That’s dangerous! There seems to be an overhang just there. Anyone going over is likely to end up with a couple of tons of earth, rock and clay on top of him.’

‘Perhaps one of us should go back down below to have a look,’ another of the Cargloss men suggested.

Jacob looked from one speaker to the other in dismay. ‘There’s no time for that. If Emma’s lying down there injured every minute might make the difference between life and death.’

‘Half the pit face went down with her,’ one of the men said callously. ‘She’s probably dead already. There’s no sense in risking another life.’

‘Then lower me down,’ Jacob demanded. ‘I’m not leaving here until we’ve found her – dead or alive.’

The men exchanged uncertain glances among themselves. Then the worker who carried the coil of rope shrugged it from his shoulder. ‘If you want to risk your own neck we’ll not argue with you. After all, you’re the one who was with her when she fell.’

Something in the man’s voice told Jacob that these men were as sceptical of the circumstances surrounding the accident as Captain Crow had been.

He realised it was no more than a foretaste of what he could expect from others.

Passing one end of the rope to Jacob, the Cargloss worker said, ‘Here, tie the rope around you using your own knot. Once you’re over the edge your life will depend on how good it is.’
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Edging slowly backwards, Jacob moved closer to the rim of the great man-made chasm, each step covering less ground than the last as he neared the edge.

His legs were trembling so much it seemed they were entirely independent of the remainder of his body. Trying hard to control them, he took up the slack on the rope held tug-o’-war fashion by the six Cargloss workers.

He still had a short distance to travel when part of the ground gave way beneath him. One foot trod air and as the men holding the rope took the strain he fell to one knee.

Making a rapid decision, Jacob called, ‘I’m going over the edge now. Make sure you keep a tight grip on that rope – and listen for my shout when I need you to hold fast.’

The nearest man’s grunt could have meant anything. Gritting his teeth, Jacob leaned back until he was almost parallel with the ground. A moment later he was walking clumsily down the sheer, crumbling face of the clay pit.

‘Hold it!’ Jacob shouted the command a few moments later.

The rope tautened and his descent was brought to a halt. Now, for the first time, he looked down – and immediately wished he had not.

The floor of the clay pit appeared much farther away than he had imagined it would be. Diminished in size by distance, a group of Cargloss workers was gathered around the base of a great white pyramid of China clay and waste brought down by the explosion. The ragged peak of the pyramid, resting against the pit-face, was still some distance below him.

Jacob’s stomach contracted in a sudden bout of fear. He quickly shifted his gaze from the men below him to the great pile of clay and waste sloping down from the wall of the pit.

He could see nothing of Emma. With a feeling that was close to despair, he called on the men holding the rope to begin lowering him once more.

As he approached the jumble of rock and clay, his attention was drawn to a darker patch among the white mass. He had looked at it before but had dismissed it as no more than a pocket of earth brought down from the top of the pit face.

It was, but as he drew nearer he saw something else. Even now, it took some moments for him to realise he was looking at Emma! Half covered with earth and clay, she lay in the shadow of a huge piece of rock.

‘Lower me faster!’

Jacob needed to shout the command twice more before the speed of his descent increased to any extent.

‘Stop!’

This time the order was obeyed more speedily. Jacob landed gently in the soft China clay dust and immediately sank ankle-deep beside Emma.

His arrival precipitated a frightening slip of earth and clay that poured down the surface of the pyramid. Reaching down hurriedly, he took a grip on her dress, fearing the whole mass of tumbled clay was about to fall, and Emma with it.

Emma showed no sign of life. Jacob’s first thought was that his worst fears had been realised. Then, as he tried to pull her clear of the earth and clay that buried much of the lower half of her body, she groaned.

Frantically, still keeping a hold on her with one hand, he began scraping away the earth and clay. Another shifting of the loose ground on which he was standing brought him to a halt.

Jacob called for more rope from the men above him. When he had enough, he tied a loop about Emma’s body, beneath her armpits. Satisfied she was now secure, he resumed the task of clearing the clay and rubble covering her, this time using both hands.

He had been working for some minutes when he heard Emma groan again. Looking up from his task, he saw that her eyes were open.

‘My leg hurts.’ She spoke in a painful whisper.

‘I’ll be as quick as I can, Emma. Once I’ve cleared all this away we’ll have you out of here in no time at all. You’re going to be all right.’

‘What happened…?’

As she spoke, she tried to ease herself into a more comfortable position. It caused the clay beneath her to shift and she screamed in pain.

‘Don’t move!’ Jacob was alarmed that the whole loose pyramid on which they were standing would shift and bring more of the pit-face down upon them.

Emma’s face was contorted in an expression of agony, but she said, ‘I’ll try not to. It’s just … it hurts so much.’

Jacob discovered there was a large piece of rock resting on one of her legs. It proved difficult to move. He succeeded eventually, but the final movement caused Emma to yell out in agony.

The piece of rock dislodged by Jacob bounced down the slope of the pyramid, causing a minor landslide, which sent the men in the pit scattering hurriedly.

‘Right, now let’s get you up to safety.’

‘How will you do that?’ An alarmed expression replaced the pain on Emma’s face.

‘I’ll carry you. Don’t worry, I’ll be as gentle with you as if you were a baby.’

Jacob hoped he sounded more confident than he felt. When he had thrown off the piece of rock he had seen that the leg that had been trapped was very badly gashed just below the knee. He suspected the bone was broken, too. Getting to the top of the pit was likely to be excruciatingly painful for Emma.

His fears were quickly justified. Calling for the men above him to take up the slack on the rope, he reached down and lifted her in his arms. The action caused her such pain, she screamed once again and he felt her whole body shaking.

Calling for the men on the rope to begin pulling them up as quickly as they could, Jacob waited until the rope tautened, then, with Emma trying hard to bite back her torment, he leaned back at a frightening angle and began walking up the pit-face.

It was not an easy rescue. When they were less than halfway to the top a section of the cliff face crumbled beneath Jacob’s feet and dropped away into the pit.

For a few precarious moments, the young couple swung freely in mid-air, with Jacob being battered against the cliff. Emma turned her face in to his shoulder, her arms locked tightly about his neck.

‘I’m frightened, Jacob. I’m frightened…’

Before he could reply, there was a sudden roaring sound from below them. Glancing down, Jacob saw that the fall from the pit-face had dislodged the top section of the pyramid. Boulders and rubble were pouring helter-skelter down the slope, gathering pace and substance along the way.

The Cargloss men who had been watching the rescue from the floor of the pit were now fleeing in all directions once more.

Meanwhile, Jacob had his own problems. The men at the top of the pit had heard the sound of the landslide, and were now pulling harder than ever in a bid to bring Jacob and Emma to safety as quickly as possible.

Jacob found himself spinning dangerously at the end of the dangling rope, frequently crashing hard against the pit-face. Nevertheless, in spite of his own predicament, he did his best to protect Emma and prevent her injured leg from suffering more harm.

Not until his cries for the Cargloss men to cease hauling were heard was he able to use his feet to brace himself against the pit-face.

Shouting to the men to resume hauling them up, he walked clumsily up the jagged pit-face. A few minutes later, with Emma still in his arms, he was hoisted to safety. As he reached the rim of the pit, she was taken from him and laid gently down on the grass beside the path.

Only now did Jacob realise the strain that had been put on his legs by the rescue ordeal. Momentarily unable to stand, he sank down beside Emma.

As two of the older men comforted her, the others congratulated Jacob. Then one of them ran off to inform the Cargloss works manager of the success of the rescue.

Before he went, Jacob told the man to send a stretcher up for Emma and have arrangements made for her to be taken immediately to the hospital in nearby St Austell.
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Despite Jacob’s protests that he should return to work at Ruddlemoor, he was persuaded to accompany Emma to the hospital. He had sustained a number of quite severe cuts and grazes to his knees, back and shoulders. There was also a cut on the back of his head.

As the young couple were on their way to St Austell hospital in a Cargloss cart, Ben Retallick, owner of the Ruddlemoor Clay Works, caught up with them. He was riding one of the fine horses from his stables.

Jacob was not overjoyed to have his employer appear on the scene. Much to his surprise, the works owner ignored him and spoke to Emma as though he knew her well.

‘How are you, Emma? Are you in much pain? The Cargloss captain tells me he fears you’ve probably broken a leg.’

‘It certainly feels like it,’ Emma agreed. ‘It really hurts.’

Turning his attention upon Jacob, the works owner snapped, ‘What were you doing up by the edge of the Cargloss pit in the first place? Captain Bray said your instructions were to take Miss Cotton to my grandparents’ home in the Gover valley. You shouldn’t have been anywhere near Cargloss.’

Before Jacob could reply, Emma said, ‘It was all my fault, Cousin Ben. It’s the first time I’ve ever been to clay country. I asked Jacob to take me up to where I might look out and see something of what was going on.’

Jacob’s surprise was not entirely due to her unexpected defence of him. She had called Ben Retallick ‘cousin’ – yet he and the other men in the Ruddlemoor dry had thought her to be a prospective servant…!

Ben was not entirely placated. Still frowning at Jacob, he said, ‘Why didn’t you heed the warning that Cargloss was about to begin blasting? Their captain assured me the klaxon was sounded.’

‘It was,’ Jacob agreed unhappily. ‘But there wasn’t very much time between the warning and the blasting. Far less than we give at Ruddlemoor. Besides, none of the overburden had been removed from the pit edge. There was nothing to make me think it was likely to be blasted away. I believe their explosives men made a bad mistake.’

The ‘overburden’ was the layer of earth and stones that covered the deposits of China clay. It was usual to remove it before an attempt was made to recover the clay, in order that there should be as little contamination as possible.

‘I’ve heard that the safety measures at Cargloss aren’t all they should be,’ Ben said somewhat less aggressively. ‘I’ll have words with their owner about it – but I’m still not entirely happy that you should have been so close to Cargloss when they were blasting. However, I’m prepared to accept it wasn’t entirely your fault. Besides, if what I was told at Cargloss is true, you probably saved Emma’s life – and at no small risk to your own. Well done. I’ll see you’re rewarded. I’ll ride on now and make certain a doctor is waiting for you both at the hospital.’

When Ben Retallick had ridden off, Jacob asked Emma, ‘Why did you take the blame and tell Mr Retallick that going up by Cargloss was your idea?’

‘Would you rather I’d said I didn’t know what we were doing up there and left you to find an explanation for him?’

Jacob shook his head. ‘I don’t think I could have come up with one. I wasn’t even sure myself why I took you there. Thanks, Emma. You’ve just saved my job. I … I’m sorry for what happened to you.’

‘Well, like Ben said, you probably saved my life. I owe you more than you owe me.’

After remaining silent for some minutes, Jacob asked, ‘Why didn’t you tell me when we set out that you’re Mr Retallick’s cousin? Me and the others in the dry all thought you were going to Gover valley as a servant girl or something.’

‘Is that why we went the long way round? Because you and the others believe that servant girls are easy? What did you do, toss a coin to see who’d be the one to go with me and prove what a big strong man he is?’

Emma lay on the floor of the wagon, dirty, dishevelled and with her injured left leg bound to a makeshift splint. Yet, in spite of being at such a disadvantage, she still possessed the ability to dominate Jacob with the power of her scorn.

‘It wasn’t like that at all,’ he protested feebly. ‘It was Cap’n Bray who said I was to be the one to take you to the Gover valley. Like I said, I had no idea you were Mr Retallick’s cousin.’

‘Don’t try to convince me that taking me up there was all your own idea, Jacob. I just don’t believe you. Anyway, I’m not a full cousin to Ben Retallick. His grandma and mine were sisters, so we’re distant cousins, really. We’ve only met a few times, when he’s come up to Bodmin Moor.’

‘Then why were you on your way to the Gover valley?’

‘I’m the youngest of six girls. Pa died some years ago and we’ve been finding things a bit hard lately. Ben helped us out from time to time. Last time he came visiting, he suggested I might like to come here to look after his grandparents.’

Giving Jacob an unexpected but weak smile, she added, ‘So you weren’t really so far wrong about me. I wouldn’t be much more than a servant, working for Great Uncle Josh, and Great Aunt Miriam.’

‘I could hardly have been more wrong about you,’ Jacob replied, ruefully. ‘I’m sorry, Emma. I really am. If I’d used a bit more common sense you wouldn’t be lying here in pain, with a broken leg.’

‘True,’ Emma agreed with cruel honesty, ‘but it wasn’t entirely your fault. If I hadn’t played the fool and led you on, we’d have been well past the Cargloss pit when they carried out their blasting.’

Jacob looked at her uncertainly. ‘You mean … you wouldn’t have let me do anything, anyway?’

‘No, I certainly wouldn’t!’ Emma spoke vehemently. ‘Not you, your mates, nor anyone else. Not until I’ve found the man I want to marry – if I ever do decide to marry. There are lots more important things in life than marriage.’ She continued to glare at him.

Highly embarrassed, Jacob sought to get away from the subject of what she might or might not have done had the explosion not occurred. ‘What will you do until your leg’s better? You won’t be able to look after Mr Retallick’s grandparents now. You’ll need someone to look after you.’

‘I don’t know.’ Emma frowned. ‘I haven’t had time to think about it yet. Perhaps that’s just as well. Anyway, we’ll see what they have to say at the hospital about my leg, first of all. In the meantime, tell me something about yourself.’

Jacob thought there was very little about his life that was worth relating, and he said so. Nevertheless, by the time they entered the small Cornish town Emma knew that he was an only child and lived in Carthew, close to the Ruddlemoor Clay Works. He had worked for Ben Retallick for seven years, since he was thirteen years old. His father also worked at Ruddlemoor, as an engine man. His mother, before her marriage, had worked in an adjoining clay works, as a bal maiden.

In addition, Emma learned that none of his family had ever travelled outside Cornwall. Indeed, Jacob had never ventured farther than Bodmin, just a few miles distant from his home and work.

It was a life style repeated in many thousands of homes in and around clay country in the summer of 1913.

Jacob would have liked to learn more about Emma. However, by now they were in sight of the small St Austell hospital and Ben Retallick was hurrying to meet them. He had alerted the hospital and a doctor was waiting to receive them when they arrived.
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The hospital doctor swiftly established that Emma had fractured a bone in her leg, halfway between ankle and knee. It would need to be placed in a plaster cast.

While she was being prepared for this, the doctor examined Jacob. He decided it was necessary to stitch a deep cut just behind Jacob’s shoulder.

When Jacob left the casualty cubicle, awkwardly shrugging on his jacket, he found Ben Retallick seated in the waiting area.

‘You all fixed up now, Jacob?’

‘Yes thanks, Mr Retallick, but I think they’re making a lot of fuss about nothing. I’ve had worse cuts in the works and never had to have stitches put in ’em.’

Ben smiled. ‘I’ve heard it said that a clay man rarely goes to a hospital unless he’s carried there. I’m sure the cut will heal a lot quicker because of what they’ve done, but you needn’t hurry back to work. I’ll speak to Captain Bray.’

Jacob winced inwardly. He knew that when he did return the works captain would have a great deal to say to him about losing working time as a result of taking Emma on a roundabout route to the Gover valley.

‘Emma’s likely to be here for some time yet,’ the works owner added. ‘They’re making certain the bone in her leg is set correctly. There’s also a nasty gash to be treated. You might as well go on home.’

‘If it’s all the same to you, Mr Retallick, I’d like to wait here until Emma’s ready to leave.’ After an initial hesitation about the propriety of questioning the works owner, Jacob asked, ‘Where will she go now? I mean, she’s not going to be fit enough for a while to look after Mr Josh and Mrs Retallick along in the valley.’

‘She’ll come and stay at Tregarrick. My wife hasn’t been too well lately. Emma will be company for her.’

Jacob had seen Tregarrick – Ben Retallick’s home – only from a distance. It was a large and attractive mansion situated at the entrance of the Pentewan valley, to the south of St Austell. The clay works owner had bought it shortly before marrying another of his distant cousins, a girl who had herself once worked on the clay works as a bal maiden.

He was aware of Ben’s interesting background, as were all of the Ruddlemoor workers.

Ben had been born in Matabeleland, in Southern Africa. His father had been killed in a tribal uprising, and he had come to England to live with his grandparents soon after the Boer War. His accent and Southern African background had caused him many problems for a while, especially with soldiers who had served in that war. Once these had been overcome, he took over Ruddlemoor from his grandfather and quickly established himself as one of the most successful clay owners in the district.

He had also earned himself a reputation as being one of the most accessible of the employers. It was this that gave Jacob the courage to ask, ‘Would I be allowed to call on Emma when she’s at Tregarrick?’

If the question took Ben by surprise, he did not allow it to show. Instead, he looked at Jacob with a new interest. He saw a young man who was wearing clay-stained working clothes that had seen better days, but he was a tall, well-built and good-looking young man. It was not surprising Emma had found him attractive enough to suggest he should show her around clay country.

‘Come as often as you like, Jacob. She’ll no doubt quickly become bored, not being able to do more than hobble around. Being shut up in Tregarrick with a couple of old fogeys won’t be Emma’s idea of fun.’

In spite of his success as a clay works owner, Ben Retallick was not yet thirty years of age. Jacob thought he hardly came into the category of an ‘old fogey’. Nevertheless, he murmured his thanks.

They sat in silence for a few minutes. It was broken by Ben. ‘You work in the dry, don’t you, Jacob?’

Jacob nodded.

‘How are things there? Any problems?’

Jacob shook his head. ‘None.’ He was puzzled. If Ben Retallick needed to know what was happening anywhere in the Ruddlemoor works, he could ask Captain Bray. Jacob suspected the young mine owner had something else on his mind – and he was right.

‘Some of the mine owners are worried about this new Union organiser. It seems he’s been around the various clay works stirring up the men. Have you seen anything of him at Ruddlemoor?’

Now Jacob realised why Ben Retallick was asking him about ‘problems’. The Workers’ Union, representing working men throughout Britain, had recently appointed a full-time organiser, Sydney Woodhouse, to the area.

In recent months there had been an upsurge in the demand for China clay. Woodhouse was telling the men who worked in the industry that they too should be reaping the benefit of increased profits. Prompted by Woodhouse, the Union submitted a demand for an increase in the weekly wage of the clay workers. They were asking for a wage of twenty-five shillings, an increase of three shillings and sixpence on their present rate.

The demand had been rejected out of hand by the employers. The Union was currently pursuing an aggressive recruitment drive, in order that it might take effective action to back up its demands.

‘He’s been to Ruddlemoor,’ Jacob conceded, ‘but he’s been to every other works in the St Austell area, too. I don’t know what success he had with them, but he certainly didn’t recruit anyone from the dry – at least, not on our shift.’

‘Good! I have no objection to any of the men being in a Union, but not if it’s one with the expressed intention of intimidating employers. We had quite enough of that sort of thing when I first came to Ruddlemoor … but you wouldn’t know very much about that.’

It was true that Jacob had no first-hand knowledge of what had gone on in the time of which Ben Retallick was talking, but he could remember his father talking to his mother about it. For a while it had seemed the China clay industry would go under. Ben Retallick had done much to bring it to order.

It was doubtful whether he would be able to do the same again, Jacob thought. Sydney Woodhouse had mounted a persuasive and aggressive campaign on behalf of his Union and the time was ripe for action. Many of the China clay workers were deeply discontented with wages that were barely sufficient for a man to maintain a family. They were joining the Workers’ Union in increasing numbers, believing this to be their only way forward.

‘What do you think about this Union business, Jacob?’ Ben put a direct question to the young Ruddlemoor employee.

‘To be honest, I haven’t thought very much about it,’ Jacob replied cautiously. ‘I know my pa’s against it. He says if the men want to put their jobs on the line they should put their trust in a Cornishman. He believes Woodhouse has been sent here from London to further the aims of the men who pay him, not to make life easier for clay men.’

‘That sounds fair, Jacob. I wish the men would listen to men like your father, but past experience of such matters tells me they won’t. Anyway, enough of such talk. This is neither the time nor the place for it.’

Rising to his feet, he said, ‘I’ll be getting along now. I must call in at Tregarrick and tell Lily, my wife, what’s happening about Emma. I’d better let my grandparents know, too. They’ll still be expecting her. I’ll have my carriage sent here to pick up Emma and it can take you home. I’d send my new motor car, but a chauffeur isn’t starting until tomorrow and I haven’t yet mastered the art of driving. You’d both likely finish up with more injuries than you have at the moment. Thanks once more for all you’ve done for Emma – and for telling me how things stand with the Union at Ruddlemoor. I look forward to seeing you at Tregarrick when you call on Emma.’

With this, Ben Retallick strode out of the hospital.

Behind him, Jacob thought about what had been said. He felt greatly relieved that he had not allowed himself to be persuaded to join the Workers’ Union the previous day.

Woodhouse had addressed the Ruddlemoor workers as the day shift went off duty but had gained no new recruits to his Union on this occasion. Cornishmen were notoriously reluctant to be rushed into making decisions about such matters. However, they had listened to him, and much of the talk in the works today had been about what he had said to them.

The Ruddlemoor workers were more content with their lot than many of those employed elsewhere, but they too had begun to believe they had a right to a higher wage than they were being paid now.

It was Jacob’s belief that men were joining the Union in sufficient numbers to cause serious trouble in clay country – and it would not be long in coming.
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‘I’m not at all certain that having Emma living at Tregarrick will be a good idea.’

Lily Retallick made the comment as she and Ben walked in the afternoon sunshine in the garden of Tregarrick. He had just returned to the house and told her what had happened and of his plans for Emma.

‘Why do you say that?’ Her statement surprised Ben, and he added, ‘She’s always been one of your favourites. “She has more life in her than the rest of the family put together” was how you once described her to me. I thought she’d be good company for you.’

‘It’s because she’s so lively that I don’t think it’s such a good idea having her here,’ Lily replied, only half joking. ‘It’s likely to remind you of the way I once was.’

‘I won’t have you saying such things, Lily.’

Ben brought his wife to a halt and pulled her to him. He was immediately aware, as he had been so often recently, of how thin she had become in recent months. She felt very fragile in his arms. She had been examined by a number of doctors, but none had been able to discover exactly what was wrong with her.

‘We have a wonderful life here, Lily. It would be even better if we could get you back to full health once more. I thought having Emma here for a while might help.’

‘You worry far too much about me, Ben. Perhaps having Emma here will take your mind off my problems – but not entirely, I hope. I like having you care.’

‘I doubt if having Emma here will prevent me from worrying about you – and neither she nor anyone else will ever stop me from caring.’

‘I’ll settle quite happily for that – and I’ve no doubt Emma will liven the place up. Now, tell me more about this accident she’s suffered.’

When Ben told her all he knew, Lily frowned. ‘This Ruddlemoor man should never have taken her up by the Cargloss pit. The path runs so close to the edge it’s dangerous even when they’re not blasting.’

‘You’re absolutely right, but you’ve said yourself that Emma is a very determined young lady. If she decided that was what she wanted to do, it would take a very strong-willed young man indeed to deny her. Anyway, by risking his own life to rescue her he more than made up for any error of judgement on his part.’

Ben released Lily and they resumed their walk along the gravelled garden path.

‘Who is he? Do I know him?’

‘Probably. His name’s Jacob Pengelly. His father also works at Ruddlemoor.’

‘I remember Jacob when he was a small boy. Most days he’d be at Ruddlemoor to meet his father when he came off shift. I’ve met his mother too. They’re a nice family.’

‘I’m glad you think so.’ Ben smiled at her. ‘Jacob asked for permission to call on Emma while she’s here. I told him he could.’

‘Well! Emma hasn’t exactly wasted the short time she’s been in clay country!’

Lily gave her husband a questioning look. ‘How do you feel about having a young Ruddlemoor worker about the place?’

Ben shrugged. ‘It’ll be for Emma to entertain him, not you or me.’ More thoughtfully, he said, ‘All the same, it might prove useful. That new Union man from London has brought trouble with him. He’s spreading discontent among the men. They’re demanding a pay increase and threatening strike action if it’s not given to them. Matters are likely to come to a head in the very near future.’

‘Well, for what it’s worth, my sympathies are with the men. They’re not exactly overpaid at the moment, are they?’

‘No,’ Ben conceded. ‘And the China clay industry is doing well right now. We could no doubt afford to give them a rise, but the other owners have pointed out that we didn’t ask the men to take a pay cut during these past few years when owners have been struggling to stay in business.’

‘No owner has had to face the problem of bringing up a family on a guinea and sixpence a week, Ben. If we can afford the increase, why don’t we give it to them?’

‘Without the clay owners there would be no money at all going into homes in this area,’ Ben said patiently. ‘Mining has all but collapsed and China clay is all that stands between the workers’ families and starvation. An extra three and sixpence a week doesn’t sound much but some of the works can’t afford to pay such an increase just yet. They’ve big debts to pay off. Yes, I know we can afford to pay what they want, but the clay owners must stick together. If I pay it, agitation will increase at all the other pits. Works will close and men and women will be put out of work. That’s the harsh reality of what Woodhouse is agitating for.’

Ben made a resigned gesture. ‘But that isn’t what the men want to hear. They’d rather believe what Woodhouse has to say. Well, God help them. When it comes to the crunch – and sadly I believe it will – the Workers’ Union won’t.’

In a back room of the General Wolfe public house in St Austell, two men sat at a table. Near-empty beer glasses stood in front of them, with a great many handwritten sheets of paper scattered about. One of the men was Sydney Woodhouse, the salaried regional organiser employed by the Workers’ Union.

The other man was Arthur Corran, a Union representative elected by the men of the Carne Stents China Clay Works, a comparatively small company.

Corran was looking worried. Shaking his head, he began to gather up the papers on his side of the table. ‘I hope you’re right, Sydney. I still believe we’re taking too much of a chance by making our move so soon. We ought to have a lot more dialogue with the owners before we contemplate strike action.’

‘Nonsense!’ Sydney Woodhouse was remarkably cheerful. ‘I’ve been speaking to men all around the clay country. There’s not one Union man who isn’t more than ready to come out. You start the ball running at Carne Stents and the rest will come out to support you. Trust me.’

‘There are still not as many clay men in the Union as I would like to see. Where are we strongest?’

‘We’re strong everywhere – and getting stronger every day. I’ve seldom met up with a more militant bunch of men – and I’ve known some over the years, I can assure you. They’re ready to take whatever action is necessary to gain a living wage – and you and your men will have the honour of going down in history as the brothers who spearheaded the action.’

‘Well … I’ll speak to my men. But I’d rather we waited for another few days in order to whip up more support.’

Arthur Corran had serious reservations about Carne Stents being the first works in clay country to down tools and come out on strike over the pay issue. He was in favour of the men being paid more of course. They deserved a sizeable pay increase. But Woodhouse’s methods were not those he would have chosen to achieve their aims, and certainly not immediately.

‘How long do you think this strike will last, once it’s begun?’

Sydney Woodhouse was well aware of his colleague’s doubts. He was contemptuous of his wavering now the time for action was at hand, but he tried to reassure him.

‘It’s difficult to say. My guess is, if we can bring all the works in the area to a complete halt, the owners will cave in and it’ll all be over in a week.’

‘I hope you’re right. There are a few thousand men working in the clay business in Cornwall. Most have families to support.’

‘Of course I’m right. You worry too much, Arthur. You shouldn’t. Each man who’s out on strike will receive ten shillings a week. That will cut into Union funds, but it’s nothing compared to what a prolonged strike would cost the owners. Mark my words, they’ll see sense when clay stops leaving the works and more money is being taken from their bank accounts than is going in.’

Downing the dregs of his drink, he banged the empty glass down noisily on the table. ‘It’s market day. Let’s get off there and see what early-shift men we can find there. We should catch a good few of them. I’m willing to bet there aren’t very many of them who won’t back up what I’ve already said to you.’
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‘There was no need for you to wait for me. You could have gone home ages ago.’

Progressing awkwardly towards him on a pair of crutches, Emma spoke grumpily. Nearby, an anxious nurse watched her progress, demanding more than once that she ‘Slow down!’

‘I didn’t mind waiting,’ Jacob replied. ‘Mr Retallick is sending his carriage for you. He said it could take me home as well. It’ll be a new experience for me.’

‘I hope it makes up for the experience you missed up by the Cargloss pit,’ Emma said spitefully.

She was not a happy person. The doctor had told her she would need to keep the plaster on for possibly as long as six weeks. The thought of having to move around for such a length of time with a heavy weight on her leg did not appeal to her.

Embarrassed by her words, Jacob glanced at the nurse before saying, ‘I’ve already said how sorry I am about that.’ He hesitated a moment before adding, ‘Mr Retallick also said I could come to visit you at Tregarrick – that’s if you’d like me to. I don’t want to impose upon you, or Mr Retallick, but I’ll be off work for a while with time on my hands.’

When she made no reply, he explained, ‘They put some stitches in a cut on my back. I can’t go to work until they’re taken out. I’ll be off work for about a fortnight, I reckon.’

Emma shrugged in a somewhat indifferent manner. ‘You can come if you want to.’

Jacob decided Emma was playing up and he became unexpectedly manful. ‘It’s got nothing to do with what I want. I’m not coming to Tregarrick if I’m not welcome. Mr Retallick was kind enough to say I could visit you there, but I’m not going to take the risk of embarrassing him.’

Emma was startled by Jacob’s unexpected show of firmness. ‘You actually asked him if you could come and see me?’

‘That’s right.’

‘Well, if you’re that keen to see me again, I won’t stop you.’

‘That’s fair enough. Now, shall we go?’ He was facing a window and had seen a carriage turn into the hospital entrance.

As Jacob held the door open for her to pass through the doorway, a second nurse came hurrying to the door, a newspaper in her hand.

Speaking to Emma, she said, ‘Here’s the newspaper the doctor said you could have.’

‘Thank you. Will you carry it for me, Jacob? I feel as clumsy as a three-legged duck trying to use these things.’ She glared down at one of the crutches tucked beneath her arms. ‘If I don’t get the hang of them quickly I’ll throw them away and hop around.’

In the carriage, after Jacob had given the driver directions to his home, Emma took the newspaper from him and began to turn the pages, apparently looking for a particular news item.

Glancing up, she saw Jacob watching her. ‘Have you seen this today?’

‘No, we only have the local paper at home and it’s not due out for another couple of days.’

Jacob had seen that the newspaper handed to him by the nurse was a London publication.

‘There’s a story in it about a suffragette who’s been killed. She threw herself in front of the king’s horse at the races.’

‘That was a stupid thing to do. Why did she do it?’

‘To help the suffragette cause; to get votes – and a whole lot of other things that women should be entitled to without having to fight for them.’

‘How is throwing herself in front of a racehorse going to help her, or any other woman to get the vote? I can’t think of any government that would want to give the vote to women who throw themselves in front of horses. Of course, if enough of them do it there’ll be no one to give the vote to!’

‘She did it because she’s a suffragette, that’s why.’

Jacob looked puzzled and Emma said, ‘I suppose you do know what a suffragette is?’

‘Of course I do. She … she’s a woman who does stupid things because she thinks the vote should be given to women, the same as to men.’

‘That’s only part of what it’s about, Jacob. Look, we work, the same as men, don’t we? And women have as much to do with bringing up the family as men do. Girls go to school and are just as clever as men – when we’re given a chance to be. Why shouldn’t we have as much of a say as men in managing the country?’

It was evident that Emma felt very strongly about the matter. Jacob knew almost nothing about the suffragette movement, but instead of admitting his ignorance, he asked, ‘Are you a suffragette?’

‘No, but I would be if I had the chance.’

Further discussion on the role of suffragettes came to an end when the elderly carriage driver called out to Jacob:

‘We’re just coming up to Carthew. Which is your house, son?’

Carthew was a small, scattered community, close to Ruddlemoor. The diminutive cottages were situated on either side of the road that connected St Austell with Bodmin.

Jacob pointed out a cottage in a river valley, beside the road. Its rooftop was on a level with the carriage in which they were travelling. ‘You can drop me here. There’s only a narrow path down to the cottage.’

‘When will you come to see me at Tregarrick?’

Emma’s earlier indifference about having him visit her at the home of her distant cousin seemed to have disappeared. She sounded almost eager at the prospect of seeing him again.

‘Whenever you like.’

‘Tomorrow?’

Jacob was taken by surprise. He had expected her to suggest a vague meeting, perhaps the following week. The realisation that she really wanted him to call on her gave him a moment of very real pleasure. ‘All right then. Tomorrow afternoon?’

‘I’ll see you then.’

‘Jacob!’

He had started to climb out of the carriage when she called to him. Her voice was pitched low, so that her words would not reach the ears of the Tregarrick carriage driver.

When he turned, she said, equally softly, ‘Remember to stick to the story of what we were doing up by the Cargloss pit. It was my idea we went that way, all right? If we both say the same thing there’ll be no trouble for anyone. Try to embellish it for your friends at Ruddlemoor and there’ll be an almighty row.’

For a few moments Jacob looked at her as though he was about to argue. One thing was certain, she was the bossiest young woman he had ever known. But in the matter under discussion she was holding all the trump cards.

‘All right – and thanks again.’
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Jacob stuck to Emma’s version of the accident when, after his mother had ascertained he had not suffered serious injury, she questioned him about it. He later had to repeat his story when his father returned from work at Ruddlemoor.

As Emma had suggested, it was better for everyone that her version of events was believed. Nevertheless, Jacob had a problem with his conscience when he learned that blame for the accident was being laid at the door of the Cargloss works captain. He was being taken to task for not ensuring adequate time had elapsed between the sounding of the warning klaxon and actual blasting.

He eased his feeling of guilt with the knowledge that the warning time had been inadequate.

Attention was diverted away from this uncomfortable aspect of the accident when Jacob told his parents of Emma’s kinship with Ben Retallick and informed them he would be visiting her at Tregarrick the following day.

‘Well now, there’s a thing to be happening!’ Eve Pengelly exclaimed, beaming at her son. ‘Fancy our Jacob going to the home of a clay owner! You just mind your manners while you’re there, young man.’

‘It’s not the best of times for a clay worker to be getting friendly with an owner,’ Absalom Pengelly said seriously. ‘Things are happening in the clay industry that I, for one, don’t like. Ben Retallick’s always been one of the better clay owners as far as Ruddlemoor workers are concerned, but there’s trouble being stirred up from outside. Ruddlemoor men aren’t going to be able to step aside from it. Before long the gulf between owners and workers will be too wide to be bridged. The men are already talking about “them” and “us”. They won’t be as pleased as you are at knowing young Jacob’s calling on an owner.’

‘I’ll be calling on Emma, not on Ben Retallick,’ Jacob retorted.

Even as he spoke he was remembering the conversation with Ben Retallick when Emma’s leg was being treated. He wondered whether the Ruddlemoor owner was hoping he would keep him informed of the men’s plans. He dismissed the idea. Had that been Ben Retallick’s idea, he would not have suggested that Jacob stay away from work.

‘You might be certain of why you’re going to Tregarrick, but there’s some of the men who won’t want to believe you,’ Absalom said. ‘They’re hell-bent on a strike right now. This London man has convinced them they’ll win when push comes to shove. Personally, I don’t think we have a hope in hell of winning. We never have and I doubt if we ever will. The owners have the money to hold out, we haven’t. But the men will need to learn that lesson the hard way. Trouble is, when things start to go wrong they won’t accept that they’ve gone about things the wrong way. They’ll be looking for scapegoats. Make sure you’re not one of them.’

‘You always were one to look on the black side of things,’ his wife chided. ‘Be pleased that our Jacob’s thought of as respectable enough to go calling at the house of a clay owner. There’s many as wouldn’t be.’

‘I’ve got nothing against him going,’ Absalom declared, ‘I’m warning him to be careful, that’s all. That Union man was around Ruddlemoor again last thing today. He’s finally persuaded some of our men to join his Union. Rumour has it that half of Cargloss and most of the Carne Stents men are already members. There’s trouble brewing, Eve. Serious trouble. I don’t want our family caught up in it.’

The trouble forecast by Absalom Pengelly was not long in coming. It erupted the following day. Jacob was on his way to Tregarrick early in the afternoon when he met with a cyclist coming from the direction of St Austell, pedalling furiously.

Red-faced and perspiring copiously, he braked to a halt beside Jacob. ‘You on your way to St Austell to join up with the Carne Stents men?’

Mystified, Jacob said, ‘No. Should I be?’

‘They’ve come out on strike and are marching into town for a meeting. Sydney Woodhouse will be there to speak to them. He’s sent me to go round the rest of the works and tell all Union members. He wants them to down tools and attend the meeting. It’s being held outside the market building. I’ll see you there … Brother.’

So it had started, just as his father had feared it might. Jacob wondered what it would mean to those men who, like he and his father, had not joined the Union.

He thought about it all the way to St Austell. Here, his fears were somewhat allayed. When he heard shouting coming from the vicinity of the market building, curiosity took him in that direction.

He had expected to find the area, which was adjacent to the church and the main shopping street, crowded with clay workers. In fact, the striking workers numbered no more than thirty-five. They were heavily outnumbered by curious onlookers, with the blue uniform of a constable in evidence here and there.

Sydney Woodhouse had not yet arrived to address the striking workers and they seemed at a loss about what they should be doing now they had reached their gathering point. One or two of the men occasionally made a desultory attempt to lead a chanted recitation of their demands, but they received very little support from fellow strikers.

Occasionally, one of the strikers would recognise a fellow clay worker among the bystanders and call upon him to come and join them. When one of them beckoned to Jacob, he felt it was time he left.

Fifteen minutes later, he reached Tregarrick. Here, he met Ben Retallick riding out.

‘Hello, Jacob. Emma’s inside. She’s fretting because she expected you earlier than this. She’s not going to be a happy invalid, I’m afraid. But I’m sure she’ll cheer up when she sees you. I’m just on my way to Ruddlemoor.’

Jacob had been wondering whether he should tell the Ruddlemoor owner about the Carne Stents meeting. Ben’s amiable greeting dispelled any remaining doubts about where his loyalty should lie.

‘I wouldn’t go through town, if I was you, Mr Retallick. The Carne Stents men have come out on strike. They’re holding a meeting up by the market building. I was told that Sydney Woodhouse is going there to speak to ’em.’

‘Is he now? Thanks for your warning, Jacob, but I think I’d like to go and listen to what lies Woodhouse will tell the men. I might even be able to put them right about some of them.’

‘I don’t think that would be a good idea, Mr Retallick. The Carne Stents men have always been a bit of a peculiar bunch and they don’t know you as we do.’

Ben grinned. ‘Thanks again, Jacob, but I can’t see them attacking me in town, in broad daylight, can you? How many are there?’

‘Probably no more than thirty-five, but there are a lot of people standing around waiting to see what’s going to happen. Some clay men among ’em.’

‘Are the police there?’

Ben nodded.

‘Then I shall be fine.’

Ben kneed his horse forward, but reined in again before he had gone more than half a dozen horses’ length from the younger man.

Turning around, he called, ‘Jacob! I’d rather you said nothing to Mrs Retallick about my going to this meeting. If you mention it to Emma make certain she says nothing either.’
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‘But they must have said something while you were there, Jacob. Can’t you remember anything at all? Is everyone in clay country likely to come out on strike? What about bal maidens? Are they being called out on strike too? Were any of them at the meeting?’

Jacob and Emma were seated in a small cosy lounge in Tregarrick. He had just told her of the meeting of striking clay workers taking place in St Austell, but she wanted to know far more about what was happening than he knew. She made it clear that she found his lack of observation exasperating. He, in his turn, was surprised by her keen interest.

‘I’ve told you all I know. I didn’t notice any bal maidens among the crowd, but I wasn’t really looking for them. Anyway, I don’t suppose any of them are in the Union.’

‘Why not?’ Emma bristled with indignation.

‘I don’t know. Perhaps, like me, they’re not particularly interested in the Union.’

‘Neither am I, but if men are members then women should be allowed to join too. They’ll be affected by a strike just as much as the men.’

‘I suppose they will be.’ Jacob was wishing he had never mentioned anything about the meeting of the strikers to her. ‘It’s not something I’ve ever thought about.’

‘That’s because you’re a man, Jacob Pengelly. This is a man’s world. Women don’t count for very much in your world, do they? They don’t have the vote and when there’s a strike no one stops to think of the effect it will have on them. A woman is expected to feed her family on nothing while the men all get together to pat each other on the back and brag of how loyal they’re being to their principles. Boasting of how they’ll have the determination to hold out for however long it takes for the owners to meet their demands. Not one of them will go home and ask his wife what she thinks he ought to do. God! If I didn’t have my leg in plaster I’d go along to this meeting and stir them up with a few questions they wouldn’t want to answer.’

‘Then perhaps it’s as well you do have a broken leg,’ Jacob said unsympathetically.

‘Just what do you mean by that, Jacob Pengelly?’ Emma demanded.

‘I mean that the men in the clay works aren’t ready to accept such ideas, especially from a stranger to the area. As for these suffragette ideas of yours – you’re not old enough to vote even if they decided it should be given to women. Anyway, Mr Retallick’s gone to the meeting to put a few questions of his own to them – but you’re not to tell that to Mrs Retallick, she’d worry about him.’

‘He’s not likely to ask them any questions that will affect the women who work for him at Ruddlemoor,’ retorted Emma. ‘Women are no more important to the owners than they are to the Union.’

‘Look, let’s stop arguing about it. Neither of us can do anything to change things. It’s a beautifully warm day. Why don’t we go outside in the garden. It’s not often I have the chance to enjoy the sunshine. I’m usually shut away in the dry at Ruddlemoor.’

Emma grumbled that she had yet to master the art of walking with the aid of crutches, but she led the way, going out through the kitchen, where the Tregarrick cook, aided by a perspiring kitchen maid, was baking cakes.

Once in the garden, they made their way along a gravel path that wound between rose bushes heavy with headily perfumed flowers. Eventually, they came to a seat, set back in a small arbour.

‘This is as far as I’m going for now,’ Emma declared. She sat down awkwardly, her injured leg stretched out stiffly in front of her.

Seating himself beside her, Jacob thought it was as romantic a situation as he could have wished to share with Emma. Her next words shattered the illusion.

‘Do you think it’s fair that women should be treated as though we’re not as important as men, Jacob? As if we really don’t matter very much.’

Jacob sighed. It was an expression of resignation. He had hoped they had put a discussion on the thorny subject behind them.

‘Of course not. I don’t really believe there are very many men who do think that way. Where do you get these ideas from anyway? I wouldn’t have thought there were many suffragettes up there on Bodmin Moor.’

‘I can read, can’t I? I did some cleaning work for old Mrs Dingle, in Henwood village, until she died. She used to have a London newspaper sent to her regularly. It was full of what the suffragettes are doing. But even if I hadn’t read about it I’d still want to know why we are treated differently to men.’

‘Because men and women are different, I suppose.’

‘You know what I mean, Jacob. At least, I hope you do. We’re living in a man’s world – and it’s about time things were changed.’

Jacob was saved from having to find a reply to Emma’s latest statement by the sound of footsteps on the gravel path. Someone was approaching the house from the gardens. A few moments later Lily Retallick came into view. In her hand she held a large pair of scissors and a small bunch of roses.

Smiling at them, she said, ‘Hello, you two. It’s nice to find you out here enjoying the sunshine.’ Extending a hand to Jacob, she said, ‘You must be Jacob Pengelly. When we last met you were no taller than this.’

The hand holding the scissors indicated a height that reached to her thin waist.

Standing up hurriedly, Jacob shook her hand and said hesitantly, ‘I hope you don’t mind me visiting…’

‘Of course not! It’s nice to know Emma has someone of her own age to talk to – but don’t let her get on to the subject of suffragettes, or she’ll talk of nothing else. It’s a subject that generates a whole lot more heat than is good for most folk. I know. The treatment of women was my mother’s favourite topic, especially when I was younger. Between that and Trade Unionism there was very little else talked of in our house.’

Jacob’s gaze switched to Emma, but she was staring straight ahead, expressionless.

Lily was a shrewd woman. ‘Oh dear! Am I too late with my warning? Perhaps you’d both better come inside the house and have something to drink.’

‘We’ve only just come outside,’ Emma declared ungraciously.

‘Then I’ll have something sent out to you,’ Lily said. ‘You can wait here for it to come while I take Jacob off for a few minutes to help me cut some more roses. The thorns have already drawn blood.’

She held up a finger that had a small globule of blood showing at its tip. ‘I thought I might find the gardener, but he’s probably busy in the vegetable garden. He thinks flowers are a waste of his time and Ben’s money.’

She turned to walk off with Jacob, but once he was out of earshot, Lily came back to where Emma sat stiffly upright. Speaking too quietly for her voice to carry to the waiting Jacob, she said, ‘He’s rather nice, Emma – and so are you. Save all this talk of suffragettes until he’s got to know you a little better. It would be a pity to frighten him away.’

At first Emma was indignant at Lily’s words, but the more she thought about it, the more she realised Lily was probably right. Jacob had a quiet, almost shy manner, yet once or twice he had said or done something to indicate he possessed considerable strength of character.
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