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Chapter One

January 1793

 



 



 




The two riders halted at the top of a craggy tor. The salty tang of the sea was strong on the breeze, and the undulating coastline of steep cliffs and jagged outcrops of granite rocks was less than an hour’s ride. The morning mist had lifted and as the sun rose higher it warmed the chilled bodies of the riders, and patches of vibrant blue widened in the sky above them. Plumes of steam rose from the rocks and gorse, and pheasants fed on the dried wildflower seeds scattered amongst the heather. The travellers were tired and their muscles ached from a week of riding over tracks made treacherous by mud and rain.

The man unwound the muffler around his lower face and smiled across at his wife, who was carrying his month-old son wrapped in warm blankets. Adam Loveday’s dark-fringed eyes sparkled. ‘We are almost home, Senara, my love.’

He laughed as he surveyed the landscape he had not seen for several months, and felt his heart stir with the thrill and expectancy of his homecoming. Along the coast the tall chimneys of Trevowan rose above the trees. The sight of the house and estate of his birth swelled his heart with pride. There was no other place like Trevowan. It was his haven, his sanctuary and his obsession.

The sea, with its white-tipped waves crashing on to the rocks, was another vision which lifted his spirits. The sea was also in his blood, whether he was sailing it as a merchant adventurer, or working on the ships being built in the family shipyard. As he exchanged smiles with the woman he loved, and had finally won as his bride, emotion almost unmanned him. In that moment his world was complete and fulfilled.

In two hours he would present his wife and son to his family at Trevowan. First they would stop at Mariner’s House, his home at the yard, and refresh themselves for the journey and change their travel-stained clothes. He had sent a messenger on ahead for his family to expect him tomorrow, but he had not wanted to tell them of his marriage and son in a letter, only that he had found Senara. They had made better time on the roads than he had expected.

Senara was looking pale and her smile was strained, prompting him to say, ‘Are you nervous? My family will come to love you as I do. There is nothing to fear.’

‘Is there not? I cannot believe that your family will accept a gypsy as your wife. I fear we acted too rashly by taking our vows at Avebury . . . Your father will not see our union as legal.’

‘Do you see our union as legal?’

‘Of course, because it followed our old customs. But—’

‘Which is precisely why we shall retake our vows at Trewenna church,’ Adam cut across her protest and misgivings. He would not listen to caution. He was too exultant. ‘I love you, Senara. Our son will one day inherit the Loveday yard. Nathan is my future and my father’s first grandson. Our line is assured.’

He reached across to squeeze her hand on the reins and could not resist stroking the cheek of the sleeping Nathan. ‘Nothing is going to come between us. I’ve spent six months searching for you after you ran off believing that I would  marry a woman of my class. Does that not prove that you are the only woman I want to be my wife?’

‘I ran away because I loved you too much to be the cause of a rift between you and your family. I fear the consequences of our marriage, not for myself but for you.’

Her words were sobering. Senara’s intuition was rarely wrong, but Adam remained optimistic. He was confident about his marriage. He was too realistic to believe it would not present some problems, but they would not be insurmountable.

‘Together we can conquer anything,’ he smiled. ‘The Lovedays are always united. It is our strength.’

The shrill blast of a huntsman’s horn destroyed the peace of the countryside. A stag with ten points to its antlers broke through the cover of a copse, bounded over the heather, leaped across a stream and pounded up the side of the tor towards them. The animal was in his prime, strong, fast and magnificent. As he sped past, terror showed in the whites of his eyes and his breathing was heavy. Within moments the baying hounds appeared, and behind them over fifty riders spread like a comet’s tail across the moor. Some skirted the copse, whilst the bolder riders were emerging from the trees.

‘That’s Lord Fetherington’s pack.’ Adam rose in his stirrups to study the huntsmen. ‘Aunt Elspeth is bound to be with them.’ He felt his gut tighten with apprehension. Elspeth could be more formidable than his father at times. This was not how he wanted to introduce Senara as his wife. He was looking for other members of his family when he heard Senara’s mare whinny in fear.

Senara had edged her mare, Hera, closer to the protection of a tall standing stone. The hounds were massing around them as they pursued their quarry. Hera - unused to the excited, noisy hounds - reared and pawed the air with her hoofs. Senara clutched Nathan tight to her breast.

Adam jumped to the ground to grab Hera’s bridle and bring her under control. He was terrified that Senara would be thrown or Nathan injured. Whilst he ducked to avoid Hera’s thrashing hoofs, he clung on grimly to the reins, and spoke soothingly to the mare as the last of the hounds pushed past. His arms strained in their sockets as he forced the mare on to all fours and gradually she quietened.

‘Are you all right, Senara?’ Nathan was crying after the rough jolting and Senara was rocking him in her arms. She nodded, too shaken to speak.

‘Good Lord, if it isn’t Adam.’ The man’s voice was breathless from exertion.

Adam froze. There was no warmth in his father’s voice. Edward Loveday’s face was flushed from the ride and splashed with mud.

Elspeth was with her brother. ‘And as you feared, Edward, he is not alone.’ Her voice was loaded with accusation. ‘What is the meaning of that woman’s presence, Adam?’

Edward and Elspeth were glaring at Adam. He was shocked by their manner but other riders were now thundering past, making Hera skittish. Adam was forced to give all his attention to the mare and lead her closer to the protection of the Druid stone to avoid Senara being jostled. Adam’s elder twin, St John, also joined them, followed by Edward’s wife, Amelia, who stared at Adam’s family with growing horror.

Adam stood tall and tense, his anger rising at the manner of their greeting. ‘I said I would return once I had found Senara.’

‘She’s holding a child.’ Amelia looked close to swooning. ‘A bastard. Oh, Adam, the shame of it.’

‘My son is no bastard. Senara and I are married. Nathan was born a month ago.’

There was a moment’s stunned silence. Then Elspeth  snapped. ‘How dare you marry without your father’s blessing? And to this . . . this . . .’

‘Careful how you speak of my wife, Aunt,’ Adam challenged.

Elspeth glared at Senara. ‘You are no better than that other fortune-huntress who snared St John for a husband. Used the same ruse too by the look of it.’ She rounded on Adam. ‘I thought you had more family pride. I will not tolerate this shame brought upon our family again. I will not receive her.’

‘But you’ve always liked Senara. You spoke highly of her when she treated your mares,’ Adam was stung to protest.

Elspeth’s glare was scathing. ‘I have no quarrel with Senara Polglase as a servant.’ Her piercing stare pinioned Senara. ‘Once I had thought you an exceptional woman. You have betrayed the trust of our family. That is unforgivable.’

She wheeled her horse and galloped off. Edward’s anger was as lethal as his sister’s, though it carried a chilling disdain. ‘Where were you married? Some backwater church by a drunken priest, the same way as St John, was it? Clearly you were not proud of your actions for you to marry in secret.’

Adam’s mind reeled under his father’s scorn, his anger defensive. ‘We intend to restate our vows at Trewenna church before our family and friends. I thought I had your blessing, sir. You knew my intention was always to wed Senara.’

Edward inhaled sharply and his stare was glacial and unnerving. ‘You are of age, but I thought you would remember your duty and come to your senses. I will not countenance it. You bitterly disappoint me, Adam. You know the financial problems we are facing. It was your duty to marry a woman with a dowry.’

‘The prodigal son returns to find he has lost favour.’ St John looked delighted.

Adam ignored his twin, his forthright stare on his father. He had never seen Edward so furious nor so ready to judge him. They shared the same dark, lean good looks but now both their faces were chiselled and bleak with tension. ‘Then there is nothing more to be said, sir. You will be informed of the date we are to retake our vows. Your grandson will be christened at the same time by Uncle Joshua.’

‘A gypsy’s brat is no grandson of mine.’ Edward was white-lipped and condemning.

Adam flinched, but continued to hold his father’s glare. Amelia pushed her mare between the two men. She was casting anxious glances at the last of the huntsmen riding past. ‘Edward, people are watching. This is not the place.’

Edward swept a disparaging gaze over Senara, who kept her head lowered. Her face was shadowed by the hood of her cloak as she soothed Nathan’s cries. ‘I expected better judgement and loyalty from you, Adam. Attend me at the yard office tomorrow. If you come to Trevowan, you will come alone.’

Adam strove to keep his voice calm but found it was trembling. ‘I will enter no place where my wife is not welcome. In the circumstances it would be inappropriate for us to lodge at Mariner’s House. Until the service Senara and I will take rooms in Fowey. Naturally I expect the support of my family at Trewenna church in one week’s time.’

‘You will get no blessing from me on this marriage,’ Edward proclaimed. ‘I thought you had more pride in our name . . . in your family.’

Adam had heard enough. His temper was dangerously close to erupting and a glance at Senara saw how close she was to tears. His concern was for his wife. ‘I am very proud of my family - Senara and my son, Nathan. If you cannot accept them then that is your sad loss, sir.’

Keeping hold of Hera’s bridle, Adam mounted his horse  and led his wife and child away.

‘Edward, you cannot let them go like that.’ Amelia was shaken by the events. She had always tried to reconcile the differences which arose in the family but any form of scandal appalled her. She was shocked by Adam’s marriage and agreed with Elspeth’s sentiments, but from the curious glances they were attracting there would be gossip. She did not believe a family’s problems should be displayed in public. She held back her own misgivings and humiliation to diffuse the scandal she feared would erupt.

‘I will not discuss it, Amelia. Adam knew my views. He has betrayed his heritage.’ Edward touched his spurs to Rex’s sides and sped after the hunting field.

Distraught, Amelia turned to St John. ‘Go after your father. Edward forgave you. You must make him see reason.’

St John regarded her without compassion. ‘Adam stole my birthright when his scheming made Father change his will and I lost half my inheritance as the elder son. Why should I interfere?’

‘Because Adam is your brother. And we must avoid a scandal.’ Amelia struggled to control her emotions, which were threatening to destroy her composure. She was shocked by the marriage. She was also embarrassed by the curious glances they had received from the other members of the hunt. She hated scenes or to be the butt of gossip. ‘Has your father not enough worries over finances and problems at the yard?’

‘The yard is Adam’s responsibility, not mine. Let him come grovelling back to Father if he wants to keep his inheritance. I have slaved on the land this last year to help Father recoup some of the losses after Uncle Charles’s bank failed. What has Adam done in the last months to help the family? Adam did not consult me when he schemed to steal the yard from me. He can go to the devil for all I care, and take his  ill-gotten bride and brat with him.’

His virulence alarmed Amelia. She had not realised that St John hated his brother so much. This rift in the family could destroy them.

 



‘Adam, you must go after your father.’ Senara pulled on Hera’s reins in her alarm. ‘You must reason with him. You cannot mean to throw away your heritage and all the work you have done for the shipyard. More importantly, you cannot disregard the love you have for your family.’

‘If they make me choose, it will be you, not them.’

His face was ashen against the darkness of his hair, tied back in a queue. Even the crescent star on his cheekbone was more prominent in his anger. What alarmed Senara most was that his mouth was drawn into a stubborn line. She was appalled to have her worst fears realised. ‘There must be no talk of choices.’

‘Once you and Nathan are settled in Fowey I will speak with Uncle Joshua about our wedding and the christening. The rest is up to Father.’

Her heart ached at the torment she could see behind his eyes. ‘And is not your uncle dependent upon the goodwill of your father for an allowance? He cannot live on his meagre stipend. It is not right to place him in that position.’

‘I was hoping Uncle Joshua would make Father see reason. ’ Adam’s voice was weighted and he lapsed into a troubled silence. How could his father be so stubborn?

He stared unseeing at the landscape as they left the moor to take the ferry across the river to Fowey. He was furious with his family. He had assumed that his father would accept his marriage as he had accepted St John’s.

That Edward had not, roused Adam’s sense of injustice. Senara’s gypsy blood had never been an issue to him - it was her integrity and honesty, the very essence of her gentle  nature, which had made him fall in love with her.

Adam glanced at Senara. The sun-blessed olive of her skin and hair the colour of rich, warm earth was an exotic and earthy beauty, but now the usual serenity in her green eyes was haunted by worry.

‘I will never fail you or Nathan,’ Adam promised.

‘That is not my fear. Your father loves you too much. His pain is as great as yours - but it must be you who heals this breach. Do not give him an ultimatum.’

Adam did not answer. His anger was as yet too hot to be cooled by reason. They passed the track leading to Trevowan Hard, and he could hear the distant ring of hammers as the men worked on the ships in the yard. Were they working on his designs for the new cutter? And what had happened to  Pegasus in his absence? Pegasus had been the first brigantine built in the yard to his own design. She had proved herself to be fast for her size, and before he left the yard merchants had begun to show interest in placing orders for others to be built. Had the business received those commissions?

Sailing Pegasus as a merchant captain had once been Adam’s dream for his future. Those plans had changed when his ship designs had won his father’s approval. Edward had changed his will to ensure that Adam would inherit the yard. Before that the estate and yard had been linked, the elder son inheriting both, ensuring that one supported the other in times of hardship.

Adam would give up the yard for Senara but no one could take Pegasus from him. It had been built and paid for from a legacy left him by his Great-uncle Amos. With Pegasus he could support a wife and child. Yet what of now? His travels had left him with less than two pounds in his pocket. He frowned, realising that his family could not have afforded for  Pegasus to lie idle. Had his father engaged a captain to sail her? And, if so, when would his ship return? He would also  need to raise the capital to invest in a cargo for her next voyage. All his past profits had been given to his father to keep the yard solvent when they had faced ruin.

And now his father chided him for lack of family loyalty . . . Again his anger surfaced. He had all but beggared himself to ensure the yard was saved from bankruptcy. He would have done so again if his family had needed such a sacrifice.

Senara interrupted his thoughts. ‘Before we cross the river to Fowey I would like to visit my mother and Bridie.’

‘Of course. I am sure Leah’s welcome will be warmer than my family’s.’

Senara was disheartened by his heavy tone and tried to lighten his mood by reason. ‘Your father was taken by surprise - the circumstances were unfortunate - and too reminiscent of St John’s marriage. St John had to wed Meriel because she was with child. Perhaps he feels that you were also trapped into marriage by the arrival of Nathan.’

‘He knows I intended to wed you.’

Senara dropped the subject. The hard edge which had entered Adam’s voice disturbed her. He was a man of fierce family pride and loyalty. A rift with his father would crucify him.

They had entered the wood and now rode along the path by the stream which led to her mother’s cottage. A spiral of smoke rose from the chimney and a dog from within the cottage barked a warning of their approach. It was a simple two-roomed dwelling with a thatched roof, wild honeysuckle growing over the door and a fenced herb garden. Across the clearing from the house was a small barn which housed a goat and donkey, with a hayloft above. The cottage door was opened and a huge mastiff bounded out to prance around Hera’s hoofs. He was salivating with excitement, his scarred  face contorted as his tongue lolled from his vast jaw. The stooped figure of Leah appeared at the door. Her thin face, wrinkled from the years she had spent with the gypsies on the road, broke into a smile.

‘Angel! Behave yourself !’ Leah shouted at the dog. ‘Down, boy!’ The mastiff sprawled on the ground, his body wriggling as he eased himself forward to greet his mistress.

Adam dismounted, took Nathan from Senara and helped her to the ground. Senara paused to stroke Angel, who, despite his fiendish appearance, was as gentle as a lamb with her family. The dog regarded Adam through his single eye and licked his outstretched hand. His injuries were from his days of bull-baiting before Senara had saved his life after his owner had left him for dead.

While Adam tethered the horses to the fence, Senara embraced her mother. Leah pulled back from her and wiped a tear from her eye.

‘So your handsome captain found you. That is good. Come in out of the cold; you must be frozen.’ She looked at Adam and the bundle in his arms. ‘That will be my grandchild then. Not that Senara told me she was expecting when she left - but I had guessed.’

Adam held the child out to her. ‘His name is Nathan. Senara and I were wed by the ancient rites at Avebury stone circle. We will retake our vows in Trewenna church as soon as I can arrange it.’

Leah lifted a grey eyebrow, then took Nathan in her arms and kissed his brow, her face glowing with emotion. ‘To have wed Senara at Avebury was a bold step and will be frowned upon by your family. They’ll not be so accepting of Senara’s beliefs.’

‘They need know nothing of them,’ Senara declared. She had given serious consideration to this matter. ‘I respect Joshua Loveday as a parson of great compassion for  mankind. Did not the master he serves preach tolerance and acceptance?’

‘Aye, but the teachings of a master and the actions of his followers sadly don’t always follow the same road,’ Leah responded as she led them into the cottage. ‘You would not have come here if you had not already visited your family, Cap’n Loveday. Have they accepted Senara as your bride?’

‘They will.’ Adam’s terse statement was delivered in a voice which indicated the subject was not open for further discussion.

‘Where’s Bridie?’ Senara was puzzled that there was no sign of her sister.

‘She be down on the shore looking for mussels for the cooking pot.’

Senara glanced around the room. She had been away for eight months and little had changed. Her old potter’s wheel stood in a corner. There was the table, two chairs, a stool and a small cupboard. Two rag rugs were on the floor, and through the open door of the bedchamber she could see the double bed had a patchwork quilt made by Leah. An iron kettle stood on a trivet by the hearth and a large cauldron hung on a hook over the fire. It contained a thick pottage of simmering vegetables and the appetising smell filled the room.

There was a squawk from the rafters, and Senara looked up and held out her hand to the magpie, who regarded her warily.

‘Have you forgotten me, old friend?’ she chided the bird. He fluffed out his feathers and, after regarding her with his head on one side, swooped down to land awkwardly on her hand. The bird had only one leg, having lost the other in a snare. Senara stroked his white breast before he flew back to the rafter. There was no sign of the owl who used to live in the house.

Seeing her gaze, Leah said, ‘The owl took a mate. They are nesting in the barn. There be several wild animals in there that Bridie be tending. She has your skill with healing.’

‘Why did she not take Angel to the shore?’ Senara was concerned. ‘I left him as protection for her.’

‘The foolish dog will not stay out of the water no matter how cold it be and he can barely walk for days after. Charity is with her.’

Senara frowned and noticed the grey mingled with the brindle of the dog’s muzzle. There was the sound of frantic barking and the scampering of paws as Bridie’s dog, Charity, tore into the room. The crossbred spaniel almost knocked Senara over and received a warning growl from Angel and a cuff from his paw which quietened her.

‘Senara, Cap’n Loveday, how wonderful you be back.’ Bridie Polglase stood in the doorway and put her wooden pail of mussels on the table before she threw herself into her sister’s arms.

Senara hugged Bridie, then held her at arm’s length. ‘My, how you have grown!’ The change in her half-sister was dramatic. Bridie had always been small for her age but now at fifteen she had reached five foot. Always slender, she had a trim figure which was showing the softer curves of womanhood. There was a new confidence about her and she held herself upright with a wooden staff. Her gait was slow but with the aid of the built-up shoe which she always wore, she no longer dragged her weak leg. Also the deformity of her right shoulder was no longer so apparent as she held herself straighter. But it was her face which had changed the most, though it was still elfin in its appearance. Her green eyes were large and round and her mouth red and sensuous. She was fast growing into a beautiful young woman.

Bridie curtsied to Adam where a year ago she would have  flung herself at him in her excitement at seeing him again. ‘Good day, Cap’n Loveday.’

Adam suppressed a grin and put his hand to his heart and bowed formally to her. ‘Your servant, Mistress Polglase.’

Bridie looked flustered. Senara laughed. ‘Do not tease her so, Adam.’

‘I but show her the respect due to a beautiful young maid. She will soon be breaking men’s hearts. You will have to watch over her, Leah.’

‘Bridie don’t care to mix with others. She has her work to do here, making baskets, tending the vegetables we grow and she’s been making pots like Senara taught her. Our needs be simple - they always have been.’

Bridie belatedly noticed the baby Leah was rocking in her arms. Her eyes widened in astonishment. ‘Do that be Senara’s child?’

‘Would you like to hold him? His name is Nathan,’ Senara answered.

‘But a baby, Senara . . .’ Bridie looked uncertain. ‘Is that why you went away?’

‘The child was part of it. Captain Loveday is my husband.’

Bridie’s eyes widened further. ‘But they be saying at Trevowan Hard the Cap’n would never wed you. That he’d come back and wed his cousin, who he was to wed afore.’

‘That proves it does not do to heed gossip,’ Adam said.

‘I knew the Cap’n wouldn’t have betrayed you.’ Bridie gazed in wonder at the child in her arms. ‘He be so tiny and so perfect. Can I see him often? I could come to Mariner’s House after my work here be done.’

‘Do you no longer attend the school at Trevowan Hard?’ Senara asked.

Bridie shrugged. ‘I can read and write, which is more than most of the pupils can do. What more learning do I need?’

Senara glanced at Leah, whose expression was resigned.  Senara guessed that since she and Adam had left the yard, Bridie would have been taunted for her deformity and the way they lived. Bridie would have felt more comfortable away from the jeers and ridicule, and preferred to live in seclusion as they had in the past.

Senara stroked her sister’s brown hair, which hung loose to her elbows. ‘I shall visit you often but we may not be living at Mariner’s House. We will be staying for a while in Fowey.’

‘Why you be living in Fowey?’

‘That’s enough of your questions, Bridie,’ Leah rebuked, and there was an anxious light in her eyes as she regarded Senara. ‘Your sister has been journeying for days and must be tired.’

‘We should leave soon or we will not get to Fowey before dark,’ Adam reminded his wife.

Nathan began to cry and Senara took him from her sister. ‘I will feed Nathan before we go, then he will be settled for the journey.’

‘You will both eat before you leave,’ Leah insisted. ‘The soup be ready and will keep the cold at bay.’

Adam nodded. ‘Thank you. I’ll go and water the horses.’

Leah followed him as he led the horses to the stream. ‘I know it bain’t my business but you wouldn’t be taking lodgings in Fowey if things were right with your family.’

‘We had a chance encounter with my father and he was angry. I pray that in time he will see reason.’

‘And if he does not . . . ?’

‘I will not forsake my wife and child. I shall call on my uncle tomorrow to arrange Nathan’s baptism and for Senara and I to restate our vows. I hope you will attend the service.’

‘That be most kind of you, Cap’n Loveday, but I wouldn’t presume to impose myself upon your family.’

‘It will be a simple ceremony, and you have every right to attend. Nathan is your grandson. It will mean a great deal to  us both. And there is one more thing I must make clear now. You and Bridie will never want for anything. Even had we taken up residence in Mariner’s House, it would no longer be right for you to work as my housekeeper. Or to work at all.’

‘I do not want your money, Cap’n Loveday. You’ve done right by my Senara.’

Adam shook his head. ‘A Loveday does not take his responsibilities lightly. I would be insulted if I could not provide for my wife’s family. There will be no more discussion on the matter.’

 



On his arrival at Trevowan, St John flung the reins of his horse to Jasper Fraddon, the head groom. He hurried to the Dower House, which had been given to him on his wedding, expecting to find Meriel already there. She was a poor horsewoman and did not like hunting.

‘Where is your mistress?’ he demanded of their maid, Rachel.

‘Mr Basil Bracewaite did call on her, sir. Got himself one of those fancy coaches and he took her out for a drive. Mistress said she’d be gone but an hour.’ The thin, plain maid had no liking for her mistress and her expression was sly as she informed him, ‘That were two hours gone, sir.’

‘The roads are barely passable for coaches. Bracewaite must be mad.’ St John was displeased. He changed his riding clothes and, when Meriel still had not returned, became impatient. He was eager to tell her about the meeting with Adam, and his father’s anger.

It was almost dusk when Meriel finally came home. There was mud on her cloak and gown and several blonde curls had fallen around her face where the pins had dropped from her coiffure.

‘What happened to you?’ St John was suspicious of her dishevelled state.

‘Basil lost a wheel on his phaeton and he all but turned us over. He had to send the groom back to fetch another carriage from the stables. The fool could have killed me. I am bruised and ache all over.’ Meriel did not meet his gaze and called to the maid to prepare her bath.

‘What were you doing driving with Bracewaite? He was supposed to be with the hunt.’ St John disliked her superior manner.

She rounded on him with narrowed eyes. ‘At least Basil does not leave me to my own entertainments whilst everyone else joins a stupid hunt. That’s the last time I allow him to drive me.’

‘Bracewaite is a philanderer,’ St John accused. ‘You should not have gone out with him in the first place. Have you no care for your reputation?’

‘You act as though I have encouraged the man in some way. He was kind enough to consider that I might be in need of diversion.’ Her contempt lashed him and she flounced from the room.

St John glared at the closed door. Meriel’s moods were becoming impossible and had slowly strangled the love he had once felt for her. The financial crisis the family had faced had shown him how shallow was his marriage. Now he acknowledged that Meriel had never loved him, only the wealth and status he could give her. The knowledge flayed his pride, and the love which had held him in thrall of her since their marriage choked on its final breaths. Meriel must learn her place.

And she would not be the only one to get her comeuppance. His ill-humour lifted. Adam had displeased their father and was no longer the favoured son. If Adam was in disgrace, then their father would change his will and the shipyard would again be part of St John’s inheritance.

He rubbed his hands together. He heard Rachel Glasson  drag the hip bath across the floorboards in the bedchamber above to position it before the fire. He waited until the maid had completed several journeys carrying hot water up the stairs before he entered Meriel’s bedchamber and dismissed Rachel who had just finished unlacing Meriel’s corset.

At St John’s approach Meriel grabbed a robe to press against her body. Her voluptuous figure was revealed through the fine silk of her chemise, and her blonde hair had been freed from its pins to curl seductively around her heavy breasts. Her beauty was alluring and still had the power to enslave him, but to his cost he had learned how cold and calculating was her heart. Greed was the only passion which governed her. His anger sparked and he snatched the robe from her grasp. ‘Why do you hide yourself from me?’

‘I dislike being spied upon when I am bathing. Am I allowed no privacy in my own home?’

‘A loving wife would be pleased at her husband’s attentiveness. ’

Meriel glared at him. ‘I am bruised and weary from the accident. Have you no consideration?’

‘Madam, you forget the lowly status from which I raised you.’ His smouldering resentment gathered force. Too often, she forgot her place and the honour due to him. Too often, she did not hide the distaste she felt at his touch. She had shamelessly encouraged Bracewaite today. She did nothing without a motive - nothing without plans for her own self-aggrandisement.

‘Is Bracewaite your lover?’ He grabbed her wrist.

‘You’re hurting me.’ Her voice was scornful and unafraid. ‘I am no man’s mistress.’

‘You mean you will accept no man as your master.’ St John pulled her against him. ‘Answer me, is Bracewaite your lover?’

‘You know me not at all if you think that.’

He stared into her lovely face. Her eyes were defiant. ‘I know you for a cold-hearted fortune-huntress with a hunger for jewels. Your morals can be bought for the right price.’

His cheek stung from her slap and he jerked her hard against him. ‘At last! Some true passion from my frigid wife!’ He could feel the heat and soft curves of her figure against his body, and cursed the ease with which she could still arouse him.

Aware of his body’s response, she tensed in his hold. He knew that look. If he forced himself on her she would be submissive and unresponsive, and he would take no pleasure from her. Yet when she chose, for a matter of her own gain, she could be an ardent lover.

He stepped back from her. Now he wanted her on his terms.

‘A pity your absence from the hunt robbed you of meeting Adam and his family. You would have enjoyed Father’s response. He was furious.’

‘Are you raving? Has Adam returned? But he has no family. How could he?’

St John grinned and walked to the door. ‘He has returned with a wife and son.’

Meriel ran after him and caught his arm. Her face was pale. ‘You’re lying.’

‘Why should I lie?’ He shrugged off her hand. ‘Your bath is growing cold. We can talk later.’

‘Tell me now.’

He sat on a padded armchair by the hip bath. ‘I will tell you while you bathe.’

Meriel scowled, then turned her back on him, unfastened the ribbon of her chemise and let it fall to the floor. He caught a brief glimpse of her porcelain flesh before she stepped into the bath, and drew her knees up to her chin, hiding her body from him. ‘I want to hear about Adam. Who  has he married? It’s not that slut Senara, is it?’

St John did not answer but kneeled at her side and began to soap her shoulders. She groaned in frustration. ‘It is Senara, isn’t it? That’s why Edward was so angry.’

St John ran his fingers along her arms and across the top of her breasts.

Irritated, Meriel slapped his hand away. ‘Was it Senara?’

‘Yes.’ He studied her flushed face. ‘Why does that bother you so? Had Adam married a woman of our class who brought a rich dowry to our family, he would be firmly ensconced as Father’s favourite. Today, Father sounded as though he was about to disinherit Adam. I shall have the shipyard, as is my right.’

‘Edward would never disinherit Adam.’ Meriel stopped pushing St John’s hand away from her breasts. ‘And you said Adam was with his family. Did you mean Senara has borne him a child?’

‘A son, apparently.’

A flicker of pain crossed Meriel’s face. ‘Adam has a son.’ Her eyes glittered in a way which sent a shiver through St John and then her head flopped forward on to her knees. ‘Edward will never disinherit Adam, who has given him the grandson who will inherit both the estate and the yard. Adam’s child will take our daughter’s birthright, as Adam took yours.’

St John gripped his wife’s arms, the flesh turning white beneath his fingers. ‘Then damn you, woman, give me a son. I won’t work all my life to hand over Trevowan to any son of Adam’s. I must have a son.’

St John’s outburst roused Meriel from the pain of his revelations. She had loved Adam since she was a child, and had seduced him, hoping that he would marry her. Instead he had become betrothed to his French cousin Lisette and then rejoined his ship as a naval lieutenant. Meriel had then  discovered that she was pregnant. Knowing Adam would be at sea for at least a year, she had played on the twins’ rivalry and seduced St John, then claimed that her child was his.

Her love for Adam had soon turned to hatred at his rejection of her. The thought of his son robbing Rowena of her birthright was more than she could endure. Rowena was almost five now, so why had she, Meriel, not conceived another child? Dr Chegwidden had declared that, after Rowena’s protracted birth, Meriel may never conceive again. But what did that old fool know? She was only one-and-twenty, and was strong and healthy. Meriel was adept at playing the seductress. She manipulated men and revelled in the power she had over them. She had been foolish to deny St John his rights so often and hinder her chances of giving him a son.

The last two years had seen a curtailment of many of her dreams of riches. The near ruin of the family had meant drastic sacrifices by everyone to ensure that they did not lose everything. There had been no jewels and fashionable gowns: even her servants had been cut to a single maid. Meriel had been expected to do her own housework and even raise chickens to be sold at market.

It was far from the life of luxury she had planned, and she had taken her ill humour out on her husband. It made no difference that others had sacrificed as much, if not more, in the last two years. Aunt Elspeth had been forced to sell three of her beloved mares, which meant she had to cut back on the days that she could hunt. That had made the old harridan even more difficult to live with, for hunting had taken the place of a husband and children in Elspeth’s life. That Amelia, who had brought a fortune with her on her marriage to Edward, must now live on a pittance left Meriel unmoved. Amelia seemed to blossom under adversity and had taken up beekeeping, her honey much sought after at the markets.

Meriel studied St John through lowered lashes. His gaze, hungry with desire, was travelling over her naked flesh. The man who should have provided her with a life of luxury slaved on his father’s land as hard as any labourer. Every six weeks, weather permitting, a smuggling run would be made and he would be absent for two nights. The profits from that should have kept them in comfort. St John was sparing with her allowance, yet he spent several evenings a month gambling and consorting with his friends. It infuriated Meriel that she was excluded from that circle. To ease her boredom she flirted with men. She loved to lead them on, promising much but offering nothing but a stolen kiss or the mildest of liberties. She needed their admiration, but she would not give them her body, even though more than one had tempted her with expensive presents.

It was time for change. Drastic change. She had begun to suspect that St John took an occasional mistress. That had not troubled her, for it meant he did not bother her with his attentions. Belatedly, she saw the error of her tolerance. Another woman took away Meriel’s power over her husband.

She shivered in the now cool water and rose to stand naked before her husband. She heard his breathing deepen. Why couldn’t she love him as she had loved Adam? St John was an inch taller than his twin and from his work on the land he had a lean and athletic body. He was dark and handsome, as were all the Loveday men, though his eyes were slightly more hooded and there was a weaker line to his jaw than either Adam’s or his father’s. St John had changed since their marriage. Before then he had been weak and a wastrel. Smuggling had hardened him and made him less easy to manipulate. She must regain her control.

She held out her hands for him to help her from the bath and a smiled played over her lips. ‘Neither Adam nor his son will ever take that which is ours. I will give you a son.’ She  stepped into her husband’s embrace and began to kiss him.

St John lifted her and carried her to the bed. She surrendered to his loving, her eyes closed as she silently chanted a litany. ‘Let me bear a healthy son. Let me bear a healthy son . . .’

When St John slumped over her, she opened her eyes and found him staring into her face. His expression was ruthless when it should have been filled with adoration. Something about his manner alarmed her.

‘I need a son, Meriel,’ he demanded, and his eyes were glazed with desperation. ‘You would be foolish to deny me your bed in future. Too much depends upon it.’

He got up and left her. The evening was still early and Meriel heard the front door close as her husband left the house. His manner and desertion chilled her with dread. She had believed that St John was so in love with her that he would accept any treatment she meted out. But his hatred for Adam was driving him harder to prove himself the better man. He had changed and she was frightened.




Chapter Two


Since the evening was still early, St John rode to Fowey where he knew a card game would be in progress. He was in a restless mood after Adam’s return. The favoured twin had fallen from grace and St John felt the need to celebrate. He felt lucky tonight.

The tavern in Fowey was a regular haunt for St John and his friends. The private room attracted merchants and land-owners intent upon an evening of gaming. To St John it had become a place to escape the complaints of a discontented wife and the constraints of a life which was becoming daily more onerous.

After three hours of play St John was in a buoyant mood. There was a pile of two hundred guineas in front of him from his winnings. The low-beamed ceiling of the panelled room reflected the heat of the roaring fire and the men had removed their jackets, relaxing in shirtsleeves and long embroidered waistcoats. Their faces were flushed from the excitement of the gambling and good brandy.

‘Luck seems to be smiling on you, Loveday.’

The cold belligerent voice behind him made the hair on St John’s neck crackle. For a moment the room seemed to rock and the ground give way beneath him with the violence of a landslide. The pleasure of the night was gone.

Affecting an outward show of calm, St John glanced over  his shoulder at the man he knew to be his enemy. Thadeous Lanyon was short, with a beer-barrel stomach and bulbous, hooded eyes which now glinted with malice.

‘Lanyon, it is not often we see you away from counting the profits in your coffers,’ St John jeered.

Two of St John’s companions sniggered, the others made a show of studying their cards. Lanyon was a man who instilled fear in many. He lived in Penruan - a village a short distance from the Loveday estate of Trevowan - where the Lovedays owned several properties. Lanyon appeared outwardly to be a respectable merchant, but St John knew him for a smugglers’ banker who financed several gangs.

‘Many are jealous of my success.’ Lanyon made the comment sound like a threat. He was overdressed in a gold-braided jacket and elaborate cravat. A large ruby pin gleamed like the eye of Cyclops from its centre. Lanyon’s short, powdered wig emphasised his heavy jowls as he went on, ‘Yet I succeed when others fail. Though you prosper from the looks of it, Mr Loveday. Strange, when one hears rumours that your family be in financial difficulties.’

St John felt sweat trickle down his neck as he held Lanyon’s hostile stare. ‘What difficulties would they be? Have you not recently taken possession of a cutter built in the Loveday shipyard? Though I hear the revenue cutter, which we also built, is pursuing the vessels of free-traders.’

‘Be amused while you may, Loveday.’ Lanyon leaned closer to whisper in his ear. ‘There be money come your way by an ill wind. I’ve an unforgiving memory. You keep poor company in that of your brother-in-law Harry Sawle. The man should take care who he makes his enemy.’

St John shrugged. ‘Harry is his own man and, unlike many of the fishermen in Penruan, he is not in your debt. You have no power over him.’

Lanyon showed two missing front teeth as he grinned  sarcastically. ‘Do I not? Sawle lost his intended bride to me. He’ll lose much more if he doesn’t learn respect.’

Lanyon left the room but St John could still feel the malevolence of his presence. He played recklessly to boost his confidence and, in consequence, the cards changed. Within an hour his winnings and own stake money of thirty guineas had been lost.

Damn Lanyon, he fumed. The smuggler was too full of his own importance. Yet despite his bravado, St John was alarmed that Lanyon may suspect that he was now involved in smuggling with Harry Sawle. After finishing another brandy St John’s confidence returned. Why should he fear Lanyon? Had not Harry Sawle and himself ambushed and stolen one of Lanyon’s cargoes last year? That had been in retaliation for Lanyon informing on an earlier run of theirs to the excise men. St John had been careful to cover his tracks where his smuggling was concerned. The good name of his family must be protected.

His partnership with Harry Sawle sat ill with him. Harry had a violent streak and, since they had ambushed Lanyon’s cargo, Harry had begun his own vendetta against Lanyon - to the point of taking Lanyon’s wife as his mistress. That Harry had courted Hester Moyle for years before she had married Lanyon made the rivalry between the two men more dangerous. If Lanyon ever suspected that Harry and Hester were again lovers, he would think nothing of having them both murdered.

St John scowled as he regarded his empty purse and rose from the gaming table. ‘That’s me finished this night.’

‘But it is early, my friend.’ Percy Fetherington looked appalled. ‘Time enough for you to win back what you have lost.’

St John waved his hand in dismissal. ‘I have a business appointment early tomorrow.’

As he passed through the taproom, the tobacco smoke, acid smell of poorly trimmed candles, slopped ale and press of sweating bodies clawed at his throat and eyes. Outside, the town was in darkness. A church clock struck one o’clock, its chimes sinister in the thin mist swirling around the roof gables. An occasional lamp burned outside a tavern, inn or the grander houses, creating a pool of light amongst the obsidian shadows.

There was a bite of frost in the air and, shivering, he fastened the buttons on his caped greatcoat and patted down his high-domed beaver hat. He had stabled his horse at an inn in the next street and he began to walk briskly.

Then he heard a footfall behind him. He froze and spun round. There was no figure visible in the poorly lit streets and no sound, yet his senses were now alerted. The smell of an unwashed body wafted to him. Ice coated St John’s spine and his heart thumped in mounting fear as he proceeded. Within seconds he knew that he was being followed.

He took to his heels. Two sets of running steps now hammered on the cobblestones behind him.

‘Don’t let him get away or we won’t be paid,’ a rough voice ordered.

St John’s lungs were bursting and his feet slithered on the icy cobblestones. Twice he wrenched his ankle and almost fell. The second time he was limping badly. Fear pulsed through his veins. The men were gaining on him.

Without slackening his pace he fumbled to tear open his greatcoat where he carried a dagger in an inside pocket. His speed and cold fingers hampered him.

Before he could free the dagger, a cudgel slammed down upon his shoulder. The pain made him stumble. He recovered his balance and the dagger was in his hand as he spun round to face his attackers. Two thickset men loomed from the shadows both armed with cudgels, St John lashed out and  felt his blade slice through the flesh of a shoulder. The man cursed and staggered back, while the other assailant swung his weapon down on to St John’s wrist, knocking the blade from his grasp.

Instinctively, St John kicked out, his boot catching the second man in the groin. His attacker fell to the ground, groaning. He collided with his injured companion, bringing him down too. It had been a lucky strike. St John knew he was no match for the men in a prolonged fight and, with the brief reprieve, he turned and fled.

Angry shouts followed him. The sound of pursuit spurred him faster. The pain in his chest was excruciating but he dared not rest, though his legs were beginning to weaken and threatened to betray him. Ahead he saw an alley and, in desperation, sped down it. It backed on to walled gardens. With the last of his strength, he shinned over a wall and lay panting on the ground.

The moment he dropped out of sight, his attackers entered the alley and blundered past his hiding place. Within a few yards he heard them stop.

‘He ain’t down here,’ one wheezed. ‘Must be ’iding. You try over that wall there . . .’

There was a crash as the man knocked over something within the garden two houses away. A dog barked from inside the building and a light appeared at a window.

‘Who’s out there?’ a man shouted, raising a window sash and thrusting his head through. His nightcap fell off his bald head and he cursed. ‘There’s footpads about. Let the dog out, Bob, lad. That will see the thieves off. I’ll summon the watch.’ His voice resounded through the night. ‘Thieves! Watchman, to me.’

More windows were opened and further shouting added to the outcry.

The dog was barking frantically and as St John heard the  scraping of bolts, there was a clambering from two gardens away as his assailant leaped back over the wall and ran off. As he drew level with St John, who had flattened himself against the wall, St John heard him order his accomplice, ‘Run for it! We ain’t getting paid enough to get arrested and send to Botany Bay.’

Although the men slunk away, St John remained in his hiding place. If he was discovered he could spend a night in the gaol on suspicion that he was the thief. Fighting to control his laboured breathing, he did not move until he heard the watchmen arrive and set off in pursuit of his attackers.

St John realised that he had had a lucky escape. Only one man would pay to have him attacked and that was Thadeous Lanyon. Lanyon must suspect that he and Harry Sawle had stolen his cargo during the ambush last year. Therefore Lanyon would want St John dead. And Lanyon would not now let the matter rest once he learned St John had escaped. If St John did not want to spend the rest of his life awaiting an assassin’s blow, the smuggler must be dealt with.

 



After a sleepless night Adam prepared to leave the inn on the slope above the quay at Fowey to ride to Trewenna Rectory. Senara was suckling Nathan at her breast. She was still in her nightgown and robe, her brown hair cloaking her shoulders and trailing to her hips. The vision of his wife and son made Adam pause with love and wonder.

‘I am in awe that I have a son.’

She smiled. ‘Then for Nathan you must swallow your stubborn pride and speak with your father. You will never be happy until you make your peace with him.’

He did not answer and began to pull on his boots. When he next glanced at the bed, silent tears were running down Senara’s face. ‘This is everything I feared would happen. I  should never have agreed to the service at Avebury without your father’s blessing.’

‘You must not blame yourself, my love.’

‘But I do, and as long as you and your family are at odds, I will not be at peace with myself.’ Her tears splashed on to Nathan’s face and he stopped suckling, his deep fathomless eyes gazing up at her without judgement. His brow wrinkled as though he sensed her pain. She kissed his temple and he resumed his feeding. Unlike her child she could not be reassured. When she gazed at Adam the rigid set of his shoulders showed her the intensity of his pain.

‘Adam, this rift with your family will eventually destroy us. You will realise all you have lost because of me and you will come to hate me.’

He took her in his arms but she would not let him silence her with kisses. ‘Go to your father. Ask for his forgiveness.’

‘No.’ His pain and anger at his father’s response to his marriage blotted out reason. ‘He had no right to treat us as he did.’

‘He had every right,’ Senara reasoned. ‘All his hopes for the future of the yard were with you.’

He shrugged on his jacket in silence, eventually saying, ‘First I must visit Uncle Joshua.’

The morning was overcast and a cutting wind now blew straight off a turbulent sea. The grey stone rectory at Trewenna was not much larger than a cottage and was set within an acre of garden. As Adam approached he noticed that the garden was ploughed and given over to growing vegetables. There were rows of winter cabbages and turnips. A dozen hens pecked at scattered seed and a nanny goat was tethered beneath an apple tree. With all the economies made by the family last year, Edward had been unable to maintain the allowance given to his younger brother. Clearly they were supplementing their meagre stipend by these changes.

The back door to the rectory was open and the short, plump figure of his Aunt Cecily came out and picked up an armful of logs from the pile stacked against the wall. At Adam’s approach, she dropped the logs as she held out her arms in delight.

‘Praise be that you are home. We have all been worried about you. Even Japhet had no word of you in all his travels. He has been to all the horse fairs in four counties.’

Adam dismounted and embraced his aunt. He doubted that his older cousin would have frequented the places where he had been searching for Senara, apart from the horse fairs. Japhet was the wildest of Adam’s generation of Lovedays and made his living as a horse trader and also by gambling.

‘Come inside, your uncle will be pleased to see you. He is writing his sermon for Sunday.’

Uncle Joshua had heard their voices and had risen from his desk to greet Adam. He was wearing a red silk dressing robe over black knee breeches and waistcoat. His bagwig was on a wooden wig stand on his desk and his cropped hair was thinning at the temples and splattered with grey.

‘My dear boy, this is a joy.’ He clasped Adam’s shoulders. ‘So long without a word. Your father has been worried.’

‘That was not the impression I received. Father was far from pleased that I have returned with a wife and son.’

‘A wife and son, you say. And would this wife be Senara Polglase?’

‘Yes, my son was born a month ago.’ Adam stood stiff-backed with defiance. ‘I had no knowledge that Senara was expecting a child when she left, and she had no intention of seeking me out if I had not found her. She too believed that marriage between us was impossible. Nathan must be baptised and Senara and I will retake our vows at the same time and the marriage noted in the parish register.’

‘Then you are not yet wed.’

Adam became defensive. ‘Not by the laws of the Church, but we married according to the custom of Senara’s people. I consider those vows binding and there were witnesses. I would have our union blessed by the Church and to ensure that there is no doubt upon the legality of our marriage. And who else would I ask to officiate at two such important events in my life other than my uncle?’

Joshua continued to frown and looked troubled. ‘When did you plan for these ceremonies to take place?’

‘Next week.’ Adam stood with his shoulders squared and chin jutting, his manner imperious.

‘But what of the banns? You cannot be legally wed so soon.’

‘Since our vows have already been exchanged that constitutes a marriage. The service would be a formality.’

Joshua frowned and Adam persisted: ‘I will delay no longer. I had no wish to dishonour my father’s wishes, but it would be a greater dishonour to abandon the woman I love who has now borne me a child.’

‘I suppose in the circumstances this procedure is legal. For a couple to take their vows before witnesses is to enter into a contract of marriage which would be upheld in a court of law. But you place families who have long been your friends in an awkward position that they must receive Senara. Out of respect for your father many appear to accept Meriel, but to be forced to do so again with Senara may be expecting too much.’

‘Senara has no wish to inflict her presence upon anyone who does not wish it. She prefers to live quietly.’

Uncle Joshua studied his hands for a long moment as though they would give him guidance. ‘There is also the question of Lisette. There have been many difficulties with her whilst you have been away.’

‘Is Lisette still at Trevowan? I had hoped she had gone to  London where Aunt Margaret would have launched her into society and a new life.’

Joshua shook his head. ‘Since you rescued Lisette from France, she has made life difficult at Trevowan. But she is Edward’s niece and he feels responsible for her. Though Edward has not encouraged her, Lisette remains unshaken in her belief that you would still marry her. She refuses to acknowledge that she ended your betrothal by her marriage to the Marquis de Gramont.’

‘She should have come to terms with the truth by now. I know what she suffered in France was hideous, but she is safe and loved here.’

‘Edward fears for Lisette’s sanity.’ Joshua regarded Adam gravely. ‘Her moods are volatile and at times she has had to be sedated and locked in her room. In her fragile state of mind . . . well, who knows how she will react to news of your marriage?’

‘Then the sooner she accepts the situation the better.’ Adam hardened his heart against Lisette’s suffering. He could not allow an unstable woman to undermine what he believed was right. Lisette had been the cause of Senara leaving Cornwall. When Pegasus had docked at Trevowan Hard after Lisette’s rescue, Senara had overheard Lisette’s delirious announcement that she and Adam were to wed. It seemed she was still causing trouble now.

Joshua fiddled with the quills in their stand on his desk. ‘It is not as simple as that. Lisette idolises you for the way you saved her. Many of her outbursts and erratic behaviour are because you are not at Trevowan. She rides the countryside calling for you. Twice Edward has had to send out search parties as she has not returned by night. Both times she was found the next day lost on the moor and in a terrible state. And there have been other incidents.’ He spread his hands and sighed, his expression troubled. ‘Suffice to say that her  behaviour has been a trial to your family.’

Adam was shocked by Lisette’s conduct and, with a grimace, recalled her outrageous behaviour in France when they had been stopped by rebels. Her language had been profane and obscene. ‘Perhaps the nuns who cared for her in France were right and she should be committed to an asylum. I thought once she was living in the love and protection of our family, she would recover.’

‘We must pray that in time she will. But Lisette is not the only worry your father has to deal with. He has been under a great strain with problems at the yard - lost orders, mounting debts, worries over St John. Your twin is much embroiled with Harry Sawle and smuggling. Meriel encourages him, of course.’

Adam folded his arms and leaned against the wall beside his uncle’s desk. ‘It was not my intent to add to my father’s worries. But why should I bear the brunt of his censure when St John does not?’

‘Because he always expected more from you. You were the one upon whom he built his dreams for the future.’

Adam gave a heartfelt groan and ran his hand over his dark hair. ‘Have I not done all I could to save the yard? My designs have brought it to greater eminence.’ Adam stared out of the window to the tower of Trewenna church, rising above the yew trees in the churchyard. His anger subsided but not his frustration. He refused to feel guilty for marrying Senara.

When his emotions were under control, he asked, ‘How bleak are things at the yard? I thought our finances were recovering.’

‘The yard has only received one new order since you left. One customer could not meet his instalments after a ship of his was lost at sea. The ship is left unfinished and Edward is barely managing to meet his debts. It will be years before  Amelia’s investments are restored. She is receiving no income from her own estate.’

Adam paced the room. He had hoped that by now their finances would have become more stable. Yet this was a difficult time. The economy was volatile. The price of copper and tin were low, and taxes were high, affecting the import of foreign goods. The King’s bouts of madness did not help the stability of the country, and the politicians were jousting for power between themselves - either flattering the Prince of Wales or plotting to depose those close to the King. There was rumour that war with France was imminent now that their King was imprisoned.

Adam was aware that the current political situation could cause problems but trusted his father’s judgement to surmount them. ‘There is my ship, Pegasus. Surely Father has not let her lie idle.’

Uncle Joshua brightened. ‘Indeed not. Your Uncle William has captained her. With England at peace, the navy has put many of her officers out to grass. William was moping at Trevowan for two months before your ship returned from a short voyage to Rotterdam. The reputation of Pegasus’s speed goes before her. William drummed up some cargo and sailed with her to Venice. She should be back by the middle of February.’

Adam’s heart sank. That was four weeks. If his father remained against him, he needed to provide his family with an income. Yet any voyage would mean he was away from Senara for months at a time.

Uncle Joshua regarded him thoughtfully. ‘I will talk to Edward if you wish, but it would be better coming from you. He will have slept on your homecoming and all that entails. You may now find him more accepting.’

‘And if not, will you still perform the ceremony for us? And Nathan’s baptism?’

‘I would be remiss as your religious guardian if I did not.’

‘Then let it be one week from today.’ Adam strode to the door. ‘I have some things I need from Mariner’s House. If Father is at the yard I will talk to him there.’

As Adam left, Cecily came in to put her arms around her husband. ‘I heard everything from the kitchen. I never thought Adam would be the one to cause so much worry. This has come at a bad time for Edward. Perhaps once your brother gets used to having a grandson all will be forgiven.’

‘Not a grandson with gypsy blood. To have first St John and now Adam marry beneath them will be a bitter blow to Edward.’ Joshua could understand his brother’s anger. ‘It was Adam’s duty to marry a woman with a dowry and position which would have ended this financial crisis the family faces.’

‘But I had no dowry, and you took me as your bride,’ Cecily reminded him.

‘You, my dear, were the respectable daughter of a parson. As a younger son I had no expectation of riches. Senara is a lovely woman and has many good qualities, but you cannot deny her heritage. Even if Edward accepts her, many of our neighbours will not. Edward has much need of these people’s goodwill if he is to recover from the ruin which could still so easily engulf him. If the yard was to lose orders because of a customer’s prejudice against Adam’s wife, it could bring disaster to us all.’

 



St John was becoming adept at subterfuge. Once a week he rode around the perimeter of the estate checking dry-stone walls and satisfying himself that any work to be completed that week by the labourers had been carried out. If a meeting with Harry Sawle was necessary, it would be pre-arranged during this time. Today they were to meet at the bridge over a stream in Four Acre Wood.

As St John cantered over the land he noted that a beech tree had blown down in a recent storm and had damaged a cow byre in the top meadow. The storm had also caused a ditch to overflow and flood a quarter of another field and the sheep must be moved to higher ground.

He entered a wood and frowned at seeing that several young trees had been chopped down and dragged away to fuel a thief ’s winter fire. The wood was near a track, and fresh wagon ruts were visible. He would alert Dick Nance, the son of Isaac, their bailiff, to patrol the wood at night. Dick had taken on the role of gamekeeper after several farm hands had been laid off last year.

Even though he knew that none of his labourers was near Four Acre Wood, St John scanned the landscape to ensure he would not be observed before approaching the bridge. To his annoyance Harry was not there. St John was angry after the attack on him last night and was in no mood to be crossed. The clock tower of Penruan church chimed the hour and St John checked it against his own fob watch. Harry was late. It began to drizzle and the clock had chimed the half-hour before Harry rode over the bridge. St John was cold, wet and in a surly mood.

‘You’re late.’

Harry shrugged. His hair, several shades darker blond than Meriel’s, was plastered to his scalp and the rain had moulded his jerkin to his muscular form. His face, which had been battered in many fights, was ruggedly handsome. ‘I bain’t a man of ease and luxury like yourself. I still have a fishing smack and a catch to land. It would look suspicious if I gave up the life which brings me an honest income.’ He pulled a leather pouch from inside his jacket. ‘That should make your wait worthwhile. Two hundred and thirty guineas’ profit from the last run, and another cargo due next dark of the moon, seas permitting.’

‘The winter storms have already delayed one cargo and part of another was swept away so that we barely broke even.’

‘Hazards of the trade,’ Harry grumbled. ‘The revenue cutter has been vigilant along this coast. We’ve been lucky not to lose more. They confiscated a cargo off Mullion Cove and another near Mevagissey. None of those cargoes was paid for by Lanyon. I reckon the new officer be in Lanyon’s pay.’

‘Would it not be worth our while to bribe him, if he can be bought?’

‘This man is a stickler for the rules. Lieutenant Beaumont bain’t the type to take no ordinary bribe.’

‘Lanyon is getting too big for his boots.’ St John’s anger flared. He still ached and had a sore shoulder after his ordeal. ‘Lanyon had two men set on me last night in Fowey. I got away unscathed after a fight. Lanyon thinks he is beyond justice. But he will not get away with trying to have me killed.’

‘It be time Lanyon were dealt with once and for all.’ Harry’s voice was low but laced with threat.

Despite his anger, St John looked aghast at his companion. He knew how Harry dealt with enemies and he did not want any part of murder. Lanyon must be punished by the law. ‘Forget it, Harry. Lanyon’s wife is your mistress - is that not revenge enough?’

Harry shook his head. ‘No man gets the better of me.’

‘Let the law deal with Lanyon,’ St John advised. ‘He’s bound to overreach himself soon. We’ll find a way to inform the authorities about him.’

‘Don’t you want that bastard dead for what he did to you? And what of your father? Lanyon tried to ruin him by calling in a loan early.’

‘There are ways and means to get back at Lanyon. Murder is not one of them.’

Harry gave an unpleasant laugh. ‘I’m not a patient man, Loveday.’ He kicked his horse into a canter and sped off.

St John stared after him with a shiver of alarm. Harry was ruthless and without remorse. He was also a hot-headed fool. The pouch of guineas weighed heavily in his jacket: money which brought him freedom from the financial constraints his family had placed upon him. It was money for pleasure to enjoy his life to the full, as was his right as a gentleman. But would the cost be too high?

 



Adam approached the Loveday shipyard with a heavy heart. It had begun to rain and he pulled the brim of his hat further over his eyes. The thickness of his greatcoat protected him from the cold and wet. His thoughts were as bleak as the weather. His pride demanded that his wife was accepted as an equal by others - yet he was realistic. It would happen slowly, perhaps over some years. Senara had the grace and dignity to overcome prejudice eventually.

The shipyard was awash with mud churned up by the winter rains. Despite the downpour, the yard was busy with men clambering over the scaffolding around the ships’ cradles; others were at work in the sheds or smithy. To prevent the scaffolding around the vessels becoming slippery with mud, planks had been put on the ground around the two cradles. One cradle held a partly built brigantine - on which it looked as though work had been abandoned. The other held the sleeker lines of the latest cutter Adam had designed. There were also plank walkways from the worksheds to the cradles.

Piles of tree trunks with their bark removed lay in a field for seasoning. The curved trunks used for the ribs and knees of the ship were set apart from the straight ones. Two plough horses were dragging a tree trunk by chains to the saw pit. Adam passed by a file of men trudging through the mud  carrying sawn timber from the saw pit to the shaping sheds.

The rain kept the shipwrights’ and labourers’ wives and children inside the dozen cottages which formed a hamlet within Trevowan Hard. There was also the Ship kiddleywink, a tavern which also doubled as a general store. From the schoolhouse Adam heard the children shouting out an answer to a question. The sound of Solomon’s hoofs squelching in the mud was lost amid the general clamour of rasping saws and banging hammers. As he passed the worksheds there was the smell of heated iron, sweat and wood smoke. The air of the yard smelled of a mixture of fresh-cut wood, wet rope, tar, and the mud and salt from the tidal inlet of the River Fowey.

When he drew level with the single-storey cottage which served as the yard office, he saw the door was shut and no smoke came from the chimney. His father was not working at the yard.

Adam sighed. However difficult the interview may prove, he wanted it over with. He put Solomon in an empty stall in the yard stable, loosened his girths and placed a blanket over him for warmth, before walking to Mariner’s House. The door was never locked, even during his long absences. Although it was the largest dwelling at the Hard, it was unpretentious. Mariner’s House had been extended from a cottage when Adam had taken up residence after leaving the navy and joining his father to work in the yard. Although he loved his home, Trevowan, the conflict between him and St John had made it easier to live here.

The house would be adequate in which to raise a family, with four bedrooms, a parlour, a dining room, a study and kitchen. In the roof were two rooms for the use of servants. The house was gloomy, for the shutters remained closed against the winter storms, and without a fire it smelled musty from lack of use. It was sparsely furnished and the furniture  was covered in dustsheets. He opened a shutter in the parlour to let in some light.

In his months searching for Senara he had travelled with little baggage. His clothing had become worn and travel-stained and he needed fresh shirts which had been left here. The wardrobe was empty, but he found everything packed away in a cedar chest which protected the material from the damp and moths. He packed some essentials into his saddlebag and, returning to the parlour, was about to close the shutter when he heard a familiar bark. Scamp, his liver and white part-bred spaniel, from the same litter as Charity, was running towards the house and Edward was walking to the office from the stables. Edward glanced across at the house but did not halt in his stride and disappeared into the office. He would have seen Solomon in the stable and so knew Adam was at the yard.

Scamp ran in to greet Adam, wriggling on his back in his delight at being reunited with his master. When Adam was away the dog stayed at Trevowan. He patted the spaniel, then picked up his saddlebag to stride purposefully to meet his father. Scamp ran to the woodpile on the scent of rats or rabbits.

Several shipwrights had noted Adam’s presence and called out greetings. He gave them a cursory nod, too preoccupied to be more genial. Adam knew each worker by name and usually concerned himself with the men and their families’ welfare.

Adam rapped on the office door and entered without waiting for his father’s response. He dropped his saddlebag on the floor and closed the door but did not move further into the room. His father had lit the fire and was seated at his desk. There was accusation in Edward’s stare as he regarded Adam in silence. The tension in the room was ominous as the blue eyes of father and son locked in condemning stares.

‘There is no ship in the dry dock.’ Adam finally attempted  a neutral conversation. The building of the dry dock had been undertaken at great expense. The money needed to repay the loans raised had caused many of the financial problems before Adam left. It was a bad sign that the dry dock was lying idle.

Edward sat back in his chair, his expression harsh. There was a hollowness to his cheeks and deeper lines around his mouth and eyes. The strain of the last months was evident.

‘You knew my intentions when I left,’ Adam went on. ‘I had hoped, if not for your blessing, then at least your acceptance.’

‘And what must I accept? That my son has followed some ridiculous romantic ideal and has forgotten all family loyalty and obligation?’ Edward rose, his hands clasped behind him in an imperious pose. ‘I did not cast aside family tradition to name you as heir to the yard, only to have it pass to a gypsy’s brat.’

‘Who is your grandson, sir,’ Adam replied with equal heat.

‘And, if I remember correctly, he is also the grandson of a hanged horse thief - a rogue - a vagabond.’

‘Who was innocent of that crime. Yes, Senara’s father was a gypsy - a horse trader, an opportunist with a keen eye and a cunning mind to survive. Many a Loveday has deemed such attributes qualities to prize.’ Adam was breathing heavily, his hands clenched as he struggled to remain civil. ‘My great-grandfather for one. And Japhet and St John can hardly be called law-abiding. Many would claim them as rogues, but not vagabonds because they were born to a respectable family. Great-grandfather was a buccaneer, a womaniser, and a gambler before he married Anne Penhaligan solely for her money and the land of Trevowan.’

‘Your great-grandfather married into one of the oldest families in Cornwall - an example you would have done well to follow. If St John does not have a son, the estate would  have passed to you or your son, as well as the yard. But I will have no gypsy as an heir to Trevowan - is that clear? It will go to Rafe.’

Adam held his father’s enraged stare. He had found it hard to accept that St John would inherit Trevowan, the estate and house he loved, but whilst St John remained without a son there was still a chance that the land he coveted would one day be Adam’s own. Trevowan and the yard were his heritage. Injustice blazed through him that his father would even consider taking it from him. ‘My half-brother is not a year old. Are you prepared to gamble he has the aptitude to run a shipyard?’

‘I pray he grows up to know his station and duty,’ Edward raged. ‘I will not give my blessing on this marriage.’

Adam lost his temper. ‘Would you prefer that I lived openly with Senara as my mistress and raised a brood of bastards, for that would have been the alternative?’

‘Then you are a fool.’

‘If it is foolish to honour and respect the only woman I will love, then I am proud to be such a fool. I have a son any man would be proud of and he will be brought up to revere the Loveday name and his heritage with pride.’ Adam was breathing heavily as he outstared his father.

Edward Loveday did not look away and his eyes sparked with outrage.

Adam said with passion, ‘Nathan’s baptism will take place at Trewenna church in a week. Senara and I will also retake our vows. If my family does not stand by me in this, I have no course but to turn my back on them. Good day, sir.’ He picked up his saddlebag and marched from the office.

Halfway across the yard the master shipwright, Ben Mumford, caught up with him. ‘Glad you be back, Cap’n. You’ve been sorely missed. There be a problem with the rudder on the cutter we be working on. I need your advice.’ 

‘Speak with my father,’ Adam snapped without breaking his stride. ‘It is no longer my concern.’

‘But, with respect, Cap’n, Mr Loveday can see nothing wrong with the workings. We’ve redone the work twice and still it bain’t right.’

Adam had reached the stable and turned to study the cutter in its cradle. His father marched from the office to the smithy next door to the stable without looking in Adam’s direction. Edward’s face was rigid with anger.

It was matched by Adam’s fury and he answered Ben Mumford curtly. ‘We had this problem before and I updated the plans.’

‘Then those plans be lost. And we be falling behind with the work.’

Adam turned to leave and Ben put a hand on his arm to stop him. ‘Cap’n, the rudder! What’s to be done about it?’

Adam swallowed his anger to focus on the problem. The rudder had been a new design and it was pride which spurred him to correct any fault in it. ‘I’ll take a look.’ He threw his saddlebag on to the floor of the stable and headed back to the cutter. A half-hour later he had solved the problem and drawn a rough sketch of the work to be carried out. ‘Keep that with the original plans. I haven’t time to draw up a complete set.’

His anger towards his father had not abated and every moment he spent in the yard was like salt to an open wound. Shipbuilding was in his blood. The yard was his pride. The rivalry with his older twin had always stemmed from the knowledge that St John was heir to both the estate Adam loved, and the shipyard. When Edward had made Adam heir to the yard, St John had never forgiven his twin and their rivalry had intensified.

For Adam the prospect of inheriting the shipyard was the culmination of a dream. During his years in the navy he had  used his knowledge of ship construction to sketch vessels from around the world. His ambition was for the Loveday yard to build larger ships, their reputation one of the finest in England. He also had not given up hope that he would one day be master of Trevowan. It was not easy to walk away from all that.

His father came out of the office and paused at seeing Adam still in the yard.

‘The Cap’n ’as sorted the problem with the rudder, sir,’ Ben Mumford shouted.

Edward nodded and went back into the smithy. Adam glared after him and marched to the stable. Anger burned through him at his father’s stubbornness. He had been prepared to gamble everything to win Senara as his bride. And it looked like that was exactly what it had cost him. Everything. He was unprepared for the pain which skewered him. To lose the yard was bad enough, but Trevowan was not a dream he could easily relinquish.

But if he had to, he would. His father had until Nathan’s christening to make his decision. If Edward Loveday was not at the service, Adam would leave the district and make a home for Senara elsewhere. He still had Pegasus and she would provide him with a living as a merchant captain.

 



Adam had taken a room at the Ship Inn, a popular tavern converted from the townhouse which had once belonged to the Rashleigh family, not far from the Town Quay. Fowey had a natural harbour and was far enough from the mouth of the river to provide a safe haven for ships. Apart from its fishing industry and shipyards scattered along its river, Fowey was a thriving port with ships exporting tin and china clay mined in the area. The port was surrounded by low-lying hills and was cradled between the arms of two headland points, each with armed forts. The harbour was further  protected by a chain which linked the two forts and which was raised each evening to prevent unwanted shipping entering the port.

By land Fowey was cut off from the rest of Cornwall, its only approach road a narrow winding track. To avoid any slight to Senara, Adam had sent out invitations only to those neighbours he believed regarded him highly enough to accept his bride, also to workers, tenants and villagers who were always included in family celebrations. He had asked his old friend Sir Henry Traherne to stand as godfather to his son. He had sent word to his Aunt Margaret living in London and his cousin Thomas and his new wife, but did not expect them to attend at such short notice as many of the roads would be quagmires at this time of year.

Sir Henry’s wife and her mother, the Lady Anne, were indisposed with a fever of the lungs, but Sir Henry’s sister-in-law, Gwendolyn Druce, who also lived at Traherne Hall, had spent Christmas with friends in Truro and her invitation had been forwarded to them. Squire Penwithick had sent word that he would attend but that his wife was also indisposed. Adam controlled his anger; at least Sir Henry and the squire’s presence would give a show of acceptance from amongst Adam’s neighbours. Lord Fetherington had sent his apologies, declaring he had business in Truro.

The next day Adam’s cousin Hannah arrived unexpectedly at the inn. Adam was out trying to get a cargo for Pegasus’s next voyage. Senara received Hannah with some trepidation, nervous that Adam was not present. Hannah Rabson swept into the bedchamber of the inn where Senara was nursing Nathan.

‘I could not wait until the christening to see my new cousin. I called at the Rectory and Mama was full of the news of your wedding. You look glowing, Senara. How could Uncle  Edward treat Adam so scurvily? I have come from the yard after telling him he will regret his actions.’ Hannah eased back the shawl which was wrapped around Nathan and which partially obscured his face. ‘The little darling has a shock of dark hair and I swear he has Adam’s mouth.’

Senara laid Nathan on the bed. She liked Hannah but her forthright manner was daunting. ‘May I ring for some refreshments for you, and take your coat? Come sit by the fire. You must be frozen. The sea mist can chill to the bone at this time of year.’

Hannah shrugged off her thick coat, pulled off her gloves and went to stand with her back to the fire. ‘Once I have warmed my hands I must hold my cousin. Some mulled wine would be most acceptable.’

Senara pulled the bell rope and smiled awkwardly at Hannah as she waited for the maidservant to appear. Hannah was two years younger than Adam and had been married for six years to Oswald Rabson. In that time she had presented her husband with two sons and two daughters. Her hair was dark but the firelight caught its coppery tinge, and she had inherited the striking Loveday looks of high cheekbones, sensuous mouth and a noble Grecian nose. She had a darker complexion than most women of her class, for Hannah was a farmer’s wife and worked as hard in the fields as her husband. There was a redness to her hands which she did not trouble to hide and which showed her hard work on a farm that struggled to support them.

Hannah chuckled. ‘Oh dear, you look quite stricken, Senara. I never meant to make you feel ill at ease.’

‘No you do not. You are kind - very kind. More than I deserve.’

‘Stuff and nonsense. I could give my family a tongue-roasting for the way they are behaving. Elspeth has always been a dragon. But I thought Uncle Edward—’

Senara interrupted. ‘Please do not speak against them. They are good people.’

The maid arrived and Senara ordered some wine and some saffron cakes for her guest. ‘I am very honoured that you have called upon me, Mrs Rabson.’

‘None of that Mrs Rabson nonsense. We are cousins now. You must call me Hannah.’ She picked up Nathan and laughed as he opened his eyes to frown up at her unfamiliar face. ‘He is perfect. Adam must be so proud. And St John will be envious that Adam has a son and he does not. Their rivalry in all things is as fierce as ever. Not that Rowena is not a delightful child. She is a lovely girl. Another true Loveday.’

Hannah’s effervescence was as disconcerting as it was heart-warming.

‘I am sorry that Adam is not here,’ Senara said. ‘He will regret having missed you.’

Hannah sat by the fire and smiled at Senara. ‘It gives us more time to get to know each other. You must have a poor opinion of us Lovedays.’

‘Indeed not,’ Senara protested. ‘It is what I feared could happen if I married Adam. I have no wish to drive a wedge between him and his father.’

‘Edward expected too much from Adam - I suppose because St John is often a disappointment to him. His pride is injured and the Lovedays have more than their fair share of pride. Adam loves you, and if you can make him happy that is all that is important.’

Senara sat on the edge of the bed, unsure what to say. The maid brought the mulled wine in a pewter flagon and a dish of saffron cakes. Senara poured the wine, then handed a glass to Hannah, but some of it spilled on her hand.

‘My gracious, you are trembling. Am I such an ogress?’ Hannah laughed and glanced around the room. ‘This is too  bad. You have a lovely house at the yard which you should be living in. An inn is no place to rear a baby.’

Senara blushed. ‘It is all we can afford at present. All Adam’s money was used to pay off the debts of the yard . . . That was as it should be. He lost so much income during the time he was looking for me. And I did not make it easy for him. I should have had more faith . . . But I am content here. I have all I need.’

‘But not all you deserve as Adam’s wife.’

There was the sound of footsteps on the stairs and the door opened to admit Adam. His expression had been drawn with worry but on seeing Hannah it brightened. ‘Dear cousin, this is a pleasure.’

‘I wanted to welcome Senara to our family and see my baby cousin. He is adorable. And so good-natured.’

‘He takes after Senara in temperament,’ Adam grinned.

Hannah stood up and Senara took Nathan from her to put him into the drawer which acted as his cradle. Stacked against a wall were the shaped pieces of wood which Adam was carving to make a proper cradle for his son. Hannah saw them and frowned. ‘My baby Luke is still in our cradle or I would loan it to you.’

Adam kissed Hannah’s cheek. ‘I have not congratulated you on the birth of another son. You seem to thrive on producing children, and look as radiant as ever.’

‘Enough of your flattery. I am as weary as a crone.’ She battled constantly against tiredness. This winter Oswald had suffered much with the ague, leaving many of the farm jobs for her to contend with. ‘I came to suggest that the wedding and christening feast be held at our farm. We are close enough to Trewenna church to make it convenient.’

‘I had thought to hire the parlour of the inn at Trewenna,’ Adam replied.

‘I will not hear of it and, having seen how cramped your  quarters are here, I insist that you live at the farm. We have two spare bedrooms and one can be made into a parlour to give you peace from my noisy brood.’

Adam shook his head. ‘Thank you, Hannah, but we could not impose.’

Hannah struck Adam playfully on the arm in feigned exasperation. ‘You are my cousin and will not be imposing. It is the perfect solution. Return with me now and Senara and I can start on the baking for the celebrations. With less than a week we have no time to spare.’

Adam looked at Senara, who nodded acceptance. Hannah had made a generous offer, and it would be rude to slight her by refusing. And it would not be for long. Senara had already decided that if Adam had to go back to sea to make a living, she would live with her mother and Bridie.

Adam grinned at his cousin. ‘You always were exceptional, Hannah. I am in your debt.’

‘The Lovedays always stick together and if your father chooses to forget that, I do not. Besides, I think it may make it easier for him this way to accept what is inevitable. You could hardly expect him or Amelia to attend a celebration held in an inn.’

‘I expect nothing from my father.’ Adam went to saddle the horses.




Chapter Three


Senara was kept too busy baking and helping Hannah at the farm to feel awkward in the company of her family. Oswald Rabson accepted their arrival and raised no objections at his wife’s plans.

‘Hannah will enjoy your company,’ he greeted her warmly. ‘We are isolated here in winter if the roads are bad.’

Senara liked Oswald. He said little, content to listen to conversation rather than talk. He was a wiry man, with amiable though rugged features. His brown eyes were gentle and adoring whenever he gazed at his wife. Beneath the weathered complexion there was a splash of high colour on his cheeks. Senara was concerned when she heard him coughing through the night, and she feared that he was suffering from consumption. She had herbs which would ease Oswald’s discomfort but there was no remedy to cure such an ailment, which was made worse by the damp and mist.

The farmhouse was an old timber-framed, wattle-and-daub construction dating back two centuries. The flagstones were worn from the passage of feet, and draughts crept through the diamond-paned windows and under the doors. Even the fires in the bedchambers and living rooms did not keep away the persistent damp.
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A sweeping Cornish family drama





