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  Book One




  





  Chapter One




  There could have been prophecy in the storm that blew up at the time of Julia’s birth.




  May month was not a time for heavy gales, but the climate of Cornwall is capricious as any child ever born. It had been a kindly enough spring, as kindly as the summer and winter that had gone

  before it; mild, soft, comfortable weather; and the land was already heavy with green things. Then May broke rainy and gusty, and the blossom suffered here and there and the hay leaned about

  looking for support.




  On the night of the fifteenth Demelza felt her first pains. Even then for a while she gripped the bedpost and thought the matter all round before she said anything. All along she had viewed the

  coming ordeal with a calm and philosophical mind and had never troubled Ross with false alarms. She did not want to begin so late. Last evening she had been out in her beloved garden, digging round

  the young plants; then as it was going dark she had found a disgruntled hedgehog and had played with him, trying to persuade him to take some bread and milk, and had only come in reluctantly as the

  sky clouded and it went cold.




  This now – this thing in the middle of the night – might yet be only the result of getting overtired.




  But when it began to feel as if someone was kneeling on her backbone and trying to break it, she knew it was not.




  She touched Ross’s arm and he woke instantly.




  ‘Well?’




  ‘I think,’ she said, ‘I think you will have to fetch Prudie.’




  He sat up. ‘Why? What is it?’




  ‘I have a pain.’




  ‘Where? Do you mean . . .’




  ‘I have a pain,’ she said primly. ‘I think twould be as well to fetch Prudie.’




  He climbed quickly out of bed, and she listened to the scratch of flint and steel. After a moment the tinder caught and he lit a candle. The room flickered into view: heavy teak beams, the

  curtain over the door moving gently in the breeze, the low window seat hung with pink grogram, her shoes as she had kicked them off, one wooden sole upmost, Joshua’s spyglass, Ross’s

  pipe, Ross’s book and a fly crawling.




  He looked at her and at once knew the truth. She smiled a pallid apology. He went across to the table by the door and poured her a glass of brandy.




  ‘Drink this. I will send Jud for Dr Choake.’ He began to pull on his clothes, anyhow.




  ‘No, no, Ross; do not send yet. It is the middle of the night. He will be asleep.’




  Whether Thomas Choake should be called in to her had been a dissension between them for some weeks. Demelza could not forget that twelve months ago she had been a maidservant and that Choake,

  though only a physician, owned a small estate which, even if it had been bought with his wife’s money, put him on a level from which the likes of her would be seen as unimportant chattels.

  That was until Ross married her. Since then she had grown to her position. She could put on a show of refinement and good manners, and not at all a bad show at that; but a doctor was different. A

  doctor caught one at a disadvantage. If the pain was bad she would almost certainly swear in the old way she had learned from her father, not a few genteel ‘damn mes’ and ‘by

  Gods,’ as anyone might excuse from a lady in trouble. To have a baby and be forced to act genteel at the same time was more than Demelza could look forward to.




  Besides, she didn’t want a man about. It wasn’t decent. Her cousin-in-law, Elizabeth, had had him, but Elizabeth was an aristocrat born and bred, and they looked at things different.

  She would far rather have had old Aunt Betsy Triggs from Mellin, who sold pilchards and was a rare strong hand when it came to babies.




  But Ross was the more determined and he had had his way. She was not unprepared for his curt, ‘Then he shall be woke,’ as he left the room.




  ‘Ross!’ She called him back. For the moment the pain had gone.




  ‘Yes?’ His strong, scarred, introspective face was half lit by the candle; the upgrowing dark hair was ruffled and hardly showed its hint of copper; his shirt was open at the throat.

  This man . . . aristocrat of them all, she thought . . . this man, so reserved and reserving, with whom she had shared rare intimacy.




  ‘Would you?’ she said. ‘Before you go . . .’




  He came back to the bed. The emergency had come on him so quickly in his sleep that he had had no time yet to feel anything but alarm that her time was here and relief that it might soon be

  over. As he kissed her he saw the moisture on her face and a worm of fear and compassion moved in him. He took her face in his hands, pushed back the black hair and stared a moment into the dark

  eyes of his young wife. They were not dancing and mischievous as they so often were, but there was no fear in them.




  ‘I’ll be back. In a moment I’ll be back.’




  She made a gesture of dissent. ‘Don’t come back, Ross. Go and tell Prudie, that’s all. I’d rather – you didn’t see me like this.’




  ‘And what of Verity? You specially wanted Verity here.’




  ‘Tell her in the morning. Tisn’t fair to bring her out in the night air. Send for her in the morning.’




  He kissed her again.




  ‘Tell me that you love me, Ross,’ she said.




  He looked at her in surprise.




  ‘You know I do!’




  ‘And say you don’t love Elizabeth.’




  ‘And I don’t love Elizabeth.’ What else was he to say when he did not know the truth himself? He was not a man who spoke his inmost feelings easily, but now he saw himself

  powerless to help her, and only words of his and not actions would give her aid. ‘Nothing else matters but you,’ he said. ‘Remember that. All my relatives and friends – and

  Elizabeth, and this house and the mine . . . I’d throw them in the dust and you know it – and you know it. If you don’t know it, then all these months I’ve failed and no

  words I can give you now will make it otherwise. I love you, Demelza, and we’ve had such happiness. And we’re going to have it again. Take hold of that, my sweet. Hold it and keep it,

  for no one else can.’




  ‘I’ll hold it, Ross,’ she said, content because the words had come.




  He kissed her again and turned and lit more candles; took up one and went quickly out of the room, the hot grease running over his hand. The wind had dropped since yesterday; there was only a

  breeze. He did not know the time, but it felt about two.




  He pushed open the door on the other side of the landing and went across to the bedroom where Jud and Prudie slept. The ill-fitting bedroom door opened with a long squeak which merged into

  Prudie’s slow rasping snore. He grunted in disgust, for the hot close sweaty smell offended his nose. The night air might be dangerous, but they could surely open the window during the day

  and let this stink out.




  He went across and parted the curtains and shook Jud by the shoulders. Jud’s two great teeth showed like gravestones. He shook again, violently. Jud’s nightcap came off and a spot of

  the candle grease fell on his bald patch. Jud woke. He began to curse; then he saw who it was and sat up rubbing his head.




  ‘What’s amiss?’




  ‘Demelza is ill.’ How call her anything but Demelza to a man who had been here when she came as a tattered waif of thirteen? ‘I want you to go for Dr Choake at once. And wake

  Prudie. She will be wanted too.’




  ‘What’s amiss with her?’




  ‘Her pains have begun.’




  ‘Oh, that. I thought ee said she were ill.’ Jud frowned at the piece of cooling tallow he had found on his head. ‘Prudie and me could manage that. Prudie d’know all that

  sort of panhandle. Tedn a ’ard thing to learn. Why, there’s always such a dido about en I never can conceit. Tedn easy, mind, but once you’ve gotten the knack—’




  ‘Get up.’




  Jud came out of bed, knowing the tone, and they woke Prudie. Her great shiny face peered through its tangle of greasy black hair as she wiped her nose on a corner of her night rail.




  ‘Aw, my dear, I’ll see to the mite. Poor maid.’ She began to fasten a pair of filthy stays over her shift. ‘I d’know how twas with my mother. She telled me how twas

  when I was on the brew. Shifted I ’ad. Moved I ’ad. Twas a cruel chronic thing, they said. A weak, ailing little mouse, an’ nobody believed I’d see the christening pot . .

  .’




  ‘Go to her as soon as you can,’ Ross said. ‘I’ll get Darkie from the stables. You won’t want her saddled.’




  ‘Mebbe I can ride bare-ridged that far,’ Jud said grudgingly. ‘Though if onct you d’make a slip in the dark, like as not you’re pitched off on yer ’ead, and

  then snap goes yer neck and where are you?’




  Ross ran down the stairs. On his way out he looked in at the new clock they had bought for the parlour. It wanted ten minutes to three. Dawn would not be long. Things were so much worse by

  candlelight.




  In the stable he delayed to saddle Darkie, telling his fumbling fingers that every woman went through this: it became a commonplace of their existence, pregnancies following each other like the

  summer seasons. But he would see Jud safely off; if the fool slipped he might be hours. He would have gone himself if he could have trusted the Paynters alone with Demelza.




  At the front of the house Jud was fastening his breeches under the lilac tree.




  ‘Don’t know as I shall rightly see me way,’ he said. ‘Dark as a blathering sack, tis. By rights I should ’ave a lantern on a pole. A long pole as I could ’old

  out—’




  ‘Get up or you’ll have the pole across your head.’




  Jud mounted. ‘What’s to say as he won’t come?’




  ‘Bring him,’ said Ross, and gave Darkie a slap across the haunches.




  When Jud turned in at the gates of Fernmore, the house of Thomas Choake, he observed disdainfully that the building was little more than a farmhouse, though they put on airs as if it was

  Blenheim. He got down and rat-tatted at the door. The house was surrounded by big pine trees, and the rooks and jackdaws were already awake, flying round in circles and being noisy. Jud raised his

  head and sniffed. All yesterday they’d been unsettled at Nampara.




  At the seventh knock a window screeched above the door, and a nightcap appeared like a cuckoo out of a clock.




  ‘Well, man, well, man! What is it? What’s the damnation noise?’




  Jud knew by the voice and eyebrows that he had flushed the right bird.




  ‘Cap’n Poldark sent me for to fetch ee,’ he said, mumbling. ‘Dem – um – Mistress Poldark’s took bad and they d’need you.’




  ‘What Mistress Poldark, man? What Mistress Poldark?’




  ‘Mistress Demelza Poldark. Over to Nampara. ’Er that be going to have ’er first.’




  ‘Well, what’s wrong? Didn’t they say what was to do?’




  ‘Ais. Tes her time.’




  ‘Nonsense, fellow. I saw her last week and I told Captain Poldark that there would be nothing until June. Go tell them I stand by that opinion.’




  The window slammed.




  Jud Paynter was a man much interested in the malign indifference of man and providence to his own needs, and interested in not much else; but sometimes an accident roused him for other ends.

  This was one of the accidents. From feeling disgruntled at the simpering softness of Demelza and the misplaced harshness of Ross in turning him out on a bitter May morning without so much as a tot

  of rum, he came to reflect that Ross was his master and Demelza one of his own kind.




  Three minutes later Dr Choake put out his head again.




  ‘What is it, man? You’ll have the door down!’




  ‘I was telled to fetch you.’




  ‘You insolent fellow! I’ll have you thrashed for this!’




  ‘Where’s yer ’orse? I’ll ’ave him out while you put yer drawers on.’




  The surgeon withdrew, Polly Choake’s lisping voice could be heard in the background, and once her fluffy head passed the window. They were in consultation. Then Choake called down

  coldly:




  ‘You must wait, fellow. We shall be with you in ten minutes.’




  Jud was sufficiently alive to the surgeon’s peculiarities to know that by this Choake meant only himself.




  Twenty-one minutes later, in icy silence, they set off. The rooks were still flying in circles and cawing, and at Sawle Church there was a great noise. Day was breaking. Streaks of watered green

  showed in the north-east, and the sky where the sun would rise was a bold pale orange behind the black ribs of the night. A wild sunrise and a strangely quiet one. After the winds of the last days

  the calm was profound. As they passed Grambler Mine they overtook a party of balmaidens singing as they walked to work, their shrill fresh voices as sweet and young as the morning. Jud noticed that

  Will Nanfan’s sheep were all gathered together in the most sheltered corner of the field.




  Reflection on the quiet ride salved some of Dr Choake’s annoyance, for when they reached Nampara he did not complain, but greeted Ross stiffly and lumbered upstairs. There he found that

  the alarm was not a false one. He sat with Demelza for half an hour telling her to be brave and that there was nothing to be frightened of. Then, because she seemed constrained and was sweating a

  lot, he suspected a touch of fever and bled her to be on the safe side. This made her feel very ill, a result which pleased him for it proved, he said, that a toxic condition had existed and his

  treatment had brought on a normal and desirable intermission of the fever. If she took an infusion of bark once an hour it would prevent a renewal. Then he went home to breakfast.




  Ross had been swilling himself under the pump trying to wash away the megrims of the night, and when he came through the house and saw a thickset figure riding up the valley he called sharply to

  Jinny Carter, who came every day to work in the house and had just arrived.




  ‘Is that Dr Choake?’




  Jinny bent over her own child, which she brought on her back and kept in a basket in the kitchen. ‘Yes, sur. He d’say the baby won’t be afore dinner at the early side, and he

  say he’ll be back by nine or ten.’




  Ross turned away to hide his annoyance. Jinny looked at him with devoted eyes.




  ‘Who helped you with your babies, Jinny?’ he asked.




  ‘Mother, sur.’




  ‘Will you go and get her, Jinny? I think I would trust your mother before that old fool.’




  She blushed with pleasure. ‘Yes, sur. I’ll go right off. She’ll be that glad to come.’ She started as if to go and then looked at her own baby.




  ‘I’ll see she comes to no harm,’ Ross said.




  She glanced at him a moment and then snatched up her white bonnet and left the kitchen.




  Ross walked into the low hall, stood at the foot of the stairs, disliked the silence, went into the parlour and poured himself a glass of brandy, watched Jinny’s brisk figure dwindling

  towards Mellin, returned to the kitchen. Little Kate had not moved, but lay on her back kicking and crowing and laughing at him. This mite was nine months old and had never seen its father, who was

  serving a two-year sentence in Bodmin Gaol for poaching. Unlike the two eldest, who took after their father, little Kate was a true Martin: sandy hair, blue eyes, tiny freckles already mottling the

  bridge of her button nose.




  The fire had not been lighted this morning, and there was no sign of breakfast. Ross raked the ashes but they were dead; he picked up some kindling wood and set about lighting it, wondering

  irritably where Jud had gone. There must be hot water, he knew, and towels and basins; nothing was being prepared down here. Damn Choake for his impertinence, not even waiting to see him before he

  left.




  Relations between the two men had been cool for some time. Ross disliked his inane wife, who had gossiped and whispered about Demelza; and when Ross disliked someone he found it hard to hide the

  fact. Now he fumed that he should be at the mercy of this obstinate stiff-necked unprogressive old fool who was the only physician within miles.




  As the fire began to take Jud came in, and wind came with him and rushed round the kitchen.




  ‘Thur’s something blawing up,’ he said, eyeing Ross out of bloodshot eyes. ‘Seen the long black swell, ’ave ee?’




  Ross nodded impatiently. There had been a heavy ground sea since afternoon yesterday.




  ‘Well, tes breaking all ways. Scarcely ever did I see the like. It might be as someone was lashin’ of un with a whip. The swell’s nigh gone and the sea’s all licky-white

  like Joe Trigg’s beard.’




  ‘Keep your eye on Kate, Jud,’ Ross said. ‘Make some breakfast in the meantime. I am going upstairs.’




  At the back of his mind Ross was aware of the sound of wind rushing about in the distance. Once when he glanced out of the bedroom window his eyes confirmed that the swell had

  in fact quite broken up and the sea was stippled with white-lipped waves which crossed and re-crossed each other in confusion, running heedlessly, colliding and breaking up into wisps of futile

  spray. The wind was as yet only gusty on the land, but here and there eddies rushed over the water, little winds, vicious and lost.




  While he was there Demelza made a big effort to be normal, but he saw that she wished him gone. He could not help her.




  Disconsolate, he went down again and was in time to greet Mrs Zacky Martin, Jinny’s mother. Flat-faced, competent, bespectacled and sneezing, she came into the kitchen with a brood of five

  small children dragging at her heels, talking to them, chiding them, explaining to Ross that she had no one to trust them with – Jinny’s two eldest and her three youngest –

  greeting Jud and asking after Prudie, commenting on the smell of frying pork, inquiring about the patient, saying she had a touch of ague herself but had taken a posset before leaving, rolling up

  her sleeves, telling Jinny to put the colewort and the motherwort on to brew, they being better than any doctor’s nostrums for easing of the maid, and disappearing up the stairs before anyone

  else could speak.




  There seemed to be a child on every chair in the kitchen. They sat like timid ninepins at a fair, waiting to be knocked off. Jud scratched his head and spat in the fire and swore.




  Ross went back to the parlour. On the table was a bundle of crochet work that Demelza had been doing last night. A fashion paper which Verity had lent her lay beside it – something new and

  novel come to them from London; there had never been anything like it before. The room was a little dusty and unkempt.




  It was fifteen minutes after six.




  No birds singing this morning. A moment ago a ray of sunlight had fallen across the grass, but had been quickly put out. He stared at the elm trees, which were waving backwards and forwards as

  if with an earth tremor. The apple trees, more sheltered, were bending and turning up their leaves. The sky was heavy with racing clouds.




  He picked up a book. His eyes scanned the page but took nothing in. The wind was beginning to roar down the valley. Mrs Zacky came in.




  ‘Well?’




  ‘She’m doing brave, Cap’n Ross. Prudie and me’ll manage, don’t ee worry an inch. Twill all be over long before ole Dr Tommie d’come back.’




  Ross put down the book. ‘Are you sure?’




  ‘Well, I’ve had eleven o’ my own and there’s three of Jinny’s. And I helped wi’ two of Betty Nanfan’s twins and four of Sue Vigus’s, the first

  three out of wedlock.’ Mrs Zacky hadn’t fingers enough to count. ‘This won’t be easy, not like Jinny’s was, but we’ll do a proper job, never you fear. Now

  I’ll go get the brandy an’ give the maid a tot o’ that t’ease her up.’




  The house suddenly shuddered under a gust of wind. Ross stood staring out at the wild day, anger with Choake rising in him and seeking outlet like a part of the storm. Common sense told him that

  Demelza would be all right, but that she should be denied the best attention was intolerable. It was Demelza who suffered there, with only two clumsy old women to help her.




  He went out to the stables, hardly aware of the storm that was rising about them.




  At the stable door he glanced over Hendrawna and saw that clouds of spray had begun to lift off the sea and drift away like sand before a sandstorm. Here and there the cliffs were smoking.




  He had just got the stable door open when the wind took it out of his hand, slammed it shut and pushed him against the wall. He looked up and saw that it would not be possible to ride a horse in

  the gale.




  He set off to walk. It was only a matter of two miles.




  A hail of leaves and grass and dirt and small twigs met him as he turned the corner of the house. Behind him the wind was tearing off mouthfuls of sea and flinging them to join the clouds. At

  another time he would have been upset at the damage to his crops, but now that seemed a small matter. It was not so much a gale as a sudden storm, as if the forces of a gathering anger had been

  bottled up for a month and must be spent in an hour. The branch of an elm came down across the stream. He stumbled past it, wondering if he could make the brow of the hill.




  In the ruined buildings of Wheal Maiden he sat and gasped and groped for breath and rubbed his bruised hand, and the wind blew bits of masonry from the gaunt old granite walls and screamed like

  a harlot through every slit and hole.




  Once through the pine trees, he met the full force of the storm coming in across Grambler Plain, bringing with it a bombardment of rain and dirt and gravel. Here it seemed that all the loose

  soil was being ploughed up and all the fresh young leaves and all the other small substances of the earth were being blown right away. The clouds were low over his head, brown and racing, all the

  rain emptied out of them and flying like torn rags before the frown of God.




  Down in Fernmore, Dr Choake was beginning his breakfast.




  He had finished the grilled kidneys and the roast ham and was wondering whether to take a little of the smoked cod before it was carried away to be kept warm for his wife, who

  would breakfast in bed later. The early ride had made him very hungry, and he had set up a great commotion because breakfast was not waiting when he returned. Choake believed servants should not be

  allowed to get fat and lazy.




  The loud knocking on the front door was hardly to be heard above the thunder of the wind.




  ‘If that is anyone for me, Nancy,’ he said testily, lowering his eyebrows, ‘I am from home.’




  ‘Yes, sir.’




  He decided after a sniff to take some of the cod, and was irritated that it was necessary to help himself. This done, he settled his stomach against the table and had swallowed the first

  knifeful when there was an apologetic cough behind him.




  ‘Begging your pardon, sir. Captain Poldark—’




  ‘Tell him—’ Dr Choake looked up and saw in the mirror a tall dripping figure behind his harassed maid.




  Ross came into the room. He had lost his hat and torn the lace on the sleeve of his coat; water followed him in a trail across Dr Choake’s best Turkey carpet.




  But there was something in his eyes which prevented Choake from noticing this. The Poldarks had been Cornish gentlemen for two hundred years, and Choake, for all his airs, came from dubious

  stock.




  He got up.




  ‘I disturb your breakfast,’ said Ross.




  ‘. . . Is something wrong?’




  ‘You’ll remember,’ said Ross, ‘that I engaged you to be with my wife in her lying-in.’




  ‘Well! She is going on well. I made a thorough examination. The child will be born this afternoon.’




  ‘I engaged you as a surgeon to be in the house, not as a travelling leech.’




  Choake went white round the lips. He turned on the gaping Nancy.




  ‘Get Captain Poldark some port.’




  Nancy fled.




  ‘What’s your complaint?’ Choake made an effort to outstare his visitor; the fellow had no money and was still a mere youngster. ‘We have attended your father, your uncle,

  your cousin and his wife, your cousin Verity. They have never found reason to call my treatment in question.’




  ‘What they do is their own affair. Where is your cloak?’




  ‘Man, I can’t ride out in this gale of wind! Look at yourself! It would be impossible to sit a horse!’




  ‘You should have thought of that when you left Nampara.’




  The door opened and Polly Choake came in with her hair in pins and wearing a flowing cerise morning gown. She gave a squeal when she saw Ross.




  ‘Oh, Captain Poldark! I’d no idea! Weally, to see one like this! But the wind upstairs, faith, it upthets one to hear it! I fear for the woof, Tom, that I do, an’ if it came in

  on my head I should be a pwetty thight!’




  ‘You’re not a pretty sight peeping round the door,’ snapped her husband irritably. ‘Come in or go out as you please, but have the goodness to decide.’




  Polly pouted and came in, and looked at Ross sidelong and patted her hair. The door slammed behind her.




  ‘I never get used to your old Cornish winds, and thith ith a fair demon. Jenkin says there is five thtlates off of the butterwy, and I doubt there’ll not be more. How ith your wife,

  Captain Poldark?’




  Choake slipped off his skullcap and put on his wig.




  ‘That will not stand in the wind,’ said Ross.




  ‘You’re not going out, Tom? But you could not wide and scarthely walk. An’ think of the danger of falling twees!’




  ‘Captain Poldark is nervous for his wife,’ Choake said whitely.




  ‘But thurely ith it that urgent tho thoon again? I wemember my mother said I was eight and forty hours a-coming.’




  ‘Then your husband will be eight and forty hours awaiting,’ said Ross. ‘It’s a whim I have, Mrs Choake.’




  Pettishly the surgeon flung off his purple-spotted morning gown and pulled on his tail coat. Then he stumped out to get his bag and his riding cloak, nearly upsetting Nancy, who was coming in

  with the port.




  The wind was a little abeam of them on the return. Choake lost his wig and his hat, but Ross caught the wig and stuffed it under his coat. By the time they climbed the rise near Wheal Maiden

  they were both gasping and drenched. As they reached the trees they saw a slight figure in a grey cloak ahead of them.




  ‘Verity,’ said Ross as they overtook her leaning against a tree. ‘You have no business out today.’




  She gave him her wide-mouthed generous smile. ‘You should know it can’t be kept a secret. Mrs Zacky’s Betty saw Jud and Dr Choake on her way to the mine, and she told

  Bartle’s wife.’ Verity leaned her wet face against the tree. ‘Our cow shed is down and we have the two cows in the brewhouse. The headgear of Digory’s mine has collapsed,

  but I think no one is hurt. How is she, Ross?’




  ‘Well enough, I trust.’ Ross linked his arm in Verity’s and they began to walk after the stumbling, cloak-blown figure of the physician. He had often thought that if a man were

  allowed a second wife he would have asked his cousin, for her kindness and generosity and for the soothing effect she always had on him. Already he was beginning to feel shame-faced at his own

  anger. Tom Choake had his good points and naturally knew his job better than Mrs Zacky Martin.




  They caught up with Choake as he was climbing over the fallen elm branch. Two of the apple trees were down, and Ross wondered what Demelza would say when she saw the remnants of her spring

  flowers.




  When she did . . .




  He quickened his pace. Some of his irritation returned at the thought of all the women milling about in the house and his beloved Demelza helpless and in pain. And Choake going off without a

  word.




  As they entered they saw Jinny pattering up the stairs with a basin of steaming water, slopping some of it into the hall in her haste. She never even looked at them.




  Dr Choake was so distressed that he went into the parlour and sat on the first chair and tried to get his breath. He glared at Ross and said:




  ‘I’ll thank you for my wig.’




  Ross poured out three glasses of brandy. He took the first to Verity, who had collapsed in a chair, her fluffy dark hair contrasting with the wet streaks where the hood had not covered it. She

  smiled at Ross and said:




  ‘I will go upstairs when Dr Choake is ready. Then if all goes well I will get you something to eat.’




  Choake gulped down his brandy and passed his glass for more. Ross, knowing that liquor made him a better doctor, gave it him.




  ‘We will breakfast together,’ Choake said, more cheerful at the thought of food. ‘We will just go up and set everyone’s mind at rest; then we will breakfast. What have

  you for breakfast?’




  Verity got up. Her cloak fell away and showed the plain grey dimity frock, the bottom eight inches embroidered with mud and rain. But it was at her face that Ross looked. She wore a full,

  uplifted, startled expression, as if she had seen a vision.




  ‘What is it?’




  ‘Ross, I thought I heard . . .’




  They all listened.




  ‘Oh,’ said Ross harshly, ‘there are children in the kitchen. There are children in the still-room and children for all I know in the clothes closet. Every age and

  size.’




  Verity said: ‘Ssh!’




  Choake fumbled for his bag. All his movements were clumsy and he made a great deal of noise.




  ‘That is not a grown child!’ Verity said suddenly. ‘That is not a grown child!’




  They listened again.




  ‘We must go to our patient,’ said Choake, suddenly ill at ease and faintly sly. ‘We shall be ready for breakfast when we come down.’




  He opened the door. The others followed him, but at the foot of the stairs they all stopped.




  Prudie was on the top step. She was still wearing her night shift, with a coat over it, and her great figure bulged like an overfull sack. She bent to look at them, her long pink face bulbous

  and shining.




  ‘We’ve done it!’ she shouted in her organ voice. ‘Tes a gurl. We’ve gotten a gurl for ee. ’Andsomest little mite ever I saw. We’ve knocked her face

  about a small bit, but her’s as lusty as a little nebby colt. Hear ’er screeching!’




  After a moment’s silence Choake cleared his throat portentously and put his foot on the bottom step. But Ross pushed him aside and went up the stairs first.




  





  Chapter Two




  Had Julia known the difference she would have thought it a strange countryside into which she had been born.




  For hours a blight had stalked across it. So much salt was in the terrible wind that nothing escaped. The young green leaves of the trees turned black and withered, and when a breeze moved them

  they rattled like dry biscuits. Even the dandelions and the nettles went black. The hay was damaged and the potato crop, and the young peas and beans shrivelled and died. The rose-buds never

  opened, and the stream was choked with the débris of a murdered spring.




  But inside Nampara, in the little world made up of four walls and bright curtains and whispering voices, life was triumphant.




  Having taken a good look at her baby, Demelza decided that the infant was complete and wonderful to behold, once her poor bruised little face righted itself. No one seemed to know how long this

  would take – Ross thought privately that there might be lasting marks – but Demelza, of a more sanguine temperament, looked at the bruises and then looked out at the landscape and

  decided that nature in her own good time would work wonders on both. They should postpone the christening until the end of July.




  She had ideas about the christening. Elizabeth had had a party for Geoffrey Charles’s christening. Demelza had not been there, for that was four years ago come November, when she was less

  than nothing in the eyes of the Poldark family; but she had never forgotten Prudie’s tales of the fine people invited, the great bunches of flowers brought from Truro, the feast spread, the

  wine and the speeches. Now that she had made her own début, however modestly, into such society, there was no reason why they should not give a party for their child, as good or even

  better.




  She decided to have two parties if Ross could be talked into it.




  She put this to him four weeks after Julia was born, as they were taking tea together on the lawn before the front door of Nampara, while Julia slept soundly in the shade of the lilac tree.




  Ross looked at her with his quizzing, teasing glance.




  ‘Two parties? We’ve not had twins.’




  Demelza’s eyes met his for a moment, then stared into the dregs of her cup.




  ‘No, but there’s your people and there’s my people, Ross. The gentlefolk and the other folk. It wouldn’t do to mix ’em, no more than you can’t mix cream and

  – and onions. But they’re both nice enough by themselves.’




  ‘I’m partial to onions,’ Ross said, ‘but cream cloys. Let us have a party for the country people: the Zacky Martins, the Nanfans, the Daniels. They’re worth far

  more than the overfed squires and their genteel ladies.’




  Demelza threw a piece of bread to the ungainly dog squatting near.




  ‘Garrick’s no better looking for his fight wi’ Mr Treneglos’s bull,’ she said. ‘I’m certain sure he’s got some teeth left, but he d’swallow

  his food like a sea gull and expect his stomach to do the chewing.’




  Garrick wagged his two-inch stump at this notice.




  ‘Here,’ said Demelza, ‘let me see.’




  ‘We could gather a very nice picking of the country folk,’ said Ross. ‘Verity would come too. She is just as fond of them as we are – or would be if she were let. You

  could even ask your father if it pleased you. No doubt he’s forgiven me for throwing him in the stream.’




  ‘I thought twould be nice to ask father and brothers as well,’ Demelza said, ‘on the second day. I thought we could have that on the twenty-third of July, Sawle Feast, so that

  the miners would have the day off anyhow.’




  Ross smiled to himself. It was pleasant sitting here in the sun, and he did not mind her wheedling. Indeed he took an objective interest in what would be her next move.




  ‘Yes, he’s teeth enough to make a show,’ she said. ‘It is plain laziness, naught else. Would all your fine friends be too fine to be asked to dinner with a miner’s

  daughter?’




  ‘If you open your mouth much wider,’ said Ross, ‘you’ll fall in.’




  ‘No, I shan’t; I’m too fat; I’m getting a rare fudgy face; my new stays will scarcely lace. John Treneglos, I reckon, wouldn’t say no to an invitation. And even

  maybe his slant-eyed wife would come if you was here for bait. And George Warleggan – you d’say his grandfather was a smith, so he’s no call to be proud even if he is rich. And

  Francis . . . I like Cousin Francis. And Aunt Agatha wi’ her white whiskers and her bettermost wig. And Elizabeth and little Geoffrey Charles. We should be a rare boiling. And then,’

  said Demelza slyly, ‘maybe you could ask some of your friends you go visiting at George Warleggan’s.’




  A cool breeze stirred between them. It lifted a frill of Demelza’s dress, flapped it idly and let it fall.




  ‘Gamblers all,’ said Ross. ‘You would not want gamblers at a christening. And twice meeting at a card table is not a close acquaintance.’




  She loosed Garrick’s slavering jaws and moved her hands to wipe them down the side of her dress. Then she remembered and bent to rub them on the grass. Garrick licked her cheek and a dark

  curl fell over one eye. The trouble with arguing with women, Ross thought, was that one was diverted from the point by their beauty. Demelza was not less lovely for being temporarily more matronly.

  He remembered how his first love Elizabeth had looked after Geoffrey Charles was born, like an exquisite camellia, delicate and spotless and slightly flushed.




  ‘You can have your two christenings if you want them,’ he said.




  For a moment, absurdly, Demelza looked a little troubled. Used to her sudden changes of mood, he watched her quizzically, and then she said in a small voice:




  ‘Oh, Ross. You’re that good to me.’




  He laughed. ‘Don’t weep for it.’




  ‘No, but you are; you are.’ She got up and kissed him. ‘Sometimes,’ she said slowly, ‘I think I’m a grand lady, and then I remember I’m really only . .

  .’




  ‘You’re Demelza,’ he said. ‘God broke the mould.’




  ‘No, he didn’t. There’s another one in the cot.’ She looked at him keenly. ‘Did you really mean all those pretty things you said before Julia was born? Did you,

  Ross?’




  ‘I’ve forgotten what I said.’




  She broke away from him and went skipping across the lawn in her smart dress. Presently she was back. ‘Ross, let’s go and bathe.’




  ‘What nonsense. And you but a week out of bed.’




  ‘Then let me put my feet in the water. We can go to the beach and walk in the surf. It is quiet today.’




  He gave her a pat. ‘Julia would suffer for your cold feet.’




  ‘. . . I hadn’t thought of that.’ She subsided in her chair.




  ‘But,’ he said. ‘there is dry sand enough to walk on.’




  She was up in a moment. ‘I will go’n tell Jinny to keep an eye on Julia.’




  When she came back they walked to the edge of the garden where the soil was already half sand. They crossed a patch of wasteland, threading between thistles and tree mallows, and he lifted her

  over the crumbling stone wall. They ploughed through soft sand and were on Hendrawna Beach.




  It was a soft summery day with white regiments of cloud mustered on the horizon. The sea was quiet, and the small wavelets turning their heads near the edge left behind them on the green surface

  a delicate arabesque of white.




  They walked arm in arm, and he thought how quickly they had refound their old companionship.




  Out in the sea were two or three herring boats from Padstow and one from Sawle. They thought it Pally Rogers’s boat and waved, but he took no notice, being more concerned with fish than

  friendship.




  She said: ‘I think it would be a good thing if Verity came to both our parties. She needs the change and new notions to interest her.’




  ‘I hope you don’t intend to have the child held over the font two days together.’




  ‘No, no, that would be the first day. The high folk would see that. The low folk will not mind if they are given plenty t’eat. An’ they can finish up what’s left from the

  day before.’




  ‘Why do we not also have a children’s party,’ said Ross, ‘to finish up on the third day what has been left on the second?’




  She looked at him. ‘You mock me, Ross. Always you d’mock me.’




  ‘It’s an inverted form of reverence. Didn’t you know that?’




  ‘But quite serious, do you not think it would be a good genteel notion to have such a gathering?’




  ‘Quite serious,’ he said, ‘I’m disposed to gratify your whims. Isn’t that enough?’




  ‘Then I wish you would gratify me in another. I’m that worried over Verity.’




  ‘What is wrong with her?’




  ‘Ross, she was not meant to be an old maid. She has so much in her warm-like and fond. You know that. Well, it isn’t the life for her, tending Trenwith, looking to the farm

  and the house and caring for Elizabeth and Francis and Elizabeth’s baby and old Aunt Agatha, and caring for the servants and ordering the supplies and teaching the old choir at Sawle Church

  and helping the mine folk. That isn’t what she did ought to be doing.’




  ‘It is precisely what she enjoys doing.’




  ‘Yes, if it was on her own, like, yes. If she was wed and with a home of her own it would make all the difference. Last September month when she was here wi’ us at Nampara she looked

  betterer in no time, but now she’s yellow as a saddle and that thin. How old is she, Ross?’




  ‘Twenty-nine.’




  ‘Well, it is high time something was done.’




  Ross paused and threw a stone at two quarrelling sea gulls. Not far ahead, on the cliff top, were the buildings of Wheal Leisure, open now as a result of years of contriving on his part, open

  and employing fifty-six men and showing a profit.




  ‘You have walked far enough,’ he said. ‘Back now.’




  Obediently she turned. The tide was coming in, eating quietly away at the sand. Every so often a wave would make a larger encroachment and then retreat, leaving a thin fringe of soapy scum to

  mark its limits.




  He said amusedly: ‘Nine months ago you would not have Verity at any price. You thought her an ogre. When I wanted you to meet, you went as stiff as a pit prop. But since you met you have

  never ceased to pester me to find her a husband. Short of going to one of the old witches of Summercourt Fair and buying her a love potion, I know of no way of satisfying you!’




  ‘There’s still Captain Blamey,’ said Demelza.




  He made a gesture of irritation.




  ‘That too I’ve heard. And am growing a little tired of. Leave well alone, my dear.’




  ‘I shall never be wise, Ross,’ she said after a moment. ‘I don’t think I wish to be wise.’




  ‘I don’t want you to be,’ he said, as he lifted her over the wall.




  The following day Verity came. She had caught a bad chill from her wetting of a month ago, but now was well again. She cooed over the baby, said she was like them both and

  like neither of them, heard of Demelza’s schemes for the christening and endorsed them without hesitation, tried valiantly to answer one or two questions Demelza had been afraid to ask Dr

  Choake, and brought out a fine lace christening gown she had made for the child.




  Demelza kissed her and thanked her, and then sat looking at her with such dark serious eyes that Verity broke into one of her rare laughs and asked what was to do.




  ‘Oh, nothing. Will you take some tea?’




  ‘If it is time.’




  Demelza pulled at the tassel by the fireplace. ‘I do naught but drink all day long since Julia came. And I reckon tea’s better than gin.’




  The red-haired, fair-skinned Jinny came in.




  ‘Oh, Jinny,’ Demelza said awkwardly. ‘Would you make us a dish of tea. Nice an’ strong. An’ make the water to boil before you put it on the leaves.’




  ‘Yes, ma’am.’




  ‘I can’t believe that’s me,’ said Demelza when she had gone.




  Verity smiled. ‘Now tell me what’s troubling you.’




  ‘You are, Verity.’




  ‘I? Dear, dear. Say at once how I have offended.’




  ‘Not offended. But if . . . Oh, it is me that will give the offence . . .’




  ‘Until I know the subject I can’t advise you on that.’




  ‘Verity,’ Demelza said. ‘Ross told me once, after I’d been plaguing him for hours, told me about that you’d once been fond of somebody.’




  Verity did not move but the smile on her face became less soft, its curves slightly changed.




  ‘I’m sorry that should trouble you,’ she said.




  Demelza was now too far on to mind her words.




  ‘What’s testing me is whether it was right that you should’ve been kept apart, like.’




  A faint colour was moving in Verity’s sallow cheeks. She’s gone old-maidish and drawn-in, Demelza thought, just like when I first saw her; such a difference, like two people living

  in the same body.




  ‘My dear, I don’t think we can measure the behaviour of others by our own judgments. This is what the world is always at. My . . . father and brother have strong and considered

  principles and they acted on them. Whether it was right or wrong to do so is hardly for us to say. But what is done cannot be undone, and anyway, it is long since buried and almost

  forgot.’




  ‘Did you never hear of him again?’




  Verity got up.




  ‘No.’




  Demelza went and stood beside her.




  ‘I hate it. I hate it,’ she said.




  Verity patted her arm, as if Demelza had been the injured one.




  ‘Will you not tell me about it?’ said Demelza.




  ‘No,’ said Verity.




  ‘Sometimes telling helps – makes it easier, and that.’




  ‘Not now,’ said Verity. ‘Speaking of it now would be . . . digging an old grave.’




  She gave a little shiver of emotion (or distaste) as Jinny brought in the tea.




  That evening Demelza found Jud in the kitchen alone. No one could have told from their behaviour whether these two liked each other or held to an armed neutrality. Jud had never been won over by

  Demelza quite as his wife had been. For long he had felt a grudge that this foundling who had once run at his bidding should now be in a position to order him; but then Jud was sure Fate was cruel

  to him in many ways. Given the choice, he would have preferred Demelza to some coxy-faced madam used to luxury and being waited on all ends.




  ‘Jud,’ said Demelza, taking down the baking board and the flour and the yeast. ‘Jud, do you recollect a Captain Blamey who used to come here to see Miss Verity?’




  ‘Do I just,’ said Jud.




  ‘I must ha’ been here then,’ said the girl, ‘but I don’t recall nothing – anything about it.’




  ‘You was a little small tiddler o’ thirteen,’ Jud said gloomily, ‘an’ kep’ in the kitchen where ye belonged to be. That’s what.’




  ‘I don’t suspect you remember much about it now,’ said the girl.




  ‘No, I don’t know, not I, when I was thur through un all, what next.’




  She began to knead the dough.




  ‘What happened, Jud?’




  He took up a piece of wood and began to whittle it with his knife, blowing a little between his two teeth. His shiny head with its fringe of hair gave him the look of a dissident monk.




  ‘He’d killed his first wife by accident, like, hadn’t he?’ she asked.




  ‘I see ee d’knaw all about un.’




  ‘No, not all. Some, not all, Jud. What happened here?’




  ‘Oh, this Captain Blamey fellow, he was tinkering after Miss Verity for a rare time. Cap’n Ross put’n to meet here when they’d been foiled to meet else, an’ one day

  Mister Francis and ’is fathur – ’im they berred Septemby last – come over and found un in the parlour. Mister Francis called ’im to meet’n outside, and out they

  stamped wi’ them duelling pistols that’s hung by the window. Me they broft in to see fair play, as you’d only expect, as you’d be right to expect; and afore the day was five

  minutes olderer Mister Francis’d shot Captain Blamey and Blamey’d shot Francis. As tidy a bit of work as never you saw.’




  ‘Were they hurt?’




  ‘Not as you’d say ’urted. Blamey’d taken a snick in the hand, and the other ball fetched in Francis’s neck. Twas straight and fair doin’, and Cap’n

  Blamey up on his ’orse and rid away.’




  ‘Have you ever heard tell of him since then, Jud?’




  ‘Not a whisper.’




  ‘Don’t he live at Falmouth?’




  ‘When he’s not to sea.’




  ‘Jud,’ she said, ‘I want for you to do something for me.’




  ‘Eh?’




  ‘The next time Captain Ross rides to see Jim Carter I want you to do something.’




  Jud looked at her with his bloodshot bulldog eyes, old and wary.




  ‘How so?’




  ‘I want for you to ride to Falmouth and ask after Captain Blamey and see if he’s there still and see what he’s doing.’




  There was silence while Jud got up and spat emphatically in the fire. When it had finished sizzling he said:




  ‘Go on with yer mooling, Mrs. Tedn for we to be setting the world in step. Tedn sense, tedn natural, tedn right, tedn safe. I’d as lief bait a bull.’




  He picked up his stick and knife and walked out.




  Demelza gazed after him. She was disappointed but not surprised. And as she looked at the dough, turning it slowly with floured fingers, there was a dark glint in the depths of her glance which

  suggested she was not discouraged.




  





  Chapter Three




  The day of the christening broke fine, and inside Sawle Church the ceremony passed off well before thirty guests, Julia squinting self-consciously when her second cousin, the

  Revd William-Alfred Johns, dripped water on her forehead. Afterwards everyone began to trek back to Nampara, some on horseback, others walking in twos and threes, chatting and enjoying the sun; a

  colourful procession straggling across the scarred countryside and gazed at with curiosity and some awe by the tinners and cottagers as they passed. They were indeed visitors from another

  world.




  The parlour, large and accommodating as it was, was none too spacious for feeding a company of thirty, some of them with hoop skirts and none of them used to being overcrowded.




  Elizabeth and Francis had both come, and with them Geoffrey Charles, three and a half years old, Aunt Agatha, who had not been outside Trenwith grounds for ten years and not on a horse for

  twenty-six, had come over looking disgusted on a very old and docile mare. She’d never ridden side-saddle before in forty-seven years of hunting and she thought it an indignity to begin. Ross

  got her settled in a comfortable chair and brought her a charcoal foot warmer; then he put some rum in her tea, and she soon brightened up and started looking for omens.




  George Warleggan had come, chiefly because Elizabeth had persuaded him. Mrs Teague and three of her unmarried daughters were here to see what was to be seen, and Patience Teague, the fourth,

  because she hoped to meet George Warleggan. John Treneglos and Ruth and old Horace Treneglos were here, variously out of interest in Demelza, spite, and neighbourliness.




  They had also asked Joan Pascoe, daughter of the banker, and with her was a young man called Dwight Enys, who spoke little but looked earnest and likeable.




  Ross watched his young wife doing the honours. He could not but compare Demelza with Elizabeth, who was now twenty-four and certainly no less lovely than she had ever been. At Christmas she had

  been a little piqued by the young Demelza’s success, and today she had taken pains to see if she could rebuild her ascendancy over Ross, a matter that was becoming more important to her than

  it had once been. She was wearing a brocaded dress of crimson velvet, with broad ribbons round the waist and tiers of lace on the sleeves. To anyone with a sense of colour the rich crimson made her

  fairness mesmeric.




  Hers was the loveliness of gracious, aristocratic womanhood, used to leisure and bred to refinement. She came from uncounted generations of small landed gentlefolk. There had been a Chynoweth

  before Edward the Confessor, and, as well as the grace and breeding, she seemed to have in her a susceptibility to fatigue, as if the fine pure blood was flowing a little thin. Against her Demelza

  was the upstart: bred in drunkenness and filth, a waif in a parlour, an urchin climbing on the shoulders of chance to peer into the drawing-rooms of her betters: lusty, crude, unsubtle, all her

  actions and feelings a stage nearer nature. But each of them had something the other lacked.




  The Revd Clarence Odgers, curate of Sawle-with-Grambler, was present in his horsehair wig; Mrs Odgers, a tiny anxious woman who had somehow found room for ten children and spread not an inch in

  the doing, was at talk humbly over the boiled pike on parish problems with William-Alfred’s wife, Dorothy Johns. A group of the younger people at the far end of the table were laughing

  together at Francis’s account of how John Treneglos for a bet had last week ridden his horse up the steps of Werry House and had fallen off into Lady Bodrugan’s lap, all among the

  dogs.




  ‘It’s a lie,’ said John Treneglos robustly above the laughter, and glancing at Demelza to see if she had some attention for the story. ‘A brave and wicked lie. True I

  came unseated for a moment and Connie Bodrugan was there to offer me accommodation, but I was back on the nag in half a minute and was off down the steps before she’d time to finish her

  swearing.’




  ‘And a round cursing you’d get, if I know her ladyship,’ said George Warleggan, fingering his beautiful stock, which failed to hide the shortness of his neck. ‘I’d

  not be astonished if you heard some new ones.’




  ‘Really, my dear,’ said Patience Teague, pretending to be shocked, and looking up at George slantwise through her lashes. ‘Isn’t Lady Bodrugan rather an indelicate

  subject for such a pretty party?’




  There was laughter again, and Ruth Treneglos, from farther along the table, eyed her older sister keenly. Patience was coming out, breaking away as she had done from the dreary autocracy

  of their mother. Faith and Hope, the two eldest, were hopeless old maids now, echoing Mrs Teague like a Greek chorus; Joan, the middle sister, was going the same way.




  ‘Don’t some of our young people dress extravagant these days,’ said Dorothy Johns in an undertone, breaking off her more substantial conversation to look at Ruth.

  ‘I’m sure young Mrs Treneglos must cost her husband a handsome penny in silks. Fortunate that he is able to gratify her taste.’




  ‘Yes, ma’am, I entirely agree, ma’am,’ Mrs Odgers breathed anxiously, fingering her borrowed necklace. Mrs Odgers spent all her time agreeing with someone. It was her

  mission in life. ‘And not as if she had been accustomed to such luxury at home, like. It seems no time at all since my husband christened her. My first came just after.’




  ‘She’s grown quite fat since I saw her last,’ whispered Mrs Teague to Faith Teague, while Prudie clattered the gooseberry pies behind her. ‘And I don’t like her

  dress, do you? Unbecoming for one so recently a matron. Worn with an eye for the men. You can see it.’




  ‘One can understand, of course,’ said Faith Teague to Hope Teague, passing the ball obediently a step downtable, ‘how she appeals to a certain type. She has that sort of full

  bloom that soon fades. Though I must say I’m quite surprised at Captain Poldark. But no doubt they were thrown together . . .’




  ‘What did Faith say?’ said Joan Teague to Hope Teague, waiting her turn.




  ‘Well, she’s a fine little monkey,’ said Aunt Agatha, who was near the head, to Demelza. ‘Let me hold her, bud. Ye’re not afraid I’ll drop her, are you?

  I’ve held and dandled many that’s dead and gone afore ever you was thought of. Chibby, chibby, chibby! There now, she’s smiling at me. Unless it’s wind. Reg’lar little

  Poldark she is. The very daps of her father.’




  ‘Mind,’ said Demelza, ‘she may dribble on your fine gown.’




  ‘It will be a good omen if she do. Here, I have something for you, bud. Hold the brat a moment. Ah! I’ve got the screws today, and the damned jolting that old nag gave me

  didn’t help . . . There. That’s for the child.’




  ‘What is it?’ Demelza asked after a moment.




  ‘Dried rowanberries. Hang ’em on the cradle. Keep the fairies away . . .’




  ‘He hasn’t had the smallpox yet,’ said Elizabeth to Dwight Enys, rubbing her hand gently over the curls of her small son, who was sitting so quietly on his chair beside her.

  ‘I have often wondered whether there is anything in this inoculation, whether it is injurious to a young child.’




  ‘No; not if it is carefully done,’ said Enys, who had been put beside Elizabeth and was taking in little except her beauty. ‘But don’t employ a farmer to give the cowpox.

  Some reliable apothecary.’




  ‘Oh, we are fortunate to have a good one in the district. He’s not here today,’ Elizabeth said.




  The meal came to an end at last, and since the day was so fine people strolled into the garden. As the company spread out Demelza edged her way towards Joan Pascoe.




  ‘Did you say you came from Falmouth, did I hear you say that, Miss Pascoe?’




  ‘Well, I was brought up there, Mrs Poldark. But I live in Truro now.’




  Demelza moved her eyes to see if anyone was within hearing.




  ‘Do you chance to know a Captain Andrew Blamey, Miss Pascoe?’




  Joan Pascoe cooed to the baby.




  ‘I know of him, Mrs Poldark. I have seen him once or twice.’




  ‘Is he still in Falmouth, I wonder?’




  ‘I believe he puts in there from time to time. He’s a seafaring man, you know.’




  ‘I’ve often thought I’d dearly like to go to Falmouth on a visit,’ Demelza said dreamily. ‘It’s a handsome place they say. I wonder when is a good time to see

  all the ships in the harbour.’




  ‘Oh, after a gale, that is the best, when the vessels have run in for shelter. There is room enough for all to ride out the greatest storm.’




  ‘Yes, but I s’pose the packet service runs regular, in and out, just like clockwork. The Lisbon packet they say goes every Tuesday.’




  ‘Oh, no, I think you’re misinformed, ma’am. The Lisbon packet leaves from St Just’s Pool every Friday evening in the winter and every Saturday morning in the summer

  months. The week’s end is the best time to see the regular services.’




  ‘Chibby, chibby, chibby,’ said Demelza to Julia, copying Aunt Agatha and watching the effect. ‘Thank you, Miss Pascoe, for the information.’




  ‘My dear,’ said Ruth Treneglos to her sister Patience, ‘who is this coming down the valley? Can it be a funeral procession? Old Agatha will certainly smell a bad omen

  here.’




  One or two of the others now noticed that fresh visitors were on the way. Headed by a middle-aged man in a shiny black coat, the newcomers threaded their way through the trees on the other side

  of the stream.




  ‘My blessed parliament!’ said Prudie, from the second parlour window. ‘It’s the maid’s father. ’E’s come on the wrong day. Didn ee tell him Wednesday,

  you black worm?’




  Jud looked startled and swallowed a big piece of currant tart. He coughed in annoyance. ‘Wednesday? O’ course I says Wednesday. What for should I tell him Tuesday when I was told to

  tell Wednesday? Tedn my doing. Tedn me you can blame. Shake yer broom ’andle in yer own face!’




  With a sick sensation in the pit of her stomach Demelza too had recognized the new arrivals. Her brain and her tongue froze. She could see disaster and could do nothing to meet it. Even Ross was

  not beside her at this moment but was tending to Great-aunt Agatha’s comfort, opening the french windows for her to sit and view the scene.




  But Ross had not missed the procession.




  They had come in force: Tom Carne himself, big and profoundly solid in his new-found respectability; Aunt Chegwidden Carne, his second wife, bonneted and small-mouthed like a little black hen,

  and behind them four tall gangling youths, a selection from among Demelza’s brothers.




  A silence had fallen on the company. Only the stream bubbled and a bullfinch chirped. The cavalcade reached the plank bridge and came across it with a clomp of hobnailed boots.




  Verity guessed the identity of the new arrivals and she left old Mrs Treneglos and moved to Demelza’s side. She did not know how she could help Demelza unless it was merely by being there,

  but in so far as she could give a lead to Francis and Elizabeth that she meant to do.




  Ross came quickly out of the house, and without appearing to hurry reached the bridge as Tom Carne came over.




  ‘How d’you do, Mr Carne,’ he said, holding out his hand. ‘I am grateful you were able to come.’




  Carne eyed him for a second. It was more than four years since they had met, and then they had smashed up a room before one of them ended in the stream. Two years of reformation had changed the

  older man; his eyes were clearer and his clothing good and respectable. But he still had the same intolerant stare. Ross too had changed in the interval, grown away from his disappointment; the

  content and happiness he had found with Demelza had softened his intolerance, had cloaked his restless spirit in a new restraint.




  Carne, finding no sarcasm, let his hand be taken. Aunt Chegwidden Carne, not in the least overawed, came next, shook his hand, moved on to greet Demelza. As Carne made no attempt to introduce

  the four gangling youths, Ross bowed gravely to them and they, taking their cue from the eldest, touched their forelocks in response. He found a strange comfort in the fact that none of them was

  the least like Demelza.




  ‘We been waiting at the church, maid,’ Carne said grimly to his daughter. ‘Ye said four o’clock and we was there by then. Ye’d no manner of right to do it afore. We

  was besting whether to go ’ome again.’




  ‘I said tomorrow at four,’ Demelza answered him sharply.




  ‘Aye. So yer man said. But twas our right to be ’ere the day of the baptizing, an’ he said the baptizing was for today. Yer own flesh an’ blood ’as more call to be

  beside you at a baptizing than all these ’ere dandical folk.’




  A terrific bitterness welled up in Demelza’s heart. This man, who had beaten all affection out of her in the old days, to whom she had sent a forgiving invitation, had deliberately come on

  another day and was going to shatter her party. All her efforts were in vain, and Ross would be the laughing stock of the district. Already, without looking, she could see the laughter on the faces

  of Ruth Treneglos and Mrs Teague. She could have torn tufts from his thick black beard (showing streaks of grey now beneath the nose and under the curve of the bottom lip); she could have clawed at

  his sober, too-respectable jacket or plastered his thick red-veined nose with earth from her flower beds. With a fixed smile hiding the desolation of her heart she greeted her stepmother and her

  four brothers: Luke, Samuel, William and Bobby: names and faces she had loved in that far-off nightmare life that no longer belonged to her.




  And they, at any rate, were overawed, not least by their sister, whom they remembered a managing drudge and found a well-dressed young woman with a new way of looking and speaking. They grouped

  round her at a respectful distance, answering gruffly her metallic little questions, while Ross, with all that grace and dignity of which he was capable when he chose, was escorting Tom Carne and

  Aunt Chegwidden round the garden, inexorably introducing them to the others. There was a steely politeness in his manner which bolted down the reactions of those who were not used to exchanging

  compliments with the vulgar classes.




  As they went Tom Carne’s eyes grew no more respectful at the show of fashion but harder and more wrathful at the levity these people seemed to consider suitable for a solemn day; and Aunt

  Chegwidden’s mouth pinched itself in like a darned buttonhole as she took in Elizabeth’s flamboyant crimson, Ruth Treneglos’s tight low-cut bodice and Mrs Teague’s rows of

  pearls and richly frizzed wig.




  At last it was over and talk broke out again, though on a subdued note. A tiny wind was getting up, moving among the guests and lifting a ribbon here and a tail coat there.




  Ross motioned to Jinny to carry round port and brandy.




  The more everyone drank the more they would talk, and the more they talked the less of a fiasco it would all be.




  Carne waved away the tray.




  ‘I have no truck wi’ such things,’ he said. ‘Woe unto them that rise up early in the morning that they follow strong drink, that continue until night till wine do inflame

  them! I’ve finished wi’ wickedness and bottledom and set my feet ’pon a rock of righteousness and salvation. Let me see the child, dattur.’




  Stiffly, grimly, Demelza held Julia out for inspection.




  ‘My first was bigger than this,’ said Mrs Chegwidden Carne, breathing hard over the baby. ‘Warn’t he, Tom? Twelve month old he’ll be August month. A ’andsome

  little fellow he be, though tis my own.’




  ‘What’s amiss wi’ ’er forehead?’ Carne asked. ‘Have ee dropped ’ur?’




  ‘It was in the birth,’ Demelza said angrily. Julia began to cry.




  Carne rasped his chin. ‘I trust ye picked her godparents safe and sure. Twas my notion to be one myself.’




  Near the stream the Teague girls tittered among themselves, but Mrs Teague was on her dignity, drawing down her eyelids in their side-slant shutter fashion.




  ‘A calculated insult,’ she said, ‘to bring in a man and a woman of that type and to introduce them. It is an affront set upon us by Ross and his kitchen slut. It was

  against my judgment that I ever came!’




  But her youngest daughter knew better. This was no part of any plan but was a mischance she might put to good use. She took a glass from Jinny’s tray and sidled behind her sister’s

  back up to George Warleggan.




  ‘Do you not think,’ she whispered, ‘that we are remiss in straying so far from our host and hostess? I have been to few christenings so I do not know the etiquette, but manners

  would suggest . . .’




  George glanced into the slightly oriental green eyes. He had always held the Teagues in private contempt, an exaggerated form of the mixed respect and patronage he felt for the Poldarks and the

  Chynoweths and all those gentlefolk whose talent for commerce was in inverse rate to the length of their pedigrees. They might affect to despise him but he knew that some of them in their hearts

  already feared him. The Teagues were almost beneath his notice, maleless, twittering, living on three per cents and a few acres of land. But since her marriage Ruth had developed so rapidly that he

  knew he must reassess her. She, like Ross among the Poldarks, was of harder metal.




  ‘Such modesty is to be expected in one so charming, ma’am,’ he said, ‘but I know no more of christenings than you. Do you not think it safest to consult one’s own

  interests and follow where they lead?’




  A burst of laughter behind them greeted the end of an anecdote Francis had been telling John Treneglos and Patience Teague.




  Ruth said in an exaggerated whisper: ‘I think you should behave more seemly, Francis, if we are not to have a reprimand. The old man is looking our way.’




  Francis said: ‘We are safe yet. The wild boar always raises its hackles before it comes to the charge.’ There was another laugh. ‘You, girl,’ he said to Jinny as she

  passed near, ‘is that more of the canary you have? I will take another glass. You’re a nice little thing; where did Captain Poldark find you?’




  The stress was almost unconscious, but Ruth’s laugh left no doubt of the way she took it. Jinny flushed up to the roots of her hair.




  ‘I’m Jinny Carter, sur. Jinny Martin that was.’




  ‘Yes, yes.’ Francis’s expression changed slightly. ‘I remember now. You worked at Grambler for a time. How is your husband?’




  Jinny’s face cleared. ‘Nicely, sur, thank you, so far as – so far as . . .’




  ‘So far as you know. I trust the time will pass quickly for you both.’




  ‘Thank you, sur.’ Jinny curtsied, still red, and moved on.




  ‘You are taking small interest in your goddaughter, Francis,’ Ruth said, anxious to turn him away from his squireish mood. ‘The infant is getting well quizzed in your absence.

  I’m sure she would appreciate a sup of canary.’




  ‘They say all the vulgars are brought up on gin,’ said Patience Teague. ‘And look no worse for it. I was reading but the other day how many, I forget how many, million gallons

  of gin was drunk last year.’




  ‘Not all by babies, Sister,’ said Treneglos.




  ‘Well, no doubt they will sometimes take ale for a change,’ said Patience.




  This had all been watched though not heard by Tom Carne. He turned his sharp obstinate eyes on Mrs Carne.




  ‘Thur’s ungodliness ’ere, Wife,’ he said through his beard. ‘Tis no proper place for a cheeil. Tis no fitty company to attend on a baptizing. I suspicioned no less.

  Women wi’ their wanton clothes and young princocks strutting between ’em, drinkin’ and jesting. Tis worse’n ye d’see in Truro.’




  His wife hunched up her shoulders. Her conviction was of longer standing and was by nature less belligerent. ‘We must pray for ’em, Tom. Pray for ’em all, and your own darter

  among ’em. Maybe there’ll come a day when they’ll see the light.’




  Julia would not be quieted, so Demelza seized the excuse to take her indoors. She was in a despairing mood.




  She knew that however the day might turn now it was a black failure to her. Full-flavoured meat for the gossips. Well, let it come. There was nothing more she could do. She had tried to be one

  of them and failed. She would never try again. Let them all go home, ride off at once, so that she might have done with everything. Only that she might be left alone.




  A few moments after she had gone Ruth succeeded in edging her friends within earshot of Tom Carne.




  ‘For my part,’ she said, ‘I have no care for liquor unless it be brandy or port; I like a good heavy drink, soft to the taste and no bite until it is well down. Don’t you

  agree, Francis?’




  ‘You remind me of Aunt Agatha,’ he said. ‘The conceits of a woman of discretion.’




  There was another laugh, against Ruth this time.




  They were passing by Tom Carne and he stepped forward, playing exactly into Ruth’s hands.




  ‘One of ye be the cheeil’s godfather?’




  Francis bowed slightly. Viewed from behind there seemed a hint of satire in the way the rising wind twisted his coat-tails.




  ‘I am.’




  Tom Carne stared at him.




  ‘By what right?’




  ‘Eh?’




  ‘By what right do ye stand for the cheeil at the seat of righteousness?’




  Francis had won heavily at the faro tables last night and he felt indulgent.




  ‘Because I was so invited.’




  ‘Invited?’ said Carne. ‘Aye, mebbe you were invited. But are ee saved?’




  ‘Saved?’




  ‘Aye, saved.’




  ‘Saved from what?’




  ‘From the Devil and damnation.’




  ‘I haven’t had any communication on the point.’




  John Treneglos guffawed.




  ‘Well, that’s where ye’re at fault, mister,’ said Carne. ‘Them as has paid no heed to God’s call has no doubt hearkened to the Devil’s. Tes one or the

  other for all of we. There’s no betwixt an’ between. Tes Heaven an’ all the angels or hell-fire an’ the brimstone pit!’




  ‘We have a preacher among us,’ said George Warleggan.




  Mrs Carne pulled at her husband’s sleeve. Although she professed to despise the gentry she had not Carne’s genuine contempt for them. She knew that, outside the small circle of their

  own meeting-house, people like this ruled the material world. ‘Come away, Tom,’ she said. ‘Leave ’em be. They’re in the valley o’ the shadow, and nought will

  move ’em.’




  Ross, who had gone with Demelza into the house to try to encourage her to face it out, came again to the front door. The wind was gusty. He saw the argument and at once moved towards it.




  Carne had thrown off his wife’s arm.




  ‘Four years ago,’ he was proclaiming in a voice which carried all over the garden, ‘I was a sinner against God and served the Devil in fornication an’ drunkenness. Nay,

  there was the smell of sulphur ’pon me an’ I was nigh to Hell. But the Lord showed me a great light and turned me to salvation, an’ joy an’ glory. But them as has not laid

  hold o’ the blessing and is living in wickedness an’ unrighteousness has no call or sanction to stand before the Lord to answer for a puking cheeil.’




  ‘I hope you find yourself rebuked, Francis,’ said Ruth.




  Francis refused to be provoked.




  ‘For my part,’ he said, eyeing Carne, ‘I am a little perplexed at this sharp division of the sheep and the goats, though I know it is often done by people of your complexion.

  What is the hallmark of the change? Are we of different flesh, you and I, that death should bring you a golden crown and me a seat in Hell’s cockpit? Who’s to say that you are a better

  keeper of the brat’s religion than I? I ask you that in genuine inquiry. You say you are saved. You say it. But what’s to prove it? What is to hinder me from saying that I

  am Grand Vizier and Keeper of the Seven Seals? What is to prevent me from running round and announcing I am saved, mine is the Kingdom and yours the damnation: I’m going to

  Heaven, you go to Hell!’




  John Treneglos broke into a huge gust of laughter. Carne’s fleshy dogmatic face was purpled up and spotty with anger.




  ‘Leave un be,’ said Mrs Carne sharply, dragging at him again. ‘Tis the Devil himself temptin’ of ee, to vain argument.’




  The christening guests, as if under the pull of a magnet, had all drawn in towards this noisy focal point.




  Ross came up behind the group.




  ‘The wind is rising,’ he said. ‘The ladies would be better indoors. Perhaps you would help Aunt Agatha, Francis?’ He made a gesture towards the old lady who, with an

  ancient instinct for trouble, had left her window seat and was tottering unaided across the lawn.




  ‘Nay,’ said Carne. ‘I’ll not be under the same roof wi’ such evil thoughts.’ He stared sharply at Ruth. ‘Cover yer breast, woman, tis shameful an’

  sinful. Women ha’ been whipped in the streets for less.’




  There was an awful pause.




  ‘Damn your insolence!’ Ruth snapped back, flushing. ‘If – if there’s whipping to be done it’s you that’ll get it. John! Did you hear what he

  said!’




  Her husband, whose mind was not agile and, being set to see the funny side, had at first seen no further, now swallowed a guffaw.




  ‘You impudent splatty old pig!’ he said. ‘D’you know who you’re speaking to? Make an apology to Mrs Treneglos at once, or, damme, I’ll have your coat off your

  back!’




  Carne spat on the grass. ‘If the truth do offend then it edn the truth that’s at fault. Woman’s place is to be clothed modest an’ decent. not putting out lures for men,

  shameless an’ brazen. If she was my wife, by Jakes—’




  Ross stepped sharply between them and caught Treneglos’s arm. For a moment he stared into the flushed angry face of his neighbour.




  ‘My dear John. A common brawl! With all these ladies present!’




  ‘Look to your own business, Ross! The fellow is insufferable—’




  ‘Leave him come,’ said Carne. ‘Tes two year since I was in the ring, but I’ve a mind to show ’im a trick or two. If the Lord—’




  ‘Come away, Tom,’ said Mrs Carne. ‘Come away, Tom.’




  ‘But it is my business, John,’ said Ross, still staring at Treneglos. ‘You are both my guests, never forget. And I couldn’t permit you to strike my

  father-in-law.’




  There was a moment’s stunned silence, as if, although they knew the truth, the mere statement of it had shocked and quieted them all.




  John tried to wrench his arm out of Ross’s grip. He didn’t succeed. His face got still pinker.




  ‘Naturally,’ said Ruth, ‘Ross would wish to support one who has connived at all his schemes all along.’




  ‘Naturally,’ said Ross, releasing the arm, ‘I would wish to be on agreeable terms with my neighbours, but not at the price of allowing a brawl before my front door. The ladies

  don’t like torn shirts and bloody noses.’ He looked at Ruth and at the little pink spots showing through her make-up. ‘At least, some of ’em do not.’




  Ruth said: ‘It is quite strange, Ross, how you look upon things since you married. I don’t think you were lacking in all courtesy before. I hesitate to think what influence can have

  been at work to turn you out so boorish.’




  ‘I want an apology,’ Treneglos shouted. ‘My wife was grossly insulted by that man, father-in-law or no! Damme, if he was of my own status, I’d call him out for what he

  said! Would you swallow such impudence, Ross? Lord save us, you’d be the last! Rot an’ perish me if I’ll be content—’




  ‘The truth’s the truth!’ Carne snapped. ‘An’ blasphemy don’t aid un to be anything other—’




  ‘Hold your tongue, man!’ Ross turned on him. ‘If we want your opinions we’ll invite ’em at a proper time.’ While Carne was speechless, he turned back to

  Treneglos. ‘Modes and manners vary with the breed, John; those with the same code can speak the same language. Will you allow me as host to apologize for such offence as this may have given

  you or your wife?’




  Hesitating, a little mollified, John flexed his arm and grunted and glanced at the girl at his side. ‘Well, Ross, you spit it out well enough. I have no wish to go against that. If Ruth

  feels—’




  Outmanoeuvred, Ruth said: ‘I confess I should have taken it better at an earlier stage. Naturally if Ross wishes to protect his new relative . . . Some allowance must be made for those who

  know no better by those who do.’




  A sudden wail from nearby caused them all to turn. Aunt Agatha, neglected in the quarrel, had made fair speed across the grass, but just when she was nearing her quarry a mischievous gust had

  caught her. They saw a barely recognizable old lady crowned with a scum of grey hair, while a purple bonnet and a wig bowled along towards the stream. Francis and one or two of the others at once

  went in pursuit. Following them, floating down the wind, came a stream of curses from a Carolinian world none of the others had known. Even the Dowager Lady Bodrugan could not have done better.




  An hour later Ross went upstairs to find Demelza lying in a sort of dry-eyed grief on the bed. All the guests had amiably gone, by foot or on horseback, clinging to hats;

  skirts and coat-tails flying in the wind.




  Demelza had helped to see them off, smiling with fixed politeness until the last had turned his back. Then she had muttered an excuse and fled.




  Ross said: ‘Prudie is looking for you. We didn’t know where you were. She wants to know what is to be done with some of the foodstuffs.’




  She did not answer.




  ‘Demelza.’




  ‘Oh, Ross,’ she said, ‘I am in a sore state.’




  He sat on the edge of the bed. ‘Never worry about it, my dear.’




  ‘It will be the talk of the district. Ruth Treneglos an’ all the other Teagues will see to that.’




  ‘What is there to fret about? Tittle tattle. If they have nothing better to do than prate . . .’




  ‘I am that grieved. I thought I would show ’em that I was a fit wife for you, that I could wear fine clothes and behave genteel an’ not disgrace you. An’ instead they

  will all ride home snickering behind their hands. “Have you not heard about Cap’n Poldark’s wife, the kitchen wench . . .” Oh, I could die!’




  ‘Which would displease us all much more than a brush with John Treneglos.’ He put his hand on her ankle. ‘This is but the first fence, child. We have had a check. Well, we can

  try again. Only a faint heart would give up the race so soon.’




  ‘So you think I am a faint heart.’ Demelza withdrew her foot, feeling irrationally irritated with him. She knew that, of all the people this afternoon, Ross had come out best. She

  faintly resented it because she felt that no one who cared could have been so unruffled; and because of this she resented his manner now, seeing in it more patronage than sympathy, disliking for

  the first time his use of the word ‘child,’ as if it spoke more of condescension than love.




  And at the back of everything was Elizabeth. Elizabeth had scored today. She had looked so beautiful, so poised and graceful, standing in the background, taking no part in the squabble. She had

  been content to be there. Her existence was enough, just her as a contrast, as an example of all Ross’s wife was not. All the time he was sitting here, patting her foot and idly consoling

  her, he would be thinking of Elizabeth.




  ‘The old man’s Methodism,’ said Ross, ‘was grafted on a well-established tree. Moderation is not in him. I wonder what Wesley would say.’




  ‘Jud was at fault for ever telling ’em there was to be two parties,’ Demelza cried. ‘I could kill ’im for that!’




  ‘My dear, in a week it will all be forgot and no one the worse. And tomorrow we have the Martins and the Daniels and Joe and Betsy Triggs and Will Nanfan and all the others. They will need

  no prompting to enjoy themselves and will jig on the lawns; and do not forget the travelling players are coming to give a play.’




  Demelza turned over on her face.




  ‘I cannot go on, Ross,’ she said, her voice remote and muffled. ‘Send ’em all back word. I have done my most, and that is not enough. Maybe it’s my own fault for

  takin’ pride in pretending to be what I never can be. Well, it’s over now. I cannot face any more. I ha’n’t the heart.’




  





  Chapter Four




  Three days before the christening there had been a stormy meeting of the Wheal Leisure venturers at which Ross and Dr Choake had again got at loggerheads, Ross being all for

  development – Choake called it gambling – and Choake for consolidation – Ross called it obstruction – and the argument had ended by Ross’s offering to purchase

  Choake’s share of the mine for three times what he had put in. With great dignity Choake had accepted, so the morning after the christening Ross rode in to Truro to see his banker about

  raising the money.




  Harris Pascoe, a little ageless man with steel spectacles and a stammer, confirmed the view that the mortgage on Nampara could be raised to cover it, but thought the purchase fantastically

  unbusinesslike at the price. Copper was at seventy-one now, and no one knew where it would end. There was a good deal of bitterness felt for the smelting companies, but what could you expect when

  often the metal had to lie idle for months before a buyer could be found? Ross liked Harris Pascoe and saw no point in arguing his own side of the case.
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