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  Book One




  





  Chapter One




  In August 1790 three men rode along the mule track past Grambler Mine and made towards the straggling cottages at the end of the village. It was evening and the sun had just

  set; clouds had been driven up the sky by a westerly breeze and were beginning to flush with the afterglow. Even the mine chimneys, from which no smoke had issued for best part of two years, took

  on a matured mellow colour in the evening light. In a hole in the taller of the two, pigeons were nesting, and their flapping wings beat against the wider silence as the men passed. A half dozen

  ragged children were playing with a homemade swing suspended between two of the sheds, and some women standing at the doors of cottages, hands on elbows., watched the horsemen ride by.




  They were soberly dressed, respectable riders in a clerkish black, and they sat their horses with an air of importance; not many such were seen nowadays in this half-derelict, half-deserted

  village which had come into being and had existed solely to serve the mine and which, now that the mine was dead, was itself perishing of a slower decay. It seemed that the men were going to pass

  right through – as might have been expected – but at the last one nodded his head and they reined in their horses at a more dejected-looking shack than anything they had yet seen. It

  was a one-story cob hut with an old iron pipe for a chimney and a roof patched and re-patched with sacking and driftwood; and at its open door on an upturned box sat a bowlegged man sharpening a

  piece of wood. He was under the average height, strongly built, but getting up in years. He wore old riding boots bound with string, yellow pigskin breeches, a dirty grey flannel shirt which had

  lost one sleeve at the elbow, and a stiff black leather waistcoat, whose pockets bulged with worthless odds and ends. He was whistling almost soundlessly, but when the men got down from their

  horses he unpursed his lips and looked at them with wary bloodshot eyes; his knife hung over the stick while he sized them up.




  The leader, a tall emaciated man with eyes so close together as to suggest a cast, said:




  ‘Good day. Is your name Paynter?’




  The knife slowly lowered itself. The bowlegged man put up a dirty thumbnail and scratched the shiniest spot on his bald head.




  ‘Mebbe.’




  The other made a gesture of impatience. ‘Come, man. You’re either Paynter or you’re not. It’s not a subject on which there can be two opinions.’




  ‘Well, I aren’t so sure ’bout that. Folk is too free with other folk’s names. Mebbe there can be two opinions. Mebbe there can be three. It all depend what you

  d’want me for.’




  ‘It is Paynter,’ said one of the men behind. ‘Where’s your wife, Paynter?’




  ‘Gone Marasanvose. Now if you be wanting she . . .’




  ‘My name is Tankard,’ said the first man sharply. ‘I’m an attorney acting for the Crown in the coming case of Rex versus Poldark. We want to ask you a few questions,

  Paynter. This is Blencowe, my clerk and Garth, an interested party. Will you lead the way inside?’




  Jud Paynter’s wrinkled teak-coloured face took on a look of injured innocence, but under this conventional defence there was a glint of genuine alarm.




  ‘What are ee coming troubling me for? I said all I had to say afore magistrates, an’ that were nothing. ’Ere I am, living a Christian life like St Peter himself, sitting before

  his own front door interfering with no one. Leave me be.’




  ‘The law must take its course,’ said Tankard, and waited for Jud to get up.




  After a minute, glancing suspiciously from one face to the other, Jud led the way inside. They seated themselves in the shadowy hut, Tankard staring distastefully about and lifting his coattails

  to avoid the litter as he sat down. None of the visitors had delicate noses, but Blencowe, a pasty, stooping little man, looked back wistfully at the sweet evening outside.




  Jud said: ‘I don’t know nothing about’n. You’re barking up the wrong door.’




  ‘We have reason to believe,’ said Tankard, ‘that your deposition before the examining justice was false in every particular. If—’




  ‘You’ll pardon me,’ said Garth in an undertone. ‘Perhaps you’d be letting me speak to Paynter for a minute or two, Mr Tankard. You remember I said, afore we came

  in, that there’s more ways . . .’




  Tankard folded his thin arms. ‘Oh, very well.’




  Jud turned his bulldog eyes upon his new adversary. He thought he had seen Garth before, riding through the village or some such. Snooping perhaps.




  Garth said in a conversational, friendly tone: ‘I understand you were Captain Poldark’s servant at one time, you and your wife, for a great many years and for his father afore

  him?’




  ‘Mebbe.’




  ‘And after working faithful for him all those years you were suddenly put off, turned from the house without a word of warning.’




  ‘Ais. Tweren’t right or proper, I’ll say that.’




  ‘It is said, mind you, this is but hearsay, y’understand, that he treated you shameful afore you left – for some fancied misdeed – used his horsewhip and near drowned you

  under the pump. Would that be so?’




  Jud spat on the floor and showed his two great teeth.




  ‘That’s against the law,’ interposed Tankard, squinting down his long thin nose. ‘Offences against the person: common assault and battery. You could have proceeded,

  Paynter.’




  ‘And it can’t have been the first time, I’ll wager,’ said Garth.




  ‘No, nor it wasn’t either,’ Jud said after a minute, sucking at his teeth.




  ‘People who ill-treat faithful servants don’t deserve them these days,’ said Garth. ‘There’s a new spirit abroad. Every man is as good as his neighbour. Look what

  be happening in France.’




  ‘Ais, I d’know all about that,’ said Jud, and then stopped. It wouldn’t do to let these prying busybodies into the secret of his visits to Roscoff. All the time this

  Poldark stuff might be a blind to trap him into other admissions.




  ‘Blencowe,’ said Tankard. ‘Have you the brandy? We could all do with a tot, and no doubt Paynter will join us.’




  . . . The afterglow faded, and the shadows in the littered hut grew darker.




  ‘Take it from me,’ said Garth, ‘the aristocracy is finished. Their day is over. Common men will be coming into their rights. And one of their rights is not to be treated worse

  than dogs, not to be used as slaves. D’you understand the law, Mr Paynter?’




  ‘The Englishman’s house is his castle,’ said Jud. ‘And habeas corpse, and thou shalt not move thy neigbbour’s landmark.’




  ‘When there’s trouble at law,’ said Garth, ‘like what there was here in January, it’s often hard for the law to act like it should. So it acts as best it may. And

  when there’s riot and wrecking and robbery and suchlike, it says nothing about those who follow if so be as it can lay hold on those who lead is plain to be seen.’




  ‘Mebbe.’




  ‘No mebbe about it. But reliable evidence is hard to come by. Evidence of responsible men like yourself . . . And, mind you, if the law sees it cannot prove a case against the ringleader,

  then it will look further and smoke out the lesser men. That’s the truth of it, Mr Paynter, as sure as I’m sitting here; so it’s best for all that the right man should stand in

  the assizes.’




  Jud picked up his glass and set it down again, it being empty; Blencowe hastily proffered the brandy bottle. There was a comfortable bobbling sound as Jud upended it.




  ‘I don’t see why for you d’come to me, when I wasn’t there at all,’ he said, caution still uppermost. ‘A man can’t see farther’n he can

  blaw.’




  ‘Listen, Paynter,’ said Tankard, ignoring Garth’s warning sign. ‘We know a great deal more than you think. These inquiries have been in train for near on seven months. It

  would be better for you if you made a clean breast of it all.’




  ‘Clean breast indeed—’




  ‘We know that you actively co-operated with Poldark on the morning of the wreck. We know you were on the beach all through the rioting of that day and the following night. We know you

  played a leading part in resisting the officers of the Crown when one was seriously injured, and in many ways you are as culpable as your master—’




  ‘I never ’eard sich loitch in all me life! Me? I was never nearer the wreck nor what I am now—’




  ‘But as Garth explained, we’re willing to overlook this if you will turn King’s evidence. We’ve a weight of testimony against this man Poldark, but wish to make it

  stronger. It’s plain you owe him no loyalty. Why, on your own showing he’s treated you shamefully! Come, man, it’s common sense to tell us the truth, as well as your common

  duty.’




  With some dignity Jud got to his feet.




  ‘Also,’ said Garth, ‘we’d make it worth your while.’




  Jud pivoted thoughtfully on his heel and slowly sat down again. ‘Eh?’




  ‘Not official, of course. It wouldn’t do to come official. But there’s other ways.’




  Jud stretched his head to peer out through the door. There was no sign of Prudie. It was always the same when she went to see her cousin. He looked sidelong at each of the men in the hut, as if

  he might weigh up their intentions unnoticed.




  ‘What other ways?’




  Garth took out his pouch and rattled it. ‘The Crown’s out for a conviction. The Crown’s to pay for the right information, like. Strictly on the quiet, of course. Strictly

  between friends. Like offering a reward for an arrest, as you might say. Isn’t it, Mr Tankard? Nothing different from that.’




  Tankard did not speak. Jud got his glass and sucked up the rest of the brandy.




  Almost under his breath he said: ‘First threatenings an’ now bribery. Bribery as I’m alive! Money for Judas, I reckon they’m thinking. Stand up in a court o’ law

  agin an old friend. Worse’n Judas, for he did it on the quiet like. An’ for what? Thirty bits o’ silver. An’ I’m reckoning they wouldn’t offer me that much.

  They’d want for me to do un for twenty or ten. Tedn reasonable, tedn proper, tedn Christian, tedn right.’




  There was a short pause.




  ‘Ten guineas down and ten guineas after the trial,’ said Garth.




  ‘Ha!’ said Jud. ‘Just what I thought.’




  ‘It’s possible it could be raised to fifteen.’




  Jud got up, but slowly this time, sucked his teeth and tried to whistle, but his lips were dry. He hitched up his breeches and two fingers went into a waistcoat pocket for a pinch of snuff.




  ‘Tesn’t fair to come on a man like this,’ he grumbled. ‘Me head’s goin’ round like a trool. Come again in a month.’




  ‘The assizes are fixed for early September.’




  Tankard also got up. ‘We shouldn’t require a long deposition,’ he said. ‘Just a few sentences covering the main facts as you know them – and an undertaking to

  repeat them at the appropriate time.’




  ‘An’ what would I say?’ asked Jud.




  ‘The truth, of course, as you can swear to it.’




  Garth interrupted hastily: ‘The truth, of course, but maybe we could guide you as to what we most want, like. It is the assault upon the soldiers that we’re wishing to have witness

  of. That was on the night of the seventh–eighth of January. You were on the beach at the time, weren’t you, Mr Paynter? No doubt you saw the whole incident.’




  Jud looked old and wary. ‘Naw . . . Don’t remember nothing ’bout that, now.’




  ‘It might be worth twenty guineas if so be as your memory came round to it.’




  ‘Twenty now and twenty after?’




  ‘. . . Yes.’




  ‘Tes worth all o’ that for such a big story.’




  ‘It’s the truth we want, man,’ said Tankard impatiently. ‘Were you or were you not a witness of the assault?’




  Garth put his pouch upon a rickety old three-legged table which had once belonged to Joshua Poldark. He began to count out twenty gold coins.




  ‘What,’ said Jud, staring at the money, ‘when that there soldier got his head cleaved open, an’ all the rest of ’em was pushed off of Hendrawna Beach fasterer than

  what they came on. I laffed at that. Didn’ I laff! Was that what you was meaning?’




  ‘Of course. And Captain Poldark’s part in it.’




  Shadows were filling the hut with the approach of night. The clink of coins had a liquid sound, and it seemed for a moment as if all the light that was left lingered over the dull gold island of

  the guineas.




  ‘Why,’ said Jud, swallowing, ‘I reckon I mind that well enough. Though I took no part in it myself, see. I was – thereabouts all the time.’ He hesitated and spat.

  ‘Why didn’t you tell me you was meaning that all along?’




  The following day a young woman on a horse went through Grambler in the other direction, passed Sawle Church, skirted Trenwith and presently began to go down the steep track

  into Trevaunance Cove. She was a dark young woman, a little above average in height, dressed in a close-fitting blue riding habit, a pale blue bodice and a small tricorn hat. Connoisseurs would

  have disagreed as to whether she was beautiful, but few men would have passed her without a second glance.




  Leaving the smelting works, whose ochreous fumes had blighted the vegetation of the cove, she rode up the other side to where Place House, squat and solid against wind and storm, brooded over

  the sea. As she got down it was plain that the young woman was nervous. Her gloved fingers fumbled with the bridle of her horse, and when a groom came out to hold him she stumbled over what she had

  to say.




  ‘Sir John Trevaunance, ma’am? I’ll ask if he be in. What name shall I say?’




  ‘Mistress Poldark.’




  ‘Mistress Poldark. Er – yes, ma’am.’ Did she imagine the slight glance of added interest? ‘Will you come this way, please.’




  She was shown into a warm little morning room from which a conservatory led off, and after sitting pulling at the fingers of her gloves for a few minutes she heard footsteps returning, and a

  manservant came to say Sir John was in and would see her.




  He was in a long room like a study, overlooking the sea. She was relieved to find him alone except for a great boar hound that crouched at his feet. She found him, too, less imposing than

  she’d feared, being of a figure not much taller than herself, and ruddy-complexioned and rather jovial about the eyes and jowl.




  He said: ‘Your servant, ma’am. Will you take a seat.’




  He waited until she had chosen the edge of a chair and then sat at his desk again. For a minute she kept her eyes down, knowing he was looking her over and accepting the scrutiny as part of the

  necessary ordeal.




  He said warily: ‘I haven’t had the pleasure before.’




  ‘No . . . You know my husband well . . .’




  ‘Of course. We’ve been associated in business until . . . recently.’




  ‘Ross was very grieved to give up the association. He was always that proud of it.’




  ‘Hrrrm! Circumstances were too much for us, ma’am. Nobody’s fault. We all lost money in the transaction.’




  She looked up, and saw that his scrutiny had gratified him. It was one of the few comforting factors in Demelza’s excursions into society, this faculty she had of pleasing men. She did not

  see it yet as power, only as a buttress to faltering courage. She knew that her visit here was irregular by any standards of etiquette – and he must know it as well.




  From where they were sitting they could both see the smoke across the bay from the smelting works, and after a moment he said rather stiffly:




  ‘As you – hrrm – no doubt know, the company has been re-formed – under new management. It was a blow for us all when the concern failed, but y’understand how I was

  placed. The buildings were on my land – indeed under my very nose – I’d sunk more capital than anyone in the concern, and it would’ve been crazy to let ’em rot away in

  idleness. The opportunity came to obtain fresh capital and it was only common sense to take it. I trust Captain Poldark understands how it was.’




  ‘I’m sure he does,’ said Demelza. ‘I’m sure he’d only wish you well with any new venture – even if he wasn’t able to partake in it

  himself.’




  Sir John’s eyes flickered. ‘Kind of you to say so. As yet we barely meet expenses, but I think that will improve. Can I offer you some refreshments A glass of canary,

  perhaps?’




  ‘No, thank you . . . ’ She hesitated. ‘But p’raps I should like a glass of port if twouldn’t be putting you out.’




  With an ironical eyebrow Sir John rose and pulled the bell. Wine was brought and polite conversation made while it was drunk. They talked of mines and cows and carriages and the broken summer.

  Demelza grew easier in manner and Sir John less wary.




  ‘To tell the truth,’ said Demelza, ‘I think it is the caudly weather that’s making trouble with all the animals. We have a fine cow called Emma; two weeks ago she was

  yielding rich, but now the milk’s gone into her horn. Same with another, though that was not so surprising—’




  ‘I’ve a fine Hereford, worth a mint of money,’ Sir John said. ‘Calved only for the second time two days ago and now sick and ill with a paraplegia. Had the cow doctor,

  Phillips, over five times. It will break my heart if I have to lose her.’




  ‘Is the calf safe?’




  ‘Oh yes, but it was a bad time. And afterwards Minta not able to stand. Something is amiss with her teeth too – loose in the jaw – and a sort of separation to the joints of her

  tail. Phillips is completely defeated, and my own man no better.’




  ‘I mind when I lived at Illuggan,’ said Demelza, ‘there was a case like that there. The parson’s cow was taken ill with just that sort of complaint. And after calving

  too.’




  ‘Did he find the cure?’




  ‘Yes, sir, he found the cure.’




  ‘What was it?’




  ‘Well it wouldn’t be for me to say whether the parson did right, would it? He wasn’t above calling in an old woman, called Meggy Dawes – she lived just over the stream, I

  remember. A rare hand at curing warts and the King’s Evil. Once, a boy went to her with a kenning on the eye. It was a bad one, but no sooner did she—’




  ‘But about the cow, ma’am.’




  ‘Oh yes. Is she to be seen, Sir John? I’d dearly like to see her to be sure if it is just the same complaint as in the parson’s cow.’




  ‘I’ll take you to her myself, if you’ll be so good. Another glass of port to sustain you?’




  A few minutes later they made their way across the cobbled yard at the back of the house and into the shippon where the cow lay. Demelza noticed the massive stonework of the outhouses and wished

  they were hers. The cow lay upon her side, her soft brown eyes mournful but uncomplaining. A man rose from a wooden seat and stood respectfully by the door.




  Demelza bent to examine the cow – with a professionalism of manner that came from her seven years at Nampara, not at all from her Illuggan childhood. The animal’s legs were paralysed

  – and her tail had a curious disjointed appearance about halfway along its length.




  Demelza said: ‘Yes. It is exactly the same. Meggy Dawes called it Tail-Shot.’




  ‘And the cure?’




  ‘It is her cure, mind you, not mine.’




  ‘Yes, yes, I follow that.’




  Demelza passed the tip of her tongue over her lips. ‘She said to slit open the tail here, about a foot from the end where the joint has slipped, and put in a well-salted onion – then

  bind it in place with some coarse tape – keep it there about a week, then leave off the tape. Only a little food once a day, and a cordial made of equal parts of rosemary, juniper berries and

  cardamon seeds without their hulks. I remember well. That’s what she said.’




  Demelza glanced experimentally at the baronet. Sir John was chewing his bottom lip.




  ‘Well,’ he said, ‘I’ve never heard of the cure, but then the disease is rare too. You are the first person who seems to have encountered it before. Damme, I’ve a

  mind to try it. What do you say, Lyson?’




  ‘Tis better’n seeing the animal suffer, sir.’




  ‘Exactly what I feel. I have heard that these old women are wonders when it comes to the lesser-known distempers. Could you repeat the instructions to my man, Mrs Poldark?’




  ‘With pleasure.’ After a minute or two they walked back across the yard and into the house.




  Sir John said: ‘I trust Captain Poldark is keeping in good heart over his coming trial.’




  As soon as he spoke he regretted having been so incautious. One felt that she had deliberately avoided this subject, so putting on him the onus of mentioning it. But she did not take up the case

  as passionately as he had feared.




  ‘Well of course we’re very unhappy about it. I worry more than he does.’




  ‘It will soon be here and over now, and a good chance of acquittal, I think.’




  ‘D’you really think so, Sir John? That comforts me greatly. You’ll be in Bodmin yourself during the assizes?’




  ‘Um? Um? Well, that I don’t know. Why do you ask?’




  ‘I have heard tell there is to be an election during September, and with the assizes on the sixth I thought you might by chance be there.’




  ‘You mean to help my brother? Oh he’s well able to look after his seat.’ The baronet glanced without trust at her composed face as they re-entered the big room he used as an

  office. It wasn’t easy to guess what she was thinking. ‘Even if I was in the town I should have too much in hand to attend the court. Besides, with respect, ma’am, I

  shouldn’t wish to see an old friend in distress. Shall wish him well, of course – but no one wants to seek entertainment in the spectacle.’




  ‘We’ve heard tell there are to be two judges,’ she said.




  ‘Oh, not two to the case. Two will share the assize between ’em, I expect. Wentworth Lister is not an ill fellow, though it’s years since we met. You’ll have a fair

  trial, be sure of that. British justice will see to it.’ The boar hound had come across, and he took a sweet biscuit from a drawer and gave it to the dog.




  ‘It is fair puzzling to me,’ said Demelza, ‘how a man – a judge – can come down all the way from upcountry and listen to a case and get the hang of the rights and

  ways of it all in a few hours. It don’t seem possible to me. Does he not ever ask for the truth in private before the case begins?’




  Sir John smiled. ‘You’ll be surprised how quickly a trained brain can sum up the true facts. And remember, it will not depend upon the judge but upon the jury, and they are Cornish

  folk like ourselves, so there’s good cause to look on the bright side. Another sip of port?’




  Demelza refused. ‘It’s a little heady, I suspicion. But very taking in flavour. When all this is over we’d like for you to come and see us one day, sir. Ross asked me to say

  that.’




  Sir John said he’d be charmed, and the dog dropped crumbs from his biscuit all over the floor. Demelza rose to go.




  He added: ‘I shall pray for good results from your treatment for Minta.’




  So did Demelza, but she didn’t show her doubts. ‘Perhaps I might have news of her?’




  ‘Of course. I’ll send word over. And in the meantime . . . should you be passing this way again – only too pleased.’




  ‘Thank you, Sir John. I sometimes ride the coast for my health. It is uneven for a good horse, but I like the views and the bracing air.’




  Sir John went with her to the door and helped her to mount, admiring her slim figure and straight back. As she rode out of the gates a man on a grey horse came in.




  ‘Who was that?’ said Unwin Trevaunance, dropping his grey riding gloves on top of a pile of tin cheques. Sir John’s younger brother did everything

  deliberately, giving consequence to actions which hadn’t any. Thirty-six or -seven, tall, lion-faced and masterful, he was a much more impressive personality than the baronet. Yet Sir John

  made money and Unwin did not.




  ‘Ross Poldark’s wife. Attractive young woman. Hadn’t met her before.’




  ‘What did she want?’




  ‘That I don’t yet know,’ said Sir John. ‘She did not appear to want anything.’




  Unwin had a cleft between his eyes, which deepened when he frowned. ‘Wasn’t she his scullery maid or some such?’




  ‘Others have risen before her, and with fewer talents, I’d swear. She has a certain elegance already. In a few years it will be hard to tell her from a woman of breeding.’




  ‘And she came for nothing? I doubt it. To me she looks a dangerous woman.’




  ‘Dangerous?’




  ‘We exchanged a glance as she left. I’m not unskilled in summing people up, John.’




  ‘Well, neither am I, Unwin, and I think I’ll take the risk.’ Sir John gave another biscuit to the hound. ‘She has a ready cure to offer for Minta, though rot me if I

  think it’ll work . . . Did you find Ray?’




  ‘Yes. Oh yes. I told him Caroline wanted to break the journey down here to be in Bodmin during the election; but Caroline has written him also, so it was no news. Like her to ask me to ask

  her uncle and then to write herself!’




  ‘She’s only a girl. Be patient with her, Unwin. You’ll need patience. She’s temperamental and wayward. And there are others will think her a good catch beside

  yourself.’




  Unwin bit at the top of his riding crop. ‘The old man’s an ingrained miser. There he was this morning, turning over the accounts with his scabby hands, and the house – no

  mansion at the best of times – nearly falling down for want of repair. It’s really no fit place for Caroline to spend half her life.’




  ‘You’ll be able to alter all that.’




  ‘Aye. Someday. But Ray’s no more than fifty-three or -four. He might live ten year yet.’ Unwin went to the window and stared out across the sea, which was quiet this morning.

  The low cloud over the craggy cliffs had darkened the colour of the water to a deep veined green. Some seagulls had perched on the wall of the house and were throatily crying. To the tall man,

  accustomed now to London life, the scene was melancholy. ‘Penvenen’s got some uncommon views altogether. He was giving it as his opinion on this morning that Cornwall is

  over-represented in Parliament. Says the seats should be redistributed among the new towns in the Midlands. Stuff and nonsense.’




  ‘Take no notice of his little foibles. He often says these things to annoy. It is a way he has.’




  Unwin turned. ‘Well, I hope we have no more elections for another seven years. It will cost me upwards of two thousand pounds just for the pleasure of being returned – and you know

  that doesn’t end it – begin it for that matter.’




  Sir John’s eyes took on a cautious bloodless look, as they always did when money was mentioned. ‘Your profession’s of your own choosing, my boy. And there’s worse off.

  Carter of Grampound was telling me he would have to pay as much as three hundred guineas a vote when the time came.’ He got up and pulled the bell. ‘Mistress Poldark was asking me if I

  should be in Bodmin for the hustings. I wonder what her purpose was in that?’




  





  Chapter Two




  The morning was well gone when Demelza turned Caerhays towards dinner and home. As she skirted the grounds of Trenwith House she wished she could have dropped in for a few

  minutes’ friendly chat with Verity. It was something she greatly missed and could never get used to. But Verity was in Falmouth, if not further afloat – happily married, it seemed, in

  spite of all foreboding; and she, Demelza, had been the active conniver in the change, so she could not complain. Indeed it was Verity’s elopement which had caused a sharper breach between

  the families, and, in spite of Demelza’s self-sacrifice of last Christmas, the breach was not properly closed. The responsibility was not now Francis’s. Since the illnesses of last

  Christmas and little Julia’s death he seemed most anxious to show his gratitude for what Demelza had done. But Ross would have none of it. The failure of the Carnmore Copper Company lay

  insuperably between them. And if what Ross suspected about that failure was right, then Demelza could not blame him. But she would have been much happier with it otherwise. Her nature always

  preferred the straightforward settlement to the lingering bitter suspicion.




  Just before she lost sight of the house she saw Dwight Enys coming along the track in her wake, so reined in her horse to wait for him. The young surgeon took off his hat as he came up.




  ‘A fine morning, ma’am. I’m glad to see you enjoying the air.’




  ‘With a purpose,’ she said, sniffing. ‘Everything I d’do these days is with some purpose or another. Very moral, I suppose, if you look at it that way.’




  He answered her smile – it was difficult not to – and allowed his horse to walk along beside hers. The track was just wide enough for them to go abreast. He noticed professionally

  how slight she had stayed since her illness of January.




  ‘I suppose it depends whether the purpose was moral or not.’




  She pushed in a curl that the wind had dislodged. ‘Ah, that I don’t know. We should have to ask the preacher. I have been to Place House doctoring Sir John’s cattle.’




  Dwight looked surprised ‘I didn’t know you were expert in that.’




  ‘Nor am I. I only pray to God his Hereford cow takes a turn for the better. If it dies I shall have advanced nothing.’




  ‘And if it lives?’




  She glanced at him. ‘Where are you bound, Dwight?’




  ‘To see some of the folk of Sawle. I am increasingly popular with the patients who can afford to pay nothing. Choake gets ever lazier.’




  ‘And more unfriendly, like. What is at back of all this – this trying to get Ross convicted?’




  The doctor looked uncomfortable. He flicked the loose loop of the reins against the sleeve of his black velvet coat. ‘The law, I suppose . . .’




  ‘Oh yes, the law. But something else. Since when has the law been so fussy about strippin’ a wreck or rough-handling a few excise men – even suppose Ross had any part in that,

  and we know he did not. It is only what’s been going on since I was born and for hundreds of years before before that.’




  ‘I’m not sure that that’s true – not altogether. I’d do anything to help Ross – and will do, you know that . . .’




  ‘Yes, I know that.’




  ‘But I don’t think it’s any good thinking that you can ignore the law ten times, but the eleventh – if it gets you – it will hold on like a leech, and no letting go

  till the thing’s thrashed out. That’s the truth. Of course, in this case one wonders if, now the law has moved, there may not be other influences at work also—’




  ‘There’s men been round asking questions even of the Gimletts, our own servants. There can scarcely be a cottage in the district that hasn’t had its caller, all trying to pin

  the blame on Ross! It’s the law, no doubt, but the law wi’ plenty of money to spend and time to waste – for there’s none of his own folk will give him away, and they might

  know it. Ross has his enemies but they’re not among the miners who helped him at the wreck!’




  Sawle Church, its tower leaning like Pisa’s, was reached, and Dwight halted at the head of Sawle Combe. On the hill some women were cutting a sloping field of corn; it was stacked round

  the edge but as yet uncut in the middle, and looked like an embroidered handkerchief.




  ‘You will not come down this way?’




  ‘No, Ross will be expecting me back.’




  ‘In so far,’ said Dwight, ‘in so far as there is any influence at work beyond the law, I should not put it down to pompous nobodies like Surgeon Choake who have neither the

  money nor the venom to do serious harm.’




  ‘Nor do I, Dwight. Nor do we.’




  ‘No . . .’




  He said: ‘For your information, I have not visited the Warleggans for twelve months.’




  She said: ‘I have only met George properly. What are the others like?’




  ‘I know them very little. Nicholas, George’s father, is a big hard domineering man, but he has a reputation for honesty that is not lightly to be had. George’s uncle, Cary, is

  the one who keeps in the background, and if there is anything shady to be done I should guess he does it. But I confess they have always been gracious enough to me.’




  Demelza stared across at the silver-blue triangle of sea blocking up the end of the valley. ‘Sanson, who lost his life in the wreck, was a cousin of theirs. And there are other things

  between Ross and George – even before the smelting company. It is a good time to pay off old scores.’




  ‘I should not worry overmuch about that. The law will only take account of the truth.’




  ‘I’m not so sure,’ she said.




  On Hendrawna Beach the scene was quite different from Trevaunance Cove. Although there was little ebb and flow about the rocks, on the flat sandy beach the sea roared, and a low mist hung over

  it in the still mild air. Coming back from his usual morning walk as far as the Dark Cliffs, Ross glanced across at the cliffs where the shacks of Wheal Leisure were built, and could hardly see

  them through the haze. It was like walking in a vapour bath.




  Since the loss of Julia and the opening of the prosecution against him, he had forced himself to make this walk daily. Or if the mood took him and the weather was favourable he would go out in

  the new dinghy and sail as far as St Ann’s. Such activity didn’t lift the cloud from his mind, but it helped to set it in proportion for the rest of the day’s tasks. His daughter

  was dead, his cousin had betrayed him, his much-laboured-over smelting scheme was in ashes, he faced charges in the criminal court for which he might well be sentenced to death or life

  transportation; and if by some chance he survived that, it would be only a matter of months before bankruptcy and imprisonment for debt followed. But in the meantime fields had to be sown and

  reaped, copper had to be raised and marketed, Demelza had to be clothed and fed and cherished – so far as it was in his scope to cherish anyone at this stage.




  It was Julia’s death which still hit him hardest. Demelza had grieved no less than he, but hers was a more pliant nature, responding involuntarily to stimuli that meant little to him. A

  celandine flowering out of season, a litter of kittens found unexpectedly in a loft, warm sunshine after a cold spell, the smell of the first swathe of hay: these were always temporary reliefs for

  her, and so sorrow had less power to injure her. Although he didn’t realize it, much of the cherishing this year had been on her side.




  After the storms of Christmas it had been a quiet winter; but there was no ease in the district, Ross thought, any more than there was ease in himself. Copper prices had risen only enough to

  bring a slight increase of profit in the mines now open, nothing to justify the starting of new ventures or the reopening of old. Life was very close to survival level.




  As he left the beach and climbed over the broken wall he saw Demelza coming down the valley, and she saw him at the same time and waved, and he waved back. They reached the house almost at the

  same time, and he helped her down and gave the horse to Gimlett, who had come hurrying round.




  ‘You’ve dressed up for your morning ride today,’ he said.




  ‘I thought twas bad to get slovenly and be seen about as if I didn’t care for being Mrs Poldark.’




  ‘There are some who might feel that way just at present.’




  She linked his arm and put pressure on it to get him to walk round the garden with her.




  ‘My hollyhocks are not so well this year,’ she said. ‘Too much rain. All the crops are late too. We need a rare hot September.’




  ‘It would make it stuffy in the court.’




  ‘We shall not be in court all the month. Only one day. Then you’ll be free.’




  ‘Who says so? Have you been consulting your witches?’




  She paused to pick a snail from under an old primrose leaf. She held it distastefully between gloved finger and thumb. ‘I never know what’s best to do with ’em.’




  ‘Drop it on that stone.’




  She did so and turned away while he crushed it. ‘Poor little bull-horn. But they’re so greedy; I shouldn’t mind if they were content with a leaf or two . . . Talking of

  witches, Ross, have you ever heard of a cow illness called Tail-Shot?’




  ‘No.’




  ‘The back legs are paralysed and the cow’s teeth come loose.’




  ‘A cow’s teeth are always loose,’ Ross said.




  ‘And the tail has a queer unjointed look – as if it were broken. That gives it its name. D’you think twould cure the disease to open up the tail and put in a boiled

  onion?’




  Ross said: ‘No.’




  ‘But it would do no harm if the cow was going to get better anyhow, would it?’




  ‘What have you been up to this morning?’




  She looked into his distinguished bony face.




  ‘I met Dwight on the way home. He is going to be at assize.’




  ‘I don’t see what need there’ll be of him. Half Sawle and Grambler will be there, it appears to me. It will make quite a Roman holiday.’




  They walked round in silence. The garden was motionless under the lowering clouds, leaf and flower taking on the warmer, firmer substance of permanent things. Ross thought, there are no

  permanent things, only fleeting moments of warmth and companionship, precious stationary seconds in a flicker of troubled days.




  The clouds broke in a shower and drove them in, and they stood a minute in the window of the parlour watching the big drops pattering on the leaves of the lilac tree, staining them dark. When

  rain came suddenly Demelza still had the instinct to go and see if Julia were sleeping outside. She thought of saying this to Ross but checked herself. The child’s name was hardly ever

  mentioned. Sometimes she suspected that Julia was a bar between them, that though he tried his utmost not to, the memory of her courting infection to help at Trenwith still rankled.




  She said: ‘Is it not time you went to see Mr Notary Pearce again?’




  He grunted. ‘The man frets me. The less I see of him the better.’




  She said quietly: ‘It is my life, you know, as well as yours that’s at hazard.’




  He put his arm round her. ‘Tut, tut. If anything happens to me you will have much still to live for. This house and land will be yours. You will become principal shareholder in Wheal

  Leisure Mine. You will have a duty – to people and to the countryside . . .’




  She stopped him. ‘Nay, Ross, I shall have nothing. I shall be a beggar again. I shall be an unfledged miner’s wench—’




  ‘You’ll be a handsome young woman in your first twenties with a small estate and a load of debts. The best of your life will be ahead of you—’




  ‘I live only through you. You made me what I am. You think me into being handsome, you think me into being a squire’s wife—’




  ‘Stuff. You’d surely marry again. If I were gone there’d be men humming round here from all over the county. It isn’t flattery, but the sober truth. You could take your

  pick of a dozen—’




  ‘I should never marry again. Never!’




  His hand tightened on her. ‘How thin you are still.’




  ‘I’m not. You ought to know I’m not.’




  ‘Well, slim then. Your waist used to have a more comfortable feel.’




  ‘Only after Julia was born. That was . . . different then.’ There, the name was out now.




  ‘Yes,’ he said.




  There was silence for a minute or two. His eyes were lidded and she could not read his expression.




  She said: ‘Ross.’




  ‘Yes?’




  ‘Perhaps in time it will seem different. Perhaps we shall have other children.’




  He moved away from her. ‘I do not think any child would be grateful for having a gallows bird for a father . . . I wonder if dinner is ready.’




  When Dwight parted from Demelza he rode down the steep narrow track to Sawle village, into the bubble of the stream and the clatter of the tin stamps. It was a short enough

  time since he had come to this district, a callow young physician with radical ideas about medicine; but it seemed a decade in his life. In that time he had earned the confidence and affection of

  the people he worked among, had inexcusably broken his Hippocratic oath, and since then had painfully re-established himself – entirely in the eyes of the countryside, who laid the blame on

  the girl, very partially in his own, which at all times were self-critical and self-exacting.




  He had learned a great deal: that humanity was infinitely variable and infinitely contradictory, so that all treatment consisted of patient experiment and trial and error; that the surgeon and

  the physician were often mere onlookers at battles fought under their eyes; that no outward aid was one quarter as powerful as the ordinary recuperative power of the body, and that drugs and

  potions were sometimes as likely to hinder as to help.




  If he had been a self-satisfied man he might have found some comfort in having come this far, for many of the surgeons and apothecaries he met had learned nothing like this in a lifetime and

  were never likely to. He avoided members of his own profession, for he found himself constantly at loggerheads with them. His only comfort was that they were often as much at variance among

  themselves, having only one element in common, an absolute and unquestioning confidence that their own method was infallible – a confidence that seemed in no way shaken when one of their

  patients died. If a sick man collapsed under treatment that was the fault of the sick man, not of the method.




  What Dr Thomas Choake believed Dwight was not sure. Since their early quarrel they had seen little of each other; but as they practised over much the same territory they were bound to have

  occasional contacts. Choake always had an instant remedy to hand – sometimes he seemed even to have decided on a remedy before he saw the patient. But whether these remedies sprang from a

  fixed theory of medicine or merely from the impulses of his own brain Dwight was never able to tell.




  This noon Dwight had several patients to visit, the first a call on Charlie Kempthorne. Two years ago Kempthorne had had a consumption of both lungs, the top only of each affected, but enough to

  spell a death sentence. Now he was apparently well, and had been all this year, was free of cough, had put on weight and was working again, not as a miner but as a sailmaker. He was at home, as

  Dwight had expected, and sitting at the door of his cottage busy with a coarse needle and thread. He grinned all over his lean overbrown face when he saw the physician, and got up to greet him.




  ‘Come inside, sur. Tis a pleasure to see you. I bin saving some eggs till you passed by.’




  ‘I’m not here to stay,’ said Enys pleasantly. ‘Just a visit to see you’re following instructions. Thank you all the same.’




  ‘Tis no ’ardship to go on with the treatment. Here I sit in the dryth, day in day out, stitching away – and makin’ more money than I did as a sumpman!’




  ‘And Lottie and May?’ Kempthorne had two scrawny little daughters, of five and seven. He had lost his wife in a drowning accident three years ago.




  ‘They’m down to Mrs Coad’s. Though what they d’learn I’m vexed to think.’ Kempthorne wet the thread in his mouth and paused with it between finger and thumb

  to look at the other man slyly. ‘I suppose you d’know there’s more fever abroad. Aunt Sarah Tregeagle asked for me to tell you.’




  Dwight did not comment, having a distaste for discussing diseases in general terms with his patients.




  ‘The Curnows have it, and Betty Coad and the Ishbels, she asked for me to tell you. Of course, tis no more’n you’ve reason to expect in August month.’




  ‘A fine big sail, that.’




  Charlie grinned. ‘Aye, sur. For the One and All of St Ann’s. She need all her canvas.’




  ‘Would you make sails for the revenue boats as well?’




  ‘Only if so be as I could stitch in a flaw so that they ripped when giving chase.’




  From here to the open square at the foot of the hill it was not safe to ride a horse, and Dwight walked thoughtfully down the steep rutted track of Stippy-Stappy Lane. These cottages, the better

  ones of the village, occupied one side of the lane; on the other, beyond the overgrown Cornish wall, the valley fell steeply into a gully where a part of the Mellingey River ran away to the sea and

  worked the tin stamps. Each house was about six feet below its neighbour, and at the last of them Dwight tethered his horse. As he knocked at the door a shaft of brassy sunlight fell through the

  clouds on the clustered cottages below, giving their roofs a wet gleam, anticipating the rain.




  Here lived Jacka Hoblyn, who had his own tin stamp, Polly his wife, their daughter Rosina, a semi-cripple, and their younger daughter Parthesia, a lively little creature of eleven, who opened

  the door. There were two small rooms downstairs, with lime-ash floors, in one of which Rosina carried on her work as a sempstress and patten maker. Parthesia said her mother was in bed and hopped

  ahead of him up the outside stone staircase to the raftered loft where they all slept. Having seen him in, she skipped off again in search of Father, who she said was sick too.




  Polly Hoblyn, who was forty and looked fifty-eight, greeted him brightly; and Dwight smiled back, taking in all the usual symptoms of an attack of the tertian ague: the muscle tremors, the

  pinched pale face, the dead white fingers. It was an unusually bad attack. The encouraging circumstance was that he had been called in – however tentatively and apologetically – to deal

  with it. Two years ago people with the ordinary complaints bought stuff, if they could afford it, from Irby, the druggist at St Ann’s, or from one of the old women of the neighbourhood;

  certainly they never dared call in Dr Choake unless they had broken a limb or were in extremis. That Dr Enys did not mind administering to folk who could pay only in kind, or not even that

  way, they were slowly coming to appreciate. Of course there were those who said he experimented on the poor people; but there are always uncharitable tongues.




  He mixed the woman a dose of Peruvian bark; then, having watched it go down between the clenching teeth, he put out two fever powders to be taken later and a dose of sal polychrest and rhubarb

  for tonight. At this point the light in the doorway darkened as Jacka Hoblyn appeared in the doorway.




  ‘Good day to ee, Surgeon. Thesia, bring us a nackan from down b’low. I’m sweaten like a bull. Well, what’s amiss with Polly?’




  ‘The intermittent fever. She should stay in bed two days at least. And you? I think you have the same. Come over here to the light, will you.’




  As he got near, Dwight caught the strong whiff of gin. So it was one of Jacka’s times. Parthesia came dancing up with a square of red cloth, and the man mopped his heavy brow with it. His

  pulse was small, hard and quick. The fever was at a later stage, and would cause an overmastering thirst.




  ‘I got a touch. But moving around is best for it, not loustering tween the blankets. Fasterer you move, fasterer he go.’




  ‘Now look, Hoblyn, I’d like you to take this now, and this powder in water before you go to bed tonight. Understand?’




  Jacka ran a hand through his upstanding hair and glowered at him. ‘I don’t ’old with doctor’s trade.’




  ‘Nevertheless, you should take this. You’ll be far better for it.’




  They stared at each other, but Dwight’s prestige was just too much for the streamer, and with some satisfaction he watched the strong dose of soluble tartar disappear. The night powder, if

  Hoblyn was sufficiently alert to drink it, contained ten grains of jalap, but that didn’t so much matter. Dwight felt a greater concern for the health of the three women than for the man.




  As he was leaving he saw Rosina limping up the hill with a jug of milk. She was seventeen, and her fine eyes had not yet been spoiled by endless hours of close sewing in a bad light. She smiled

  and curtsied as they met.




  ‘Your family should be improved tomorrow. See your mother takes her powder.’




  ‘I will surely. Thank you, sur.’




  ‘Your father gets – troublesome when he is in liquor?’




  She blushed. ‘It make him ill-tempered sur; hard to get along with, as you might say.’




  ‘And – violent?’




  ‘Oh, no, sur – or but seldom. And then he d’make it up to we afterwards.’




  Dwight slid past the little bow window of Aunt Mary Rogers’s shop and reached the huddle of broken-down cottages at the foot of the hill known as the Guernseys. Here the worst squalor

  began. Windows stuffed with board and rags, doors propped beside the openings they had been designed to fill, open cesspools, with rat runs from one to another, broken roofs and lean-to shacks

  where half-naked children crawled and played. Coming here, Dwight always felt conscious of his own decent clothes: they were phenomena from another world. He knocked at the first cottage, surprised

  to see both halves of the door closed, for the room within depended for its light on what came through the door. A week ago he had delivered Betty Carkeek of her first-born son when two

  fishwife-midwives had done their worst and failed.




  He heard the baby crying inside and after another minute Betty came to the door, opening the top half a suspicious inch.




  ‘Oh, tis you, sur. Do you come in.’ Betty Carkeek, neé Coad, was not the sort who faded away, given half a chance, but he had been relieved when the fourth and fifth days were

  past without any sign of childbed fever. She should do well enough now. He followed her into the stone hut – it was hardly more – stooping his head on the threshold, and saw Ted Carkeek

  sitting over a small fire stirring some sort of an herb brew. Ted and Betty had only been married a month, but staying home when there was work to do, and work so hard to get, seemed a poor way of

  showing your devotion.




  He nodded to the young man and went to look at the baby. Ted got up and moved to go out, but Betty stopped him and he grunted and went back to watching his brew. The child was snuffly with a

  cold and its breathing rapid; Dwight wondered what the inexperienced girl had done; one was always struggling against ignorance and neglect.




  ‘Your mother not here, Betty?’




  ‘No, sur. Mother’s some slight.’




  Of course. Kempthorne had mentioned the Coads. ‘The ague?’




  ‘Yes, I reckon.’




  The stuff on the stove began to bubble and the fire spat as beads of moisture fell on it. Smoke curled away from the open chimney and wove itself about the blackened rafters.




  ‘And yourself?’




  ‘Proper, you. But Ted’s not so smart—’




  ‘Hold your clack,’ said Ted from the fireplace.




  Dwight took no notice. ‘You’re up too soon,’ he said to the girl. ‘If Ted is home he can look after you.’




  ‘Tis I been tending on he, more like.’




  Ted made another impatient movement, but she went on: ‘Let Surgeon see ee, Ted. There’s nought to be gained by sceedling there by the fire. He’s no telltale, we did ought to

  know that.’




  Ted grumpily rose and came into the light of the door. ‘I sprit open my shoulder, that’s all. Physic won’t do him no good.’




  Dwight pulled back the sack the boy had over his shoulder. A musket ball had glanced off the bone and come out, leaving in the first place a clean enough wound. But there was a good deal of

  inflammation now, not improved by the poultice of boiled yarrow leaves.




  ‘Have you clean water here? What’s that you’re brewing on the fire?’ Dwight went about dressing the wound making no comment on the circumstances.




  And because he didn’t ask, the explanation came, though not until the dressing was done and he had bled the man and was ready to leave. Ted Carkeek was partner with four others in a

  cockleshell of a boat with which in quiet weather they would venture the long and hazardous voyage to France to pick up spirits and bring them back for sale. Theirs was no large-scale business like

  Mr Trencrom’s; but by means of four or five runs a year they were able to make enough to help things along. They had left last Saturday and returned Wednesday, putting in to Vaughan’s

  Cove, a strip of beach connecting at times with Sawle Cove, to find Vercoe and two other excise men waiting ready to lay hands on them. There had been a scuffle, their boat had sunk, drifting on

  the rocks in the confusion, and Ted Carkeek had been shot in the shoulder. A disagreeable affair, and one which might have repercussions.




  ‘Twasn’t as if we was doin’ wrong,’ Ted said indignantly. ‘Tis only turning a penny like other folk – and now we’ve to start again from naught, if so be

  as we’re left be. Like as not we’ll have soldiers in searching the houses, like what they did in St Ann’s!’




  Betty said: ‘What we all d’want to know is, how the gaugers knowed where they was going to land. Tisn’t natural. Someone’s been talking.’




  Dwight fastened the clasps of his leather bag, giving a last uneasy glance in the direction of the child. There was little he could do for so young a baby; in any case Mrs Coad would certainly

  make her daughter disobey him and give it some witch’s brew of her own. The child would survive or not according to its constitution. He said: ‘The excise men have long ears.

  You’ll need to rest that shoulder, Ted.’




  ‘It edn the first time that’s happened,’ said Ted. ‘Old man Pendarves and Foster Pendarves was caught in April. Red-handed. It’s not natural, I’ll

  lay.’




  ‘Did many in the village know of your trip?’




  ‘Oh . . . yes, I s’pose. Tis hard for ’em not to guess when you’re gone half the week. But not where we was going to bring the stuff in. That were knowed by only six or

  seven. If I could lay me hands on the one that couldn’t make to hold his tongue – or, still more, give us away on purpose . . .’




  It was dark and stuffy in the room, and Dwight had a sudden urge to put his hands up to the slanting beams and push them away. These people might as well live in a cave, shut off from light and

  sun.




  ‘Are others of your family ill, Betty?’




  ‘Well, not ill as you’d say. Joan and Nancy has fever too, but they’re sweating nicely and on the mend.’




  ‘Have they been nursing your baby?’




  Betty stared at him, more anxious to say the right thing than the truthful. ‘No, sur,’ she got out at last.




  Dwight picked up his bag. ‘Well, I should not let them.’ He turned to leave. ‘Don’t be too free with your suspicions, Ted. I know it is easy to advise, but once you get

  suspecting people it’s hard to know where to stop.’’




  As he left the cottage and crossed the square towards the fish cellars where several families eked out an existence, he was frowning at the problems the outbreak of fever had brought him. All

  this summer he had been troubled by a new virulence in this seasonal complaint – not merely by the virulence of taking it bad the way Mrs Hoblyn had done, but by the emergence of new symptoms

  when people should have been on the mend. Discolorations of the skin developed, and swellings and then a new loss of strength. Two children had recently died – apparently from this –

  and several adults were much more ill than they ought to have been. Even the children who got better were feeble and yellow, with tumid bellies and weak legs. If measles came they would go off like

  flies. He had tried all his favourite weapons but none of them seemed to do any good. Dwight sometimes wondered if he ought to invent a new complaint called privation disease to cover the ills he

  found.




  





  Chapter Three




  Ross rode in to Truro on the following Monday. Demelza would have gone with him had she not sensed that he preferred the journey alone. He was like that at present.




  When he got in he called at once on Mr Nathaniel Pearce.




  Last February, when the law had so suddenly and unexpectedly moved in the matter, Ross had still been feeling the worst effects of his bereavement and his several failures, and he had endured

  the justice’s examination in an angry and resentful mood. It had early been clear that he must employ some lawyer to act for him – and who more natural than his own and his

  father’s, Mr Notary Pearce, who also was his co-partner in Wheal Leisure and his creditor to the sum of fourteen hundred pounds?




  But several times during the months of waiting Ross had wished himself sufficiently of one mind to make a change before it was too late. Pearce was a good negotiator, adept in conveyances, a

  sharp and adroit enough man where money was concerned; but there were younger and keener men to prepare briefs for the assizes. Also in this bitter cleavage which had broken out between two

  factions in the county during the last few years, Pearce was one of the few men with a foot still in each camp. He was a friend of Ross’s and a friend of the Warleggans. A shareholder in

  Wheal Leisure, he nevertheless banked with the Warleggans – although he sometimes did legal business for Pascoe’s. He was a personal friend of Dr Choake’s, but had loaned money to

  Dwight Enys. In principle it was all very good; detachment and impartiality were to be admired. But lately, with ruin and broken homes following in the wake of the struggle, it just wasn’t

  wholesome any more.
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