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Note from the Author: The Poldark Saga


This is the twelfth and last Poldark novel. New readers may like a short account of the characters and what has gone before, and, since the eleventh Poldark was published some years ago, even former readers who remember a great deal may appreciate a brief résumé.


W.G.


SIR ROSS POLDARK. Belongs to the small Cornish gentry, created a baronet by Lord Liverpool on his being sent on a mission to Paris on behalf of the government during Napoleon’s exile in Elba. Owns Nampara, a small estate with two operative mines and some farm land.


DEMELZA (née Carne). Daughter of a Cornish miner. Ross marries her when she is seventeen and they have five children: JULIA, who dies of diphtheria when a baby; JEREMY, who is killed at Waterloo; CLOWANCE, now the widow of Stephen Carrington, who has died in a riding accident; ISABELLA-ROSE, who possesses a fine voice; and HENRY (almost an afterthought), who through his brother’s death is heir to his father’s baronetcy.


CUBY POLDARK (née Trevanion, of Caerhays Castle) is the widow of Jeremy Poldark. NOELLE is their daughter, born after Jeremy’s death.


CLOWANCE CARRINGTON continues to run the small shipping line set up by Stephen in Penryn before his death. They have no children.


SIR GEORGE WARLEGGAN, knighted by Pitt in return for political support. Son of the founder and now head of Warleggan & Williams’ Bank. Marries, first, ELIZABETH POLDARK (née Chynoweth), widow of Francis Poldark, Ross’s cousin, and previously affianced to Ross.


Elizabeth has a son by Francis, called GEOFFREY CHARLES, now a veteran of the Peninsular War and living at Trenwith, the family home of the Poldarks, which is four miles from Nampara. He and his Spanish wife AMADORA (née de Bertendona) have one daughter, JUANA.


Elizabeth had two children by George Warleggan: VALENTINE, who is married to SELINA (widow of Clement Pope) and lives with her at Place House, Trevaunance, which is about three miles further along the coast from Trenwith and near the village of St Ann’s. There is bitter enmity and suspicion about Valentine’s parentage. Elizabeth’s third child – the second by George – is URSULA, whose birth causes Elizabeth’s death.


George’s second wife – married ten years later – is LADY HARRIET CARTER, sister of the Duke of Leeds, and by George she has twin daughters. They live at Cardew, a mansion bought from the Lemon family by the Warleggans about thirty years ago, and situated over the spine of Cornwall in the gentler part of the county, looking towards the Restronguet Valley.


Nearest neighbours of like standing to the Poldarks of Nampara are the family of TRENEGLOS, who live at Mingoose House.


A mile beyond Sawle Church in an inland direction live the ENYSES, at Killewarren. Thirty years ago DWIGHT ENYS came as a young doctor, and his friendship with Ross has been deep and abiding ever since. So has Demelza’s for Dwight’s wife, CAROLINE, (née Penvenen). They have two daughters.


JINNY CARTER, one of the brood of Martins living in Mellin Cottages, lost her first husband, Jim, who, sent to prison for poaching, died of a gangrenous arm. She later married Whitehead Scoble and ever since has kept the only shop in Sawle. Her son – by Jim – is BEN CARTER, who is captain of Wheal Leisure, the only profitable Poldark mine.


Demelza has five brothers, of whom two have close connections with the story: SAM, who has become the leader of the Methodists in the district; and DRAKE, who has moved away to Looe, where he lives with his wife MORWENNA (née Chynoweth) and their daughter LOVEDAY.


VERITY BLAMEY (née Poldark, sister of Francis and Cousin to Ross) lives at Flushing with her husband, a retired sea captain.









Book One


VALENTINE






Chapter One


The evening was loud and wild. Black clumsy clouds were driving up from the north, lit at their edges by light from a sliver of moon. A few hazy stars speckled the patches of sky. But it was not dark. Even when the moon was quite gone there would be some luminescence from the restless sea because the longest day was still only a month past. Yet it did not seem like late summer. The sea drift was cold, the air was cold and noisy, the waves melancholy as if waiting for autumn.


A man was climbing down the cliffs half a mile east of Wheal Leisure. He was long-legged, and firm-footed like a cat. It was not an easy climb, for though the rocks were of granite and would never break away, they were greasy in places from the morning’s rain. He was bare-headed, and wore some sort of tight black jerkin, rough barragan trousers and light canvas shoes. He carried a bundle tied to his back.


The last bit was the most difficult. If he jumped from ten feet a large sea pool barred his way. No doubt the water would break his fall, but he would be completely soaked and the wind was cold for the ride home. And was the pool deep enough? A broken ankle would not be welcome. He decided to inch his way round the edge and if he fell on his back in the water the pool’s depth would not be so important.


He edged round, missed his footing, found it again, squirmed round a big projection, slid down two feet, jumped and landed on soft sand.


Satisfied, he got to his feet, moved to harder ground, took the bundle from his back and untied it. It was a riding cloak and a rolled-up black felt hat. As he put these on a voice said: ‘Good eve to you.’


A tall, older man, taller even than he was. The climber dropped his hat, swore and picked it up, shook the sand from it.


‘Judas God! You gave me a fright! What are you doing here?’


‘It’s always wise, isn’t it,’ said the older man, ‘to get in the question first. What are you doing here? You are much further from home than I am.’


‘Did you know I was here?’


‘No, just strolling.’


‘At midnight? You were not sleepwalking, Cousin?’


‘I was strolling. Then I saw your horse.’


‘Damnation! I thought I had well hid him. But you could not recognize him: I only bought Nestor last week.’


‘Well – it was a nag of some quality and not many people leave their mounts untended in the middle of the night.’


‘So you concluded it was me?’


‘. . . I thought it a possibility.’


‘And what led you to this particular piece of the beach, Cousin? My footprints were washed away.’


‘I know there’s a path from here up to Mingoose House. Coming down, you lost your way.’


‘I suppose I did. Judas God. Don’t tell Demelza.’


‘I might agree to say nothing if you stopped using her special swear word.’


‘What? Is it? Why is it?’


‘Because as far as I know no one else has used it before.’


‘I rather fancy it.’


‘Maybe.’


‘It’s not ladylike.’


‘I agree. Are you walking back to your horse?’


‘Yes.’


‘Then I’ll walk with you.’


The clouds had lifted a little, and as the wind bullied the men along it was possible for them to discern more of each other. Although there was a similarity between them – in height, in colouring, and sometimes in the voice – there were greater areas of difference. The older man had broader shoulders, an altogether bonier face, heavy eyelids not quite hiding direct, unquiet eyes. The younger man had mischievous dark eyes, but they were a blue like his mother’s, and closer together.


They talked for a moment or two about the new horse, then Ross said: ‘It was an unusual way to call on the Trenegloses. Can I assume you were up to no good?’


After a pause while they negotiated another pool. ‘Why should you assume that, Cousin?’


‘Isn’t it most likely? The direct route to Mingoose, as you well know, is via the upper lane that takes you to the front gates.’


‘Yes. You are entirely right.’


‘And in the last two years you have given no indication that you were likely to mend your ways.’


‘Mend my ways. A quaint phrase. It might come from Sam’s church.’


‘It doesn’t. It means in this instance being considerate and neighbourly. The Trenegloses are neighbours of mine.’


‘Ah, yes. Quite so.’


The wind continued to buffet them, and they staggered like drunken men. The conversation so far had been on a bantering level, but there was a hint of iron in Ross’s voice.


‘Nearly there,’ said Valentine. ‘I’m surprised you spotted the nag.’


‘He neighed . . . Had you gone to Mingoose to steal something?’


‘Dear Cousin, I do not like being accused of theft.’


‘Since I helped you out of that scrape last year, I think I am in a privileged position.’


‘Perhaps you always were. But I have called a man out for less.’


They stopped. Ross said: ‘Your horse is still there. I can hear him. Goodnight.’


‘I suppose,’ Valentine said, ‘I might as well confess, lest I be suspected of worse. It has been a sort of theft, though of the gentlest sort. Do you know a kitchenmaid, Carla May, whom Ruth recently engaged?’


‘Why should I?’


‘Indeed, why should you? Perhaps I am younger and more susceptible, but last week calling on Frederick for a morning’s shooting I espied such a sweetly pretty smiling face under a muslin cap that I had to make further enquiries. Her name is Carla May. I’ll swear I stole little from her that she was not willing to give.’


Ross considered this. ‘How is Selina?’


‘Six months forward.’


‘Well?’


‘In blooming health.’


‘She will not bloom so handsomely if she knows you have been seen climbing into the back bedrooms of Mingoose.’


‘That is why I took such care not to be seen! . . . But, seriously, Cousin—’


‘Have we not been serious so far?’


‘When I married her she assumed I was a saint. In spite of my affair with her while her first husband was alive, she apparently believed I had to be faithful to her unto death. That hope has long since gone. I told her that I crossed my fingers in the ceremony when it came to “forsaking all others”. I believe we do not get along too badly now. So long as I exercise a little discretion. So long as she is not privy to it.’


‘This is a very close-knit community. Do you think I shall be the only Paul Pry?’


But Valentine had not quite finished what he wanted to say. ‘D’you know, my dear Cousin, I don’t really think women so very much mind if their husbands stray, so long as they know nothing about it and so long as others know nothing about it. It is not love that is so much injured, it is pride. It is self-esteem. It is vanity. Love plays a small part in their sense of outrage.’


‘Maybe it is the same for men. Some men. Ultimately it surely comes down to the characters of the people involved?’


‘Well done! You are learning fast.’


‘Insolent puppy.’


Valentine laughed. ‘Now I know I am forgiven.’


‘I have nothing to forgive, except your impertinence. Make sure you don’t meet others less amenable.’


‘Give me a leg-up, will you? It’s a job to get any springboard on this soft sand.’


Demelza was in bed when he reached Nampara, but not asleep. She was reading a book by the light of three candles. They smiled at each other.


‘Did you get wet?’


‘No, the tide was ebbing quickly.’


‘I thought there was a shower.’


‘I missed it.’


In the candlelight she looked unchanged. In the daylight the laughter lines round her eyes and mouth had become more noticeable, but even that detracted very little from her fine looks. Only the glint of zest had gone from her eyes since Jeremy’s death.


Her hair, which had developed pronounced streaks of grey, was now back to its original colour. For some years, knowing Ross’s dislike of hair dye, she had dabbed surreptitiously at various strands appearing around the ears and temples, believing he did not notice. But last year he had returned from London with a bottle of hair dye which had been matched to perfection because he had stolen a lock of her hair while she was asleep. When he gave her the bottle he had said simply: ‘I don’t want you to change.’


‘Did you see anyone?’ Demelza asked.


‘Valentine.’


‘Dear life. What was he about?’


‘Paying attentions, I gather, to some maid in the Treneglos household called Carla May.’


‘He is – impossible.’


‘Yes.’


Ross regretted he had said so much. Valentine had become rather a bone of contention between them. Not that he felt he had broken his pledge to Valentine, for Demelza never gossiped.


‘He was on the beach?’


‘Yes.’


‘Dear life. On the prowl, I s’pose. And Selina six months forward.’


He sat on the bed and began to unfasten his neckcloth. ‘Bella safely in bed?’


‘She went up soon after you left. Ross, she thought you’d gone out because she was practising her high notes.’


‘I thought she might. I must tell her it was not so. You know how I get these impulses to take a long walk.’


‘It truly was not so, then?’


He half laughed. ‘She knows I am not partial to her voice. Truth to tell, I am perhaps not very partial to women’s singing at all. Except yours, because yours is low and so easy to listen to. People say she has a good voice—’


‘Far, far better than mine.’


‘It is certainly louder!’


‘It is much admired, Ross. In Truro they thought most highly of it.’


‘I know. And when Christopher comes he flatters her.’


‘I don’t know if you happen to have noticed, but they are in love.’


He patted her hand. ‘Sarcasm does not become you. But it is a condition in which one tends to exaggerate the talents of the person one loves.’


‘I don’t suppose I have often exaggerated your talents, Ross.’


He half laughed again. ‘There have been times, but we won’t go into that. In fact that could be taken two ways . . . I must say, though . . .’


‘Well, say it.’


‘I do not think Bella needs to start singing at nine o’clock at night. She’ll disturb Harry.’


‘When Harry is asleep it would take a thunderbolt to wake him. And, as another point, he admires his sister.’


‘Admires her? Well so do I! Very much. She is – is the most engaging of our children. She’s the most like you, except that she lacks the gentleness.’


He went to the table, opened a tin box, damped his forefinger and began to rub his teeth with his favourite red root. Then he filled a mug from the pitcher and rinsed his mouth out.


‘Talking of daughters,’ he went on when he had finished, ‘we have not had our usual letter from Clowance. I hope nothing is amiss.’


‘If I don’t hear I will go this week. She was well enough last time, though still committed to her ships. Or perhaps you should go, Ross, for a change.’


‘I might if I could persuade her to sell up and come back here.’


‘She seems – as I say – committed.’


‘She made a loss last year.’


‘That was chiefly because of the weather.’


‘Hm.’ He pulled on the short nightshirt that Demelza had made for him and then slipped into bed beside her. She blew out two of the candles and put her book on the floor beside the bed.


‘I heard the first cricket tonight,’ she said.


‘Did you? Yes, I suppose it’s about time.’


‘Do you want to talk?’ she asked.


‘You choose.’


‘Then I think I’m ready for sleep.’


He kissed her and snuffed out the final candle. Except when there was temporary war between them – and the last time was years gone – theirs was never a perfunctory goodnight kiss: it was the resealing of a partnership, a restatement of a sexual friendship.


Ross lay back on his pillow and took a deep breath of something not far from satisfaction. Despite the tragedies and traumas of life – far away the greatest among them the death of his elder son at Waterloo – he felt he had a deal to be thankful for. It was of course his nature to be restive; but he often found when an attack of what Demelza called the lurgies was pending, a long fast walk, preferably across the beach at low tide, and preferably alone, helped to drive it away. This had happened tonight – temporarily at least.


He put his hands behind his head and tried to think about his mines and his farm and his interests in boatbuilding, rolling mills and banking. He was close to becoming a warm man – though if the truth be told it was Wheal Leisure that made him warm. Wheal Grace kept going mainly as an act of social conscience – and the other interests were peripheral.


The curtains were drawn, but as his eyes got used to the total darkness he found it as usual not to be total. The curtains were stirring from an inch-open window and allowed a faint slit of light to creep into the room. One of the sash windows was trembling slightly as the wind too tried to get in. It had in fact been trembling for years, and he always meant to have it seen to. But perhaps if it was stopped now they would both miss it. The sound had become part of their sleeping lives.


Demelza said: ‘Carla May.’


‘What?’


‘Carla May.’


‘What of it? I thought you were asleep.’


‘I don’t know any May family in this district, do you, Ross?’


‘Come to think of it, no. I knew a Captain May in America. He came from the south-west, but I think it was Devon.’


Silence fell. Ross decided that the sash window should be attended to. He would tell Gimlett in the morning.


He touched Demelza’s shoulder. ‘Why suddenly ask me this when we were just going to sleep? What’s in your mind?’


‘I was just thinking, Ross. Why should Valentine volunteer the name of the maid he was – was visiting at Mingoose?’


‘I suppose he thought it added a little verisimilitude.’


‘That’s a silly word. But exactly . . .’


‘What?’


‘Do you really think if Valentine had been paying a love call on a maid in the Treneglos household he would have bothered to tell you her name? He might not even know it himself! To me it does not add very – whatever you call it – to the story. Is it not more likely that he invented the name just to convince you that there was such a person?’


‘I’m not sure that I – oh, yes, I see what you mean, but can you think of any other possible reason why Valentine should be making an illicit entry into a neighbour’s house? Especially being Valentine. He’s hardly likely to be stealing the silver!’


‘I was wondering if perhaps – just maybe – he was perhaps visiting someone else and – and told you, invented a name, to put you off.’


‘Visiting? With the same purpose?’


‘Tis possible.’


Ross’s mind travelled quickly over the known inhabitants of Mingoose and which inhabitant could be the object of his desire.


‘I don’t see there is any possibility among the Trenegloses . . .’


‘There’s Agneta.’


‘What? Agneta? Never! Why should he – how could he? She’s – she’s peculiar, to say the least!’


‘Not that peculiar. I saw him eyeing her at the Summer Races.’


‘She has fits!’


‘Dwight says she has grown out of them.’


‘All the same, she is not like the rest of us. Ruth was very worried about her at one time. If you were to have said Davida . . .’


‘I know. But we were all at Davida’s wedding, and she is safely living in Okehampton. And Emmeline has recently joined the Methodists.’


Ross struggled with his thoughts. As sometimes happened, he remembered with a sense of grievance, Demelza was capable of pricking him with a little thorn of disquiet just when he was preparing to compose himself for sleep. That this was his own fault for breaking his word to Valentine did not disperse his displeasure.


‘Do you always think the worst of Valentine?’


‘Not think the worst, Ross; fear the worst perhaps.’


‘God, if he fathers a brat on her there’ll be Hell to pay!’


‘Something Ruth said to me once makes me think that is unlikely . . . But I may be altogether in the wrong – I mean about Valentine and Agneta. Twas a speculation I should maybe have kept to myself.’


‘Maybe you should.’


Ross seldom saw Agneta Treneglos, but he remembered she was the only dark one of the family: tall and sallow and a good figure but with errant eyes and lips that told you she had too many teeth waiting to be exposed.


His irritation moved from Demelza to Valentine, where it more properly belonged. Confound the boy. (Boy indeed: he was twenty-four.) Valentine was the unquiet spirit of the neighbourhood, one who could become regarded as the scourge if he continued on his present way. Ross uncomfortably remembered that his own father had had somewhat similar characteristics.


He did not notice any such wildness in the Warleggan family, to whom Valentine technically belonged. And Selina six months forward, producing a child after three years . . . There were rumours, which Dwight refused to confirm, that she had slit her wrists after one of her husband’s love affairs.


Ross could tell that Demelza had gone to sleep. You could hear the regular tick-tick of her breathing.


He was peevishly tempted to dig her in the ribs and demand that she continue the conversation.


But, on the whole, he decided not.






Chapter Two


Clowance had no good reason for not having written, but she had been busy all week, and on the Saturday, which was the day on which she usually wrote, Harriet Warleggan had pressed her to go to Cardew for ‘a little party’.


Since Stephen’s death and the bitter disillusion that had come to be a part of her grief, she had concentrated her mind on keeping his little shipping business – literally – afloat. Tim Hodge, the fat, middle-aged, swart seaman who had become Stephen’s right-hand man in the last adventure, had stayed on and now managed that part of the business which it was less appropriate for a woman to become involved in. He also commanded the Adolphus. Sid Bunt continued to be in charge of the Lady Clowance, and was entirely efficient in his little coastal runs.


This May Jason, Stephen’s son, had returned to Bristol. With his share in Stephen’s lucky privateering adventure, and part of Clowance’s larger share, he had a modest amount of capital and thought to go into partnership with friends in Bristol. Clowance missed him but at heart was glad he had gone. Some of his ways reminded her too much of Stephen, and his presence, every time she saw him, was a reminder of the fact that she had never been legally married to Stephen because his first wife had been alive at the time. Although the bitter taste of Stephen’s bigamy, the flavour of his betrayal, had grown less rancid as the months turned into years, it was still there. Yet the person she of course most greatly missed was Stephen himself. Whatever his faults, his personality had been strong and pervasive, at times engagingly frank and at times fiercely loving. With Jason no longer in Penryn she found it easier to ignore the memories of Stephen’s faults and to remember him with loving grief.


She had remained living in the cottage where she and Stephen had spent all their married life. The big house Stephen planned had been only part-built at the time of his accident. It still remained unfinished, waiting for someone else to buy it, a monument to the vagaries and the uncertainty of life.


In the time since Stephen’s death she had seen only a few of her family and friends, and of the latter she saw most of George Warleggan’s wife. Clowance was certain that it was under Harriet’s pressure that Sir George had come to an agreement with Hodge for the regular shipping of cement from the Warleggan quarries in Penryn by Adolphus. This was one of the contracts Stephen had angled for but never achieved. It was a great help for a tiny shipping line to have a regular commission.


So on a rainy afternoon in September Clowance went to the little party. She found as she had rather expected that Harriet’s idea of a small party was relative, there being about thirty guests.


Harriet gave her parties when hunting was out of season, and Clowance’s only surprise was that this was not quite the typical gaming group. True, there was a backgammon table and a roulette table, but three smaller tables were set out for whist, and at least half the guests Clowance had never seen before.


The one who made the most impression on Clowance was a Mr Prideaux, a fair-haired man probably in his late twenties, scrupulously dressed, tall and thin, and holding himself very erect, with small spectacles which he took on and off constantly to play cards. He had been in the West Indies, she learned during early refreshments, had been ill and sent home.


By some fell arrangement it turned out that she was to be partnered by Mr Philip Prideaux at the whist table. Their opponents were Mr Michael Smith and Mrs Polly Codrington, whom Valentine had once had an affair with.


Things went fairly well for a while; then at the end of one hand Mr Prideaux looked over the top of his glasses and said: ‘If you had returned my lead, partner—’


‘I did not have any more clubs,’ said Clowance.


‘But you followed—’. He stopped.


‘Once. No more. I led a diamond, hoping that you might have the ace.’


‘I had the king, which was taken by Mr Smith’s ace.’


‘It established my queen.’


‘But you never made it.’


‘No. As it happened, no. They were too strong in trumps. I had a lot of useless diamonds.’


‘Wish I had, darling,’ said Polly Codrington, looking at her ringless fingers, and laughing.


Philip Prideaux glanced at the speaker in slight distaste, as if it were an off-colour joke. Then he said to Clowance: ‘Did you not have two clubs?’


‘No.’


The game proceeded. After a while the tables broke up and were re-formed. It was a sultry afternoon, and when the rain stopped the windows were opened to give more air. Clowance went to one and looked out at the hedges of topiary and the sweeping lawns. She had lost four guineas. She hoped the odious Mr Prideaux had lost the same.


Dusk was now falling. A cluster of deer was scarcely visible against the darkening woods.


‘Mrs Carrington.’


She turned.


‘Mr Prideaux.’ He had taken off his glasses.


‘Mrs Carrington, I thought it was incumbent on me to apologize.’


She looked her surprise, but did not speak. He had quite large brown eyes which were unusually deep for such fair hair.


‘It was inexcusable of me to reprimand you on the play of a hand.’


‘Was that a reprimand? I did not take it so.’ Not quite true, but for the moment she was prepared to temporize.


‘Whether you had two clubs or one—’


‘I had one.’


‘Just so. It was not courteous of me to draw attention to your mistake—’


‘It was not a mistake.’


He coughed. ‘I am expressing this badly. Perhaps I should start again. I wanted to explain that in Jamaica I was accustomed to playing in all-male company, and the remark – my remark – slipped out. Genteel card parties such as this are – are unusual for me. A delightful change, I may say. I hope you will allow me to express my regret.’


‘I hope you had better fortune with your second partner.’


‘She was not so young or so charming. But yes, I came out the winner on the afternoon.’


What a pity, she thought. What a great pity.


‘May I take it that you will accept my apology?’ he asked.


‘Your apology for rebuking me or for rebuking me wrongly?’


He swallowed something. ‘For rebuking you, Mrs Carrington. In any case it was something that ill becomes a gentleman.’


‘If you think it necessary to apologize, then I am happy to accept it.’


‘Thank you.’ He did not move away.


‘Lady Harriet tells me you are a widow, Mrs Carrington.’


‘Yes.’


‘And do you live near?’


‘In Penryn. And you, Mr Prideaux?’


‘I am staying a week or so with the Warleggans. Lady Harriet’s eldest brother is a friend of my father.’


George had just put in an appearance. At fifty-nine he had lost a little of the excess weight which had threatened him in his middle years. His face had thinned and become more like his father’s, though granitic in colour rather than red. Coming in, he was gracious to all, but without altogether dissipating the formidable impression of his character and nature. The two great boar hounds looked up, silently inspected him, came to the conclusion that regrettably he was part of the household, and then went to sleep again. When some two years ago twin daughters had been born to him some cynic had remarked that if they had been boys they would more properly have been christened Castor and Pollux.


‘Mrs Carrington.’


‘Yes.’


‘I believe supper is about to be served. Would you do me the honour of allowing me to take you in?’


As they went in Harriet was talking to George, but as Clowance passed by on the arm of Mr Prideaux Harriet closed a conspiratorial eye at her.


A monstrous suspicion formed in the breast of Mrs Carrington. Whenever they met Harriet urged Clowance to go out more, to see new faces, to mix among her friends, not to spend all her life organizing and scheming for her potty little ships. Was this some infernal machination to embroil her with a new man? If so, she had a fat chance with this one.


Just then Paul Kellow came by. ‘Clowance!’ He squeezed her hand. ‘I have lost my wife. Have you seen her?’


‘Yes, I think she just went upstairs.’


‘How are you? You look as bonny as ever.’


Paul had not changed, though since his marriage to Mary Temple his circumstances had. The Temples owned property near Probus, and Paul was living in the dower house with his wife and managing the estate, which contained profitable slate quarries, for his father-in-law. Paul was ever smart, ever sleek, with lank but carefully trimmed black hair, slim, elegant, detached. No one, certainly not George, would ever have guessed that Paul was the one surviving member of the trio who had robbed Warleggan’s coach six years ago. Of the three, only he had prospered. Yet his prosperity, though tangible enough, hardly seemed to have touched his personality. He was a difficult young man to know.


She enquired after his sister.


‘Daisy? She’s well enough in her hectic way. Coughing lightly.’


‘Don’t say that!’


‘True, my dear. First Dorrie, then Violet. Next Daisy. The curse of the Kellows.’


‘You are joking.’


‘I hope so. But a few years ago I had three pretty sisters. Now one only – whom I tried to link up with Jeremy, and failed. She hasn’t been quite the same since he was killed. And she coughs.’


‘I – haven’t seen her since the summer.’


‘I go over once a week. You know my father has sold his coaching business?’


‘I’d heard; but—’


‘It wasn’t practical to carry on without me. We got a very good price, sold just at the right time . . .’


Clowance glanced past him and saw his wife coming down the stairs. In the flickering candlelight she seemed to bear a striking resemblance to Paul’s dead sister, Violet. Then as the candles shaded, Mary came towards them and Clowance saw how wrong she was.


Wrong? Yes. But there was a similarity of figure, of colouring. Did men sometimes marry women who looked like their mothers? Their sisters?


Clowance knew that Harriet thought she was grieving too long for Stephen, and since Harriet did not know the whole story – the sad mixture of disillusion that went with Clowance’s grief – that was understandable.


Few also knew of, though a few suspected, her distaste for Jeremy’s widow, Cuby. The relationship between Jeremy and Clowance had been very close – much closer than an ordinary sibling friendship – a deep affection and affinity almost always disguised as banter. Jeremy had tried to protect her from Stephen until he was completely convinced of Stephen’s sincerity. Then he had met Cuby, and Clowance thought only she had been fully aware of his total commitment, an absorption compared with which no one else in the world mattered. Well, that was all right as far as it went.


But she had seen his utter distress, amounting sometimes, she felt, almost to collapse, when Cuby had cold-bloodedly accepted the fact that her family desired her to marry Valentine Warleggan. It had almost changed his nature and in the end induced him to join the army to get away from Cornwall and forget Cuby Trevanion. What Clowance could not forget was that had it not been for Cuby Jeremy might still be alive. She often wondered how her mother and father could continue to accept her. Was it on account of Noelle, their granddaughter?


Philip Prideaux had said something as they sat down at the dining table.


‘Please?’


‘I was asking you, ma’am, whether you frequently go to card parties?’


‘Very seldom. As a child I used to play whist with my brother. Then more lately I took it up again to please my husband, who was very fond of it.’


‘Am I right that he was in the Oxfordshires and fell at Waterloo?’


‘No, that was my brother. My husband died less gloriously – in a riding accident.’


‘Oh, I am sorry. Clearly I did not attend properly to what Lady Harriet told me.’


Clearly he had not. ‘Why should you be interested?’


‘I was not then. I am now. So you have suffered a double blow. I am – very deeply sorry.’


‘Thank you.’


Clowance picked delicately at the chilled lemon soufflé. She said more lightly: ‘I was pleased to play whist with my husband because it kept him from the other gaming tables where more might be won or lost.’


‘He was a gambler?’


‘Are not all men?’


He smiled. It was more genuine than the polite curling of the lips she had seen before. ‘I have known many women who have gambled just as rashly as men.’


‘Your experience of the world, Mr Prideaux, must greatly exceed mine.’


He coughed his little cough. ‘That I should rather doubt, ma’am. I have led a restricted life. From school I went straight to the Royal Military College at Marlow and thence into the King’s Dragoon Guards. After Waterloo I was sent to garrison Jamaica with a regiment of the line, until I was discharged in disgrace and so came home.’


‘Disgrace?’


‘A fever is a disgrace if you cannot throw it off.’


‘Were you at Waterloo?’


‘Yes. It was a great occasion – something to recall all one’s life – though too many good men fell.’


‘Yes,’ said Clowance fervently. This was a new view of Waterloo – a great occasion! Merciful God! ‘Do you intend to return to the army when you are better?’


‘No. As I mentioned, I find the life very limiting, narrow.’


‘How shall you broaden it?’


‘I hope—’. He broke off as venison pie was served. Clowance sipped her French wine.


‘You hope—’


‘Ah,’ he said, putting on his ridiculous glasses. ‘Yes, but I am talking too much about myself. What of your life, Mrs Carrington? Have you children?’


‘No. My husband started a small shipping business. Mainly coastal trade. Since he died I have tried to keep it going.’


‘Successfully, I’m sure.’


‘It is not easy. Trade has been so uncertain since the end of the war. And what do you hope, Mr Prideaux? Or perhaps it’s not Mr Prideaux?’


‘I was a captain. But am no longer.’


‘Do you not wish to retain your rank?’


‘It is immaterial. I told Harriet I would prefer to drop it.’


‘That seems strange to me. Is it not something to be proud of?’


‘A captaincy. Possibly. I think I struggle with undercurrents in my own nature.’


‘Before he was knighted,’ Clowance said, ‘my father was always known as Captain Poldark. But that was not so much because he had been a captain in the Army as because he was captain of a mine. That ranks as more important in Cornish eyes.’


The young man smiled. ‘I am part Cornish. I have cousins at Padstow. I fancy I should like to stay in the county for a year or two.’


‘You are a free agent?’


‘I have parents in Devon and two sisters. But I want to make my own way in the world.’


He had long bony fingers to match his long bony frame. Now and then they trembled.


‘But not in the Army?’


‘Not in the Army. There are more interesting ways of living one’s life.’


Clowance’s attention was drawn away by the man on her other side, and for a while no more was said between them.


Then he said: ‘Your father is a Member of Parliament, Mrs Carrington?’


‘Was. He resigned last year.’


‘But still, I believe, a man of affairs.’


‘I don’t know how you would define a man of affairs. He has certainly led an adventurous life.’


‘I should like to meet him sometime.’


After a moment she said: ‘You spoke of more interesting professions.’


‘Er . . . You mean for myself? Well, I have an intense interest in archaeology. Cornwall is full of prehistoric remains. My father has a small property near Penzance. It is at present unoccupied and I thought I might be able to persuade him to rent it to me for a year or two.’


At the door as she left Harriet patted her arm. ‘I see you found much in common with my young Mr Prideaux.’


Clowance said: ‘Harriet, you are a monster.’


‘Why ever? It is time you found somebody else.’


‘Heaven forfend that I should look kindly on Mr Prideaux!’


‘He is not at all a disagreeable fellow. He grows on one.’


‘I don’t think he would grow on me, dear Harriet.’


‘He’s unmarried. He appears to be clean-living and house-trained. He is a cousin of the influential Prideaux-Brune family. My brother, who knows his father, sends a good report of him. I do not find him unattractive.’


Clowance kissed her hostess. ‘Chacun à son goût.’


‘Don’t you like those long limbs?’


‘I am not taken by his arrogance. I am not taken by his condescension. And those glasses. Sorry, my dear. Your intentions, I’m sure, were strictly honourable.’


‘So would his be, I’ve no doubt, if given the chance. Will you come again next week?’


‘Will he be there?’


‘I can’t guarantee that he will not be.’


‘I’ll think on it. But thank you. You’re so kind.’


‘And you are a horrible girl. I don’t know why I bother . . . Seriously, I think good comes of this sort of meeting. It is a challenge, abrasive or seductive. When you get home you will no doubt think of him.’


‘Possibly.’


‘It’s good to have someone new to think about – if not with loving thoughts, then with irritation.’


The next morning Valentine Warleggan called to see her. It was a great surprise. She had been about to leave for the little office in the Strand at Falmouth where she conducted most of her business affairs, and Valentine, almost as lean and bony as Philip Prideaux, raised his eyebrows when he saw the case of papers she was carrying.


He kissed her.


‘You are on your way out, Cousin? I am come at the wrong moment.’


‘The right moment,’ said Clowance, ‘else I could have missed you. Pray come in.’


They went in, and she explained her mission to meet Sid Bunt sometime in the forenoon, the Lady Clowance having berthed last night. Valentine answered questions about Selina’s well-being. She thought: perhaps it is because his eyes are just a little too close together that he is less than good-looking. Yet many women found him irresistible.


He said: ‘You’re sure your business with Bunt can wait an hour? It is in a sense a little business that I have come to see you on, cousin. Or it might be. It concerns a certain vessel called – or potentially called – the Lady Carrington.’


‘It is still on the stocks,’ said Clowance.


‘I gather so.’


‘And a long way from being finished. At least, finished in the way Stephen wanted it finished. The hull is complete, and the cabin and bulwarks, though the cabin is just a shell. Stephen had ordered Canadian red pine for the masts and yards – he said it was the best – they had come before he died, but I don’t think they have ever been raised. Whether Bennett’s still have them or whether they’ve been used for some other vessel I don’t know.’


‘Did you pay for them?’


‘I – I think so. I haven’t had the will to go down to the yard myself. I’ll ask Bunt to go, if you want to know.’


‘I’m sure if you paid for them they will still be there. The Bennetts are Quakers.’


Clowance stared out at the sunlit day, then turned to look at Valentine sprawled in her best chair.


‘Is this of some special interest to you, Valentine?’


‘I thought if you were not wishing to proceed with it I might like to buy it.’


‘Oh?’


‘You’re surprised at this new interest of mine? Well, it is not altogether a new interest. I have had a part share in a vessel for some time. She is called – was called – the Adelaide. A clinker-built lugger, two-masted, smaller than the ship Stephen planned, but sturdy enough for most seas and shallow-drafted for the coastal trade.’


She still felt it was a new interest for her cousin. His long legs were stretched out and the tight twill trousers he was wearing showed the curvature of the left leg, legacy of the rickets he had had as a child.


‘What happened to her?’


‘Who?’


‘The Adelaide. You spoke of her in the past tense.’


He grimaced. ‘She ran aground on Godrevy and became a total wreck.’


‘The crew?’


Valentine yawned. ‘They got ashore.’


‘Were you aboard?’


‘Merciful God, no! I don’t sail in these things.’


Clowance smiled. ‘So you – you want a replacement?’


‘Yes.’


‘The Lady Carrington is only part-finished. I would not know what to ask for her.’


‘Could be settled. If you cannot find the receipted bills among Stephen’s effects, the boatyard will know. Total these up and add twenty per cent for your profit . . .’


Privately Clowance had been eking out the prize money that Stephen had left, but giving Jason a large part of it had reduced her capital. The house remained unfinished and no one seemed to want to make an offer for it. The boat, which had been half-built, had similarly attracted no interest.


‘Are you going to go into competition with me?’


‘No, Cousin. I have no such thoughts.’ As she did not speak, he went on: ‘I am a north coast man these days, and landfalls among all those cliffs are hard to find. There is virtually nothing between St Ives and Padstow. Trevaunance Cove, which I look down on, is a death trap, and St Ann’s has its harbour wall breached every second year . . . Basset’s Cove, a little further west, is better than many suppose. Coal has been brought in there from Wales for years without serious mishap.’


‘And you wish to go into the coal trade?’


‘No.’ Valentine wrinkled his nose at the thought. ‘I want to cut in on the trade with Ireland. At present Padstow has a monopoly.’


She got up. The room was too small to pace up and down in, but she felt the need for a moment or two to think.


‘Stephen said once that there were more Irishmen in Padstow than in Rosslare.’


Valentine laughed. ‘Ask your friend Hodge to work it out on your behalf with Bennett’s. I hope it will not come to more than about three hundred guineas because I estimate it will cost me about another two hundred to get her finished and ready for sea.’


‘Yes,’ said Clowance thoughtfully.


Valentine eyed her for a moment or two. ‘I seldom see you at Nampara these days. You seem addicted to your little home in Penryn.’


‘Oh, I come sometimes.’


‘Tell me, is your reluctance in any way bound up with the possible presence there of Jeremy’s widow?’


She flushed. ‘I do not think there is any reluctance on my part. It is just that I am very busy looking after the two vessels.’


Valentine continued to eye her. ‘Cuby is quite an agreeable young woman, you know. Once upon a time I nearly married her.’


‘Did you?’ said Clowance, using irony for a change. ‘Well, well.’


‘But it’s all so long ago, isn’t it? What, four – five years? It seems much longer. Anyway, all that time is long past. Bygones be bygones etcetera.’


Clowance said: ‘Valentine, I cannot see any reason why I should not sell the lugger to you if you wish to buy it. The extra money would not be unwelcome.’


‘Good.’


Then she decided to take the attack to him for a change. ‘I confess I am surprised.’


‘Why?’


‘Well . . . you are married to a lady of means. I did not know you would be interested in owning a vessel. You have your new mine. Have you discussed all this with Selina?’


‘So far she knows nothing of it.’ When Clowance raised her eyebrows, ‘Cousin, I have an active mind. And although you say Selina has means, she has two stepdaughters to launch in the world, and her means are not inexhaustible. Anyway I prefer to make my own way in the world.’


A laudable sentiment which would have carried more conviction if his expression had been less ironical.


‘Very well,’ said Clowance. ‘Hodge is at sea, but is due in tomorrow. As soon as I see him I will ask him to go and discuss it with Bennett’s. Will you want to employ them to finish the boat to their specifications?’


‘I might want some alterations, but they can do the job if we agree what they would charge me.’


Clowance rose again, and he got up too and went to the door.


‘One thing, Valentine. I do not think Lady Carrington, if you don’t mind. Why not Lady Selina?’


‘I’ll think on it,’ said Valentine.






Chapter Three


The following week an unexpected visitor arrived at Nampara – that is to say, he was unexpected to everyone except Isabella-Rose.


By this time Isabella-Rose was sixteen – or nearly seventeen, as she preferred to say. In the three years since Waterloo she had grown taller and come more to resemble her father, with a strong nose and high cheekbones. Yet in general looks and in her person she was as feminine as ever and had a slim sturdiness of figure that was particularly becoming. She had lost some of her girlish habits but none of her enthusiasm or relish in life, and, contrary to general expectation, none of her interest in Christopher Havergal.


They had seen each other quite rarely since their separation at the end of 1815, but in April of this year she had seen him an additional time when Ross had gone to London on business and taken her with him. Their correspondence had continued almost weekly.


As the visitor got down from his horse, careful to disentangle his artificial foot from the stirrup before dismounting, Bella came scuttering out of the house and embraced him. Demelza, looking up from talking to Harry, observed through the window that there was no hesitant formality on either side.


Christopher’s blond moustache was still much in evidence, but he was wearing his hair shorter than he had in the Army. He had found employment in the City with Nathan Rothschild, which suggested he was financially in a comfortable position, but the fact that he was not a Jew would be a likely bar to his promotion.


Looking at him, Demelza knew she had to keep her maternal instincts in check. In spite of his dashing looks and his sophistication he always seemed to her to be alone in the world. She knew his mother was dead and that he was estranged from his father; he never spoke of his family and, with the handicap of his artificial foot, one had to be careful not to look on him as the little boy lost.


It was a surprisingly quiet supper, and Demelza with her acute perception was aware of an element of tension. The only talkative person was Harry, who was now nearly six and had been allowed specially to stay up because his friend Christopher had arrived. Ross had just returned from an encounter with Valentine, and tended to be absent-minded. The two young people looked at each other a lot but were unusually unconversational. Then, towards the end of the meal, Demelza’s perceptions were justified. Christopher asked if he might have a serious talk with his hosts – after he had fulfilled his promise to see Henry to bed.


Demelza glanced at Ross, who said: ‘Of course. Nine o’clock?’


‘Thank you, sir.’


Soon after nine they were in the parlour. Ross poured a glass of brandy for Christopher and himself, a port for Demelza, an orange juice for Bella, who for the last half year had been taking no spirits.


Christopher sipped his drink then took a large gulp, as if, Demelza thought, he was seeking Dutch courage. His glance as he put the glass down met Demelza’s and he half smiled.


‘Sir Ross. Lady Poldark. I do not know how to begin, but it cannot have escaped your notice that for more than three years I have been in love with your daughter.’


‘No,’ said Ross. ‘It has not.’


‘When she was so very young I knew – Lady Poldark made this clear – that an attachment, a formal engagement was out of the question. I have accepted that. Until now I have accepted that. But I would like to ask now for your daughter’s hand in marriage. I would like you to be so very kind as to consider it. But before you answer,’ he hastened on, ‘I have something else to say. I – I have always had a tremendous admiration for her singing voice. I know she is taking lessons twice a week in Truro. A – a Mrs Hudson, I think—’


‘Hodgson,’ said Bella.


‘Hodgson. Twice a week. This is probably the best tuition available in Cornwall. But as she approaches seventeen she would greatly benefit from more intensive tuition from a better qualified teacher. Now I have to tell you – with apology – of a little subterfuge that took place when Bella came to London—’


‘I must tell this, Christopher,’ said Bella. She turned to her father. ‘Papa, you must not blame Miss Armitage, whom you employed to companion me. I pretended to her that I wanted to go to Oxford Road, so we walked up that way and by design met Christopher. Miss Armitage was indignant, but when she heard we were only going to Marlborough Street to try out my singing voice she reluctantly came with us . . .’


Christopher said: ‘I took her to a Dr Fredericks. You may have heard of him? He has coached many of the best singers of the day. He only takes a pupil who, in his view, may become a top singer. He has high charges and he picks and chooses with great care.’


‘This was all rather deceitful,’ said Demelza, but interested in spite of herself.


‘I know, Lady Poldark. And I ask your pardon again. If – if there is any excuse for the deceit perhaps it lies in Dr Fredericks’s opinion. He says Isabella-Rose has an exceptional voice.’


‘Indeed.’


‘Yes, sir. He says he would accept her as a pupil at any time.’


‘But in London?’


‘Yes, sir, in London. His school is in London.’


Ross finished his brandy, poured another, offered the decanter to Christopher, who hesitated, then shook his head. He was susceptible to drink and at the moment needed a very clear head.


‘What are you suggesting?’


Christopher coughed into his fist. ‘Bella will be seventeen in February. If she were betrothed to me, it would be a privilege to take care of her in London. I would be happy to pay her fees at the school. Of course you would decide where she would lodge. But I know two highly respectable ladies who keep a lodging house in St Martin’s Lane, and possibly . . .’


He paused and looked at his listeners.


‘Go on,’ said Ross.


‘Well, sir, that is my proposal. I shall be happy to elaborate on it, but I did not want you to feel that I was attempting to have everything cut and dried, without first having your permission to discuss it.’


Demelza glanced at her daughter and knew at once that in Bella’s mind, at least as far as the proposition went, everything was indeed cut and dried.


Ross finished his second glass of brandy. This man, this Dr Somebody or Other, did he really have such a high opinion of Bella’s voice? It was fine to sing out at a party and have others join in. Even as a small girl she had had this very strong singing voice (sometimes Ross called it privately her shouting voice). Lots of people enjoyed it: they were impressed by its loudness and clarity; but they were friends, it would come natural to praise such a precocious talent. Dear Bella. Such fun. How she sings! ‘Ripe Sparrergras’ and ‘The Barley Mow’. Remarkable.


But a top professional? Was this doctor as much of a leading teacher as Havergal claimed? If he were not he might need pupils, and how better to gain an extra one than by exaggerating her talents?


Isabella-Rose was a lovable but headstrong girl, and gullible. No doubt Havergal was sincere in all he said, but she could not be allowed to do all this simply on his assurances. If Bella were allowed to swallow the bait she might make a partial success of a singing career, in a couple of years become a member of some shoddy touring company, appearing for a week in Glasgow, a week in Newcastle. Even if she had as much talent as they thought, she would have to begin that way. Ross knew that seedy actors and their touring companies were not a thing he wanted his daughter to become involved in. This perhaps was too sour a view: Christopher had a little money and, if he truly loved Bella, would not permit her to live the life of a second-rate mummer. (But what of the heartbreak of expecting to be a star – and failing?)


What if she were a success?


‘You speak of betrothal,’ Ross said. ‘Betrothal leads to marriage.’


‘Indeed, sir. But that could wait on events. I have waited three years. It would depend on how her singing career progressed. Obviously marriage is what we should want, but consideration of it could be delayed for a while.’


Ross hesitated. Then he looked at Demelza. Oh, wisest of women, what would she say now?


Demelza said: ‘I would like another glass of port.’


That morning Ross had been to call on Dwight and Caroline. He had taken one of a new batch of cheeses Demelza had made; this was only an excuse, but it served. They had chatted amiably for an hour or so; he had refused an invitation to dinner and left about noon. On his way home he had met Valentine.


Well shod, well mounted, well dressed, Valentine had raised his crop in salutation.


‘Well met, Cousin. I was thinking of coming to see you later today. May I join you on your way home?’


Their horses ambled together.


‘I visited Clowance last week,’ Valentine said.


‘How was she?’


‘As pretty as ever. I think she has almost got over her bereavement.’


‘Her double bereavement.’


‘Indeed. I notice Demelza has not yet.’


‘Not yet. I doubt if Clowance has, but you’re right; she is better.’


‘I went to see her, Cousin, to propose that I should buy from her the part-finished vessel that Stephen had laid down the month before he met with his accident.’


‘Oh?’ Ross looked at his blue-eyed young relative. ‘You surprise me.’


‘I think I surprised her. Nevertheless she agreed to the sale. Work will commence next week; the boat should be ready soon after Christmas.’


Ross said: ‘The Adelaide, I’m told, was a total wreck.’


‘Ah, so you know about my interest then. There is little in this district that goes unremarked.’


‘I’m told it carried illicit goods.’


‘It did in part. Only in part. A few tubs of brandy now and then, a roll or two of silk, a box or two of tea.’


‘And tin?’


‘What?’


‘Tin.’


‘Well, yes, now you mention it. The vessel could hardly sail from these shores in ballast.’


‘It sailed to Ireland?’


‘Yes. It was convenient for us and convenient for them.’


‘For the French?’


‘Yes. The Irish make little that we need.’


‘Whiskey?’


Valentine laughed. ‘Of a sort. Smoky stuff. But the French do not mind coming that far if there is profit in it. And although there is some Custom watch on our north coast, it is mainly concentrated on the south.’


‘Not all,’ said Ross, remembering well.


‘So,’ said Valentine, ‘as we have lost the Adelaide, I thought it would be a simple matter to replace her with the Lady Selina.’


‘Advertisement of your connection?’


‘It was just a thought. If you think of a better name, pray suggest it.’


‘Valentine, why are you telling me all this?’


‘You have experience of the trade.’


Ross smiled grimly. ‘That was all before you were born. And it was chiefly when I was in some financial need. You can hardly say that of yourself.’


‘I have precious little money, except Selina’s, which of course is now mine. And into that I have already made far too many inroads.’


‘So you want to make money?’


‘Who does not?’


‘By acting beyond the confines of the law.’


‘If necessary.’


They passed Sawle Church. A few women were about, heads bent, dark shawled, chiefly round the well.


Ross said: ‘I am in no position to preach, Valentine. But from what you have said I take it that your exports could be more valuable than your imports – they clearly carry the greater hazard.’


‘Why?’


‘You must know half Cornwall is waiting to buy your brandy, your silks, your tobacco. In following that trade you have almost everyone on your side. But in shipping raw tin out of the county you are stepping on unpopular ground. The Society of Associated Tinners is not to be overlooked. And there are a number of influential figures in the county connected with the Coinage Halls of Truro, Helston and Penzance.’


Valentine shrugged. ‘It is the outgoing cargo where lies the profit. Did you care for the risk when you needed money?’


‘I did not need money for women or to pay off gambling debts. But no . . . the risk was worth taking. And we did not export tin.’


‘Ten tons of the crude stuff will fetch seven hundred pounds. That shows a massive profit.’


‘I can believe.’


The horses had come to a stop. From here you could see Fernmore, where Mr and Mrs Kellow and Daisy still lived in a sort of poverty-stricken gentility. (It was rumoured that Paul helped them.) You could also see the chimney of Wheal Grace, and in the distance that of Wheal Leisure. Nampara was still out of sight in the valley.


Valentine pushed his hat back to allow the wind to cool his forehead.


‘D’you remember when you and your cousin Francis went into partnership to develop Wheal Grace?’


‘Indeed. But you cannot. It’s thirty-odd years ago.’


‘My mother told me about it once. It was a great success.’


‘In the end. But Francis died in it.’


‘I know. But it was, I would have thought, a very suitable sort of partnership.’


‘While it lasted, yes.’ Feeling he was being a little curt, Ross added: ‘Francis and I had a friendly relationship. We had played together a lot as boys. Then he married the girl I was in love with, your mother, and that soured our friendship. Later we – came together again. But you must know all this. It is part of our family lore. Have you some reason for bringing up Francis’s name?’


‘I simply meant that we too have a – friendly relationship. If different . . . It occurred to me that you might fancy joining me in this new little adventure with the vessel that is about to be launched.’


Ross stared. ‘You can’t be serious.’


‘Why not? You have had a somewhat lurid past. Do you not find your too respectable life nowadays a small matter tedious?’


Ross laughed, but grimly. ‘I am fifty-eight – an old man. The last time I had any connections with the trade was when I sanctioned the use of Nampara Cove for the traders to use. Even then I only played a passive part in it. And that was – let’s see – that was ’93, twenty-five years ago.’


Valentine was not to be deterred. ‘Yet your life, my dear cousin, has been full of action, vivid adventure, even since then. I envy you. And although at fifty-eight many men are stertorous, pot-bellied, dropsical sots with no further interest than to sit by the fire like flatulent pug dogs waiting to be fed, you are still lean and long and strong, and at heart longing for adventure. Are you not? Be honest. I thought it might be appropriate if we joined forces, just as you and Francis did.’


‘And what, may I ask, is there to be gained – I mean, gained by you – in this extraordinary suggestion?’


‘Money, financial backing, the benefit of your wide experience, and the advantage of working with a close relative, and a man of my own class.’


‘Had you not better invite your half-brother, Francis’s son? You are nearer of an age.’


‘Geoffrey Charles? No. Nor would I.’


‘You grew up together – at least in the same household. He’s at a loose end.’


‘Not now. He’s studying law. When we were young together there was too much of a difference. And you speak of being nearer of an age. Ten years when you are growing up is an enormous gap. Then when our mother died he hardly came home at all.’


‘You are neighbours now.’


‘Indeed, and he has a handsome little Spanish wife I would be happy to get my hands on . . . But his long time in the Army has changed him. Nowadays he would always, most tiresomely, be on the side of the law.’


They had ambled as far as the decline leading to Nampara Combe. You could hear the thin hissing of the wind like running water through the wheat stalks, under the black clouds and the hot sun peering.


‘Well,’ said Valentine, ‘this is as far as I shall come.’


‘Where do you intend to operate from?’


‘What? Oh, my little shipping activities?’


‘Yes.’


‘Officially, Padstow to Rosslare and return. As we have been doing with the Adelaide until she foundered. Straightforward, and all above board, as you might say.’


‘And below board?’


‘Ha. We call in on the way there and back. Basset’s Cove, chiefly. Isolated, and a moderately safe haven on this damned inhospitable coast.’


‘I wondered what you were doing running aground near Godrevy. But have a care not merely for rocks. Basset’s Cove is not entirely unpopulated. There are a few cottages. And whispers sometimes get to the wrong ears.’


‘It’s a chance one takes, Cousin. This county thrives on whispers.’


Ross hesitated. ‘Talking of whispers, are you by any chance becoming over-friendly with Agneta Treneglos?’


Valentine bent to pat his horse’s neck. ‘Where did that come from?’


‘The whisper? Does it matter? If it is not true.’


‘How can one judge what is over-friendly? I have seen quite a little of the dear girl of late. She misses Horrie. She lacks young company.’


‘She has younger sisters.’


‘Male company. I find her interesting.’


‘The other night when you were returning from Mingoose House . . .’


‘Oh, that was my little kitchenmaid. Can’t recall her name for the moment . . .’


‘Carla May?’


‘How brilliant of you to remember, Cousin.’


‘So long as you do not confuse that name with the name of Agneta.’


‘It seems unlikely, don’t it?’


‘It is for you to say. Her father is an unagreeable person if crossed. Years ago Francis, when a young man, used to fight with John, and often enough I was drawn in. They were not malicious quarrels, but when it came to John and Richard against Francis and me there was little quarter asked or given.’


‘Should this concern me?’


‘Agneta is the apple of her father’s eye – in spite of her handicap. With Horrie married, John finds his family dispersing and prizes the more those he has left. Anyway he is not a man to be trifled with.’


Valentine pulled at his bottom lip.


‘Agneta needs fresh company. She responds to it. Because nature has been a trifle casual with her intellectual equipment, it does not follow that she is not capable of enjoying life. If she does not understand a joke when you first tell her and if she then sees it when you have explained it to her, she will laugh more loudly than anyone. Her sense of taste and smell are as acute as any animal’s. Why should she not enjoy herself in any way she can? I must confess I find her interesting.’


Ross looked at his companion. ‘You are a strange young man, Valentine.’


‘And of course,’ Valentine said, ‘she’s so grateful.’


Christopher left on the Thursday. His mission, if not accomplished, was progressing.


It had been provisionally agreed that before Christmas, if the weather remained open, Demelza should take Bella to London, in the company of Caroline Enys, who was quickly drawn into the plan. There they would see Dr Fredericks. In the meantime Caroline had said she would invite her aunt, Mrs Pelham, who seemed to know everything and everybody, to discover for them how famous Dr Fredericks really was and what other teachers might be consulted before any positive step was taken.


Demelza found herself in a cross-current of emotion. (Perhaps she would have felt something in common with John Treneglos.) To ‘lose’ Isabella-Rose – which was almost what it amounted to – only two and a half years after Jeremy’s death was something that all her instincts cried out against. With Clowance obstinately remaining in Penryn, there would only be little Harry to be a companion to (apart from the monthly visit from Cuby and Noelle to break the pattern of the days).


But all this, Demelza knew, was often the lot of the mother: to lose her children, by illness, by the tragedy of war, or the lottery of marriage. She could not, she said passionately to herself, deprive Bella of an opportunity that she was overwhelmingly eager to take. Safeguards, all sorts of safeguards, must be written in to ensure that this was not some romantic scheme of Christopher’s, aimed chiefly at marriage to the girl he loved.


Bella must be given a fair chance.


As for marriage, it had been a principle of hers and Ross’s, that their children should have free choice, but it was really like a lottery ticket whom their children would draw. Clowance had sincerely loved Stephen – obstinately, passionately – and still mourned him, though something sour seemed to have crept into her memory after his death.


But although most of the family, including Jeremy, had come to have an appreciation of Stephen’s many good points, it could not be said that anyone except Clowance had become genuinely attached to him. This was not true of Christopher; everyone in Nampara liked him.


Then there was Cuby, of whom everyone was fond except Clowance. To Demelza she was of course a poor substitute for Jeremy – even with little Noelle thrown in – and on dark windy hollow nights, of which there were many for Demelza, no more than Clowance could she forget the sequence of events that had led Jeremy to join the Army. Yet Demelza from the first had felt a kind of affinity with Cuby, and no one, Demelza reasoned, could estimate the pressures which had existed on Cuby to do what she did.


As for Bella, she would soon be seventeen! Demelza had known long before she was seventeen whom she loved and would always love. (It wasn’t the same, the other side of her argued. She and Ross had been living in the same house and seen much of each other, albeit as master and servant. Was Bella being enchanted by the glamorous ex-soldier without having any chance of seeing whatever obverse side of the coin might exist?)


Ross did not tell Demelza about Valentine’s proposition. He had intended to mention it amusedly, but the conversation with Christopher the same night had rendered his encounter unimportant. His wife at the moment only had the problem of Bella in her head and heart.


Once or twice his thoughts roamed over the proposition Valentine had put to him. No one but a perverse, slightly unstable character like Valentine would ever have suggested it. It was true that since Jeremy’s death Ross had lived quietly, but at no time had he considered it ‘tedious’. His chief aim had been to bring Demelza back to normality, and in this to a large extent he thought he had succeeded. Her long spells of silence had gone. He had tried to take her out to supper parties or for weekends in the county. With that he was content in making her content.


Had he had ideas of resuming a more publicly active life, it would certainly not have led him to the illegalities of tin smuggling. If there was one disturbing aspect to his present retirement, it was the thought of unfinished business at Westminster. When the war ended he had felt that, whatever the value of his activities over the previous ten years, they had now been justified by the defeat of France. It had been his only reason for remaining Lord Falmouth’s representative in the Commons. That and Jeremy’s death had led him to resign his seat. He had no further use for it.


He had expected – as had many – that the end of the war would bring not merely peace to Britain but a wave of prosperity. It had not happened. The fall in government spending from its wartime levels had meant a drastic drop in the demand for British manufactures. Then the sudden demobilization of soldiers and sailors had thrown thousands of extra men upon the labour market. Many factories in the north and Midlands had closed down, and agriculture too had fallen into a deep depression. Much agitation and rioting had led to the burning and smashing of machinery, so that the government, instead of introducing at least some of the reforms planned by Pitt, had brought in more repressive measures. Canning was back in England, had become MP for Liverpool, and often wrote to Ross. Ross sometimes thought the letters contained a hint of reproach.


The only serious content in the encounter with Valentine had been his near admission about Agneta.


If Valentine were to antagonize the Treneglos family it would be too close to Nampara to be comfortable.


Especially as the Trenegloses were known to believe the local gossip that Valentine was Ross’s son.






Chapter Four


Clowance did not see the over-attentive Mr Prideaux for nearly three weeks. Then one Wednesday, having ridden into Truro to order some supplies, she saw him coming towards her in Church Lane.


She had only just turned into the lane from Boscawen Street, and briefly contemplated a hasty turnabout; but he was only three yards from her and there was no escape.


‘Mrs Carrington! What a fortunate meeting. I trust you’re well, ma’am. Though in truth I do not think you can be so well as you look!’


Not used to double meanings, Clowance charitably took this to be a compliment. He was in a dark blue cut-away coat and fawn twill trousers caught under the instep with black elastic. Fortunately he was not wearing his spectacles.


‘I would have called upon you before this, but Lady Harriet seemed uncertain of your exact address. You must give it me, pray, before we separate. I did not think you lived in Truro.’


‘I do not. Now and again I come to shop here.’


He felt in his fob and gave a shilling to a beggar who was importuning him. ‘Last week I met a Major Geoffrey Charles Poldark, who lives on the north coast. It is an unusual name, but I did not at first connect you. He tells me he is your cousin. Is that so?’


‘Oh yes. His father and my father were cousins.’


‘Go away,’ said Mr Prideaux to the beggar who, having bit the coin and found it good, was now being overwhelming in his thanks.


‘We never met because we were in different regiments; but of course there was Waterloo to talk about.’


‘I’m sure.’ Clowance looked after the beggar, who, unable to believe his luck, was cavorting across Boscawen Street. Then he tripped and fell flat on his face in a puddle and had to be helped up. They could still see the shilling he held firmly between finger and thumb.


‘You should not be so generous with your alms,’ said Clowance with a half-smile.


He was affixing his spectacles. ‘Giving a little to a poor creature like that is a form of self-indulgence. Besides, it is nice to be called “Milord” now and again.’


‘Yet you do not wish to be called captain?’


‘It is whatever you please. Captain if you so desire.’


‘But not milord.’


‘Not yet. I am still young.’


She could not tell whether he was joking or serious.


‘Well,’ she said, making a move. ‘I have to do a little more shopping yet—’


‘Please do not go. I have just been taken with a perfectly splendid idea. I have an appointment to take tea in the Red Lion with a friend. The friend, I am sure, is well known to you. Would you do me the honour of taking tea also?’


She hesitated. For the first time he did not seem quite so impossible. ‘Is it Geoffrey Charles?’ she asked.


‘No. But I am sure you will be pleased. It cannot, I think, delay you more than half an hour, and the hotel is but ten paces down the street.’


Hodge was not due until five, and the chances were he would be late.


‘Thank you,’ she said.


There were two dozen inns in the town, but the Red Lion was the largest and the most important. It had a pleasant large room on the first floor, which had become in recent years something of a meeting place for the social minded. As she mounted the stairs Clowance realized she was rather thirsty. But who was this eccentric man taking her to meet?


The room was quite full, it being market day, and at first Clowance did not see anyone she recognized. Then she saw a table by the window with a solitary young woman at it. She was clearly waiting for them. It was Cuby.


‘I knew this would be a present surprise,’ said Philip Prideaux, rubbing his hands together. ‘Mrs Poldark, Mrs Carrington. Eh? Eh? Sisters-in-law!’


Clowance had first met Cuby at Trenwith when she had come with her sister Clemency to Geoffrey Charles’s and Amadora’s big party. She remembered then registering surprise that this idol, this icon of Jeremy’s, was not better looking. Then rather reluctantly she had acknowledged that Cuby had wonderful skin and eyes. They had spoken scarcely at all, for the breach between Cuby and Jeremy seemed then unbridgeable, and Clowance had resented her on sight – as Demelza on the same evening notably had not.


When the plans for Cuby’s marriage to Valentine had fallen through and she and Jeremy had eloped, they had, according to reports, been ‘blissfully happy’ in Brussels, but, while accepting that, Clowance still felt that the tragedy of Jeremy’s death at Waterloo need never have been.


Now they were facing each other across a small tea table, thanks to the blundering good will of the egregious Mr (Captain) Prideaux.


Cuby had coloured. One could not be sure how much she knew of the other girl’s enmity, though some of it must have been made reasonably plain by the fact that whenever she went to Nampara Clowance was not there.


Philip ordered tea for himself and Clowance, but Cuby said she would have coffee.


There was one subject which could not add to the chill. ‘How is Noelle?’


‘Passing well, thank you. She has been slow to talk, but now it is beginning.’


‘You do not have her with you in Truro?’


‘No, Clemency is caring for her. They are great friends. It is long since you have seen her, Clowance. I’m sure you would find her engaging.’


‘I’m sure,’ said Clowance.


Mr Prideaux glanced from one to the other, and took off his spectacles.


‘Do you know what I have been doing this week, ladies? I have been to Chysauster.’


Both looked blank.


‘Where is that?’


‘Near Gulval. There are the remains – the very splendid remains – of a “beehive” hut. It is of early date, if not actually prehistoric. And a subterranean passage, part fallen in. Roman-British times. Probably third or fourth century. I believe a man called Borlase has written about it.’


The two ladies listened courteously while Philip told them some of his activities of the week. In friendlier circumstances they might have smiled understandingly at each other, but Clowance did not meet Cuby’s eyes.


Tea was finished, and what little casual conversation there had been dried up. Philip beamed at them both, impervious to mood or atmosphere.


Then suddenly Cuby said: ‘Clowance, I know how busy you are, but would you spare the time to come to Caerhays and spend an afternoon with us? It is, I know, quite a long journey, but if you took the King Harry Ferry it would cut several miles from the trip.’


Clowance hesitated, and to her annoyance knew herself to be colouring.


‘Very kind,’ she said. ‘If you are sure your brother would welcome me?’


‘Why should he not?’ Cuby asked indignantly.


Clowance glanced at Philip Prideaux and wished him far away. Well, he was not, so . . .


‘Before you married him, was not Jeremy several times turned from the door?’


Cuby looked daggers at her sister-in-law.


‘That must have been when I was affianced to Valentine Warleggan. I did not know of this. I suppose John thought he was acting for the best.’


‘I imagine so. All the same, Jeremy was profoundly upset.’


Cuby said: ‘But in the end I married your brother. Do you remember that? I was at fault before it came about. But I had in the end six months of life with him that were so full of happiness that I shall never forget them as long as I live.’ There were tears in her eyes now.


Clowance said: ‘I’m sorry. I should not have said that. If we had not met so unexpectedly perhaps I should have spoken less ill—’


‘It is better you should say what you feel.’


‘I don’t know if I have the right. I don’t know all the circumstances of your refusal of him. My love for Jeremy went so deep that it warps my judgement. I could only see his almost manic distress—’


‘Ladies, ladies,’ said Philip Prideaux, aware at last of the battle that was beginning before him, ‘this is clearly a distressing subject for you both! Could we not discuss something brighter?’


Her eyes full of tears, Clowance turned to him and said: ‘Captain Prideaux, will you please go away.’


Selina was delivered of a male child on the thirtieth of November 1818. On the third of December Valentine went to see George Warleggan at his bank in Truro.


George could hardly believe his ears when Valentine was announced.


‘Mr Valentine, did you say? . . . Where is he?’


‘Downstairs, sir.’


It was on his tongue to say he was not in, but angry curiosity got the better of him.


‘Show him up.’


When Valentine came in George was studiously writing. After a couple of minutes he lowered his pen and said: ‘Well?’


Valentine was as usual well turned out, but not flamboyantly in the way Ossie Whitworth had once been. George was irritated that he could find no fault in the young man’s attire.


‘Good day to you, Father. Some years since we met. You’re well?’


‘Well enough. What do you want?’


‘What do I want? Well, less than nothing, so far as I know. May I sit down?’


George gave no indication of assent, but Valentine sank into the black-studded leather armchair that Cary occupied when he came into the room. It was the least uncomfortable seat this side of the desk.


‘I came to tell you, Father, that my wife Selina gave birth to our first child last Thursday. This mayhap you will have heard?’


‘I know nothing of your family, and care less.’


‘A pity. I came to tell you that mother and child are doing well.’


‘Indeed.’


George remembered the insults that had flown between them in their last quarrel. He was not a man who easily forgot. But years had passed since they had spoken or even seen each other. There was little obvious change in the young man. The same narrow good looks, the same arrogance, the same insolent bearing. Rumours had reached George that in the intervening years Valentine had been up to no good in the county. Carrying on with this woman and that. Using his wife’s money in various semi-nefarious ways. But he had spent a lot of money on this young man too, the only one to bear the name of Warleggan. What was this news the young puppy was bringing?


‘So?’


‘I have a son. And you a grandson. I thought you might like to know. Harriet I’m sure will be pleased to know. The christening is to be on Sunday next, just after morning prayers. Very quiet. No fuss.’


‘Indeed,’ said George again, from under lowering brows.


Valentine brushed a dab of mud off his highly polished riding boots. ‘How are the twins?’


‘What? Oh . . . So-so.’


‘I’m sorry, I have temporarily forgot their names.’


‘Rachel and Anne.’


‘Of course . . . Well, yes, on consideration there is one extra point to my coming. The question of a name for my son. Selina and I have given careful thought to the matter. Would you object if we called him George?’


Someone was shouting in the street outside, selling eels. There was a tap on the door, and a clerk put his head in. He recoiled like a wounded snail when George looked at him. The door closed. Valentine looked out of the window. It was streaked with stains of yesterday’s rain, and the iron bar across it did not add to the cosiness of the room.


George said: ‘Is this some attempt to curry favour with me?’


‘Why should it be? I have money of my own.’


‘You mean Selina’s.’


‘Not altogether.’


‘Well, your mine is not paying,’ George said spitefully. ‘I happen to know that.’


‘The Duchy of Cornwall, as I’m sure you know, has leased its duties for collection to Mr Edward Smith. He has been very exacting, as I am sure you also know, and two of the smaller mines in my district have closed this month. Others will follow . . . You’ve closed Wheal Spinster. But I have other sources of income.’


‘I would like to hear them.’


‘I don’t think this a suitable matter to disclose in open court, if you follow me.’


‘Illegal, you mean. I urge you to take care.’


‘I did not say they were illegal, Father. But sometimes I indulge in a little gamble, with satisfactory results.’


‘Have a care that you do not get involved with John Permewan. Or with the United Copper & Zinc Company. Or Wheal Seton. Their investors are up-country people who know nothing of mining and less of finance.’


‘Of course not,’ said Valentine, who in fact was already doing business with two of the names mentioned. ‘But in my view few ventures that make money are made without an element of risk.’ Then, feeling the words hanging in the air, he added: ‘The smaller the risk naturally the better.’


George grunted. ‘If you are bent on having some interest in mining, avoid tin. Copper’s doing well. If you meddle in tin you’ll get into a mess like the Gundry family have at Wheal Vor. Bankrupt after three years!’


Valentine said: ‘I have a notion that was mismanagement, Father. From reports, there is nothing amiss with the mine.’


George looked up. ‘You are well informed.’


‘I do my best. But of course you know so very much more. I doubt if there is anyone who knows more about the mercantile prospects of Cornwall.’


Silence fell.


George said: ‘How d’you get on with your neighbours?’


‘Which neighbours?’


‘The Poldarks, of course.’


Valentine stretched his legs. ‘I see very little of ’em. Geoffrey Charles is up and down to London. It is said he is reading law. His little Spanish wife keeps much to herself. I don’t think she feels quite safe among the Cornish folk when Geoffrey Charles is away.’


‘I was referring to the Ross Poldarks.’


‘You said neighbours, Father. It is at least five miles between us. I see nothing of them. The loss of Jeremy has hit them hard. I prefer more cheerful company.’


‘Are you to have a big christening?’


‘I told you. Very quiet. Just a few of the household. Would you care to come?’


‘No, thank you.’


Valentine let out a slow breath, which George did not notice.


‘Well, I must not take up more of your time. May we call your first grandson George?’


‘I cannot stop you.’


‘You can deter me.’


George hesitated. ‘Give it him as his second name if you wish.’


‘I could give him a second name so that if he chooses when he grows up he may use it instead. I do not see why he should wish to do that, though. George Warleggan is a name to conjure with.’


George picked up his pen and looked at the quill. Some fool had not sharpened it this morning.


‘I have three daughters. All their dowries must be secured. I have no money to leave to a grandson.’


Valentine got up. ‘I should prefer my son to make his own way.’


‘By marrying money,’ said George, with a slight sneer.


‘Just so, Father. We all have different ways.’


‘Then call him George,’ said George, ‘if it pleases you.’ And be damned, he added, but under his breath.






Chapter Five


It was more than three years since Demelza had been in London, and she had rather hoped she would never see it again. She liked the great city, but twice had been terribly unhappy in it. On her very first visit there had been the enmity and then the duel between Ross and Monk Adderley. Never a more anxious time in her life. Then on her last visit she had had to leave Ross in France, where he was being illegally held as a prisoner-of-war, and no knowing how long before they saw each other again – if ever. Before he came back he had had to send her the news of Jeremy.


This time she had Caroline and Bella for company on the tedious coach trip, and this time, which was to be a short stay, they would stop with Mrs Pelham, Caroline’s aunt, who insisted they should do this.


The little house where Dr Fredericks lived was just off Chancery Lane, three-storeyed, and leaning to one side as if receiving support from the warehouse next door. Christopher Havergal had brought them, and they were ushered by a rather shabby maid into a rather shabby front room with pot plants in the window and diplomas on the wall. A walnut piano in a corner. The quartet were invited to sit down. They did so, but when the door closed Isabella-Rose was on her feet again studying the diplomas. From upstairs came the sound of another piano striking only one note, a middle C. Then a female voice joined in. Starting quietly, it grew to a crescendo and then faded away to a delicate pianissimo. The piano sounded the next note of the scale, and the exercise was repeated.


‘Look, Mama,’ said Bella. ‘It says here—’


‘Shush,’ said Demelza, who had picked up the sound of footsteps.


A man came in. He was very short, not more than five feet, tubby, with a mass of grey curly hair cut to the shape of his head, clean-shaven, in a loose collar with an untied white cravat half hanging, a stained purple velvet jacket, striped trousers, small feet in patent shoes.


Christopher introduced his guests, though Dr Emanuel Fredericks had met Bella before. He acknowledged this at the end of the introduction by saying, ‘And my little Donna.’ At which she dimpled.


Christopher said: ‘Of course you know the object of our visit, Dr Fredericks. Her mother and Mrs Enys have come to discuss with you her daughter’s talents and future.’


Dr Fredericks nodded. ‘Lady Poldark, I tested Miss Isabella-Rose’s voice in a number of ways at her last visit, and I have to congratulate you on possessing a daughter of remarkable talent.’


‘Thank you,’ said Demelza, wishing almost for the first time that she had lost more of the Cornish accent from her voice. ‘Mr Havergal has told me that you think highly of her. I am not sure what that means in – in terms of her future.’


‘I am the most exclusive teacher in London. That without immodesty I can certainly claim,’ Fredericks said. ‘I assure you, my lady, I can pick and choose whom I have as a pupil. I restrict my numbers to ten. I teach only the essential mechanics of the voice. The words larynx or glottis, or other such technical terms, are used sparingly in this house. I seek a natural voice and to enhance musicality. I divide my instruction into three main areas: rhythm, diction and phrasings, and ornamentation. My tuition involves hard work and the utmost dedication. It will take in all about two years for the basic course.’


‘And at the end of that time?’ asked Caroline.


He spread his small white hands with their spatulate finger ends.


‘No one can tell. I believe this young lady to have the most natural talent of any of the last fifty pupils it has been my privilege to teach.’


Greatly daring her daughter’s displeasure, Demelza said: ‘Some people – a few people – find her voice rather, well, hard.’


‘Ah, yes, I can understand that,’ Fredericks said. ‘The vocal cords are magnificent and surprisingly mature. At times she may even seem to shout. But that is all latent tone, latent talent, an expression of the vigour of youth. That can be trained out of the voice so that the top registers are as sweet as the lower ones.’


‘And she is – is what is called a mezzo-soprano?’


‘That is so.’


Caroline looked at Demelza, as if aware that hers was not a major role but . . . ‘Dr Fredericks, have we your assurance that Miss Poldark has an exceptional voice – or one of exceptional promise? Suppose she comes to you for two years, and at the end of that time she has fulfilled her promise, what then? What might her future be?’


Dr Fredericks again spread his hands.


‘A pupil I had last year began with sponsored recitals; then recently she has been engaged as the principal soprano by the Bristol Oratorio Society. Another whom you may have heard of, Christine Smythe, has already sung in opera and is now in Paris, singing there and receiving further tuition from the great Bernard de Vries. A third has been in Milan in a new opera called Norma. For a young lady with a supremely good voice the world is open.’


Caroline said: ‘You refer to ladies. How many of your present ten pupils are in fact ladies?’ (Only Caroline would have asked that, Demelza thought.)


‘Er – three, no, four. The other six come from relatively humble backgrounds.’


‘And these high fees you charge? Are all your pupils charged the same?’


‘I have awarded two girls scholarships because their parents are quite unable to find any money at all. They have great promise, and I feel I am paying my own debt to society by giving them free tuition. Only one of these is a singer, the other is a student of the piano. Miss Poldark, if she comes, will no doubt make their acquaintance.’


After a thoughtful pause Demelza said: ‘Lieutenant Havergal will have told you we live in Cornwall. It is many miles from London. I think about three hundred. It takes two to three days by coach, and you cannot be certain sure by sea, sometimes shorter, often longer. My daughter is not yet seventeen. She goes to Mrs Hemple’s School in Truro and is taught singing by a local teacher, Mrs Hodgson. May I ask the – the ages of your other pupils?’


‘Seventeen to thirty-one.’


‘My husband and I are not – not anxious to stand in Bella’s way. If she really has such a fine voice we do not wish to prevent her from developing it. But in our view she is still so young, and although she boards with Mrs Hemple during the week she has never lived anywhere else but at home—’


‘Oh, Mama,’ said Bella. ‘I have lived in Paris!’


‘Yes, yes, but then that was our home. When you – if you were to live in London you would have to face it alone – or nearly alone. Do you board girls in the house?’


‘Yes, my lady. We have accommodation for four, but all these bedrooms are taken at present. Mrs Fredericks would I think be able to recommend someone nearby.’


‘I do not think that will be necessary,’ said Caroline. ‘I think my aunt would be willing to accommodate her, and a groom would escort her daily.’


‘I had not thought of such a thing,’ said Demelza, in surprise, pleasure and panic. She felt she was on a slope which was getting steeper and on which it was difficult to call a halt. She would dearly have loved Ross to be there to offer some more common-sense observations. Or did she mean objections?


‘Mozart,’ said Christopher. ‘I think—’


The piano upstairs was suddenly clearer, as if someone had opened a door.


‘It’s a sonata,’ he said, ‘but I’m not sure which one.’


‘Number One in C,’ said Fredericks approvingly.


‘Do you play the piano, Christopher?’ Caroline asked.


‘Alas, no.’


‘I believe that Miss Poldark does,’ said Fredericks.


‘Well, a little.’


‘That is something you must do if you come here. There must be many rests from singing so that you do not strain or tire your voice. And breathing lessons – that before you ever begin. And languages. You must know three or more languages at least well enough to understand them and to pronounce them. And deportment. And acting . . .’


Demelza looked at her daughter, sturdy and slender at the same time, her eager expression, her clear blue eyes, her luxuriant hair. There were two standards to be passed, not one. If indeed she had an exceptional voice, had she the mental stamina, the determination, the resolution to develop under some stern taskmaster? Had she any real idea what she might be undertaking?


Aware of her gaze, Bella looked at her mother and winked. This was the same young lady who during their flight from Paris had charmed a potentially dangerous group of Polish dragoons by playing an old harpsichord and singing the ‘Marseillaise’ in an old inn in France. It was equally easy to underestimate her. At that inn in St Quentin Demelza had watched her through the bars of the landing stairs, furious at her recklessness and half beside herself with anxiety as to what Bella might have plunged herself into. In long retrospect some of the fury had turned into pride. That her daughter, not yet fourteen, had had the courage to do such a thing: one’s heart beat faster even today at the thought of it. She and Ross had bred a girl of exceptional talent, exceptional courage, exceptional self-reliance. She deserved the best. Was this the best?


In the afternoon of the same day they went to see two other experts recommended by a musical friend of Mrs Pelham. The first was a Mr Peter Reumann, who was musical director of the King’s Theatre in the Haymarket. They were taken to the back of the theatre to meet him, where a rehearsal room was empty except for half a dozen chairs and a concert grand piano. He was another small man, but slight of build and with an obvious authority.


He took Bella to the piano and asked her to accompany him in a few simple tunes.


After fifteen minutes he said: ‘A quite distinctive voice and noble in one so young. It needs training, of course, and we do not have the teacher or the facilities here for such training. Here you could take small parts very soon – but, yes, I understand you are not seeking that – next summer we are considering productions that could offer her an opening. That way she would pick up a great deal; sometimes one can learn so much from others. I know of two young women who have prospered that way. Both of course took private lessons as well. If you change your mind and care to write me in about six months I will be willing to see you again. Can you act, Miss Poldark?’


‘I think so,’ said Isabella-Rose, all agog at being behind the scenes in one of the great theatres. ‘I would want to.’


‘Of course, of course. Acting is always an integral part of singing, whether in simple glees or in grand opera. You must appeal to the eye as well as to the ear.’ He added to Demelza: ‘She has not perhaps got your looks, madame, but she is the right build and already has presence.’


Caroline said: ‘You think her voice might be – exceptional?’


Reumann hesitated, then decisively: ‘Yes, I do.’


‘Ideally, where should she go for the best tuition?’


‘There is talk of opening a Royal College of Music. At present: Falconer, Fredericks, Alesi, Lotti Schneider. Perhaps those are the best four. If you are aiming merely for operetta, then you could not do better than go to Paris, where there are several excellent people.’


Caroline said: ‘We have an appointment with Madame Schneider at five.’


Madame Lotti Schneider, a fair-haired, buxom, handsome woman, said: ‘Com’ ’ere, meine liebe. Let me look into your mouth. Your throat, my little, it is the instrument on vich you must play all your life. No? It is ’ere, ’ere and ’ere vence comes the tone, the quality. Come over ’ere to der piano. I see you breathe vell. Now let me ’ear this voice. Gently, gently at first in answer to ze piano, just as if you were soothing a little baby to sleep.’


This was a quiet street, not like the King’s Theatre, where even through closed windows one could hear the rumble of carts and carriages. Listening to her daughter’s voice following the piano up a note, up an octave, and gradually increasing in volume, Demelza thought: if Ross could hear her now he would realize what an intelligent girl Bella was. She seemed to know exactly what Madame Schneider wanted even though she was being spoken to in a thick German accent.


When it was over Lotti Schneider patted one of Bella’s hands. ‘Dat is very good. Lirico-Spinto is what you may become. You have a daughter of great talent, Lady Poldhu. She should ’ave a splendid future. I would be ’appy to take her – and will do so, but I ’ave to say I am shortly to embark on a concert tour of Europe: Rome, Milan, Vienna, Berlin. When this ’appen my pupils do not ’ave the best attention. Natural, I give exercises to fill up their time with careful study. Do you have foreign languages? French, Italian? I leave London after Christmas and shall contemplate to return at Easter. She could gain much in working with a professional mezzo like me, but dere are drawbacks too.’


Demelza said: ‘But you think, madame, dat – that my daughter should go on with her studies?’


‘Of a certainty. Oh yes. Oh, yes. Oh, yes. But the voice needs careful ’andling. You must avoid wear and tear. The slower one progresses, the more surely one progresses. Many leap too soon. Of course in my vorld there is much competition. But dere is always room for another if the talent is dere. I personally, venever I can, sing Mozart. This can be a top singer’s salvation – it helps to stay on der right path.’


‘Do you have many pupils?’ Caroline asked.


‘Two, three only. But dey are not quite pupils. Dey are already singers. But Lady Poldhu, could you come back, return, after Easter? I can teach your daughter a great deal. A year mit me is worth two year mit anyone else.’


In the evening, after a quiet supper, when for once Mrs Pelham was entertaining no other guests, they went into the choices thoroughly: Demelza, Bella, Caroline, Christopher, Mrs Pelham.


Demelza said: ‘Caroline, you are my oldest friend. Tell us, please, what thoughts you have.’


Caroline rubbed her long patrician nose. ‘First, I suppose you have to say that Christopher was right. Not only the teacher of his choice but two others, nominated by Aunt Sarah, have confirmed his opinion. This seems to prove that Isabella-Rose has exceptional talent. They would – could not be generous without good cause. Therefore, if you can afford the fees – and I know Ross can – the likely decision is that she should have a year or more’s training to see what progress she makes.’


Christopher said: ‘I have already offered to pay the fees.’


‘We could not accept that,’ said Demelza. ‘Thank you all the same. We can meet them.’


‘Let us agree then that the expense is not a hindrance. Do we agree on the rest?’


After a pause Demelza said: ‘I think so . . . yes.’


‘Then for that year – or several years if all goes well – the question is . . .’. Caroline stopped. ‘No. It is good of you to give me the floor, my dear, but I should not be talking like a judge dealing with the custody of a child. She is your child. I must not take over your role.’


Demelza said: ‘But do you not see, Caroline, that it is because I am her mother I cannot see this detached. So please go on.’


Silence fell. Caroline sighed.


‘Well, if that is the provisional decision, some other important decisions or choices will need to be made. Of the three highly placed professionals we have seen today I know Bella would choose Mr Reumann—’


‘I never really said that!’ exclaimed Bella.


‘I heard you whispering to Christopher, and I know why you fancy Mr Reumann, my dear. It is because he inhabits a theatre. And one of the finest in London. You came over visibly faint at the sight of stepladders and panels of scenery and the smell of cosmetics.’


‘You must not pull a face like that, Bella,’ Demelza said, ‘you must be polite to your aunt.’


Caroline laughed. ‘Aunt in name only.’


Christopher said: ‘But did not Reumann say he could not take Bella at present? He surely meant – in fact he said – come back in six months.’


‘True.’


‘Of course I was not with you,’ Mrs Pelham said, ‘but Madame Schneider sounds the most romantic to me – and perhaps the most practical! Indeed, I have heard her sing more than once, and her help would be invaluable. She is performing at present? Otherwise I might have invited her to sup with us before you returned home.’


‘Duke Street, St James’s, is much further from here than Chancery Lane,’ Caroline remarked. ‘It is worth thinking of in the winter.’


Demelza thought of that other side of London, of which they had seen plenty today, the endless beggars, some of them ex-soldiers lacking limbs, the pigs rooting free in the gutter, the crush of traffic, the smell of drains, the pie sellers, the quacks, the knife grinders who crammed the edges of the pavements, the ragged boys and barefoot children.


She said: ‘Mrs Pelham, is it true – I only heard mention of it this forenoon – is it true that you would allow Bella to live here for a very short while until she found her feet? Tis really good of you—’


‘My dear,’ said Mrs Pelham, looking benevolently at Isabella-Rose. ‘That was not quite what I said. My meaning was that I should be pleased – indeed happy – to invite her to live here, not for a short time but for just as long as ever it may suit her.’


Mrs Pelham had not met Demelza’s second daughter before this week and was clearly much taken with her.


Bella beamed at her, and when she smiled like this it was as if all her face lit up. It could not have been a more suitable friendship for all concerned. Mrs Pelham was wealthy, well supplied with servants, constantly entertaining but personally lonely, knew most of the best people in London, had a private carriage (which she seldom used), lived in this big, handsomely proportioned house, often went to the theatre, had no children of her own.


Demelza wriggled uncomfortably in her chair to try to rid herself of a curious stab somewhere in the breast or upper stomach. She refused to recognize it at first, but after settling down again and murmuring her most profuse thanks to Mrs Pelham, she had to acknowledge that the uncomfortable stab was a feeling of jealousy. Not of course jealousy of Bella, for whom this visit was turning out more favourably than she surely could ever have dared to hope; but jealousy of Sarah Pelham, who, henceforward, if this plan now went ahead, would see far more of Bella than Demelza could ever hope to do.


Somewhere in the depths of her soul a solitary miserable creature was weeping. ‘I lost my first daughter Julia years ago when she was scarcely more than a baby; and then it is only three years since Jeremy my elder son, at the height of his charm and youthful maturity, was killed at Waterloo; now I have to part with my youngest daughter, gone three hundred miles away, to live in this beautiful house with this elegant elderly lady, in pursuit of a singing career. What a tragedy it is that she ever met Christopher Havergal. How much happier Nampara would be with her at school in Truro and singing for fun. How much happier Bella herself might be in the end!’


She swallowed and said: ‘I b’lieve Madame Schneider would take her. And Dr Fredericks, I’m sure. You – you would advise Madame Schneider, Mrs Pelham?’


‘When I first heard of Dr Fredericks as the best teacher in London,’ said Christopher Havergal, ‘and took Bella to see him in July, I had no certain idea where she would be able to stay. As you all know, I hope to marry her, but have willingly agreed to a postponement, and I have been much exercised in the matter of finding somewhere suitable for her to board. But of course Mrs Pelham’s magnificent offer makes this all unnecessary. Ma’am, I shall consider this the greatest favour you could offer us. Thank you.’


Mrs Pelham smiled.


He went on: ‘Mrs Enys has raised the question of the distance the two teaching establishments are from here. Dr Fredericks is little more than half a mile, Madame Schneider is nearly two miles. I have been measuring it on a map. This perhaps should not be the main factor in a decision, but it might be taken into account.’


‘Perhaps,’ said Caroline, ‘we should ask Bella how she feels.’


Bella smiled one of her irradiating smiles. ‘I am – enchanted.’


‘With either?’


‘With either.’





Chapter Six


While her mother and Isabella-Rose were away Clowance went to Nampara to keep Ross company and to be an extra companion for Harry. As the cross-country route was slightly more risky in the winter, she decided to take the coach road to Truro, where Matthew Mark Martin would meet her to escort her the rest of the way.


Halfway to Truro she made a short detour to tell Harriet that she would not be at home for a week. Harriet of course was out with her hounds, so she went into the house and wrote a brief note for when she returned.


As she sanded the paper a footstep creaked in the hall, and she turned to see the lanky figure of Philip Prideaux bearing down on her.


‘Mrs Carrington. How good it is to see you. I fear Harriet is out.’


‘So I have discovered. I should have known. You are not hunting this morning, Mr Prideaux?’


‘No. I thought to stay in and read. Sometimes I think I have had rather too much to do with horses in my life.’


He wore the usual stiff collar, a silk stock, a fine white cambric shirt under a bottle green jacket, tight black trousers. He had just put his glasses on.


The footman who had let her in was waiting by the door.


Clowance said: ‘I am going to see my father on the north coast, so I must make haste.’


Prideaux said: ‘I will see Mrs Carrington out, Parker.’


‘Very good, sir.’


As the footman left Philip said: ‘I wrote to you, Mrs Carrington.’


‘Did you? I did not receive it.’
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