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  BOOK ONE




  





  Chapter One




  In that coastal triangle of Cornwall lying between Truro, St Ann’s, and St Michael, social life did not extend far in the 1790s. There were six big houses – or six

  inhabited by gentlefolk – but circumstances did not encourage intercourse between them.




  Into one of these, Mingoose House, the oldest and most easterly, Ruth Treneglos, née Teague, had done her utmost to bring a new social zest; but childbearing had cramped her

  style of late; her rough-booted husband John was interested only in hunting, and her father-in-law was too deaf and scholarly to care who came and went in his front rooms. In Werry House, the

  largest and most disreputable, Sir Hugh Bodrugan sprawled and belched like a lecherous volcano while Constance Lady Bodrugan, his stepmother, who was young enough to be his daughter, bred dogs and

  fed dogs and talked dogs most of her waking hours.




  On the other and western side of the triangle Place House, an unbecoming Palladian residence put up in the early years of the century, was occupied by Sir John Trevaunance, a widowed and

  childless baronet; and Killewarren, which was not much more than a glorified farmhouse, by Mr Ray Penvenen, who was richer and even more cautious than his neighbour.




  To the two houses in between, one actually on the coast, the other near it, it would have come natural to look for more enterprise, not only because they were where they were but because each

  was occupied by a young married couple of whom social occasions might have been expected. Unfortunately, neither household had any money.




  Between Sawle and St Ann’s, on high ground but protected by trees, Trenwith House, Elizabethan and mellow and beautiful, was occupied by Francis Poldark and his wife Elizabeth and their

  son, who was nearly eight years old, and Francis’s great-aunt, Agatha, who was so old that everyone had forgotten to count. Three miles to the east was the sixth and smallest of the houses,

  Nampara, Georgian and utilitarian and never properly completed but not without a certain individuality and charm, which was characteristic too perhaps of its owners. Ross Poldark lived here and his

  wife Demelza; and their son Jeremy had just passed his first birthday.




  So of the six houses, the first two were preoccupied with dogs and babies; the second two had the means to entertain but not the will; the last two the will only. Therefore some surprise and

  speculation were caused when, in May 1792, five of the households received an invitation from the owner of the sixth to a supper party on the twenty-fourth of the month. Sir John Trevaunance wrote

  that he was taking the opportunity while his sister was staying with him and while his brother Unwin, a Member of Parliament for Bodmin, also was down.




  This seemed such a poor reason for breaking with the habit of years that everyone cast about for a stronger motive. Demelza Poldark at least had no difficulty in finding one.




  When the letter was delivered, Ross was up at the mine, the new mine where he spent nearly all his time nowadays, and Demelza waited impatiently for his return.




  As she laid things for the light meal they would have – supper was not until eight – Demelza wondered what the outcome would be of this latest and probably last gamble. Wheal

  Leisure, the mine on the cliff, which Ross had started in company with six other venturers in ’87, continued to prosper; but last year he had sold half his holding in it and had sunk the

  money in this much more speculative enterprise.




  The result so far had been failure. The fine new pumping engine, designed by two young engineers from Redruth, had been set up and all the claims made out for it had been confirmed. But the

  thirty-fathom level, which was as deep as the old men had gone, offered nothing but worked-out gunnies; and the new forty- and fifty-fathom levels they were driving to strike the lodes again had

  been most unproductive, yielding poor stuff where there was any yield at all. The engine might work with the greatest possible efficiency; it still used coal; and while things stayed as they were,

  every day brought nearer the day when silence would fall on the valley and the engine begin to rust.




  As she glanced up through the window, she saw Ross coming across the garden in company with his cousin and partner Francis. They were talking attentively, but Demelza could see that it was over

  no sudden discovery. Often she watched Ross’s face as he came in.




  She picked up Jeremy, who in his efforts to walk was threatening to pull the cloth off the table, and with him in her arms went to the front door to meet them. The wind billowed the skirt of her

  green-striped dimity frock.




  When they were near enough, Francis said:




  ‘Demelza, you never grow up; you look seventeen. I hadn’t intended to come today, but damn it, I feel revived for the air; I think tea with you might complete the cure.’




  She said: ‘Is this your first time out of doors? I hope you haven’t been down the mine.’




  ‘My second. And I have not. Ross has been exploring on his own again, with the usual measure of success. Jeremy boasts another tooth, I believe. I fancy there were only three last time I

  looked.’




  ‘Seven!’ said Ross. ‘You’re on dangerous ground.’




  They laughed and went indoors. The early part of tea Jeremy made sure was devoted to him; but presently Mrs Gimlett came in to bear him away, and the adults were allowed some peace. Demelza, a

  little breathless and with a curl rakishly over one eye, poured herself a second cup of tea.




  ‘And are you truly better, Francis? The fever is quite gone?’




  ‘It was just the influenza,’ said Francis. ‘We all had it, but I the worst. Choake bled me and gave me Peruvian bark, but I recovered nevertheless.’




  Ross stretched himself, easing his long legs. ‘Why do you not have Dwight Enys? He’s keen and up-to-date and has a knowledge of the latest physical ideas.’




  Francis grunted. ‘Tom Choake has always looked after us. Personally I think these medical jockeys are much the same. Anyway, our friend Enys is in a little trouble himself over old John

  Ellery, I understand.’




  ‘What’s the matter with him?’




  ‘It seems he had a toothache and Enys took out three teeth but dug for the roots, as is his fashion. Choake contents himself with twisting off the crowns, as you know. But this time

  something has gone wrong with Dwight’s methods and Ellery has not been out of pain since.’




  Demelza said: ‘I thought Dwight looked a small matter worried when he called yesterday.’




  ‘He takes his failures too much to heart,’ said Ross. ‘I should think it a great disadvantage in his profession,’




  ‘It is a great disadvantage in any profession,’ said Demelza, carefully not looking at him.




  Francis raised an ironical eyebrow. In the brief silence that followed, and to cover it, Demelza took down her envelope from the mantelshelf.




  ‘We have an invitation, Ross! Just think of it in these bad times. Have you had one, Francis? I suppose it will be quite a big affair. I wonder if we should dress. What does Elizabeth say

  of it?’




  ‘From the Trevaunances?’ said Francis while Ross read it. ‘Yes, we had a note today. The old man has grown extravagant with his grey hairs. I feel there’s some motive in

  his madness, though, knowing Sir John.’




  ‘Ah,’ said Demelza, ‘’twas much the same thought came to me.’




  ‘What motive?’ asked Ross, looking up from the letter.




  Francis glanced at Demelza, but she was waiting for him. He laughed. ‘We’re uncharitable, Ross, your wife and I. Ray Penvenen’s niece, Caroline, is an heiress in her own right.

  Unwin Trevaunance has been stalking her for two years. This may well be to announce the kill.’




  ‘I did not know the girl was back again.’




  ‘She returned from Oxfordshire, I believe, last week.’




  ‘But then,’ said Demelza, ‘should it not be – if it were to announce an engagement – should it not be Mr Penvenen who give the party? I thought that was the way.

  Ross, you promised once to buy me a book on etiquette, but you never did so.’




  ‘You behave better without it. I like a wife who is natural and not stiffened up with all manner of artificial observances.’




  Francis said: ‘Anyway, Ray Penvenen would never give a party even to celebrate his own engagement, so that need not discourage us from the speculation.’




  ‘You will go of course?’ asked Demelza.




  ‘I think Elizabeth had her visiting look on when I left her this afternoon.’




  Ross said: ‘I hope if they intend to join up, those two, they’ll be sharp about it. If Caroline Penvenen is to be in the neighbourhood for long, it is likely to unsettle Dwight.

  I’d be glad to see her safely tied to Unwin.’




  ‘I heard there was something between her and Enys last time she was down, but I should think he’s wise enough not to get himself entangled there.’




  Demelza said: ‘It seems to me no man is wise enough if the woman is not wise enough.’




  Ross glanced up good-humouredly. ‘That’s an acute remark. D’you speak it from personal experience?’




  She met his eyes. ‘Yes, Ross, from personal experience. Think how foolish Sir Hugh Bodrugan would be over me if I let him.’




  Not until he spoke had he seen the latency of what he said, which might even refer to their own marriage; and he was glad that – she had taken it in the right way. He did not reflect that

  two years ago he would never have any doubts on the point.




  At about the time Francis and Ross walked down from the mine to tea, George Warleggan was dismounting from his horse outside Trenwith House.




  To look at him one would not have thought him the grandson of a blacksmith, the first generation of his family to be genteelly educated – unless the clothes he wore told the tale they were

  intended to disguise. No country squire would have dressed so well for an afternoon call, even had he wanted to impress the lady of the house, as George did.




  When Mrs Tabb showed him in and, rather in a flurry, went to look for Mrs Poldark, George strolled about the hall tapping his boot with his crop and staring up at the ancestral pictures. This

  was a different poverty from the poverty he might have seen at Nampara House three miles away. Francis and Elizabeth might be no better off than their cousins; but you do not reduce a mellow

  Elizabethan house to dilapidation in a few years. George was staring at the magnificent window with its hundreds of small panes of glass when he heard footsteps and turned to see Elizabeth skimming

  down the stairs.




  She slowed as soon as she saw him and came down the last steps hesitantly.




  ‘Why, George . . . when Mrs Tabb said – I couldn’t quite believe . . .’




  ‘That I had really ventured to come.’ He bowed over her hand politely. ‘I was passing near, so brought my godson a birthday present. I thought perhaps I might be permitted that

  much.’




  Still uncertain, she took something that he handed her. ‘But it isn’t Geoffrey Charles’s birthday for months.’




  ‘Last year. I’m late, not early.’




  ‘Does Francis . . .’




  ‘Know I’m here? No. But if he does? Surely this rather childish enmity has gone on too long. Really, Elizabeth, it gives me such pleasure to see you again. Such pleasure . .

  .’




  She smiled at him, not flushing as she would have done a few years ago, but warming all the same to his admiration. She did not know how much of George was genuine, but she knew this was. She

  thought he had grown more stocky since they had last met, so that one saw in his greater bulk the shadow of the middle-aged man he would become. But however he had behaved to Ross – and that

  she certainly resented – he had never been anything but scrupulously fair with Francis and unfailingly charming to her.




  In the winter parlour she unwrapped the small parcel he had brought, and found it was a gold watch. She tried to return it to him, troubled and feeling him overgenerous, but he would have

  nothing to do with that.




  ‘Drop it in a drawer for a while if you feel he’s too young. The quarrel surely doesn’t include him. By the time he’s old enough to carry it, perhaps we shall all be

  friends again.’




  She said: ‘The quarrel was not of my seeking. We are very quiet here nowadays, and I should be glad of all my friends. But you know Francis as well as I do. He is wholehearted in

  his feelings, and if he were to come in now the – our friendship might come to worse hurt than ever before.’




  ‘In other words he would try to kick me out,’ George said pleasantly. ‘Well, no doubt you’ll think me overdeliberate in all things, but I have posted my manservant on the

  rising ground near Sawle Church. If he sees Francis coming, he can give me good warning, so you needn’t fear a brawl.’ He hunched his shoulders. ‘I should have hesitated to do so

  if I believed there was risk of your thinking me a coward.’




  Elizabeth sat down on the window seat and looked out over the herb garden. George watched her carefully, like a business deal to be negotiated.




  Elizabeth said: ‘Before anything else I want to thank you for your kindness to my mother and father. My mother is still so unwell, and to ask them to your home . . .’




  ‘I told them especially not to tell you.’




  ‘I know; Father said so. But he wrote of it all the same, and of all your kindness while they were there.’




  ‘It’s of no moment. I have always admired your mother, and think her so brave in her eye trouble. I wonder they don’t sell their house and live with you here.’




  ‘I have – thought of it myself sometimes. But Francis does not believe it would be a good arrangement—’ She checked herself.




  George sat down and put the silver end of his riding crop against his teeth. ‘Elizabeth, I don’t expect you to be in any way disloyal to Francis’s views of me and this quarrel,

  but don’t you personally think it time it was forgot? What good is it doing any of us? Francis is cutting off his own hand. You know as well as I do that, were there any malice on my

  side, I could bankrupt him tomorrow. To you it’s not a pleasant thing to say, but can you doubt it?’




  ‘I don’t doubt it,’ Elizabeth said, flushing now.




  ‘I only wish it were different. I should like to help to make it different. But while this feud continues . . . I should like you to help me heal it.’




  She unloosed the catch of the window and opened it a few inches to let in a gentle breeze. Her profile was clear-cut like a cameo against the brown of the curtain.




  ‘You say you’ll not ask me to be disloyal and then press me to take sides—’




  ‘No. Not at all. To mediate.’




  ‘Do you think my mediation would have so much effect? George, you know Francis’s mind just as well as I do. He believes you to have been behind the prosecution of Ross, to

  have—’




  ‘Oh, Ross . . .’




  As soon as he spoke, he saw he had said the wrong thing; but he went on, keeping the resentment out of his voice.




  ‘I know you have a vast affection for Ross, Elizabeth. I wish I could enjoy the favour in your eyes that he does. But let me put this clearly to you. Ross and I have never seen eye to eye

  since we were at school. It is – something fundamental. We do not like each other overwell. But on my side it is no more than that. On his it is a disease. He plunges headlong from one

  misfortune to another and blames me for them all as they come upon him!’




  Elizabeth had got up. ‘I wish you wouldn’t say this. It isn’t fair to ask me to listen.’




  She might have walked away across the room, but he didn’t move aside and she found herself at close quarters with him and not quite able to get out of the window bay.




  ‘Don’t you hear Ross’s side? Why is it unfair to hear mine? Let me tell you of his position and what he has done to extricate himself.’




  She said nothing more. Aware that he had overcome the first hurdle, George went on: ‘Ross is impulsive, over stiff-necked, rash. You can’t blame me for that. It is the fault of being

  born with money, coming from generations of people who have always had money. But no one need behave as he has behaved. Four years ago he began this ill-conceived plan for smelting copper in

  Cornwall. He blames me for its failure, but it was doomed to failure from the start. Then, when he was hard set as a result, he was too proud to go to his friends for assistance; and so, added to

  his other debts, he signed a bill for a thousand pounds at a usurer’s rate of interest – it has but now come into my uncle’s hands, that is how I know – and Ross has been

  paying this interest on it ever since. Nor is he satisfied with this, but he last year sold the half of his interest in a profitable mine and induced Francis to go into partnership with him in this

  white elephant, Wheal Grace, which his father exhausted twenty years ago! When he ultimately beggars himself and you as well, no doubt he’ll blame me for having stolen the copper out of his

  ground overnight!’




  At last she escaped and walked across the room. He was overstating his case, but the truth might lie somewhere midway between his argument and Francis’s. Her feeling for Ross had never

  quite been definable to herself, and there was some grain of perverseness which took pleasure in seeing the other side.




  George did not follow her. After a minute he said: ‘You know, don’t you, that you’re one of the loveliest women in England.’




  The clock on the mantelshelf began to strike five. When it had finished, she said: ‘If what you say were even half true, it would be – kind of you; but I think, with Francis not

  here, a liberty. As I know—’




  ‘If the truth’s a liberty, then I’ve taken it,’ George brushed a hand down his embroidered waistcoat, not perfectly at ease but not at all in retreat, ‘because the

  truth it is. I move in society a great deal and I assure you I am neither flattering you nor presuming. Turn round. Look at yourself in the glass. Or perhaps you know yourself too well to realize.

  Men realize. Other men besides myself. And there would be many such, of both sexes, if you moved about more freely and were to be seen. Even now I hear people say, “D’you remember

  Elizabeth Poldark – Chynoweth that was? Now there was a beauty for you. I wonder what’s come of her.”’




  ‘Do you suppose—’




  ‘If,’ said George, ‘if Francis would let me, I could help him. Let him play with his mine if he wants to, but that need only be a side issue. Once before when I came here I

  mentioned sinecure positions. Today I could get him nominated for two. There is no disgrace in them. Ask your parson how he gained his church or your major his battalion – by having a friend

  speak for him at the right time. This – this existence is no existence at all for you. Your poverty is not only undeserved – it’s unnecessary!’




  Elizabeth was silent. Whatever she thought of George’s compliments, it was a sore spot he touched. She was twenty-eight now, and her lease of beauty was not indefinite. She could count on

  the fingers of one hand the number of her outings since her twenty-fifth birthday.




  ‘Oh, George, you’re very kind. Don’t think I don’t know that. The more so because I realize you have nothing to gain. I—’




  ‘On the contrary,’ said George, ‘I have everything to gain.’




  ‘I scarcely know quite what to say. You heap favours upon my mother and father, upon my son, and would on Francis if he would allow you. I wish I could see some end to this quarrel, I

  truly wish I could. But – in suggesting that it’s a trivial thing, don’t you deceive yourself? None of it’s as simple as you make it sound. I wish it were. I should be happy

  enough to see our friendship restored.’




  He came over to the fireplace. ‘And will do your part to restore it?’




  ‘If you will do yours.’




  ‘How?’




  ‘Help to convince Ross that you are not his enemy.’




  ‘I am not interested in Ross.’




  ‘No, but Francis is Ross’s partner now. You’ll not reassure one without the other.’




  George stared down at his riding crop. Perhaps the look in his eyes was not for her.




  ‘You credit me with supernatural powers. What do you want me to do?’




  ‘If you’ll do what you can,’ said Elizabeth, ‘I’ll do what I can.’




  ‘I hope I may hold you to that bargain.’




  ‘You may.’




  He bent over her hand and this time kissed it, with a rather dated formality which yet conveyed what he meant it to convey.




  He said: ‘Please don’t bother to show me out. My horse is at the door.’




  He left the room, shutting the door after him, and crossed the great empty hall. The wind was rattling a loose window. As he reached the front door, Aunt Agatha came out of the

  small drawing-room and began tottering across in his direction. He tried to avoid being seen, but – although she was nearly stone-deaf – her eyesight was sharp enough.




  ‘Why, if it isn’t George Warleggan, or I’m a dunce! Don’t mumble now! People will mumble. ’Tis years since you put foot inside our place, I’ll swear. Getting

  too grand for us, are you?’




  George smiled and bowed over the withered hand. ‘I salute you, old hag. The worms must be tired of waiting. It’s not seemly when people rot while they’re still above

  ground.’




  ‘Getting too grand for us, I b’lieve,’ said Agatha, one trembling claw going to join the other on her stick. ‘Look at that waistcoat. I remember you when you was a boy,

  George, not hardly bigger’n Geoffrey Charles. Quite overawed you was, coming here that first time. Different now.’




  George smiled and nodded. ‘There should be a law to poison off old women, ma’am. Or a pillow pressed over the face would not take long. If you were the last of the Poldarks,

  I’d do it myself. But never fret, your great-nephews are digging their own graves. It won’t be long.’




  A slow bead of water escaped from Aunt Agatha’s eye and slid diagonally down one of the furrows on her cheek. This was no sign of emotion, it just happened from time to time.




  ‘You was always Francis’s friend, I remember, never Ross’s. What’s that you say? Nervous you was, that first time, and hardly fledged, an’ Charles saying,

  what’s the boy brought home from school with him now? Well, times has changed. I mind the years when you couldn’t have rid over from Truro in all that falallery without being turned

  heel over tip by some footpad or needy tinner. Have you seen Francis?’




  ‘I’ve seen Elizabeth,’ said George, bowing again. ‘You remind me of forgotten things, old woman. Die soon, won’t you, and be forgotten yourself.’




  ‘Goodbye,’ said Aunt Agatha. ‘Come again and stop to supper. We’re uncommon short of company these days.’




  





  Chapter Two




  Francis reached home just before six. He found Elizabeth sitting by the window, embroidering a stool cover, and Aunt Agatha crouching over the tiny fire.




  ‘Whoo, it’s hot in here.’ He went across to one of the windows and opened it. ‘Really, old lady, you’d be better in bed than cramping your old bones there.’

  But he did not say it unkindly.




  Aunt Agatha screwed up her eyes at him. ‘You’ve missed our visitor, Francis. Missed him by a skin, I should say. ’Tisn’t often we’ve a visitor these days. You

  should have asked him to supper, Elizabeth.’




  Francis looked at his wife and she flushed, furious that the old lady had forestalled her and furious that she cared.




  ‘George Warleggan came.’




  ‘George?’ The way Francis said the word was enough. ‘You saw him?’




  ‘Yes. He didn’t stay long.’




  ‘So I should think not. What did he want?’




  Elizabeth raised her grey eyes, which at times like this could look especially candid and virginal. ‘I don’t think he wanted anything. He said he thought it unnecessary to go on with

  this quarrel.’




  ‘This quarrel . . .’




  ‘And very cordial he was too,’ said Aunt Agatha. ‘Fortune’s improved his manners, or I’m a dunce. Quite like old times, ’tis, having a man make a knee to

  you.’




  Francis said: ‘I wonder if he knew my back was turned.’




  Elizabeth went on with her embroidery. ‘He said he and you had been friends since childhood, he did not wish the estrangement to continue as it was. He had, he said, no desire at all to

  intrude on your private affairs or Ross’s, his only wish being to help us to a fuller enjoyment of our lives . . .’




  ‘You speak as if you have learned the lesson well.’




  Elizabeth’s fingers flickered uncertainly over her work basket, selecting a new colour. ‘That was what he said. You may take it or leave it as you please, Francis.’




  Aunt Agatha said: ‘I mind it was the year of that Du Barry scandal, or was it the year after, that you first brought him here. Stuggy lithe boy, he was, and the clothes they sent him in!

  Velvets and silks, you could see his mother’d no taste; and he staring about like a bull calf that had strayed from its stall.’




  ‘He has an easy, oily tongue,’ said Francis, ‘and a persuasive damned way of putting things. I know it to my cost. Does he suppose we shall live a fuller life because of the

  boon of his friendship? I don’t think his flatteries can convince you of that.’




  ‘I can form my own judgments,’ Elizabeth said. ‘Though I couldn’t but be aware that if it wasn’t for his forbearance in the matter of mortgages we should not be

  living a life at all.’




  Francis bit his thumb thoughtfully. ‘I confess I don’t understand his forbearance. It’s out of character. Now that I’m in partnership with Ross . . . That’s why the

  adventure at Wheal Grace is in Geoffrey Charles’s name. But George makes no move.’




  ‘Except towards friendship,’ said Elizabeth.




  Francis went to the open window and let the cool air waft on his face. ‘I can’t help but feel that I owe my immunity to you.’




  ‘To me? That’s silly. Really, Francis—’




  ‘Silly? Far from it. George has been making sheep’s eyes at you for years. I’d never supposed him to be sufficiently human to let any warmer feeling interfere with his business

  aims, but lacking a better explanation . . .’




  Elizabeth got up. ‘I hope you’ll find a better. I must go and read to Geoffrey Charles.’




  As she passed Francis, he caught her arm. The relationship between them had been kinder these last two years, though it was never warm. He said: ‘We may disagree, but I think his coming

  today has a plain enough reason. Whatever you may think he feels for me or I may think he feels for you, we can’t doubt what he thinks of Ross. If by befriending us he can put a new division

  between us and Ross, he will certainly have gained his object. Do you want him to do that?’




  Elizabeth was silent for a moment. Then she said: ‘No.’




  ‘Nor I.’ He released her arm and she went slowly out.




  Aunt Agatha said: ‘You should have asked him for supper. We’ve plenty as it happens. But ’tisn’t like it was when Charles was alive. I sadly miss your father, boy. He was

  the last one that knew how to entertain in a proper genteel way.’




  On his way home, at Bargus Cross where the gibbet stood, George met Dwight Enys, who was coming from the direction of Goon Prince. Dwight would have saluted and ridden on, but

  George halted and the two horses closed together.




  ‘Well, Dr Enys, you ride far on your medical duties. Never to Truro, I suppose?’




  ‘Seldom to Truro.’




  ‘And when in Truro you do not venture as far as the Warleggans.’




  Dwight made some show of quieting his horse while he thought out his reply. He decided to be frank. ‘I’ve had nothing but friendship from your family, Mr Warleggan, and feel nothing

  but friendship in return; but the Poldarks of Nampara are my chief friends; I live on the edge of their land, work among their mining folk, sup at their table, and share their confidence. In that

  event it seems better that I should not attempt to get the best of both worlds.’




  George did not move his neck but allowed his eyes to explore Dwight’s shabby velvet coat with its gilt buttons.




  ‘Are the two worlds so divided that an independent man cannot pass from one to the other of his own free will?’




  ‘I have taken it so,’ Dwight said.




  George’s face darkened.




  ‘Men’s tongues in some things outrun women’s. Your own affairs prosper?’




  ‘Well enough, thank you.’




  ‘I was at the Penvenens’ place last week, and gather that you are the regular physician there now.’




  ‘Mr Penvenen keeps in very good health. I don’t see much of him.’




  ‘They tell me that his niece is back.’




  ‘Indeed.’




  ‘I understand you did some clever operation on her throat and saved her life.’




  ‘I think men’s tongues have outrun the women’s in that also.’




  George did not greatly appreciate having his own words turned back on him. He began to feel a growing dislike for young Enys, who spoke so bluntly and hardly bothered to hide his sympathies.

  George did not spend his time in company which cared nothing for his approval or disapproval.




  ‘For my part,’ he said, ‘I have no faith in physicians or apothecaries, I think they kill as many as they cure. My family is fortunate in not yet being effete, as so many of

  the older families are.’




  He rode on, followed by his servant. Dwight stared after him, then tugged on his horse’s rein and went his way. That he had offended an influential man he knew. In his profession he would

  have preferred it otherwise, but he had long since chosen his friends. What did concern him was something else. ‘They tell me that his niece is back,’ George had said. If Caroline

  Penvenen was really home, it meant the destruction of his peace of mind.




  Dwight’s business was in Sawle; and as he was leading his horse down the steep slippery lane to the fish sheds at the bottom, he heard a clatter behind him and saw that

  Rosina Hoblyn had fallen, on the stones. She had been carrying a bucket of water, and he looped the reins of his horse over a post and went to help her to her feet. But he could not get her up. Any

  tentative approaches he had made to the subject of why the nineteen-year-old Rosina walked with a bad limp had been headed off by her family, who seemed to be afraid of the subject. Now her pretty

  thin face was white with pain, and he had to lift her to her feet.




  ‘’Tis my knee, sur. ’Twill be all right in a moment. Sometime he go like this and I can’t move him at all. Thank you.’




  Her younger sister Parthesia came skipping out of the house and retrieved the bucket and curtsied at the doctor and put an arm out to help Rosina.




  ‘No, not yet,’ she said, and to Dwight: ‘if I wait, ’twill ease off.’




  After a few minutes they got her inside. Dwight was glad that Jacka the father was not there, as his moods could go all ways.




  With his ‘no nonsense’ face, Dwight waved away Rosina’s and Mrs Hoblyn’s protests that it was really all nothing at all, that if she sat on the table and swung her leg it

  would pass off, and bent to examine the knee, half fearing to find heaven knew what scrofulous condition. He did not find it. Swollen certainly and a little red, but the skin was not shiny or hot

  to the touch.




  ‘You say this trouble began eight years ago?’




  ‘Yes, sur, ’bout that.’




  ‘Does it hurt all the time?’




  ‘No, sur, only when it d’go stiff like this.’




  ‘And have you had the same trouble with your hip?’




  ‘No, sur, there’s nothing amiss wi’ that.’




  ‘Do you ever have a discharge from the knee?’




  ‘No, sur. ’Tis just as if someone turn a key and lock it,’ said Rosina, pulling down her skirt.




  ‘Has any other physician seen it?’




  He had the feeling that they were exchanging glances behind his back. Rosina said: ‘Yes, sur – when it first went wrong in ’84. But ’twas Mr Nye, and he’s gone dead

  since then.’




  ‘What did he say?’




  ‘Didn’t say nothing ’bout it,’ Mrs Hoblyn put in hastily. ‘Didn’t know what ’twas at all.’




  The feeling of the house was so obviously discouraging that Dwight told the girl to use a cold compress and said he would see her again next week when the pain had gone. When he came out, dusk

  was almost falling and he had his most unpleasant call still to make.




  At the bottom of the hill was a flat green triangle of grass and weed above the shingle, and on one side of it were fish sheds with cottages and shacks built over them. You crossed a narrow

  humped bridge to reach them. Dwight stood for a moment staring out to sea. The wind was rising and the farther cliffs were hardly visible in the gathering dusk. It was still possible to see the

  grim jaws of the narrow inlet. An old man fumbled with a net over one of the boats. Seagulls fought for a fish head behind the inn. A candle glimmered in a window.




  Above the rush of the waves Dwight fancied he could hear the whispered voices of the villages. ‘’Ere, heard about John James Ellery, ’ave ee? Had toothache, that was all

  – went to the surgeon over to Mingoose: surgeon took three teeth away. John James has been in mortal pain ever since, and like to die! I’d fight shy of ’e, if I was

  sick!’




  Dwight turned to go, and as he did so a man came quietly from behind the inn and seemed to want to avoid him. But Dwight stopped and the man stopped. It was Charlie Kempthorne, whom Dwight had

  cured of miner’s consumption, and who was laying suit to Rosina Hoblyn, though he was a widower of forty-odd with two children and she only nineteen.




  ‘You’re out an’ about late, sur, aren’t ee? ’Tis no eve to be anywhere but home by the fireside – that’s for them as is lucky t’ave a fire to sit

  by.’




  ‘What I was about to say to you.’




  Kempthorne grinned and coughed. ‘There’s business best done in the half-light, y’understand. When the Customs men don’t see ee.’




  ‘If I were a Customs man, I should be at my busiest in the half-light.’




  ‘Ah, but they d’like their firesides, like other sensible folk.’ There was a trace of uneasiness in Charlie’s expression as he slid past.




  Phoebe Ellery opened the door for Dwight and led him upstairs. You climbed to John James Ellery’s room by a wooden ladder from the room below where sacks of potatoes and nets and oars and

  cork floats were stacked. It was impossible to stand upright in the bedroom, and this evening the ‘chill’ had just been lit to fend off the encroaching night. Most of the glass had gone

  from the window, and the wind beat through, plucking at the sacking and bringing in a spatter of rain. A great black-and-white cat stalked about the room, scarcely ever still for a moment and

  making ominous purple shadows of his own. The sick man had his face wrapped in an old cloth and kept muttering: ‘Lord, ’ave mercy on me, Lord, ’ave mercy on me.’




  Phoebe stood in the doorway watching Dwight with relentless, reproachful eyes. ‘’E’ll be better in a while,’ she said. ‘The pain last for an hour, maybe, and then

  d’go off for a space, see.’




  There was little Dwight could do, but he stayed half an hour and administered laudanum and listened to the noisy waves, and by the time he left the spasm was passing.




  It was a wild night and Dwight spent it restlessly, lost in a sense of his own failure and in the futilities of his profession.




  





  Chapter Three




  Ross and Demelza were among the last to arrive at the Trevaunances on the evening of the twenty-fourth of May, having been forced to borrow a horse from Francis, who still had

  three in his stables; and a company of about twenty people were already talking and laughing in the big drawing-room as they went upstairs. It took Demelza half an hour to change, and Ross, who had

  little to do for himself, read the latest copy of the Sherborne Mercury which had been obligingly left in the bedroom.




  France was at war with Austria. Only three weeks ago the revolutionary pot had at last boiled over. The paper said M. Robespierre had opposed the move and had resigned his post as Public

  Prosecutor, but the others were mad keen for war and already a great army had invaded Belgium. A clash with the Austrian troops might be expected at any time. What of our own position? It was well

  for Mr Pitt to forecast fifteen years’ peace, as he had done in March; prophecies cost nothing; but when they were accompanied by further cuts in our tiny army and skeleton navy, the danger

  to our safety and survival was plain.




  Ross was so far gone that he did not hear Demelza’s first words, and she had to repeat them before he looked up.




  As he rose he was conscious that his wife’s charm and attraction had not been lessened by three years of trial and near poverty. At times it got itself hidden under the everyday mask of

  work and the routine of living, but this made its emergence all the more startling. At such moments he recognized with instant attention the quality in her that made her attractive to so many

  men.




  As he went to the door to open it for her, he said: ‘D’you ever now have any fears about going into society – as you did in the old days? I never know now whether you’re

  nervous or not.’




  ‘For the first ten minutes my knees knock,’ she said. ‘But luckily ’tis the part of me best covered.’




  He laughed. ‘I know what will cure it.’




  ‘What?’




  ‘Port.’




  ‘Yes, quite often, yes. But other things too.’




  ‘Such as?’




  She lifted her bare shoulders in a slight movement of doubt. ‘Knowing other people have a confidence in me.’




  ‘The other people including me?’




  ‘Chiefly you.’




  He bent slowly and kissed her neck in the soft part where neck and shoulder join. ‘Might I prefer you that confidence now?’




  ‘Thank you, Ross.’




  He kissed her again, and she put up a hand to smooth back his hair by the ear.




  ‘You still have some feeling for me?’




  He looked at her in astonishment, staring deeply into her eyes. ‘Good God, you should know that!’




  ‘Yes, Ross, but there is feeling and feeling. It is the one and not the other that I am asking about.’




  ‘Would you want to involve me in a philosophical argument with all your beaux waiting to flirt with you downstairs?’




  ‘They are not my beaux. And I do not think it would be a – what you said argument.’ She put her hand on the door.




  He said: ‘Demelza.’




  ‘Yes.’




  ‘If there are two feelings, then I don’t think you can put them in separate compartments ever, because one is a part of the other and inseparable. You should know that I love you.

  What other reassurance do you ask?’




  She smiled obliquely but with a new warmth. ‘Only that I should be told it.’




  ‘So now you’ve been told it. Does that make such a difference?’




  ‘Yes, that makes such a difference.’




  ‘I’ll keep a note of it for Wednesdays and Saturdays in future.’




  ‘Sundays is a better day. The thing will sound right on a Sunday.’




  So they went down in a cheerful enough mood and found all their neighbours there, the younger Trenegloses, the Bodrugans, Dr and Mrs Choake, and of course the Penvenens.




  And George Warleggan.




  It was a blunder of the first magnitude on the Trevaunances’ part to have invited him and Ross to the same party; but now it had happened, it had to be gone through with. Rumour had

  magnified the fight between them last year into vast and murderous proportions; and their presence here together tonight added a spice to the meal for those who had no particular concern for the

  outcome.




  But George offered no provocation and for a time avoided all contact with the Poldarks. Whatever else being thrown over the stairs did, it gave one a physical respect for one’s enemy.




  At dinner Ross found himself near the top of the table with Constance Lady Bodrugan on his right hand, Elizabeth on his left, and Caroline Penvenen directly opposite.




  He had heard so much of Caroline that it would have been strange if she had tallied with his expectations. He thought her not so beautiful as Elizabeth nor so charming as Demelza; but her

  clear-eyed, quick-thoughted vitality instantly took a man’s attention. The emeralds about her milky-coloured throat precisely suited her; they changed suddenly like their wearer in different

  lights, were now cool and unfathomed, now sharp and glinting. He had no difficulty in understanding Unwin Trevaunance’s feelings, always supposing him to be susceptible to other influences

  than gold. One wondered at their relationship, because it seemed strained tonight. Caroline treated him with bare courtesy, and one imagined that after marriage things would be different. A man did

  not have that leonine head and jutting bottom lip for nothing.




  They were hardly seated when Sir John said: ‘You have met Miss Penvenen, Ross? Caroline, this is Captain Poldark,’ and Ross studied her wide-awake grey-green eyes.




  Miss Penvenen inclined her head in acknowledgment. ‘We met for the first time this evening, John; though in truth I have seen Captain Poldark before – in somewhat different

  case.’




  ‘When was that?’ asked Ross.




  ‘Oh, you could not be expected to notice me. It was at your trial at Bodmin when you were charged, you will remember, with plundering two ships. I was one of the audience.’




  ‘I remember well enough,’ said Ross. ‘But audience suggests entertainment, and I can’t suppose the entertainment was very good.’




  ‘I have known worse. You see, in a play one knows virtue is going to be triumphant; but in real life one trembles on the brink of iniquity and fears for the outcome.’




  ‘I think you must have been at the wrong trial, Miss Penvenen. There was precious little virtue in my case and no triumph in my acquittals unless it was a triumph for the wrongheadedness

  of the jury. Your sympathy should have been with the judge.’




  Caroline’s eyes flashed. ‘Oh, it was, I assure you. I noticed how sad he looked when he could not punish you at all.’




  During the first part of the dinner Ross talked to Elizabeth. Her pleasure was no less than his and was plain to Demelza who, near the foot of the table, found herself between Sir Hugh Bodrugan,

  who always had such a marked and possessive partiality for her company, and Captain McNeil of the Scots Greys. McNeil was that officer who had been in the district once before, some years ago,

  stationed here with a company of dragoons to watch over the unrest in the mining districts and to put down the smuggling.




  Whatever anyone else might feel about the disposition of the table, Malcolm McNeil had no complaints. He only wished Sir Hugh wouldn’t be so monopolistic. Again and again he tried to gain

  Mrs Poldark’s attention, and again and again the hairy baronet grabbed it back. His first real opportunity came when Sir Hugh had to carve another piece off the joint for Mrs Frensham, Sir

  John’s sister, and McNeil at once asked Demelza if he might presently do the same for her.




  ‘Thank you, no,’ said Demelza. ‘’Tis quite surprising seeing you here, Captain McNeil. I thought you was gone back to Scotland and the clans.’




  ‘Oh, I have been back in the meantime,’ he assured her, screwing in his great moustache at her admiringly. ‘And overseas. And in London and Windsor. But I grew an affection for

  this piece of country – and some of the people – and when the occasion came to revisit it and them . . .’




  ‘With your dragoons?’




  ‘No dragoons this time.’




  ‘Not one?’




  ‘Only myself, Mrs Poldark. I’m sorry to disappoint ye. I was ill with a fever, and afterwards, meeting Sir John in London, was invited to take my sick leave here.’




  Demelza glanced at him amiably. ‘You don’t look a sick man, Captain McNeil.’




  ‘Nor am I now, ma’am. Let me fill your glass. Is it canary ye have been drinking?’




  ‘I know only three flavours, and it is none of those three.’




  ‘Then canary it must be. And I have found a great amount of pleasure as well as health in admiring your beautiful coast line—’




  ‘Not looking for smugglers?’




  ‘No, no, Mrs Poldark; not this time. Why, are there some still? I thought my last visit had quite put them down.’




  ‘And so it did. We was all downcast after you had gone.’




  The Scotsman glanced at her with a twinkle. ‘That is a remark capable of two interpretations.’




  Demelza looked up the table and saw Ross smiling at Elizabeth. ‘I didn’t think, Captain McNeil, that you could have supposed me a smuggler.’




  McNeil’s chuckle, restrained as it was by his standards, was enough to silence the rest of the table for a second or two.




  Mrs Frensham said, smiling: ‘If that pleasantry will bear repetition, I think you should not keep it to yourselves.’




  Demelza said: ‘Oh, it was not a jest on my side, ma’am. Captain McNeil was assuring me that he had not come down this time to catch smugglers, and I told him I did not know what else

  he could expect to catch in these parts.’




  Sir Hugh Bodrugan rumbled: ‘Damme, I differ as to the jest.’




  Mrs Frensham said: ‘Captain McNeil has been convalescent. His purposes here, he assures me, are wholly innocent; otherwise we should have put a guard over him and locked him in his

  room.’




  ‘I truly believe, ma’am, you should do so at once,’ said Demelza, at which Sir Hugh and the Captain laughed again.




  At the other end of the table Sir John Trevaunance, with a not unobvious purpose in mind, had made a derogatory remark about young Dwight Enys. Ellery had died that morning, and Sir John was of

  the opinion that the scandal should receive public attention. Ellery, a hale and hearty man of sixty . . . Enys had so probed into the jaw that the wound had never healed. His old friend Dr Choake

  would bear him out . . . Ignorance and neglect. But Sir John found the move a mistaken one, because not only did Caroline speak quickly in Dr Enys’s defence but she found an ally in Ross

  Poldark, and the baronet, to his annoyance, and still more to Unwin’s, found himself between two fires. Ross had thought Caroline pert on their first introduction; but now for the moment they

  were in accord, and it was noticeable at the end of the argument that Caroline’s eyes travelled over him approvingly.




  Elizabeth said in an undertone to Ross: ‘She’s lovely, isn’t she?’




  ‘Very striking. Beauty’s a maker of taste.’




  ‘Is it true, do you think, that what the eye doesn’t admire the heart doesn’t desire?’




  ‘Oh, without doubt. Do you know anything to disprove it? Well, it has been so with me. As you should know.’




  ‘I know very little of you, Ross. How often have we met in five years? A dozen times?’




  Ross was silent. ‘I was not thinking of the last five years. But perhaps you’re right. I am inclined to agree, I know very little of you either. And you’ve changed so much

  – inwardly I mean . . .’




  ‘Have I? Tell me in what way the deterioration is most noticeable.’




  ‘That’s asking a reassurance, isn’t it? You may have it. It’s a different Elizabeth, that’s all. The opposite of deterioration. But startling at times. I understand

  now how young you were when you promised to marry me.’




  Elizabeth put her hand out to her wine glass but only fingered the stem. ‘I should have been old enough to know my own mind.’




  Something in the way she spoke surprised him. The sudden feeling in her voice was like self-contempt. It swung their talk right away from the polite, slightly flirtatious conversation that had

  been passing between them.




  He looked at her, trying to weigh this up, said cautiously to provide her with the normal escape: ‘Well, let us agree you were young . . . And then you thought I was dead.’




  Elizabeth glanced down the table to where Francis was talking to Ruth Treneglos. The emotion had perhaps caught her unawares too. Or perhaps she decided she had escaped too often. In a perfectly

  cool, young voice she said: ‘I never really believed you were dead. I thought I loved Francis better.’




  ‘You thought you loved him . . .’




  She nodded her head. ‘And then I discovered my mistake.’




  ‘When?’




  ‘Quite soon.’




  His rational mind still refused to accept this sudden conversation at its full value, but somewhere inside him his heart was beating, as if the intelligence reached him through another channel.

  Twenty-odd people at this table, his own wife talking to the cavalry officer with the big moustache, Sir Hugh at her other hand waiting to break in; George Warleggan, for the most part silent and

  intent but his gaze every now and then flickering up from his food or from his partners to rest upon Elizabeth’s hair or mouth or hands. Incredible that Elizabeth should choose this moment to

  make such a confession, after nine years. Incredible that it should be true . . .




  ‘These damned mongrels that roam about,’ said Lady Bodrugan feelingly, ‘breeding and interbreeding; they make it uncommon hard to keep one’s stock pure. You’re that

  much luckier, John, dealing only in cattle. What did you say your dog was, miss?’




  ‘A pug,’ said Caroline. ‘With beautiful black curly hair and a gold-brown face no bigger than the centre of this plate. Unwin regards him with the utmost respect and

  affection, don’t you, dear.’




  ‘Respect, yes,’ said Unwin, ‘for his teeth are devilish sharp.’




  Ross said to Elizabeth: ‘This is some pleasant joke you are trying on me?’




  Elizabeth smiled with a sudden brittle brilliance. ‘Oh, it’s a joke indeed. But it is against myself, Ross. Didn’t you know? I wonder you never guessed.’




  ‘Guessed . . .’




  ‘Well, if you did not guess, it might have been more gallant of you to have met this barefaced confession halfway. Is it such an astonishment that a woman who changed her mind once could

  change it twice? . . . Well, yes, perhaps it is, for it has always been an astonishment and a humiliation to me . . .’




  After what seemed a long time Ross said: ‘That first Easter I came to you after you married – you told me then plain enough that you loved only Francis and had no thoughts for anyone

  else.’




  ‘Was that when I should have told you? Only a few months after my marriage, and with Geoffrey Charles already alive in me?’




  Something was taken away from Ross and another dish put in its place. Whatever the object of the party, Sir John was not sparing his cellar, and talk at the table was louder than it had been.

  Yet Ross had to struggle with himself not to push his chair back and get away. That Elizabeth should have chosen this moment . . . Unless it was that only the presence of other people had given her

  the courage to tell him point-blank what she had long wanted him to know . . . And where a few minutes ago he had made no sense of what she said, now he saw it as sensible enough. Every second that

  passed fitted it more inescapably into the pattern of the last nine years.




  ‘And Francis?’ he said. ‘Does he know?’




  ‘I’ve said already too much, Ross. My tongue. A sudden impulse – it had best be forgotten. Or if not forgotten, disregarded. What were we talking of before this?’




  Three places down the table, Francis’s slightly raffish face, in which the vivid lines of youth were losing themselves in a too early deterioration . . . As if conscious just then of

  something toward, he glanced up at Ross, wrinkled one eyebrow and winked.




  Francis had known. Ross saw that now. Francis had known so long that his early outbreaks of disillusion and disappointment were far behind him. His own jealousy long spent, and perhaps his love

  with it, he felt no discomfort at seeing Ross and Elizabeth together. His quarrels in earlier years, the enigmas of his behaviour, were all explained. And now so far as he was concerned it was all

  past – part of an era best forgotten, in this new time of tolerance and good will.




  Perhaps, Ross thought, that was why Elizabeth had now ventured to tell him; because her feeling was spent and she believed Ross’s to be; she’d offered it as an explanation,

  an apology of things past, something due to him now that danger no longer existed for any of them in the confession.




  Elizabeth had turned to answer some question put by the man on the other side of her, and it was a moment or two before Ross was able to see her face again. Even then she didn’t meet his

  eyes, but he knew instantly by something in her expression – if he had not in fact known all along – that for her the question was not in the very least a dead one and she did not

  suppose it to be so for him.




  After the ladies had left, there was half an hour with the port, and then the sexes were reshuffled for tea and coffee.




  Ross had one other meeting with Caroline Penvenen. He was passing a small withdrawing-room when he heard angry words and recognized the voice as Unwin Trevaunance’s. He had only gone a few

  more paces when he heard the door bang sharply and quick footsteps caught him up at the door of the main drawing-room. He stepped back to let Caroline go in before him. She smiled at him rather

  breathlessly, her eyes still glinting with a disappearing emotion.




  As he seemed about to move away, she said: ‘Might I have your company for a moment or two?’




  ‘For as long as you wish it.’




  She stood beside him, scanning the people with narrowed eyes. He was aware now how tall she was and how graceful.




  ‘I’m gratified you are loyal to your friends, Captain Poldark.’




  ‘Loyal? I hope so. But do you mean . . .’




  ‘I mean to Dr Enys. Because I must tell you that when I met him first he was most loyal to you.’




  ‘When was that?’




  ‘Before your trial, of course. He was quite hot-blooded in your defence.’




  In the general run of life people shied away from mentioning his trial to Ross. His was not a face that encouraged liberties. But this girl seem to suffer no hesitation. She spoke either from a

  complete lack of perception and sensitiveness or else out of her own particular conception of honesty which admitted no taboos. Since she seemed to wish to be friendly, he took the charitable

  view.




  ‘Must I suppose from that that you gave him reason for defence?’




  ‘Oh, yes, of course. For if you wish to discover a man’s true feelings, it is always best to provoke him.’




  ‘Are those the tactics you’re applying now, Miss Penvenen?’




  She smiled pleasantly. ‘It would be presumptuous of me to imagine that I could.’




  ‘Shall you stay with your uncle for the summer?’




  ‘It depends. In October I shall be twenty-one – and then I shall be my own mistress. It’s a provoking long time coming.’




  ‘Perhaps before then you will be married.’




  ‘Would that not only be exchanging one keeper for another?’




  ‘Always supposing you look on a husband in that light.’




  ‘Never having had one, I cannot tell. But having seen so many of them about, I should not have thought it an unflattering description.’




  ‘At least it’s unflattering to your uncle.’




  Caroline laughed. ‘But why? He has kept me. Isn’t that being a keeper? There have been no bars across the windows – at least only invisible bars of conventionalism and

  disapproval. But I fancy I should like my freedom for a while.’




  As they were talking Unwin went past them with a thunderous face, and Caroline kept Ross in conversation while the other man was in the room. Good-humouredly aware that he was being used, Ross

  reflected that his hope of seeing them quickly married did not seem likely to come off.




  It deteriorated further when Unwin disappeared and was seen no more that evening. Cards were played until midnight, but the fact that there had been a tiff between the young couple was

  underlined by Ray Penvenen’s sour face; and all this put a blight on the last part of the evening.




  Just when the party was going to break up, George Warleggan found himself temporarily isolated with Francis and immediately took the opportunity of speaking to him.




  ‘Good evening to you. May I say I’m glad to see you again after all this time.’




  Francis stared at him. ‘I’m sorry I cannot say the same, George.’




  ‘If it’s true, then I’m sorry. It need not be.’




  ‘That’s where we differ. I made my choice long ago. I prefer to keep my hands clean.’




  George’s face darkened. ‘This empty spite . . . In your cousin I have come to expect no reason—’




  ‘Well, then, if that’s reason, expect none in me.’




  If George had had serious hope of a rapprochement, it did not survive this. He turned away and found himself face to face with Ross.




  There was a moment’s silence. One or two now watching hopefully expected an immediate battle. They edged nearer to catch the words which would provide the spark.




  Ross stared down at the other man. ‘Good evening to you, George.’




  George’s formidable face twitched slightly. ‘Well, Ross, imagine our meeting here!’




  ‘We must have supper together sometime.’




  ‘I shall look forward to it . . . I hope your mine prospers.’




  ‘It will.’




  ‘I wish I had your confidence.’




  Ross said: ‘Must you be envious even of that?’




  George flushed and opened his mouth to say something as Ross moved away. But a word now would undo the restraint of years. Now for the first time he had Ross where he wanted him. Restraint was a

  virtue. He had only to endure in silence to triumph.




  As Ross and Demelza rode home, accompanied for the first part of the way by Francis and Elizabeth, a half-spent moon rose and tinselled the landscape for them, lighting the dew on the fields and

  the spider webs in the hedgerows. There was not much talk among any of the four. Elizabeth was keyed up with what she had said and nervous as to the result, because you could never predict what

  Ross would do. Francis was sleepy. And Ross, lost in his thoughts of the past and his speculations for the future, was curiously detached from the scene though inescapably aware of the figure of

  Elizabeth, cause of it all, riding on ahead of him.




  Demelza, with her instinctive, animal perceptions, knew that something quite fresh had cropped up in Ross’s life. She felt that Elizabeth must be at the bottom of it, but could not imagine

  what new thing had suddenly grown out of the old allegiance. ‘I hope to be able to wait on you, ma’am,’ Captain McNeil had said, a very nice admiration in his look. Of all the men

  she had ever met, Malcolm McNeil was the only one who could begin to hold a candle to Ross. ‘One of these days I’ll give a party, my dear,’ Sir Hugh Bodrugan had said,

  fingering her arm.




  Just before it came time for them to separate, Francis said:




  ‘Is it true the tub-runners have had another successful run?’




  ‘Yes,’ said Ross. ‘I heard so.’




  ‘Vercoe and his gaugers will be in an ill-humour.’




  ‘I’ve no doubt.’




  ‘There was a whisper about – I’ve forgot where I heard it – but there was a whisper about that you were concerning yourself in the Trade.’




  Silence fell. Demelza pulled a little more tightly at her horse’s reins, and the horse shook his head with a jingle of distaste.




  Ross said: ‘Where did you hear that?’




  ‘Does it matter so much? It was some time ago and I think concerned that run in March.’




  ‘There has never been a time when some foolish rumour has not been flying round regarding one of us, Francis.’




  Another pause. ‘Well, I’m glad there’s no truth in it anyway.’




  ‘Glad? I did not know you had any special feeling for the Customs men.’




  ‘Nor have I, Ross. But I have some feeling for you nowadays. And I do not like this informer, this sneak, this telltale who is about. Everyone knows of his existence; no one knows who he

  is. If he was identified, he would soon come to a bad end. But while he is about there is a double danger. Of course if I were Mr Trencrom, with big stakes in the business, connections, and a

  sizable cutter to maintain, I should I suppose go on and trust in the Lord. I’d have to. But if I were an ordinary threadbare country gentleman, looking to turn an extra penny, or a miner or

  a blacksmith, thinking of smuggling as a side line, this is the last time of day I should want to have any hand in the work.’




  It was a long speech for Francis, and as he spoke they had come to the fork in the track. The four riders halted.




  Ross said: ‘I suppose you’ll do your best to quash this story if you should run against it again.’




  ‘I will. Oh, I will. Well, good night to you both.’




  Ross said: ‘So far as the Trade goes, there are of course degrees of help one may render. Not all kinds entail running the boats ashore or bearing off the goods.’




  ‘All kinds can be dangerous if there is an informer about.’




  ‘If I were a threadbare country gentleman looking to turn an extra penny, I might agree with you. But in some circumstances risk must be weighed against reward.’




  ‘I think I should prefer not to know any more. My wish was to convey a friendly warning, not to pry into your secrets.’




  ‘It seems you already know the secret. It will be a good thing if you have the details too. Some time ago Mr Trencrom came to see me, he being in some straits because the informer had made

  it impossible for him to run in a cargo at any of the usual places. He asked if he might use Nampara Cove. At the time the Warleggans were making themselves obnoxious by getting a foothold in my

  other mine, Wheal Leisure. I agreed to Trencrom’s proposition, and he uses my cove and land – but twice only a year and for each landing he pays me £200.’




  Francis whistled. ‘It’s a tidy sum. Enough to tempt any man. If there were not this danger, I should have jumped at it myself.’




  ‘If there were not this danger, I should not have been offered it.’




  ‘No . . . No, I see. But this money – is it to keep Wheal Grace in operation for longer than we’d planned? If so—’




  ‘I have debts,’ said Ross briefly. ‘One of them carries an excessive rate of interest. With this money from Trencrom I am able to survive. Without it our mine would never have

  been started.’




  ‘You should have told me.’




  ‘What?’




  ‘Of these debts. The money we’ve invested in Wheal Grace might have been better employed.’




  ‘If Wheal Grace fails, it might have been better employed in some other venture. It has never been enough in itself to pay what I owe.’




  Francis stared at his cousin’s face, which was half lit by the climbing moon. He would have liked to clear up this point between them, but there were too many pitfalls. Their present

  friendship, their present partnership, meant too much to him to be jeopardized by an ill-considered question now.




  As Ross and Demelza rode on alone, Demelza said: ‘I wonder who told him.’




  ‘About the Trade? It was bound to get abroad. When twenty or thirty men know . . .’ As if reading her thoughts, he added: ‘Oh, I know that’s what you’ve always

  said. But it’s a risk to be fairly taken. So long as no one learns the date of a run, all’s well. Gaugers will not spend every night out.’




  ‘I would rather go barefoot.’




  ‘There is no risk of that.’




  ‘There are worse risks.’




  ‘I differ.’




  ‘Don’t jest, Ross. It’s no jesting matter. You have been in too much trouble these last years.’




  By now they were riding down into their own valley. On the other side the new engine of Wheal Grace slithered and sighed as it pumped the water up from the depths of the earth.




  To divert her Ross said: ‘And did you enjoy the evening? Did it come up to your expectation?’




  ‘Yes, it was all very agreeable. Only we were separated, as you might say, at the very beginning and were almost strangers by the end of it.’




  ‘It is the fashion of modern society. But I noticed Captain McNeil looked after you very well.’




  ‘Yes, he did indeed. He’s a very polite, genteel sort of man, Ross, and is going to call on us one day next week.’




  ‘Hm. It is not an uncommon pattern. You only have to crook your little finger and they all come.’




  ‘You have an awful wicked tongue for exaggeration, Ross. I wonder sometimes it does not drop off. And Caroline Penvenen?’




  ‘Caroline?’




  ‘Yes, you saw very much of her. What do you think of her? She kept you in a corner, did she not, and wouldn’t let you come forth.’




  Ross pondered a minute. ‘She kept me in no corner that I did not wish to be kept in,’ he said, ‘but I certainly think she is the wrong wife for Dwight. She would wipe her feet

  on him.’




  





  Chapter Four




  Ellery’s death made a big difference to Dwight. Surgical and physical skill could be exercised in a poor and primitive community only on a foundation of confidence and

  trust. Without that foundation you were lucky if you exercised anything at all. In two weeks more than half Dwight’s patients disappeared from his doorstep or made excuses when he called.




  His visits to St Ann’s were at no time frequent, but he had one or two faithful patients there and among them, a paying one too, was Mrs Vercoe, the wife of the Customs Officer, whose

  youngest child he had pulled through an illness during the winter. On the day following the party, to which he’d not been invited, he paid them a visit and was just in time to see Vercoe

  himself separating at the front door of his white-washed cottage from a tall fair-haired man with a fine cavalry moustache. Although plainly a gentleman, the stranger had not come by horse, because

  he strode away across the fields towards the cliff path.




  Inside the cottage Clara Vercoe greeted Dwight. Hubert was not so well, she said, had vomited after his latest bottle of physic and she’d given him no more. Hubert, looking papery and

  wasted, was brought forward into the sunlight falling through the open doorway, and Dwight cast a professional eye over him while pretending to admire his story book. It was a new kind, cheaply

  printed in Plymouth on sheets of stiff paper with line pictures illustrating The History of Primrose Prettyface and bound between covers of thin horn with a wooden handle. The first

  picture was of an angel, and Hubert had coloured the wings red.




  Dwight wondered if this was another echo of the Ellery affair and if his draught was being blamed for some digestive upset. He said he would change the stuff, and poured some of it into a cup to

  examine and taste.




  While he was there Jim Vercoe came back into the cottage for a telescope, and Dwight followed the direction in which it was pointed, towards a sail on the horizon.




  You could not but admire a man who persisted in his task in the face of bribes offered, occasional threats, and the social ostracism that came his way. Something of the unpleasantness Vercoe

  often had to meet showed in his bearded face. Dwight would have admired him the more if there had not been also a trace of that grim satisfaction about him which some men find in getting disliked

  in the course of their duty.




  ‘The sky’s very clear this morning,’ Dwight remarked as the Customs Officer lowered his glass.




  ‘Sharp’s a knife, surgeon. There’ll be more rain afore nightfall.’




  ‘We been watching for the revenue ship all week,’ said Mrs Vercoe with a nod. ‘Jim’s been asking for ’er for long enough.’




  ‘’Twill be all over the village soon,’ Vercoe said irritably. ‘Women’s tongues is too slipper in what don’t concern ’em.’




  ‘Eh, Dr Enys wouldn’t say anything, would you, sir?’




  ‘No more than I should if I saw a man with a cask of brandy.’




  Vercoe stared at him resentfully for a moment. A man with the standing of a physician had no right to be that impartial.




  ‘’Tis hard to do a proper job when all the gentry are against ee, surgeon, and when there’s scarcely a place for an honest boat to find safe harbourage anywhere along this

  coast. They just won’t venture in when the weather’s heavy. Even Padstow’s no safe refuge if a gale blow up. But ye can’t keep a watch from Mount’s Bay!’




  ‘I should have thought the disadvantage works both ways. The seas that keep away your revenue cutter will stop men from landing a cargo.’




  ‘Ah, ’tis not so simple as that. The runners will take more risks, and they d’know every rock and eddy like the back of their hands. What I need ’bove all is more men

  ashore. ’Tis fighting uphill all the way. And the worst thing of all mebbe is knowing that after all if you catch your men, as like as not they’ll be brought before the local

  magistrates and acquitted and set free.’




  Dwight said: ‘I know it is hard, but I should not say that all the gentry are against you. Or even all the people. I understand you have your informers, and they should be worth

  their weight in – well, gold.’




  Vercoe’s face coloured with a dark, angry flush. ‘That’s what you come down to, surgeon, when you’re hard set. You’re not helped by the honest men, so then

  you’ve to use the rats.’




  A few minutes later Dwight rode into the main street of the village and dismounted at the little shop where his medicines were made up. He stooped in and waited among the multicoloured bottles

  and the bundles of coloured straw for making bonnets and the green canisters of mixed tea until Irby, the druggist, squeezed himself out of the dungeon where he mixed his prescriptions. Irby was a

  little fat man with a stub of a nose and steel spectacles with lenses no bigger than the acquisitive eyes behind them.




  Dwight began by asking pleasantly to see the order he had made out and asking Mr Irby to taste the draught and to note the amount of sediment in the bottom of the bottle. Mr Irby was effusive,

  co-operative, but astonished; there would of course be sediment: the drugs Dwight had ordered would refuse to mix and a precipitate would form. Dwight with deference corrected him. If the drugs

  were pure, it was quite impossible, etc., etc. At this point the conversation, while still polite, began to carry a sediment of its own. Dwight said he wished he might examine the drugs from which

  the physic was made up. Mr Irby squinted round the sides of his spectacles and said that he had been practising in St Ann’s for twenty years and no surgeon had ever cast a reflection on his

  competence before. Dwight said that in this respect he did not doubt his competence; it was a plain question of whether the drugs were adulterated. Mr Irby said he had never bought cheap drugs and

  he did not propose to be accused of that now. Dwight said he was sorry to have to insist, but he had a right by law as a physician to enter and examine the drugs in any druggist’s

  establishment, and this he intended to exercise. Followed by Mr Irby, he went down the steps into the dungeon and peered about him in the uncertain light, at the Glauber’s salts, the

  Dover’s powders, the gamboge, the nux vomica, the paregorics, and the vermifuges.




  The noise of Mr Irby’s annoyance brought Mrs Irby from a deeper dungeon behind the first, but Dwight went carefully on with his examination. He found what he had suspected; that cheap

  substitutes had been bought and labelled for more expensive drugs, and in two cases the powders had been adulterated with something, ground bone or chalk. All these he tipped into a wooden pail.

  When it was full, he walked out through the shop with it, followed by the druggist angrily demanding recompense and justice. As he went he saw a tall woman standing in the shop, but it was so dark

  that he did not take much note of her. He carried the pail round the backs of the houses, found the nearest open cesspool, and tipped the contents in. When he came back he saw that the woman was

  Caroline Penvenen.




  Five minutes later he left the shop, trying to dust the powder from his breeches and boots. Mr Irby followed him to the door calling down the wrath of God, but abruptly

  disappeared – being lugged in by his wife, who was a powerful woman as well as an astute one and did not wish their neighbours to know more than could be helped.




  Dwight glanced at the splendid chestnut held by a mounted groom, but he didn’t stop. As he got to his own horse, Caroline came out of the shop.




  He took off his hat and the breeze fanned his face.




  She said: ‘Dr Enys, as I’m alive! How diverting. And with such an expression as if the Last Trump’d blown. I almost mistook you for a vision of Judgment.’




  He had been expecting, half dreading this meeting. Now that it had come, it had all the anticipated sense of shock, it brought all the old feelings alive. In the middle of his anger he

  recognized them, every one. Her brilliant hair blowing in the breeze was a renewed offence; so was the curve of her strong feminine mouth, the laughter in her eyes.




  Dwight said: ‘There are times, ma’am, when we can’t wait for the Last Trump, but must pass a little judgment by the way.’




  She swung up on her horse, and the animal sidestepped spiritedly on the cobbles. ‘And who is next to receive a chastising? May I accompany you for the entertainments?’




  ‘You may accompany me, but I’ve no entertainment to offer. I’m riding home now.’




  She shook her head. ‘You underrate yourself, Dr Enys. Your company is fair entertainment for me any day.’




  He bowed. ‘Thank you, but we differ as to that. Good day.’




  He rode off fairly boiling. She thought him a fool, and no doubt she was right. His life seemed bounded with futilities, and her being on the spot served to point them. He had just left St

  Ann’s when he heard the thump of hooves in the lane and Caroline drew abreast of him. Her groom was left behind.




  She said angrily: ‘We meet after fifteen months and you haven’t even a civil word for me!’




  That, he thought, was a trifle cool. ‘I’m old-fashioned in these matters, Miss Penvenen. I thought civility should be shown on both sides.’




  ‘I might have known better than to expect any from you.’




  ‘Indeed you might.’




  ‘The truth is that you do not like to be laughed at.’




  ‘That is the truth.’




  They were silent for a little way. She turned her whip over and over in her gloved hands and glanced at him. ‘I’m sorry.’




  He looked at her, startled, and she at once laughed.




  ‘There, Dr Enys, you didn’t expect me to say that and it has quite frightened you. You see how dangerous it is to prejudge a person. I should have thought your medical training would

  have warned you against it.’




  ‘So it should. The symptoms were deceptive.’




  ‘And now that you find yourself undeceived, don’t you owe me an apology?’




  ‘Yes . . . I’m sorry.’




  She inclined her head. ‘Do you think that if I show a properly sober frame of mind and promise never to laugh again, we might share this road as far as Trenwith?’




  ‘You’re staying with your uncle?’




  ‘Yes.’




  ‘Unwin Trevaunance is down, I hear.’




  ‘He is.’




  The groom was not overtaking them but was following just out of earshot.




  ‘And how is the scurvy in Sawle?’ she asked.




  ‘Not so bad as last year. The potato crop didn’t fail, and I sometimes wonder if even potatoes help to keep it at bay. On the whole—’ He stopped and looked at her face;

  but if she was secretly deriding him, she gave no sign this time.




  ‘Perhaps I’m wrong in calling you Miss Penvenen.’




  ‘Why? Oh . . . No, I’m not married yet.’




  ‘Is it to be soon?’




  She wrinkled her nose. ‘Not soon. At least, not to Unwin. He’s jilted me.’




  ‘What?’




  ‘Well, I’m not sure which way round it was, but Uncle says it was the other way. Uncle was in the greatest of a passion when he learned of it – said I had been leading Unwin a

  dance. But really, Dr Enys, there’s no harm in a man performing a dance once in a while, is there? Why should I sell myself to Unwin just to become Lady Trevaunance when Sir John dies? I was

  not meant to be an MP’s wife. I should get no pleasure in spending all my money furthering Unwin’s career. I’d better prefer to spend it furthering my own!’




  Dwight hoped his feelings did not show in his face.




  ‘And what brought you to this sudden decision?’




  ‘Oh . . .’ A glint came into her eyes. ‘I think it was my first real meeting with Ross Poldark.’




  ‘Ross Poldark happens to be married.’




  ‘Yes . . . and incidentally last night had no eyes for anyone but his cousin-in-law – that lovely fair-haired woman with the grey eyes. I think that’s their relationship,

  isn’t it? But it looked closer.’




  ‘You misunderstood it. Anyway—’




  ‘Anyway, he had no eyes for me, you were going to say. Quite true. I shouldn’t object to Poldark as a husband, I believe, but someone spoke him first. No . . . what I mean is that

  when one sees a ship of the line, one is that much less content with a third-rater. Do you understand me, dear Dr Enys?’




  ‘I understand you,’ said Dwight, wondering what his own category was in His Majesty’s Navy.




  ‘So you can appreciate it is a very sad story,’ said Caroline, ‘of a young woman left almost at the church door, and no redress. Can you wonder that at any moment she may fall

  ill and go into a decline?’
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