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  Chapter One




  I




  It had been raining without a stop for four days when Demelza Poldark saw a horseman riding down the valley.




  Curtains of fine rain had fallen across the land, pushed – though not driven – by a south-westerly wind, bringing the clouds down to the level of the land, masking the sulky sea,

  converting the narrow lanes into chasms of flatulent mud. Demelza liked the rain when it was this sort of rain, so soft for late January after the storms of December. It didn’t matter much

  for the mines anyway, since most of the work was done underground and the surface workers were used to being wet; but it was bad for the farm. Small though the cultivated area was, its living

  centre was Nampara House.




  Since it was not possible to go out at all without getting wet, one lived in a condition of partial dampness even indoors and in spite of the roaring fires. The stain on the ceiling in the

  library – which was always going to be looked at but never was – spread some inches more; ill-fitting windows leaked, carpets were damp here and there; but it was not the minor building

  flaws that mattered so much as the constant procession and presence of human beings: muddy boots standing by doors, dripping stockings hung up to dry, coats and cloaks smelling warmly of damp fur

  and damp cloth and damp people; you couldn’t keep the weather out. You didn’t have to worry or fret about the house looking shabby and unkempt. One day soon it would be fine again.




  And out of doors it was so mild that primroses were already showing dabs of yellow in the hedges. The rain had a saltiness as it fell on your cheeks stealthily like a moist caress. It was

  deceitful because you didn’t realize you were getting soaked. You drew it into your lungs and it felt good, cleansing, salty and pure.




  Deprived of her eldest children – Jeremy being in Brussels with his new wife, still in the army but mercifully out of danger because all the wars had come to an end; and Clowance, married

  to Stephen Carrington whom she dearly loved – though perhaps no one else loved him quite as much as she did – and living in Penryn – Demelza had spent much time with

  Isabella-Rose, shortly to be thirteen, and Henry, only just two. Ross had always been at her to take things more easily – ‘You’re the mistress, let others do the hard work’

  – but she had found it difficult, partly because of her humble birth, which she still could not forget and which still stood in the way of her telling other people to do something she could

  do more quickly, and better, herself; and partly because of her abounding energy. But the abounding energy had been intermittent of late, so in some ways she was now obeying orders.




  This did not prevent her being constantly active, but in occupations of a relatively unarduous nature. Such as going to see Jud and Prudie Paynter twice a week. Such as going for long walks

  across the beach or over the cliffs with Isabella-Rose, who chirruped and bubbled with pleasure at most things – of all the children she was the nearest to Demelza in natural ebullience,

  though sometimes there was a harshness about her that her mother had never shown. Such as walking up to the mine with Ross and meeting him on his way home. Such as picking about in her beloved

  garden where not much stirred yet but where the soil was too sandy ever to become sticky or to turn to mud. Such as supervising the thrashing and the winnowing of the oats. Such as dosing her black

  pony, Hollyhock, with an inflammation drench of her own making for a severe cough and cold. Such as visiting Caroline Enys – who refused resolutely to go out of doors when it was raining

  – and taking tea with her and discussing life in general.




  It was a good time with Ross newly home and throwing himself into affairs of the mines and the farm with renewed interest. It would have been a better time without one ugly fact and one

  momentous decision that hung over her, creating tension in her, especially when waking in the dark of the dawn, listening to the drip of the rain and to Ross’s steady breathing beside

  her.




  Before he left London Ross had seen the Prime Minister and they had discussed the possibility of his being sent to Paris as a liaison officer at the British Embassy, with particular regard to

  the disposition and sentiment of the French armed forces. The matter had been left in abeyance, Lord Liverpool awaiting events before deciding to send him, Ross hesitating whether he was willing to

  be sent. It had been agreed between them that they should make contact again sometime in late February.




  Since then much had happened. America and England had made peace, and the Duke of Wellington would be likely to remain in Paris as British Ambassador, however unpopular he had made himself

  – or events had made him – in that city. The likelihood of Captain Poldark being persona grata with the Duke was fairly remote, for the Duke had objected to his sudden appearance

  as an observer in Portugal before the battle of Bussaco. The word ‘spy’ had not actually been mentioned, but the Duke had written to his brother the Foreign Secretary, complaining of

  the presence of ‘a detached observer’ who had been sent, he felt, by members of the Cabinet unfriendly to him. It was not known whether Wellington had ever read Poldark’s

  admirable and admiring account of the Duke’s dispositions when he returned to England, but Ross himself certainly had no intention of going on any mission where he would be greeted with

  suspicion rather than co-operation; so the prospect of a summons to London and then to Paris had receded as the new year broke. And so had receded the dawn apprehensions.




  But here was this strange man, formally dressed, clattering across the bridge. In a moment he would have dismounted and, dripping with rain, would be appearing at their front door.




  You didn’t have to fret about the house looking shabby or unkempt in such weather provided the people who called to see you knew you and understood the circumstances of a small manor-house

  that was also a working farm. With strangers it was different. In the four minutes since she had spotted him Demelza had flown about, gathering up boots and stockings and coats and kerchiefs and

  scarves, shovelling them into convenient cupboards; had shaken hearthrugs and carpet mats and cleared the table in the parlour by converting the cloth which covered it into a handy holdall for

  everything unnecessary and untidy and stuffed it into yet another cupboard containing Ross’s mining books. By this time the faithful Jane Gimlett had appeared at the door of the parlour.




  ‘If ee plaise, ma’am, there’s a gentleman come see Captain Poldark. Name of Phillips. Mr Phillips.’




  ‘Ask him in, will you. And send someone to fetch Captain Poldark. I b’lieve he’s still at Grace.’




  In fact Ross was not at Wheal Grace, though he had been. Yesterday he had ridden to Redruth shopping with Matthew Mark Martin and Cal Trevail. They could have done it all without him, but like

  Demelza he had a sense of impermanence, of uncertainty, of half-waiting, a feeling that time was not indefinite; and it induced him to take a more personal part in the farm as well as in the mine.

  Among other things, they had come back with three hundredweight of king potatoes to replenish their dwindling stores, a bag of guano and a bag of nitrate of soda. This last was for a field of early

  cabbages, and he stopped now to talk to the two men, Ern Lobb and Sephus Billing, who were scattering it and raking it in.




  He saw John Gimlett leave the house and make for Wheal Grace, then catch sight of him and veer over in his direction. Messages were exchanged and they walked back to the house together, master

  and old servant-half friend.




  Demelza was in the parlour making conversation with a slight young man in a dark suit of clothes which was even darker, with rain, at cuff and knee. It was not a uniform but Ross guessed his

  profession by his military stance when he got up.




  ‘Hubert Phillips is my name, sir. Forgive my left hand, I am a little short of equipment in the right.’




  Ross saw he had only half a hand, ending in a finger and thumb.




  ‘Mr Phillips?’ he said.




  ‘Lieutenant to be precise, sir. Lost a few bits at Salamanca, so they won’t have me now.’




  ‘What regiment?’




  ‘The 74th. It was a glorious victory.’




  ‘I had a cousin in the 43rd Light Division. And have a son at present in Brussels – in the 52nd.’




  Conversation about the late war continued for the space of some three minutes while Demelza moistened her lips and fumbled with her hair and wondered when they would get to the point.




  Phillips took out a pouch, and from it a letter.




  ‘I bring you, sir, a despatch from the Prime Minister. There was, he said, a greater degree of urgency about it than could be entrusted to the common delivery, but in faith it has taken me

  all of three days by post-chaise and latterly by post-horse to reach you!’




  Ross took the letter and slid a finger under the seal. ‘If you came overland in three days you have driven yourself hard. Some of the roads are bone-shaking. I am glad to see you have a

  glass. Pray sit down again. Dinner will be in half an hour. You’ll join us, I hope.’




  ‘Thank you, sir. In fact. . .’ He stopped.




  Ross smiled. ‘In fact what?’




  ‘I was instructed to wait your reply, which I believe his lordship has requested you to give to me within twenty-four hours.’ He turned to Demelza. ‘So, ma’am, since this

  is rather a – an isolated district, it may be that I shall need somewhere to lay my head tonight. As a soldier I am used to simple expedients, so I trust you will not put yourself out on my

  behalf.’




  ‘I shall not need to do that,’ said Demelza. You may lie here and gladly. Our house does not lack comforts and I’m only sorry you should see it in such a – such a

  damp condition. ’Tis not always so.’




  ‘Oh, I’m sure, ma’am. It must be beautiful in the summer.’




  



  She continued polite conversation scarcely aware of what she was saying. At least it was a relief that the visitor’s arrival was not in any way connected with Jeremy. Although her elder

  and most beloved son was no longer in any physical danger from the war, she could not rid herself of ugly apprehensions of another sort on his behalf. From one day to the next you never really

  knew, you could never be sure.




  For she had the suspicion, a suspicion now amounting to certainty, that Jeremy, a couple of years ago, in company with two friends and operating in some magical fashion no one quite understood,

  had robbed a stage-coach and – so far – got away with it.




  The thought processes by which Demelza’s sensitive perceptions, working on clues and little crumbs of information, had come to the conclusion that her son was one of the culprits, had led

  eventually to a perilous excursion on her part in the early autumn down an old mine shaft called Kellow’s Ladder, where in a side tunnel she had found what seemed to be conclusive evidence of

  what she was seeking but dreading to find. Three sacks bearing initials painted on in black lead: J’ and ‘S’ and ‘P’ or ‘B’. And papers. And a Warleggan

  seal. And a lady’s ring. And a little silver loving cup, with Amor Gignit Amorem engraved on the side. This loving cup now stood on the sideboard of the dining-room of Nampara. Jeremy

  in his last letter had asked her to put it away in a drawer in his room, and she must remember to do that.




  Ross of course knew nothing of all this, and never would know if she could help it. For Demelza the discovery had been a profound and dastardly shock. Raised on strong Wesleyan principles

  – in spite of a drunken bully of a father – she had quickly learned from Ross to treat religion lightly – a visit to Sawle Church twice a year was about his limit. Indeed she had

  taken to his creed – or lack of it – like a duck to water; it had been no problem to her at all; and brother Sam’s pleas to her to consider her Salvation had been politely and

  kindly set aside.




  Well and good. She wanted no different. But when it came to playing the footpad . . . Caught and convicted you hung from a gibbet at Bargus Cross Roads, and when cut down your bones were thrown

  into an unconsecrated grave. And this was Jeremy, her first-born son, inheritor when the time came of Ross’s estate: a hundred-odd acres of farmland, two mines, and a distinguished

  name. Ross was by far the best-known Poldark there had ever been, but those before him, although a fairly randy lot, had been landowners, magistrates, masters of the hunt, patrons of the church,

  small but fairly worthy notables in the county of Cornwall for over three hundred years.




  She so very badly wanted to talk it over with Ross but knew she could not. Instinctively she knew he must never know. But she wanted to say to him: is it something we have done wrong? Have we

  not taught our children properly? Did they never learn the ten commandments or understand that they must be treated serious? Has it all been too easy for them, too easy-going, come-as-you-please,

  go-as-you-please, a philosophy of kindly liberty leading to licence? She herself had been dragged up anyhow, strapped whenever he could catch her by her drunken father. According to Ross,

  his father had been insensitive towards his only son, cold and rough most of the time. Compared to his parents, Jeremy had been reared in a hothouse of kindly comfort and gentle caring. And

  he had seemed a typical product of such an upbringing: artistic, amusing, roused only to anger by cruelty to animals, absenting himself when a pig was to be killed, highly talented in engineering

  – indeed something more than talented . . . tall, gangling, listless at times but good-tempered, witty, kind. How did such a young man step so utterly out of character?




  II




  Ross had finished the letter. She brought her mind back to the present, to the lesser apprehensions. He half folded the letter, turned it over, then handed it to her, at which

  Lieutenant Phillips raised his eyebrows.




  She read:




  

    

      

        Dear Captain Poldark,




        You will remember the conversation of 24th November last when the matter was discussed of your going to Paris on a special mission. It was left between us that you let me know not later

        than late February whether you would wish to accept this mission, should His Majesty’s Government still feel that some proper purpose might be served by it.




        Since then events have moved rapidly forward. Peace with America has brought, and will continue to bring, lasting benefits to both countries. But the situation in France has become still

        more confused.




        These are matters on which as you may imagine I am well briefed, but it seems to me that it could be of value to have a detached observer reporting his own personal impressions directly to

        me. France is her own mistress again – there are no foreign troops anywhere within her frontiers – but how she solves her problems is of the utmost importance to the rest of

        Europe.




        The Duke of Wellington has been appointed to take Viscount Castlereagh’s place at the Congress of Vienna, and will stay there as long as the Congress lasts, which may well be a

        further three months. The Duchess will remain in Paris. Therefore everything will be at the Embassy as it was expected to be when I first put this proposal to you. Our Minister

        Plenipotentiary will be Wellington’s relative and aide-de-camp at Bussaco, Lord Fitzroy Somerset, whom you know and who will welcome you.




        Your duties – should you accept them – will be strictly informal. It would help if your wife and family were with you to give the appearance of your taking a three-month

        holiday – but guided by the advice you receive on the spot you will visit various sections of the French army – suitable excuses can easily be found – and will report

        directly to me whatever sentiments you feel reflect the prevailing mood. Ample funds will, of course, be supplied for this purpose and for the board and sustenance of yourself and your family

        in comfortable style.




        It may well be that your stay in Paris would not have to be so long – again one can only be guided by results – but I do feel the value of these inquiries lies in their

        beginning as soon as possible; so I would want you to be in Paris not later than the second week of February.




        To this end I am sending this by special messenger, and he has instructions to wait twenty-four hours for your answer. I realize it is shorter notice than was envisaged in November but I

        trust that in the weeks since you returned home you will have been able to consider the appointment and already have come to some decision.




               Believe me to be etc.,




             

                    Liverpool


               



                Fife House, 26th January 1815












  






 

     

  




  Chapter Two




  I




  If necessary for a few months the farm would run itself. John Gimlett, though no farmer, knew enough to give the orders and to keep things running on an even keel. And since

  his drunken bout following Clowance’s marriage, Ben Carter had been working to prove himself and was becoming a competent mine manager. Grace was gently fading out; but the yield from Leisure

  had become regular and of pretty good quality, and the lodes, if unpredictable, were widespread and kindly, particularly in the old Trevorgie workings. Mr Horace Treneglos, long since dead, had

  said many years ago that he had ‘a great respect for the ancients – they knew what they was about’. A mine that had been worked in Roman times, and lost track of altogether more

  than once since, could still yield its red copper, its zinc and its silver lead.




  At least for the next few years it did not look as if the Poldarks would want for a loaf of bread. Nor the miners either; Ross would see to that. In a county – indeed in a country –

  where there was as yet nothing to see of the expected post-war boom, Nampara and its surrounding villages were a small enclave living a notch or two above the poverty line.




  On the 30th January Demelza waited early upon her closest and dearest friend. The years had not dealt quite so kindly with Caroline Enys as with Demelza, who Lieutenant Phillips had already

  concluded must be Ross’s second wife. Always thin, Caroline had become somewhat gaunt, but the sharp acerbic intelligence of her face compensated for the loss of bloom.




  ‘Oh,’ she said, ‘so that explains it. I thought from the hectic flush that Hugh Bodrugan had risen from his bed and was pursuing you with lecherous suggestions. And what have

  you decided?’




  ‘Nothing yet,’ said Demelza. ‘Or almost nothing. We shall give him the answer at noon.’




  ‘Oh, come. I think it’s yes, is it not? Who’d turn down such an offer? The freedom of Paris, at England’s expense! A splendid three or four months living in the most

  sophisticated and brilliant city in the world!’




  ‘That’s what I’m afraid of,’ said Demelza. ‘I do not speak a single word of the language. I should be lost!’




  ‘I’ve yet to see you lost anywhere, my dear. These apprehensions do you no credit. What does Ross feel?’




  ‘He says he will not go without me.’




  ‘Very proper. So your answer will come soon.’




  Demelza moistened her lips. ‘Supposing I said I should not go without you.’




  There was a pause. Caroline laughed. ‘That would be very improper. But spoken like a true friend. I fancy Dwight would have a word or two to say about it!’




  ‘Well, last year we talked – you know we did – you know we did! – of all going to Paris together when the war was over. Why should you not both come now to keep us

  company? Dwight has all these scientific friends he wishes to see and while the men were busy we – we could see something of Paris together. It would be lovely!’




  Caroline wrinkled her eyebrows at the window panes, which were still glistening with rain. ‘I’ll not deny it’s an enticing prospect. But do you not say you will have to leave

  very shortly?’




  ‘If we are going – yes . . .’




  There was a footstep and the door opened and Dwight came in.




  ‘Demelza!’ he said, ‘I have just seen Ross and know you are all well, so this is not a call for help. So early in the morning it’s a wonder my wife is dressed to receive

  you.’




  Twenty-five years of ministering to sick people had given his always serious face a sombre look, but it lit up in the company of friends. His own health had never been reliable since the ordeal

  of his internment in France and, as Caroline said tetchily, he was never above catching an infection from the vulgars he attended. He drove himself hard but had long ago in the prison camp become

  convinced that the mind and the will could overcome many of the weaknesses of the body. Although he had made his life contentedly in this remote corner of the south-west and seldom left it, his

  reputation had grown, and he corresponded with many of the advanced thinkers of the day.




  ‘Well, it’s not a call for help in the normal sense,’ said his wife.




  He kissed Demelza. She said: You have seen . . .?’




  ‘Ross, yes. I was coming back from Mingoose where Agneta was in an epilepsy. Yes, he told me.’




  ‘What?’




  ‘Of your invitation. And that you must reply to it by noon.’




  Caroline said: ‘They are going, of course! They could not possibly turn down such an opportunity! But Demelza wants us to go too.’




  ‘So does Ross.’




  ‘Dwight!’ said Demelza, beaming. ‘So you will come? So you will both come?’




  Dwight put down his bag, touched his wife’s shoulder affectionately as he walked past.




  ‘You’re wet,’ said Caroline accusingly.




  He warmed his hands at the fire. ‘It’s what we have discussed, isn’t it? Promised ourselves . . . But for me it can’t be just so immediate. For an absence of perhaps six

  weeks – two months? – I must find someone more clever than Clotworthy to see to my flock. There is a young man from Exeter who I think might come down, but it cannot be arranged on the

  instant. I said to Ross we would come at Easter. That is quite early; Good Friday is March the 24th.’




  ‘Easter!’ Demelza said in disappointment.




  ‘I know it is not as agreeable as it would be if we all travelled together. But I understand from Ross that if he accepts you must leave next week. That would be impossible for us. Also,

  Ross will have time to come to terms with his work in Paris and by Easter will probably be much freer of his leisure. And we shall be travelling as private citizens; you will be there in a

  semi-official capacity. When we come we shall see what we can of you – every moment that we can of you! – and then, for once perhaps, Demelza will be able to show Caroline

  round!’




  There was silence except for the sound of Horace the Third chewing on a bone.




  ‘It is not what I wanted,’ said Demelza.




  Caroline leaned forward and patted her hand. ‘It is not what I wanted; but for once – just for once – I think Dwight may be right. Easter will be a lovely time for us

  all!’




  Demelza pulled at a twist of dark hair which was still damp from the rain. ‘Dwight, is it safe in Paris for children?’




  He turned from the window, exchanged a glance with Caroline. ‘How am I to answer that? There are hazards everywhere. I do not suppose that Paris is less law-abiding than London.’




  ‘It was not of those hazards that I was most particularly thinking.’




  Nor was Dwight but he had been hoping to avoid the thrust of the question. At that moment Mrs Myners came in with the hot chocolate Caroline had ordered, so there was a further breathing

  space.




  When Mrs Myners had gone he said: ‘D’you mean as to health? Well, there are hazards everywhere. There has been an outbreak of cholera in Plymouth this month.’




  ‘But not in Nampara,’ said Demelza.




  There was an uncomfortable silence. It was all very long ago, but Dwight had once attended Demelza and her first daughter for the morbid sore throat which had then been raging through the

  county, and Julia had died.




  ‘I can’t advise you on this, my dear,’ he said gently. ‘Many thousands of children live and grow up in towns and come to no hurt. Have you discussed it with

  Ross?’




  ‘No. Nor never could I.’ When Caroline looked at her inquiringly Demelza pulled at her drying curl again. ‘’Tis not for me to shift the responsibility. Or to put a fear

  in his mind.’




  Caroline handed a cup of chocolate to Dwight, who carried it to Demelza.




  Caroline said brightly: ‘Shall we be taking Sophie and Meliora?’




  Caroline too had lost her first child. But it was like her to rush this fence while Demelza was present. It was a measure of her friendship.




  Dwight said: ‘Of course.’




  II




  Ross said: ‘My reply to the Earl of Liverpool is confidential, of course, and I do not know how far you are privy to the message you brought me.’




  ‘Nothing as to the content of the message, sir,’ said Hubert Phillips. ‘I know I must carry back your answer with all speed. I hope to deliver it late on the 3rd.’




  ‘It will be a hard and disagreeable journey for you. The sea passage is usually far more comfortable and just as fast, but contrary winds can sometimes embay a vessel a week and then all

  the advantage is lost.’




  Phillips buckled on his belt. ‘This is my first visit to Cornwall. It must be surpassing lovely in the summer.’




  ‘It is nice in the winter,’ said Demelza, ‘when it is not raining.’




  ‘I had an uncle who had been in these parts as a young man. He talked often of the mines. It is good to see two working. Both on your land, sir?’




  ‘One. But they both belong to me.’




  ‘They are always called Wheal, aren’t they? What does it mean?’




  ‘Not always, but usually. It is from the Cornish, huel, meaning a hole.’




  Phillips bowed over Demelza’s hand. ‘I’m greatly obliged, ma’am, for your hospitality. And for everything. Even my cloak is beautifully dry.’




  ‘’Fraid it won’t stay so very long,’ she said. ‘Though the wind has shifted and there is a break in the cloud. In an hour or two—’




  Phillips smiled. ‘Alas, I must not wait. But it has been a pleasure and an honour meeting you both. And your two beautiful children.’




  One of their two beautiful children was leaning against the panelling near the door, hands behind back, one toe raised so that her heel was on the floor, staring at Hubert Phillips with

  considerable interest and admiration. During his brief stay Isabella-Rose had been less noisy and boisterous than usual. Now she followed the trio out to the front door and the waiting horse.




  Phillips took the reins from Matthew Mark Martin and mounted. He took off his hat, and they raised their hands in farewell as he moved slowly away up the valley.




  Demelza had been right. A streak of washed blue sky, almost indistinguishable from cloud, was making its appearance over the sea. Smoke from the newly coaled Wheal Leisure was drifting before

  the wind, hiding the good news.




  They went back into the parlour, leaving Bella still gazing after the horseman as he grew smaller in the distance. Ross crouched, poking up the fire. The new blaze flickered over his strong bony

  features. Demelza stood beside him, for a moment saying nothing. When he straightened up she was looking at him with her most serious, darkest gaze.




  ‘Well,’ he said, ‘it is done.’




  ‘It is done.’




  He took her hand, which came into his easily. ‘In the next week we shall be busy.’




  ‘Have you said a week?’




  ‘I promised I’d wait on him on the 11th or 12th.’




  ‘Oh, there will be that much to arrange! Could I come later with the children?’




  ‘I’d prefer not. I’d be happier if we travelled through France together.’




  ‘So would I! . . . But do you not think you will be several days in London?’




  ‘There was some sense of urgency in Liverpool’s message. I’m at a loss to know why.’




  She said: ‘I am at a loss to know why they will not leave us in peace! Must it not have cost a lot to come from London, post all the way?’




  ‘A shilling a mile. One and threepence, perhaps. At two hundred and eighty miles it adds up, I agree.’




  ‘All the same,’ Demelza said after a moment, ‘I am proud for you that they would not.’




  ‘Would not what?’




  ‘Leave you in peace.’




  ‘And not at all happy for yourself? Do I take an unwilling woman to Paris?’




  ‘I think when it comes I will enjoy it. It is just the coming that fills me with the mulligrubs. But anyway, is there not that in the Bible: “Whither thou goest I will

  go”?’




  ‘A dutiful wife, eh?’




  ‘Did you say dutiful or beautiful?’




  ‘Lieutenant Phillips clearly thought the latter. Incidentally, I believe Bella was taken with him too.’




  ‘I was not taken with him,’ Demelza said. ‘His eyes were too close together.’




  He put his arm round her. ‘Well, we talked around it long enough last night . . . I could have wished we could have left Jeremy here or that Ben could have had longer to prove

  himself.’




  ‘Well, Zacky’s in better health.’




  ‘Yes, Zacky’s in better health. And I don’t think Ben will go overboard again. We must send word to Clowance. And Verity.’




  ‘I think if I had time I would better prefer to ride over and see them.’




  ‘You saw them both at Christmas . . .’




  ‘But did not mention this possibility to them, as you know. If I am going to France for maybe three months I would like to see Clowance again before I left.’




  ‘I think she should come here. You’ll have all your work cut out to pack and be ready for next Monday and for all the preparations and arrangements that will have to be made, without

  going off for a day visiting Clowance in Penryn.’




  ‘Well, if she can manage it, ’twould certainly be better. My dear life, my heart is beating already!’




  ‘I hope so, or I shall be sending for Dr Enys.’




  ‘Ross, isn’t it a pity that they cannot come at the same time!’




  Ross saw Isabella-Rose in the doorway of the room and smiled at her. ‘Bella, come in. We have plans for your future.’




  ‘Ooh? Goody! What’s on? Tell me quick.’




  ‘Mrs Hemple’s Academy for Young Ladies. You know of course that it has been arranged that you should start there on the 17th of this month.’




  Bella curled her lip. ‘Oh yes. A pack of girls . . . But what is changed? I can see by your face that something is changed!’




  ‘Something is changed,’ said Ross.




  His face was so sombre that Bella giggled at it. ‘Well, Papa, now I know it is good.’




  ‘Only time will tell. But you will not now be going to Mrs Hemple’s until September.’




  Bella uttered a squeak of joy. For a girl with her powerful vocal chords it showed some deep emotion. ‘Pa-pa-a-a! What! Ma-ma! How delicious! Do you mean I don’t go to a

  school at all – not until September. Glory, glory be!’




  ‘On that we’ve not yet decided,’ said Demelza, ‘but it so turns out that your father has been invited to spend the next three months in Paris, and it seems probable that

  we shall be going with him.’




  Isabella-Rose jumped a foot in the air. ‘Paris! In France, you mean? Where they have the guillotine! Papa, Mama, how wonderful you both are!’




  Half strangled in a wild hug, Demelza looked at Ross and began to laugh. Ross laughed. They all laughed. Teasing her daughter, Demelza flung her arms round Ross’s neck and hugged him in

  the same way. Somehow in Bella’s enthusiasm all apprehensions seemed to be dissolved.




  ‘Will you take me to see the guillotine, Ross?’ Demelza asked; ‘’Tis something I’ve always wished to see!’




  ‘I believe it is still there,’ said Ross, ‘but has not been so busy of late.’




  Bella said: ‘Oh, and there will be theatres and exhibitions and dances and balls. And no schooling! I already have a little grounding in French. Think how much better I shall speak it by

  September!’




  Attracted by the noise, little Henry had toddled out of the kitchen, with Mrs Kemp in tow. Seeing their laughing faces, he too began to laugh. Disentangling herself from the others Demelza

  picked him up and kissed him.




  ‘Harry,’ she said; ‘Harry, will you come too?’




  Mrs Kemp had not advanced beyond the door, but stood wiping her hands on her apron.




  ‘Come too,’ said Henry cheerfully. ‘Come too. Kempie come too.’




  Demelza exchanged a glance with Ross.




  Henrietta Kemp – though no one ever dared to call her by her Christian name – was a woman in her mid-sixties. She had originally been with the Teagues as a nursemaid and had first

  come to Nampara as a casual piano teacher for Demelza who, being still in her teens, had thought of Mrs Kemp even then as an old woman. She had moved in to live in Nampara during Clowance’s

  childhood and had stayed on, with only a few absences, as a sort of general handywoman who could look after the children when necessary, teach them their letters, watch over them in their rare

  illnesses, and stand in for Demelza when she was not there. She was a tight, ageless, dour little woman, Cornish to the backbone though genteelly educated. She came from Mount Ambrose, near

  Redruth. No one had ever seen or heard of Mr Kemp, but it was rumoured that at a very early stage in their married life he had been ‘lost at sea’. She looked and behaved like a natural

  spinster, was a practising Wesleyan, but did not allow her disapproval for the casual lack of discipline in the Poldark household to sour her love for the children – or for her first

  pupil.




  Her first pupil was thinking ‘out of the mouths of babes and sucklings’. She thought, I cannot say anything yet without a private word with Ross first. I cannot saddle him with

  another person to pay for – and yet, is not the country paying? Is it not natural that the wife of a British envoy should bring a governess to look after the children?




  ‘Yes, my lover,’ she said to Henry, who, having enjoyed the embrace, was now wriggling to get down. ‘You’re coming with us, aren’t you? We’re going across the

  sea.’




  ‘The sea!’ chanted Isabella-Rose. ‘The sea, the glorious sea. Mrs Kemp, we’re going to France, to France, to France! Je suis, tu es, il est. Nous sommes, vous

  êtes, ils ont!’




  ‘Ils sont,’ Mrs Kemp corrected. ‘Bella, please do not shout so. Shall I leave Henry with you, Mrs Poldark?’




  ‘Yes, I think so,’ said Demelza. ‘Ross—’




  Ross held up his hand. ‘Mrs Kemp,’ he said, ‘I have been invited to go to Paris for three months. I am taking my wife and children. I feel – we all feel – that it

  would be most suitable if you came with us.’




  Mrs Kemp fumbled with her apron. Although she seldom sullied them with housework, she had gnarled hands which might have spent years scrubbing floors.




  ‘My goodness gracious! Where? Paris, did you say?’




  ‘Paris.’




  ‘My blessed life. In France, you mean? That wicked place?’




  ‘That wicked place. Yes. We shall be leaving a week today. Would you kindly think it over? Mrs Poldark will be able to answer your queries. I can give you – we can give you –

  twenty-four hours to make up your mind.’




  






 

     

  




  Chapter Three




  I




  On the same day in late January that Demelza perceived the young man riding down the rainy valley to disturb her peace of mind, Clowance Carrington, her elder daughter, had a

  young and disturbing visitor of a different sort.




  She had been out for a solitary ride on Nero. Stephen was home – not at sea, that is – but was off on some business of his own. Not that he was secretive about much; he talked to his

  wife incessantly about his hopes and his plans, so she bore this temporary withdrawal of confidence without any sense of injustice.




  She often went riding in the morning. It was not of course the same as Nampara: there was no great beach here edged with grumbling waves; the best you could do was to thread your way through the

  uphill narrow lanes until you got to the moors above Falmouth. Then you could canter along and occasionally gallop with lovely distant views of the cliffs and the sea. Even so – and even if

  it were the same water and only just round the corner, as it were, from Land’s End, facing the English Channel instead of the Atlantic Ocean – it did not look quite like the same sea.

  There were no beaches here to compare with the north coast beaches; the expanses of sand were shorter and often softer because the runs of the tide were not so great; and the cliffs, though jagged

  and formidable, were half the height. She missed the suck and sigh of the swell as it moved over the rocks behind Nampara, the hissing roar of the blow-hole when the tide was right, the smell of

  the sea-wrack, the misty spray, the taste of salt on the lips.




  Not that she minded. She was happily married to the man she loved; and this winter they had had splendid times together, hunting at least once a week, sometimes twice. They hunted often with

  Lady Harriet Warleggan. Since Stephen had put his affairs in the hands of Warleggan’s Bank he had prospered greatly.




  They had spent a good deal of money. Hunting was not cheap, and usually once a week after the hunt they supped at Cardew with Harriet Warleggan and played cards and diced afterwards.

  George’s estrangement from his son Valentine had robbed Harriet of the young company he usually gathered round him when he was home, so she had taken to inviting a number of Valentine’s

  friends, such as Anthony Trefusis and Ben Sampson and Percy and Angela Hill and Ruth Smith, to stay on after the hunt and sup and gamble until the early hours. Clowance and Stephen were of this

  party. George himself sometimes supped with them, but more often than not had a quiet meal in his study, or ate before them with his daughter Ursula. He never stayed for the cards. Gambling for

  pleasure was something he totally failed to understand.




  But he was always reasonably pleasant to Stephen and to Clowance, even though Clowance sensed a steely reserve at the back of it. Stephen was not aware of any such reservations. He believed he

  was on good terms with one of the most important men in Cornwall, in a small way was becoming a valuable customer of the bank and as such could look forward to a future of continuing prosperity. He

  acted on this assumption.




  Penryn, where Stephen and Clowance lived, was an ancient free borough at the head of the Penryn Creek; a clustering hilly town of about a thousand people. It considered itself far more dignified

  and mature than its larger upstart neighbour, Falmouth. A charter of privileges had been granted to its burgesses in 1236, four hundred years before Falmouth became a town at all. A fierce rivalry

  existed between the two, for Falmouth with its deeper harbours and its larger docks had stolen much of Penryn’s trade.




  Clowance had never lived in a town before, and she found it a strange, secretive little port. Everybody she met was, on the surface, extremely polite, some ingratiating. But she was a stranger

  – they were both strangers – and didn’t belong. Clowance had been too busy for twenty years enjoying life, and taking circumstances and people as they came, to bother about the

  oddities of class distinction. One of the reasons for her success at Bowood, the Lansdowne seat in Wiltshire, had been her unawareness of having any position in the world to maintain, her absence

  of pretence, her natural unaffected manner. At Nampara too she treated everyone she met as her equal, and, because everyone there knew who she was, no one had presumed on it.




  Penryn was different. They liked their people in recognizable categories, and she didn’t quite fit in anywhere. The Poldark name was hardly known as far as this, but she was obviously a

  lady, and her father, apart from being a mine owner, was a Member of Parliament. Stephen, they reckoned, was not quite up to her snuff – and he wasn’t even Cornish – but he

  was jolly, outgoing, generous and prospering. They rented this small house, one of the few overlooking the creek, stabled their horses at the Cambrons’, who ran the Pig & Tinker, and they

  were related to the Blameys of Flushing. They also rode to hounds, which put them on a different footing from their neighbours.




  During this winter she had thought often about her beloved brother Jeremy and wondered how he was faring in Brussels with his new and pretty wife, who had been so hard to get and had indeed been

  willing to reject him and fit in with her family’s plans in a most mercenary way that Clowance would not forget. Perhaps it was going to be all right now, but Clowance more than anyone knew

  something of Jeremy’s infatuation for this girl, his moods of utter depression, his vain attempts to seem cheerful and natural when his passion for Cuby was driving him to despair. It had

  been a kind of madness. Clowance hoped it was over. She thought Cuby might be a difficult person to live with, once the first excitement was past. Certainly Jeremy’s letters gave an

  impression, a real impression of happiness. But not until she saw him again was she prepared to be sure.




  It was raining when she clattered into the stables and the nice stable boy, Kimber, came out to take Nero. It had been raining for the best part of a week, but this morning there had been a

  break and the sun had slanted across the creek. The tide had been in, and the water glistened like an inserted knife among the jetties and the moored ships. Now all that was gone again, the river

  lost in a damp mist which cut visibility to a hundred yards. Everything seemed mysterious in it, even the familiar cobbles of this now familiar town.




  It was a short walk along the terrace to the end house. Next to the Pig & Tinker was a ship’s chandler; next to him was Mudd’s, a sailors’ resthouse of not very good

  repute; then a house belonging to an anchor smith; then a customs officer; then a genteel lady called Curnow who did dressmaking, and then the Carringtons.




  As Clowance reached her house Miss Curnow came out. ‘Oh, Mrs Carrington, a young man called to see you about an hour gone. I did not know when you would be home.’




  ‘Did he give his name?’ Clowance asked.




  ‘No, I didn’t think t’ask. But he said he would come back.’




  Miss Curnow had very small screwed-up eyes. Whether it was from doing too much sewing in a poor light or whether they evidenced some specially penetrating talent of inquisitiveness was hard to

  tell. Clowance favoured the second explanation.




  She thanked her neighbour and went in. Theirs was a house with a more than pleasant view, but it was very small. There were four rooms downstairs and four rooms up, but they were all tiny. Nor

  was there any space at the front of the houses, but each house had a little back garden and earth privy. In the Carrington garden was a pump, which was the only water supply for the seven houses,

  so it meant that there was not much privacy in the back garden. Clowance had spent most of her time on the interior of the house, utilizing her half-forgotten training in sewing and millinery to

  make brilliant orange curtains for all the windows to frame the lace.




  She felt certain that her neighbours thought them outrageously bright; however, Stephen loved them and that was the important point.




  He had said not to wait dinner for him so she had made a pasty for herself. She heated it up in the little cloam oven which was still warm from the early morning cooking, and then, having taken

  off her riding jacket and boots, sat down to eat it on her own in the front room, cutting the pasty in half and pouring milk into the half she was eating.




  She had just finished when she saw a young man walking down the cobbled street. She felt instinctively that he was the young man Miss Curnow had referred to, and now understood the extra

  quizzicality in the woman’s eyes – the sort of look that anticipates discomfiture – because the visitor was almost in rags, and was lightly bearded, which in these days did not so

  much imply a matter of choice as having no money to pay the barber.




  Sure enough the young man stopped in front of their door and knocked. Clowance picked up the remains of her dinner, bore it away, dug her feet into a pair of pattens and opened the door.




  He was probably not more than twenty – tall, broad- shouldered, blond-haired with strong features and vividly clear blue eyes. His body looked lean but not over-thin; it was his clothes

  which were so shabby: a faded shirt which had once probably been royal blue, with a rent at the shoulder and one sleeve short by four inches, a good blue woollen jerkin, newer than the rest,

  slate-blue coarse drill trousers, much patched with sailcloth and tied at the ankles; and down-at-heel canvas shoes that showed his bare feet.




  ‘Excuse me,’ he said, ‘be Mr Stephen Carrington in?’ A hoarse voice; West Country accent, but not badly spoken.




  ‘I’m sorry, he’s not. I am expecting him shortly.’




  A pause. ‘Are you Mrs Cajrrington, ma’am?’




  ‘Yes.’




  He turned and glanced up and down the street as if looking for the man he’d called to see.




  Clowance said: ‘Is it about one of his vessels?’




  ‘Well . . . only in a manner of speaking . . .’ The young man bit at his thumb-nail and eyed Clowance. ‘I’ve just come ashore, y’see. We berthed at dawn.

  Annabelle. Ye see her over there, the brig.’




  ‘Oh yes, I see.’




  ‘From Liverpool. Though she’s Bristol owned. We’re carr’ing candles, soap and brushes, rope and twine.’




  Clowance looked past him farther down the hill. This way a precipitous cobbled alley led to the harbour.




  ‘I think my husband’s just coming,’ she said. ‘I can see his head.’ And then: ‘From Bristol you say? Did you know him when he was living there?’




  The young man flushed as he turned to stare the way she was pointing. ‘Well yes, ma’am, in a manner of speaking – though not for some years, like. You see, I’m his

  son.’




  II




  Stephen said: ‘Dear heart, I told you I should not have come to you unshriven. I tried hard just before we was wed, and then again after, but you said leave the past to

  bury itself; and I was a coward and let it lie. A coward. I make no bones about it now. But just think how I was fixed. I had lost you once already. I’d been without you for more’n the

  twelvemonth. I was dringed up, not knowing what to do. If I told you that I had been married before, however long ago it all was, and however it had happened, I might well have lost you again.

  Wouldn’t I?’




  They were lying together in their bed that night, two candles guttering in the air from an inch-open window. Clowance did not reply to his question. She found it hard to assess her feelings and

  impossible to convey them to him.




  ‘Or if you did not turn me down . . . If you had the mind to be forgiving, your parents would not have been. Your father asked me once if I had a wife in every port, and I lied to him. He

  would not have excused that, not ever.’




  After a moment she said: ‘So you had to deceive me, too.’




  ‘Yes, and I’ve said why. D’you think if I’d told you about Marion before, you wouldn’t have felt compelled to tell your father and mother? Ye are so open and

  honest. Truly, truly honest. That’s the sort of family you’ve always lived with; I’ve always admired your family for that and wished I’d been brought up similar. But I

  wasn’t. Life isn’t like that where I come from, m’dear.’




  Clowance stared up at the low ceiling. ‘And after we were married?’




  ‘I was too happy. I reckon I was too happy. And once it was done, I thought, it was done. If I’d done wrong, there was no way of putting it right then. By telling you I might ease me

  conscience – but at what cost! Making you unhappy. Spoiling our time together. Making a sort of stain where there’d been no stain. So I let sleeping dogs lie . . .’




  ‘Until now. . .’




  ‘Yes, dear heart, until now.’




  He would have liked to touch her, try to caress her as she lay quietly beside him, her breast rising and falling only just perceptibly. He knew what she was like; he knew every inch of her; he

  knew what she was like naked; and he knew his ability to rouse her. But with a restraint that he was only just learning he made no move at all.




  She said: ‘Tell me about Marion.’




  He was silent and then let out a long sigh. ‘We were both seventeen. She was the daughter of a farrier. ’Twas a boy and girl thing, light and easy, laughing and joking as a boy and

  girl will; but there was no more laughing when I got her with child. D’you know about the bastardy laws?’




  ‘A bit.’




  ‘If a girl conceives a child and accuses a young man of being the father and he won’t marry her they put him in prison. There’s many a good man languishing in prison because of

  such a law. Well I’d been in prison once and that was enough. We were married. Jason was born the following year. We never properly lived together. Her father was mad at me for spoiling his

  daughter’s chances. She went on living at home. Jason lived with them. I’d visit from time to time, but after the child was born Marion turned against me so I saw little of them indeed.

  Then I left the district and went into service with Sir Edward Hope. Course I was bound to make the payments and that kept me desperate short of money. Then . . .’




  ‘Then?’




  ‘When Jason was about ten his mother caught the smallpox and died. I left Sir Edward Hope’s service and went to sea. I – didn’t keep up any more payments. I never saw

  Jason since he was five until he turned up like a – like . . .’




  ‘A bad penny?’




  ‘Today. God, I was taken aback! I couldn’t believe ’twas him. Look you, m’dear, it has been almost as much a shock to me as it has been to you. Holy Mary, I was

  dumbstruck!’




  ‘I left you alone,’ Clowance said. ‘I thought you’d better prefer it. So I don’t know what he wants. Is it just to meet you again?’




  ‘No. Some b—, somebody told him I was doing well in Cornwall, so he wants to become a part of it. Somehow. He wants some sort of a job. He’s already been to sea, so with your

  permission I’ll take him on one of my ships; push him up the ladder a bit, get him better paid. I don’t know yet how much he knows of sailing. He’s only eighteen . . . I know, I

  know, he looks older – that beard – but he’s only eighteen and he can’t expect too much yet awhile. But at least he might be better paid . . .’




  ‘With my permission?’ Clowance said.




  ‘Yes, m’dear. It is up to you. You may not wish, to have a – a – my son round and about. ’Twould be only natural never to wish to set eyes on him again. So you must

  tell me how you feel.’




  Clowance considered the matter. ‘I do not think I feel very happy about it at all, Stephen. Though perhaps not for just the reasons you suppose. But I do not believe we should take

  my sadness – my disappointment out on your son. Surely nothing that has happened is his fault, is it?’




  ‘No,’ said Stephen uneasily. ‘No.’




  ‘I think,’ she said, ‘you are right in supposing that I do not wish to see a great deal of him, each day and every day; for he will remind me of unhappy things. But surely you

  owe him something, do you not? You have not been exactly an attentive father, so you can surely do no more than he asks and help him now.’




  ‘Very well,’ said Stephen. ‘Just so. I’m glad you feel that way, m’dear.’




  ‘Indeed,’ said Clowance, ‘I was rather surprised when you came into the kitchen and told me he was gone. Was it necessary that he should be sent to spend the night at

  Mudd’s, which we all know is ill-kept and of doubtful repute? He could well have lain here.’




  ‘There again I thought you might not like it. But I’m sure he is well able to see for himself. I gave him money for a bed, and will take care tomorrow that he has better clothes. But

  I assure you, m’dear, that you need hardly set eyes on him again.’




  ‘But he will exist,’ said Clowance.




  ‘Yes . . . he will exist. He will be a constant reminder in my eyes that I have done you wrong.’




  It was very quiet outside. A light from somewhere, like a bonfire, reflected briefly flickering on the curtains. Then a gull cried in the night.




  Clowance thought, he still doesn’t quite understand what he has done wrong. If you love someone you love them as they are, totally, virtues and blemishes the same; that’s what

  I learned during my twelve months’ separation from him. So if he had told me he had once been married and had a son, would that have been so bad? Would I not have taken it, just as I know he

  once stabbed a man to death at Plymouth Dock, just as I know that he lied to get himself out of that situation when Andrew Blamey recognized him, just as I know he had girls in Sawle or Grambler

  before we married, just as I suspect he had an affair with poor Violet Kellow. Being married, as a very young man, hardly more than a boy, was that worse, or even as bad?




  What was bad was not telling her, lying by omission, reasoning that with luck it would never come to light. What was bad was the lack of confidence in her, the lack of confidentiality. When

  people were in love they should tell everything to each other. And about other things he had talked so much.




  Stephen said: ‘Are you still awake?’




  ‘Yes.’




  ‘This has come – him coming – has come on a special bad day.’




  ‘Why?’




  ‘Because I had a surprise for ye. A nice surprise. Something that I reckon should make you very happy. Now . . . Well, now I don’t think anything will make you very happy. Not

  tonight. Not tomorrow neither, I expect. Yet I feel I must tell ye. For it is something I have been busy about all day. For you. Chiefly for you.’




  Clowance said: ‘I don’t know, Stephen. Happiness – is not in this. I can’t pretend it is. But if there’s something good to say—’




  ‘I think there’s something good to say. D’ye know Farmer Chudleigh?’




  ‘Only by name. He has the fields above the town, doesn’t he?’




  ‘Aye. Well I went to see him this morning and we spent three hours together, and the upshot is that I have been able to buy me a field of three acres where his land abuts upon the bridle

  path leading to St Gluvias. And there I propose to build us a house!’




  She was silent a few moments. ‘Stephen, that does surprise me.’




  ‘And please you?’




  ‘It pleases me very much. You told me nothing of this!’




  ‘I wanted it to be a big surprise. I have also been to the mason’s yard at Gluvias – Jago’s. He tells me he can begin to lay the foundations next month!’




  ‘Have you – decided on the house, what size, what rooms and so on? Because—’




  ‘Of course I have not. That is for you to decide, for us to decide together.’




  The excitement of this news was eating at her sickness, but the sickness did not go away.




  ‘There must be room for half a dozen servants,’ said Stephen. ‘And there must be stables, ample stabling. Of course we shall not have many servants or many horses to begin, but

  it is right that we should have the room available for later.’




  ‘And who is to pay for this? Can we afford it?’




  ‘My accommodation at Warleggan’s Bank was first fixed for two thousand but has recently been increased to three. The Adolphus was knocked down to me for 1750 guineas, and

  repaint and refit will not cost above two hundred. The Chasse Marée and the Clowance should turn over a modest profit in the next quarter, so I have money to spend on giving my

  bride a home – a home not worthy of her, for none could be worthy of her, but a home she’ll not be ashamed to call her own!’




  Go away sickness, rejoice in a loving husband who will do so much for you, lavishing not only pretty words but loving care. A proud husband and a husband to be proud of. A loving husband and a

  lying husband. Why did the second matter as much as the first?




  ‘Stephen,’ she said, ‘this is very good of you. I am – delighted. Really. I – can’t say more. This – this strange thing that has happened today.

  I can’t just – just swallow it down like some – some dose of snailwater for the anaemia. It has happened and I am sorry.’




  ‘Me also.’




  ‘But I hope in a day or two it will all look different. As it is, I’ll come tomorrow – or whenever you want – to look at plans for the new house. I’ll be

  happy to do that - delighted.’




  They lay there again in silence for a space while the candles burned down. The light from outside was reflecting on the curtains again. Stephen got up and looked out.




  ‘What is it?’ she asked.




  ‘Only a bonfire on the quay. Wonder anything’ll burn this weather.’




  He got into bed and blew out the candles.




  ‘Sleep now?’




  ‘How old are you, Stephen?’ she asked.




  ‘Thirty-seven.’




  ‘I see.’




  He said: ‘I just knocked three years off. I felt too old – always I’ve felt too old for you.’




  There was a longer silence.




  He said: ‘Are you asleep?’




  ‘No.’




  He said: ‘It has all come about, y’know, from wanting you too much. Since I first thought you loved me I’ve been scared of losing it, of losing you. I’d have done

  anything to get you. I’d do anything to keep you.’




  ‘Well you’ve got me,’ she said. ‘For better or worse. There’s no way out now.’




  ‘Do you wish there might be?’




  ‘No.’




  ‘That makes me the happiest man in the world.’




  ‘Stephen, I’m not the happiest woman, but I can’t exactly find the words to say why. Perhaps we should leave it tonight and try to get some sleep.’




  ‘The trouble is’, he said, ‘that I’m not good enough for you. I’ve known it since the day we met.’




  ‘You mustn’t say that too often.’




  ‘Why not?’




  ‘I might come to believe you.’




  He chuckled. ‘Now you’re like your mother.’




  ‘In what way?’




  ‘Witty. Joking. Even when you don’t like me very much.’




  Like? Love? Yes, there was a difference. By chance or by perception he had chosen the right word.




  ‘Good-night, Stephen,’ she said.




  ‘Good-night, dear heart.’




  III




  The following afternoon Cal Trevail came with a letter from her mother saying they were all leaving Nampara for Paris on the following Monday. Because of the pressure of time

  and the many arrangements to be made, it was not possible for any of them to come over to say goodbye. Could she possibly come to Nampara, perhaps Wednesday or Thursday, stay the night so she could

  be told all their plans? Naturally if Stephen were free they would be delighted to see him too. Cal was delivering a similar note to Aunt Verity and would call back for his answer in an hour.




  Clowance said there was no need for Cal to call back, a scribbled note of acceptance was all that was necessary. A hasty word with Stephen confirmed that he would be unable to come.




  She left on the Wednesday morning, and by that time had seen no more of Jason Carrington.




  






 

     

  




  Chapter Four




  I




  Belgium was under snow. It had been foul weather ever since Lieutenant Poldark of the 52nd Oxfordshires had brought his young bride from Gravesend to Antwerp and thence to

  Brussels. The crossing had been none too bad; the sea had been overawed by the chill density of the grey sky; but there had been, it seemed, light snow ever since.




  They had gone to Jeremy’s old quarters, but as soon as possible had moved to a small but pleasant apartment on the rue Namur. Jeremy’s duties in time of peace were nominal: a few

  parades, a few attendances at classes dealing with military strategy, a few duty visits, waiting on senior officers. For the rest they did themselves well, attending the not infrequent balls and

  soirées, getting to know some of the many other English families which were there because some member of the family was in uniform, riding in the Forest of Soignes a few miles to the south

  of the city, reading and talking and shopping and making love.




  They made love with all the ardour of newly weds – with something added. From the moment Jeremy found himself hiding from the gaugers and being sheltered by this imperious young girl

  nearly four years ago there had been only one woman in the world for him. Unwaveringly he had been devoted to her, like a man possessed, wanting never any other. There is a kind of love so

  destructive in its preoccupation that it can hardly be borne, and he had borne it, suffered it unrequited for more than four years. Then, lost to all real hope, he had accepted his father’s

  eccentric advice and gone to her for the last time, climbed into the castle where she lived, like a thief in the night, and had persuaded her somehow – by what alchemy he still had no real

  idea – to come away with him. And she had come away with him. They had run away together, as if in some medieval romance, and she had given herself to him wantonly, even before they were

  married. To him it was a realized dream; sometimes he still stole a look at her to reassure himself that, in a cold and cynical world, it really was true.




  As for Cuby, who after the defection of Valentine had reconciled herself readily enough to the prospect of a long period of maidenhood, had even considered that she might be happiest remaining

  unmarried permanently, living with her mother and sister and brother and his two young children in the fine castle that was still in process of being completed, and who, suddenly confronted with

  this tall soldier, abruptly grown older and more authoritative, had found herself driven forward by a rush of strong feeling and sexual emotion which she had never felt before and which she

  scarcely recognized or had time to give a name to . . . as for Cuby, she had so far suffered no second thoughts, no sense of anti-climax, no rational awakening. She sometimes thought about her

  family left behind in Caerhays, but only as if they belonged to a former life.




  It was as if in her character there had been a log-jam of feeling, of emotion, held up, held back, quite unconsciously, by a cool and rational brain, so that she had remained unstirred at the

  prospect of marrying Valentine, a charming young man who did not love her – and only marginally stirred by the concentrated devotion of Jeremy who wanted her and no other woman in the

  world.




  The jam had been broken, luckily for Jeremy, by Jeremy, just in time. And it was truly broken; once given way, she had given way with it. She had a beautiful body and she seemed to delight in

  offering it to her husband whenever he had the fancy, chastely, provocatively, wildly, however her mood took her. They made love together until exhaustion overtook them. But there was no

  satiety.




  They agreed together too, almost too eagerly, happily, without reserve. Nothing she did was wrong in his eyes, nothing he did in hers. Even the appearance twice of Lisa Dupont, his former

  mistress, cast no cloud. It was an affair that had taken place when he had given up all hope of Cuby. He had no eyes for Lisa now, and after the second meeting she shrugged her shoulders and

  drifted away. Cuby said: ‘A pretty girl, but I think she will get plump. I’m happy that you prefer me.’




  They lived well. Jeremy had money in the bank in Brussels – product of an escapade he preferred not to think about – and when that was gone he borrowed more. Cuby, reared on a

  spendthrift brother, was for making economies, but Jeremy said there was money coming to him at home from the profits of Wheal Leisure, and they could run up bills here in the expectation of

  settling them when he left the army.




  When would that be? Fairly soon, he thought. With all Europe at peace the regiment was likely soon to be disbanded; though he had heard rumours that the Allies were not agreeing well at the

  Congress in Vienna, and it was likely that the British Government would choose to keep some troops in Europe for the time being. For preference he would like to stay on until October, which would

  mean he would have served two years. Then, if all went well, he might be able to sell his commission, though it was not a fashionable regiment, and return home to Cornwall for Christmas.




  In the meantime, life in Brussels was very good.


  

  In spite of the little thought she gave to what she had left behind, a slight shadow on Cuby’s life was that she had heard nothing from

  Caerhays at all – not a word – so when a letter did eventually come she broke the seal nervously and took the letter to the window to read. It was from her mother.




  

    

      

        My dearest daughter,




        I do not know what senses you took leave of to induce you to run away in the deceitful and secretive way you did. Your brother and I – not to mention Clemency – were deeply

        upset, indeed deeply grieved at the circumstances of your Elopement. The letter you left behind really explained nothing – indeed you have expressly said you cannot explain it yourself.

        And your later letters, though more detailed, have really added little to the first.




        I do not believe by anything we did or said that we might suppose we had forfeited your confidence. You gave us all the impression that you were happy at home and contented at the prospect

        of marriage to Valentine Warleggan. When that fell through, through no fault of ours, it seemed that you were quite content – as we were – until some other equally suitable match

        presented itself.




        Instead you have chosen Mr Jeremy Poldark. A pleasant young man and a Gentleman. He has made himself very agreeable on his visits here, and Clemency, I know, speaks highly of him.




        I cannot – we cannot any of us – wish you anything but the utmost Happiness. Shall you make your home in Brussels? We have, as you know, sad memories of Walcheren, where your

        brother was lost. It is a great cause for relief that the war is over at last, and so long as the Victors do not fall out we may look forward to a period of prolonged Peace.




        Augustus is in London still at the Treasury, and I have written to tell him of your marriage. I believe John is to go to London this month, as there are trusts and other business matters

        to attend to. It has been very wet here almost since Christmas, mild and gloomy with the primroses out and some camellias too.




 

                Your loving Mother,




                Frances Bettesworth


  

      


    


  




  After she had read it twice Cuby passed it to Jeremy. He pored over it for a couple of minutes and then handed it back with a smile.




  ‘I think you are already half-way to forgiveness.’




  ‘This came also,’ said Cuby, handing him a thin slip of paper.




  It read:




  

    

      

        Dearest darling Cuby, Sweet Jeremy, how I envy you both.




                Love, Clemency


        

      


    


  




  II




  Henrietta Kemp had apparently overcome her lifelong distrust of the French and her disapproval of the degeneracy of their capital city, for she accepted Ross’s invitation

  within the twenty-four hours, and at dawn on the following Monday they left as a family of five and made the disagreeable muddy jolting journey to London. They put up at Ross’s usual lodgings

  in George Street in the Adelphi. Ross sent word to the Prime Minister that he had arrived, and was invited to call on him at Fife House on Saturday morning at ten o’clock. On the Friday

  evening Ross took Demelza and Isabella-Rose through a light sprinkling of snow to the theatre in Drury Lane.




  They saw Morton’s comedy Town and Country, with Mr Kean playing Reuben, and after it a musical piece called Rubies and Diamonds. Ross privately thought it all rather poor

  stuff but Demelza enjoyed it, and they were both diverted by Isabella-Rose’s enchantment. Her eyes sparkled like the diamonds in the title. She sat rapt, with clasped hands, and came out

  flushed with a rare joy. She might, like Joan of Arc, have seen a vision, but it was not a holy vision, it was an artificial tinsel-deep theatrical interpretation of life. It served for her. She

  was lost in the glitter, the candle-lit glamour, the powder, the paint, the perfume, the lines declaimed in unnatural voices, the sheer glorious make-believe of it all.




  Just at the end, as they were leaving, a man said: ‘Captain Poldark.’




  A sturdily built well-dressed young man with a craggy face. Smiling. Then looking at Demelza.




  ‘Mrs Poldark. What an unexpected pleasure. Edward Fitzmaurice. You’ll remember . . .’




  ‘Of course,’ said Demelza. ‘How are you, Lord Edward? I think you don’t know our younger daughter, Isabella-Rose?’




  They moved talking through the crowd towards the entrance. As she had not seen him since the morning after Clowance had turned him down, Demelza half expected there might be some constraint

  – as there certainly was that morning when they left Bowood – but clearly Edward had long since got over his disappointment. Perhaps he had realized, Demelza thought with a pang, that

  it was all for the best, and the unrestrained, untamed blonde girl from Cornwall would never have settled into the brilliant but restricted social life he was offering her. (So now she was the wife

  of a young entrepreneurial seaman living in a small terraced house in Penryn and looking, Demelza thought on her last visit to Nampara, dark under the eyes and less buoyant than usual.)




  Of course the question soon came up. Eyeing the crush of carriages for his own Edward Fitzmaurice asked how was their elder daughter? She was married? Well, that was hardly surprising, was it?

  And happy? Good, good. Well, it had been a delightful week they had all spent together in Bowood. A pity you were not there, sir. And another pretty daughter! How old would she be? Fifteen?




  Demelza smiled at Bella, who beamed at Edward, and then smiled at her mother for not giving the game away.




  How was Lady Isobel? And Lord and Lady Lansdowne? His brother and sister-in-law were very well. They had two sons now, you know. Aunt Isobel had been ill with a gouty infection but was now quite

  recovered. She had a new ear trumpet which it was claimed magnified the sound more than her previous one, though he had to admit he had not been able to notice the difference. No, he was still

  unmarried but was much taken up with Parliament and other public affairs.




  ‘Perhaps next week you would come to tea at Lansdowne House with myself and my aunt. Henry and Louisa are in the country but—’




  ‘That’s very kind,’ said Ross. ‘But we are on our way to Paris. We shall expect to leave, I think, on Monday.’




  ‘Paris? I was there in October. A delightful idea. A holiday, I presume?’




  ‘. . . Yes, a holiday.’




  ‘Where are you to stay?’




  ‘It is being arranged for us.’




  Fitzmaurice had been aware of Ross’s hesitation when answering the earlier question, so he glanced with a half smile at the tall Cornishman and lifted an eyebrow and asked no more.




  ‘You will find it a city of the strangest contrasts, Mrs Poldark. In some ways it is old-fashioned compared to London – as if the long years of war have kept its development back. It

  is a very rough city, but there are many delightful people there. If you have time on your hands, Captain Poldark, do let me give you the names of one or two of my friends who will, I know, be

  delighted to meet you and to show you anything in Paris that you wish to see.’




  ‘Thank you. I am greatly obliged.’




  ‘And do not forget to take knives and forks for the journey. They are at a premium in France because of the shortage of steel and other metals.’




  After a few minutes they separated, and as soon as they were out of earshot Bella exclaimed: ‘What a lovely man!’




  Ross said: ‘I think Bella is developing a habit of finding all men lovely.’




  ‘Oh, Papa, how beastly you can be! But he is a nice man, isn’t he?’




  ‘A very nice man,’ said Ross. ‘I wish there were more like him.’




  ‘So do I,’ said Demelza.




  III




  Ross had seen the Earl of Liverpool in Downing Street last time, but today he went to Fife House, Liverpool’s personal residence, which had been built a century or so

  before in the old private gardens of Whitehall Palace. Punctually as the clock in the hall was striking he was shown in to the Prime Minister’s study.




  Lord Liverpool, seated before the fire, got up to greet him and said: ‘Good of you to come, Poldark. Let me see, you will, of course, know Robert Melville.’




  Ross shook hands with a man a bit younger than himself, a tall man, with tight lips and receding hair.




  ‘Yes, of course. How are you, Melville?’




  Robert Dundas had been a friend of Pitt’s and a firm supporter of Lord Liverpool. In 1811 he had succeeded to his father’s title and the following year when Liverpool, following the

  assassination of Spencer Perceval, had formed his first government, he had appointed Melville First Lord of the Admiralty. As far as Ross knew he still occupied this position. One could only

  speculate why he was here . . .




  ‘In case you suppose there is an admiralty interest,’ said Liverpool, putting an end to speculation, ‘that is not so. But Robert Melville has been assisting me in various ways

  to do with the situation in France and as an old friend I have called him in to meet you and to hear what we have to say together. This is not, as no doubt you will guess, a Cabinet matter; I am

  sending you as a personal envoy; but if there should come some situation when you wished to report to me and I was not available, Lord Melville will be able to act as my deputy.’




  ‘I should be happier, my lord,’ said Ross, ‘if I were more sure of the sort of situation you would wish me to report.’




  Liverpool pulled the bell. ‘You’ll take a glass of brandy to keep out the cold?’




  ‘Thank you.’




  ‘Have you snow in Cornwall?’ asked Lord Melville.




  ‘No, just rain – rather a deal of it.’




  ‘Must be a long and wearying journey. Three days?’




  ‘All of that. But it was in my mind to return to London shortly anyhow. The Commons have reassembled, haven’t they?’




  ‘Last Thursday,’ said Liverpool. ‘Not everybody is as assiduous as you are, Poldark.’




  ‘I often am not,’ said Ross, ‘but I learned there was a Corn Bill in the drafting and I wished to oppose it.’




  There was a pause as the servant came in, carrying a tray which he set on a side-table. Ross occupied a few moments admiring the Gobelin tapestries for which this house, and the owner, were

  celebrated.




  Lord Liverpool said: ‘No doubt we could discuss the proposed Corn Bill at length sometime. Perhaps this is not the time. I know, of course, that your political sympathies lie in favour of

  reform . . . Did you know, by the way, that Canning had reached Lisbon safely?’




  ‘Yes, I heard from him two weeks ago. When he wrote he was confined to his bed with gout and had not yet presented his credentials.’ Ross eased his aching ankle. ‘As for

  reform, my lord, this, as you say, is perhaps not the time to discuss it, but I have to confess I am disappointed and depressed that since the declaration of peace there has been no improvement in

  conditions in England.’




  Melville said: ‘We are proceeding, but slowly.’




  ‘Quite a number of us who supported this administration,’ said Ross, ‘felt, as I did, that reform in any important degree must wait until the defeat of Bonaparte. It was

  Wyndham, wasn’t it, who said: “Who would repair his house in a typhoon?” And Pitt, of course, stopped his reforms because of the war. But now . . . but now surely they should be

  resumed. The labourer, whether in the field or in the factory, should be able to live a decent, honest life. Instead one sees starvation in the midst of plenty.’




  They sipped their brandy. Ross was aware that his comments were not going down well.




  ‘Believe me,’ said Liverpool drily, ‘I am not unaware of conditions in the country, and, if later in the session you feel you wish to make your contribution to the House, it

  might be possible for you to come home for a spell. You can be kept informed. Certainly no Corn Bill will be presented until late March, though I am sure it will figure largely in debate up and

  down the country. In the meantime, as far as foreign affairs are to be measured, we face another problem.’




  ‘Which means my going to Paris in some haste?’




  The Earl of Liverpool blinked his weak eye. ‘Not haste. But I think I need you there now.’




  ‘May I ask why, my lord?’




  ‘As I believe I mentioned when we last met, there has recently – that is over the last ten months – returned to France upwards of a hundred and fifty thousand prisoners of war,

  coming from their camps in Russia, Prussia and England, many of them retaining the most unamiable memories of their captors and eager for any opportunity for revenge. At the same time the arrival

  of so many aristocratic émigrés has resulted in the enervation, the watering down, of Bonaparte’s splendid army by the reinstatement of young men and old men to positions of

  command which they could never justify except in terms of birth and privilege. All this leads to resentment and unrest.’




  Ross inclined his head. ‘Yes indeed.’




  ‘What I did not tell you,’ said Lord Liverpool, ‘is that last October I sent my brother, Colonel Jenkinson, on a mission which might be considered similar to yours, and he

  attached himself to the 2nd Infantry Corps under Lieutenant-General Count Reille at Valenciennes. His despatches have reported a disturbing degree of disaffection in the French army.’




  ‘Does he describe the disaffection?’




  ‘The army is riddled with secret societies, he says. Many of them are Bonapartist and aim to overthrow Louis – not necessarily to restore Napoleon but to put his son on the throne.

  Others want the Due d’Orléans. Many of the higher officers are royalist, he says, but the rank and file cannot abide Louis and what they regard as his corrupt court.’




  ‘In what way do you believe I can be of use?’




  ‘My brother’s reports are gloomy in the extreme, and differ noticeably from those of our new minister, Lord Fitzroy Somerset, who speaks more favourably of feeling about the

  Bourbons. Somerset of course is very young, and, while a brave soldier, may not be versed in the world of foreign secretaries and diplomacy.’




  ‘Nor am I,’ said Ross.




  ‘Once Bonaparte went,’ said Liverpool, ‘we did, I think, everything possible to bring France back into the comity of nations. One of the most important aims of our foreign

  policy is to see France stable and strong. Without her, the balance is weighted heavily in favour of the Russians and the Prussians, and at Vienna Talleyrand is negotiating on her behalf to achieve

  an honourable settlement of the outstanding problems such as the independence of Belgium, and France’s frontier on the Rhine. If, while the Congress is in progress, France should collapse

  into anarchy or civil war it would be a major setback, not merely for him and for our policy but for the future peace of Europe.’




  Ross was helped to a second brandy. Melville smiled at him. ‘No longer run, Poldark,’ he said, holding his own glass towards the light; ‘properly imported from Armagnac and all

  duties paid.’




  Ross said: ‘I believe you think all Cornishmen are smugglers at heart.’




  ‘Are they not? I was only ever once down there myself and they gave me the impression of a society that admires – unorthodoxy.’




  ‘Is that why you send for me to embark on this – this unorthodox mission?’




  ‘I sent for you,’ said Lord Liverpool, ‘because of your record of service to the Crown – especially perhaps your last mission to Portugal when you were able to serve your

  country in more ways than one.’




  Ross sipped his duty-paid Armagnac. It looked as if Canning had been talking.




  ‘Do you wish me’, he said, ‘to link up with your brother, my lord?’




  ‘No. I have sent him south, to sound the feeling in Marseilles and possibly then to go on to Bordeaux. Almost certainly sentiment is more favourable to the King there than in Paris. But I

  need a second opinion and I need one on a different level. I want someone less obviously related to me and therefore less official. Someone of rank who is on holiday in Paris and can mix with

  officers in a casual way. The fact that you do not speak French fluently should be an asset. And that you are there with your family will disarm suspicion.’




  ‘It’s a wide brief,’ said Ross.




  ‘Indeed.’




  ‘And an uneasy one.’




  ‘Do you think so?’




  ‘You will remember, my lord, that General Wellington did not appreciate my presence at Bussaco, saying he felt I had been sent as an observer by certain members of the Cabinet who were

  unfavourably disposed towards him.’




  ‘I remember it, but you proved the opposite.’




  ‘Nevertheless he has never regarded me with the greatest favour. I should very much regret it if Fitzroy Somerset should feel I was being sent out as an observer of his conduct of

  affairs!’




  Lord Melville stretched his legs towards the fire. He was beginning to put on weight. ‘Robert tells me you’re a friend of Fitzroy Somerset’s.’




  ‘Friend would be too much. We have met three times. I think he has friendly feelings towards me – as I have for him.’




  ‘Well, I don’t think . . . I hope I’m right in saying this – I don’t think you are being in any way asked to report on the judgement of our minister. You are being

  asked to form your own judgement on the state of affairs in France. We have conflicting reports and we should like another opinion. That is all. Am I right, Robert?’




  ‘Yes,’ said the second Robert. ‘That is precisely what I want.’




  ‘In fact,’ said Melville, ‘you are being asked to take a holiday in Paris, like many another rich and titled Englishman at this time. Form your opinion and let us know. That is

  all. I would have thought it a beguiling prospect.’




  ‘It is,’ agreed Ross. ‘Before I go, my lord, could you provide me with some of the arguments in favour of a Corn Bill. I know – and feel – only those against

  it, and perhaps it is good to keep an open mind.’




  ‘Gladly,’ said Liverpool. ‘I can promise you a list of the contentions before you leave. Chiefly, perhaps, you should realize that if other countries did not protect their

  farming interests we should not attempt to do so either.’




  ‘It is not so much the owners of farms I am concerned for but the labourers, both in the fields and in the towns.’




  ‘Quite so. Quite so. There are of course many things to be said on both sides . . .’




  The clock outside chimed the half-hour, and was almost immediately joined by a smaller, silver one on the mantelpiece. His lordship clearly kept good time.




  Ross said: ‘When do you wish us to leave?’




  Liverpool blinked his eye again. ‘Tomorrow evening, I think. The Prince Regent is returning from Brighton in the morning, and I would like you to see him before you go.’




  Ross looked his surprise. ‘Is he a party to this mission?’




  There was silence. Melville again refilled Ross’s glass.




  ‘Not exactly a party to it,’ said Liverpool. ‘But I have asked him to confer a baronetcy on you. I consider it a necessary part of the enterprise.’




  IV




  ‘What!’ shouted Demelza. ‘What, Ross?’ Fortunately the children were out with Mrs Kemp, for they would have been startled at their mother’s tone.

  You . . . They . . . They want you to . . . Oh, Ross. Oh, Ross.’ She gripped his arms and reached up and kissed him. ‘But you said no! You said you wouldn’t! In

  Nampara, that night in Nampara when you first told me about it. You said you had refused—’




  ‘I remember very well what I said!’ Ross answered in irritation. ‘What I said to you and what I said to him! Of course I refused then and of course I refused now! I want no

  title that I have not earned! He has some damned fool notion that it is of great importance that I shall take it. Melville was the same. They say, they argue, that a mere captain in a Paris which

  abounds in titles would rate too unimportant for their purpose. Melville had a list of the officers in the French army. Practically everyone is a count or a baron. Even those rating from

  Bonapartist days had some title to their name – those, that is to say, who had not been created dukes or princes! My God, if I had known this . . .’




  She kissed him on the side of the mouth. ‘You would have refused to come?’




  ‘Yes!’




  ‘But now?’




  He disengaged himself roughly from her clasp and went to the window, stared out at a street scene still mantled with light snow, at a woman selling oranges, at another with a wheelbarrow packed

  with cabbages. For a time he said nothing, but thought of a conversation he had had with Caroline Enys just after Christmas. Caroline had said: ‘They tell me you were offered a

  title.’




  ‘Yes.’




  ‘And refused it?’




  ‘Yes.’




  ‘May I know the reasons why?’




  Ross told her. Caroline had listened to him with that loving attention she reserved specially for him, with a glint of humour lurking somewhere in her eye.




  ‘My dear Ross, do you not think you may have been mistaken?’




  ‘If you think my reasons mistaken, then you may think the same of my decision.’




  ‘You live in an ideal world, Ross, and in an ideal world titles would be abolished. But we do not and they are not. And sometimes they are useful. This one, since it is hereditary, could

  in time to come be very useful to Jeremy, even if you did not want it for yourself.’




  ‘Let him make his own way. People should stand on their own feet.’




  ‘Of course. But shall you not, when you die, bequeath him and the other children the mines, the house, the farm? I do not suppose any money you leave will be distributed to the poor. In

  what, then, is it distasteful to leave a title behind?’




  He grunted. ‘You argue like a lawyer.’




  ‘No I don’t, because I argue out of love. And think how delighted Demelza would have been.’




  ‘Demelza? What rubbish! She would detest the idea! She has said so.’




  ‘No doubt she said so after she knew you had refused it. But she would adore it – perhaps not being called Lady Poldark, but at least that you should be Sir Ross! Ask any woman,

  anywhere. Any woman. I mean it. I assure you.’




  He had thought of that conversation this morning, in Lord Liverpool’s study, while hovering on the brink. If he had refused again, would it have meant the cancellation of his mission? He

  hardly thought so. They implied it, but were they bluffing? In the end he had chosen not to call their bluff.




  As he came back from the window he touched Demelza’s arm.




  ‘What I have said was not meant in irritation.’




  ‘What if it were?’ she said. ‘No matter. You have reason to be irritated, Ross.’




  ‘Not with you.’




  She pushed a curl out of her eye. ‘Why not with me? Yes, you should be irritated with me, for I see small harm in you having this little title. And sir is only a little title, isn’t

  it? Do we need to use it when we go back to Cornwall?’




  ‘I think you may have to,’ he said. ‘Lady Poldark.’




  She put her hands up to her face. ‘Judas God! Yes!’




  ‘Those are the first words I ever heard you utter. It must be thirty years ago, isn’t it?’




  ‘What words?’




  ‘Judas God. You were complaining that those drunken louts had cut a piece off Garrick’s tail!’




  ‘My dear life, and they had! Ross . . .’ She stopped.




  ‘Yes, my dear?’




  ‘I have come a long way.’




  ‘We have both come a long way. When I met you I was an inebriate, half bankrupt squireen. You didn’t know what a catch you were making!’




  ‘I didn’t know I was making any catch,’ said Demelza.




  Ross rubbed his nose. ‘I didn’t know what sort of a catch I was making either. Dear Heaven, that was the luckiest day of my life.’




  There was silence again while he watched the cabbage girl. When he turned from the window again he was surprised to see his wife standing there with tears running down her cheeks.




  ‘Demelza, what is it?’




  ‘You don’t often pay me compliments, Ross.’




  ‘Good God, of course I do! I do it all the time, but you forget!’




  ‘I don’t forget! Perhaps it’s not that sort?’




  With a sudden tenderness overlaying his frustration and vexation he put his arms around her, fished a handkerchief from her sleeve and wiped the tears away.




  ‘It’s all Canning’s damned doing,’ he said. ‘He and Liverpool were at Oxford together and have been thick ever since. When he left to take up the Lisbon appointment

  George made some sort of a bargain with Liverpool that his supporters in the House of Commons should be rewarded for their loyalty to him. Liverpool told me as much in November! Boringdon was made

  an earl, Huskisson became Commissioner of Woods and Forests, Leveson-Gower was made a viscount. And they’ve hung this upon me!’




  ‘Does – does it m-matter?’ said Demelza.




  ‘Come on, come on,’ he said, as the tears kept falling. ‘This will never do. What if the children return?’




  ‘They won’t be home yet,’ she said. ‘They’ve gone to the Tower.’




  ‘How long will they be?’




  ‘Oh, another hour, I should think.’




  ‘Let me have you.’




  She stared at him through big but watery eyes. ‘What can you mean?’




  ‘What d’you think? I like you when you’re crying.’




  ‘Dear love, it isn’t done, it isn’t proper, it isn’t decent. In the middle of the day! When we have all night!’




  ‘You sound like Jud.’




  ‘Now don’t make me laugh.’ She tried not to hiccup.




  ‘Stopped crying now?’




  ‘Yes.’




  ‘Tears of sorrow, no doubt.’




  ‘I know what it is,’ she said; ‘now you’ve got this title it has gone to your head and you think to tousle a serving wench. But there’s none handy, so you reckon

  your wife will do.’




  ‘Just so,’ said Ross. ‘Just so.’




  ‘In fact,’ she said, ‘I don’t care a button for your title. But I still care a little for you.’




  ‘Tell me upstairs,’ Ross said.




  ‘Oh,’ she said, ‘so it’s going to be upstairs, is it?’




  






 

     

  




  Chapter Five




  I




  They travelled to Dover on the Sunday afternoon and caught the 10 a.m. packet for Calais. The sea was choppy, the winds contrary and the crossing took six hours. Demelza felt

  sick, Bella and Mrs Kemp were sick, but the newly created baronet and his younger son suffered no ill.




  The Prince Regent had said: ‘So, Captain Poldark, it is about five years, isn’t it?’




  ‘Five exactly, sir, to the month.’




  ‘When you sought to instruct me on the excellence of my military commander in Portugal, and my duties to England.’




  ‘I only answered your questions, sir.’




  ‘That was not the way I remember it. Not the way I remember it at all. Anyway, whether you instructed me or not, you will have observed that England and her Regent Prince kept faith with

  her mission to deliver Europe from the tyrant!’




  ‘Indeed, sir. And all England was grateful.’




  ‘Except the Whigs, eh? Except the Whigs.’




  The five years, Ross thought, had not dealt too badly with the putative George the Fourth. When he had last seen him he had been stertorous, wobbly on his feet, his face and body swollen with an

  excess of high living, a gross Hanoverian dedicated to pleasure and self-indulgence. Only once or twice had it been possible to detect a keen brain somewhere surfacing through the blubber. Now he

  looked no worse – if anything slightly better. Perhaps his later mistresses, with their emphasis on a more restrained way of life, had done him some good – or at least prevented further

  rapid deterioration. The old man, his father, they said, was now so far gone that he had to be lifted everywhere and was only conscious of touch and smell.




  ‘And now I am told you are off to Paris on some new mission. What is it to be?’




  Confronted with the direct question, Ross hesitated and then said: ‘I believe I am invited to be an observer, sir.’




  ‘As you were in Portugal, eh? Well, there it is. My government – or some group within my government – has its own ideas. I trust your mission of observance will

  prosper.’




  ‘Thank you, sir.’




  The Prince’s fingers fumbled with the hilt of his sword.




  ‘It’s true, is it not, Poldark, that you have a partiality for duelling.’




  Who had been telling tales now? ‘Very far from it, Your Highness. I have only been involved in one duel in my life, and I derived no satisfaction from the outcome.’




  ‘Well, let me tell you, my friend, let me give you a word of warning. All Parisians at present are duelling mad. Whether it is because they can no longer fight a war and have to express

  their spirits in some other way I know not. They look for an insult anywhere, and if they detect one you will be out on some draughty heath at six o’clock of the morning with pistols and

  seconds and the rest of the paraphernalia before you can say knife. Are you a good shot?’




  ‘Fair, I suppose. Not more.’




  ‘Well, step lightly and avoid corns. I have no patience with the custom meself and neither does the law of England, but those Frenchies please themselves.’




  ‘I appreciate your warning, Your Highness.’




  The Prince grunted. ‘French are a strange race, eh? No sense of moderation, no sense of humour. Remember the Gordon riots?’




  ‘I think I was abroad at the time.’




  ‘Maybe. ’Twould be thirty-five years ago, I suppose, give or take a year. A good nine years before the Bastille nonsense. Can’t remember what started it now.’




  The Prince seemed so lost in thought that Ross wondered if he had forgotten what the purpose of the meeting was.




  ‘Must have been something to do with a man called Gordon, I suppose. Anyway all London ran amok. Populace went mad. All the prisons were broke open: the Fleet, the Marshalsea, the

  King’s Bench. Prisoners were freed, just like at the Bastille. Some distillery – Langdale’s, I think – was set afire and gin was handed out to everyone. They say folk lay in

  the gutters drinking it as it flowed away. Then looting and burning everywhere. My father – you know he is no tyrant – nor no milksop neither – finally he ordered out the Horse

  Guards. They charged the crowds with swords and bayonets. Some two hundred and eighty-odd people killed. About thirty hanged. All over in no time. Dead weren’t found – their bodies were

  dumped in the Fleet. Scarred houses were plastered up before dawn – blood-splashed walls of the Bank of England even whitewashed too. Next morning all peaceful. No inquiry called for, not by

  MPs, not by the mob. An incident – much more bloody than the Bastille. But did it lead to twenty years of revolution and a war-thirsty dictator? It did not. ’Twas over and done with in

  a single night. I suppose the English have more sense.’




  ‘It seems so,’ said Ross.




  The Prince weighed the sword in his hands again and yawned.




  ‘Well, I suppose you’d best kneel, sir. That’s the custom, y’know. That’s if your back is not too stiff . . . Have no fear, I do not intend to decapitate

  you.’




  II




  When the crowded packet reached Calais all was confusion and bustle. The Poldarks had accommodation reserved at the best-known and largest inn, M Dessein’s famous

  hostelry, which claimed to have a hundred and thirty beds and sixty servants, and presently, though so late, they assembled in their sitting-room and ate a breakfast of fresh mackerel, roast veal

  and gulls’ eggs and drank between them a flagon of red wine. Then everyone tumbled into bed and slept heavily but fitfully amid the shouts and the tramp of feet and the movements of other

  travellers coming and going.




  The next morning it was necessary to apply for fresh passports, and by the time this was done and the bill paid it was ten o’clock and the diligence was waiting for them. Two shabby

  moth-eaten coaches were drawn in tandem by three great carthorses which proceeded at a walking pace over the broken rutted streets. The driver was a dark little man in a ragged army-blue uniform

  wearing brass earrings and a heavy moustache; the postilion, in a long blue blouse, sheepskin apron and enormous muddy boots, looked as if he had been wading in the harbour. At a lumbering crawl

  they moved out into the open country with a thin snow still falling. There was no proper stop for several hours except to change horses, and they passed through Boulogne, Samer, Cormont and reached

  Montreuil where they spent a second night and where both Bella and Henry were bitten by bed bugs.




  Henry – or Harry as he was more frequently called – was the most placid of children, and, to Demelza, most nearly resembled Clowance in babyhood. He had none of the nervous tensions

  of Jeremy, nor the constant rebellious self-assertion of Bella. But he didn’t like itchy red spots and whimpered through most of the next day’s journey, which began at six in the

  morning and ended at five in the afternoon at Amiens. Here the hostelry was cleaner and the host offered them some lotion which helped to soothe their wounds.




  Demelza had stayed awake throughout all the bumpy lurching journeys, staring out of the window beside Ross, watching and listening, and occasionally, hands under armpits, shivering with

  excitement.




  She said: ‘I can’t follow a word, Ross. ’Tis worse than double Dutch. And they are all so shabby! The war must have cost them dear. But the country! It is just like

  England, is it not! Little difference at all!’




  ‘Did you expect one?’




  ‘Oh yes! This is France. You have been here before and you know what it looks like. But I expected the countryside to be different – like a foreign country.’




  ‘It is a foreign country.’




  ‘But you could close your ears and think this is England – except it is a poor part of England, a shabby part. The trees look the same, except thinner, the cows look the same, except

  thinner, the dogs look the same.’




  ‘Except thinner?’




  ‘Well yes, I suppose that too. And everywhere more dirt. When shall we reach Paris?’




  ‘About four, I think.’




  They were in Chantilly, a pleasanter village, with tall trees lining the roadside and châteaux visible here and there among the massive darkness of winter woodland. As they rattled and

  rumbled on they passed between acreages of small stunted shrubs, no more than two feet high, which Ross said were vineyards, came to St Denis and stopped for refreshments and just before dark

  sighted the formidable gates of Paris.




  Tall wooden palisades flanked the gates, which were guarded by soldiers; urchins and ragged hangers-on stared inquisitively at the newcomers, and dirty women stood and shouted in the doorways of

  mud huts and wooden shanties.




  Here passports were scrutinized, and they had to change to a smaller private carriage as the diligence was going on to Notre-Dame. So off again and through narrow crowded streets that made

  London almost spacious by comparison. Traffic confusion and noise and struggling crowds all pressed between crumbling medieval houses which shut out the darkening sky. Children ran begging beside

  the coach, and horses reared and slithered on the melting snow, and upturned carts and fighting, brawling men and crowded taverns, open sewers and villainous soldiery and beggars, beggars

  everywhere, until quite suddenly their coach was through the worst of the old town and rattling out into a great open space which was the Place de la Concorde.




  ‘Bella,’ said Ross, ‘this is where the guillotine was. See that railing, surrounding that small square. That is where the King died – the former king – and all the

  aristocrats, and Danton and Robespierre in their turn and many thousand more. I am sorry it has been removed, but that at least is one good thing Napoleon did.’




  ‘Oh what a shame!’ said Bella. ‘I’d’ve loved to’ve seen it working.’




  ‘And by God he has done more than one good thing,’ added Ross, looking around him after twelve years. ‘This is almost a new city! All this part. Dwight will be surprised when

  he sees it.’




  III




  The British Embassy was in the rue du Faubourg St Honoré. A huge handsome building originally belonging to the Princess Pauline Borghese, it had only recently come into

  British hands, Wellington having taken it on himself to buy the mansion on behalf of the British Government. It was said he had paid nearly a million old francs for it.




  They turned in through high open portals, the driver spoke to a guard, then they clattered into the courtyard, with stables on the right, and what looked like kitchens on the left, drew up in

  front of a handsome curved stone staircase leading to the front door.




  Travel-stained and tired, with a maid and two children in attendance, feeling shabby and dirty and uncouth, greeted by a smartly dressed secretary called McKenzie, and with two liveried footmen

  in scarlet cloaks and white wigs to escort them upstairs to their rooms and to carry their baggage, Demelza felt as out of place as at any time in her life. On the other hand Mrs Kemp, having

  clearly wished for the last three days that she had never taken a single step beyond the Tamar, was impressed and encouraged by the magnificence. This was what she had hoped for, and perhaps some

  of the discomforts and fatigues of the last two weeks would eventually be forgotten. Two large rooms had been put at their disposal on the second floor, with an extra dressing-room if needed, and

  while they were going about the first motions of unpacking valises and boxes and another footman was making up the fires, a slim pretty girl of about twenty-one came in and greeted them. This was

  Fitzroy’s wife, Emily, who had been a Wellesley-Pole and therefore a niece of the Duke. On her heels came the acting British Ambassador himself. Fitzroy Somerset was young, handsome,

  fresh-complexioned, with penetrating eyes and the high-beaked nose of his Boscawen mother.




  Later they supped together and met the Duchess of Wellington, a plain, grey-faced, spinster-like lady who was probably no older than Demelza but looked a generation away. It seemed that only

  yesterday she had received news of the death of her favourite brother in the unnecessary battle for New Orleans, fought after peace had been agreed, and this was reason enough for her to take

  little part in the conversation. The Minister’s second man, a Mr Charles Bagot, was also at the table.




  Fitzroy Somerset exchanged pleasantries with his guests about Tregothnan and the Falmouths, assured Ross he was quite recovered from his wound at Bussaco, told them he was giving a reception on

  the following night, at which there would be various people present whom it would be useful to meet; while Lady Fitzroy Somerset advised Demelza that they had taken an apartment for them on the rue

  de la Ville l’Evêque, which was not very far from the Embassy, but suggested they should spend a second night at the Embassy to give themselves time to settle in.




  The ladies soon left, and the three men took to the port.




  After a few moments Somerset abruptly said: ‘I know roughly the purpose of your visit, Poldark, and I will help in any way I can.’
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