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    Dedicated to Lois Caddy Eaden
Daughter of Pearl Tromblee Caddy
Granddaughter of Martha Lee Coad Caddy
Great-granddaughter of Ellen Eyars Caddy
Great-great-granddaughter of Caroline Pearce Caddy
 
Lois kept the stories when she had them, and she told me when I first met her, while dating her daughter, Mary: "Caddy is a proud Cornish name." This novel is written in honor of her family — and in memory of the woman she was.
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"The pot's older than our family name. Made 1747. We're from 1748. The pot's outlasted everyone."

— Hart Caddow to his grand-niece, showing her the silver teapot, circa 1940s









​Part One: Invisible People (1748-1826)
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The First Record (1748)
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May 1, 1748. Richard Caddow walked the last fifty yards to Luxulyan church knowing that when he left, he would exist.

Luxulyan parish sat in the valley where granite country met the clay lands, the soil thin over ancient rock that pushed through in tors and outcrops across the surrounding moors. The church had stood here since the Normans came, dedicated to saints whose names the parishioners pronounced but didn't understand—Celtic holy men, missionaries from the east, their stories worn as smooth as the granite by centuries of retelling. Somewhere in the oak woods below the village, an ancient cross carved from a single granite block stood in a clearing, older than the church itself, marking something no one remembered anymore.

The Norman tower stood square against spring sky, grey granite older than any living memory. Hedgerows bordered the path, thick with early hawthorn, the white blossoms giving off their faint sour smell. Rain had fallen before dawn, and water still beaded on new leaves. A wren sang somewhere in the blackthorn. Richard's boots—his best boots, the leather dressed with tallow just yesterday—were already caked with red mud from the lane. The clay here stained everything it touched, clinging to hems and hooves and wagon wheels with equal persistence.

His coat pulled tight across the shoulders when he breathed. Wool, dark, mended at one elbow where he'd caught it on a gate latch last winter. Elizabeth had done the mending; her stitches were neater than his. He'd worn the coat to church every Sunday for three years, but today it felt like borrowed clothes. His weekday smock hung in the cottage—rough canvas, stiff with dried sweat and field dirt, the garment of a laboring man. This coat was his only claim to respectability.

Other parishioners approached from different lanes. The Tremaynes in their cart, the horse's breath steaming in the cool morning. Old Widow Pascoe walking with her stick, her grandson carrying her prayer book. Two families Richard didn't know, likely from west toward St. Austell—the man had the white-dusted hands of a clay worker, kaolin worked permanently into the creases of his knuckles. They nodded. He nodded back. No one spoke.

Elizabeth Phillips would already be inside. Her family had arrived earlier, her father making certain of the arrangements. Richard had met the man once, briefly, during negotiations that felt more like an examination. They'd sat in the Phillips cottage while Elizabeth's mother served small beer and watched Richard drink it—the weak stuff, barely alcoholic, what laborers drank because the water wasn't safe. Phillips owned no land, but he worked steady at the mill. He could read. His daughter could read.

Elizabeth Phillips was twenty-three years old, neither pretty nor plain, with steady dark eyes and hands that showed the work she'd done—spinning, washing, mending. But there was something else about her, something that had made Richard notice her at market six months before. When the chapman came through selling broadsheets and almanacs for a penny each, Elizabeth had picked one up and read it. Not slowly, not sounding out the words like a child. Read it the way a person reads who has read many things before.

That was when Richard had known: this woman, if she'd have him, could give his children what he couldn't give them himself.

Richard stopped outside the church entrance. The stone arch was worn smooth by centuries of hands, the granite hollowed where fingers had gripped it. He placed his palm where countless others had placed theirs and felt the cool permanence of it. Someone had carved initials near the base of the arch—T.R. 1672—and Richard wondered briefly who T.R. had been, whether anyone remembered him now.

Before today, there were no Caddows in any register. No christenings, no marriages, no burials marked in any parish book from Luxulyan to Land's End. If Richard's father had existed, he'd left no proof. If Richard had siblings—and he believed he did, remembered a sister named Margarita, another named Charity, both older, both gone before he was old enough to understand where people went when they left—they'd scattered, leaving no tracks.

But today was different. Today the priest would write his name.

He entered.

The interior smelled of stone and candle wax and the dampness that lived in old churches year-round. Tallow and beeswax both—the Tremaynes paid for beeswax candles near the altar, their flames burning clean and bright, but the rest were tallow, animal fat rendered and molded, and you could smell the mutton beneath the smoke. Late morning light came through windows set high in thick walls, falling in pale shafts across wooden pews worn smooth by generations of Sunday clothes. The floor was flagstone, uneven with age, some stones worn into shallow bowls by centuries of feet. A child had scratched a cross into one of the pews—fresh, the wood still pale where it was cut.

Elizabeth stood near the altar with her father and mother. She wore a dress Richard hadn't seen before—dark blue wool, probably her mother's, taken in at the waist and let out at the hem. The fabric was better than anything she usually wore; it had been dyed evenly with woad, no streaks or fading. Her hair was pinned back severely, showing the sharp line of her jaw. She didn't turn when he entered, but her shoulders straightened slightly.

Richard walked forward. The flagstones were cold through his boot soles. Phillips watched him approach with the expression of a man assessing livestock at market.

"Caddow," Phillips said.

"Sir."

"The priest is ready."

Father Penrose was old enough to have married Phillips himself decades ago. He stood in his vestments beside the altar, a prayer book open in gnarled hands, the skin spotted with age. His voice, when he spoke, filled the stone space without effort—a voice trained to reach the back pews without shouting.

"We are gathered here in the sight of God..."

The ceremony words meant nothing to Richard. Latin phrases half-translated into English, rolling past like water. He stood beside Elizabeth and counted her breaths instead—three to his one, shallow and quick. Her hands were folded at her waist, the knuckles rough and red from lye soap. She'd worked as hard as any man he knew—scrubbing, spinning, hauling water from the well—and she'd never once looked at him during the negotiations. She didn't look at him now.

The ceremony proceeded through its rhythms. Call and response. The promise to honor. The promise to obey. Richard spoke when required, his voice sounding strange in the stone space. Elizabeth spoke when required. Their voices didn't waver.

When Father Penrose pronounced them married, Elizabeth's mother made a small sound—satisfaction or relief, Richard couldn't tell. Phillips remained stone-faced. Someone coughed in the back of the church. A dog barked outside, distant.

"The register," Father Penrose said.

The priest led them to a small table set against the north wall, away from the dampness that climbed the south stones. A thick book lay open there, its pages heavy cream parchment made from stretched calfskin, the edges soft with handling. Each line written in careful script—different hands over the decades, some cramped, some flowing. Marriages recorded back fifty years, a hundred. The ink had faded to brown on the oldest entries, but the names remained legible.

Father Penrose dipped his pen into the ink pot—iron gall ink, dark as blood when wet, fading to brown as the years passed. The scratching sound as he wrote seemed impossibly loud in the quiet church. Richard watched the words form, the black ink glistening wet before it dried.

Richard Caddow of this parish bachelor to Elizabeth Phillips of this parish spinster married this first day of May in the year of Our Lord one thousand seven hundred and forty-eight.

"You'll both sign," Father Penrose said. "Here. Where I've marked."

He handed the pen to Elizabeth first. Her hand was steady. She bent over the book, signed her name in small, careful letters—Elizabeth Phillips—the pen making a faint scratching against the rough paper.

Then the pen was in Richard's hand.

The quill was goose feather, well-trimmed, the shaft smooth from use. He'd practiced this. Someone had taught him years ago—a schoolmaster in some parish he could barely remember, a man with ink-stained fingers who'd shown Richard the shapes of letters for reasons Richard had never understood. His father couldn't write. But Richard remembered the shapes, the pressure required, the angle of the nib against paper.

His hand moved. R. I. C. H. A. R. D. The pen wanted to skip on the rough paper, but he controlled it. C. A. D. D. O. W.

Done.

Father Penrose took the pen back, blew fine sand across the wet ink from a small dish, tipped the excess away. The ink darkened as it dried, settling into the paper fibers where it would remain for centuries.

"That's done then," the priest said. "May God bless your union."

Phillips paid the fee—coins Richard couldn't see but heard clinking against each other. Sixpence, probably—a day's wage for Richard, gone in a moment. Elizabeth's mother kissed her daughter's cheek, a quick dry peck. Phillips shook Richard's hand with a grip designed to remind him of something. Obligation, perhaps. Or warning.

They left the church together, husband and wife, walking into May sunlight that seemed too bright after the dim interior. The hedgerows were greener than they'd been an hour before—or perhaps Richard was only now seeing them properly. A thrush sang from the hawthorn. The mud in the lane was already drying at the edges, cracking in the warmth.

Elizabeth spoke first. "Well."

"Well," Richard agreed.

They walked. Neither knew quite where to go. Richard had arranged for a room in Luxulyan village—a bed in the back of the alehouse, paid for with his last shillings—but it was too early for that. So they walked, not touching, following the lane as it wound between fields bright with new barley, the green shoots ankle-high and shimmering in the spring breeze.

"Your father seemed satisfied," Richard said finally.

"He got what he wanted. I'm married. I'm someone else's problem now."

"Is that what you are? A problem?"

Elizabeth glanced at him—the first time she'd looked directly at him since the church. "I suppose we'll find out."
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Moving (1748-1752)
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BAPTISM RECORD Parish of Lanivet, Cornwall December 26, 1748 Richard Caddow the younger, son of Richard and Elizabeth Caddow Christened this twenty-sixth day of December



Seven months and twenty-six days after the wedding, Elizabeth birthed their first child in a rented room in Lanivet parish.

The room was above a farrier's shop, and even in labor Elizabeth could hear the clang of hammer on iron below, the hiss of hot metal quenched in water, the patient stamping of horses waiting to be shod. The family had moved from Luxulyan following work. Richard found labor at a farm three miles south—hedging, ditching, whatever the season required. Sixpence a day when there was work. Nothing when there wasn't. They lived in a cottage that belonged to the farmer, one room with a beaten-earth floor and a hearth that smoked when wind came from the east. The sleeping loft was barely high enough to sit up in; Richard had cracked his head on the beam twice before he learned to duck.

The midwife was a woman named Tamsyn who smelled of woodsmoke and dried herbs—pennyroyal and mugwort hanging in bunches from her belt, remedies for everything from difficult births to excessive bleeding. She'd birthed half the babies in Lanivet parish and buried a quarter of them. She gave Elizabeth a leather strap to bite and told Richard to wait outside.

He waited in the farrier's yard, listening to his wife's muffled sounds through the floor above. The farrier—a man named Jago with forearms like hams—offered him a cup of cider, and Richard drank it without tasting it. Rough cider, cloudy and sharp, nothing like the clear stuff the gentry drank. A horse waited in the yard, patient, its coat steaming gently in the December cold.

The baby came just after noon. A boy. Red-faced, loud, already showing Richard's dark coloring.

"Healthy," Tamsyn said, placing the swaddled bundle in Elizabeth's arms. "Good lungs on him. You'll know when he's hungry."

They christened him Richard the day after Christmas—St. Stephen's Day, the church cold, their breath visible in the candlelight. Young Richard, they called him from that first day, to distinguish him from his father. Second Richard. Second name in the register.

Elizabeth recovered slowly. The winter in the cottage was brutal—wind found gaps in the stone, and the hearth fire seemed to make more smoke than heat. They burned whatever they could find: furze cut from the moor, dried cow dung collected from the fields, the occasional scavenged log when Richard found deadfall in the hedgerows. The baby cried and cried, and Elizabeth fed him, walked him, sang him quiet in a voice Richard had never heard her use before. Soft nonsense syllables, half-words, the way she talked to the barn cat that came for scraps. Richard the elder would sit by the smoky fire and feel like an intruder in his own house.

Their food that winter was barley bread—dark and dense, nothing like the wheaten loaves the gentry ate—and turnips boiled until they fell apart, with occasional salt fish when Richard could trade labor for it. Pilchards packed in brine, bought cheap because they were common, the poor man's protein. Elizabeth made a thin soup from bones begged from the manor kitchen, boiling them twice and then three times until even the marrow gave up its goodness. The baby nursed constantly, and Elizabeth grew thin while he grew fat.

"He'll need teaching," she said one night, the baby finally asleep against her shoulder. Her voice was hoarse from singing. "His letters."

"He'll need feeding first," Richard said.

"After. When he's old enough. I'll teach him what I know. And he'll teach his children." She looked at Richard, her eyes steady in the firelight. "That's how it works. That's how families rise."

Richard nodded. He knew he couldn't teach the boy—not properly, not the way Elizabeth could. He could sign his name, but she could read. His son would know what she knew.

The literacy that made Elizabeth unusual in Luxulyan was useless in Lanivet—there were no books, no broadsheets, nothing to read except the parish notices posted outside the church. But Elizabeth kept the skill alive in small ways. She traced letters in the hearth ash for young Richard before he could hold a pen, made a game of naming the shapes. She made him repeat them back to her, rewarding correct answers with a dried apple slice hoarded from the previous autumn. And she began saving paper, a sheet at a time, bought dear from the chandler's cart when it passed through—a penny a sheet, more than an hour's wages—hidden in her linen chest where it wouldn't yellow or damp.



Spring came late that year. The barley was slow to green, and Richard worked fourteen-hour days plowing the heavy clay soil behind a team of oxen that seemed as tired as he was. His hands blistered, then calloused, then cracked and bled in the cold wet. By April, he could grip a plow handle without wincing.

Young Richard learned to sit, then crawl, then pull himself upright clutching the cottage's single chair. His first word was "Da." His second was "more," accompanied by grabbing motions at whatever food appeared. He had his mother's sharp eyes and his father's stubbornness; once he decided he wanted something, he screamed until he got it or exhausted himself trying.

In October 1750, Elizabeth birthed their second child. A daughter this time—smaller than her brother, quieter, watching the world with dark serious eyes. They christened her Mary in Lanivet church on the fourteenth, Richard the elder holding young Richard's hand while the priest made the sign of the cross on the baby's forehead. Young Richard, two years old, tried to drink the holy water. The priest was not amused.

But work in Lanivet was drying up. The farmer couldn't keep Richard through another winter—the harvest had been poor, and there were too many laborers for too little work. By autumn, Richard knew they'd need to move again.

"Bodmin," he told Elizabeth one evening. She was nursing Mary by the fire, the baby making small sounds of contentment. Young Richard slept in the loft above, his breathing audible through the thin boards. "County town. More work there."

She looked at him. Her face was thinner than it had been two years ago, the bones more prominent. "When?"

"Soon. Before the roads get too bad."

They moved in late October, everything they owned loaded into a borrowed cart—the straw mattress, the iron cooking pot blackened from years of use, the wooden chest that held Elizabeth's few good things, a bundle of clothes wrapped in sacking. Young Richard, four years old, rode on top of the bundled belongings. He watched the countryside change from rolling farmland to something more densely settled, asking questions about everything he saw until Elizabeth threatened to leave him by the roadside.

Bodmin appeared on a rise, the county town of Cornwall, larger than anywhere Richard or Elizabeth had lived. The great church of St. Petroc dominated the market square—a church that had held the bones of a saint, they said, before the Reformation swept such things away. The town jail stood dark at the edge of the settlement, a reminder of the law's reach. Drovers brought cattle through on their way to markets at Liskeard and Launceston; tinners came down from the moors with their ore slung across packhorses; china clay carts rumbled through heading for the port at Par, their wheels leaving white trails in the mud.

The town smelled different from Lanivet. More people, more waste, coal smoke instead of wood smoke, the sharp tang of a tannery somewhere nearby where hides hung stiff in the autumn air. Dogs barked. Carts rattled over cobblestones worn smooth by centuries of iron-shod wheels. A man was shouting about fish, fresh fish, though they were twenty miles from the sea—pilchards brought up from the coast that morning, still silver and glistening.

But there was work. Richard found it quickly—laboring on a new building project, carrying hods of mortar up ladders until his shoulders burned. Then hauling goods for merchants, loading and unloading carts in the market square. Then digging a well for a prosperous family on the edge of town, down in the dark hole for ten hours a day, the walls weeping water, mud soaking through his clothes. The pay was better than Lanivet—eightpence a day instead of six. The work was harder.

They rented rooms above a cooper's shop on a narrow street that never quite dried out, even in summer. The street smelled of sawdust and oak shavings from the barrel-making and, beneath that, something fouler from the gutter that ran down its center. But they had three rooms now—luxury. Elizabeth could keep Mary in a separate space from where young Richard slept. There was a proper kitchen with a real chimney that drew properly
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