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About the Book

Catherine O’Connor had a wild streak in her, as vivid and colourful as the red hair that cascaded over her shoulders. When she met Boyo Hopkins, one of Swansea’s richest and most powerful men, she defied convention by falling into a passionate affair with him although she discovered, too late, that he was married.

Boyo’s first love had been April Thomas of Honey’s Farm, and as a young man he had been devastated by her death. And now Catherine, April’s younger step-sister, found herself threatened by Boyo’s jealous wife, Bethan, who was plotting to take the cattle and lands of Honey’s Farm away from her. As Bethan slowly planned Catherine’s downfall, she retreated into a world inhabited by the ghosts of her forebears. Anyone who helped Catherine had to be destroyed – including her handsome young kinsman Liam Cullen who had come over from Ireland and fallen in love with Catherine himself.

The Wild Seed concludes the story told in The Shoemaker’s Daughter, The Oyster Catchers, Honey’s Farm, Arian and Sea Mistress.
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To Emma, Anna and Adam with love.


CHAPTER ONE

The girl in the bed looked gloriously abandoned, her long, fiery hair rippled over her shoulders, partly covering the curve of her creamy breasts. Her eyes were closed, she was rosy in the glow from the gas lamp; content beneath the thickness of the satin quilt.

It was quiet in the room except for the rumble of wheels on the cobbled street outside the Swansea Hotel and the hiss of the coals shifting in the grate.

‘It’s getting dark, cochen; time to go home.’

She stirred, her eyes opening; wide, green, mysterious eyes that seemed to look into his soul. God in heaven, how he loved her. Perhaps he had always loved her and had never recognized the feeling until now.

‘Oh, Boyo, don’t say that, it’s so cold and wet outside and it’s so wonderful having you here; so homely, so comfortable, so right.’

He knew exactly what she meant. He sat on the bed beside her and took her hand. His own was smooth, the nails clean, well-manicured; it was the hand of a gentleman. Except that Boyo Hopkins had been born in sin, brought up in a workhouse, given the name of ‘Boyo’ because he had known no other. Now he was called Boyo Jubilee Hopkins after his grandfather, he was a man of substance, of standing in the community.

‘I must go.’ He spoke regretfully, his once rough accent barely noticeable now. He rose and stood before the long oval mirror that graced the huge bedroom. He was, to all intents and purposes, a man of refinement and if now and again the rough edges of his origins were revealed, they were more than compensated for by the sizeable fortune he possessed.

‘Boyo, why can’t we be open about our love? Why are we here in some strange hotel? You should come to see Mam and Dad. We are so isolated on the farm that a visit from you would be like a breath of fresh air. Are you ashamed of me now you’ve come into money?’

He turned and looked at her. Her skin was fresh and dewy, she was everything that was young and beautiful and she had been a virgin until he had taken her to his bed.

‘Of course I’m not ashamed of you,’ he said, and he meant it. He would like nothing better than to take her out, to flaunt her openly, to have the envy of other men.

‘It’s time you were married, time you were showing a wife off to the world,’ Catherine said. It was as though she had picked up the thread of his thoughts. ‘I know you are only a few years older than me, love, but you don’t need to make your way in the world, do you? It isn’t as if you can’t afford a wife. Perhaps you don’t want to marry me, is that it?’

He rose to his feet. ‘Duw, don’t be silly, girl.’ He was slipping into the Welsh, an indication that he was agitated.

‘We must get to know each other, catch up on the past.’ He knew he sounded defensive.

‘Would things have been different, I mean, if you and I had remained friends, if we hadn’t lost touch, lost some years when we should have been together?’ Her voice trailed away wistfully.

Boyo shook his head and remained silent. He should tell her the truth, say the words he was afraid to say, that he was married already. He thought back to his wedding, a quiet affair, conducted in a small church in the tiny village of Ilston. Bethan Llewellyn had been a spinster, a mature woman. She was a lady from good farming stock, she possessed what he’d never had: breeding. On their marriage, Bethan’s father had given Boyo a gift: a fine hotel situated near the coast. A gold-mine which Boyo did not need or want. Shortly after their marriage, he had returned the deeds to Bethan.

‘Penny for them.’

He turned and looked at the girl, now sitting on the edge of the bed, her feet, bare and pink, not quite reaching the carpet, and his heart melted. Six short days ago they had met again, brought together on the cold spring breeze of the beach at Swansea. They had stared at each other, recognition dawning with a sense of wonderment and joy.

He smiled, ‘I was thinking of you, of our meeting on the beach.’ He touched her hair, red in the firelight, glowing, alive.

‘Nice thoughts?’

‘Of course.’

She came to him and wound her arms around his waist, putting her head against his heart.

‘Tell me something, Boyo, why do you call me cochen? Why don’t you use my proper name?’

He sighed. ‘You don’t seem like the Catherine I once knew. I remember the child running wild on Honey’s Farm. Now you are a woman, a flame, a glorious red-head, that’s what cochen means.’

‘Oh?’

He bent and kissed her. Her lips parted invitingly, he felt his blood stir; would she always have this effect on him, however many times he lay with her? He disentangled himself.

‘We have to go, love.’

‘I know, but I miss you already. Will I see you, tomorrow?’

‘Yes, tomorrow.’

Outside the hotel, he waited for the man to bring his horse around and then he lifted Catherine and set her on the saddle.

‘It’s not a fine carriage,’ he apologized, ‘but old Jason here will serve us better on the rough ground.’

He took her home to the farmlands above Swansea. Honey’s Farm stretched for miles across the hillside, the rich earth planted now with seed which the summer sun would bring to fruition. Boyo felt a pain within him as he thought of the days of his youth. He had spent a great deal of his spare time at the farm, eating with Fon and Jamie O’Conner, sharing their warmth and hospitality. Now, he would be ashamed to face them.

He kissed the sweetness of Catherine’s mouth and released her, feeling suddenly cold. ‘Go in, your parents will be worrying about you.’

‘They wouldn’t be if they knew I was with you. They always liked you, even when you were Boyo the tannery worker.’

‘Hush, go on now, I’ll watch until you are safely indoors.’

He stood for a long time, looking at the darkness of the farmhouse against the rising moon. His heart ached suddenly for the boy he had been, he had worked hard but he had been happy, without responsibilities; free.

Across the dip of the valley was Glyn Hir, the tannery Catherine had spoken of. It had been his home. Ellie Hopkins, old Jubilee’s beautiful young widow, had made sure that he did not work too hard and that the other men treated him fairly. For a long time, Ellie had worked alongside him in the mill, grinding the oak bark for tanning the leather.

It was on his sixteenth birthday that the voluptuous Rosie, Ellie’s maid, had taken him to her bosom, literally, teaching him all he needed to know about love, the pure and the carnal. He remembered it as if it were yesterday, the smell of the wood fire, the sound of a fiddle playing in the distance and Rosie, soft and warm and so willing in his arms.

And then, unexpectedly, he owned a fortune. Ellie had learned that Boyo was Jubilee’s grandson. The money and land she had inherited from Jubilee, she felt, was rightfully Boyo’s. She had been generous, had signed it all over to him. He wondered now if he would have been happier had he remained a working boy.

He sighed and turned away from the warmth of the light in the farmhouse windows. Bethan would be waiting and Bethan was his wife, his friend.

He was betraying her, reneging on their pact of trust and mutual respect, but he was not betraying her love; he reassured himself on that point. They had both known from the start that theirs was not a marriage made in heaven but a marriage of friendship, as well as the merging of two great fortunes.

By the time Boyo reached the large house on the hillside overlooking the sweep of the bay, he felt the peace that coming home always gave him.

He rode around the building to the stables and dismounted from his horse, experiencing the sense of pride that settled on him whenever he returned to the house he had made his own.

It was poised like an eagle’s nest over the fine bay of Rhosilli, with the sound of the sea and the wind and the calling of the birds.

The groom took the reins, tipping his cap before throwing a blanket over the animal’s heaving flanks. ‘Wet evening, sir, getting misty, too. The fireside’s the best place on a night like this.’

‘You’re right, Roberts, I’ll be glad to get indoors out of it.’

He walked through the back of the house, past the kitchens where a fire blazed in the blackleaded range and where the cook and the kitchen maids were working in the cheerfully spotless room; the low hum of their voices was somehow welcome and soothing. The inviting smell of roasting meat made him realize, suddenly, how hungry he was.

He opened the doors of the large drawing-room and Bethan rose to greet him, smiling at him over her spectacles. She was by no means a pretty woman but her elegant bearing and the dignity in the way she held her head, facing the world fearlessly, had the strangest ability to bring out all that was best in Boyo.

He leaned forward and kissed her, she was as tall as he was and large of bone. She was angular, with no soft curves and yet she was regal; awesome. A wave of affection washed over him. It was followed swiftly by feelings of guilt. He had no intention of hurting Bethan, of breaking the vows he’d made at the altar; he could never leave her and yet how could he bear to deny the fate that had brought Catherine O’Conner back into his life?

‘Darling, you’re cold and look at the mud on your boots! Boyo, are you aware that you stink of horses? Go upstairs and get washed and changed, supper is almost ready.’

He tweaked her nose, ‘Hush, you sound like an old hen.’ As soon as the words were spoken he wished he could snatch them back. Had they been put there by Catherine or had the thought been with him since he’d first set eyes on Bethan?

She was not one jot aggrieved. ‘Get on with it you big fool! Have you forgotten that my father is joining us this evening?’

He had forgotten and his mouth twisted into a rueful smile.

‘You idiot!’ Bethan made a mock sweep at him with her hand and he caught her to him, holding her close, his face buried in the warmth of her neck.

‘See how I am abused and in my own home too?’ He appealed to the empty room behind him and Bethan twisted out of his arms, her eyes full of laughter.

‘Poor old soul, is his evil harridan of a wife being unkind yet again?’

‘Yet again,’ he agreed, his tone sombre.

‘Anyway,’ Bethan moved from him towards the fire, settling her spectacles on her nose, ‘what kept you so late?’

Boyo knew it was an inquiry made out of genuine interest with no hint of suspicion behind the words. He swallowed hard, ‘I went over to Honey’s Farm.’ It was easier to tell the truth or part of it. ‘I looked down on my past, on the sweeping fields and across the valley to where the tannery once stood.’ He felt inexplicably sad. ‘It’s just a ruin now.’

‘You grow, you move on,’ Bethan said reasonably.

‘You are right, of course. Well, no more brooding over the past, I’m going to make myself presentable for my father-in-law.’ Boyo moved to the door, determined to shake off the strange feelings that were haunting him.

He stood in the bathroom and looked round at the black-and-white-tiled walls and the large bath that would have dominated a lesser room. All this luxury still gave him a sense of pride, a feeling of achievement. Until he was seventeen years old he’d never possessed anything except the clothes he stood up in.

As for love, he’d lost the only girl he could ever love when April had died, or so he’d believed then. Her young life had been extinguished by the epidemic that had swept through Swansea some years before and he had been devastated.

Boyo’s life had been empty until he met Bethan. She had offered him warmth, kindness and he had clung to her like a drowning man clings to a spar. He had married in haste, was he to repent at leisure? For now there was Catherine.

His heart had turned over when he’d first seen her again, April’s sister, grown into a lovely woman. He had never given her a thought, not in the seven or so years since he’d last seen her. But now, he could not imagine life without her.

It was not fair, of course not, Catherine was young, much younger than he was in every way. As she’d pointed out, there were not that many years between them, but life had made Boyo old before his time. As for Catherine, she had her whole future before her, she should be free to find a good husband and bear him children. The thought was almost a physical pain.

He rose from the steaming water and stood looking at his naked frame in the mirror. He was taller than average, well-built, muscular; the hard work he’d done as a boy had seen to that. He wondered if he was handsome; his jaw was firm, his eyes clear but there was an almost brooding quality about him that he recognized as his need to conceal his thoughts and feelings from others. It was a way he had developed of protecting himself. Sometimes, when at a fine soirée peopled by the rich and successful of the town, Boyo would think ruefully of the ragged tannery worker he had once been. He would have been given short shrift by these same people who now accepted that he was one of them.

Later, dressed in a pristine shirt and immaculate suit, he made his way downstairs to the dining-room. The candles were lit on the long table. Silver and glass gleamed in the flame and across the room a fire burned brightly in the ornate grate. His was a comfortable life, a life in which he had become content. Why then was he jeopardizing everything by falling in love so suddenly and so devastatingly with Catherine O’Conner?

‘Daddy will be here any minute,’ Bethan bustled into the room bringing with her the clean scent of lavender. She came to him and he kissed her cheek in the usual familiar gesture that had become a habit.

‘The peach room is made up for him, he likes it in there with the curtains open. He likes to sit up in bed and watch the moon over the sea.’

‘Your father is a man of impeccable taste,’ Boyo said and meant it.

Dafydd Llewellyn was from old Welsh stock, reputed to be linked to Welsh princes somewhere in the distant past. It was easy to believe; he was a man of regal bearing, he spoke Welsh as he spoke English, without blemish. That he was learned became obvious as soon as he opened his mouth and yet Dafydd patronized no-one.

The great brass bell outside the door jangled loudly and Bethan’s face lit up. ‘There he is, I can’t wait to see him again.’

Within a few minutes, Bethan returned, her arm linked with her father’s. The man had such presence that Boyo was filled with the urge to bow over the man’s hand as if he were a saint, or indeed of royal blood. Instead, he smiled and went forward holding out his hand. The hand-shake was warm, firm, in spite of Dafydd’s advanced age.

Supper was a pleasant, leisurely business. The first course was soup, rich and hot with pepper and leeks. The fish fell from the bone, whole turbot decorated with nuts on a bed of sliced boiled eggs. The beef was braised in a dark gravy and served with cabbage and carrots and the very first of the new potatoes grown in the Gower farmlands.

Dafydd declined the pudding filled with sultanas and currants and covered in steaming custard. His eyes under their heavy lids were difficult to read; Boyo saw his father-in-law as some ancient Merlin, mysterious, wise and invincible.

‘How is business?’ Dafydd relaxed in his high-backed chair and regarded his son-in-law carefully. ‘Leather still bringing good prices?’

‘Very good,’ Boyo said. ‘It seems that large manufacturers are buying skins in great quantities for huge suites of furniture for hotels.’

Both men knew that Boyo need never worry about business again. His fortune, once great, was now, by dint of clever investments, bringing in enough money to keep Boyo in luxury for the rest of his life. Combined with Bethan’s profits from the Gomerian Inn, the couple were among the wealthiest in the Principality.

‘Not tired of the leather trade yet, Boyo?’ Dafydd held out his pipe waiting for his daughter’s nod of consent before lighting it.

‘I don’t think I’ll ever be tired of it,’ Boyo said honestly. ‘It’s part of my heritage, part of me.’

Dafydd eyed him thoughtfully. ‘Your grandfather must have been a clever man.’

Boyo was surprised, his origins were scarcely ever referred to. The mists that surrounded his birth were rarely drawn aside and yet, even now, it was a mark of pride to Boyo that he had not been the nameless, penniless foundling he had so long believed himself to be.

Dafydd’s next question brought a wary feeling of tension, though Boyo made every effort not to show it.

‘Were you in town today?’

‘Yes, I was.’

‘Business or pleasure?’

Boyo wondered if the questions were loaded. ‘Bit of both,’ he replied.

Bethan, as though sensing a tension she could not quite understand, leaned forward and rang the bell. ‘Time we had some coffee.’ She looked at her father. ‘Boyo was reliving his past, going back over his old haunts.’ She put her hand over Boyo’s. ‘Honey’s Farm still has the power to hurt you, doesn’t it, love?’

He felt tenderness rising within him. ‘The things that happened there, yes, sometimes.’

‘The past is best left alone,’ Dafydd spoke in an easy tone but his words seemed filled with meaning. ‘Turning over old stones can be a mistake.’

Was there a warning in his words? Boyo could not be sure. He remained silent and the silence lengthened. Bethan was looking from one to the other of them.

‘Is there something going on I’m not aware of?’ She smiled a little uncertainly. Boyo held his breath, not sure how much his father-in-law knew about his activities, or indeed, if he knew anything at all.

The taut lines of Dafydd’s thin face seemed to relax. ‘Just being an old fool, airing my home-spun philosophy and turning into a bore. Forgive me, I think I’m tired. The trip from Swansea seemed to take for ever, those dreadful, twisting lanes are a hazard for any self-respecting carriage driver, not to mention the passenger.’

He rose and Bethan too. She kissed her father on both cheeks. ‘We can talk more in the morning, when you are feeling more rested.’

He smiled down at her, the long lines around his aquiline nose deepening. ‘I want to know when you are going to give me a grandson.’ He touched his daughter’s shoulder. ‘I do hope you are being a good wife, we men are such pathetic creatures when it comes to moral fibre. If we don’t have what we need on our own hearth we tend to look for it elsewhere.’

He glanced towards Boyo. ‘Good night, son-in-law, take care of my daughter, your wife is an extraordinary woman, as I’m sure you realize.’ Again the old man’s words seemed loaded.

Bethan accompanied her father upstairs and Boyo moved to the drawing-room, helping himself to a liberal measure of port from the gleaming decanter which had been strategically placed on an occasional table near the fire. Bethan thought of everything.

As he sat and waited for his wife, Boyo felt a spirit of gloom descend on him. He had gone headlong into this affair with Catherine, snatching eagerly at the thrill and the passion and yes, the love that burned within him like a fire suddenly ignited. He had not stopped to consider the consequences: what the outcome of such a liaison could mean should his infidelity be discovered. And Catherine, how long would she put up with a part-time lover?

He should give up this foolishness at once, he should never have started the affair in the first place. But now Catherine had become, in a few short days, like a drug to his senses, a drug he had no wish to do without.

‘That’s Daddy settled.’ Bethan entered the room and sat down in the chair at the opposite side of the fire. She took off her glasses and folded them with studied care.

‘Boyo, is anything wrong?’ She was looking at him but he could not meet her gaze. He rose and poured himself more port. ‘You would tell me if something was troubling you, wouldn’t you, love?’

He forced himself to smile down at her. ‘Bethan, you are an old worrier, stop fretting, I’m perfectly all right.’

‘You seem, well, not yourself. I don’t know how to explain it but you even look different these past few days, more alive somehow.’

‘Silly fancies, Bethan, I am the same boring old Boyo I always was.’

Bethan’s hands twisted together. ‘You are so young and yet in many ways so much older than I am. There’s a darkness about your past. I wish you would discuss it with me, Boyo, it might help.’

Suddenly her questions irritated him. ‘Bethan,’ his voice was quiet, ‘leave well alone, there’s a good girl.’

Bethan’s mood changed. She smiled at him in her old teasing way. ‘Big buffoon! Spoiled boy! I should take the broom from the kitchen to you, give you a good hiding.’

He wasn’t to be jollied. He filled his glass once more and moved to the door. ‘Excuse me, Bethan, I’m going into the den, I have work to do.’

It was a thin excuse and they both knew it. The administration of his many business affairs was handled by experts, by men specializing in their field. Boyo Hopkins employed only the best.

In the den the fire was burning low in the grate. Boyo knelt on the carpet staring into the flickering embers. He felt tired, no, perhaps jaded was the word. Suddenly he was out of sorts with himself. He lifted lumps of coal from the scuttle with his hands, taking a strange satisfaction in the gritty feel of the fuel against his skin. He studied his grimy fingers, that was how they should look, how they had looked – once. He was becoming soft, if he did not take care he would become flabby, inept. He would lose his muscle tone, the hardness would leave his body, he would develop a paunch from overindulgence. He smiled, if he did not take care he would lose his sense of proportion.

The flames brightened, leaping upward into the chimney. He was reminded at once of Catherine’s hair, falling red and gold in the lamplight across her ivory skin.

It was no casual affair, he wished it was, he could cope with that. No, this bond between himself and Catherine had been there since childhood. Now it was forged again and it would not be easy to disentangle himself.

He didn’t know how long he sat staring into the fire but. his eyes felt filled with grit, he needed to get some sleep. He heard Bethan in the hall, she opened his door and peered in.

‘I’m going up to bed, now, don’t be long Boyo, you look all washed out.’

He left it for an hour, hoping that by the time he joined Bethan in the big four-poster she would be asleep. It was a false hope.

She turned to him at once and wound her arms around his neck. ‘Boyo, hold me, I feel lonely and cold.’ She snuggled against him and he breathed in her familiar scent; a wash of affection made his response much warmer than he’d intended and Bethan lifted her head, drawing his mouth down on hers.

Her kiss was not one of passion, but then passion had never been part of their relationship, yet he felt touched by the warmth of his wife’s embrace.

Her arms wound around his waist, she pressed herself closer to him, her breasts soft against his chest. He was a normal red-blooded man, usually he responded to her as any healthy young man would, to his wife, but not tonight. Tonight he had been with the woman who aroused the demons of hell in him by her passion.

Gently, he eased her away from him. ‘As you said, Bethan, I’m washed out tonight, not very good for anything.’

He kissed her brow and turned away from her; he could feel the depths of her rejection by the rigid line of her body. He didn’t want to hurt her, perhaps it would be as well to talk it over, to bring everything out into the open, to ask her what she wished to do about it.

He sat up and pushed back the sheets. ‘Bethan…’ he spoke softly almost in a whisper. She did not reply and tentatively he put his hand on her shoulder.

‘Not now, Boyo,’ she said in a hard, dry voice, ‘we’ll talk in the morning.’

Somehow, he knew from the way she spoke that Bethan was afraid, afraid she might hear something she didn’t want to hear. Pity overwhelmed him; how could he burden his wife, a good, kind, generous woman, with his own conflict of conscience?

He put his head on the pillow and closed his eyes, knowing he could not sacrifice Bethan’s peace of mind for his own. What he had done, was doing, was wrong, but he could no more stop it than he could turn back the tide in Swansea Bay.


CHAPTER TWO

Catherine awoke to feel the sun slanting across her face. She lifted her head and saw the curtains lift gently in the breeze. Outside, the birds were singing, it seemed that even nature was conspiring to enhance the happiness that was sweeping through her.

She turned over on her side, her hand beneath her cheek, the heavy weight of her braided hair fell across her neck like a lover’s caress. Excitement flared through her, she, Catherine O’Conner, had a lover.

From the kitchen she heard the muted sounds of morning; the ashes being riddled in the fireplace, the chink of crockery, and realized that she had overslept. She smiled softly, it was just like her parents to allow her to lie in bed until she chose to rise.

That they indulged their only child was a fact of which Catherine was well aware. A great deal of her mother’s protectiveness and her father’s gentle kindness stemmed from fear, for they had lost their sons at an early age. April too; beautiful April, tragic April. Catherine pushed the thought away, she did not want to think about April, not now when she was so happy. Light steps approached her room and her mother peered around the door. ‘Awake then? About time, too, cariad.’

Catherine sat up and stretched her arms, closing her eyes against the bright sunlight and the feeling of happiness that rose within her.

‘Come on, I can’t hold this hot tea by here for ever, I’ve got the breakfast to cook.’

‘Right, Mam, I’ll take the tea, I could do with it, I’m parched.’

‘You’re looking very pleased with yourself this morning.’ Her mother handed her the cup. ‘Were you out with a boy last night by any chance?’

Catherine bent her face over the steaming tea. ‘Don’t be soft, Mam. Just because you and Dad are so much in love you think everyone wants to be the same as you.’

‘And don’t they?’ Fon O’Conner was still a very beautiful woman. Her hair swept away from her face, revealed fine cheek-bones and a clear, direct gaze that was sometimes disconcerting.

She sat on the thick patchwork quilt. ‘Don’t be in too much of a hurry, love, there’s plenty of fish in the sea, mind.’

‘Please, Mam,’ Catherine said softly. ‘It’s all so new, I don’t want to spoil anything by talking about it.’

‘Fair enough, I should have expected this sooner but your dad and I have plans for you, you must know that, love?’

‘I have to live my own life, Mam, and if I am going out with a boy, you will just have to trust me, won’t you?’

‘I do, but he is a good boy, a respectable boy, isn’t he? I mean he wouldn’t … do anything wrong, would he?’

‘He’s very respectable, Mam, so don’t worry.’

Fon took her hand. ‘You see, love, some men take advantage, they are not all gentlemen, do you know what I mean? I would prefer you to go out with someone we know and approve of. We wouldn’t try to run your life but we do want to protect you from someone unscrupulous, out just for a bit of foolishness with the first girl who’s willing.’

‘I’m not a child, Mam. Anyway, he isn’t like that.’

‘Hasn’t he got a name?’

‘Mam, please!’

‘All right.’ Fon rose to her feet. ‘Get up soon, mind, I’ll have breakfast on the table in ten minutes.’

Catherine sighed with relief as her mother left her alone. Fon was too sharp for her own good. What would she think if she knew her daughter had lost her virginity to the man who had once been betrothed to her sister? Catherine bit her lip. Her mother would think she was second best, an echo of the past for Boyo, and was she?

She pictured Boyo’s face as he made love to her. There was passion, oh, yes, there was passion, flaring like a white-hot flame between them, but there was more, much more, she need never question that.

Downstairs, the appetizing smell of bacon filled the kitchen. Catherine kissed her father’s unshaven cheek and sat next to him at the table.

‘So you were out courting last night, darlin’ girl?’ Jamie leaned forward, his big arms brown beneath the rolled up shirtsleeves. Catherine looked at her mother who avoided her gaze.

‘Yes, Dad, and he is very respectable and no, he won’t take advantage of me; I’m a big girl now, mind.’

‘That’s what your dad is afraid of,’ Fon said drily. She placed a plate before her husband and Jamie took up his knife and fork.

‘These eggs look good, the new mash I’m giving the hens must be suiting them.’

Catherine sighed with relief, Jamie was not going to pursue the subject of her ‘courting’ as he called it. She looked down at her own plate, the bacon still sizzled hot from the pan and the eggs were done to perfection.

‘You girls coming into town with me today?’ Jamie asked, cutting into a slice of curling bacon.

‘Got work to do here, love,’ Fon said easily. ‘You go and take Catherine, buy her some pretty ribbons or something.’

‘Well?’ Jamie pulled at his daughter’s hair. ‘Going to keep your old dad company are you?’

‘I suppose I’d better, there’s no telling what trouble you’ll get into on your own.’

‘I don’t know what you mean.’ Jamie leaned back in his chair pretending to be indignant but there was laughter in his eyes.

‘You know what I mean. If I don’t come with you you’ll have all the women of Swansea aflutter with your Irish blarney.’

Fon smiled, ‘He’d better behave himself if he knows what’s good for him, I’m not the sort of woman to put up with any nonsense, mind.’

‘Sure an’ did I not speak only of going into town for supplies? No mention was made of roaming the bars and chasing women.’ Jamie rose to his feet. ‘I’ll be ready in about half an hour, if you are coming along to protect your dad, you’d best hurry up.’

Jamie left the kitchen and Fon began to gather the crockery together. ‘It will do you good, both of you,’ she said. ‘You don’t see enough of each other these days.’

‘But Mam, I work on the farm most days, I’m as good as a son any day, ask Dad.’

‘I know that,’ Fon took the tablecloth in both hands and carried it to the back door, shaking the crumbs onto the yard outside, ‘but Jamie’s down the fields and you’re in the hen-house or milking the beasts; you’re not exactly together, are you?’

She put the cloth away in the dresser drawer and turned to face her daughter. ‘Dad’s done the milking and I’ve fed the hens and there’s labourers enough for the lambing so make the most of it.’

‘Mam, this isn’t a conspiracy, is it?’ Catherine was suddenly suspicious. Fon avoided her gaze.

‘I don’t know what you are talking about. I want you to keep Dad company, that’s all, he hasn’t quite been himself lately.’

‘Mam, he’s not sick, is he?’

‘Hush girl, all this fuss just because your dad wants you to go to town with him, what next?’ Fon did not look at her and Catherine was suddenly afraid.

‘You would tell me, Mam, if something was wrong, I mean?’

‘Aye, I would tell you, if there was something to tell. Now get off out, will you and leave me to have some peace.’

Half an hour later, Catherine sat up in the front seat of the trap beside Jamie, watching his strong hands gently direct the horses over the uneven ground of the lane leading away from the farm. And yet, she could not help studying him covertly, looking for any sign that he was not in his usual robust health. He appeared relaxed, his skin was lightly tanned by the sun and weather, he looked just the same as he had always done. A little older, perhaps, with a few more lines around his eyes and mouth but that was only to be expected.

‘Sure it’s a lovely spring day, all right.’ Jamie sighed, lifting his face to the pale sun. ‘I love the spring with the new buds shaking the trees and the lambs leaping everywhere as though pleased to be alive. It’s a time of new beginnings, sure it is.’

Catherine thought so too but not in a way of which her father would approve. For her, life had blossomed since Boyo had come back into her life, she had freely given her virginity and in six short days she had fallen hopelessly in love.

Catherine was quiet, hugging her secret to her and Jamie seemed content with the silence as he easily lifted the reins to encourage the animals to go faster.

Over the crest of the hill, leading away from Honey’s Farm, the land fell away revealing the valley of huddled buildings and twisting streets and beyond the town perimeter, the wide shimmering band of sea stretched as far as the eye could see. It was a sight which never failed to take Catherine’s breath away.

‘Isn’t it beautiful, Dad?’ She leaned against her father’s broad shoulder, breathing in the salt of the breeze drifting in from the sea. He glanced down at her fondly.

‘Aye, but then so is Ireland, darlin’, it’s not called the Emerald Isle for nothing. And the water runs clear up golden sands and the hills are so lush and green. I’ll take you there one day, and then you can see for yourself.’

Catherine had Irish blood in her veins from her father’s side of the family but her mother was Welsh and Catherine had been born on the farm on the Welsh hillsides, she could imagine nothing as lovely as the scene before her anywhere else in the world.

Instead of driving to the store as he usually did, Jamie halted the horses outside the Grand Hotel, looping the reins around a post and clucking softly to the animals.

‘What are we doing here, Dad?’ Catherine looked down at her father as he held up his hands to lift her into the roadway. She noticed then, for the first time, that he was smartly dressed in a crisp linen shirt, good trousers, waistcoat and a jacket.

‘What’s all this about, what’s going on, Dad?’

‘All in good time, girl.’

Catherine hung back, suddenly suspicious. ‘What is going on, Dad?’ she repeated more forcefully.

‘It’s just a little surprise, nothing to get all agitated about. Would I do anything to hurt you?’

She followed him in silence through the double doors and into the lobby which smelled of polish that did not quite cover the stale smell of beer.

Catherine wrinkled her nose. ‘Dad, it’s much nicer out there in the sunshine, what do we have to come in here for? Not going to become a drinking man at your age, are you?’

‘Watch that tongue of yours, madam,’ Jamie said, ushering her through another set of doors and into a small back room.

As her eyes became accustomed to the gloom, Catherine saw that two men and a very old lady were seated in the corner on plush but uncomfortable-looking chairs.

‘Top of the mornin’ to you all.’ Jamie moved forward, hand extended and a babble of greetings rang in Catherine’s ears.

Then Jamie drew her forward. ‘This is my daughter, Catherine O’Conner, a good girl and born to the farm life.’ He ushered her into a seat and began to introduce his friends.

‘Three generations of Cullens, relatives from Ireland, you see before you Catherine. Maeve Cullen,’ Jamie paused and Catherine awkwardly took the gloved hand the old lady held towards her. ‘Brad Cullen and his son Liam.’ He said the last name as though he was a conjurer producing something precious out of a hat.

The two men murmured a greeting and Liam held onto her hand slightly longer than was necessary. She looked at him closely; he was a little older than she was and very handsome, a fine man and she might have taken more interest in him if Boyo had not burst into her life like a shaft of lightning.

Liam engaged her in polite conversation while the others talked quietly together. Catherine tried her best to listen to what was being said but the conversation was rapid, heavy with the Irish lilt and she found it difficult to follow.

Drinks were ordered and the morning wore on slowly for Catherine. She would have preferred to be outside in the sunshine, she did not want to sit in the gloom of a hotel with people she didn’t know.

‘Well, I think we’ve come to an amicable enough arrangement.’ Jamie was leaning back in his chair, a satisfied smile on his face. The three strangers were staring at her now, sizing her up, assessing her as though she was a prize heifer.

A strange prickling sensation raised the hair on the back of her neck. She sat up straighter in her chair, knowing, with sudden clarity, what this meeting was all about. Jamie, her father, the dear father who had loved and protected her all her life was trying to arrange a marriage for her with Liam Cullen. Jamie had no son, Liam Cullen, it seemed, would be a substitute, a man who could run the farm when Jamie was too old.

She must decide what to do. Should she make a scene and storm out of the hotel? The thought was tempting but Catherine was reluctant to embarrass her father. And yet she could not continue to sit there, allowing the Cullens to think that she was agreeable, that she would meekly marry a man she had never met until this morning.

She rose to her feet with sudden resolve. ‘If you will excuse me, Dad, I have things I must do in town.’ She nodded with dignity to the Cullens. ‘It was charming to meet you, may you have a pleasant journey home to Ireland.’

Before anyone could speak, Catherine was hurrying away from the table. She pushed through both sets of doors and once in the street began to run, before turning into a lane leading from the High Street into the Strand. She glanced back, fearful that her father had followed her but he was nowhere to be seen.

He would be angry, she didn’t doubt it for one moment, but once she was home, she would talk to him, reason with him, explain that she could not fall in love at will with any man he chose for her. This was the twentieth century and she was a modern girl with a will of her own. She would tell him about Boyo and he would just have to understand that what was between them was nothing to do with April, nothing to do with the past at all. Jamie would not approve of her becoming Boyo’s mistress but at least he would have to accept it.

She found herself entering into the bustle of Swansea market. At the gates women sat selling shellfish. Catherine paused for a moment to catch her breath. As she watched, one of the women dipped an oyster shell into one of the baskets and measured out a cupful of cockles, salted and ready to eat.

‘Want some, cariad?’ Her voice was loud, friendly, her face round and beatific beneath her black straw hat.

Catherine shook her head and moved on, not sure where she was going but feeling the need to put as much space between the Grand Hotel and herself as she could.

She left the market at the rear and decided to walk on towards the beach. If she turned west, she would shortly come to the slip where she could cross the railway lines on to the beach.

Catherine hardly noticed the hardness of the streets beneath her feet. Her head was full of questions. Why had her father done this to her? What did he think she was, a piece of his stock to be sold off to the highest bidder? And what part had her mother played in all this?

The sand was soft and cool and golden as Catherine crouched against the shelter of the wall running beside the railway track. The tide was full in, lapping the shore with gentle, almost timid waves edged with white like finest lace.

The sun was warm on her face and she leaned back and closed her eyes, wondering at the way her life had been turned upside down in a few short days.

Anger mingled with the panic within her. How dare her father embarrass her the way he’d done? How dare he think he could chose her partner? Was the plan that she would meekly go off to Ireland, to a strange land with a man she didn’t know? How could her parents say they loved her and yet treat her this way? Surely her father could not, would not, force her into marriage?

A gull cried raucously overhead and, on the horizon, an oyster skiff skimmed the water. Soon, now, the boats would lay up for the summer, give the oysters a chance to grow. Not that there were many oysters left in the bay these days. Now the sailors went out to deeper water searching for whiting or bass.

Catherine looked around her, the beach was deserted and she suddenly felt very much alone. She longed to be with Boyo, to talk to him, tell him what had happened, ask his advice. But Boyo lived miles away, perhaps twenty miles down the coast, though Catherine wasn’t quite sure how far Rhosilli was from Swansea, but it was certainly too far to walk.

Catherine bit her fingernail, what if she hitched a lift with a farmer, there must be quite a few of them returning home from town? And if Boyo was a little annoyed with her for turning up at his door, she could tell him that she needed his advice, desperately. Once she had told him what had taken place, he would understand her panic. He would come home with her, explain how things were between them and then Jamie and Fon would understand.

Catherine rose and brushed the sand from her skirts, her heart beating swiftly. Did she have the courage to actually go to Boyo’s home unasked? He was a rich, influential businessman now by all accounts but he loved her, she knew he did. Surely he would want to help her, to give her advice?

She stood on the Mumbles road and watched the wagons roll past, some laden, some empty and wondered at the risk she was about to take. She had never travelled so far from Swansea. What if she were to lose her way?

The choice was made for her. A wagon containing a few sacks pulled up beside her, a man in clerics’ clothes, a stiff white collar at his throat, looked down at her from the driving seat.

‘Want any help?’

‘Are you going anywhere near Rhosilli?’ she asked breathlessly.

‘Aye, I am that, come on, climb up, you’ll have to sit with the groceries I’m afraid. I’ve been sent to Swansea to stock up the larder you see, and I dare not disobey my wife.’ He smiled and she looked at him more closely.

He turned and smiled. ‘I remember you now, you are April O’Conner from Honey’s Farm, aren’t you?’ He did not wait for her to reply. ‘I am Daniel Bennett, I married Ellie Hopkins who used to own the tannery. Where might I ask are you going so far from home?’

For one frantic moment, she almost called out for the man to stop the cart. She felt foolish, like an impulsive child but she imagined herself in Boyo’s arms and her courage returned.

‘I’m April’s younger sister, Catherine,’ she said, ‘and I’m visiting Boyo. We used to be friends when he worked at the tannery, before he owned it, that is.’

‘Ah, Boyo, a fine man now, he’s done well, all credit to him.’ Daniel clucked to the horse, encouraging the creature to move faster and Catherine bit her lips wondering what madness was possessing her. Her parents would be angry, worried when she did not return home. Should she turn back now, before it was too late?

Once outside the town the hill curved upwards leading on to the common land and from there to the lanes that wound along the coast to the Gower Peninsular. The land was flatter now and the horse broke into a trot, doubtless knowing that home and fodder were drawing nearer.

‘Still a farming girl, aren’t you?’ He turned to look at her. ‘Even if I had not remembered you, I would know by the fine clear skin and the beautiful blush in your cheeks.’

Catherine smiled. ‘Yes, I was born to the land, grew up knowing how to milk a cow before I could walk properly. I could never imagine any other way of life.’

‘Your parents keeping well, are they?’ Daniel asked and Catherine nodded.

‘Aye, both of them are fine, thank you.’ They made the rest of the journey in a companionable silence except for an occasional desultory remark from Daniel Bennett which required no answer.

The vicar drew the cart to a halt on the rise of land high above Rhosilli. The bay curved in a vast expanse of gold around a blue sea capped with white.

‘It’s so beautiful,’ Catherine exclaimed and Daniel smiled proudly as he helped her down from the cart.

‘It’s very beautiful; Ellie and I have come to love it. You know that strangers come from all over the country to see such a sight as Rhosilli on a day like this.’

He paused, looking down at her. ‘Will you be all right now, you know where you’re going don’t you?’

Catherine hesitated, not sure what to say, and then she decided there was no harm telling some of the truth. ‘I’m not quite sure where Boyo Hopkins’s house is, he’s not expecting me, you see, it’s a surprise. Do you know where he lives?’

‘His house is just across the fields there, you can see the tall chimneys, very distinctive they are.’ He pointed, ‘See, the big house above the bay, you can’t miss it. Just carry on along the road, you’ll be there in two minutes.’

Catherine pushed aside a feeling of apprehension. ‘Thank you for the lift, it was very kind of you.’

As the cart pulled away, Catherine resisted the urge to call Mr Bennett and beg him to take her back to town. The words died on her lips, the vicar had a home to go to, a wife waiting for him.

Catherine straightened her shoulders and began to walk purposefully towards the house. It was further away than it had first appeared and she began to wonder just how she was going to get back home to Swansea, it would be dark by then with hardly any traffic on the road. But then Boyo would take her, he would never allow her to travel alone, not at night. The thought warmed her and she broke into a run, covering the uneven grassland of the hill.

Close to, the building was imposing, almost frightening in its grandeur. Catherine hesitated at the gates, staring along the tree-lined avenue to the big arched door. Her feelings of apprehension returned and she had to force herself to continue to walk towards the house.

She pulled at the bell before she could lose her nerve and the sound echoed hollowly within the house. She had imagined it would be grand but when the door was opened by a tall, stern-faced butler, Catherine caught her breath, astounded by the sheer size of the hallway. Marble statues graced the airy room, the floor too was marble, covered in huge, rich rugs.

‘How may I help you?’ The man was looking down at her with barely concealed curiosity. Catherine swallowed hard, she realized now how great a mistake it had been to come here. She glanced over her shoulder uncertainly and heard the man speak again. ‘Is it the mistress you wish to see on some charitable matter?’ he prompted not unkindly.

‘Mistress?’ she wondered who he could be referring to. ‘No, it’s Boyo I have to see.’ The words came out in a rush. ‘Boyo Hopkins, he is here, isn’t he?’

‘I’m afraid the master is in Swansea on business. In any case, you should make an appointment if you wish to see Mr Hopkins, he is a very busy man.’

Catherine bit her lip and looked down at her dusty shoes, there seemed nothing for it but to try to make her way back to Swansea at once.

‘What is it, Richard?’ The voice was light, seemingly disembodied as it echoed through the hall. A woman came into the range of Catherine’s vision, a tall woman, a woman with a large-boned face and a touch of grey in her hair.

‘This young lady wishes to see the master, madam.’ The man glanced at Catherine almost with pity. ‘She didn’t realize she should have made an appointment.’

‘I’m sorry you’ve had a wasted journey, have you come far, dear?’ the woman asked pleasantly. Catherine felt a sinking sensation within her, this elegant woman must be the housekeeper.

‘From Swansea.’ She didn’t know how she managed to speak but the woman smiled kindly, encouragingly.

‘Bring the young lady in, Richard, and have Gladys serve a glass of something refreshing.’

Catherine wanted to run and never look back but she found herself inside the house, breathing in the scents of flowers and polish and richness. So this was how Boyo lived now. He had come a long way from the boy who had worked in the tannery and who had attended church in a suit several sizes too small for him.

‘Was it very important?’ The woman had led the way into a large room with huge windows that looked out on to the beach below. Catherine took a deep breath. ‘No, I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have come.’ She looked down at her hands, guilt swamping her. This woman was a lady, a kind, dignified lady; if she knew the truth she would think of Catherine as nothing but a fancy piece to a rich man.

‘What is it, dear? I won’t bite, don’t worry.’ There was a hint of laughter in the woman’s voice, she was very kind and Catherine took her courage in both hands.

‘I knew Boyo when I was a child, he was walking out with April, my big sister.’

‘I see.’ The woman sat quietly, hands folded in her lap while a maid brought a tray of drinks into the room. The door closed behind the girl and Catherine felt the silence weigh heavily upon her.

‘I’m sorry, I’m not explaining very well, it’s just that I wanted to talk to Boyo, to ask his advice about something. I was silly to come all this way, I realize that now.’

‘It must be something very important.’ The woman was being patient and kind and Catherine stumbled into speech once more.

‘They want to marry me off to a stranger!’ The outrage and pain came pouring out and Catherine was amazed at the way she was revealing herself to this woman who was nothing but a servant.

‘They?’ The word was put softly and Catherine shook back her hair, making an effort to control her trembling hands.

‘My mother and father. They think they know what’s best for me but how can they?’

‘I’m sure they both have your best interests at heart but can’t they be persuaded to give you time to get to know this young man?’

‘I don’t love him, I could never love him,’ Catherine said hotly.

‘You are very sure; are you in love with someone else?’

Catherine hung her head, trying desperately to think of a reply that would not compromise Boyo in any way. Perhaps he did not like the servants, however gracious, to know too much about his private life.

Before she could speak, the door opened and Catherine felt shock waves run through her as she saw Boyo framed in the doorway. She smiled up at him happily, rising to her feet, her heart suddenly beating rapidly within her at the sight of him.

‘Catherine!’ He looked at her in concern, ‘What’s wrong?’

Suddenly she began to cry and Boyo crossed the room and took her in his arms. ‘It’s all right, everything will be all right, just tell me what’s happened.’

Catherine lifted her head and saw Boyo’s housekeeper leave the room. She was being kind, tactful and Catherine felt ashamed, wondering what the woman must be thinking of her foolishness. ‘I shouldn’t have come,’ she said, ‘but I didn’t know what else to do.’

‘All right, you are here now, dry your eyes and tell me what you are so upset about.’

Catherine told him about the way her father had taken her into town, had introduced her to the strangers who had, without any discussion, arranged affairs to suit themselves. ‘They want me to marry this Liam,’ she said at last. ‘I can’t marry him, Boyo, tell me they won’t make me.’

‘Look, I’ll have a bed made up for you here,’ he said gently. ‘I’ll send a man to Honey’s Farm to tell them you are safe, we’ll talk about this in the morning.’

‘But your servants, what will they think?’

‘What have you told them?’ Boyo held her hands in his, his expression was concerned and Catherine felt a pang of jealousy.

‘I told your housekeeper that we were old friends, I didn’t say too much about … about us. I just said I wanted your advice.’

‘Catherine, I have to talk to you, right now. Sit down.’ He held onto her hands and she stared at him in bewilderment, he looked so serious, so guilty.

‘That lady you spoke to, she’s not my housekeeper, she is my wife.’

She felt waves of pain run through her, from the tips of her toes up into her chest so that she could not breathe. ‘It’s not true, you can’t be married, Boyo, you just can’t!’

‘I am, I should have told you. I am sorry, Catherine, I was afraid I would lose you if you knew the truth.’

‘Boyo!’ She stared at him, her hands on her cheeks, her eyes suddenly hot and dry. ‘You are married and yet you made love to me. No, I don’t believe it.’

‘Believe it.’ The voice came from the doorway, Catherine looked up to see the woman she had imagined to be the housekeeper entering the room, slamming the door shut behind her, a look of burning anger on her face. Her whole demeanour had changed from that of a kindly, caring woman to that of an outraged wife.

‘So this … this child is your strumpet, Boyo?’ She spoke fiercely, her eyes gleaming. ‘And she dares to come into my house, sullying my home, has she no shame? Throw her out at once, do you hear me?’

‘No, I will not throw her out; be reasonable, Bethan. You just called her a child, would you turn a child from your door?’

‘This … this piece of rubbish has no place in a decent household, she belongs in the streets.’

‘Hush, Bethan, do you want your father to know all our business? Be quiet, let us sort this out reasonably.’

She seemed to grow calm suddenly, the heat left her cheeks and she sighed heavily. ‘I suppose I might have expected this, I have had enough experience of the double dealings of men while running my hotel. Sort it out, Boyo, and at once.’

‘She will stay the night, tomorrow I will take her back to Swansea,’ Boyo said firmly. ‘Now she must have something to eat, she can take it in one of the bedrooms.’

Catherine was bewildered, she allowed Boyo to take charge. He took her up the gracious staircase and opened one of the many doors from the landing.

Catherine did not see the elegantly proportioned room, nor the silken drapes, she sagged against Boyo and closed her eyes against the warmth of his shoulder.

‘Don’t you worry about a thing,’ he said. ‘Bethan is angry and shocked, of course she is, but at heart she’s a good, kind woman, she wouldn’t want me to turn away an old friend.’

His words hurt. ‘So that’s all I mean to you?’ she said in a strangled voice. ‘You have hurt me, deceived me, Boyo, how can I ever forgive you?’

‘Of course you are hurt and bewildered but for now, let us be calm, think all this through, see clearly what must be done. Look, it might be that you should follow your father’s wishes, make a decent marriage, I just don’t know.’ He ran his fingers through his hair and her heart twisted at the look on his face.

‘I could not marry Liam, you must know that I love you, Boyo. I love you still even though I know you’ve lied to me.’

‘We will talk in the morning. I can’t think clearly just now,’ he said. ‘I’ll have a tray brought up to you and then you must try to get some rest.’ He left the room and Catherine fell onto her knees on the thick carpet and wept.

Later, as she lay in the soft luxurious bed in the strangely large room with the moonlight slanting across the silk quilt, Catherine thought of Boyo in bed with his wife. She bit her lip, wondering if he loved her, this wife of his. Wondered if all his words had been false, if he had lied to her about his feelings from the first day they met. It was growing light by the time she had cried herself to sleep.

Ellie Bennett looked out at the squat church buildings nestling against the green of the countryside. Ilston was a beautiful place, an ideal parish for a young vicar and his wife. The community, sparse and scattered, had viewed them at first with reserve; the vicar was young, in-experienced in the ways of the Church and in the ways of the world, but now the people of Ilston treated Daniel as though he had lived in the village all his life.

Ellie looked up from her chair as Daniel entered the room. He looked so solemn in his dark suit with the white collar that declared his calling. He was so decent, so earnest, so dear to her. He was carrying his Bible and a sheaf of papers and she could see he was having difficulty with his Sunday sermon.

He bent over her and kissed her mouth lightly but he was clearly preoccupied. He sat opposite her and scribbled a few words on his notes. She felt love flow through her. As if sensing her thoughts, Daniel looked up and met her eyes. He smiled and she pouted at him.

‘About time you paid your wife a little attention.’ She pretended to be aggrieved and he immediately put down his papers and came to kneel before her. He took her face gently in his hands and kissed her with passion.

‘That’s much better.’ She put her arms around his neck and nuzzled her mouth against his cheek. ‘You grow more handsome by the day, do you know that, Reverend Bennett?’

‘Flatterer!’ He kissed her again, his hand straying to her breast. Laughing, she pushed him away.

‘Later, vicar, the servants might catch us and then what would they say?’

He made a wry face. ‘They would say what is true, that the vicar loves his wife. But all right, I’ll accept that my advances have been rejected.’ He resumed his seat and picked up his notes again. ‘By the way, I gave a lift from Swansea to a young lady last evening.’

Ellie looked at him archly. ‘I see, dallying with young women already, are you? Was she good-looking?’

‘Very, she was one of the O’Conners from Honey’s Farm, making her way down here to see Boyo Hopkins. She looked a little distressed I’d say.’

‘Oh, dear, I wonder what Bethan Hopkins had to say about an uninvited guest, you know what a stickler she is for what she calls “proper manners”.’

‘It’s none of our business but I must say, I felt responsible for the girl, she was little more than a child really.’

‘Well, Dan, you showed her Christian charity, there was not a lot more you could do without downright interfering.’ She frowned thoughtfully.

‘Boyo used to go to the farm quite a lot, he was walking out with the older girl, April, remember?’

Daniel nodded, ‘I remember.’ He smiled, ‘Those days seem so far away now, don’t they? Such a lot happened while we were in Swansea, so many dramas, so much upheaval, I’m so grateful for the peace we have here.’

‘Me too.’ Ellie smiled, ‘You know, I have never, even for one second, regretted handing over the tannery to Boyo. Although Jubilee was my husband and left me everything he owned, he was more like a father to me. If he had known that Boyo was his grandson, he would have wanted him to have the tannery, I’m sure of that.’

‘You did the right thing, Ellie,’ Daniel said softly. ‘You are far too wise to set store by worldly goods.’

Ellie sighed. ‘I have all I’ll ever want in these four walls with you, my love.’ They exchanged a smile and Ellie’s mouth curved a little. ‘Might I have second thoughts? There is something else I want.’

‘Like what?’ Daniel asked, rising to his feet and holding out his arms. Ellie went into them.

‘I don’t think I need answer that, do I, Vicar?’ Her smile vanished as his mouth, hot and ardent, came down on hers.


CHAPTER THREE

‘We’ve lost it all, even Summer Lodge?’ Hari Grenfell stood near the window of her home, the home she had entered as a happy bride many years before and tried to suppress the panic that was rising within her.

‘It looks that way.’ She heard her husband’s voice crack with fatigue and despair and turning swiftly, she went to him and held him close.

‘Craig, don’t look like that, we still have each other, that’s what’s important.’

He buried his face in her neck and she clung to him, loving him more deeply than she had ever done in the first flush of romance.

‘All I can say is thank God our children are out of it, making a good life for themselves in a new country. At least they won’t have to suffer for my failures.’

‘You are not a failure.’ Hari pushed him away and looked into his face, his forehead was furrowed, his eyes shadowed and etched with tired lines.

‘Come, sit by here then, lovely.’ She slipped into the Welsh, emotion overcoming her as she drew her husband towards the fire. Outside, the rain began to fall, beating against the high windows as though to emphasize the misery that was growing in Hari.

‘Tell me, exactly what has happened?’ She sat beside him on the deep, cushioned sofa and held his hands. His shoulders were bent in an attitude of defeat and Hari felt tears well in her eyes.

‘I
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