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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


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  


 
The story continues in the final book in the Poldark series

BELLA POLDARK

A Novel of Cornwall, 1818–1820

Graham’s enchanting saga of Ross, Demelza and the Poldark family concludes in this, the last book in the epic series. Bella, the Poldarks’ youngest daughter, is a precociously talented singer and is encouraged to pursue a career by her old flame and by a distinguished French conductor who has more in mind than Bella’s music . . .

Meanwhile, Valentine Warleggan, whose existence keeps open the old
   wounds of the feud between Ross and George, leads an increasingly
   wayward existence. And Clowance, the Poldarks’ widowed
   daughter, is considering remarrying to one of two rival suitors.
   But a cloud hangs over Cornwall, as a murderer stalks the villages
   looking for new victims . . .



 
Chapter One

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Did you know I was here?’

‘No, just strolling.’

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

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

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

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

‘So you concluded it was me?’

‘. . . I thought it a possibility.’

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

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

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

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

‘What? Is it? Why is it?’

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

‘I rather fancy it.’

‘Maybe.’

‘It’s not ladylike.’

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

‘Yes.’

‘Then I’ll walk with you.’

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

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

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

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

‘Yes. You are entirely right.’

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

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

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

‘Ah, yes. Quite so.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Why should I?’

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

Ross considered this. ‘How is Selina?’

‘Six months forward.’

‘Well?’

‘In blooming health.’

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

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

‘Have we not been serious so far?’

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

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

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

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

‘Well done! You are learning fast.’

‘Insolent puppy.’

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

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

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

 

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

‘Did you get wet?’

‘No, the tide was ebbing quickly.’

‘I thought there was a shower.’

‘I missed it.’

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

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

‘Did you see anyone?’ Demelza asked.

‘Valentine.’

‘Dear life. What was he about?’

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

‘He is – impossible.’

‘Yes.’

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

‘He was on the beach?’

‘Yes.’

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

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

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

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

‘It truly was not so, then?’

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

‘Far, far better than mine.’

‘It is certainly louder!’

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Well, say it.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘She seems – as I say – committed.’

‘She made a loss last year.’

‘That was chiefly because of the weather.’

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

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

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

‘Do you want to talk?’ she asked.

‘You choose.’

‘Then I think I’m ready for sleep.’

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

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

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

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

Demelza said: ‘Carla May.’

‘What?’

‘Carla May.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘What?’

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

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

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

‘Visiting? With the same purpose?’

‘Tis possible.’

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

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

‘There’s Agneta.’

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

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

‘She has fits!’

‘Dwight says she has grown out of them.’

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

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

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

‘Do you always think the worst of Valentine?’

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

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

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

‘Maybe you should.’

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

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

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

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

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

But, on the whole, he decided not.
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