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About the Book

Rosie – eighteen, beautiful and vivacious – is in love with Watt Bevan, the manager of the famous Mainwaring Pottery where her mother Pearl works.  But Watt is mourning the loss of a former lover, and when Pearl falls ill and Watt becomes the protector of the family Rosie realises that her feelings for him are not returned.  Meanwhile Llinos Mainwaring’s romantic marriage to Joe, the American Indian who stole her heart all those years ago, seems to be in trouble, and Llinos – hurt and bewildered by Joe’s apparent neglect – finds the ownership of her family pottery to be increasingly burdensome.

Into all these lives intrudes the troublesome Mrs Sparks, voluptuous wife of the local bank manager.  Her scheming involves Llinos, Joe and Watt – and when she enmeshes the innocent Rosie in her net the whole future of the pottery looks threatened.

In this powerful new novel Iris Grower continues the romantic story of the South Wales potteries, begun in Firebird and Dream Catcher.
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Sweet Rosie

Iris Gower


To my dear friends Rhys and Les


CHAPTER ONE

THE SUMMER SUN rose high above the sprawling streets of the town, frosting the surrounding waters of the bay with glittering foam. On the sloping banks of the river, the pottery buildings buzzed with activity. Apprentices whistled as they stacked the saggars, still warm from the kilns, in neat rows against the walls. It was 17 August and Llinos Mainwaring had been in labour for the best part of two days.

‘Will it be long now?’ Llinos’s voice was thin with pain, her brow was beaded with sweat and her face flushed from her exertions. The midwife stood near the bed, her narrow arms folded, and looked down at the woman, pitying her. This child had better be healthy for it was the last one madam would bear.

‘Not too long now, Mrs Mainwaring.’ The midwife glanced at the doctor; he was seated close to the large window, reading the paper. He was not concerned about his patient; he would be paid whether the child was safely delivered or not.

Mrs Mainwaring had been a model patient and she enjoyed all the priviledges money could buy: good clean sheets, no layers of paper to save the bed from staining, not for Mrs Mainwaring. If sheets were ruined they could be replaced. A pile of fluffy pillows supported her head and the counterpane was rich old-gold satin. But the woman was suffering and it was time the doctor did the job he was being paid for.

‘Dr Rogers, could you come over here, please?’ The midwife spoke meaningfully and, with a sigh, the doctor shook out the newspaper and reluctantly closed it.

‘Very well, Mrs Cottle, if you can’t manage alone, I suppose I will have to assist.’ He came to the foot of the bed and the midwife spoke quietly to him. ‘I’ll have to turn the baby’s head; by the look of it the child is pushing against the pubic bone.’

‘I see the problem, what do you want me to do?’ Dr Rogers asked.

‘Be ready in case she floods on delivery,’ the midwife said tersely. She turned to the patient. ‘Just a little help needed here, Mrs Mainwaring, and then the baby will be born; be brave now, this may hurt a bit.’

Llinos wanted to nod her head but she was too tired. She seemed to be lapsing into a haze of pain and weariness. She no longer cared if she lived or died. She had tried so hard to give birth and to no avail. Had she felt this sick when her son had been delivered? But then Lloyd was an amenable child, he had been born wanting to please. She felt a flicker of strength, she must fight to live; if she gave up now she would leave her son to grow up motherless.

Pain swamped her; she growled low in her throat. She felt the midwife’s hands helping her as she strained with every vestige of her remaining strength. The world seemed to stand still; a silence fell upon the room. Llinos was in despair, convinced she would die in the attempt to give birth to her child. And then, at last, the baby slipped silently into the world.

Llinos fell back against the pillows; her face was wet, sweat ran like tears down her cheeks. She was exhausted but her child had been born at last. Already the pain was receding and Llinos was able to draw breath without the pain tearing at her like claws. She closed her eyes, waiting for the sharp cry of her child. It did not come.

‘It’s a girl,’ Mrs Cottle said quietly. ‘Oh Lordy.’ She turned the child and cleared her mouth, slapping her back briskly. The child lay inert, her face pale, too pale. An ominous silence filled the room. Llinos lifted her head in time to see the midwife shake her head.

‘The labour was too long, Mrs Mainwaring. I’m so sorry.’ The midwife laid the child on Llinos’s breast. Llinos looked down at the small face, the eyes closed, long lashes resting against alabaster cheeks. ‘My little girl,’ she whispered. ‘My poor little girl.’

Tears ran down her face. A sense of disbelief came over her. Her baby could not be dead. She looked at the small still face again. All her efforts had been in vain. Her baby was stillborn.

Mrs Cottle busied herself, moving the baby into the crib and tenderly covering the tiny form with a sheet.

‘Terrible it is seeing a little ’un stillborn. I feel the loss of each one of my little pets.’ She sniffed as the doctor stood uselessly by the crib, not knowing what to say or do.

‘You go on home, sir,’ she said. ‘Nothing you can do here, not now.’

She washed Llinos with warm water, her hands gentle, comforting. ‘At least you’ve come through your ordeal without losing too much life blood.’ She forced a smile. ‘You’ll soon be up and about again.’ She glanced over her shoulder at the doctor who had not moved. Mrs Cottle made a wry face and returned to her task.

Llinos felt as if she would never have the strength to rise from the bed. The ache, low in her belly, was nothing to the ache in her heart. She had failed to give Joe the gift he had wanted for five long years. A daughter.

When Llinos was clean and neat in a bed covered in fresh sheets, her husband was allowed into the room. He sat beside her and took her hand, kissing her fingers one by one. Llinos tried to smile bravely but she did not feel brave.

‘My poor Llinos,’ he said. Even with sadness etched into his face, he was still so handsome, the sunlight bronzing his fine-boned cheeks. His eyes, startlingly blue, looked down at her, seeing into her soul, and Llinos felt fresh tears start in her eyes. Mrs Cottle coughed to hide her emotion. ‘I think we should all have a cup of tea.’ She spoke briskly. The doctor, galvanized into action, moved to the door.

‘Not for me, I’d better get back, I have other patients to see.’

As he left the room, Mrs Cottle grimaced at his departing back. ‘Doctors! Not one of them worth a half-penny dab.’

Mrs Cottle followed the doctor to the door and Llinos heard her calling for some tea. Mrs Cottle was a good woman, careful and kind, but even her skills had failed to save the baby.

‘Rosie is bringing a tray for us,’ Mrs Cottle said with satisfaction. ‘I’m gasping for a cuppa, mind.’ She spoke cheerfully, as if to dispel the air of sadness in the room.

Rosie was new to the job and she bustled into the room with her eyes downcast. She was a shy girl, unlike her mother Pearl who worked in the paint shop.

‘Put the tray down by there, love,’ Mrs Cottle said. ‘I’ll do the honours.’ Rosie bobbed and curtsied and risked a look at the bed.

‘How are you doin’, Mrs Mainwaring?’

Llinos made an effort to lift her head. ‘I’m all right, Rosie, thank you.’

‘But you had a bad time, I can tell. My mam just births easy, like shelling peas.’ Rosie smiled; she was a sweet girl, smaller than her mother and finer boned. She had curly hair and a peachy skin that enhanced her blue eyes.

‘All right then, girl,’ Mrs Cottle said briskly, ‘enough chattin’. Be off with you now. Mrs Mainwaring needs a bit of peace after all that work.’ She looked at Llinos. ‘I’ll take my tea down to the kitchen.’

She hesitated near the door. ‘Shall I send one of the maids for the vicar?’ She glanced quickly at Joe. ‘But perhaps you don’t want no vicar, sir, you being foreign-like.’

Llinos shook her head. ‘My husband will see to it.’ Would the people of Swansea never stop thinking of Joe as a stranger? Llinos was glad when she was alone with him. She glanced across to the silent crib and Joe followed her gaze. Tears brimmed in her eyes and she wiped them away. She watched Joe cross the room and lift the sheet away from the face of his daughter.

He carried her to the window, holding the tiny motionless body above his head. He was chanting some words, a prayer, Llinos thought, to the Great Spirit and the monotonous sound of his voice brought her some sort of comfort. She knew Joe’s beliefs were strong, they sprung from the American Indian culture into which he had been born. After a moment, he kissed his daughter’s face and returned her to the crib.

‘I haven’t cried, not in all the long hours of my labour,’ Llinos said, her voice little more than a whisper. ‘Now I can’t stop crying.’

‘You’ve had a bad time,’ Joe said, pushing back her tangled hair. ‘I prayed to the spirits to help you, my little firebird, but this was woman’s work and something you had to do alone.’

He bent and kissed her mouth. Llinos felt his lips, warm, loving, and her heart contracted. She put her arms around his neck and held him close.

‘There will be no more children.’ The words were a sigh and Llinos fell back against the pillows exhausted by her efforts.

‘I know,’ Joe said and he did. Her husband was wise beyond imagining. Joe seemed to know most things about her without being told. ‘But we have a wonderful son, you must never forget that.’ He paused. ‘Are you strong enough to see him? Lloyd’s been asking for you.’

Llinos’s heart lifted as she thought of her son; she felt an overwhelming sense of love and gratitude that Lloyd was a strong healthy boy. She had so much to thank God for. ‘Of course I’m strong enough,’ she said.

The boy came into the room slowly, he was not used to seeing his mamma in bed. He stood beside her, head bowed.

‘Come on, Lloyd, give me a kiss.’ Llinos drew him nearer, holding him and kissing him and he wriggled away. He was growing up, the plumpness of babyhood was leaving his face.

‘You grow more like your grandad every day, Lloyd,’ she said softly. ‘You could be the spit out of his mouth.’ She was glad she had named him after her father. She and Joe had debated long and hard about the name of their first-born; they had considered many names but, even from the first, the boy had the stamp of Llinos’s family and so he had become Lloyd Mainwaring.

‘Grandad was a soldier,’ Lloyd said proudly. ‘Will I be a soldier too, Mamma?’

‘I hope not!’ Llinos looked down at her son; he was tall for his age and held himself well. He learned his lessons quickly and was blessed with a good memory. But then he had been given a good start, a secure home life had seen to that.

Llinos thought briefly of her own young days, unhappy days with a stepfather who abused and insulted those he claimed to love.

Lloyd walked towards the crib. Llinos opened her mouth to protest but Joe held up his hand warningly.

‘Is the baby asleep? She’s very small, isn’t she? Will she grow big enough to play in the trees with me?’

Joe touched his son’s shoulder. ‘She’s gone to her long sleep. You know what that means, don’t you, son?’

Lloyd nodded. ‘She has died and gone to heaven.’ Over her son’s head, Llinos met Joe’s eyes. She was grateful to him for breaking the news gently.

‘I didn’t want her to die, I wanted to play with her, to show her the wind in the trees and the grasshoppers in the hedge.’ His eyes filled with tears. ‘I want Granny Charlotte. Can she come and see us, Father?’

‘What does your mother think about that?’ Joe looked at her and Llinos nodded. ‘You can fetch her in a minute,’ she said, her voice small. It would be just as well to let everyone know at the outset there would be no new baby in the house. ‘But give me a kiss first.’

Joe sat beside Llinos and took her hand in his. ‘This is so hard for you, I know that, my love, but together we’ll come through it.’

Llinos sighed. ‘It’s hard on all of us. I know Charlotte’s looked forward to the baby so much.’

‘She still has Lloyd.’ Lloyd was Charlotte’s two eyes; she loved the boy as if he was the child she had never borne. Charlotte was Joe’s sister, older than he was by many years. She insisted on being called ‘Granny’ by her brother’s son. It gave her a sense of belonging, she said.

‘Go on,’ Joe urged as his son hesitated in the doorway, ‘fetch your Granny Charlotte, if it will comfort you.’ He forced a smile. ‘We shall let her see how well your mother is looking, shall we?’ It was a lie; Llinos was looking pale and worn. There were tears on her lashes and lines of strain etched around her mouth. Joe touched her cheek.

‘I know you’re exhausted but you’ll always look beautiful to me.’

Charlotte entered the room peering from beneath her mourning veil. She continued to wear her widow’s weeds even though she had lost her husband some years ago.

Lloyd tugged Charlotte’s hand. ‘Come and see her, Granny. Our baby has gone to the long sleep. She’ll be in heaven with grandpa and Uncle Samuel. They’ll take care of her.’

Joe took his sister’s arm and shook his head. Charlotte understood at once. Her face paled, she put her hand to her lips to stifle a cry. Then she looked down at Lloyd and took a deep breath before turning towards the crib.

‘She is so beautiful!’ Charlotte touched the delicate hands with the tips of her fingers. ‘What name are we going to give her to take her on her journey?’ Charlotte drew Lloyd close to her side. ‘Do you think your mamma will let me call the baby Letitia? It’s a name I like very much.’

Llinos felt weariness seep through her. ‘Yes, we’ll call her after your sister, Charlotte. It’s a lovely idea.’ She closed her eyes. She was so tired. She felt the late sun on her face and with the hum of voices, hushed now as a background, she slept.

‘She had a bad time, then, Watt.’ Maura pinned up her long red hair, twisting it into a bun at the nape of her neck. In her grey gown and with her chatelaine of keys hanging from her belt, she was once more the efficient housekeeper. ‘Still, she must be well over it all by now, lying abed for weeks is a privilege given to the rich.’

Maura’s lips tightened. ‘I was up and about only days after my baby was born.’

Maura had lost her child when she was at her most vulnerable and alone, carrying the stigma of a deserted wife.

‘Still an’ all it’s sad for Llinos to lose her daughter after waiting so long. But she’s got her boy and to be sure Llinos Mainwaring is a woman with more than her share of God’s gifts.’

Watt lay across the bed, wondering if the sternlooking woman standing before the mirror was the same one he had just bedded. Maura was older than he by a few years and she was an enigma, a woman of depths, depths he had not yet plumbed which was probably the reason he remained loyal to her.

He loved Maura and, though he could never make her his wife, he would always love her. It was strange to think that Maura was still married to a man who lived far across the sea in America. She seemed to pick up on his thoughts.

‘It doesn’t matter a jot about Binnie Dundee.’ She glanced at him. ‘You’ve been more of a husband to me than ever he was. Now get up and get dressed, you shameless man or you’ll tempt me back into bed again.’

‘If only,’ he said, feeling aroused at the warmth in her eyes. ‘I can never get enough of you, Maura, my love.’ They were fortunate that they could be together so often. Eynon Morton-Edwards was a good employer and a kind man. He turned a blind eye to their illicit affair. He welcomed Watt into his home as though he was an equal.

In return Maura had been good to Eynon. When his wife had died it was Maura he had chosen to care for his daughter. When the child was older it was Maura who selected the best tutor for the girl. She did all this as well as seeing to the smooth running of the Morton-Edwards’s household.

‘Get up, you lazy idle wretch!’ Maura leaned over and poked Watt’s chest. ‘Come along now, we’ve both got work to do, we’re not privileged like the idle rich, remember!’

Reluctantly Watt slid from the bed. He stood for a moment at the window, staring out at the long garden and the river beyond. ‘You are pretty privileged if you ask me,’ he said. ‘Look at this room, fine bed, rich drapes, good paintings on the wall. You are valued in your job here, which is more than I feel in mine at the moment.’

‘Ah well, I’m older and wiser than you, lad.’ She pushed him playfully in the back. ‘And, remember, Eynon is far wealthier than Llinos Mainwaring even though she married a rich foreigner.’

Watt was aware of her watching him as he dressed. He smiled at her as she stood neat and ready for duty, impatiently waiting for him.

‘You never did like Llinos, did you?’

‘Sure, I don’t care one way or another about the woman,’ Maura said icily. ‘She seems happy enough with the Indian fella but it’s not the sort of life for a lady, is it?’

‘I thought you didn’t care one way or another about her?’ There was a touch of asperity to Watt’s tone that was not lost on Maura.

‘Go on, defend her!’ Maura’s colour was high. ‘You’re like a little lap dog around her. I just don’t understand you.’

‘I’m not a lap dog,’ Watt said. ‘I’m grateful to Llinos, she gave me a home when I was alone. I love her like a sister.’

Maura’s shoulders were stiff. ‘Are you sure about that?’

Watt relaxed suddenly. ‘You’re jealous!’ he said. ‘You are actually jealous of my affection for Llinos Mainwaring.’ Laughingly, he swept her into his arms and threw her on the bed. ‘You silly goose!’ He leaned close to her, his fingers twined in her red hair. ‘I love Llinos like a sister, I love you like an eager lover should love the woman of his dreams.’ He kissed her and though she wriggled a little, her mouth was warm against his. Finally, she pushed him away.

‘Sure an’ now I’ll have to comb my hair again!’ She pretended to be angry but the glint in her eyes told him she was mollified.

‘Right then, I’ll be off back to Pottery House.’ Watt allowed his arm to linger around Maura’s shoulders. ‘Will I see you tonight?’

‘You’d better!’ She touched his face lightly and her features were softened with love. Watt’s heart beat faster; she made him feel ten feet tall. He was loved and that was the most precious gift any woman could give a man.

The kilns above the pottery wall shimmered with heat and Watt, approaching uphill towards Pottery Row, watched, without really seeing it, the cloud of mist rising from the ovens. As he drew nearer, the sharp smell of turpentine and lead oxide brought a wave of nostalgic memories. Watt had worked at the pottery as a child; he had come from the workhouse and his first job had been collecting the shards of pottery, cleaning up the yard and acting as a dogsbody for all the other workers.

Watt smiled; now he was manager, handling imports of china clay, ordering the raw material for the work. He had the power to hire and fire. He was a fair man and so long as folk gave their best, that was enough for him.

As Watt neared the house, Joe emerged holding his son by the hand. Joe was a handsome man; he stood tall and powerful, his long black hair framing a strong-boned face. But today there was an air of sadness about him; a drooping of the shoulders that was uncharacteristic of the man. Joe usually dealt with life’s blows with fortitude and courage.

‘How is Llinos feeling today, Joe?’

‘She’s much stronger now. Go talk to her, Watt, I’m sure she won’t rest until she begins to take charge of the pottery affairs again.’

Watt entered the house, the sun shone across the hallway in a slant of warmth. The hall and stairs were richly carpeted now, unlike the old days when threadbare rugs were the only luxury Llinos could afford. The curving banister shone with polishing and Watt sighed in contentment. Pottery House was his home and though it was not as palatial as the home of Eynon Morton-Edwards, it suited him just fine.

Llinos was sitting near the window of her bedroom; the sun was sending shards of light across her face and Watt’s gut contracted, she had a pureness of features that brought an ache to his heart. Her face lit up when she saw him.

‘Watt, I’m glad you’re back. Come and tell me about the pottery, how are the new patterns coming along?’

He stood at her side, staring down at her. ‘You are still very pale,’ he said. ‘It’s not long since you lost the baby. You’d better concentrate on getting well again and leave the potting to me.’

Llinos rested her hand on his arm. ‘Isn’t it time you were getting married and having a brood of children of your own?’ she asked quietly. He met her gaze; he hid nothing from Llinos.

‘You know life is not that simple for me.’

‘I know. But you are like the brother I never had. I care about you, Watt, I can’t bear to see you wasting your life on a woman who can never really be yours.’

He moved away. ‘Llinos, you’re overstepping the mark, what I do in my private life is my own business.’ His gaze softened as she lowered her head. ‘Look, I can’t help how I feel, can I? I’m in love with Maura and none of us can choose who we fall in love with, can we?’

She nodded, accepting his point, she herself had married a man most people, including her father, had considered unsuitable.

‘I only want what’s best for you, Watt.’

‘Well try to accept that Maura is best for me, she is the only woman I’ll ever love. I didn’t know what love was before she and I . . .’ His voice trailed into silence, he was thinking of Lily, his first love, Lily the talented painter; Lily, the girl who had betrayed him, betrayed them all.

The silence stretched on and, in the way that women have of knowing a man’s thoughts, Llinos touched his hand. ‘You are right. We must forget the past, put all of the bad things that have happened out of our minds. That’s something Joe doesn’t seem able to do. Is he acting strangely, Watt?’

‘He’s acting like a worried husband! He adores you and so do I.’ They smiled at each other. They had shared a great many bad times which was why Watt could never leave Pottery House and seek a more lucrative post somewhere else.

‘I’d better let you rest.’ He moved to the door. ‘We can talk later if you feel up to it.’

She looked up at him. ‘I’ll be up to it! I need to get back into the swing of things, it’s pointless sitting brooding all day. It’s time I got back into harness.’

As Watt left the sunlit room, he sighed. Like Llinos he had had his share of problems but he was a happy man now, all thoughts of the past were well and truly behind him.

Lily Wesley walked through the soft grass of the gardens that surrounded Portland House. The riot of roses ran over the arbour arch, drooping petals, ready to fall as though tired of their full-blown heaviness.

She sat on the garden seat and looked back at the house. It was not a large house, just a cottage really. Its name implied a much grander establishment but Lily loved the place; she had been secure there these past three years.

She had married a good man, a man so old she thought he would be past all the urges that seemed to rule men. She had been mistaken. Tom Wesley had been a vigorous man despite his years. But she had endured and now he was dead. And she was the new owner. She smiled to herself: she was a woman of property, as good as Llinos Mainwaring any day. Better, because she had married a respectable Englishman and Llinos had married a savage.

Briefly, Lily thought of Saul Marks, the man who had taken her virginity. She had thought she had loved him, thought he was going to take her to the heights of society, but she had been wrong. Still that had been an unhappy time of her life; now she was the Widow Wesley, respected in the small community of Lougher. She felt happy and secure living in her own cottage that faced the might of the great estuary where wild ponies grazed on mossy banks, sometimes up to their thin flanks in water.

She rubbed her arms; the sun was dropping away beyond the horizon, the evening was growing chill. It was time she went indoors and lit the lamps. Reluctantly, she turned her back on the garden, so peaceful, so quiet.

The cottage was well planned. The large sitting room opened out into a dining room and, at the other side of the passageway, there was a small study. Beyond was a large airy kitchen. Above stairs, there were three bedrooms, all of a good size. So much room for one woman.

Lily wandered into the study; it was there that her husband had kept all his business papers. Tom was a methodical man and so it had been no surprise when Lily had learned that there were no outstanding bills to pay. She felt alone, lonely for the first time in her life. There seemed no direction, no purpose any more. Looking after Tom had been her work, something she was good at. A girl came in to clean every day and Lily, with a little effort, had learned to be a modest cook.

Thinking of cooking made her realize she was hungry. There was some cold ham in the larder and a few slightly over-ripe tomatoes. The bread was freshly baked that morning and Lily sat down to what would have been a feast in the days when she had worked at the pottery as a painter.

Seated at the table alone, she realized she actually missed Tom. He had been a big man, a genial man. He had been happy, asking little of her except that she cook his food and warm his bed when required. That was something she had come to accept; though she never enjoyed the intimacies of the bedchamber.

She was clearing away the dishes, folding up the big damask tablecloth, when there was a knock on the door. She hesitated, wondering who could be calling on her at this time of the evening. She tidied her hair and pressed down the creases in her black dress and walked along the coolness of the passage.

‘Yes?’ She stood a little inside the front door looking at the man who waited on the step. She could not help noticing there was a large bag at his side and his clothes were dusty as if he had been travelling.

‘Good evening.’ He lifted his hat. ‘I’m sorry to call so late and without warning but the journey has taken much longer than I had anticipated.’

He spoke nicely, with a cultured English accent, and Lily looked at him, wondering what he could possibly want with her.

‘Can I help you, are you lost?’ she asked hesitantly. He was clearly an educated gentleman and Lily had never overcome her sense of respect, amounting almost to awe, of anyone with learning.

‘I think you can. I’m James Wesley, Tom’s nephew.’ He moved past her into the passage and put down his bag. He dusted his hat and hung it on the hallstand before slipping out of his coat. ‘I expect he’s told you all about me. I’m afraid I have been something of a thorn in his side.’

‘What are you doing?’ There was something like panic in Lily’s voice. ‘This is my house and I can’t have you staying here. It just would not do, you must see that.’

He walked through into the sitting room and dropped into the big chair that had been Tom’s.

‘Sorry, little lady, this is my home, I’m here to stay and I’m afraid you have no choice in the matter.’

Lily sank into a chair and stared uncomprehendingly at him. How could he threaten to take her home away? She swallowed hard; her new-found security was vanishing like a mist before her eyes.

‘But he left the house to me,’ she said. ‘I was Tom’s wife, you must know that. We were married all legal-like in the village church.’

‘I’m sure you were.’ James smiled not unsympathetically. ‘But, you see, I am the only male heir. This is my property now.’ He shrugged. ‘I don’t expect you to move out at once, of course, especially not at this time of night, so we’ll just have to put up with each other for the time being.’

He smiled and dimples appeared in his cheeks. ‘Indeed, if you choose, you may stay here indefinitely, providing we find a live-in maid to satisfy the proprieties.’

Lily breathed a sigh of relief, at least she had time to think, time to consult Mr Brentford the solicitor who handled Tom’s affairs.

‘I’ll make up the bed in the spare room with fresh sheets,’ she said. ‘The place isn’t aired, of course. There’s been no fire for some time in there but the weather has been warm enough, I dare say.’

‘That’s kind of you,’ he said. ‘That will do for tonight but when we are a little more organized, I’d like the main bedroom, the one that looks over the estuary. That was always a favourite of mine, that view, something you cannot buy.’

His cheek took her breath away but for the moment she held her tongue. Mr James Wesley might be the legal heir to Tom’s possessions and he might not but, in any case, as the widow, Lily was sure she must have rights too.

Later, when she climbed into bed, it was strangely comforting to think of James asleep in the other room. On an impulse, she had put a vase of greenery on his window sill; tomorrow she would pick fresh flowers. She snuggled down under the sheets. Now that the shock was wearing off, she realized it might not be a bad idea to have a male protector about the place and James was a very personable young man. When she drifted off to sleep, it was with a smile on her lips as she dreamed of James slipping a gold band on to her finger.

Llinos was pleased with the revamped firebird designs. The bold tail feathers of the bird were painted large on the dinner service that was meant for one of the richer families of Swansea. To have her own pottery wares on the tables of the elite was something she had always dreamed of.

‘You look better today, my love.’ Joe had come into the room on silent feet. Her father used to say that Joe was creeping about the house but her husband was naturally quiet, his movements, his voice, his every action contained. Joe had an inner strength about him that made people respect him in spite of the superstition about his origins that still abounded among the townspeople.

‘I am feeling better, Joe.’ She held out her arms to him and he drew her close. She loved him and wanted him as much as she had on their wedding night. He would always thrill her, even when they were both old and grey he would always be handsome in her eyes.

‘You are pleased with the new, bolder patterns, then?’ Joe held her in his arms, his long silky hair brushed against her cheek like tender fingers.

‘I think you are a man of vision, my husband,’ she said softly. He smiled and put her away from him. He stood near the door, his hands thrust into his pockets.

‘Ah, you think I can do no wrong. You are biased in my favour which is what a good wife should be.’

‘And you have been everything a good husband should be.’ Joe had been at her side constantly since she had lost the baby and yet she sensed something in him, a withdrawing of himself from her, and it troubled her. But she must let him be free; she could not tie him to her apron strings; Joe had never been that sort of man.

Llinos made up her mind, it was time she took charge of the pottery again. ‘Tomorrow, I’ll go back to work. Now I’m feeling so much better I need something to do with my time.’

Joe nodded his approval. ‘That’s what I wanted to hear, now I know you are on the mend and I can breathe easy.’

Llinos forced herself to smile; he seemed eager to go. ‘And you can have a drink at the club with the men. Oh, don’t think you fool me for one minute, Mr Mainwaring, you have been chafing at the bit these past weeks!’

‘Of course I have!’ He opened the door. ‘I think it’s about time I asserted myself. I shall go to the club tonight and there will be no complaints from you, madam!’

As Llinos watched from the window, Joe strolled along the drive, turning only once to wave to her. When he was out of sight, she returned to the drawings and took up a pencil. But she was thinking about Joe and how happy they had always been together. Was the death of their daughter going to change that? Perhaps she had taken everything for granted, had been too happy in her marriage. She shivered and bent over the paper, staring at it blankly. She was worrying about nothing. Joe loved her, would always love her. If nothing else in this world was safe, their love was.


CHAPTER TWO

THE PAINT SHED was quiet; the artists were engrossed in their work of decorating the china. Looking down the long table that was littered with pots of spirit and discarded colours, Llinos watched as Watt demonstrated to one of the newcomers how to fill in the latest designs. He worked with bold, confident strokes of the brush, bringing into being the riot of red and gold feathers of the firebird design.

Llinos, wrapped in a paint-stained apron, her sleeves rolled above her elbows, moved closer. ‘You haven’t lost your touch, Watt.’

He made a face at her as she went on past him. Llinos ignored him.

‘Good morning, Pearl, how do you like the new designs?’

‘Morning, Mrs Mainwaring.’ Pearl was inclined to be formal when other, less senior, workers were in earshot. She brushed her face with the back of her hand and left a streak of rust paint across her cheek. She put her head on one side, examining her painting. ‘Not a bad design, though some think birds are unlucky.’

‘That’s just silly talk!’ Llinos smiled. ‘The china is selling well, birds or not.’

‘How’s my Rosie shaping up as a maid?’ Pearl asked. ‘Pity the girl hasn’t got her mam’s talent with a brush, isn’t it?’ She laughed good-naturedly.

‘Rosie’s doing very well,’ Llinos said. ‘She’s as good a worker as her mother any day. She has a much sweeter nature though!’

Pearl laughed, her head flung back, her dark hair escaping from her cap. She was not one whit offended by Llinos’s jibe. They knew each other well; Pearl was a trusted overseer, her tongue sharp sometimes but her heart always kind.

‘How are you keeping, Pearl?’ Llinos did not need a reply. ‘That’s a silly question, you look fit as a fiddle.’ It was true; Pearl was blooming with health. Her cheeks were full, her large breasts straining the material of her apron. She laid her hand on her rounded stomach.

‘He’s kicking like a mule today,’ she said cheerfully. ‘I’ll be glad when he’s out, I will indeed!’

‘Gossiping again, Pearl!’ Watt rested his hand on Pearl’s shoulder. He caught Llinos’s eye and winked. ‘You shouldn’t be so active in the nights, Pearl, you need to get some sleep at your age instead of fooling about with Will Shepherd all night!’

‘Hey watch your tongue!’ Pearl’s eyes were full of humour. ‘You’re not too old to get a slap across the earhole, mind.’

‘I think you asked for that, didn’t you, Watt? Well, I’d better get on.’

‘Excuse me, Llinos,’ Pearl said quietly, ‘can I just say it’s good to see you back at work? Mind, we’re all that sorry you lost the little girl.’

At the mention of her baby, Llinos felt tears burn her eyes. She swallowed hard; she had cried enough, now it was time to get on with her life.

‘Like everyone else, I must count my blessings, mustn’t I?’

‘Aye, you’re right enough.’ Pearl had been widowed over a year ago and the death of her husband had affected her deeply. But now Pearl was happy again, living openly with her man, declaring she would rather have a ring through her nose than on her finger.

As Llinos moved along the rows of tables examining the pottery she smelt the oxide and the tang of paint. Like Pearl, she was glad she was back at work.

Llinos was tired by the time she left the sheds. She made her way back across the yard longing to kick off her boots and rest. She glanced up at the sky. It was the end of September but the sun continued to shine with the warmth of high summer. She stood for a moment closing her eyes, thinking that her baby would never see the sunshine, never feel the breeze on her face.

Around her were the sounds of pottery life, men calling from the kilns, the chink of saggars being stacked, young voices of yard boys picking up the discarded clay. Llinos was trying to put on a brave face for the world but her arms felt empty and there was a hollow feeling inside her whenever she thought of the baby.

It was good to walk into the cool privacy of the house. She took off her apron and washed her hands in the china bowl in the kitchen before hurrying upstairs to the room where her son was having his lessons.

Lloyd looked up at her, a smile on his face. ‘I can do my sums good now, Mammy.’ He held up his book and showed her the rows of neat figures.

‘He is a very bright boy, Mrs Mainwaring.’ Eira was young to be a governess. She came from a good family and had been well educated but her parents had died within weeks of each other, leaving her orphaned and penniless. While Llinos had been confined to her bed, it had been Eira who had taken care of Lloyd.

‘I have a favour to ask, Mrs Mainwaring,’ Eira said brushing the chalk from her fingers. ‘You know the family who used to work for my father before he died? Well they are feeling the pinch. Bryn Rees is sick, he can’t find any other work and the children haven’t got enough food to eat. I’d like to help them if I can.’

‘What can I do, Eira?’ Llinos said. ‘You know I’ll help in any way I can.’

‘There seems to be a great deal of food wasted here,’ Eira said. ‘I wonder if I could take some of the leftovers to the Rees’s, it would help a lot.’

‘I’ll speak to Cook about it.’ Llinos rested her hand for a moment on Lloyd’s head. Thank God he would never have to go hungry, not while she lived and breathed. ‘You get on with your work now, Lloyd, your father will be proud of your progress; I’m sure he’ll tell you himself when he comes home.’

But Joe did not come home that night. He sent a messenger to tell her he had decided to stay the night at the Gloucester Hotel in town. He was acting strangely since the baby died. But who could blame him?

Weary and heartsore, Llinos retired early. It was lonely in the large bed without Joe, she missed the warmth of his body against hers. She wanted him to take her in his arms and make love to her but he had not touched her since the death of their child. Llinos knew he stayed away from her out of consideration for her delicate condition but now she wanted life to return to normal and that meant becoming Joe’s wife again in every way.

There was a letter on her plate in the morning. Llinos picked it up fearing it was from Joe. Quite what she expected him to say she was not sure but she had a feeling of apprehension that would not go.

But the letter was from the bank. The manager was asking her to call and see him on a matter of some urgency. Llinos threw it down, unconcerned about the matter but at least it gave her an excuse to go into town. She would call at the Gloucester Hotel and see Joe.

She asked for the carriage to be brought to the door for ten-thirty and, after breakfast with Lloyd, she dressed in her good clothes and stepped out into the yard. The carriage was waiting for her. The driver raised his hat to her and held open the door, holding her arm to help her up the small carriage steps.

She smiled her thanks. ‘Morning, Kenneth, I need to go down to the bank.’ She turned to look at him. ‘It seems like we’re in for another fine day.’

‘Yes, Mrs Mainwaring, summer’s going on forever. The bees don’t know what to do about it, the honeycombs are still overflowing.’

Llinos climbed into her seat, straightening her skirt. She was now the society woman dressed in the latest fashion, with her bonnet trimmed with glossy feathers. Once settled, Llinos looked back at the house and the buildings beyond.

Her father had built the pottery from nothing and at first it had been small with only the minimum of workers. Now it had expanded, grown richer, more profitable, employing more than three hundred men and women.

Beside it stood the larger Tawe Pottery that once belonged to Eynon Morton-Edwards but was now in the hands of a consortium of businessmen. Her own pottery, renamed since her father’s day, would never rival the Tawe Pottery for production but, as for quality, the Merino was equal to any in the country.

The coach trip to town took her past the winding River Tawe, the rushing waters of which turned the wheel of the grinding house. The river was calm now in the dreaming sun but when winter came the waters could rise and rush, bringing chaos to the inhabitants of nearby houses.

The streets of Swansea were busy with traffic; small carts vied with large carriages for space at the roadside. Llinos looked out unseeingly, waiting for the driver to take her to her destination. She reached into her bag and drew out the crisp folded letter. She had read it several times but still did not know why the manager wanted to see her.

Llinos looked at the letter again but was still no wiser. One thing she was sure of however: she did not much like the abrupt tone of the request for her to call. But then the manager was new, young, eager to make a mark. She would reserve her judgement until she had spoken to him.

Llinos wondered if she should have seen Joe first and asked him to go with her but decided it was up to her to conduct her business alone. When she did see Joe they had some serious talking to do. She had made every effort to get over the loss of their baby, but had he?

She was kept waiting at the bank, something that would never have happened in the old days. She sat back in the uncomfortable chair, trying to relax, but with the thought of Joe’s strange behaviour pressing in on her it was impossible. She pushed the thought away, determined to occupy her mind with other things.

Back at home, Lloyd would be at his lessons, his new art tutor struggling to teach him how to draw. Lloyd was impatient with the slow progress he was making, he preferred to be working with his hands, to fashion little figures and animals in wood, so realistic you felt they would bite if you got too close. He was a strange mixture, her son, practical like his grandfather and yet with something of Joe’s intuitive way of thinking.

‘Mrs Mainwaring, Mr Sparks will see you now.’ The clerk held the door open for her and Llinos walked into the office, impatient to get the business over with as quickly as possible. She suddenly felt the need to be back home in familiar surroundings. Perhaps she would not try to find Joe at the hotel after all. It might be much better to talk to him in the privacy of their own home.

‘Please sit down.’ Mr Sparks was younger even than Llinos had imagined. His hair was slicked down close to his head making his nose appear more prominent than it really was. He was not an attractive man.

He flicked through some papers, keeping Llinos waiting. She was beginning to grow impatient; anyone would think she was here as a supplicant not as a successful businesswoman.

‘Is there anything I can do for you, Mr Sparks?’ she asked at last. ‘I am rather busy you know, I do have a business to run.’

His head jerked up as though she had said something shocking. ‘I am aware that your time is precious but then so is mine.’ He sounded as aggrieved as he looked.

‘Well then, shall we get on with it?’ Llinos folded her hands in her lap and waited for him to gather his wits.

‘I would normally deal with Mr Mainwaring,’ he said, ‘but in the circumstances . . .’ He sighed and put the papers down, pressing out the creases with thin fingers.

‘What circumstances are those?’ Llinos was beginning to find the man offensive. She took a deep breath, trying to keep calm.

‘Well the man is a foreigner.’ Mr Sparks spoke abruptly and with such arrogance that Llinos wanted to hit him. Would people never accept Joe for what he was?

‘I can see you are prejudiced against anyone not born in this country,’ she said icily, ‘though I cannot understand it.’

‘It’s not a case of prejudice but more of expediency,’ he said. ‘I feel I might not make myself plain to someone from another culture.’

‘My husband is doubtless more educated than you, Mr Sparks. He is certainly more considerate of the feelings of others. Another thing, he is probably far wealthier than you could ever hope to be.’ She knew she was foolish to let the man goad her into defending Joe, he did not need defending to anyone.

‘If you are not going to get to the point of this interview,’ she said, ‘I think I had better leave before I lose my temper completely.’

‘No need for that,’ Mr Sparks said hastily. ‘It’s just that one of my very good customers, and a dear friend into the bargain, is interested in your little pottery.’ He beamed as if he had handed her a precious gift. ‘My customer is very influential and he has made a fine offer.’ He shuffled some papers on his desk. ‘He is heading the consortium which owns the Tawe Pottery.’

Llinos was puzzled. She doubted Mr Sparks would have any friends, influential or otherwise. The man was simply a manager in a small town bank. ‘What makes you think I want to sell my “little pottery”?’ she asked icily.

‘I have been instructed to give you a very good price.’ He smiled ingratiatingly. ‘There would be a little something in it for me of course. It makes perfect sense. The larger Tawe Pottery would absorb your business and most of your workers. We would all come out of the deal much the richer.’

Llinos stood up; her hands were trembling and it was an effort to keep them clenched at her sides. Her very instinct was to strike out at the man’s arrogant face.

‘You must agree’, he failed to see the warning signs, ‘that the pottery business is not a suitable occupation for a lady.’ He continued digging his own grave. ‘I’m sure now that you are, well, a mature lady, you will wish to spend your time in a more feminine pursuit.’

‘Don’t say another word,’ Llinos said in a low voice. ‘I have no intention of selling the pottery. I don’t know why you would even think such a thing.’ She moved to the door. ‘Furthermore, I object to you calling me in for such a trivial matter. It would have shown more courtesy on your part if you had sent me a communication in writing and then I would have been spared the irritation of this meeting.’

Mr Sparks was nonplussed; it seemed he had been expecting to meet a submissive little woman, to browbeat her, then to give her the benefit of his sage advice and expect her to snatch at it eagerly. He was grossly mistaken.

‘I did not mean to irritate,’ he said defensively. ‘I thought you would be delighted at such a good offer for your business, more than it is actually worth in my opinion.’ He hesitated. ‘Wouldn’t you even like to know the price that was offered?’

‘No I would not. As for your opinion, it’s hardly informed, is it?’

‘But, madam, I am a bank manager, it is my business to be informed.’ He coughed. ‘I have taken the trouble to check your profits and losses accounts and your pottery is not so successful that you can turn down such a good deal out of hand.’

Llinos stood before the desk, her patience exhausted. She leaned forward and Mr Sparks jerked away from her as if frightened. ‘You presume too much, you little upstart!’ she said. ‘Do you realize that my late father and the owner of this bank were great friends? One word from me and you would have no job.’

He was suddenly white-faced. He stood up, drawing himself up to his full height, and stared at her resentfully. ‘There is no need for threats, Mrs Mainwaring,’ he said. He had a point.

‘You’re right,’ she said, ‘but there is no need for you to patronize me just because I am a woman. I ran the pottery almost single-handed before you were even a clerk in the bank. Believe it or not, I know what I’m doing and my business is fine, thank you.’

‘Well, let us hope it remains that way,’ he said and Llinos looked at him long and hard. He shifted uncomfortably, fiddling with the inkpot on his desk, his eyes refusing to meet hers.

‘Who is issuing threats, now, Mr Sparks?’ Llinos let herself out of the office. She was blind with fury that she should be treated like a fool, patronized by a man who was so bigoted and prejudiced that he dared to look down on Joe. He was not fit to clean Joe’s boots.

She could not face seeking out Joe at the hotel; she had suffered enough upset for one day. ‘Take me straight home, Kenneth,’ she said to her driver. She had a headache coming on, she was trembling, she had not fully recovered her strength. Mr Sparks had caught her off guard, piercing her normal reserve with his insolence. He had obviously been given a bribe to persuade her to sell and, bragging about his powers of persuasion, now he had fallen flat on his face. Llinos knew she had made an enemy that morning and, if she read Mr Sparks correctly, he would not hesitate to take his revenge if ever the opportunity arose.

Joe walked across the farmlands he had bought when his son was born. He had no need to work at anything; his father had left him so well provided for that he need never work again. But Joe was not used to being idle. Back home in America he had learned the ways of his tribe. He had helped, even as a child, to build stockades and repair the broken beams of the lodges. He had respected the laws of the Mandan tribe. Until he had married Llinos. Then he had smashed those laws into tiny pieces.

But he could never forget that part of him was white. He had been sent to an English school, he had learned new ways. He had learned his lessons well, both in the classroom and on the playing fields of the Merton School for Young Gentlemen. And then he had gone to war.

Joe had, in a strange way, enjoyed the fight against Napoleon Bonaparte. On the fields of France and Belgium he had been in his element, using his tracking skills and his native intuition to beat the man who single-handedly threatened the peace of Joe’s world.

Joe had been batman to Lloyd Savage; they had become companions, forging a bond and a mutual respect for each other that rose above rank. But Lloyd had not wanted Joe as a son-in-law, indeed he had done everything he could to prevent the marriage. And yet, at the end, Lloyd had been happy enough that Joe would be there to look after Llinos when he had gone to his heaven.

Joe paused, looking down the hillside towards the rolling fields. The sea beyond sparkled like diamonds in the sun. Why did men seek material riches when there were riches all around in nature for them to enjoy?

He did not want to dwell too much on the past, on the days after Lloyd’s death when he had been accused of his murder. Since then Joe had never used the herbs and spices used by the Mandan to treat sickness. That sort of medicine was not understood by so-called civilized people. He sighed, wondering if Lloyd would have approved of him now that his fortune had increased. It was strange the way money came to those who did not seek it. Fate had played a trick on him: here he was standing on the hills of Wales, staring out to sea, feeling proud that all the rolling greenery before him was his. Was he losing his Indian beliefs, the beliefs he had grown up with?

Among the men of the Mandan tribe, land was for everyone. No-one owned the earth, the sky or the waters. Perhaps he thought differently now that he was a husband and father. Now he wanted security for his wife and for his son. Was that the spur that drove men to toil in smoky sheds and pits?

He heard his name being called and looked downwards to where a tall figure was climbing the hill towards him.

‘Eynon!’ He held out his hand as the man drew close. ‘It’s good to see you. We don’t see enough of you since you sold the pottery.’

‘I know.’ Eynon sank onto the ground and took a small sketchbook from his pocket. ‘I have become something of a recluse, I’m afraid. The only people I see these days are my servants and my old friend Father Martin.’ His face lit up. ‘I have my darling daughter, of course, my Jayne. She’s become the centre of my universe.’

‘I can understand that,’ Joe crouched down beside Eynon, watching his slim fingers capture the curve of the hill and somehow, even in pencil, the sparkle of the sea. Eynon was a talented man.

‘I’m sorry about the baby.’ Eynon stared outwards, seeing the vista before him in a way that another man might never see it. Perhaps the reason they got on so well was that Eynon saw the land as Joe did, as the property of no man.

‘We are coming to terms with the loss of our daughter,’ Joe said. ‘As for Lloyd, I think my son is sometimes lonely for the company of children his own age. Tutors are all well and good but being with adults doesn’t teach a lad how to grow in the world of a child.’

‘Perhaps I should bring Jayne over some time,’ Eynon said. ‘I suppose she should mix more with other children, too.’ He glanced up at Joe. ‘It’s just that I’m afraid of losing her.’ He chewed the end of his pencil. ‘I suppose there’s also the guilt about her mother, who died giving me my child.’ Eynon sighed. ‘I wish I could have loved her, just a little. Annabel was a good woman.’

He smiled suddenly. ‘Of course it’s all the fault of that wife of yours. I’ve loved Llinos since the moment I first set eyes on her.’

‘I know,’ Joe said. ‘And she loves you too in her way.’ He watched the picture grow under Eynon’s skilled hands; it showed the sea, the sky, the hills and the outline of a sailing ship on the horizon.

‘That’s very good. It’s so full of life.’

Eynon shrugged. ‘It’s all right, I suppose, but I’ll never make a real artist; my father wouldn’t allow me to have the training.’

‘I think natural talent outweighs any training,’ Joe said quietly. ‘In any case, why not hire an art tutor for your daughter and take lessons yourself?’ He smiled. ‘I expect you would find you knew more than the person supposed to be teaching you.’

‘It’s an idea,’ Eynon said. ‘Anyway, what are you doing up here on the hillside alone? Working something out in your head, if I know you.’

‘There, you have answered your own question.’ Joe smiled.

‘Well, only half of it. Do you feel like telling me more?’ Eynon closed his sketchbook and gave Joe his full attention. ‘Is anything wrong?’

‘Possibly,’ Joe said. ‘My mother is an elder now, I should go to America and see her.’

Eynon’s fair hair covered his eyes for a moment but not before Joe saw the glint in them. ‘That’s not quite the whole truth, is it?’

‘It’s all I’m going to tell you.’

Eynon got to his feet. ‘That’s all right, old chap,’ he said. ‘But if you go, remember that I specialize in taking care of ladies deserted by their husbands.’

‘So I’ve heard,’ Joe said dryly. He could hardly fail to hear the gossip about Eynon and the wife of the new bank manager. ‘Mrs Sparks is an attractive lady and her husband is not even absent I understand?’

‘Not in body, perhaps,’ Eynon said. ‘But he is a dry stick for all that he’s a young man and pompous to boot. I think his lady wife is glad of an escort to the balls at the assembly rooms.’

Joe had heard tales of Mr Sparks’s pomposity from Llinos. When he had gone home last night she had been bursting with indignation. Mr Sparks thought he could dictate business terms to Llinos. He had actually advised her to sell the pottery. He was chancing his luck taking on a woman like Llinos.

Joe had been glad of the distraction. How could he have explained his absence for the night to his wife? He could hardly explain his reluctance to resume intimacy with Llinos to himself. Was it the loss of the child? Or perhaps it was the knowledge that Llinos was barren. It was not her fault of course; the prolonged birth had ruined her chances of ever conceiving a child again. He wanted to love her, to comfort her and yet he was almost afraid to touch her.

‘You have met him?’ Eynon asked. ‘This man Sparks I mean.’

Joe’s eyebrows lifted. ‘No but I have heard of him all right! The man was foolish enough to try to tell my wife how to run her business. I believe he received the sharp edge of Llinos’s tongue.’

‘I can just imagine it.’ Eynon laughed. ‘But then Sparks is a small man in every way, small framed and smaller of mind. All the same, I think Mr Sparks will make a bad enemy.’ He folded his sketchbook away. ‘Are you going back towards the pottery now?’

Joe nodded. ‘Aye, I’ll walk so far with you. Finished your drawing then?’

‘For today.’ The breeze drifted in from the sea as they walked across the hills. It was Eynon who broke the companionable silence.

‘I’ve seen a great deal of Watt Bevan lately but I don’t mind because his presence makes my housekeeper very happy. Maura seems to have quite got over that husband of hers.’ He glanced sideways at Joe. ‘Some of us find our pleasures outside marriage, you see?’

Joe looked towards Eynon; he was smiling, he was a man who had flaunted all the codes of etiquette and enjoyed it.

‘I think that Maura and her Watt are as respectable as any couple who walked down the aisle of a church,’ Eynon continued. ‘Though my friend Martin would be horrified by my attitude.’ He paused. ‘At least that’s what he says.’

‘And you don’t believe him for one minute?’

‘No, Joe, I don’t believe him for one minute.’

The two men walked in silence for a time until the green of the hill led down to where the trail met the river.

‘This is where our paths diverge,’ Eynon said. ‘Perhaps I can call over to see Llinos one evening? If she’s up to visitors that is.’

‘Llinos would like that. We both would like that.’ Joe paused. ‘Could I ask you a favour?’

‘Anything.’

‘When I go to America I would like you to take care of my family for me.’

‘I would be honoured.’ Eynon was suddenly serious. ‘Something is wrong, isn’t it?’

Joe looked away across the vast sky. There was a great deal wrong, his mind needed clearing. He had been troubled ever since the death of his baby daughter and now he was troubled about his mother. He had recurring dreams about Mint, dreams of her drowning in a river that flowed swiftly, taking away the very breath of life. He must go to her, for her days on earth were numbered.

There was more troubling him. He felt bewildered by his feelings for Llinos. He loved her still and yet he could not bring himself to go to her, to hold her in his arms and make love to her. While he lived in the same house as Llinos he would never find the answers to his problems.

He did not say as much to Eynon. ‘It’s just that I’ll be gone for several months and I like to think of Llinos with a friend she can depend on.’

‘You didn’t really answer my question, Joe,’ Eynon said. ‘But I won’t push you. Perhaps I will persuade Llinos to come with me to one of the balls; I will dance with her all night and pay her every attention.’ He waved. ‘Bye, Joe
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