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About the Book

The wedding of Llinos Savage, the beautiful young saviour of the Savage Pottery, and the fascinating Joe Mainwaring has set the small sea front town of Swansea ablaze with gossip. Joe, the son of a Native American squaw and a wealthy British businessman, was always perceived by the Swansea elite as a foreigner and an outsider.

When Llinos’s father dies after a long illness Llinos is devastated, but her grief turns to fear when Joe is accused of his father-in-law’s murder and is incarcerated inside the walls of the castle along with thieves and debtors. There, among the filth and dirt, Joe makes friends with a wise old man, and this brief friendship, formed in the most ill-fated circumstances, sets in train a series of events which unexpectedly threaten to destroy the marriage and the very lives of Joe and Llinos.

Dream Catcher continues the dramatic story of the Savage family begun in Firebird.
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Dream Catcher

Iris Gower


To Dr Lorainne Cook,
whose love of history exceeds
even my own and whose
expertise has proved invaluable.

 

To the girls, Hilary, June and Babs.


CHAPTER ONE

THE RAIN HAD ceased and a pale sun elbowed aside the clouds. The brighter light enhanced the green of the folding Welsh hills, slanting in through the stained-glass windows of the tiny church of St Mary and falling like a benediction on the couple standing before the altar.

Llinos Savage looked up at the man at her side, Joe, tall and splendid, his long dark hair tied back from his face. His skin gleamed red-gold now, the sunlight skimming the fine contours of his jaw and highlighting the sharpness of his cheekbones. He looked so foreign, so wonderful, and she loved him so much it hurt. How she had longed to be his wife. How she had waited in a fever of impatience to possess and be possessed by the man she loved. But now, after many weary months of waiting, she was going to become Joe’s bride.

The vicar smiled down at them as if they were old friends, and so they were. Martin, appearing strange now in the accoutrements of his calling, had dined at Pottery House on many occasions, sharing with the couple a glass of port or a mug of beer. He began now to speak in the resonant tones of a man used to projecting his voice into the vaults of old churches and Llinos felt tears burn her eyes. It was as though the words of the marriage ceremony were new and fresh, invented specially for her on this wonderful day.

Joe’s hand touched hers and she clung to it, curling her fingers into his. He smiled down at her and his eyes were full of the dreams and promises he had shared with her so many times. His voice was strong and rang through the church, echoing high into the rafters. A fine, cultured voice, a voice at variance with his appearance.

He slipped the ring onto her finger, a simple ring of silver chased with the designs of his culture: the buffalo, the twisting curve that indicated the great river that wound through the plains of America and the tiny sun and moon that promised happiness and fruitfulness. He lifted her veil and kissed her tenderly and her heart soared with happiness.

The music from the ancient organ swelled majestically through the church; a paean of triumph as the couple walked down the aisle towards the sun-splashed porch. Llinos was aware of faces turned towards her. Joe’s sisters, Charlotte and Letitia, who had travelled miles from the marches of Wales to be with their brother on his special day, smiled their blessing along with the familiar, loved faces from Llinos’s childhood, her neighbours and friends. Her dear, best-loved friend Eynon Morton-Edwards inclined his head, his unhappiness clear to read as he looked at the girl he had loved for so long, the girl he had irrevocably lost.

Old Celia from the end house of Pottery Row, midwife, nurse and layer-out of the dead, smiled toothlessly as the couple passed. And there was one face dearer than the rest: that of Llinos’s father. He was sitting in his chair, sick and weak, just well enough now to attend the marriage of his only child. But his recovery was an illusion, the colour in his cheeks not brought there by health but by fever. Llinos pushed the thought aside; this was her day, hers and Joe’s. It was one she would remember until the day she died.

‘We are really married.’ She looked up in wonder at her husband standing a foot or more taller than she and for a moment was frightened. Would the reality live up to the dream she had harboured for so long? The dream of belonging to Joe? She belonged to him in spirit, in soul, in the depths of her being, but would their physical love enhance or destroy the harmony that had grown between them?

‘Don’t be afraid.’ Joe had the uncanny knack of knowing her thoughts almost before she did. ‘We are meant to be with each other – it’s our destiny, you know that as well as I do.’

He leaned closer. ‘In any case, I can’t wait to taste the delicious fruit so long denied to me.’ He was laughing at her now, the old Joe, her friend and soon to be her lover.

She shuddered in anticipation. How many times had she longed to forget everything? To forget that her father was sick, to forget the ring, the marriage service, and give in to her desire to make love to Joe? But now she was happy that they had waited until her father could witness this day.

At the door of the church she turned and watched the approach of her father. It had been Joe’s idea to make a chair with wheels so that Lloyd could have at least a small degree of independence. As the sickness progressed and Lloyd Savage became increasingly fragile, a more comfortable chair had been made, padded with plump cushions and a rest for Lloyd’s head.

‘You look lovely, Llinos.’ Lloyd held his hand towards her. ‘Kiss your father. Show me that I still have a place in your life.’

She hugged him carefully, fearful of breaking the brittle-thin bones. ‘You will always have a place in my life, Father,’ she whispered, and he looked up at her with the over-large eyes of the mortally sick.

‘Even when I’m dead and gone?’ he asked.

Llinos swallowed the lump in her throat and smiled. ‘Especially then.’ She forced herself to speak briskly. ‘Then the angels will have to put up with your nagging.’

He pinched her cheek. ‘That’s my brave girl.’ He turned to look over his shoulder at the thin young man standing behind him, large hands, potter’s hands, resting on the cushioned chair back.

‘Come on, Watt, let’s get back home before the weather turns nasty again.’

Llinos touched Watt Bevan’s arm. ‘Look after him for me and mind he doesn’t have you at his beck and call for the rest of the day. If you’re lucky, you might even have a chance to check the ovens.’

The pottery workers had all been given a day off in honour of the marriage, but the large, bottlenecked kilns needed to be kept at a steady temperature or the pots inside would be ruined.

‘Damn the pottery.’ Lloyd spoke thinly. ‘You work too hard, Llinos, and worry too much. The business will be there long after my day, yours too, my girl.’

Llinos watched as her father was wheeled away. He did not turn; his head was back, resting against the chair as though he had no strength to hold himself erect. Llinos stifled a sigh and slipped her arm through Joe’s.

‘We’d better climb into the carriage or we’ll be late for our own wedding feast,’ she said, attempting to force a note of lightness into her voice.

The wedding breakfast was to be held in the great room at the Morton-Edwards residence. Eynon had insisted on it. As the carriages entered through the open gates of the lush park the doors were flung wide and the entire staff stood to attention on the steps. Maids in crisp white and serviceable black and butlers and footmen in livery lined the entrance hall and, at the head of the line, Maura Dundee, Eynon’s housekeeper, watched the proceedings with an expert eye, ensuring that nothing went wrong on this important occasion.

Joe led Llinos inside. The smell of roasted wild boar and mint and honey permeated the air.

‘I’m very hungry,’ Joe whispered in her ear, ‘but perhaps not for the food.’

‘Behave!’ Llinos reproved him, but suddenly her worries about her father were forgotten. Her heart seemed to dance and her eyes brightened with mischief.

‘Just because you are my husband doesn’t mean you can boss me around, you know.’ She looked up at him. ‘I might yet refuse to have you in my bed.’ She arched her brows at him. ‘I will see how I feel, later.’

He slipped his hand around her waist. ‘I will make sure that later you will feel very happy indeed.’ He pinched her cheek. ‘If I’m in the mood, that is.’

‘You always have the last word!’ Llinos said in mock anger. ‘I feel like stamping my foot at you.’

‘Not quarrelling already?’ Eynon was at their side. ‘I knew marriage was not a good idea. I told you what a vixen she could be, didn’t I, Joe? I did warn you.’

‘Hush!’ Llinos said. ‘You men always stick together.’

‘Where’s Lloyd?’ Eynon looked around him, his eyes searching the crowd. He was a handsome man, Llinos thought, with his fair hair and his pale eyes. If Joe had not come into her life she would probably have married Eynon.

‘He asked Watt to take him home. He’s very tired,’ Llinos said. ‘I think his own fireside is the place for him to be.’

Eynon touched her hand. ‘Try not to worry. Lloyd wouldn’t want to spoil this day for you.’

‘I know.’ Llinos swallowed hard. ‘But he will be all right, won’t he?’ She looked questioningly at Joe.

‘Of course he will. I’ve told Watt to give him his medicine as soon as possible,’ he said gently. ‘Your father will sleep for a few hours yet.’

‘Come along,’ Eynon said. ‘No mournful faces, I will not allow it. A feast is waiting to celebrate this long-overdue marriage.’

The great table was polished to perfection; crystal and crisp linen napkins gleamed in the light from the candelabra and guests were already seated, awaiting the arrival of the bride and groom.

‘I feel like a lamb going to the slaughter,’ Joe said and Llinos began to smile. She pushed him forward, speaking quietly behind his back. ‘You’ve got it wrong there, my lad. It is always the bride who is the sacrificial lamb.’

The celebrations seemed to stretch endlessly towards evening. Voices rose and fell, wine was drunk by the barrelful and food brought continuously to the table only to disappear as rapidly as it had appeared. At last, when fresh candles were brought, Llinos looked at Joe. ‘I think it’s time to go home.’

He rose to his feet and in his fine, cultured voice, began to speak. ‘Eynon, our good friend, thank you for your hospitality, which has been great indeed. And to our neighbours and guests, my wife and I,’ he paused and smiled, ‘offer our gratitude. We shall treasure your gifts as mementoes of this, the happiest day of our lives – so far!’ To a burst of applause and laughter, Joe took his bride’s hand and led her from the hall.

In the house at Pottery Row Lloyd was asleep, as Joe had predicted. Llinos looked down at her father for a long moment and then left the room. The bridal chamber was waiting, decked with flowers and washed with rose water. Dried lavender hung over the bed, a sign of health and fertility. Joe was in the dressing room and the maid who had followed Llinos upstairs began to undress her mistress quickly, as though eager for the consummation of this beautiful couple, who were so much in love that joy radiated from them.

Llinos felt the coolness of her nightgown as it slipped over her shoulders and fell to her feet. The maid turned back the bed, waiting for Llinos to slip between the sheets.

‘Thank you, Meggie,’ Llinos said. ‘I can manage now.’

When the door closed Llinos crossed the room and turned the key in the lock. This was the night she was to become a wife and she wanted it to be free of interruption. It must be perfect, a night she would cherish for the rest of her life.

Joe came into the room and stood for a long moment looking at her. He was naked and his broad shoulders and lean belly gleamed in the candlelight. He came to her and undid the fastenings of her gown, slipping it from her shoulders and allowing the soft cotton to fall to the floor. They stood there, naked, and Llinos knew it was the right way to be. There would be no false shame, they would be as natural as the birds of the skies and the animals of the fields.

‘You are so beautiful.’ His voice was thick with emotion. He took her in his arms and she felt him warm against her. She felt the power of him as she ran her fingers along his back and tentatively touched the roundness of his buttocks.

He bent his head to kiss her mouth and she drew in a ragged breath. Desire flared through her, desire that no longer need be denied. She was his wife.

He led her towards the bed and together they lay, side by side, exploring, touching, learning about each other. Love grew like a fireball inside her, searing her skin as his fingers traced her breasts. She felt him kiss her neck, moving between her breasts to the flat of her belly. She moaned softly, wanting him so that it was almost a pain. She wound her arms around him, drawing him even closer to her. He touched her innermost secrets as he caressed her and then, when she felt she could stand it no more, he came to her.

There was little pain; Joe was a skilled lover. He took her tenderly, kissing her mouth, her hair, her eyelids. She began to move with him, crying now in her pleasure. It was as though the roaring winds and the rolling waves were possessing her, lifting her from the earthly world into a place where she had never been before. The joy, the sensation, went on as though it would never cease. She lost herself in the delight of it; her mind no longer functioned, she was all feelings and emotions.

When it was over she lay beside her husband and kissed the silk of his shoulder. ‘I never knew it could be like this, Joe,’ she said.

He turned to her and tangled his fingers in her hair. ‘The night is only just beginning, my wife, my Firebird.’ As he uttered his pet name for her, he drew her close. She felt his arousal and marvelled at the strength of this man who was hers for now and for always.

She closed her eyes and let the fire of their love draw her into the wonderful red-gold flames of passion.


CHAPTER TWO

THE RAIN HAD stopped, but the wind continued to howl, twisting the swaying branches of the pine trees into grotesque shapes, shedding leaves, iced with rain, which settled, needle sharp, on the grass. Across the sands, the sea ran in pewter bursts towards the shore as though trying to escape from the cold clutches of the wind.

As she glanced up at Joe, loving him even more than she had on the day of their wedding, Llinos smiled. She was Mrs Mainwaring now, a fulfilled woman, a happy woman. The only cloud on her horizon was her father’s increasing pain and weakness.

Against all the odds, Lloyd had lingered on for the long weary months of winter, tired of living but unable to die. He was a wasted, unhappy man. No-one who knew him as the robust pottery owner he once was would recognize the gaunt, pain-ridden figure who was too weak to rise from his bed.

She forced the thoughts from her mind. She was determined that nothing would spoil the day, the one day, she had managed to snatch alone with Joe.

‘You’re a handsome devil. Has anyone ever told you that?’ She paused, touching his cheek, brushing back the long dark hair which clung wetly to his strong face. Even now, in the cold of a November day, his skin glowed golden in the dim light. ‘I don’t know what I would do without you, Joe. I would be lost, I couldn’t survive if we were ever parted.’

He kissed her mouth and she clung to him for a moment, in spite of a group of ladies tutting in disapproval. ‘We’d better get home,’ she said softly. ‘The coach is waiting and, in any case, we’re shocking the old ladies over there!’

Joe held open the door and Llinos climbed aboard the coach and seated herself on the creaking leather seat. She shivered, feeling the cold as her damp clothes settled around her. Joe sat beside her and took her hands in his, rubbing them. ‘Here,’ he said, ‘put on your gloves, you should have had them on all the time, you silly little girl.’ Joe was smiling indulgently as he settled back in his seat. The carriage jerked into motion and Llinos rested her head against his shoulder.

‘It has been good to get out of the house,’ Llinos said. ‘It’s given both of us a break. You get the sharp end of Father’s tongue, I know, but he relies on you so much now and he is fond of you.’

‘I’ve known Lloyd for a long time. I understand the pain he’s in and make allowances.’

She felt love for him overwhelm her. Joe was so good, so caring. How lucky she was to have found a man like him. Of course, her father did not share her views on her marriage, and that still had the power to hurt.

‘My father knows you care and he’s grateful,’ she said, as though answering her own thoughts. ‘It’s just that he . . .’ Her voice trailed away.

‘He would have preferred me to be all white instead of half American Indian,’ Joe said wryly. ‘He can’t forget I was once his batman, his Indian guide. He relied on me when we were fighting Napoleon, respected me. Now?’ He hesitated. ‘You know something? Lloyd has never once used my birth name.’

Llinos’s smile was a little askew. ‘Well, you must admit that Wah-he-joe-tass-e-neen is not the easiest name to say!’ She pushed at Joe’s arm. ‘Even I have difficulty with it.’

‘Ah, now that’s more like my Llinos – the laughter in your eyes, the flash of spirit, that’s what I’ve been missing.’

‘I’m sorry, Joe. I’ve been a misery lately and I know it.’

Joe pinched her cheek. ‘I suppose I have to put up with a nagging wife the way most husbands do!’

‘What cheek!’ She sounded indignant but she knew he was teasing her. Life had not been easy lately, not for either of them. She nestled into Joe’s shoulder, her hand in his, and breathed in the coldness of the day, knowing that the chill would make her father’s pain so much worse. The cold got into his bones, made him ache. Suddenly she wanted to weep for the old Lloyd, the strong, healthy father of her childhood.

As the carriage bumped along the lane towards the town, Llinos stared through the window at the lowering clouds and wished she shared Joe’s firm belief in an afterlife. It would be so comforting to know that her father would one day be at peace in a better place, removed from the coldness and sorrow that his life now often was.

The glistening rooftops of the pottery came into view just as the rain had begun to fall again. In a moment she was transported back to the flooding in what seemed, now, another lifetime.

The banks of the River Tawe had been breached, the buildings of the potteries, nestling cheek by jowl, overwhelmed with the greedy waters of the river. People had died that day. She had almost died.

She glanced at Joe from under her lashes; he had been the one to save her. He had known, as he always did, how much she needed him. In profile, his features were well defined, his jawline strong. The light touched his high cheekbones and he looked for a moment like a man carved out of warm, red stone.

He felt her gaze and looked down at her, his eyebrows lifting. ‘Do I pass muster, then?’

‘Well, just about.’ She smiled. ‘I have no intention of praising you, of feeding your vanity. You must know how handsome you are; you must see it every time you look into a mirror.’

The carriage jerked to a halt. Joe opened the door and, without waiting for the groom to lower the steps, leapt lightly down into the road. He held up his hands and Llinos felt them encircle her waist and then Joe was lifting her onto the pavement.

She stared up at the walls of the Savage Pottery and nestling beside it the edifice, grand and stately, of the Tawe Pottery, still the most successful pottery in the area. It remained so in spite of the fact that much had changed over the years. Most of the residents of Pottery Row who had not died on the night of the terrible flood had moved away, although Celia who lived in the end house was still there. She was very old now, gnarled and bent but as spirited as ever.

The gate to the pottery yard opened. ‘Thanks, Watt,’ Llinos said warmly. Watt had been employed at the Savage Pottery as a child, when his job had been to collect shards of broken pottery, and to carry the debris of the working day to the bin. But now he was a young man, tall for his age and with a maturity about him that touched Llinos’s heart.

‘Your dad’s been asking for you,’ he said quietly. His rough accent had vanished; his closeness with the Savage family, living as he did in Pottery House, had seen to that. ‘He’s not feeling too good.’

Llinos felt guilt hang like a millstone around her neck. She had taken a drive with her husband, needing to be free of the aura of sickness that pervaded the room where her father lay all day, every day, too weak now to even sit in his chair.

‘I’ll go to him.’ She entered the house, aware that Joe was beside her, tall, strong, invincible; but even he, with all his skills, could not take away the shadow of death that hung over the house.

Lloyd was propped up against his pillows, with Meggie holding a cup to his lips. He lifted his head and tried to smile when he saw his daughter, but his flesh was sunken and his cheekbones stood proud against the yellowed skin.

‘Been anywhere nice?’ His voice was weak, faded, as though there was not enough strength in him to give weight to his words.

‘Yes, I’ve been for a lovely ride with Joe.’ Llinos untied the strings of her bonnet, giving herself time to swallow the tears that were blurring her vision. ‘We stopped the carriage and stepped out along the promenade for a breath of fresh air.’

She tidied the sheets around him, wanting to help him, pity for him gnawing at her stomach. The tall, strong father figure she had known as a child had vanished for ever. Now all that was left was a sickly old man who wanted to die.

He waved her away. ‘You too, Meggie,’ he said. ‘I’ve had enough of that foul tea, it’s been stewing in the pot for too long.’ His voice was sharp; she knew he did not want pity, he resented it in the way that sick people resent the healthy.

Ignoring his ill humour, she sat down beside him. ‘The medicine the doctor gave you, is it doing any good?’ She tried to speak cheerfully as though her father had nothing more than a slight cold, but she knew he was losing his grip, even on his mind. Slowly, the pain of his legs, damaged in the war with Napoleon, was creeping through him, paralysing his reason as well as his body. Meggie hovered in the door, uncertain whether she should leave or not.

‘Not a bit of good.’ Lloyd made an attempt to smile. ‘The stuff he gives me tastes like poison. He thinks it will kill me off but they can’t get rid of an old soldier that easily.’

His words were an attempt at bravado; he was weary of lying in bed looking at the four walls of his room. He had been an active man, a soldier, and he sometimes wished he had been killed outright by a shot from an enemy musket. Llinos wanted to cry for the strong father she had once known.

Joe entered the room. He had taken off his coat and rolled up the sleeves of his white shirt. He was carrying a heavy silver tray; on it steamed a jug of water. In a pot beside the water was a mixture which only Joe knew the essence of.

Lloyd’s face lightened. ‘Ah, Joe, your medicine is better than all that of the good doctor. Don’t know anything, these fellows. I don’t know what doctors are coming to, they don’t care what they give you. Jones wants me to die out of it and stop being a nuisance to him.’

Joe nodded to Llinos. ‘Go and change out of those damp clothes,’ he spoke gently. ‘We don’t need you here, this is man’s work.’

She rose to her feet. ‘I know when I’m not wanted.’ She left the room, taking the maid with her.

‘Go on, Meggie, I’m sure you’ve plenty to do.’ Once in the warmth and comfort of the drawing room she breathed more easily. She knew she was a coward, knew she should stay and help Joe to nurse her father. But he would feel better soon. Once Joe had finished coating the ulcerated wounds on Lloyd’s legs with the paste he had made the pain would ease. It was not a cure, but then nothing would cure Lloyd, nothing.

The house had grown dark and the maids were already lighting the lamps. The smell of tallow permeated the air and the candles threw shadows that danced in the dark corners of the rooms. Llinos looked up and smiled as Meggie entered the room with a glass of hot cordial.

‘There’s a good girl, I’ll leave this here for a moment and go and change out of these damp clothes.’ She paused. ‘Otherwise my husband will be displeased with me.’ She caught a strange look in the maid’s face before she left the room. Meggie did not make any secret of the fact that she did not like Joe, but, then, how could a girl like her understand that the man inside the foreign exterior was kind and good and honest? She hurried upstairs and quickly cast aside her damp clothes. She opened the drawer and took out a fresh nightgown, smiling at her own actions. There were not many ladies in her position who dressed themselves without the help of a maid. Perhaps Llinos was regarded as strange in her habits by the servants, but in the difficult days when her father was at war Llinos had known what hardship was. She had learned very well how to fend for herself without the luxury of someone to wait on her.

Even now she was rich, even with her husband’s fortune added to the excellent level of profit made from the pottery, with the house refurbished and with a good, if small, staff of servants, she did not see the necessity of being waited on hand and foot.

She pulled on a warm robe and tied back her long hair. It might be supper time, time when most families dressed for the evening meal, but Llinos was not happy to conform to the mores invented by others. So she hurried down the stairs and pushed open the door to the drawing room. The warmth of it folded around her and she stood for a moment before the window staring outside into the garden. All was darkness, the shadows made deeper by the shimmering light thrown up by the fires of the bottle kilns.

Beyond the walls of the Savage Pottery stood the elegant house belonging to her dear friend, Eynon, warm-hearted, generous. He was the man her father believed she should have married. It would have been an eminently sensible match, joining the two potteries together. But it was not to be. In Joe, Llinos had found the only man she could ever love.

The door opened and Meggie bustled into the room, her round face cheerfully rosy, her plump hands carrying a tray with a plate of hot muffins on it.

‘Here, miss, you look frozen, you’ll need something to keep you going until supper is laid. Shall I shut the curtains and build up the fire? You’ll feel more cheerful then.’

Llinos nodded and sank into a chair, taking the glass from the maid. ‘Thank you, Meggie, I appreciate your thoughtfulness.’

The girl hummed brightly as she went about her business. She was deft in spite of her plumpness and soon the fire blazed up the chimney, scattering sweet-smelling sparks of applewood into the room.

‘Your dad’s not looking too good, is he, miss?’ Meggie brushed her cheek leaving a dab of smoke dust across her chin. ‘You know what I think?’ she continued. ‘I think he wants to die out of it.’

Llinos winced at the maid’s bluntness but she nodded, accepting the truth of the words. Meggie continued remorselessly. ‘When you think of it, a dog or a horse would be put out of its misery but a man, a good man like Captain Savage, got to suffer.’

Llinos sipped the cordial, warming her hands around the base of the glass, and swallowed hard, afraid she might cry. She took a deep breath, trying to remove the constriction of tears from her throat.

‘There, all done.’ Meggie had risen and was brushing the dust from her fingers. ‘That’s unless I can get you something else, miss?’

Llinos nodded. ‘Yes, you can bring in some cold food on a tray for my husband. Don’t bother to set up supper in the dining room.’

‘Very good, miss, I’ll tell Cook.’

When she was alone the silence settled around her; dark, like a cloak that covered her head and face. She tried to see pictures in the fire, tried to think bright thoughts, but instead came an unwanted vision of her father moaning in pain as Joe administered to him. All the happiness of the hour she had spent with Joe seemed to have dissipated, drifting away like an ethereal spirit. She smiled suddenly; she was as bad as Joe. Spirits indeed, what next?

She rose and wandered to the table where the book she had been reading earlier still lay, took it up and flicked through the pages trying to find her place. But she could not concentrate. The book was about an intrepid explorer who had walked across the continent of Africa and survived unscathed. It was unreal, far removed from her own small world. She could admire the explorer with one corner of her mind and yet she could not help wondering how his wife and children had fared while he was away finding new worlds.

Putting down the book, she returned to her chair and sighed heavily, knowing she could not rest. She knelt before the fire, tucking her bare feet under her robe. She felt the heat of the flames on her face and closed her eyes.

‘Hey! Not asleep already, surely?’ He had entered the room silently as he always did, leaving the door open behind him. Without turning, eyes still closed, she spoke to him.

‘Come here and give your wife a kiss.’ She felt him kneel beside her and then he took her in his arms. He knew instinctively that she needed to be comforted.

‘Your father is much more comfortable now,’ he said. ‘And remember, Llinos, nature will take its course however much we fret.’

She looked up at him then. ‘I know, but it’s so hard to watch him suffer.’

Joe frowned. She faced him, her hands on his cheeks. ‘What is it?’

‘Let’s talk about it in the morning, when the nightmares no longer ride,’ he said.

Llinos shook her head. ‘No, tell me now, what’s wrong?’

‘He wants me to help him die.’ The words fell like shards of ice and suddenly the room was cold in spite of the blazing fire.

‘Oh, Joe!’

He regarded her steadily. ‘He says I could do it if I wanted to because I have the means.’

Meggie entered the room, a loaded tray balancing precariously on her arm. ‘Supper, miss.’ She stared in suspicion at Joe. She had obviously heard what he had been saying.

‘Thank you, Meggie. Put the tray down there on the table.’

‘Anything else, miss?’ Llinos noticed quite suddenly that the maid never deferred to Joe. She did not even look at him. When she spoke, Llinos was aware of the almost hostile tone of her voice.

‘No, thank you, and please knock before you enter a room, do you understand?’

Meggie looked down at her feet. ‘Yes, miss, sorry, miss.’

‘And it’s Mrs,’ Llinos said. ‘Mrs Mainwaring, please remember that.’

Meggie hurried from the room, her face flushed, tears trembling on her lashes.

‘That was uncharacteristically harsh of you, Llinos,’ Joe said mildly, knowing, in the strange way he had, what had prompted her flash of anger. ‘The girl doesn’t know what to make of me. People gossip about us, still, you must know that. A respectable lady married to a half-breed, what can you expect? In any case, Meggie had her hands full; she would have been hard put to knock on the door and carry the tray.’

‘I think she heard what you said about my father,’ Llinos said. ‘You have to be careful, Joe, you mustn’t say things like that, not when people might misunderstand.’

She looked down at the tray of food, a selection of cold sliced turkey, some minted lamb chops and crusty, buttered bread, and as she stared at the muffins, the butter cooling, she knew she could not eat a thing. She filled a plate and brought it to her husband.

‘Would you like a glass of wine, Joe?’ she asked. He shook his head and she saw him pick a little at the meat. She knew then that he was upset too. She sat at his feet and without looking at him asked him the question that had been trembling on her lips.

‘Joe, you wouldn’t . . . do what Father wanted, would you?’

He did not pretend to misunderstand. ‘Never.’ The words brought a sigh of relief from Llinos but she remained silent, waiting for him to go on.

‘It is not in the Indian philosophy to kill.’ He paused and put down his plate. He had hardly touched his meal. ‘In my homeland, among my tribe, a man knows when he is dying. He will go out into the plains or the mountains and wait for the gentle hand of death to touch him.’

‘But what if he is a man like my father who is too sick to walk?’

‘His relatives will take him wherever he wishes to go. He will be set down in the shade of a rock or a tree, food and drink will be left for him. After that he will be left alone.’

Llinos sighed. There was no way she could implement the Indian way of life, not here in Swansea. Her smile was involuntary as she looked up at Joe.

‘I know,’ he said. ‘It would be impossible in Swansea. What is an act of kindness would be understood as an act of cruelty.’

Llinos found herself giggling. ‘To say the least of it! Can you imagine anyone being left in the hills of Wales in weather like this?’

He ruffled her hair. ‘Come along, Llinos, let’s get an early night. It’s high time we were going to bed, don’t you think?’ He rested his hand for a moment on her shoulder and she understood him completely.

She pretended a coyness she did not feel. ‘You want your husbandly rights, is that it?’ Her eyes were lowered and he caught her chin and tipped her face up so that she could not avoid looking at him.

‘I want to make love to the most beautiful woman in the world,’ he said.

She clung to him, hesitating. ‘Should I look in on Father?’

‘He will be asleep. Don’t worry, Llinos. Lloyd is as comfortable as I can make him.’

Together they climbed the stairs, and through the high landing window Llinos could see that the sky had cleared, the stars were abundant, bright. It was going to be a frosty night.

As her husband took her in his arms, she felt his strength, the silkiness of his skin, felt the warmth of his naked body against hers, and she wanted him with a ferocity that never seemed to diminish.

She gasped in pleasure as he came to her, joining them as one. She was lifted on waves of love and delight, her mind, her sense of reason, deserting her. She was all nerve endings; filled with sensations.

Would their loving always be this way? Would their passion ever fade? She touched the silk of his skin with her fingertips, felt along the bones of his spine to the hollow in his back. She arched towards him, wanting the joy to go on and never cease. At last, in a delicious agony of release, she cried out his name.

Afterwards, as the moonlight slanted across the room silvering his hair and highlighting the contours of his face, she kissed her husband, knowing that nothing would ever change between them. Their love was as deep and as lasting as the ocean that divided his land from hers.

The morning sky was leaden with the continued threat of snow as Llinos crossed the yard towards the painting shop. The familiar sounds and smells wrapped around her. She breathed deeply, knowing she loved this world of potting.

‘Mr Bevan, may I have a word with you?’ she said. Watt came to her side at once and smiled down at her.

‘Yes, Mrs Mainwaring, what can I do for you?’ He was respectful, formal in the presence of the other workers. He followed her to the end of the room where it was comparatively quiet and waited for her to speak.

‘How are the stocks of clay and stone? Have we enough to last until spring?’ she asked, knowing the answer but allowing Watt the privilege of his position as overseer.

‘Production has increased rapidly over the winter months, as you know. Stocks are getting a little low, Llinos. I think it’s time I took a trip to Cornwall to order some more clay and stone.’

‘In an emergency we could bring in some clay from Penllergaer, of course,’ Llinos said. ‘But you’re right, Watt, I think you should go to Treherne’s quarry and have them deliver enough clay and stone to last us throughout the summer months.’

He nodded. ‘Providing the weather is all right, I’ll leave first thing in the morning, shall I?’

‘I think so. I’ll have payment ready for you and, Watt, take care. I don’t want you to be robbed on the way.’

As she walked towards the door, Llinos breathed in the atmosphere of the paint shed with a sensation of satisfaction. In the bedroom she might be the passionate, flighty wife Joe loved, but here, in the pottery, she was every inch a successful businesswoman and she loved it.


CHAPTER THREE

IT WAS WET at the bottom of the quarry and very cold. The rain drizzled mercilessly, running down the sides of the quarry in small waterfalls, bringing with it silt and stone. It was John Pendennis’s first day at Treheme Stone, his first experience of working the china stone as a labourer. He was eighteen years of age, a man doing a man’s job, and yet he felt no pride.

‘Come on, mister, or we’ll never earn a penny piece.’

John smiled at the boy: a pale, weedy lad, his rags already saturated, his thin arms holding the borer with difficulty as he pushed the bit against the wall of rock.

‘You’re right enough, Richie.’ John raised his hammer, hesitating for a moment; one false move and he would break the child’s arm. He swung, the hammer connected and the boy shuddered.

‘How long have you been working down here?’ John asked, lowering the hammer to the ground.

‘How long have I been working down here?’ The boy paused. ‘About two years, I s’pose. I don’t rightly know.’

John looked at his red, chafed hands with pity. ‘Do you like working in a quarry?’

‘Do I like working in a quarry?’ The boy had the habit of repeating everything John said. ‘No, I don’t. I bloody well hates it.’

‘What do you think of the boss?’

‘What do I think of the boss? I don’t think nothing of ’im, don’t see ’im much, only from a distance. Why, what do you think of ’im?’

‘I hate the bastard,’ John said bitterly. ‘Treherne should try working under the same conditions he forces children like you to work.’

‘I amn’t forced, sir. I works to earn money like everyone else. Besides, I’m a man grown, can’t you see that? I can read and write an’ all. My grandfather was a preacher and showed me how to figure and everything. It broke his heart when my father didn’t take after him for learning and such.’

He beamed, suddenly a handsome young boy. ‘But then I took after him and, afore Grandad died, he wanted me to go to school and learn to be a gent.’

John looked at the boy, his thin shoulders and bony arms, his chin without even a trace of beard, and smiled.

‘Of course you are a man, more of a man than many of those in charge of this place will ever be.’ He put down the hammer. ‘But surely you have dreams, Richie. Don’t you want to do anything better with your life than this?’ He waved his hand round the deep quarry.

The boy shook his head. ‘I don’ have dreams. Nightmares, more like. It’s akin to being in a grave, working here. Buried afore we’ve even died, we are.’

‘Well, what we don’t like we must change,’ John said with a sudden sense of resolve. ‘We’re getting out of here. We can both do better than this.’

Richie looked at him in surprise. ‘You might be able to walk out just when you please but I can’t.’ He squared his shoulders. ‘I got to work ’cos I gets my father a pound a month and he needs it to live.’ He peered up at John. ‘What about your father, sir, will he kill you for leaving work ‘fore the shift is done?’

‘I doubt it.’ John thought of his father, a bankrupt, sitting at home in disgrace, not even trying to rebuild his life. ‘But what I do know is I made a mistake coming to work here. It’s not for me, nor for you, Richie. I’m going to find us something better.’

‘We’ll have to ask my father,’ Richie spoke nervously, pointing to where a bent old man was working. In the dim light of the clouded day he looked worn and miserable; his wispy hair was matted, his shoulders hunched as he began to cough.

‘I’m taking your son out of here,’ John called, dispensing with the preliminaries. ‘It’s no work for a young boy, six hours in this hellhole breathing in foul air and then the long, hard climb to the surface.’

‘He can’t go,’ the man said. ‘I needs the money.’ He looked hopelessly at John. ‘Do you think I want him down here any more than you do? He has no mother. What else is there for him, tell me that.’

‘I’ll find him something, believe me,’ John said. He urged Richie towards the ladder. ‘Get climbing, we’re leaving.’

‘I can’t,’ Richie hung back. ‘If my father says I can’t go, I can’t.’

‘Let me take him, for pity’s sake,’ John appealed to the man. ‘I’ll find him something more suitable, you have my word on it.’ The men stared at each other in the fading, leaden light.

‘How old are you?’ John said abruptly. His question took the other man by surprise.

‘You’ve no right to ask me anything but I’ll tell you anyway.’ He rubbed his sleeve across his wet brow. ‘I’m thirty-seven years come pay day.’

‘And you look sixty,’ John said bluntly. ‘Is that what you want for your son?’

The man looked down at Richie for a long moment in silence. ‘Aye, young man’s right. Go with him, Richard, and go with my blessing.’

John pushed Richie towards the ladder and the boy began to climb. Behind him, John watched the skinny shanks with an overwhelming feeling of pity. Anger replaced the feeling as John mused on the misfortune that had befallen his family.

It was Treherne who had thrust the final blade that had ruined the Pendennis business. The families of Treherne and Pendennis had long been enemies, the bitter feud begun many years ago when a Treheme had ruined a lady from the Pendennis family. John had been brought up to think of anyone bearing the Treheme name as a potential enemy. And so it had been proved.

Wilbur Treheme had gulled John’s father, tricking him into a merger of the quarry and the china clay pits owned by the Pendennis family. Treherne had undercut John’s father on quotes for china stone and china clay to all the major potteries and most of them had fallen for it.

The Savage Pottery in Swansea was one exception. The owners had always enjoyed good relations with the Pendennis family. John had known his father to supply small quantities of clay and stone when the pottery was in financial difficulties, and the family had remained faithful as had the larger Tawe Pottery. It was the owners of the South Wales potteries, out of all the potteries including those from Derby and Worcester, who had shown loyalty until the day the Pendennis clay business finally failed.

John climbed steadily, impatient to get to the surface. He had been a fool ever to agree to come to work in the quarry but Treherne had twisted the knife very effectively, allowing John and his father to remain at Pembroke House on the condition that John worked for him as a labourer. Treherne had gloated as John signed in for work, watching while the son of his great enemy descended the ladder to the quarry face. His revenge, he clearly felt, was complete and the pride of his enemy dragged into the dust.

Well, John Pendennis would not knuckle under the pressure. He would find a way to rebuild the family fortunes. Of one thing he was certain: he would not work at Treherne Stone for one more minute.

Once on the pitted surface of the quarry Richie stood still, his small chest heaving, dragging in the dust-choked air. John swung himself onto the top, clear of the ladder, and looked around him. A stranger, clearly a customer, was talking to Treherne and one of the managers was standing near by nodding with the sort of servility that Treherne enjoyed. As if drawn by John’s gaze Wilbur Treherne turned. His normally red face became redder and in a moment he was striding across the ground.

‘What do you think you are up to?’ he said loudly. ‘You’re supposed to be underground with the rest of the common labourers.’ He stared at Richie, his mouth twisted into a sneer. ‘And don’t even think about back-chatting me or you’ll feel the weight of my hand across your mouth.’

He turned to look at the stranger. ‘You see the sort of riff-raff I have to deal with, Mr Bevan? Scum of the earth, so they are.’

‘Shut your noise, Treherne!’ John said loudly and several of the overseers moved closer, anxious to hear the heresy from a man whose family was ruined. ‘If you open your mouth any wider, you’ll find my fist in it.’

Treheme moved forward a pace and then stopped, warned by the gleam in John’s eye. ‘How dare you talk to me like that!’ he blustered. ‘Get out of here before I have you thrown out, you scum!’ He was beside himself with rage. ‘And tell that arrogant father of yours to pack up and be out of my property before I arrive with the bailiffs.’

As John strode past Treherne he saw the man lash out at Richie, catching the boy across his thin face. John paused, measured his distance and then deliberately threw a punch that connected neatly with the point of Treherne’s jaw. The man fell to the ground, arms and legs spreadeagled in the mud whitened by china-stone dust.

John looked at the overseers and they stepped back as one man, not willing to confront him. ‘Come on, Richie,’ John said. ‘Let’s find a place where the air is fresh and clean, shall we?’

‘You will get into trouble for hitting Mr Treherne,’ Richie said anxiously. ‘He is a bad man to cross, you knows that.’

‘He has already done his worst,’ John said easily. ‘Come on, I think there’s some fine cheese in the house and a loaf or two of bread. We shall eat and then we shall plan what we are to do next.’

Pembroke House was hidden from the lane behind a hedge of mature trees. Richie gasped in wonder as he saw the mellow stone building, glowing in the light from the sun, the many windows appearing as if they were lit from within.

‘You got servants, sir?’ Richie was suddenly in awe of John, realizing that he came from a very different station in life from himself.

‘Not any longer,’ he said. ‘And don’t be fooled. This all belongs to Treherne now; he’s stolen it by trickery and by foul deeds from my father who is a weak man.’

Inside the hallway John and Richie left grey footprints across the polished floor. The house was silent and the kitchens to the rear of the building were empty. The fireplace was full of dead ash; grey cinders had rolled onto the hearth. The servants had departed some weeks ago and already the place smelled of staleness and neglect.

John took the bread from the slatted box hanging from the ceiling. Alongside it was a cheese wrapped in cloth. ‘This will do us, Richie. It will me, anyway, I’m starving.’

The two ate in silence, sitting at the kitchen table that was bleached from much scrubbing.

‘Do you live here on your own, then, sir?’ Richie asked, his mouth full of food. John smiled at him.

‘Close your mouth while you eat, Richie,’ he suggested, ‘and don’t speak until you have finished chewing. No, I don’t live here alone. My father is in the house somewhere, probably in his bed.’

Richie ate in silence, head down. He was easily rebuffed and John made a mental note to treat the boy more gently in future.

‘I think there’s a few leaves of tea left in the tin. Would you like a drink, Richie?’

‘Tea, I never tasted tea, I don’t know if I like it.’

‘Well, there’s one way to find out.’ It took only minutes for John to light the fire. The dry sticks flared up, igniting the coal. ‘Fill the kettle,’ John said. ‘Not too full, mind.’

The brew was weak but hot and fragrant and Richie tasted it tentatively before deciding that he liked it. ‘Much better than the beer Dad fetches from old Mrs Foster’s place. They say she brews it in an old bathtub and still does her wash in it afterwards.’ He smiled, showing a glimmer of humour. ‘Tastes like she peed in it.’

John rose from the table. ‘I’ll take some tea to my father and see how he is at the same time.’ He felt no pity for his father, only scorn that a Pendennis had allowed a Treheme to fool him so easily. He climbed the stairs, feeling the warmth of the house where he had been born folding around him.

Hatred burned in his gut. Curse Wilbur Treheme and all his family for taking away the house John loved and should have inherited. Where he should have brought a bride and where he might have reared fine sons. All that was nothing but a dream now.

His father was lying in a darkened room, the air stale, the curtains still closed. John approached the bed and placed the tea on the table, covered now in dust.

‘Father!’ he said. ‘Why don’t you get up? Nothing can be gained by lying in bed all day.’

His father did not reply. John lit the lamp and took a deep breath as he looked down at the man in the bed. His face was pale, his mouth dragged to one side, his breathing shallow. It was clear that he was a very sick man. It seemed that Treheme had broken his will to live as well as ruined him financially.

John realized he should send for someone, perhaps the old nurse who lived in the village. ‘Witch’, some called her, but Cassie would know what to do and would be good enough to wait for payment or take it in kind.

John was on the landing when the front door opened with a crash. On the threshold stood a group of men wielding clubs. One even brandished a pitchfork.

‘What’s going on here?’ John hurried downstairs, anger churning in his gut.

‘You’ve got to get out of here, man.’ A burly man stepped forward. ‘I’m Mr Treherne’s bailiff and he says you get out now, tonight.’

‘I can’t do that. My father is sick,’ John said. ‘In any case, proper notice should be given.’

The bailiff looked at John, his lips in a wry smile. ‘I think enough notice was given when you took it into your head to attack Mr Treherne. Now, you can go peaceably or you can be thrown out.’

‘My father needs a doctor.’ John felt desperate, impotent. He knew that nothing would move the man standing before him and he was right.

‘Take him to the workhouse, then.’

Richie came in from the kitchen, his eyes wide in a white face. ‘What’s the matter, Mr Pendennis?’ he said, his voice trembling.

‘I’m being evicted, Richie.’ John looked at the bailiff. ‘At least help me to get my father some help.’

‘That’s not part of my duties. My job is to see you cleared out of this house tonight, so get on with it.’ He turned to the men with him. ‘Up the stairs and bring Mr Pendennis down. He can’t stay here, sick or not.’

‘You can’t be so inhuman!’ John protested. He longed to strike out, to hit anyone and everyone, but it was no use. The men were ascending the stairs with purposeful tread and, after a few moments, they carried John’s father down into the hall.

‘Can’t you even allow us a blanket to cover him?’ John asked, looking at his father who was grey and trembling, his bony legs protruding from the flapping nightshirt.

‘Not one of my duties.’ The bailiff was implacable. ‘Come on, out, the lot of you. I got other work to do. And no trying to get back in. There will
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