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Part 1: The Sea and Her Dead (Hannah at 14)

	


Chapter 1

	The children’s hearts were free of rancor as they followed the path up out of St. Rose Bay, having no purpose in mind but to be free and wander. It was a fair day, as a day is fair only after a storm has passed. Their father had sent them out of the house with liberty and a generous slice of rum cake. They were about their own concerns with none to tell them different.

	Hannah was scouring the horizon for a rich ship on a perilous course. The coming of her womanhood was upon her and before the year was out she meant to prove her worth by shouting the news of an impending wreck to the village before Davy Hardwick could steal the chance from her. This she had promised herself, must she waste every spare hour in watching, come fair weather or come foul. But on this bright day, with the skies so fair and the sea alight with sunshine, she would have greeted even the wretched Davy Hardwick with a wave and a smile. Simon was striking the heads off daisies with a stout stick, but he was feeling no urge to fling stones at the circling gulls or capture the flittering butterflies and pull off their wings. Destruction of flora alone was enough to sate him this bright day. Marion trailed behind, her thoughts lost in the memory of a silk sleeve and a genteel hand that she had seen through the window of a passing carriage that had got temporarily stuck in the ford near the village. Her heart was untroubled by thoughts of sibling secrets to be quietly discovered and secretly betrayed. 

	“Father’s proper merry this morning,” Marion said, startled from her silken reverie by a tern starting from its nest in fierce defense as they passed. 

	“It’s that new horse he got,” Simon said.

	“Tain’t that,” Hannah replied. “The Widdy Chegwidden is out of mourning today. He’s after marrying she.”  

	“I ain’t taking no mothering from the Widdy Chegwidden,” Simon said, sending a head of Queen Ann’s Lace spinning out over the cliff face with a splendid blow. 

	“I ain’t taking no more mothering from any woman,” Hannah said. “I’m past needing it. Marion can have the lot of it for all I care.”

	“I don’t want it neither,” Marion protested, blinking a traitorous tear out of the corner of her eye. She was quite fond of the Widow Chegwidden and reckoned she would find her mothering a welcome complement to the rough brothering and sistering that were her daily lot. But to have admitted it would have earned her a bruising tumble in the rough gorse, with a day or two of torment and ridicule to follow. 

	As they came out of the valley and onto the high clifftop, they passed the small alcove in the cliff that was Creggen Cove. Something there caught Hannah’s scanning eye. She stopped in her tracks, and Marion, her thoughts once again on tufts of lace and the sheen of a velvet glove, almost cannoned into the back of her. 

	“There’s something on Creggen Beach,” Hannah said. 

	“What if there is,” Simon said, tossing a pebble into the air and sending it rocketing seaward with a mighty blow of his stick. 

	“It might be salvage,” Hannah said. “Flotsam belongs to him who’s first to lay hand to it. That’s the law.”

	“It won’t be nothing worth carrying up the cliff,” Simon said, not minded to fill this idle day with labor. 

	“It’s not flotsam,” Marion said, squinting downward. “It’s a body.”

	Hannah and Simon both made a tube with their hands to make do for a spyglass and examined the thing on the beach. 

	“It’s a seal,” said Simon.

	“Perhaps it’s a mermaid,” said Marion, copying her siblings’ makeshift spyglasses but not finding much improvement in her vision. She glanced sideways at them to see if she was doing it right.

	“Seals don’t have boots on,” Hannah said. “Neither do mermaids.” A body was more interesting than a seal or a mermaid or any other sort of flotsam. Bodies have pockets.

	“You can’t tell boots from flippers,” Simon said, sending another stone seaward with a sharp crack. “Not from this distance.”

	“I’ve better eyes than you,” Hannah said, her old accustomed scorn rising in her for being crossed. 

	“Have not.” 

	“Come on then, I’ll show you.”

	“I’ll go if I want.”

	“Don’t then. Marion, you’re coming with me.”

	“She can stay here with me if she’d rather,” Simon said. 

	“No she can’t. I’m in charge.” 

	Hannah took Marion by the hand and dragged her towards the steep path. Marion followed willingly enough. Between her brother and her sister, Hannah had the rougher tongue, but Simon had the rougher hands.

	The path down from the cliff top to Creggen Beach was hardly used, and every storm would wear away here or tumble a rock down there. They picked their way down, their hardy feet not minding the sharpness of the stones but wary of a twisted ankle or a scraped knee. In some ways, it was easier for Marion than for Hannah. With her small, nimble body and the easy, childish way she used her hands to climb, Marion kept her balance far better. Hannah had grown too tall and too proud to easily put a hand to the ground and was too much on her dignity to scramble on her bottom. 

	There was soon a racket of disturbed stones from above, and Simon came barreling down after them, using his stick to aid his descent. “Said I’d come if I wanted,” he said when Marion glared at him for pushing by her and flattening her against the cliff face to make room. Hannah, ahead, picked up the pace, leaping from rock to rock with little thought to where her next foot might fall or how she might check her descent. She reached the beach first, with Simon close behind her. 

	“Wait for me,” Marion cried plaintively once her brother and sister had reached the bottom of the cliff and stood on the sand. 

	“Oh, hurry up,” Hannah said. 

	“You’re not supposed to leave me behind!”

	“That was Mamm’s rule,” Simon replied. “Father don’t care.”

	“He does care!” Marion protested, sliding down a patch of rock that pulled at her skirts so that her smalls were shown as she landed. Hannah and Simon guffawed at the sight. “I’m his baby girl,” Marion said, pulling her skirts down furiously. “He likes me better than either of you!”

	“He’s welcome to you, then,” said Simon. “You should have stayed at home to bring him his pipe and his beer when he calls for it. You’re useless to us.” 

	“I’m not useless!” Marion cried. “I’m just little.”

	“Well, hop down that last bit then, and don’t keep us waiting!”

	Marion hopped, stumbled, and fell. She rose, biting back tears and pretending not to look for blood on her bruised hands. 

	“Come on,” said Hannah, not waiting for her sister to inspect her bruises. 

	They emerged from the alcove onto the small beach. They saw at once the thing that Hannah had seen from the clifftop. It did indeed have boots. It also had a rich man’s breeches and topcoat, all of them black. It was lying at the edge of the tide, silver buttons glinting in the sunlight. 

	They set off at a dead run. Simon tried to keep his stick in his hand as he ran, but its weight threw off his balance and slowed him down. By the time he cast it angrily aside, Hannah had three steps on him, and he could not make them up in the distance remaining. 

	Marion, knowing her cause was helpless from the start, ran anyway, hoping that some fairy curse or incantation would turn her brother’s legs to reeds and cover her sister’s feet with boils. But the fairies disappointed her, and she gave up the hopeless pursuit, summoned her dignity, and walked the last part of the race with her chin in the air like a lady. 

	“Mine,” Hannah said, diving to slap her hand on the dark broadcloth of the sleeve. “Salvage belongs to the first to touch it. That’s the law.”

	Simon turned to the sea and swore mightily. He knew he could have beaten Hannah if he had started first and left the stick. But he was a man of the law. 

	“You thought it was a seal,” Hannah said, “Told you. Better eyes.” 

	“Someone’s bashed him on the head,” Simon said, turning his eyes back to the prize. 

	“Bashed it on a rock or a spar, more like,” Hannah said, starting to go through the corpse’s pockets. “Four guineas and a farthing,” she announced, cataloging her finds as she went. “A miniature of a tart. Four bullets. A watch. A ring!”

	“Gold?”

	Hannah bit the ring, which yielded slightly to her tooth. She stuffed it hurriedly into the pocket of her smock. 

	Simon pulled a knife out and went to cut the buttons off the coat. 

	“Mine!” Hannah insisted. “You know the law.”

	“You got a knife?” Simon asked.

	“I’ll bite them off. You leave him be, or I’ll bite you.”

	“I’ll let you use the knife for two buttons.”

	“One button.”

	“No.”

	“Get off him then. I’ve got good teeth.”

	“Don’t cut the buttons,” Marion said, trying to introduce a tone of dignity into the proceeding, “take the whole coat and the breeches. That’s fine cloth.” 

	Hannah paused and looked at her sister. Hannah knew silver, but Marion had an eye for gentry rags. This was no common sailor in his slops. This was a gent. He was oddly dressed for a gent. Everything he wore was black. His coat was black. His breeches were black. His shirt, his waistcoat, his stockings, even his cravat was black. This was why, to Simon’s inferior eyes, he had looked like a seal. But a gent’s clothes, even if all black, were certainly worth more than the buttons alone. 

	She undid the buttons with strong, lean fingers and tried to peel the coat over the shoulder. The arm in the sleeve made it impossible to pull the coat free. He was a muscular, well-built man, and his clothes fit tight. “How am I supposed to get them off him, then?” she asked Marion. 

	“Roll him over,” Marion replied. “The three of us together could manage it.”

	“You’ll have to touch him then, you baby.”

	“I’m not a baby. I don’t mind touching him if you don’t. Long as I don’t have to touch the skin. Same shares on the clothes, though, if we all help.”

	“Including the buttons,” Simon said. 

	“The law says his comrades must help a man secure his prize,” Hannah said. 

	“And he must do the same for them,” Simon said.

	“Go find your own prize then,” Hannah said. “Anything you can find, if you touch it first, I’ll help you carry it.” She took hold of the ornamental cuff of the gentleman’s jacket and attempted unsuccessfully to drag it from his arm by setting her heels firmly in the damp sand. 

	“There ain’t nothing else,” Simon said, scanning the beach to prove his point. There was usually flotsam enough for all from a wreck, but today the beach was empty except for the gent. 

	“Fair shares makes good companions,” Marion said.

	“That ain’t the law,” Hannah said, giving up on the sleeve and taking a step back to survey the problem. “That be just a saying. Sayings ain’t the law.”

	“Sayings is clever,” Marion said. 

	“That ain’t even a saying,” Hannah said. She took hold of the sleeve again, stepped over the corpse, and attempted to roll it over by pulling the arm across the body. 

	“Widdy Chegwidden says…” Marion began, but she did not have a chance to finish. 

	“Hurrrruh!” came a great shuddering cry from the body. Hannah dropped the arm, and the three children took a step back. 

	“He’s not dead!” Marion squeaked as the body on the sand emitted another groan, and the head moved from one side to the other. 

	“You’d notice a pig in the parlor,” Simon said. “You’re that clever!”

	Hannah ran up the beach to the place where large stones lay, fallen from the cliff above. She picked up the largest she could carry. Hugging it to her bosom with both hands, she staggered back down the beach.

	The body moved one of its arms and emitted a loud cry as if of fear or pain. A hand began groping its way toward the head. The eyes opened, pale blue and staring. Simon and Marion took another step back. But Hannah completed her journey and stood, her feet athwart the head, one bare foot beside each ear. 

	“It’s terrible luck to deprive the sea of what’s hers,” she said. “She’ll be revenged on thee thrice fold. ‘Do not rob the sea of her own, lest ye die.’ That’s the Bible.” She heaved the stone upward, her arms trembling at the limit of their strength, then let the stone fall. She leapt back as she dropped it. The stone fell with a terrible crack and rolled off the side of the head, landing in the spot where her toes had been a moment before. 

	There was no further movement from the body. Slowly, they advanced on it again. Simon surveyed the corpse up and down. 

	“Is he dead now?” Marion asked, her voice sounding very small.

	“The sea is jealous,” Hannah said. “What she takes, she keeps, or she will have her recompense. Ye rob her, she’ll rob thee thrice.”

	Simon stood at the edge of the sea, looking at the corpse’s boots. He went and stood over a leg, facing the sea, and took the black boot in both hands by the heel. Slowly, he eased the leather over the heel until suddenly the boot came free. Still holding the leg out of the water, he turned the boot over to empty it. But no water came out of the boot. Simon undid the garter and slid the black stocking off the foot. He dropped the leg and the boot at the edge of the tide and brought the stocking to Hannah. Marion reached out a hand to feel the fabric. But it was not the quality of the fabric that was on Simon’s mind. 

	Hannah took the stocking from him. It was dry and slightly warm.  

	“Dry as a bone,” Simon said. “He never come from the sea. He weren’t wet at all, ’cept where the tide reached him. The sea weren’t jealous for him.”

	“But someone will be,” Marion said quietly. 

	Hannah shrugged and said, “It’s done now. And I’m having them buttons.”

	


Chapter 2

	The Widow Chegwidden was a tall, robust woman of some six and thirty years. She had given Chegwidden three children. The last they had named Blue, that being his color at birth, and under that name, carved in shallow letters upon a small offcut of grey moorstone, he rested in the churchyard of St. Martin and St. Simeon. The second, Bridget, had died of the cholera at five and was buried beside her brother. The eldest, Nathaniel, had fallen overboard from the fishing boat to which he had been apprenticed and, like any good sailor, knowing the sea always claims her own, had folded his arms, filled his boots, and resigned himself to the deep. The Widow Chegwidden had kept her figure and her resolve through all these troubles and had taken Hannah, Simon, and Marion under her purview before the bans for her marriage to their father had even been read. There was little justice in a world, she had been heard to say to her neighbors, that allowed that a robust woman such as herself should bear such delicate children as she had, while such a delicate woman as the late Mrs. Pendarves should have borne such robust ruffians. But they would be taken in hand. Yes, they would be taken in hand. And no good would come of waiting for the wedding before beginning that business.

	The Widow Chegwidden, Harriet being her forename, believed that the best cure for Simon’s truculence was regular beatings to be administered by his father. Hannah and Marion, she reckoned, required more subtle, if not less forceful, handling. It was thus that Simon was excluded from the party that trudged up the rough, steep path toward the dry cave on a bright, snapping day of autumn. 

	“It’s not clever to visit the dry cave in daylight,” Hannah protested as they climbed. “People might see.”

	“You think there’s a soul in St. Rose that don’t know where your father’s dry cave is?” Harriet Chegwidden asked brusquely. “There’s not one soul in the village hasn’t helped put things in or take things out, and half of them have their own things kept safe there too.”

	“But there’s soldiers walk about sometimes,” Hannah protested. “There’s riding officers. There’s travelers. There’s pack drivers. There’s foreigners looking for lost sheep.”

	“Foreigners?” Harriet Chegwidden exclaimed. “Looking for sheep? Do you think Frenchy sheep swim here from Normandy, and Frenchy shepherds after them?”

	“There were shepherds from Pengully nosing about last month. Four of them, all over these cliffs, and they never did find a sheep. I don’t believe they’d ever lost one. They were looking for where we keep our salvage.”

	“Men of Pengully ain’t foreigners,” Harriet Chegwidden said scornfully. “They’re Cornishmen just like you or me.”

	“If they ain’t St. Rose, they’s foreigners,” Hannah said. “And them as don’t think so is in sympathy with foreigners and ain’t to be trusted.”

	“You’ll trust me, girl, or you’ll get a smack.”

	“Them as smacks me better sleep with one eye open,” Hannah replied, but half under her breath, for she was small for her fourteen years, and the Widow Chegwidden outweighed her by two stone. 

	“Oh, please don’t quarrel,” Marion said. “It’s too nice a day for quarreling.”

	“I’ll quarrel when it rains then,” Hannah said. 

	“You always do.”

	“You can be quiet the both of you,” the Widow Chegwidden said. “If we ain’t seen, we’ll be heard with all this racket you’re making.”

	“We always go by night when we go to the dry cave,” Hannah said. “That be how the men do it. They know.”

	“Aye, they go by night with their torches and their lanterns, and you can see them for miles,” Harriet Chegwidden replied. “Ships bound for America pass by and say, there’s Hap Pendarves and his crew putting their loot up in their dry cave. Next time we touch Falmouth, we must recall to tell the riding officers where to find it.”

	“We go by the full moon and use proper dark lanterns,” Hannah said. “Why, an owl wouldn’t see us pass by when we go proper. Riding officers have looked for it for years and never found it. But you’ll give it away if you’re not careful.”

	The argument ended because the path ended, and Hannah darted around the cloven rocks that shielded the entrance of the dry cave so that it was she, and not the Widow Chegwidden, who picked up the flint and steel that sat ready and struck the spark that kindled a flame in an oiled wick. She used the wick to light lanterns for each of them from the row that stood ready on a ledge. Carrying her lantern, she squeezed by the massive wooden bosom of a ship’s figurehead that half blocked the entrance. Below the red blouse that preserved the last decency of that bosom was a scroll on which the name Eliza Brown had once been carved. But the letters had been chiseled away, leaving a gash of bright wood untouched by time or the sea, waiting for the lady’s rechristening once a buyer was found. The shavings from this work still lay upon the floor of the cave, and the hammer and chisel with which the work had been completed were lodged in the lady’s deep cleavage. 

	“Father will give young Davy Hardwick a right smack when he hears about this mess,” Hannah said. 

	“Oh, don’t tattle,” Marion protested, stooping to gather the shavings and carry them out to scatter to the wind. 

	“Good tools left to rust,” Hannah complained when her sister returned from her errand. 

	“I’ll take them home when we go, and put some grease on the chisel,” Marion said. 

	“Davy Hardwick won’t look twice at you,” Hannah said.

	“He won’t look twice at you neither, and you’re an age where he should look. But he don’t, and getting him a smack from Father won’t make him look, neither.”

	“If Davy Hardwick starts looking at me, I’ll poke his eyes.”

	“I’ll give you both a smack in a minute if you don’t mind your tongues,” Harriet Chegwidden said. “We’ll get what we came for, and we’ll go. And I’ll not have the likes of Davy Hardwick looking at either of you. You mind I won’t. I’ll have gentlemen’s sons for both of you. That’s what I mean to do.” At this, she looked dubiously at Hannah as if wondering if she was being given too little to work with in her case.

	“There ain’t no gentlemen in St. Rose, and I ain’t having no foreigner,” Hannah said. 

	“You’ll have what’s found for you, missy, and no complaint. Your father wears gold cufflinks and dines with the Vice-Admiral of Cornwall. If that ain’t a gent, I don’t know what is.”

	“That’s on account of trade, not society,” Hannah retorted. “We ain’t gentry. Gentry don’t want no traffic with us. We don’t want no traffic with them. We are fisherfolk. The gentry ain’t no more to us than a rat or a beetle. They’d knock our heads in with a rock and never think twice on it. And we the same to them.”

	“Nonsense, child,” Harriet Chegwidden said, wending her way past two spinets, a pianoforte, and a large ornate harp, which were standing in front of twelve cases of brandy and six of rum. On the other side of the narrow passage down the middle of the cave was a great pile of spars and cordage, ship’s lanterns, seaman’s trousers, never worn, a sea table with four brass-banded telescopes and two sextants, and a half barrel of assorted belaying pins. “Gentry are made by what they have. It may be blood that makes a nobleman, but it’s money and nothing but money that makes a gentleman.”

	“And breeding,” Marion said quietly, running her fingers over the strings of the harp, which produced a ghostly and slightly flat arpeggio in response to her wistful stroking.

	“Breeding, fiddlesticks.” Harriet Chegwidden declared. “It ain’t breedin’, it’s manners, and manners is just words and how you say ’em. Two years in Mrs. Pendragon’s school and you’ll have manners same as any of ’em.”

	“I’m not setting one foot in Mrs. Pendragon’s school,” Hannah declared. “And neither is Marion. She don’t need learning no foreign ways.”

	“Oh, but…” Marion began, but then trailed off languorously and stroked the harp again. “Do you suppose…” she began, plucking again at the string that seemed flat to her and looking upward at the tuning keys for which no tuning handle had been rescued from the deep.

	“Now,” said Harriet Chegwidden, “Where is all that cloth that came off the Henry and Agatha?”

	“I’m not telling you,” Hannah said. But her intransigence was in vain because Marion had immediately set off between the piles of armchairs and bails of sailcloth and general chandler’s stores towards the very place the Widow Chegwidden sought. 

	“You can’t have it. It ain’t yours!” Hannah protested.

	“Chegwidden salvaged half that cloth,” Harriet Chegwidden replied brusquely. “What was his is now mine, and when I marry your father, what’s his’ll be mine too.”

	“What was yours will be his, you mean,” Hannah protested, following as the Widow Chegwidden went where Marion had led. But this distinction seemed of no moment to the widow Chegwidden, and she made no comment on it. 

	“Which is the silk, then?” she asked Marion, who was standing next to a captain’s chart table on which were piled some forty bales of cloth, all securely wrapped up in oilcloth packages, their neatly-sown seams carefully covered in wax to keep out the damp. Each package had a label attached to it by a string, and on each label was written, in a fine copperplate hand, the name of the Paris dealer from which it had come and the length, width, weight, color, and fabric that it contained. Marion, her lantern held up to give her light, was scrutinizing each of these labels in turn, her eyes shining with love in the flickering light of her lantern. 

	“She can’t read,” Hannah said scornfully. “She’s just pretending.”

	“But look at the letters,” Marion said wistfully. “They’re so refined and elegant. Oh, can we open one and look. Can we please?”

	“What do you think we came to do?” Harriet Chegwidden asked, brushing Marion’s hand away and taking one of the labels in her own. Harriet Chegwidden had had three years of dame school education—she had been Harriet Gloyn then—and would have continued, or so she stoutly maintained, had the schoolteacher not died of the scarlet fever. After she married, she had made Chegwidden buy her a bible and had sat puzzling over it many long evenings by the fire, though the print was really too fine for her squint. No matter. Harriet Chegwidden reckoned herself a woman as could read, and there weren’t many in St. Rose could say as much. Still, the labels on the bales were a puzzle to her, and she placed her lantern near and made Marion do the same as she tried to make out the letters. 

	“It’s French cloth, ain’t it,” Hannah said scornfully. “Stands to reason it will be French labels. You don’t read no French!”

	“You don’t read no French nor English neither, do you, you ragamuffin!”

	“Reading is for gentry and foreigners,” Hannah said stoutly. “I know what’s needful for my own people.”

	“Your people need someone as can read what’s on the labels of the things they salvage!” the Widow Chegwidden said triumphantly, aware she had scored a very creditable point and expecting that Hannah would wilt and show shame at her ignorance. 

	But all Hannah said was, “All right, what does it say then?”

	Harriet Chegwidden, reckoning, after some study, that a complex of elegant curls in the center of the label amounted to the letter R, and, able to make a fair supposition at the rest, said, “It says ‘Rose,’ missy, as is plain to those with an education.” 

	“Oh,” cried Marion, her feet dancing a little as she drew in her breath, “is it all covered with roses? Is it? Oh, do open it so we can see.”

	“You can’t open it,” Hannah said. “The vice-admiral’s men will pay good money for it. But it has to have provenance!”

	“What’s provenance?” Marion asked, looking around as if she expected to see some stacked in a corner of the cave.

	“As if she would know what provenance is!” sniffed the widow Chegwidden. “That girl don’t have an education!”

	“The label is provenance!” Hannah said, her nose in the air. “It means it proves what it is. I don’t need to read to know that. The vice-admiral’s man told me hisself. But it ain’t provenance unless it’s attached with the merchant’s seal and the packet is sealed up and ain’t been tampered with.” Here she pointed to the embossed seals on each end of the string that attached the label to the bale of cloth.

	“Aye, and what will the vice admiral’s men give you for it?”

	“Six shilling on the guinea!” 

	“Six shilling on the guinea!” the widow Chegwidden exclaimed. “Six shilling on the guinea! Why, and then to buy the same in Falmouth, we’d be paying four guinea. Why, we could make… We could make…” —her mathematics failed her here, but she boomed with all the more confidence— “We could make a dozen dresses for the price of one if we just used what’s ours already!”

	“Six shilling on the guinea is clean money,” Hannah said. “Customs can’t tell nothing about where it come from. Clean money is safe money. No one never went into Bodmin gaol for holding clean money.”

	“No one never went into Bodmin gaol for wearing pretty dresses, neither,” Harriet replied.

	“They did if they was stole.”

	“They ain’t stole if you made them yourself.”

	“They are if you made them with stole cloth, according to the Customs, them being foreigners and not knowing what’s ours by right.”

	“Making a dress with stole cloth gets you a clean dress, just like selling the cloth gets you clean money. And you know why, missy? Because once cloth is made into dresses, it ain’t got no provenance!” Harriet Chegwidden sought to punctuate this triumph of education by tearing the label off the bale marked “Rose.” But the string was too strong and the paper too stiff, and she only managed to crease her palm with the sharp-edged sealing wax. Furious, she took a knife from her pocket, snicked through the string, and threw the label on the floor. “There’s your provenance gone, missy,” she said. “Now help me pull it out and lay it on that table over there. Marion, get all that rubbish out of the way!”

	Hannah stooped and picked up the label. It seemed a dull and crumpled thing now, with all its provenance spilled upon the stony floor of the cave. Six shillings on the guinea gone in one spiteful act of an ignorant foreigner-loving woman. A cold fury burned in Hannah as she stuffed the label into her apron pocket. If ever she could convene a judge and jury to try the Widow Chegwidden, she’d have her evidence to show! She folded her arms, silently declining to participate in the vandalism. To her slight chagrin, the Widow Chegwidden was able to pull out the bale from the rest of the pile without her help. She took it and laid it on the table which she had ordered Marion to clear. 

	It took some time for Harriet Chegwidden to scrape off the wax that covered the stitches and then cut through the thread and at last remove the oilcloth and reveal the fabric inside. 

	“Ha!” Hannah exclaimed when she saw it. “It ain’t roses at all. It’s just pink!” 

	“Well, Roses is pink, ain’t they?” the Widow Chegwidden replied, unrolling several feet of bright pink silk from the bale. 

	Marion grew very still at the sight of the unrolled silk. She wiped her hands vigorously on her apron and then reached out a tentative hand to caress the cloth. 

	“We’ll fetch us up some proper dresses for the wedding out of this,” Harriet Chegwidden said triumphantly. 

	“Oh, but we can’t sew this,” Marion exclaimed. “We haven’t got the needles or the thread for it.”

	“What’s wrong with our needles and thread?” the Widow Chegwidden demanded. 

	“They ain’t meant for foreign stuff,” Hannah said, seizing the opening, though she had neither information nor opinions on the subject of needles and thread. 

	“They’re too big and too clumsy,” Marion said.

	“And how would you know that, missy?” the Widow Chegwidden demanded. 

	“Because I’ve seen the stitches,” Marion said. “It was in the spring when we had that rain, and it washed out the bridge on the high road. A coach came through the village with a lady in it. Lady Amelia Camborne.”

	“How would you know her name?”

	“I spoke to her, didn’t I?”

	“Why would a lady speak to you?” Hannah asked, interrupting Harriet Chegwidden’s inquisition with her own. 

	“She was nice.”

	“Oh, so I suppose you were standing by the side of the road picking your nose and Lady Amelia Camborne drives by and sees you and tells her coachman to stop so she can sit and take tea with you?”

	“No. I told you. The bridge was washed out on the high road, so the coach took the St. Rose road and tried to cross at the ford. But the water was high, and one of the coach wheels sank in and got stuck. The stupid boys came and threw stones at the coach, and the footmen chased them off and beat the ones they caught. The coachmen tried to free the wheel, but they couldn’t until the footmen came back from beating the boys. Then the coach window came down, and there she was. She was young and very pretty, and she thought it was great fun that the coachmen were getting all wet and the footmen were beating the boys, and the boys were throwing stones at the footmen. And I don’t pick my nose. I have a handkerchief.”

	“What were you doing skylarking while all this was going on?” Hannah demanded.

	“I wasn’t skylarking. I was sent to Mrs. Trescothick for a basket of apples. When I went to cross the ford, the lady called to me and asked me where she was. She told me I was pretty, and she asked my name and how old I was, and I told her I was ten, and she laughed and said she was just turned sixteen, which wasn’t so much of a difference that we couldn’t be friends. And her dress was silk, just like this, only blue, and she had lace at the cuffs. And I saw the stitches! They were so tiny, and the thread was so fine. So I do know, so there!”

	“Well,” said the Widow Chegwidden, deciding to take Marion’s side and thus show up Hannah, “we’re going to do this proper. You and me will go into Falmouth together, Marion, and we will buy the needles and the thread we need, and you shall help with the work. And you, missy,” she said, turning to Hannah, “can muck the stables until you learn some manners.”

	“You ain’t my mamm yet,” Hannah said, “and even when you is, you won’t have no say in what I does or doesn’t do. I work with Father in the wrecking business, and that ain’t got nothing to do with you.” She turned and began to stalk out of the cave, but then paused a moment and turned back. “And I ain’t wearing no foreign pink dress, and there ain’t nothing you can do will make me.”

	


Chapter 3

	“The wind’s changing,” Hannah said at table, a spoonful of mutton stew paused halfway to her mouth. 

	Happenstance Pendarves, so named for the circumstances of his conception, put down his ale and listened, waving a hand to stop Marion’s chatter. 

	“More’n half dark,” Hannah said. A sudden change of wind into a favorable quarter, especially when the light was failing, was well suited to bring an unwary mariner to grief on Basilisk Point. Hannah dropped her spoon to her plate and rose to find her oil cloth coat and lantern. 

	“Finish yer supper,” Hap Pendarves said. “Be any caught by it, it’ll be an hour or two for the sea to bring them to us.”

	“I’ll just go see if there is a ship,” Hannah said. “No need to call out the village if there ain’t no ship.”

	“Sit down!” her father growled. “If there be a ship, you’ll want a full belly if you want to play a part.”

	“But someone else may see it first!” Hannah protested. 

	“Then they’ll send to let us know in good time.”

	“But…” Hannah said as she slumped back into her chair. “But…” was as far as her protest would go. Hap Pendarves had a heavy hand when crossed. But, the thought ran on in her head, she wanted to be the one to run through the village and bang on doors and shout the news of a ship in trouble. She wanted it to be her shining face, gleefully winded from her run, that brought a light to the faces of men and wives and children. So many times, it had been the shining, wind-tousled, rain-spotted face of Davy Hardwick that had come banging on their door, shouting the news. So many times, it had been Davy Hardwick’s hand into which Hap Pendarves had pressed a shilling. So many times, it had been Davy Hardwick sticking out his tongue at her as he stuffed that shilling into his breeches. 

	She shoveled her stew into her mouth, chewing furiously, spilling ale down her chin as she tried to wash it down. Simon flicked a broad bean at her with a deft movement of his spoon. It caught her in the eye, startling her. She flung the silver salt cellar at him—the first object to come to her hand. Simon, expecting her retaliation, ducked it, though a great pile of salt landed in his stew while the salt cellar cannoned into the silver candlesticks on the mahogany sideboard that occupied half their front room. The lid of the salt cellar parted company from its fragile hinge, and the tiny silver salt spoon skittered away to disappear between the sideboard and the oak writing desk with silver inlay that stood beside it. It had been a bumper year for furniture, even if the pieces in the house were all badly sea-stained. 

	Hap Pendarves half rose from his chair, gave each of his two older offspring a belt with the back of his hand, and sat down again. “Five shillin’ to see that mended,” he said, matter-of-factly, nodding at Hannah. 

	Simon, considering himself the aggrieved party, since his missile had not had the heft or the edge to draw blood, rubbed his sore ear and glared at his sister. Hannah rubbed her stinging cheek and glowered at her plate. The salt cellar had been the nearest missile to hand, but she had instantly regretted the choice and the money she would lose as a consequence. 

	“Simon should give me five shillin’ for the bean he threw in my eye,” she protested. 

	“I could buy pounds of beans for five shillin’,” Simon said. “For five shillin’, I can throw beans in your eye all day.”

	“As if you would know how much a pound of beans costs,” Hannah retorted.

	Hap Pendarves half rose from his seat, and Hannah and Simon each grew silent and lowered their eyes to their plates. Hap resumed his seat and bent again to his dinner. Hannah, remembering the shift in the wind and the promise of plunder that could more than make up for the five shillings she now owed her father, started shoveling the contents of her plate into her mouth again. Simon spooned the salt off his plate onto the table cloth, along with several gobbets of gravy, and then went to the pot and piled his plate high again. Hannah finished what was on her plate and rose, still chewing.

	“Do be careful,” Marion said, echoing her dead mother’s tone and words, not because she felt particular concern for Hannah’s safety but because it was comforting to hear such words spoken in the house, even if she must speak them herself. Would the Widow Chegwidden express these same sentiments once she took the empty place at the foot of the table? Marion supposed not, and so she would continue to say the words herself, should no one hear or heed them. 

	Hannah plunged out into the evening, her oil cloth coat about her shoulders and a lantern in her hand. She was disappointed to find the sky still flushed with the retreating sun while a near-full moon was hanging on the horizon, ready to give light to the evening. Moonlight favored the mariner. Darkness favored the wrecker. The wind, too, seemed to favor the shipping. Though blustery as it generally was about St. Rose, it was no gale. The direction was right enough for bringing ships to the rocks of Basilisk Point, but given sea room and seamanship it was little peril to a well-made ship. She threw back her hood, for there was no rain falling. She almost turned back to the house, but the thought of Simon’s jeers and her father’s condescension were too much to bear. She would prove herself diligent if she could not prove herself lucky. She began to climb up to the beacon place, where false lights were set if the shipping and the weather were propitious, and from where the drama of the shipping could be clearly seen for miles.

	The beacon place had a scent of burned wood about it that neither wind nor rain could ever carry away. The ground was black with charred wood and cinders. There was a great iron basket in which the fire was set, so black with creosote that there was scarce a place for rust to take in it. Beside it stood a great pile of wood, most of it old ship’s timbers. It was covered by a tarpaulin that flapped constantly in the breeze. The value of the wood for kitchen fires meant that the beacon fire was not lightly set. It waited for news from Falmouth of a ship worth catching and a night dark enough for a false light to fool an unwary captain. But a ship caught on a lee shore by an unexpected turn of the wind was a fish that took no catching. It would fall into the net of its own accord. One had only to watch and be ready to harvest the wreck. 

	She took the last few steps up to the top of the cliff and looked across the darkening, moon-shimmered sea. And there was a ship. It was a barquentine, men in her rigging, taking in her square sail to make her more maneuverable. She was well out, trying to hold a course that would keep her clear of Basilisk Point, an easy passage in any wind but this. 

	Hannah heard footsteps behind her. She turned, expecting to see her father coming, but it was Davy Hardwick. 

	“I saw it first,” Hannah said, before Davy was close enough to see anything at all. 

	“I owe you a smack,” Davy said amiably as he came up and stood beside her. 

	“Them as smacks me better sleep with one eye open,” Hannah replied. 

	“She’ll make the point,” Davy said, taking one look at the barquentine. 

	“You can just go home then, can’t you,” Hannah said. 

	“I still owe you a smack,” he said, though he showed no imminent sign of paying this debt.

	“You should have put your tools away and swept up.”

	“You should have kept your trap shut and minded your own business.”

	“It is my business!” she said, rounding on him in fury, not because of the promised smack but because she suspected he was right that the barquentine would make the point despite the favorable wind. She should have been the one to have realized it and told the bad news to him. 

	Davy Hardwick was a passingly handsome lad of sixteen years. He was dressed more like a gamekeeper than a fisherman’s son, with a tweed jacket and soft hat crushed over unruly curls. He had a round, merry face, with a pug nose and a broad mouth full of mostly straight teeth. It was generally reckoned that Davy Hardwick was to marry Hannah when the time came, for Hap Pendarves was seen to be bringing the lad along and seemed to like him rather better than he liked his own son. Simon tried to fight Davy almost every week, and Davy, being considerably larger, would laugh and box his ears and send him home, much to the fury of Simon, who would have preferred to lose a proper fight and be carried home, bruised, bleeding, and defiant. But if Davy Hardwick had any intention of marrying Hannah, he never showed a sign of it, and if she showed him an ankle, he took no notice of it. 

	“You’ll never guess what I found down Creggen Cove,” Davy said, his eyes still following the barquentine, his lips pursing slightly at the ship’s somewhat clumsy handling. 

	“A mermaid? A frying pan? Your plums?” Hannah asked. 

	“I shan’t tell you if you’re going to be niffy about it.”

	“Don’t then.”

	“I shan’t. I could sail a washtub better than that!” This last was in reference to the wallowing barquentine. 

	“What did you find, then?” Hannah asked. 

	“Didn’t think you wanted to know.”

	“I don’t particularly. I’m just making conversation. I’ve got manners, unlike some people.”

	“It would be too upsetting for you anyway,” he said, not looking at her but keeping his eyes fixed on the barquentine. “Ah,” he continued. “They’ve got her in hand now. Still plenty of sea room to make the point.” Then, still pointedly keeping his back to her, he said, “What do you suppose she’s carrying?”

	“Ten thousand used chamber pots,” Hannah said. “What did you find in Creggen Cove?”

	He turned and grinned at her. “Them as wants to know!” he said. 

	“I can just walk over there and see for myself.”

	“Nah. They’ve taken him away now.”

	“Taken who away?” 

	“The gent.”

	“What sort of gent?”

	“The dead sort.”

	“Drowned?” 

	“Nah. Bashed on the head.”

	“What’s that to me?”

	“Nothing. Just a bit of news.” 

	“Who took him away, then?”

	“Constable, of course.”

	“How’d the constable know there was a dead gent on Creggen Beach? Constables ain’t got no business on Creggen Beach.”

	“I told ’em, didn’t I.”

	“Whatcha do that for?”

	“Ain’t good for business to have dead gents lyin’ around on Creggen Beach. He’d soon smell, what’s more.”

	“Not good for business to have constables pokin’ around neither.”

	“You want the job of shifting him, then? And I’ve nothing to hide, have I? Constable called me a good lad and shook my hand.”

	“Probably fell off a ship.”

	“The constable?” Davy asked.

	“The gent, you gommuck. Bashed his head on the rocks, I reckon.”

	“Nah,” Davy said, turning to watch the progress of the barquentine again. “When gents fall off ships, it gets reported. Constables know all about it when a gent falls off a ship. This one never was on no ship, the constable says.”

	“How’d he know then?”

	“Been looking for him, ain’t they. Constable said there might be a reward in it for me for finding him.”

	“Who was it, then?”

	“What do you care who he was? You never did care for gentry.”

	“I don’t care. Who was he, though?”

	“Ach, no one you’d know.”

	“I know plenty.”

	“Then I suppose you already know which gents have gone missing lately.”

	“Tell me!” Hannah said, stamping her foot. 

	“He won’t be enjoying that weather,” Davy said, pointing. Indeed, a band of cloud was rushing in from the west, sending dark tendrils across the face of the moon. 

	The remnants of the day had faded from the sky, and as clouds covered the moon, it was suddenly dark. The sky above them was speckled with the brighter stars, but it was the dark speeding in from the west that drew their eyes. 

	“He’ll make it still if he’s clever,” Davy said. His form was almost lost to her in darkness now. There was no longer enough light to see how the barquentine was trimming its sails. The ship’s lights seemed to bob about uncertainly, but there was no real way to judge her course or her fortune. 

	“That squall’s moving fast,” Davy said, opening his dark lantern shade to let out a shaft of light to landward. “We should get to shelter before it gets here.”

	“I’m going to stay and watch the ship,” Hannah said. 

	“Don’t be daft. You won’t be able to see if she makes the point until we get the moon back.”

	“Well, I’ll be here to see when we do get it back.”

	“Soaked through for no reason,” Davy said. “See sense, girl. We’ll get wet enough if she does wreck. No sense starting the night cold and damp if there’s no need.”

	“I don’t mind.”

	“Noggie slummock.”

	Hannah aimed a kick at Davy’s shins but missed him in the darkness. “If I go home now, Father might not let me out again,” she said.

	“We’ll go to the Notch then,” he said, raising his voice against a wind that was already starting to quicken, “Keep dry there until we get the moon back.”

	The Notch was a shallow, dry cave just below the cliff face. It was a favorite place of courting couples. 

	“Come on,” he said, opening his lantern fully and beginning to walk off down the path. 

	Actual words of assent would not come to her tongue, but she opened her own lantern to give light to her feet and followed him. Alone in the Notch with Davy Hardwick. Did he plan to try any dolly-moppin with her, she wondered. She had, in her time, spied some strange doings in the Notch when she had followed giggling couples on silent, childish feet. If Davy Hardwick was planning to try those things with her, he would get a smack. 

	The path down to the Notch would have daunted any soul not born to those cliffs, but to their native feet, even in wind and rain and darkness, it was a simple clamber along a ledge beyond which the ground dropped away dizzyingly to sea-beaten rocks below. Inside, a slight upturn of the floor meant any rain that fell ran outward to cascade into the sea below. The Notch was but two yards deep before it tapered away to nothing, and the floor and walls were all at angles so that to repose within was to recline like a stargazer on a steep roof, a pose not unsuited to courtship. 

	They placed their lanterns on the one patch of floor that was close to flat and reposed side by side on the angled limestone, watching the flickering patterns that the lamps made on the sloped ceiling above. For a moment, they did not speak, and Hannah looked beside her to see if Davy was near enough to hold her hand, or if he meant to do so. 

	“Mr. Earnest Keverne,” Davy said after they had lain side by side, untouching, for several minutes. 

	“Who?”

	“The dead gent on Creggen Beach.”

	“Who’s that, then?”

	“I don’t know, do I? But the constable says he was higher quarter folk. There’s a great taer on anyway, looking for who done him.”

	“The sea done him, I reckon,” Hannah said. “If he were found on Creggen beach, he must have canted off a ship and drowned.”

	“I told you he weren’t never on no ship,” Davy said, making shadows on the ceiling with his hands as if he expected her to admire him for it. “High quarter folk don’t get on ships with no one knowing about it. And he weren’t drowned neither. I’ve seen drowned, and I’ve seen bashed on the head, and he was bashed on the head. Constable thought he’d been bashed twice, once before and once after, like the first bash didn’t kill him, so they bashed him again later on.”

	“Well, it's nothing to do with me,” Hannah said. “What is it to us if gentry gets bashed on the head?”

	“It’s something to us if they get bashed on Creggen Beach,” Davy replied. “High-quarter folk don’t go strolling on Creggen Beach to take the air. He must have been there to meet someone. And that someone bashed his head and emptied his pockets. And cut off all his silver buttons. Took one of his boots and stockings off, too, but left them there. Reckon they was disturbed by summut. There’s been something doing, alright.”

	“How’d you know he had silver buttons?”

	“Constable searched me for ’em, didn’t he. Made me strip to me skivvies and went through every pocket and seam. As though I’d be noggie enough to go fetch them with the loot still in me pockets! Gave me a shilling for me trouble, though, when he was done. Promised me a guinea if I found out who bashed the gent. I said I’d take ten guineas if I did find it out. He said Mr. Francis Keverne might give it me, too, if I made sure the charge stuck in the assizes.”

	“You wouldn’t, would you? Not if it were a St. Roser did it?”

	“Course not. Why, who’d you think done it?”

	“I think he fell off a ship, and the sea bashed his head on the rocks.”

	“I told you he weren’t drowned.”

	“The sea be jealous, though. She don’t like it when you steal someone from her that she were loustering to drown.”

	There was a great swooshing sound as the squall reached the cliff face and then rain began to rattle down outside the Notch, trapping them for the duration out of sight or call of any human aid. I am at the mercy of his lust, Hannah told herself. 

	Davy moved to the mouth of the Notch and looked out into the roaring hammering blackness and the water sluicing down the cliff face. 

	“We might have her yet if she’s not sprightly,” he said. He returned and lay down beside her again. 

	“I reckon the sea’s loustering to drown them same as him,” Hannah said. 

	“Sea didn’t bash him over the head, though,” Davy said. “There were a big rock beside him, all cabby with his
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