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Daughters of Rebecca
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To Tudor, my husband,
for all his love and patience


CHAPTER ONE

THE SUN WAS shining on the narrow, cobbled road outside number 13 Fennel Court, highlighting the motes of dust that grimed the windows so that the light failed to penetrate into the small kitchen at the rear of the house.

In the heart of Swansea Town the chapel bells were ringing for evening prayers but only the rich could spare time for the Almighty. The grand copper barons would take their seats in St Mary’s and offer thanks to God for all their riches. And all that the Sabbath gave Shanni Price was a few hours to spend with her mother.

Shanni brushed the damp red curls from her brow and stirred the thin stew with more enthusiasm than expertise. She heard a stifled moan and looked up from the cooking pot. ‘Soon be ready, Mam.’ Shanni bit her lip, staring anxiously at her mother who was lying on the narrow bed in the corner of the room. ‘I’ve done some nice cawl, Mam. This will make you feel better.’ She attempted to smile, though fear clenched her heart. Her mother was sick, had been for months, and the talk around the courts was that widowed Mrs Price was ‘in the way’. Shanni had tried to ask her mother if she was expecting a child but even as the words formed in her mouth her courage failed her.

‘Bryn the butcher has given us some ham bones,’ Shanni said. ‘He’s even left a bit of meat on them. Kind man, Bryn.’ If she talked, perhaps everything would be normal: her mother would sit up and smile and she would be well again.

Shanni tasted the stew and grimaced. She was no cook – in fact, she was not adept at anything, which was why she worked in the heat of the copper sheds fetching beer for the furnace men. Once the copper, red and liquid like hot blood, had caught her arm and she still had the scar. It was a hard job and it might be lowly but at least it brought some money into the house.

Shanni threw more salt into the pot. The handful of carrots, cabbage leaves and a few old potatoes did not make for a tasty meal but with the last of yesterday’s bread it would do; at least they would eat today.

Her face was hot from the fire and Shanni paused to wipe the beads of perspiration from her face with her arm. She looked up as her mother moaned again, a low moan that seemed to start deep in her throat.

‘What is it, Mam? Are you worse?’

‘I think it’s started. My pains are getting regular, see.’ Dora Price was sweating and her knees were drawn up to her stomach. Shanni stood silent, unable to ignore the truth of their situation any longer. Her mam was about to bring a bastard child into the world and all Shanni could think of was the shame of it, of another mouth to feed and not enough money to go around.

‘Oh, Mam, how could you?’ She started to move towards the bed but she stopped suddenly, her head lifted in an attitude of listening. ‘Duw, Mam, what’s that?’

The crash of tin kettles, the beat of wood against wood, the howling of human voices shattered the stillness of the evening. Shanni put down her spoon and wiped her hands on her apron. Her heart was thudding and she could hardly breathe.

The sounds grew louder and Shanni began to tremble. She stared around her in panic. She knew what the noise meant and she was terrified. She dragged the heavy pot to the side of the grate, careless of the soup splashing into the fire. ‘Mam, what are we going to do?’

Dora Price pressed her hand across her swollen stomach and lifted her head wearily. ‘Sounds like the Ceffyl Pren. They’re bringing the wooden horse to punish me. Run, Shanni. Get out the back now, don’t let them see you.’

Shanni ignored her mother and hurried to the small front window. She pushed aside the torn curtains and rubbed her fingers over the grimy glass. She took a ragged breath as she saw a crowd of women rounding the bend. They were carrying tin buckets, brandishing sticks and screaming abuse as they marched into the narrow, filthy court off Potato Street.

‘Go on, girl.’ Her mother had made an effort to rise from her bed. She stood swaying beside Shanni, holding her swollen stomach. ‘No sense in them getting you as well.’ Though she spoke with studied calm, Dora Price was terrified and it showed in the pallor of her face.

‘I’m not leaving you, Mam.’ Shanni stood in the doorway, forcing the rotting wood into place. She propped a battered chair against the planking and picked up a broom ready to stand guard over her mother. ‘They are not putting you on the Ceffyl Pren! That wooden horse was made to punish cheats and liars and loose women, and you’re not going to be dragged through the streets like that, not when you’re so sick.’

‘Let us in, Dora Price!’

One voice, more raucous than the rest, rang out stridently into the sudden silence. Trembling, Shanni peered through a crack in the door and stared into the bulging eyes of May O’Sullivan. ‘Where’s your mam?’ the woman demanded, kicking the frail door in her fury. ‘Let us in, Shanni Price. There’s no stopping us and our quarrel is with her, not you.’

‘She’s very ill!’ Shanni called. ‘Why do you want to punish her? She’s done nothing wrong.’

‘Nothing wrong? The woman is a harlot, a stealer of husbands. We’ll show her right from wrong.’ May O’Sullivan began heaving and kicking at the battered door. She was joined by others from the crowd and, in a few moments, the frail door splintered and swung on its hinges, broken beyond repair.

May O’Sullivan pushed past Shanni, sweeping the broom from her hand with little effort. ‘Out of the way! You’re only a child. You must pray you don’t grow up a wanton like your mother.’ She confronted the sick woman. ‘You know the charge, Dora Price, that of tempting a married man, making him be unfaithful to his wife.’

Shanni looked at her mother. Dora’s face was white and her lips trembled so much she could not answer. ‘It was the other way round!’ Shanni shouted. ‘Mam has done nothing. That Spencer man has been round here telling my mother he loved her, that he would leave his wife for her. I’ve heard him myself!’

‘Lies!’ May pushed her aside and hauled Dora upright. ‘That’s my poor sister’s husband you’re talking about and her crying her eyes out over a weak man.’ She spat on the floor. ‘You’re a whore, Dora Price, and we’re taking you out to make an example of you – and don’t think that your belly will save you. Spawn of the devil you got in by there, see?’ She prodded Dora’s stomach with spiteful fingers.

‘Don’t do that! My mam is having the pains – you can’t take her out of her bed.’ Before she had finished speaking Shanni was knocked to the ground by the rush of women fighting to get their hands on Dora Price.

‘We’ll teach the whore a lesson she’ll never forget,’ May shouted.

Shanni struggled to her feet and screamed in anguish as her mother was dragged outside into the dusk of the evening air.

Shanni stared through the shattered door at the roughly made Ceffyl Pren. It was made of old wood and bits of cast-off clothing with a carved head jutting from the front, painted eyes rolling. Beneath the hangings at the back four legs were visible, men’s legs. Shanni recognized the polished boots of one and pushed her way forward. ‘So, Dan Spencer, you would carry my mam to her shame, would you? After you coming here lying and cheating, telling us what a harridan your wife was. You evil devil, you!’

Her attempts to lift aside the rags were obstructed by May O’Sullivan’s meaty arm. She smacked Shanni in the face and she fell backwards on to the filthy ground. She stared up at her mother, white and pleading, her lips forming the words ‘Help me.’

The procession wound out of the court and on to the main street. The throng of women shouted abuse and May laid into Dora Price’s back with her own broom. Other townsfolk joined the procession, anxious to see an example made of a loose woman. More than half of the women in Swansea had suffered the same fate as poor Mrs Spencer, that of a wicked woman taking advantage of a married man. But not all culprits were found out in their sin and this was the first time a woman pregnant by a bewitched husband had been exposed.

Shanni followed at a distance, tears running down her cheeks. She knew what came next for she had seen such acts of vengeance before. Her mother would be stripped naked, her shame exposed for all to gaze upon. She would be tied to a horse post and pelted with mud. The mud would be rubbed into her skin and chicken feathers daubed all over her. Her mother would be forced to stand there until she dropped from exhaustion.

When the women reached the square, the procession halted. Spoons were rattled against the sides of pots and kettles; the noise was deafening.

Shanni cried out as her mother was dragged from the horse and tethered like a beast. She saw her mother moan and hang her head as the ragged clothes were torn from her and she was made to stand silent and bowed.

May O’Sullivan was the first to throw a clod of earth; it caught Dora squarely on her protruding belly. Other women joined in the sport of tormenting a fallen woman, and all the time Dora stood silent, her long greying hair hanging over her face.

‘Stop it!’ Shanni cried, as her mother’s thin legs buckled under her. Dora lifted her head and her eyes met Shanni’s.

‘Get off her!’ Shanni picked up a piece of wood that had fallen from the Ceffyl Pren and laid into the nearest women with it. She was almost at her mother’s side before a straight blow to her head felled her.

Half-conscious, Shanni slumped to the ground, clutching the gritty earth beneath her fingers with a feeling of despair. ‘You’ll kill her!’ she sobbed, but no-one was listening.

Shanni was struggling to her knees, shaking her head to clear it, when she heard a voice, cultured and strong, ring out over the heads of the women.

‘Stop this obscenity at once!’ Mrs Mainwaring, pottery owner, was pushing her way through the crush. ‘What in the name of heaven is going on here?’ Shanni got to her feet and a faint stirring of hope began to burn within her as she saw the richly dressed woman make her way to the front of the now silent crowd.

‘You.’ She pointed a riding crop at May O’Sullivan. ‘Release that poor woman at once before I have you thrown in jail!’

‘This is no business of yours, Mrs Mainwaring, if you’ll pardon me saying so.’ May O’Sullivan had lost some of her bluster. ‘This is a matter for we working folks to settle.’

Mrs Mainwaring took no notice. ‘My coachman and his boy are gone to fetch the constable so I would advise you to go about your business, if you do not wish to be flung in the castle dungeons. Now, go before you find yourselves in deep trouble.’

Grumbling, the crowd thinned and when the coachman came swinging round the corner of the square, a huge stick in his hand, even May O’Sullivan thought it politic to move away. ‘That’ll teach you to act the whore, Dora Price.’ Her parting shot was emphasized by a lump of mud that caught Dora’s cheek.

‘Come on,’ Mrs Mainwaring said, breathlessly, ‘let’s get you home.’ She untied Dora and put a cloak around her shoulders. ‘Can you manage to climb up into the coach?’

When Dora was seated, Mrs Mainwaring wrapped a warm rug around her knees with gentle hands. Shanni sat on the opposite seat, sunk in misery, hating the barbarism, the injustice in punishing a woman for loving the wrong man.

The coach manoeuvred its way through Potato Street but was too broad to tackle Fennel Court. The coachman lifted Dora and carried her gently into the tiny kitchen of number 13.

‘Fetch some water, Graves.’ Mrs Mainwaring was rolling up her sleeves. ‘Is there any left in the kettle, child?’

Shanni nodded and poured the water into a bowl. Mrs Mainwaring took it from her and gently washed the mud from Dora’s swollen stomach. ‘Come on, now, get into bed. Try to rest and to forget this dreadful day.’ Mrs Mainwaring pulled up the thin blankets as tenderly as if Dora had been a child herself.

‘I’ll get more water, Mrs Mainwaring,’ Graves said, and went out into the yard. When he returned, he pushed the kettle on to the fire, his head discreetly turned away from the woman on the bed.

‘Thank you, Mrs Mainwaring.’ Shanni stood awkwardly in the gloom of the kitchen, not knowing what to say. ‘Thank you for being kind to Mam. She’s not to blame for any of this. It’s Dan Spencer who should be punished. He’s a liar and he led her astray.’

Mrs Mainwaring nodded and touched Shanni’s shoulder. ‘Look, I shall bring this to the attention of the magistrates. It’s rough justice and should not be tolerated in our society, not in these enlightened days.’

Shanni nodded, but she did not hold out much hope that Mrs Mainwaring’s intervention would do any good. She was about to say something when the silence was shattered by her mother’s terrified cry. ‘The waters have broke. The baby is coming – oh, Lord above, help me.’

Mrs Mainwaring took charge. ‘It’s getting very dark so light some candles, find clean cloths – is that water hot yet? Graves, fetch the doctor. Tell him I need him at once.’ She turned to Shanni. ‘We’ll both have to help your mother until the doctor comes. I can’t manage alone.’

Shanni fetched the tin bowl and some pieces of rag from the clothesline. Her heart was still beating rapidly and she felt sick. She hated people, she hated the whole world, and one day she would have her revenge on them all.

Mrs Mainwaring worked hard, encouraging, admonishing, as Dora struggled to bring forth her baby. Shanni built up the fire, boiling more water, but in her heart she knew it was useless. Today the heavens were against them and nothing good would come from the birthing of the infant conceived in shame.

Graves returned and stood in the doorway, shaking his head. ‘The doctor is out, Mrs Mainwaring, but I’ve left a message with his wife. He’ll come as soon as he can.’

‘We’ll just have to manage till then.’ Mrs Mainwaring glanced at Shanni. ‘I don’t suppose the local midwife would come, would she?’

Shanni shook her head. No-one in the vicinity of Fennel Court would help them, not now. The moon was gliding across the sky by the time the child slid into the world, white and dead. Dora Price sighed wearily. ‘It’s for the best,’ she whispered. ‘The little mite wouldn’t stand a chance.’ Her eyes closed and her lips were pale. Her hair was plastered to her forehead with sweat, and a streak of dirt still darkened her cheek.

‘Where’s the damned doctor?’ Mrs Mainwaring said tersely. ‘Go to Graves, Shanni. Tell him to try again to fetch a doctor or a midwife – anyone will do.’

‘It’s too late to help me.’ Shanni heard her mother’s voice, thin and threadlike. ‘But, please, take care of Shanni, my lady.’ Her hand fumbled for Shanni’s. ‘You must forget all this and have a good life, Shanni. May God in his mercy take care of you.’

Shanni clung to her mother’s hand for a long time until, at last, Mrs Mainwaring drew her away from the bed. ‘Let’s go now,’ she said softly. ‘Graves will come back here and see to everything, so don’t worry.’

Dumbly Shanni allowed herself to be led back along the silent court towards where the coach was waiting. She sank into the cold leather seat and closed her eyes. Her mother was dead and nothing Shanni could do would bring her back to life.

Llinos Mainwaring stared across the breakfast table at her husband. ‘I’m so sorry for Shanni Price, deprived of her mother in such dreadful circumstances.’

Joe Mainwaring put down his paper. ‘I know. The barbarism of the wooden horse was a terrible thing for you to see, my love, and you must try to put it out of your mind.’ His dark hair was streaked with a ribbon of silver and hung to his shoulders. He looked noble and proud, every inch a man of mixed race. His American-Indian blood showed in the gold of his skin, and his inheritance from his white father was the bluest eyes Llinos had ever seen.

And the years had been good to him, Llinos thought lovingly. She felt her heart swell with joy. He was her husband, and though he was past his fortieth birthday he was as dashing and handsome as the day she first met him.

‘You did your best for the poor woman,’ he said. ‘You ensured she had a decent Christian burial and you found the little girl a position in service.’

‘I worry about Shanni Price, though,’ Llinos said. ‘She’s so young, so vulnerable. What effect will her mother’s death have on her, I wonder?’

‘She’ll survive,’ Joe said. ‘You suffered a great deal of hardship when you were young too and you survived, didn’t you?’

‘I suppose you’re right, but then I had you.’ Not always, insisted a small voice inside Llinos’s head. Once Joe had left her for another woman. He had fathered an illegitimate child, a child growing up even now somewhere on the plains of America. As always, it was the woman who bore the consequences of an affair, and Joe had come out of it unscathed. Like the awful Mr Spencer. She pushed the unpleasant thoughts aside.

She took a piece of toast, ignoring the dish of devilled kidneys and steaming bacon. Whenever she thought of Joe’s mistress her appetite left her. She forced her mind on to other matters. ‘Perhaps we’ll hear from Lloyd this week.’

‘Our son is growing up now,’ Joe said. ‘He is becoming a man. We must stand back from him, let him mature in his own way.’

‘But he’s still very young.’ Llinos protested, ‘and I hate him being away. I’m sure a local school would have served just as well as one in England.’

‘He’s at my old school,’ Joe said. ‘I received an excellent education there and I wanted Lloyd to have the best.’

‘I still think of him as a baby,’ Llinos said softly. ‘I know he’s into his teen years now but I still want to hug him close, to feel his arms around me.’

‘Llinos, my love, to you Lloyd will always be a child. That’s the way of it with so-called civilized people. In the animal kingdom a newborn matures fast or dies.’

‘Don’t start on your American-Indian philosophies!’ Llinos said lightly. ‘Not over breakfast – you’ll give me indigestion.’

Joe helped himself to more toast. He ate silently, his whole being contained. Anyone would think he was still on the plains of his homeland, wary lest an enemy creep up on him. He looked up, and Llinos was comforted by the love she saw in her husband’s eyes. Would she ever understand this man who, after years of marriage, was still an enigma to her? She doubted it.

‘Why the scrutiny?’ Joe asked. ‘Not thinking about the past again, are you, Llinos?’

She shook her head. ‘I try not to, Joe, but sometimes I’m overwhelmed with the pain of it.’ She looked down at her hands, hands that had moulded clay into shape, had toiled long hours in the pottery in an effort to make the business the success it was today.

Joe regarded her steadily. ‘I know you were hurt, my love, and I’m so sorry for betraying you, but all that is past. We can’t let it affect our future.’

‘I do realize that, Joe. But how would you feel if I was unfaithful, if I had a child by another man?’

He sighed heavily. ‘I would want to kill you both,’ he said simply. He threw down his napkin and got to his feet. ‘I’d better get some letters written,’ he said more easily. ‘I, too, have a business to run.’

His words seemed like a reproach and Llinos sighed. Would she and Joe never fall back into the easy, loving relationship they once had?

She drank her tea in an effort to clear the obstruction from her throat; she would not cry the bitter tears that were always present whenever she thought of Joe in the arms of another woman. She would have to be brave like any other woman forced to swallow the pain of infidelity. ‘I think I shall take a look at the order books,’ she said, to his retreating back.

Her days were empty now: she was not needed in the flourishing pottery; she was not needed in her own house, come to that, not without her son. There were servants to cook and clean, and book-keepers to see to the financial side of her business. She was adrift, a woman without purpose. Suddenly her life seemed futile. Biting her lip, Llinos Mainwaring watched her husband leave the dining room and disappear into his study.

The idea of looking over the order books had lost its appeal. Instead, Llinos climbed up the broad staircase to the bedroom she shared with Joe. The windows were open and the breeze brushed the curtains into a frenzy of dancing. Llinos was restless; she stared out into the grounds where the lawn was sun-scorched. She felt downcast, her heart heavy with the knowledge that Joe, ensconced in his study, would be writing a letter for his mistress to read to their son.

She would go out, she decided, take a ride in the carriage, walk in the park and get some fresh air into her lungs. Then, maybe, she would go visiting. She paused before the mirror, examining her reflection. She was slim still. Her hair was dark with hardly any silver running through it, her complexion smooth, yet there was a sadness in her eyes that never left her.

Later, as the carriage took her along past the promenade Llinos looked out at the sea. The flow of the tides always made her feel calmer, as though the world was so big that her worries were diminished by the grandeur of the ocean, spreading away to merge with the sky. Beyond the bay the rocky head of Mumbles formed a sheltering arm around the town of Swansea. How she loved it here where she had been born and bred and where, doubtless, she would die.

The coach pulled into a long driveway and as Llinos leaned out of the window to stare at the house, large and mellow in the sun, she saw a familiar figure on the step. He stood tall, his hair pale and shining, her dear friend Eynon Morton-Edwards.

As soon as the coach stopped, Eynon opened the door and held out his arms to lift Llinos on to the drive. ‘Llinos, my lovely girl, you grow more beautiful every day.’

He kissed her cheek and she clung to him for a moment. Eynon had been her friend through the good times and the bad. He had always loved her and never had that love been needed so much as the day Joe left her.

‘Come inside. I must tell you about the season in London, the theatres, the brightly lit streets. It was such a sight, so much pomp and splendour. You would have loved it.’

He led her into the house and Llinos felt the coolness of the old mansion wash over her. ‘It’s always so peaceful here,’ she said softly.

‘Not when my beloved daughter is at home!’ He opened the door of the drawing room with a flourish. ‘Jayne is back at school now and I was glad to have her off my hands.’

‘I don’t believe that for one minute,’ Llinos said. She pulled at the tips of her gloves and handed them to the maid who hovered, waiting to take her coat.

‘Shanni, how nice to see you again. Are you well?’ She studied the girl, who was sombre in a long black skirt covered with a pristine apron. ‘You’re certainly looking very grand.’

She felt in that moment that she shared a common bond with the girl: they had both been orphaned, had struggled to survive. Llinos remembered the old days when her father had gone to the war against Napoleon. Her mother had been feckless, unable to control her own life, let alone keep a business afloat. After her mother died, Llinos had tackled the future with courage – courage that seemed to have deserted her now.

She watched as Shanni left the room. She was so pretty with her red hair, tied back in a knot now and covered with a cap as befitted a servant girl.

‘How is she settling?’

‘Shanni, you mean? She’s done very well in the few weeks she’s been here. Now, let me tell you all about London.’

Eynon was bent on talking about his trip and Llinos smiled indulgently. It would be good for her to listen: the trivia of court life would be a distraction from her own, often uncomfortable, thoughts.

Shanni Price returned to the kitchen and sat down near the window. She had taken to occupying this particular chair when she had some time off from work. From it she could look down at the sea rolling away below her, and think of things more important than being lady’s maid to the precocious Jayne when she was at home and maid-of-all-work when she was not.

‘Don’t sit there dreaming, girl!’ Mrs Pollard was the housekeeper and wielded her power over the other servants with great enthusiasm. She glanced at the cook. ‘Any tea going spare, Mrs Davies?’

‘I’ll warm the pot,’ Mrs Davies said obligingly. It paid to keep in with Mrs Pollard.

‘It’s my day off,’ Shanni said. ‘I shouldn’t be working at all, though I don’t suppose Mr Morton-Edwards even notices I’m here.’

‘Why on earth should he notice a jumped-up little serving wench?’ Mrs Pollard’s tongue could be acid on occasions. She turned her attention to the cook. ‘I just do not understand the young people of today, Mrs Davies, do you?’

The woman uttered something unintelligible and Shanni hid a smile. Mrs Davies was quite old, of course, almost thirty-five, and a widow, but even so she was far younger than the housekeeper, who would not see fifty again.

‘Going to meetings, talking about violence.’ Mrs Pollard was on her soap-box. ‘Decent women should know their place. Didn’t we have enough trouble in ’thirty-four when the Poor Law came in? A riot there was in Brecon, and the Swansea Yeomanry sent to sort it out. Brought back dead, some of them.’ She shook her head. ‘I don’t know what the world is coming to, these days.’

Shanni remained silent. What did the old woman know of injustice? She had spent her life waiting on rich folk. She had not known the shame of poverty or of being alone in the world. Shanni was not so fortunate: she had been born in a hovel, had learned to hate the way society treated the poor in general and women in particular.

‘Well, what have you to say for yourself, Shanni Price?’ She sniffed. ‘Who would call a girl Shanni, I ask you? A fancy enough name for a child from the slums, wouldn’t you say?’

Shanni remained silent. What use was there in talking? Action was needed: action against the rich, action against the men who wielded power. She had heard only yesterday about poor Sally Jones. The girl was only twelve years old and a prostitute. She had been dragged to the sessions not because of her trade but because she dared to take away a copper kettle from an alehouse. For that small crime she was sentenced to transportation to some far-flung country. It seemed to Shanni that there was one law for the rich and quite a different one for the poor.

‘Take your mam,’ Mrs Pollard said. ‘I hear she was fooling around with Dan Spencer and carrying his babba.’ Mrs Pollard had a spiteful gleam in her eyes. ‘Lying in the bed of a married man is disgusting. What that man’s poor wife had to go through is no-one’s business.’

‘It’s none of yours either.’ Shanni stood up and stared at the older woman. ‘But, then, no man married or single would take you to his bed and that’s why you are so bitter!’

For a moment Mrs Pollard was silent then she screamed and held her hand to her brow. ‘Oh, Mrs Davies, fetch me some water quick, I’ve come over all faint-like.’

Mrs Davies obeyed, helping the older woman into a chair. ‘Go to the master, Mrs Davies, there’s a dear. Tell him Mrs Pollard can’t work today because of this dreadful girl. He must dismiss her. It’s her or me. I won’t stay under the same roof as her.’

Mrs Davies hesitated, but Shanni smiled slowly. ‘Don’t worry, I’m leaving! I can’t stay here with you, Mrs Pollard. You’ve an evil tongue and I hope you rot in hell!’

Shanni ran upstairs to her room. It took only a few minutes to put her clothes into a bag. She would have to take her maid’s skirts with her. It might be stealing, but the rags she had arrived in had been burned in the brazier in the garden.

Shanni felt the cool of the day on her cheeks as she left the house. She was half-way down the drive when she heard the sound of carriage wheels behind her.

‘Shanni Price, where do you think you’re going?’ Mrs Mainwaring was leaning over the side of the carriage, her eyes alight with amusement. ‘I hear you told poor Mrs Pollard a few home truths.’ She laughed, a pretty, ladylike sound.

‘Come on, climb in. I suppose I’ll have to take you in myself.’ Mrs Mainwaring moved over to make room on the seat and, after a moment’s hesitation, Shanni climbed aboard.

‘You’re a bright girl, Shanni Price. How would you like to read and write and do figures?’

‘I can read – a bit,’ Shanni said defensively. Then she relaxed. ‘I would like very much to be clever, to figure out sums and to write proper words.’

‘Then that’s what you shall do.’ Mrs Mainwaring smiled. ‘No more cheeking your elders, though. Is it a bargain?’

Shanni looked into the face of the older woman and saw only kindness. She remembered how gentle Mrs Mainwaring had been with Mam, how brave she had been to send the crowd of howling women packing.

She wanted to thank her but the words would not come, and for the first time since her mother died Shanni gave way to the hot, painful tears that she had long wanted to shed.


CHAPTER TWO

SHANNI SAT IN her bedroom at the top of the house in Pottery Row and looked around her. The curtains on the windows were of heavy material, clearly expensive, and the cotton sheets on the bed were spotless. She hugged herself in pleasure. She had a room to herself, not like the kitchen-maids who huddled three together.

Shanni put down the book she was trying to read. Sometimes she thought she would never learn to be fluent with her words the way that Mrs Mainwaring was. Still, she was getting better every day, even she could see that, and Shanni tried hard to learn. She wanted to please Mrs Mainwaring, to show that she was grateful for being taken into her home. Shanni had no idea what she would have done if Mrs Mainwaring had failed to notice her rapid departure from the Morton-Edwards household.

Shanni had come to admire Mrs Mainwaring; she was a woman who knew her mind, who took no cheek from anyone. Shanni had heard how bravely she had run the pottery when she was little more than a girl, and here she was now, a rich, successful businesswoman. It was an achievement Shanni dearly wanted to emulate.

Shanni moved to the window and stared out at the neat gardens below. A fountain spiralled water that fell like diamonds back into the stone bowl; the birds were singing in the trees and the sun dappled the lawns. Beyond the walls and to the left of the house stood the pottery. The kilns were always in use, shimmering with heat, but from her window Shanni could see nothing but beauty and greenery.

Whenever she thought of the past weeks, she comforted herself that she was not the only one to lose her mother in tragic circumstances. It had even happened to Mrs Mainwaring. She had not given in to an unfair fate but had worked night and day to make a success of the business that had once belonged to her father.

And just look what she had now: a place in society, a handsome husband and a fine son. Lonely and alone, Mrs Mainwaring had found the courage to flout the unwritten rules of polite society and marry an outsider.

Shanni could never imagine herself living with someone so different, a man from a land far away across the sea. But Joe Mainwaring was a good man, as far as Shanni could judge. He had strong features and lovely blue eyes, and he would never betray his wife the way some of the other rich folk did. Poor folks, too, come to that.

Her eyes narrowed as she thought of the way Dan Spencer had made a fool of her mother. He had ruined the lives of two families and escaped unscathed. No-one in Swansea blamed him for Dora Price’s humiliating death yet the townsfolk had poured scorn on Llinos Mainwaring’s marriage to an American-Indian.

Shanni sank into the window-seat and rested her head against the cool panes of glass, fighting back the tears. She was lucky to have found a benefactor who cared about her and wanted her to get on in the world. And she would prove that Mrs Mainwaring had acted wisely, whatever effort it took. She would make her so proud, make her glad she had taken in a poor girl from the slums. Mrs Mainwaring had no daughter, only one son who was away at school in England. Shanni would not presume to imagine she was the daughter Mrs Mainwaring had never had, but she came damned close to it.

She was startled out of her thoughts by a knock on the door. She brushed the tears from her eyes and patted her hair into place.

‘Miss Price, you’re wanted downstairs.’ The voice of Flora, the youngest of the maids, sounded shaky and timid. Shanni felt angry with the girl: she should not be humble; she should not believe herself beneath anyone.

‘Coming, Flora.’ Shanni opened the door and the girl stepped back respectfully. ‘Sorry to disturb you, Miss, but there’s visitors and Mrs Mainwaring wants you to meet them.’

‘Flora, straighten up!’ Shanni said firmly. ‘You do not have to bob a curtsy to me. I’m just a girl from the slums, remember?’

‘Right, Miss.’ Flora stepped aside and made way for Shanni to pass her on the stairs.

Shanni sighed. It was no good: Flora had the mentality of a maid and nothing would ever change her.

In the drawing room Mrs Mainwaring was waiting for her. She smiled and raised her hand, gesturing for Shanni to come forward. ‘This is Madame Isabelle.’ She nodded at the well-padded lady who stood tall and statuesque, dominating the room. ‘She will be giving you singing lessons and will teach you to play the pianoforte.’

Shanni nodded dutifully, but she was not sure she wanted to learn music. What good would playing the piano be to her in the outside world?

‘I would much rather learn about government and the running of the country, Mrs Mainwaring,’ Shanni said softly.

‘First things first, my dear.’ Madame Isabelle took charge, her voice echoing around the room. ‘A young lady needs refinement if she is to procure for herself a good husband.’

Shanni did not want a husband and she was not sure she wanted to be refined. What she really wanted was to alter the world for the poor, to make sure everyone had enough bread to eat and coal to keep them warm in the winter.

She bowed her head. ‘Thank you, Madame Isabelle,’ she said respectfully. She regarded the woman steadily. Madame Isabelle had some sort of foreign name but she was as Welsh as Shanni was, and she was putting on an act for the benefit of Mrs Mainwaring.

Shanni glanced at Mrs Mainwaring, who was smiling encouragement. She meant well: she wanted Shanni to be a lady. She had explained that she was often lonely, with Mr Mainwaring and their son being away so much. And she had lost her daughter at birth so in some ways Shanni felt she was there to make Mrs Mainwaring happy, not the other way round.

Mrs Mainwaring rose to her feet and walked elegantly across the room. ‘The lesson will take about an hour,’ she said, smiling, ‘and then we shall have some tea.’ She went out and closed the door behind her.

Madame Isabelle took Shanni’s arm and led her to the piano that gleamed with beeswax polish and pressed her down on to the stool. ‘Now, let us see what you are made of. This is middle C. Play it for me.’

Shanni did as she was told and the key responded to her touch. The sound pleased her and she smiled.

‘Now you run along the keys thus,’ Madame Isabelle demonstrated, ‘and so you complete an octave.’

More to humour Madame Isabelle than because she really wished to learn Shanni made an attempt to understand what the teacher was telling her. But she was bored and her eyes strayed to the fine paintings on the walls, to the heavily draped curtains on the windows.

The scent of beeswax polish reminded her of poor Flora, who rubbed at the furniture endlessly, eager to please. The girl was so grateful to be given a good position and have enough food to eat that she would have laid down her life for her mistress. And no-one should be made to feel like that.

Shanni forced herself to concentrate on her lesson but her mind was becoming filled with a confusion of quavers and semi-quavers, and with major and minor keys.

‘It’s all so difficult,’ she said, rising from the stool.

Madame Isabelle inclined her head. ‘It is now but after a few months it will become clear to you.’ She smiled. ‘You have a good ear and you will learn very well under my tuition.’ She sat on the stool and lifted her hands, her fingers gleaming with jewellery. Then, as she began to play, the music soared into the room, fine and stirring.

Shanni felt her heartbeat quicken. ‘That’s so beautiful,’ she said, when Madame Isabelle at last lifted her hands from the keys.

Madame Isabelle turned to face her. ‘What are you really interested in, Shanni?’ she asked quietly. ‘I can see you like to hear me play but your heart is not with music, is it?’

Shanni frowned. Should she speak her mind? She looked into Madame Isabelle’s clear brown eyes and decided to tell her the truth.

‘I want to make the world a better place for the poor, especially for women,’ she said. ‘I want to put right injustice, to get rid of poverty.’ She was unaware that she was spreading her hands wide. ‘I want to educate women, to give every girl the chance of a better life.’ She sighed. ‘I’ve explained all this to Mrs Mainwaring but I’m not sure she understands.’

‘I’m sure she does, my dear,’ Madame Isabelle said. ‘Mrs Mainwaring is a remarkable lady. She took a failing pottery and made it the success it is today. Don’t underestimate her, Shanni. It would be a mistake.’

Shanni supposed Madame Isabelle was right: Mrs Mainwaring was a very special person. She must be to have taken Shanni into her fine home.

‘I would like to see the downtrodden of the world seek their rightful place in society,’ Madame Isabelle said. ‘I believe it wrong that a husband owns his wife as though she was little more than a chattel. But, my dear, education is required to achieve such aims.’

She stood up. She was a tall woman and towered above Shanni. ‘To start on that road you must learn your lessons well. You must learn oratory and for that your voice must be improved. You will lose the cadences of your forebears, you will speak like the gentry and then, only then, will you be listened to. Do you understand?’

Shanni did. Her coarse speech had become apparent once she was settled in her new home. Listening to Mrs Mainwaring’s cultured, gentle voice had emphasized that Shanni sounded rough and uneducated.

‘I will bring you some books to read, my dear,’ Madame Isabelle said, ‘but by some they would be considered subversive, so you must make this our little secret.’

Shanni nodded and Madame Isabelle smiled in approval. ‘And in the meantime you will practise the scales just as I have shown you.’

‘I will,’ Shanni said, delighted at the prospect of learning more than the intricacies of music. ‘I will try my best to master them by the time you come again.’

‘Ring for the maid to bring in my hat and gloves, there’s a good girl.’ Madame Isabelle was once more in charge. ‘I will forgo tea as I have another appointment.’

Shanni obeyed, storing away in her mind the fact that the music teacher was not the martinet she had first thought her but an intelligent, educated woman who seemed determined to show Shanni a better way of life.

Together, Mrs Mainwaring and Shanni watched from the window as Madame Isabelle rode away in her coach. ‘Well, what do you think of her?’ Mrs Mainwaring asked. ‘Is Madame Isabelle as strict as she appears to be?’

Shanni shook her head. ‘She is a very interesting lady,’ she said quietly. ‘I think I will learn a great deal from her.’

It was on the following day that Shanni first met Lloyd Mainwaring. He had come home on holiday from his college and Shanni watched from the window as he climbed out of the coach and stepped outside on to the dried earth of the forecourt.

He was a handsome boy, whose hair clustered around his face in tight curls. He was tall, his limbs slender like those of a newborn colt. He looked every inch a gentleman in his fine suit of clothes yet he did not stand aside as the coachman lifted down his luggage but pitched in to help him.

He looked up suddenly and his eyes held fire as he saw her framed in the window. He smiled and Shanni smiled back at him, knowing instinctively that in Lloyd Mainwaring she had found a friend.

‘He needs feeding up.’ Llinos sat beside Joe in the garden and stared at her son as he walked through the lawns with young Shanni at his side. The girl’s head was bent and her shoulders turned away from the boy in an attitude of shyness. Llinos laughed. ‘I do believe that Shanni is falling for our son, Joe.’

‘No, I think this is simply her first real friendship. She likes Lloyd and he likes her, but love? No, I don’t think so.’

‘I suppose you’re right,’ Llinos mused. ‘It’s good for her to learn to mix with all sorts of folk and, in any case, she will probably fall in love several times before she becomes mature.’

Joe took his pipe from between his teeth, his eyes thoughtful. ‘I think she will fall in love only once,’ he said, ‘and her love has not yet entered her life.’

‘I only fell in love once,’ Llinos said, ‘and I have stayed in love with the same man all my life.’ There was a break in her voice.

‘Llinos, I have always loved you. Why do you keep on reproaching me with what is past?’

‘Because it still hurts,’ Llinos said honestly. ‘And in any case, it’s not past, is it? You write to her often enough and sometimes you make the trip to America to visit her.’ She bit her lip, forcing down her anger, but when she spoke again her voice trembled. ‘I hate to think of you lying in the arms of that woman, of fathering a child with her. How can you expect me to forget all that, Joe? You are asking the impossible.’

He sighed heavily. ‘It was something I could not control,’ he said heavily. ‘I felt I was doing the right thing by my mother and by her people. My son will grow up as a leader in the Americas. He will restore stability to the Mandan peoples.’

‘Your son is there, before your eyes,’ Llinos said flatly. ‘The other one is a by-blow, an illegitimate child with no name.’

Joe was silent, retreating into himself as he did whenever anything displeased him. He did not seem to feel shame that he had betrayed his wife, that he had left her for an Indian squaw. Joe was a man who had different values from the other men, she knew. Eynon would never have acted in that way.

But then, in thinking of her friend Eynon, she realized that Joe was not so different, after all. Eynon Morton-Edwards had tasted many women. He claimed he would have been faithful if he could have married Llinos but did she believe him? Could she believe any man capable of faithfulness? She sometimes doubted it.

‘Don’t think about unpleasant things now, Llinos.’ His voice was forced. ‘The sun is shining, the sky is filled with light, and bitterness is always destructive to the one who feels it. Forgiveness heals.’

‘That’s easy to say.’ Llinos looked down at her hands. ‘To ask someone to forgive such a betrayal is asking a great deal. Why shouldn’t I feel bitter sometimes? Isn’t it natural?’

She waited for Joe to speak again but he was silent for a long time. That was his retreat, his silence. When she cornered him, when she forced him to confront her feelings, he went into his own little world.

She looked at the figures of Shanni and Lloyd close together, talking animatedly, and felt a sliver of comfort. She was making a difference to the world if only in the rescue of Shanni from poverty and shame. The girl was becoming more confident, her eyes were not so haunted these days, and the company of another youngster of her own age was sure to do her good.

‘Perhaps it would be wise to discourage Lloyd from seeing too much of Shanni,’ Joe said.

‘Why?’ Llinos said. She grimaced: Joe had deftly diverted the course of the conversation. But she was surprised at his words. Joe had never been bigoted: a foreigner in Swansea, he had often been the subject of prejudice himself. ‘It’s not like you to be a snob, Joe.’

‘I’m not a snob, Llinos, but the young are hot-headed, and I do feel there is something of the rebel about Shanni Price. She has need to right the wrongs of the poor. I’m sure she will make her mark on the world one day.’

‘Oh, is that all? I thought you were saying she’s not good enough for your son.’

‘He could do far worse.’ Joe took her hand and smiled. ‘I have heard that the local maids have a strange courting ritual, don’t they?’

‘You mean bundling?’ Llinos asked. ‘Well, I don’t believe Shanni would be happy with that sort of behaviour. She’s a respectable girl. In any case, the practice of courting by sharing a bed at night is not widespread. It’s just that rich folk like to find a way to blame the poor for what they are.’ Llinos’s voice was clipped. ‘Then we don’t have to feel guilty about our luxuries.’

‘Oh, I see, you’re still a bit of a rebel yourself, aren’t you?’ Joe’s voice was teasing. ‘My Llinos, my firebird.’

It was a long time since her husband had called Llinos by her pet name. Once it had been an indication of his love and admiration but that was a long time ago. She took a deep breath. ‘Look, Joe, if more young girls were educated they would realize that to allow a boy liberties is to give away something precious.’

‘Are you saying it doesn’t happen?’ Joe asked, and Llinos read him well. It suited him to discuss the morals of others and so distract her from his own failings.

‘I’m not saying that at all.’ Llinos decided to play along: she was weary of going over the same ground with him. She had lost count of the times she had begged him to give up contact with his mistress and all to no avail. ‘The practice suits young men, of course it does. They can sow their wild oats with the benefit of parental approval.’

‘Poor Shanni,’ Joe said. ‘Her mother didn’t set her much of an example, did she? I’m surprised the girl is still pure.’

‘I think you do Shanni and her mother an injustice,’ Llinos said sharply. ‘Mrs Price thought the man loved her. She allowed him to father a child on her and for that she was made the scapegoat. And, in any case, I think your own views on morality are more than a little suspect.’

Joe was staring into the sky. ‘Will you never let the past lie, Llinos?’

‘How can I when you are incapable of forgetting it yourself?’

A butterfly landed on a branch of the lilac tree and Llinos watched it, focusing her attention on the beautiful things in her life. ‘I’ll make life good for Shanni.’ She spoke as if it was a vow. ‘I’ll try to teach her about life, about feelings and about pride.’

‘She seems very adaptable,’ Joe said. ‘I think she will learn her lessons well.’ He turned to look at Llinos. ‘You are very good to take her into our home and treat her like a daughter. Perhaps she makes up a little for the daughter we lost.’

Llinos was suddenly angry. ‘Don’t be absurd!’ She rose and stared down at him. How dare he hurt her like that? She left Joe sitting in the garden his head in his hands.

Once inside, she hurried upstairs, feeling tears burn against her eyelids. She wanted to cry for the daughter she and Joe had lost; for the trust she had lost when he left her to live with an Indian squaw. She wanted to shed tears for the sweetness of first love when Joe had been her hero and life was a wonderful thing.

‘So you are to be a radical, are you?’ Lloyd said, and his hand brushed hers.

Shanni moved slightly away from him. ‘I wouldn’t say that.’

‘But you think people of that sort are right to burn down barns and pull down toll-gates, do you?’

‘If that is the only way to achieve justice, yes, I do.’ Shanni felt uncomfortable. Lloyd was so well educated, so nicely spoken that he made her feel rough and ignorant.

‘Well, in the end they will destroy their own livelihood,’ Lloyd said. ‘Folk should work with their masters not against them.’

‘It’s easy for you to say that.’ Shanni forgot her shyness. ‘You were born to privilege, born to eat good food, to read books and wear clean clothes.’

‘And you were born to poverty,’ Lloyd said. ‘Were conditions really as bad as you describe?’

Shanni looked up at him. ‘I tell you what,’ she said. ‘Shall we dress up as street urchins? Then you can see at first hand what poverty really looks like. That’s a challenge. You can’t refuse me or I’ll think you a coward.’

She saw Lloyd smile. ‘I don’t think I’d have the courage to refuse you anything, Shanni Price.’

She glanced at him covertly, wondering if he was teasing her. ‘Will you come with me, though?’

‘Yes, but for heaven’s sake don’t let Mother know.’

‘Tonight?’

‘Why tonight?’

‘One of the maids told me the Ceffyl Pren is riding tonight.’

‘What on earth is that?’

‘Duw! For a Welshman you are very ignorant, Lloyd Mainwaring!’ she chided. ‘I suppose your English schooling has taken away all your pride in your country. Anyway, the wooden horse is a custom the poor have. It’s used when the assizes and judges can’t be bothered to punish the wrongdoers – and sometimes as a means of revenge.’

The bell rang out across the garden and Lloyd relaxed and smiled. ‘Tea is being served. Come on, we’d better go indoors and wash our hands like good children.’

Later, under the cover of darkness, Shanni met Lloyd near the back gate of the house. She smiled at his too-short trews and the ragged shirt that hung on his thin shoulders flapping like the wings of a bird.

‘This all right?’ he asked, with a grin that lit up his eyes and illuminated his face.

‘Wait.’ Shanni bent, grasped some soil between her fingers and rubbed it into his face. ‘There! That’s more like the street urchins I know.’

‘You look pretty awful yourself.’ He took her hand and together they left the house.

Once in Pottery Row, the narrow street leading towards the town, Shanni breathed more easily. ‘Your mother wouldn’t thank me for this, you know.’ She looked up at Lloyd. His head was high, his eyes shining. Clearly, he was enjoying himself.

‘Mother will never know, will she?’ He winked at her, and Shanni felt warm, as if she had found a real friend. But she began to doubt the wisdom of bringing Lloyd to town during a march of the Ceffyl Pren. Much as Mrs Mainwaring liked her, she would not approve of Shanni taking Lloyd into the slum streets of Swansea.

The town was alive with people. The doors of public bars stood open, candlelight gleaming on to the roadways. The sounds of laughter and drifts of smoke from fires and pipes gave the evening an atmosphere of jollity.

‘I’ve never seen the town like this before,’ Lloyd said.

Shanni drew her hand away from his. ‘Be quiet!’ she said warningly. ‘Or your voice will give you away.’

‘Yes, Miss,’ he whispered, and Shanni felt a sudden urge to giggle. She must be mad to bring him here, yet Lloyd had no such qualms. He evidently thought this a huge adventure, something of a joke.

‘Where are we going?’ Lloyd whispered in her ear.

Shanni pushed him away. ‘All in good time, boy!’ she said. She drew him into a small court, near where she had lived with her mother. ‘It’s one of my old neighbours, Dan Spencer, a married man.’ She felt the bile rise in her throat. ‘He was the one who dishonoured my mother, gave her a baby then blamed everything on her.’

She felt Lloyd look at her. ‘And now he is to be punished also?’

‘Not for what he did to my mother.’ She heard the bitterness in her voice and caught her breath. ‘He has seduced a young girl, ruined her.’ She looked up and met Lloyd’s gaze. ‘The daughter of the woman who led the mob to my mother’s house.’

‘Divine retribution, wouldn’t you say?’ Lloyd took her hand again. ‘You’ve had a damn’ awful time of it. I’m sorry, Shanni.’

‘Hush, they’re coming for him.’

The cacophony of sound echoed through the mean courts leading to Potato Street. The beat of a drum, then the clash of sticks against tin buckets rang through the alleyways. Shanni drew Lloyd into the shadows, crouching against the doorway of the saddler’s shop.

The sound came closer, the jangle of tin against tin, the crack of wood against wood. The voices raised in anger sounded almost inhuman in the clear air. Shanni held her breath as the Ceffyl Pren, followed by the procession of men and women, came around the bend.

‘There’s the wooden horse!’ Shanni whispered. She felt Lloyd’s arm close and protective around her shoulders and did not move away. He was comforting her: he felt for her loss and she warmed to him.

One of the men beat on the door of Dan Spencer’s house with a hammer, splintering one of the thin planks. The door was thrust open and some of the crowd were swallowed up in the darkness of the house.

A woman began to scream as Dan Spencer was dragged into the street. He was hauled unceremoniously on to the back of the Ceffyl Pren where he slumped, head on chest, in an attitude of abject terror.

Egged on by the jeers of the women, the men berated him for his misdeeds. He was repeatedly beaten with sticks and all the time he sat there, on the back of the wooden horse, not moving or speaking out in his defence.

‘We can’t let this go on.’ Lloyd made a move to leave the shelter of the doorway but Shanni put both arms around him and held him back. ‘Don’t interfere. You’d be beaten to a pulp by the crowd. In any case, this is what he deserves. It’s often the only sort of justice given to people like us.’

They remained quietly in the shadows and Shanni’s heart pounded as Spencer was castigated, beaten and humiliated. She felt no pity, only triumph: she would have been the first to strike a blow if she had had the opportunity.

At last the procession moved out of Potato Street and, gradually, the noise died away. Lloyd seemed subdued. He walked back the way they had come, a few steps ahead of Shanni. Miserably, she followed him, knowing he was horrified by what he had seen.

At the back gate to the pottery, she caught his arm. ‘Try to understand, Lloyd. No magistrate and certainly no visiting judge would condemn Dan Spencer for what he’s done.’

‘He slept with a young girl,’ Lloyd said. ‘Does that act deserve such primitive barbarism?’

‘He ruined her!’ Shanni said. ‘Took her maidenhead. No man will want her now. Can’t you understand that?’ He stood there shaking his head, and suddenly Shanni wanted to slap him. ‘I suppose you think that poor girls do not deserve respect, is that it?’

‘No, but—’

‘But a man’s a man and will pluck any flower he chooses, is that it?’

‘No, that’s not what I think, but the blood is strong, the urge to mate is always there. Can’t you understand that?’

‘I’ll never understand it.’ Shanni left him there and walked rapidly back to the house. She let herself in at the back door, crept along the passage and up to her room praying that no-one had seen her. She threw off her clothes and washed quickly, hating the feel of soil on her skin. She made a face at herself in the mirror – she had soon become used to cleanliness, to freshly washed and ironed clothes, to all the comforts of the rich.

She sat on the bed and put her head in her hands. She must forget her feelings of friendship for Lloyd Mainwaring: they were poles apart, they could never truly be friends, not now, not ever. And yet she had hoped for so much from him. A young man with Lloyd’s advantages, his compassion, would one day have the power to put right many wrongs.

‘Fool!’ she said, as she climbed beneath the blankets. She would remain single all her life. Never would she trust any man – they were all ready to rut and plunder and she would do well to remember it. Yet tears, hot and bitter, flowed on to her pillow. Her triumph vanished and all she was left with was sadness.


CHAPTER THREE

LLINOS STOOD IN the warmth of the pottery yard, looking at the bottle kilns and feeling the heat emanating from them. Watt Bevan, her manager, scratched his head worriedly. He was younger than Llinos by several years but his hair was prematurely tinged with grey. Llinos loved Watt like a brother: he had come to the pottery as an orphan when he was about nine years old, and together they had struggled to wrest a living from the clay. Looking around now, she was proud of the success they had made of it.

‘I can’t leave the pottery right now, Llinos,’ Watt was saying. ‘There’s trouble brewing. The men are agitating against the rise in toll charges again, and you know as well as I do what hardships it’s brought them.’

‘I do understand all that, Watt, and I sympathize, but you are supposed to be bringing Rosie home.’ Llinos looked up at him anxiously. ‘This is your future we’re talking about. Rosie is your wife, after all, and you should feel responsible for her.’

Watt sighed. ‘I know, but it’s difficult to concentrate on family matters just now.’

‘Well, that’s your choice, I suppose, Watt,’ Llinos said. ‘But Rosie needs to come back to Swansea now, and I do feel it’s your place to go and fetch her. You never know, it might be the beginnings of a reconciliation between you.’

‘I doubt that!’ Watt said. ‘We’ve been apart for too
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