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      ‘Party? What party?’ Dewi had said she and her uncle had been invited to Venn for the evening meal, she had mentioned nothing
         of a party.
      

      
      ‘Well! I thought you’d have known, sir. It’s Miss Dewi’s birthday. Her twenty-first. Mrs Quicke’s putting on a special party for her. A sort of
         thank you for what she did on the beach when the mad dog attacked ’em and her baby came. I would ’a thought you’d have known
         all about it, sir, seeing as you was supposed to be their special guest.’
      

      
      As he dressed for Sir Kenwyn Penhaligan’s grand ball, Nathan was angry. He was angry with Dewi for not telling him that today
         was her twenty-first birthday. Angry too because his sister Nell had not told him of her plans.
      

      
      He was also angry with himself. Here he was dressing to attend probably the most important social event of the year, yet he
         cared more that he was not going to be a guest at the twenty-first birthday party of his son’s governess. An employee.
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      Dedicated to George Hardinge 
Long-time editor, advisor and friend
      

   
      
      Chapter 1

      
      

      
      
         To:
         

         Nathan Jago, Esq.

         Polrudden Manor

         Pentuan

         Cornwall

         20th March 1817

         Dear Mr Jago,

         I thank you for considering me for the vacant post in your household. I am confident I will be able to perform my duties to
            your full satisfaction.
         

         I will be arriving for an interview on Thursday, 7th April (weather permitting).

         Your obedient servant,

         Dewi Morgan (Miss)

      


      
      Frowning, Nathan Jago read through the brief, neatly penned note for the third time, but it made no more sense to him than
         at the first reading. He knew no ‘Dewi Morgan’. Neither, as far as he was aware, was there a vacancy on the small domestic
         staff at Polrudden. On the rare occasions when one occurred a girl would be taken on from the village. Such matters were dealt
         with without reference to him.
      

      
      ‘Mary!’ Nathan called to the servant from the top of the wide stairway that curved down to the main hall. ‘Who brought this
         letter to the house?’
      

      
      ‘One of they sailors from the ship unloading coal down on the beach, Mr Jago. I know’d that’s what he was ’cos his face was more familiar with coal dust than with soap and
         water. Cheeky with it too, he were.’
      

      
      ‘A sailor, you say?’

      
      Suddenly, the reason for the letter became clear. Almost a year ago, a sea captain from one of the ships that traded into
         Pentuan had toiled up the hill to pay a call at Polrudden. The purpose of his visit was to offer condolences to Nathan for
         the loss of his wife, Amy, who had died in a fire that gutted two rooms at Polrudden. It was a tragedy that still hurt just
         to remember.
      

      
      During the course of the visit the conversation between the two men was constantly interrupted by Nathan’s young son, Beville.
         Apologising for the antics of the four year old, Nathan had commented that he would need to find his son a nursemaid or governess
         before he became completely unmanageable.
      

      
      The sea captain had suggested one of his nieces might be suitable for such a post. Nathan remembered now that the captain’s
         name had been ‘Morgan’, the same as the surname of the girl who had written the letter. The conversation had taken place so
         long ago it had slipped from Nathan’s memory. Furthermore, as far as he was aware, he had made no positive response to the
         captain’s suggestion at the time.
      

      
      Since then, it was true, the need for someone to take care of Beville had become more pressing. Nathan’s sister, Nell, had
         been looking after him, but pregnancy was almost an annual event with her and the latest baby was due in a matter of weeks.
         Nathan had intended finding someone from the village to take on the task. A Cornish girl.
      

      
      With annoyance he realised that today was the sixth of April. This uninvited applicant for the post of governess to Beville
         was due to arrive tomorrow.
      

      
      Through the window Nathan could see the clouds scudding low across the horizon beyond the foam-ridged waves. ‘Weather permitting’
         was what the girl had written. There was an easterly near-gale blowing. With any luck her arrival would be delayed for a few days. By then he would have found a local girl to take charge of young Beville.
      

      
      Dewi Morgan was not the type of young woman who would allow bad weather – or anything else – to prevent her from keeping her
         word.
      

      
      Pale-faced from the sea-sickness which had laid her low for much of the voyage from Newport in Wales, she stood defiantly
         before the master of the brig Priscilla.
      

      
      ‘Mr Powell,’ she said in her singsong Welsh voice, ‘my uncle paid you good money to get me to Pentuan today. I have an interview
         with Mr Nathan Jago at Polrudden Manor tomorrow. It is very important to me. Very important indeed.’
      

      
      ‘Begging your pardon, Miss Morgan,’ said the captain deferentially, ‘so is the safety of my ship. It would be folly to try
         to beach the Priscilla at Pentuan in an easterly gale. If they had a decent harbour, now, it would be a different story.’
      

      
      ‘How long do you expect the storm to last, Captain Powell?’

      
      The movement of the ship caused the ship’s master to sway in a manner she found nauseous. He shrugged his shoulders. ‘Sometimes
         an easterly will last for a week or more. On the other hand it might blow itself out in a matter of hours.’
      

      
      ‘What do you intend doing while the weather makes up its mind?’

      
      ‘We’ll stay out here and hope it improves. If it’s still bad after a day or two I’ll put into Falmouth. No doubt you’ll be
         able to catch a coach from there.’
      

      
      ‘I have no money to waste on coaches, Captain Powell, and by then the date for my interview will be long past. I am disappointed
         in you. Very disappointed indeed. I wish now I’d waited for my uncle to bring me to Pentuan. He wouldn’t allow a little storm to prevent
         him meeting his obligations.’
      

      
      In truth, Dewi’s stomach threatened another rebellion at the thought of suffering the violent movements of the Priscilla for even an hour longer than had been anticipated.
      

      
      Unwittingly, she had put forward the one argument calculated to persuade Captain Powell to complete his voyage to Pentuan.
         He and Dewi’s uncle were both employed by the same Welsh ship-owner. Each hoped to manage the company when the ageing owner
         took a less active role in the business in the near future. The suggestion, however unfounded, that he lacked the skill and
         daring of Captain Morgan might just tip the scales in favour of his rival.
      

      
      ‘I’ll go in close enough to take a look at the beach – but I’m promising nothing more, mind.’

      
      Tacking a mile offshore, Captain Powell studied the coast carefully with the aid of a leather-bound brass telescope. It had
         once been possible to berth small vessels alongside the tiny breakwater that marked the entrance to Pentuan’s equally small
         harbour. But both harbour and breakwater had fallen into disrepair many years before and any vessel wishing to trade here
         needed to beach on the sand.
      

      
      On either side of Pentuan’s long, low-lying sandy beach the waves leaped high up the sheer brown rock face of the tall cliffs.
         The thunder as the water crashed back to the sea was discernible above the wind, even at this distance.
      

      
      Yet a beaching was not entirely out of the question. The sea was not so angry along the length of the beach, and the tide
         was due to begin ebbing very soon. It might just be possible to run his ship ashore and secure the vessel before the next high tide returned. A glance at the barometer
         suggested there could be an improvement in the weather by then.
      

      
      Captain Powell decided to give it a try. Ordering a further reduction in the storm-reduced sail carried by the Priscilla he told the helmsman to prepare to ease the vessel on to the sand. The sight of two other vessels safely secured on the beach, not far from the village, was reassuring.
         He ordered the helmsman to steer a course that would bring him in close to them.
      

      
      Dewi was on deck when the captain took his decision to beach the Priscilla. So too was every member of the crew. Her delight at the prospect of keeping the appointment at Polrudden Manor was not shared
         by those on deck about her.
      

      
      As the vessel neared the shoreline crew members began to mutter darkly that the vessel was travelling far too fast.

      
      Very soon the noise of the waves crashing against the cliffs on either side of the beach became alarming. Captain Powell seemed
         belatedly to share the misgivings of his crew. Shouting above the din, he called for the last remaining sail to be lowered.
         Dewi knew they would be riding in on the surf, at the mercy of the running sea. Suddenly it did not seem such a good idea.
         The waves racing in to break on the sand appeared much larger than when she had watched them from a mile off shore.
      

      
      The ships already on the beach had been to the right of the Priscilla when the Welsh vessel began its run in. Suddenly, Dewi realised they were falling away to the left. Ahead now was not soft
         sand but dark, glistening rocks, and a towering cliff had taken the place of distant hill and grey sky.
      

      
      ‘Hard a’port, Mister!’ Even as he gave the order to the helmsman, Captain Powell was gesticulating to the crew members on
         the deck. ‘Shake the sail out … And be quick about it! We need to tack out of this.’
      

      
      ‘She’s not answering, Cap’n. We’ll end up broadside on to the sea.’

      
      ‘Damn you, man! Do as you’re told … Get those sails out!’

      
      Frightened and bewildered now, Dewi watched in growing alarm as the men about her scurried to obey. Captain Powell was making a desperate bid to save his ship from the rocks at the foot of the cliff.
      

      
      For many terror-filled moments it seemed the power of the running sea would beat the Welsh captain. The Priscilla heeled over so far it seemed nothing could save her. Then slowly, reluctantly, the ship righted itself in defiance of wind
         and sea and was once more heading for the beach.
      

      
      But the sea had not yet admitted defeat. A wave broke over the stern and a wall of water raced the length of the deck. Dewi
         would have been swept away had Captain Powell not snatched at her arm and held her until she managed to scramble to her feet
         once more.
      

      
      A moment later the ship grounded, the stern rising as a wave forced the vessel higher up on the sand.

      
      ‘You, girl – there’s still a chance we’ll be swept back off the beach! Go below and get your things. Then go ashore over the
         bow. There are villagers there to help you off the ship …’
      

      
      His instructions were cut off as another wave poured along the deck and threatened to carry her with it once more.

      
      When Captain Powell released her, Dewi ran for the nearest hatch, the one that led to her cabin. Behind her she heard the
         captain of the Priscilla bellow new instructions to his crew.
      

      
      Here, away from the howling wind, the sound of the ship’s keel grating on the sand was almost as noisy as the storm above.
         Dewi found her cabin ankle-deep in sea-water, poured down the hatchway from the upper deck. It was also more unsteady down
         here than she had anticipated, as though sea and wind were fighting each other in a ferocious bid for control of the Priscilla.
      

      
      The bag containing her belongings was half submerged and the water added considerable weight to the contents. Struggling against
         the erratic movement of the vessel, Dewi reached the ladder to the deck with her burden. Here, a crewman sent after her by the captain reached out for the bag.
      

      
      ‘No! I’ll keep hold of it.’ Dewi clung determinly to the bag and, after trying unsuccessfully to part her from it, the seaman
         pulled her and her belongings together up the ladder behind him.
      

      
      Dewi was not the first to go ashore from the beached Priscilla. A number of crewmen were already on the beach. Helped by the villagers they heaved on thick ropes which stretched between ship
         and shore. Others dragged heavy timbers across the sand. These would be affixed to the ship’s side to keep the vessel upright.
      

      
      With the help of some fisherwomen who had gathered to watch the exciting beaching, Dewi scrambled down a rope ladder to the
         sand. When she was safely ashore the women helped her to where a cluster of small cottages nestled at the foot of the hillside,
         at one side of the beach.
      

      
      She had lost one of her shoes and the other squelched soggily with every second step she took. Her long thick black hair had
         come undone from the neat braid in which it was normally kept and hung lank and wet about her face. Sodden clothing clung
         to her and its icy coldness chilled her to the bone. She was angry, both at her condition and the ignominious manner in which
         she had been forced to disembark from the Priscilla.
      

      
      As the group of women passed a small building that reeked of fish, they met a man hurrying in the opposite direction.

      
      Tall and fit-looking, he was about thirty years of age but his dress was not that of a fisherman.

      
      When he saw Dewi he stopped. After only the slightest hesitation, he addressed her.

      
      ‘You, girl. Are you from the ship that’s been run on to the beach?’

      
      ‘I am.’ Dewi found she could hardly speak for shivering, much of it due to nerves. ‘And … if I don’t get out of these wet
         clothes I’ll be as dead as if the damn’ sh-ship had foundered on the rocks!’
      

      
      She would have hurried on but the man spoke to her again.

      
      ‘What’s your name?’

      
      Her teeth were chattering as she said testily, ‘It’s Dewi. Dewi Morgan – but I doubt if you’re any the wiser for knowing.’

      
      ‘I wouldn’t say that, Dewi Morgan. I’m Nathan Jago. I believe you’ve come to Pentuan to see me?’

      
      Turning away from her, he said to the women, ‘Take her to Polrudden. Tell the servants to prepare a room with a fire and find
         some dry clothes for her.’
      

   
      
      Chapter 2

      
      

      
      Nathan was seated at his desk writing a letter when Dewi was shown into his study at Polrudden. It was the day after the arrival
         of the Priscilla and the weather had improved dramatically. Through the open window behind Nathan, Dewi looked out at a flat, calm sea and
         a watery blue sky almost devoid of cloud.
      

      
      Nathan’s glance shifted from the letter to Dewi – and it remained with her. This was not the cold, shaken and bedraggled woman
         he had seen immediately after her scrambling disembarkation from the storm-swept Welsh brig.
      

      
      Convinced she had made a disastrous first impression upon her prospective employer, Dewi had taken particular care with her
         appearance this morning. Her long, black hair had been drawn back and plaited, the single plait folded twice and secured behind
         her head. The hair style emphasised both her height and slim build, as did the high-necked plain dress she wore. The dress
         was the only ‘best’ dress she possessed. Taken from her sodden bag and hung up to dry in her room, it had been carefully pressed
         with an iron borrowed from a sympathetic servant.
      

      
      ‘Sit down, Miss Morgan. I trust you’re none the worse for the soaking you had yesterday?’

      
      ‘No, thank you, sir.’

      
      There was a brief pause in the conversation, but before Nathan could put another question to her, Dewi said, ‘I’d like to
         apologise for the way I spoke to you yesterday, Mr Jago. I was cold and wet, and angry with Captain Powell – angry with the whole world. But it was no excuse for
         being rude.’
      

      
      ‘Had I been in your state I’d have been rude to any damned fool who kept me standing in the cold asking stupid questions.
         But I’m pleased to see you looking far more relaxed and comfortable today.’
      

      
      Nathan felt ill-at-ease. He had already made up his mind that Beville should have a girl from the village to take care of
         him. By talking to this girl he was merely wasting her time, and his own. Yet she had voyaged a long way for the interview.
      

      
      ‘Tell me something about yourself.’

      
      ‘Well, I was christened Deirdre, but when my young brother was learning to talk, he called me Dewi and it stuck. Silly really,
         Dewi being a boy’s name, but calling myself by anything else doesn’t sound right now, somehow.’
      

      
      Dewi leaned across the desk that separated them and placed two sheets of paper in front of him. ‘I’ve brought two references
         with me. One was written by a minister who has known me since I was a girl. The other is from a schoolteacher. I sometimes
         help with her pupils. I enjoy teaching children.’
      

      
      Nathan glanced down at the two sheets of paper. One was written in a neat scholarly hand. The other was a scrawl that reminded
         him of his own preacher-father’s untidy scrawl. But Dewi Morgan was talking …
      

      
      ‘I’m almost twenty-one years old and have been an orphan since I was twelve.’

      
      When Nathan looked up quickly she shrugged, almost apologetically, and explained, ‘My father was a coalminer. He was killed
         in an underground accident. A roof-fall. My mother lived for only another two weeks. I believe she died of a broken heart.
         She had run away from home to marry him, when she was young. They were very close.’
      

      
      Nathan murmured a few meaningless words of sympathy, but Dewi shrugged. ‘It all happened a long time ago now. I looked after a young brother by myself for a few months until one
         of my elder sisters took us in. She was a mine-widow with five young children. I took care of them, taught them to read, write
         and do sums, and sometimes helped out in the local school. Then my sister married again.’
      

      
      Dewi shrugged again. ‘A new husband doesn’t want two women in his house. Since I left her home I’ve been living with an aunt – Captain Morgan’s sister. They were both related
         to my mother. She was a Morgan too before she married. Never had to change her name, you see. But the aunt is a spinster,
         getting on in years and set in her ways. Although she’s never said anything I know she’ll be happy now I’m out of her house.’
      

      
      The implication of Dewi’s words was not lost upon Nathan. ‘What happened to your young brother?’

      
      It was an irrelevant question. At the same time Nathan was aware that the Welsh girl’s brief account of her life hid a great
         deal of unhappiness. He was not an unkind man and found himself reluctant to break the news to her that she would not be taking
         up a post in his household.
      

      
      ‘Daniel’s at sea. On his way to China when he last wrote to me. Captain Morgan – everyone in the family always gives him his
         full title – says Daniel will likely be a ship’s captain himself one day. I’m sure he’s right. Daniel’s a bright young man.
         Our ma would have been proud of him. I’m sure you’re proud of your son too, Mr Jago. Beville, isn’t that his name? I can’t
         wait to meet him. I’m very fond of little boys.’
      

      
      ‘Yes, Beville’s his name. Sir Beville. But …’
      

      
      ‘Sir Beville?’ Dewi gave him a dark-eyed look of puzzlement. ‘But you’re not a sir, or a lord, are you?’
      

      
      ‘No. Beville inherited his title from his grandfather – the father of my first wife. She died at Beville’s birth.’

      
      ‘And you’ve just lost a second wife?’ Dewi appeared genuinely shocked. ‘Life’s been cruel to you, Mr Jago. Cru-el.’ She made the single word sound like two. ‘It’s terribly sad for young Beville … young Sir Beville, too. When can I meet him?’
      

      
      Nathan braced himself. He could not allow this intense young girl to continue in the belief that the post of governess was
         hers. ‘Look, Miss Morgan. I don’t know what your uncle has told you, but it came as a great surprise to me when I heard you
         were coming here expecting an interview for a post as a governess. I did tell Captain Morgan I thought I’d have to employ a governess, and he mentioned he had a niece who’d be ideal for the post.
         However, it never went further than that. Had I been able to stop you coming all this way I would have written to you, but
         I only received your letter the day before yesterday.’
      

      
      Dewi’s expression of deep dismay made Nathan wince, but he reminded himself that this situation was not of his making.

      
      ‘But … I … Captain Morgan spoke as though it had all been settled – subject to satisfactory references, of course. I … I’ve
         brought all my things. Left my aunt for good …’
      

      
      ‘I’m sorry, Miss Morgan, I really am, but it’s always been my intention to take on someone from the village. Not a stranger
         to these parts.’
      

      
      Dewi swallowed hard and nodded her head vigorously, ‘Of course. You must have someone who suits. It’s that foolish uncle of
         mine. Got it all wrong, I’m sure. So anxious to cheer me up, I expect.’
      

      
      She stood up abruptly. ‘I’m sorry to have taken up your time, Mr Jago.’ She made a brave attempt at a smile but did not quite
         succeed. ‘And given you some cheek too! I’ll go now, if you don’t mind.’
      

      
      ‘You don’t have to leave Polrudden immediately. The Priscilla won’t be ready to make the return voyage for a couple of days. Keep your room until then. The servants will look after you.’
      

      
      ‘Thank you. I’ll try to keep out of your way.’

      
      Dewi fled from the study averting her eyes and Nathan felt as though he had just kicked a happy young puppy that had bounded
         up to greet him.
      

      
      He felt even worse later that same day when he heard voices in a far corner of the garden and went to investigate.

      
      Peering, unseen, over a hedge he saw Dewi and Beville engrossed in the study of a toad that was held in the palm of the Welsh
         girl’s hand as she crouched beside the small boy. Dewi was telling Beville about the habits of the creature and the two were
         so engrossed in what they were doing together they did not notice Nathan.
      

      
      Walking back towards the house, he told himself that Beville would be equally happy with anyone who was prepared to devote her time to him.
      

      
      Dewi fled from Nathan’s study to the room where she was staying. With the door closed behind her against the world, she tried
         to busy herself. Scooping up all the clothes draped over a clothes-horse at the side of the fire, she crammed them haphazardly
         inside the bag she had brought with her from Wales.
      

      
      No sooner was the bag full than Dewi pulled them all out again. She was not leaving for a day or two. Her clothes would be
         badly creased by then in the bag, especially in view of the slap-dash manner in which she had crammed them in.
      

      
      When the clothes were hung over the wooden clothes-horse once more, Dewi sat down heavily on the edge of the bed. Unconsciously
         clasping her hands in her lap, she tried to push the hurt she felt behind her and gather her bewildered thoughts together.
      

      
      Foolish old Captain Morgan! He really had led her to believe he was far friendlier with Nathan Jago than was, in fact, the
         case. She had arrived at Polrudden assuming the interview was to be little more than a formality. Convinced that her uncle
         and Nathan had reached agreement on her employment.
      

      
      Glancing out of the window at the sea on which she had sailed to Pentuan, Dewi wondered how she could have been so stupidly
         gullible. Everyone in the family knew that Captain Morgan was prone to ‘stretch the truth’.
      

      
      It was not that he deliberately set out to deceive. He was a kindly man who tended to say what he thought others wanted to
         hear.
      

      
      ‘There’s a post as governess at Polrudden if you want it, Dewi,’ he had said when he visited her at the home of his sister
         – her aunt. ‘Mr Jago is looking for someone to take care of his poor, orphaned young son. I’ve told him all about you and
         he says you are just the girl he is looking for. You get yourself to Cornwall and the post is yours. You’ll find Mr Jago is
         a good man to work for. No airs or graces with him.’
      

      
      Dewi, who should have known better, accepted every word he had told her as the truth. She realised now that she had believed
         him because she wanted to believe. She was honest enough to admit this to herself.
      

      
      The time spent living with her aunt had been a very unhappy period of her life. Strict chapel, was Aunt Phoebe. More than
         strict, really. ‘Fanatical’ was perhaps a more accurate word. Sundays were days of sheer misery. Chapel morning and evening,
         with the remainder of the day spent in the house with the blinds drawn, reading the bible. Any conversation would be about
         the message contained in the Good Book.
      

      
      Dewi had been allowed no friends. If a young man so much as looked in her direction she would be subjected to a tirade on
         sinfulness from the barbed tongue of her spinster aunt.
      

      
      Captain Morgan had provided her with a means of escape from her aunt by his offer of the post of governess at Polrudden. She
         could not go back to that house. Would not go back.
      

      
      Suddenly, the view of the sea outside misted over. Lying back on the bed, Dewi spilled her tears on the pillow.
      

      
      On the morning of her departure from Pentuan, Dewi received support from an unexpected source. Nathan’s sister Nell, heavily
         pregnant, came to Polrudden to plead the Welsh girl’s cause.
      

      
      Seated uncomfortably on the edge of the same chair where Dewi’s hopes of a post at Polrudden had been dashed, Nell looked
         across the desk at Nathan.
      

      
      ‘She’s intelligent, straightforward – and she and Beville get on very well. In fact, I’ve never seen Beville take to anyone
         as he has to her.’
      

      
      Looking up from the mass of documents spread before him in confusion on the desk, Nathan frowned irritably. ‘Nell, I’m wrestling
         with paperwork on a matter that affects the future of every man, woman and child in Pentuan. I’ve got more to do than waste
         time over a young woman who came here uninvited, to take up a post that doesn’t exist.’
      

      
      ‘Well, you’ll need to do something, and quickly. Judging by the weight and the fidgeting of this one it won’t be long in coming.
         I’ve been taking Beville most mornings, but it’s becoming too much for me. I’m so far gone I can’t do the farmwork as fast
         as it needs doing – and there are my own three to take care of.’
      

      
      As though to emphasise her words, Nell linked both hands beneath her grossly distended stomach.

      
      ‘I’m aware of all that, Nell. I’ve made arrangements for a Pentuan girl to be taken on as Beville’s nursemaid next week.’

      
      ‘Who is she?’ Nell asked sharply. ‘I can’t think of any girl in the village I’d trust my children with.’
      

      
      ‘I’ve half promised Harry Wicks I’ll take on his youngest …’

      
      ‘Sally Wicks! She hasn’t got an ounce more sense than she was born with. You ask our father. He’s tried hard enough to teach
         her to read and write, but without any success as far as I can gather.’
      

      
      When Nathan remained unmoved, Nell struggled heavily to her feet. ‘Still, you’ll at least know where to find Sally when she’s
         missing. She’ll be in the bushes down at the Winnick with a boy. That’s where she spends most of her time – as everyone in
         the village knows.’
      

      
      The Winnick was the area of sand, rough grass and bushes, stretching back from the beach.

      
      Glancing down at the profusion of papers strewn on the desk top, Nell said, ‘But Sally Wicks is your business. What’s this
         life-or-death decision you have to take for the village?’
      

      
      ‘It’s a plan to build a proper harbour here. Now the war with France is over everyone’s rushing to trade with Europe once
         more. Sir Christopher Hawkins bought the old harbour some years ago, now he wants to build a new one. To take large ships.
         He believes a number of Cornish landowners would like to see China clay and stone from our quarries going out through Pentuan.
         In return we’d see more goods coming in and have money spent in the village on supplies and services to the ships.’
      

      
      ‘That would mean a big change in their way of life for the villagers. Not all of them will welcome it.’

      
      ‘True,’ agreed Nathan, ‘but changes need to come. The fish haven’t been running lately and there’s little enough money to
         be made for those of us with fishing-boats. Another factor that needs to be taken into account is that ships are being built
         bigger and with deeper draughts. They won’t be able to run up on a beach to load and unload. Unless we have a harbour in Pentuan,
         ships will go elsewhere.’
      

      
      Nell’s husband, Tom, was a farmer at Venn, a mile or so along the road to Saint Austell. The problems of Pentuan and its harbour
         were remote from her everyday life. ‘You know, Nathan, I think I liked you more before you became Lord of Polrudden manor.
         There was time to think about people then. You weren’t wrapped up in business the whole time.’
      

      
      With this cutting and not entirely accurate observation, Nell made her ponderous way from the study. In the doorway she paused
         to say, ‘If you want Beville, you’ll find him with me – for today. I’m taking him down to the beach to say farewell to Dewi.’
      

      
      When Nell had gone, Nathan grimaced at the image of himself conjured up by the sister who was almost ten years his junior.
         Yet, to a certain extent, Nell was right. He had been aware of this for some time. He also knew such a change in himself was
         inevitable.
      

      
      It was more than six years since Nathan’s return to the village; he had left when he was fifteen years old. The son of Pentuan’s
         Methodist preacher, he had served in the Royal Navy before taking to the prize-ring. As Champion of All England he had made
         enough money to buy a fish-cellar and a number of boats.
      

      
      His first marriage to the daughter of the late Sir Lewis Hearle had brought him to Polrudden. That marriage had ended in tragedy,
         Beville actually being taken from his mother’s body minutes after she had died.
      

      
      His second marriage, to Amy Hoblyn, had also been tragically brief. Now, at the age of thirty-one and twice a widower, Nathan
         was a wealthy man with a moral responsibility for the welfare of a great many villagers – and a young son to bring up.
      

      
      Irritably, he realised his train of thought had brought him back once more to Dewi Morgan.

      
      He had found himself thinking far more about her than he should during the morning. He told himself once more that she was
         not his responsibility. He had not asked her to come all the way to Pentuan from her native Wales. If anyone was to blame
         for her wasted journey then it was her uncle, Captain Morgan, for jumping to conclusions. It was up to him to take care of
         her when she returned home.
      

      
      Trying to dismiss from his mind a memory of the girl as he had first seen her, wet, distressed and angry, Nathan scowled anew
         at the mass of paperwork in front of him.
      

   
      
      Chapter 3

      
      

      
      Struggling to come to grips with detailed figures of the costs involved in the proposed harbour scheme for Pentuan, Nathan
         was disturbed by loud voices outside the front of Polrudden. At first he took no notice of the noise, expecting it to cease
         quickly. When it continued, he flung down his pen, pushed back his seat and strode angrily to the open window.
      

      
      A village boy, red-faced and breathless as a result of hurriedly toiling up the steep hill from Pentuan, was outside the main
         entrance, surrounded by an excited group of servants and stable hands.
      

      
      ‘What the devil’s going on down there? I’m trying to do some work.’

      
      The boy opened his mouth and tried to gasp out a reply, but he was still breathless. Will Hodge, the head groom, answered
         for him.
      

      
      ‘There’s a rabid dog loose down in Pentuan. It’s a huge animal, apparently. Probably came off the French ship that beached
         there yesterday. It’s already bitten two children and is terrorising the whole village. Young Joe’s been sent up here to find
         you. The villagers want you to take a gun and shoot it.’
      

      
      About to retort that it could as easily be dealt with by a courageous man with a marlin spike or a hay fork, Nathan remembered
         that Beville had gone to Pentuan with Nell!
      

      
      Calling to the boy, he said, ‘Go back to Pentuan, find exactly where the dog is, then wait for me at the bottom of the hill, I’ll be there with a gun as quickly as I can.’
      

      
      Nathan’s gun was a flintlock sporting rifle that had belonged to Sir Lewis Hearle. It hung above the fireplace in the study,
         together with a pouch of paper-wrapped cartridges. Biting off the end of a cartridge, Nathan primed and loaded the weapon,
         aware as he shook gunpowder into the priming-pan that his hand was shaking too much to complete the task as quickly as he
         wished. However, he succeeded in loading the weapon without spilling any of the gunpowder and ran from the house.
      

      
      The village boy was waiting at the bottom of the hill from Polrudden, but Nathan did not need to be told where the dog was.
         The din from the beach told its own story. Whistles, shouts and the banging of metal mess-kettles were coming from one of
         the beached vessels. From the safety of the deck the shouts of the crewmen directed Nathan to the northern end of the beach.
      

      
      When an attempt had been made to build a small harbour, many years before, a small stone jetty had been constructed, extending
         across the beach at low tide level. The harbour had long since fallen into disrepair. So too had the jetty. Undermined and
         broken by years of fierce winter storms, the sea had gouged great holes in the structure.
      

      
      Nell, Beville and Dewi Morgan had taken refuge in one of these holes. It was almost a small cave, large enough for them to
         stand upright, but shallow. Snarling at them from outside the water-made cave was the rabid dog, wild-eyed and trailing foam
         and slobber from its mouth.
      

      
      To Nathan’s alarm, he saw all that stood between the crazed and diseased animal and his son was Dewi’s cloth bag, wielded
         determinedly by its owner.
      

      
      The crew members of the nearest beached coastal vessel were making all the noise they could. Hurling chunks of their coal
         cargo at the dog, they were attempting to distract its attention. However, they were too far away for their efforts to be effective.
      

      
      As Nathan approached, the dog launched another attack against the two women and the small boy. Once more the bag came into
         play, swung in desperation by Dewi.
      

      
      The dog was sent sprawling on the sand, but regained its feet immediately. Attacking yet again, the animal vented its insane
         fury on the object that stood between it and the humans. Seizing a corner of the bag in its teeth, the crazed animal shook
         it this way and that, ripping the material and causing clothing to spill from a hole that quickly increased in size.
      

      
      All this Nathan saw as he sprinted across the sand towards the desperately beleaguered trio.

      
      The rabid dog did not see him until the very last moment. So fiercely was it worrying the bag that Dewi was barely able to
         maintain her grip. Had the dog switched its attention to the three cowering humans now it was doubtful if Dewi would have
         been able to keep it at bay for longer than a few moments.
      

      
      Suddenly the dog became aware of Nathan. Ceasing its attack upon the bag, it turned to meet this new and unexpected threat.

      
      Nathan raised the gun to his shoulder when he was no more than six paces from the dog and squinted at the animal along the
         long barrel. Acutely aware the weapon had not been fired for a number of years, he pulled the trigger, silently praying the
         hurriedly prepared gun would fire.
      

      
      The split second between the time the flint sparked into action and the gunpowder inside the barrel ignited seemed an eternity.
         It took every scrap of willpower Nathan possessed to hold his aim as the dog rushed at him.
      

      
      Suddenly, the gun fired. For a moment a cloud of acrid white gunpowder smoke hid the crazed dog from Nathan’s view. When the
         smoke cleared he saw the beast lying on its side twitching violently, a musket ball lodged in its diseased brain.
      

      
      Unaware of the cheers that erupted from the watching men on the deck of the nearby ship, Nathan stepped over the animal and
         advanced upon the two women and his son.
      

      
      The noise of the shot echoing in the shallow stone cave had frightened Beville even more than had the attack by the rabid
         dog. As he set up a loud wail, Dewi dropped her bag to the wet sand inside the shallow cave and held out her arms. Without
         a moment’s hesitation the small boy went to her.
      

      
      When Nathan moved in closer to comfort his son he saw blood glistening on Dewi’s hand.

      
      ‘You’ve been hurt. Did the dog bite you?’ The tone of Nathan’s voice was an indication of the horror he felt. A bite from
         a rabid dog was inevitably fatal, the victim suffering a painful and distressing death.
      

      
      ‘I don’t think so. I believe it’s a scratch from one of its claws.’ Dewi held a trembling hand up to peer at it more closely.
         ‘That’s what it looks like, but everything was so confused …’
      

      
      ‘You behaved wonderfully. If it hadn’t been for you …’

      
      Nathan went cold at the thought of how close he had come to losing Beville. ‘You’d better come up to Polrudden. I’ll have
         a doctor sent for to look at that hand.’
      

      
      ‘It’ll be all right, it’s not much more than a scratch. If need be I’ll see a doctor when we berth at Cardiff.’

      
      Her reply took Nathan aback. In the excitement of rescuing Dewi and the others from the rabid dog he had forgotten why they
         were here.
      

      
      Behind the Welsh girl Nell spluttered a protest, the words unintelligible, so eager was she to voice an opinion, but Nathan
         forestalled her.
      

      
      ‘After what I’ve just seen, I’d be a fool to allow you to return to Wales, Dewi Morgan. You’ve saved Beville’s life – and
         Nell’s too. If you still want to take on the task of looking after young Beville and teaching him the things he needs to know,
         the job is yours. I’ll be delighted to have you at Polrudden.’
      

      
      The eventful day was by no means over when the small party left the beach bound for Polrudden. The excitement of the attack
         by the rabid dog proved too much for the heavily pregnant Nell. Toiling up the hill from the village, she suddenly stopped.
      

      
      She clutched her stomach, her face contorted in agony for some minutes. When the pain passed it left her gasping for air.
         She looked at the others in dismay.
      

      
      ‘Oh my God! I’ve started my labour. The baby’s on its way.’

      
      Nathan’s immediate reaction was one of undisguised disbelief. ‘But … you can’t have it here. Not right now.’

      
      ‘I don’t want to have it here, but unless you get me somewhere else – and quickly – this is where it’s going to be born!’
      

      
      Staring at Nell as though expecting her to produce a baby at any moment, Nathan said he would hurry to Polrudden. There he
         would arrange for a horse and wagon to take her home, to Venn Farm.
      

      
      ‘There’s no time for that …’ Nell’s face contorted in pain for a second time. When she spoke again she was more breathless
         than before. ‘This one’s … in a hurry. Help me reach Polrudden, at least …’
      

      
      Nell almost made it to the large house at the top of the hill. But not quite. Joseph Morgan Quicke slipped with deceptive
         ease between his mother’s legs to a hastily produced blanket, placed on the grass at the edge of the driveway leading to Polrudden
         manor.
      

      
      The event was watched with great interest by Beville until he was carried away during the final moments by a Polrudden servant.
         He went kicking and protesting angrily, unused to not having his own way.
      

      
      Meanwhile, Dewi attended Nell well. Constantly reassuring the labouring mother, the Welsh girl did all that needed to be done.
         Behaving with great confidence, she eventually placed the new-born boy in its mother’s arms.
      

      
      As mother and child were being carried by stable lads and gardeners to the house on a blanket-covered sheep hurdle, a greatly
         relieved Nathan spoke to Dewi.
      

      
      ‘That’s twice today you’ve earned my heartfelt gratitude, Dewi. It’s a good thing you know so much about delivering babies.
         Where did you learn about such things?’
      

      
      To be honest with you, it’s the first time I’ve ever done anything like this, Mr Jago. I once saw a baby being born, but I
         never had any part in what went on. Mind you, your sister made it easy for me, didn’t she? It would have been a very different
         story had things been difficult, or if it had been her first time.’
      

      
      Filled with admiration for the resourcefulness of this newest member of his household, Nathan grimaced at the blood that smeared
         her hands, arms and dress.
      

      
      ‘You’d better go into the house and get cleaned up. I’ll find Nell’s husband and tell him the good news. You’ll be moving
         into the large spare room, next to Beville. It’s got a fine view of the sea. I think you’ll be happy there.’
      

      
      ‘I’m sure I will, and thank you, Mr Jago. Tell me, though. Are things like this always happening, here in Cornwall. When I
         left Newport I was told I wouldn’t like it here very much. Find it too quiet, they said. I must say, for a quiet place there’s
         an awful lot going on.’
      

      
      Nathan grinned at her. ‘There’s as much going on in Cornwall as anywhere else, but every day isn’t like today.’

      
      ‘I’m pleased to hear it,’ Dewi said in the musical voice that Nathan found so fascinating. ‘Now, if you don’t mind I will go and clean myself up a bit before I take Beville to say “hello” to his new cousin.’
      

   
      
      Chapter 4

      
      

      
      When he took Dewi into his employment Nathan had been concerned she might not be fully accepted by the staff of his household.
         All his servants had been born and brought up in the village of Pentuan. It was a small and inward-looking community which
         excluded strangers. It even regarded men and women from neighbouring Mevagissey with suspicion.
      

      
      He was relieved to learn his fears were groundless. Word of the manner in which Dewi had saved the young Sir Beville and Nell
         Quicke from a rabid dog, at great risk to herself, reached the house prior to her own arrival. The servants had also witnessed
         for themselves how efficiently she had coped with the sudden and dramatic arrival of Nell’s latest baby.
      

      
      They took Dewi to their hearts. Her place in the house and the tightly knit village was assured.

      
      For two weeks Dewi took care of Nell’s three children in addition to Beville, nursing the eldest boy, Tom Christian – known
         as Christian, to avoid confusion with his father – through a mild bout of chicken-pox. Polrudden rang to the sounds of four
         youngsters as they laughed, played, squabbled and occasionally cried. Not once during this time did Nathan hear Dewi’s voice
         raised in anger.
      

      
      Her arrival could not have come at a more opportune time. In addition to the responsibilities attendant upon the birth of
         Nell’s latest baby, Nathan was heavily involved with mounting problems resulting from the harbour proposal.
      

      
      The matter was greatly complicated by the fact that, although much of Pentuan was manor land, belonging to Polrudden, the
         harbour itself belonged to Sir Christopher Hawkins, a political baronet. It had been sold by Beville’s grandfather to pay
         off some of the more pressing of his debts.
      

      
      Hawkins had represented various Cornish boroughs in parliament and he controlled the voters in many more. Hungry for land,
         he had earned a reputation for ruthless and greedy political and business dealings.
      

      
      Sir Christopher Hawkins was a very wealthy man – and it was his intention to become wealthier. Among his land holdings were
         several of the rapidly expanding China clay quarries a few miles to the north of Polrudden. All were showing a handsome profit,
         but Hawkins wanted them to bring in much more.
      

      
      One of the China clay industry’s greatest expenses was incurred in transportation and dues at the nearby harbour of Charlestown.
         It was Sir Christopher Hawkins’s belief that he would drastically reduce such costs if the clay was shipped through his own
         harbour. He hoped it would eventually be carried there from his quarries on a railway he proposed building to link the China
         clay area and Pentuan.
      

      
      Despite his belief in the practicality of the scheme the baronet was not a man to risk too much of his own capital in such
         a venture. He proposed that a company, with himself as a major shareholder, should bear the brunt of the expense.
      

      
      Sceptical about the venture’s ultimate success. Nathan was loath to take a share in the company. Nevertheless, he was aware
         that unless he did so, he would lose control of the future of Pentuan village.
      

      
      The first meeting between Sir Christopher Hawkins and the prospective shareholders took place on the site of the proposed harbour at Pentuan. Much of the financial backing would come from London and a lawyer, John Trubshaw, had travelled
         to Cornwall to represent the investors’ interests. In addition to Nathan, two other Cornishmen were present. One, Sir Kenwyn
         Penhaligan, was a past Sheriff of Cornwall. The other was Humphrey Yates, an unsmiling banker from nearby Mevagissey, who
         hoped to handle the business affairs of the proposed harbour company.
      

      
      A number of villagers, many children among them, unused to the sight of well-dressed ‘gentlemen’ in Pentuan, followed the
         group wherever they walked. They maintained a respectful distance, but the occasional eruption of laughter from the children
         seemed to annoy Sir Christopher Hawkins.
      

      
      Turning to Nathan, the baronet said arrogantly, ‘Jago, these people are your tenants, I believe. Will you tell them to go
         about their business and leave us in peace? I can’t hear myself think for their noisy chatter.’
      

      
      ‘They’re interested in what’s going on in the village, Sir Christopher. Having a harbour in the village large enough to take
         deep-sea vessels will have a considerable impact on their way of life. However, if the laughter of children is annoying you,
         I’m quite certain their parents will keep them quiet for you.’
      

      
      As Nathan walked to where the villagers stood, selfconsciously falling silent at his approach, Sir Christopher spoke irritably
         to his fellow titled Cornishman.
      

      
      ‘It’s hardly surprising the villagers don’t know how to behave in the presence of their betters. With a man like Jago in the
         manor they’ll have forgotten the meaning of respect. He used to be a prizefighter, I believe. An upstart. I can’t understand
         what Sir Lewis Hearle was thinking of when he allowed a man like that to marry his daughter. There was some scandal, no doubt?
         That’s the trouble with having daughters. I suppose we must be thankful the baronetcy passed Jago by and has been inherited
         by his son.’
      

      
      Sir Kenwyn Penhaligan looked down at the ground for a moment or two, until all traces of amusement had left his face. Sir Christopher Hawkins was unmarried, but was known
         to have at least two illegitimate children. He had also been indicted on corruption and bribery charges in respect of his
         ‘borough-mongering’ activities. Those who knew him well considered him most fortunate to have been acquitted.
      

      
      Expressionless now, Sir Kenwyn said, ‘I’d say there’s a very good chance of Jago picking up a title in his own right. After
         all, Polrudden wasn’t left to him, you know. He bought the place. I understand the Duke of Clarence acted as his broker. I think it would be very unwise to disregard such connections.’
      

      
      ‘Jago is acquainted with the Duke of Clarence? One of His Majesty’s sons?’ Sir Christopher Hawkins looked at his companion
         in disbelief. ‘I find that very difficult to believe.’
      

      
      ‘I’m given to believe it’s rather more than a passing acquaintanceship. Nathan Jago has been a guest at the Duke’s house on
         a number of occasions. There are rumours that the Duke has been a private visitor to Polrudden. It’s said a peerage could
         be Jago’s for the asking.’
      

      
      ‘Good Lord!’ Sir Christopher Hawkins swallowed hard. Much of his borough-mongering had been carried out in an attempt to gain
         sufficient power to guarantee a peerage for himself. The thought that this upstart might succeed where he had failed was too
         much. Nevertheless, he thought he might have been unwise to write Jago off as being of no account.
      

      
      Sir Christopher was scrupulously polite to Nathan for the remainder of the tour of the proposed harbour area of Pentuan. He
         also accepted an invitation to take refreshments at Polrudden when the inspection was completed. Nevertheless, he found it
         difficult to treat either Nathan or the London businessmen as equals and at the earliest possible opportunity he made his
         excuses and departed.
      

      
      Dewi was in the garden with Beville and Nell’s children. Through the window of the room where he was entertaining the other guests, Nathan watched as Sir Christopher stopped
         to speak with the governess. He thought the baronet was merely passing the day with the children, and was surprised at Dewi’s
         reaction to him. She made a short reply before turning her back upon Sir Christopher in a manner that was so abrupt as to
         be impolite.
      

      
      Nathan frowned but just then Sir Kenwyn Penhaligan spoke to him. It was immediately apparent that the former Sheriff of Cornwall
         had seen the brief exchange in the garden too.
      

      
      ‘Surely they aren’t all your children, Nathan? I thought you had only one son?’

      
      ‘I do. The others belong to my sister. She’s recovering from the birth of her fourth.’ Nathan went on to tell Sir Kenwyn the
         circumstances of the birth.
      

      
      ‘That governess of yours would seem to be a very capable young woman. Attractive too. Is she a local girl?’

      
      ‘She’s from Newport in Wales. A niece of one of the ship’s captains who brings coal into Pentuan.’

      
      ‘Um! An eligible widower like yourself in the house with an attractive young girl … If you’re not careful you’ll have tongues
         wagging.’
      

      
      ‘They’ll wag whatever I do – or don’t do, come to that. Not that I mind very much for myself, but I’d like the county to give Beville an easier time.’
      

      
      ‘Have no fear on that count, Nathan. Your son will enter society with a title, a manor, and land. This will suffice. Many
         of the so-called “great” families of Cornwall owe their fortunes to mining, trading – or far less lawful activities. My own
         ancestors were privateers – pirates. Then there are the Sir Christopher Hawkinses of this world. He almost disappeared beneath
         a mountain of political scandals – and personal ones too. Not only has he survived, he has actually prospered. Have you visited
         his new house at Trewithan?’
      

      
      ‘No. As well as bringing up a motherless son, I’ve expanded my fishing fleet and I spend a great deal of time working the
         fish-cellars I own at Portgiskey. I’ve little time for socialising.’
      

      
      ‘You should make time. You deserve to reap some reward for your labours. We’re having a ball at my home at Golant next month. It’s to celebrate
         my brother’s return from India and to introduce his three daughters to the county. Come along and enjoy yourself. You’ll find
         we’re not all as stuffy as Sir Christopher Hawkins. By the way, this brandy is superb. I’d appreciate it if you could obtain
         some for me. As you might have heard, my supplier went out of business last week. I need to find a new source if I’m not to
         have a dry cellar.’
      

      
      As Sir Kenwyn Penhaligan rode away from Polrudden, later that day, Nathan pondered the baronet’s request. He must have realised
         the brandy he was drinking had been smuggled into Cornwall. Indeed, Sir Kenwyn’s reference to his supplier ‘going out of business’
         quite obviously referred to the French ship which had been arrested the previous week for ‘moonlight trading’. Yet Sir Kenwyn
         was an ex-Sheriff of the County, a borough recorder and an active magistrate, dedicated to upholding the law.
      

      
      It seemed he was also a man of the world – and a true Cornishman. Nathan warmed to the man. He felt Sir Kenwyn Penhaligan
         was a man to be trusted – and one who had his duties in true perspective.
      

      
      Outside, in the garden, Dewi had Beville and Nell’s children with her on a blanket on the lawn, enjoying a picnic. She was
         aware of the approach of Sir Christopher Hawkins and would have preferred to ignore him, not from a wish to be unsociable,
         but because her position in the household was something of an anomaly that had not yet been settled.
      

      
      Dewi was an employee of Nathan, yet she was not a servant. This had been made clear by Gladys Coppin, Nathan’s elderly cook. When Dewi had gone to the kitchen to make herself a cup of tea on her first day at Polrudden, the indignant
         old woman shooed her away. ‘Master Nathan employs servants to do the likes of that for ’ee,’ the cook declared fiercely. ‘Start
         doing it for yourself and they’ll grow lazier than they are now.’
      

      
      For a while Dewi was able to pretend she had not noticed Sir Christopher as he sat his horse nearby. Warning five-year-old
         Christian to take his hand out of the jam pot, she used a finger to remove a crust choking three-year-old Kate. Seconds later
         she was in time to substitute a piece of cake for the pebble in the mouth of the youngest child, Bessie, who was eighteen
         months old.
      

      
      ‘You have your hands full, young lady.’

      
      Dewi glanced up and as quickly returned her attention to the children. Sir Christopher’s expression showed neither amusement
         at the antics of the children nor genuine concern for her predicament. It was an expression she had seen more than once before:
         the predatory look of a wealthy man-of-the-world when meeting with an attractive girl belonging to a lower social order.
      

      
      Dewi was aware the horseman was speculating on his chances of bedding her. The only uncertainty she had was reserved for the
         method he would employ. As it was the first time he had met with her she anticipated a cautious subtle approach, but she had
         misjudged the political baronet.
      

      
      ‘An attractive young girl like you could find more congenial employment than taking care of someone else’s brats. I’ve need
         of a housekeeper at Trewithan. Come and see me there.’
      

      
      For a moment Dewi’s Welsh temper flared out of control. This man had been Nathan’s guest at Polrudden. He was repaying the
         hospitality he had received by trying to steal her away.
      

      
      Dewi bit back the retort that almost escaped her lips. The guests were to be Nathan’s partners in an important business venture. She did not know how important this particular man
         was to her employer.
      

      
      ‘I thank you for your offer, sir, but I’m quite well suited at present.’

      
      The horseman shrugged. ‘If you change your mind, come and see me at Trewithan. I’m Sir Christopher Hawkins. I’ll find a place
         for you.’
      

      
      ‘Aye, and I know just where that place will be! Hell will freeze over before I share a bed with you, Sir Christopher-bloody-Hawkins.’

      
      Dewi spoke the words softly as Sir Christopher rode away – but not softly enough.

      
      ‘Hell can’t freeze over. It’s a fire. Grandad preaches about it every Sunday … and there’s no blood on that man.’ Beville looked puzzled. ‘And why should you share a bed with him? Hasn’t he got one of his own?’
      

      
      Scooping up the boy in her arms, Dewi said, ‘Don’t you ever take any notice of what a silly Welsh girl says when she’s talking
         to herself, young Sir Beville. She has more foolish notions in her head than Christian has fingers in that jam pot.
      

      
      ‘Christian Quicke, behave yourself! If the Lord had intended you to have a jampot on your hand you’d have been born with one
         there. Now, take it out this minute, you hear me …?’
      

   
      
      Chapter 5

      
      

      
      ‘Why do you want to be gallivanting with the likes of Sir Kenwyn Penhaligan and Sir Christopher Hawkins? You’ve done very
         well these past years without getting mixed up with their sort. No good will come of this, you mark my words, Nathan.’
      

      
      Preacher Josiah Jago made his gloomy prediction as he, his son and the fishermen employed by Nathan passed a new mile-long
         drift net through their hands and lowered it from the quay to the fishing boat, Sir Beville.
      

      
      They were at Portgiskey, Nathan’s bustling fishing-cellar, tucked beneath sloping cliffs in a small cove at the far end of
         Pentuan Beach.
      

      
      ‘I reckon Nathan has ambitions to become real gentry himself. Before we know it he’ll be coming down here wearing white gloves and wrinkling his nose when he gets downwind
         of the cellar. We’ll need to doff our hats and call him “sir” then, I’ve no doubt.’
      

      
      The speaker was Ahab Arthur, the oldest member of Nathan’s fishing crews and skipper of his best drifter. He had held Nathan
         in his arms when the owner of Polrudden was no more than an hour old.
      

      
      A friend of Preacher Josiah Jago for almost twice Nathan’s lifetime, Ahab spoke from a privileged position. Yet, even as they
         laughed at his words, there were fishermen who looked askance at Nathan to see how he would take the good-natured chaffing.
      

      
      ‘Judging by the size of your catches these days, I think you must all be coming to work in white gloves. It would be reassuring to get a whiff of fish downwind of the cellar.’
      

      
      Nathan’s response was as light-hearted as the banter of Ahab Arthur, but each of the fishermen was aware of the stark facts
         underlying the humour. The fish seemed temporarily to have abandoned the waters around Cornwall’s jagged coast.
      

      
      Every fishing community in the county was suffering hardship. No one knew the reason for the absence of the fish, although
         pilchard fishermen laid the blame squarely upon the large drift-fishing boats of the type owned and worked by Nathan. It was
         a deeply entrenched conviction that the fault lay with the long drift-nets hanging like giant lace curtains in the deeper
         waters off-shore. The seiners’ complaint was that the nets prevented the fish from coming inshore to be caught by the more
         traditional seine-net method of fishing.
      

      
      It was futile to point out that drift-fishermen too were having a lean time. The seiners retorted that even if the drift nets
         were not catching fish, they must be frightening them away.
      

      
      ‘Will there be work for Pentuan men when you and Sir Christopher Hawkins start building this new and bigger harbour you’ve
         been talking about?’
      

      
      The question came from one of the younger fishermen.

      
      ‘Pentuan men will be the first to be given work. I’ll make certain of that – but I also intend carrying on fishing. If the
         harbour’s a success there’ll be a ready market for fresh fish and I’ll be able to ship salt-pilchards without incurring transport
         costs.’
      

      
      ‘Only if the fish begin running again.’

      
      ‘They will,’ declared Preacher Jago confidently. ‘I’m holding a special service in the chapel on Sunday. We’ll be praying
         for a good pilchard season this year and I expect every one of you to be there. Mind you, we’re not the only ones asking the
         Lord for pilchards, so we’ll need to pray harder than Mevagissey, St Ives, Newlyn and Looe.’
      

      
      Late in the evening, some weeks after Nathan’s visit to the fish-cellar at Portgiskey, he was in his room, preparing for bed,
         when he heard the sound of cannon-fire coming from somewhere out at sea.
      

      
      Throwing back the curtains he saw flashes of gunfire coming from perhaps two miles off the coast. Through the open window
         the sound rolled across the water to break against the high cliffs beneath Polrudden in a series of grumbling echoes.
      

      
      Nathan was half undressed. Hurriedly, he put his clothes on again and pulled on outdoor boots. Leaving the room, he met Dewi
         outside in the passageway. She wore a dressing-gown over her nightdress and had just come from Beville’s bedroom.
      

      
      ‘There’s no need to worry, Beville’s fast asleep,’ she said before Nathan could question her. ‘But what’s all the noise out
         at sea? I can’t believe a storm would spring up so suddenly …’
      

      
      ‘It’s cannon-fire. A Revenue boat must
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