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PENDENNING HALL (Acquired 1787)

Sir Charles Cavendish MP  m. Lady April Montville
b.1743 b.1750
\ \ \ |
Celia Charity Georgina Sarah Charles
b.1773 b.1774 b.1780 b.1789 b.1791

Sir Richard Goldsworthy
Major Henry Trelawney

Mr Phillip Randal
Mrs Jennings
Walter Trellisk
Ella
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Guest: Bow Street Stipendiar)/
magistmte

Guest: Major in the
32nd Foot Regiment

Steward
Governess
Coachman

Housemaid
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FOSSE

POLCARROW (Baronetcy created 1590)

Sir Francis m. 1) Elizabeth 2) Alice
Polcarrow Polcarrow Polcarrow
b.1730d.1782 (née Gorran) (née Roskelly)

b.1749 d.1770 b.1763 m.1780
|

James Gorran m. Rosehannon Francis
Polcarrow Pengelly Polcarrow
b.1765 b.1772 b.1781

Jenna Marlow  Companion

Joseph Dunn  Master of Horses

Bespoke Dressmaker (Est. 1792)

Madame Merrick  Dressmaker
Eva Pengelly  Seamstress

Elowyn Seamstress

HMS CIRCE L’AIGRETTE
Captain Edward Penrose Captain Arnaud Lefevre
Lieutenant Frederick Carew Jacques Martin
Nathaniel Ellis
Jago
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TRENWYN HOUSE near FALMOUTH

Lord William Carew m.

b.1735

Lady Clarissa Carew

(née Godolphin)
b.1740

William m. Cordelia Charles George Henry Frederick Amelia
b.1760 Polgas b.1761 b.1762 b.1764 b.1767 b.1772

b.1770

William Henry
b.1790 b.1792

BODMIN
Mr Matthew Reith  Attorney of law
Mrs Sarah Hambley — Guesthouse proprietor
Hannah Hambley  Daughter
Mary Maid
Adam Tremayne  Friend of the family
Robert Roskelly  Convicted murderer in
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We only part to meet again.

Change as ye list, ye winds; my heart shall be

The faithful compass that still points to thee.
John Gay
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c@m Ohe

Pendenning Hall
Thursday 7th November 1793, 3:00 p.m.

¢ ome, Charity, I'll race you to the folly’

C ‘No, Cici, it’s too far. It’s getting late and it feels
like it’s going to rain.

Always the same sense of duty. Always reigning in when
I wanted to gallop. ‘I don’t give a fig if it rains. Let it pour.

‘I think Miss Charity’s right, Miss Cavendish. The weath-
er’s turning. ..and—’

‘And?’ I turned to face him. He may be a groom but, for
all of that, he was our gaoler. He looked nervous, pulling
at the reins, edging in front of us so we would turn back.
Do not let them out of sight of the house, was that what he
had been told? They were both right, of course, the sky was
darkening. We should return to our dressing rooms and
prepare for the evening. I should dress in my blue organza,
the better to show off the huge ring now glittering on my
finger. We should sit stiffly with Mama, eat Madeira cake,
drink sherry and bask in my wonderful fortune. I knew what

I should do.
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[ looked up at the folly. ‘Itty, Viscount Vallenforth’s horse
is tethered outside the folly — he hasn’t left the park. He
must be waiting for us, hoping we’d ride that far” My heart
began pounding. Father had negotiated a brilliant settlement,
well exceeding Mama’s expectations, but perhaps Viscount
Vallenforth felt the same as I did? The same empty longing?
The dream there was more to marriage than legal negoti-
ations and formal settlements? I felt suddenly so happy. He,
too, must regret we had never been left alone together.
He must be waiting, hoping I would see his horse and ride
over.

‘I know you have your orders,’ I said, using as much of
Mama’s tone as I could bear, ‘but think how displeased Viscount
Vallenforth will be if you stop me. Take Miss Charity home —
she’s getting cold and she’s tired. I'm only going to the folly
and Viscount Vallenforth will accompany me back.’

The groom bowed, reluctantly turning away. [ knew it was
unkind to speak so sharply. He looked kind and was certainly
good with the horses. “Very well, my lady,” he replied, giving
me every indication he recognised a prearranged tryst when
he saw one. Charity looked anxious, turning to me in distress.

‘I won’t gallop, Itty, I promise. I know about the rabbit
holes and I’ll take the greatest care.” I could not go back,
not now, not with him waiting for me like that. This was a
tryst — a real tryst, like proper lovers, and he had chosen the
folly — how wonderfully romantic. Perhaps he would kiss
me. I felt breathless, gripping the reins tightly, tapping my
mare forward. She was a lovely chestnut, my favourite in

the stable, and I knew she was itching to canter. Sensing my

4
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excitement, she needed little encouragement and I spurred
her on, ignoring Charity’s frown of concern.

Iloved the folly; I could watch it all day. In fact, I frequently
did. I'loved the light, the changing colour. Early sun turned
the marble a brilliant white, evening sun bathed it in glowing
red. Moonlight turned the columns ghostly silver. Should
[ kiss him back? We had met twice, both formally, and on
both occasions he had seemed so reserved, so very distant,
but perhaps that had been for appearances. Perhaps, beneath
that impeccably embroidered waistcoat was a heart beating
with passion. I was blushing now, the banned books from the
library distressingly vivid.

The ground was growing steeper, the final rise before
the top. This was my favourite place. In a moment, I would
turn round and gaze across the river mouth to the harbours
below; Fosse and Porthruan — two opposing towns, fighting
for dominion of the river mouth. I would see the jumble of
stone houses rising steeply from the quaysides; some days,
so clear, I could see the shuttered windows, the grey slate
roofs, other days, smothered by a fog so thick, they would
disappear completely. Today was perfect. In the evening light
I could see the masts of the ships, the church tower, the solid
outline of Sir James Polcarrow’s house with its sturdy walls
and pointed windows. Best of all, I could see the sea — miles
and miles of open sea; the clouds now gathering, the waves
turning an ominous grey.

Go to Cornwall? Mama had been aghast. She never intended
Father to come. Buy the house and estate and become the

Member of Parliament, certainly, but to expect her to go
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there? The thought had left her reeling — that was until she
realised how very opportune it would be. My marriage
was her prime concern, and to be within visiting distance
of Viscount Vallenforth and his powerful father was enough
to rouse her. It had taken seven years for her to venture
down here, but only three months to secure the engagement.
Once the wedding was over, Mama could leave this god-
forsaken wind-blown wilderness and return to her beloved
Richmond.

Full-bellied clouds blew across the land, the folly nearly
indistinguishable against the overcast sky. I could see Charity
dismounting at the house below and knew she would be
anxious. Only ten months separated us, we could not be
more different and I loved her all the more for that. Neither
of us called Pendenning Hall home. It was certainly a beau-
tiful house with perfect symmetry — all four aspects equal,
three rows of seven windows, the top windows slightly
smaller than the ones below. It had the obligatory large front
door, framed by a particularly ornate portico and a circular
drive, large enough to please Mama. Even the huge fountain,
brimming with nymphs and watery goddesses, had met with
her approval. Terraces stretched down either side, statues
eyeing each other from across the formal gardens but I felt
no love for it. Father had owned it for seven years. For five
months it had been our home, for the last eleven weeks, it
had become our prison.

How had Arbella left the house in broad daylight — our
beautiful cousin, exactly five months younger than me and

five months older than Charity? I missed her so much. For a
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few weeks she had filled our hearts with talk of sun-drenched,
turquoise seas, of blistering heat, of butterflies and humming
birds; of vibrant flowers and exotic fruits growing in the
gardens of Government House. She hated Dominica but I
thought it sounded so exciting. How could she just walk out
of our house in broad daylight, plead a headache, go to her
room and escape unseen? Even more puzzling, how could
she know she loved a man quite so much to be prepared to
give up everything?

The mare hesitated and stopped. Rabbit holes were
everywhere but the ground was still firm so I urged her on,
choosing our route with care. She seemed strangely jumpy,
throwing back her ears, her nostrils beginning to flare. The
folly was less than fifty yards away, Viscount Vallenforth’s
horse tethered on the other side, but still she hesitated,
ignoring my repeated commands.

Slipping from the saddle, I grabbed her halter, examining
her carefully for signs of injury. There was nothing —no limp,
no reason to stop, and I began edging her forward with more
force than necessary. It was strange; I always chose to ride
this mare because she was so fearless. Suddenly I stopped.
I could hear whinnying from the other side of the folly —
the unmistakable sound of a stallion in distress. The sound
unnerved us both and my hands began shaking. The mare’s
fear was rising and I knew she would bolt if we got any closer.
I began calming her, turning her round, desperate to get her
safely tethered.

A small wood ran down the side of the hill and I ran to

it, tying the mare safely to a trunk, returning quickly across
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the uneven grassland, grateful for my sturdy boots. The
stallion was straining against the post, rearing on his hind
legs, the whites of his eyes stark with fear. He was clearly
petrified, his mouth frothing, his nostrils flaring in panic.
My alarm increased but I knew to show no fear. To reach
Viscount Vallenforth I would have to walk calmly in front of
the terrified stallion, edge round the columns and enter the
arch at the other side.

[ stopped. I could hear a slow, rhythmical sound coming
from the folly — the sound of a whip whistling through the
air, meeting its target cach time, the same speed, the same
relentless ferocity. Worse still, I could hear grunting, the
terrible grunting of a man using all his effort. I put my hands
over my mouth to stifle my scream. I was right. Dear God,
[ was right. I had seen the cruelty in his mouth. I had sensed
his coldness. In my heart, I had known.

The boy he was thrashing had long since stopped crying, his
white face seemingly lifeless; his tiny, thin frame lying half-
naked across Viscount Vallenforth’s knee. Angry red wheals
covered his back and buttocks — all of them oozing, all glis-
tening with bright red blood. There was blood on Viscount
Vallenforth’s arms where his sleeves had been rolled and a
smear of blood across his forchead where he must have wiped
the sweat from his eyes. I drew back, my stomach retching,

It was the most vicious thing I had ever seen, but it was the
look on Viscount Vallenforth’s face that sickened me most —
that glazed, lustful look, that smile, the gluttonous, satisfied
curl to his lip. The pleasurable grunting. I could see his enjoy-

ment in such a cruel act and I bent over, trying to stop myself
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from vomiting. Hateful, vile man — just one more lash and
he could kill the boy. Pulling myself together, I rushed in and
grabbed his arm as it rose towards me. ‘Stop this at once!’

His arm went rigid, his eyes unable to focus on my face.
He was looking through me, not at me, his chest rising and
falling, his thin lips creased in their tight smile. I gripped his
arm, wrenching it towards me, his white knuckles clenching
the riding crop so tightly. As if coming to his senses, he stood
up, letting the boy fall to the ground. “That’ll teach him. He
won’t poach again.’

‘It’s not your land. Father should punish the poachers.’

‘T'll punish who I'like.” His voice was hard, unrecognisable
from the voice that had only an hour ago been sweet-talking
Mama. ‘T'll whip anyone who sets a snare and threatens my
mount — whoever’s land he’s on.” His eyes were focussing
again; cold, cruel, staring straight at me as he began rolling
down his shirt sleeves, carefully fastening the pearl buttons
above the lace, flicking some dirt off his satin waistcoat. He
turned to retrieve his carefully folded jacket. “You shouldn’t
be here’

[ knelt on the ground, gathering the whipped boy in my
arms, ‘He might die’

‘I doubt it. They’re stronger than they look. Goodbye, my
dear, I'll see you in church’’

The boy was deathly white for all the dirt covering his
face. He lay limp in my arms, his wounds bleeding, his chest
barely rising. I took off my cloak, wrapping it round him,
cradling him softly. How old was he, nine, ten? His thin body

seemed just skin and bones as I held him to me, trying to get
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some warmth into his fragile frame. Poor, poor boy, I could
imagine him watching Viscount Vallenforth fold his jacket,
the fear in his eyes as he saw him roll up his sleeves. Had
Viscount Vallenforth petrified him even further by testing
the crop in the air? Somehow I knew he had.

I had hoped. I had really hoped. I had tried so hard to
supress my instincts, believe in my good fortune. I thought
he must be cruel. I could tell by his thin lips, his humourless
face, by his arrogance, his hauteur, his distain. I had seen the
cruelty, but never believed him such a brute. At thirty-nine,
there must be a good reason why he remained unmarried.
Others must be privy to his true character. Others must
know.

The boy stirred, opening his eyes, staring at me with little
comprehension. I rocked him gently, his two dead rabbits
on the floor beside us. He was clearly starving, desperately
in need of food and shelter but, first, his wounds must be
dressed. He was almost weightless when I picked him up,
almost lifeless when I carried him to the mare. She was
nervous; the smell of blood clearly causing her distress.
Calming her as best I could, I'led her to a broken tree stump
and eased myself carefully into the studded saddle. The boy
barely moved.

I looked round, scanning the contour of the trees. The
wood sloped gently to the river below. I had not ridden there
before, the folly marking our furthest boundary, but halfway
down the hill, a narrow track led straight into the woods. I
urged the mare forward, slowly picking our way towards the

tiny opening. Just as I thought — fresh hoof prints, digging
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deeply into the soft mud at the entrance. I stared at the
hoof prints. Viscount Vallenforth must have been cantering,
To canter, he must know the path to be sound. It must be a
shortcut out of the park.

West of the river, all the land belonged to Sir James
Polcarrow, east of the river, everything belonged to Father.
[ stared at the path as if mesmerised — the fallen leaves, the
twigs snapped in half. For the first time in my life, I was
unaccompanied. I could follow that path. I could walk away.
In the wood, the birds were singing. The boy stirred in my
arms and [ flicked the reins, digging in my heel to urge the
mare forward. She hesitated, as if questioning my command.

‘Walk on,’ I said, turning her westwards.

11
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C@feﬂ Lo

he boy’s head rested against my shoulder, his tiny frame
Tshivering. My tears were drying, my resolution hard-
ening, I would never marry Viscount Vallenforth. Never. I
would go to Polcarrow and beg Lady Polcarrow to take me
in. [ would write to my parents, telling them I would not
come home until I was released from my engagement. It
was the only thing I could think to do. The boy needed help,
I needed sanctuary and, without the threat of scandal, my
parents would take no notice.

‘It’s not much further. You’ll be safe soon,” I whispered. I
could visualise the way: I had stared down at the house often
enough and my memory never failed me. Polcarrow was
three miles from Pendenning Hall, only two miles from the
folly. The path was already getting flatter, the ground growing
softer by the minute. We must be halfway there.

Through the trees I glimpsed the river. The tide was out,
only the thinnest stretch of water showing black against

the muddy banks. It seemed strangely cerie — the trees’
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roots gnarled and twisted, seaweed hanging from the white
branches like long black fingers. Broken trunks lay stranded
along the shore, an abandoned rowing boat with planks
missing, but it was so beautiful, so peaceful. Fast grey birds
darted across the glistening mud, tall white birds looked
down from the trees. I forced my eyes away, turning with the
path, following the fresh hoof prints pointing my way.

The path widened and stopped, the growing dusk making
it hard to know where I was. Gradually I recognised a rough
stone wall, a crooked post. Turning left would take us back
to the gate-house, turning right would take us along the river
to the bridge. Ahead lay the ford, used only when the tide
was out. Our coach had driven through it, but only once.
The water had been deeper then, almost to the steps of the
carriage.

‘Walk on...” I urged, kicking the mare forward, forcing
her down the muddy slipway, keeping her head steady as the
inky black water rose above her fetlocks. I knew not to stay
on the road — if they came searching, they would come this
way. For the past few wecks I had seen wood-smoke rising
from these woods. Trees were being cleared; I knew to look
for a small path that would take us straight to Polcarrow.

The path was smaller than I expected, hardly wider than
the horse. The light was fading, the trees merging together
in the gathering darkness. I could see lamps burning through
the trees and knew exactly where I was. We had never been
invited to Polcarrow, the animosity between Sir James and
Father saw to that, but Arbella and I had gazed down from
the hill, studying the stables and the coach-house, thinking

13
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she would soon be mistress of the old house. How very
secretive she was then; I wished she had told me the truth,
but how could she? Everyone had to believe she was to marry
Sir James — how else could she run away with the man she
truly loved? Her plans must have been so intricate, borne out
of desperation, yet now I understood her. Dearest Arbella, to
keep so silent, not telling a soul.

How very different Polcarrow was to Pendenning Hall
— here was ancient woodland, a long-established house, a
family name stretching back for generations. Our house was
so new, Father’s baronetcy straight from the boardroom of
the East India Company. Trade, as Mama would say, had she
not depended so entirely upon it.

The mare saw the lights and increased her pace, picking
her way more readily through the dense overgrowth. We
were heading straight for the stables — unseen, uninvited, a
terrible affront, but it was my only chance.

‘We’re here — you’ll be safe, now. Sir James’s a good man.’
The boy’s small arms clasped my neck and I felt him shake.
“You're safe, I promise. You’ll be well looked after.” I sounded
reassuring, but I was surprised the place seemed deserted,
no-one there at all. “We just need to find someone.’

Not far away was a hitching rail and I decided to dismount.
Wrapping the boy carefully in my cloak, I slipped from the
saddle and carried him in my arms. Lamps were burning
cither side of the stable entrance; other lanterns lit the path
to the house and more lamps burnt against the coach-house,
but there was no-one to be seen.

I crossed the courtyard and entered the stable, at once

14
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met by the familiar smell of fresh straw. A well-run stable,
that was obvious — no corners cut, no laziness tolerated.
Deep straw lined every stall, the horses contentedly nudging
their hay-bags. Buckets of water stood inside each gate and
newly oiled saddles hung against the dark wooden stalls.
My eyes were immediately drawn to two saddles lying on
the flagstones. They looked to be flung to the ground and
abandoned in haste, clearly at odds with the immaculate
surroundings. Stranger still, two black stallions stood bridled
and steaming with sweat.

A tiny glow of light lit the end stall — the flicker of a single
lantern. I could hear a woman sobbing and whispered voices.
The last two stalls were empty, the voices coming from
within the furthest one. I knew I ought to walk away, or make
my presence known, but curiosity drew me forward. It was
always like this. It would be easy to slip into the second stall,
hide in the shadows where no-one would see me. Knowledge
was power — | had learnt that as a child. How else could I
know the truth from the lies they peddled me? Cocooned in
silk, the newspapers hidden?Told only what they wanted me
to hear. Without listening at doors I would never know what
was really going on.

I crept silently forward, stepping over the freshly laid
straw without a sound. A chink of light showed through
the wooden stall and I knelt down to peer through the tiny
crack. There were two men, three women and a boy of about
twelve. James Polcarrow had his back to me, with Lady Rose
Polcarrow by his side. I did not know the blonde woman or

the huge red-haired man, but I recognised Alice Polcarrow,
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Sir James’ stepmother. She was kneeling in the straw, sobbing,
clutching her son to her.

“When was this, Alice?” James Polcarrow sounded furious.

She looked up, tears streaming down her cheeks, “This
morning...at ten o’clock’

‘Ben came to you in the garden and gave you this?” He held
up a small brown paper package.

“Yes.’

‘And the message was, “You know what to do”

“Yes.

‘Alice, Ben’s not the best of messengers, he can barely get
his words straight. How do you know what it means?’

A fresh burst of sobbing met this question. ‘I know
exactly what it means,’ she stammered. ‘I've been dreading
it for months. It’s from Robert — it’s poison. When he was
arrested, Robert told me he’d get poison to me, to put in
your drink.

‘Dear God, Alice, your brother’s an evil man — you
should’ve told me this long ago. James Polcarrow’s jaw
clamped tight, his face thunderous.

‘I thought it would never happen. I just prayed and prayed,
hoping we’d hear of his hanging, but when it was postponed I
began to feel such dread. I was going to tell you when I heard
he’d escaped from Bodmin, but you left in such a hurry’

She wiped her tears with the back of her hand and leant
forward, scooping something up from the straw. My heart
froze. A spaniel dog lay with his head hanging limply to one
side, his big brown eyes glazed and lifeless. She buried her

face in its immaculate coat.

16
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‘He’s poisoned Hercules as a warning I must do exactly
as he says...he told me to use the poison on you, and if I
didn’t, he’d take my son. He takes everything — everything,
First he killed your father, now my dear, sweet Hercules and
he’ll take Francis, I know he will. He just takes and takes and
takes. I hate him.” Pain caught her throat, her words barely
audible. ‘He said I'd never see my son again...he’d kidnap
Francis, sell him to some ship’s captain.’

‘The man’s insane.’

‘He’s always controlled me...always. You weren’t here.
You were miles away. Your dear father was dead and as
Francis’ guardian he took everything into his own hands. He
ran the estate with such cruelty and I was powerless to stop
him. I thought only to get by until Francis came of age. His
greed knows no end — he wants to control Francis just like
he controlled me.You're in his way.’

I leant back against the wooden stall, clutching the boy
closer. They were speaking so quietly, their voices hardly
above a whisper. Robert Roskelly — I knew the name. Father
had done business with him when he lived at Polcarrow and
I had watched him from the window when he had come to
dine. Father had liked him but Mama thought him frightful.
Neither had spoken of him since he was arrested for the
murder of Sir James’ father.

‘How did he escape?” It was Lady Polcarrow’s Cornish
accent, the beautiful Rose Pengelly, not three weeks married.
‘Will he come to Fosse, James?’

‘No. He’ll not come anywhere near here — he won’t risk

being recognised.’

17
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[ peered through the chink again. James Polcarrow was
pacing backwards and forwards, one fist tapping his mouth,
the other held tightly against his side. Lady Polcarrow was
kneeling on the ground, her arms round Alice and Francis.
The boy looked petrified. He was tall and dark like his step-
brother. Sir James’ scowl deepened. ‘Alice, have you any idea
where your brother would hide? Who would your brother
trust with his life?’

She looked up, pain deep in her eyes, ‘I've been trying to
think — perhaps Rowen Denville. [ think he’d trust her. They
were...well...you know, rumour had it...’

‘“Where does she live?” James Polcarrow knelt in the straw,
encouraging Alice in her distress.

‘Falmouth.

‘Then that’s where he’ll be. My guess is he won’t sail
until he knows I’'m dead and Francis will inherit Polcarrow.
Whoever gave Ben that poison will have instructions to wait
and see if you use it. If I don’t sicken, he’ll have instructions
to take Francis—’

‘Dear God, James. No.

‘Our only option is to make them believe you’ve used it.
Rose and I will pretend to be ill and while Robert Roskelly
waits to hear of our deaths, I'll go to Falmouth and find
Rowen Denville. I'll base my search round her. I will find
him, Alice. Your brother will hang for the murder of my
father and Francis will come to no harm. That, I promise.’

Theld the boy carefully against me, afraid he might whimper.
Sir James turned to the other man. ‘Joseph, send toTruro for

Dr Trefusis — we can’t trust any of the local doctors...and
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stay with Francis at all times. Sleep in his room and never let
him out of your sight. Never.

“Yes, Sir James.’

He turned to the blonde lady. ‘Jenna, tell everyone Rose
and I are fighting for our lives. Insist on being our only nurse
and stop anyone coming into our rooms. Cry a lot and say
we’re getting worse.

‘“Yes, Sir James.

‘Rose, his voice once again softened as he looked at his
wife. “You must stay in our bedroom and make sure you
aren’t seen by anyone.

Rose Polcarrow looked back at him through the darkness.
Her chin lifted, her beautiful eyes flashed. ‘I'm coming with
you, James.’

‘No, Rose, it’s too dangerous. [ insist you stay here.’

She smiled, seeming to take no notice. ‘I won’t let you
go alone’

I could not believe it. Rose Pengelly, the seamstress’s
daughter, contradicting her husband, yet he was smiling back
at her; a deep, loving smile, the two of them exchanging
a look of such love. The rumours he had hastened their
marriage were true — he did love her, he adored her. I closed
my eyes, trying to shut out the sight of Viscount Vallenforth’s
terrible thin lips, curling in their cruel smile.

Lady Polcarrow’s voice grew urgent. ‘L'Aigrette’s still in
harbour, James. I've been watching her from the terrace. The
wind’s northerly, the tide’s about to turn — it’s perfect for
Falmouth. If we hurry we’ll catch Captain Lefevre.

I leant against the stall, holding the boy in the darkness,
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the sound of their footsteps receding along the cobbles.
My mind was racing. Could I? Would I dare? I remembered
Arbella’s hastily scribbled note. I had burnt it, as requested,
but [ remembered every word — we’ll be married straightaway,
but so we can’t be traced we'’re going to call ourselves Mr and Mrs
Smith.We’ve got respectable lodgings in Falmouth, in Upper Street,
with Mrs Trewhella, but don’t tell anyone, will you, Cici? Not a soul.

I took a deep breath. Arbella’s elopement was all the

courage I needed. If she could escape, so could I.
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