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      Chapter One

      Gennetta Turner paused at the gate of number seven New Buildings which occupied a prominent position on Whitby’s West Cliff.
         She looked across the River Esk and the red-tiled roofs of the old town to the ruined Norman abbey high on the East Cliff.
         It was a view which never failed to thrill her, and the bustle on the quays of this thriving Yorkshire port was always exhilarating.
         She blew Reuben Briggs a kiss. He responded, and though the length of a well-kept garden lay between them they could sense
         the warmth in one another’s smiles as they waved goodbye.
      

      
      She hurried down the hill to Bagdale with its row of elegant houses, the homes of merchants, shipowners and captains. This
         August day in 1845 was hot with not a cloud to bring some temporary relief from the sun. Only a gentle sea breeze tempered
         the heat. She liked this weather, preferring to enjoy it without hurrying, but hurry she must. Up to two minutes late for
         afternoon tea with her father on Wednesday, Saturday and Sunday raised a scowl of disapproval; more than that brought a sharp word of rebuke.
      

      
      Family tea on those days was a ritual, had been ever since Gennetta could remember. It had puzzled her why it should be so
         until she had learned, eleven years ago when she was seven, that it was really a memorial to her mother, Eliza, who had died
         when she was born. Prior to that Eliza and her husband Jeremiah had always taken tea together on those days. The others she
         had entertained wives of the well-to-do whose riches had been garnered from the trade of a port which sent ships to all parts
         of the known world. Jeremiah had encouraged her socialising, seeing it as instrumental in promoting his own thriving jet business.
         Now his beloved helpmate was lost to him in death but he kept the memory of her alive with this custom of taking tea with
         Gennetta and her brother Jack, who was two years older than herself.
      

      
      Gennetta was panting hard when she opened the front door of the house in Bagdale and glanced at the clock in the hall. The
         burden of anxiety was lifted when she saw that she still had five minutes in hand. She felt some relief from the heat in the
         coolness of the marble floor. Her father, wanting to impress visitors, had had it designed especially. Roundels and squares
         in black and dark green patterned a white background. Cleaned and swept every morning by two maids, the floor shone like a
         new pin. But Gennetta found the whole effect cold and impersonal, and the dark patterned wallpaper and heavy iron balustrade
         on the stairs did nothing to alleviate the impression. It was the same throughout. There was nothing homely here. It was just a house, a place to find the essentials of living and no more. As she grew older Gennetta grasped what was
         missing: the loving touches of a wife who would make it into a home for her family.
      

      
      Gennetta had long since realised that her father did not notice, or was not concerned about, what was lacking. That knowledge
         came when one day she overheard a conversation between Mrs Bates, the housekeeper, and Mrs Peters, the cook.
      

      
      She got on well with both of them and liked to spend time chatting downstairs. This particular day the kitchen door was ajar
         and she stopped outside when she caught them in the middle of an exchange of opinions.
      

      
      ‘Oh, aye, I’ll grant thee t’master’s fair with us, gives us no trouble.’ Mrs Bates’s agreement was swiftly laced with criticism.
         ‘But he has no warmth or kindness to him. He’s as cold as a codling.’
      

      
      ‘That’s just it,’ Mrs Peters solemnly endorsed. ‘It’s Gen I’m sorry for, poor little mite. She’s never known a mother’s love.’

      
      ‘It’s all right for Master Jack. He’s very much like his father and the apple of his eye.’

      
      ‘Aye, and t’master can blame him for nowt. It’s cruel of him though, to put her mother’s death at Gen’s door. Natural at the
         time, I suppose, but to keep it up all these years is beyond comprehension …’
      

      
      Gennetta had turned away unseen from that conversation with thoughts which disturbed her until she realised she now had an
         explanation for much that had previously troubled her.
      

      
      This put a new interpretation on her father’s habitual stern remoteness which, because she had grown up with it, she had accepted
         as normal. At times she had wondered why he did not take the same interest in her as some of her schoolfriends’ parents did
         in their children. Why he so often brushed aside her enthusiasms and excitements with a non-committal grunt or even a sharp
         word of rebuke at being disturbed. From that overheard conversation she now had the explanation, and it was only her precious
         friendship with Reuben Briggs that kept her from being permanently damaged by the knowledge that Jeremiah blamed her for her
         mother’s death.
      

      
      It explained his stern, sometimes downright tyrannical, ways towards her. Though Jeremiah kept a firm hand on both his children,
         Jack was never the victim of his harsh and unloving attitude, something which created jealousy in Gennetta and did nothing
         to promote a cordial, close relationship between brother and sister.
      

      
      She could fault her father in no other way. He was a good provider. She had a sound roof over her head; she was well-fed,
         well-clothed, and he had given her a good education at a local dame school, with additional specialist tutors in music and
         literature and particularly drawing, which she loved. But he showed no special interest in her accomplishments, did not enthuse
         when she did well or when her teachers and tutors waxed lyrical with delight at her ability. He remained a cold, aloof figure
         who seemed to think more of his work than he did of his daughter. She felt that, quite apart from his blaming her for her
         mother’s death, his business swallowed up any last interest he might have had in her. He gave the impression that it was his duty to provide for her, since she was his daughter, but beyond that he acknowledged
         no other obligation. In return he expected obedience in anything he ordered, because he knew best.
      

      
      Gennetta complied because there was nothing else to do; she was otherwise comfortable, and able to follow her own interests
         so long as they were within the realms of decorum. But still she longed for the love of a mother, finding a faint echo of
         it in her relationships with the housekeeper and the cook. Though she was on good terms with them, and they had a great deal
         of quiet sympathy for her, there was always one final barrier between them: she was their employer’s daughter and they his
         employees.
      

      
      Gennetta found solace in the friendships she made at school and especially with Reuben Briggs whom she met when she went for
         special tuition in drawing from Mr Archibald Cooper who lived in a small grey stone house at the north end of Skinner Street.
         He agreed to teach Gennetta provided she attended at the same time as Reuben, whose great-aunt, recognising his talent and
         wishing him to develop it further, had arranged for tuition beyond his school work.
      

      
      So from the age of twelve they had come to know each other, discovering many shared likes and dislikes. In Reuben, Gennetta
         found everything lacking in her father and brother. He was warm, friendly, always ready with a smile which spoke of his pleasure
         in her company.
      

      
      Reuben, for his part, enjoyed the company of someone of his own age for most of his time was spent with his Great-aunt Edith.
         Edith Briggs presented a formidable figure: tall, with a long face and cheeks which seemed to sag level with her jaw-line. But what she lacked in looks she made
         up for in good nature, though on first meeting this was not apparent. Her eyes, beneath eyebrows arched exceptionally high,
         gave the initial impression that she was highly suspicious of the person introduced to her, but on closer examination an observer
         could detect a twinkle of amusement in those large dark eyes, as if she was relishing the impression she made. Her clothes
         added to the air of severity for, though they were of the best quality, they were plain, devoid of frills and flounces, and
         of sombre colours. The only adornment she allowed was an exquisite jet brooch at her throat, carved in the shape of a whale,
         and a curling lizard, set with marcasites, pinned below her left shoulder.
      

      
      When Reuben’s mother and father had died in an epidemic when he was seven, Edith, as his only relation, had taken him in.
         Her offer to do so was tinged with a little reluctance for she knew that a young boy would intrude on her reclusive way of
         life. She cultivated few friendships and even her nephew and his wife had never been close. Reuben knew of her, had met her
         very occasionally, and viewed her as a formidable personage from whom it was safest to keep his distance.
      

      
      But given a home by her he had determined to make the best of it, to keep to himself as much as possible and have only the
         minimum of contact with her. Edith’s stiffness swiftly melted when she and Reuben were drawn into proximity. She had to admit
         that little boys held a special charm, especially when they respected their elders without losing that endearing hint of mischief which lurked beneath the surface.
      

      
      She realised the pleasure she could gain from watching him grow up and by encouraging him to make the most of his talents,
         and derived much satisfaction from using for this purpose the wealth she had inherited from her father, made in the boom years
         of Whitby’s whaling trade.
      

      
      One of Reuben’s talents was with a pencil and paper, and accordingly she arranged special lessons in drawing for him. His
         particular forte was depicting the ships and boats around Whitby’s busy harbour. Edith realised that the boy had a special
         love of the sea and ships, something he must have inherited from a long line of Briggses, and that one day she might lose
         him to a sailor’s life.
      

      
      She approved his friendship with the girl who shared his drawing lessons and encouraged him to bring her to tea whenever possible.
         Edith liked Gennetta, a pretty child with silky fair hair which tumbled to her shoulders like a cascading waterfall, indicating
         care and regular brushing. She had been immediately taken by the child’s pale blue eyes which sparkled so prettily. But she
         saw behind them a guarded sadness. It could be banished in jokes and laughter shared with Reuben but return just as easily.
         Then a serious expression would cloud her round childish face. It was at those times that Edith’s heart went out to the girl
         for she knew how much someone of Gennetta’s age needed a mother’s love and resolved to try to impart some of that love without
         intruding or being obvious about it.
      

      
      Gennetta appreciated her kindness and repaid her with a special regard.

      
      Edith found great joy in watching the two youngsters grow up: Reuben into a fine, handsome, broad-shouldered young man whose
         hair seemed to darken as he grew older until it matched the raven depth of her own, a Briggs family trait; Gennetta with a
         figure which, when it lost its adolescent plumpness, boasted a slim waist which anyone would envy. The rounded cheeks had
         fined down a little but retained their pink-tinged prettiness.
      

      
      Edith saw the friendship between them developing into love, though neither of them recognised it until Reuben’s sixteenth
         birthday.
      

      
      The three of them were having tea together. Mirth filled the cosy dining room with its glazed doors open to a walled garden.
         There was a small lawn outside and winding paths among rose trees full of blossom which scented the air with an intoxicating
         fragrance. The table was laden with scones and home-made strawberry jam, Reuben’s favourite, red jellies, sponge cakes filled
         with jam and cream and, in the place of honour in the centre of the table, the birthday cake which had had Cook’s special
         treatment to keep it moist and was delicately iced with the words ‘Happy Birthday’ in pink on the smooth white icing.
      

      
      Gennetta had never felt happier. She had bought Reuben a ship in a bottle with money saved from the allowance her father had
         started to give her. The work of a sailor whose sailing days were over, it was very delicate and lovingly crafted. When she
         arrived at the house Reuben came hurrying to meet her and in those moments alone she was able to give him her present. His
         dark eyes lit up at the sight of the ship and when they looked up at Gennetta they held something special. He kissed her on the cheek and her heart fluttered at the touch of his lips. She knew
         there was a deeper feeling than affection between them now. The childhood days of platonic friendship were over. This feeling
         was different. There was an empathy between them which made them truly happy only in each other’s company.
      

      
      Gennetta was light-headed. She had never experienced anything like this before. It must be love, she decided, and if it was
         then long may it go on.
      

      
      Edith too recognised the change in the young pair she loved so much. She saw that Reuben’s excitement over his present went
         much deeper, stemming at least as much from the pleasure of having Gennetta to share this special occasion. And in Gennetta
         Edith saw the first love of a young girl for a boy. She made no observation but offered a silent prayer that both would always
         be as happy as they were at this moment.
      

      
      She saw that newfound happiness tested only a short while later. The candles on the birthday cake had been blown out amidst
         excited chatter and laughter. The cake had been cut and passed around. Edith and Gennetta immediately gave their best wishes
         to Reuben. He thanked them. Then they saw his face cloud over. His serious expression as he glanced from one to the other
         made them both wonder what was coming.
      

      
      He took a deep breath and declared: ‘Great-aunt, I would like your permission to go to sea.’

      
      In spite of the warm, balmy day, the words brought a chill to the room.

      
      For a moment no one spoke. Gennetta felt her heart thud and a numbness grip her. She wanted to scream, ‘Reuben, no! Not now,
         just when our lives are linked together in love!’ She glanced through misty eyes at Miss Briggs and read dismay on her long
         face.
      

      
      Though it was something Edith had expected one day, Reuben’s announcement had still come as a shock. Edith shot a glance at
         Gennetta. The girl was hurting terribly. Why had he chosen now to make his request? Why on this happy occasion? Why when they
         had just discovered their love for each other?
      

      
      She broke the tense silence with a little cough as if it were necessary to clear her throat for what she was about to say.
         She took a grip on herself. She did not want to lose Reuben who had become so much a part of her life. He would leave a void
         she knew she could never fill. But she wanted to be fair, wanted to do what was best for him. He needed her now more than
         ever. She must be wise for them both – no, for the three of them.
      

      
      ‘You’ve thought about it carefully?’ Her voice was soft, neither approving nor condemning. All the while her eyes were focused
         sharply on him, reading every nuance of his expression, wanting to miss nothing, testing the depth of his sincerity and commitment.
         At the same time she was fully aware of Gennetta’s reaction. She saw a mixture of surprise, horror and disappointment as only
         a girl in love could unconsciously express them.
      

      
      ‘Yes, I have.’

      
      ‘It will mean a rough life. There is no easy way to senior positions at sea. You will have to start at the bottom.’

      
      ‘I don’t mind that. It’s what I would expect.’ His voice was firm.
      

      
      ‘There are dangers, too. Have you considered those? Storms, shipwrecks … We can none of us see what lies ahead.’

      
      ‘Yes. They hold no fear for me.’ He seemed shocked that his aunt might think him faint-hearted.

      
      She gave a small wry smile. ‘Bless you, child, that’s the boy in you speaking, but the man in you tells you that there are
         circumstances in which you would be afraid, and if you were not you would not be a worthy sailor. Fear makes you cautious,
         which is as it should be. For that caution could one day save your life and those of others.’
      

      
      Reuben nodded, blushing a little. ‘I’ve thought about life at sea very carefully.’

      
      ‘You’d be leaving comfort behind. This house, good food, a soft bed.’

      
      ‘I know.’

      
      ‘You’d be leaving me and Gennetta.’

      
      ‘That is the one thing I’ll regret.’ He glanced from one to the other and his heart ached, for he knew he was causing them
         pain. He had not wanted to be the cause of those tears trickling down Gennetta’s cheeks.
      

      
      ‘I have few close friends but those I have are influential, men of position,’ his aunt went on. ‘It would be easy to place
         you somewhere on land with prospects – with one of the merchants or shipbuilders …’
      

      
      ‘Great-aunt,’ he interrupted gently, ‘I would rather you used your influence with a shipowner and a good captain.’ His voice
         warmed with enthusiasm. ‘I’ve always dreamed of going to sea. If you let me go, I know I will do well. You’ll be proud of me. You both will.’ He glanced at Gennetta, eyes
         pleading with her to understand.
      

      
      Edith knew that what he said was true. He would do well in anything he tackled but he would do better in something on which
         he had set his heart and to which he could direct all his talent and determination to prove himself. Apart from that he would
         be in a trade in which he would be happy, and his happiness was paramount to her.
      

      
      ‘Very well, Reuben. You have my approval. I will see what I can do to get you a position on a good ship.’

      
      In the grip of excitement, he sprang from his chair and ran to her, flinging his arms round her neck and hugging her tightly.
         ‘Oh, thank you, thank you.’
      

      
      ‘There, there, now. No fuss,’ she returned, embarrassed at the display of affection, though in her heart of hearts she liked
         it. She patted him on the shoulder and gave him a reassuring smile as he stepped away.
      

      
      Gennetta was numbed by Miss Briggs’s approval. Reuben would no longer be here for her. There would be a large void in her
         life which would be filled only when he was between voyages. The tears flowed a little faster.
      

      
      Reuben saw them and came to her. ‘Please don’t cry, Gen,’ he said softly. ‘Be happy for me.’

      
      She gulped, nodded and sniffed back her tears. She found her handkerchief and dabbed her eyes.

      
      ‘Gennetta,’ Edith spoke gently, ‘we’ll both miss Reuben very much but you must continue to come here. Happen we’ll be company
         for each other. Promise me you will?’ Apart from the comfort she would find in Gennetta’s visits, she knew it was important for her to continue to provide the love and support which the girl so sorely missed at home.
      

      
      Gennetta nodded. ‘Oh, I will come.’

      
      Edith smiled. ‘Now I’m going to take a short rest. You two go into the garden. It’s such a nice day.’

      
      Out of sight of the house they sat on a seat beneath a willow tree, its weeping branches, lush with leaves, providing a cool
         canopy from the heat of the sun.
      

      
      Reuben took Gennetta’s hand and with that touch they both knew that they had left their childhood behind. ‘Gen, I’m sorry,
         but please try and understand.’
      

      
      ‘I do, really I do. It was just such a shock when you made your request, I was bewildered.’ She looked deep into his eyes.
         ‘I don’t want you to go, I want you here. But I do realise how you feel.’
      

      
      He smiled. ‘That makes me feel better, for I never wanted to hurt you.’ He paused then added seriously, ‘Today I realised
         you meant more to me than a friend. I love you, Gen.’
      

      
      ‘Oh, Reuben, I love you too.’

      
      He leaned forward and kissed her lightly.

      
      ‘You’ll think of me?’

      
      ‘Always.’

      
      ‘Never forget me?’

      
      ‘Never.’

      
      They sealed these promises with another kiss lingering a little longer this time.

      
      * * *

      
      So it was that Edith Briggs gained a position for her great-nephew as cabin boy on the Diana, captained by an old friend, Silas Barrick.
      

      
      Reuben took to the life immediately, showing both keenness and ability. His nimble brain was ever ready to learn and he was
         considered to be destined for quick promotion.
      

      
      Gennetta’s visits to Miss Briggs continued regularly and they both found solace and enjoyment in each other’s company, while
         always looking forward to Reuben’s next leave.
      

      
      This time, late in his eighteenth year, Reuben had brought the news between voyages that Captain Barrick had promoted him
         to Able Seaman, and that if he worked well there was no reason why he should not advance quickly to Second Mate.
      

      
      It was in this knowledge, with the future looking bright for them both, that Gennetta had left him, swearing his love for
         her, and hurried home to have tea with her father and brother.
      

      
      There were five minutes to spare. Time for her to wash her face and hands and compose herself to face the ritual. She stepped
         quickly across the hall towards the staircase. An uneasy feeling touched her, and her steps faltered. Something was different.
         The door to the drawing room, where her father always took tea, was open. This was unusual. Her father was a stickler for
         keeping doors closed. She pursed her lips, gave a little shrug of her shoulders and went on, heels clicking on the marble
         floor.
      

      
      ‘Is that you, Gennetta?’ Her father’s voice held a thick Yorkshire accent, something he had never tried to moderate even though
         success had brought him a wider social circle.
      

      
      Its sharp, cold tone brought her to a stop. ‘Yes, Father,’ she replied, keeping her voice level. Inwardly she felt a little
         apprehensive. This was not the usual teatime greeting. Normally, once she had entered the room, there was a polite passing
         of pleasantries, though there was no depth to them. Why was she being summoned this way? Why the open door? Had her father
         been listening for her return?
      

      
      ‘Come here immediately.’ The order contained the tone of parental authority that demanded instant obedience.

      
      Puzzled, Gennetta entered the room. Filled with oak furniture, with thick curtains draped at the windows, it had always had
         a sombre atmosphere which was hardly lightened by the patterned wallpaper. Her questioning glance took in the scene. Her father
         stood with his back to the fireplace in its heavy oak surround, though on this warm day no fire burned in the grate. He was
         holding himself stiffly erect, hands clasped behind his back, under his grey thigh-length lounge jacket with black satin lapels.
         At his throat was tied a muslin stock against the high stiff collar of his shirt. A pale yellow waistcoat, topping dark grey
         trousers, was his only concession to brightness. His black shoes shone mirror-bright as they always did.
      

      
      Jeremiah was a fine figure with an air of authority. It was something which had not come to him naturally but which he had
         cultivated from his early days in the family jet business. Realising that one day, as the only son, he would take over the firm he’d wanted the employees to know who was in charge and must be obeyed instantly. He was their employer
         and they should know their place. Now his firm jaw was set grimly and his small waxed moustache seemed to bristle as he eyed
         Gennetta.
      

      
      ‘Close the door,’ he ordered. ‘I’ve delayed tea until I ring for it.’

      
      She was even more mystified. Their cherished routine was going to be broken. Her father must have something serious to say.
         She glanced at her brother Jack who lounged in a large leather-cushioned chair, but if he knew the reason for this break from
         custom he gave nothing away.
      

      
      His father tolerated Jack’s colourful taste in clothes – red jacket, pale blue waistcoat and yellow-checked trousers – for
         he knew that behind the outward foppery was a young man just as steely as he was. He had seen to that, moulding his son to
         his own image so that the firm of Turner, Jet Makers, would be in safe hands in the future. He was confident it would continue
         to thrive and expand on the popularity of the material, mined along the Yorkshire coast and inland on the moorland hills,
         which could be carved and etched into highly polished pieces currently fashionable with ladies as items of jewellery, brooches,
         necklaces and adornments to their dress.
      

      
      Jeremiah eyed his daughter. ‘Sit down,’ he ordered, indicating a high-backed chair upholstered in a depressing dark red plush.

      
      Gennetta did as she was told, straightened her dress and placed her hands one on top of the other on her lap. She looked up
         at her father who towered over her.
      

      
      ‘It’s come to my notice that thy friendship with Reuben Briggs has become much more.’
      

      
      The words astounded her. How did he know? Her mind reeled but she focused on what he was going on to say.

      
      ‘I allowed thee to take drawing lessons with him, and thee has become a very competent artist. I thought it helped thy talent
         so I allowed the association to continue. But I was blind to what the consequences might be as thee grew older, and for that
         I blame myself. Since he went to sea you’ve been seeing him whenever he was in port. It must stop forthwith!’
      

      
      Gennetta sought for words. As honest as she was, her first instinct was to deny the inference. ‘Reuben and I are friends …’

      
      Her father bristled. He scowled at her. ‘Don’t lie to me, girl. Jack saw thee walking hand in hand on the cliffs, saw thee
         kissing.’ A note of disgust had come into his voice. ‘Don’t tell me that was just friendship?’
      

      
      Gennetta shot an angry glance at her sneak of a brother and saw the self-satisfied smirk on his face. She could tell he was
         enjoying watching her being reprimanded by their father. It only heightened the defiance which was rising in her. There was
         no point in denying her father’s accusation now. ‘All right,’ she replied with a snap in her voice, ‘it’s not. We love each
         other.’
      

      
      ‘Love?’ her father sneered. ‘However thee describe it, it will stop. My daughter is worthy of someone better than a common
         sailor.’
      

      
      ‘Reuben has great prospects, Captain Barrick has said so. He’ll become a captain himself one day.’

      
      ‘Thee’ll forget him,’ rapped her father. ‘I’ll have you marry Cyrus Sleightholme!’
      

      
      ‘What?’ Gennetta sprang to her feet. ‘That fop! Never!’ Her eyes blazed in defiance.

      
      ‘Thee will, for the sake of the firm.’

      
      Gennetta tossed her head and snorted in disgust. ‘I see it all. You want me to marry Cyrus so that you can unite the two biggest
         jet firms in Whitby. All you’re thinking about is your own welfare.’
      

      
      ‘If Cyrus had had a sister there would have been no need for this, Jack would have married her. Instead he married Grace and
         she’s turned out useless. She’ll never give me the grandson I want.’
      

      
      ‘Not my fault she can’t conceive,’ protested Jack from the depths of his chair.

      
      Father and daughter ignored him.

      
      ‘So you want me to marry Cyrus to get you a grandson with a hand in both businesses?’ Her eyes narrowed rebelliously. ‘Well,
         you’ll get your grandson but he’ll be a Briggs!’
      

      
      Jeremiah’s face flamed with anger. ‘Thee’ll not defy me! Thee will marry Cyrus. I’ve already spoken to his father and he approves.
         It will be good for both firms.’
      

      
      ‘I’ll not agree,’ Gennetta declared. ‘You can just untell him!’

      
      ‘Thee’ll do as thee’s told,’ Jeremiah boomed. ‘I’ve given thee everything thee’s had, clothing, food, an education …’

      
      ‘Yes, you have, and I’m grateful,’ she broke in. ‘Everything but the one thing I wanted most of all – love. You’ve always
         blamed me for Mother’s death and it’s turned your heart to ice so far as I’m concerned. I found the love I craved with Reuben and Miss Briggs, and I’ll not lose it now. I’ll not sacrifice my happiness for the sake of your ambitions.
         I’d rather leave.’ Her chin jutted determinedly.
      

      
      The colour drained from Jeremiah’s face. ‘Leave and I’m finished with thee. There’ll be nowt for thee, not one penny. Think
         on that.’
      

      
      ‘I have no need to. My mind is made up. Keep your money. I’ll marry Reuben Briggs and be happy.’ She swung round and started
         for the door.
      

      
      ‘Don’t come running to me when things go wrong!’ her father flung at her as she crossed the room, her back ramrod straight,
         bristling with anger and defiance.
      

      
      She took no notice but slammed the door, her final answer.
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