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About the Book

Cornwall 1786. Twenty years ago, fate denied Adam Loveday his birthright: the family estate, Trevowan, and the boatyard that his father is struggling to maintain. And the intense childhood rivalry between Adam and his elder twin St John continues to govern their fated passions and chequered fortunes.

St John has become a dissolute wastrel but Adam, with a talent for ship design and a thirst for adventure, has fierce family pride in Trevowan and the yard. Aware of his father's increasing disapproval, St John fears that the Loveday yard will be given to Adam after all, and puts into motion a plan to ensure that Adam will never get what his heart desires: the boatyard – and Meriel Sawle, the seductive daughter of the local innkeeper, whose violent family are infamous in the smuggling trade …
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Chapter One

1787

 

The spear of lightning which split the night sky revealed the threat of the impaling rocks at the base of the Cornish cliffs. White spray rose high as a church spire, then subsided into a boiling cauldron in a devil’s dance capable of wreaking death and destruction. A native of this coast, Adam Loveday knew the toll storm and rocks could take upon even the greatest galleon.

The frigate reared and pitched. Adam worked in the fore topsail rigging, the ropes supporting his bare feet abrasive as glass from the icy rain. He rode the wave. His body, attuned to the swell of the sea, was perfectly poised and balanced, whilst around his head and shoulders the tattered fore topgallant writhed like a nest of striking vipers. Muscles, strengthened by five years in the navy, corded and contorted in agony as he lashed the remnants of the sail against the yardarm.

The rain flattened his dark hair and moulded his short seaman’s jacket and white breeches to his lithe form. He  was aware of the score of sailors alongside and above him; each man battling with the elements to save the ship.

Another flash of lightning showed Adam that the frigate was finally turning from the rocks. Yet the danger was far from over, there was still the headland to clear.

They should never have come this far inshore. Returning to Plymouth after eighteen months in the Mediterranean, the HMS Goliath had been hailed by a revenue cutter to help pursue two fishing vessels suspected of smuggling. The vessels had been tiny dots on the horizon and they had chased them for an hour before the storm struck at nightfall. By then they were beyond Plymouth. The smugglers could hide in any of a dozen coves. Their cargoes of brandy, tea and silks stowed in waterproof kegs, would be jettisoned and weighted with stones to reside beneath the sea until it was safe to retrieve them. Pursuit was not only pointless, it would endanger the frigate. The coasts of Devon and Cornwall had been graveyards for hundreds of ships over the centuries. Now the wind was driving them dangerously close to the headland protecting St Mawes and Falmouth harbour. The officer of the watch, Lieutenant Francis Beaumont, was in his mid-twenties and inexperienced, and had sneered at Adam’s earlier warning.

‘You are impertinent, Mr Loveday. Do you question my judgement? Or are you in sympathy with these lawless smugglers? I’ve heard it said all Cornishmen turn a blind eye to the King’s law where smuggling is  concerned, to serve their own base needs.’

Adam clenched his fist and swallowed the insult. It was not easy. At twenty, his temper could still triumph over caution, especially on matters of his pride or injustice. Lieutenant Beaumont was conceited and his arrogance was hard to stomach. Although Beaumont had become a midshipman at thirteen and had been promoted to lieutenant at twenty-four, he was incompetent. His navigational skills were adequate but he had no real understanding of the sea or the changes of weather. He had less understanding of men, and judged any inferiors in rank with the tolerance of a farmyard bull.

His anger controlled, Adam regarded the man, who was shorter than he by four inches. The narrow face of Beaumont was pinched even tighter by his sneer. A powdered wig sat on the lieutenant’s head like an oversize cauliflower, making him look ridiculous rather than dignified.

There had been countless such remarks from this officer during the voyage. Each was a deliberate taunt which struck at Adam’s pride in his family or his homeland. It had taken all his self-control not to retaliate.

Since leaving Gibraltar, Captain Rawcliffe had been confined to his cabin with gout. The crippling pain made his unstable temper volcanic. Beaumont, with the advantage of seniority, ignored Adam’s warning about the weather, jeering, ‘Frightened of a bit of wind and rain, are you, Mr Loveday? Take three men and unfurl the topgallants. We’ll board those confounded  smugglers and press them into service.’

‘With respect, sir, I beg you to reconsider.’ The courtesy almost choked Adam when he yearned to teach the arrogant bully a lesson. Seven men had been put to the lash under Beaumont’s orders during the voyage, two of whom had died.

To Adam’s mind Beaumont represented the worst elements of a naval officer. He was the favoured grandson of Admiral Algernon Beaumont, and constantly bragged of his family connections. He treated anyone below him in rank with contempt, whilst he toadied to his superior officers. Adam despised him. Soon, he vowed, Beaumont would answer for the insults over the last months. Adam expected his commission to lieutenant to be awaiting him at Plymouth. Owing to another confrontation with Beaumont at the start of the voyage, Adam had been denied earlier promotion.

‘So you do question my judgement, Mr Loveday?’ It was another challenge.

‘You are the senior officer on duty. But as a native to these shores I know the weather and the sea. Within half an hour I hazard the storm will be upon us. The wind is easterly and it is freshening. There is a smell about it.’

‘A smell!’ Beaumont scoffed. ‘What old wives’ tale is this? The sky is clear. Do you think my grandfather became an admiral by harking to such nonsense? It is perhaps why your uncle remains a mere captain.’

Again Adam battled not to lose his temper at this  further insult. It was more important to keep the HMS  Goliath safe.

His naval career had started when he was fifteen, aboard a warship commanded by William Loveday. He admired his uncle because he instilled discipline without resorting to the unnecessary cruelty common on so many ships. Adam was proud of his naval heritage. In every generation a Loveday had served his country and many had lost their lives at sea.

Forcing deference into his voice, he declared, ‘There will be a storm. The fishing smacks will take refuge in a secluded cove. And these shores are notoriously treacherous.’

Lieutenant Beaumont stepped closer, his expression haughty. ‘Your opinion was not asked for, Mr Loveday. Get aloft and unfurl the topgallants. We will make the most of the freshening wind to catch those blackguards.’

Further protest was useless. Adam could not refuse to obey a direct order. His courtesy title of Mister was a sham, a concession to his genteel birth. He and the other three midshipmen on board had no more rights than the ordinary seamen, and were worked to exhaustion.

Adam had a wisdom beyond his years about the local weather. From the age of five he had loved the sea. Whenever his grandfather put one of the vessels built in the family shipwright’s yard through its sea trials, Adam had accompanied him. Yet the navy had not been Adam’s choice as a career. He would have preferred to work as a shipwright. He had fought against joining the  service for years, which was why he had not become a midshipman until he was fifteen, when many men of naval families joined as young as eleven. His father had finally lost patience with the constant fighting and rivalry between Adam and his twin, St John, and Adam had been ordered into the navy.

He’d accepted the decision with philosophical grace. Trevowan could never be home to both himself and St John; there was too much rivalry between them.

After three years sailing with his Uncle William, who was commander of HMS Neptune, Adam transferred for this last voyage to HMS Goliath, a move that had shown him all that was bad about the navy. Captain Rawcliffe had no regard for the suffering of his sailors. Three press-ganged men had jumped overboard, unable to face the unremitting misery of poor food and floggings. Beaumont was as ruthless as the captain. On several occasions Adam had been punished when he intervened to stop Beaumont beating senseless the young cabin boy, Billy Brown, over some minor incident.

Adam’s courage had earned him Beaumont’s hatred. The long and dangerous hours of exhausting tasks that he carried out with vigilance served to provoke the lieutenant to greater endeavours to break his will. From the start of the voyage, Beaumont, newly promoted from midshipman himself, had been jealous of the easy way Adam had won the respect of the other officers and also the seamen.

The sea was in Adam’s heart and his blood. He  excelled in his navigation and ship’s management classes. He could climb the ratlines to the crow’s-nest faster than any man on board.

Life as a midshipman was hard. Throughout the day and night he was on duty for each alternate four-hour watch and never able to snatch more than three and a half hours’ sleep at a time. Scrubbing decks, mending sails, polishing the brass fitments were as much a midshipman’s duty as training in navigation, gunnery and ship’s management. Yet Adam thrived on it.

The present storm permitting, they would dock at Plymouth on the morning tide and he would be at Trevowan before evening. Thoughts of home and the comfort of Trevowan had sustained him through the blistering heat and torment of being becalmed during a Mediterranean summer, or half frozen and clinging to a masthead during storms.

Now, with the shredded canvas furled, Adam edged back along the yardarm. His lungs burned from his efforts. The pain in his shoulders was numbed by the icy sting of the rain. Thank God the headland was now behind them and the worst of the storm seemed to have passed. Every officer, except the stricken captain, was now on deck to bring the ship under control. The first lieutenant had been furious at being roused by the storm to find HMS Goliath in danger through the incompetence of Beaumont.

A violent gust flattened Adam against the rigging, then an ominous crack above him made him leap across  to the ratlines. The main topmast had splintered and fallen to the deck, crushing a sailor. Another seaman, his legs snared in the rigging, was dragged with it. The man’s scream was cut off when he landed head first on the deck. A heavy block and tackle swung like a pendulum, threatening to decapitate any man within its range. It was crashing against the ratlines perilously close to the unconscious figure of Seth Wakeley. Seth was hanging upside down. His body was suspended with his legs hanging through the ropes of the ratlines. It swayed with each pitch of the ship. From its angle one of his legs was clearly broken.

Adam began to climb to rescue him. Keeping one eye on the block, which swung unnervingly close to his head, he shouted for assistance. A sailor descended from above and helped to support Seth’s weight. Adam withdrew his knife and slashed at the ropes which held Seth’s broken leg.

He glanced down and saw a tangle of rigging and the broken mast with its sail hanging over the side of the vessel. Sailors swarmed over it, hacking at the ropes to release the mast. Its weight was causing the ship to list and was affecting the steering. If a wave hit them amidships, they could capsize. As it was, the ship was already veering towards the rocks. There was no sign of Lieutenant Beaumont. A scan of the deck showed Adam two men struggling by lantern light with the helm.

Twice he had to duck to avoid the swinging block. Once it caught him a glancing blow on the shoulder. The  pain was excruciating. There was no longer strength in the fingers of his left arm. Fortunately, Seth was now free of the rigging. The only way to get him safely to the deck was for Adam to carry him over his shoulder.

The weight of the man added to the searing agony of Adam’s injury. Each step stripped energy from his legs. His knees buckled and threatened to pitch both himself and Seth to the deck, still some thirty feet below. He willed himself to find the strength he needed and blotted out the debilitating pain.

With relief he lowered Seth on to the deck, to be taken with the other injured and treated by the ship’s surgeon. For another hour, until the storm died away, Adam worked to clear the decks. The first glimmer of dawn was visible on the horizon when the ship’s bell rang, announcing the change of watch.

Adam went below decks to check on Seth and the other wounded men. He was met by a scream which iced his blood. The surgeon was bent over a figure who was held down on a table by two men. The unmistakable rasp of a saw and the stench of blood churned Adam’s stomach. There was a thud as the lower part of a leg was tossed on to the blood-splashed floor. The sizzle of a hot cauterising iron and the accompanying smell of burning flesh made him pray for the poor wretch who was suffering such torment. Amputation was the only way of preventing gangrene after a bone had been fractured.

It was Seth. The man had a wife and four children in St Austell. How would a one-legged man support them?  Seth was one of the ship’s carpenters. He should never have been sent aloft. Once his leg healed he would be capable of working again, but many employers would be prejudiced against a cripple when there were so many able-bodied men to choose from.

Although weary, his bruised shoulder still stabbing with pain, Adam spoke with each injured man, offering them encouragement. Barty Owens, a young midshipman, called down to him to report to the captain.

‘The old man is apoplectic over the ship being demasted,’ Barty grimaced. ‘None of it should rebound on you. Lieutenant Matthews knows Beaumont is responsible.’

Even so, facing Captain Rawcliffe’s rage after such a gruelling watch was disconcerting. As Adam descended the stairs to the captain’s cabin, there was an enraged bellow from Rawcliffe.

‘Incompetent idiot. You damn near lost my ship. You are a disgrace to your rank, Mr Beaumont. Thanks to your stupidity we limp into port like a wounded cur. No self-respecting captain arrives at his home port demasted. Get out of my sight. You will never sail on my ship again.’

Adam stepped back as the fiery-faced lieutenant emerged from the cabin and stormed past. Billy Brown, the cabin boy, was walking carefully down the stairs carrying a jug of steaming water for the captain to wash and shave before they entered port. Beaumont blundered into the lad, knocking the jug from his hands. The hot water spilled over Billy’s fingers, causing him to scream.  It also splashed Beaumont’s white breeches. With a snarl he lashed out at the boy, pushing him headlong down the stairs and then proceeded to shout and kick at his prone body.

‘Dolt! You could have maimed me.’ He kicked Billy in the ribs.

Adam pulled him off the sobbing boy. ‘Don’t take it out on the lad. You pushed into him.’

Beaumont rounded on him, his nostrils flaring and eyes glittering with fury. ‘Get your hands off me, Loveday. I could have you flogged.’

‘You have not the stomach to fight me man to man.’ Adam positioned himself between Beaumont and the cabin boy. ‘Get up, Billy, and fetch some more water for the captain.’

The boy scrambled away, his puny body bent as he cradled his side. Adam held Beaumont’s enraged stare.

‘I am reporting you for striking an officer and for insubordination, Loveday. That will put paid to you becoming a lieutenant this year.’

‘That accident was your fault. And I never struck you.’

‘But I say that you did. It is time you learned to respect your betters.’

Adam lost his hold on his temper. ‘You are an arrogant bully and an incompetent fool. You nearly lost the ship because you were too pig-headed to listen to advice. You have had this coming a long time.’

He jammed his fist into Beaumont’s stomach and  brought his knee up to his groin as he doubled over. The powdered wig fell off and Adam pushed Beaumont’s close-cropped head against the panelling of the corridor. ‘That was for Billy and all the times you have bullied and beaten him, and for the men maimed or killed through your stupidity.’

‘You will pay for this, Loveday,’ Beaumont fumed.

‘What the devil is all this commotion?’ Captain Rawcliffe demanded.

The dishevelled state of Beaumont and his blackening eye spoke for itself. How much had the captain seen or heard? They could both be court-martialled for fighting.

‘Mr Loveday, I would have your report on the incidents during your watch.’

The captain made no other reference to their brawling even after Adam had stepped into his cabin. Adam reported everything as it had happened.

‘You are familiar with these waters. Did you not warn Mr Beaumont of the dangers?’

‘I did, sir.’

‘Mr Matthews informs me that you saved a man’s life when his leg was broken at no little danger to yourself.’ When Adam did not reply, Rawcliffe fixed him with a sharp stare. ‘There will be no blame attached to yourself for this regrettable incident. In fact I will be recommending to the Admiralty that you receive your commission as lieutenant for our next voyage, should it not already be awaiting you.’

‘Thank you, sir.’

‘You are a fine officer, Mr Loveday. But there must be no dissension between officers on board ship. Guard that temper of yours.’

Instead of returning to his hammock, Adam was drawn to the ship’s rail. With England at peace, the navy held little interest to him. He had joined the navy when the war of American Independence was at its height. He had spent a year in the Indian Ocean following the threats of the French to destroy the East India Company, which had come to nothing. Then in 1783 the Treaty of Versailles was signed and all hostilities ended. The present voyage had been in the Mediterranean patrolling from Gibraltar to Malta.

It had been an inglorious voyage: dysentery and scurvy rife on board, and no action to alleviate the boredom.

Adam’s mood changed as HMS Goliath neared the waters of Trevowan Cove. The sight of the steep granite cliffs were a balm to his anger. The wind was now against them, the sea rising in a heavy greyish-green swell. The blue glimmer of dawn revealed the tall chimneys and high gables of his home. Homesickness smote him. He had always loved Trevowan and its land. He had not realised how desperately he would miss them during his voyages.

The knuckles on his hand whitened at the power of his emotions. The sea made an exciting mistress but his dream was to roam it free as captain of his own ship,  not shackled by the prejudices and constraints of the navy.

Yet Trevowan was even more a part of him than the sea. How could he ever come to terms with losing it as his home, as one day he must?




Chapter Two

Adam. crouched low over Solomon’s neck as the chestnut gelding pounded along the cliff top above Trevowan Cove. He could hear the hoofs of St John’s horse several yards behind him. He blocked out the pain in his bruised shoulder as he laughed and urged the horse to greater speed. He was bareheaded, his long dark hair tied back in a queue. The wind was exhilarating as it stung his cheeks. Overhead the sky was overcast, the tarnished silver clouds low on the horizon. The sea was streaked with purple, kingfisher and jade, and the breakers as they crashed on to the dark rocks were crowned with virginal whiteness.

This was the Cornwall Adam loved: wild and untamed, unpredictable and majestic. A glance over his shoulder showed that St John had fallen further behind and was struggling not to lose his tricorn hat in the wind. Adam turned north towards the Loveday shipwright’s yard on an inlet of the Fowey river, and slowed his pace.

‘Must you always ride as though your life depended on it?’ St John complained, joining him.

‘I have little time on land before I must rejoin my ship. You have become a sluggard whilst I have been away.’

His brother’s face was flushed and the thick line of his brown brows were drawn together in displeasure. There was already a thickening about his waist; St John had always been stocky. No one would ever take them for twins. There was two inches difference in their heights, and at least two stones in weight, with Adam the shorter and lighter. Even their colouring was dissimilar.

Adam had inherited his mother’s dark skin and raven hair from her French parentage, though his eyes were the blue green of the seas he roved. St John, with his heavier features and brown hair and paler blue eyes, was the image of their great-grandfather, Arthur St John Loveday. He had been a shipwright who had seduced and married a wealthy young widow, Anne Penhaligan, the mistress of Trevowan. He had used her money to start the Loveday yard. Despite the employment he had brought to the area, he was a tyrant, disliked by many. He fathered eleven children on his long-suffering wife. Only one, George, had survived to inherit when the old man died.

St John scowled. ‘Sluggard be damned. Between the yard and the estate I have precious little time to take any ease or pleasure. Father works me harder than anyone, and I receive a pittance for my pains.’

Adam glanced at his brother’s long embroidered  waistcoat and braided ruby velvet jacket. They alone would have cost half his year’s wages. St John was a dandy, his clothing more fitting for a soiree or dining with neighbours than riding the dusty Cornish lanes. Adam wore black breeches and a tan leather jerkin over his full-sleeved white shirt.

‘You have responsibilities, St John. Father expects no less a commitment from you than he does from himself.’

‘Father takes it all too seriously. What use is inheriting a fortune if you work longer hours than your servants and have no time for pleasure?’

Anger burned through Adam at his twin’s attitude. ‘There’s many a wastrel who put pleasure before duty and brought a family to ruin.’

St John gave a harsh laugh. ‘Spoken like a peasant. As heir to Trevowan I shall do my duty by marrying a wealthy heiress. Estate and yard overseers are paid to make the estate and business profitable, or suffer the consequences.’

‘The consequences will be your ruin,’ Adam retorted. ‘No overseer will work with the same vigilance as a master.’

There was a malignant glitter in St John’s eye. ‘Since you hold duty so dear, perhaps I should employ you when I am master of Trevowan.’

The intentional barb, although familiar, was still painful. Adam foresaw the future of Trevowan as bleak once St John became its master. Fortunately their father, who was in his mid-forties, would live for many years.  By the time he came to inherit, St John may have curbed his extravagant ways.

Yet resentment flared. St John was unworthy to be Trevowan’s heir. Three minutes’ difference in ages had robbed Adam of his inheritance: the home he loved and the shipwright’s yard he had been obsessed with since childhood.

All his life he had been taunted by St John that he was the heir and Adam the pauper. It had festered into rivalry. He had been mocked on the day of their birth. The cord around his neck had prevented him coming naturally into the world first. The doctor had delayed too long; his mother was already dying when the Caesarean was performed and St John drawn first out of the womb. The birth had taken everything from Adam, even the beautiful mother who was only eighteen years old.

Yet it could not take his dreams, nor his pride in his family’s heritage. St John was too pleasure-loving to manage Trevowan and make it prosper. Adam would make his own fortune in the world. He could never work beside St John, that was why he had entered the navy. Once he became a captain the wealth of the seas would be his to reap. Never would he acknowledge that his twin was his master. He had too much pride.

Yet there was a part of him which refused to relinquish his dream of being master of Trevowan and the Loveday yard.

Trevowan will be mine. The words pounded through his mind to the drum of his gelding’s hoofs as he sped  along the narrow lanes towards the boatyard, St John again trailing behind. The hedgerows, festive with their hawthorn berries and wisps of old man’s beard, were a blur of red and grey. At a brow of a hill Adam reined in to gaze down at the inlet. The rhythmic hammering and grating rasp of a two-man saw, cutting planks from a tree in the sawpit, quickened his heartbeat.

He surveyed the river bank and the activity of the boatyard. The smell of tar and freshly cut wood mingled with the tang of the river. Secure in a wooden cradle was an almost completed fishing smack. The men were caulking the hull by forcing tar between the wooden planks to make the vessel seaworthy. The dry dock held a twin-masted sloop having the weed and barnacles scraped from its bottom before repainting. There was also another keel laid down, the skeletal ribs partially fitted. It was larger than anything Adam had seen previously in the Loveday yard. His experienced eye visualised it completed. It would be the size of a brigantine or frigate.

This was the type of vessel he had dreamed of building and owning. On his last leave he had shown his father the plans he had drawn up for just such a ship: an armed merchantman with trim lines for greater speed than those currently favoured. It was a project he and his grandfather had discussed during the months before the old man died.

A lump of pride swelled in Adam’s throat and he swallowed against it. Such a vessel would raise the status  of the boatyard. They may even win orders to build the fast packet boats plying out of Falmouth, or a warship for the navy.

Another scan of the yard caused him to frown. Surely there should be more men at work. Two men pushed the arms of a capstan to raise a plank on the pulley on the port side of the bow. Of the four pulleys, one at each corner of the scaffolding, it was the only one being worked. At least one other team of men should be busy on the stem. There was the clang of a hammer on anvil from the blacksmith’s forge, for the yard produced its own nails, but there was no sound of the scrape of adzes and planes in the moulding shed.

Even the row of eight labourers’ cottages looked partially deserted, with just three children playing outside and only four lines of washing hanging out. More troubling was that three of the single cottages used by the shipwrights looked storm-damaged and had been left unrepaired. Over the forty years of the yard’s existence a small community had been built up. One of the houses had been converted to a kiddleywink, selling both ale and general provisions, named the Ship Inn.

The tall, slender figure of his father was outside the stone cottage which served as his office, talking to Ben Mumford, the overseer, when the brothers entered the yard. Adam’s excitement at the sight of the new ship dispersed his fears that the business was in any difficulty. He leaped from his horse, firing questions at his father.

‘Why did you not write and tell me you were building  such a vessel? Who is it for? What is its tonnage? Is she to be a merchantman? Will she have three masts or two? And the …’

Edward Loveday put up his hand to stop his younger son’s questions but his eyes showed his pleasure and affection. ‘Come inside and look at the plans.’

St John yawned and sauntered ahead into the office. Edward called after him, ‘A consignment of logs was floated down river and needs securing. See to it. Though you are hardly dressed for such work. You do not come here to sit in the office all day.’

‘We were supposed to be calling at Traherne Hall but Adam insisted on visiting the yard first.’ St John re-emerged, looking petulant. ‘You were the one who insisted we spend more time together whilst he is on leave.’

He stalked off towards the jetty where the logs where being hauled out of the water by pulley and stacked on the shore, and the other three went inside.

Belatedly, Adam greeted Ben and shook his hand. ‘How long have you been working on the new ship? She looks a beauty.’

‘Aye, I thought you’d like her.’ Ben scratched his bald pate and tilted his head to look up at him. ‘We laid the keel last Lady Day.’

‘That’s nearly six months. She hasn’t progressed far. Is there a problem?’

‘That be for the Master to say.’ Ben excused himself to supervise two men working on the deck of the fishing smack.

Adam dragged his gaze reluctantly from the merchantman, his mind racing with questions for his father.

Edward beckoned him over to study the plans laid out on his desk. Unlike St John, his father was dressed for work in a grey broadcloth coat and breeches. His greying brown hair, which had receded in two arches either side of his brow, was tied back with a black bow.

Adam gasped at the plans. ‘But that is my ship. Those are the ideas Grandpapa and I spoke of.’

His father nodded. ‘I was impressed with them.’

‘So who has commissioned the vessel?’

‘Sit down, Adam. The ship will be yours. Your Great-uncle Amos died last year—he was a widower and without children. He left you and St John legacies which are held in trust until you both are twenty-one. It is not a fortune but enough to build and fit out the ship you have always wanted. I have arranged with the lawyers that money will be taken from the estate as a loan against your legacy.’

Adam wiped a shaking hand across his chin. ‘It is several years since I saw Great-uncle Amos. I had meant to visit him in Liskeard on my last leave. It was kind of him to bequeath me his money.’

‘The money will secure your future.’ He regarded Adam with a resigned air before continuing, ‘I realised after our talks during your last leave that navy life would not suit you for much longer. Your Uncle William agreed. Querying orders from officers you believe  incompetent has already resulted in disciplinary action. The ship will be ready and fitted out for you in the next eighteen months. I cannot spare men to work on it full time. And I suspect you will want to oversee what work you can to your own specifications.’

Adam was stunned. ‘I do not know what to say. The navy holds little joy for me. I would rather captain my own ship.’

‘I had hoped you would use her as a merchantman, but you will need backers for your first cargo. I expect you to stay in the navy until she is ready.’

‘I have experience enough to captain her. There is more profit in privateering than as a merchant adventurer.’

‘And more risk,’ Edward cautioned. ‘Our family has prospered from it in the past. And also suffered great loss. It was not so long ago that my younger brother Hubert was killed taking a Spanish ship which was supplying the rebel American colonists. Also, for such a venture to be a success England must be at war to claim an enemy prize. Without letters of marque from the government, it is piracy and a hanging offence. England is at peace. The days of buccaneering are past.’

‘Aye, aye, sir.’ Adam stood to attention and grinned. ‘You are right. But times change . . .’ He gazed out of the window at the keel, and a thrill of excitement made him laugh aloud. ‘I can tolerate another year in the navy knowing I will one day own a brigantine built in our yard. There are no finer ships.’

Edward nodded but his manner remained reserved. ‘Your legacy will not stretch to arming the vessel as a privateer. You must find the money for that yourself. No man became rich saving their navy pay.’

Nothing could diminish Adam’s pleasure. Life as a captain-owner of a privateer held more lure than the constraints of the navy. Stories of Drake and the great Elizabethan buccaneers had filled his childhood. They were his heroes. If he could not have Trevowan, such a life would be some compensation.

‘There is one more thing.’ His father remained serious. He touched his fingers together and put them to his mouth before explaining, ‘St John was informed that the ship has been commissioned by a private buyer. He will be told the truth in time, but if he learns I have so favoured you he will expect a similar sum loaned against his own legacy. It would be squandered on gambling or pleasure within a few months. I wanted to ensure that you could make your way in the world.’

Overwhelmed, Adam clasped his father’s hand. ‘Thank you, sir. The ship will be named Pegasus. Now I would look over her. And work on her every day during my leave.’

‘Starting tomorrow. Today your brother expects you to accompany him to Traherne Hall. He is making a concession to you as Henry is your friend, not his. Extend an invitation for Sir Henry to dine with us this evening. You will have much news to impart to him, though even to your friend the ownership of the  Pegasus must remain a secret.’

Edward watched Adam run to the scaffolding around the brigantine and talk animatedly with Ben Mumford. Edward rubbed his clean-shaven chin. He had not been entirely honest with Adam. The money for the brigantine was raised against Adam’s legacy, but it had been the need to keep the yard looking prosperous and thereby attract new orders that had driven him to start work on the vessel. Years of peace had brought a lull in the shipbuilding trade. He had been undercut in a bid to build three of the new packet ships sailing from Falmouth. It had been two years since they had built a vessel over sixty tons. In the meantime, the Trevowan estate had suffered bad harvests. Times were hard for all the landowners.

His gaze turned upon four horses dragging a log to be stacked at the rear of the yard. Later it would be stripped of its bark and left to season. St John was nowhere in sight. More tailors’ bills had arrived from Truro last week, the creditors demanding money or they would take legal proceedings. And there were also St John’s gambling debts. Edward had cut off his allowance after the last time he was forced to settle a gambling debt of two hundred pounds. St John then borrowed money from the ne’er-do-well young gentry set he called his friends. The boy would bankrupt him. There were three of his markers to be repaid.

With Adam’s future security now assured, it was time St John’s future was settled. Marriage would cool his  wastrel ways. St John must face up to his responsibilities or face the consequences.
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