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P r o l o g u E

Cornwall, 1808

Keverne Park

Evelyn Bray squinted in the bright Cornish sunlight and side-
stepped to avoid a fat bumble bee circling the manicured roses 

at the drive’s edge. Her mother, ignorant of the buzzing insect, tight-
ened her hold on Evelyn’s hand, her grip icy in the summer’s warmth.

“This is a sad day for the Brays,” Mother muttered, the swish of 
her emerald muslin skirt and the briskness of her steps swirling the 
road’s dirt in the otherwise still morning air. “My only relief is that 
your father is not here to witness his own father’s recklessness.”

Evelyn trotted alongside her and wrinkled her nose in contem-
plation. She wasn’t exactly sure why her mother was so angry with 
her grandfather, other than he’d lost a great deal of money.

She cast a glance back at Keverne Park, the ancient stone manor 
house with its sharply pitched slate roof and gabled windows that 
had been her home for all of her eight years. “Are we really not going 
to live here anymore?”

“No. We are not.” Mother tugged on her hand, jerking Evelyn’s 
attention forward once again.

As they walked, Evelyn adjusted the porcelain doll resting in the 
crook of her other arm. It was impossible not to admire the doll’s 

Light at Wyndcliff_1P.indd   1 4/6/20   1:21 PM



Sarah E. Ladd

2

elegantly curled hair that nearly matched the honey hue of her own, 
glass eyes the color of spring cornflowers, and lovely cherub face. She 
frowned. “But so many of my things are still inside. My books. My 
other dolls. I don’t want to leave them behind.”

“Those don’t belong to you anymore,” Mother snipped. “They 
belong to the house and the new master now. You can thank your 
grandfather for that.”

The rigid clench of her mother’s jaw wove a thread of uneasiness 
through Evelyn, and she eyed the trunk- laden cart still in Keverne’s 
circular drive. They’d packed and repacked those trunks. Mother 
had been insistent. Evelyn could take only what fit into her two 
trunks. Not even a ribbon more.

As they made their way farther down the drive, Keverne’s walled 
south garden came into view. The iron gates stood open, allowing 
passersby to glimpse inside. The flowers were in full bloom now, in 
vibrant crimson and gold.

“Do you think the new house will have a garden?”
Mother huffed, her annoyance becoming all too frequent of late. 

“Even if it does, it will not be the sort we’re used to. Keverne Park 
employs both a gardener and a groundskeeper. There will be none 
of that at Wyndcliff Cottage. You must adjust your expectations.”

Mother stopped abruptly, still gripping Evelyn’s hand, and knelt 
to face her. Tears gleamed in her brown eyes, and her normally ruddy 
cheeks seemed wan. “Listen to me carefully, Evelyn. Nothing will be 
like it has been. You and I have no money of our own, so we must rely 
on your grandfather’s generosity, such as it is, until another opportu-
nity presents itself. But rest assured, my darling girl, something will 
come about.”

Not entirely sure how to respond to her mother’s statements, 
Evelyn only nodded and allowed herself to be led to the waiting 
carriage.
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Once settled inside the open vehicle, Evelyn looked around the 
foreign surroundings, from the worn wooden trim to the cracked 
leather padding of the short sidewall. She’d never been in this car-
riage before. It was not nearly as fine as the one they took to church 
on Sundays. It was more of a fancy cart, with a bench for the driver 
and smaller ones for the passengers.

A humid breeze, dense with the moisture from the previous 
night’s rain and the nearby sea, lifted her loosely bound hair from her 
face and disrupted the yellow satin ribbons of her bonnet. Despite 
the heat, the rush of wind soothed her f lushed cheeks and face, and 
if she beheld the blue sky and swooping swallows overhead, she could 
almost forget that her world was collapsing.

The carriage lurched into motion, and after they cleared 
Keverne’s tall stone walls and spiked iron gates, small clusters of 
people from the village, clad in shades of brown and tan, lined the 
public road. Shabbily dressed women held infants in their arms. 
Children clothed in naught but rags stared, their small hands held 
above their eyes to shade them from the morning brightness.

Evelyn arched her head to see the children as they turned the 
bend. “Why are they watching us?”

“Hold your head high.” Mother didn’t divert her gaze from the 
driver directly in front of her. “Don’t look at them. People love noth-
ing more than to witness the downfall of their betters. It’s sickening.”

“But why?” Evelyn could not tear her eyes from the children star-
ing at her. “They don’t even know us.”

“Oh, they know us,” Mother scoffed, swiping a bug from her 
sleeve with unnecessary force. “They know all about us. We just 
don’t know them.”

Unsure of her mother’s meaning, Evelyn sat in silence as Keverne 
Park’s pristine lawns dissolved into wild, open moorland. Smooth 
gray rock, waving grasses, and clumps of vibrant purple heather held 
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a beauty and charm of their own, and Evelyn was quite content with 
the ride until several chimneys of blackened stone appeared at the 
moor’s edge, rising above the heathland and reaching into the cloud-
less sky.

Excitement at the impressive structure surged through her. It 
appeared almost magical, like the ancient homes in the stories her 
father used to tell her before he died. “Is that where we’re going 
to live?”

“No, that’s Wyndcliff Hall where Mr. Treton lives. We’re to live 
in a cottage. La, I never thought I would see the day.” She shuddered, 
then nodded to her left. “There’s your grandfather over by the gate.”

The carriage slowed as it approached her grandfather and finally 
drew to a stop. Evelyn jumped down and sprinted toward the gray- 
haired man, who swept her up in his arms. His scent of tobacco 
encircled her, and the embrace felt familiar in a surrounding that 
was foreign and different. “There now, my little lamb.” He gave her 
a little bounce in his arms. “Are you ready to see your new home?”

She nodded and wrapped her arms around his neck.
“Good. Now, close your eyes and don’t open them until I say.”
He lowered her to the ground, and she pressed her damp palms 

over her eyes, blocking out the light and any view of what might lay 
ahead.

He placed his hand on her shoulder to guide her, and they 
walked several paces before he stopped. “There now. Open them.”

Excited and ready, she dropped her hands, but the sight that 
met her quickly squelched her building enthusiasm. Her shoulders 
slumped at the sight of trees before her. Nothing was there. Then she 
peered closer. Beyond the tree line was a house so covered in vines 
and ivy that it blended into its surroundings, making it seem more 
like a forest.

Her zeal faded, and concern rushed in to take its place.
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The windows looked black. The house seemed vacant, small and 
frightening in its darkness. Her stomach all f luttery, she scanned 
the grounds for sign of a garden— rhododendron, magnolia, even the 
sight of a simple primrose would set her heart and mind at ease.

She found none.
Every muscle in her body tensed. Suddenly her mother’s frus-

tration made sense. This simple cottage, although large compared to 
the houses in the village, paled horrifically in comparison to Keverne 
Park, with its magnificent columns and large windows.

“What do you think of it, lamb?”
She looked to her grandfather, shocked to find that he seemed 

almost happy. “I- I don’t know.”
“This is home now, and home is always a welcome sight. You 

must remember that. Now come. You’ll sleep on the highest story, 
nearly touching the sky itself, and from your window you can see 
down to the sea.”

The thought of waking up to the sight of the sea intrigued her, 
and yet she wanted to run back to Keverne Park, back to what was 
recognizable and comfortable.

But it did not belong to her anymore.
As Grandfather continued on toward the cottage, her mother 

approached and knelt at her side.
“I don’t like it,” Evelyn whispered as her mother’s arm wrapped 

around her waist. “I don’t want to go inside.”
“I don’t either.” Mother’s sigh was long and heavy. “I don’t like it 

one bit. But as much as it pains me to say it, it doesn’t matter where 
we live. Not really. Being together is what is important now. Besides, 
you must remember that you are a Bray, a descendant of one of the 
most magnificent families in all of Cornwall. This situation in this 
cottage is temporary, regardless of what your grandfather says. We 
are dependent upon him for the present, and we must be grateful. 
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But I’ll not rest until you and I are both restored to our rightful 
places in society. Do you trust me on that?”

Evelyn swallowed and nodded. She could not bring herself to say 
the words, but in her heart she knew life would never be the same.

Light at Wyndcliff_1P.indd   6 4/6/20   1:21 PM



7

c h A P t E r  1

Cornwall, early autumn 1820

Wyndcliff Estate

Twenty- two years was a long time to wait for life to begin. Even 
now, as Liam Twethewey guided his bay horse down the narrow, 

deeply rutted path, he could barely prevent the grin from spreading 
on his face.

Only a mile or so more and he would be in his new home. 
Everything he’d been dreaming of— his plans for developing the 
moorland and making his own way in the world— was finally within 
his reach.

He filled his lungs with the damp earth- scented air. The rain 
had, for the moment, subsided. Night was falling and twilight’s omi-
nous light cast shadows on the barren land surrounding him, and he 
squinted to assess the ribbon of road winding before him through 
the moor’s purple grasses and jagged crags.

He might be far from the home he’d known for most of his life, 
but he already felt a connection to this bit of earth.

For he was now on Wyndcliff estate land.
And it all belonged to him.
Perhaps it would have been wiser to wait for his solicitor, Edwin 

Kinden, to join him as they’d originally planned. Liam had never set 
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foot on Wyndcliff property, and the directions he’d received at the 
inn in town were vague at best. As the man tasked with overseeing 
the transfer of property, Kinden was the most appropriate person to 
handle all introductions to the place. But after nearly two hours of 
waiting for the older man to arrive, impatience won out. He’d antic-
ipated this moment for far too long to spend another second sitting 
idly in a dark, smoky public house.

Liam had left word with the innkeeper for Mr. Kinden to meet 
him out at Wyndcliff Hall when he arrived. After all, how hard 
could it be to find a large manor house along the main road at the 
moor’s edge?

Liam urged his horse to a quicker pace. This might be his 
property, but it wouldn’t do to be caught in a storm on unfamiliar 
moorland, especially this close to nightfall.

A gentle rain began to drizzle from the heavens, and Liam was 
about to press his horse to an even faster pace when a sharp, pan-
icked whinny met his ears. He slowed.

The sound echoed again, followed by a muffled voice.
Concern trumped his enthusiasm, and he halted his horse. But 

all was now silent. “Anyone there?”
“Yes!” a feminine voice snapped, high and sharp. “Here! Please 

help! My pony’s caught.”
Alarm pushed Liam from his saddle, and his boots landed with 

a splash in the mud. After securing his reins to a rugged piece of 
rock, he tracked the direction of the voice.

“Mind the bog!” The increasingly volatile wind distorted the 
woman’s cries, tossing them amidst its gusts. “It’s deep along the crag.”

Heeding the warning, Liam stepped from stone to stone, testing 
each footfall before taking another step on the marshy ground. The 
wind tore at his greatcoat, threatening his balance. He cut through 
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tall grasses and crested a rocky ridge, and then a f lash of dark blue in 
the sea of brown and stone caught his attention.

A slight woman with windblown golden hair was yanking on the 
head collar of a gray pony knee- deep in mud.

Alarm at the potentially dangerous situation shook him from 
his surprise. One wrong step and the woman would be trapped in 
the bog, just like her pony. “Stay there. Don’t move.”

He retrieved the leather strap from his horse’s head collar and 
returned back down to the little valley formed between the crags. He 
inched down the decline, testing the firmness of the ground before 
committing his full weight.

The mud- caked pony thrashed and awkwardly bucked to free 
itself. It reeled back, tossing its muzzle and squealing, but instead of 
helping the pony break loose, each movement tightened the murky 
substance around its legs.

“Whoa, whoa,” Liam soothed, lowering and calming his voice. 
With careful, measured steps he approached the animal, ignoring 
the rain, now more like sharp bits of ice as it pounded his caped 
greatcoat and wide- brimmed hat.

He had to get closer.
In order to free his own movements he removed his coat, tossed 

it on higher land, and stepped farther into the bog. His foot instantly 
sank to his ankle. Like a noose, mud cinched around it. It would be 
unwise to go farther, so he reached as far as he could and made sev-
eral attempts to secure the pony’s head collar.

The pony tossed its head in distress, but Liam’s fingers even-
tually caught on the head collar, and he pulled. He thrust all of his 
weight backward and pulled harder, careful not to lose control over 
his own stance.

The pony swung its head and, in a final display of momentum, 
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freed a foreleg. The animal then broke free, and with all the wild 
gracelessness of a newborn foal it stumbled up onto dryer, firmer land.

Unsettled by the pony’s momentum, Liam toppled back and fell 
against the damp earth.

With a cry the woman scrambled from her position on the bog’s 
outer edge and staggered toward the pony. Sodden muck coated the 
bottom half of her blue gown, and dirt streaked across her cheek and 
coated the ends of her long hair. Without so much as a look at her 
rescuer, she knelt to assess the pony’s legs. “Oh, is she all right, do 
you think?”

Liam paused to catch his breath, then stepped forward and 
brushed past the woman to run his hand down the pony’s leg. He 
urged it to take a step and saw that a slight limp marred the pony’s 
stride.

“She favors that leg.” A frown wrinkled the woman’s brow. “See?”
“Frightened ’tis all, I should think.” He gently guided the pony 

to higher ground. “Even so, she’s fortunate. I know horses who’ve had 
their legs snapped thrashing about in deep mud like that.”

Thunder cracked above them, as if to agree with Liam’s 
statement.

“I never should have brought her out.” The woman shook her 
head. “I must get her home before the storm worsens.”

Liam looked toward the clouds rolling in like a determined wave 
rushing for the shore, prepared to decimate all upon impact. They 
needed to get to some sort of shelter before the heavens opened up 
full force. He wanted nothing more than to be at his new home, to 
see the structure he’d tried to visualize a thousand times, but this 
woman needed help. He could not leave her here helpless, not with 
this injured pony.

He’d waited twenty- two years. He could wait a bit longer. “Allow 
me to assist you to your home. Is it far?”

Light at Wyndcliff_1P.indd   10 4/6/20   1:21 PM



The LighT aT WyndcLiff

11

“Oh no.” She stepped back suddenly, the confidence she’d dis-
played earlier when caring for the pony fleeing. “I couldn’t ask you 
to do that.”

“You’re not asking me. I’m offering.” He smiled, attempting to 
appear as unthreatening as possible, and raised his voice to be heard 
above the rustling grasses. “But we must hurry— otherwise we’ll all 
be caught out in the tempest.”

She looked up at the turbulent sky, chewing her lower lip in a 
manner that suggested she did not like the thought, but as the rain 
pummeled them, practicality gave way. “I live at Wyndcliff Cottage 
at the moor’s edge, about half a mile from here.”

“Wyndcliff Cottage?” He started. “I’m on my way to Wyndcliff 
Hall. Are they close?”

Her gaze narrowed, her unusually colored green eyes vibrant 
against the stormy backdrop, and she tilted her head to the side. 
“What’s your business at Wyndcliff Hall?”

The boldness— and perceived authority— in her voice caught 
him off guard. “My name is William Twethewey. I’ve recently inher-
ited the property.”

“Twethewey?” she repeated, as if searching her memory, and 
after a few seconds her fair brows rose and pink bloomed on her 
cheeks. “Of course. William Twethewey. We weren’t expecting you. 
That is, we knew you were coming eventually, but  .  .  .” Her voice 
faded before she straightened her shoulders and lifted her chin. “My 
name is Evelyn Bray. My grandfather is Rupert Bray, Wyndcliff ’s 
steward.”

He shouldn’t be surprised to find someone associated with the 
place on the property, but at the moment it did not matter. The rain 
increased its intensity and thunder grumbled its ominous warning. 
The pony pranced nervously.

“Pleasure to meet you, Miss  Bray, but I think further 
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introductions can wait, don’t you? You say we are not far? You are 
welcome to ride my horse if you like. I can lead the pony.”

She eyed him, suspicion evident in the firm set of her jaw. She 
flicked her gaze to his horse, then stepped backward. “Thank you, 
but I will walk. Do you think Ada will be all right to walk the rest 
of the way?”

“She seems to be fine, and it will be easier to assess her out of 
this weather.”

They fell into step with each other, each leading an animal. The 
wind now howled, making conversation nearly impossible. He cast 
a sideways glance at his unexpected traveling companion. In spite of 
the mud- streaked cheek and wind- tossed hair, her beauty was not 
lost on him.

An unconventional introduction, to be sure, but if Wyndcliff 
Hall came with such lovely neighbors, his new adventure could be 
off to a worse start.
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c h A P t E r  2

Mortified hardly described Evelyn’s current state.
She drew her candle closer, leaned near the looking glass 

in the privacy of her small, darkened attic chamber, and scrubbed 
mud from her face with a cloth.

Being discovered helpless on the moors was humiliating enough, 
but to be discovered by Wyndcliff ’s new master, let alone a hand-
some stranger, was more than she could bear.

Burying her embarrassment, Evelyn exchanged her soaked 
shift for a dry one before attempting to brush the tangles and 
bits of mud from her damp hair. She should be grateful Ada had 
not been more seriously injured. The pony was not young, and 
Mr.  Twethewey had been right. Many a pony— and horses and 
humans, for that matter— had endured harm in the moor’s decep-
tive bogs.

Footsteps echoed on the stairs outside her chamber, and she 
turned as Bertie bustled in, the new servant girl Grandfather had 
recently engaged to look after them at Wyndcliff Cottage.

“Here’s your gray gown.” The maid shook out the folds of the 
garment as she approached. “ ’Tis wrinkled, but at least it’s dry.”

Evelyn turned to allow the young woman to help her don the 
gown over her dry shift and stays.

“It will take quite a bit of work to get that mud out of your blue 
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one,” Bertie muttered as she smoothed the fabric. “How on earth did 
you manage to get it in such a state?”

Evelyn pivoted so Bertie could tie the fastenings at the back of 
her neck and between her shoulder blades. “Ada spooked and ran 
toward the marshland. You know how nervous she can be during 
storms. She got caught behind Aaron’s Rock.”

Bertie tsked and shook her dark- blonde head. “Your grandfa-
ther’s warned you about riding out in the moors by yourself, especially 
in such weather. I’ve heard him say it a dozen times or more. He’ll be 
powerful angry when he finds out you were out there alone.”

Bertie was right, of course. Grandfather was not shy about 
sharing his opinions, and he loathed disobedience. Bertie had only 
been at Wyndcliff a few weeks and already understood their unique 
relationship. Evelyn forced brightness to her tone. “Then let’s hope 
he won’t give it much of a thought now that Mr.  Twethewey has 
arrived.”

Once the fastenings were tied, Evelyn resumed the uncomfortable 
task of brushing mud from her hair. She needed to hurry. Marnie, 
Wyndcliff Hall’s housekeeper, would need assistance— or at least 
moral support— with the new master’s unexpected arrival.

“Now then, what’s he like?” Bertie gathered the discarded shift 
and dirty linen cloths. “I saw only the back of ’im, and even then he 
was clear across the courtyard.”

Evelyn’s brushing slowed. She hardly knew how to respond. 
In truth she’d been startled by Liam Twethewey. It was rare to 
run across strangers on that stretch of moorland. And yet she was 
impressed by him. He was young with striking black hair and bril-
liant blue eyes, and that alone was arresting. And he’d been kind to 
her. Many men might have passed her by to deal with the pony on 
her own. After being discovered in such a perilous position, she felt 
small. Silly. Incapable.
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She tossed her damp hair. It would do no good to wallow in self- 
doubt. And as for Bertie’s question, she was not willing to share her 
personal feelings with someone she’d known for such a short time. “I 
suppose we shall all find out soon enough. But for now, I must go to 
Marnie. She is no doubt beside herself.”

Bertie chuckled and looped the dirty garments over her arm. 
“She was already wary of his arrival when she thought it was a month 
hence. But for him to show up sudden- like, with no warning  .  .  .” 
Bertie’s words faded into the small chamber’s deceptive stillness.

For it was not still at all.
The entire fabric of Wyndcliff Hall was rippling and evolving, 

even now as Mr. Twethewey roamed Wyndcliff grounds. She’d be 
lying to say she did not share Bertie’s curiosity about the new master. 
As far as Evelyn was concerned, any change to Wyndcliff ’s sleepy 
patterns was welcome.

In that moment she could not help but wonder what Mother 
would think of Mr. Twethewey. Surely she’d think him a handsome 
man, as Evelyn did, and since he now possessed such expansive prop-
erty, she’d surely consider him an ideal suitor— if it weren’t for the 
fact that he was associated with Wyndcliff. Mother hated everything 
about Wyndcliff, and Evelyn doubted that any amount of money 
would change her mind.

After instructing Bertie to return to her normal evening duties, 
Evelyn adjusted the long sleeves of her clean gown, donned a fresh 
cloak of brown wool, and made her way from the cottage across the 
mist- laden cobbled courtyard to Wyndcliff Hall’s kitchen entrance.

Light glowed from deep- set windows that on any other night 
would be dark at this hour. She pushed open the timber door. 
Warmth and spicy scents met her.

Marnie Taymer whirled from the fire, her wiry white hair 
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hanging from beneath her dingy cap, her dark eyes wide. “He’s here! 
An’ without a proper warnin’, neither.”

“I know.” Evelyn stepped farther into the room and closed the 
door behind her, barring the swirls of wind determined to make 
their way indoors. “But consider, Marnie. It’s his home.”

“Home or not, a bit of notice would’ve been sorely welcome. 
Probably just came early to catch us all unawares, I’d wager.”

“Oh, I doubt that.” Evelyn removed her cloak and hung it on the 
peg next to the door. “Besides, if you were Mr. Twethewey, wouldn’t 
you be eager to lay claim to your estate?”

Ignoring Evelyn’s reasoning, Marnie bustled across the kitchen 
to grip a copper pot. “And now we’ve got an entire house to get ready. 
La, my soul! Dusty an’ dirty— we ain’t even seen the inside of some 
of these chambers in years, what with naught but myself to see to it.”

Evelyn shrugged in genuine empathy. For years Marnie and her 
late husband lived in the house and saw to its keeping, but since his 
death two years prior, everything shifted. Grandfather’s main focus 
had always been the tenants, and as a result he neglected to add new 
staff to care for the house. That, compounded by Marnie’s bad leg, 
hindered her ability to keep up with the duties.

“We’ll send word for Kitty to come,” Evelyn suggested. “She’s a 
hard worker and fast. Lizzie Jones too. Don’t fret. Mr. Twethewey 
seems like a reasonable man, and everything will settle soon. Where’s 
he now?”

“He and your grandfather are still in the stable, tendin’ to his 
horse and that pony o’ yours.”

Evelyn bit her lip and looked out the window toward the stable. 
A simple lantern’s glow hinted they were still inside. She wanted to 
check Ada for herself, but she’d seen the fire in her grandfather’s eyes 
when she told him about what happened on the moors. Now was not 
the time to test him.
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She snatched an apron from the hook, stepped farther into the 
kitchen, and refocused her attention on Marnie. “What are you 
doing now?”

Marnie nodded to a makeshift clothesline strung in front of the 
fire laden with men’s attire: coats, a linen shirt, a striped waistcoat 
of gold and green, and two pair of breeches— much finer attire than 
they were used to seeing in the village. “Most of the clothes in his 
pack were soaked through. I’ve hung some of ’em to dry, but there are 
more. He asked to have a bath drawn, an’ Tom took the tub up to the 
master’s chamber, an’ I’m heatin’ the water now.”

Evelyn drew a deep breath, considering the state of the cham-
bers upstairs after having been closed for so long. “Is the bedchamber 
ready?”

Marnie chortled. “ ’Course not. Tom’s to kindle a fire whilst he’s 
up there with the tub, but la. The dust! No one’s stepped foot up 
there in I don’t know how long. If Mr. Twethewey had the courtesy 
to tell us he was comin’, I’d have remedied that, but as things are . . .”

Evelyn slid the apron straps over her shoulders. “I can have it 
tidied in no time.”

“Oh, thank ye, child. Dear, these bones. The last thing I want to 
do is make the master angry an’ be out on my side afore I can prove 
meself.”

Evelyn placed a comforting hand on Marnie’s shoulder. “Nothing 
is going to be very different, Marnie. Mark my words, he’ll be far too 
occupied with the tenants and such to worry about the inner work-
ings of Wyndcliff Hall. Grandfather will no doubt see to that.”

Once the last of the clothing was hung to dry, Evelyn offered 
Marnie her arm and helped the older woman up the stairs, creaky 
and worn and uneven from centuries of use. The bedchambers were 
at the top of the stairs, but the master’s chamber was at the far end 
of the house.
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Evelyn had often roamed Wyndcliff ’s halls since her arrival 
nearly a decade ago. With Grandfather gone most of the daytime 
hours and Mother away in Plymouth these past two years, she’d 
often found solace within Wyndcliff ’s thick stone walls by stealing 
into the library to read or daydream. And even though she enjoyed 
free rein of the house, she’d never really ventured into the upstairs 
rooms, especially the master’s chambers— a cluster of three rooms 
that had been Mr. Treton’s personal domain when he was alive.

With slight hesitation she followed the housekeeper into this 
space. As Marnie indicated, Tom had built a fire in the grate, and 
cheery flames danced and popped. The light f lickered on paneled 
walls that were so dark, they appeared almost black, and ominous 
carvings of gargoyles on the bedposts met her with intimidating 
expressions.

Marnie clicked her tongue and propped her hands on her ample 
hips. “Master Treton died in this room, an’ I’d ne’er step in it for the 
memory, if I can help it. A sad day for all of us.”

Only half listening, Evelyn stepped to the bank of east- facing 
windows. Damp coolness seeped in from the cracks around the win-
dows’ leading, and light from the room directly below spilled to the 
courtyard. She’d only ever seen Mr. Treton in passing, and yet stories 
of him were shared so frequently, she felt as if she’d known him. He 
was as much a part of this home and land as the wild moors and 
windblown beaches, and people often spoke of him as if he alone 
were responsible for any positive aspects of the village.

She let the faded curtain fall and assessed the oblong chamber 
as if she were seeing it for the first time. At the north end a large 
fireplace stood adjacent to a great carved oak bed, the heavy tapes-
try canopy having been a deep crimson at one time. A large trunk 
sat at the bed’s end, and in the corner was a round table with two 
chairs. The plaster ceilings had at some point been painted white, 
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the brightness of which stood in sharp contrast to the dark paneled 
walls. Beneath her feet a roughly woven rug covered the entirety of 
the planked floor, and chairs were scattered around the room. A 
thick layer of dust covered all, making everything appear ancient and 
almost otherworldly.

“Chilly in here, but there’s naught that can be done for that but 
time.” Marnie handed a cloth to Evelyn. “Here, see to that dust gath-
ered on the table and chest. But first we need to freshen this air. 
Open that window there.”

Evelyn obeyed and turned the archaic iron handle. With a creak 
the window swung outward, and the pungent moorland air swirled 
in, brimming with the scent of the sea, rain, and wet earth.

Evelyn took her rag and began to sweep away the dust on the 
wardrobe. Bertie’s earlier question rang in her mind, and she absently 
repeated it. “I wonder what sort of man Mr. Twethewey is.”

“Doesn’t matter.” Marnie huffed. “Kind or ill tempered, indus-
trious or aloof, shouldn’t affect us much. He’s a young man. What is 
he, but two and twenty? He’s just now findin’ his way. As for me, I 
know my role here an’ what’s to be done.”

Evelyn moved to the table and wiped it clean, her nose wrin-
kling in protest as the dust swirled upward. Marnie was right. The 
older woman’s role as housekeeper was very defined— and about to 
get much busier. Evelyn, on the other hand, did not have an offi-
cial role at Wyndcliff. Not really. She was the granddaughter of the 
steward and had no real responsibilities, and little of significance was 
expected of her by her family, other than to marry well.

But she was failing at that too, for at the moment her prospects 
were limited. Few suitable men resided in the village, and until her 
mother called her to Plymouth to introduce her to her acquaintances, 
there was little to do. In the meantime, Evelyn needed something to 
pass the time, and if that meant dusting the master’s chamber, then 
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so be it. But if she was honest, her curiosity about this new master, 
with the vibrant blue eyes and cleft chin and the change he could 
bring to Wyndcliff, was deepening with each passing moment.
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