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	“In her debut novel, George brings forward the home-educated Cornish daughter of a prominent Land’s End mining family. Elizabeth C.T. Carne emerges as an unforgettable and challenging character in 19th century social history. How surprising that most of the main issues of her time still ring true, presenting us with the path from Mary Wollstonecraft to roles for the ‘new woman.’ An excellent and inspiring read!”

	 

	- Melissa Hardie, Director, The Hypathia Trust and 
Women in Words

	 

	 

	 

	 

	“We welcome this book which throws a new and extremely well researched, though fictionalised, light on the life of Elizabeth Carne, who was an important civic and social scientist in the Victorian life of Penzance. As a mineralogist, she was the first woman to be elected to the Royal Geological Society of Cornwall and to present learned papers, as told in this intriguing novel.”

	 

	- Loveday Jenkin, V.P., The Royal Geological Society 
of Cornwall
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	When I was small, I would “time travel,” using my bedroom closet as a time machine. It took me back to life in colonial Williamsburg and Boston, as well as Victorian London, because I was fascinated by how they lived, what they did, and how they spoke. My imagination made it seem as real as it could be. Now, in the midst of a pandemic, I do not have to use my imagination, as I feel I am actually living for real amid the crises of those worlds, as we experience first-hand what must have also been their struggles, suffering, terror, and loss. I feel the ambiguity I know they must have felt. I admire our predecessors’ courage and grit even more as a result.

	 

	Suffering becomes beautiful when anyone bears great calamities with cheerfulness not through insensibility but through greatness of mind.

	
	- Aristotle



	 

	To my brilliant father, James Richard George, who was one of those who recently struggled, suffered, and is now free.
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Preface

	We must look back in time to see how far we have come, and how much further we need to go. Looking back to inspiring people gives us a sense of our common historic grit and determination, things we need to move forward and cope with the challenges of tomorrow.

	Looking back, we have only one known image of a subject of true inspiration: Elizabeth Carne, who first grew her family, then her region, her nation, and the world. Without that one photo, this brilliant, “modern day Hypatia (i.e., a prominent Greek thinker who taught philosophy and science)” might have vanished from earth completely, her inspiring works and messages forgotten. Elizabeth Catherine Thomas Carne (1817–1873) was a published geologist, ecologist, first thinker industrial psychologist, mathematician, industrialist, philanthropist, poet, artist, and friend to many luminary thinkers. Yet, we know very little about her. Why? Because she was a modest woman, overshadowed by the males of her own family and even her literary friends, who were also scientists and authors. 

	Comparatively little has been written about Elizabeth and it is my privilege to be the author of this, the first novel about her. The few pieces that have been written mention more details of her family and friends than they mention of her. The most prominent observation is of her having inherited her father’s mineral collection. It seems unfair to remember such an incredible person only as the recipient of an assemblage of rocks. In fact, she was one of the two very successful women bankers in Cornwall in her time. She increased her personal wealth by sixty per cent as the senior partner in the family’s bank, which no other woman banker did in Cornwall. We would acknowledge that level of growth as incredible today. Between 1752 and 1906, there were over seventy women partners in the private, family-run banks of the United Kingdom. Of all these, Elizabeth was one of the twenty who ran their banks successfully for fifteen years or more. Even so, she is hardly known.

	 A famous Black American author, Walter Mosley, once said, “If your people don’t appear in literature, then they don’t exist in history.” That seems to be the case for Elizabeth Carne. Besides running a bank, which in later years would have several branches, she built schools where there were none, preserved ancient stone circles, created museum quality sketches, and wrote and published books, articles and pamphlets that still resonate with the diversity issues of today, which were, in my opinion, her greatest accomplishments. 

	Gifted and modest, this woman achieved what very few women did during her lifetime. My aim is to include Elizabeth as one of “my people” and write this tribute to her, an extraordinary individual who paved the way for other women and the less fortunate around the world. If she could use her voice in 1868, when it was unheard of and very socially discouraged for women to even write books, perhaps we can use some of her wisdom about inclusion in this day and age. It takes all of us.

	So, how did Elizabeth become this brilliant person, living in Cornwall nearly at Land’s End? How did she become so insightful about diversity and inclusion? We do not know. All we have of her are scraps of history, culture, family, friends, and geography. We know much of her grandfather William’s accomplishments. We know even more about her father Joseph and his path to fame. But what path did Elizabeth have, being a woman, from a small, remote fishing town and port? In this tribute, we piece together these scraps of information. Using an analytic method linking scraps of fact, dates, towns, and people, we expand upon what little we know using reasonable possibilities contained in the meagre evidence. For example, do we know for a fact that Elizabeth was at her grandfather’s funeral? No, we do not. Is it probable that she was there? Yes. We offer you a work of historical fiction that is a construction of genuine Cornish history and people, their roles, geography, family, friends, and religion, to tell the story of how Elizabeth Carne most likely became one of the most influential women of her time in England, perhaps the world. 

	All the locations in this novel are real, existing locations that Elizabeth did visit or inhabit or very likely visited. The context of the rise and fall of the mining industry is legendary and spelled out with historical accuracy here, as is the rise of private family banking in Cornwall. To find out more about the characters and places in the book, please refer to the List of Characters and More Information in the back of the book, which will tell you who was a real person and who is fiction. But be careful, it contains spoilers!

	I write this novel because I am afraid the historic scraps we have about her and her foresight on diversity will be blown away by the winds of time, and she will be forgotten completely. To me, to forget this outstanding woman would be like demolishing a masterpiece painting or a world heritage site. So, we give you a story where most of the characters existed and some I invented, to represent what Elizabeth learned and how she learned it so that we may all benefit from her wisdom and foresight.

	You will notice that all the chapter titles rhyme and describe her. By doing so, I hoped to acknowledge Elizabeth’s keen ability as a poet in a small way and you will see a little poetry appear in the novel as well.

	As I wrote this book, I had a constant image of the standing stones, which were so important to her (she inherited and continued to preserve the land at Boscawen Un, upon which a stone circle still stands). In my mind, the characters in the book represent a stone circle around Elizabeth, as if they too are standing stones, where each stone is a person, real or fictitious, while she occupies the centre, the earth that grounds and joins her friends and family together. I hope that by reading this tribute to Elizabeth, the youngest, but perhaps the mightiest Carne, you will be able to add her as an immovable pillar of strength to those you would call upon in times of need.

	In honour of Elizabeth Carne, a portion of the proceeds of the sale of this novel will be donated to children’s educational needs in Penzance and surrounding areas.

	
 

	 

	 

	 

	Part One

	 

	Becoming

	 

	(1832-1838)

	 

	 

	
Chapter One

	Discovery

	October 1832

	I stood nervously in the doorway of our large stone home on lower Chapel Street as our house loomed over me. I waited for Father to explain the sweeping landscape and seascape before us to our esteemed visitor, Mr John Mill, and I felt even smaller than usual in comparison to it all. The seagulls, so familiar and commonplace in Penzance, screeched to each other overhead in the early morning light. Why do I have this bothersome lump in my throat? I asked myself, ignoring the raucous seagulls and looking off towards the harbour. Despite my efforts to swallow hard, the pressure in my throat persisted. I have met with many of Father’s dignified acquaintances before when they have come to Penzance, so no need to be timid, I told myself, as I tried to wait patiently, but to no avail, as I could not quell my fears. But this time, I am to be the one to do the talking, with Mr Mill no less, on behalf of all of Cornwall! I thought, anxiously. 

	If she were here, my mother would say to me something about the influences of women on the world from the scriptures, such as, “Remember, it was a woman who delivered righteous Mordecai and saved a whole people from their utter desolation.” She would also say, “You are my youngest of eight but also my bravest,” If only you were here now, Mother, and not buried in the family vault in Phillack. You would be here in person, and I could soak up your strength. But now, I must summon it for myself. I sighed, my stomach clenching. 

	Shifting my weight from one foot to the next, holding my writing box, ready to start our journey, I tried to remain as calm on the inside as I appeared on the outside. I tried to see things through Mr Mill’s eyes. What would he, one of the most educated, brilliant people I am likely to ever encounter, think of all this? I thought as I looked around me. All the houses around us, ours included, are over one hundred years old, and mostly built from large, heavy, dressed granite stones with tile or slate roofs. Some, like our home, overlooked the harbour below with their gables facing the street, while others were aligned with the contours of the hillside. The tower of St Mary’s, the Anglican church directly across the street from our front door, was a prominent landmark for mariners as well as townspeople. In fact, everywhere one looked, one saw greyish brown stone. Except for the painted windows and doors, everything was stone, with an occasional spray of flowers. I wonder if what he sees will make Mr Mill think of us as a sombre-looking stone village, or whether he will see a bustling, sprawling castle-like town, covering a broad steeply sloping hill by the seaside. I hope he will come to see Penzance as the latter, as I do, after his visit with us.

	After a few more minutes of waiting, Father led us brusquely off on our morning’s walk to St Michael’s Mount with our distinguished guest. Father is my guide and my true anchor, I said to myself as we trekked down the hill. Whatever happens with Mr Mill today, Father will not let me run aground or make a fool of myself, or him, I thought, more reassuringly.

	“Mr Mill, you have met my daughter, Elizabeth,” Father said, hand outstretched in my direction as we walked. “She will accompany us today and be proof of one of your premises about society.” Father had one hand on my shoulder as we walked down the steep lane towards the harbour.

	“Oh, and which premise would that be?” Mr Mill asked, with one eyebrow raised.

	Oh, please be an open-minded man who actually lives and believes in what he writes. I inwardly begged.

	“She will prove today that education for women will improve civilisation,” Father confidently said with a smooth tone in his voice, arms swinging lightly at his sides, holding his walking stick with a firm grip.

	It is not like Father to exaggerate, but I fear he has overstepped himself this time, I thought with dread. I raised my chin with difficulty as my eyes felt as heavy as the boulders around us, wanting to stare at the ground rather than at my companions.

	“Well, I shall look forward to that most certainly!” He responded eagerly, looking at me as if I could pull something magical out from behind my back.

	Knowing that I had to establish myself in the ongoing conversation, I jumped in. “It is said that Cornwall is a land of uncommon discovery, valuable treasure, and daring legends.” 

	Mr Mill smiled and nodded eagerly. “I do hope you will show me all of that and more!”

	 I looked at our esteemed guest appreciatively and wondered to myself, Will Mr Mill – Mr John Stuart Mill, no less – an author from London, who is becoming better known and whom, perhaps, thousands of people around the world will come to read – really find us to be uncommon discoveries and as exciting as a daring legend? Will he find anything I have to say, on behalf of Cornwall, of any value? Being a widely studied man, he was obviously used to conversing with prominent thinkers of the day: industrialists, philosophers like himself, and those interested in science. I had begun to read some of his work, and I was keen on his thoughts on women’s education. 

	While the two men talked, I thought about the significance of this meeting. He has come three hundred miles, arriving by mail coach, visiting us to discuss his positions in philosophy and religion, as part of what he calls “a walking tour” today, the outcomes of which he will likely publish. No, this is no ordinary walk or tour. This is a meeting of titans in their fields, two famous men of science who are among the foremost thinkers of our time. What might look like a scenic walk to others could turn out to be a discussion of a revolutionary new theory in geology, biology, or philosophy. Casual discussions of politics could have untoward effects that could indirectly advance, diminish or even end a politician’s career. And I would be part of the conversation! Me, a fifteen-year-old girl conversing with the luminaries of our time! I would have to draw carefully from my education on many different subjects as Father recommended in preparation for Mr Mill’s visit. I am excited for the opportunity, but my heart is racing, and I feel my voice trying to waver with nervousness as if it has a mind of its own.

	At any rate, I aim to delight Mr Mill by pointing out our fascinating geological and historical treasures along the way, I said to myself as we walked down steep, sloping Abbey Street to the harbour. The two men discussed recent meetings and their outcomes in Parliament while we walked. I glanced at my father, with his thinning hair, hooded eyes, clean-shaven face, and full bottom lip, who wore his typical stern facial expression. Politics always interested him even though his face did not seem to show it.

	The sunshine had made it look like a perfect day for walking. But will the weather hold? I asked myself, looking out to sea with the dark, solid-looking clouds looming on the horizon, which threatened to curtail our walk to St Michael’s Mount, an island nearly three miles away around the curve of Mount’s Bay from Penzance, which we would reach by walking along the long pebbled and sandy beach. Thick clouds are no matter for Father and me. I hope Mr Mill agrees, I thought anxiously.

	As we went down the several flights of stairs to reach the waterfront, we could see that a few small boats were moored in the shallow water, close inshore. Larger vessels were moored along the old pier, towards the white lighthouse at its outer end. Many fishermen had gone to sea earlier in the morning, their berths empty. The sea air was heavy with the odor of seaweed and fish and smelled the way oysters smoked over a fire taste. We passed small brown stone houses at the edge of the harbour where many of the fishermen lived, and the chandlers who sold nets, lines, baskets, and other maritime necessities lined the street. A few older women also sold fish here. 

	“I understand that Cornwall is well to the fore in mining, as copper production has been growing significantly for the last thirty years,” Mr Mill said to my father, agilely sidestepping a muddy puddle with his long legs. 

	“Yes, copper, tin and shipping have all been expanding,” Father replied as we walked. 

	Being a banker and an industrialist like my grandfather, who had joined in the partnership which established the Penzance Bank, Father knows more about local business and commerce than just about anyone else here, I commented to myself. Gulls called to each other overhead, their clamour a constant sound, especially here at the harbor where fish scraps are a ready supply of food.

	“That must be why the area is so plentiful with industrialists and philosophers who are so interested in scientific matters. I believe there is much to learn from discussing my hypotheses with you and others here, so that I may extend my theories,” Mr Mill offered, turning to my father, whose eyes seemed fixed on our destination.

	Mr Mill was lanky and sinewy, twenty-six years old, and seemingly in strong physical health, so it occurred to me that his regular walking tours all over the country suited his natural abilities. He had a very large head with protruding eye sockets and cheekbones. His long mutton chop side whiskers that looked like sheep tails curled amply around both sides of his face. His hair was thick and wavy, and it also protruded from the sides of his head. His bony features conveyed determination to me. He was poised, confident, and stood erect as he walked. Charming, even, I thought.

	My father walked on vigorously without comment, so Mr Mill continued: 

	“Not having much to go on, I expected Penzance to be rural and unsophisticated. I knew about vast rocky cliffs and spectacular views of the English Channel on this side of the Penwith peninsula and the Atlantic Ocean on the other side, of course. I will admit that I relish the stories of the frequent shipwrecks, and secretly hope to see one while I am here.” We all laughed at this. “About how many people live in the Penzance area, would you say, and what are their occupations?”

	“At most I would say we have fewer than three thousand inhabitants. Most are farmers harvesting their produce from the soil, fishermen harvesting the sea, and miners harvesting rock underground – people who work the earth and rock,” Father said, tapping his wooden walking stick on the ground. “You could say they are unsophisticated, but you can find no better miners or fishermen, for that matter, in the world,” Father responded with genteel pride. He did not care for outsiders who often demeaned the hardworking people of Penwith, and I also held that opinion, as he had taught me for years. My father was a taciturn, opinionated man, but he was generous and kind, and I hoped Mr Mill understood his comments in relation to how proud we both are of our homeland and the people here.

	Mr Mill continued, full of questions, and I liked that. I had many questions too but knew I should wait to ask when Father prompted me to do so because polite women were quiet in public.

	“How did the town of Penzance originate?” he asked, loping along beside Father as we walked onwards to the Mount.

	Father gave me a look that said I should answer the question.

	“In March of 1512, Henry VIII gave the town the right to collect harbour dues from ships for the benefit of the town and, thus, our small harbour became as large as or larger than others nearby, such as Newlyn or Mousehole,” I said, hoping not to sound like I was simply reading from a book.

	“I see. And I have heard that Cornishmen are all one – that they are all one in sentiment and tradition, in customs, and dislike of outsiders, even of other people in Britain. Do you find that true?” he asked. His eyebrows were knitted together in concentration as he looked directly at Father.

	“Yes, for the most part. Many folks here are nonconformists who follow the Wesleyan Methodist religion, which binds us in integrity and Christian values,” Father said as we reached the flat beach path that would take us around the bay. The geography of the region also contributes to our unified culture, is that not true, Bess?” he asked me, looking straight ahead, unexpectedly.

	“Yes,” I said. I knew that the proper way to answer my father was to add insight to my comments as he had taught me so that I would not sound as if I was simply reading from a book. “Since Penwith, which is a peninsula, is connected to the rest of the country on only one small side, the land and rocky cliffs tend to isolate us, causing us to draw to each other more. One can think of Penwith as the hand and the fingers as our headlands, all connected at the wrist to the rest of the body, or the rest of the country,” I said, with a clear voice, looking him in the eye to show confidence and demonstrating the wrist and hand analogy in my response as we continued walking. I added, “In addition, the dramatic cliffs, beautiful ocean, and sea vistas and panoramas, as well as the bounty they afford, create a deep sense of pride in our land, a point upon which we can all agree, and which binds us in shared opinions and values across many generations.” 

	“Well said,” commented Mr Mill, with a nod.

	Father also gave a slight nod of approval, in his stiff way.

	Mr Mill, of course, knew that our family had been in Penwith for generations. My father, Joseph Carne, followed our forefathers, who had been adventurers, pursers, agents and experts in everything mining in Penwith for a very long time. He was now a partner in the first bank in Penzance which had been started by my grandfather, William Carne, with Mr Batten and Mr Oxnam; and he also owned much of the surrounding land.

	Father is a valuable guide for Mr Mill because he is not only accredited and well written in geology, but he has also been influential in wider philosophic thinking and in the practice and observance of Christian principles. He is a leader in our Methodist Chapel as well as the treasurer of the Royal Geological Society of Cornwall, the second oldest of its kind in the country. This must be why Mr Mill chose Father for his walking tour, I thought to myself, stepping over a dung pile near the path. Father, however, can also be a brutally driven, competitive, and hard charging man. It will be interesting to see if that side of Father comes out on our walk today. I doubt if it will, since Mr Mill is not in competition with my father for anything, I mused.

	“Mr Carne, I am interested in your thoughts about my theories linking human behaviour and spirit to Christianity, the perils of the subjection of women, and my political vision based on more liberal principles,” Mr Mill said, just as we reached the small crest and the beach path at the shoreline, where the sea in all its magnificent dark rolling glory awaited us. From here, with the sea directly in front of us, and our backs to Penzance, the entire expanse of Mount’s Bay spread as far as we could see, from Penlee Point on our right in the west to the Mount itself on our left in the east, with Cudden Point in the hazy distance beyond. The Mount, an island with a lovely stone castle and matching tower of its chapel perched on top, was now about two miles away in the distance.

	Before Father could reply, Mr Mills gasped, his hands on his hips, the wind whisking away his words as soon as he spoke and his long whiskers bobbing.

	 “I see I was not wrong in venturing to Penzance!” he exclaimed, his face full of joyous discovery. “The sandy beaches and the views of the bay are staggeringly beautiful and on a scale that is difficult to describe! It is a splendid view!” he proclaimed, looking out over the crescent-shaped Mount Bay, nodding his head. We all stared out to sea, taking in its magnitude.

	I thought to myself, The sheer size of the sea always staggers me. Standing before the open sea like this is humbling. I wonder if it also humbles these powerful and influential men. Or maybe it emboldens them in some way. Perhaps I will ask Father later.

	“It is truly vast, both in size and in the dangers of the unknown,” Father commented darkly, his face expressionless. The sea had been flat and calm earlier, but the swell was now beginning to rise with the strengthening wind. We continued walking along the beach path, and Father pointed to St Michael’s Mount, slowly becoming closer and now straight ahead of us. 

	“That is the Mount ahead. We will use the causeway to walk from the beach to the cottages below the castle and then walk up the hill on the island to the castle itself,” Father said, plainly.

	Father was mainly interested in discussing politics, Methodism, and geology, and was amiable enough with Mr Mill, although he could be very sullen at times. Father was not known to be a friendly sort. He had a shrewd eye and tongue and was a keen observer. I knew he certainly had wisdom to impart, and with Mr Mill as our distinguished guest, I knew Father would be more conversant today with Mr Mill than he usually would be with someone else.

	“One of my interests is erosion of granite, which originated under the Earth’s crust. This red and black colouring is an example of the results of erosion and something that we study.” He pointed to an example of this under the Mount, and Mr Mill seemed to take note.

	We followed the sandy and pebbled path down to the water’s edge, backed with sheltering sand dunes. Our boots made a crunching sound on the sand and stones. We walked the two miles in pleasant and pithy conversation. We came upon the flat, large stone-paved causeway leading across to St Michael’s Mount, which is only passable at low tide. Otherwise, it is only reachable by boat. Mr Mill was careful not to step in any of the water that was still lapping over the sides of the causeway as the tide was ebbing. I concluded that he did not want to have to continue the tour with wet feet. Father and I both had on our thick walking boots. We often walked calf-deep in the water and sand, not caring if we became wet or sandy.

	“The granite setts laid to make the causeway, Mr Mill,” I explained, waving my hand down to the large, flat stones at our feet, “are only passable between mid and low tide. The castle and chapel on the Mount have been the home of the St Aubyn family since 1650.” I continued with a complete historical description of the Mount dating back to the twelfth century, and then I described the layered granite foundation upon which the Mount was formed as we walked across. Several cottages dotted the bottom of the rocky island, with green grass surrounding them. It was as if we had travelled back in time to the seventeenth century, gazing at the history before us.

	“Your detailed knowledge is uncanny, and your discourse equal to any of my male colleagues,” Mr Mill said with quiet intensity and piercing eyes. “It is a shame that there are very few opportunities for women to attend college in this country, or anywhere else, do you not agree?” He directed his question to Father. Father simply nodded.

	“The rock exposures at St Michael’s Mount, Mr Mill,” I continued, “allow us to see many features of Cornwall’s geology in a single location. The Mount itself is made of the uppermost part of a granite intrusion into metamorphosed Devonian mudstones. The granite is mineralized with a well-developed and sheeted vein system.” Pointing, I said, “As you can see there, the Mount has two types of granite visible. Most of the Mount is tourmaline-muscovite granite which is polyphyritic. By that, I mean that it has crystals of varying sizes. The other type of granite is biotitic muscovite graphite separated by pegmatites, or igneous rocks found in the veins, as you can see. Next, we will make the climb up to visit the chapel on the Mount if you like,” I continued without hesitation. “Please have a care with this rocky path. It can be slippery and unsteady.” 

	My demeanour was sturdy and unwavering. I did not expect any amount of thanks or encouragement for my miniature tutorial on the geology and history of the Mount. I tried to make sure my tone was confident but not overbearing, and that I appeared to be a calm, reflective person with a steadfast demeanour but very pleasant at the same time. I wanted to show Mr Mill that I was not intimidated by him and that, in fact, I was used to discourse with my father’s distinguished friends.

	After some time spent touring the chapel and its welcoming chambers, we descended the loose rocky hill back down to the causeway and crossed it just before it began to be covered again by the incoming tide. We stopped to take in a last review of both the cliffs behind us and the Mount, with its profound beauty. I climbed a nearby small rock that was almost a miniature version of the Mount and sat down on a dry slab of granite a short distance away from the men. I took a small paper tablet and a piece of charcoal out of the slim writing box I carried and started sketching the scene before us. The wind threatened to blow my paper away, so I held it down with two small round white stones, which were plentiful here on the beach, as I sketched in my lap. I was pleased that none of my thick dark-brown hair, which was parted neatly down the middle and pulled back tightly, escaped from my black bonnet in the persistent wind. The wind made my eyes water, but I blinked the tears away to continue my work, mindful of the still-rising tide. I think that I have done well so far, I said to myself, taking in what seemed like my first full breath in several hours. No need for any silly nervousness. I am fully prepared and can answer any questions Mr Mill may have, I told myself confidently.

	I was dressed in a modestly made, plain black frock with a brown knitted shawl and wore no jewellery. I imagine Mr Mill thinks me plain looking, but my mother told me I had beautiful large blue eyes in a lovely, creamy-looking face. Father and I were both modestly dressed in mourning clothes in remembrance of my brother’s still-recent death the previous year. I glanced at Mr Mill, his feet moving away from the lapping waves that dared approach his fine leather shoes and his black tailored trouser hems. Father and I were perfectly at ease on the beach, not only getting our boots wet and sandy but our hems and hands dirty as well. We truly are naturalists, he and I, perfectly at home out of doors and in the elements. We get along well and are happy to spend a lot of useful time together. I understand Father’s disposition and interests, and he understands mine. I know how and when to engage him, I thought happily to myself as they discussed politics.

	Mr Mill spoke loudly to Father so that he could be heard over the wind. “Your daughter is very knowledgeable in geology, sir,” he said, eyebrows arched, looking a bit surprised.

	“Yes, she has studied with me over the years, assisting me in writing my papers and has helped me identify and assemble over eight thousand minerals in our collection from the area so far. In fact, this week we were able to procure a fine specimen of orange calcite crystal on iron-stained quartz from a mine in St Agnes. Bess is equally conversant in mathematics and has learned two additional languages as well,” he said, matter of factly.

	 “Impressive. And how has she attained this education?” Mr Mill asked. He bent down and picked up several round pieces of trap rock, tossing them in the air and catching them.

	“At home, in her study, with her mother and I, as well as tutors, of course,” Father replied rather curtly.

	Hearing this, I thought to myself, Careful, Mr Mill. Do not tread on Father’s toes!

	“I see. It is similar to my own educational experience. And, has her gender hindered the pursuit of an education?” Mr Mill asked, curiously. “The reason I ask is that one of my areas of study is the subjugation of women and their underutilization in society, as you know. I hypothesize that educated women will lead to increases in the education of future generations, leading in turn to a growing and superior society.”

	I glanced over from under my eyelashes, as I was very interested in this part of the conversation but did not want to appear to be listening. Father studied Mr Mill.

	“Yes, she is only fifteen, but as you can see, she is already making a superior impact on society, thus proving your point as I suggested earlier this morning,” Father replied, his posture stiff and upright.

	“Oh yes, I do see that,” he replied quickly.

	“To my way of thinking, Elizabeth is my most intelligent child, and I mean for her to continue her education to the highest level. My other children do not seem to share my interests the way Elizabeth does. I have it in mind that she will take over my work as I grow older.” Father coughed, almost convulsively, struggling to regain his breath. He had come down with a lung ailment, which was now evident from the cough’s intensity. Mr Mill looked away, I noticed, out of politeness to his host.

	“By your work, you mean your mineral collection, I assume?” He held his hand over his eyes to shade them from the glaring sun that still shone between the bands of heavy grey clouds. Seagulls screeched loudly and swooped down at us, hoping for food. The waves in the background were in constant motion, their thick foamy fringes creeping ever further up the beach.

	“Yes, and I also plan for her to take a position in my bank. Now, I think it’s time for us to get back to the house as we have more to look at nearby in Madron after lunch,” Father said, rather abruptly.

	Surely, I have not heard Father correctly, I thought, startled. I was shocked by his announcement of some type of bank position. Surely not! Women do not hold positions in banks. Women are silent in public places. Women are, at most, governesses or perhaps a teacher. What was he talking about? His words frightened me, but I tried not to panic. I felt my arms shaking. I grasped my hands together in front of me to steady myself. My confidence was rapidly evaporating.

	“That trap rock you hold, Mr Mill, is equally as hard as granite and has a horn blend composition – that is brown mixed with black, if you look closely,” I offered, hoping he would be interested.

	“They resemble lumps of coal, lining the boundary of the earth and sea,” Mr Mill replied. He gave me a slight smile as we turned to trudge up the sandy beach towards the path. Father waved me over and indicated that we were to walk back to the house. I nodded obediently. I knew when to challenge him and when to abide by his requests. I turned as we walked and gently handed Mr Mill the piece of paper I had been working on. It was a detailed charcoal drawing of St Michael’s Mount, complete with the castle, granite, and gulls. I covered it with a slip of rice paper so that the drawing would not smear.

	“A keepsake from our walk today, sir,” I said, smiling up at him. He nodded faintly in return and slid the drawing into the breast pocket of his jacket.

	As Father and I strode back up the beach to the path, Mr Mill trailed after and asked Father, “I would like to correspond with you and your daughter in the future, as part of my work, to discuss philosophy, as well as other topics. Would that be acceptable to you, sir?”

	“Yes, quite. I think she will be quite challenging for you, professionally,” he replied with a tight-lipped, wry smile. We walked back along the long sandy path by the seashore, and later on past the harbour to our grey stone and red brick family home, with its wide stone quoins and great ornamental chimney pots that had seemed to reach the clouds. The house was situated at the bottom of the hill leading up to the market area of Penzance, occupying a prime and rare flat plot, and it seemed like a cat that had found the perfect place to curl up in the middle of a shelf full of houses that resembled curio items. I walked stride by stride with Father despite my heavy wet hem, my bonnet ribbons flapping in the wind.

	I did not dare to ask Father what he meant by a position at the bank at this moment, but I was glad to get a brief moment with him to discuss something that had been on my mind. 

	I asked, “Father, what do you think about the rising business of selling arsenic as a byproduct of copper for commercial use? To me the risks are unsavoury. Do you think the risks outweigh the reward?” 

	 “She’s even more remarkable than her father,” I heard Mr Mill mutter under his breath behind us as we walked along the path flanked by grass and randomly strewn stones. He raised his voice slightly to be heard above the wind. “A future woman geologist and banker? Completely unheard of! You have a rare treasure indeed, sir.” 

	Father and Mr Mill both looked quite pleased as we entered our house, and Mr Mill a little more than surprised. He seemed to be altogether astonished by us, the locals of this remote and rocky fishing and mining town. It appears that I have achieved my goal for the day and have made Father proud as well, despite being the youngest Carne. But me, a banker? A geologist? He has never mentioned any of this before. What could Father have meant by that? I wondered, troubled, as the two men walked through our entryway, adorned overhead with elegant glass panes that resembled the sun and its rays during sunrise, and into the parlour. 

	Father walked towards the parlour door and turned to me, and said, “Bess, you are dismissed.”

	I gave a slight nod.

	“You did well today. Thank you,” he added, with a small, quick smile, as if an afterthought.

	“The pleasure was mine. Thank you, Father.” I gave a slight smile in return.

	Dismissed, I was allowed to seek the solace of my studies, so I gladly mounted the main stairway that led directly to the women’s small study on the second floor as well as my bedroom. The curving handrail was smooth and cool to the touch, soothing my hand as it glided along the banister, which guided me up the stairs as I contemplated what sounded like an ominous future.

	
Chapter Two

	Mockery

	1835

	“I wish I had got out of the entire dismal business back in ’19! Are the mines you have invested in not producing as planned?” I could hear Father’s voice, grouchy and lamenting, booming up the stairwell from the parlour by the garden door to my study on the second floor, where I was listing our new minerals in the mineral collection book. Father was meeting with two senior men from the Cornish Copper Company, of which he had been the managing partner many years before, a position from which he had resigned the year after I was born. 

	I had become used to his black moods and lengthy discussions in our plain-looking parlour where he conducted some of his meetings, sometimes along with Grandfather William. When paying calls to friends, I had noticed that many parlours in Penzance’s more stately houses were decorated with hues of pink, blue and yellow on the walls, often with lovely swirls of plaster moulding, usually painted white and adorning the dado rails and ceiling cornices. Our Chapel Street home, however, had little adornment and, therefore, was considered plain and even drab. It had our personality; it seemed: studious, serious, modest, and plain.

	Since my older brother, Joseph Junior, had died in 1831 in Madeira, that Portuguese island far out in the Atlantic, Father had been uneasy and dour. Who could blame him? I thought. Mother had then contracted the same consumptive illness and had been in such pain with coughing convulsions. The doctors had tried the usual rest, cod liver oil, vinegar massages, and inhalation of hemlock and turpentine, but to no avail. She had died of the consumption not so very long after. Then there had also been my sisters’ weddings, Mary and Anna, all in such a short time. I could plainly see that Father was worn down.

	I know what he is referring to, of course, when he says he wished he had gotten out of the entire miserable business. He means mine merchanting in general and the harbour at Hayle in particular. As I recall, Hayle had been the best and most accessible port on the north coast of Cornwall from which merchants could ship the copper from the mines and bring in the coal for the engines and the materials that the mines needed for their work. Harveys of Hayle, and the Cornish Copper Company, where Father had been in charge, both wanted to expand their activities at opposite ends of the harbour. They had been in fierce competition ever since John Harvey had established his first foundry at Carnsew, along the southwestern inlet of the harbour. 

	Each side had boundary disputes leading to physical altercations. Violent conflicts over boundaries erupted and divided the whole town of Hayle. Currently, Father is mentioned politely as having been the driver of his firm’s attempt at a monopoly, as if that could be polite. No one ever discusses the Hayle riots of 1818. I had heard that legal actions continued long after that, after Father had resigned and we moved to Penzance. It is my belief that his reputation has a shadow following him to this day from those frightening events, and that the shadow hovers over all of us as well. 

	For years, Father had wished he was out of the mining and copper trades altogether. He was always generous and kind to family, friends, and people at the chapel. But I have heard a few things here and there and read accounts in the papers over the years about how he was also a hard-driven industrialist. I wondered how much of the fighting and legal action had been on Father’s initiative. In the papers, he had protested innocence, protecting the Company’s property and rights. Still, I wonder if I would ever hear the true story of Father’s role in the battles that left Hayle bitterly divided into two camps between the Copper Company and Harvey, and if the lurking shadow would ever be removed. 

	Grandfather, on the other hand, is a different story altogether. I smiled as I remembered how Grandfather had always been warm and outgoing, despite looking rather formidable with his long white beard, straight nose, and beautifully intense eyes. People have always loved Grandfather William and his generosity and often said there are none better. He and Father are still shareholders in the Copper Company and often discuss the company’s new business strategies, still competing with Harvey. I can still remember Grandfather’s boisterous walking tours around town with Grandmother, handing out thick clothes and food from a trolley pulled by a servant. I wonder if Grandfather had been pleased at the Hayle controversy. He surely was not, considering the results. 

	Because I was seated in the small study at the top of the stairs and the parlour door was open, I could hear everything the men were saying. I often spent time in this room, which was the main area for my studies, and which contained the most interesting minerals from our collection. Father would occasionally show his guests some of our top mineral specimens at the end of a meeting. He would call to me to bring down specific pieces to show, and I would place them on a polished board that brought out the colours and shine of the minerals. The remaining pieces and the bulk of our collection were on shelves stored in black metal trunks, which we kept in the basement of this house and the house next door, which we also owned. The houses were connected by a door on each of three floors. About twenty of the trunks resided here and about thirty resided in the basement next door. My sisters and I had the job of cleaning, identifying the minerals, and writing the notation of where the mineral was found on a small tag tied with white string to each piece. Then, my job was to list the information for each piece in the catalogue book that we kept for documenting the collection. 

	The catalogue of our eight thousand finds is almost as much of a treasure as the mineral collection itself. It is portable and tells the story like a book of all the natural treasures in Penwith, I noted as I laboured over the entries. The information in each entry had to be perfect in content and legibility. I bent my head down to examine our latest mineral find from a visit to the Wheal Alfred mine, near Hayle, earlier in the week. This was one of the mines in which the Copper Company held shares. I put the mineral closer to a candle flame so that I could see it in better light. I fingered and admired the bright orange spheres of calcite crystal on the iron-stained quartz. “Now, I will put you in the case to be admired with the amethyst, iron pyrite, clinoclase and the other best specimens in the collection,” I said to the stone lightheartedly, showing the orange-dotted stone its new home. How is nature capable of creating a colour of stone that is brighter than the sun? More deeply coloured than gold? I wondered.

	I remembered asking that exact question of the mine’s purser, Henry Pearce. At twenty-one years of age, he was very knowledgeable about minerals in his own right. In fact, it was he who had found this specimen in the mine and given it to me that day. Henry had grown up living on a small orchard halfway up one of the hills above Penzance, with his parents and sisters, and first had gone to work at the count house, or office, of the Levant Mine near St Just. I was surprised to see him at Wheal Alfred, where he had only recently taken the purser position.

	“Only God can produce something as pure and fine as these unique minerals. And it seems like only He knows what they are for!” he said, with a brief but broad smile showing his straight, white teeth. “But He gives us the power to figure out how to use them.” He seemed to me to be a positive, strong-minded person in his own education, which was limited – a consequence of his station in life. 

	“I hope this brings you knowledge and happiness. I myself have learned to survey and plan to offer my services for new ventures around the Penwith mines,” he said, confidently. “Well, good day to ye, miss.” He put it in my hand with a warm smile and tipped his dusty hat. Mr Pearce was a tall, strapping and strong young man in worn brown breeches and a white cotton shirt. Even his brown hair looked strong, the way it curled up, trimming the back of his hat. I noticed his thick brown leather boots had recently been cleaned and polished. He seemed without an ounce of malice and was known to be hard-working; he had a reputation amongst the men and women who frequented the Methodist book room in our basement, which also contained our kitchen and storage rooms, for being kind and fair to all. I admire his strength, both physically and mentally. Henry is different from my brothers, who had been scholarly types when they were at home. Did his warm green eyes linger on mine? Well, no matter. He is just a friendly man who is also interested in minerals, I told myself.

	“Thank you very kindly,” I had said lightly. 

	 He said, eyes twinkling, “Until next time.” 

	I sat in my study and wondered how such a bright young man could work underground in the mine for hours on end. Then I realised with a short laugh that we had something in common: the love of stones, minerals, and rock formations. Geology was a part of us, just like mining.

	The mine! My mind now leapt back to the mines. I had visited many mines before, thinking that their activity was very much like a large anthill. The miners hacked away at solid stone with their shovels and picks, making me pity their poor aching arms and backs. So many women, and children too, worked at the mines! Father had said that as many as two thousand women worked in the mines of Cornwall, although they did not go underground. While we were at Wheal Alfred, I watched the bal maidens, as they are always known in Cornwall, crack open the ore with their hammers on the dressing floors at the heads of the mine shafts. What strength and skill they needed to do that all day! While young men broke up the biggest rocks with the heaviest hammers, it was the bal maidens who performed the subsequent stages.
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