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Daphne Du Maurier : Frenchmans Creek before purchasing it in order to gage whether or not it would be worth
my time, and all praised Frenchmans Creek:

0 of 0 people found the following review helpful. Fun, But Not Her BestBy Sonja McgillivrayFun and entertaining,
but not Daphne du Mauriers best work by along shot. | believeit's an expression of her frustration at being forced into
atraditional feminine role, one to which she was not suited. By al means read and enjoy this pirate story, but
remember don't forget to check out some of her much better works such as (obviously) Rebecca, My Cousin Rachel
and Jamaica Inn.1 of 1 people found the following review helpful. Novel: Frenchman's CreekBy zz buzzyUsual page
turner for one of my favorite authors. (Not my favorite duMaurier novel but a good one and aworthwhile, fun read.)
The book came in excellent condition with a good jacket. The story: Dona s an adventuresome, free spirit living in
the oppressive society of British aristocracy. She finds her well-meaning but simple, oafish husband boring and his
dearest friend crass. Taking her children to the family seaside home for a quiet retreat, Dona finds excitement,
adventure and romance enough to change both her view of the wold and herself. Her long-term future is left to reader
speculation.1 of 1 people found the following review helpful. Love story between the Lady and the pirateBy susan
jonesThis story begins with a very discontented wife fleeing her useless dissipated idle life in London's high society.
She packs her children and her children’ s nurse into her coach and off they rush to a small country estate in Cornwall.
Sheis disgusted with her former life, sheisbored by her dim witted but doting husband. She finds herself gradually
relaxing and isintrigued by her rather singular servant. Sheis paid avisit by the local bigwig Lord Godol phin who
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tells her that they have been plagued in previous months by a very daring French pirate who none can seem to catch.
Donnagetsrid of Lord G and tells William her servant to say to any other visitors that sheisill, mad, or out. She
really doesn't,t want to see anyone. On awander through the grounds one day she explores the woods nearby and finds
acreek so well hidden from view that no one has even suspected it was there. As the creek widens she follows the
bank and around the bend she comes across a boat moored. She is captured and is taken on board where she meets the
Frenchman. It is the beginning of her romance and adventures.

The Restoration Court knows Lady Dona St Columb to be ripe for any folly, any outrage that will alter the tedium of
her days. But there is another, secret Dona who longs for freedom, honest love - and sweetness, evenif it is spiced
with danger.To escape the shallowness of court life, Dona retreats to Navron, her husband's remote Cornish estate.
There, she seeks peace in its solitary woods and hidden creeks. But she finds instead a daring pirate, hunted by all
Cornwall, a Frenchman who, like Dona, would gamble his life for amoment's joy. Together, they embark upon a quest
rife with danger and glory, one which bestows upon Dona the ultimate choice: sacrifice her lover to certain death or
risk her own life to save him.

One of the last century's most original literary talents* Daily Telegraph * A heroine who is bound to make thousands
of friends* Sunday Times* A pure, exhilarating adventure story - a swashbuckling tale of exquisite danger and
tangled love. . . atale of emotional and sexual awakening, of lossand risk . . . sophisticated in its exploration of the
human heart. -- Julie Myerson A tale of danger, passion and mystery, and a compulsive slice of period drama. * Good
Book Guide * About the AuthorDaphne du Maurier (1907-89) was born in London, the daughter of the famous actor-
manager Sir Gerald du Maurier and granddaughter of George du Maurier, the author and artist. In 1931 her first novel,
The Loving Spirit, was published. A biography of her father and three other novels followed, but it was the novel
Rebecca that launched her into the literary stratosphere and made her one of the most popular authors of her day. In
1932, du Maurier married Major Frederick Browning, with whom she had three children.Many of du Maurier's
bestselling novels and short stories were adapted into award-winning films, including Alfred Hitchcock's The Birds
and Nicolas Roeg's Don't Look Now. In 1969 du Maurier was awarded a DBE. She lived most of her lifein Cornwall,
the setting for many of her books.Excerpt. Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.One W hen the east wind
blows up Helford river the shining waters become troubled and disturbed and the little waves beat angrily upon the
sandy shores. The short seas break above the bar at ebb-tide, and the waders fly inland to the mud-flats, their wings
skimming the surface, and calling to one another as they go. Only the gulls remain, wheeling and crying above the
foam, diving now and again in search of food, their grey feathers glistening with the salt spray. The long rollers of the
Channel, travelling from beyond Lizard point, follow hard upon the steep seas at the river mouth, and mingling with
the surge and wash of deep sea water comes the brown tide, swollen with the last rains and brackish from the mud,
bearing upon its face dead twigs and straws, and strange forgotten things, leaves too early fallen, young birds, and the
buds of flowers. The open roadstead is deserted, for an east wind makes uneasy anchorage, and but for the few houses
scattered here and there above Helford passage, and the group of bungalows about Port Navas, the river would be the
same as it was in a century now forgotten, in atime that has left few memories. In those days the hills and the valleys
were alone in splendour, there were no buildings to desecrate the rough fields and cliffs, no chimney pots to peer out
of the tall woods. There were afew cottagesin Helford hamlet, but they made no impression upon theriver life itself,
which belonged to the birds curlew and redshank, guillemot and puffin. No yachts rode to the tide then, as they do to-
day, and that stretch of placid water where the river dividesto Constantine and Gweek was calm and undisturbed. The
river was little known, save to afew mariners who had found shelter there when the south-west gales drove them
inshore from their course up-channel, and they found the place lonely and austere, alittle frightening because of the
silence, and when the wind was fair again were glad to weigh anchor and set sail. Helford hamlet was no inducement
to asailor ashore, the few cottage folk dull-witted and uncommunicative, and the fellow who has been away from
warmth and women over-long has little desire to wander in the woods or dabble with the waders in the mud at ebb-
tide. So the winding river remained unvisited, the woods and the hills untrodden, and all the drowsy beauty of
midsummer that gives Helford river a strange enchantment was never seen and never known. To-day there are many
voices to blunder in upon the silence. The pleasure steamers come and go, leaving a churning wake, and yachtsmen
visit one another, and even the day-tripper, his dull eye surfeited with undigested beauty, ploughsin and out amongst
the shallows, a prawning net in hand. Sometimes, in alittle puffing car, he jerks his way aong the uneven, muddy
track that leads sharply to the right out of Helford village, and takes his tea with his fellow-trippersin the stone kitchen
of the old farm building that once was Navron House. There is something of grandeur about it even now. Part of the
original quadrangle still stands, enclosing the farm-yard of to-day, and the two pillars that once formed the entrance to
the house, now over-grown with ivy and encrusted with lichen, serve as props to the modern barn with its corrugated
roof. The farm kitchen, where the tripper takes his tea, was part of Navron dining-hall, and the little half-stair, now
terminating in a bricked-up wall, was the stair leading to the gallery. The rest of the house must have crumbled away,
or been demolished, for the square farm-building, though handsome enough, bears little likeness to the Navron of the



old prints, shaped like the letter E, and of the formal garden and the park there is no trace to-day. The tripper eats his
split and drinks his tea, smiling upon the landscape, knowing nothing of the woman who stood there once, long ago, in
another summer, who caught the gleam of the river amidst the trees, as he does, and who lifted her head to the sky and
felt the sun. He hears the homely farm-yard noises, the clanking of pails, the lowing of cattle, the rough voices of the
farmer and his son asthey call to each other across the yard, but his ears are deaf to the echoes of that other time, when
someone whistled softly from the dark belt of trees, his hands cupped to his mouth, and was swiftly answered by the
thin, stooping figure crouching beneath the walls of the silent house, while above them the casement opened, and
Donawatched and listened, her hands playing alittle nameless melody upon the sill, her ringlets falling forward over
her face. The river flows on, the trees rustle in the summer wind, and down on the mud flats the oyster-catchers stand
at ebb-tide scanning the shallows for food, and the curlews cry, but the men and women of that other time are
forgotten, their headstones encrusted with lichen and moss, their names indecipherable. To-day the cattle stamp and
churn the earth over the vanished porch of Navron House, where once a man stood as the clock struck midnight, his
face smiling in the dim candlelight, his drawn sword in his hand. In spring the farmer's children gather primroses and
snowdrops in the banks above the creek, their muddy boots snapping the dead twigs and the fallen leaves of a spent
summer, and the creek itself, swollen with the rains of along winter, looks desolate and grey. The trees till crowd
thick and darkly to the water's edge, and the moss is succulent and green upon the little quay where Dona built her fire
and looked across the flames and laughed at her lover, but to-day no ship lies at anchor in the pool, with rakish masts
pointing to the skies, there is no rattle of chain through the hawse hole, no rich tobacco smell upon the air, no echo of
voices coming across the water in alilting foreign tongue. The solitary yachtsman who leaves his yacht in the open
roadstead of Helford, and goes exploring up river in his dinghy on a night in midsummer, when the night-jars call,
hesitates when he comes upon the mouth of the creek, for there is something of mystery about it even now, something
of enchantment. Being a stranger, the yachtsman looks back over his shoulder to the safe yacht in the roadstead, and to
the broad waters of the river, and he pauses, resting on his paddles, aware suddenly of the deep silence of the creek, of
its narrow twisting channel, and he feels for no reason known to him that he is an interloper, atrespasser in time. He
ventures a little way along the left bank of the creek, the sound of the blades upon the water seeming over-loud and
echoing oddly amongst the trees on the farther bank, and as he creeps forward the creek narrows, the trees crowd yet
more thickly to the water's edge, and he feels a spell upon him, fascinating, strange, athing of queer excitement not
fully understood. (20090421)



