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With next to no noise, Roberts, his father’s valet, eased the bedroom door open and brought in a cup of tea.

“Good morning Young Master Henry.” He sat the cup on the bedside table before opening the curtains to let the dull sunlight stream in on the mostly awake Master Fox.

Henry Fox had inherited Hayward Hall when his father died suddenly some six months before, and he, as well as the servants, were having a hard time adjusting to his new station in life.

Surely 28 years old was sufficiently old to not feel like a child dressing up.

He sat up, waved the shamefaced valet away to the dressing room and reached for the tea. Giving it an unnecessary stir with the silver spoon, he took a sip and looked through the large windows, out over the formal gardens. Partially obscured by the rain.

They were nice enough, though a little old fashioned; he’d have to do something about that at some point.

But he missed his father enough to not want to mess with anything just yet, and besides, he knew it would upset his mother. After all, the garden was an act of love for her.

She walked the paths every day. Often with Miss Viola Seagrove in attendance.

What he could do though, was get rid of some of this monstrous mahogany furniture and oppressively dark, striped wallpaper.

Or perhaps it could wait until he married. To the ubiquitous Miss Seagrove

Who would no doubt have an Opinion about what should replace it.

He sighed.

Conveniently she was staying at the house, ostensibly as a companion to his mother, but presumably, their goal was to ensure she became his wife.

His mother adored her, and he didn’t actively dislike her, so he’d been prepared to go with the flow for his mother’s sake.

It wasn’t as if they would be joined at the hip forever after.

He sighed once more, drank the rest of his tea, then heaved himself out of the bed, and into the day.  

As he took care of his ablutions in the bathroom, he blessed his father’s foresight for including plumbed in bathrooms in the house design. Controversial at the time, but damned convenient now.

Moving into the Master bedroom had been worth it just for the attached bath and dressing rooms. Not to mention not having to share with his brothers.

Roberts, presented a fashionable black pinstriped wool morning suit, with a contrasting blue patterned vest. Paired with a white Arundel collar shirt, black silk bow tie, and the peacock feather patterned braces embroidered by his mother.

In a small act of rebellion, he chose the brown oxfords instead of black.

Roberts smoothed the suit over his shoulders and brushed it out while Henry threaded the bar of his father’s watch through his waistcoat.

Watch in his right waistcoat pocket, penknife in his left, and adjusted the fall of the locket fob.

He flicked open the locket to see the photograph of his mother on the left, and himself as a baby on the right. It was something he’d seen his father do countless times when faced with a big decision.

He’d hoped one day to replace his photograph with his wife’s, but couldn’t quite imagine Miss Seagrove’s face in place, smiling slightly back at him like his mother.  

He snapped the locket shut, grimaced at himself in the mirror for a moment and smoothed the hair on his head and moustache once last time.

Ideally, he’d like the kind of love match his parents had shared. But he couldn’t imagine sharing that intense closeness with anyone. Not anyone he knew, and certainly not Miss “call me Viola” Seagrove.
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