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      SOMERSET, ENGLAND

      The world had gone mad and Ginger Whitman couldn’t stomach it for one more second.

      She stood from her seat in the stone gazebo where she’d been attempting to read the newspaper. The paper crinkled in her gloved hand as she started across the lawn toward her family’s home. One thing after another had distracted her: thoughts of guests arriving soon, the glare of the sun against the paper, the feeling of uselessness. The memory of the townspeople singing and chanting in the streets a few nights ago.

      “It’s a long way to Tipperary…”

      She shuddered thinking of those excited faces and toasts. Since then, that tune had been stuck in her head, teasing and haunting her. According to the papers, the celebration had even extended to Buckingham Palace, where King George and Queen Mary greeted the merry crowds.

      So many people cheering for the promise of death and destruction.

      She slowed and bent toward the grass, righting a fallen croquet hoop. The servants had already set up games for the afternoon. Her palm grazed a mallet as she passed it.

      She felt immune to the general sentiment pervading her country, unable to comprehend how something she’d always thought of as being so ugly and fearsome as war could now be called “splendid.” She strolled under the shade of a tall elm and stopped, taking in her family’s stately house. Servants bustled, setting up the garden party under the towering shade of the graceful arched windows overlooking the west balcony. Just this morning, all but one footman had given notice, explaining their intention to enlist. They walked now with a spring to their step, whistling, proud to do their bit.

      Even this party felt incongruous to her. Parties were for peaceful times, for quiet moments while gazing over grassy hills. As though nature wanted to offer its agreement, a warm breeze wrapped her in a gentle embrace, but left goose bumps on her skin. The chill of autumn already crept into the fingertips of the wind.

      She frowned and deposited her newspaper on a bench under the tree. The scent of ink remained on her gloves as she started forward again.

      Anxiety had been clawing at her gut since the news had broken four days earlier. Britain was at war with Germany. The actions of six conspirators in Sarajevo in June had sealed the fates of many. The thought of men dying in combat on the battlefield made her throat clench. Which families would this war touch? Her friends? Or maybe her own brother?

      Her mouth went dry.

      The inexplicable buzz of excitement bothered her the most. The young men her age who were eager to show their patriotism for king and country—none of them seemed to think beyond that. Even Henry seemed to share their lack of foresight. Her older brother had entered an impassioned discussion with a friend at dinner the previous night about volunteering before they were called up.

      She didn’t want life to change. Uncertainty about the future made the merriment around her feel like ignorance and naïveté. The declarations about “routing the Huns” in a few short weeks sounded like nothing more than hubris and bravado. Like many men she knew, Henry had only experienced shooting in hunts. Hunts ending with lawn parties and tea and baths. Servants to tend to their horses. She couldn’t help but wonder if they would be so confident when another man was their target.

      Worse still, she was completely powerless, silently screaming as she watched her life invaded by a force she had no ability to influence or help fight against. What if the war came to her doorstep?

      The servants unfurled tablecloths, the white fabric catching like sails in the breeze, billowing and beautiful. Ginger steadied herself against the trunk of the tree, the fingertips of her gloves catching against the bark.

      Weeks earlier, they’d been more concerned about the Americans winning the Henley Regatta. The familiar world of the London Season, with its late-night dinners, parades at Hyde Park, breathless balls, and thrilling cricket matches—it was slipping away. Eclipsed by something none of them quite understood. Only men like her father, who had served in the African war, carried on with gravitas.

      For once in her life, her father’s opinion seemed to be aligned with hers. She wished she could talk to him about it all. But he had barely spoken to her the last week. He continued to be angry with her.

      Her jaw set. She didn’t want to think about it. Or Stephen’s impending arrival. She wasn’t ready to face him yet.

      The open-aired tents that had been erected for the party swayed in the morning breeze and Ginger gave up her spot as she saw her mother among the servants. Mama had transformed their own garden party into a fundraising event to support the war effort.

      This was a way to be useful. For now. She slipped under the cover offered by the tent where her mother stood. Both she and the head housekeeper, Mrs. Williams, wore deep frowns as they spoke.

      A few days earlier, Ginger would have dismissed their concerns as something trivial. Given the new circumstances, it seemed worth asking about. Ginger paused at her mother’s side. “What is it, Mama? Has something happened?”

      Her mother’s green-eyed gaze turned toward her. “The butcher’s delivery never arrived from town this morning. And it’s getting quite late. The kitchen is in chaos because the cook had several cold meat items on the menu.”

      Ginger imagined the scene. The party would start in five hours—‘chaos’ was likely too gentle a term. “Mr. Martin has always been punctual. What could have delayed him?”

      Mrs. Williams cleared her throat, the soft lines by her eyes crinkling as her gaze swept over the tent. “That’s what Lady Braddock and I are worried about. Someone might have done something to his business because...” She trailed off.

      She didn’t have to finish. Ginger understood the implication. Yesterday, the papers had carried tales of businesses being destroyed. While Ginger had dressed in the morning, her lady’s maid had told her that over-zealous “patriots” had smashed the windows to the local bookseller’s shop.

      “You don’t think someone might have harmed him because he’s German?” Ginger straightened, alert with the horrifying thought. “But Mr. Martin is one of us—he’s been in town longer than I’ve been alive. And his wife and children...”

      Her mother put a gentle hand on her bare wrist. “We’re sending Florence to go and check on the order. There isn’t need for alarm yet.”

      The housemaid would be more useful at Penmore. And it would give her something to do instead of mill about and worry over the war and the looming confrontation with Stephen. Ginger shook her head. “I can go into town instead of Florence. I’d like to know if anything has happened sooner rather than later.”

      “You’re a dear.” Her mother’s lips curved in an affectionate smile.

      Ginger left the two older women in the tent and strode toward the house. Passing her lady’s maid, Ginger turned. “Oh, Violet—I’ll wear the striped dress I got in London two weeks ago. I’m going into town, so I won’t have as much time to get ready for the party. If you don’t mind—tend to Lucy first.” Her younger sister would be happy to have Violet’s attention. She always complained about how long Ginger’s hair took.

      “Yes, my lady.” Violet curtsied, her red hair gleaming in the sun. Henry joked Violet was well-suited to be Ginger’s maid because only she understood the tribulations a redhead had in matching clothes to her hair. Ginger smiled to herself. The trait she shared with her maid had bonded them.

      Only a week earlier, she and Violet had gushed over some of the latest styles coming in for the fall from Paris. She wouldn’t use those types of dresses now. Then again, Henry seemed certain they would resolve the entire conflict by Christmas. Her father was more wary.

      For weeks, Ginger had followed the building tensions between the governments of Europe in the papers. When the Archduke of Austria had been shot in Bosnia, most Britons didn’t believe it would lead to war with Germany. But Germany had been aggressive, hungry for war. Despite the many declarations of war between the countries toward the end, she’d still hoped for peace. But when the Germans had refused to respect the neutrality of Belgium, the patience of the British government had ended.

      Now it was all too late.

      She found the chauffeur in the courtyard, reading his newspaper. “I hope you made it further into the dreary news than I did,” she said. “Would you give me a ride into town?”

      Bosworth blinked at her from under his cap. “Right away, my lady.” He frowned at his newspaper. “I expect they’ll need good drivers in the army.”

      Not another one. She said nothing as he readied the motorcar. At the rate they were losing servants, she might have to learn to drive. Her lips twisted in amusement. That wouldn’t be the worst thing.

      The small village of Penmore was only a few minutes’ drive from her family’s estate. As the car wove its way over hills, Ginger reclined into the leather back seat of the car, a breeze blowing a few face-framing stray hairs into her eyes. The war had been declared the day after a bank holiday and so many people had been away. Her family had only just returned from London.

      The familiar greys and whites of the stone buildings standing on either side of the main street of the hamlet set her heart at ease. The townspeople milled in the streets on their way to the market. From the open market, the scents of freshly baked goods, cinnamon, and cooking food filled the air.

      Home was the most welcome place to be right now. She only hoped all she loved about it would stay as it was.

      The motorcar pulled up at the butcher shop and Bosworth held the door for Ginger. She stepped out onto the street. A few women passed behind the car on foot, and continued around it, as though avoiding the pavement in front of the Martins’ shop.

      How odd.

      Shutters hung over the front windows. Perhaps the Martins had heard what had happened to the bookseller’s shop and wanted to protect their house? The front door appeared to be locked. She shook the knob in her hand and the door rattled with a hollow wooden sound—but didn’t budge. The Martins lived behind the shop. Would they be there? Ginger gave an uneasy glance to Bosworth. “Wait here for me. I’m going to the back.”

      She unlatched the gate in the waist-high fence beside the house. The unpleasant, earthy scent of livestock mixed with chicken droppings stung her nose. She pulled out a perfumed handkerchief from her handbag and pressed it against her nostrils. A young goat stood on top of a small enclosure, its eyes fixed on her. Ginger adjusted her hat. A goat wouldn’t attack her. But then again, what did she know about goats?

      She edged her way toward the back of the house, staying close to the outer wall. The goat bleated, and she jumped. “I’m a friend,” she whispered. The small horns on top of its head appeared more threatening than at first glance.

      She turned the corner, and a sudden honk made her heartbeat thud. A large white goose flapped its wings at her. She pressed a hand over her racing heart and caught a breath. Good gracious. She was the one being a goose.

      Hurrying the last few steps to the back door, Ginger paused. The animals continued to watch her curiously. If there was a war on the horizon, she needed to be made of stronger stuff than this. Twenty years of gentle breeding had done little to prepare her for anything. The skills she had learned in finishing school seemed awfully vapid, given what they might be facing.

      She rapped on the door with the back of her knuckles. “Mr. Martin?”

      From the window beside the door, a pair of eyes peeked over the ledge. One of the Martin children, no doubt. Whispered voices followed, and then the child hid once more.

      If something had happened, it was likely the Martin children were living in fear. Ginger tried again. “Mr. Martin. It’s Virginia Whitman.”

      A few beats passed, and the lock scraped against the frame. The door opened a crack. Mrs. Martin stood there, her dark hair in disarray, her eyelids red and puffy. She wiped her hands on her apron. “Lady Virginia.” Her voice was a hoarse whisper. “It’s good of you to come.” A girl no older than two clutched her skirt.

      Something was wrong. Ginger tried to blanket her alarm, her reaction subdued. “Mrs. Martin, what’s happened?”

      Mrs. Martin took a furtive glance behind her and slipped out, pushing the toddler back inside. She closed the door. “How did you hear of it?” A glassy expression hazed her eyes—as though she hadn’t slept.

      A heavy feeling sank through Ginger. “I heard nothing, Mrs. Martin. We were waiting for Mr. Martin to arrive this morning with the order for the garden party. When he didn’t turn up, I thought I would come and check on you.”

      Mrs. Martin covered her mouth with a crumpled handkerchief. “Oh, the garden party.” Tears fell onto her cheeks. “I’m so sorry, my lady. They took Friedrich. My son John, too.”

      Ginger gasped. “Taken? By whom?”

      Mrs. Martin dabbed at her eyes. “Officials came to the house with papers, arrested them.” She sobbed. “They’ve imprisoned them both.”

      “Imprisoned?” Friedrich Martin was one of the kindest men in town. What had he done to deserve imprisonment? “Surely they’ve made a mistake.”

      “There’s no mistake.” Mrs. Martin sniffled. “It’s because of the Aliens Restriction Act. He’s German. And now I’m terrified they’re coming for the rest of us. The police have ordered me to report to them every day.” The words brought a fresh round of tears.

      Report to them? Whatever for? Ginger gathered the distraught woman into her arms. “But, Mrs. Martin—you’re an Englishwoman. You have nothing to fear.”

      Mrs. Martin shook her head. “I lost my citizenship when I married Friedrich. Women must adopt their husband’s, you see. I’m so very frightened for my children.” She gulped and pulled away from Ginger. “I’m sorry, Lady Virginia. I shouldn’t carry on like this in front of you. You’re practically a child yourself.”

      Ginger stiffened. The statement made her feel as though Mrs. Martin thought of Ginger as naïve and overprotected.

      She took a steadying breath. Mrs. Martin couldn’t have meant it as an insult. After all, Ginger only debuted a couple of years earlier, and the townsfolk still referred to her and her younger sister Lucy as the “Whitman girls.”

      “You’ve had a terrible shock. I’m honored you’ve trusted me.” Ginger furrowed her brow. “I hope it isn’t horribly insensitive for me to ask—but what reason did they give for arresting John? He was born here.”

      Regret filled Mrs. Martin’s expression. “Unfortunately not. Friedrich thought it would be useful if his mother helped me with John, as he was my first-born and my mother died when I was a girl. He was born in Germany and spent the first three months of his life there.”

      A thump behind the door reminded Ginger of the children inside. “Mrs. Martin, what can we do? How can I help you? Surely my father will assist you.” In times like these, her father’s earldom—as well as his work in the Foreign Office—might be more influential to people like the Martins.

      “I’d be so grateful for you to make some inquiries about Friedrich and John’s whereabouts.” She gripped Ginger’s forearm tightly. “What if they’ve sent them to Germany?”

      The thought was frightening. Ginger knew little about the Aliens Restriction Act, but surely they had more decency than to repatriate honest men with homes and families in England?

      “I’m certain my father will help get Mr. Martin and John back home, if he can.” Ginger put a hand on Mrs. Martin’s shoulder. “In the meantime, do you and your children have all you need?” How was the woman to feed and care for seven children without her husband?

      Mrs. Martin wrung her hands, her handkerchief fluttering to the ground. Her face reddened. “For now. I don’t have the money for the order until Friedrich returns, Lady Virginia. I apologize, we can’t fill the order. The farmer never brought our own order yesterday.”

      Ginger regretted having mentioned the order at all. “Oh, never mind that. We’ll make do.” Ginger dropped her hand to her side. “But if you need anything at all, Mrs. Martin, please let me know. We all must care for each other, especially during these precarious times.”

      The statement sounded hollow to Ginger as she rode back toward Penmore, replaying the conversation in her mind. She should have offered to cancel the debt entirely, even if it wasn’t her place to do so. Or offered them food and shelter.

      She would talk to her mother. They’d return tomorrow with some money. Her mother wouldn’t let the Martins go hungry. And Ginger was sure the church would have resources to help them.

      But why had the police arrested John, too? He was a boy, just sixteen.

      The chauffeur swung the car around a pothole and the entire frame jolted in response, bumping her against the side. Dust flew up and Ginger waved it away, distractedly.

      Something had to be done for the Martins.
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      Ginger hastened into the library, removing her hat as she approached her father. He stood by one of the tall windows in the room, glancing through a long, official-looking letter.

      She slowed as she drew closer to him. Her father’s gaze was pensive, focused outside. His face was half in shadow. The silver streaks in his dark hair stood out in the dim light. She caught her breath, feeling like she had as a young girl. Back then, she’d always had orders not to disturb her father.

      Obeying the order had been tricky, considering how much she’d loved the library. Even now, the scent of it—old books and sweet pipe tobacco—made her want to curl up in a nook and read.

      A floorboard creaked under her feet and her father looked up. His brow furrowed as he studied her expression. “You look flushed. Should I ring for the doctor?”

      He must have been truly concerned. Her father was rarely an alarmist.

      “No, I’m well, thank you.” Ginger fidgeted with her hat. “Father—I’ve just come from town.” She sat on a sofa by the fireplace. “Mr. Martin never came with the order for the kitchen this morning. He couldn’t because the police have arrested him. John Martin, too. Mrs. Martin mentioned something about the Aliens Restriction Act.”

      Her father lifted his thick, dark eyebrows. “John?” He didn’t seem surprised about Mr. Martin, though.

      “Apparently, he was born in Germany. We must help them.” Ginger placed her hands on her lap, though her fingers curled in. Her father had already appeared to be troubled when she’d arrived. Perhaps she’d caught him in a foul mood. Either way, behaving emotionally would make her plea seem immature.

      “And they never thought to naturalize?” Her father grimaced. “I’m uncertain much can be done. Foreign nationals of military age will all be under intense scrutiny. And in some ways, it may be for their own safety. There have been attacks on the German-born in England already.”

      She bit her lip. She hadn’t thought of that.

      Not having even considered the opposite perspective made her feel foolish.

      Still, the anguish on Mrs. Martin’s face at being separated from her husband and son reminded her it wasn’t so simple. And John Martin couldn’t help his parents’ decision not to naturalize. “But John is as English as I am, raised here. His mother was born here. And all his siblings are British subjects.”

      Her father tapped the letter in his hands against the window frame. “There may be a better case for the younger Martin than the old codger. He was a fool not to have the young man naturalized years ago—or do so himself. But everything is changing quickly now.” He was silent for a few beats, then drew in a sharp breath, straightening. “I’ll make some inquiries with a solicitor. See what can be done.”

      At least his practical side didn’t prevent his willingness to help. Relieved, Ginger relaxed her shoulders. “Mrs. Martin asked if you could learn their whereabouts. The poor woman is terrified the government may repatriate them back to Germany.”

      “And with good reason. Not everyone will have as much sympathy for the Martins as you and I. But consider the fact that repatriation might be better than being imprisoned for however long this war lasts.”

      The hypocrisy of it infuriated Ginger. She huffed. “The king himself has German relatives—including the Kaiser.”

      “Yes, and see how well that familial relationship worked out for the whole of Europe. It’s why we’re in this mess.” Her father’s gaze followed the swirl of dust motes swimming in the sunlight pouring through the windows. With a look of resignation in his face, he moved toward a secretary against the wall. “Mrs. Martin would do well to stay indoors for a few weeks.”

      Ginger stood. She’d thought her father would show more alarm over the matter than he had. “And that’s it then? You’ll inquire with a solicitor, and she should stay indoors?”

      “Dear girl, what more would you have me do? I have many far more pressing matters.” Her father opened a drawer and put away the letter he’d held. “The Foreign Office is already calling me to a new post.”

      No wonder. Ginger cringed. The news would devastate her mother. “For the army?” She hadn’t thought her father would be amongst the first to be asked to serve.

      “To service in their offices in Cairo.” A tired expression crossed her father’s face, a muscle twitching in his jaw. “They want me ready to board a ship in a fortnight.”

      Cairo? Ginger’s jaw slackened. The whole family had spent a year in Cairo when she was seven—she still remembered some of the Arabic her Egyptian governess had taught her. Warm memories of sitting on open verandas, stealing sips of sweet tea spiced with cardamom, and skipping by busy markets came rushing back. “But…” Ginger blinked rapidly, taking his words in. “Why Cairo?”

      “There’s concern about the allegiances of the Ottomans. If they enter the war with an alliance to Germany, there will be a need to transition the khedivate into something more friendly to the British. The Suez Canal could be at risk.”

      Her father spoke of that area of the world with an ease which displayed his expertise. She made a mental note to borrow some of his books on Egypt and Arabia from the library later—brush up on her own understanding of the Arab world.

      Then another, more worrisome thought occurred to her. “Wait—a fortnight? Just you? Or will you be taking us all to Cairo?” Wartime life here at Penmore had seemed daunting enough. But if they all went to Cairo…

      The changes to their lives would be drastic. Far more than she’d considered. She toyed with her necklace apprehensively.

      “We still have the house in Cairo, which is more than adequate and comfortable accommodation for the family. Really, it will come down to the wishes of your mother.” Her father rubbed his jaw and gave her a stern look. “No one is to know of this, though.”

      “Of course.” Despite her father’s sober demeanor, she appreciated when he gave her a straight answer, rather than telling her it was of no concern to her. She eyed the secretary where he’d placed the letter. She suspected he’d just learned of the assignment himself, given his behavior. Was he afraid? Disturbed? He certainly didn’t seem to welcome the news. “Have you told Mother yet?”

      What would her mother say about going to Cairo? Mama wouldn’t be happy to have the family separated.

      “Not yet. I don’t want to put anything else on her this afternoon. She’s thrown herself into transforming this garden party into a fundraiser so admirably. No need to upset her now.”

      Ginger nodded. Given how unsettling the news about the Martins was, it would be more than enough to worry her mother for now. “That reminds me—I should go and warn her there won’t be a butcher order. Thank you for promising to investigate the matter for the Martins.” She headed toward the door.

      “The Fishers will attend this afternoon, won’t they? I believe I heard from your mother they’re invited.”

      Ginger froze midstep. Her back grew taut as she swiveled her head over her shoulder. “Yes.” She’d hoped to avoid this conversation before the party.

      “And?” Her father folded his hands in front of him.

      A burning sensation rose in her esophagus. If she’d experienced any joy at the declaration of war, it had been as it regarded to this: she’d hoped the war would allow her to delay answering Stephen altogether. An engagement seemed an odd thing to consider while everyone else concerned themselves with looming battlefronts. “And I still haven’t changed my mind.”

      “Stephen deserves your answer, Virginia. And we could still just about arrange a wedding before this conflict takes him away.” Her father’s lip curled under his trim moustache. Her chest tightened. She hated when he put so much pressure on her.

      “In just two weeks? I hardly think so. Besides which, I gave him my answer.” Prickles went up the back of her neck. “The only reason I even agreed to consider the matter further is because you demanded I must. In which case, I need more time.” Ginger thought of the giant diamond Stephen had flashed when he’d proposed two weeks before. A beautiful jewel straight from his family’s diamond mines in Kimberley. “I told him I’d give him my definitive answer in a month and I intend to.”

      She wished she’d had the strength to refuse to reconsider. She already knew what her answer would be—didn’t she? The thought of marriage to Stephen made her ill.

      “He was practically a fixture at your side all Season.” Her father’s dark brown eyes glittered. “And you’ve always known my wishes for you both.”

      Those wishes had led to this current unpleasantness. She was too fond of her father to argue with him again—doing so after Stephen’s proposal had kept her up many nights the last few weeks. Their relationship had never been less than cordial. Her father expressed his admiration for her in ways that made her feel respected. She didn’t want to disappoint his expectations.

      “He was by my side because Henry was around—not because I welcomed his company.” Ginger gritted her teeth. She hadn’t been able to get rid of Stephen, in fact.

      Her father bristled, obviously as irritated as she. “You can’t put him off, Virginia. What reason can you possibly have for refusing him?”

      “To begin with, I don’t particularly trust him, Father. Or like him much.” Ginger dipped her chin defensively. She wouldn’t mention the way he acted so possessively of her. “It may be easy enough for you to marry me off to him. But there are many other wealthy, respectable gentlemen out there, if you’re worried.”

      “You may accuse me of being unromantic, but Stephen has loved you for years. You haven’t given him the chance he deserves.” Her father sighed. “Not to mention, the match is something our families both wish for.”

      Much as she hated to be the only one opposed to the apparent happiness for everyone, Ginger set her lips in a firm line. Arguing with her father was pointless. He would accuse her of being too young to know what she wanted, as he’d done before.

      “Papa—” she rarely used the term, but now seemed a good time “—you must trust me to decide about this. I have to be married for life to whomever I choose, after all. What if I want more than Stephen is offering? You can hardly fault me for hoping to love the man I marry.” More than that, she longed for the thrill of romance, even if she wouldn’t admit it to her father.

      Her father approached, his posture as perfect as ever. He held out a hand for her and she offered one. Gently, he patted her hand between his. “Hard days lie in store for us all, Virginia. I’d like to see you settled with a young man who can provide for you and give you all the comfort you need. Stephen’s a wealthy man already. You’ll want for nothing with him. And in time, you may even grow to love him. If it’s the fact that he’s not the heir to Lord Knotley’s title⁠—”

      If love made one’s skin crawl the way Stephen’s attentions did hers, she wanted nothing to do with him. “It’s the man, not the title. Though, to be honest, I find Rufus Fisher a much nicer prospect. Think he’ll divorce his wife for me?” She smiled jauntily.

      Her father’s eyes widened, aghast.

      Ginger chuckled, and she leaned forward and kissed his cheek. “Don’t worry, I’d never bring scandal to the family. Besides which, I’m not interested in Rufus, either.”

      “I know you wouldn’t.” He squeezed her hand warmly.

      Ginger turned back and hurried out of the library before her father said anything more. Ginger heard him chuckle softly as she closed the library door behind her. Beyond the hall, Henry descended the massive staircase gracing the heart of the stately house, newspaper in one hand.

      Henry would want to know about the Martins. “Going somewhere?” She fell into step beside him.

      “Not precisely.” Henry eyed her. “Shouldn’t you be getting ready for the garden party?”

      “Not quite yet.” Ginger spotted Mrs. Williams crossing the foyer. “Oh—Mrs. Williams, would you be so kind as to tell Mother there won’t be any delivery from Mr. Martin today, after all? I’ll be outside to explain it to you both directly.”

      “I’ll tell her ladyship immediately.” Mrs. Williams’ face was sober as she rushed out of the foyer.

      “No delivery for the garden party? What is the world coming to?” Henry grinned and ran a hand through the dark locks of hair over his forehead. “Now, what is it you needed?”

      Ginger motioned for him to follow her. “The delivery leads to a much bigger issue and partially why I wanted to see you.” Ginger paused as Henry opened the door to the parlor for them. They went into the room and Ginger recounted the way she’d found Mrs. Martin earlier.

      Henry slapped his newspaper on a table beside a settee. “That’s outrageous. John Martin is no threat. And neither is his father. And how is the woman supposed to scrape by in their absence?”

      Thank goodness. Henry had often been her refuge in disagreements with her father. “My point exactly. Father seems preoccupied, though. Is there anything you and I can do about it?”

      Henry frowned. “What did Father say?”

      “He said he’d ask a solicitor.” Much as Henry often spoke boldly, he rarely went too far outside their father’s wishes. Would he defer to her father here, also?

      Henry drummed his fingers on the table. “I’ll see who I can get to help. A solicitor may help see about naturalization, but I don’t know if that’ll be enough. We may need to speak to someone within the Home Secretary’s office.” He gave Ginger a serious look. “But you should prepare yourself for there being little we can do. They passed the Aliens Restriction Act for good reason. Now that we’re at war, Germany won’t hesitate to reach her fingers into the country with spies. And there are many likely already here, waiting for instructions.”

      His words made worry snake its way tightly around her chest, strangulating her. Could there really be spies among them? Even in places like Penmore? No. They were safe here.

      But they may not even be staying here. Did Henry know about Cairo? She wanted to discuss the matter with someone. If they went to Cairo, who knew how long they would be there?

      The door opened and the butler, Mr. Pierce, stepped inside. He came toward them. “Lord Stephen Fisher is here to see you, my lord.”

      The worry about spies seemed to dwindle compared to seeing Stephen right now. She wasn’t ready to talk to him. Ginger’s eyes darted to the door, hoping she had time to escape.

      A tall, thin man, Mr. Pierce had a keen eye—and always seemed to guess the gravity of the situation at hand. “Would you prefer for me to wait to let him in until you’ve slipped away?” Mr. Pierce asked Ginger.
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