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      BOOK ONE

      At Venture

      
      
         When round thy ship in tempest Hell appears,
         

         
         And every spectre mutters up more dire

         
         To snatch control

         
         And loose to madness thy deep-kennell’d Fears—

         
         Then to the helm, O Soul

         
      

      
      
         Last; if upon the cold green-mantling sea

         
         Thou cling, alone with Truth, to the last spar,

         
         Both castaway,

         
         And one must perish – let it not be he

         
         Whom thou art sworn to obey!

         
         Herbert Trench, ‘A Charge’

         
      

      
   
      
      CHAPTER ONE

      
      March 1912

      
      On the evening on which Mr and Mrs Edward Morland of Maystone Villa, Clifton, were to give the first dinner party of their
         married lives, Ned arrived home late. It had been raining all day – that thin, prickling rain, hardly more than mist, that
         soaks surprisingly quickly – but as Purvis, the chauffeur, opened the door of the motor for him he found that it had stopped
         at last. He stepped out into a world of damp, with the steady sound of drips coming through the darkness from the invisible
         trees all about. The air smelt green and fresh, with a hint of woodsmoke. He thought how nice the house looked, square and
         solid and welcoming, with its lights glowing through the darkness, and felt a deep, wordless satisfaction at being home.
      

      
      ‘Thank you, Purvis. I shan’t need you again tonight.’

      
      ‘Very good, sir.’

      
      The front door opened and his man, Daltry, appeared. He was carrying an umbrella, but seeing no rain descending through the
         light cast from the door, he put it aside. ‘Good evening, sir,’ he said, as he helped the master off with his coat.
      

      
      ‘I’m a little late,’ Ned acknowledged. ‘All serene?’

      
      ‘Yes, sir, except that the drawing-room fire is smoking. The logs were rather damp.’

      
      Close up, Ned saw that Daltry was somewhat smoky about the face. Evidently he had been struggling with it. As the only male
         servant in the house he was called on in divers ways. Ned knew how lucky he was that Daltry did not object to acting as butler and footman too. Many gentlemen’s gentlemen sought other positions when their master married. ‘Why are
         we having a log fire?’ he asked. ‘What happened to the coal?’
      

      
      Daltry’s face took on a rigid quality, which warned his master off. ‘I could not undertake to say, sir.’

      
      ‘Oh. Where’s Mrs Morland?’

      
      ‘I believe she is dressing, sir.’

      
      ‘All right. Give me five minutes and then come up and help me dress.’ A faint smile touched his lips. ‘Better have a wash
         first.’
      

      
      Now that he looked around, Ned could not only smell but see woodsmoke, drifting down the hall with the draught from the open
         door. In the drawing-room, the fire was burning sulkily, but a veil of smoke still hung about the ceiling. A maid was on her
         knees in front of it – praying apparently, since she didn’t seem to be doing anything else to help it along.
      

      
      ‘Get a sheet of newspaper to hold up in front of it,’ Ned said. ‘Don’t you know how to do that?’

      
      The maid started and turned. ‘No, sir,’ she said faintly, and looked as though she would cry. She was very young – she seemed
         about ten – but more to his surprise she was a stranger.
      

      
      ‘Who are you?’

      
      ‘Susie Grice, sir,’ she said, in a petrified whisper. ‘I’m new.’

      
      There was no time now for explanations. ‘Newspaper. Get one of the others to show you how,’ he said, and headed upstairs.
         A man returning home from his place of work expects order and harmony. Short of moving the furniture around, a wife could
         hardly serve him worse than by confronting him with unexpected new servants.
      

      
      Jessie was in their bedroom, standing facing the door, hands on hips, with a preoccupied look on her face. She was not waiting
         to confront him, however: the thoughtful frown was caused by her corset, and the fact that Tomlinson was behind her, carefully
         pulling together the two stiff but fragile edges of her gown to do up the fastenings.
      

      
      Jessie’s big dog, Brach, who had been lying under the dressing-table, got to her feet, stretched lavishly in front, and came
         over to greet him with a slowly swinging tail. Brach had belonged to Jessie’s late father, but she had pined so much when
         Jessie married that in pity she had brought her from Morland Place to Maystone. She was a Morland Hound, a breed not really
         suited to a villa, but Jessie led a vigorous outdoor life, so she had plenty of exercise.
      

      
      Caressing the dog, Ned regarded his wife. The gown was one they had bought in Paris while they were on honeymoon. It was a
         dusky shade of pink, a high-waisted, narrow gown of silk with a knee-length Valenciennes lace over-tunic. The tunic hem, the
         edges of the short sleeves and the bodice were thickly sewn with beads and tiny spars, the weight of which the lace was hardly
         able to bear, hence its fragility. It was a beautiful gown and Clifton had not seen it yet. She would cause a small sensation
         at the party tonight, and his annoyance left him at the sight of her. ‘You look beautiful,’ he said.
      

      
      Jessie smiled, unable to speak at this critical juncture.

      
      ‘Right you are, madam,’ Tomlinson said, an instant later, and Jessie cautiously let out her breath and felt her body settle
         into its rigid cage. By day she lived mostly in riding habit, but she was feminine enough to enjoy the sensation of being
         tightly laced and gorgeously clad.
      

      
      ‘I’ll never be able to bend,’ she said. ‘I shall have to be very ladylike if I drop something, and wait for a gentleman to
         pick it up.’ She looked at her husband, who was still fondling Brach’s upthrust head. ‘You’re shockingly late. You’d better
         go and dress right away. I’m done, all but my hair.’
      

      
      ‘Is that all the welcome I get?’ he complained. ‘After a long day at work …’

      
      Tomlinson was quick to react. ‘I’ll come back in five minutes, madam,’ she said, her cheeks red. She slipped out past Ned
         with her eyes cast down, closing the door behind her.
      

      
      ‘It’s wicked of you to embarrass the servants,’ Jessie said, stepping into his embrace. His skin was cold from outdoors but his lips were warm against hers and, together with the male smell of him and the hardness of his shoulders under her hands,
         gave her a fluttery feeling. They had only been married three months, and it was still a novelty to her.
      

      
      ‘Tomlinson had better get used to it,’ Ned said, against her mouth. ‘If a man can’t kiss his own wife in his own bedroom …’

      
      There was a satisfactory silence. When they broke for breath she reached up and touched his fair hair. ‘It’s stopped raining?’

      
      ‘Mm.’

      
      ‘Good. I want everything to be perfect tonight.’

      
      ‘Why shouldn’t it be?’ he said, nuzzling her neck. ‘We’ve both been to enough dinner parties to know how they go on.’

      
      ‘We’ve both been to dinner parties,’ she said, breaking away from him, ‘but we don’t know how they work under the bonnet.’
      

      
      He was charmed by her metaphor. She could drive a motorcar as well as any man, but you’d never guess it to look at her now,
         in her Paris gown. He wanted to kiss her again, but she put her hands flat against his lapels to stop him.
      

      
      ‘It’s all very well,’ she said, ‘but Daltry will be waiting for you.’

      
      It reminded him. ‘No, he won’t, he’s washing the soot off his face and hands. Why are we having a log fire in the drawing-room?’

      
      ‘We have to save the coal for the kitchen range,’ Jessie said.

      
      ‘I know there’s a coal strike on,’ said Ned, ‘but my father sent enough across from Morland Place for the fires for tonight.’
         Jessie’s uncle Teddy, master of Morland Place, was his adopted father. ‘What happened to it?’
      

      
      Jessie looked slightly uncomfortable. ‘I gave it away,’ she said.

      
      ‘You gave it away?’ Ned grew indignant. ‘Don’t you know what coal costs these days?’
      

      
      Jessie said defensively, ‘I told you I was going to do some of my mother’s poor-visiting. Well, as I was coming back along Moor Lane I passed Quaker Row, so I called in on the Grices. You know what those cottages are like. You need to keep
         a fire going in them all the time, and they haven’t had one for a week. The water was running down the walls. Poor old Grice was in bed upstairs, blue in the face with his emphysema. The air was so cold and damp he
         could hardly breathe. What was I to do?’ she pleaded. ‘Mrs Grice has little ones out collecting sticks from the wood, but
         everyone’s doing the same, and what little they bring barely heats a kettle of water. So this morning I told Purvis to take
         Uncle’s sack of coal over to them.’
      

      
      Ned’s annoyance faded, but he looked rather careworn. He couldn’t condemn her charitable instinct, though giving away coal
         at the present time was rather like giving away jewellery. ‘You did the right thing, I suppose. But need it have been the
         whole sack?’
      

      
      ‘There was no point in sending just enough for one day. Grice isn’t going to be well in that time.’

      
      ‘All the same—’ He frowned, remembering something else. ‘Who was that girl downstairs? She said her name was Grice.’

      
      ‘She’s the new housemaid,’ Jessie said.

      
      ‘New since this morning? Don’t tell me what’s-her-name has left already, the one with the flat face who looks like a fish?’

      
      ‘Martha.’

      
      ‘That’s right. I thought you liked her.’

      
      ‘No, Martha hasn’t left. Susie’s – extra.’

      
      ‘Extra?’

      
      ‘She’s Grice’s eldest girl,’ Jessie explained. ‘You see, they’ve spent their savings and Grice is ill and Mrs Grice has to
         look after the little ones so she can’t work. So when Mrs Grice said Susie was old enough now and asked if I knew of a place, I said I’d take her on. I know
         she looks young but she’s twelve and Mrs Grice says she’s very handy. I’m sure she’ll do well because she’s so grateful for
         the job.’
      

      
      ‘I’m sure she is,’ Ned said. ‘Tell me, what else did you do for them? You didn’t invite them all to dinner tonight, by any
         chance?’
      

      
      Jessie was hurt. ‘You don’t begrudge my helping them?’
      

      
      ‘What would my life have been if it weren’t for the kindness of people in our position?’ he said, trying to find the right
         words about tempering charity with common sense. ‘It’s not a matter of begrudging, but—’
      

      
      ‘If you say “but” you must be objecting.’

      
      ‘Grice isn’t even one of our people. Where did he work? The soap factory, wasn’t it? They should be looking after him and
         his family.’
      

      
      ‘Well, they aren’t. And Mrs Grice used to be a housemaid up at Morland Place before she married. That’s why Mother keeps an eye on her.’
      

      
      ‘She’s not our responsibility.’
      

      
      ‘If you expect me to pass by on the other side—’

      
      ‘What I expect is for you to ask me before taking on extra staff.’

      
      ‘I thought the domestic staff was my domain.’
      

      
      ‘Of course it is, but—’

      
      ‘And I thought I heard you say when we first got married that if I wanted more servants I could have them.’
      

      
      ‘I did say that,’ Ned said, firmly enough to stop her interrupting again, ‘but you don’t seem to understand that things are
         bad at the moment. The miners’ strike is having a terrible effect on business. We need to retrench, not go throwing sacks
         of coal around and taking on extra staff.’
      

      
      ‘One sack of coal. And one extra girl.’ Jessie had acted on impulse, but since then had begun to have second thoughts about the wisdom of her actions.
         Everything Ned had said had already occurred to her. The Grices had to be helped, but the help did not have to come from her.
         She ought to have alerted Morland Place and left it to them to take coal and offer employment.
      

      
      But it annoyed her to be questioned about anything she did by Ned. He was her cousin, and she was used to his being the supplicant
         for her favour, not her critic. She went into the attack with sarcasm. ‘Susie’s so little, I’m sure she won’t eat much.’
      

      
      ‘She’ll eat the same as the other servants. And then there’s her wages to find. And I suppose you’ll buy her her uniform, since I can’t imagine she can pay for it herself.’
      

      
      ‘Well, if you’re going to be so mean—’

      
      ‘It’s not meanness!’ Ned cried in exasperation. ‘Can’t I get it into your head that business is down at the moment, and the
         price of everything is going up because of the coal shortage? We have to be careful.’
      

      
      ‘If things are bad Uncle Teddy will give you something,’ Jessie said.

      
      ‘He won’t because I won’t ask him,’ Ned said sharply. ‘He’s given me enough already. I shall make my own way from now on,
         and if I can’t afford something we will do without. I won’t go begging to him at every setback.’
      

      
      ‘You let him give you the coal,’ Jessie said.

      
      Ned flushed. ‘I bought the coal from him,’ he said. ‘He would have given it to me but I wouldn’t let him, and he understood why. Besides, it would
         be a very different matter to ask him for money. I’m surprised you suggested it.’
      

      
      Now Jessie was wrong-footed; but anger made her retaliate. ‘You seem to forget I have a business of my own. If you can’t afford
         a sack of coal and a new housemaid, I’ll pay for them myself out of the profits from the stables.’
      

      
      ‘You can’t have looked at the accounts lately. There is no profit in the stables. The price of fodder is soaring along with everything else, and the bad weather means the grass
         will be late, so you’ll have to keep feeding for longer.’ Worry and a feeling of being misunderstood and undervalued fuelled
         his annoyance, and he went on, ‘The stock are eating their heads off and you haven’t sold a horse since Christmas. It’s not
         a business, it’s a lady’s hobby. You might as well keep canaries or do poker-work.’
      

      
      ‘It is not a hobby!’ Jessie cried, stung. ‘I haven’t sold a horse since Christmas because I sold so many before. And I’ve got Mrs Stinchcombe’s mare almost ready, and Mr Hamlyn’s polo ponies—’
      

      
      ‘If they don’t cancel. I happen to know that Stinchcombe’s business is in a bad way; and Hamlyn has given up his club membership,
         so he must be feeling the pinch. The horses are a liability at the moment, and one which I have to shoulder along with everything else. I don’t expect you to be grateful, but it’s rather hard to be abused for trying to keep
         us out of the workhouse!’
      

      
      Jessie was loaded and ready to fire straight back; but something made her pause and hold off, and in the silence she realised
         with a sinking feeling that they were quarrelling, really quarrelling now. Because they had grown up together they had always
         had lively arguments, and there had never been any likelihood that she would submit meekly as Aunt Alice did to Uncle Teddy
         – or even that she would always accept his word as final after discussion, as Mother had with Dad.
      

      
      But this was different. He had hurt her by calling her stables a hobby, and she had been searching about for a way to hurt
         him back. She noticed all at once that he looked very tired about the eyes, as though he had been worrying as well as working
         twelve hours a day at his paper mill. And then she remembered something her mother had said to her on the eve of her marriage.
      

      
      ‘Never quarrel,’ Henrietta had said. ‘Discuss, argue if you like, but never use words to wound. And if ever you should quarrel,
         always be the first to say you’re sorry. It’s much harder for a man; and if you were in the right, he’ll know it, and make it up to you.’
      

      
      So she swallowed hard and tried to find words of conciliation. But before she could speak he said in a tired, quiet voice,
         ‘Don’t let’s quarrel, Jess. We’ve guests coming very soon, and I want our party to go well. It’s very important for my business.
         You understand that, don’t you?’
      

      
      ‘Are things so very bad?’ she said, trying to keep her voice steady.

      
      ‘Oh, it’s a temporary dip,’ he said, trying to smile. ‘But it’s been one thing after another lately. The expense of setting
         up house was greater than I expected, and it came at a bad time, with the strike and so on. We shall pull through, but we
         need to be careful for a while.’
      

      
      ‘Do you want me to send Susie away?’ she asked stiffly.

      
      ‘No,’ he said wearily. ‘It wouldn’t be fair on her not to give her a trial. But don’t take on any more waifs and strays, will
         you? Not without asking me.’
      

      
      The door opened and Tomlinson came in, so timely that Ned wondered if she had been listening outside for a lull in the storm.
      

      
      ‘Shall I do your hair, madam? And, sir, Daltry’s in the dressing-room ready for you.’

      
      ‘Yes, I’m going now,’ Ned said, and turned away.

      
      But as his hand reached the doorknob Jessie took an impulsive step after him and touched his arm. ‘I’m sorry I spoke crossly
         and said unkind things. Forgive me?’
      

      
      It was worth having said it for the smile it produced. There were things he could not say in front of a servant – things he
         could not do, either – so he put them all into a glowing look of promise, then lifted her hand to his lips and kissed it before
         leaving her to her maid.
      

      
      Jessie had been brought up at Morland Place, where her mother Henrietta still lived and was effectively mistress – Aunt Alice
         did not care to run things. Henrietta had been managing the household at Morland Place for the past fifteen years, and it
         was a tribute to her skill that Jessie had not realised there was any skill in it. She had thought a house more or less ran
         itself. It was a revelation to her how much work was involved in giving a dinner party for sixteen.
      

      
      It was unfortunate that her mother was away at present. Henrietta had gone to London for several weeks to stay with Jessie’s
         half-sister Lizzie. But Jessie had had long talks with her before she left, and they had pored over recipe books together
         to choose a menu. Jessie’s method would have been to choose all her favourite dishes without regard to what was in season,
         and without knowledge of the work involved in preparing them. Comments like ‘You must have some things that can be prepared
         the day before,’ and ‘You can’t have all those things in the oven at the same time, dear,’ opened her eyes to a new world
         of expertise.
      

      
      The menu chosen, Henrietta had given her advice about where and when to order the ingredients, drawn up a seating plan from
         the guest list, and written out an order of precedence, which Jessie had made herself learn off by heart since the subtleties
         of it were beyond her.
      

      
      ‘You and I don’t care about that sort of thing, darling,’ Henrietta had said, ‘but you must remember that a lot of people
         do, and they are the sort of people who make life unpleasant if you get it wrong. Remember, Ned’s business depends to a great
         extent on how you and he stand in society.’
      

      
      ‘It’s all such nonsense,’ Jessie had complained. ‘If he produces the right goods at the right price, what else matters? I
         know he doesn’t care about such things. How could he, when Uncle Teddy doesn’t?’
      

      
      Henrietta sighed and wondered how to explain the realities of the world to her daughter. ‘Uncle Teddy’s position is very different,
         and he can afford to please himself. He’s the master of Morland Place and wealthy besides.’
      

      
      Ned, on the other hand, had been born the illegitimate son of Henrietta and Teddy’s elder brother George. Despite Teddy’s
         having adopted him, and given him the mill so that he could support himself respectably, there would always be people to remember
         his origins and hold them against him if he once put a foot wrong.
      

      
      Henrietta went on, ‘Ned still has his way to make, and he has to stand well with people who could make or mar his business.
         And, darling, it’s just as easy to get things right as to get them wrong, if you only take a little trouble beforehand. You
         want to help your husband, don’t you?’
      

      
      ‘I suppose so,’ Jessie had said, and then, seeing her mother’s raised eyebrow, amended it to ‘Of course I do.’ Though really
         she felt that doing silly things for a good reason did not make them any less silly, and that rather than ‘making up’ to silly
         people one should ignore them.
      

      
      The work she had done with her mother over the menu had seemed excessive at the time, but afterwards she was glad that she
         understood the reasons behind it, for when she showed it to the cook she was able to meet her objections from a position of
         strength.
      

      
      Mrs Peck was Jessie’s second cook already, and they had only been in Maystone Villa two months, since coming back from their
         honeymoon. The first cook had turned out to be dishonest and Jessie had turned her off. She hoped her new cook was up to the task. Mrs Peck certainly grumbled about having to do a seven-course dinner for sixteen ‘so soon’, though
         Jessie did not see how it would have been any more or less arduous at any other time. She supposed it was just in a cook’s
         nature to grumble – the first one certainly had, bitterly and constantly.
      

      
      ‘A lot of the things can be done beforehand,’ Jessie said. ‘And we’ll hire waiters to serve at table so the girls will be
         free to help you in the kitchen.’
      

      
      Mrs Peck said, ‘Extra staff just means more people for me to feed, and more people getting under my feet.’ But she was slightly
         mollified, and as the day drew nearer seemed to pull herself together and become interested in the affair. The maids, Peggy
         and Martha, were excited about it from the beginning. Though they wouldn’t be waiting at table, they would help take the coats,
         and Jessie overheard them talking about doing their hair differently for the occasion. Even the kitchenmaid Katy, a pathetic,
         undersized Irish girl with a chronic sniff, was stirred into animation, though the hardest of the extra work would land on
         her scrawny shoulders.
      

      
      Dinner was to consist of soup, fish, entrée, roast, entremets, pudding and dessert – the sort of dinner Morland Place might
         have given, except that there would not be so many choices in each course. Thanks to Henrietta, Jessie had the campaign of
         action all mapped out in her mind. The cold consommé could be made the day before. The fish was salmon poached in Chablis
         – top of the stove – served with lettuce. The oyster puffs for the entrée could be made ahead and just needed a minute in
         a hot oven to ‘perk them up’ before serving. That left the ovens for the roasts – chicken with tarragons, and leg of lamb
         stuck with capers. Of the entremets – broccoli, stewed mushrooms and glazed parsnips – the parsnips went into the oven above
         the roasts while the others were cooked on the stove top along with the sauces. Once the roasts came out the puddings went
         in – Nassau tart and baked Chaumontel pears – while the rhubarb flummery was cold and made the day before. Dessert was cheese,
         apples and dried figs: March was a poor month for fruit.
      

      
      The last thing Jessie had done before she went up to dress was to check the dining-table. Daltry had overseen the laying:
         having been a footman at a big house before he became a valet, he knew how it should be done. And she gave the flowers in
         the hall and drawing-room a final tweak. March was a poorish time for flowers, too, but Aunt Alice was very good at flower-arranging
         and had given her hints. Anyway, she thought the daffodils and hyacinths looked cheerful and nice.
      

      
      Ned joined her in the drawing-room in a rush just as the first of the guests reached the front door. Peggy and Martha dashed
         up from the kitchen to help Tomlinson with the coats and Daltry transformed himself into a butler to show the arrivals into
         the drawing-room. Jessie felt her smile rather stiff and nervous. Beside her, Ned cleared his throat and she realised that
         he was nervous too. Glancing sideways she saw him insert a finger inside his collar as though it was choking him. How handsome
         he looked in his evening clothes! Suddenly her nerves disappeared and she was only excited about this evening, pleased to
         be standing here in her own real home with her own real husband at her side.
      

      
      With military promptness, the first guests to arrive were Major and Mrs Wycherley, and Jessie was glad because she knew them
         from her uncle’s parties. Major Wycherley was the procurement officer at the Fulford barracks, but she knew him as a keen
         hunter and polo player. He was a smallish man with beautiful white whiskers, as lavish as the hair on his head was scanty:
         he was shining above and bushy below like a rock in a meadow. His wife was taller than him and younger, and surprisingly beautiful.
         Jessie had overheard younger officers speculating on ‘how the old boy had caught her’.
      

      
      ‘Your gown!’ Mrs Wycherley exclaimed, as she took her hand. ‘My dear, how glorious! You positively shimmer. Do tell me where
         you got it.’
      

      
      ‘Paris,’ Jessie said, pleased with both the question and the answer.

      
      ‘Tell that at a glance,’ Wycherley said, kissing her hand. ‘Good to be here, m’dear. Morland – splendid idea to have a dinner party, dispel some of the gloom. Good show.’
      

      
      The next guests were not quite so welcome to Jessie. Mr Stalybrass was a banker, with no conversation outside his business;
         his wife a sharp-eyed, discontented woman. She noticed the gown, too, and looked round for something to criticise. ‘Did you
         do the flowers yourself ? Ah, the rustic look, so unusual! Yellow is such a difficult colour. I should never have thought
         of putting blue with it.’
      

      
      Jessie was old enough to know this was meant to hurt, but too young not to show it had succeeded. Mrs Stalybrass was satisfied
         and passed on to talk to the Wycherleys in a better humour.
      

      
      Close behind came Mr Micklethwaite, the principal of Pobgee and Micklethwaite, York’s largest law firm. Mrs Micklethwaite
         was comfortable and wealthily dowdy. She kissed Jessie’s cheek and whispered, ‘Pay no heed to her, dear, she’s such a cat,’
         then said aloud, ‘You look a treat. I don’t think I’ve ever seen such a pretty gown.’
      

      
      Jessie kissed the round, soft cheek gratefully, glad to have an ally. She had known the Micklethwaites all her life and felt
         easy with them. The rest of the company was unknown to her and, along with the army, banking and the law, represented York’s
         biggest employers and – more to the point – purchasers of paper: Mrs and Mrs Pickles were railway, the Steads were printing,
         the Portwaines were in confectionery, and the last-comers, Sir Philip and Lady Surridge, owned several newspapers. These were
         not the kind of guests she was used to from her uncle’s parties at Morland Place, where the company was drawn from landowning,
         farming, hunting and shooting, and the ranks of old family friends. It was an odd kind of reason for giving a dinner party,
         to her mind, but her mother had seemed to understand it, and had said that the guests would understand it, too. ‘You will
         be inspected, and if you pass muster the word will be spread that the Ned Morlands are acceptable.’
      

      
      So as the guests gathered to converse in the drawing-room, she did her best to fit in. At Morland Place the talk would have been about how the wet weather was affecting the lambing and the spring sowing, last week’s point-to-point and
         the letting down of hunters. Here in her drawing-room these comfortable subjects did not immediately arise. The men were talking
         about the coal strike, by which they had all been affected.
      

      
      For the past two years a sea of industrial unrest had rolled over the country. One strike after another had checked trade
         and curtailed profit. First the railway workers, then the boilermakers had gone out; then the terrible miners’ strike had
         crippled South Wales in November 1910. In 1911 it was the seamen and firemen, and they had set off the dockers. Dock strikes
         beginning in London had spread through August, putting Liverpool and Manchester out of action, and then the railway unions
         went out as well, paralysing the country and leading to riots: troops had had to be brought in to restore order.
      

      
      And now the miners had gone out again, and the effects of the lack of coal were being felt all over the country. It was calculated
         that two million men were idle because of it. Coal prices had gone sky-high. Transport was crippled. Ships were tied up in
         dock, unable to move. And everybody’s business had suffered.
      

      
      ‘The Government should take a harder line,’ said Mr Pickles. ‘Send the army in if necessary – eh, Major?’ Major Wycherley
         bowed slightly in response and said nothing, but his expression showed what he, as a professional soldier, thought of that
         idea.
      

      
      Mr Portwaine agreed with Mr Pickles. ‘We can’t allow a handful of fanatics to hold the country to ransom.’

      
      ‘But is it just a handful?’ Mr Stalybrass said. ‘My fear is that if things go on as they are, we shall be overrun. The lower
         classes are getting too full of themselves, and the longer we allow it to continue, the nearer we come to revolution.’
      

      
      ‘Revolution? Oh, surely not, sir,’ Ned protested gently. ‘The English character—’

      
      ‘The English character is being corrupted by these damned socialists and agitators,’ Stalybrass interrupted. ‘The unions are
         full of them.’
      

      
      ‘We should never have let them unionise in the first place,’ Pickles mourned. ‘What’s your view, Sir Philip?’
      

      
      Surridge had been holding aloof from the conversation. He and his wife were inclined to be above their company, and were suspending
         judgement on the Ned Morlands until they had seen more. So far evidence was mixed. The house was small, and though the servants
         seemed well trained there were not many of them; but giving a dinner party at all in these straitened times showed either
         daring or financial resources. He paused a moment, enjoying the silence in which his reply was awaited, and then said, ‘It
         was a mistake to allow socialists into Parliament.’
      

      
      Encouraged, Stalybrass capped him. ‘We should never have given the lower orders the vote. They were quite content before;
         now they are prey to all manner of agitators and charlatans. Red revolution is what we shall have next, unless we take a firm
         stand. Red, bloody revolution.’ And he emphasised the last words with his fist upon his palm.
      

      
      On the distaff side, Jessie was out of her depth, for the ladies were talking about their houses and their schemes for decorating
         and furbishing them. She had grown up to view a house as the place that sheltered you when you could not be out of doors.
         You were given, or acquired, a few pieces of good furniture, you placed them for your comfort, and then you forgot about them.
         When the carpet wore through enough to trip you, you replaced it; when the curtains fell to pieces you bought new ones; and
         when various relatives died and left you a sideboard or a pair of vases you made room for them.
      

      
      But ‘homemaking’ as these ladies knew it was something quite alien to her. They seemed always to be restlessly redecorating
         and rearranging, their ultimate aim to create an overall appearance, to which each separate item contributed. It seemed a
         bizarre preoccupation to Jessie. She tried for a moment to imagine her mother wondering whether a Georgian side-table ‘went
         with’ a Jacobean chest, or caring how her drawing-room ‘looked’, and failed utterly. Mrs Stalybrass, now, was talking about
         trying out in her house an ‘effect’ she had seen in a magazine, with every evidence of thinking it was important. Jessie realised she had entered another world. She was glad when Daltry came in and announced
         that dinner was served.
      

      
      As they went through into the dining-room, there was a little flutter and coo of comment at the multitude of candles.

      
      ‘How nice,’ said Mrs Portwaine.

      
      ‘But I see you have gas in the rest of the house,’ said Mrs Stalybrass, making it sound like a criticism.

      
      ‘Yes,’ said Jessie, ‘but I think it’s nicer to dine by candlelight. My mother says gaslight makes the silver look dull and
         the food look bad.’
      

      
      ‘I’m sure you’re quite right,’ said Mrs Portwaine. ‘We ought to keep up these nice old customs. Gaslight is very well in its
         place, but the candles in here do make everything look nice.’
      

      
      Jessie was afraid they were back to homemaking again, but fortunately Mrs Micklethwaite picked up another thread as they all
         took their seats. ‘How is your dear mother?’ she asked Jessie. ‘I believe she’s away from home at the moment? Visiting Mrs
         Ashley Morland, isn’t it?’
      

      
      ‘Yes,’ Jessie said; and for the benefit of those who did not know, ‘My sister Lizzie and her husband and family are going
         to America, and Mother’s helping them pack up.’
      

      
      ‘Pack up? Are they moving permanently, then?’ asked Mrs Portwaine.

      
      ‘Ashley has a job to do in Arizona, which he says will take about five years,’ Jessie explained, ‘but Mother’s afraid they’ll
         all like it so much out there they won’t want to come back. They have little boys, you see, who are bound to think it all
         very exciting; and Ashley is American by birth. So Mother thinks she’ll never see any of them again, and she wants to spend
         as much time with them as she can before they go.’
      

      
      ‘When do they leave?’ asked Mrs Stead.

      
      ‘Next month. They’re sailing on the Titanic, on her maiden voyage,’ Jessie said, with a hint of pride. There was a murmur of interest. Everyone had read something about
         the new White Star liner, or seen an advertisement for her. She would be the most luxurious ship ever to sail the seas. Everyone repeated what they’d read, and envied Lizzie’s luck.
      

      
      ‘But your uncle is going on her too, isn’t he?’ Mrs Micklethwaite said.

      
      ‘Yes, just to New York and back,’ said Jessie.

      
      ‘He was invited by Mr Ismay, the director of White Star,’ Ned added. ‘Mr Ismay always goes on the maiden voyage of his ships,
         so that he can see how everything works, and he thought my father would like to go too, seeing that his factories provided
         all the linens and fabrics.’
      

      
      ‘Well, I hope Mr Morland doesn’t set too much store on going,’ said Mr Pickles. ‘With the shortage of coal, it’s unlikely
         she’ll sail. If this coal strike isn’t settled soon, we shall all be stuck in one place, and nothing will move at all.’
      

      
      ‘Even if the strike is settled,’ said Stalybrass, ‘the shortage won’t end. Stocks are all used up, and it will take weeks,
         if not months, to replace them.’
      

      
      As the meal progressed, Jessie found how different it was to be the hostess rather than a guest. At other dinners she had
         been to, she had concentrated on the food whenever the conversation was uninteresting to her. Tonight, as the person responsible,
         she found she was noticing everything simultaneously. She heard snatches of all the conversations going on. She noted the
         reaction of each guest to the food and wine. She answered polite questions about the wedding trip while simultaneously noting
         that one of the hired waiters had a stain on his glove and the other had a dewdrop. She saw out of the corner of her eye every
         step in the pavane of service, heard in the fabric of sound every extraneous clink, bump, murmur or cough from the servants.
         When Peggy stuck her head round the door to take a peek at the company and Daltry repelled her with a furious frown, Jessie
         saw, even though she was looking at Sir Philip at the time and asking him his views on the Irish question.
      

      
      This new-found ability to see, hear and understand a multitude of things at once made her feel rather clever and grown-up.
         She was pleased to gather the impression that the party was a success. The food had turned out well, and though Mrs Stalybrass made complaints, disguised as compliments, about its simplicity, she knew it for a good dinner and saw
         everyone else enjoying it. And the conversation had not flagged for a moment.
      

      
      She was so comfortable herself that when Ned caught her eye as she lingered over an apple she simply smiled back at him. It
         took a few glances and gestures of the head towards the door before she realised what he wanted. With an inward sigh – because
         Major Wycherley had been talking to Sir Philip about polo – she caught Lady Surridge’s eye and stood up. She even managed
         to say, ‘Shall we retire, ladies?’ just as her mother did, and not feel entirely ridiculous about it.
      

      
      There followed a tedious interval as she showed the ladies upstairs and then into the drawing-room, and then a further dull
         period of female conversation. They had got on to servants and children now, and inevitably the point came when someone asked
         Jessie whether she was expecting a child yet. The question was not put quite so bluntly, but Mrs Pickles – whose husband knew
         Uncle Teddy very well, as a fellow director of the railway – felt herself sufficiently close to the family to say, ‘I expect
         your uncle is looking forward very much to being a grandfather. I wonder if you have any good news for him yet?’
      

      
      Jessie, to her annoyance, blushed; but Mrs Stead saved her the necessity of answering by saying, ‘Oh, children are a wonderful
         thing. I have a large family myself, and I always say there’s nothing better for using up a woman’s time and energy. I can’t
         think what I should have done with myself if I hadn’t had a family.’
      

      
      ‘Young women these days don’t think like that,’ said Mrs Wycherley, smiling. ‘They don’t want to be slaves to the nursery
         when there’s so much else to do.’
      

      
      ‘They’ll get themselves into trouble, that’s all,’ said Mrs Stead firmly. ‘If a house and a family aren’t enough, what’ll
         they get up to? Nothing proper, I can tell you that.’
      

      
      Lady Surridge rebelled against this domestic agenda. ‘A woman of position has many other calls on her time,’ she said coolly.

      
      ‘Dancing, I suppose,’ Mrs Stead said disapprovingly. ‘This ragtime they all talk about. And picture-shows. And driving about
         in motor-cars.’
      

      
      Lady Surridge looked even more crushing. ‘I was talking of public service. My various committees take up a great deal of my
         time.’
      

      
      ‘Oh, good works!’ said Mrs Micklethwaite, and turned to Jessie. ‘The Morlands have always done their share, haven’t they,
         dear? Your mother is an example to us all.’
      

      
      And so Jessie, to keep the conversation away from babies, told her about doing her mother’s visiting, mentioned that she would
         like some visiting of her own. ‘But of course if you don’t have an estate, you don’t have pensioners to look after, so it’s
         more difficult. I mean, you have to look for good works to do.’
      

      
      ‘There is plenty to be done,’ Lady Surridge said, more approving now. ‘I’m sure I could find a place for you on one of my committees.’
      

      
      At that moment the door opened and the gentlemen came in, bringing with them the whiff of brandy, cigars and a wider world.
         Sir Philip and Major Wycherley came in together, deep in conversation. Lady Surridge, having regard to the quality of the
         rest of the men, hastened to ensure their superior company by addressing her husband. ‘Don’t you agree, Sir Philip?’
      

      
      ‘My dear?’ he said. He and the major walked over.

      
      ‘Mrs Edward Morland has a desire to be useful. Don’t you think she might join one of my committees? Which one do you think
         she would best suit?’
      

      
      Sir Philip looked down at the young woman in the French beaded gown with evident doubt. ‘It depends, I suppose, on her interests.
         You have so many, my dear – widows and orphans, education of the working man, better housing, cruelty to animals, first aid.’
      

      
      Major Wycherley said, ‘Mrs Morland had better pick first aid. It’s something every citizen ought to know about. It will be
         needed when the war comes.’
      

      
      There was a protest at this from several of the ladies within earshot.

      
      ‘Not the war! No talk of war, if you please. There’s nothing more tedious.’
      

      
      ‘It will not happen, I assure you.’

      
      ‘Germany would never attack England. The Kaiser and the King are cousins.’

      
      But the major said, ‘War is not only likely, it is inevitable. And it will find us lamentably unprepared.’

      
      ‘I read a splendid yarn a while back,’ said Mr Portwaine. ‘A New Trafalgar, it was called. By a fellow called Curtis, A. C. Curtis. All about the Germans invading England while the Channel Squadron
         was elsewhere. Stirring stuff. Of course, we trounced ’em in the end, with a new battleship they didn’t know we had.’
      

      
      ‘What about The Riddle of the Sands?’ said Mr Stead. ‘Have you read that?’
      

      
      ‘Is that the one where the chaps come across the German plan to invade England? Yes, I’ve read that. And there was that one
         by a fellow with a queer name – can’t remember it – called The Invasion of 1910. I like a good yarn. Nothing better than reading by the fire of an evening. As my wife will tell you, I’m a great man for
         books.’
      

      
      ‘I read somewhere that there are German spies everywhere,’ said Mrs Pickles, with wide eyes. ‘Waiters, clerks, hairdressers
         and so on. Even schoolteachers. They send back reports to the Kaiser, so that he knows down to a bale of hay everything that
         lies between London and the coast.’
      

      
      ‘We had a German waiter last time we went to London,’ Mrs Portwaine remembered. ‘Dear me! I suppose he must have been a spy
         – though I’m sure we couldn’t have said anything that would help him.’
      

      
      ‘Oh, my dear!’ Mrs Pickles exclaimed. ‘Everything is a help to them. You simply don’t know what use they’ll make of the most innocent remark!’
      

      
      ‘Now I come to think of it,’ Mrs Portwaine added, ‘there was a German clerk at the desk of that hotel in Leeds where we had
         dinner with a business acquaintance of Alfred’s last month. To think they’ve reached as far as Leeds already!’
      

      
      ‘He wasn’t German, Sophy,’ said Mr Portwaine. ‘He was a Swiss.’

      
      ‘Well, isn’t that the same thing?’ said Mrs Portwaine.
      

      
      ‘Really, this is the most ridiculous scaremongering,’ Sir Philip said. ‘Spies and invasions! That dreadful book The Invasion of 1910 was nothing but the crudest propaganda for introducing conscription and increasing the military budget.’
      

      
      ‘I’m against conscription myself, of course,’ said the major, ‘but we do desperately need to increase the army if we are to
         avoid it. In the case of an invasion attempt by Germany we would be seriously outnumbered.’
      

      
      ‘And then I suppose we would be overrun while we slept,’ said Sir Philip scornfully, ‘and wake the next day to find ourselves
         nothing but a small dependency off the coast of Teutonia, forced to eat sausages and sauerkraut for the rest of our lives.’
      

      
      Mrs Pickles missed the irony, and shuddered. ‘Oh, no, not for anything! I can’t bear the smell of the stuff. It won’t really
         come to that, will it?’
      

      
      ‘I should hope not,’ said Mr Pickles. ‘Major, surely our British army can’t be beaten?’

      
      ‘The German army is seven hundred thousand strong,’ said the major, ‘and because all young German men have to serve some time
         in uniform, they can call on three million trained reservists. Our army numbers about two hundred thousand, most of it stationed
         abroad – in India, Africa, Egypt and so on – and our reservists about another two hundred thousand. I hardly need to underline
         the discrepancy. We should start now and put every effort into training volunteers and building up stores of arms and equipment.
         In that way we might be ready when the time comes.’
      

      
      ‘But why should the time ever come?’ Mrs Micklethwaite protested. ‘I can’t see why Germany should want to attack us.’

      
      ‘They’re more likely to attack France,’ said her husband, ‘as they did in 1870.’

      
      This set the conversation off on to Alsace-Lorraine lines, and the womenfolk soon lost interest. Mrs Portwaine turned to Jessie
         and said, ‘Tell me, Mrs Morland, where did you get that lovely piece of lamb? You must have a very good butcher.’
      

      
      Jessie wrenched her attention back from Europe and answered, ‘It came from Morland Place. I don’t think my uncle would forgive
         me if I bought lamb from a butcher’s shop.’
      

      
      ‘Quite right too,’ said Mrs Micklethwaite. ‘The last piece I had from Black’s was nothing but string – and I’ve always thought
         Black’s the best of them.’
      

      
      ‘Not Knowles’s?’ said Mrs Pickles.

      
      ‘I’ve not used Knowles since he sent me those mouldy sausages. Green they were – I don’t exaggerate.’
      

      
      And the topic of the shortcomings of shops and shopkeepers lasted the distaff side very nicely until carriages were called.

      
      When Ned came in from the dressing-room Jessie was undressed as far as her chemise, and was sitting before the glass while
         Tomlinson took out her pins. He leaned against the door frame in his spotted brown silk dressing-gown, and Jessie was reminded
         of the first time she had seen him in it, on their wedding night. Tomlinson withdrew the last pin, and Jessie put her hand
         over the brush as the maid reached for it and said, ‘Thank you. I’ll manage now. You can go to bed.’
      

      
      Tomlinson slipped out, and Jessie began to brush out her hair. Ned said, ‘Well, that went off all right.’

      
      ‘Did you think so?’ Jessie asked absently. She was staring at her own reflection, but not really seeing it; tired after the
         evening, her mind idling.
      

      
      ‘Certainly. Didn’t you?’

      
      ‘Mm. But some of the guests were very dull.’

      
      ‘Never mind. We’ve done our duty now. The next one can be for our own friends.’

      
      ‘It had better not be until the strike’s over. Mrs Stalybrass thought we were being extravagant.’

      
      ‘Only with coal,’ Ned said, and saw the corner of her mouth twitch in acknowledgement. He was tired too, and happy just to
         stand there and look at her. He loved the bright tumble of her hair, the smooth column of her neck, the tender shadows that
         slipped down into her chemise, where the top button was undone. He loved the lift of her arms and the way the movement of brushing made the shadows tremble
         softly under the fine cotton. A squeeze of passion gripped his vitals as he thought of drawing off that chemise, unveiling
         the secret, warm, rounded creature beneath. Every nerve of his body carried a memory of her, and of what it was like to love
         her. He would lay his lips to the tender swell of her breast; she would half close her eyes and he would kiss her eyelids.
         He loved her eyelids, which were like magnolia petals, curved and white and heavy. He loved her sweet breath and the damp
         coral cave of her mouth.
      

      
      He knew she did not love him as he loved her. She had been in love with someone else, someone she could not have. Perhaps
         in some secret reach of her heart she still kept an image of the lost love. But she had married him; and when she lifted her
         mouth to his, and those heavy, soft eyelids slid down as if of their own weight, when her arms lifted round his neck and her
         breasts pressed against him, she was all his, and it made him more than completely hers. As he watched her dreamily brushing
         and brushing, he wanted to tell her these things, but he was a simple man, with no poetical vocabulary. He reached instead
         for action, in which he felt more at ease, for he had always had a comfortable knowledge of his body and his skills. He pushed
         himself away from the door and, as she turned her head enquiringly, held out his arms to her.
      

      
      Jessie went to him, in a pleasant state of happy thoughtlessness. He looked so handsome, with his hair ruffled out of its
         daytime sleekness; his shoulders under the brown silk were broad. She loved the touch of his male hands on her bare skin.
         She wanted him and, knowing that he wanted her too, felt it a good and simple thing. She tilted her head up for his kiss,
         unaware of how profoundly the gesture moved him.
      

      
      Lip to lip, he backed her to the bed, his hands working with blind sureness to remove the chemise and his own dressing-gown.
         Gently he laid her down, paused just for a moment like a swimmer about to slide into warm waters, postponing the moment of bliss; and her hands came up and tugged him down.
      

      
      Later, hanging above her, he looked down at the seriousness of passion in her face, and knew himself blessed. She had been
         more than his equal before they married; she had come to him out of strength. There had been no conquering, but her readiness
         was in her lips and eyes, her openness to him. If she kept a small shrine somewhere for that other man, he did not care. It
         was nothing. She was his. She murmured something, and his bowels melted in flame. With a helpless small moan he came to her,
         and she sighed with accomplishment. When it was over, he kissed her quietly and laid his head against her neck. There seemed
         to him a great stillness at the heart of their relationship, which he reached at moments like this, as a man reaches a haven.
         His thoughts wound into themselves, slowed and stopped; and he was asleep.
      

   
      
      CHAPTER TWO

      
      The 1st of February 1912 had been an important day for Jessie’s brother Jack, for it was the day on which the Sopwith School
         of Flying had opened at Brooklands. Jack had lost his former position as design engineer to Howard Wright when his company
         amalgamated with the Coventry Ordnance Works. His friend Tom Sopwith had rescued him, offering him the job of instructor at
         his proposed school.
      

      
      Jack was a talented flyer, one of the pioneers – his Royal Aero Club certificate was number twenty-three – but he was equally
         interested in designing and building. Sopwith was a wealthy young man, passionate about aeroplanes and full of energy and
         ideas. He had told Jack that the job of instructor was only the beginning. The world of aeronautics was expanding so quickly
         there was no knowing what direction he would move in next – but whatever it was, he wanted Jack with him.
      

      
      Jack was glad simply to be employed in the field of his choice. He loved to fly, and never tired of the thrill of leaving
         the ground behind; and when on the ground he enjoyed nothing more than tinkering about with the school ‘buses’, talking aeroplanes
         with Fred Sigrist, the engineer, and working out how to improve the performance of the flying machine. The teaching part he
         had regarded as a means to an end, but he discovered that he had a flair for it, and it was always pleasant to do something
         well.
      

      
      His other flying duties were testing the aeroplanes when alterations or repairs had been made, and taking up passengers for
         pleasure flights. The latter was a lucrative exercise, and good advertisement for the school. Jack had even taken up several females, including, in late February, the wife of Captain
         Scott, the famous explorer, who even at that moment was on expedition in Antarctica attempting to reach the South Pole. Mrs
         Scott’s trip had featured in the newspapers, with a photograph of her standing with Jack and the machine. Photographers were
         always hanging around the school for, with or without the presence of eminent people, flying was news. Jack was growing accustomed
         to seeing himself in the newspapers, though it was often only as an unrecognisable blur in the cockpit.
      

      
      Another person he had taken up in February was a nice young man called Harry Fairbrother. He had been aeromad ever since Blériot
         had crossed the Channel, and for more than a year had been working away at his father – a prosperous trader who owned several
         grocer’s shops in Weybridge, Chertsey and Addlestone – to let him have flying lessons. The first breach in the dam had been
         the pleasure flight, to which Fairbrother père had agreed on the ‘get the damn nonsense out of your system’ principle. But the first taste had only made young Fairbrother
         want more, and eventually Jack had been invited round to the Fairbrother house for dinner, so that the patriarch could inspect
         him and decide whether flying lessons would propel his son up the social scale or down.
      

      
      ‘I’ve worked hard for my money,’ Mr Fairbrother had said frankly to Jack, over the soup, ‘and I’m well respected, but I wasn’t
         a gentleman born and I’ve little education, so I can never get but so far in society. But my children have had all the advantages
         money can buy. I want to see them proper ladies and gentlemen, and I’ll allow nothing that gets in the way of that. So this
         flying, now, Mr Compton – is it a genteel thing? It sounds rough and dirty to me, and I can’t see what Harry will gain by
         it.’
      

      
      Aware of Harry’s pleading eyes fixed on him, Jack did his best, and mentioned all the flyers he could think of who were gentlemen
         in the sense that Mr Fairbrother meant. ‘It has been an expensive business from the beginning,’ he said, on an inspiration,
         ‘so of course it has tended to be gentlemen of private means who could afford to become involved in it.’
      

      
      This went down well. Jack was then subjected to a questioning about his own origins, which plainly made young Harry uncomfortable;
         but Jack was not offended, seeing in Mr Fairbrother only a straightforwardness and determination to get at the facts, rather
         than impertinence. The last thing Jack would do in normal circumstances was to boast about his family or connections, but
         for Harry’s sake he mentioned that the Morlands were an old landed family, and that his grandfather had borne a coat of arms
         and had been a close friend of the Earl of Batchworth.
      

      
      ‘Well, that sounds all right,’ said Mr Fairbrother. ‘And you seem a nice enough young man. But teaching in a flying school
         doesn’t sound so high-up. I suppose you’ve no money, then, in spite of all your grandad’s land?’
      

      
      ‘Estates pass through the eldest son, sir,’ Jack said, avoiding the direct question. ‘Other sons and their sons have to earn
         their living.’
      

      
      ‘Aye, well, I don’t know that it’s such a bad system,’ Mr Fairbrother said, brightening a little. ‘It doesn’t do a man any
         harm to earn his way.’ This was in direct contradiction to what he had said earlier, but as long as he was happy, it looked
         as though Harry would get his lessons.
      

      
      Nothing more was said on the subject for the rest of dinner, and the conversation was general. Harry said little, sitting
         in a dream of bliss. The others at the table were his mother – a plump little brown mouse of a woman – two younger brothers,
         evidently longing to talk aeroplanes but kept in their place by family discipline, and his sister. Miss Fairbrother did not
         say very much, but she did not have to. She was ravishingly pretty, and it was all Jack could do to stop himself staring at
         her. Her hair was flaxen and arranged in elaborate and very distracting curls; her skin was alabaster, her eyes deep blue
         and frequently veiled by a downsweep of long eyelashes. Whenever he could legitimately address a remark to her, Jack did,
         and he felt that on those occasions she looked at him not without interest.
      

      
      At the end of dinner they all retired to the fire in the drawing-room – no separation of the women in this household, for which Jack was very grateful. He decided there and then that
         it was a foolish habit and ought to be done away with. In the drawing-room Mr Fairbrother excused himself from conversation
         by taking up the newspaper, which he said he hadn’t had a moment to read during the day on account of his business. Mrs Fairbrother
         invited Jack to the sofa to sit between her and her daughter, and her three sons gathered round. A more relaxed form of conversation
         could now take place, as long as they didn’t speak too loudly, and they quizzed Jack about aeroplanes and his flying experiences
         until he protested that it must be very dull for the ladies.
      

      
      ‘Oh, no,’ said Mrs Fairbrother, ‘I love to hear men’s talk. Don’t you mind me, my dear.’

      
      And Miss Fairbrother, with a devastating flutter of her long eyelashes, said, ‘I do find it interesting hearing about your
         adventures, Mr Compton. You must have led a very exciting life.’
      

      
      Jack looked back over his life so far and regretted bitterly that it had not encompassed mountain climbing, tiger hunting,
         jungle exploration and possibly even polar expeditions so that he could keep Miss Fairbrother looking at him like that.
      

      
      Harry Fairbrother had started his flying lessons at the beginning of March, and was getting on quite well. He was not what
         Jack would have called a natural flyer, but he was methodical and determined, and Jack was sure he would pass his certificate
         without difficulty. The relationship with the rest of the family had flourished. Jack had been invited again for dinner and
         once for tea, and had given the younger boys a guided tour around the Sopwith sheds at Brooklands, and allowed them to sit
         in the cockpit of the school Blériot so that they could pretend to be the great man himself.
      

      
      One day in March Jack was waiting at the sheds for Fairbrother to arrive for a lesson. He was smoking a cigarette and chatting
         to Miss Ormerod. She was a cousin of Mrs Hewlett, who owned the flying school where Jack had taken his ticket, so he had known
         her for almost two years. She was quite often at Brooklands, seeming to like hanging around the sheds, talking aeroplanes and watching the flying. Jack’s
         dog, a disreputable-looking mongrel called Rug, was devoted to her.
      

      
      ‘I do think it’s a waste of your time to be teaching,’ Miss Ormerod was saying. ‘With the war coming, you ought to be concentrating
         on designing new aeroplanes.’
      

      
      ‘If the war does come, we’ll need to have trained flyers ready,’ Jack countered.

      
      ‘Perhaps. But teaching is something others can do. Only an inventor like you can create completely new aeroplanes.’

      
      ‘An inventor?’ he said, laughing. ‘Is that what you call me?’

      
      ‘The man whose mind can create things out of nothing – in a word, who can innovate – is the rarest and most valuable person in society.’
      

      
      ‘I don’t know that I innovate,’ Jack said. ‘Rather I tinker with things and try to make them better.’

      
      ‘The wing shape on the Howard Wright biplane was an innovation,’ she said. She was surprisingly knowledgeable about aeronautics.
         In fact, given the amount of time she spent at Brooklands, Jack ought not to have been surprised – but she was a female, after
         all.
      

      
      ‘I’d call that an improvement,’ Jack said. They often argued amiably. ‘Now, if I could invent a completely new kind of engine
         – something much more powerful without being heavier …’
      

      
      ‘You will, I’m sure of it,’ said Miss Ormerod. ‘Now that the Government is at last taking an interest in flying – oh, did
         I tell you that my uncle was talking to a Major Trenchard last week, who says that they are definitely going ahead with forming
         a specialist air division for the army?’
      

      
      ‘No, you didn’t. About time too! Tell me what he said.’

      
      ‘They’re going to detach the present Air Battalion from the Royal Engineers, and combine the balloons and airships with aeroplanes.
         And before you ask,’ she anticipated with a smile, ‘I’ve no idea how many or which kinds. But he did say there would be two
         separate sections – or I suppose one could call them wings?’
      

      
      ‘One could, as long as there are only two,’ said Jack. ‘Sections of what?’
      

      
      ‘Of the new corps – one attached to the army and one to the navy.’

      
      ‘Pity. I hoped when they finally grasped the necessity they would make an independent air corps. Most of these army and navy
         types haven’t the first idea about flying. How could they have?’ Jack said, with frustration. ‘It’s a terrible waste of an
         opportunity.’
      

      
      ‘You’re too impatient,’ said Miss Ormerod. ‘Government minds move slowly. It’s a great step forward that they’re going ahead
         with the Flying Corps at all. Most military minds can’t see what use aeroplanes will be anyway, except for artillery spotting
         – and even then they think a balloon will do just as well.’
      

      
      Jack laughed, and stubbed out his cigarette. ‘You’re right,’ he said. ‘All the same, they had better learn quickly. There
         are only about two hundred people in the country with flying certificates, and few of them would be suitable for military
         flying.’
      

      
      Rug put up his head and barked, and Miss Ormerod said, ‘Here comes someone. Your pupil, I think.’ Harry Fairbrother was approaching
         – with a dainty little figure hanging on his arm. ‘And who is that?’ Miss Ormerod said, in a sotto voce of disbelief.
      

      
      ‘Fairbrother’s sister,’ Jack said. ‘She is beautiful, isn’t she?’

      
      Miss Ormerod didn’t answer that particular question. After a pause she said, ‘I wonder she should think that is suitable attire for an airfield.’
      

      
      ‘I think she looks charmingly,’ Jack said. Miss Fairbrother was dressed in a pale pink skirt and jacket with a frothy lace
         jabot at the neck, an enormous hat covered all over with artificial roses, and a spotted veil tied under her chin.
      

      
      He thought he heard Miss Ormerod murmur, ‘Ridiculous!’ but there wasn’t time to query it as the couple were almost up to them.

      
      ‘Am I late?’ Fairbrother called. ‘I’m so sorry. Myrtle decided at the last minute she wanted to come, and then she took ages
         to get ready. You know what girls are like.’
      

      
      ‘The result was well worth any time it took,’ said Jack.
      

      
      Miss Fairbrother smiled. ‘Why, Mr Compton, I didn’t know you were such a gallant!’

      
      ‘May I present? Miss Ormerod, Miss Fairbrother. Miss Ormerod, you know Mr Fairbrother.’

      
      ‘Of course,’ said Miss Ormerod. ‘How do you do, Miss Fairbrother? You’ve come to cheer your brother along?’

      
      ‘Harry’s always making such a fuss about aeroplanes, I thought I’d come and see what was so wonderful about them.’ She looked
         into the shed with an air of expecting mice or black beetles. ‘Don’t you keep them indoors?’
      

      
      ‘When we’re not using them, yes. But now they’re all out on the field, over there,’ Jack said.

      
      ‘Oh. And which one of those things are you going to drive today, Harry?’

      
      Fairbrother winced. ‘I wish you wouldn’t talk about driving them. And they’re not things, they’re flying machines, or aeroplanes.’
      

      
      Miss Fairbrother observed them without ardour. ‘I don’t think they look very romantic. Why are they such a horrid colour?
         So drab and dowdy.’
      

      
      ‘Dope,’ Miss Ormerod said.

      
      Miss Fairbrother’s eyes opened wide. ‘I beg your pardon?’

      
      ‘Dope is what the canvas is treated with.’

      
      ‘Oh, do you know about aeroplanes?’ Miss Fairbrother looked her up and down. ‘How very – clever of you. And what is dope?’

      
      ‘It’s the dressing used on the canvas,’ Jack intervened. ‘We use sago. That’s why the machines are that colour.’

      
      ‘Sago? Goodness! Well, if I were you, I would use blancmange in future, then you could have them all a lovely, pretty pink.
         It would look much nicer. I do love pink, don’t you?’
      

      
      Jack laughed, and gave Miss Ormerod a glance that said quite clearly, ‘Isn’t she enchanting?’ And Miss Ormerod gave him an
         enigmatic look in return.
      

      
      Fairbrother said, ‘Don’t stand there talking nonsense, Myrt. Mr Compton wants to get on with my lesson. What will I be flying
         today? The family tank?’ This was what they called the Howard Wright biplane.
      

      
      ‘No,’ said Jack, ‘I thought you might like to try something different today. We’re going up in the American Wright.’
      

      
      Fairbrother was pleased. ‘Do you think I’m ready for it?’

      
      ‘Of course.’ Jack turned to Miss Fairbrother. ‘Are you going to watch?’

      
      ‘Oh, yes – if I can bear to. I’m sure I shall have to hide my eyes just at first, in case anything happens. I don’t know how
         you dare to go up in one of those things. You must be so brave!’
      

      
      ‘Oh, not at all,’ Jack murmured, pleased. ‘Now, where can we make you comfortable? I’m afraid the sheds aren’t designed with
         ladies in mind.’
      

      
      ‘I’ll look after her,’ Miss Ormerod said shortly. ‘I’ll bring that chair through from the galley.’

      
      ‘I’ll get it,’ said Jack quickly. It was a wooden kitchen chair that had seen better days. Miss Fairbrother looked at it doubtfully.
         Everything in the immediate vicinity of an aeroplane seemed to get oil on it, and her pink outfit would show every mark. Quickly
         Jack took off his leather flying jacket, stripped off his pullover and laid that across the chair. Miss Ormerod gave him a
         sharp look, to which he replied saying, ‘I shall be warm enough without.’
      

      
      Miss Fairbrother seated herself daintily and Rug came up to sniff at her. She squealed and drew back.

      
      ‘He won’t hurt you. Don’t you like dogs?’ Miss Ormerod asked.

      
      ‘Oh, yes, I love little doggies, but not big rough ones. Besides, he looks awfully muddy. I’m afraid he might put his paws
         on me.’
      

      
      Jack said, ‘I’ll take him up with me.’

      
      ‘Oh! Does he really go up in the aeroplane?’

      
      ‘Yes. He loves it. I don’t usually take him when I’m giving a lesson, but he is rather grubby, and he likes to be friendly. Come on, Rug! Are you ready, Fairbrother?’
      

      
      The lesson followed its usual course, and while he was in the air, Jack forgot everything except the flying. The American
         Wright had dual controls, and Fairbrother was far enough advanced now for Jack to let him take over for most of the flight. Though a fitful sun was shining, it had little strength, and not enough to counteract the chill of the air
         rushing by. Jack missed his pullover; but he remembered the early days of flying, when there was no covered-in cockpit, and
         before special flying clothes had been developed. He remembered stuffing newspaper down inside his stockings for insulation
         – and still coming down with hands and feet like blocks of ice, all feeling gone from them.
      

      
      Only when they were coming in to land did he think about Miss Fairbrother again. The way she had looked at him when she said
         he was brave had caused a definite flutter in his heart. Could she be interested in him? Flyers, he knew, had a certain aura
         of romance around them, which attracted the ladies. If she did fancy him, what would her father think of it? Old Fairbrother
         seemed to like him all right, but would he like him as a suitor? True, he didn’t have much money, but he did have the blood
         Mr Fairbrother seemed to admire. He was ‘genteel’ – dreadful word!
      

      
      Fairbrother put the aeroplane down with a bounce sufficient to jerk Jack back to the present and his duties, and he gave the
         nervous youngster calm instructions and helped him guide the machine back to its right place. As soon as they stopped, Rug
         jumped out and raced round and round barking, his usual reaction after a flight: Jack thought he was testing whether he really
         was back on solid ground. Then as Jack and Fairbrother jumped down he ran off to find Miss Ormerod.
      

      
      Miss Fairbrother was on her feet when they reached her, her hands clasped together at her breast, and she flung herself at
         her brother’s neck with a fine, dramatic effect. ‘Oh! You’re safe! My heart was in my mouth the whole time.’
      

      
      ‘What on earth for?’ Fairbrother said, disentangling himself. ‘There’s nothing to it, Myrt. Don’t fuss so.’

      
      ‘Oh, when you came down to earth again and the thing jumped up in the air like that, I thought you were done for. I positively
         screamed – didn’t I, Miss Ormerod?’
      

      
      ‘She did,’ Miss Ormerod confirmed.

      
      ‘Oh, Mr Compton, can’t you persuade Harry to give up this terrible, dangerous business?’

      
      Jack smiled. ‘But consider, Miss Fairbrother, I earn my living teaching people to fly. It would be foolish for me to try to
         dissuade them, now, wouldn’t it?’
      

      
      ‘But it’s so dangerous!’

      
      ‘Not really. The American Wright, especially, is very reliable. Accidents do happen now and then, but generally noone gets
         hurt. These aeroplanes glide very well, so we get down in one piece all right. And men will always seek out danger, you know.
         It’s in our nature. If we don’t find it in one place we’ll seek it in another.’
      

      
      She was gazing into his eyes as he said that, and seemed to find a message for herself in the words. She lowered her eyelashes
         prettily and said, ‘Perhaps I could get used to aeroplanes, if I spent enough time around them. The one Harry was driving
         just now, what do you call it?’
      

      
      ‘It’s a Burgess Wright biplane – we call it the American Wright to distinguish it from the Howard Wright. Would you like to
         come and have a look at it? You could sit in it, if you liked.’
      

      
      ‘I would love to come and see it – but the ground looks rather muddy, and I’m afraid …’ She lifted the hem of her skirt the
         merest fraction and extended her foot to show the heeled boot of pink glacé kid.
      

      
      Jack was enchanted. He had never seen such a dainty boot or such a tiny foot. He was filled with the desire to pick her up
         in his arms and carry her to the aeroplane. What a pity he did not know her well enough for that to be permissible! But her
         brother could do it. He turned a burning look on young Fairbrother, but the young man did not seem to understand. ‘Yes, the
         ground is soft, and it would be a shame to ruin those pretty boots,’ he said. But still Fairbrother did not jump to the rescue,
         and Jack was forced, sighing inwardly, to say, ‘Perhaps when the ground is drier. If you would like to come another time,
         I should be delighted to show you all the aeroplanes. I would even take you up for a pleasure flight, if you liked.’
      

      
      ‘Oh! No, I could never, never go up in one of those things,’ Miss Fairbrother said, shuddering. ‘Surely you don’t take up
         women?’
      

      
      ‘Of course, if they like to go.’ He smiled. ‘But you’d have to take off your charming hat. It would be snatched away.’
      

      
      She looked seriously at him. ‘But then one’s hair would get blown about, and one would get untidy and dirty. No, Mr Compton,
         I think flying is for men only. But I would love to come and see your machines one day.’
      

      
      ‘Any time at all that you like,’ Jack said. ‘I should be at your service.’

      
      She smiled and extended her hand, and he was so swept away by her femininity that he found himself bowing over it in a way
         hardly seen, he thought afterwards, in these modern times.
      

      
      As she and her brother stepped away down the cinder path, Jack sighed and said to Miss Ormerod, ‘Isn’t she wonderful?’

      
      Miss Ormerod, caressing Rug’s ears – she had had a hand on his collar the whole time in case he should try to be too friendly
         to Miss Fairbrother – said, ‘Is she?’
      

      
      ‘She’s so dainty and sweet. Those tiny feet and hands – almost like a doll’s. I can hardly believe she’s real.’

      
      ‘Nor can I.’

      
      Jack detected something a little less than approving in Miss Ormerod’s voice and turned to look at her, a little hurt. ‘Don’t
         you like her?’
      

      
      ‘Like her?’ Miss Ormerod seemed lost for words. Then she said, ‘Whatever possessed her to come to an airfield dressed like
         that?’
      

      
      ‘I thought she looked lovely.’ He surveyed Miss Ormerod’s tweed skirt and coat and her neat but strong boots, which could
         stand a spot of mud, and saw her point. ‘Not very suitable, I grant you, but how would she know, when she’s never been here
         before?’ Miss Ormerod only sighed at this, and he went on, ‘It’s a pity she doesn’t want to go up, but I suppose a delicate
         female must have reservations about something so rough and dirty. She’s right, really, that it’s a man’s business.’
      

      
      ‘I would,’ said Miss Ormerod.

      
      ‘You would what?’

      
      ‘I’d go up. But you’ve never asked me.’

      
      He was embarrassed. ‘I’m sorry. I suppose I thought you’d ask if you wanted to. We know each other well enough not to stand
         on ceremony.’
      

      
      ‘Almost like brother and sister,’ she said, and he agreed gladly; only thought afterwards there was something odd about the
         way she said it, as though perhaps she was being ironic.
      

      
      White Star’s Olympic, the largest and most luxurious thing afloat, had had an unlucky time since her maiden voyage in June 1911. At the end of
         that first crossing of the Atlantic she had trapped a tug under her stern while docking and almost sunk it. On her fifth crossing
         in September she had been in collision with a navy cruiser when leaving Southampton Water and had sustained serious damage
         to her stern and starboard propellor from the cruiser’s underwater ram. And in February 1912 on her way back from New York
         she had passed over a submerged obstacle on the Grand Banks at twenty knots and shed a blade from her port propellor.
      

      
      All these accidents meant that she had spent weeks in the graving dock undergoing repairs, and had missed many of her scheduled
         crossings, causing considerable financial loss to her owners. It had also delayed the completion of her sister ship Titanic: there was only one dry dock at Belfast large enough to take them, so they had to take turns in it. After the navy-cruiser
         accident, the Titanic’s starboard propellor, ready but not yet fitted, had been put instead into Olympic, and the younger sister had had to wait for a new one to be manufactured.
      

      
      So it became imperative for the company that a great fuss be made about the maiden voyage of Titanic so that as many passengers as possible should be attracted, and the Olympic class as a whole should in future be the ships
         of choice for the New York crossing. A flurry of advertising brought attention to the revised sailing date for Titanic – the 10th of April – and described the ship as even larger and more splendid than her sister, and far more sumptuous in
         every way than the rival Cunarders, who might hold the Blue Riband for the fastest crossing, but could never hold a candle to the White Stars for luxury.
      

      
      It was extremely unfortunate, therefore, that the maiden voyage should take place at a time when the coal strike had caused
         so many travellers to cancel or postpone their journeys. Passengers, simply, were in short supply.
      

      
      ‘I’m afraid she’s only going to be half full,’ Teddy Morland said. He had dined with Joseph Bruce Ismay, head of the White
         Star line, at his house in Hill Street, Mayfair, and had returned to Lizzie and Ashley’s house in Bloomsbury where he was
         to spend the night before going home to York. ‘Ismay tells me they are transferring passengers from other White Star ships
         to fill up second class. Second class in Titanic is better than first class in the older liners, so they won’t lose by it.’
      

      
      ‘It won’t make any difference to us, will it?’ Lizzie asked.

      
      ‘No, no,’ Teddy said. ‘By George, I tell you I’m looking forward to the trip! My father’s the only one in the family who ever
         went to America, and he went across as a passenger on a cargo ship, so there was no luxury in it for him. How things have
         changed! And what a wonder of an age we live in. Ships like the Olympic class were beyond imagination twenty years ago.’
      

      
      Henrietta, sitting by the fire sewing a dress for Lizzie’s daughter Rose, who was three, as a going-away present, thought
         of something and asked, with an unconscious edge of hope, ‘But how will they manage for coal? Don’t you think the sailing
         will be cancelled after all?’
      

      
      ‘No,’ said her brother. ‘They’ll take the coal off the other White Star ships laid up in port; and Olympic is bringing back as much extra as she can carry in bags from New York to transfer to Titanic. Don’t worry, she’ll sail all right.’
      

      
      Lizzie smiled. ‘Mother’s really rather hoping she won’t sail – aren’t you?’
      

      
      Henrietta looked up from her stitching. ‘I wouldn’t be so dog-in-the-manger. I know how much you are looking forward to going.’

      
      Lizzie knew what was in her mother’s mind, but was too honest to hold out false hope. ‘If we were to stay in America,’ she
         said, ‘you could always come over and visit us.’
      

      
      ‘It’s such a long way,’ Henrietta said. She couldn’t imagine herself ever voluntarily travelling so far, let alone across
         the wild Atlantic on a ship, and then by train through a vast land full of wild buffaloes and wilder Indians. ‘I’m too old
         for that sort of thing.’
      

      
      ‘Oh, Mother! You aren’t old at all!’

      
      ‘In any case,’ Teddy added, ‘travelling these days is as safe and comfortable as sitting at home in your own armchair. You
         don’t have to brave hardships and highwaymen, you know, Hen.’
      

      
      Henrietta only smiled and shook her head. Would she ever see them again, she wondered silently: Lizzie, her first-born daughter,
         so dear, so clever; and kind Ashley; and the boys, Martial and Rupert, who were thirteen and twelve and clever like their
         mama; and little Rose? Perhaps they would come back and visit one day; but the children would be grown-up by then, strangers
         who did not really remember Gran’ma. And a visit was not the same as having your loved ones nearby, to be seen whenever you
         wanted.
      

      
      The house was already looking bare, as furniture and belongings that were going to America were packed up and other things
         sold. They had been lucky that the lease expired in December anyway, and the new tenant wanted to move in early and was willing
         to pay them for the eight months from May, so they had lost nothing on the house.
      

      
      ‘It has worked out so well, it’s almost as if it were meant to be,’ Lizzie said to Lady Anne Farraline, who called the next
         day, after Teddy had left.
      

      
      Anne was a distant cousin. Lizzie had first met her, when a child, at the home of her mother’s friend and cousin Venetia,
         Lady Overton. Lizzie had conceived an instant ‘crush’ for the dazzling, energetic, articulate young woman. Anne had devoted
         her life to the cause of women’s suffrage, and was so passionate for it she had carried the impressionable Lizzie along with
         her. As a young woman, Lizzie had had so much intellect and energy, she had needed something more to occupy her than domestic
         routines. She had given her support to the WSPU, joined demonstrations, and once, to her mother’s distress, had served a gaol sentence for protesting at the House of Commons.
      

      
      It had been a sobering experience; and her duty to her husband and the increasing demands of marriage and motherhood, including
         the unexpected birth of little Rose, had made her give up active campaigning. Her heart and mind were with the Cause, but
         it seemed right and proper to her now that her body remained respectably at home.
      

      
      Anne had never married. Lord Padstowe, who had faithfully loved her through many years of rejection, had finally married someone
         else and was now a dear and platonic friend. Anne, like her fellow militants, wanted a world in which women were completely
         the equal of men. Domestic surrender was a betrayal of a woman’s intellect and her God-given right of self-determination.
         If ever Anne had doubted the truth of that, she only had to look at Lizzie – who was clever and well educated – contentedly
         ordering her household and playing with her baby. Ashley was a very nice man, even quite forward-thinking when it came to
         women, but he still expected his comfort to come first, and his wife to minister to his needs, not her own.
      

      
      At the beginning of March there had been a mass stone-throwing protest by the militant suffragettes: the windows of shops,
         clubs, government offices and the homes of some MPs had been broken. There had been a huge number of arrests, and Christabel
         Pankhurst had fled to France to escape arrest for conspiracy. Anne had escaped with a few others by hiding under the floorboards
         of Mrs Garrud’s ju-jitsu gymnasium in Oxford Street.
      

      
      A special meeting of West End firms and traders had been called to discuss how they could save their windows another time.
         Ashley had had a large notice put in the window of the main office of the Culpepper Shipping Line – his employer – in Piccadilly,
         which said, ‘We are sending people where women have the vote. Avenging angels, please pass over!’ It won him amused approval
         from Anne, who appreciated a joke.
      

      
      Lizzie said now, ‘I’m very glad you are not in prison, dear Anne. I should have hated to leave England without seeing you.’

      
      ‘I envy you in a way,’ Anne said. ‘America is so much more advanced than England, when it comes to women. Although,’ she added,
         with a frown, ‘I suppose that may not be true of frontier places. I suppose where people are scrabbling for a living in hostile
         surroundings, the man will still take pride of place.’
      

      
      ‘Ashley assures me that where we’re going is a perfectly civilised town. I suppose it may be a little wild in between towns,
         but Flagstaff has restaurants and a theatre and electricity and everything, and the railways are splendid.’
      

      
      ‘But still, attitudes in small towns always lag decades behind those in big cities. I’m sure that must be true of America
         as it is here. Flagstaff will not be like New York or Boston, and the Flagstaffians will expect you to be a good little wife,
         and not have too much going on inside your head.’
      

      
      Lizzie smiled. ‘Well, I shall certainly try to be a good little wife – and a good little mother. But the burghers of Flagstaff
         won’t be able to stop me reading, writing and corresponding just as before.’
      

      
      ‘Oh, won’t they?’ said Anne. ‘You are spoilt, my love, with living in London. In provincial places the other wives will certainly
         stop you doing anything so solitary as reading, by constantly visiting you to drink endless cups of tea and indulge in pointless
         chatter. And they’ll expect you to call on them in return. And if you refuse to conform you’ll become a social outcast and
         Ashley will take you to task because his business will suffer. Either that,’ she added, appearing to reflect, ‘or you’ll all
         be eaten by bears.’
      

      
      Lizzie laughed, and exclaimed, ‘Oh, Anne! I love the way you talk. I shall really miss you.’ She drew a breath and said more
         soberly, ‘You will write to me?’
      

      
      Anne looked at her sadly. ‘You won’t ever come back, will you?’

      
      Lizzie met her eyes. ‘I think of the boys, you see, and the opportunities there will be for them in America. Ashley expects
         us to be there at least five years, and Mart will be nineteen by then and Rupert eighteen, and they’ll be at college, and
         the world will be opening up for them. If they find wonderful careers and decide they want to stay there for ever – well, it would be hard to leave them to come back here.’
      

      
      ‘Especially if they marry,’ Anne said drily, ‘and make you a grandmother. You see how these husbands and families make hostages
         of women, and drag them in their wake wherever they want to go?’
      

      
      ‘But it isn’t like that,’ Lizzie said, rather helplessly, for she always saw Anne’s side of the argument, and only felt the contrary position. ‘It’s a matter of love, really,’ she said.
      

      
      Anne smiled. ‘Oh, love! Well, you married people always have us there, don’t you? You can counter any argument with “love”
         and we have to bow before the mystery and give you best.’
      

      
      Lizzie smiled too, and said, ‘Well, I love you, and I hope you love me enough to come out and visit us when we are settled. Do say you will! Only think what an adventure
         for you! And of all the people I would want to come, you are the one who could easily afford it. And if you find Flagstaffians
         ignorant of the Cause, you can make it your task to educate them. You might even find you like it enough to stay.’
      

      
      ‘Oh, I think not. Small towns and small minds would drive me mad,’ Anne said.

      
      Lizzie looked a little hurt – Anne was not the most tactful of people. ‘I didn’t think my mind was too small for you even
         to come on a visit.’
      

      
      ‘Darling,’ Anne said, eyeing her shrewdly, ‘I would love to come and visit you, but would you be happy to include Vera in
         the invitation?’
      

      
      ‘Miss Polk?’ Lizzie said, puzzled. ‘I hardly know her.’

      
      Vera Polk was a young suffragette, daughter of a shoemaker, who had become a close friend of Anne’s, and had even gone to
         live in her house. It had caused a sensation when Anne had sent away her respectable elderly companion in favour of a girl
         who by no measure could count as a chaperone. Lizzie had been angered by some of the whisperings of disapproval, which seemed
         to be aimed at the friendship itself, rather than the question of chaperonage. She supposed people were objecting on account of Anne’s being the daughter of an earl while Miss Polk was a nobody – an attitude
         she felt was incompatible with the aims of the Movement.
      

      
      But Anne’s question now took her aback. Surely she was not so inseparable from Miss Polk that she could not visit a relative
         without her? She frowned at Anne. ‘Why do you ask? Do you think she would be so eager to come? But surely she could not expect
         you to take her at such expense just because you are friends?’
      

      
      ‘Lizzie, wake up!’ Anne said impatiently. ‘What I’m saying is that I wouldn’t want to come without her, any more than, in the same circumstance, you would want to come without Ashley.’
      

      
      ‘But Ashley’s my husband,’ Lizzie said. ‘It’s very different.’

      
      ‘What I’m saying to you,’ Anne persisted, ‘is that it isn’t.’

      
      ‘Isn’t what?’

      
      ‘Isn’t different. What you and Ashley are to each other, Vera and I are to each other.’

      
      ‘Well, I know you are good friends—’

      
      ‘We are married in everything but law,’ Anne said, looking steadily at Lizzie. Since she and Vera had come together, she had
         met with different reactions among the suffragists. Most of her close circle, the ‘hotbloods’, were accepting, some even approving,
         feeling that it was the logical extension of the fight for freedom from man’s oppression. Outside their circle there were
         those who shrugged, those who turned a blind eye, those who were uneasy, feeling that anything that might engender hostility
         towards the Cause was to be avoided, and those who were downright disapproving.
      

      
      And there were also those who simply did not see what was under their noses. Lizzie, it seemed, was one of them. The exact
         nature of Anne’s relationship with Vera was beyond her education or experience to understand. Probably the majority of people
         in the country would fall into the same category. It was something that worked in Anne’s favour for most of the time, but
         she was sometimes frustrated by it, as in the present case. It was ironic, given that Lizzie’s first fiancé had had tendencies
         himself, and had almost been caught up in the Oscar Wilde scandal. But, then, Anne was not convinced that Lizzie had ever understood about
         Dodie – and since he had redeemed his reputation by marrying a woman chosen by his father, it was possible Lizzie still thought
         his love for her had failed because of her lack of dowry.
      

      
      Well, Anne decided, it was not for her to attempt to enlighten her young cousin. Explaining matters to Lizzie was something
         she shrank from, though she felt she ought to be ashamed of shrinking. But she loved Lizzie and wanted her love in return,
         and the fear that if Lizzie did understand she might draw back in horror was a great deterrent. So, with an inward apology
         to Vera, she gave it up, and when Lizzie said, in reply to her last statement, ‘I don’t understand. Is it a joke?’ she smiled.
         ‘Oh, a joke of sorts,’ she said. ‘I just mean I should miss her if I came out for a long visit with you.’
      

      
      ‘Well,’ Lizzie said, though still a little doubtfully – for Anne had seemed to be very serious, though about what she was
         not sure, ‘I’m sure we could have Miss Polk as well. Ashley says that American houses are very big, so there’d be sure to
         be room.’ Inwardly she recalled that the one time she and Ashley had met Miss Polk, Ashley had been very disapproving of her
         afterwards, saying that she was just the sort of brash, rough-speaking, mannerless female that gave the Cause a bad name.
         Probably Ashley would object very much to inviting her to stay; but she determined to worry about that if and when it happened.
         She would not let anything approaching a disagreement spoil the last hours she would spend with Anne for, probably, a long
         time.
      

   
      
      CHAPTER THREE

      
      The weekend before their departure for America – which was Easter weekend – Lizzie and Ashley and the children went down to
         Yorkshire for a farewell visit to the family. So much of their household had been packed up that two days at Morland Place
         would be a relief from inconvenience and discomfort. Ashley had to return to London early on Monday for business purposes,
         but suggested that Lizzie should stay with the children until Tuesday and take an afternoon train to London, where they were
         to spend the last night before catching the boat train on Wednesday morning.
      

      
      ‘There’s no point in your going back to the house in the state it’s in, when you could be comfortable at Morland Place and
         spend more time with your mother. I shall be working until late in any case.’
      

      
      ‘But how will you eat?’ Lizzie asked. The cook had left on Friday, and she had secretly been dreading two days of cooking
         for her family.
      

      
      ‘I can eat at the club,’ Ashley said. ‘Really, it would be a relief to me not to have to worry about you.’

      
      Lizzie was glad to have an extra day and a half in which to say goodbye to the house and grounds she had become so attached
         to. There was something about Morland Place. It was not her childhood home, but it had been her mother’s, and she (like Ashley, who was also a Morland)
         had grown up with stories of it, so enhanced by her mother’s wistful longing that she had come to think of it as a sort of
         Eldorado. Those born to it would always carry it in their hearts.
      

      
      Uncle Teddy had devoted much of his commercial and industrial fortune to restoring the house and buying back the lost lands, sold during his brother’s disastrous tenure. He
         now ruled as a benign and generous king in his small kingdom, which encompassed everything he wanted from the world.
      

      
      With the house and its lands complete, Teddy had concentrated on filling it with as many of the people he loved as possible.
         When he had taken a new wife, Henrietta had thought she would have to go, on the rule that a house could not have two mistresses.
         But Alice was a gentle, retiring, and gracefully indolent woman who was perfectly happy for Henrietta to continue running
         the house, while she devoted herself to needlework, arranging flowers, playing the piano and looking nice.
      

      
      To Teddy’s daughter from his first marriage, Polly, had soon been added a new son from Alice, little James William, now two
         years old. Teddy had been sorry when Henrietta’s eldest and youngest sons, Jack and Frank, had left home in pursuit of their
         careers, but when the middle son, stay-at-home Robert, had married, he had persuaded him and his new wife Ethel to live at
         Morland Place. They had now added baby Roberta to the nursery, and Ethel was expecting again.
      

      
      If only Teddy could have persuaded his adopted son Ned to stay on at Morland Place when he married Jessie, he would have had
         nothing more to wish for. But Ned had wanted an independent home. Still, Teddy comforted himself, Jessie was at Morland Place
         so often that he sometimes forgot she was no longer resident; and marriage did not seem to have changed her at all. She was
         still the same cheerful, straightforward, loving niece she had always been.
      

      
      Frank came down to Morland Place for the ‘farewell weekend’, as he dubbed it. While he was studying at University College,
         London, he had lodged with Lizzie and Ashley. He had become so much a part of the family that he was virtually an elder brother
         to the boys, had pushed Rose in her perambulator, and had flung himself into Lizzie’s suffragette interests. When he finished
         his degree he had obtained a ‘temporary’ post as librarian at the London School of Economics, and as Lizzie and Ashley had
         seemed in no hurry to be rid of him, he had stayed on in their house. He was a brilliant mathematician, but as physically
         indolent as he was mentally active, so the temporary post and the status of lodger had looked to become permanent. Now, however, he had
         been forced to find a new place to lay his head. He had taken rooms in Gower Street, and the upheaval had even got him as
         far as talking about changing his job, though Lizzie doubted he would get further than talking.
      

      
      ‘But if you ever do bring yourself to make the break,’ she told him, ‘you could do worse than follow us to America. Ashley
         says a young man with a good brain can really make something of himself out there.’
      

      
      Frank listened to her with a faint smile, then said in that teasing way of his, which always left one in doubt as to whether
         or not he was serious, that if he saved hard, he could probably raise enough to come out steerage along with the Irish emigrants.
      

      
      Jack arrived very late on Friday night, and found everyone had gone to bed but Jessie and Lizzie. They were on the sofa in
         front of the drawing-room fire, chatting in a desultory way, alone except for Brach, who got to her feet and came politely
         to greet him. The excited Rug spun round her in circles, and dashed back and forth between the women, not knowing whom to
         lick first.
      

      
      ‘Ned and I are staying here for the weekend,’ Jessie explained. ‘Uncle Teddy said it was silly to travel back and forth when
         we’d want to be here every minute. And I couldn’t wait until tomorrow to see you, dear old Jack.’ She hugged him hard. He
         had been her hero and favourite when they were children. ‘Hello, Rug, you old varmint,’ she said, receiving the dog’s lavish
         greetings, rubbing his cheeks between her hands in a way that made him swoon with delight. ‘Ned sends his regards and he’ll
         see you tomorrow. He couldn’t stay awake any longer after a long day at the mill.’
      

      
      ‘Nor can I,’ said Lizzie, fending off Rug’s desire to lick her face. ‘I’m sure having ten conversations at the same time is
         more tiring than running any old mill!’ She stifled a yawn. ‘Loath as I am to waste any moment of my last hours at Morland
         Place, I simply can’t keep my eyes open any more.’
      

      
      ‘Old age,’ said Jessie. ‘I can’t believe you’ll be forty this year.’

      
      ‘Nor can I,’ said Lizzie. ‘But it will come to you, too, you heartless infant. Wait until you’ve been married fifteen years
         and have three children. The day will come when the lure of sleep will be stronger than any desire to see in the dawn.’
      

      
      ‘Oh, I pray not,’ said Jessie.

      
      ‘Anyway,’ Lizzie said, kissing her brother, ‘I’ve seen Jack more recently than you. I’ll leave you to enjoy him in peace.
         Goodnight, children. Don’t forget to see to the fire – remember, the servants have all gone to bed.’
      

      
      It was not quite true. Lizzie passed Emma in the doorway. She had been nursemaid to Jessie and her brothers, and was now taking
         care of the new generation of babies in the Morland nursery. She had been with Henrietta’s family through bankruptcy and ruin,
         and was now something of an institution. ‘What are you doing still up?’ Lizzie said, but didn’t pause to hear the answer.
      

      
      ‘I came to see if I could get Mr Jack anything,’ Emma said. Over the years her broad Norfolk accent had faded gently, but
         was still evident.
      

      
      ‘You came to see Mr Jack,’ Jessie amended. ‘He always was your favourite.’

      
      ‘Nurseries don’t have favourites, you know that,’ Emma said sternly. But the way she looked at Jack belied it.

      
      He crossed the room to give her a hug. ‘I’ll be here for a couple of days. You didn’t need to stay up. I’d have come up first
         thing tomorrow to see you.’
      

      
      ‘But you must be hungry, arriving so late. Mrs Stark has gone to bed, but I could get something cold for you. Or there’s some
         soup left over I could heat up. Or I could make you an omelette. You know how you always liked my omelettes.’ When they had
         been poor, Emma had cooked for them as well.
      

      
      ‘Thanks, but I had something on the train,’ Jack said. ‘You go off to bed, Emma dear, and I promise I’ll come and admire your
         babies in the morning.’ He gave her a smacking kiss on the cheek to make her laugh, but she went away reluctantly, still convinced
         that anyone who had undertaken a journey must be in danger of starving to death unless instantly fed.
      

      
      When they were alone, Jessie curled up in the corner of the sofa and patted the seat beside her. ‘Get yourself a drink and then come and tell me all. I’m not a bit sleepy – are you?’
      

      
      ‘Oddly enough, no. I suppose it was the walk from the station that perked me up. Yorkshire air is very invigorating, somehow.’

      
      ‘It’s the Morland Place air,’ Jessie said. ‘York smells of soot and horses, like everywhere else.’ She watched him ply the
         whisky decanter. ‘Pour me a small one.’
      

      
      He turned with raised eyebrows. ‘Jessie! I’m shocked.’

      
      ‘Oh, fiddle! Just a small one, and never in company. Why should it be exclusively for men? Anyway, what did you think I carry
         in my flask when I’m out riding?’
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