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WHAT WAS SHE DOING HERE?

What was Tracy doing in this huge mansion whose rooms she could not count and whose hallways were a bewildering maze?

What was she doing surrounded by servants who seemed determined not to let her lift a finger whether she wanted to or not?

What was she doing in the company of lords and ladies whose venomous gossip and razor-edged wit might well have been in a foreign tongue for all she could join in with them?

Above all, what was she doing as wife to the devilishly handsome and charming Duke who now waited for her in her bridal chamber?

Clearly, Adrian, the Duke of Hastings, had a great deal to teach Tracy about being a Duchess—and even more to learn if he didn’t want a new American Revolution on his hands….


Chapter 1

“I have a daughter.”

—Shakespeare

They went up the long staircase, wafted along by footmen, and at the top were met by a white-wigged major domo who took their names and announced in clear, measured tones, “The American Minister, Mr. Rush. Mr. Bodmin. Miss Bodmin.”

The elegant, haughty-looking woman who stood on the wide landing receiving her guests smiled fractionally, her shrewd eyes taking careful measure of the newcomers. Richard Rush she knew. She was Lady Bridgewater and her husband, the Earl of Bridgewater, was a member of Lord Liverpool’s government. This was a political reception she was hostessing and most of the diplomatic community had been invited.

The Bodmins were not from the diplomatic community. When Richard Rush had written to ask if he might bring them, he had given only a sketchy background of his visitors; but Lady Bridgewater had done some checking of her own. She looked now, appraisingly, at the tall, wide-shouldered man whom she had been told was the greatest individual shipowner in the United States and the wealthiest man in New England. William Bodmin looked to be in his middle fifties. He had thick gray hair and thick straight eyebrows, a strongly jutting nose and firm chin. His whole demeanor proclaimed the unmistakable authority of ability, experience and success. He smiled now at Lady Bridgewater. “It was very kind of you to allow us to come, my lady. I was anxious to show my daughter some London parties and Rush here said he would trespass upon your good nature and ask if he might bring us along.”

“I am very pleased to extend a welcome to such a distinguished visitor from overseas,” Lady Bridgewater answered temperately. “You must let me make you known to my husband.” Then, having passed the men along, she turned her attention to the girl.

Teresa Bodmin looked fearlessly back and waited for Lady Bridgewater to speak first. “Are you enjoying London, Miss Bodmin?” that lady asked after she had taken in every aspect of the girl’s appearance.

“I hardly know,” came the reply. “We’ve only been here a week, you see. I expect I shall like it once I get my bearings a bit.” Her voice was clear and cultured and assured. Lady Bridgewater nodded a little with satisfaction and expertly handed her along to the Earl.

William Bodmin was unabashedly pleased to be at Bridgewater House. He passed through the rooms, his daughter’s arm in his, and expanded visibly as his gaze took in the brilliant company—the men in immaculate evening dress, the women lovely and elegant in their dresses that left their shoulders bare.

“We don’t have anything like this back in Salem, do we, Tracy?” he asked his daughter.

“No, Papa,” she responded obediently.

“Not in Boston, either. Or New York. Or Washington. When it comes to real elegance, the English have it all over us.”

His daughter looked at him curiously but said nothing. A little later, when her father was talking to Lord Bridgewater, Richard Rush asked her, “Are you enjoying yourself, Miss Bodmin?”

She wrinkled her nose a little and looked at him with laughing eyes. “Would it be odiously ungrateful of me if I told you I wasn’t?”

“Why ungrateful?”

“Oh, after you went to all that trouble to get us invited.”

“It was no trouble.” He looked a little concerned. “Is there something I can do?”

“It isn’t you, Mr. Rush,” she said, briefly laying her hand on his sleeve. “It is just that we are strangers here, Papa and I. We look all right. We seem to blend in with everyone else, but we don’t, really.”

At that, Lady Bridgewater came up to them. “You must allow me to introduce you to a few people, Miss Bodmin,” she said with a smile that was less haughty than the one she had bestowed upon Tracy at the door.

“That would be very nice,” Tracy responded politely, if unenthusiastically, and allowed herself to be led away by the Countess. William Bodmin, rejoining Mr. Rush, watched them cross the room.

“I am very obliged to you, Rush, for bringing us tonight,” he said once again to his fellow countryman. “These are just the sort of people I want Tracy to get to know.”

“Lady Bridgewater is very aristocratic,” said Mr. Rush carefully. “I shouldn’t expect too much out of the acquaintance if I were you, Mr. Bodmin. Americans are acceptable for political receptions, but she is far too particular to invite us to one of her purely social affairs. One has to have a pedigree that goes back at least three hundred years to hope to achieve that honor.”

William Bodmin went on watching his daughter’s graceful progress with satisfaction. “Ten million dollars is an excellent pedigree,” he said serenely.

“Yes,” said Mr. Rush after a pause. “Yes, I guess it is.”

*

Mr. Bodmin’s sanguine expectations appeared to be borne out when, toward the end of the evening, Lady Bridgewater took the trouble of singling him out for a private conversation. “Your daughter is a charming girl, Mr. Bodmin,” she told him.

Tracy’s father smiled with honest pleasure. “She is the dearest thing in the world to me,” he said. “My fondest hope is to see her settled in the kind of setting I think she deserves.”

“Ah?” said Lady Bridgewater, raising a thin eyebrow. “Such a young lady deserves a beautiful setting indeed.”

“She will be able to afford one,” said Mr. Bodmin. “I will be blunt with you, Lady Bridgewater. I want to see my girl married. For what else have I toiled and struggled for all these years, but to see her settled? To see her well married? I want the best article on the market for my girl and I’ve come to England to get it. I know the best can’t be had for mere money, but I rather think money will do a great deal. Tracy will do the rest.”

Lady Bridgewater was looking at him thoughtfully. “You are blunt indeed, Mr. Bodmin.” She smiled and tapped him on the arm. “Bring Miss Bodmin to call on me tomorrow.”

William Bodmin smiled back. “You are very kind,” he said, and Lady Bridgewater nodded and moved on.

*

The Bodmins duly called at Bridgewater House the next day and the Countess subjected Tracy to a ruthless scrutiny which she did not make much effort to conceal. The result of the visit was an invitation by Lady Bridgewater to accompany her to a ball being given the following evening by the Countess of Kincaid.

The ball was what Lady Bridgewater called a sad crush. Present were about five hundred of the cream of London society. Lady Bridgewater graciously introduced Tracy to half a dozen young men and sat back to watch the results.

The results were interesting indeed. Word soon spread that the extremely pretty girl who had come in with Lady Bridgewater was an American. Further waves of information disclosed that the large man with her was her father and that he was a millionaire. “I understand that he made a fortune out of trading with Russia during the war,” said Lady Jersey to Mrs. Drummond Burrell. Lady Jersey had been talking to Lady Bridgewater.

“Yes, but how does Georgina know him?”

“I’m not sure, but Bridgewater is President of the Board of Trade, remember. It must be something to do with politics.”

“Well, money is all very well, but who are they? One never knows with Americans.”

“True. The girl is lovely, though.” Here both aristocratic ladies paused to gaze critically at Miss Teresa Bodmin. The young man dancing with her was gazing as well, but not at all critically.

Tracy was worth looking at. She was tall and slender with a quantity of brown-blonde hair that fell in curls to her shoulders. If her father projected an aura of power and authority, Tracy’s chief characteristic was vitality. Her skin glowed with health, her hazel eyes were bright and clear, her flashing smile showed straight white teeth; over all, she had a lovely, golden, young look that was extraordinarily attractive.

“She seems to know how to behave,” said Mrs. Drummond Burrell a little grudgingly.

“Yes. I wonder what Georgina can have in mind,” replied Lady Jersey, one of the patronesses of Almack’s and guardians of the purity of English society.

*

William Bodmin watched his daughter and felt himself to be a happy man. This scheme of his of introducing Tracy to English society had been in the back of his mind for some time, and several events had recently occurred to cause him to finally put it into practice.

For one thing, Tracy had turned eighteen, and it was high time she married. He had also realized that if he didn’t introduce her to an appropriate English young man shortly, she would undoubtedly attach herself to some American young man. There were several in Salem who showed every sign of attaching themselves to her—one Captain Adam Lancaster in particular. William Bodmin had a great liking and respect for Adam Lancaster, a young man who in many ways resembled him, but he wanted something else for Tracy.

Fifty-eight years ago, William Bodmin had been born in a small fishing village in Cornwall. His only future had been the Royal Navy, which was nothing more than a living hell, so at age thirteen he had taken ship to America and landed in Salem. All through his early teens he had shipped as a boy on coasters; he had seen Demerara and Saint Petersburg before he ever set foot in Boston. By the time he was twenty-three he was in command of an East-Indiaman.

He had married Kathleen Breen, of Boston, whose father was a small shipowner. William Bodmin, however, was not destined for small things. By the time President Jefferson’s embargo caught him in 1807, he was worth three million dollars.

New England was against the embargo, a self-blockade that confined American merchant ships to port. Its purpose was to demonstrate to the British that England must allow America, as a neutral power in the Napoleonic wars, to trade with Europe. The embargo hurt the English economy badly. Unfortunately, it also had a paralyzing effect on American commerce.

William Bodmin had supported the embargo. As a patriotic American he had said it was a necessary measure of self-protection. For his pains he had been expelled from the Federalist party, along with a fellow Massachusetts rebel, John Quincy Adams. Bodmin had sacrificed financial profit and social position by his stand, but he had stuck to it. And when the embargo was lifted, he had made more money.

Why, then, was this man—a truly patriotic American, who had personally financed the outfitting of two naval ships during the late war against England and who was fiercely proud of, and devoted to, his adopted country—so determined to marry his only child into the English aristocracy? The answer to that question went back many years to his boyhood in Cornwall, when he had observed with awe and wonder the lords and ladies of the “Great House” in his neighborhood. He had thought then that no way of life could ever rival that of the English aristocracy, and nothing he had seen since then had caused him to change his mind. It was not the life for him; he did not aspire to it and would not know what to do with it if he ever came into it, but it was the life he wanted for his girl.

So now he looked around the glittering ballroom and smiled with contentment. So firmly convinced was he of the superiority of what he was viewing that it never occurred to him to wonder if his daughter might think differently.


Chapter 2

“His greatness weighed, his will is not his own,

For he himself is subject to his birth.”

—Shakespeare

“Dash it all, Mary, you’re not paying attention!” The speaker was Lord Harry Deincourt and the person he was addressing so petulantly was his sister.

Lady Mary looked up from her book. “Harry, if you say one word more about the weather, I shall scream with vexation.”

Lord Harry thrust out his underlip, sighed heavily and stared out the window at the unrelenting rain. He was fourteen years old and had been sent home from school for the rest of the term for pulling a prank that the authorities had not found amusing. He had just spent an extremely unpleasant fifteen minutes with his elder brother, the Duke of Hastings, and wanted to get outdoors on a horse to relieve his feelings. But it was raining.

Mary put down her book. “What did Adrian say?”

Harry sat down, stretched his legs out in front of him and looked unhappily at his fifteen-year-old sister. “I tell you what, Mary, I’d much rather have father ranting and swearing at me for hours at a time than spend fifteen minutes such as I spent this morning with Adrian. He never raises his voice, but he’s got a way of making himself disagreeable when he wishes that is dashed unnerving.”

“Well, you deserved it,” his sister said unsympathetically. “Staying out all night to see some stupid prizefight! You are fortunate they are allowing you to come back next year.”

“Mmph,” said Harry, his lip more prominent than ever.

“Adrian has enough to worry about,” Mary said with unusual gravity. “You should have enough sense not to add to it.”

There was silence as Lord Harry scuffed his feet on the floor. “It’s money, isn’t it?” he brought out gruffly after a minute.

“Yes. I asked Adrian if we were in serious trouble and he said I was not to worry, that things would all come right. But I do worry.” She frowned. “It was wicked of Papa, Harry, to gamble the way he did. Just look at the mess he has landed us in.”

“If Adrian said it would all come right, it will,” said Harry, who combined a healthy respect for his brother’s tongue with an almost blind belief in his other abilities. A man, Harry reasoned, who had had three horses shot out from under him at Waterloo and had not got a scratch himself, a man like that could do anything. Putting the noble house of Hastings back on its financial feet would be child’s play to such a man. He looked at the window and sighed. “If only it would stop raining.”

Mary screamed.

*

The Duke of Hastings was, like his brother, gazing out at the rain and, like his brother, he had no doubts that he could find the means to put his house back in order. He had spent several months working with his man of business, and the picture he had been left with was not pleasant. Like Mary, he felt anger at his father. And at his grandfather as well, for the financial downfall of the Deincourt family had not been the work of only one generation. The Duke knew all too well the history of the doings and the follies of his ancestors, particularly of their infamous waste of money that should have come to him.

There had been nothing he could do to prevent his father from gambling. In the end, to avoid the inevitable rows that their proximity always gave rise to, the Duke had taken himself off. He had been the Earl of Hythe then, and as soon as he had come down from Oxford he had joined the army and gone out to the Peninsula. He had remained on the Continent until his father’s death: in the Peninsula, at the Congress of Vienna, at Waterloo, and then with the Army of Occupation in Paris, serving as aide to the Duke of Wellington. When his father had died in October, he had sold out and come home.

He was the Duke of Hastings, one of the premier nobles in all of Great Britain. He bore a name which had resonated throughout all of English history. Pride in his heritage, in his race and in his name and position had come to him as part of his birthright. It was his duty to ensure that that name and that position were upheld in an appropriate manner. But that manner required money, and at present money was something he sorely lacked.

It had not taken the Duke long to decide upon his course of action. If he had no money, then his wife should. He felt little, if any, repugnance at the idea of marrying for money. He was the head of his family now, and it was necessary that he act, not for his own pleasure, but for the advantage of the family. Nor did he feel he would be doing an injustice to the lady, unspecified as yet, whom he planned to make his wife. She would be the Duchess of Hastings; that in itself would content many women. And he would be a satisfactory husband. It was a question, he thought, of doing the best for one’s self that one could—without injury to others. He had little doubt as to his success. He had an implicit faith that whatever the outcome he might desire he would always absolutely bring it off.

He looked from the window back to the letter that lay on his table.

“My dear Adrian,” it read. “I am giving a small reception Wednesday next week and I should like you to attend. There is a young lady I particularly want to make you acquainted with.” The letter was signed by his aunt, Georgina, Lady Bridgewater.

In January the Duke had had a very frank conversation with Lady Bridgewater, his father’s sister. “No doubt it will be somewhat difficult to find a combination of all the qualities that I require,” he said to his aunt with a charming smile. “But I am sure I can rely on you, my dear Aunt, to do your best.” As he had remained in Sussex and she had gone back to London, this letter was the first he had heard from her since. He took out paper to pen a note of acceptance.

*

Lady Bridgewater had been on the lookout for an heiress for her nephew for months when Teresa Bodmin had swum into her ken. It was not as if there were no English heiresses on the scene. There were at least three of them on the market this particular Season, but Lady Bridgewater feared that none of them would do for Adrian. There was Lady Elizabeth Osgood, but she had buck teeth and a poor complexion. There was Miss Dunleven, who was fat. And there was Miss Morrison, whose vapidity amounted to almost an affliction. Lady Bridgewater knew her nephew. He was fastidious and particular, and his standard was high. Neither Lady Elizabeth nor Miss Dunleven nor Miss Morrison would do.

She was beginning to think that Teresa Bodmin would. Her birth was deplorable, of course, but the girl herself was ladylike and seemed well educated. She was extremely lovely, which was an important consideration when one was dealing with Adrian. Her father had certainly given Lady Bridgewater to understand that money would be no difficulty. And Adrian had to have money. All in all, Lady Bridgewater was inclined to think that Miss Bodmin would suit very well.

She had waited for one month before arranging a meeting between her nephew and the American girl. She had wanted to be quite sure that she had not overrated Miss Bodmin’s suitability. In keeping with her purpose, Lady Bridgewater had constituted herself Tracy’s unofficial chaperone and mentor, had taken her everywhere and introduced her to everyone and had watched her carefully. If this girl was called upon to fill one of the highest positions in Great Britain, Lady Bridgewater wanted to be certain she would fill it adequately.

She had been pleased by what she had seen. There was scarcely a flaw to be found in Tracy’s deportment. The girl moved and spoke and gestured with all the unconscious grace one usually saw only in women of great beauty. Tracy was not a great beauty; her eyes were too widely set, her nose too short, her mouth too full, to qualify her for that category. But when one looked at Tracy, one did not notice these defects; one saw the vitality, the carefree brilliance, the vivid charm. It was generally accepted in London that she was the prettiest girl anyone had seen for quite some time.

It was a pity that she was an American, but Lady Bridgewater had decided to overlook that flaw. There was something faintly exotic in her being an American, the Duke’s aunt decided. And an American was preferable to the daughter of some vulgar cit. Tracy was not vulgar. Nor was her father, though he was certainly different.

It never occurred to Lady Bridgewater to wonder if Tracy might not take kindly to the position she was being considered for so carefully. Adrian St. John Geoffrey George Deincourt was the eleventh earl and sixth duke of his line. He was twenty-six years of age, heartbreakingly handsome and utterly charming. Lady Bridgewater knew all too well the fatal attraction her nephew appeared to exercise upon her own sex. She had observed his behavior with her usual acuteness the winter before last in Paris. It had appeared to her then that Adrian had only one way of dealing with an attractive woman: he made love to her. There were quite a large number of attractive women in Paris, and while Lady Bridgewater did not hold her nephew accountable for making love to all of them, he certainly had done his best not to leave many out.

It was perfectly clear to Lady Bridgewater that any young lady who was offered the chance of becoming the bride of her nephew—her nephew who was as beautiful as a god; who had the bluest blood in England running through his veins; who was the Duke of Hastings, the foremost young man in England, indeed in the world—any young lady offered such a chance would thank heaven on her knees and jump at it.


Chapter 3

“This is the prettiest lowborn lass that ever

Ran on the greensward.”

—Shakespeare

Tracy Bodmin stifled a yawn and replied politely to the observation of Lady Margaret Southington, who was seated next to her on the sofa. The ladies were all in the drawing room of Lady Margaret’s house in Grosvenor Square. The gentlemen were still sitting over their port in the dining room. For the last half hour Tracy had been wishing devoutly that she were in the dining room and not the drawing room. She did not at all admire the English custom of separating the men and women after dinner. She found English women very hard to talk to.

“Do you like London, Miss Bodmin?” asked her hostess, clearly trying to find the proper way to speak to an American.

Tracy smiled. “Everyone has been most kind to Papa and me.”

“It must be so interesting for you, meeting so many new people and seeing so many new things,” Lady Margaret smiled with conscious grace.

Tracy looked at that superior smile and felt a flash of temper. The smugness of the English, she thought. She had never in her life been patronized until she had come to England.

“It is enjoyable, certainly, to see new people and new things,” she returned pleasantly. “But I guess one always likes most what one knows best. I shall be glad to see home again.”

Lady Margaret raised a skeptical eyebrow. “You come from Boston, I believe?”

“From Salem,” said Tracy definitely.

“I am afraid I am woefully ignorant of American geography,” said Lady Margaret graciously.

“Really? I’m so sorry,” said Tracy. Lady Margaret stared. It was presumably the first time she had been condoled with on her ignorance. The door opened and Tracy felt a surge of relief as the gentlemen came in.

There was an empty chair next to the sofa and three young men headed directly for it. Lord James Belton was the victor and, sitting down, he proceeded to do all he could to make himself agreeable to Tracy. Tracy smiled at him, delighted to be talking to someone who wasn’t Lady Margaret. All the young men she had met in London had been very pleasant, but then that was nothing unusual. Tracy was used to young men who made themselves pleasant. The fact that many of these young men were styled “Lord” something or other meant very little to her. The ranks and standings of the English aristocracy were vague to her, and peculiar as well.

Tracy was a true daughter of the American Revolution, a republican to her fingertips. She was proud of her family, proud that her father had worked his way from ship’s boy to where he stood today. If truth were known, her mind was as prejudiced as those of the people with whom she was now consorting, only in the opposite direction. To Tracy there was a special virtue in being lowborn; to her mind only the self-made bore the mark of true ability. For those who lived on the wealth of their ancestors she felt something that might with some accuracy be called contempt.

However, there was not a trace of contempt in the flashing smile she turned upon Lord Belton. That young man, clearly bedazzled, pulled his chair a little closer to the sofa. “I say, you are looking awfully pretty tonight, Miss Bodmin,” he said. Tracy laughed and made an appropriate reply.

*

Later that night, as she was preparing for bed, Tracy went over again in her mind the strangeness of her present position. She had no idea why her father had taken it into his head to come to England, nor, now that they were here, was she sure why they lingered. William Bodmin was clearly enjoying himself and clearly delighted by their reception in English society. He was, however, the kind of man who always had a purpose. It was not like him to spend his time simply in the pursuit of pleasure, yet that appeared to be what he was doing.

It was not that Tracy begrudged her father his pleasure. It was the oddity of his behavior that concerned her. And she was worried about his health as well. He had a chronic cough that she did not like, and he appeared to lose his breath far too easily. She had had no success in getting him to see a doctor. “I’m just fine, Trace,” he would say heartily. “Just not as young as I used to be, that’s all.” Which was nonsense, to Tracy’s mind. One did not, at age fifty-eight, suddenly develop a cough. But he seemed to get annoyed when she pushed him, and so she had let the matter drop. But she worried.
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