

Chapter 1

Lady Victoria Oldbrooke had been perfectly brought up according to her station in life, as the only child of Lord Alfred Oldbrooke, Earl of Cheltenham. He had been madly in love with her mother, Philippa, who was the most beautiful girl of the season when she was first presented at court and to society. Somewhat wild in his youth, as an only son due to inherit a great estate and a large fortune along with his distinguished title, Alfred had let the years slip by, and then settled comfortably into his bachelorhood with no desire to marry. He was well beyond pursuing young girls in their first season when he first met Philippa, who was from an equally aristocratic family and bloodline. He knew her parents, and he was usually immune to the charms of very young girls, who often turned out to be too similar to their mothers as they grew older. 

Philippa didn’t flirt with Alfred. She spoke to him as an equal, almost as a friend. He had loved everything about her, her kind heart and her strong opinions, her open view of the world, her curiosity and her fascination with worlds far beyond her own. She had a sharp mind, and she made him laugh all the time. She was demure, but behind the girlish façade, the occasional shyness of her first season, and her lack of worldly experience, she was very much a woman. He was never bored with her, unlike the other women and sometimes courtesans he had spent time with. He was in love for the first time in his life, deeply in love. At fifty-six, he was older than her father, and the age difference between them concerned him, but it never mattered to her. She knew her own mind, and together they had convinced her father that Alfred was the right husband for her. He had courted her for a year, and his feelings for her never wavered. She was nineteen when they married, and he was fifty-seven. 

He was fifty-eight and Philippa twenty when she gave birth to their first child. He had discovered a whole new world with Philippa, one of tender feelings and unbridled love. She was fearless about the birth, as she was about all things. She was healthy and young, and they were both hoping for an heir. Philippa said she wanted many children, and they were off to an easy start. She had no problems during the pregnancy, and the baby came a few days before the expected date. Victoria was delivered by the same doctor who had delivered Philippa twenty years before, one of the most respected doctors in London. 

Alfred waited in his study in an agony of worry, with a bottle of brandy to fortify him, while Philippa was in labor upstairs in their bedroom, attended by the doctor, two nurses, and her lady’s maid. He had no idea how long it would take. He expected to be there for many hours, and had finished his second brandy and was contemplating a third when the doctor arrived at the door, looking pale and surprised. It had all happened so quickly, he explained to Alfred. There had been no way to stop the bleeding. The doctor had done everything he could. He had saved the baby, a daughter, but Philippa, Alfred’s beloved Philippa, had died. Alfred had spent the night sitting by her side. She looked peaceful and more beautiful than ever, as he stroked her face and her golden hair, and kissed her hand, unable to believe what had happened. It wasn’t possible. She was only twenty years old and had been so full of life only hours before. Her parents came to see her in the morning before the undertakers took her away. She had been a much-cherished only child of older parents, who were devastated and died not long after her. They glimpsed the baby before they left, but were too distraught to pay close attention to her. Philippa’s mother had a weak heart, and her father had lost his only daughter and was afraid he’d lose his wife as well. They blamed the baby for Philippa’s death. 

Alfred saw his daughter for the first time after the undertakers had taken Philippa, and he was shocked at how much the tiny infant looked like her mother. She was the image of Philippa, her final gift to him. Philippa had hired a wet nurse to care for the baby and feed her, a robust young girl from the country who had nursed the infants of several of Philippa’s friends. She brought the baby to meet her father for the first time, and showed him how to hold her. He had never held an infant in his life, and the scene was entirely different from what he had imagined. He had dreamed of holding his son in his arms, with Philippa smiling as she watched them. Instead he had a daughter and had lost the love of his life. He named her Victoria Philippa for the queen and his own late wife. Queen Victoria was a distant relative of Alfred’s. It was 1889. 

Alfred was inconsolable for months, but visited the nursery faithfully every day, and it warmed his heart to see Victoria. Her grandparents couldn’t bear to see her. Philippa’s mother’s health failed immediately, and she never recovered and died six months later. And her father died of a broken heart within the year. Before she was a year old, Victoria’s only living relative was her father. Her paternal grandparents had died when Alfred was at university, where he had inherited his title, property, and fortune at an early age.

Victoria looked like her mother, with the same golden curls and big blue eyes. She was a beautiful baby, smiled easily, and gurgled with laughter when Alfred held her and talked to her. She took her first steps toward him on her first birthday and began to speak early. She had a lot to say and adored her father. He cried the first time she said “Papa” at nine months. He had the same joy being with the baby as he had had when he was with her mother. Victoria brought him back to life with her happy disposition. He would walk in the garden with her, and he often took her to their country estate in Hampshire, where he got her a pony when she was three. He taught her to ride and when she got a little older, they went riding together all over their estate. Victoria was his only heir, and his only living relative, as he was hers.

Victoria was curious about everything, just as her mother had been. She was similar to her mother in many ways, but also different in others. She had a thirst for learning at a very young age. She read voraciously, and loved the books her father gave her from his library. She was fascinated by how things worked, and remembered everything he taught her. The baby nurse had been replaced by a succession of nannies, and eventually the finest governesses. 

The governesses taught Victoria all the things she was expected to know: drawing, watercolors, embroidery. She had a dancing master as well as a proficient music master who taught her to play the pianoforte. And she had a series of excellent tutors who taught her math, history, and geography. She was particularly gifted in science, which Alfred knew she would never need but which she enjoyed, so he indulged her. She loved going to museums, and she had a gift for languages and spoke Italian, French, and German, taught to her by her governesses. She dreamed of going to Oxford as her father had, which was not an option. Although women had been allowed to enroll since 1879, they were not allowed to earn degrees for their studies. And without a degree it seemed pointless to Victoria’s father. He said one day it might be possible for her daughters or granddaughters to graduate from Oxford, but it was not even remotely possible now. Philippa had left Alfred with an immeasurable gift, a piece of herself. Victoria was the best of both her parents. She had the kindness and the quick mind of both. Victoria was an avid student who loved to learn, and eventually was more learned than her governesses. 

She grew into a beautiful young woman, and her father kept her in the country for as long as he could, while he went to the city alone for a few days every few weeks. He dreaded introducing her to society, and the proposals that would flood in the moment the men of their world saw her. They would want to marry her at once. Her fortune and her beauty were an appealing combination to most suitors. But she enjoyed being with her father, their peaceful life in the country, and occasional visits to London, which she found exciting. When she turned eighteen, he couldn’t hide her any longer, and they moved to their home in the city before her presentation at court and to society. She didn’t have the romantic notions of most young girls her age. She had no interest in marriage, and said she didn’t want children, since giving birth to her had killed her mother.

As soon as she was presented to society, at eighteen, Alfred had as many offers for her hand as he had feared he would, and he felt guilty about how relieved he was when she turned them all down. He was seventy-six by then, and the thought of finishing out his life without her was a painful one. He was grateful for her lack of interest in marriage and did nothing to discourage it.

He took her on a grand tour of Europe after her first season, privately celebrating the fact that she had rejected all her suitors. There had been some handsome and titled young men among them. A marquess, several counts, an earl, and the eldest son of a duke. She could have been a duchess, but preferred not to be. She was happy at her father’s side, and took good care of him. He grew frail in the years after her presentation. He had weak lungs and caught bronchitis every winter, and she would nurse him back to health. She was a strict and loving nurse, and was devoted to him.

When he was well, they stayed up late playing cards, and dice, laughing and talking while he explained something she had inquired about, or told her about the tamer adventures of his youth. There was never a woman in his life after Philippa, except Victoria. 

He had taken her to the coronation of King Edward VII when she was twelve years old, in 1902. Edward was the eldest son of Queen Victoria. He was still king six years later when Alfred’s Victoria was presented at court, her official entrance into society. And three years later, when she was twenty-one, she attended her second coronation, that of King George V, Queen Victoria’s grandson, after his father King Edward had died of pneumonia. King George was much younger than his father had been when he became the sovereign. He was only forty-five years old. 

Alfred was in better health then than he had been in several years. He was seventy-nine years old, and took Victoria on many trips to Italy and Germany, and whenever possible to Paris, Victoria’s favorite place to shop and buy her clothes. She also came home with beautiful silk and satin fabrics from their trips to France, and had a dressmaker make beautiful creations with them. She had several magnificent evening gowns made for her by the famous designer Paul Poiret in Paris. Victoria was always elegantly dressed, and had exquisite taste. She was one of the first women to wear Poiret’s romantic designs in London, and Jeanne Paquin’s. Her father was proud of her when she went out for an evening with him. He took her to New York for the first time when she was twenty-one. Her closest friend Delphine Montague had married and moved there after she and Victoria were presented the same year. Delphine had three children under the age of four now, and Victoria was thrilled to see her.

She had a few friends in London, but most of the time preferred to go out with her father. They always had a good time, and he made her laugh. He often took her on short trips, like to Vienna to see the opera, or to attend a ball given by the Archduke Franz Ferdinand of Austria. She loved dancing the waltz with her father and was a proficient dancer, thanks to her dancing master before her presentation to society. 

The following year, early in 1912, her father fell ill again, and Victoria nursed him back to health. His frequent bronchitis turned to pneumonia and it took him months to recover. He turned eighty-one that year and he felt guilty when he looked at Victoria, and realized how unfair it was of him to keep her bound to him, nursing him. He had taken away her chances for a happy marriage, but she had no desire for a life other than the one she led with him. She had more freedom and independence than her friends who had married and were tied down with husbands and children, which seemed like a life of slavery to her. Her father was kind to her, and she loved running their homes in London and Hampshire. 

She could do all the reading and studying she wanted, and attended all the grandest social events and balls with her father. The men she hadn’t married still looked at her longingly when they saw her. She had her mother’s beauty, and a style all her own. Her independence, fascination with politics and world events, and intellectual pursuits daunted most men. She hadn’t had a proposal in the last two years, and would have turned it down anyway.

She ran Alfred’s homes beautifully, and had been doing so for the last five years since she turned eighteen. She liked to be busy and useful, and she never tired of being with her father and helping him. Alfred loved her company, but was well aware that he had robbed her of the opportunity to marry. After being so ill for several months, he was worried about what would happen to her when he was no longer there and she would be alone. He had never thought of it before, but now realized how selfish he had been, when it was too late to do anything about it. He didn’t want her to marry a man as old as he had been when he married her mother. She deserved a young man who was as alive and interested in the world as she was. But he couldn’t think of a single man whom he thought deserved her. She was a very special young woman. After years of living with him, she thought more like a man than a woman, and he felt guilty about that too. He had talked to her about subjects that no woman should be aware of, like business and politics. She should have been tending to her children and running her own home, with a husband to take care of her, instead of caring for her father and running his. But he provided her protection and a wonderful life she loved.

It was a subject that came up often between them now, ever since he’d been sick. He wished he could find a suitable husband for her, but there was no one she was interested in, and there was no one Alfred thought was good enough for her. She had a brilliant mind, and was a beautiful woman. Even in the modern world of 1912, it was a combination that terrified most men, and was the main reason why Victoria was still single. Her ability to discuss serious male topics had been frightening the men she met since she was eighteen. She wasn’t willing to pretend to be stupid, as some of her friends did. It was what most men expected, even in the twentieth century. She was as intelligent, well-read, and well-informed as any man who had attended Oxford or Cambridge, she just didn’t have the degree, or the life experience they did. She led a sheltered life in her father’s homes.

Her father had encouraged her intellectual pursuits, and in doing so he had made her unsuitable as a wife. He was well aware of it now.

“You’ll just have to live forever, Papa,” she said smugly, when he brought the subject up again at dinner one night. Ever since he’d been sick, he had been acutely aware of the challenges she would have to face one day. She was giving up her youth for him, and it didn’t seem right. “I think we should go to New York again,” she said blithely. “There’s a beautiful new ship that’s been launched by the White Star Line. You’ll feel fine by then, and the sea air will do you good.” She sounded cheerful and enthusiastic, and he smiled. She was always wanting to do something for him, to keep him engaged and interested and part of life. His mind was sharp and clear, only his body was failing him.

“I’m too old to travel anymore,” he said. “I can’t run around with you the way I used to.” 

“That’s ridiculous. That’s the pneumonia talking. You’ll be fine again in a few weeks.” She loved to travel, especially with him. They went to interesting places, and he knew people everywhere. And she loved New York, and visiting her friend. Delphine was married to a perfectly nice man, who seemed boring to Victoria, although Delphine said she was happy. She had written recently to say she was pregnant again with their fourth child. They had had three girls, and they were hoping for a boy. Delphine said that if her husband got a son, he might not insist on having more children. Victoria had a dread of having babies, since her mother had died having her. Being a spinster and living with her father seemed far less ominous to her. It was yet another reason why she didn’t want to marry. 

“Why don’t I check and see what kind of staterooms they have left on the new ship? Everything might be booked by now. It’s sailing in April for the maiden voyage,” Victoria said to her father.

It had been a year since their last trip to New York, and Victoria was eager to see Delphine again. She had almost no friends her own age. Literally all the girls she had been presented with had long since married and had babies. Victoria was the most beautiful and had remained on the shelf. No one could understand why. It made no sense. But her father knew why, and so did she. Alfred knew that he had made her life far too pleasant at home. He fed her mind, and she was a dutiful, loving daughter who would never abandon him. Victoria knew that in addition to her love for Alfred, she had no desire to be controlled by a man, relegated to a circle of docile, submissive women, and risk her life having a baby every year. She couldn’t think of anything worse, or more terrifying. With her father, she could speak her mind and be who she was. She didn’t have to pretend to be mindless and frail, and think of nothing but her hair and gowns and children. There were other intelligent women in their social circle, but most of them hid their opinions and their knowledge behind a veil of demure behavior that Victoria found oppressive. She wasn’t brash or rude, but she wasn’t afraid to show her intelligence and opinions, which most men did not appreciate, though she expressed them respectfully and politely. Only her father appreciated them. They both loved their conversations. 

“Your mother was very much like you,” Alfred said one night, when he was thinking about Philippa. He still missed her, and had never met another woman like her, with her spirit and bright, happy ways, except their daughter, who kept her mother’s memory alive every time he looked at her, or laughed at something cynical she said. “She was an independent person, just as you are.” Although Philippa had been only twenty when she died, and Victoria was three years older now than her mother was then. “I used to feel bad for her at times that I was so much older, but I realize now that she wouldn’t have been happy with a younger man, someone her own age. I think she would have been bored. She wasn’t quite as studious as you are, but she read a great deal. I used to pick books from my library for her to read, and she loved it, just as you did when you were younger. Now you read more serious things than I do.” Alfred smiled proudly at Victoria. “I’ve never enjoyed science the way you do, nor had your memory for every battle in every war in history, right back to Roman times.” Victoria also loved Greek mythology, an interest he shared with her. She had learned a great deal from her father, and soaked up knowledge like a hungry flower thirsts for rain.

Without saying more to her father about it, Victoria wrote to the White Star Line and asked for a brochure of the new ship they were launching in April. A packet arrived two weeks later, and the ship looked splendid in the photographs. It was an elegant vessel, beautifully decorated with a stately dining room and luxuriously appointed staterooms in first class. When her father was in a good mood one night after dinner, she showed him the brochure and the photographs, and he had to admit the RMS Titanic looked magnificent.

“Am I to deduce that you want me to take you to New York?” he teased her. “Because the sea air is good for me, is that it? And I suppose it has nothing to do with seeing your friend Delphine there, going to the parties she invites you to, and shopping with her.”

“Actually, not really, Papa. She’s expecting a baby very soon, and staying home most of the time, but she’s very bored and said she hoped we’d come over soon, before the baby is born, because she’ll be even more stuck at home after the baby arrives. At least she goes for a walk every day now, and we can go out for lunch, although Frederick treats her like an invalid and wants her to stay home in the country, which she calls prison.” Victoria felt sorry for her.

“That doesn’t sound like much fun.” Alfred smiled at his daughter. He had made a world traveler of her, and enjoyed traveling himself. He had gone to Asia once as a young man, and had found it fascinating. India, China—he had had his share of adventures before he married Philippa. Victoria had his wanderlust and loved traveling in Europe, and by ship to far-off places. She wanted to go to really exotic places one day, but her father was no longer well enough to travel in rugged circumstances. She would have liked to go to Asia and Africa, but she couldn’t do that now with him. New York on a brand-new ship was enough of an adventure for them. He was happy to indulge her and take her to New York to see her friend. And they were both excited by the new, highly modern ship.

She had written to Delphine to tell her she was coming, and Delphine could hardly wait to see her before Frederick took her to their estate in Newport, Rhode Island, and locked her up until the baby came. She’d be there for several months thereafter until she was fit again, while he stayed in the city, and spent late drunken nights gambling and carousing with his friends. Delphine hated that part of her pregnancies, when she was trapped in the country for months with her children, who were all barely more than babies. She’d had three children in four years, and now her fourth. And while she was confined to the country for months, her husband led the life of a free man. It was things like that that had persuaded Victoria she never wanted to marry. Men had so much more fun and freedom, and a better time generally than women, who were housebound so much of the time and prisoners of their own bodies that betrayed them with confinements, pregnancies, childbirth, and all the unpleasant things that happened after. A baby seemed like very small consolation for all the other disagreeable penalties of womanhood. As long as Victoria didn’t marry, she didn’t have to deal with any of it, and she pitied her friends who did. Poor Delphine, who had been so slight, with a tiny waist, was corseted to the teeth now, with the weight she never quite lost after each pregnancy. Victoria hoped she hadn’t gained more in the past year. She had become quite round after the last child. But she still had a lovely face, and she had red hair and green eyes, as did all three of her little daughters.

Alfred had booked very grand staterooms for them on the Titanic, side by side, and there were rooms in steerage for Bridget, Victoria’s maid, and Robert, Alfred’s valet, whom they were taking with them. The White Star Line sent them a list of passengers, and Alfred was very pleased to see that he knew a number of them, Jacob Astor and his wife among them. There were a few he wanted to avoid, and some he would enjoy chatting with, and one he hadn’t seen for far too long and was eager to smoke a good cigar with while they caught up. Bertram Banning lived in the North, and Alfred hadn’t seen him in several years. Because he didn’t go to their club as frequently as in previous years, Alfred didn’t run into people as he used to. He had always enjoyed going to his club, and Victoria encouraged him to go when he felt better. But he was delighted at the prospect of meeting friends on the ship, and even new people, and he loved the idea that Victoria could enjoy the company of some young people her own age, although most well-born women of her age were already married by then. He hoped she might meet some young couples who would introduce her to men the right age for her. He wanted her to meet suitable men now. He didn’t know how many more years he had and he didn’t want to leave her alone in the world, since they had no living relatives except each other.

Alfred and Victoria boarded the ship on April tenth in Southampton, having taken the boat train from Waterloo Station in London. They were in a first-class carriage and their maid and valet were in a separate car for third-class passengers. The train ride took two hours. Their trunks had been sent ahead, taken by their servants, and delivered to their cabins, where several stewards and maids had unpacked them so everything was ready for them when they arrived on board.

Alfred was invigorated by the sight of the ship, and excited to be there, and Victoria made sure that he was wearing a warm scarf and his warmest coat, and stood out of the wind when they were leaning on the rail, observing the activity on the dock. The dock had been specially built the year before to accommodate the Titanic’s deep keel. They watched the gangplanks being removed and stowed, and it was breathtaking as they left the dock. The ship’s architect and the head of the White Star Line were on board for the maiden voyage. 

Alfred and Victoria had both found letters from the captain in their staterooms inviting them to dinner on the first night. There was a list of the ship’s varied entertainments, at what time tea was served in first class in the afternoon, at what time the dining room opened, and where the different bands played at night, with space for the first-class passengers to dance.

Second class was several decks below them, and boarded further down the dock from the first-class passengers. And steerage had cabins shared by a number of people, many of them servants of the people traveling in first class. There were roughly two thousand, two hundred passengers and crew on board, approximately three hundred and twenty-five in first class, two hundred and eighty-five in second class, and seven hundred and ten in third class, with a crew of nine hundred. The crew was impeccably trained, and the ship was a marvel of modern machinery, exquisite taste, and magnificent décor. Victoria and Alfred had traveled to New York on the RMS Cedric the year before, the largest passenger ship afloat at the time, and the Titanic was infinitely more beautiful.

Victoria and Alfred stood at the rail until they were well out of the harbor and headed toward the sea. Alfred had begun to feel the chill air by then, and went to his stateroom to warm up. It was palatial in size, and Victoria’s was almost as large. She stayed on the deck longer and watched young couples stroll by. She wore a fur coat and a beautiful new hat, and several men glanced admiringly at her as they walked past with their wives’ hands tucked into their arms. At last she went to check on her father, and found him dozing in a chair in his stateroom, and she went to take off her hat and coat, and change out of her traveling dress of heavy black wool with a high neck and a skirt to her ankles. She looked very fashionable and striking in a full-length sable coat.

She changed into a navy velvet tea gown that showed off her tiny waist and slim figure, and found her father awake when she checked on him again. He insisted on going to tea with her. He was excited about seeing his friends on board, and caught a glimpse of one he had hoped to see, as the stewards poured their tea and served beautifully made watercress and cucumber tea sandwiches, egg salad sandwiches, and slices of lemon cake. It was just what they needed to renew their energy. Alfred noticed that Victoria was wearing sapphire earrings and a necklace, a set that had been her mother’s and that he had given her on their honeymoon. It had been a favorite of Philippa’s. The sapphires were the same color as her eyes and Victoria’s, and suited Victoria with the fashionable blue velvet dress.

As they finished their tea, Victoria noticed that the man her father had signaled to from across the room had finished his tea as well, and stood up from the table where he had been seated alone. He had acknowledged Alfred’s wave, but hadn’t walked over, and seemed reticent to approach as they got up to leave and Alfred beckoned him over. He was a great bear of a man, very tall with a powerful build. He had kind eyes and a gentle expression, and he was formal and polite as he greeted them both, shook Alfred’s hand, and bowed his head to Victoria as he greeted her, calling her by her title of Lady Victoria. He was struck by how beautiful she was, and how unassuming she appeared as she greeted him. Alfred introduced him as Bertram Banning. Although he was impeccably dressed, well-spoken, and extremely polite, Victoria could sense that he wasn’t of their same social set, and he was deeply respectful of both of them. He looked like a nice man, and he joined them in the grand saloon and sat with them for a few minutes. They agreed that the ship was a wonder.

“I can’t wait to walk from one end to the other and discover everything. I want to go swimming tomorrow,” she said, and both men smiled. For an instant she looked like an excited child, whereas a moment before she had seemed to be a very elegant, poised adult. 

“I haven’t seen you in dog’s years,” Alfred said to his friend, whom Victoria had never met before. She was sure he had never come to the house. She knew everyone who did. She stood up to leave them, so that they could enjoy each other’s company and repair to the smoking lounge, where men could smoke cigars and drink port or gin or brandy or whatever they chose, and tell stories suitable only for men’s ears, out of earshot of their wives. The smoking lounge looked like a men’s club and served the same purpose, with wood-paneled walls and an exclusive male atmosphere, with cigar smoke and male laughter heavy in the air.

Victoria left them and took a quick turn around the deck, but it got chilly quickly. They were in the open ocean by then, and she returned to her cabin to read for a while until Bridget, her maid, came to help her dress for dinner. She was the youngest maid at the house, an Irish girl who had begged to go on the trip. She had relatives in New York who worked in one of the grand houses. Her sister had gone from Dublin to New York, and was a maid, while Bridget worked for the Oldbrookes in London. She helped Victoria put on a black satin evening gown, and diamonds she had brought to wear with it, which had also been her mother’s. Alfred seemed tired on the way to dinner, in white tie and tails. There was one informal evening listed when gentlemen could wear black tie, instead of white tie and tails, but she knew her father would think that too informal. There was one gala night, when everyone would be dressed to the nines and would dance until all hours.

“Who was your friend today, Papa?” Victoria asked him as they strolled toward the dining room, down wood-paneled hallways, as exquisitely gowned and bejeweled women exited their cabins with their equally elegant husbands. The children were in separate cabins down another hallway being tended to by their nannies, and being put to bed at that hour. The ocean was calm, and the giant ship cut smoothly through the water. Victoria had brought her sable coat in case she wanted to go for a walk on deck after dinner.

“He’s a good man,” her father answered her. “Bert Banning. He’s the most important mill owner in Manchester. He came up from nothing, relatively speaking. His grandfather bought some mills years ago, and his father made them profitable on a modest scale. Bert turned them into a gold mine. He owns more mills than anyone up north. I think he produces very fine silks, wool, and cotton. He ships all over the world. He went to Cambridge, and he’s a member of my club, but they all treat him like a pariah because he’s in industry. No one will speak to him. He has one of the largest estates in the North. I hear it’s a beautiful place. They’re such damn snobs at my club. I make a point of sitting with him at dinner when I’m there, no one else will. They don’t speak to him. He says he doesn’t care. He’s pleasant and polite to everyone. I can’t say the same for some of my friends. It’s damn embarrassing the way they treat him. It’s incredible how rude some well-bred men can be at times. They call themselves gentlemen and behave like pigs. He never reacts to it. He’s unfailingly polite to everyone. He’s more of a gentleman than they are. He’s a good man, wonderful to talk to, and very smart in business. I don’t like his politics, but it gives us something to talk about. He’s in favor of the Labour Party of course. He’s twenty years younger than I am, but I enjoy his company.”

“Then why have you never had him to dinner at the house?” she asked him. 

“He wouldn’t come. He likes to say he knows his place, and he respects the upper classes but doesn’t consider himself one of them. He has better manners than they do. I’m ashamed of my own kind sometimes. He told me once that a
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