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        Cheeky - endearingly rude or disrespectful

        Chemist's - drugstore/pharmacy

        Daft - a bit stupid or silly

        Dolt - a fool

        Fancy - a verb expressing desire ("do you fancy some dinner?")

        Fortnight - two weeks

        Fringe (hair) – bangs

        Garden - yard

        Holiday - vacation

        Lift - elevator

        Loo - the toilet

        Lorry - truck

        Match - game

        Post - mail

        Queue/queue up - a line/to stand in line

        Rubbish - garbage

        Solicitor – lawyer

        Sweets - candy

        Tickled/tickled pink - very happy
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      From across the room, Rosemary Lillywhite appeared to be having the time of her life: cheeks flushed pink, cornflower eyes bright with excitement, a smile painted scarlet across her face. Lovely, in a word, thought her admirer—lovely, indeed.

      He snaked his way through the densely packed throng of partygoers to hover near his quarry and wait, patiently, in hopes her attention might turn in his direction.

      It didn’t take long before her gaze caught his, and the look in her eye at once both dropped his stomach to the floor and sent his heart soaring.

      “Max!” the vision in silk slipped her arm through his own and reached up—not far, given the height of her heels—and kissed him on the cheek. “I thought perhaps you’d been kidnapped by one of Vera’s actress friends. You all but disappeared into a cloud of taffeta!”

      Rosemary’s mouth turned down into a pout she knew to be induced by heightened emotions and an excess of gin, but which she was, however, powerless to suppress. Moreover, she couldn’t presume to impose any sort of limitation on Max, considering she planned to leave him in two days’ time. If he wanted taffeta, she’d no right to object.

      Of course, deep down, Rosemary knew Chief Inspector Maximilian Whittington had eyes only for her—a feeling that was, despite her impending departure, entirely reciprocated.

      “None of those ladies hold a candle to you,” Max replied smoothly, though Rosemary noticed a flicker of emotion cross his face. She turned a blind eye, determined not to let it interfere with the gallant mood, but allowed herself the pleasure of his reassurance for a few moments until they were pounced on by two more of her traveling companions.

      “Rosie, darling,” Vera Woolridge, Rosemary’s best friend and newly named sister-in-law, drawled, “would you please inform your peasant of a brother that under no circumstances will either you or I deign to participate in simulated horse riding! I’ve seen photographs, and it looks positively lewd!”

      Once upon a time, Rosemary might have refrained from tossing back a tart remark, but she’d discovered that becoming embroiled in murder investigation after murder investigation significantly lowered one’s inhibitions. Furthermore, it gave her no end of pleasure to speak the words she knew would light Vera up hotter than a gas lamp.

      “That sounds exactly like something my mother would say,” Rosemary replied, sending her brother, Frederick, into near-hysterical laughter that launched a fine spray of gin into the air. To compare one’s wife to one’s mother was a gaffe he had unwisely made on more than one occasion.

      Below a raven-sweep of hair cut sharply across her forehead, her eyes narrowed, but Vera maintained her composure. “You’re quite lucky you missed me, husband dear,” she retorted as Frederick sputtered, “or you would have been forced to buy me a replacement dress—and shoes, as well!”

      Frederick stopped laughing quite so hard and grimaced, “I’m certain I’ll have bought you half the dresses in America before we return from this holiday. In fact, we may need to travel home on a much larger ship!”

      “Oh, Freddie, you foolish man,” Vera purred. “Today’s ocean liners have been fitted with the most spacious cargo holds; I could bring a Rolls Royce back from the States and still have room for at least fifteen trunks! That ought to be enough to lift the doldrums, don’t you think?”

      It was true, Vera could use a pick-me-up. Once touted as the next big hit, her latest play had run for two nights before being shut down over a copyright dispute between the two cowriters. She’d been intent on stardom, and the whole incident had come as quite a blow. With her hopes dashed, Vera had set her sights on convincing Rosemary to come along to the States. Besides considering Rosemary’s relationship with Max, it hadn’t been a hard sell.

      Taking pity on Vera, Rosemary weighed in against her brother and added, “I’m positive the onboard shops sell a variety of luggage, just in case one happens to arrive at the port with more to carry than when one departed.”

      The comment earned her a glare that didn’t hold much ire given its accompanying smirk. “If the advert posters are correct, I’m certain this trip will cost nearly as much as Father hoped to spend on the American expansion project,” Frederick said jovially and downed the rest of his G&T in one swallow. He had ingeniously managed to turn a leisure trip into a fact-finding mission backed by their father in hopes of taking Woolridge & Sons across the pond. The way his life and luck had been going lately, he’d succeed with flying colors. “It’s all glitz and glamour—at least for the ladies. Us gents only need one trunk apiece, isn’t that right, Des?”

      “Speak for yourself,” the fifth member of the traveling party replied, mock-seriously. “I’m simply dying over the summer lines, you know.” Desmond Cooper’s joke elicited the desired titter of laughter, which in turn lit his own handsome face with a smile.

      The man had an easy way that drew women to him like a flower drew bees. In fact, Rosemary had fancied Desmond since before she’d begun to understand the concept of romance. It had started with the innocence of children; as a girl, she’d been attracted to his good looks, sense of humor, and charisma.

      But he’d been Frederick’s chum, old enough to leave her feeling immature and insignificant. When the boys went off to university, she had laid the idea of Desmond to rest. Then, she’d fallen so head-over-heels for Andrew Lillywhite that all other men ceased to exist. Every other one had paled in comparison.

      He’d shined so brightly in her eyes that when, after a few short years of marriage, Andrew died, Rosemary had thought she’d never, ever love again. For over a year, she’d wallowed and, when she’d finally emerged, found herself fielding more suitors than expected. During their last—and somewhat ill-fated—holiday, Desmond had made the move she had been waiting most of her life for him to make, and she had discovered, quite unexpectedly, that it wasn’t his lips she craved after all!

      It seemed a cruel twist of fate for Maximilian Whittington to have been the next to capture her heart; after all, he had been Andrew’s closest friend. The rumor mill, if given half a chance, would chew them up and spit them out. Throw in Rosemary’s penchant for involving herself in Max’s murder investigations, and well, it was a miracle they hadn’t yet been publicly roasted. While Rosemary couldn’t give a fig about the opinions of strangers, her family’s—and Max’s— reputations were another story.

      “Tell us more about your travel plans,” one of Frederick’s workmates urged, bringing Rosemary out of her reverie with a snap. “Which ship did you choose?”

      As her brother puffed up his chest and prepared to answer, Desmond interrupted.

      “That’s what they call a loaded question,” he replied, sending an elbow jab towards Frederick’s chest that distracted his friend long enough to allow Desmond center stage. “We’ve spent more time deciding on a vessel than we’ll spend on board! Old Freddie wanted to cruise with the Americans until he realized it’s not just the last three miles you can’t drink—it’s the whole way across! Dry ships, indeed. What fun would that be?”

      Frederick elbowed Desmond back for real, harder than he might have under normal circumstances but certainly not as hard as he ever had during their lifelong friendship, and made a correction. “In point of fact, I ultimately came down on the side of the French. Their newest liners are touted as the most luxurious: fit for a queen such as my gorgeous wife!”

      The comment softened Vera’s face into the indulgent smile she wore whenever Frederick’s eyes were on her, the subtle shift surprising Rosemary even though she ought to have been used to it. Her brother and dear friend had fought their attraction to one another for so long that sometimes she was still shocked they’d finally admitted it, much less taken marriage vows!

      “However, I was outvoted,” Frederick complained. “The ladies are, evidently, highly patriotic and insisted upon the Cunard Line. To merry old England!” He lifted his glass and toasted the room, the joviality falling flat for one man—a man whose hopes and plans were being dashed like waves against a rocky shore: a fitting, if clichéd metaphor for one who couldn’t bear the thought of his beloved sailing away without the promise she’d return feeling the same way about him as she seemed to do now.

      “If the Ile de France were finished,” Vera retorted, “we might have agreed with you, darling. She might have been worth the trouble.”

      Max’s brow furrowed, so Rosemary stepped in to explain. “The French liners are beautifully decorated, and they have the best dining, but we’ve been warned the staff is let’s simply say less accommodating than that of the British ships.”

      “Which, of course, precludes the American option,” Frederick joked. “They’ve already proved they don’t take kindly to taking orders from us Brits!”

      While Desmond laughed heartily, Vera raised an eyebrow and said dryly, “They’re sure to adore you in the States, darling, with that attitude.”

      “I predict he’ll be banished back to London within a fortnight.” Desmond got in one last jab.

      Frederick merely smiled and replied, “Not so, old boy. I predict a rousing success; in fact, this holiday could, theoretically, extend for quite some time.”

      The man in waiting—the one who couldn’t stop thinking about what he had to lose, started. He’d been under the impression this holiday would last a fortnight or a month at most—the phrase “extend for quite some time” sent an icy shiver up his spine. How long might it take for his love to find herself fancying another?

      “So, the day after tomorrow, we—myself, Vera, Rosemary, and Desmond,” Frederick continued, “will set sail from Southampton, en route to New York City aboard the RMS⁠—”

      Having finally summoned his nerves, the nervous man made a snap decision, his voice rising above the din and surprising himself along with the rest of the room. “Excuse me,” Constable Morris Clayton interrupted, tapping his cuff link against his glass until someone lowered the music’s volume. He ignored his inspector’s curiously cocked eyebrow (Max had no idea what Clayton was up to; one could never tell with that lad!) and forged on, “I don’t mean to be rude, but I’ve something of an announcement to make—or, rather, a question to ask.”

      The constable was a young chap whose eagerness to please grated on Max’s nerves daily, yet who had earned himself top marks for his ability to stay calm under pressure. Rosemary adored him for recently having helped her out of a painful jam during a murder investigation and also for his gentle treatment of Anna, her sweet young lady’s maid, and the object of his affections.

      The object of his attention, now, as well, for his eyes found hers in the crowd and did not waver.

      “Anna, I’m well and truly convinced you’re the one for me,” Clayton professed to the stunned young woman. “Before you sail off and are stolen away by some attractive American—will you marry me?” The constable pulled a small box from his coat pocket, proving his question was more than a mere whim, and dropped to one knee.

      Anna let out a squeal that made Rosemary’s eyes water and rushed forward into his arms. “Yes! Of course!”

      He swept her towards him, but before he had a chance to plant a kiss on her lips, the room went up in a chorus of hurrahs, and he seemed to lose his nerve. Anna’s lips met the distance between them enthusiastically; young Clayton’s cheeks burned ruddy, and with that, they hurried off towards the entrance hall and some much-needed privacy.

      “Who would have thought he’d have the nerve?” Frederick commented with admiration.

      “He would have been daft to let Anna slip away,” Rosemary replied, receiving a murmur of agreement from Vera and a grunt from Max, who muttered something about consequences if his constable were to ever bring any harm to his new bride.

      It was a sentiment echoed by all.
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      Much later, after the last of the guests had been tucked into cabs or wandered on home, Rosemary yawned and lowered herself onto the settee next to Max. “Are you sure you’re all right with this?” Rosemary asked for at least the dozenth time since the subject of America had been broached.

      Max sighed and shifted until his deep brown eyes met hers. “Couples do it all the time, spend time apart. It doesn’t have to signify the end of anything. Not unless you want it to.”

      He fished a pack of matches out of his pocket and lit a cigarette. The smoke curled languidly, obscuring his face for a long moment before he blew out a forceful exhale and reappeared from the cloud with a pensive expression. “But if you want me to say I’m thrilled you’ll be gone for the next several weeks or months—off again to spend your time with a man who is entirely enamored of you—it would be a blatant lie.”

      The conviction in his voice made Rosemary’s heart skip a beat. Her choice to travel had nothing to do with a lingering fixation on Desmond, nor was she purposely running from Max. At least, she didn’t think she was.

      If she were being honest, Rosemary would have to admit there had been an underlying tension between the two of them lately—mostly regarding her inability to keep out of his murder investigations or, more specifically, her lack of remorse for doing so.

      Recently, she had begun to wonder if they were right for one another yet couldn’t bear the thought of saying the words aloud. It wasn’t her feelings she doubted, but their compatibility, and it felt like the twist of a knife to her heart.

      “Why don’t you come along?” She ignored his comment about Desmond and offered, even though she knew what the answer would be. Max had only briefly contemplated the idea the first time she’d asked and had ultimately decided a summer abroad wasn’t enough to tear him away from his work, no matter how enticing.

      He had not wavered from his choice, even though accepting the invitation would foil what he considered an underhanded attempt on Desmond’s part to weasel his way even further into Rosemary’s life.

      Anything but naive, Rosemary had considered the possibility but simply decided that since Desmond’s feelings, if they still existed, were unrequited, they were also irrelevant. Complicated, yes, given their history and connections; even though she didn’t want to be with him in a romantic way, Rosemary still adored Desmond as a friend and trusted him like family.

      She’d been just as surprised as Frederick and Vera at his unexpected return, intrigued by his tales of a merry band of friends he’d met in New York City and impressed by his success in solving a murder investigation with their help.

      Max still had his doubts, truth be told, especially given that Desmond had bragged and also simultaneously failed to tell the thrilling tale in its entirety. Rosemary suspected he was waiting for his chance to do so in dramatic fashion, perhaps not until their arrival in the States, but Max wasn’t so charitable.

      Regardless, the group—sans Max—had enthusiastically agreed to make the transatlantic journey, something Rosemary and Frederick had often wondered if they’d ever have a chance to do. In fact, how her brother had managed to get it past their mother, Rosemary couldn’t imagine. Evelyn Woolridge was so convinced they would all perish at sea that she’d carefully checked the family burial vault and, Rosemary suspected, lit a candle to ward off the Kraken.

      “You know I can’t go with you, Rosemary,” Max said and stubbed the cigarette out, hard. “I have a job, a responsibility. I can’t flit off at the drop of a hat.”

      He waved a hand dismissively, and Rosemary felt her hackles rise as they always did when the conversation reached this point. “I’m not flitting off, Max.” Perhaps she was, but it was her prerogative to flit, wasn’t it? To live life while she was still young enough to enjoy it?

      “You know that’s not what I meant,” he said, his voice softening. “You’re a woman of means, Rosemary. Of leisure, and you should enjoy all that entails, including seeing the world. I would never tell you not to follow your heart—wherever it may take you.”

      That his finances might play a role in Max’s decline had occurred to Rosemary, but the offer to cover his portion of the trip had died on her lips. He might not be a man of significant means, but he was one who knew the value of hard work and, of course, a prideful man.

      “I do know that,” she replied sincerely. “And I understand your choice to decline.”

      Max tipped a finger under her chin and looked deep into her eyes. “I’m not sure you do, but what will be, will be. And what I’ll be is sorely disappointed if you don’t come back feeling the same way about me as I do about you.”

      It was impossible to stay angry with the man, which was fine with her. Rosemary leaned in, thinking she couldn’t imagine feeling any differently than she did at that moment. It was easy to ignore the niggling worry in her head that told her the toll of time and space was only measurable upon one’s return from the journey.
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      When Anna arrived the following morning to assist with the final round of packing and preparation for the journey, Rosemary had already been up for hours. Even sated with gin, she’d hardly slept, her thoughts swinging back and forth like a pendulum, each oscillation a question.

      Would Max wait for her, and was it fair to ask him to? Swish. Would time apart serve to cement their love, or would the separation ultimately destroy it? Swoosh. Would the journey be smooth and the seas calm, or was she destined to, as her mother predicted, meet her end in the middle of the Atlantic Ocean? Swish. Did the tensions between herself and Max qualify as insurmountable, or was she merely afraid of loving someone enough to potentially find herself devastated by another loss? SWOOSH.

      So focused was she that Rosemary hardly noticed Anna’s red-rimmed eyes and downturned lips, at least not for a few more moments than would have been considered polite. When she finally noted the girl’s appearance, her brow furrowed, and she immediately forgot her own worries.

      “Oh no, dear, what’s the trouble?” Rosemary asked, moving a pile of dresses to make room on the dressing table stool for Anna. She knelt down next to her maid and brushed a lock of hair out of her eyes.

      The girl’s lip quivered, and finally, she said, so low Rosemary almost couldn’t hear her, “I can’t go with you to America.”

      Puzzled, Rosemary pressed, “But why are you crying? Who said you couldn’t go? Constable Clayton?” If Anna’s young groom-to-be had already begun flexing his authoritative muscles, Rosemary had half a mind to hunt him down and toss him forcefully into the river.

      “Not him, no,” Anna said with a vehement shake of her head. “It’s my mum.”

      In all the time Anna had been in her employ, Rosemary could count on one hand the number of times she’d mentioned her family. It happened so rarely one could almost forget Anna had a mother of her own, that she didn’t belong only to Rosemary.

      “Is she afraid?” Rosemary asked, thinking of her own mother’s reaction—one of concern for her and her brother’s safety. One couldn’t blame Evelyn, really; she’d already lost one child and couldn’t bear the thought of losing another.

      Anna’s mouth flattened into a line. “Not in the way you mean. She’s afraid if I leave, Morris’s attention will wander. She says it’s a miracle he wants me in the first place and I can’t afford to leave him unattended; that I should press for a short engagement; that I don’t have unlimited options like a—” Anna stopped short, looked guiltily into Rosemary’s eyes but held her chin high, “like a rich girl. She says I’m not one, and I ought not to put on airs.”

      Rosemary bristled internally but kept her voice even. “Rich girl, poor girl, it makes no difference. People stray, and not just men, but I don’t think you’d have agreed to marry Constable Clayton if you thought he would be unfaithful or harsh, if he were the type to write you off over a few weeks or even months apart. You’ve displayed good judgment, always. I trust it, as well should you.”

      Brows drawn together, Anna’s head tilted to one side. Rosemary read the uncertainty there and continued, “My point, dear girl, is that it’s your decision. Something tells me you’ll get your chance to see America if it’s something you truly desire; if you prefer to stay in London and plan your wedding, you have my blessing. However, it will be your choice and yours alone.”

      Anna considered and, after a few moments, finally seemed to decide. “I’m not afraid of losing Morris,” she explained, “and I don’t want to rush our engagement, but I also don’t want to be away from him, not indefinitely.”

      “Then that’s your answer, dear girl! Why, then, do you still look glum?” Rosemary asked when the clouds above Anna’s head failed to retreat.

      “It’s just—how will you do without me on the ship? I’d be leaving you to your own devices; Miss Vera isn’t even traveling with a maid. It wouldn’t be right.”

      She managed not to laugh in Anna’s face, but Rosemary couldn’t help raising an eyebrow. “Darling girl, you need not worry about me. I shall find the strength to rally, and even if I find myself deep in the weeds, I’m sure the first-class stewarding staff will accommodate any request I might have. As for Miss Vera, she’s managed in her own fashion for this long. I suspect she’ll continue splendidly and only regret the absence of your company.”

      “Mum also said it was better to lose a post than a husband,” Anna finally mumbled when Rosemary’s words weren’t enough to soothe her woes entirely.

      “Well, she’s not definitively wrong on that count, depending on the quality of the husband,” Rosemary said wryly. “However, I’ve no intention of letting you go. My wardrobe, amongst other things, would be lost without you. Don’t fret; you won’t lose your post. We’ll find something for you to do while I’m away. Perhaps a more thorough cleaning out of the attic or, if you’d prefer, you can help Jack tend the garden. If you don’t mind traveling back with Max and Wadsworth, you can even tag along to see us off from Southampton tomorrow.”

      The reassurance finally broke through Anna’s distraught countenance, and she loosed a tiny smile. “All right, Miss Rose. Thank you, truly,” she said and got to work on the sorting with a bit more spring in her step.

      Watching Anna take such care with her belongings, Rosemary made a decision. She’d make sure Wadsworth and the cook, Gladys, helped Anna plan a lovely little ceremony; they could have the reception in the back garden or even the park on the other side of the fence.

      The girl deserved a special day and, indeed, a special life. Rosemary hoped Anna would be as happily married to Morris Clayton as she herself had been to Andrew. Sometimes, it felt to her as though that life had belonged to someone else. It stung, but the wound had finally scarred, and the sting lessened with each passing day.

      Rosemary could never have that life again, but she could have a different one. Maybe, even one that didn’t feel like a consolation prize.

      Yes, kin or not, Anna deserved a special day, and Rosemary was determined to ensure it happened—once she returned from America. It wasn’t one she’d miss for anything in the world.
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      Wadsworth, Rosemary’s butler (who wasn’t any more thrilled by his mistress’s travel plans than was her mother but kept his opinion to himself as butlers are expected to do), played chauffeur, arranging for the trip to Southampton and seeing to the luggage, which was no small feat given the number of trunks Vera insisted were necessary. Though Frederick had joked about the fact, there was a significant amount of truth behind his remarks.

      Rosemary agreed with her brother; the voyage hardly seemed sufficiently lengthy to warrant such extensive effort. The crossing would take only five days each way, but Vera fussed over every outfit. She had planned her own and Frederick’s ensembles down to the cuff links he would wear to dinner on their third evening at sea. They matched her earrings perfectly, by design, and the set had probably cost a fortune.

      During the journey, Rosemary fretted over a niggling worry that she had attempted to ignore. “Are you quite all right, Rose?” Max asked when she hadn’t spoken for a solid ten minutes, during which time Frederick had regaled the car with a mind-numbingly technical description of the inner workings of steamship engines.

      “My apologies,” she said, giving Max’s hand a squeeze. “It seems I’m rather more nervous about the journey than I realized. What if I’m positively miserable the entire time? I don’t know how my stomach will fare,” she explained.

      Frederick boomed, “We’re Woolridges; we’ve got stomachs of steel. You’ll be just fine, Rosie, as will I.” Rosemary wasn’t sure which of them he was trying to convince, as neither had ever traveled aboard such a vessel. Their mother refused to step off dry land, and the closest they had come to a true ocean voyage was the ferry to the island of Cyprus. Rosemary recalled Anna’s seasickness during the journey and took some comfort in knowing she herself had fared well on that occasion.

      Vera brushed off the concern with a wave of her manicured fingers. “He’s right, you know. I’m certain you’ll be just fine. I’d be more concerned about your wardrobe.” She had tried to impress upon Rosemary the importance of proper seafaring fashion but found her friend unmoved. Vera knew that, eventually, her friend would see the error of her ways.

      As it turned out, eventually happened sooner than even Vera had thought—before they’d stepped onto the ship, in fact! The unlikely Southampton docks backdropped a veritable fashion show befitting the pages of Vogue magazine. Though she wouldn’t care to admit it aloud, Rosemary was grateful she’d allowed her friend to dress her for the launch.

      Vera, naturally, looked quite comfortable and incredibly chic. She had chosen a sophisticated French ensemble. Designed to elicit scandal, the over-skirt was slit to flip open when she walked, revealing trousers of the same material underneath. The deep blue silk hadn’t so much as wrinkled during the lengthy drive from London, and when Vera emerged from the car, the fabric fell into place, draping her figure at precisely the most flattering angle.

      She had chosen a similar outfit—minus the trousers—for Rosemary, in a soft pink shade that perfectly set off her golden hair. A cropped jacket transformed her petite frame into something slightly more statuesque, an effect helped along by a pair of heels so high Rosemary felt as though she could see clear across the ocean.

      Everywhere she looked, there was something interesting to see. People dressed in their best finery strolled along the quayside while workers scurried among them on a mission to complete the necessary work before it was time to depart.

      Under the greasy smear of coal smoke, Rosemary scented salty sea air. The pier seemed to go on forever, and then, there was the vessel itself. It was almost as if a skyscraper had been turned on its side and set afloat. Like soldiers in a row, three stacks towered over the top deck, smoke gently billowing out of their tops.

      Max let out a low whistle while Anna’s mouth dropped open at the sight. She had been quite content to accept Rosemary’s offer to stay behind in London, but now that she was there, standing in front of such a masterpiece of shipbuilding, Anna appeared to doubt her decision. “It’s quite impressive, isn’t it?” she mused aloud.

      “Indeed, a true feat of engineering,” Frederick agreed, pointing to the ship’s bow and explaining how it had been shaped to slice, as aerodynamically as possible, through the waves to create a smoother, faster travel experience for passengers. “They say if you avoid the upper decks, it’s almost as though you aren’t on a ship at all but inside a luxury hotel fit for the most sophisticated of travelers.”

      Anna nodded, absorbing every word, until Desmond commented, “Cunard ought to employ you to write the adverts, Freddie,” and she nearly choked, attempting to suppress a giggle.

      “You used to be my favorite, Anna,” Frederick said, mock-seriously, then pointed towards the quayside. “Look, they’re loading Vera’s luggage now.”

      A large conveyor belt stretched from the edge of the quayside to a large opening in the ship’s hull. What seemed to be a never-ending line of trunks and cases disappeared inside. Rosemary could only imagine the hubbub of activity happening below decks; what a feat it must be to sort and deliver it all!

      Vera ignored her husband’s sarcastic comment and confirmed with Wadsworth that her actual luggage was properly labeled. She needn’t have worried. Her taupe trunks and cases, each with a stripe of navy, scarlet, and white down the center, were stacked like a pyramid in the back of the hired lorry, next to Rosemary’s much smaller pile of luggage striped with cream and maroon.

      “Miss Vera, do not fear,” Wadsworth intoned, “it’s all been organized with the utmost care. Each piece is color-coordinated and labeled either ‘stateroom’ or ‘cargo’. I’ve been assured that the stewards are quite vigilant.”

      Just then, one of the vigilant stewards appeared. Impeccably turned out in his dark uniform suit with brass buttons, a lapel pin with the ship’s insignia, stripes on the sleeves, and hat with another insignia worked in just above the brim, he had a competent air.

      “He’s correct, madam,” the steward said. “Cunard prides itself on customer satisfaction, and every staff member is held to the highest standard. It’s rare for anything to go missing. My name is Stratford, and please rest assured I’ll personally look after your baggage.”

      Vera nodded, appeased, while Stratford checked their tickets, but added, “Pay special attention to the garment bag; it’s couture.” Indeed, the dress inside had been quite expensive and Vera had planned to save it for the final evening of festivities before arriving in New York.

      “Of course, madam, it will be done,” Stratford replied politely. “Now, if you’ll all visit the purser and then submit to a brief inspection, you can begin boarding shortly. In fact, there’s another passenger from your bank of staterooms checking in now—a Miss McCoy, who will be staying in the room directly across from yours, Mrs. Lillywhite.”

      The group headed in the direction Stratford had indicated to a booth where a robust, middle-aged lady wearing a brightly patterned shawl on top of a lace dress towered over the purser. A large silk flower pinned just below her neckline flapped in the pungent sea breeze.

      “Nonsense! There must be something you can do,” she insisted. Next to her, a slight man in his mid-30s with almost translucent skin appeared embarrassed. He carried a jacket and a spiral notebook in one arm and a small suitcase in the other, and it took him a moment to catch his breath.

      “I’ll take a berth in second class,” he said, “or even third. I’m sure there’s a ticket to be had, isn’t that right?”

      The purser nodded his head. “My sincere apologies, Miss McCoy, but your secretary will need to go round to the ticket office,” he explained and pointed out directions. “It’s all the way on the other side of the docks. You’ll want to hurry.”

      “It’s preposterous,” the huffy Miss McCoy continued to rant, her eyes frosty beneath a layer of her thick fringe. “We booked two first-class staterooms. Mr. Sutton has asthma. It’s quite serious, and his doctor has insisted upon fresh air. I won’t have him languishing in third class.” Suddenly, she seemed far less of a pill and more a concerned employer. “There must be something you can do,” she continued to press.

      Instead of softening, the purser turned grim. “Do you mean to tell me this man is in ill health? Our health standards are strict for good reason: to
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