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Dedicated to the memory of Dr Marilyn Livingstone, scholar, musician and writer, one half of R. L. Graham and co-author of this book, who died of cancer on 10 September 2023. Her memory will live on in her many books, her beautiful music, and her loving family and friends.



Contents



	Cover

	Title Page

	Dedication

	Contents

	Chapter 1

	Chapter 2

	Chapter 3

	Chapter 4

	Chapter 5

	Chapter 6

	Chapter 7

	Chapter 8

	Chapter 9

	Chapter 10

	Chapter 11

	Chapter 12

	Chapter 13

	Chapter 14

	Chapter 15

	Chapter 16

	Chapter 17

	Chapter 18

	Chapter 19

	Chapter 20

	Chapter 21

	Chapter 22

	Chapter 23

	Chapter 24

	Chapter 25

	Chapter 26

	Chapter 27

	Acknowledgments

	Praise

	About the Author

	Copyright







On 7 May 1915, the British liner RMS Lusitania was sunk by a German U-boat off the coast of Ireland. A single torpedo strike was followed by a mysterious second explosion, and the ship sank with the loss of nearly twelve hundred lives. This story is a re-imagining of that fateful journey. With the exception of Captain William Turner, all the characters who appear in this book are fictional.
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SATURDAY, 1 MAY 1915

8.56 A.M.

‘MORNING, HAMMY. STILL fiddling the ship’s books, I see.’

The purser’s bureau was on the promenade deck, a glass-fronted office facing onto a tiled foyer designed to look like the lobby of a hotel. The purser, a stocky, greying Glaswegian with a pair of steel-rimmed glasses perched on the end of his nose, looked up sharply, and then grinned when he recognized the speaker. ‘Pat Gallagher. Now I know there’s trouble on board.’

Gallagher smiled. ‘I take it you are expecting me?’

‘Aye, the captain passed the word.’ Hamilton jerked his thumb upwards, towards the bridge. ‘Have you seen Bowler Bill?’

‘I’ve just come from him.’ Gallagher picked up his travelling bag. ‘Tell me where my cabin is and I’ll get squared away.’

Hamilton reached under the counter for a key. ‘You’re in B33. I’ll show you.’

Gallagher glanced at the queue of first-class passengers behind him; well-dressed, some of the younger ones excited, others looking apprehensive. ‘How long must we stand here, Mummy?’ a child’s voice asked crossly. ‘I want to go to my cabin now.’ Another man’s voice could be heard, demanding that he be seated at the captain’s table at dinner.

‘Aren’t you busy, Hammy?’ Gallagher asked.

‘My assistants can handle them.’ Hamilton motioned towards the forward part of the ship. ‘We need a word.’

B33 was an outside cabin on the starboard side of the promenade deck, comfortable, light and airy. The washstand and writing desk were both of finely carved mahogany; the wardrobe had inlaid mother of pearl. Two crystal decanters, one full of whisky and one of brandy, stood on the sideboard. The lamps had frosted glass shades etched in art nouveau style. ‘I see you’ve given me a decent cabin for a change,’ Gallagher said.

‘Plenty of room. We’re barely more than half full. Quite a few cancellations in the past few days.’ Hamilton reached inside his uniform jacket and pulled out a sheet of folded newspaper. ‘I assume you’ll have seen this.’

He pointed to two items in the right-hand column of the page. The first was the official notice of sailings by Cunard Lines – EUROPE VIA LIVERPOOL, LUSITANIA, FASTEST AND LARGEST STEAMER NOW IN ATLANTIC SERVICE, SATURDAY, MAY 1, 10 A.M. Below this, outlined in black like a death notice, was a short proclamation.


NOTICE!

Travellers intending to embark on the Atlantic voyage are reminded that a state of war exists between Germany and her allies and Great Britain and her allies; that the zone of war includes the waters adjacent to the British Isles; that, in accordance with formal notice given by the Imperial German Government, vessels flying the flag of Great Britain, or any of her allies, are liable to destruction in those waters and that travellers sailing in the war zone on the ships of Great Britain or her allies do so at their own risk.

IMPERIAL GERMAN EMBASSY WASHINGTON, D.C., 22 APRIL 1915.



Gallagher nodded. ‘Captain Turner told me. He said some of the passengers are receiving telegrams too, warning them not to sail. What’s Bowler Bill doing here, anyway? I thought Dow was captain, and Turner had the Transylvania.’

‘Didn’t you hear? On the last voyage eastbound we had a warning there were U-boats operating in the war zone. Dow decided to fly the Stars and Stripes, to pass us off as a neutral. We got through safely, but the American embassy raised merry hell about it. The Foreign Office leaned on the directors at Cunard, and they fired Dow and put Bowler Bill Turner in command.’ Hamilton paused for a moment. ‘You’ll see a lot of changes on Big Lucy,’ he said. ‘Not all of them good.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘The crew, for a start. The best seamen have all gone to the Royal Navy, and the replacements we’ve had so far are pretty green. Dow tried to train them up, but he didn’t get very far, and Turner has only been on board for a couple of weeks. Doc Rawlings has been called up, too.’

‘Sorry to hear it.’ Rawlings had been the Lusitania’s doctor when Gallagher had served on board the ship; he was competent and clever.

‘We have Doc Whiting now, but it isn’t the same,’ Hamilton said. ‘We’ve also shut down one boiler room to conserve coal, so our top speed isn’t much above twenty knots. And we’ve taken out some of the third-class accommodation on the lower deck and turned it into cargo space. There’s plenty of empty cabins, but at least the hold is full.’

‘Oh? What are we carrying?’

‘Foodstuffs, mostly. Cheese, bacon, lard, tinned meat. They’re running short of food at home.’

Gallagher nodded. ‘There were queues outside the shops when I left London. What about the passengers?’

‘A cut below the usual. There’s a few rotten apples, I’ll be bound.’

‘I suspect you may be right. Where is Harry Chalfont’s cabin?’

The purser’s eyebrows rose. ‘I was told you were travelling together, so I’ve put him in B37. That’s directly across from you. Am I allowed to ask what’s going on?’

Gallagher smiled a little. Hamilton was an old friend and they had been through a great deal together. ‘I’m under orders to bring him home,’ Gallagher said.

‘Aye, you’re his escort. I thought as much. What is he supposed to have done?’

‘We don’t know. Yet.’

‘Fair enough.’ Hamilton looked at him closely. ‘And how are you doing, son?’

‘About the same as usual. No better, no worse.’

‘If you say so. There’s some lines on your face that weren’t there before.’

Gallagher smiled again. ‘I could say the same for you.’

‘It’s the times we live in. All right. Let me know if there’s anything you need.’

AFTER THE PURSER departed, Gallagher opened his bag and began to unpack. It did not take long. Years of service, first with the Royal Marines and then with the Special Branch of the Metropolitan Police, had taught him to travel light. A few suits of clothes; a travel kit with razor, soap, hairbrush and other necessities; a Webley Mark IV service revolver and a waxed paper box of cartridges bearing the broad arrow mark of the Royal Arsenal; a dog-eared copy of Baudelaire’s Les Fleurs du Mal with an inscription inside the front cover, With love from R.F.; and at the bottom of the bag a rough cloth bundle streaked with paint, containing a folding easel, a roll of art canvas, a much-used palette board, tubes of paint, a tin of turpentine and a handful of brushes.

The bundle had been his constant companion for nearly twenty years, from the Red Sea and the China Station to Ireland and the North Atlantic. He no longer knew why he carried it with him; he had not painted, or even opened the bundle since Roxanne died. Inside, he knew, the turpentine would long since have evaporated, the brushes would have shed their fine hair, the coloured pigments in the tubes gone hard as rock. Yet he could not bear to throw it away.

A silver-framed mirror hung on the bulkhead across from the porthole. Gallagher studied his reflection for a moment, hearing the faint hum of machinery and fans in the distance. The deck under his feet trembled a little. Hamilton was right; there were more lines on his face, and a tinge of ash in his hair at the temples too, even though he had just turned forty. The scar on his temple, just behind his left eye, had faded a little with time, but it was still there, a reminder of a past he had never entirely left behind.

His eyes met those of his reflection in the mirror. It’s not the years that age you, he thought. It is other people, their hopes and dreams and nightmares and deaths, that suck the marrow out of your soul.

And yet, would you have it any other way? Which is the greater tragedy: losing her, or never knowing her at all, never knowing what you missed?

And another voice said, How can you speak of losing her? She was never yours to lose. She made that clear enough, although she never told you why.

‘Enough,’ he said aloud to the mirror. ‘Stop.’

The ship’s siren gave several blasts, echoing long and mournful along the Manhattan waterfront. Almost at once Lusitania began to move, sliding backwards away from Pier 54 out into the Hudson River. The vibration in the deck increased as the big engines began to beat harder. Turning away from the mirror, Gallagher placed the bundle carefully back into his travelling bag and put the bag in the bottom of the wardrobe. Then he went out, locking the cabin door behind him.

A voice in the corridor stopped him. ‘Well, I’ll be damned. Is that you, Gallagher?’

Gallagher turned. The man facing him was about his own age, square-built with a broad face and prominent chin. His eyes were wide with surprise, but he was smiling. ‘Remember me?’ he asked.

Memory came trickling back like water. He remembered the same face with a Royal Navy peaked cap and a lieutenant’s stripe on his sleeve. ‘Malta, ’95,’ he said. ‘We were in the Ramillies together.’

‘That’s right. Worst battleship I ever sailed in. Even in calm seas she rolled like a hog.’ The other man held out a hand. His accent was English with a tinge of the West Country and an overlay of American. ‘Jimmy Dowrich.’

Gallagher smiled and shook his hand. ‘What brings you on board?’

‘Heading home to do my bit for the war effort. I’m still a reservist, and I expect I’ll get the call any day now. I thought I’d save the Admiralty the trouble of finding me.’

‘I’m surprised you haven’t been called up already.’

‘Oh, I’ve been out in America, on business. Say, do you have time for a drink? Now that we’ve met up, I’d really like to talk to you.’

Gallagher shook his head. ‘Sorry, I’m already meeting someone. Later?’

‘Sure. We’ll take a rain check, as the Yanks say. Let’s do it soon, though.’ Dowrich smiled and leaned a little closer. ‘I can tell you a few things about some of our fellow passengers. You’ll be interested in this, old boy. That’s a promise.’

Dowrich waved a hand in farewell and walked away. Quietly, Gallagher watched him go. He pretended to be surprised to see me, but I reckon he was waiting for me. What is he doing here, and why?

Gallagher stood for a moment longer, frowning, and then dismissed Dowrich from his mind and went in search of Harry Chalfont.

CHALFONT WAS IN the smoking room, an elegant wood-panelled room on the boat deck, high above the waterline. Men sat in leather chairs reading newspapers with an air of apparent unconcern. Cigar smoke curled blue in the light. Even though it was late morning the electric lamps were on, their mellow warmth clashing with the cold grey light coming through the windows and skylight. Lusitania was well through Upper Bay by now, Manhattan receding behind her, the Narrows coming up on the bow. Gulls wheeled over the river, white chevrons against dark clouds driven by a stiff north wind.

Chalfont was leaning on the bar, studying a glass of whisky. Grey hair hung down over his collar at the back. There were liver spots on the backs of his hands, which trembled a little as they curled around the glass. Ghosts of a former elegance looked out from his time-ravaged face. Gallagher knew from his record that his wife had died of cancer three years ago, and her loss had hit him hard.

He turned his head as Gallagher walked up beside him and raised his glass in salute. ‘Care to join me?’

‘Coffee,’ Gallagher said to the barman. He looked at the whisky. ‘Isn’t it a little early?’

‘Perhaps. But what does it matter? I have been relieved of my duties. I haven’t a care in the world, at least until we reach Liverpool.’

The coffee came. Gallagher poured milk from a silver jug and stirred. Chalfont waited until the barman had moved away. ‘Is a question permitted?’ he asked.

‘Of course.’

‘Why do it this way? Why not arrest me and send me back to England in chains?’

Gallagher took a sip of his coffee. ‘It’s a fair point,’ he said. ‘Sir Courtenay Bennett wanted to do exactly that. But we refused.’

Bennett was the British consul in New York; until two days earlier, Chalfont had been his vice-consul. ‘Why?’ Chalfont asked.

‘Because we don’t yet know if you are guilty,’ Gallagher said. ‘Or indeed, what you might be guilty of.’

‘But your chums from Special Branch will be waiting for me at the pierhead in Liverpool, won’t they? And they almost certainly will arrest me, and take me away to a quiet place in the country where no one can hear me scream, and pull out my fingernails until I tell them what they want to hear. Correct?’

‘Possibly.’

‘You don’t know?’

‘My orders are to get you to Liverpool. What happens after that is none of my concern.’

That was not quite true; the orders in his coat pocket made it clear that he was to find out as much as possible about what Chalfont had done and why, but there was no point in showing his hand just yet. Chalfont drank some of his whisky. ‘Well, at least I have a week of freedom left to me. First-class accommodation with three square meals a day. Mustn’t grumble.’

‘Enjoy it while it lasts,’ Gallagher agreed.

The big ship was passing through the Narrows now, her bow swinging towards the long bar of Sandy Hook in the distance, half obscured by sea spray. Lighthouses flashed, rays of light stabbing through the gloom. ‘Will you miss New York?’ Gallagher asked.

‘No.’

‘No? You were there for two years; you must have made some friends. Are you sorry you won’t be seeing them again?’

‘Dear boy,’ said Chalfont, a hint of polite savagery in his voice, ‘if the events of the past few months have taught us anything at all, it is precisely that I have no friends. In New York or anywhere else.’

Gallagher let a few seconds pass. ‘Yes,’ he said finally. ‘So it would seem. Certainly no one was willing to come forward and vouch for your version of events, were they?’

‘No, they were not. They were quite happy to throw me to the lions.’

‘I find that surprising. What about Frederick Hansen, the arms merchant? You were close to him. Why wouldn’t he speak up for you?’

‘I don’t know who you are talking about.’

‘Ah. Perhaps you knew him better by his real name. Captain Franz von Rintelen of the Nachrichten-Abteilung, the German naval intelligence service. Does that ring a bell?’

‘Go to hell,’ said Chalfont, and he drained his glass and turned and walked out of the room. Unmoving, Gallagher watched him go. The Lusitania was a big ship, but there were only a limited number of places a man could hide and he knew them all. He could wait.

SANDY HOOK WAS almost on the beam, the sheltered waters of Lower Bay sliding away astern, and Lusitania’s bow began to rise as she met the long rollers of the open Atlantic, slate grey and crested with gleaming ridges of foam. Gallagher signalled for another cup of coffee and the barman brought it, cup rattling a little in the saucer as he set it down. ‘Is this your first time on the Lusitania, sir?’ the barman asked.

‘No,’ Gallagher said, stirring his coffee. ‘I’ve been here before.’

The barman nodded. ‘Doesn’t change much, sir, does it?’

Gallagher smiled a little. ‘Yes and no. The faces change, the ship remains the same.’

‘Yes, sir.’ The barman, who had been hoping for a tip, moved away. Gallagher looked around the room. Most of the men were still reading newspapers; one, balding with a carefully trimmed black moustache, was reading what looked like some sort of technical document and making notes in the margin. Over by the windows four men had started playing cards, brandy glasses on the table before them; one had a loud waistcoat and an even louder voice. Already they are settling into their routines, Gallagher thought. The same men will come here every day to play poker, the others will come and read the same out-of-date newspapers. They will see the same faces in the same places, smoking room and saloon, dining room and library, a floating island of civilization in the midst of a hungry sea. Some will fall out with each other; some will conduct love affairs; some may die.

And then, waiting for us at the end, is the war zone.

No point in dwelling on that now, he told himself. But the future could not be forgotten. The people around him knew it too; he could see it in the face of the barman, carefully polishing the counter, in the slightly unsteady hands of some of the newspaper readers, in the way one of the poker players gripped his cards tightly and kept glancing out of the window. Only the man reading the technical paper seemed unconcerned. Gallagher wondered how many of his fellow passengers really understood the risks they were facing, and whether they were regretting their decision to board the ship. As Hamilton had said, many others had chosen to stay behind.

Six days to the war zone, he thought again. Six days to wait.
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SATURDAY, 1 MAY 1915

7.25 P.M.

‘MONSIEUR GALLAGHER!’ SAID the maître d’, smiling and bowing. ‘What a pleasure it is to see you again!’

‘You too, Maurice. How have you been?’

Around them the first-class dining room glowed with light. Big portholes looked out over the darkening sea. The domed ceiling arched overhead, plastered in white and gold after the style of Louis Seize, glistening with painted panels set in ormolu frames. People came and went, women in brilliant gowns shimmering with jewels, men in black evening dress, waiters in white jackets carrying silver serving trays.

Maurice gestured at the scene. ‘I am most distressed, my friend. This abominable war has quite upset trade. Nothing is what it used to be. The passengers are a rabble, and the tips!’ Maurice’s eyes rolled back in his head. ‘You can only imagine what has happened to the tips. How is a man supposed to live?’

‘I am sorry to hear it,’ Gallagher said.

‘Why are you sorry? It is not your fault. Come, I will show you to your table. As requested, I have placed Monsieur Chalfont at the same table. I am already under instruction from Monsieur Hamilton not to ask why.’

‘Good.’

‘Nevertheless, if you wish to tell me anyway, I am more than happy to listen. I am all ears, as you English say.’

‘Sorry, old friend. I am not at liberty to say.’

‘That is another thing I hate about this war. Too many secrets.’ Maurice halted beside a big round table, covered in white linen and laid with crystal and silver. ‘I believe you sat here on your very first time with us. Big Lucy’s maiden voyage, all those years ago.’

‘So I did,’ Gallagher said quietly.

He took his seat and Maurice bowed. ‘I shall bring you a glass of champagne. On the house.’

‘I would prefer a glass of water.’

Maurice stared at him. ‘Do not tell me you have stopped drinking. Mon Dieu, the world really is coming to an end.’

He departed. Gallagher sat for a moment, smiling a little. He had not stopped drinking, but he drank much less than he had in former days, especially during the time after Roxanne’s death when drinking had seemed like the only way to deal with life. He had realized in time that it was not, but it had taken quite a lot of pain and effort to get back on an even keel.

He looked at the table and chairs, fixed to the deck like all the furniture to prevent them from moving around in bad weather. He had seen Roxanne Felix on stage, many times, and like audiences all over Europe and America he had been captivated by her beauty and grace, her ability to inhabit characters naturally and make them come alive. And then on the first night out of Liverpool, on Lusitania’s maiden voyage, he had heard her voice again, not on stage but right next to him, Is this seat taken? as she pointed to the chair beside him. In his memory he could still hear the tinkle of glasses, the conversation, the musical sound of her laugh. That evening he had stopped worshipping her as an actress and goddess of the stage, and started to see her as a woman; human, frail, fallible, very much like himself.

If I had known how things would end, would I still have fallen in love with her?

And another voice said, Would you have had a choice?

Someone sat down opposite him. Rousing, he looked up to see Chalfont, eyes hooded and the lines in his face deeper than usual. He had been drinking steadily, Gallagher guessed, but he sat upright with a posture that would have done credit to a guardsman, and his voice was steady. His evening dress was immaculate, white shirt freshly starched, an elegant flourish to the cut of his jacket and his white tie.

‘Good evening, my dear fellow. I assume you have asked for my company at dinner so you can keep an eye on me. Don’t want me down in the stokehold plotting sedition, that sort of thing.’

‘That sort of thing,’ Gallagher agreed.

The deck beneath their feet shuddered a little as Lusitania’s bow bit into a larger wave, and the cutlery rattled. ‘I must apologize for my behaviour earlier,’ Chalfont said. ‘It was both rude and unnecessary. You have a job to do, of course.’

‘Of course.’

‘Allow me to make things easy for both of us. I give you my word as a gentleman that I will not make trouble or cause you any difficulty during the voyage. I am resigned to whatever fate awaits me in Liverpool.’

‘Thank you.’ Gallagher regarded him for a moment. ‘Whatever happens, you will have a fair hearing.’

‘I am very glad to hear it. Whether your superiors will allow you to keep that promise, of course, remains to be seen. But against you, dear boy, I have no animus.’

‘Good evening,’ said another voice; American this time, with a distinct midwestern accent. ‘Are any of these seats taken?’

It was the balding man with the moustache, the one who had been in the smoking room that morning. He wore simple, sober evening dress with plain shirt and black tie, a sharp contrast to Chalfont’s restrained flamboyance. Chalfont waved a hand. ‘Please, join us. Sit wherever you wish.’

The man sat down, bracing himself against the roll of the ship. Around them the deck rose gently and fell, but the waiters hurrying past adjusted their step with an ease born of long practice, their silver trays always remaining level. ‘My name is Schurz,’ he said. ‘I am a consulting engineer.’

Gallagher nodded. ‘Gallagher,’ he said. ‘This is Mr Chalfont, the British vice-consul in New York.’

‘The former British vice-consul,’ Chalfont corrected, bowing in his seat. ‘I have been recalled from my post.’

Another man might have offered condolences; Schurz simply looked blank. ‘Why?’ he asked.

‘The bright lights of New York were becoming a little too bright for me. Your name is familiar, Mr Schurz. Are you a member of the Deutscher Bund?’

‘I am,’ Schurz said, a little stiffly. ‘I do not recall hearing your name there, Mr Chalfont.’

‘Oh, I used to drop in from time to time. The schnapps was always excellent, as you would expect. Which reminds me –’ Chalfont looked around the dining room – ‘I don’t know about you chaps, but I could use a drink. Which waiter is ours, do you suppose?’

Schurz was still uncomfortable. ‘And you, Mr Gallagher? What is your profession?’

Only an American would ask that question. ‘I’m with the Treasury,’ Gallagher said. ‘The Paymaster General’s Office, to be precise.’

It was a useful cover; no one, even in the rest of the British government, knew for certain what the Paymaster General and his staff did. Schurz made an attempt. ‘Is the work interesting?’

‘No,’ Gallagher said. ‘Quite the contrary, in fact.’

‘Then why do you do it?’ Schurz asked.

Gallagher smiled. ‘That is a question I often ask myself.’

Chalfont had attracted the attention of a waiter and gave his drink order. ‘Anyone else?’

‘Scotch and soda,’ Schurz said, and lapsed into silence. Gallagher watched him. Why had Chalfont mentioned the Deutscher Bund, the German-American social and educational club in New York? Gallagher knew the place; at night its members attended lectures on Goethe and talked knowingly about Sturm und Drang and the Nazarenes, but most of them had never seen Germany. By day it was mostly populated by businessmen looking to make deals. So why had the question got under Schurz’s skin?

A man cleared his throat, and Gallagher turned to see James Dowrich looking down at them. ‘I think this must be my table,’ the latter said. ‘Are any of these seats free?’

‘Sit where you like, my dear fellow,’ Chalfont said. ‘We are just ordering drinks. What will you have?’

‘Scotch, neat.’ Dowrich sat down two seats away from Gallagher. ‘I didn’t realize we were at the same table, Pat. What a coincidence.’

Gallagher was fairly sure it was no such thing; Maurice was well known for taking bribes. Normally one would not be suspicious if a long-forgotten shipmate turned up out of the blue and introduced himself, but these were not normal times and it was Gallagher’s job to be suspicious. He introduced Schurz and Chalfont; Schurz nodded stiffly and looked around the room. Chalfont took a silver case from his pocket and lit a cigarette, dropping the spent match into an ashtray. The drinks arrived a few moments later and Dowrich raised his glass. ‘Good health,’ he said. He smiled, his broad face full of good nature. ‘I went looking for you this afternoon, Pat. I hoped we could have that little chat.’

‘I’m afraid I was sequestered in my cabin,’ Gallagher said. ‘Sorry to be unsociable, but I had some work to do.’ He had needed time to think about Chalfont and how to handle him, or so he told himself; in reality, he had just wanted to escape the oppressive atmosphere on board ship. ‘What about this evening, after dinner?’

Dowrich shook his head. ‘No can do, I’m afraid. I already have an engagement of my own. Shall we say tomorrow morning? We can find a quiet place after breakfast and talk.’

He looked meaningfully at Gallagher. ‘This will be worth your while, Pat. I mean it.’

‘Good evening, gentlemen.’

Another man sat down at the table. Unlike Schurz or Dowrich, he did not ask which seat might be free; he simply selected the one that suited him best, and appropriated it. He was tall, and in his younger days had probably been good-looking; his face had grown fleshy now, with the beginnings of jowls, but he was still handsome in an arrogant, self-regarding way. He looked, Gallagher thought, like a man who spent a lot of time gazing at his own reflection. His evening dress was even more expensively cut than Chalfont’s, and the diamonds in his cufflinks must have been close to a carat each.

The man picked up the menu and began to study it. He did not introduce himself because he did not need to. Thanks to the papers, his face was as familiar as that of the president of the United States; indeed, his face and President Wilson’s were both on the cover of the most recent edition of the New York Illustrated Press. His name was Edwin Peabody Franklin, and he was the most famous industrialist of his age; quite probably, of any age. Twenty years ago, he had founded a small company, Western Harvester, making tractors and agricultural equipment, and over the course of two decades he had turned it into a global behemoth with subsidiaries on every continent. His most famous design, the Sultan HC-40 tractor, could be seen in Canadian forests and Ukrainian wheat fields, French vineyards and Siamese rice paddies. He was the high priest of mass production; his plant at Evanston, Illinois, was a shrine, a place of pilgrimage for other captains of industry from around the world where they could learn from the works of the master, and his books on the philosophy of industry had sold millions. One reviewer had praised him as ‘a new breed of industrial captain for a new age, ferocious in competition but compassionate to his people, an eagle-eyed servant of the public good.’

He was also, Gallagher realized, the man he had heard that morning demanding a place at the captain’s table. Presumably, he regarded the others at Table 22 as not worthy of his company. In that case, why hadn’t he bribed Maurice for a seat at a better table? Perhaps he had, but in terms that had offended the maître d’. Maurice was venal, but he also had his pride.

Schurz cleared his throat. To Gallagher’s surprise, he rose and leaned across the table, extending a hand. ‘It is a pleasure to meet you, Mr Franklin. I am Charles Schurz, consulting engineer.’

Franklin did not look up from his menu. ‘Yes, I’ve heard of you. The time-and-motion fellow.’

The snub was calculated and painful. Schurz withdrew his hand slowly. ‘My apologies, sir,’ he said stiffly. ‘I had no wish to intrude. I merely thought that—’

‘Thought that I would be impressed by your reputation as an efficiency expert? No, Mr Schurz, I know your work, and I detest it. Your efficiency methods and your so-called scientific principles of management are a destructive force, and I will not have them in my factories or my workshops. Men like you, with your stopwatches and slide rules and Gantt charts, are destroying the very foundation of work itself.’

‘And what might that be?’ asked Harry Chalfont. His red-rimmed eyes were glittering with amusement.

A young woman walked past the table, body encased in a white silk gown, hips swaying a little. She was tall, with fair hair, and Gallagher had a brief impression of a sweet, almost childlike face. She did not look at them, but Franklin’s eyes followed her as she crossed the room and sat down at a table on the far side, hidden from view by the crowd of diners between them.

‘I speak of people, sir,’ he said. ‘Men and women, the backbone of industry. The toil of the people is the source of all our wealth, our personal and national prosperity. Their labour is a noble and honourable thing, and as industrialists we have a sacred trust to respect their dignity. But Mr Schurz and his time-and-motion men take away that dignity. If you let them into your workplace, you might as well turn your workers into machines, for they will have no more humanity.’

‘That is untrue!’ Schurz could contain himself no longer. ‘Yes, we redesign tasks to make them more efficient, but we do so for the good of the workers! Thanks to our methods, work is carried out more quickly, the men are less fatigued, more productive and earn more money. That is to the benefit of the workers themselves!’

‘And by standing over them, telling them what to do and how to do it, by turning their work into a series of monotonous tasks carried out by rote, you destroy their pride in their labour and rob them of their free will. No, Mr Schurz, I will not have it. I would sooner let Beelzebub and his devils into one of my factories than any of your efficiency experts.’

‘Is this a private fight?’ asked a woman’s voice, dry and drawling. ‘Or can anyone join in?’

The woman looking down at them appeared to be in her forties; only when Gallagher looked at her more closely did he realize that she was actually somewhat younger. She wore a gown of mint green silk from a not particularly fashionable dressmaker, and her only jewellery was a simple gold wedding ring and a rather austere necklace of glass beads. Straight dark hair was pulled up into a pompadour on top of her head. A slight smile played at the corners of her mouth.

Belatedly the men rose, Schurz placing a hand on the table to steady himself against the roll of the ship, Franklin sketching a languid bow. ‘Forgive us, ma’am. Have we the honour of your company at dinner?’

‘You do,’ said the woman, taking her seat and folding the skirts of her gown. ‘Permit me to introduce myself. I am Mrs Arthur Markland, from Toronto.’

The others made their introductions, Franklin this time condescending to identify himself. ‘What takes you to England, ma’am?’

‘My husband is a staff officer with the Canadian Expeditionary Force in France. It looks like he may be there for some time, so I am going to London to be nearer to him.’

‘Very commendable, ma’am,’ said Dowrich. ‘And you must be very proud of your husband. The Canadians have performed prodigies of valour around Ypres, at Saint-Julien in particular. They have held the line despite all German attempts to break through, and I hear they have even mounted some counter-attacks.’

An expression of distaste crossed Franklin’s face. A moment of silence passed before Mrs Markland spoke. ‘Yes,’ she said calmly. ‘I have heard the same. However, my husband is the president of an insurance company, not a professional soldier. I would prefer he was doing something a little safer, and somewhat less valorous.’

‘He might have a different opinion,’ Dowrich ventured. ‘It is natural for men to desire glory.’

‘Is it?’ asked Mrs Markland. ‘You have never met my husband, Mr Dowrich. How would you know?’

Dowrich inclined his head. His face was a mask of contrition; behind it, Gallagher thought he seemed amused. ‘You are right to rebuke me, Mrs Markland. Please accept my apologies.’

Mrs Markland looked like she wanted to throw his apologies back in his face. Still stiff with anger, she looked around the table. ‘Is this a permanent arrangement? Are we shackled to each other at every meal?’

‘That is standard practice at sea, ma’am,’ said Gallagher. He considered recommending her to Maurice, but decided she was worldly enough to think of this herself. ‘It goes back to the old days when every sailor had their own place in the mess. Or at least, that is what I have been told.’

‘Are you also a seagoing man, Mr Gallagher?’

‘I used to be,’ Gallagher said.

Franklin looked around, discontent plain in his heavy face. ‘I requested a seat at the captain’s table, but it appears he does not dine with the passengers. It is very disrespectful of him, and I shall make my views known.’

‘Captain Turner never dines with the passengers,’ Gallagher said. ‘He takes his meals alone in his cabin. He is, however, a very fine seaman.’

‘He is still at the service of his passengers,’ Franklin said sharply. ‘He needs to remember that.’

Mrs Markland looked around the table again. She had calmed a little. ‘We are expecting three more?’ she asked. ‘Ah, here come two of them.’

The couple approaching the table, a little hesitantly, were probably in their sixties. The man was neatly dressed, and had greying hair and moustache; the woman was grey-haired as well, her face pale with dark eyes framed by long lashes, and she wore a black mantilla over the shoulders of her gown. She stumbled a little as the ship rolled, taking her husband’s arm for support. ‘Your pardon, señores, señora,’ she said, gasping a little. ‘I fear I am not used to travelling by sea.’

‘You must not apologize,’ said Gallagher, rising and helping her to the seat between himself and Dowrich. ‘It will take you a few days to get your sea legs, but by the end of the voyage you will barely notice the motion of the ship.’

‘Thank you, señor.’ She gave him a shy, grateful smile. ‘You are very kind.’

The newcomers introduced themselves as Señor and Señora López. ‘We have been in Mexico for six years,’ the woman said. ‘Now we are returning home to Spain.’

‘I hear things are bad in Mexico at the moment,’ Chalfont said.

‘Yes,’ Señor López said quietly. ‘They are very bad.’

‘And what took you to Mexico in the first place?’ Mrs Markland asked. Franklin sat looking faintly bored; unless the conversation concerned him, he was not interested. Dowrich was silent too; he had not looked at the newcomers or spoken a word since they arrived at the table. López glanced at him once, then looked quietly away.

‘My husband was a professor of music at the Conservatorio Nacional in Mexico City,’ said Señora López. She spoke hesitantly, her voice trembling a little. ‘He also conducted the national orchestra. He is a fine pianist, and a very great musician.’

‘Then we are honoured to have your company,’ said Chalfont. ‘I confess to being sadly ignorant of your work, señor, but the fault is entirely mine. Perhaps you would do us the honour of playing for us, after dinner?’

Mrs Markland was severe. ‘Mr López is an esteemed professional musician, gentlemen, not a performing monkey. You must not expect him to play at your beck and call.’

López bowed in his seat. ‘You are kind, señora, but playing the piano is my joy and my delight. I would be honoured to play for you.’

‘You are generous, señor,’ Mrs Markland said, and then she looked up and went very still.

‘Evening, ladies and gents,’ said a jovial voice behind Gallagher. ‘Is there room for one more?’

The man who sat down on Gallagher’s other side put all the rest of the party in the shade. He wore evening dress, but his black silk waistcoat had mother of pearl buttons and instead of a tie he wore a white lace cravat, like a seventeenth-century aristocrat. A black goatee beard and a moustache waxed to needle points completed the ensemble. He was, Gallagher remembered, one of the men who had been playing cards in the smoking room that morning.

‘William Coleman Ripley, at your service,’ he said, brandishing a small black cigar. ‘I’m in the theatre trade, what they call an impresario. You’ll have heard of my last production, Hop-Scotch? It was the toast of Broadway. People were queuing around the block to see it.’

‘Were they?’ asked Dowrich. ‘That’s not what I heard. There’s a rumour going around that the show was a flop and you lost a lot of money.’

‘Well, you heard wrong!’ Ripley snapped.

They gazed at each other, Ripley red with sudden anger, Dowrich’s face hard-set. Gallagher studied Dowrich for a moment. Beneath that affable facade, there is something quite unpleasant about this man, he thought. Something was beginning to emerge in his memory, but he could not yet pin it down.

Chalfont intervened, an unlikely peacemaker. ‘And what gives us the pleasure of your company, Mr Ripley?’

‘I’m off to Europe to put on a few shows. Do my bit to help cheer up the folks, you know? War’s a gloomy business, but I reckon my Roses will put a smile back on people’s faces.’

Mrs Markland coughed behind her hand. The others ignored her, politely. ‘Roses?’ asked Chalfont.

‘You never heard of Ripley’s Roses? The most beautiful gals in America, and that of course means the world. My chorus girls, all-singing all-dancing. Ain’t you seen any of my shows, Mr Chalfont?’

‘Can’t say as I have,’ Chalfont admitted. ‘American culture appears to have passed me by.’

‘Well, you’ll get your chance soon enough in London. We’re gonna take the West End by storm.’ Ripley blew out a cloud of smoke and looked at Mrs Markland. ‘How’re you doing, Dolly? It’s been a while, hasn’t it? What is it now, five years?’

‘Is that all?’ said Mrs Markland. She gripped the menu in her hands, her fingers white with pressure. ‘It seems longer.’

‘Well, perhaps I’m mistaken.’ A note of caution had entered his voice. ‘You’re looking well, though. Did I hear you got married?’

‘Yes, five years ago, as it happens. My name is Mrs Markland now.’

‘You know each other?’ Señor López asked politely.

Ripley blew out cigar smoke. ‘Our paths have crossed once or twice,’ he said, looking at the woman as if waiting for her reaction.

‘I used to live in New York,’ Mrs Markland said. ‘I met Mr Ripley then. But it was a long time ago.’

‘Sure,’ Ripley said. ‘Well, congratulations on your nuptials. Say, let’s all have a drink to celebrate.’

‘Certainly.’ That was Franklin, asserting his authority once again. ‘Waiter! Bring us a couple of bottles of champagne. The Ayala Grand Cuvée ’05, and plenty of ice!’
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7.45 P.M.

THE CHAMPAGNE ARRIVED. Gallagher watched the bubbles rising fine as pinheads through the golden liquid and held the glass under his nose, inhaling its fragrance. Ayala had been Roxanne’s favourite champagne; she had disdained the more fashionable labels, maintaining that one could taste the love and care with which this small estate made its wine. Somehow, in this company, he could not bear the memory. He set the glass down untasted.

The Royal Navy may have plundered Lusitania of her best seamen, but the quality of service in the first-class dining room had not changed. Waiters brought them trays of hors d’oeuvres and silver dishes of oysters on the half-shell resting on ice, each garnished with a slice of lemon. Ripley picked up an oyster and sucked it down, licking his lips in appreciation. Señora López watched him, dark eyes full of repugnance; not for the oysters, Gallagher realized, but for Ripley’s manners. Bowls of consommé celestine followed, clear soup garnished with herbs and fine shredded crepes. ‘This is passable,’ said Franklin. ‘My own chef, I daresay, might have added a touch more seasoning, but this is a creditable attempt.’

Chalfont’s eyes glinted. ‘You should have brought him with you, Mr Franklin. He could have fed us all.’

Franklin considered this for a moment, and decided to regard it as a joke. He barked with laughter. ‘I don’t think Mrs Franklin would have forgiven me. Depriving her of both my company and our chef at the same time would have been too much for the poor woman to bear.’

That too was presumably meant to be a joke. ‘Mrs Franklin chose not to accompany you?’ said Schurz, his voice still tinged with resentment. ‘I wonder why.’

‘My dear Esmée has a delicate constitution,’ Franklin said. ‘She does not travel well. Never mind. My errand should not last long. A matter of a few months at most, and I will be home again.’

Dolly Markland laid down her spoon. ‘No one is talking about the elephant,’ she said.

They looked at her. ‘I beg your pardon, señora?’ López said politely.

‘You have all seen the papers, I assume, so you know our situation. This ship is a target. We might well be attacked before we reach England. In other words, Mr Franklin, you might not be coming home.’

Schurz turned to her. ‘I understand your fears, ma’am, but there really is no cause for alarm.’

‘Thank you, Mr Schurz, I am very glad to hear it. May I ask why you are so certain?’

‘German submarines operate under cruiser rules, ma’am. That means they are obliged to allow the passengers and crew of any unarmed ship to signal for help and evacuate before the ship is sunk. That’s especially true when there are neutral citizens on board, like Mr Franklin, Mr Ripley and myself.’

Franklin looked briefly annoyed at being compared to either Ripley or Schurz. ‘At the very worst we might spend a few hours in the lifeboats before we are picked up,’ the engineer said. ‘But we shall be none the worse for wear.’

Dowrich shook his head. ‘Haven’t you heard, Schurz? The Germans have abandoned cruiser rules. The Admiralty started putting weapons aboard British merchant ships. When the U-boats surfaced and ordered them to surrender, they opened fire. In the interests of self-preservation, the U-boats are now launching torpedoes first and asking questions later.’

‘But that is against the rules of war,’ objected Schurz. ‘Arming merchant vessels in this way, I mean. It is completely contrary to the London Declaration on the Laws of Naval Warfare.’

Schurz, as was fast becoming clear, was a pedant. Dowrich smiled. ‘When you get to London, Mr Schurz, look up the Admiralty and tell them as much. I am sure they will give you a favourable hearing.’

Franklin held up a hand. ‘Allow me to reassure you, Mrs Markland,’ he said. ‘I have already spoken to Cunard’s manager in New York, and he has confirmed that a naval escort will be waiting for us as soon as we reach the war zone. On Friday morning we will rendezvous with the protected cruiser HMS Juno off Fastnet Rock. She will convoy us to our first port of call at Queenstown in Ireland on Friday afternoon, and then on to Liverpool on Saturday. If I may borrow an English proverb, we are as safe as the Bank of England.’

Ripley sucked down another oyster and took a drag on his cigar. ‘What’s this about Queenstown? I thought we sailed straight to Liverpool.’

‘It’s standard practice,’ Gallagher said. ‘We call briefly at Queenstown to drop off the mails and let a few passengers ashore. Then we continue to Liverpool.’

Dowrich lit a cigarette of his own and blew out smoke, looking at Franklin. ‘A protected cruiser, you say? How is she going to stop a U-boat? We need a squadron of destroyers.’

Franklin looked annoyed. ‘I do not concern myself with naval technicalities, Mr Dowrich. Be assured that both Cunard and the Royal Navy know who I am and what my mission is. This ship will not come to harm, not while I am on board.’

COD WITH LOBSTER sauce was followed by a choice of saddle of lamb or sirloin of beef. Ripley ignored the others, wolfing down his food with a lack of grace that made Señora López shudder. He was also drinking heavily, and Gallagher thought he seemed ill at ease; apart from boasting about his theatre empire, he had said very little. Mrs Markland ate slowly and carefully. ‘Good grub, this,’ said Dowrich. ‘Better than we had in the wardroom, Pat, wouldn’t you say?’

‘I think you’re mistaken,’ Gallagher said. ‘I wasn’t in the wardroom. We never messed together.’

‘Funny, I was thinking we did. Memory can play tricks sometimes.’

Franklin called for the wine list, wrinkling his nose at the selection and finally picking out a 1900 Château Margaux. ‘Not my preference, but hopefully it will complement the food.’

The 1900 Margaux was one of the finest wines in living memory. ‘I daresay you wish you had brought your own sommelier as well,’ Chalfont said.

Franklin frowned. Like many self-regarding men, he had a skin like a rhinoceros; he could feel the darts, but he was uncertain of their nature. López laid down his fork; neither he nor his wife seemed to have much appetite. ‘Earlier you spoke of a mission, Señor Franklin. What is it that you do?’

Franklin looked around the table, brown eyes meeting each of theirs in turn and commanding their attention. He uses that trick often, Gallagher thought.

‘This war has gone on long enough,’ Franklin said. ‘Like many others, I was foolish enough to believe that this was a local disagreement, and that it would be over by Christmas as we were promised. Instead, the scale and scope of the conflict are increasing. As a convinced and committed pacifist, I believe it is time to bring the war to an end.’

Gallagher stirred a little. ‘And where do you fit in, Mr Franklin?’

Franklin gazed at him for a moment. Silence fell, broken only by Ripley striking a match to light another cigar.

‘My position in life has given me certain advantages,’ Franklin said. ‘Before the war I visited Britain and the Continental Powers many times, partly for business reasons, partly to advise various governments on commercial and industrial policy. Statesmen and monarchs have honoured me with their friendship. I have met King George V several times, and I was Kaiser Wilhelm’s guest at Potsdam only a year ago. I know these men well; and what is more, they know me. They trust me to be an honest broker.’

Chalfont’s jaw dropped. His cigarette fell from his fingers, burning a hole in the tablecloth. Dolly Markland reached across and stubbed it out quickly. ‘You’re going to negotiate peace?’ Chalfont asked. ‘Between the Kaiser and King George?’

‘Yes,’ said Franklin.

‘My dear fellow, how absolutely splendid. Do you know, I had feared this voyage would be dull. My word, how wrong I have been. This is droll, very droll indeed.’

Franklin’s brow furrowed. ‘I am not accustomed to being the butt of other people’s jokes, Mr Chalfont.’

‘Oh, my dear chap, please don’t take offence. I am sure you are very genuine and sincere, and I respect your intentions. But you don’t have a snowflake’s chance in hell.’

‘I rather tend to agree,’ said Schurz.

Franklin lost his temper. ‘Do you? Do you now? With the greatest of respect, Mr Chalfont, I think I know rather more about high affairs of state than the . . . what did you say you were? The former vice-consul in New York? When I walk into offices in Whitehall or Königsplatz, I am greeted as a friend and listened to with respect. I doubt very much if those same gentlemen have ever heard your name.’

‘You are quite correct,’ said Chalfont. ‘I withdraw my earlier remarks, and apologize unreservedly.’ His lips were quivering with amusement.

Franklin turned on Schurz. ‘As for you, Schurz, I said I knew you by reputation. Most of your work has been in the armaments industry. You advise arms makers on how to make weapons and munitions, in greater quantity, better, faster, so more people can be killed more quickly and the directors can make more money. The sooner this war ends, and the sooner the warmongers you work with can be put out of business, the better.’

Another man would have grown angry; Schurz merely looked baffled. ‘Why point the finger at me? I am not a belligerent in this war, I am neutral. I am an engineer, and my job is to help companies become more efficient. That is all I do, nothing more, nothing less.’

‘You do not care that these companies deal in death?’ asked López.

‘That is not my concern, señor. Like I said, I am neutral. My province is technology, the industrial and mechanical sciences, and I seek to improve them wherever I can. Whatever these companies make and to what use their products are put is nothing to do with me.’

‘How can you sit here and say that?’ Franklin demanded. ‘How can you be so blind, Schurz? Thanks to the improvements made by men of science like you, war is consuming the entire world even as we speak. It is not just Europe that is suffering. Those were Indian troops who died on the barbed wire at Neuve-Chapelle. Those are Canadians up at Ypres right now, covering their faces in handkerchiefs soaked in their own urine to ward off the chlorine gas!’

‘Mr Franklin!’ Dolly Markland said sharply.

Franklin held up a hand. ‘Of course, these are your compatriots. I am sorry, ma’am. I apologize for my words.’

‘No,’ López said, and there was a sudden note of passion in his voice. ‘No, Mr Franklin, you are right. Of all the evils that mankind endures, war is the greatest of all. Have you seen war with your own eyes, any of you? Do you know what it does to people? My wife and I were in Mexico City when Pancho Villa’s rebels invaded us. If I told you of the chaos, the murders and summary executions, the robberies and rapes that we saw committed there before our very eyes; if I told you even a tenth of these things, I swear to you, you would not eat one more mouthful of your dinner, for you would be too sick to continue.’

López subsided. His wife was trembling a little. Agitated, she picked up Dowrich’s wine glass and started to drink from it, realized what she was doing and set it down again. Murmuring an apology, she hesitated, fumbling with the glasses before finally picking up her own and moving it towards Dowrich. ‘Oh, dear,’ she said under her breath, and then sat back looking distressed and confused. Gallagher watched her with sympathy, remembering the corpses he had seen lying in the streets of Peking fifteen years ago.

Chalfont was the first to speak. ‘Well said, señor. It is easy for us to sit here in luxury and pass judgement on events that are far away. We have not endured what you and your wife have suffered.’

‘I too am sorry,’ Schurz said stiffly. ‘But no matter how terrible it may be, war is also a natural part of human affairs. It always has been, and always will be.’

‘And men like you will always profit from it,’ said Franklin.

‘Your cause is peace, Franklin. Mine is efficiency. I believe in my creed, the same way you believe in yours.’

Surprisingly, it was Dowrich who attempted to change the subject. ‘I hear the Allies are planning to open another front against the Ottoman Empire. Some sort of landing on the Aegean coast, and then a march on Constantinople to try and knock the Turks out of the war. What do you say, Mr Franklin? That could put more pressure on Germany to make peace.’

Franklin looked disdainful. ‘I don’t speculate on the basis of idle rumours, Dowrich. I advise you not to do the same.’

‘I’m not sure it’s an idle rumour,’ Dowrich said. He looked at Gallagher. ‘I daresay you’ve heard something similar.’

Gallagher shook his head. ‘I work for the Treasury, not the Foreign Office.’

‘Ah, yes,’ Dowrich said. ‘I was forgetting.’

Chalfont raised his glass. ‘Well, at least out here in the wide Atlantic we’re away from it all, for a little while. A toast, ladies and gentlemen. To a calm sea and a prosperous voyage.’

SATURDAY, 1 MAY 1915

10.25 P.M.

APART FROM THE rising and falling of the deck, the saloon of the Lusitania might have been in any grand house in Europe or America. Mahogany-panelled walls, green marble fireplaces imitating the malachite rooms of Russian palaces, a barrel-vaulted skylight set amid a plaster ceiling that could have been designed by Robert Adam, an immense green and yellow floral-patterned carpet and plush upholstered furniture; a mishmash of styles and motifs and yet somehow it all worked, combining to form a picture of effortless luxury sealed off and insulated from the outside world, where submarines launched torpedoes from hidden depths and men died crucified on barbed wire or suffocated in the gas vapours filling their lungs.

In the far distance a lighthouse flashed, blurry through driving rain: Montauk Point at the eastern tip of Long Island, sliding away astern. Ahead lay 3,000 miles of open sea; and then, the war zone.

López sat at the piano, his wife standing beside him and turning the pages of sheet music. He was playing Iberia, Isaac Albéniz’s vast, spell-binding evocation of his homeland, part-flamenco, part-sound picture calling up the dust and heat and vivid swirling life of southern Spain. Cascades of notes fell like waterfalls, gathering themselves and flying into the air again. Gallagher stood listening, watching the pictures the music painted in his mind, barely noticing Dolly Markland move up beside him.

López came to the end of the sixth movement, ‘Triana’, and raised his hands for a moment. Applause rippled around the room. Gallagher took a deep breath, returning to the real world. ‘What do you think of the music?’ Mrs Markland asked, fluttering her fan.

It took Gallagher a moment to respond. ‘He plays every note like he feels it in his heart. Señora López is right. Her husband is a great musician.’

‘Really? I wouldn’t know. I haven’t much taste for music.’

‘I am sorry to hear it,’ Gallagher said.

‘Oh, don’t get me wrong, I used to love music. But I lost my interest in it some years ago.’

It was an odd expression. ‘May I ask what happened?’

‘Nothing,’ she said abruptly. ‘I just lost it. You were very quiet during dinner.’

Gallagher smiled. ‘I didn’t feel I had much to contribute.’

‘That doesn’t stop some people. Have you no views on anything that was discussed? Whether Mr Franklin can single-handedly make peace between Britain and Germany? Whether war is indeed a natural state of affairs? What will happen to Lusitania when we reach the war zone?’

Gallagher smiled again. ‘As to the first, the answer is no, but I applaud him for trying.’

‘Really? You think he is genuinely trying to negotiate a peace? Or is this just another way of feeding his own ego? As if the latter were not already monstrous enough.’

Franklin was across the room, his back to the piano, brandy glass in hand as he talked to a group of men. They looked like they were being lectured to by the head prefect. ‘He is rather fond of himself,’ Gallagher agreed.

‘He is the living embodiment of narcissism. A Viennese psychologist could study that fellow for a lifetime, and never run out of material. What about my other questions?’

‘Is war a natural state of affairs? Yes, probably. So are alcoholism and tuberculosis, but that does not make them desirable. My sympathies are with the Lópezes and, by extension, with Franklin.’

‘And the ship? Are we going to be safe? Are you as blasé as Mr Schurz and Mr Franklin?’

Schurz was an odd one, Gallagher thought. For a man who professed to be objective, a scientist, he seemed to know a lot about the war. But perhaps it was the science of war that fascinated him.

‘I am sure Mr Franklin is right,’ he said. ‘If a naval escort has been arranged, then we should be safe enough.’

‘Your sympathies are with Mr Franklin, Mr Franklin is right. Don’t tell me you too have fallen under his
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