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The Characters

William Danforth—Lord Preston, Marquess of Preston; husband to 
Lady Elizabeth; father; Member of Parliament (MP); head of Ashton 
Park, the family estate in Lancashire, as well as Dover Sky, the family 
summer home in the south of England

Elizabeth Danforth—Lady Preston; William’s wife; mother

Sir Arthur—Lady Elizabeth’s father
Lady Grace—Lord William’s mother

Edward Danforth—William and Elizabeth’s eldest son
Charlotte Danforth—Edward’s wife; former employee at Dover Sky
Owen—their eldest son; Colm—their youngest son

Kipp Danforth—William and Elizabeth’s middle son; pilot
Christelle Danforth—Kipp’s wife; French
Matthew—their son

Robbie Danforth—William and Elizabeth’s youngest son; serves in 
British Army

Shannon Danforth—Robbie’s wife; Irish
Patricia Claire—their daughter

Jeremiah (   Jeremy) Sweet—Anglican clergyman, married to Emma
Emma Danforth Sweet—William and Elizabeth’s daughter; married to 

Jeremy
Peter and James—their fraternal twins; Billy—their youngest son

Catherine Danforth Moore—William and Elizabeth’s daughter; 
widow of Albert

Sean–her son
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Michael Woodhaven IV—American; pilot; married to Libby
Libby Danforth Woodhaven—daughter of William and Elizabeth; 

married to Michael
Jane—their daughter
Montgomery—Libby’s maid; American

Ben Whitecross—pilot; Victoria Cross recipient (WWI); former 
employee at Ashton Park; married to Victoria

Victoria Danforth Whitecross—youngest daughter of William and 
Elizabeth; married to Ben

Ramsay—their eldest son; Tim—their youngest son

Calvert Harrison—groundskeeper at Dover Sky; married to Holly
Holly Danforth Harrison—William’s sister; married to Harrison

Lady Caroline Scarborough—daughter of Danforth family friends 
Lord Francis and Lady Madeleine Scarborough; longtime friend of 
Kipp Danforth

Charles—her son

Tavy—butler 
Skitt—butler and groundskeeper at Dover Sky
Norah Cole, Sally, Harriet, Nancy, Bev—servants at Dover Sky
Mrs Longstaff—head cook
Fairburn—groundskeeper

Baron Gerard von Isenburg—Danforth family friend; German
Albrecht Hartmann—theologian and professor; German
Terrence Fordyce—Royal Navy officer; serves on HMS Hood
Tanner Buchanan—nemesis of Danforth family; MP
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1

June, 1924
Dover Sky estate, Southern England

“All right, Father, you can open your eyes now.”
“Are you sure?”
“Quite sure.”
“Very well then.”
The older man in the back cockpit of the biplane took a look, 

adjusted his goggles, looked a second time, and laughed. “I’ve never 
even seen them by boat!” he shouted. “Never mind by air!”

The pilot turned his head and leaned back. “The gulls see this every 
day, Father. Not so bad a life, is it? Soar, glide, dive for fish—the white 
cliffs of Dover for your world.”

“The white cliffs and the blue sea and sky. Thank you, my boy, thank 
you. This is quite the view.”

“An early birthday present.”
“Is that what this is? It’s very early then. The date’s over a month 

away.”
The pilot grinned. “I didn’t want to miss this chance. My plan was 

to do something special for you. It’s not every day a man turns sixty.”
The older man snorted. “I thank God it isn’t or I’d have been a relic 

by the time I was twenty, Kipp.”
“You look terrific, Dad.”
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“Thank you, my boy. For sixty I suppose I’m not so bad off. I can 
keep up with the grandchildren, and my eyes are still like a hawk’s.”

The plane swooped over the high, chalk cliffs and the wheeling 
white gulls. Late June sunlight made the whitecaps in the English 
Channel beneath the aircraft leap with a brightness the older man never 
saw on land. The blue sky and sea seemed that much deeper by con-
trast. He took it all in, white on white on blue, thanked God, and sud-
denly put his hands outside the cockpit, letting his fingers trail through 
the swift flow of air as if he were dangling them in a stream of water.

“There’s Dover Sky, Father!”
The plane banked over long, green fields and the town of Dover, 

with its miniature buildings and streets and cars. Further out in the 
countryside, set solidly on a hill, was a house of windows and verandas 
and pillars that seemed whiter than the whitecaps and the white cliffs, 
taking the day’s light into its walls and sending it back twice as strong 
so that the two men in the biplane had to squint.

The older man reached forward and tapped his son on the shoulder 
of his leather flight jacket. “I’ve never seen it look so lovely.”

“It’s a diamond from up here, an absolute gem.”
“Whose car is that by the house? Ours is not half so long.”
“I don’t know, but let’s take a closer look.”
Kipp put the plane into a dive.
“My boy, my boy, you are not going to buzz the house?”
“Mum doesn’t mind.”
“But we must have guests if that strange car is there.”
“Well, now we’ll find out who they are.”
They roared over the house. The older man recognized his wife, 

Elizabeth, his daughter Catherine and her son, Sean, and Norah Cole, 
their maid. There was also a tall, narrow figure with a sweeping mous-
tache and a ramrod straight back.

“No one ran for cover, Dad. That’s a good sign.”
“I did not expect my family to run…or my servants. They are used 

to airplanes. And now that I see who our guest is, I wouldn’t expect 
him to run either.”
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Beneath the Dover Sky 13

“Who is it? The car is a Mercedes Benz 400K, by the way. This year’s 
model. Not cheap.”

“Yes, the baron would drive a vehicle like that. Or rather, like me, 
have it driven for him.”

“Baron? Which baron?”
“Von Isenburg. Gerard von Isenburg. A good chap. He gave us our 

German shepherds before the war.”
“Has he come to bring us new ones?”
“I pray not. Gladstone and Wellington have years in them yet.”
“Right. Here we go. Coming in for a landing. Hang on.”

“Your son still loves the flying, doesn’t he, Lady Preston?”
“Please, baron. I’m Elizabeth to you. It’s a relief to hear someone call 

me by my Christian name now and then.”
Baron von Isenburg inclined his head slightly. “As you wish. But 

then I must insist in return that you use my Christian name.”
“I’m happy to do so, Gerard. Yes, our Kipp has never lost his love 

for airplanes and the sky.” 
The two of them watched the biplane land in a field beyond the 

house. 
“William will be surprised to see you,” Lady Preston said as the 

plane came to a stop, propeller whirling. “Surprised and pleased. It has 
been altogether too long. The war’s been over for years. We really ought 
to have had you up to Ashton Park before this.”

“Now is soon enough. I have much to share. And to tell you the 
truth, I prefer visiting at Dover Sky.” He reached down and scratched 
behind the ears of the two blonde German shepherds who sat on their 
haunches beside him, tails slowly swishing as soon as he touched their 
heads. 

“Should I be insulted at that remark, Gerard? What on earth is the 
matter with Ashton Park?”

“There’s nothing wrong with it. I simply find it too, well, baronial. 
I see so much of that in Germany. Dover Sky is quite different—clean, 
white, shining like jasper. I much prefer it to your Lancashire estate.”
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“I see. So did you time your visit so it would coincide with our sum-
mer escape to Kent?”

The baron laughed and leaned on a cane with a silver pommel. “I 
am not so much of a schemer. I had a person to visit at Westminster, 
and a friend asked me to accompany him to England.”

“I only see your chauffeur with you.”
“No, Albrecht is not with us today. He hopes to come by later in the 

week, if you can spare a room.”
“Spare a room?” Lady Preston glanced back at the manor. “What 

room can’t we spare? Only Catherine came down for the summer with 
her boy. The others are too busy up north with their work and their 
families.”

“A shame.”
“We’ll see them all for William’s sixtieth birthday celebration at the 

end of July. Until then it shall be rather quiet…too quiet. We shall be 
glad to have a visit from your friend.”

“I’ll wire him. He’ll be most grateful. He’s wanted to meet your hus-
band for some time.”

“Really? Is he in politics?”
“Not at all. Albrecht is a theologian. He admires William’s Chris-

tian convictions.”
“Ah.” Lady Preston waved as the biplane took off without her hus-

band in it. “There goes Kipp. I’m sorry you two couldn’t meet. He was 
just a boy when you last saw him. He has the Royal Mail for Liverpool 
and Manchester to deliver today.”

The baron watched the plane grow smaller and more distant. 
“Another time. I am sure of it.”

“Ah, Gerard! I spotted you when we flew over the house,” William 
said before kissing his wife on the cheek. “We circled the cliffs, Eliza-
beth. It was marvelous.”

“The way you came at us here on the ground, I’m glad you didn’t 
fly into them.”

“Ha!” William said with a smile.
“Lord Preston.” The baron clicked his heels together. “It’s wonderful 
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Beneath the Dover Sky 15

to see you again after so many years. Yes, I thought you meant to pluck 
the hat off my head, your plane dove in so low.”

“I very nearly could have done it.” 
The two men smiled and shook hands vigorously.
“What brings you to England, Gerard?”
“As I was telling your wife, Lord Preston, I had a person to see in—”
“William,” interrupted Lord Preston. “You know I wish you to con-

tinue to call me William…or Vilhelm, if you prefer. I hear Lord Pres-
ton quite enough.”

The baron bowed. “As you wish. I congratulate you on your new 
title Marquess of Preston.”

Lord Preston nodded. “Thank you. Your cable of last summer was 
much appreciated. But now tell us why you are here. And how did you 
get that long, black Mercedes across the Channel?”

“Well, I have my own boat—a barge, really—and it could probably 
carry three of these. As for my visit, I had a man to see in Westminster.”

“Westminster? Someone in the government?”
The baron held up a hand. “Over brandy and cigars?”
Lord Preston snorted. “You and your brandy and cigars. I’ll have 

my tea while you make smoke.” He smiled and knelt to pet his dogs. 
“So, just a man in Westminster to see, is that it? A mystery man?”

“Well, as I was telling your wife, I accompanied a friend here by the 
name of Albrecht Hartmann. He is a professor at Tubingen…a theo-
logian.”

“Is he? Wonderful, wonderful! Has he written anything I may have 
read?”

“He has written several books that have been well received. Alas, 
only one of them has been translated into English—and American 
English at that.”

“I can tolerate American English. We now have a Yank in the family, 
you know. Married my daughter Libby. Do you remember little ginger- 
haired Libby? The pair are in the United States right now, though we 
hope to see them back here this fall or winter.”

“Splendid. If you wish I can give you a copy of the book and you 
might be able to read some of the chapters before Albrecht arrives.”
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Lord Preston stood up. “He is coming to Dover Sky?”
Lady Preston put her arm through his. “I assured Gerard we had 

plenty of room.”
“Plenty of room? I should say we have since our children and their 

spouses have abandoned us…but for Catherine.” Lord Preston glanced 
about. “Have you seen her yet, Gerard? She was so young in 1911.”

“He’s only just arrived, William,” said Lady Preston. “Catherine’s off 
on a walk with Sean. She can meet Gerard at the evening meal.”

“Why, I saw her from the plane. She was close by.”
“I expect she was, but she’s probably drifted since then. You know 

her moods.”
“Yes, of course.”
The baron’s face behind his moustache grew somber, his eyes dark-

ening. “My condolences once again. Her husband’s death was a shock. 
Civil wars are always the worst for shedding blood.”

Lady Elizabeth put a hand on his arm. “The flowers you sent were 
beautiful, Gerard. Quite the largest arrangement we received. Even the 
king noticed them.”

“A small thing. One always wishes one could do more.”
“Catherine will be glad to see you. I have no doubt of it. But she is a 

bit lost these days. She left Belfast to live at Ashton Park, but she doesn’t 
seem content with us there either. Perhaps it’s too lively for her with so 
many of her siblings having houses nearby. We are hoping a peaceful 
summer at Dover Sky will help.”

“I pray so.” The baron stared at the apple trees at the side of the 
manor. “You never stop worrying about your children. No, never. So 
much can happen in a lifetime.”

“I know, Gerard.” She gently squeezed his arm. “I’m sorry for what 
you’ve been through.”


“Now, mind you attend, young Master Skitt. Next summer you’ll 

be handling matters on your own.”
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Skitt looked at the map Fairburn was sketching. “I thought the 
estate here was just the land on the hill.”

“A common misconception.” The stocky man with a ginger-colored  
beard, moustache, and sideburns continued to draw, the pencil 
clutched in his red, stubby fingers. “Of course it’s nothing like Ashton 
Park, but we have a hundred acres running east, west, north, and south. 
The swans are here—you must pay attention, Master Skitt. There have 
been poachers, and the police’ll not mind if you nab ’em.”

Skitt was glancing all about him as the two men sat on a boulder 
near a narrow stream. “I’ve not been here before, Mister Fairburn.”

“We’ll have a long walk today and get you acquainted with the 
lie of the land. But you must memorize this map. See—” Fairburn 
made several sharp strokes with a piece of charcoal he yanked from the 
pocket of his tweed coat. “I’ve been working on a dry stone fence for 
years to mark off our boundaries. The Gillans are to the south—good 
people, salt of the earth. To the east is the main road into Dover. Those 
fences are done. Of course I’m connecting ’em all together so Dover 
Sky’s in an enclosure, like. So those two have met up. And the east 
fence is linked with the north fence and the McPhails—rogues, that lot, 
every last one of them. I’ve toyed with pointing cannon in their direc-
tion, I tell ye. I wouldn’t be surprised if they’re the ones poaching the 
swans and geese and deer. I’ve built that fence a foot or two higher on 
account of their general nastiness. Now to the west are the Knights—
fine people, handsome daughters, no sons. That’s the fence we need to 
complete before the leaves turn in September or October.”

Skitt pointed to a spot on the map. “What’s that?”
“Grove of oak trees. None near as old as any in Lancashire.”
“And that?”
“An old well. We’ve boarded over the top so’s a child won’t fall in. 

The well’s dry.”
“And this here?”
“A cave. The Lord only knows how long that’s been there. Found an 

ancient yew bow in it fifteen years back. The sinew was gone—y’know, 
the bowstring—but the wood was sturdy enough. I have it in me 
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groundskeeper’s hut if you’d like to see it. Now, by the Gillans’ property 
—Lad, lad, where’s your head at this time?”

“It’s Cathy—I mean Lady Catherine.”
Fairburn craned his neck. “Where?”
“Coming up the slope from the swans.”
Fairburn saw her. “Tall and dark. I remember her. How is she then?”
“Why, for long stretches she’s right as rain. Then a black mood just 

takes over, and she’s down in the dumps for a good spell.”
“A cruel fate, no mistake. So young and a widow with a young boy 

to raise. How old is he now?”
“About fourteen months.”
“Has she shown any interest in, well, meeting another man who can 

be a father to the lad and a good husband to her?”
“They bring lords and dukes and whatnots ’round to Ashton Park 

on a regular basis to meet her. She’s taken no interest in any of them. 
Polite enough to ’em, she’s all of that, still a lady, but never encourages 
any of the men to call again.”

They watched Catherine make her way towards them. Sean was 
asleep in her arms.

Fairburn smoothed down his moustache quickly. “I don’t recall her 
being so comely.”

“She’s lost a good deal of weight since her husband’s death. And she’s 
let her hair grow as long as the Thames. That’s what you notice.”

“It’s glossy-black as a raven’s wing.”
Skitt nodded. “Aye.”
Catherine glanced up and saw them on the boulder. She flashed a 

smile. “Gentlemen, excuse me. I didn’t notice you there.”
Skitt and Fairburn got to their feet and whipped the flat tweed caps 

from their heads.
“Ma’am,” Fairburn greeted.
“Lady Catherine,” said Skitt.
“Oh Skitt, Lady Catherine—that’s too much for down here, isn’t it? 

We’re hundreds of miles from Ashton Park.”
“It comes to you with your father’s title. It’s a question of respect. 

Imagine if your mother caught me calling you just plain Catherine.”
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“Just plain Catherine? Now that does sound drab, doesn’t it?” She 
smiled at Fairburn. “Mum tells me this is your last summer with us.”

Fairburn clutched at his cap in his hand. “That’s so, m’lady. I’ll be 
serving an English family in the south of France. Old friends of your 
father and mother, y’see, and in a bit of a bind for a competent grounds- 
keeper.”

“Well, you’ll certainly fit the bill. When do you take up your new 
post?”

“In November, Lady Catherine. After I’ve set everything to rights at 
Dover Sky, and young Master Skitt here’s fairly squared away.”

“I’m so glad we have you for a final summer.”
“Thank you, m’lady. I’m grateful as well.”
Catherine lifted Sean higher on her shoulder. “I’ll see you gentle-

men later then. I’m just going to get my boy here to his bed.”
Skitt reached out with his hands. “I can help you with him.”

“Thank you, Skitt, but I can manage. Ta.”
The two men watched her carry on up the slope towards the house.
“How long do you reckon she’ll remain unwed?” asked Fairburn.
“Not long,” responded Skitt. “You see she’s pleasant enough despite 

everything. Ah, to be a lord and win her hand…”
Fairburn erupted in a laugh that sounded like coal rumbling down 

a chute. He planted his cap back firmly on his head. “We really are day-
dreamin’ today, aren’t we, lad? Enough with this map for now. Y’need 
something to get the steam out of your system. Ever built a dry stone 
fence? No mortar a’tall?”

“No, I haven’t.”
“Today’s the day then. Right. Let’s head over to our property line 

with the Knights to the west.”

Why do men look at me now? I’m so used to them staring at Victoria. 
Or my brothers’ wives Charlotte and Christelle. What has happened? Do 
they feel sorry for me? Does my being a widow make them feel like they 
want to take care of me? Well away from Skitt and Fairburn and still dis-
tant from the house, Catherine spoke out loud. She glanced down at 
young Sean cradled in her arms. “It takes all the energy I have to put up 
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a cheerful front. God, You know I can’t do any more than that. When 
I think of loving another man I simply get weary. I don’t have it in me. 
Maybe five years from now…or ten…but not now. Not yet.” Thank 
goodness the baron is an old man. He will not gape at me and pester me 
like the sons of lords do at Ashton Park.


“There. Steak and kidney pie. They’ve all turned out perfect. Lord 

Preston will be happy with that.” The short, round woman with curly 
hair the color of rust glanced about her. “Norah Cole? Sally? Where 
have you got to?”

Norah rushed into the kitchen. “Just setting out the bread and but-
ter, Mrs. Longstaff.”

“And the crystal? You’ve laid out the crystal as I asked? He’s a baron, 
you know.”

“And a German.”
Mrs. Longstaff clicked her tongue. “Never you mind about that. 

The war’s over and done with years ago. He’s paid a price himself, you 
know. Two sons killed fighting the Russians. His wife dead of a cancer. 
Only the one daughter left. Have some Christian charity.”

Norah tilted up her chin. “All right.”
“In any case, he is an old friend of the Danforth family, and so was 

his father and his father’s father. That’s reason enough to treat him with 
a good measure of grace and respect.”

“Yes, Mrs. Longstaff.”
“And he gave Lord Preston those beautiful dogs.”
“Yes, ma’am.”
“Where’s Sally got to?”
“In the wine cellar with Tavy. He’s choosing a red, and she’s choos-

ing a white.”
“Well, run and tell them to make up their minds and be done with it. 

I’m calling the Danforths to tea in five minutes. Help me with the pies, 
love. One to a plate. Mind you, Sir William—Lord Preston, I should 
say—be sure he gets two.”

“Yes, ma’am.”
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Each of them picked up a wooden tray of the steaming pies and 
headed up a ramp to the dining room. Mrs. Longstaff ’s eyes took in 
everything as she placed pies at each place setting.

“You’ve remembered the high chair for Sean? Good. And you’ve got 
Lord Preston’s knives and forks and spoons arranged for his left hand. 
Now did you know the baron is left-handed, as well?”

“I didn’t.”
“I thought I’d mentioned it. No matter. Only takes a moment.” She 

moved the baron’s cutlery around. “There. And we have spare pies in 
the oven just in case.”

“You have some for our men?”
“For Tavy and Fairburn? ’Course I do.”
“And young Skitt? He’s a growing boy.”
Mrs. Longstaff chuckled. “Boy? I daresay he’s a man now, Norah 

Cole. You watch out for him this summer.”
Norah sniffed. “I’m old enough to be his mother.”
“His mother?” Mrs. Longstaff raised her eyebrows.
“Well, an older sister then. There’ll be no to-do between the pair of 

us, I assure you.”


The dining hall shimmered with light from a crystal chandelier 

that made all the crystal goblets, glasses, and side plates dance. The 
baron got to his feet after grace and raised his wineglass in a toast. “To 
my hosts! May nothing ever separate our families. Not war, not peace. 
God bless you all.”

“Hear, hear!” Lord Preston rose. “May I return the blessing? In my 
best German? Gott erhalte unsere Familien in der Einheit—für immer! I 
think I have that right, Baron.”

The baron bowed. “Excellent. Unity forever. I shall drink to that.” 
He sipped from his glass of red wine and sat down. “Good English 
food, ja?”

“Indeed. Steak and kidney pie. Mushy peas. Fried potatoes and 
tomatoes. All a man needs, Gerard.”

“I think so.” He placed a white napkin in his lap and smiled at 
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Catherine and her toddler. “You look wonderful, Lady Catherine. 
How is your health?”

Catherine returned the smile as she broke open her piecrust with a 
fork. “I am very well, Baron. Thank you for asking.”

“Your boy is coming along well.”
She smiled at Sean, who was stuffing mushy peas in his mouth with 

his hand. “He is, isn’t he?”
“His looks seem to favor you.”
“People say that. But in some of his mannerisms he reminds me of 

his father. Such as now.”
Her father and mother and the baron laughed.
Catherine drank from her glass of water. “I suppose we will find out 

who he really takes after by the time he is eleven or twelve.”
The baron chewed and swallowed while shaking his head. “Oh, 

much before that, my dear. Believe me, much before that.”

The household staff sat in the kitchen and ate together.
“This is right good, Mrs. Longstaff,” said Skitt with his mouth full. 

“Is there much more of it?”
She watched him eat. “If the baron doesn’t want seconds and Lord 

Preston is content with two, there should be plenty left over.”
“That’s good news.”
“And there’s plenty of bread and butter and yesterday’s coney stew 

if the pies are gone.”
“The rabbit stew? It wasn’t all eaten?”
“Not a’tall.”
“We were building a fence you see—dry stone—no mortar. Had 

to fit them tight together just so. Fairburn wanted to get it all done 
today—”

Fairburn bit into a heel of dark bread. “I haven’t had decent help in 
years. I didn’t want to waste the opportunity.”

“Which fence is that?” asked Sally.
“We’re bounding the property. East, south, and north are done. So 

this is to the west.”
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Tavy wiped the corners of his mouth clear of gravy. “What family 
is that? To the west?”

“The Knights.”
“Short chap? Striking daughters twice his height?”
“That’s the one.”
“Have they been to Dover Sky for tea? Lady Preston wants me to put 

together a guest list. She finds the manor altogether too quiet without 
the other family members.”

Fairburn dug into his pie. “Hmm. Years ago they’ve been, but not 
recently. It wouldn’t be a bad idea. And the Gillans should be invited 
over as well. It pays to cultivate good neighbors in the country.”

“Will there be a ball?” asked Norah. “I’ve never been to one here.”
Fairburn grunted. “There are balls and balls. Servants can’t attend 

all of them. But if they have a servants’ ball, well then you’re in.”
“Certainly. It’s the same up north.”
Sally grinned and swayed back and forth in her seat. “I’d love that.”

“Can I suggest it to his lord?” asked Norah.
“Oh no.” Tavy shook his head. “It wouldn’t be proper.”
“Isn’t anyone allowed to put a bug in his ear?”
Mrs. Longstaff got up and fetched another pie to the table, putting 

it down in front of Skitt. “There you go.” She wiped her hands on her 
apron. “I’ll drop a hint, if you like, to her ladyship. She’s so lonely down 
here this summer I’m sure she’ll agree to it.”

Norah’s face gleamed. “Now wouldn’t that be something, Sally? A 
grand ball and us dolled up in the latest fashions from London and 
Paris.”

Sally cocked her head to one side and fluttered her eyelids, striking 
a pose. “Rahlly, my dahling, I should find that enchanting.”

Norah had forgotten her food. “Neighbors from north, south, east, 
and west. Men from north, south, east, and west.”

“Never from the north,” rumbled Fairburn. “Never any men from 
the north, my dear.”

“Why not?”
“The McPhails are ugly as rubbish bins. Brute beasts. And they 
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cannot dance.” He looked at Norah, who was staring at him in sur-
prise. “Depend upon it, Miss Cole. They would trample you into mar-
malade with their monstrous great feet.”


“So do you honestly want brandy, Gerard?”
“I do.”
Lord Preston placed a short, fat bottle on the table in the library 

with a thump. “There you are.”
“Excellent.” The baron brought out a cigar from the inside pocket of 

his suit jacket. “I know you don’t indulge, Vilhelm, but may I?”
Lord Preston waved his hand and took a seat in a white wicker chair. 

“Be my guest. I opened all four windows in preparation.”
“Danke.” Gerard slipped a cutter out of his pocket, snipped off the end 

of his cigar, placed the cigar in his mouth, and lit it. He sat near a window 
and across the room from Lord Preston. “Let me say that your daughter 
looks wonderful, Vilhelm. It is good to see her recovering so well.”

Lord Preston nodded. “It will be two years this December. Her 
mother and I are anxious she begin to develop a new life for herself. 
Physically she seems to be doing better, but in her spirit? She covers up 
well, but she has a long way to go. We pray without ceasing for her, of 
course. If only one decent man would catch her interest…but we have 
yet to see it.” He drummed his fingers on the arm of his chair. “Do you 
have that book for me? The one written by your friend?”

“It is in my room. I will drop it off at your door at bedtime.”
“Very good. What is his theme?”
“The suffering Savior. He relates how Christ’s sufferings establish a 

unique bond between the human race and God. That He has embod-
ied the pain of His creation, not only of men and women, but of every-
thing God has made. Because of this, He can never be distant or aloof 
to our struggles because they are in Him too.”

“I should very much like to read that. When will your friend be 
joining us?”

“I wired him to join us Friday night or Saturday. He has his own car, 
and I’m confident he’ll be able to find the estate.”
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“How did you get the telegram out?”
The baron turned his head and blew a stream of smoke out the win-

dow. “My chauffeur took it into Dover.”
“Has your man eaten?”
“Your cook put a plate together for him, and he ate in his room. 

He’s a bit of a loner, so he was quite happy with that.” He got up. “I’ve 
forgotten my brandy.” He went to the table, turned a brandy snifter 
right side up, and poured several ounces from the bottle into the glass. 

“Albrecht is at Oxford today. He’s already been to Cambridge. He has 
guest lectures at Manchester and Liverpool as well.” The baron took his 
glass to his seat. “I think I mentioned he teaches at Tubingen?”

“Yes.”
“Professor of Protestant Theology.”
“And you a good Catholic, Gerard.”
“Appearances and history to the contrary, the two are not mutu-

ally exclusive.”
“Hmm. How are things in Germany?”
The baron shrugged. “Not as bad as 1919 or last year. Inflation has 

been high. So has unemployment. We see some signs of improvement 
now, but the terms of the treaty were too harsh, Vilhelm.”

“I know it. You’ve read my speeches in Hansard. I felt the same way 
about Ireland in 1916. I argued for magnanimity then, and I argued it 
for Germany after the armistice. Each time I was ignored.”

“The reparation payments are absurd. When we asked for a reprieve, 
the French refused and sent their troops to occupy the Ruhr in ’22. The 
German workers went on strike so that Paris could not make money 
off them. Berlin supported the workers while they were on strike. You 
remember?”

“Yes.”
“The new chancellor of Germany came into power last summer. He 

agreed to resume the reparation payments to France and ordered the 
workers in the Ruhr to end their strike. There was a great deal of anger 
at this. He had to declare a state of emergency. Bavaria in particular 
refused to obey his orders.”

Lord Preston nodded. “Certainly we were preoccupied with our 
own family matters in 1923, but I read the newspapers.”
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The baron leaned forward in his chair, brandy in one hand, cigar in 
the other. “When a situation becomes black as night—a night that has 
little or no hope of dawn—people become desperate for a savior. One 
they can see in front of them with their own eyes. They look for a man 
who will take control and fix everything. They don’t care how. They 
just want light at the end of the tunnel regardless of how it is provided.”

Lord Preston drummed his fingers again. “Like Mussolini march-
ing on Rome and taking over in ’22?”

The baron lifted his glass. “Exactly like that. You’ve heard of this 
Hitler fellow?”

“No.”
“He tried to take over the government last fall. He and a group of 

thugs now called the Nazi Party. There was a great deal of furor over 
ending the Ruhr strike and resuming payments to France, and Adolph 
Hitler took advantage of that. He attempted to kidnap the rulers in 
Bavaria because he felt they were weakening in their opposition to the 
French and to the German chancellor. He stormed into a beer hall 
where they were meeting, waved a gun, and demanded they join his 
revolution to overthrow the chancellor, defy France, and march on Ber-
lin as Mussolini had marched on Rome.”

“What happened to him?”
“He was arrested and sentenced to prison for five years. We should 

not see him out again until 1928. But I don’t think Germany will be 
much better off in five years. That worries me because I’m sure he’ll try 
to take advantage of a black situation in ’28 just as he did in ’23.”

“He may change, Gerard. Men change in prison.”
“Or become even more fanatical and hard-hearted. I have discov-

ered he is dictating a book while he is behind bars. The first volume is 
due to be published early next year.”

“What is it about?”
The German inhaled on his cigar. “His ideology, his beliefs, his pol-

itics. I’m afraid he will gain a great following if the book touches on 
any of Germany’s raw nerves. Others dismiss him, but I don’t. A few 
of your people in Westminster don’t either.”

“Who are you seeing in London?”
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“I’m not at liberty to say.”
Lord Preston nodded. “What do you want of me?”
“I am hoping you will become directly involved in keeping Herr 

Hitler in prison. Or directly involved in preventing him from trying 
to seize power again. We must have your help.”

“There is little I can do about the internal affairs of another country.”
“We must figure out together what we can or cannot do.”
“Baron—”
“Lord Preston.” The baron’s eyes were an icy-gray that cut through 

the haze of cigar smoke. “Are you willing to risk another war if this man 
gains control of Berlin just as Mussolini has gained control over Rome?”
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