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The baron looked at the letter once again.  Unless it could raise ten thousand within a month the company would be bankrupt.  Damn and his younger daughter was looking forward to her season.  Well his man of business had been right there were risks but he thought the company had them under control.  Obviously not when a mere spring in a tunnel could create so much havoc.

 

Well he had no more money, the estate was mortgaged up to the hilt as it was.  He'd put off any decision until tomorrow.  He left the letter on his desk and walked into the drawing room and poured himself a large brandy.

 

Ann, one of the maids who could read, came in to tidy the desk.  By afternoon the housekeeper had to report that two merchants had declined to supply any more goods until their outstanding bills had been paid.  The next morning the Baron asked his man of business to see if anyone would buy his shares and since he was cutting his loses he didn’t mind the price.

 

Ann mentioned the contents of the baron’s letter to her sister who in turn mentioned it to her master.  George wasn't surprised he'd already been offered shares in the company at a substantial discount which he’d been happy to buy.  Not only that but with the baron selling others were hoping to cut their loses as well.  It had taken just about every spare penny he could lay his hands on to raise the money and to put in the extra ten thousand pounds.  “Miss Charlotte would make you a good wife?”  “Why does everyone think I need one?”  “She's nice and considerate not like some.”  George thought about it well she'd be out on the street shortly if the baron continued his understanding of business.  A bit taller than himself still she’d be able to reach books down from the top shelf without assistance.  “Ask your sister to ask Miss Charlotte if she'll have me.  If she will, put the word out I'll cover the shopkeepers and speak to the Baron.  Offer to cover the cost of her sister's come out.”

 

Susan's eye twinkled.  “I'll best be off then.”  “Off you go.”  Miss Charlotte, he mused, he’d seen her in church and once she’d smiled at him.  Pretty enough still he hoped she wouldn’t want a grand house all at once.  Susan put on her newest dress and pinafore and popped across to see her sister.  She knocked on the kitchen door and was admitted to see all the servants gossiping to try to see what would become of them.  “Hello Mrs. Hyatt, I’ve just popped in to see my sister for a moment that all right?”  Mrs. Hyatt the housekeeper nodded her consent.  “She’ll be up doing the bedrooms at the moment.”  “I’ll slip up the backstairs then?”  Mrs. Hyatt nodded.  She known both girls for many a year and both were sensible.

 

“I didn’t know it was your half day?”  “It isn’t but can you get me in to see Miss Charlotte on her own?”  “Come down to her room.  I’ll leave you inside and bring her up.”  She handed her sister a feather duster “Just look busy if anyone looks in.”

 

Alice slipped down to the drawing room and quietly looked at Miss Charlotte and motioned her with her eyes to the door.  Miss Charlotte put down her embroidery and walked quietly to the door.  Once past she enquired “Now what’s all this cloak and dagger stuff Alice?”  “Me sister would like a word.”  “Now I am intrigued.  Lead on.”  In Miss Charlotte’s room Susan quietly ran the feather duster over the mantelpiece that had already been dusted.

 

“Hello Susan has your employer turned you off then?”  Susan turned and curtsied “No Miss.”  Susan looked at her sister and motioned her through the door. “Will I be safe all alone with you?”  Asked Miss Charlotte amused.  Alice slipped through the door “I’ll be right outside guarding the door Miss.”

 

Miss Charlotte grinned “Now then what’s the big problem?”  “My employer asks for your hand in marriage.”  “George Mowbray?”  Susan nodded.  “Why?”  “He’d heard your father sold a lot of shares for a tenth of what he paid for them.”  “So that’s why father was looking so glum.”  “He says he’ll cover your sister’s season if need be and see to the outstanding bills.”   Miss Charlotte thought for a moment then recalled the smile they had exchanged in church a month or so ago.  “He’s a considerate master?”  “Yes.”  Well that decided her “Tell him I accept but he’ll need to make an offer in form to father.  Now what shall we tell your sister?”  “It’d better be the truth.  I’m not much good at lying to her.”  “Open the door then.”  Susan opened the door and ushered Alice in closing the door behind her.  “Well what’s going on?”  She demanded.  “I have accepted George Mowbray’s offer for my hand but you are to say nothing until it is finalised.”  Alice opened her eyes wide.  “He’s a lucky man.”  “That’s to be seen.”

 

The next morning over breakfast the baron went through his mail.  Anything to put off the time when he had to admit there wasn’t enough money for Rebecca’s season.  On the third letter he spluttered his coffee.  Charlotte was sat besides him and took the letter from him placing it by her side as he recovered.  “Better father?”  Her younger sister Rebecca looked up.  “Something important was it.”  Charlotte glanced through the letter “Not especially, just George Mowbray asking for my hand in marriage.”  The butler and footmen stood agog.  Charlotte’s mother looked aghast “But he hasn’t a title.”  “It’s out of the question of course.”  “Well I’m of age and of a mind to be wed so whilst I’d like your blessing I’ll marry without it if need be.”  The baron looked at her.  Well a dowry was out of the question at the moment.  “Has he spoken to you about it?”  “No but I understand he’ll cover the cost of my sister’s season.”

 

Rebecca’s head came up “But why would he do that?”  “Well to be honest our finances are not what they should be and I was about to inform you that we couldn’t afford a season.” “Finances, that’s not fair if it means I can’t have a season.”  The baron looked at his eldest daughter “So do I tell him he has my permission to pay his addresses?”  “He already has asked me to marry him and I agreed but said he should ask you formally first.”

 

“We’d best invite him round for tea.”  Said her mother in a resigned voice.  “What does he do?  Something in trade no doubt.”  “Without a doubt.”

 

George had his cravat retied by Susan who inspected him carefully before letting him out of the house after running a brush over his shoes.  “Don’t forget you’re as good as they are, titled or not.” George smiled at her which made her insides go all funny.

 

Humphries opened the door himself to inspect Miss Charlotte’s suitor.  “So do I pass inspection?” an amused George asked him.  “I’m sure that is not for me to say sir.  If you’d care to follow me.”  George was led into the drawing room where the family was gathered.  “Just to answer your questions, yes I’m in trade but I do have contacts.  One of which maybe willing to place his town house at your disposal for the season.  I suggest you send Humphries down to inspect and see if it meets with his approval.”  His fiancée grinned at his summation.  “Settlements?”  Asked her father hopefully.  “I’ll take her as she is and expect she’ll do the same. There will be provision for her in my will.”  Rebecca wondered at this blunt speaking but the baron nodded, he’d been expecting something along those lines.  “Family?”  “Oh my father started the family business and I’ve taken it over and expanded it.  He and mother died two years ago of fever.  I have no other close relatives but I can bring you the family bible with its list of great aunts and uncles if you like.  One was blacksmith.”  Charlotte’s mother shuddered in horror at the idea of being related to a blacksmith even if indirectly.  Rebecca didn’t think she could ever bring herself to marry a man shorter than herself.

 

Charlotte took pity on her family and led George off to view the conservatory.  “Have you changed your mind?”  He enquired.  “No but I suspect you are playing up and being deliberately provocative.  Not that I blame you.  Will we live in your home?”  “Certainly for the present.  I’m a bit strapped for cash much the same as your father at the moment.”  “Do you have any servants other than Susan?”  “I have a gardener who lives out but I suppose we’ll need more.  Would Alice do?”  Charlotte inclined her head.  “If you wish to entertain we’ll need more but shall I ask Alice and we’ll see how we go on.”  “I’ve arranged for the banns to be read starting this Sunday. I assume a quiet wedding is acceptable.”  Charlotte smiled.  “Marrying into a family of blacksmiths?  I think mother will be more than happy for a quiet wedding.”

 

George handed Humphries a letter as he left.  “Take that with you to the address on the front and hand it personally to the butler.” 

 

Humphries and the housekeeper discussed matters over tea and cakes.  “So is he quality or not?”  “Well the outstanding bills have been settled I’ll say that much for him.  I’m in favour of thinking Miss Charlotte has done better than she might have done given she’s one and twenty now and had no season for one reason or another.”  “We’ll give him the benefit of the doubt and I’m intrigued with his London connections.”  “If he’s in trade there is a lot of trade that goes on in London so that’s where the connection has come from no doubt.”

 

Humphries and the baron debated the wisdom of Humphries inspecting the London house.  The baron thought it an unnecessary expense whilst Humphries thought it better to be safe than sorry.  In the end the baron’s wife prevailed and Humphries set off to London travelling in the cramped mail coach for speed.  In London he hailed a cab and gave the address on the envelope.  He just hopped he hadn’t been given a false address.

 

A livered footman answered the door.  “I have instructions to hand this letter personally to the butler.”  “If you’ll follow me sir.”  Correctly guessing Humphries to be an upper servant the footman led him to the servant’s hall.  “Mr. Knight you have a visitor.”  Humphries handed the letter over.  “Describe the person who gave you this please.”  Humphries gave a description.  “Well that seems to be in order.” He turned to the rest of the servants.  “Gather up the rest of the servants and we can discuss once this together.”  Mr. Knight turned to Mr. Humphries “How is Master George?”  “About to get married.”  “Is it his wife he’s bringing to us?”  “No her sister.”  Mr. Knight looked thoughtful and the servants gathered round.  “We are to receive guest who will be with us for the season, Master George’s sister-in-law to be.  Mr. Humphries is here to see if he considers us a suitable abode.”  There was a hump of indignation from the back.  “Timothy we must give him the benefit of the doubt since he is not familiar with the house of Riversdale.”  One of the maids grinned at this.  “Now no doubt he will have questions such as how many additional staff will be required.”  He turned to Humphries “Needless to say the house is fully staffed although with a young lady taking in the season I dare say a dresser might be handy.  I will attend to the matter.  Mary take a couple of footmen with you and remove the hollands in the ground floor and three of the guest rooms so Mr. Humphries can make his inspection.”  “Do you have a chef?”  Asked Mr. Humphries.  “Most certainly and you can sample his cooking this evening at supper.  Unity will you be so kind as to accompany Mr. Humphries on a tour of inspection.  No doubt he will wish to verify our boxes are suitable so I suspect since it is Thursday it will be the Theatre Royal tonight and we can arrange to swop nights for Covent Garden on Friday.”   

 

“There’s a scientific lecture on Monday at the King’s head?”  “But one of the lectures on electricity would be more entertaining.”  “True?”  Humphries queried “Electricity?”  “Oh its of no practical use like most science but the lectures can be very entertaining to watch.  You really should take in at least one whilst you are here.  James, one of the footmen, is interested in the subject so go along with him to the theatre and he can explain all about it.  If there is a chemistry lecture on whilst you’re here that might be worth while as well.  Apparently there is a new type of gunpowder that promises to shoot a ball further and more accurately than before. It’s all very entertaining.” 

 

Unity led him a tour of the house.  Mr. Humphries was impressed by the size, the quality of the furnishings, the dinning room and the ballroom.  “Of course we haven’t been dusting quite as regularly as we do when someone is in residence but it will sparkle within a fortnight.”  “The rooms on the left at the rear?”  “Those are the Earl of Riversdale’s and his wife’s private apartments.  We’ll be putting the guests in the guest rooms according to Mr. Knight.”

 

Humphries sat back in the mail coach and ran over his visit to London in his mind.  It was true that London had the best entertainment although he’d seen a poster up for a scientific lecture in Birmingham.  There certainly was something to think about.  Fancy producing lightning on the stage.

 

Humphries reported back that in his opinion the house was fully staffed so it would be unnecessary to take any servants with them.  The baron mulled, “There are town carriages available with grooms and coachmen should they be required.”  “It doesn’t sound like a normal house that is rented for the season.”  “I would concur.”  “Will we need you?”  “There is a butler there already and he has his staff well trained so I think not my Lord.”  “We’ll take just the one carriage then and I’ll ride alongside.”  “As you wish my lord.”

 

In London Knight moved with his normal efficiency.  Brielle was hired together with two sewing maids.  “Now you understand that our guests are not to be concerned with the cost of dresses.  So the idea is you will make up the majority of the young lady’s dresses.  You’ll need material but that will have to wait until she arrives.”  “You mean they might be able to afford a few signature dresses but otherwise we will provide?”  Brielle shrugged for what they were paying the three of them for a year well that would pay for quite a few dresses.  Still she could improve her English whilst working here and she wouldn’t have to pay for a workshop for her own business.  Meantime she and the maids could no doubt make up a few shirts for the male staff and a dress or two for the servants.  Next door also had a debutante?  How interesting.

 

“Are we sending trunks down by carrier?”  “I think not.  You’ll have to restrict yourselves to what can be packed.  I’ll travel on horseback.  My valet will travel on top with the coachman so there will only be yourself and Rebecca in the coach.”

 

Charlotte looked over her new home with Susan.  “It’s a bit masculine and functional.”  She hazarded.  “He likes to try things out so we have a range in the kitchen which I like, a permanent bath next to the kitchen, well the range really, there’s pipe that carries hot water directly from the range to the bath if you believe it or not.  Mind you it does save carrying buckets of hot water upstairs and hoping you don’t trip and scald yourself.  We have a water closet that goes gurgle from time to time.  Mind you it saves emptying out the chamber pots.  Now if only he’d invent a machine for doing the washing and ironing or even sewing.  It takes me a week to sew a shirt.  If only men had to sew shirts they’d invent something in a flash.”

 

“Where do you eat?”  “We’re a bit informal to be honest and eat together in the kitchen.  The big problem is he forgets it’s meal time sometimes but I’ve noticed all men are a bit like that.  He asked me to call him George when it’s just us in the house.  I don’t know if you’d like to change that and be a bit more formal.”  “No I think informal suits him so you’d best call me Charlotte.”  “Not Charlie then?”  Susan said smiling.  “I prefer Charlotte.”  “Charlotte it is then unless we have company which we don’t often have and to be honest we don’t really have a drawing room to put them in.”  Charlotte nodded.  “I’m thinking of inviting Alice to join us.”  “That’d be nice.”

 

They attended Charlotte’s quiet wedding along with many of the villagers who came to pay their respects.  Afterwards they walked to the village green where two barrels of ale where waiting to be supped, together with a hog roast.  Not the most elegant of meals but there were hunks of fresh bread, roast chestnuts and baked potatoes to help the pork go down and the villagers partied late into the night.

 

The next morning at daybreak the baron’s carriage pulled away from his estate.  Inside wrapped up in blankets and rugs his wife and daughter dozed gently surrounded by those garments the two ladies had thought absolutely essential plus Martha to see to their comfort.  

 

Charlotte peeped open her eyes and felt a warm comforting body next to her.  She rolled over and gently ran her fingers through the hairs on his chest.  “Awake are you?”  Came his deep masculine voice.  “I might be.  What’s for breakfast?”  There was a chuckle from the other side of the bed.  “I’ll see you downstairs shortly.”  Alice popped her head round the door and carried in a jug of hot water.  “He’s cooking bacon and egg in the kitchen if you’re quick.”  Charlotte scurried out of bed and dressed quickly in the cold.  The kitchen was warm though when she entered it.  She warmed herself in front of the range and watched her husband break another two eggs in the frying pan.  “Want them turned over?”  She nodded.  Fried eggs were a delicacy, they’d never had stood the journey to the dinning room from the kitchen.  She looked round the kitchen, all hers.  It was nice getting to know George slowly as he put it.  They’d had no time before the wedding and now she could tease him.  She took her plate from him and kissed him on the cheek before sitting down at the big wooden table.  He cooked another plate then sat besides her.  “You’ve got him well trained I see.”  Observed Alice to her sister.  “His cheese on toast isn’t bad either.”  George turned to his wife “Now you see why I needed a wife, to keep this young madam in order!”  “Does he do baked potatoes as well?”  Enquired Charlotte mischievously.  “Aye with grated cheese on top.”  George glared at one and all.  

 

“So will the house do?”  “Well I think we could buy up the three houses either side then extend it?”  She murmured innocently peeping at him to see what effect her words had on him.  “Baggage.” He murmured and she grinned at him.

 

It took four days before the baron and his family reached London and three hours before the coachman finally found the house they were after and that was only because Martha had squeezed on top next to the coachman and asked their way once or twice much to the coachman’s dismay.

 

Their arrival was everything they might have wished for.  Tea and small cakes were provided for the ladies, baths were provided in their rooms to wash off the dirt of their travels.  The baron was handed a glass of fine Madeira which he declared tolerable.  The ladies gown were unpacked and pressed.  Martha was introduced to three sewing maids and the superior dresser and made to feel at home.  Rebecca was closely inspected by Brielle.  “Really Mama I felt as if she was the superior being and it was I who was being inspected.”  “She is part of the household staff and I don’t like to offend them.”

 

The next morning Rebecca found herself in a small carriage with Brielle, the dresser and the two sewing maids without really understanding why.  When she asked where they were going Brielle explained in rapid French that had no resemblance to the French Rebecca had been taught.  They arrived at a fabric warehouse where Brielle held up first one fabric to Rebecca then another.  She and the dresser discussed which would work best whilst a footman stood by.  Occasionally a sewing maid would add something to the discussion. Finally Rebecca asked the dresser what was going on.

 

“Mr. Knight thought that although you would prefer to have your gowns made up by a fashionable modiste this close to the season it might be difficult to have all the gowns you might need made quickly enough.  Since the house keeps a number of sewing maids on staff he thought they might do for a few lesser gowns.”  Rebecca nodded her agreement.  “But some of the material we’re looking at looks very costly.”  “The House of Riversdale has an account here.  We get a discount on the prices and we have an allowance for material.”

 

Later Rebecca tackled her mother about gowns and dresses.  Her mother thought it might be best to talk to her father first about how much they could spend.  Rebecca pulled a face.  The next morning Martha produced a new morning gown that looked very fashionable to Rebecca’s eyes.  “I don’t remember this one?”  She exclaimed.  “One of the sewing maids passed it to me an hour ago.  It looks very good to me.”

 

She talked to her mother about the new dress.  “Well it looks very nice on you but hasn’t got the signature look about it that one of the top modiste’s gown might have but there again we are unlikely to breach the top of the ton where such things get noticed.  Shall we ask your dresser for her opinion?”

 

The dresser when asked thought it looked excellent.  “I feel it would certainly do for lesser occasions.” 

 

Mother and daughter despaired of the invitations they has received so far.  There was no question of being selective there were just too few.  It seemed that word of the baron's financial position had been uncovered making Rebecca's chances of a good match less likely.  Yes there were younger sons who were happy to stand up with her but for Rebecca her chances of a respectable marriage seemed slim.  "Perhaps if we held a ball?"  "We only have the funds to have a single ball.  For the moment we don't really have the connections to invite the right people just the hangers on.  Hopefully we'll make a few more friends shortly."  With that Rebecca has to be content.  She could always join the parade at the fashionable hour.  Knight had told them the carriages would be made available if and when required.

 

The theatre was available as was the opera.  Rebecca was in desperate straits and spoke to Knight who was sympathetic.  "You could invite Mrs. Clegg to the theatre.  I know she enjoys it but is living in reduced circumstances these days."  He suggested.  "Why not?"  "Write the invitation on Riversdale headed notepaper.  She'll enjoy the attention."

 

Mrs. Clegg looked at the invitation doubtfully.  She didn't want to encourage mushrooms but on the other hand it was on Riversdale notepaper.  "You mentioned there is a servant awaiting a reply?"  "I'd hesitate to call him a servant?"  Intrigued she commanded  "Show him in."

 

Knight entered the room.  Knight lowering himself to deliver the note how intriguing.  "Well who is she?"  "Master George's sister-in-law."  "How is he?"  "Well he recently married a baron's daughter."  "So her connections are reasonable.  Money?"  "Very little I'm afraid."  "The opera box is available as well?"  "But of course, although Rebecca or a member of the family will have to issue the invitation."  

 

Mrs. Clegg dressed in her finery that was twenty years out of date and awaited the carriage.  Inside Rebecca and her mother wondered exactly who she was.  Still Knight had suggested her name and her address was still in a respectable area.

 

They entered the theatre together and already Rebecca could sense a difference as people approached Mrs. Clegg and enquired after her heath.

 

Charlotte found living with George to be quite different.  He paid extra to have his mail and newspaper delivered as soon as the mail coach had been through.  It was fun being able to read through the society columns of the paper.  George just read the boring financial bits.  George ran a knife under the seal to open the letter.  Hoskins, Hoskins and Hyatt, that sounded like trouble.  “I have to travel up to London to see some lawyers.  Apparently an obscure relation died in Spain fifteen months ago but they’ve only just got round to finding out officially so I need to go and clear it all up.  Want to come?  There should be room to visit with your sister and see how she’s getting on with her season.”  “I’d like that.  I’ve only had the one letter from her since she arrived.”  “Will the mail do this afternoon?”  “I’d better pack then.”  “Do you need Alice?”  “If we take Alice I wouldn’t like to leave Susan behind.”  “We’ll take them both then.”  “Can we afford it?”  “Just about.”  “I’ll let them know.”  “No need I’m sure with the open door Susan knows already.”  Susan put her head round the door and put her tongue out at him.  “Careful or you’ll be seated on top.”  Susan entered and gave him a curtsey.  “Yes oh Lord and Master.”  “Get packed and we’ll walk to the inn.”

 

The coach was cramped but with George, Charlotte and Alice facing forward it was only Susan who had her back to the driver and was a bit squashed up with the other two passengers.  When they got out to change their legs Susan murmured something about the only reason she and Alice were being taken along was to make sure George and Charlotte weren’t squashed up.  Charlotte thought there might be a grain of true in the accusation as she peeped at George’s face.

 

“Welcome Master George.”  Knight beamed at him.  “Straight up to our room please Knight.”  Knight led the way to a large room on the first floor and both collapsed in armchairs.  Two footmen entered with a trays of food and drink.  A table was brought forward and after a meal both just collapsed on the large bed.  

 

Next morning George slipped out of bed and into the dressing room where dressed quickly before descending.  “There are some gentlemen to see you my Lord I’ve placed them in the library.”   “Fetch me some coffee in the library.”  He entered the library and greeted the lawyers.

 

Charlotte wandered down more slowly and entered the drawing room to see if anyone was about.  “Lady Sefton” announced Knight with pride in his voice.  “Good morning Countess Riversdale.  I’ve sneaked in before the rest just to invite you to a dinner party in two days time and I implore you to show your face at our little do on Wednesday evening.  So nice to have met you and now I really must fly.”  She handed over an envelope to a confused Charlotte then flew out the door and Rebecca flew in.  “What did she want?”  “I’m not sure she seems to have mistaken me for someone else and given me an invitation to a dinner party.”  Rebecca took the proffered envelope and opened it.

 

“Almack’s, oh wonderful sister.  Almack’s, I never dreampt I’d gain admission.  Mother has been racking her brains trying to think of someone who might help.”  Rebecca span her sister round and round then dashed off to see her mother.  Charlotte stepped into the hall.  “Where is my husband?”  “In the library.”  Charlotte pointed to the closed door and the footman nodded.  She entered the room and walked up to her husband who was studying a pile of documents on the desk.  “A strange women was announced, Lady Sefton, and addressed me as Countess Riversdale, why?”  “That is your title.”  “So I’m married to the Earl of Riversdale?”  George nodded hesitantly.  “Good.” She pulled the bell rope and when a footman arrived had him summon the butler and housekeeper immediately.  “How long have I been the countess of Riversdale?”  “Since we got married but I only found out myself when the letter arrived a few days ago.”  “You could have warned me.”  The housekeeper and Butler entered the library together.  “I understand as the Countess of Riversdale I have charge of the house.”  The housekeeper curtsied “Of course my lady.”  “I’d like a tour please of my domain but first I would ask you if you know how to remove blood from a carpet.”  “But of course my Lady.  Where is the blood stain?”  “There is none yet but I’m seriously thinking of murdering my husband but I’d hate to ruin the carpet.”  “I suggest we start the tour with the kitchens, Pierre has an excellent set of very sharp cleavers hanging on the wall.”  Mentioned the housekeeper with twinkling eyes and together they left the room.

 

“Do you think I ought to warn Lady Riversdale that murdering her husband is not legally a sensible thing to do?”  “I wouldn’t recommend it.  You could get added to her little list of things to do.”

 

Later Charlotte and George met over breakfast.  “You could have given me some warning?”  “I knew there was an Earl amongst the great uncles but he had a grandson and I didn’t expect to inherit the title.  His grandson was in Spain apparently and by the time the lawyers had confirmed he’d died it was a year later.  In fact they died within a few hours of each other.”  “So we aren’t in mourning?”  “No not at all.”  “Well then we’d better see about my sister’s come out.”  “I could provide her with a suitable dowry?”  She looked at him there was a reason he’d said this.  “Your father lost a great deal of money when he sold some shares for a fifth of what he had paid for them.  I happen to buy them.  When he sold off his shares others panicked and I picked up most of the rest for a tenth of their initial cost.  A rather nice investment I thought.”  She put her head in her hands then raised her eyes to his.  “There’s more isn’t there?”  “I’ve put in the additional ten thousand they needed to complete the project and I’m expecting to recover my outlay within a year.”  “He shouldn’t be trusted with money should he?”  “Now of course I have access to the estate and investments.”  “We could ensure she has a really grand ball?”  “We could indeed.”  “Bother we have a fashionable dinner party to attend on Friday so I’ll need something fashionable to wear.”  “Speak to Knight.  I’m sure he has contacts for your sister.”
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