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            PROLOGUE
   

         

         'STRATEGY,' growled the General, 'is the comfort of heroes.'

         'And the science of Generals,' piped the little girl sitting crossed-legged at his feet.

         The old man looked down at her suspiciously under his white shaggy brows and chuckled.

         'I wish you were a boy,' he complained. The little girl laughed shrilly and looked up at her grandfather with big shining eyes, for if Katharine Westhanger adored any human being in the world, it was the grim old man, white-maned and eagle-faced, whose constant companion she was.

         They sat under a big elm on a hot day in June.

         From where they sat there was as cheerful a view as County Galway could offer. On their left was the ancient home of the Masserfields, of which General Sir Shaun Masserfield, that great strategist, was the last representative in the tail male. Beyond the house lay a big black field where leisurely labourers were digging and stacking the peat. In a smaller field with broken stone walls grazed four cows which formed the last of the Masserfield stock.

         It was a poor house and a poor estate. Poverty showed in the broken windows of the east wing—visible from where they sat—which had been long since abandoned to rats and mice and lumber, in the peeling plaster work, in the unkempt garden, even in the General's own shiny attire.

         He looked down at the girl and smiled.

         'Faith,' he said, 'ye've been reading strategy, have ye?'

         Katharine nodded.

         'Tis a wonderful science,' said Sir Shaun with a sigh. 'I've written six books on the subject, and I've been robbed on every one of 'em!'

         An old man with bowed shoulders came out of the house, and without hurrying made his way through the garden to pick those dead leaves which caught and offended his eye. He came up to the two and knuckled his forehead.

         'The dinner is sarved, ye'r honour's lordship.'

         The General got up with the aid of his stick.

         'The dinner is sarved, Kate,' he repeated solemnly and hand in hand they went back to the house, and over a leg of pork—most untempting meal for a hot day, yet the General and his granddaughter did it full justice—they resumed their discussion on what was to the General the profoundest subject that civilization offered.

         It is unnecessary to say that General Sir Shaun Masserfield was an authority. His books, particularly his Modern Artillery as Applied to the Principles of Strategy, have been translated into every language. He was for many years at the head of a department at the War Office, and at least two of his works have been adopted as text-books for the Italian army.

         The girl listened in silence as the old man waxed more and more eloquent on his favourite subject, 'Napoleon's defeat of Schwarzenberg' and those wonderful battles which led to the armistice of 1814, and then—

         'It seems such a waste,' she said.

         He stared at her.

         'Waste,' he roared, '—waste of what?'

         'Of life and money and everything,' she said.

         'Ye're a silly little donkey,' he growled. 'What can you know about it, a child of thirteen!'

         'Colonel Westhanger says—'

         'Colonel Westhanger,' snapped the old man, 'is a fool and a rascal! He is a bigger fool, and a bigger rascal, than your father,' he added violently. 'The Westhangers are all fools, and Molly Maguires. Bad luck to them! If teeth were diamonds, ye'd have to live on pap!'

         The little girl listened unmoved to this tirade against her nearest relations.

         'Colonel Westhanger says,' she continued, 'that if all the genius which was put into war—'

         'It's little he has put in,' sneered the old man, 'the bould militiaman!'

         'He is in the regular army,' corrected the girl.

         'It's nothing for the army to be proud of,' countered the General, thumping the table with the handle of his knife; 'and did he talk about strategy? The poor stupid man!'

         Katharine shook her head laughingly. 'Oh, General,' she said (she never called him by any other term), 'of course he didn't talk about strategy. He only said what a waste it was of money, and life, and everything.'

         'And he put money first, I'll swear.'

         'Of life and everything,' said the girl, not noticing the interruption, 'when all the science and cleverness could be applied to making money.'

         'To making money!' repeated the General triumphantly. 'That is the sort of fool he is. He couldn't make money by strategy or anything else. God knows what is going to happen to you when I die, for this estate goes to my own brother's son, a miserable reptile of an Orangeman, and your father is no more capable of keeping you than I am of being dishonest.'

         He cut himself another thick slice of pork before he spoke again, and then he asked a little curiously, as though he had been turning the matter over in his mind – 'And how would a knowledge of strategy help a man to make money?' he asked.

         The girl rolled up her serviette before she replied.

         'There are many ways,' she said quietly, 'but I don't think that Colonel Westhanger or father could make it. They aren't great strategists like us,' she said calmly.

         The old man chuckled.

         'Us!' he repeated; 'and how would you make money?'

         Katharine Westhanger shook her head. 'I cannot tell you right off,' she said; 'there are so many ways.'

         'Give me one,' asked the General, pushing back his chair.

         'Well,' she said slowly, 'suppose we sent Terence down to the railway station and took the grease cap off his wheel, and when he got to the road past the O'Gormans' the wheel came off. What would Terence do?'

         She looked up at the ceiling and worked out each development of the situation in slow, even tones.

         'First of all Terence would go up to the O'Gormans' house, and the Major's agent would lend him his grand new chaise.'

         'Well, we could borrow it anyway,' said the General, 'so what's the good of that foolery?'

         'All the world would know we had borrowed the chaise to impress the gentleman who is coming down from Dublin to buy your pictures.'

         'How did you know I was selling the pictures?' asked the General sharply. It was a subject on which he was rather sore. The two Vandykes which hung in the gaunt entrance hall of the house represented the last of his valuable possessions, and only the eccentric behaviour of certain Mexican stocks in which he had invested many years before, and the consequent stoppage of his income—he had long since mortgaged his pension—would have induced him to part with these relics of Masserfield prosperity.

         'How did I know?' she answered; 'how does a General know what is happening out of sight?'

         'You have been spying,' he accused, but she shook her head.

         'Never mind how I know, dear,' she said; 'let me go on with the story. Terence brings the fine stranger back, and we meet him near the O'Gormans'. We go up to the O'Gormans' grand house and we ask for the Major, who, being a good Irish landlord, is now in London with Mrs. O'Gorman and the children.'

         'The Major said I could use the house while he was away. He has a fine library,' said the General.

         'Take him to the library and show him the books. Have the pictures waiting for him there—it's the surroundings that count. Mrs. O'Shea, the Major's housekeeper, will do anything for me.'

         'Where's the strategy?' asked the old man.

         The girl laughed.

         '“To compel the enemy to fight on chosen ground secures for the attacker an advantage– ”'

         'She's quoting my own book at me,' said the General in despair; 'but why make a mystery of it? Why not go straight away to Mrs. O'Shea, and tell her what you want to do?'

         'We should then be there by design. Otherwise we shall be there by accident,' said the girl decisively. 'If by design, the enemy will know, for we shall be at the mercy of any chance word which Mrs. O'Shea might drop. If by accident, our presence at the Hall will be understood by both parties.'

         'A tricky business,' growled the General. 'Kate, there's either a great strategist, or a great criminal, lost in you.'

         She got up and pulled her skirts down over her thin legs.

         'I don't think anything is lost yet,' she said complacently.

          
   

         THIS is one little glimpse of Katharine Westhanger's childhood. It was a childhood spent almost entirely in the company of old Shaun Masserfield, for the visits to her disreputable father and her no less questionable uncle were few and far between.

         They were legally her trustees for the small property which her mother had left, but which the General suspected, and the girl knew, had long since been dissipated by her 'guardians,' and it was necessary from time to time that they should make some show of conferring with her. In the main she was alone, 'completing her education in Ireland,' as her father would glibly explain.

         She read much, thought a great deal, and she had the vast experience of her grandfather to draw upon.

         A year before his death, when she was nearing fifteen, an event occurred which probably did more to shape the aftercourse of her remarkable life than any other. There was a jack-of-all-trades employed about the house who was variously gardener, coachman, valet and general factotum to Sir Shaun.

         Terence (he seems to have had no other name) was a townsman. He had been born, and lived the earlier years of his life, in the city of Dublin. Whatever might be his faults, he was devoted to the girl, and there was no service which mortal man could render that he hesitated to give.

         One afternoon Kate was waited upon by an inspector of police. Her grandfather had gone to bed with an attack of rheumatism, and she received the officer of the law in the poverty-stricken drawing-room with its framed photographs and mahogany furniture.

         'Good afternoon, Miss Westhanger,' said the inspector with a cheery smile. 'I am sorry to bother you, but we are having a little trouble in this neighbourhood, and I thought you might help me.'

         She knew well enough what the trouble was, before he began to speak.

         'In three weeks there have been three burglaries in this neighbourhood, and it is very clear that the work is being done by a local man. Major O'Gorman's, Lord Pretherston's and Mr. Castlereigh's houses have been broken into and property has been taken. All the stations have been watched and the roads have been patrolled, and no strangers have been seen here or hereabouts.'

         'And do you think it is grandfather?' she asked innocently.

         He laughed.

         'No, miss,' he said; 'but it is very possible that it is somebody in this house.'

         'Me?' she asked with affected alarm.

         'I put all my cards on the table, Miss. I think it is your man Terence. He has had a conviction in Dublin, as I suppose you know.'

         'For burglary?'

         'For petty larceny,' said the inspector. 'Can you tell me where he was last night?'

         She nodded. 'I can tell you almost all his movements between six o'clock and eleven,' she said readily.

         'The burglary was committed at ten, if you will excuse the interruption, so that if you can account for Terence between nine and ten that will satisfy me.'

         'Won't you sit down, inspector?' She seated herself. 'At nine o'clock, or perhaps it was ten minutes to nine, because the dining-room clock is ten minutes fast, Terence came in with my supper. The General was in bed, and Cassidy and his wife had gone to see his mother, who is ill.'

         'So that there were only you and Terence in the house?'

         'And the General,' she smiled; 'but the General was in bed. At half-past nine Terence cleared away, and at a quarter to ten I rang the bell for my coffee. Then I remembered that the bell was out of order, and went to the kitchen. When Terence brought the coffee I was writing a letter, and I asked him to wait till I had finished it because the bell not being in good working order I didn't want to go down into the kitchen again as I did for my coffee. The clock had struck ten before I had finished my letter, and I then began another letter to Mullins the grocer, which was finished by ten minutes past ten. Terence left the house—'

         'That's all right,' interrupted the inspector, obviously disappointed; 'it cannot be Terence, because the burglar was seen to leave from the balcony of Lord Pretherston's house at five minutes to ten. He was shot at when he was crossing the lawn. I am sorry to have bothered you. By the way, where is he now?' he asked.

         'He is in the stable. Shall I call him?'

         The inspector hesitated.

         'No, it is not necessary. May I ask you not to mention the fact that I called?'

         She waited until she saw the police officer mount his horse and, riding through the drive, go galloping along the ugly road that led to the village, and then she rang the bell. The old servitor appeared.

         'Tell Terence I want him,' she said.

         Terence came in a little apprehensively, a lank young man with a smiling eye and with well-plastered hair. Terence had the reputation of being a local dandy.

         'Close the door, Terence,' said the girl quietly. 'What is the matter with your hand?'

         'I cut it, m'lady,' said Terence, putting the bandaged hand behind him.

         'You were shot,' said the girl calmly; 'you were shot while you were crossing Lord Pretherston's lawn. Where do you keep the loot?'

         The man turned a sickly white. 'I'll swear…!'

         'Don't be silly, Terence,' said the girl. 'Show me all you have stolen.'

         'For the Virgin's sake, Miss, don't betray me!' gasped Terence. 'I must have been mad…!'

         'You are being mad now,' said the girl coolly.

         'Gee up. Don't make an exhibition of yourself! Show me where all the things are you have stolen. You were out last night from eight to ten-thirty. I saw you sneaking back to the house from my window.'

         At the back of the house was a big tool shed where the peat-cutters kept their implements, and in the floor of this a square hole had been dug, which had been cunningly framed in and covered by a trap-door. The trap in its turn was hidden by a large chest which had been drawn across it. Terence alone had the key, and only Terence ever entered the little building.

         'It took me a month to dig and fix it,' said Terence with dismal pride. 'Oh, whirra!'

         From the interior of the 'safe deposit' Terence extracted three small handbags. Two of them were new, and one the girl recognized as the property of her grandfather.

         'Bring them to the house,' she said. She led the way to her room, ushered him in and closed and locked the door. 'Now, we will see what you have.'

         It was a remarkable display, for the man's operations had been thorough, and since most of his robberies had been committed in a restricted period of time before the alarm had spread, and householders had paid extra attention to the fastening of their windows and the security of their valuables, the haul had been amazingly big.

         There was a pearl collar and a pearl necklace which the girl recognized as Mrs. O'Gorman's. There were two big wads of banknotes, and as far as the girl could judge about £200 in gold contained in a little wash-leather bag.

         'How could you get rid of the jewellery?' she asked.

         The young man, a dejected figure sitting on the edge of a chair, shook his melancholy head. 'Sure, 'twas a bad day for me entirely when I came here,' he moaned.

         'Listen, you wretched creature,' said the girl impatiently, 'how can you get rid of this jewellery?'

         'I'd be selling it in Dublin, miss. There's an ould man—'

         'That will do,' she said. With skilful fingers she separated the jewellery and packed it securely in a large cardboard box, wrapping each jewel in paper.

         'Where do you live in Dublin? Have you an address?' she asked.

         The man looked at her suspiciously.

         'I stay wid my brother,' he said.

         'Write his address down here.'

         She gave him a sheet of paper, and after a moment's hesitation he crossed to her little writing-table and laboriously wrote.

         'Now fill in this form,' she said. She took from her stationery case a yellow parcels' post label and stood over the man directing him. When he had finished she blotted the form, took £5 from the heap of gold and handed it to him. Then she sat down, her hands folded on her lap, her two steady eyes fixed upon him.

         'Terence,' she said, 'there is a train leaves Galway for Dublin at eight o'clock tonight. It will take you three hours to walk to Galway, or you can put the pony in the car and drive over and leave it with Donoghue.'

         He stared at her with mouth wide open.

         'What will ye be afther doing, miss?' he whispered.

         'I shall send these things on by parcels post. Go to your brother's house. You should receive the parcel tomorrow afternoon,' she said calmly. 'My advice to you is to sell the jewels and get out of Ireland as quickly as you can. America is a good place for a man with your ability.'

         'And you are not sending for the police?' he asked after a long pause.

         She shook her head.

         A slow cunning smile dawned on his face.

         The arrogant thought which flowed through his shallow brain was revealed when he said with a smirk, 'You may be getting yourself into trouble for my sake, m'lady?'

         She looked him up and down, and he wilted under the scorn in her eyes.

         'I shall have my reward, Terence,' she said steadily. 'I am taking the money as my share.' She opened the drawer of her table and swept the package of notes and the bag of gold into its interior, then closed the drawer with a snap.

         He put his hand to his head in a gesture of bewilderment.

         'Sure, miss, ye're joking!' he gasped. 'Why, if ye are found out—if I give ye away…!'

         She laughed.

         'Go quickly, Terence,' she said quietly. 'If you walk you've got three hours to consider what chance you have of being believed.'

         It took longer than three hours for Terence to settle the matter to his satisfaction. He was still wrestling with the problem a week later, from the deck of the big Cunarder when she swung out of Queenstown Harbour.

      
   


  
   
    
     
      CHAPTER I
     

    

    
     THE Earl of Flanborough pressed a bell-push by the side of his study table, and, after an interval of exactly three seconds, pressed it again, though the footman's lobby could not have been far short of fifty yards from the library, and the serving-man was never born who could sprint that distance in three seconds.
    

    
     Yet, in such awe was his lordship held that morning by his man-servants, his maid-servants and everything within his gates, that Sibble, the first footman, made the distance in five.
    

    
     'Why the dickens didn't you answer my bell when I ring?' snapped the Earl and glared at his red-faced servant. Sibble did not reply, knowing by experience that, even as silence was insolence, speech could be nothing less than impertinence.
    

    
     Lord Flanborough was slightly over middle age, thin, bald and dyspeptic. His face was mean and insignificant, and if you looked for any resemblance to the somewhat pleasant faces of the Feltons and Flanboroughs of past generations which stared mildly or fiercely, or (as in the case of the first Baron Felton and Flanborough, a poet and contemporary of Lovelace) with gentle melancholy from their massive frames in the long hall, you looked in vain. For George Percy Allington Felton, Earl of Flanborough, Baron Felton and Baron Sedgely of Waybrook, was only remotely related to the illustrious line of Feltons, and had inherited the title and the heavily mortgaged estates of his great-uncle by sheer bad luck. This was the uncharitable view of truer Feltons who stood, however, more remotely in the line of succession.
    

    
     Lord Flanborough had been Mr. George Felton of Felton, Heinrich & Somes, a firm which controlled extensive mining properties in various parts of the world, and the one bright spot in his succession to the peerage lay in the fact that he brought some two millions sterling to the task of freeing the estates of their encumbrances. He was a shrewd man, and an unpleasant man, but he had never been so objectionably unpleasant until he assumed the style and title of Flanborough; and never so completely and impossibly unpleasant in the period of his lordship as he had been that morning.
    

    
     'Now, what did I want you for?' asked Lord Flanborough in vexation, 'I rang for something – if you had only answered at once instead of dawdling about, I should – ah, yes – tell Lady Moya that I wish to see her.'
    

    
     Sibble made his escape thankfully. Lord Flanborough pulled at his weedy moustache and looked at the virgin sheet of paper before him. Then he took up his pen and wrote –
    

    
     'LOST OR STOLEN
    

    
     'Valuable pearl chain, consisting of eighty-three graduated pearls. Any person giving information which will lead to its recovery will receive a reward of two hundred pounds.'
    

    
     He paused, scratched out 'two hundred pounds' and substituted 'one hundred pounds.' This did not satisfy him, and he altered the sum to 'fifty pounds.' He sat considering even this modest figure, and eventually struck out that amount and wrote, 'will be suitably rewarded.'
    

    
     He heard the door click, and looked up. 'Ah—Moya. I am just tinkering away at an advertisement,' he said with a smile. The Lady Moya Felton was twenty-two and pretty. She recollected in her admirable person many of the traditional family graces which had so malignantly avoided her parent. Well-shaped and of a gracious carriage, though no more than medium in height, the face with its delicacy of moulding was wholly Felton. If the stubborn chin, the firm mouth and the china-blue eyes had come from the dead and gone Sedgelys, the hair of bronze gold was peculiarly Feltonesque. When she spoke, however, the carping critic might complain that the voice lacked the rich quality upon which the family prided itself, for the Feltons were orators in those days when a parliamentary speech read like something out of a book. Moya's voice was a trifle hard and without body; it was also just a little unsympathetic.
    

    
     Lord Flanborough boasted with good cause that his daughter was a 'practical little woman,' and at least one man beside her father could testify to this quality.
    

    
     'Dear, don't you think it is a little absurd—advertising?' asked the girl. She seated herself at the other side of the desk and, reaching out her hand, opened a silver box and helped herself to one of her father's cigarettes.
    

    
     'Why absurd, darling?' asked Lord Flanborough testily. 'Lost property has been found, before now, by means of advertising. I remember, years ago when I was in the city, there was a fellow named Goldberg –'
    

    
     'Please forget all about the city for a moment,' she smiled lighting her cigarette, 'and review all the circumstances. Firstly, I had the pearls when I was at Lady Machinstone's house. I danced with quiet, respectable people—Sir Ralph Sapson, Sir George Felixburn, Lord Fethington, Major Aitkens, and that awfully nice boy of Machinstones'. They didn't steal them. I had the pearls when I left, because I saw them as I was fastening my fur cloak. I had them in the car, because I touched them just before we reached the house. I don't remember taking them off—but then I was dead tired and hardly remember going to bed. Obviously, Martin is the thief. She is the only person who has access to my room, she helped me undress; it is as plain as a pikestaff.'
    

    
     Lord Flanborough tapped his large white teeth with his pen-holder, a practice of his which annoyed his daughter beyond words, though at the moment she deemed it expedient to overlook the fault. The loss had frightened her, for the pearls were worth three thousand pounds, and she was one of those people whose standard of values had a currency basis.
    

    
     'I have asked Scotland Yard to send their very best man,' said Lord Flanborough importantly. 'Where is Martin?'
    

    
     'Locked in her room. I have told Fellows to sit outside her door,' said the girl, and then interestedly, 'When will the detective arrive?'
    

    
     Lord Flanborough picked up an open telegraph form from the table. ' “Sending Inspector Pretherston” – by Jove!' He blinked across the desk at his daughter.
    

    
     'Pretherston,' she repeated thoughtfully, 'isn't it strange?'
    

    
     'Pretherston—hum,' said her father, and looked at her again. If he expected to see any confusion, any heightening of colour, even so much as a faltering of glance, he was relieved, for she met his gaze steadfastly, save that there was a far-away look in her eyes, and a certain speculative narrowing of lids.
    

    
     The romance was five years old, and if she cherished the memory of it, it was the charity which she might show to a favoured piece in her china cupboard; it was something to be taken out and dusted at intervals.
    

    
     Michael Pretherston was a bad match from every point of view, though his invalid cousin was a peer of the realm and Michael would one day be Pretherston of Pretherston. He was hideously poor, he was casual, he had no respect for wealth, he held the most outrageous views on the church, society and the state; he was, in fact, something as nearly approaching an anarchist as Lord Flanborough ever expected or feared to meet. His wooing had been brief but tempestuous. The girl had been overwhelmed and had given her promise. Recovering her reason in the morning, and realizing (as she said) that love was not 'everything,' she had written him a letter of fourteen pages in which she had categorically set forth the essential conditions to their union. These called for the abandonment of all his principles, the re-establishment of all his shattered beliefs and an estimate of the cost of placing Pretherston Court in a state of repair for the reception of the Lady Moya Pretherston (nee Felton).
    

    
     To her fourteen pages, he had returned a thirty-two-page letter which was at once an affront and a justification for anarchy. It was not a love-letter, rather was it something between a pamphlet by Henry George and a treatise by Jean Jacques Rousseau, interspersed with passionate appeals to her womanhood and offensive references to her 'huckster-souled' father.
    

    
     'He was always a wild sort of chap,' said Lord Flanborough; shaking his head darkly. 'I understood that he had gone abroad.'
    

    
     'I suppose there are other Pretherstons,' said the girl; 'still it is strange, isn't it?'
    

    
     'Do you ever feel…?' began her father awkwardly. She smiled and laid down her cigarette on the crystal ash-tray.
    

    
     'He was wholly impossible,' she agreed. There came a gentle tap at the door and a girl entered. She was dressed neatly in black, and her prettiness was of a different type to that of her employer (for Lady Moya indulged in the luxury of a secretary).
    

    
     It was a beautiful face, with a hint of tragedy in the downturned lips, and, it seemed, a history of mild sorrow in her big grey eyes. Yet of sorrow she knew nothing, and such tragedy as she had met had left her unmoved. Her abundant hair was of a rich brown, the hand that clasped a note-book to her bosom was small and artistic. She was an inch taller than Lady Moya, but because she did not show the same erectness of carriage, she seemed shorter.
    

    
     'Father, you asked me to let you have Miss Tenby this morning,' said Lady Moya, with a nod for the girl. 'I don't know whether you will still want her!'
    

    
     'I am so sorry this dreadful thing has happened, Lord Flanborough,' said the girl in a low voice; 'it must be terrible to feel that there is a thief in the house.'
    

    
     Lord Flanborough smiled good-humouredly.
    

    
     'We shall recover the pearls, I am certain,' he said. 'Don't let it worry you, Miss Tenby—I hope you are comfortable?'
    

    
     'Very, Lord Flanborough,' said the girl gratefully.
    

    
     'And the work is not too hard, eh?'
    

    
     The girl smiled slightly.
    

    
     'It is nothing – I feel awfully ashamed of myself sometimes. I have been with you a month, and have hardly earned my salt.'
    

    
     'That's all right,' replied his lordship with great condescension, 'You have already been of the greatest assistance to me and we shall find you plenty of other work. I was glad to see you in church on Sunday. The vicar tells me that you are a regular attendant.'
    

    
     The girl inclined her head, but said nothing. For a while she waited, and then at a word of polite dismissal she left the library.
    

    
     'Deuced nice girl, that,' said his lordship approvingly.
    

    
     'She works well and quickly, and she can read French beautifully—I was very fortunate,' said Moya carelessly.
    

    
     'What were we talking about when she came in? Oh, yes – Michael Pretherston. I wonder now –'
    

    
     The door opened and a footman announced –'Inspector Pretherston, m'lord.'
    

    
     'Inspector Michael Pretherston, you silly ass,' corrected the annoyed young man in the doorway. It was Michael then!
    

    
     A little older, a little better-looking, a little more decisive— but Michael as impetuous and irresponsible as ever.
    

    
     'He spoilt my entrance, Moya,' he laughed as he came with rapid strides toward the girl. 'How are you after all these years?—as pretty as ever, confound you! Ah, Lord Flanborough, you're wearing well—I read your speech in the House of Lords on the Shipping Bill—a fine speech, did you make it up your self?'
    

    
     Moya laughed softly, and saved what might have been a most embarrassing situation – for his lordship was framing a dignified protest against the suggestion that he had shared the honours of authorship.
    

    
     'You are not changed, Michael,' she said, looking at him with undisguised, but none the less detached admiration; 'but what on earth are you doing in the police force?'
    

    
     'Extraordinary,' murmured Lord Flanborough, and added humorously, 'and an anarchist, too!'
    

    
     'It is a long story,' said Michael. 'I really received my promotion in the Special Branch—the Foreign Office branch—and was transferred to the C.I.D. after we caught the Callam crowd, the continental confidence tricksters. It is disgraceful that I should be an inspector, isn't it? But merit tells!'
    

    
     He chuckled again, then of a sudden grew serious.
    

    
     'I'm forgetting I've a job to do—what's the trouble?'
    

    
     Lord Flanborough explained the object of his urgent call, and a look of disappointment appeared upon Michael Pretherston's face.
    

    
     'A miserable little larceny,' he said reproachfully. 'I thought at least
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

   
  

 




    Vážení čtenáři, právě jste dočetli ukázku z knihy Waverley.

    Pokud se Vám ukázka líbila, na našem webu si můžete zakoupit celou knihu.
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