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CHAPTER I
PETER DUNN walked into his grandfather’s study in Berkeley Square, and the old man scowled up at him from over his gold-rimmed pince-nez.

This was in the year ‘18. when the street lamps were painted black so that wandering German aeroplanes should not be quite sure whether they were over Berkeley Square, or Hyde Park, and when Marylebone Road was all lit up like Piccadilly to attract enemy bombs–happily, Marylebone did not know this.

Peter met the scowl with a large smile.

“No good roasting me, sir. I’m not going to argue with you or say anything unpleasant about the Germans–I’ve been fighting ‘em and they’re pretty sporting....”

“Don’t let us discuss it,” said Sir Leslie with dangerous calm. “What do you want?”

“Well, sir–I’ve left the army and I’ve no money and no equipment except a knowledge of human weakness. Thank God, sir. I’ve lived long enough with you–”

“Don’t let us quarrel,” Sir Leslie’s calm was pre-typhonic.

Peter smiled happily.

“Well. the point is this, sir–I’ve got no profession and no occupation except getting my leg X-rayed to find odd hits of shrap, and I thought, now that the last of the hardware was out of my system, I might as well do something.”

Sir Leslie removed his glasses with offensive deliberation. He was a tall, spare man with a gaunt face and the palest blue eyes.

“And you want me to finance you in a motor-car business.... or is it a poultry farm?” His voice was silky–but a sort of hard silk. “Or possibly you and a few other optimists are thinking of ranching in Canada? A pleasant occupation: riding expensive horseflesh around a wilderness looking for new faces amongst your calves.”

Peter’s grin broadened.

“You ought to write a book, sir?” he said admiringly. “You’ve got imagination and a style!”

‘Let us confine ourselves to realities,” said Sir Leslie, not wholly displeased: “and to simplify matters let me say that I am allowing you five hundred pounds per annum. Beyond that I will not go. You have a certain spuri ous glamour because you were shot in the leg. A man at my club once referred to you, emotionally, as a hero. I don’t think you are a hero, You are what they call in America a nit-wit. Every time I see you I regret that I accepted a baronetcy from this damn Government–”
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