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In memory of my father,
 Sheldon C. Katz,
 a true hero in every sense of the word.
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Chapter 1



Spring 1811
 Ciudad Rodrigo, Spain

Thank you for considering me for the privilege, sir, Major Marcus Dunn demurred with a smile. But wild horses couldnt drag me back to London.

Oh, but your talents are particularly suited to this mission, Dunn, Major General Henry Horace replied, seemingly not at all put out. Yet, two high spots of color tinged his pale, craggy face and his stormy hazel eyes were bright, indicating some discomfort at Marcuss refusal. Proof of guilt must be ironclad, in this instance, and if what we suspect is true, then Wellington wants the nails hammered in the bastards coffin.

An excursion to London is a much-sought-after assignment these days. Marcus scratched his chin, pretending to consider it. Say, Lieutenant Geoffreys mothers been ill. Im sure hed jump at the chance for a visit home and it would be most appreciated by his family. Especially by his older brother, the influential Lord Derbyshire.

In his seven years of serving in the Kings army against Napoleon, Marcus had learned to be firm but to deliver any refusals with a coating of honey and an alternative. That, and hed mastered the task of procuring difficult-to-come-by items for the officers, ensuring that at one point or another a gentleman found himself in Marcuss debt. It made for a much smoother jaunt through the war.

But youve such a talent for securing confessions, Horace replied cheerily, as if he were describing a gentlemanly sport.

Looking down, Marcus toyed with the white plum on his crimson shako. Once a mission was over, he tried not to reflect upon the lies, murder and treachery hed faced. It was enough to make one feel soiled to the soul if you let it.

And, Horace continued, were dealing with a certain peer of your acquaintance

Marcus looked up. Willoughbys the officer you want, then. He knows every noble, their lineage, their connections

Horace frowned. We dont need a diatribe on pedigree

Then Kirklands your man. In polite circles he harvests acquaintances like a dog collects fleas

Yes and likes the tipple for breakfast

Everyone knows that Im not exactly one of the club, sir. Marcus tried to make his voice sound regretful that he wasnt born with a sterling pedigree. I dont hunt

But you deal well with targets of influence, Horace interrupted, raising a bent bony finger. You dont let them browbeat you, and likewise dont try to bully them. Turning, the major general eased his wiry frame into the canvas chair behind his brown wooden desk.

The airless tent smelled of mold and damp and Marcus wished they could open the flap. But Horace did not like the mountain air; he said it made his mind empty when he needed it full.

The major general scowled. I still take grief over that Marquis Valdez disaster. Major Redstone was like a raging bull at a soiree. His brows lifted. Remember that business with Viscount Brents son, the shamming bugger? You managed that handily without a hint of the nasty affair tainting his innocent family. Stunningly well-done.

Marcus knew that he was being buttered for toast, but a gratifying swell of satisfaction rushed through him just the same.

Then that foul Spanish lord. What was his name? Horace scratched his head. You know of whom I speak. The one who you ensured kept up his correspondence for Napoleon long after youd turned him into our informer. His rheumy eyes twinkled as he nodded approvingly. Capital win there, Major. I still say that misinformation is the most untried soldier in this war.

Marcus had to agree that was one of his better successes. But that didnt mean he was going to let Horace shuffle him off to the city of sycophants and timeservers. He was a field man who relished his freedom. Marcus tried not ruminating on his other reasons for avoiding London.

What was that Spanish lords name? Horaces slate gray brows knotted in concentration as he stared at the far corner of the tent. The man often had the air of an absentminded academic, with his thoughtful gazes and tendency to mutter to himself, but under that wiry gray hair was one of the sharpest minds Marcus had ever encountered. He would recognize sense in this matter, Marcus was sure.

Was it Leone? Larose?

Lorenz, Marcus provided, but only in his mind. Without even trying he could recall the face and charge of every last traitor who hed helped experience Lady Justice. The nightmares didnt bother him much, not really. It was only the ones with the relatives demanding to know why that stole his slumber. Ask your father, or brother, he would say to those apparitions when he found himself awake in a chilly sweat. I am only the blade; they laid their own heads on the guillotine.

Lorenz! Horace smiled, deepening the rivers lining his mouth. Knew Id remember it eventually. His eyes scanned the multitude of papers scattered across his desk. No, Major, youre the perfect man for this job. Especially since your father is the headmaster of Andersen Hall.

Marcus felt as if the world was shifting beneath his feet. What the hell does my fatheror a lousy orphanage have to do with the war? He hated the pitch he heard in his voice.

Im sure youll do your usual bang-up job, Major, Horace declared, reaching for a folded piece of paper. Ah, here are your orders.

Marcus had spent seven years separating himself from the hornets nest of his past; he wasnt about to get dragged back now. His mind raced almost as fast as his heartbeat, as he desperately scrambled for a way to dodge this bullet. Devastatingly, nothing came to him.

Reaching for the void he used in battle, the one that got him through the cannonball volleys, the musket shots and the screams, Marcus gritted his teeth. Dear Lord, he was going to have to explain. He hated having to explain. Theres something you need to know, sir

You leave on the next ship. Horace picked up his gold-rimmed spectacles and a sheaf of papers. Good day, Major.

Marcuss face burned, almost as much as his indignation at being dismissed. If I could only enlighten


Horace kept reading. You have your orders.

But there are complications. Marcus barely kept the panic from his voice. Im the worst possible man for this assignment

Nothing that you cant handle, Im sure.

But I cant go back there!

You will go where we determine its best to send you. Dismissed, Major. Horace resumed reading once more, pointedly ignoring Marcus.

Marcus gripped his shako so tightly, the plume shook. Please, sir. He swallowed. Im begging you, sir. Please listen

Looking up, the major general whipped off his glasses. Ive no more patience for your excuses, Major

Please dont send me back to Andersen Hall! Marcus hated begging, he hated explaining, and at this moment, he hated having to answer to someone who clearly didnt understand or even want to understand him. I dont care if Wellington himself orders me to, I cant

If Im reading you right, Major, a deep aristocratic voice drawled from behind Marcuss shoulder, then you are being insolent to a superior officer.

General Wellesley stood on the threshold of the tent, his black-winged eyebrow raised in inquiry. The only question is: to which officer?

My lord! Marcus snapped to attention, whipping his crumpled hat upon his head. His face burned hot and his heart hammered in his chest. He felt as if hed been sucked into a macabre nightmare and couldnt figure out how to claw his way out.

Major General. Wellington nodded.

Horace stood. Good day, General Wellesley.

As usual, Wellingtons uniform bespoke impeccable elegance, from the tips of his tall black riding boots, to the shining brass-buttoned red uniform coat, to his lofty gold-fringed red shako.

Wellington fixed his penetrating blue-gray gaze on Marcus. Marcus felt frozen, like a mouse caught in a hawks sights. And a hawk is exactly what Wellington reminded Marcus of at that moment, with his sharp beak of a nose, blue-gray icy stare and predatory air. Well, Major Dunn, what have you to say for yourself? Wellington drawled.

Marcus began to sweat. If he was lucky, he might get off with a lashing. On the other hand, they couldnt send him to London if he was impaired. Staring at the far corner of the stained ivory tent, Marcus declared, I apologize for any impertinence, sir.

Apologizing is very good of you, Major Dunn, Wellington replied, waving for Horace to sit. Given that a court-martial could be the alternative. He strode to the canvas chair next to the major general and sat. His shiny leather riding boots crinkled as he crossed his long legs. And I wouldnt want you joining your friend Captain Hayes.

Marcus felt as if hed been punched in the gut. Hayes?

An inscrutable look seemed to flash between the men. I wasnt intending to tell him about it, my lord, Horace supplied.

Well hes soon to find out anyway. Cant keep a blasted thing under wraps in this army.

Marcus reached for that abyss, but it remained appallingly out of reach. What, exactly, happened to Captain Hayes? His voice was thin.

Well, first he struck a superior officer, Wellington replied.

That was the challenge. Horace shook his head sadly. The glove cuff across the face.

Marcuss mouth went dry as sand. Wellington strictly prohibited dueling. Anyone caught was to face a court-martial, or worse if there was a fatality. Who was it?

Blackstone, Horace explained. No one likes the bugger but he is a major.

Months ago, Blackstone had wanted a Portuguese beauty named Paloma, but Paloma had preferred Captain Hayes. Ever since then, Blackstone had tried to make Luke Hayess life a living hell. Marcus had thought that matters would have eased once Hayes had been transferred to Colonel Courtlands regiment, but apparently not.

Courtland? Marcus asked, reaching for any hope.

Nothing for him to do. Captain Hayes was caught right in the middle of it.

Marcus distantly wondered if it was swords or pistols, but it didnt matter. And how was Blackstone punished?

The men exchanged a resigned glance. Hes been reassigned.

So Blackstone had used his connections to save his hide. Not surprising since the man was a prig of the first order. His father was the Earl of Kenterling.

But Hayes was the one to issue the challenge, Horace added, as if it made a difference. So arguably he wasmore culpable.

Blackstone could have apologized, Marcus countered, knowing that it was futile. An apology would have ended the matter then and there. But Blackstone would have known that hed likely get off.

Blackstone apparently decided that an apology was not in order, Horace proclaimed. Said that the lightskirt deserved what she got.

Something inside Marcus chilled. What did Blackstone do?

Weve wasted enough time on that matter. Wellington scowled. I want to hear about Major Dunns assignment.


About that, sir Marcus began.

At ease, Major. Horace shot him a quelling glance.

Marcus took the hint. He needed to settle down. His military career, if not his life, could be in jeopardy. He repositioned himself and turned, standing before both men but not relaxing by a hair. Somehow he needed to get Wellington to help him negotiate out of Horaces trap. But the general was not a man easily swayed. If I may

I just received a new shipment of Scotch whiskey, my lord, Horace interjected, reaching inside his desk and pulling out a snifter and three glasses.

Marcus couldnt decipher the major generals actions as a warning not to cross him or as a caveat to be circumspect with Wellington. Or both.

After giving a glass to Wellington, Horace pushed one across the desk. Here, Major. You look a bit parched.

Woodenly, Marcus gulped the tipple. It tasted like sawdust, even though it was some of the finest Scotch whiskey one could buy this side of the Channel. He knew, since he was the one whod procured it.

Sipping from his glass, Wellington watched Marcus over the rim. The man could take your measure in a half second and at the moment, Marcus felt as if his assessment was wanting. Odd turn of event, you serving on the board of trustees of the orphanage from where you hail?

On the Board of Trustees! Marcus almost dropped his glass. That requires a vacancy, my lord. And a vote of the full board.

Can you believe our luck? Horace nodded. A board member dropped dead a few months ago and theyve yet to replace him. Fancy that.

The men smiled at each other and Marcus broke out in a sweat. They couldnt have manipulated that vacancy, could they? Marcus pushed away the notion; these were men of honor, not so brutally cold-hearted as to murder an innocent Englishman for their own ends. The thought bolstered his confidence.

I am a good officer, my lord. Marcus kept his gaze fixed above Wellingtons hat. Ive never forsaken a mission. Stepped around one or two, but never disobeyed a direct order. And in this instance, there are facts that, once you know them, will make you reconsider my suitability for this mission.

Then inform us, Wellington intoned, setting his glass aside. He rested his elbows on the canvas chair and steepled his hands before him. Why our good judgment is in error, if you would.

Marcus heard the our and realized that this was Wellingtons trap, not Horaces.

He was in the jakes for sure. Distantly, he wondered if theyd expected his protests. That Horace was to load the cannonball and Wellington to light the fuse. Problem was, Marcus didnt like explosions in his face. He worked to get his mounting anger under control; this skirmish wasnt over yet.

Marcus cleared his throat. I left London on exceedingly bad terms, sir. My return would raise undue suspicion and imperil any chance an agent had of securing information. Not half-bad, he allowed himself, knowing in his heart he was not the man they needed. Moreover, I was known as a hotheaded lad

You dont say, Horace interjected with a smile.

Ignoring him, Marcus continued, who had no interest whatsoever in Andersen Hall. Truth be told, I was quite adamant when I left that I would never cross that threshold again. For me to suddenly take an interest in serving the institution is, if I may be frank, absurd. And would be viewed as suspect.


Well, Horace, Wellington turned to the major general. What do you think, now?

Its water under the bridge. Horace waved a hand. We can craft a story where you almost died. The brush with death brought you around, made you see the error of your ways.

But why would I take my leave from the army?

Your injuries, of course, Wellington supplied.

A chill slithered up his spine. But I have no injuries, sir.

Which shall it be, Dunn? the general inquired, smiling like a cat thats cornered a mouse. A hand or a leg?

Horace opened his snuffbox, sniffed, then sneezed into his bandanna. Dont give the man a seizure, sir. Dr. Wicket can be creative so he can easily pass for injured. Sergeant Tam will serve as his batman, so there should be no difficulty there. He looked to Marcus, his eyes red and watering. Still, you will have to play the part, Major.

Marcus felt like the walls of the tent were closing in on him, smothering the air from his lungs. Yanking at his collar, he muttered, Im a terrible actor, sir.

The general wagged a lanky finger. I like this close call with death story. Napoleons lackeys tend to be sentimentalists. He turned to Marcus. Any more issues, Major? The way you are going on, I might begin to think that you doubt Horaces competence.

Horace sent Wellington an irritated look, as if to say, Why must you make this even more difficult than it has to be?

Isnt there someone closer, say at Whitehall, who can handle the mission? Marcus desperately reached for straws.

We need an outsider, Wellington intoned.

Two agents have been compromised already, Horace supplied. We cannot take any more chances.


Except with my life, Marcus thought bitterly, feeling inconsequential to these men. But what about my father? As headmaster of Andersen Hall, his challenges will raise all sorts of trouble for this plan, rendering it precarious from the start.

I have to agree with your assessment, there, Wellington replied. Which is why I wrote to him and informed him of your return and the reason for it.

The world swayed in and out of focus for Marcus. Blackness swirled at the edges of his vision and for a moment he wondered if hed heard correctly.

We needed your fathers help, Horace admitted. Or else the plan would never have hatched. Luckily he and General Wellesley are well acquainted.

And your father, in his typical fashion, has taken the charge like any good soldier. Wellington added smugly. The mans positively a saint, with his good works for Londons street children. Cant say no to the man when he comes calling for donations, but who would wish to with the admirable job he does running Andersen Hall? Im just glad that its not me supervising those unfortunate children. He grimaced. Although there are times when Im overseeing a pack of unfortunates of another variety.

You wrote to my father? Marcus knew that he should not be shouting at his commanding officers, but he was a hairbreadth past caring. His breath was shuddering and his hands were quaking so violently he thought he might explode. Without even asking me you contacted my father about my coming back?

Now see here, Major. Horace stood.

I put my life at risk, willingly, every single day! Marcus snarled. And yet you cant be satisfied with my blood sacrifice alone. You must dig into my personal affairs as if you own me? Well, you dont own me! No one does!


Major Dunn! Wellington stood.

You can take your bloody assignment

Wellington glared. I do not suffer insubordination lightly! You will do exactly as we say or bear the consequences!

Id sooner dance a jig for Napoleon than be a puppet on your strings! Marcus ripped his insignia off his coat, thrust it on the desk and stalked from the tent, knowing that he had just signed his own death warrant. And he didnt even care.








Chapter 2



Spring 1811
 London, England

Catherine Miller stepped gingerly over the threshold to Andersen Hall Orphanage, cautious even after having crossed the very same doorsill a thousand times before. Although her leg was much better than it had ever been, she always feared that it would give out on her at an embarrassing moment. It was a constant reminder to be cautious in all circumstances.

Now was the dinner hour, the perfect opportunity for a moment of solitude on the veranda. Dusk had fallen and the air was thick with the ring of crickets and the shadows of impending darkness. The air smelled of musty leaves and approaching springand the cloying scent of smoke. Catherine surmised who must be puffing on the end of that pipe. This was her opportunity to know once and for all if her suspicions about Headmaster Dunns health were correct.

It must be hard to be Mrs. Nagel, Catherine remarked, as she crossed the wooden porch and joined Dr. Michael Winner by the banister. They watched the stout gray-clothed matron progress across the courtyard from the orphanages main building to her residence. Even in the gathering darkness you could not mistake the matrons gray topknot, snowy cap and white apron.

Why do you say that? Dr. Winner asked, chewing on the tip of his black pipe and narrowing his eyes to watch Mrs. Nagel. He was a tall, portly fellow with a tuft of brown hair ringing his receding hairline. He had kind eyes and loose lips that slipped easily into a smile. Hed been the doctor to every child and staff member at Andersen Hall for as long as Catherine had been there. Hed been the one to try to reset her leg upon her arrival at the orphanage ten years before.

She must discipline the children, Catherine explained, keep the kitchen running, the orphanage cleaned, and, she continued boldly, all the while the man she loves above all others is dying.

The doctors russet brows lifted in inquiry, but his gaze was veiled.

There is no need to pretend with me, sir. I know that Headmaster Dunn is ill.

Winner was silent a long moment, watching puffs of white drift out of his mouth and upward. What makes you believe that?

I have been acting as his secretary now for two years. Its hard not to notice that he is wrapping up his affairs. Hes been uncommonly secretive. Making all sorts of confidential arrangements with the board of trustees. And he is corresponding with General Wellesley, I mean Viscount Wellington.

So Wellesleys a viscount now? I did not know that.

And a general


Well, regardless of what you call him, he is a patron, as you well know. Its not unnatural for the headmaster to correspond

Wellington is on the Peninsula, for heavens sake. Hes a bit occupied with the war. The only reason I can surmise Headmaster Dunn would correspond with him is because of Marcus.

Winner pursed his lips. One cant be too certain of these things

Please, Doctor. Just tell me, is he dying?

Not that Im aware of.

None too steady on her feet, Catherine let out a long breath. Relief didnt come close to describing her feelings. Headmaster Dunns generosity of spirit, moral fiber and clever humor drew others to him simply so they could orbit in his radiance. His loss would beimmeasurable.

Thank the heavens, she breathed, pressing her hand to her heart. Andersen Hall, the childrenIm so relieved.

But, Winner added, tapping his pipe on the edge of the railing and frowning, something is going on.

She sighed. So long as he isnt dying, I almost dont care.

Well, I am more curious than a fox teased with a scent of hen.

So thats why youve been hanging about these last few weeks?

His cheeks tinged pink. I am the official physician, and on the board

We love having you near, you know that, sir. Seeing his discomfort and suspecting the reason, she squeezed his arm. Dont take Dunns secrecy to heart, Doctor. You know him; he holds his cards close to his chest until he has a winning hand.


He scowled, looking off into the descending twilight. Annoying habit, actually.

But an effective one, as we both well know.

He should have at least confided in you. You certainly wouldnt tell anyone his secrets.

Her smile was bittersweet. She didnt have anyone to tell.

They stared off into the darkening trees, the silence between them comfortable, yet sober.

Winner scratched his chin. So Dunn is corresponding with Wellington

I shouldnt have said anything, sir. Now it was her turn to blush. Nor should I have pried. Its none of my affair.

You were worried. He pursed his lips. Did you ask Dunn about it?

Of course. Quoting Dunn, she explained, Its the straightest way to an answer.

What did he say?

Her cheeks heated and she crossed her arms, feeling foolish. He assured me, with great emphasis I might add, that Marcus was not dead.

Ah, child. Your infatuation was no secret.

Oh, she had been so green. So idiotic. Granted, she had not really understood her feelings. The irrational desire to jump and hide whenever Marcus Dunn had strode past. The impulsive yearnings to brush the dark curl from his forehead when he sat near her in the dining hall. How many hours had she wasted staring longingly at his broad shoulders in chapel? She wanted to die for all of the heated fantasies of his dreamy azure eyes, and those smooth peach-colored lips, too sumptuous for any lad rightfully to own. Her solitary saving grace was that no one knew about the secret dreams that had lulled her to sleep at night. It seemed, however, that they were the only things that had gone above notice.

It was ages ago. She exhaled loudly, trying to expunge the humiliating memories from her mind. Youd think that everyone would have forgotten it by now. I certainly have.

A sudden thought jolted her. You dont think hes married?

Who? Winner asked, an innocent grin splitting his face.

She hadnt realized that shed spoken aloud and now she had trapped herself into a corner. Slowly, Catherine cleared her throat. Marcus. Perhaps that is the reason for Headmaster Dunns correspondence?

Then why the secrecy? Winner shook his head. No, Dunn has always feared that Marcus was not one for commitment. He would be delighted to share such a happy event.

Catherine tried not to let her relief show. Somehow if Marcus had married, it would mean that she would never have a chanceBut that was ridiculous wasnt it? Hed hardly known that she existed when theyd lived under the same roof. Now he was across the ocean and worlds away. Just considering the possibility was patently absurd. Still, she was reassured.

Mrs. Nagel says that Marcus swore hed never return to Andersen Hall, Catherine stated slowly. What happened to make him leave in such anger?

That, my dear, is one of those sleeping dogs I let lie. Winner shifted uneasily. Dunn has never spoken of it, and he likely never will.

It grieves him still. He tries to hide it, but on May 9 every year he sits in the cemetery the whole of the day. He does not eat or take water. Simply sits by his wifes grave.


Winners brow furrowed. Mrs. Dunn died in the winter. A lingering fever. Why May 9?

Marcuss birthday.

What a terrible shame. He shook his head. And Marcus is more stubborn than a three-headed bull. So I doubt we will ever see Marcus Dunn cross this doorstep again. Mores the pity.

Something on the edge of the green near the chapel moved, catching Catherines attention. Her eyes narrowed. Did you see that, sir?

Dr. Winner stuck his pipe into his mouth and leaned against the porch railing, squinting. I have trouble seeing in this dratted twilight. Plays tricks on my eyes.

Everyone is supposed to be in the dining hall having dinner, she muttered distractedly. Straining to hear, she could not discern anything above the birds serenading the dusk and the leaves rustling in the trees surrounding the orphanage.

There it was again, a movement near a ring of bushes. A pale-haired youth popped up from behind the hedge. Recognizing the fourteen-year-old lad who belonged to that blond mane, Catherine wondered where his cohorts were. The hedge shivered so violently that Catherine could almost see the leaves shudder from across the lawn.

Excuse me, sir. Lifting her skirts, she quickly descended the steps and strode across the lawn, doing her best not to be heard. Shed grown quite adept at making herself move noiselessly, the better to help her deal with naughty children.

Kirby Jones! she cried, catching sight of the rascal.

The sandy-haired lad stopped midstep, hunched his shoulders and turned. Ah, good evening, miss.

His voice was so Im innocent as to assure her that he was up to no good. Moreover, where Kirby Jones was, so were his puckish cronies, all aged around thirteen or fourteen, and all as mischievous as two-month puppies.

Come out, boys, she demanded. This instant.

Slowly, forms emerged from the shrubs. First fourteen-year-old Jack OMalley with his shocking red hair, freckled face and truculent scowl. Next, raven-haired, tea-skinned, sheepish twelve-year-old Benjamin Bourke. He was always hanging about the older boys. Followed by

Jared Miller! She wagged her finger at her brother. I thought I told you to stay away from these boys!

Bloody hell, Catherine Jared mumbled, his pink cheeks obvious even in the descending darkness.

Dont you curse at me, young man. You know better than this She glared at the lads, young men, really, and crossed her arms. Why arent you at dinner?

We were done Jack began.

Then you should have been helping clean up, Catherine interjected.

Yes, miss, Benjamin replied, shooting his comrades a telling glance. We can go right now if you wish

Yes, Jared added, shuffling toward the main house. Well be on our way back to the kitchens

The lads seemed so intent on leaving the area. What had they been up to? They were about fifteen paces from the chapel, but did not seem focused on the building. They appeared more interested in getting away from the hedgeOr in getting her away from the hedge.

Stop right there. Slowly, Catherine skirted around the bushes and looked around. There, in the twilight, a pear-shaped gray jug sat shoved under a shrub.

Shes as bad as bloody Mrs. Nagel, Benjamin muttered sourly.


No, shes worse, Jack retorted. Shes smarter.

And shes my sister, Jared finished with a slight groan.

Circling back to the lads, she uncorked the jug and sniffed. It felt as if a thousand bee stings were piercing her eyes and nose, it was so wretchedly potent. What is this? she cried, slamming the stopper back in and blinking back harsh tears.

The lads shrugged, almost in unison.

Better yet, she grimaced, where did you get it?

Silence. Apparently, only the crickets were chirping willingly this evening.

Shaking her head, she sighed. You might as well tell me now, for I will only make it worse for you if I discover the truth on my own.

Kirby stared off into the distance, feigning innocence. Jack and Ben looked to Jared. Jared was busy looking down at his scuffed boots.

Jack whispered to Jared, It cant be worse than the last punishment.

Oh, cleaning the chapels eaves of bats and droppings is nothing compared to what you will have to endure next, Catherine assured them.

A scoffing noise emanated from Jareds glowering lips. She might have considered boxing his ears if he wouldnt have hated her forever for embarrassing him in front of his friends.

Well, she stated slowly, if I do not see the appropriate level of cooperation, I might be forced to ask Headmaster Dunn to reassess your training duties.

No! Kirby shrieked. He took great pleasure in working as a soap maker in Mr. Shafers shop. Who would have known that the lad was a born salesman for perfumed wares? Headmaster Dunn, of course.


You cant do that! Jared cried. Its not fair! Although Jared was not well pleased with his role assisting the Latin tutor, he clearly knew his friends positions meant the world to them.

She shook her head. You all are well aware that Headmaster Dunn does not allow spirits of any kind on the grounds. He will be most disappointed in your actions, should he learn of them

The boys exchanged a look. They worshiped Dunn, as wolves did a pack leader.

It was Mr. Graves, Jack mumbled.

Catherine frowned. It seemed the gardener, Mr. Graves, was breaching the rules of Andersen Hall. Knowing Headmaster Dunn, the man would likely lose his position, which was a shame, really, after so many years of service. She wondered if Mr. Graves would think it worth it in the end. But that was not her problem. Protecting the children and keeping the orphanage running smoothly was.

Do you all confirm that Mr. Graves gave you thewhatever is in this jug? she asked.

He didnt give it to us. Kirby kicked the dirt. He bloody sold it.

Overlooking the profanity, she asked, How much?

Two shillings. Jack looked up, interest gleaming in his brown eyes. A deal, he said.

You were cheated, she replied brusquely. And now you have nothing but a punishment and empty pockets to show for it.

The bugger! Kirby cried. I used my last pence on that stuff!

Catherine sighed, seeing the sense of betrayal flash across their faces. What they did was wrong, but hadnt they already paid with their lost coin? Lesson learned, perhaps?


Jack shoved his cap back on his head, imploring, So you wont tell the headmaster?

I am beholden to tell him about Mr. Gravess infraction. But that doesnt mean that I have to name names.

The lads shoulders sagged with obvious relief.

So whats our punishment? Kirby asked, scratching his privates.

Ignoring his indelicacy, Catherine considered the situation for a moment. She needed to remain firm with them, but could hardly fashion something onerous at this point. I will let you know once Ive come up with one that suits the offense.

Kirby groaned.

Jack muttered something unintelligible under his breath.

Go back to the dining hall, Catherine instructed. Im sure that Mrs. Burton would appreciate some assistance with scouring the pots.

Slowly, the lads shuffled off, sulking.

Catherine eyed her brother. Jared, you remain here.

Her brother stopped and waited, watching his friends drift off as if he would have eaten his own arm to have been able to join them.








Chapter 3



What is the matter with you, Jared? Catherine demanded of her younger brother once the youths were out of earshot. You continue to flout my instructions about those lads. Theyre no good for you and drag you into trouble at every turn.

But theyre my friends, he ground out.

They are not in your league and you know it.

Dont be such a snob.

Frustration filled her so powerfully she yearned to yank on his golden brown hair and scream in his ear until he finally understood her. Instead, she gritted her teeth. Im not talking about social status. Im talking about intelligence, prospects

Just because they dont like books or music doesnt mean that they arent honorable.

Its more than that and you know it. You might be living here amongst the other charges, but you are expected to behave in a manner befitting your station.


He crossed his arms, glowering. What station is that, Catherine?

Dont be a buffoon. She lowered her voice. You are Baron Coleridge and you need to start acting like it. How can you expect to travel in higher circles if you have the manners of a street hooligan?

I thought you said I was supposed to fit in. His voice was taunting.

Dont take my logic and twist it around. She scowled, irritated. Not announcing to the world that you are a peer of the realm does not mean that you are at liberty to act like a ruffian. Its beneath you. Its beneath all of the boys here, in fact, but they dont know better. You do.

Tense silence encased them as she waited for a response, some semblance of responsibility for his actions. Her patience was met only by the crackle of shrubbery whipping in an agitated wind.

Jared crossed his arms, pouting like a three-year-old instead of a lad of fourteen. Can I go now?

Her hand began to throb and she looked down, realizing that she was clutching the jug handle in a viselike grip. She set it down on the grass and crossed her arms, trying to make sense of the only flesh-and-blood relative that she acknowledged. I dont know what to do with you, Jared. I try to give you the opportunities to be the best man you can be. To be prepared for the next phase in your life. The extra money for books, the tutor whom I can hardly afford

What if I dont want it?

Dont want what? she cried exasperated. The tutor?

Any of it.

What do you want then?

His hands fisted by his sides. You to stop yanking on my tails.


Tails? Frustration made her voice pitch up. What on earth are you talking about?

Forget it, he muttered as if she were the one speaking gibberish.

She looked around, then grabbed his arm, heaving him into the side door of the chapel and into the vestibule. No one should be in the sanctuary at this hour. I am trying to give you the education that Mother and Father would have wanted you to have. That you would have had if the blasted Caddyhorns had not been so wretchedly insidious, she whispered harshly. You need to be prepared for when you take your rightful place in Society as Baron Coleridge.

Why, Catherine?

She sputtered a moment, flabbergasted by his obtuseness. Why, because its your just due.

And how the bloody hell do you suppose that fantasy is going to happen? His voice was full of contempt. We are orphans, Catherine. We have no means of stopping the Caddyhorns or reclaiming our money. My title is nothing more than an empty designation, one that I heard the Caddyhorns were going to get anyway, since everyone thinks that the real Baron Coleridge is dead.

They presume that you are dead, but they cannot have the title if you are alive

He glared, not even bothering to state the obvious paradox. They could not let Uncle Dickey and Aunt Frederica Caddyhorn, their legal guardians, know of Jareds existence or they might try to resurrect their plan of locking her brother in Bedlam. Or, worse, Catherine wouldnt put it past them to try to kill Jared. Yet, if she and Jared did not speak up, the title might be declared vacant and all would be lost.

Jared shrugged. At this point I dont see the purpose in banging our heads against the wall for a dream that will never become a reality. Its gone, all of it. The money, the title, life as nobility. Accept your lot and learn to live with it. I know I have.

His pessimism shocked her. He had made feeble protests in the past but now he seemed so certain of failure. It almost broke her heart.

Mother and Father would never have given up, she replied carefully. They would not wish for us to either.

Mother and Father arent here now. Nor were they ever forced to deal with life served up on a chipped platter. They were born to a station of privilege and lived a life of plenty.

You say it as if its a crime.

Well, they never had to deal with the things weve had to face. Dont try pretending you dont think of the Caddyhorns every day, Catherine. I know I do whenever I see you limp.

Involuntarily, her hand flitted to her leg, broken during their escape ten years before. Thank heavens only she had suffered from the fall; a rhododendron bush had saved four-year-old Jared.

I dont know that in similar circumstances Mother and Father wouldnt have stopped pining for fantasy either. Jared scowled, anger marring his boyishly handsome features. Face it, Cat. This is our lot now. Going up against the Caddyhorns is a fools game. Youve tried and failed before, as you will if you try again.

I dont agree, she snapped, crossing her arms as if to ward off his charges. We simply need to bide our time.

Until what? he scoffed, pain haunting those familiar gray Coleridge eyes. Its been ten years already. We have no money. We have no allies. Hell, you wouldnt even tell Headmaster Dunn, the man who knows every gilded family in London!


She let out a long breath. Dunn cant help us until you are older. To tell him now will only expose him to all sorts of legal challenges of guardianship from the Caddyhorns. Moreover, Headmaster Dunn could be bullheaded and unpredictable when it came to matters of justice and Catherine didnt want to take any chances. We agreed ten years ago, anonymity is our staunchest ally.

I didnt agree. You decided, he scoffed. Turning away, he muttered under his breath, Youre just afraid.

Of what? she almost screeched, yanking him to face her.

Of trusting anyone.

Her mouth opened, then closed. Why, thats the most preposterous rubbish Ive ever heard. I love Headmaster Dunn like a dear father. I admire him more than any man on earth. I trust him with my life, our lives in fact.

Well, maybe its not just that, he shrugged. Youre also afraid hell try to set you up in Societyand that youll fumble. He said it as if it was a fait accompli.

Thatsthats

For good reason, he continued mercilessly. Look at yourself, Catherine. Youre a spinster, long on the shelf and thin in the purse who has no connections and hardly a decent dress to her name. His tone was scathing. Im sure youd be the toast of the town.

She stared at him a long moment, feeling an ache in her chest that her brother could be so spiteful. She was getting on, but she was only two-and-twenty years old. She still had time yet, didnt she? But for what? Shed always known her life would have no romantic storybook ending, but shed be damned if she let Jared lose his chances because of the Caddyhorns.

Sticking his hands in his pockets, he scoffed, Face it, Catherine. Reclaiming my title is a fools quest. If you need the hope to get you through your lackluster existence, then by all means keep it up. But dont pretend that you are doing it for me. And dont try to force me to be someone Im not.

When did you become so cruel? she whispered, wondering who had stolen her dear baby brother and put this monster in his place.

He strode off into the now darkened evening, calling over his shoulder, About the same time you started acting like a nagging witch.



In the shadow of the chapel arbor, Headmaster Uriah Dunns fury was so white-hot he was quaking. He had come to the sanctuary for some quiet contemplation when he thought it would be vacant. He had not meant to eavesdrop, but had heard snippets of Catherine and Jareds argument. Not wishing to intrude on the family squabble, he had stayed in the shadows, ready to skirt the building and head back to the dining hall. His steps had frozen as the truth barreled into him harder than any cannonball.

Jared Miller was Baron Coleridge! Catherine a gentlemans daughter, a lady of quality.

Hed always had his suspicions about Catherine and Jareds origins. But as a rule, he never pressed children about their pasts. Where was the point when there was no going back? But for Catherine and Jared it was not about choices, but of crimes against them. Crimes where reparation was long overdue.

He clearly recalled their arrival almost ten years before. Shed been twelve, shaking with fear and pain from her broken leg. Dr. Winner had tried his best, but shed been walking on the broken leg for so long

Dunns fists clenched. He could only imagine the terror she must have felt to have run away in the dead of winter, to have traveled on a broken limbJared had been only fourTo drive off helpless children into the cruel world like thatwhen there was familymeans

Caddyhorn. The name seared itself onto Dunns list of scoundrels to be dealt with. Lamentably, that list was growing a bit long these days. But Dunn was not one for misgivings when it came to correcting wrongs. He would do what he must to see Justice wear her gilded crown of glory.

His first order of business was to safeguard Jareds title. That could be done without anyone knowing of Jareds existence. Scratching his chin, he nodded. Digging up dirty skeletons and whispering them into the right ears was a nice way to stifle a title petition. Somehow Dunn doubted that it would be too difficult to unearth misdeeds regarding the Caddyhorns, given Catherine and Jareds experience with the clan.

But what to do about the children who seemed unprepared to claim their rightful places?

No matter how much Jared maintained that he was content with their lot, Dunn knew the lie for what it was: fear. He was afraid to face the Caddyhorns. He was frightened of going into Society after living the majority of his life in an orphanage. Moreover, Jared was terrified of failure. For him it was easier to give up than to try and not be up to snuff. For all of its disadvantages, Andersen Hall was safe. To Jared, the thought of leaving his home with little promise of success made him want to surrender from the start.

Jared could not be alone in his misgivings, about going back into Society, Dunn recognized. Catherine had to be anxious about the prospect of facing the tons whispers and the scandal of having lived penniless in an orphanage, especially as an unmarried lady almost past marriageable age. But knowing her, she wouldnt let it stop her, especially if her conduct could help her baby brother. She would do anything for him, her sense of duty overwhelming concern for herself.

Such sense of sacrifice was not healthy, Dunn knew. And could only lead to discord. Catherine would give up everything for her brother, but would expect him to make the world of himself in return. Jared would resent his sisters demands and flout her at every turn. It was a match destined for failure unless someone moved to stop the cycle of antagonism. This, Dunn knew, because the interaction was disturbingly familiar, given his fractious relationship with his son Marcus.

Dunn sighed, feeling like an old warhorse trying to learn a new march. Staring up at the moonless night, he lamented his mistakes with his only son. And bemoaned the fact that he might never have the chance to rectify them.

His recent hopes had been dashed that morning when hed received a cryptic missive from Wellington saying that there was a problem and that Marcus might not make it back to London after all. The tone of the letter did not sound optimistic.

Doubt plagued Dunns consciousness as a vulture circles a carcass. He hadnt expected Marcus to rush home after their terrible parting or to receive his father with open arms. All cannot be water under the bridge when youve had so many years of strife. But Dunn had hopedgiven the chancethey could meet on fresh ground.

Part of him prayed the threat regarding Marcuss original mission still existed so that Wellington would send him home; part of him prayed that there was no menace at all.

Dunn sighed, feeling suddenly very old. My prayers seem to conflict with each other these days, he muttered. If only one or two of them might be answered.








Chapter 4



Blast, Catherine muttered to herself, then sneezed in the dusty room. She tried to ignore her irritation at being inside on a glorious day like today, cleaning a closet, no less. But it was her own fault, really. Shed put off asking someone to do the tedious task for four days, wanting to spend time with Jared before his departure.

Catherine had been surprised by Headmaster Dunns sudden decision to send Jared along with his tutor to a family in Reigate and wondered if it had anything to do with the misadventure involving Gardener Gravess spirits. She had not mentioned any of the lads involved, but the headmaster had decided to send Jared off the very next day and had packed him and his tutor off just four days later. Moreover, the headmaster had assured her that the Hartzes were a family of quality and that they would be a good influence on Jared.

Headmaster Dunn had to know about the spirits, she decided. But in his usual capable fashion, hed figured out a way to calm the situation and teach Jared a lesson. Although glad for the opportunity this mischief had provided for her brother, she couldnt help but miss him. For all of his sulking and insults, this was their first parting in over ten years.

Now he was off to Reigate, most of the staff was away on an excursion with the children and she was left cleaning dusty closets on the nicest day in ages.

Sighing, Catherine dug through the trunk of clothing, seeing an aspect of Headmaster Dunn that was not usually apparent. As she had always suspected, the man was a sentimentalist. Yet he hid that side of himself, appearing in public as a paragon of principle with not a sappy bone in his body. It was a good tactic, she realized, given how many peopleespecially in the tonsaw sentimentalists as weak-willed, inconsistent and romantic.

Feeling something long, she tugged the fabric free. A muted jingle rang in the air. Leading strings, of all things, knotted around a babys rattle. Unwinding the rattle, she shook it gently. A clear tinkle rang in the small closet. She smiled, fingering the plaything and finding ridges and dents marring the handle. Marcuss tooth marks, she supposed.

She gently placed the rattle back in the chest and the cloth beside her. Undoubtedly Marcus would want none of these items, dare he ever deign to return to Andersen Hall. He had never been interested in anything of a sentimental nature, as different from his father as oil and water.

Whereas Headmaster Dunn was steady as a rock, Marcus had been more like the windfree-spirited and always up for a storm. Catherine had secretly envied his devil-may-care attitude, longing for a bit of abandon herself. Marcus had only lost that lightheartedness when hed gone up against his father. Oh how theyd fought. The walls fairly shook from their tempestuous arguments. Marcus had always completed his punishments with a fiery intensity, then he would sulk for days. His darkly handsome looks and brooding mien drew the girls like barnacles to a ships bow. It was enough to make one ill. Catherine had never joined them, always watching Marcus from afar. Thank heavens, hed never given any of the chits the attention theyd longed for. Including her.

But hed been away in the military for seven years, and according to Mrs. Nagel, had sworn never to return to Andersen Hall. Not that it mattered. She would never marry, or do much else, it seemed. She would shrivel and die, a decrepit old spinster

Irritated by her morose thoughts, Catherine shoved aside the trunk with greater force than shed intended and it crashed into something behind it. A cloud of dust swam in the air. She sneezed so loudly that her ears rang. Pressing her white apron to her nose, she reached forward and righted the chest, only then noticing a piece of wood wedged between the angled ceiling and the wall. Lifting the candle for better light, she realized that behind the lumber rested a trunk, jammed into the small space, purposefully difficult to access.

Curious, she raised the candle, careful not to let it near anything flammable. Setting it down, she yanked at the board, ripping it from its post. Then, positioning herself on hands and knees, she leaned forward, trying to grab the chest. It would not budge. She stood, leaning over, trying for better purchase.

Now thats a sight to make a man weep, a deep voice murmured from behind.

Catherine straightened so quickly her head smashed into the pitched wall of the closet.


Rubbing her aching skull, she turned, glaring. Blast you, Pres.

Lovely to see you, too, Cat, her childhood tormentor replied easily.

As usual Prescott Devane sported a beautifully tailored coat, today in primrose yellow, that outlined his broad form. He was not bulky like the laborer his father was supposed to have been. Those firm-muscled thighs, narrow hips and broad shoulders hed grown into reminded Catherine of an equestrians build more than a manual workers. He must have had more of his mother in him. She supposedly had been a lady of station who had fallen upon hard times before dying of a disease of the lungs. Prescott never spoke of his life before the orphanage, so it was hard to know.

Ive been off at a friends country house, he drawled. I hadnt realized how long its been.

Never long enough as far as youre concerned, she retorted, but her tone was good-natured.

Its wretchedly dusty in here. Prescott eyed the chests and crates with a look of dismissal. Its no wonder your skin is turning to ash. You stay inside on a glorious day like today.

She bristled at the comment about her complexion. The headmaster needed the closet cleaned.

Why, its spring, for heavens sake, he interrupted, yanking a handkerchief from the pocket of his primrose yellow coat and waving it about like a dandy. His musk perfume was an unwelcome addition in the dusty space. Its depraved to be inside today.

Headmaster Dunn said that it needed to be cleaned out posthaste, she replied, trying to make it sound important.

As always, stiff upper lip and such, our Cat. Never one for making waves. But have you no thought for your delicate health? Like an exquisite blossom, you need sunshine, fresh air

Leave your hogwash for your lady friends, Pres. She shook her head. Prescott had been a monster as a child, plaguing her with his antics. Now, she simply attributed them to the frolics of a troubled lad. There had been a fierceness to him, not a meanness of spirit but a steely determination that had set him apart from many of the other boys. When he fixed his mind on something, he moved heaven and earth to see it done. Problem was, hed set his hat on becoming a dandy and living a high life, and hed achieved it with aplomb. The ladies loved him, and unaccountably, he didnt seem to mind when they lavished him with gifts and supported him. The man was a cicisbeo, a Gallant to married women. And, astoundingly, he was quite open about it.

Wrinkling his nose, Prescott patted it with his handkerchief. You cant deny youd rather be outside, even if it is just reading one of your tomes.

She glared at him. If I stop chattering with you, I might actually finish
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