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            A special note of interest to the reader
   

         

         Harlequin Books were first published in 1949. The original book was entitled “The Manatee” and was identified as Book No. 1 — since then over seventeen hundred titles have been published, each numbered in sequence.

         As readers are introduced to Harlequin Romances, very often they wish to obtain older titles. In the main, these books are sought by number, rather than necessarily by title or author.

         To supply this demand, Harlequin prints an assortment of “old” titles every year, and these are made available to all bookselling stores via special Harlequin Jamboree displays.

         As these books are exact reprints of the original Harlequin Romances, you may indeed find a few typographical errors, etc., because we apparently were not as careful in our younger days as we are now. None the less, we hope you enjoy this “old” reprint, and we apologize for any errors you may find.

      

   


   
      
         All the characters in this book have no existence outside the imagination of the Author, and have no relation whatsoever to anyone bearing the same name or names. They are not even distantly inspired by any individual known or unknown to the Author, and all the incidents are pure invention.

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter one
   

         

         The
       light at the end of the corridor was going on and off impatiently. It meant that Dr. Martin Loring was ringing for some attention, and Nurse Drew quickened her footsteps when she realized that for the first time for days she was to be allowed to answer the summons.

         Uusually, either Sister Grigson herself or Nurse Barratt answered Dr. Loring’s bell. He was the white-headed boy of the nursing-home, the senior consultant who had been involved in a collision with a taxi while on his way to see one of his own patients. Ardrath House had seldom been thrown into such a state of flurry, perturbation and excitement as on the day when he had been brought in, pretty badly injured, and all the younger nurses hoped secretly in their hearts that they would be the one to “special” him.

         Nurse Drew, a mere first-year pro, hadn’t, of course, stood a chance. In the early excitement, and while the ripples caused by it were spreading all over the place, she had been required to sit by him for a few hours on the first critical night, and she had done the same thing the following night. But after that she had been switched to day duty, and no one had allowed her to get near him. Anyone as insignificant as Nurse Drew could make tea for him, but she was not allowed to carry it in. She could mix him a milk drink, but—there again—she was not allowed to find out whether he drank it. Whether, perhaps, he enjoyed it.

         But now—for the first time since he had begun to make real progress—she was on hand when his light started to flicker, and there was no one to put her firmly aside and say:

         “All right, Nurse, I’ll attend to this!”

         He was lying with his eyes fixed almost broodingly on the door when she opened it, and his whole expression registered a sort of sullen resignation to being where he was. He was not a good patient—he was probably the worst Ardath House had had for some time—but for a man who had already climbed high in his profession, and was revered not only in this country but abroad, he was astonishingly good-looking. Almost boyishly good-looking, which perhaps accounted for the feeling of surprise patients had when they saw him for the first time.

         His hair was thick and dark, and it curled slightly—which was a disadvantage for a man of thirty-seven who would have preferred to be sleek headed, with a lot of distinguished grey in his hair. His eyes were a mutinous and rather Irish grey, and his mouth was so handsome and arrogant that it shook the nurses who looked after him every time he permitted it to part slightly and provide them with a glimpse of his excellent white teeth.

         Not that he did that very often—either when he was a patient, or when he was simply and solely Dr. Martin Loring, arriving in his long cream car to be welcomed by Matron. He was much more addicted to frowning—rather fiercely, at times—and when Nurse Drew entered the room he was frowning so forbiddingly that her heart sank.

         “Oh, so it’s you, is it?” he said, and to her utter amazement he lay back and sighed as if in relief. “I was beginning to wonder what had happened to you. I thought perhaps you’d become so discouraged by the goings-on in this place that you’d decided to give up nursing for good and all.”

         “The goings-on?” She took a seat beside the bed, and presented her demurest expression to him. Her green and white uniform suited her so much that she ought really to have worn it whenever she wanted to look her best. She had soft honey-gold hair that bent backwards deliciously under her cap, her eyes were green—unless it was the effect of the dress—her eyelashes dark, and her skin enchantingly clear for one who lived and worked in London.

         “You mustn’t take words out of my mouth and repeat them,” he rebuked her, smiling at her a trifle impishly nevertheless. “Don’t you know I’m a privileged patient here?” He extended his wrist to her. “Take my pulse, Nurse. I’m sure it’s accelerated since you came into the room. It’s because you’re so pretty that they keep you out. I know nurses, I’ve worked with them for years—and some of them are hard-faced—” He broke off, before allowing the words to pass his lips, grinned, and concluded, “and some of them are angels. I’ve an idea that you belong to the angelic variety.”

         Whether or not she belonged to that variety she decided that he was probably a little light-headed, and with a detached expression she took his virile wrist between her fingers and was astonished because the beats were so strong and vigorous.

         He looked amused.

         “Not racing like a mill stream? I’m astonished! Perhaps you ought to take my temperature.”

         “I don’t think there’s any need to take your temperature, Doctor.” Dallas Drew returned with dignity... all the dignity befitting her twenty-one years and her uniform. “From your chart I can see that it’s been normal for days. In fact, you seem to be improving steadily.”

         “Good.” But the dryness of his tone caused her to regard him more closely. “That means I’ll be discharged from here very soon now, and although I’ll probably walk with a limp and two sticks for some time, and they tell me I’ve got to have a prolonged period of convalescence, at least it will be good to get out of here. I begin to feel I’m being smothered with too much attention.”

         “At least that’s better than being neglected,” she remarked, with a return of the demureness that sat so well upon her.

         “Is it?” He regarded her with the little frown that was never absent for long from between his dark brows. “Well, possibly you’re right... but I now know what it feels like to be at the receiving end of medical attention, and my sympathy is with the patient every time. I do assure you very solemnly that once I’m out of here they won’t get me back again very easily.”

         She rearranged some flowers in a vase beside his bed, emptied his ash tray and performed a few other minor tasks of a similar nature, all of which seemed to irritate him, for he ordered her to come and sit down again beside his bed.

         “But you rang,” she reminded him. “Did you want something?”

         “Nothing that I can think of,” he replied. “And if I rang it was probably as a result of sheer boredom.” He patted the chair beside the bed coaxingly. “Sit down, Nurse. You can spare a few minutes, can’t you?”

         “Well...” She knew that she ought to be getting the afternoon tea-trays ready, but despite his air of arrogance there was something faintly pathetic and appealing about him just then. His face was thin, he had lost all the healthy tan he had collected on a recent holiday on the Costa Brava, and because his pyjamas were a very deep blue they made his eyes look rather more blue than grey, and a hollow blue at that. And when the shadows of his eyelashes —unusually long and feminine eyelashes—were reflected in them, it was more than an impressionable young woman in her first year as a nurse could do to deny him a few minutes of her time.

         Nevertheless, she subsided a little unwilling on to the chair. He smiled as if he realized that this was an easy conquest.

         “Tell me, Nurse... Drew?” he asked. “Is that it?”

         “Yes,” she answered.

         “Tell me, Nurse Drew, when they brought me in here, and I was pretty badly bashed about, and you sat beside me for two whole nights, I believe... did I say anything? I mean, did I babble, or anything like that?”

         She shook her head.

         “No, nothing. You were too deeply unconscious to talk.”

         He regarded her with a mild suggestion of quizzicalness in his expression.

         “Not even on the second night?”

         “No.”

         “Good,” he said softly, thoughtfully. He had a habit of making statements suddenly, and he made one now that took her breath away.

         “When they let me out of here you’re coming with me. Did you know that?”

         She looked amazed.

         “But whatever for?”

         He chided her gently.

         “Oh, Nurse, Nurse, an interesting patient in need of the utmost care and attention for several weeks, and you say ‘Whatever for’! Why, to see that I swallow my pills at the proper times, of course, to make certain I don’t overtire myself or do anything rash... in short, to supervise my convalescence! I’ve already spoken to Matron about you, and although she seemed surprised by my choice, she has agreed to humor me. You are to be released from all duty except the duty of looking after me for at least a month. Does the thought upset you at all?”

         For she had turned deeply, almost glowingly, pink, and for a few moments she seemed bereft of speech.

         “A—A month?” she said—or rather, stammered —at last.

         He turned gingerly on to his side, propped himself on an elbow, and studied her with rather a curious smile.

         “I see you are appalled,” he remarked. And then, taking her by surprise again: “How old are you, Nurse?”

         She told him. “Twenty-one.”

         He sighed, and stared upwards at the ceiling.

         “Twenty-one! Then to you I must seem like an old gentleman about to be consigned to a wheelchair, in any case. But believe me, Nurse, I don’t feel like an old gentleman... not yet!”

         His white teeth gleamed, she had the feeling for one moment that his grey-blue eyes actually caressed her.

         Her heart was pounding wildly under her neat green uniform dress and immaculate white apron. If he only knew how often—before his accident—the sight of his cream car coming to rest before the Regency portico of Ardrath House had practically deprived her of breath, how difficult she had found it to behave normally and naturally after his elegant, dark-clad figure had crossed the hall, with Matron at his elbow, and disappeared into Matron’s private office, while she herself tried to remain concealed at an angle of the staircase! If only he knew how she had felt while she sat beside him those two nights while he was so deeply unconscious!

         If only he knew how thankful she was that he was now on the road to complete recovery!

         She put a hand to her little round collar, as if it were suddenly too tight and constricting, and he watched her. He asked, quietly:

         “Any real objections, Nurse?”

         “Of course not,” she answered.

         “You won’t miss the bright lights of London? I live in a very lonely place, you know... an isolated house on the Yorkshire moors. How does that appeal to you?”

         “Tre-tremendously,” she said, and wished she dared ask him what part his wife was going to play in making his convalescence a bearable interlude. For everyone insisted that he had one, although she had never once been to visit him in the nursing home.

         His small daughter, yes... she had been brought from her school. But not his wife.

         The smile that was still clinging faintly to his lips vanished.

         “In case you’re wondering about the other occupants of my house, you won’t be shut up there alone with me. I’ve an old aunt who acts as my housekeeper, and an adequate staff. I promise you that you won’t have anything to do but stand about with your stop-watch, and feed me grapes—and medicine, of course!”

         She felt as if the breath eased suddenly in her throat, and her green eyes started to glow. He couldn’t possibly mistake the glow... and the slow smile of gratitude that curved her lips.

         “Thank you, Doctor,” she said, a trifle inaudibly, “for choosing me.”

         He put out his hand to her, and she put hers into it. He squeezed and retained her fingers.

         “Didn’t I say you’re the only pretty nurse they’ve got here?” he reminded her teasingly. “And what man would choose a plain nurse, when he could have a pretty one?”

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter two
   

         

         Two
       weeks later he was discharged from Ardrath House with the two sticks he had predicted, and Nurse Drew accompanied him on the long journey to Yorkshire. As he elected to go by car they broke their journey half-way, and stayed at a little inn where Dallas had her first real opportunity to get to know him away from the somewhat restricting atmosphere of the nursing home.

         In the car he had seemed somewhat somnolent, lulled by the motion of the chauffeur-driven vehicle that was superbly comfortable; but no sooner did they stop for tea at the inn than he wakened up. He became alert and smiling, assuring Dallas that the effects of the drive so far had been entirely beneficial, and that his injured left leg was not in the least cramped, or causing him any discomfort. He also stated, rather boyishly, that he loved having tea on a September afternoon in a centuries-old inn.

         But, although he called for toast and scones, and everything they could provide, he ate very little. He watched Dallas presiding behind the teapot in her uniform, and suddenly started to frown.

         “Can’t you wear something else?” he asked. “I want to forget Ardrath House for a time.”

         Dallas looked surprised.

         “But it’s customary to wear uniform when looking after a patient,” she protested. “And I don’t think Matron would approve if I suddenly discarded it in favor of ordinary clothes. In any case, I haven’t brought very many with me.”

         “What have you brought with you?” he asked.

         “Oh, a tweed skirt and jumpers... a pair of slacks for when I’m really off duty. That sort of thing.”

         “Then you’ll wear the tweed skirt, the jumpers and the slacks when you get to Loring Court,” he informed her dictatorially. “I’ll be responsible to Matron if any trouble arises.”

         For an instant Dallas was so amused by the thought of Matron’s face if she ever caught her tucking up a patient for his afternoon’s rest wearing slacks and a casual sweater that she uttered a soft, attractive giggle. Martin Loring, whose face had been contorting slightly as if he was enduring twinges of pain—and she was pretty sure he was, despite his assertions—appeared to relax again, and he said approvingly:

         “You have a funny little laugh, Nurse Drew. I like the sound of it. It reminds me of the days when I used to laugh a lot myself.”

         She regarded him thoughtfully. It was true that, when he did laugh—which was, actually, rather rarely—it was a short, sardonic sound. Just as his smile always seemed edged with something that was either malice or a too keen amusement.

         “You’re in pain, aren’t you?” she said suddenly, quietly. “Would you like a couple of your tablets? You can have them now, you know. It’s several hours since you had the last.”

         “Don’t tell me what I can and can’t have,” he replied. His eyes had a bleak, hollow kind of smile in them. “I know exactly the kind of effect the muck I swallow is likely to have on me. If you want to deceive your patient, Nurse, you must pick on one who isn’t a doctor.”

         “And you will have the tablets?”

         “No. In about an hour I can have a drink—and you, too!—and in the meantime I’ll tell you something about Loring Court. I was born there, you know. It’s belonged to my family for generations. Three hundred years, in fact.”

         “How wonderful!” she exclaimed.

         “Why is it wonderful?” He looked skeptical. “A house is a place that draws one back to it again and again... A home is something more. However, Loring Court is very old and very beautiful. Its situation is isolated, as I warned you, but the country is magnificent. I hope you like walking on moors, and that sort of thing? At this time of year we get a lot of mist, but there will be wonderful days. Days when it’s good to be alive, full of a wet heathery smell, and with the afternoon sunshine building up into a magnificent sunset. And if you like to get up early you’ll see wonderful dawns, too.”

         Dallas, whose green eyes reflected every passing emotion as if they were bits of clear green glass, was plain attracted by the thought of getting up early to receive such a reward. She clasped her slim hands round her knees and leaned towards him eagerly.

         “That sounds marvellous,” she declared. “I’ve never lived very much in the country myself, but I’ve always craved to do so. My people are Londoners, I’m afraid... what you’d call ‘Cits’.”

         “You don’t look like a Cit,” he told her. “You look like a spring morning in the flower garden at Loring... or you would if you weren’t wearing that uniform.” She colored, and he apologized dryly. “I shouldn’t pay compliments like that to my nurse, should I? Particularly when she’s unchaperoned. However, my aunt is a proper old dragon, so don’t worry.”

         “I’m not,” she confessed, the color fading, although she found it a little difficult to meet a certain dry twinkle in his eyes. “And what about your daughter?” she asked. “Does she spend a lot of time at Loring?”

         “Only during school holidays,” he replied curtly. “She’s at school on the south coast, as I expect you know.”

         “Yes. The school matron brought her to see you when you were...”

         “On the danger list?” He grinned. “Poor child, I hope they didn’t tell her I was likely to depart this life at any moment!”

         “Of course not. But she realized you were very ill. She’s very pretty,” she added, as if she hoped to draw him still further. “And not very old, to be at boarding school, is she?”

         He looked away from her. His face looked suddenly shut in and cold.

         “She’s nearly eight,” he replied. “And she gets her looks from her mother.”

         “I see,” she said.

         Barely half an hour later he was demanding the drink he had been looking forward to from the moment they stopped at the inn, and she agreed to allow him a very small one. She declined to have anything herself, however, and insisted that he went upstairs to his room and to bed immediately after it.

         He protested, grumbingly.

         “But I thought we were going to have dinner downstairs together tonight. They’ve a wonderful oak-panelled dining room here, and I thought we might run to a bottle of champagne...”

         He was teasing her, she knew, hoping to see her trained hackles rise, but she disappointed him by merely saying firmly:

         “Oh, no. Nothing of that sort yet.”

         “I’ve a nasty feeling you’re going to turn out to be a dragon, like my aunt,’’ he said peevishly.

         She thrust a thermometer into his mouth, in order to be on the safe side.

         “I may be only a first-year nurse, but I know my job,” she said quietly.

         “So it seems,” he returned, speaking with difficulty because of the thermometer. “Thank heavens I didn’t pick on a second- or third-year one.”

         The next day they arrived at Loring Court, and the doctor’s aunt came out to welcome them.

         The little village of Loring was so tiny, and huddled so picturesquely in a pocket of the moors, that Dallas thought she was immensely fortunate to have travelled north to see it. It had all the ageless charm of moorland villages, and the church was pure Norman, with a squat tower that looked out across the moor. Loring Court was mellow as a gem in an old-fashioned setting in the clear, pale light of noon. One wall was entirely covered in a creeper that glowered like blood against the light, there were some magnificent trees in the drive, and the gardens were full of autumnal beauty.

         Mrs. Letitia Loring—Aunt Letty—failed to strike Dallas as having very much in common with a dragon. She was plump and white-headed, placid and, to judge by her expression, benevolent, and she welcomed her nephew with affection and a kind of amiable concern for his welfare.

         A special lunch had been prepared for them, and the cook was upset when the returning master seemed to have little appetite for it. He was too exhausted to take his customary place in the dining room—one of the most beautiful, mellow rooms Dallas had ever seen—and instead he had it on a tray in the library. Even so, the tray was scarcely touched when it was removed, and Aunt Letty looked at Dallas meaningly. The look said plainly, he has a long way to go yet before he’s fit! This is going to be rather a trying convalescence for everyone!

         Dallas was afraid it was... but she was thinking of the patient, and not of herself. Martin Loring was naturally, she had decided, rather a moody man, and his accident had done something to deprive him of a certain zest for life which he had previously known. Or she imagined it had! he couldn’t always have been as irritable and impatient, as alternately sunk in fits of deep despondency and harsh cynicism as he was now. For the last few miles of the journey from London he had been almost literally consumed with impatience to be home... and then, when the car turned in at the gates, and he saw it for the first time for months, he had turned his face to the wall, as it were, and declined to be thrilled because they had arrived.

         Aunt Letty drew Dallas out into the hall when she had settled her patient on a long, comfortable couch in front of a brightly burning log fire in the library, once his tray had been removed, and she looked her up and down a little curiously before she spoke.

         “I’ve made arrangements, Nurse, for my nephew to have his old suite in the west wing... the one he had, that is, before he was married. It’s convenient, and there’s a pleasant room which I thought you would occupy, and which connects with his bedroom.” She coughed slightly. “I must confess I expected to see someone older than you are. One always thinks of nurses as being sort of seasoned and practical.”

         “I hope you’ll find I’m completely practical,” Dallas replied, understanding perfectly what she meant. “And although I’m not precisely seasoned, I’ve done a year’s full training.”

         Mrs. Loring coughed again.

         “I’m a little surprised that Matron didn’t pick on someone—or advise someone—older.”

         Dallas smiled very slightly.

         “I’m afraid your nephew picked on me himself, Mrs. Loring. Since you are his aunt you must be well aware that he isn’t easily influenced once his mind is made up.”

         “How right you are,” Mrs. Loring agreed, in a dry tone. “For want of a better word I’d say he’s downright pigheaded when he’s well and possibly ten times more pigheaded when he’s ill.”

         She showed Dallas the suite she was to share with her patient, and it was certainly very attractive, with large windows overlooking the lawns and the shrubberies, and furnished in a manner that would ensure them the very maximum amount of comfort. In Dallas’s own bedroom there was so much wardrobe space that her few frocks looked lost when she had hung them up in it, and her drawers were intended to hold piles of filmy underwear, and not the easily laundered nylon essentials she had brought with her.

         Even her dressing gown looked slightly apologetic hanging on the gleaming, white-painted door, and she thought of other dressing gowns that must have hung there from time to time, and was sure they were far more elegant.

         Having emptied her cases and stowed away her things, she went out into the garden. She could see the rooms she had just left, in the wing of the house that was more Queen Anne than Tudor—and the house itself was largely Tudor—and she wondered why Mrs. Loring had decided her nephew would raise no objections to being deprived of the benefits of his rightful quarters in the house, and in any case, why there was never any mention of his wife.

         Surely, if he was on good terms with his wife, she would have been to visit him long before this? But it was fairly obvious she no longer resided in Loring Court. Or she was not a resident at the moment.

         When she went in for tea Dallas had acquired a delightful color in her face, and her hair was slightly blown about by the warm September breeze. She had wandered in a centuries-old rose-garden, where the air was full of perfume, walked beside a reed fringed lake that had a small island and a summerhouse in the middle of it, lingered in the sunshine on the terrace, and now she was ready for the typical afternoon tea that she was certain would be served in this house, complete with silver teapot, cream jug, etc., and the usual assortment of little cakes and gateaux.

         But first she had to make certain that her patient was ready for his tea, too. He was lying regarding the fire with a slightly lowering expression when she entered the room, but it lifted at once, and he smiled when he recognized her.

         “So there you are, Nurse!” he said. His eyes took in the slight confusion of the hair under her cap, the rosy glow in her cheeks. “Country air suits you, Nurse,” he remarked, quietly. “But didn’t I tell you to get out of that uniform?”

         She made a little gesture with her hands.

         “Please don’t ask me to do the impossible, Doctor,” she begged. “Your aunt is already having serious misgivings because I look so young, and if, in additon to looking young, I look casual and incompetent, I think she’ll be quite likely to ring up the nursing home and ask for a replacement.”

         He scowled darkly.

         “I told you my aunt was a nuisance,” he said. “She doesn’t mean to interfere... but she constantly does. She’s the most amiable person in the world, if you’re on the right side of her, but once you offend her good taste, or her sense of correctness, she jibs. However, there’ll be no question of anyone replacing you. You can take my word for that.”

         “And you won’t mind if I stick to my uniform? I’d feel entirely wrong without it, honestly I would.”

         “Then you shall wear it during the peak hours of the day, and in the evening you can put on a frock. How’s that?”

         “In the evening I shall still be on duty,” she reminded him.

         He sighed.

         “Humor me a little. If you don’t wish to retard my progress, humor me sometimes... at least. I know I’m a difficult man, but I usually have a reason for being difficult.”

         “Then I’ll put on a frock the first night you stay up for dinner.”

         “I’m staying up tonight.”

         “Oh, no!”

         The usual argument took place, and in the end he was quite glad to allow her to assist him upstairs to his room. He protested when she assisted him to undress, and when at last he lay relaxed in his comfortable bed with the half tester he looked up at her with a curious darkness in his deep grey eyes, so that in the early sunset light they appeared more navy blue than grey.

         “Why should a slip of a thing like you have to wait on me hand and foot?” he demanded. “It makes me feel depraved, somehow.”

         “Don’t be ridiculous, Doctor,” she returned gently. “It’s what I’ve been trained for, and the reason why I’m here.”

         “But you’s so inadequate, somehow... I mean physically. There’s so little of you.” His eyes fastened on a honey-gold curl, that was bobbing against her cheek. “And I’m over six feet. A slab of incompetence at the moment.”

         “We’ll soon put that right,” she reasured him, shaking up the pillows behind his dark head. “In this wonderful air, and with nothing to do all day but grow fit and well again, we’ll have you one hundred per cent fit in no time at all.”

         “And what if I have to walk with a stick for the rest of my life?”

         “You won’t. You know that.”

         “But I might. There’s always a possibility that Imight.” She realized, suddenly, that he was trying to arouse her sympathy, and she laughed softly.

         “In that case we’ll have to make sure that you walk with a very elegant stick... ebony, with a gold top on it!”

         He frowned at her.

         “You’re unsympathetic, woman. All nurses are. I’d like to have someone around me who can be kind sometimes, and feel deep pity for me.”

         “I do feel deep pity for you.”

         But her green eyes were still laughing at him, and he caught her hand and held on to it tightly.

         “What is your name, Nurse? Apart from Drew, I mean.”

         “Dallas,” she told him. “Dallas Drew.”

         He considered it for a moment, and then nodded approval.

         “I like it,” he said. “It’s unusual, and it suits you.”

         His eyes were so dark, and they remained fixed so embarrassingly on her face, that she turned away and picked up a photograph that was standing on the table beside his bed. It was the photograph of an exceptionally lovely young woman with dark hair and eyes, who had scrawled her name in the corner of it, and added an effusive:

         “Darling, I love you. Maureen.”

         “Who—who is this?” she asked, realizing she had done the wrong thing, for she hadn’t mean to pick up that photograph, and she certainly hadn’t meant to enquire who it was.

         He took it out of her hand and laid it face down on the table. His face was so dark she thought she had committed a crime.

         “That’s Aunt Letty, of course,” he said, “putting photographs beside my bed. She knows that I loathe false sentiment. Here,” he picked up the photograph again and thrust it into her hand, “take it down to the library and put it away in a drawer of the desk, will you? You can leave the other one.”

         The other one was so plainly a photograph of his daughter, Stephanie, that she didn’t need to ask any questions about her. And in any case, she wouldn’t have dared to do so.

         He turned his face away from her, and shut his eyes.

         “I think I shall go to sleep,” he said. “I don’t think I want any dinner.”

         “But of course you must have your dinner, Doctor. You had hardly any lunch.” For the first time, as she looked down at him, her heart began to ache a little... for him. She had felt sorry for him before, sympathized with him when he had his spasms of pain, and always she was aware of his intense masculine attraction. But now, for the first time, there was something else... something that tugged at her heartstrings.

         His face was curiously vulnerable. The mouth was harsh at times, often cynical, but she knew it could soften magically for patients... and just now it had a queer, defeated look about it. His eyelashes, when he closed his eyes, looked ridiculously thick and dark resting on his hollow cheeks.

         She murmured to him, because he wouldn’t open his eyes:

         “I’ll bring up your tray myself, and I might even change into a dress, if—if it will divert you at all!”

         He opened his eyes at once, and they were bright and warm again.

         “What kind of a dress?”

         “Oh, nothing spectacular. A tailored silk.”

         He shook his head.

         “Not good enough.”

         “A black cocktail dress?”

         “Yes,” he smiled. “That would suit you. With your hair, and those extraordinary eyes!”

         But when she went down to dinner in the black cocktail dress she was not at all sure how she was going to be received by Mrs. Loring. But fortunately that good lady was herself wearing black velvet and pearls, and she seemed to think it quite natural that the nurse should change out of her uniform in the evenings.

         “You look very nice,” she said. Then she looked at Nurse Drew again. “Very nice!” she repeated.
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