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         Catherine was the sort of girl who, everyone believed, would make a prosaic marriage with someone nice and steady and unexciting. David Barrington was rich and dark and handsome, and it was rumoured that the patio of his house was entirely paved with broken hearts. No one supposed that he would give Catherine a second glance; and when he did, everyone decided that he must have some hidden motive. But—could everyone, after all, be mistaken?

      

   


   
      
         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
   

         

         From
      
      the window of the train that had brought her from Tangier to Rabat, Catherine had been surprised to see that the country, as a result of heavy winter rains, was almost as green as England in April. There had been so many shades of green, too, from the bright green of corn and maize to the duller hue of peach groves, the silver-green of olives and eucalyptus, and the sombre green of cypresses. She had been amazed because there was so much evidence of cultivation in a land that she had expected to find dried-up and groaning beneath the fierce kiss of an unkind sun, and the only things that had struck her as entirely new were the storks nesting in tree-tops, and on every second house roof.

         But that had been in the train between Tangier and Rabat, and now she was in a hot bus chugging along a hot coast road, and the face of nature seemed to have undergone a complete change. On one hand there was the brilliantly blue Atlantic, and on the other the vegetation really was sparse, and as dried-up as anything she had imagined beforehand. There were occasional dusty palms, and houses of a whiteness that made her eyes ache, and before the bus journey was half over she was the victim of a blinding headache.

         Catherine decided that she had not been wise over the way she had planned this journey, or Vicki might have warned her that it was the sort of journey one ought to be recklessly extravagant about. As it was, she had thought she had been rather clever in saving herself the cost of a full fare to Morocco by looking after the Paterson children as far as Marseilles, and then crossing to Tangier at her own expense. The one thing she hadn’t reckoned with was the extraordinary weakness that clung to her after her bad bout of pneumonia—the real reason why she was visiting Morocco at all—and the Paterson children had required constant vigilance, and more or less exhausted her.

         Which was absurd, since she was a second- year nurse who hoped one day to get through her finals and wear a Sister’s belt around her slim middle.

         At that moment that middle was so slim that the belt would have swung in half circles, unless she fastened it so tightly that a patient’s confidence would have been likely to ebb at sight of her.

         No; Vicki ought to have warned her. Vicki ought to have said: ‘Fly and never mind the cost!’

         But at least Vicki would be there to meet her when the bus finally docked—if, and when, it did decide to dock somewhere, and this tortuous white road should come to an end.

         Catherine stared at the sea. It seemed to her to have an oily swell, in spite of the fact that the water itself was as blue as a blaze of larkspur, and on it the sun’s path danced like a myriad demons clothed in nothing but diamond points. The arc of sky above the sea was an even deeper blue—a harder, more relentless blue—and she wondered whether it would soften with the coming of night. She could picture the night swooping down and gathering up the diamond points and transferring them to a high place in the heavens, where they would weld together until they were stars as large as the Koh-i-noor diamond.

         The thought took her breath away for a moment, for she had never yet seen stars like that—not even on the crossing from Marseilles—and this was the Barbary Coast. The Barbary Coast of Africa!

         But the confusion of stars in the midst of so much increasing heat, and so much violent glare whichever way she looked, caused her to give her head a little shake, as if she feared she was feeling the effects of the sun because she was stupid enough to have packed her dark glasses away in one of her suitcases.

         Instead she thought of Vicki, and tried to concentrate on the moment when they would fly into one another’s arms, and her sister would ignore any damage to her make-up in the enthusiasm of welcoming a member of her own family at last. For Vicki had been married for more than a year, and so far not even one of her closest friends had made the acquaintance of her husband, André Lebrun. All that was known about him was that he was extremely comfortably off, and that a large portion of his income was derived from the canning and exporting and so forth of things like sardines, which were washed up in shoals on this brilliant coast.

         No doubt he had other sources of obtaining the wherewithal to keep such an elegant creature as Vicki in the luxury she adored, and the fact that she had been willing to give up a promising career as a model in order to marry him spoke for itself. For Vicki had said she would never marry for love alone, and she would never marry for wealth alone. So, apparently, she had been fortunate enough to combine the two.

         Catherine was quite eager to meet her unknown brother-in-law, especially as it was he, according to Vicki, who had suggested that as she needed to convalesce somewhere she should convalesce in Mafi. And she couldn’t help feeling that it was extremely kind of him to have made the suggestion.

         Vicki, who was golden and lovely and affectionate, but not quite the type to concern herself with the return to health of a young sister who had chosen such a dull career as nursing, might have thought of inviting her, but it was more like her to second the invitation. And Catherine thought hardly less of her because of that. In fact, she was so overwhelmingly grateful for the unexpected opportunity to escape to sunshine when she needed it most that she had been rehearsing little speeches of gratitude, to be made to Vicki when they met again at last, even before she left England.

         She had always adored Vicki, and admired her intensely. There were only the two of them, and their parents were dead—killed simultaneously in a car crash before either girl was capable of storing up memories. Therefore the thought that every straining effort the alarmingly decrepit bus made took her nearer and nearer her one close relative in this world helped to compensate for the misery of the journey itself.

         But by the time the bus coughed to a standstill in the middle of an open, dusty space she was by no means certain that her legs would support her when she made the effort to stand up on them. There was another of the glaring white buildings with flower-draped balconies— she took it to be an hotel—on one side of the open space, but no sign of a car waiting for the bus to disgorge its passengers.

         The driver dumped her suitcases in the dust beside her, and because he looked at her expectantly she fumbled in her purse and tipped him. He seemed pleased by the size of the tip and treated her to a display of white teeth, and then vaguely indicated the hotel across the road, since there was obviously no one in the square to meet her.

         Catherine, feeling that the limit of her endurance was not far off, and that this was something she had not expected, tried to extract information from him.

         ‘Can you tell me whether I can get a taxi—?’

         She could actually feel herself turning whiter and whiter under the wide brim of her hat, and the atmosphere seemed to quiver around her like the waves of the sea. But she recognised a car when it swung into the square, and it was such a huge car, and so brilliant with chromium, that it was exactly the type she had imagined Vicki descending from graciously in order to greet her.

         ‘Be careful, Missy!’ the Moorish bus-driver cautioned her, but his warning would have been too late if powerful brakes had failed to respond in the very nick of time, and if the man behind the wheel of the big car hadn’t swerved wildly also in the nick of time. As it was, when he left his driving-seat and slammed his door shut, he was swearing softly to himself, uttering imprecations against the slender figure in the white linen suit that had darted right across his path, waving a faltering hand, as if actually beckoning to her own demise.

         ‘What in the world, you little fool—?’ he began, as she stood swaying in front of him. And then he caught her and prevented her from falling.

          
   

         When Catherine opened her eyes she found that she was lying on a couch in a very cool room, and there were lots of flowers and fat-looking armchairs and little tables on all sides of her. There was also a fat-looking man with a gold tooth, who had very much the air of an hotel proprietor; he was looking down at her with toffee-ball brown eyes that were highly concerned, and someone unseen was supporting her with an arm and trying to induce her to swallow a little more of the brandy that was being held to her lips in a small glass.

         Catherine waved away the glass and sat up, appalled because she couldn’t think what had happened. The last thing she remembered was a tall man in a light suit calling her a little fool, and then catching her in his arms before the world went dark.

         ‘Keep still for a bit,’ said the same voice that had not hesitated to make use of an appellation that in normal circumstances she would have been quick to resent. Then, in a much curter tone: ‘You can go, Armand. But before you go open the window and set that electric fan over there working. And send someone with another glass of brandy.’

         ‘Not for me,’ Catherine said quickly, disliking the smell of the spirit that seemed to be filling the air around her, and wrinkling her nose because of it.

         But all she heard was:

         ‘Very good, monsieur—Oui, monsieur!’ And the little plump man with the gold tooth and the striped trousers disappeared so quickly that it was obvious he was happy to escape.

         Catherine, who was feeling curiously languid in spite of the fact that she was also feeling much better, wrenched her eyes from a vase that seemed to be flaming with scarlet hibiscus, and lifted them to another pair of eyes that had taken the place of the toffee-ball brown ones. Only they were at least a foot above the level the brown ones had achieved, and at first she didn’t believe it because they were green—clear green like a cat’s!

         There were black brows that swept above them—black, arrogantly marked brows—and they glittered disturbingly between thick black eyelashes that lowered like a curtain when their owner narrowed them consideringly. The rest of his face was thin and brown, and clear-cut like a hawk in flight, and he had a jaw that protruded noticeably. His hair was black, like a wing of satin, and shone like satin despite the dimness of the room. Against the bronze of his throat and hands his linen looked startlingly white, and for some reason this made Catherine want to stare at him—in fact, she realised suddenly that she was staring, hard.

         ‘How do you feel?’ he asked, and there was nothing particularly sympathetic about his voice or the expression of his face.

         ‘I’m all right.’ She realised that her voice was husky, as if she had used up all her strength. ‘I’m afraid I—Did I faint?’

         ‘You did.’

         ‘I’m terribly sorry.’

         ‘There’s not much point in being sorry for fainting, but were you contemplating suicide when you jumped in front of my car? If you were, it was by nothing short of a miracle that your intentions were frustrated.’

         Catherine looked almost horrified.

         ‘Suicide? Of course I wasn’t! I thought you were Vicki…. I mean, I thought it was Vicki’s car—’

         ‘And Vicki is Madame André Lebrun? And are you Madame Lebrun’s sister?’

         ‘Yes, but how—?’

         He glanced down at her almost cynically.

         ‘Hasn’t anyone ever told you that the pair of you are very much alike? Oh, alike with a difference, certainly,’ as she looked faintly surprised, and the slight, shrugging movement he made with his broad shoulders struck her as distinctly foreign, although from his voice she judged him to be as English as herself. ‘The similarity between a fresh photograph and one that has had an opportunity to fade a little, and therefore is not so easily recognisable. Not so striking, perhaps!’ His eyes calmly took in every detail of the small, heart-shaped face, to which a little colour was returning, and the frame of long brown hair that surrounded it, now clinging a little limply to her brow.

         She was not sure whether that ‘Not so striking, perhaps!’ was meant to be deliberately disparaging; but being well aware that she could never hold a candle to Vicki, and that, having just recovered from fainting dead away for the first time in her life, she was probably looking quite hideous, she accepted it that by comparison with her sister she was a poor thing indeed.

         She started to apologise, afresh, rather incoherently.

         ‘I’m afraid the journey was too much for me,’ she explained. ‘I was ill not many weeks ago, and I’m not a hundred per cent fit yet. That’s why Vicki’s been so kind and invited me out here—I was a bit muzzy in the head when I saw your car, and I’m afraid I didn’t stop to think what I was doing. I’m most frightfully sorry—’

         ‘It was lucky for you my brakes are good,’ he told her shortly. ‘And, as a matter of fact, I suppose you ought not to be travelling alone?’

         ‘Oh yes,’ she assured him instantly. She forced a wan smile to her lips. ‘I’m not an invalid. It was just the heat—and that dreadful bus! And in any case, I’m practically at the end of the journey now, aren’t I?’

         ‘Yes—I’ll take you the remainder of the way.’

         She protested that she couldn’t possibly trouble him further, but he cut short her protests by informing her that a taxi at that hour of the day would be well nigh impossible to find. He made her feel uncomfortable because apparently there was nothing she could do but take advantage of his kindness, and when a waiter appeared with the second glass of brandy (which she refused to touch) she tried to insist upon paying for it.

         ‘Don’t be absurd!’ the dark man said, and his high-handed, autocratic manner made her feel ridiculous as well as a nuisance. She followed him out to his car, and discovered that her suitcases were already stowed away in the capacious boot.

         ‘Did you say your sister had arranged to meet you?’ he asked, before he noiselessly slid in his gears.

         ‘Yes,’ she answered, ‘that was the arrangement.’

         ‘H’m!’ he commented.

         But when Catherine said quickly that something must have happened to prevent Vicki from sticking to the arrangement he offered no further comment. He merely stared ahead through the wide windscreen and for an instant she thought he smiled slightly. It was an odd, cool inscrutable smile.

          
   

         The car journey seemed to Catherine to last only a very few minutes—in fact, it was over so soon that she was a little disappointed, lulled by the comfort of superbly sprung seats and effortless movement. After the bus from Rabat it was like being transported on a billow of luxury, and, so far as she could observe from the languid movements of the shapely masculine hands on the wheel, with the minimum of exertion.

         They were strong, brown hands, and they fascinated her during that short drive. When she wasn’t studying them, or glancing carefully sideways at the man himself, with his excellent profile—a little too austere to warm anyone’s heart, but with a cold symmetry about it that would have delighted a purely aesthetic taste— she was taking advantage of his silence, which lasted so long as she was his passenger, to discover that the little town of Mafi was a reward in itself after that blinding coast journey.

         True, the dazzle was all about her still—the dazzle of white masonry, with touches of turquoise and peach-pink, and a mellow brown shade here and there to provide some sort of relief. The turquoise picked out window-frames and shutters, the peach-pink overhung archways and walls, and was a kind of climbing geranium. The buildings were all perched elegantly above the blue sea, and there were stout ramparts and city gates which probably dated back hundreds of years.

         To Catherine it didn’t look so much eastern as exotic, and rather drop-scene-at-the-theatre-ish. There was so much colour that the effect was like a violent assault on the eyeballs, and Catherine wondered whether one could ever possibly get used to it. She was wondering whether Vicki had got used to it, when the car flashed between a pair of particularly handsome gates that were standing wide open, negotiated one of the winding drives, and then came to a standstill before the white façade of a house that this time had all its woodwork and balconies restfully painted green.

         The man beside Catherine slipped out from his seat behind the wheel, extracted her suitcases from the boot and carried them through the open doorway into a wide, cool hall, where a servant clothed in immaculate white instantly appeared from nowhere to relieve him of them. The servant looked at Catherine, appeared surprised, and then nodded vigorously when a flow of Arabic made it clear what was expected of him. Catherine stood feeling utterly forlorn, and for the first time amazed that she had ever made this journey, and the dark man turned to her.

         ‘It is as I expected it would be,’ he said, with his faintly distressing curtness. ‘Your sister has got her dates mixed up, and you were not expected today. She is out, and your brother-in- law is away on a business trip, but Mohammed will see to it that you have all you want. Follow him and he will take you to your room.’

         ‘Th-thank you,’ Catherine just managed. She was looking very white again, and there were dark smudges under her eyes, and although perfectly comfortable and content in the car she now felt as if her legs would not support her for long.

         ‘You’re sure you’ll be all right? You don’t feel like fainting again, do you?’—with a brusque concern that must have had the effect of overcoming any temporary weakness, even if she really had felt like sinking to the ground once more in his presence.

         ‘No, I’ll be all right. I’m just stiff and tired.’

         He nodded.

         ‘That’s a brute of a bus journey. All bus journeys are brutes in this country. You’d better have a bath and go to bed, and get Mohammed to bring you a pot of English tea. He can make it as well as you probably make it yourself.’

         And then, without giving her any clue to his identity, or suggesting that they might meet again, he sketched her a formal, half-military salute, allowed his strange green eyes to rest on her for a second or so longer, and then turned and walked back to his car. Just before she herself turned to follow Mohammed, Catherine heard him call:

         ‘Convey my respects to your sister! Tell her she’s slipped up rather badly this time!’—in a tone that neither condemned nor condoned.

         And then his car was speeding away down the drive, and Mohammed, in excellent English, was requesting her politely to: ‘Come this way, if you please!’

          
   

         Not only did Mohammed make very good tea, but he cut the most tempting sandwiches, with delicate slices of tender chicken inserted between wafers of fresh bread and butter.

         Catherine hadn’t realised how hungry she was until the tray appeared, with Mohammed’s grave face below a dark red tarbush looking down at her a trifle diffidently as he set it on a little table close to her elbow. She had taken her unknown new acquaintance’s advice and had a bath, and now, wrapped in a housecoat, was relaxing in a long chair with an adjustable footrest close to the open window.

         Mohammed said softly, looking at the slender figure in the pale housecoat:

         ‘Is there anything else Missy requires?’ As she shook her head, feeling somewhat selfconscious because she was not accustomed to being waited on by a man in her bedroom: ‘Madame returns perhaps in time for dinner, but not certain. She say not to prepare anything special, but if Missy would like it I will heat soup?’ He appeared even eager to heat the soup. ‘Very good tomato soup in tins—mushroom soup—?’

         ‘No, thank you, Mohammed.’ But Catherine smiled up at him gratefully. ‘I have all that I shall need tonight, and I think I shall go to bed early. If my sister returns you will be sure to let her know I am here, won’t you?’

         ‘But of course, Missy.’

         Left alone, Catherine finished her sandwiches, and drained the contents of the teapot, deciding that one of the reasons why she had fainted was almost certainly that she had eaten practically nothing since a very early breakfast, and as that had been a continental breakfast there had been nothing about it to sustain her.

         But now, temporarily renewed in mind and body, she was able to sigh and feel relief because the long journey was over, and even if Vicki hadn’t been at the bus-stop to welcome her, at least she was here at last in Vicki’s extremely comfortable house.

         She felt no resentment because Vicki hadn’t met her, and because she had so obviously ‘got her dates mixed up’. That was so like Vicki, who never remembered anything she didn’t really concentrate on. And there was no real reason why she should concentrate on the arrival of a little sister who was being given a holiday, although Catherine was quite sure she too would be eager when the actual moment of greeting one another arrived. And almost certainly she would be full of apologies for having got her dates confused.

         Catherine lay back in her long chair and looked about her bedroom with pleasure— feeling an additional pleasure when she realised it was going to be hers for perhaps several weeks.

         The walls and the ceiling were peach colour, and there were some off-white rugs on the highly polished floor. The bedhead was quilted, and that was peach-coloured satin like the bedspread, and looking through into the bathroom she could see some sky-blue tiles, quantities of glittering chromium, and quantities also of peach-pink towels.

         The few glimpses she had obtained of the house on her way up to her room had convinced her that a good deal of money had been spent on it. To begin with, it was gracious and beautifully planned, and it seemed to be filled with elegant furniture. There was no noticeable door to the dining-room, only a graceful arch beyond which she had glimpsed black and white tiles and moss-green hangings, a bleached oak table like a long refectory table, with a huge silver bowl in the middle of it filled with blood-red flowers, and chairs covered in pearl-grey damask.

         In the lounge there were huge divans, also covered in pearl-grey damask, and the curtains flowing before the tall windows were cerulean blue.

         Modern colourings, exotic effects—and some obviously costly antique treasures scattered here and there. Like the Spanish oak dower chest in the hall, black as ebony and silver-bound, the Satsuma bowls and vases, the exquisite venetian mirror on the wall above her own dressing-table.

         Catherine, whose favourite occupation when she had the time was haunting antique shops, examined the beaten silver of the mirror, and fingered it lovingly. Then she went out on to her balcony and watched the extraordinary metamorphosis of the night swooping down and banishing the day in a land where there were no subtle in-betweens, and only fierce colour contrasts.

         Her room was on a side of the house that did not overlook the sea, but she thought she could hear it surging softly, somewhere far below. She could smell the wine-rich smell of it, above the heady scent of tropical flowers.

         All at once she felt a little lonely, and immensely strange standing there on a balcony she had not known until this afternoon; and for the first time it hurt her a little that Vicki had been so casual about her arrival. Secure in all this beauty and warmth and comfort, Vicki plainly had many other things to occupy her nowadays, and ties of family were no longer very strong.

         And then Catherine took herself to task for even thinking such a thing, and decided to do as she had told Mohammed she would and go to bed early.

         She went back into the room and switched on the peach-shaded light beside her bed, and for a little while she lay and revelled in the deep luxurious comfort of the bed itself. Then she started to think of the man with green eyes—the only really green eyes she had ever seen lighting a man’s face—and thinking of him she fell asleep with the light still burning beside the bed. And it was burning hours later when a laughing voice roused her.

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter two
   

         

         She
       sat up and blinked at Vicki, perched on the foot of her bed.

         But this was a Vicki she had never met before—not even when she had watched her go off for a special evening with some rather special escort, and come home in the early hours. Her eyes were so brilliant that they hinted at a secret recipe for enlarging the size of the pupils and implanting a couple of over-bright stars in the middle of the vivid blue depths, and her mouth looked like the scarlet flowers in the silver bowl downstairs.

         Catherine thought confusedly—and was disturbed afterwards when she recalled what she had thought—that it looked as if it had recently been thoroughly kissed, and in addition to lipstick it was palpitating a little, as if from a surge of eager blood. She had removed her hat—a huge, white cartwheel—and her lovely auburn hair was tumbling to her shoulders, and in the pink light it gave her the look of a strawberry blonde. She thrust it back from her face with a white hand tipped with coral, and Catherine saw the emerald blazing on her finger. She wore an emerald bracelet, too, and there was a gold collar like a serf’s collar about her long creamy throat.

         She wore a heavy white silk suit, but the jacket she bore over her arm, and the neckline of the transparent blouse seemed to have slipped a little.

         ‘But why in the world,’ she was saying—‘why in the world didn’t you let me know the correct date you were coming? I didn’t expect you until tomorrow! Cathy, you prize ass not to make yourself clear! What have you been thinking about me?’

         ‘Nothing,’ Catherine assured her, smiling in a way that made her look very young, and just a little wistful, with her eyes heavy from sleep. She rubbed her eyes to free them of that sleep, and tried to smile again more happily. ‘I’ve honestly had no hard thoughts, because I realised I wasn’t expected today. But where is André?’ she asked, as Vicki sat looking at her rather helplessly, as if she didn’t quite know what to say or do.

         ‘André?’ Vicki plainly had to stop and think for a moment. ‘Oh, he’ll be back tomorrow. He’s gone to Fez. He often goes to Fez, and sometimes he’s away a week or more. A month ago he went to Paris, and I was a grass widow for a fortnight.’

         ‘You didn’t want to go too?’ Catherine asked, realising that this was not in the least the sort of reunion she had pictured taking place after so long between herself and Vicki.

         Vicki gave rather a cool shake to her head.

         ‘It isn’t always a question of what I want to do—’ Then she bent over her sister belatedly and just touched her cheek with her glowing mouth. ‘You poor old thing, having no one to welcome you when you arrived! But how did you get here? What happened when the bus decanted you? Did you manage to get a taxi?’ ‘No, someone gave me a lift.’

         ‘A lift? Who was that, I wonder?’

         ‘I don’t know. He didn’t tell me his name. But he happened to be passing when the bus came in.’

         She decided to say nothing just then about disgracing herself by fainting.

         ‘H’m!’ Vicki commented. She was twirling her emerald bracelet and looking thoughtful. ‘What sort of a man?’

         ‘Oh, a very taciturn one. I think he knows you, but probably not very well, because he was a bit distant.’

         ‘Young?’

         ‘Youngish.’

         ‘I can’t think of a very taciturn man who doesn’t know me well,’ Vicki reflected, and then apparently decided that it didn’t matter very much in any case, and all at once she yawned vastly. ‘I’m terribly sorry, pet, that you weren’t met, but one of us must have slipped up somewhere—and very likely it was me! You look all in, and much thinner than when I saw you last. We’ll have to look after you and give you a good holiday.’ And then she rose and stretched herself with exaggerated weariness. ‘And now you’ll have to let me seek my own sheets, for I’m simply dropping with sleep. I’ve been out with a few friends, and we’d rather a gay evening. There are some nice men here, and I’ll see that you get introduced.’

         She dropped another butterfly kiss on to Catherine’s cheek, inquired whether she had all she wanted, and then drifted away in a fragrant cloud of Paris perfume, some of which she left behind her, however, and it lingered for a long while in Catherine’s room.

         Catherine lay down again and attempted to get to sleep once more, but she found that in spite of physical weariness sleep was now determined to elude her. Instead she lay thinking of Vicki—Vicki and the brother-in-law she had not so far met.

         Did wives who were very much in love with their husbands wear quite the look Vicki had worn after an evening spent away from them? An evening that had, apparently, been gay!

          
   

         The next morning Catherine was up and dressed when Vicki sent a message to ask her to breakfast with her in her room.

         Catherine had already breakfasted on her own balcony—the usual breakfast of coffee and rolls and fruit, which she found completely satisfying and thoroughly enjoyed—but she was eager to see Vicki again, and went along at once. She found her sister reclining luxuriously in a huge, low French bed.

         ‘Sit down, darling,’ she said, trying to look affable and beam at Catherine, although she had a headache that would not wear off until lunchtime at least. ‘How terribly fresh you look this morning!’

         And, as a matter of fact, Catherine looked rather like an English wild rose in her pink linen dress, with a narrow white belt and sandals. Although she had had, on the whole, a disturbed night, she was feeling more rested, and she had added a touch of rouge to her cheeks to disguise their pallor. She hated arousing sympathy, and she wanted to forget that she had ever been ill, and recover her strength as quickly as possible.





OEBPS/9788726564846_cover_epub.jpg
Sweet Barbary
PAMELA KENT

o b





