
   [image: Cover: Four Roads to Windrush by Susan Barrie]


   
      
         
            Susan Barrie
   

            Four Roads to Windrush
   

         

          
   

         
            SAGA Egmont
   

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Four Roads to Windrush

             
   

            Copyright © 1957, 2021 Susan Barrie and SAGA Egmont

             
   

            All rights reserved

             
   

            ISBN: 9788726564587

             
   

            1st ebook edition

Format: EPUB 2.0

             
   

            No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrievial system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the publisher, nor, be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than in which it is published and without a similar condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

             
   

            www.sagaegmont.com

Saga Egmont - a part of Egmont, www.egmont.com

         

      

   


   
      
         For a girl to work as an employee in a house that was once her own home could be a distressing situation; but Lindsay had not found it so while dear old Mr. Martingale was the proprietor of Windrush, now the Windrush Hotel. But when the new owner came, and proved to be a tyrant, a martinet, a brute—then Lindsay wasn’t sure that she could endure it much longer!

      

   


   
      
         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 I
   

         

         Far
       out on the moor the larks were singing, and the dead brown of the bracken was already turning to young and tender green. It was a morning when spring was whispering with a beguiling voice, and it found its way through the open windows of the Windrush Hotel and into the panelled office where Lindsay Carteret was struggling with a long column of figures that refused to make sense, and doing her best to ignore it.

         But it was no good. The office was overheated because the central heating was working overtime and the temperature had soared suddenly into the fifties, and in addition someone had thoughtfully turned on her electric fire for her. She got up and switched off the fire, and then went across to the window and leaned her elbows on the sill, looking out at a deep-green lawn over which one of the under-gardeners was already running a roller.

         Lindsay pushed the thick fair hair back from her brow, and tugged at the little round collar of her grey dress. She always seemed to wear little round collars with her office dresses, and they were always virginally white and contrasted effectively with the dress itself. This one, of heavy corded silk, made the most of her slender shape, and had a definite “line” to it. Her Aunt Grace always insisted that a “line” was everything, and that a woman who wished to appear well dressed could look well in a sack if it was skilfully made up for her. By the same token, many a woman who imagined herself well dressed, and spent a fortune on her appearance in a year, failed in her object if she neglected that all-important “line”.

         Much of her aunt’s teaching had undoubtedly had its effect on Lindsay, for amongst other things Aunt Grace insisted on utter impeccability, and Lindsay always looked faintly flowerlike with her well-ordered hair and lightly polished nails, judicious use of the right type of lipstick, and very little other make-up.

         She heard a sudden commotion going on outside her door and recognised the high, imperious tones of the Baroness von Blickerstein. The baroness had arrived at the hotel only the day before, accompanied by mountains of baggage and no fewer than three satin-coated miniature dachshunds. She had already had the whole of the hotel staff running round her in circles, and because she was undoubtedly extremely rich and had driven up in an enormous cream-coloured Bentley which had just crossed the Atlantic with her, Philip Summers, the new owner of the hotel, had himself welcomed her on arrival, and the allocation of her suite had been the all-important problem of the twenty-four hours preceding her arrival.

         “But I’m not at all sure we can get it ready in time,” Lindsay had objected, as the covers were about to be ripped from the sitting-room in the one suite they hardly ever used. In the days when the house had belonged to her Aunt Grace it had been the small drawing-room opening out of the main drawing-room, which was now a luxurious bedroom, and as workmen had been working there recently there had been very little time to add all the finishing touches that were essential. “No. 5 is quite ready, and once we get the flowers in there——”

         “Miss Carteret,” Philip Summers had interrupted her in that quiet and coldly reproving voice with which she was gradually becoming familiar, “when I say I want a certain suite got ready and you suggest that it can’t be done in time, I suggest to you that you examine the various potentialities of the female staff you employ. They come beneath your jurisdiction—or they do at the moment!—and if they can’t rise to an emergency, then it’s high time they were replaced. I’m not interested in Suite No. 5 being got ready for the baroness.”

         “But—but——” Lindsay found herself stammering. “If it’s impossible——?”

         “Nothing is impossible,” he informed her dryly.

         She looked into his strange, cold, hazel eyes under their long, thick eyelashes, and felt as if she had come up against an unyielding stone wall.

         “The suite would have been ready ages ago,” she explained, clasping her hands rather nervously together, “only the pelmet had to be fitted above the big window in the sitting-room, and then it was found that the same curtains wouldn’t do. We had to have others made, and they’ve only just been delivered, and the chair-covers fitted badly. The woman who makes the chair-covers has been very busy——”

         “At this time of year and in a spot like this?” with one of his dark eyebrows ascending.

         Lindsay felt trapped.

         “We have always looked upon this time of year as unlikely to involve us in any kind of a rush,” she pointed out as levelly as she could. “It is the quiet season, but that doesn’t mean that Mrs Banks isn’t always busy behind the scenes, and there are other hotels besides ours for which she works. Old Mr Martingale was always very considerate and never rushed anybody—he always gave them plenty of warning.”

         “Old Mr Martingale is no longer here. I’m here.”

         “Yes.”

         Her eyelashes fluttered upwards and her blue eyes told him that it was unnecessary for him to remind her of that.

         “Old Mr Martingale, as you call him, was no more fit to run an hotel than I’m fit to run an infants’ school. I wouldn’t know how to deal with infants, and he certainly knew less about providing a reasonable standard of comfort for the only type of guests it’s worth while bothering your head about—that is, if you wish the place to pay and not be a liability! Your Mr Martingale’s faded old ladies who knitted endless jumpers in the lounge, and were always glad of extended credit, were just a cause of embarrassment. That was one reason why he crashed. But now that the Windrush Hotel belongs to me, I intend it to be run on entirely different lines. Is that quite clear to you, Miss Carteret?”

         “Yes,” she managed.

         “Good!” he exclaimed. He ran an eye over her and thought that perhaps she was a little young for the job and that in any case it was a bad thing to have a girl working in a place that had once been her own home—the home of the Carteret family. He thought her Aunt Grace a particularly bad survival of the days when a certain class of people enjoyed the right to live securely in a house like this, employing local labour to look after them and make their days pleasant for a recompense that made his blood boil when he thought of it. This girl, for all the deceptive demureness of her expression, had a gently bred look which she would never shake off, and when she was not trying to agree with him and suppress every instinct of her own, her eyes, with their larkspur blueness, were clear and cool and a little contemptuous in their regard. They were very like the eyes of her Aunt Grace, only they would never possess Miss Carteret’s supreme indifference to almost every human being around her. And with Miss Carteret brought suddenly and rather forcibly to his mind, he came to the abrupt decision that the little flat she occupied on the top floor, which had been converted for her and furnished by the late owner for an almost laughable rental, would shortly have to be vacated by her, and that she might as well hear the bad news without delay.

         “I’ll do what I can to get Suite No. 1 ready in time,” Lindsay said rather stiffly, and moved off along the corridor to summon her helpers.

         He nodded almost indifferently.

         “You’ve got plenty of time.”

          
   

         But it was a frantic rush, even with everyone working at high pressure, and while the carpenter was still hammering away at the pelmet in the sitting-room, Mrs Banks was machining away like mad at the chair-covers in the sewingroom, and Ellen and Ruth, the two chambermaids, were polishing every article of furniture, Lindsay draped festoons of fine net curtaining at the other windows—one of them opening outwards on to a balcony overlooking all the finer expanses of the moor, as well as the nicest corner of the hotel grounds—and as soon as it was at all possible got down to the task of arranging the flowers. There seemed to be an absurdly large quantity of them, all provided by Jervis, the head gardener, who begrudged cutting a single bloom, and she couldn’t help feeling a certain sympathy with him as she filled bowls and vases.

         But once the suite was ready it could hardly have looked more attractive. It was understood that the baroness, who had booked for a month, was bringing her own maid with her, and the suite included an extra bedroom, until recently occupied by one of the jumper-knitting elderly ladies.

         It had upset Lindsay greatly when she had had to make it clear to those faded and slightly fragile females, whom she had known for three years, that their rooms would be required unless they could agree to pay the extortionate extra charge demanded of them. At least, to Lindsay it was extortionate.

         Miss Bevington, who was the most faded of the lot, had looked as if she had received a shock.

         “Oh, but, my dear!” she had exclaimed. “I really couldn’t pay anything like that! I—I just haven’t the money!”

         So she had had to go, because there was to be no compromise about smaller and cheaper rooms. Even the cheapest was beyond Miss Bevington. And now there was only Miss Farley left, and Miss Farley had agreed to the extra charge because she had recently had a small windfall. But that windfall wouldn’t last very long, Lindsay felt sure, while she made the Windrush Hotel her headquarters. And although Miss Farley appeared satisfied, and even relieved, because she had been allowed to keep her inseparable companion, her spaniel Jess, with her—on condition that it was always kept well under control and never annoyed any of the other guests—Lindsay was not entirely happy about her. It was of Miss Farley that she was actually thinking at the moment that the commotion arose outside her office door, and as she went to open the door she had a curious sensation like apprehension. She was almost certain that, as well as the dominant tones of the baroness—quite unmistakable on account of a slight South American accent—the thin, rather frightened, tones of Miss Farley seemed to be making a valiant attempt to be heard.

         As soon as Lindsay got the door open she knew that she had every reason to feel apprehensive. The baroness, a large woman in a speckled tweed suit and an emerald-green jumper, with enormous pearl studs in her ears and flaming red hair, was holding one of her dachshunds under her arm and fondling it with a beringed hand, while Miss Farley, in a mauve jumper and a neat grey flannel suit that had survived many trips to the cleaners, was holding Jess in on a very short lead and trying to make the outraged latest arrival understand that it was not her dog who had set upon the baroness’s. On the contrary, it was the baroness’s dog——

         “Nonsense!” the baroness exclaimed, looking supremely outraged. “My Mitzie is exceedingly well trained, and quite apart from that it is a very valuable dog and I would not allow it to come into contact with any other animal I knew nothing about.” She glared distastefully at the inoffensivelooking black spaniel; Jess was sitting looking up in an interested fashion at the small golden-eyed creature that was growling disapprovingly from under the safe refuge of its mistress’s arm. The baroness’s purple colour mounted still higher. “I keep my dogs under control——”

         “And I can assure you that I do endeavour to do the same!” Miss Farley sounded quite pitiful.

         “Then your endeavours are not good enough!”

         “In that case I’m terribly sorry, but it really wasn’t Jess’s fault.…”

         Lindsay made a slight coughing noise, and the baroness whirled on her.

         “Are you the manager’s secretary?” she demanded haughtily. “That young woman at the reception desk said I had better see a Miss Carteret, the manager’s secretary, when I told her I had a complaint to make. And, as a matter of fact, I have more than one complaint to make!”

         “Oh!” Lindsay exclaimed. And then she stood aside for their most important visitor to enter. “Will you come inside, please?” she invited softly.

         The baroness threw a contemptuous glance at Miss Farley, who looked all at once like a pathetically deflated balloon, and behind the baroness’s back as she swept into the office Lindsay saw her look at her appealingly. Her faded lips framed the words:

         “I’m so sorry! … So terribly sorry!”

         But Lindsay had the feeling that her sorrow would be even greater yet.

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter II
   

         

         The
       Windrush Hotel, as it was called, had been originally built for a gentleman’s residence about the middle of the latter half of the eighteenth century, and it had a good deal of Georgian elegance and spaciousness. For that reason it had adapted easily to an hotel, and although a good many alterations had been carried out the commanding entrance hall was much as it had always been, with a lovely, curling, fanlike staircase winding upwards to the bedrooms. Philip Summers, who had recently taken it over, had expended a lot of money on making it look impressive. The stair-carpet was a rich rose red, and it flowed along all the upstairs corridors, and concealed every inch of space of the hall floor.

         The reception desk had been built near the foot of the stairs. Between it and the stairs there was a gigantic stone vase which was always kept filled with sheaves of white lilac, or something that would make a similar display, and it interposed a barrier between anyone arriving near the foot of the stairs and whoever was on duty behind the reception desk until they actually appeared before the counter.

         Tonight—the night after the unfortunate morning during which the Baroness von Blickerstein had given voice to her various criticisms of the hotel amenities—Lindsay was on duty, and she was adding the final items to a bill which someone who was departing had demanded, when a shadow caused her to look up, and she saw that it was her employer who was standing looking at her.

         He was in evening dress, which she had to admit became him very well indeed, for he was slender and dark, with a sleekly polished head, reasonably broad shoulders, and narrow hips. He was actually not much above middle height, but a rather pantherish grace made him appear taller than he was. To her he was not good-looking, for his face was cast in a curiously cold mould, and there was something implacable about the set of his lips. But his hazel eyes were brilliant—inscrutable always, but extraordinarily lustrous, and with a kind of luminosity about them at times that made their fixed regard difficult to meet.

         He was quite a young man—possibly somewhere in his early thirties—but there was nothing young about the expression he usually wore, and after associating with him almost daily for very nearly three months Lindsay had decided that he was like a piece of tightly stretched wire that would never snap, for within the wire there was a thread of steel that was unbreakable.

         When he had first come to Windrush to inspect the place, driving up in a powerful and expensive car that made it easy for her to believe that he was already a highly successful business man who ran a chain of hotels on the Continent, she had hoped that the many disadvantages of the place as it was then being run would strike him forcibly and that he would go away again—never to return.

         But he had returned, and she had had to acknowledge him as her employer. Right from the outset she had had the feeling that he despised her, and that he despised her aunt even more.

         Now he asked her abruptly:

         “Have you had your dinner?”

         “No.” She looked up at him, a little surprised. “Elise will relieve me when she has had hers.”

         “Then as soon as you can do so, will you come to my room? I want to talk to you.”

         Lindsay agreed at once, but as she watched him walk away, for the second time that day she had an acute feeling of uneasiness. She also felt quite certain that she knew what the talk was going to be about.

         The private office of the owner of the hotel, which was also his sitting-room, and the room where he had a good many of his meals served to him, was on the first floor and, as a contrast to the luxury which prevailed practically everywhere else, it was simple in its furnishings. There was a very beautiful Chinese carpet concealing most of the floor, and one or two rare etchings on the walls; but the desk and the chairs were utilitarian rather than ornamental, and there was only one arm-chair, and that was not particularly comfortable.

         When Lindsay entered the room, after knocking and receiving permission to do so, Summers was seated at his desk. He had a fountain-pen in his hand, although the sheet of paper in front of him was blank. He indicated to her the chair in front of the desk and told her to sit down. She did so, holding herself very stiffly erect, however, as if she sensed the need to be on the defensive.

         He came to the point at once.

         “Miss Carteret, the baroness made several complaints to you this morning, I believe, but she has also complained to me personally. Such small things as the position of her bed and the draught which she says reaches her from one of her windows even when it is closed, you have probably already dealt with. But have you dealt with Miss Farley?”

         “Miss Farley?”

         “Yes.” He looked at her in the way she always found it so hard to meet. “I’m sorry to make an issue of the last of your favourite old ladies, but, as I made clear to you from the beginning, she does not represent the type of client I wish to entertain here at the Windrush. For one thing, although she agreed to the extra charge I found it necessary to make, it is quite obvious to me that she cannot really afford it. A much smaller and less pretentious hotel would suit her far better, and once we fully get things going here she will feel like a fish out of water. And then there is the question of her dog.”

         “The baroness complained about her dog?” Lindsay asked, although she knew what his answer would be.

         “Didn’t she also complain to you about it?” The counterquestion was very direct. “And something about a wireless annoying her in the early morning. But I am not prepared to take sides over that, because I don’t believe Miss Farley’s small portable radio could make enough noise to disturb the baroness seriously in her suite, and in any case she probably only listens to the news, or something of the sort. The Miss Farleys of this world do not generally make themselves a nuisance.”

         “Then why wish to get rid of her?” Lindsay inquired stiffly.

         He shot her a glance of almost pure exasperation.

         “Because, for one thing, she doesn’t fit in here; and for another, she never will!” He threw down his fountain-pen on the desk with a movement which emphasised his exasperation. “Miss Carteret, running hotels is my business, and I know what I’m talking about. I have plans for this place, and I don’t mean anyone to interfere with them or prevent them from maturing as I intend them to mature. You and your ‘old Mr Martingale’s’ ideas of running a place like this on reduced terms are not my ideas! And I don’t like to feel that I am bleeding someone like Miss Farley dry of all she possesses in this world, either, so the sooner you make it clear to her that we are fully booked up here for the summer and that her room will be required for someone who can pay double for it in a few weeks from now, the greater the kindness you will be doing her, and I shall feel less as if I am being deliberately obstructed by one of my own employees!”

         “Oh!” Lindsay exclaimed, and she went a little white. “And that goes for Major Crumpington-Smith, too. He must be nearly eighty, and much as I sympathise with his desire to spend the remainder of his days against a background which he no doubt considers suitable, I shall require his room also in a short while from now. His means are probably even more limited than Miss Farley’s.”

         Lindsay’s eyes opened wider for a moment, as if she was profoundly disturbed, but although the muscles of her throat worked noticeably, there were no words she could make use of to voice a serious protest. And, in any case, as an employee she had no right whatsoever to protest about anything connected with the running of the hotel.

         “Have I made myself clear at last?” Summers demanded. “Yes, I—I’ll have a talk with Miss Farley. And Major Crumpington-Smith,” she added.

         “Good.” He looked at her rather more closely. “And, by the way, did you have your dinner?”

         “No. I thought you probably wanted to see me urgently, and I decided it could wait. And if there’s nothing left I can have something when I go upstairs to the flat.”

         “And what time will that be?”

         “Somewhere about eleven.”

         He lay back in his chair, and if anything his eyes looked even more disapproving.

         “Miss Carteret, when I give an order I expect it to be carried out. I told you to have your dinner and then to come up here. The fact that you’ll probably feel hungry all the evening is hardly likely to add to your efficiency.” He leaned forward and snapped open the lid of a cigarette-box. “I can’t remember whether you smoke or not?”

         “I don’t.”

         She watched his well-shaped, well-manicured fingers lighting his own cigarette, and then, through the faint haze of tobacco-smoke, he studied her again, coolly.

         “On the subject of the flat, for which your aunt pays rent, I hope you both realise that there, again, your aunt has the best of the bargain! But so far as she is concerned, since it was a stipulation of Mr Martingale’s that she continues to occupy it, there is very little I can do. I would, however, be grateful, as she lunches as well as dines in the hotel diningroom, if you would discourage her constant attempts to take advantage of an old friendship with the chef in order to obtain extra delicacies without having them charged on her weekly bill! Such things as out-of-season fruits, smoked salmon, and caviare——”

         But this was more than Lindsay could take quietly seated on her chair. She sprang up and, the colour first deserting her face and then flaming back into it in a painful rush, faced him with her blue eyes suddenly dark with anger.

         “I call that absolutely beastly!” she exclaimed. “Just because we once lived here——”

         “Just because you once lived here there is, as I pointed out, no reason why Miss Carteret should continue her association with the chef for the furtherance of her own ends,” Philip Summers told her in an absolutely unruffled manner, looking up at her in a way she knew she would remember always because of the slightly disdainful surprise in his eyes. “At least you must agree with me there.”

         Lindsay swallowed, and dug two white teeth into her lower lip.

         “I agree it was a mistake to stay on here after—after Mr Martingale had to sell out!” she flung at him, her small breasts heaving. “Mr Martingale understood that although we’d had to part with the property we were not altogether bereft of ordinary human feelings, and he respected my aunt’s desire to continue to live in her old home. But if the rent you receive is not high enough, you can always deduct what you feel is your due from the salary you pay me for working here. Unless—unless, as I don’t seem to be proving very satisfactory, you would prefer to replace me with someone else?”

         He shrugged his shoulders slightly.

         “As to that, I wasn’t even aware that we were discussing how satisfactory or otherwise you had proved.”

         “But, all the same, you don’t think I’m satisfactory.” “My dear girl”—a faintly bored look descended over his face, and he frowned slightly—“if the cap fits, you must wear it, but I’ve never actually expressed any disapproval of your work, have I?”

         “No, because there’s nothing really wrong with my work, but you think I’m biased——”

         “I think you know nothing about the running of hotels, and that it’s a great pity this house ever was your home.” “Then in that case I’d better hand in my notice.”

         He pushed back his chair and stood up, crushing his cigarette out in an ashtray, and allowing his black brows to meet in an even more noticeable frown above his suddenly very much darkened hazel eyes.

         “Sit down,” he said almost irritably, “and remember it’s an unwise thing to start an argument on an empty stomach.” “The empty stomach is your fault,” she accused him, “because I know how much you hate being kept waiting and that you expect everyone you employ to behave as if they were machines—even to cramming their dinner down their necks in order to rush up here and receive nothing but criticism from you!”

         He had started to pace up and down in front of her, thoughtfully lighting another cigarette, but at this accusation he suddenly paused and, to her complete amazement, smiled, for the first time since she had known him, with a hint of genuine amusement. She had known he had faultless teeth, but for the first time they were revealed by an almost broad grin, and his eyes positively sparkled with laughter. “As much a martinet as all that, am I?” he demanded. Lindsay choked a little, and turned away from him.

         “I’m perfectly serious about giving notice,” she informed him, in a stiffer voice than she had ever used to anyone about anything. “And I’ll try and persuade my aunt to look for another flat—and then you’ll be rid of us both, and you can do what you like about the flat! You’ll almost certainly be able to make a great deal more money out of it than you’re doing at the present time!”

         “Almost certainly,” he agreed with annoying complacency, while a good deal of the amusement remained in his eyes. “And now I suggest you go downstairs and do something about your dinner. If the chef says everything is off, tell him they’re my orders that something is found for you.” Lindsay reached the door and got it open before she answered him. Then she ground out, almost fiercely, between her small teeth:

         “I’d starve first!”

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter III
   

         

         It
       wanted not much more than twenty minutes to midnight when Lindsay stepped out of the lift that night and walked along the thickly carpeted corridor to the door that shut off her aunt’s flat. It was rather like a penthouse flat, and in daylight there was a wonderful view over the surrounding moorland from the small windows. At night the sloping ceilings and the diminutive size of the rooms, which had once been servants’ quarters, were more or less disguised by skilful lighting arrangements. And fitted carpets and an attractive décor did the rest to create an extremely pleasing first impression.

         Aunt Grace was lying back in the most comfortable armchair the sitting-room contained and smoking one of her specially blended cigarettes while she listened to a foreign news programme on the wireless. She was wearing a housecoat that was a very dark, rich crimson, and made the most of her beautiful silvery hair. The housecoat was collared with velvet, and against it her complexion—in spite of the fact that she was approaching fifty—looked like the smooth sides of a peach lightly dusted with powder. Her eyes had the same jewel-like blueness as her niece’s, emphasised by perfect make-up, and she looked like all the Carteret women in the family portraits, high-bred and patrician and very well aware of the fact herself.

         “You’re late tonight, darling,” she said languidly to Lindsay, as the girl dropped rather limply into a chair. “I can’t think what on earth you find to do with yourself down there behind the reception desk all evening. You can’t be making out people’s bills all the time.”

         Lindsay had given up trying to explain to her aunt the multitudinous things she had to do when she was on duty in the evenings that were not directly concerned with making out customers’ bills. Once she or Elise took up their positions in the small office behind the reception desk they were at the beck and call of anyone staying in the hotel, and they received numberless inquiries about one thing and another. Then there were the big tabulating ledgers to be kept up to date, the various drink-checks from the diningroom and the lounges to be entered into them, information passed on to the right quarter about late-night beverages and early-morning teas, and any correspondence that had been neglected during the day to be caught up with.

         Then there were the guests who liked to stop and talk to the attractive young women behind the desk. It never did to appear in the least tired. That would be a direct reflection on the management and the general running of the hotel.

         Aunt Grace said even more languidly, having switched off her wireless:

         “There’s some coffee, if you’d like to heat it up, darling. I could do with another cup myself. And I don’t know what you thought about the dinner tonight, but I thought the chicken was dreadful. Henri must be slipping to let himself be palmed off with tough birds like that. And to serve roast lamb without red-currant jelly is ridiculous—Henri knows I adore red-currant jelly!”

         “Perhaps Henri wasn’t thinking about you in particular tonight,” Lindsay remarked, with a kind of abstracted dryness which caused the elder Miss Carteret to look at her rather more keenly.

         “You’re looking a bit peaked and pale,” she observed. “Did you have to rush dinner, or something?”

         “No; I didn’t have any dinner at all.”

         “Well, really!” Aunt Grace exclaimed, and then spread her rather flowerlike white hands. “But that’s what I complain of in this place, and particularly when you unfortunately have to work in it. That man Summers has no consideration—he’s just a boor. I don’t know anything at all about his background, but I imagine he’s a self-made man—he certainly isn’t my idea of a gentleman. Did he decide to dictate letters to you when you should have been having your dinner?”

         “No.” But Lindsay was not in a mood for explanations just then. She rose with something of an effort and moved towards the door of the tiny kitchenette. “I’ll heat the coffee,” she said.
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