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CHAPTER 1

The girl in the ITA uniform walked briskly through the main waiting room at Kennedy Field, stopped at a newsstand to buy an evening paper, paid for it, closed up her purse again, then ran lightly down the stairs and opened a door that read Flight Operations. The briefing room was on a lower level and she was, out of training and habit, on time. It was a minute or two before six-thirty when she entered the busy room: report time was an hour and a half before take-off.

Her name was Kelly Jones. She had been flying for ITA for four years and had recently graduated to the status of chief stewardess, or purser. The flight was a 707. She would return on one of the 747’s. But on this trip she was top dog and when she entered the room she moved up to the front, making a last adjustment to her cap and tucking her flight bag under her arm.

There were four other stewardesses present; the fifth walked in quickly at exactly half past six. The briefing began promptly and was the usual thing. There were no new campaigns, happily, such as “No white lipstick on this flight.” Yes, of course, it could be as petty as that, Even after all these years you had the feeling that you were sized up like a hunk of meat, like a bunny in a Playboy Club. There was still that sense of losing your own individuality. You belonged to the airline and to the hundred odd passengers you were about to service.

But to be fair, you were paid more, per flight time, than you could earn in almost any other field of endeavor. So you stood and suffered the inspection and pretended not to mind.

“Check your coffee makers,” Mrs. Tree (who was the briefing instructor) advised. “We’re trying a new kind.”

A little later she said, “You have two infants.”

Groans were stifled.

The only saving grace about night flights (what with all the other draggy circumstances they entailed) was that babes in arms were generally absent. Sensible adults transported babies in the daytime. Two infants meant tears and wails and a good deal of extra service. And as if that weren’t enough, Mrs. Tree added, “You have an unaccompanied minor.”

Well, Kelly thought. It was going to be a rough flight.

“A child of ten. Male.”

Um. Old enough to go to the john himself, Kelly thought. At least there was that.

“Relatives will meet him in Madrid.”

Relatives would meet him in Madrid. Meanwhile, it’s I who will have to wipe his nose, Kelly reflected, without a change in expression. We will deal with these problems in due time, she told herself; you took it step by step.

“No exceptional passengers otherwise,” Mrs. Tree said, in her dry voice. Which meant no movie stars. I didn’t expect any, Kelly thought, bored. Night flights were for people who were loath to lose time on travel. The poor bastards counted every penny and started out, practically sleepless, sightseeing on the double.

“Have a good trip,” Mrs. Tree concluded and then the Captain, who had spent the last half hour studying the flight plan in the Dispatch Room, walked in for his innings.

It was Norm Robertson, one of the old-timers; Kelly knew him well. A nice guy, one you could depend on. He saw her smile and grinned back.

He greeted them nicely; his voice had warm southern overtones. He was tall, nearly six feet; he had a broad eye-span and sun-tanned skin. He had intelligent, land eyes. He also had six children and he didn’t sleep around.

Most of the Captains got Kelly aside and told her in detail how they wanted their roast beef done before they got down to cases. Captain Robertson, however, was one of the seasoned ones, no nonsense and no gall. He quietly put the girls through their paces: “Tell me how to open the door and put the slide down …”

Some of the new ones, after establishing that they wanted their ribs bloody rare and a double portion of the mousse au chocolat, got carried away with it, shooting rapid-fire questions at the girls, coldeyed and mean. But Norman Robertson, who had been doing this for years and years, knew enough to leave it to the cabin crew. He was experienced enough to be sure that the stewardesses were as cautious as he was, that they watched for a grease-fire in the galley or a cigarette thrown by a careless passenger in the waste disposal. The main concern was fire and an airline hostess was as keenly aware of the danger as the cockpit crew.

The routine questions were answered to the point and to the Captain’s satisfaction. I wonder, Kelly thought, if passengers had any idea that occasional stewardesses were found wanting and dismissed and a new crew called in. It had happened … and in her time.

The Captain was giving the flight plan now. When that was done he asked who the purser was. Kelly stepped forward.

“Hi,” he said. “Seems like I’ve seen you before.”

“Seems as if.”

He took her aside and laid down the rules. It was okay; this was one of the old pros. The new crop, the brash, temperamental ones, got in her hair with their insolent assumption of superiority. They could be infuriating with their barked commands: “I don’t want you sitting in the lounge. You know the rules, girls.”

Sure they knew the rules. A lot of them had more flight time than the captains.

“Looks like it will be choppy about an hour out,” Captain Robertson said. “Keep that in mind, honey. You’re a pretty girl … Everyone tells you that, right?”

“Always grateful for a kind word. I hear you have a newcomer to the family.”

“Three months old now,” he said, and got out some color snaps of the newest Robertson. “Smart as a button. Am I boring you, honey?”

“No. Good luck to all of you,” she said, sincerely.

But time was passing. “Got your girls assigned to the slides?” he asked, looking at his watch. “If so, I guess we’re all set.” He turned and saluted, with a pleasant grin, the rest of the girls. “Let’s have a good trip,” he drawled, and left the room.

“I’m Kelly Jones and I know two of you. Hi, Lucille. Hello, Mimi. Will the rest of you please introduce yourselves?”

“Margot Miller.”

“Doris Michaels.”

“Wendy Warren.”

“All right, let’s get with it,” Kelly said, and added the inevitable, “Let’s have a good trip.”

She was the head stewardess, responsible for the cabin crew. It had its onus, no doubt about it, but it paid well, about double that of an ordinary stewardess, which was very good money indeed. You could sock plenty away.

Not like a model, admittedly, but the next best thing to it.

The spring evening was balmy, not really very warm yet; it was only the middle of May. The sky was that lovely color that looked pink one second and violet the next. You didn’t want to leave all that dusky beauty and get inside the plane to spend the long, busy night catering to the public. But it was a job, your job, and you did it, if not automatically, at least capably. You put in your time and occasionally you foxed the Establishment.

Air Time averaged around thirteen or fourteen days a month; if you worked it right you managed, at precious intervals, to pull a fiddle, which was, in effect, to outsmart the management. You figured it out painstakingly, studying your monthly patterns, so that every once in a while you had almost half a month layoff time all in one stretch. It wasn’t easy and it wasn’t cottoned to by the lines, but you could swing it two or three times a year if you were a smart cookie. Kelly was up, on the terminaion of this New York-Madrid flight, for twelve days time off.

A few days in Madrid, and then a short hop to Malaga, after which she would hire a car and tour Andalusia, from Torremolinos to Sevilla. Then she would take an Interline flight to Lisbon and resume duties on the Monster, a 747 headed back to the States.

She would be technically on call, but she could beat that too. Four years’ service and expertise helped a hell of a lot. She checked off the new coffee makers with a light heart and heard the welcoming stewardess give her first greeting.

“Good evening. May I have your seat number, please?”

				• • •

				Passengers were labeled, unbeknownst to themselves, “the geese” (or in the case of certain smart alecs of masculine gender, “the goosers”). There were a few standard specimens on tonight’s trip. Kelly knew at once, for example, that the party of six in economy (three and three with the aisle between them) were this flight’s lushes. Fairfield County … one of them had a copy of the latest novel about hi-jinks in suburbia on his lap. They liked to read about wife-swapping. Maybe they did it and maybe they only dreamed about it, but certainly they enjoyed flipping through the pages to find the really dirty parts.

That little coterie would be hard to take; at least one of them would vomit up the contents of his stomach around three in the morning. “Oy veh, my head,” Mr. (or Mrs.) Westport would moan while soliciting her sympathy in the galley. “God. Have you got an icebag or something?”

Then there were the two pinchers. One was traveling alone. A bull-necked beast with white socks and a cheap attache case. “I always did say the ITA girl was the hostess with the mostes’,” he’d said to Wendy Warren, with a furtive feel of her backside. “Watch him, he’s death,” Wendy warned the others. “He’d screw his own mother.”

The other satyr was accompanied by his wan, tired wife. A salesman: you could smell it. A small-timer, probably sent economy and paying the difference for first class, out of his own pocket. A real sport. “Listen, let’s meet later,” he told Kelly. “I can get away, don’t worry about that. Where are you staying?”

“I have a date.”

“Tomorrow night, then.”

“It’s just a short layover. Thanks all the same.”

They were only half an hour out when a woman passenger began nagging about when was dinner. “Kell, I just can’t cope,” Mimi Draycott complained. “Every time I pass her she nearly tears my arm off asking me again.”

There was also the unaccompanied minor, Richard Comstock, who refused to stay put. He kept wandering back to the galley, brandishing a swizzle stick he’d picked up from the liquor cart. “You’re kind of cute, but get the hell back where you belong,” Wendy said, pushing him aside.

“Cute? I detest that word,” he said, making a face.

“T.S. I’d like to meet you in about ten years.”

“You’ll be old then.”

“You little fink! Get back to your cabin, baby.”

He kept trudging back, though, hanging around Kelly, who he figured from the very first was the boss. He spotted her purser’s badge. Kelly pigeonholed him without effort: ten years old but the product of a sophisticated environment, top drawer, would prep at Hotchkiss, would go to Haverford or Middlebury or Princeton or Williams, would spend a year or two in Paris, would marry a distant cousin of Jackie Jennedy’s, would clip coupons until his death at eighty-five.

Oh, listen, I’ve seen this kind so often, she said to herself, and to him, “Honey, in about an hour,” when he asked, “When do we eat?”

He ran a hand through thick, sunburned blond hair.

His eyes were an ineffable blue. “I’m starved, doesn’t that matter?”

“It won’t be long.”

“Gee.”

He jingled some change in his pocket. “Do you have your hair frosted?”

“No, it’s naturally this way,” she said, giving him a push. Not that she was a crab, far from it, but from takeoff time until landing, there would be no more than a scant hours’ rest for her. It was no sinecure. It was a damned hard job.

“Mummy has hers frosted,” he volunteered. “You sit there and they put Reynolds wrap around it. It drips. Mummy says it’s unbelievably tiresome but it looks nice when it’s finished. It takes hours and hours.”

“I can think of nothing more fascinating than your mother’s hair job, Richard.”

“Very funny,” he said.

And still he didn’t go away. She drew a deep breath and smiled. “How old are you, dear?”

“Ten. Don’t pretend you don’t know that. I’m a special passenger. They told you how old I was, didn’t they?”

“All right, so they did.”

“Then why did you ask?” He eyed her. “You’re the chief stewardess. Do you make much money?”

“Quite a bit. Will you marry me for my money?”

“I’m betrothed to my cousin Gisela. That was done when we were born. She’s Roman. I’m half Italian too. My mother is from an ancient family. It’s an excellent lineage.”

“Really?”

“We’re in the Almanac de Gotha, of course.”

“Congratulations.”

“Is that an unkind remark?” His eyes narrowed.

“No. Why should you think it was?”

“Because people are envious of others’ patrimony,” he stated. “I know that for a fact.”

Well, Stephen Snob, Kelly thought, but then he turned on the charm again. “You’re really awfully pretty,” he said. “You have lovely eyes and nice high cheekbones.”

“That makes my day,” she said, rumpling his hair. “You run along now, sweetie. I have some cooking to do.”

“You mean you actually cook? On a stove? I thought — ”

“See you later,” she said, and turned her back on him. I’ve put in too much time all in a bunch, she told herself. She was running on her reserves now. The night stretched ahead, endless, it seemed. She would have to watch herself, not to snap at the girls, who — even the ones she knew — tended to resist the authority of the one in charge.

But you must remember, she reminded herself, that when this flight is over, you have twelve whole days vacation. Almost two weeks before going on the job again.

It was a sustaining thought.

				• • •

				It was in that brief lull after the hot meal was over and the galley cleaned up that Kelly had a chance to palaver with the pet passenger on the flight. The girls had been falling all over him, sneaking him doubles in drinks and wondering if he was a gun-runner. He was in first class and he did look secretive and poker-faced. A little bit like the late Mike Todd, one of Elizabeth Taylor’s erstwhile husbands. He had that kind of slightly tough good looks; the resemblance, though, was mostly in the smoky black hair, eyes and eyebrows. Kelly saw at once why the others found him attractive. He had a kind of leashed animal magnetism.

She ran into him while he was sitting in the lounge, smoking a long and expensive-smelling cigar, and he told her she looked a little beat. She sat down with him, something she rarely did. During the long hours of a flight — particularly a night flight — odd and sundry passengers did their best to claim your exclusive attention, at which times they confided things they wouldn’t have dreamed of telling their best friend. This man was intriguing, however, and had made no attempt to soft-talk any of the stewardesses into a date. Not that they had given up hoping.

“Well, I’m a little tired,” she admitted.

“Been doing this long?”

“Four years.”

“At your age, four years probably seems like a long time.”

She put him down as thirty-five, more or less. “I’m not that young,” she said.

He didn’t say, “You look like a kid, I bet you’re not more than twenty,” which was the standard gambit with men on the make. She was almost twenty-seven and some days she looked it. Most of the time not, but there were always those discouraging times when you hadn’t had enough sleep and then you remembered you weren’t as young as you used to be and you still hadn’t found what you were looking for.

As a matter of fact he didn’t say anything more for a while. He set his half-smoked cigar in an ashtray and the smoke drifted lazily upwards. He stretched and crossed his legs. He was a little on the stocky side, and when he had boarded she had seen that he was only an inch or two taller than herself. She was five foot eight. Just as long as he’s not shorter, she reflected, surprising herself.

Would she like to go out with him, then? But he was faintly elusive. He looked different, somehow. The girls were right. There was something about him that set him apart from the ordinary businessman. He looked like a loner; if not a gun-runner, as the girls had been wildly conjecturing, a speculator of some kind. Like a man who took chances. He had that strong, rather hard face. But he also had a sensitive mouth. She found herself looking at his mouth.

There had been a rather long silence, but oddly enough a companionable silence. It was restful to sit here with this quiet man and for the first time in her life she found the smell of a cigar agreeable. He picked it up again, drew on it and then, as the smoke wove around her head, he put it back in the ashtray again. He sighed and leaned back.

“It’ll be a long night,” he said.

“Can’t you sleep?”

“You know how it is. You wait until everyone puts the overhead light out and you start to doze off. Then some insomniac gets tired of tossing and turning so he puts his light on again. Then someone else does. And there are these little pinpoints of light all over. So you decide not to even think about sleep and you make it up when you get to your destination.”

He went back to his cigar. “I see our high-toned young passenger has found friends,” he remarked, glancing down the aisle.

Kelly followed his look. Young Richard Comstock had indeed found friends; he had been adopted not long out of Kennedy by a middle-aged Spanish couple. Senor and Senora Nascimento, occupying seats in the second row, had taken him under their wing; obviously the boy had also taken a fancy to them. Particularly to the Senora, and at the moment he was sitting patiently with his arms extended as she wound some soft rose-colored wool around his wrists.

“I couldn’t be more pleased,” she said. “A boy that age all alone can be a first-class headache.” She was watching the trio up front. The man was reading something and the woman was winding the wool. Occasionally she would interrupt herself to adjust the long, double string of pearls she wore round her neck. They were the only bright spot in her outfit of austere black. They were good pearls, the best. If it hadn’t been for the pearls, and the fact that the Nascimentos were traveling first class, it would have been easy to mistake them for indigent, faded aristocrats without a penny.

They were fine-looking people; both had gaunt, attenuated faces, like El Grecos. They seemed the very essence of old Spain, with their proud noses and hooded eyes.

“I’m Steve Connaught,” Kelly’s companion said to her. “I should have said that before.”

“I’m Kelly Jones.”

He held out a hand. The skin of it was dark, almost swarthy, like the skin of his face. There were short black hairs at the wrist. Taking it, a kind of electric shock ran through her, and she knew instantly that if this man were to ask her out she’d say yes. Without thinking further about it. It was something she didn’t do all that often, but this time she would.

He didn’t ask her, though. They chatted for a while longer and then, because she so wished he’d tap her for a date, her pride got her up off the bench. She was afraid he’d see it in her eyes. She walked down the aisle and talked to the Nascimentos.

“Everything all right?”

“Pair … fect,” the Senora said, looking up with a pleased smile. “Thees pretty boy helps me, see that, Senorita? So quiet, such a nice boy.”

“You’re being very good to him.”

“Is a pleasure.”

“Je suis tres bien eleve,” Richard retorted, obviously stung at the inference that he was on sufferance with the Spanish couple.

“See, he speaks French pair … fectly,” Senor Nascimento looked up from his book and beamed. He had the wispy, croupy voice of someone much older. Asthma, perhaps. “He speaks a little Spanish, too. A very good pupil.”

“They’re trying to teach me,” Richard explained. “It’s a little bit like French.” He cleared his throat. “El abogada les explica las difficultados …”

The Senor and his wife laughed heartily. “Ah, querido,” the woman said, fondly.

“Thank you very much for being so kind,” Kelly said, and made her way back. There was an occasional request on the way. “You have Fresca, I hope?” a woman asked, and then one or two passengers asked for coffee. Steve Connaught was still sitting cross-legged in the lounge, though he’d finished with his cigar. “Do you want anything?” she asked him.

He leaned his head back. “No. Thanks. Not a thing.”

“Well, all right. But if there’s … just ask, if you feel like coffee, or Sanka …”

“You’re sweet. Thanks, but I don’t need a thing.”

Kelly had the feeling that his eyes followed her as she went into economy cabin; at any rate her back seemed to tingle, right between the shoulder blades, as she pulled the louver and went through. You’re too tired for a date anyway, she told herself, and decided that if Steve Connaught asked any of the girls for a date it would be Wendy Warren. All the girls were nice-looking, but Wendy was the beauty.

So what do I care? she thought.

The Westport tipplers were well on their way to besottedness, the movie was almost over, a few passengers had pillows tucked behind their heads and their overhead lights off, the other stewardesses had just about finished their dinners. The line to the lavatories made working in the galley difficult. When it had thinned out a bit and the head sets were collected and accounted for; when the Little Blue Ball was nearly dark as passengers huddled with coats thrown over them, then there was an opportunity for Kelly to think about her own meal. She ate it rapidly. It tasted like straw and lodged firmly in the center of her gut.

“I want two of you to get some sleep,” she said, and assigned Doris and Margot to stay with it while two others slid unobtrusively into back seats. Wendy was assigned up front in first class cabin.

You’re a masochist, she told herself. Throwing that beautiful girl at that attractive man’s head. You didn’t have to do that, did you? So all right, they’ll see Madrid together. Due to you, you damned idiot. But if that was all a man wanted … a face and body …

Abruptly, she opened a lavatory door and went in. She washed her hands briskly and then turned to face herself in the mirror. The light was pinkish, designed to be flattering to women, and it was. She looked at herself for a long time. Why did she put herself down? The face that looked back at her was heart-shaped and, as Richard had said, was high in the cheekbones. Her eye span was wide. Her hair was cut short, perhaps too short, and it had cost her plenty at Vidal Sassoon’s. There was nothing wrong with her looks.

It was just that every girl wanted to look like Jean Shrimpton, or Wendy Warren. To be ravishing, to make every other girl look sick. And yet, regarding herself gravely, she had a surge of confidence. You sensed things, and Steve Connaught, who had been assiduously wooed by every stewardess in the plane, had sat quietly and companionably with her, only her … and she had felt his admiration.

Okay, she thought, and went outside again.

Her trained eyes canvassed the cabin. Everything was quiet, but she knew the babies would start whimpering soon. They were four hours out, with three to go.

She got out her log book, and the night wore on.

She managed to get in almost forty-five minutes rest. Dozing but not able to blank out, she planned ahead. The cockpit crew on this trip was considerate, but that was due to the Captain, Norman. I hope there isn’t a sizeable shortage in my liquor count, she thought restlessly, and again was grateful for the flight crew up front. Some of the newer men, the brash kids who were making it difficult for all of them, frankly confiscated bottles when she wasn’t looking. Passengers did their share of stealing too, mostly the small liqueur bottles. They wanted them for souvenirs. There was always someone who cleaned out the soap in the lavatories.

She fingered her small purser’s badge, fought to empty her mind, and closed her eyes. A man’s face floated in the darkness behind her shut lids. His name was Steve Connaught … with a V or a PH? she wondered, and didn’t mind not really sleeping. He had a nice face to think of … and his voice was deep and sexy and rumbling …

Sometimes you had a passenger you wouldn’t mind seeing again. It was the ones you didn’t want to see again that asked you.


CHAPTER 2

She did sleep after all. Maybe it was only five minutes, but she came out of a dream with a jolt. It hadn’t really been a dream, just an atmosphere, a very lovely ambience with the smell of flowers and the touch of a man’s hand on her face, stroking, stroking …

“Umm,” she mumbled, opening her eyes.

“Do you go to sleep too?”

It was the unaccompanied minor, Richard Comstock, tickling her face with a bit of cotton. In the orange flush of dawn high above the clouds his face looked serene and rested.

“Richard!” She glared at him resentfully.

“I thought you were supposed to guard the plane.”

“Go to hell,” she almost said, and looked at her watch. It was time to get going anyhow. “I don’t suppose it’s ever crossed your mind that we girls are human,” she snapped at him. “What are you doing back here, you little monster?”

“I’m hungry.”

“Ask one of the other girls.”

“You’re the top man,” he said. “I always deal only with the top man.”

“Ta da.”

He wheedled. “Gee, honest, I need my breakfast. Come on, okay? Give me something to eat.”

“Who do you think you are, the Duke of Windsor?”

“When is breakfast, that’s all I’m asking.”

“In half an hour. Does that answer your question?”

“You mean I hafta wait all that time?”

“So does everyone else.”

“You’re a big help,” he said.

“And you’re breaking my heart into little pieces. Go back to your Spanish friends.”

“They’re asleep. Snoring. She snores louder than he does.”

“I’m bleeding.”

He gave up at last and wandered back to his own territory, while Kelly got up stiffly. In no time at all she was swamped. Sure enough, someone had been sick in one of the johns, hadn’t done too good a job cleaning it up and she assigned one of the girls she’d known before, Lucille Kruz, to that unenviable task. It was something that simply couldn’t wait for the cleaning crew at the Madrid airport.

“Slobs,” Lucille muttered, gritting her teeth. “God damned tourists …”

There was a minor disaster in first class cabin. Richard had somehow gotten caught in Senora Nascimento’s beads; they broke and scattered far and wide. There was a great to-do with all present scrambling to retrieve the glossy globules. “It was only an accident,” the Senora said, scrambling along with the others. The Senor, in his croupy voice, counted the pearls as they were gathered together. “Uno, dos, tres …”

“Nothing to worry,” he said triumphantly at long last. “All here, very good, very good.”

“Just cheap things,” the Senora assured her seat companions. “Silly cheap beads from America.”

“To tell you the truth,” Richard said to Kelly, “I can’t imagine how it happened. I think she broke them herself, the way she she was always yanking at them.” He shrugged. “Naturally I’m very sorry.” He looked a little worried. “You don’t think she’s clunked about it, do you?”

“Clunked? What do you read, The Village Voice?”

“Because,” he said, “I like them very much. Especially her.”

“There, she’s looking for you,” Kelly told him. “I guess she’s not clunked.”

“That helps,” he said. “It was a stupid thing to happen. I’m usually so well-behaved.”

He rejoined his friends. “Clumsy me,” Kelly heard him saying, and the Senora embraced him and kissed his cheek. She had put the pearls into one of her husband’s large linen handkerchiefs, secured the bound kerchief in a hank of her rose-colored wool and dropped the whole into her petit point knitting bag.

A short time before landing, Richard trudged back and announced that Senor and Senora Nascimento would not leave the airport until he was called for. “That’s fine,” Kelly said, making a mental note to confirm this with the Nascimentos. Otherwise she would feel bound, noblesse oblige, to see to it herself. A child traveling alone …

“Si,” the Senor and Senora assured her when she got round to discussing it. “Don’t worry about Ricardo.”

“You must tell us again your name,” the Senor said. “Mama, write it down.”

Mama fished and found a silver pen. She fished again and found some paper. “So.”

“It’s Jones. Kelly Jones. K-e-l-l-y.”

“What is this name?” the Senor asked, intrigued. “Kelly?”

“Whimsy on the part of my parents,” Kelly said. “I’m not even Irish. Kelly Jones, that’s right.”

“It was a great pleasure. A charming girl, yes, Mama?”

“Elegante. Dolce.”

“Good-bye, Richard.”

“Good-bye. I hope you have a great time.”

“And you too.”

When they put down and the plane emptied out Kelly saw them walking across the field, the three of them together, with Richard’s airline bag slung over his shoulder and the Senora’s knitting bag clutched in one hand. Not far behind them was Steve Connaught, striding along and looking exciting, the kind of man you’d be a little nervous introducing to your friends but wouldn’t care much, deep down, if they approved of him or not. A man who, just walking across the strip with those easy strides, looked different, unusual … and just a little bit dangerous.

The kind of man who, obviously, kept pretty much to himself. Oh well, I wouldn’t have gone out with him anyway, she told herself, and tried to convince herself that she meant it.

The per diem was 700 pesetas. Kelly was handed her information papers and the girls received the usual instructions. “Don’t drink the water in Spain.”

She was relaxed now, deliriously sleepy. “Oh, till about one, I guess,” she told Lucille Kruz, who wanted to know how long she was going to flake off in bed. “Can we meet in the lounge?”
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