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    Lisa
  


  


  
    A ripple of excitement ran through the female staff of Throgmorton and Williams the first time Paul Buchanan visited the office. He wore a blue shirt which matched the hard sapphire brilliance of his eyes, and he was so tall, so blond and so sun-tanned, that in the dusty gloom of the publisher’s office he might have been mistaken for a Sun god, who had strayed from his path across the skies  except that a dark blue Aston Martin was parked outside the building instead of a flaming chariot.
  


  
    Only one person appeared unmoved by his arrival, Lisa Aitken, Mr Throgmorton’s secretary, who came down to reception to collect him. Chatting up women was as natural to Paul Buchanan as breathing, and as he and Miss Aitken climbed three winding flights to Mr Throgmorton’s office, he had remarked with one of his famous smouldering glances, that running up these stairs all day must account for the slimness of her figure. Miss Aitken had given him a wintry smile and made no comment  not the sort of reaction Paul was used to.
  


  
    Mr Throgmorton kept him waiting a few minutes, and the delay gave Paul the opportunity to study Miss Aitken more closely, as she sat at her typewriter, her small hands moving over the keys with the speed of a concert pianist. No  she was certainly not his type, too thin, too pale, no make-up, National Health spectacles, dowdy grey dress, and pale gold hair scraped back into a heavy coil at the nape of her neck. Paul preferred his women dark.
  


  
    Later he was ushered into a large, untidy office and Mr Throgmorton had peered at him over his bifocals. Then, like a dog remembering where he had hidden a bone, he scrabbled through the papers on his desk, until he found a manuscript with a letter attached. ‘Mr Buchanan!’ he beamed.
  


  
    Paul nodded. Mr Throgmorton swung around on his chair and said he would be very happy to accept Paul’s novel about motor racing. Would an advance of one thousand pounds be acceptable? Paul, who received twice as much as this a month in unearned income, was surprised at the pleasure the offer gave him, and accepted it immediately.
  


  
    ‘I think this calls for a celebration,’ said Mr Throgmorton, unlocking the corner cupboard behind him and, taking out a decanter of sherry. ‘I may add,’ he said, polishing two glasses with a pink duster, ‘that you have Miss Aitken to thank. She is an admirable secretary, you understand, but not a girl who gets very easily excited. Well, she took your manuscript home for the weekend, and came rushing in on Monday morning, in absolute ecstasies about it, and insisting that we must publish it. Thus encouraged, I read your book, Mr Buchanan, and I agreed entirely with Miss Aitken.’
  


  
    After that, Paul felt quite differently towards Lisa Aitken. He wanted to thank her there and then, but she had already left.
  


  
    ‘Miss Aitken’s home is in the West Country,’ explained Mr Throgmorton. ‘She always leaves promptly on Friday to go there for the weekend.’
  


  
    Paul had agreed to modify certain passages in his novel. But as his days were divided between race meetings and his father’s merchant bank, where he was allegedly employed, and his evenings taken up with a string of pretty women, it was a month or so before he found time to deliver the revised manuscript. Once again he climbed the flights of stairs behind Lisa Aitken. He noticed she had charming ankles. Producing the famous smouldering glance, he said, ‘I gather I have you to thank for getting my book accepted. I’m incredibly grateful.’
  


  
    ‘I loved it,’ she said simply. ‘I was so busy reading it I almost went past my station. We’ve been thinking about a jacket. Would you like to see some of the designs?’
  


  
    Her voice was soft but she had a slight stammer. Paul also noticed as they looked through the designs that her nails were bitten down to the quick and she had two darns in her tights. Paul only knew girls who tossed their tights away as soon as they laddered.
  


  
    He spent some time going through the manuscript with Mr Throgmorton and it was nearly eight o’clock before he walked out of the office into the soft spring night. Looking down the road, he saw Lisa Aitken walking towards the bus stop. Her shoulders drooped, her feet dragged. He loped after her. ‘I’ve got my car just down the road, let me give you a lift home?’
  


  
    She turned round. She looked desperately tired, her face drained of colour except for two red marks on either side of her nose where her glasses had been. ‘I’m all right, thank you,’ she said. ‘The bus on the corner takes me all the way.’ At that moment four buses sailed past in convoy. She gave a cry, ran after them, but she was too late.
  


  
    Paul strolled after her grinning. ‘Now you must accept my offer, you’ll have to wait hours for another bus,’ he said, taking her arm. She moved away as though she’d been stung, stammering that she didn’t mind waiting.
  


  
    Paul was used to getting his own way. ‘Come on,’ he said firmlly, ‘I want to give you a lift.’
  


  
    ‘You shouldn’t stay so late,’ he told her as they drove down St Martin’s Lane. ‘How long have you worked in publishing?’
  


  
    ‘About two years.’
  


  
    ‘And before that?’
  


  
    ‘I was at drama school.’
  


  
    He looked at her with interest. ‘What made you give up?’
  


  
    She hesitated, then said, ‘I found I wasn’t very good.’
  


  
    He mentioned a few plays he’d enjoyed recently. She hadn’t seen any of them. ‘We must do something about that,’ he said.
  


  
    The afternoon’s rain had given a new lease of life to London’s gardens. The air was heavy with the scent of lilacs. It was a lovely evening, and Paul was in no hurry. Back in Knightsbridge, a beautiful girl was bathing and scenting herself for his evening’s entertainment, a girl he knew would wait for him.
  


  
    He took another look at Lisa, sitting beside him so quietly. The breeze had blown pale strands of hair across her face, and whipped a faint colour into her cheeks. She looked almost pretty. He was amazed to find himself saying, ‘Have dinner with me tomorrow?’
  


  
    ‘I always go away at weekends.’
  


  
    ‘Well, Monday then?’
  


  
    ‘I work late on Monday.’
  


  
    ‘How about Tuesday?’
  


  
    She was pleating her skirt nervously with her hand. Her stammer was more pronounced than ever as she said, ‘I don’t think so, thank you.’ Not even an excuse this time.
  


  
    ‘Come on,’ said Paul. ‘Just dinner in return for getting my book accepted. No strings attached  I just like to pay my debts.’
  


  
    She looked at him consideringly for a minute with those twilight eyes, as though she were weighing up the pros and cons. Then she gave a little nod. ‘It’s very kind of you. I’d like to, thank you.’
  


  
    The moment he’d dropped her off at one of those ugly red Edwardian houses on the outskirts of Wimbledon, Paul started cursing himself. A plain, frumpy little mouse. He’d had to pull out the stops to get her to accept  and he didn’t really want to take her out at all. Oh well, he thought, bored, as he roared back to London  a theatre, a quick dinner, back to his flat, then Home James, see you sometime, darling, and on to the next one. That should put paid to Miss Aitken’s airs and graces.
  


  
    On Monday, however, one of Paul’s favourite girlfriends came back from Bermuda and he was just about to telephone Lisa on Tuesday morning and cancel dinner, when he received a letter in his morning mail.
  


  
    Dear Mr Buchanan, it said, It was kind of you to ask me out tomorrow night, but I find I have a previous engagement. I am sorry. Yours sincerely, Lisa Aitken.
  


  
    Paul was enraged  being stood up was an entirely new experience which he did not like. He thought of sending her the theatre tickets with a sarcastic little note. Instead, after brooding all day, he found himself driving towards Throgmorton and Williams around seven o’clock. He was in luck. There she was in the bus queue, in that same grey dress of such disfiguring austerity that she’d worn on both previous occasions. Didn’t she have any more clothes?
  


  
    ‘Television’s bad tonight,’ he yelled, bringing his car to a screaming halt beside her. She blushed crimson and pretended she hadn’t seen him. All the people in the queue were craning their necks. Paul leaned across and opened the door. ‘Come on, jump in,’ he said.
  


  
    Lisa continued to gaze stonily in front of


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  


We hope you enjoyed these stories. If you want to read more stories by Jilly Cooper, try her other contributions to the Storycuts series such as
Forsaking All Others/Temporary Set-Back 9781448125678

And May The Best Girl Win/Johnnie Casanova 9781448125692

Christmas Stocking/Sister To The Bride 9781448125685

Alternatively, read the original parent collection, Lisa & Co 9781409032168.

OEBPS/Images/9781448125708-Cover.jpg
.

- COOPER
; LLLLLLLLLLLLLL
g SYLU

/

? S





OEBPS/Styles/page-template.xpgt
 
   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    
     
		 
		 
    
     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    
  
   
     
  




OEBPS/Images/Storycuts1.jpg





