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It all started with a horoscope and ended with a kiss—that was written in the stars. 
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CHAPTER ONE

New Acquaintance
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THE blustery wind whipped around the corner of the Hillsdale Station and Carol Lee made a grab for her hat and tried to keep her coat from billowing. She laughed, mostly because she laughed easily these days with a new and incredible sense of freedom. It would take little encouragement for her to flap her arms and soar like a bird up into the heavy, leaden sky. 

The commuters' train to New York came into the station with another gust of wind and a gray snap-brim hat cart-wheeled down the tracks. A tall man in tweeds took off after it and finally caught up. Carol, along with the other morning commuters, smiled and the man grinned back sheepishly. 

He must be a stranger to Hillsdale, Carol decided, because what girl could forget him if she'd happened to meet him in the supermarket or at a country club dance? He was too tall and well built and his face was too attractive to be overlooked. As Carol climbed up the train's steps she noticed two girls hanging back a little until the man went by. 

Following her usual routine, Carol slipped into the seat by the window toward the front of the tkr, unfolded her newspaper to the crossword puzzle and dug a pencil out of her purse. Your Individual Horoscope was next to the puzzle and for the first time in weeks Carol read it: 

Oct. 24 to Nov. 22 (Scorpio). Get out of town early. Make better and more efficient arrangements in home management. Unexpected message from a distance. New acquaintance gives big lift to your life. 

A quiet chuckle made Carol turn her head quickly. The man with the roving hat was sitting beside her. He reached across and tapped the horoscope with his forefinger. 

"Do you believe in that?” he asked curiously. 

Actually, she only had a mild interest in what the stars decreed, but the man's amusement made her defiant. 

"Of course. Some of the most brilliant minds do too.” There, that should silence him until the train pulled into Grand Central. 

"Mind if I look at it for a second?” he asked and before she could reply the newspaper was being gently drawn out of her lap. "Thanks.” 

He might be polite and gentle about it, but he still seemed to take what he wanted. It left Carol with a feeling of being pushed around—one she definitely disliked. 

He looked at her and his sudden shy smile was startling. "Maybe there’s something in what the stars say after all. What are you?” 

Unless she wanted to make an absurd issue out of it she was compelled to answer. "I’m Scorpio.” She said it with cold dignity. 

"Ummmmm,” he muttered as he read her horoscope. “I’m Taurus. Mine says, ’Analyze all points of difference with those necessary to your personal happiness.’ ” He lifted an eyebrow at her. " 'New' friends bring better understanding and excitement. This can be a gainful day,.’ ” 

He returned the paper. "I’m convinced. You’re the new friend, I hope.” He smiled that sudden shy smile again and she couldn’t seem to force her eyes down to the puzzle. “A girl with such honey colored hair and such clear dark blue eyes would be necessary to any man’s happiness.” 

This time her eyes flew down and she felt a warm glow brush her cheeks. She’d picked a fine day to read her horoscope, after having ignored it for weeks. This man had a directness that was disconcerting. 

"Mind sharing the sports page? After that chase for my hat I forgot to grab a paper.” 

Without speaking Carol handed it to him. She couldn’t concentrate on the puzzle so she stared out the window, concentrating on the tempestuous wind that was bending the trees. She was glad this man thought her attractive. She wanted to look lovely today for her fiance, Johnny. He’d sounded excited and a little mysterious when he’d told her he’d have a big surprise for her at lunch. 

Carol could feel the man watching her and she unconsciously lifted her chin. It was also with a sense of shame that she acknowledged how enchanting her sudden freedom from responsibility was. 

Ever since her father’s death three years ago Carol had taken care of her younger sister, Sally. She hadn’t been quite old enough for the responsibility and recently she's wondered just how badly she’d spoiled the lovely capricious Sally. It hadn’t been easy bringing her up, and in the exigencies of earning a living she had let Sally have her own way too much. 

But she would have done an even worse job without Johnny’s constant help. As long as she could remember Johnny had lived around the corner waiting to marry her. They wouldn’t go ahead with their own plans, because neither of them wanted to uproot Sally. 

Then suddenly, unexpectedly, twelve days ago Sally met a new man. He was a southerner whose charm had captivated her. A few nights later his mother telephoned from South Carolina inviting Sally for a visit, and she’d gone. And shortly after her arrival a telegram came announcing their wedding the following month. Even Johnny's equanimity had been ruffled by the abruptness of it. They didn’t know this boy, Carol argued, but after endless discussion they decided there was nothing they could do.

But Carol’s thoughts were then interrupted, as was the train's steady jogging. 

"I said,’’ the man sounded plaintive, "couldn't we talk? You're my new friend. Your horoscope and mine prove it.” 

She turned and looked at him with deliberate thoroughness. 'No,” she said. 

He stood and turned up his collar. "You're a blast of winter. But you'll be sorry,” he promised. And she caught an unmistakable twinkle in his eye as he walked toward the smoking car. 

Her dark blue eyes strayed from the puzzle to the horoscope. Taurus, he'd said. April twenty-first to May twentieth. He hadn’t made this up. She read aloud, "New friends bring better understanding and excitement.” Then she glanced at her own again reading, "New acquaintance gives a big lift to your life.” Coincidence, she thought, was a crazy thing. 

When the train creaked into Grand Central the stranger was nowhere in sight, and she was glad. Idly, she wondered why he’d been in Hillsdale, and if she’d ever see him again.
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COUNTESS Dulain’s Chic costume jewelry shop was a narrow four story building tucked in between two skyscrapers on Madison Avenue. A small bronze elevator whisked Carol up to the top floor. Even after several months she still tingled when she walked through the big workroom to her office at the back with her name lettered in gold on the door. 

The enormous skylight showed up the litter on her drawing table and Carol hastened to straighten things up before she slipped off her coat. As head designer for the firm she’d been having trouble with the rest of her spring line these last days. Fortunately there were still about three more weeks in which to finish it. 

She sat on the high stool doodling, trying to design jewelry that was chic and one step ahead of the fashion trend. As she crumpled the umpteenth sheet of paper, the door was flung open. Only the Countess herself entered a room like that. 

She talked with the speed of a machine gun. Through her sputtering Carol managed to gather that the spring designs had to be finished in one week to meet a new production schedule. It was with some difficulty that Carol kept from tumbling off the stool. 

"You see Johnny, non?” the Countess demanded. 

"I see Johnny, yes, for lunch.” 

Because Johnny's father's firm handled the Countess' legal business he'd suggested Carol for this job after she finished her course at the School of Design. She didn't start as a head designer in the beginning, but when the Countess fired Carol's boss it was Carol, amazingly, who took over. Her work more than justified the Countess' gamble. 

"Tell Johnny no marriage for a while.” The Countess' eyes glinted. "I'm sending you to Paris for the fashion showings. It’s a reward,” she hastened to add, "for turning out a superb spring line." Then she went out again like a whirlwind. 

Carol stared at the blank sheet of drawing paper. Paris! The Countess would work her like a donkey, but she'd still see Paris. And she’d be as carefree as a lark. Sally would be safely married to the man she loved, and Johnny who always understood would wait a little longer. This would be more than just a trip to Paris. It would be Carol's first big adventure . 

Johnny was waiting near the entrance of the quiet restaurant off Madison Avenue when Carol came in. 

Seeing Johnny always brought a nice warm feeling to her. His smile
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