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      PART ONE

      New York 1990




      
      
      Chapter One

      
      Beverley had never been to such a glamorous party in her life and for a moment she wished she was one of the guests. The very
         air about her seemed to be shimmering with opulence, carrying wafts of designer perfume, scented flowers and tantalising aromas
         from the lavishly laden buffet in the adjoining room.
      

      
      As she stood behind the reception desk, with the four other young women from Highlight Promotions, checking invitations and
         requesting the guests to sign the visitors’ book, she watched spellbound, forgetting her back ached, and that her new shoes,
         bought in a hurry at Saks that morning, pinched her feet. Her eyes were dazzled by the jewels worn by the beautiful women
         and her ears seduced by the rustle of silk and taffeta; this was the party of the year, if not the decade, held in the New
         York Public Library on Fifth Avenue, and even if she was only here to work her butt off, at least she was here! Able to watch each arrival as guests braved a storm of flashlight bulbs; able to observe Elaine Ross, tonight’s hostess and
         the Queen of High Fashion, welcome everyone with her own brand of professional charm.
      

      
      Beverley had realised from the beginning it was a party that would set Manhattan buzzing. Held to celebrate the fiftieth anniversary of Chichi, the glossy magazine that was even more popular than its rival, Vogue, Elaine, the editor-in-chief, was making damned certain it was going to be a success. If it wasn’t, heads would roll. Especially
         the heads of those who worked for Highlight Promotions, the public relations company Beverley had worked for during the past
         ten months. Responsible for all the arrangements, including getting the press here tonight, there was one thing they hadn’t
         been able to organise and Elaine Ross had not expected it of them: she intended taking full credit for it herself. Through
         her contacts in England, she had been able to secure the presence of Princess Diana who was in New York to attend the official
         opening of an exhibition of royal paintings and artifacts, lent by the Queen, held at the Metropolitan Museum.
      

      
      This was the pinnacle of Elaine’s career after eight years as editor, and as she awaited the arrival of the royal guest, Beverley
         watched her closely, curious to see if she showed any sign of nervous tension. There was none. As she stood beside Cass Sternberg,
         Chichi’s publisher, there was only a look of supreme triumph on Elaine’s face. This was her moment. Dressed as always in her signature
         creamy white, with pearls round her neck, each as big as a quail’s egg, and large pearl earrings, she looked cool and confident,
         her position as New York’s top fashion magazine editor unassailable.
      

      
      Suddenly, the entrance lobby was bathed in the brilliant illumination of television lights, and there was a palpable ripple
         of excitement. Then Elaine stepped forward, and amid an explosion of flashbulbs, Princess Diana appeared, tall and blonde,
         in a sensational dark blue beaded evening dress, with sapphires and diamonds blazing at her throat and in her ears. The two women, one so fair and
         the other so dramatically dark, shook hands, and Elaine expressed her welcome. Princess Diana, looking even more beautiful
         than Beverley had expected, smiled and laughed and seemed regally at ease.
      

      
      Earlier, Elaine had handpicked those whom she considered suitable for presentation, and now she led the Princess to these
         exclusive groups, while all around the hubbub of muted voices carried on a running commentary in tones of suppressed excitement.
      

      
      ‘Isn’t Princess Di just beautiful!’

      
      ‘Did you ever see such a wonderful dress?’

      
      ‘And yet they say she only buys from British designers.’

      
      ‘Get a look at those sapphires! They’re unreal!’

      
      ‘They were a wedding present from the Emir of Kuwait, you know.’

      
      Then the Princess moved on down the room to meet more people and the buzz of conversation shifted to talk of Elaine Ross.

      
      ‘How did the bitch pull it off?’

      
      ‘You’ve got to hand it to her, haven’t you?’

      
      ‘Did Oscar de la Renta give her that white dress for tonight?’
      

      
      ‘Of course she has increased Chichi’s circulation figure to one point four million!’
      

      
      On and on it went, the back-stabbing and sniping, as Elaine stayed close to Princess Diana’s side, while the new ‘in’ band,
         Tito Puente, provided the background music, which mingled with the popping of champagne corks and the clink of glasses.
      

      
      
      Everyone who was anyone was here tonight and the gathering resembled a convention of international jet-setters rather than
         a publishing party. Designers like Paloma Picasso, accompanied by her husband Rafael Lopez-Sanchez, rubbed shoulders with
         socialites like Nan Kempner and Betsy Bloomingdale. English Dukes and Duchesses, over for the royal exhibition, exchanged
         banalities with Bill Blass and Karl Lagerfeld, who kept his face half hidden behind a pale yellow fan.
      

      
      Tonight, for one very special magical occasion, Elaine Ross had gathered under one roof the crème de la crème of New York,
         Paris, London and Rome. It was a party that would be remembered for years to come, a display of wealth beyond comprehension,
         a unique gathering of artistic talent, worldly wit and international fame, graced by royalty, aristocracy, and the elite of
         New York, and in the centre of it all one slim elegant woman, her black hair cut fashionably short, her make-up immaculate,
         her position supreme. Elaine Ross had scored tonight and her rivals and enemies would never be allowed to forget it. Princess
         Diana’s picture would appear on the next cover of Chichi, and there would be a twenty-eight-page supplement featuring the Princess at tonight’s party. Eat your heart out, Harper’s Bazaar and Vogue, thought Elaine with satisfaction.
      

      
      Beverley watched, fascinated and intrigued by Elaine. She thought her an exquisite bird of paradise; exotic, poised and brilliantly
         clever. All the things Beverley would love to be one day. Beauty and business acumen seemed almost too much to find in one woman, but Elaine had both. Yet there was something about her that
         disturbed Beverley, a flaw in the otherwise perfect façade. No matter how dazzlingly Elaine smiled, revealing perfect white teeth framed by lusciously painted scarlet lips, her eyes remained cold. Aloof. And very distant. It was as
         if, beneath the soft allure of clinging cream silk and the pearls with their subtle sheen which made her skin glow warmly,
         there lay hidden a heart of ice. Had the price she’d had to pay for her success been too heavy? Or had she been forced to
         make sacrifices to satisfy her ambitions? It seemed she never smiled from the heart, only with her mouth, and Beverley longed
         to know the reason.
      

      
      ‘Don’t imagine Chichi’s party is going to be any fun for us,’ Beverley’s immediate boss, Mary Stapelton, told them when Highlight were first given
         the job of organising the event. ‘Elaine Ross is a bitch! I’ve worked for her before, and I’m telling you, she’ll be phoning
         us at eight-thirty every morning for weeks ahead for no better reason than to keep us on our toes. She’s demanding, tyrannical,
         and she treats everyone who works for her like dirt.’ Mary’s clear grey eyes were candid, her tone warning.
      

      
      ‘Oh, great!’ exclaimed Faye Mallory, a tall thin girl who had been with the company for several years, and who would be working
         with Beverley on this function, together with Lisette Attwood and Nina Klett.
      

      
      Highlight Promotions was divided into four main sections, each run by an account executive with the help of four assistants.
         Mary Stapelton was in charge of publicising restaurants, clubs, art galleries and high-profile functions. The five women,
         all under thirty, made a lively team and they all got on well together. They were also thankful to have got into the most
         fun section of the company, whose other public relation interests covered industry, commerce and home products.
      

      
      
      ‘At least we’ll get to see Princess Diana,’ Beverley had remarked, when they’d been informed by Elaine to expect the future
         Queen of England.
      

      
      ‘Don’t count on it,’ Mary warned. ‘You’ll be lucky to get a glimpse of the top of her head in the crowd. We’ll be on the reception
         desk that night, checking everyone’s invitation, so don’t expect a ringside seat!’
      

      
      They all laughed, knowing she was probably right, but they were nevertheless excited to be working on such a glamorous project.

      
      Beverley Franklin had only been living in Manhattan for the past year, although she was no stranger to New York, and considered
         herself fortunate in having a job at all when the recession was affecting so many people. Born and brought up in Stockbridge,
         Massachusetts, she was the second child of Rachael and Daniel Franklin, both of whom were teachers. Money had never been plentiful,
         but she and her sister Jenny, and her two brothers, Josh and Tom, had received a thoroughgoing education from their parents,
         so that she developed an appreciation of literature and art. Rachael and Daniel Franklin were dedicated teachers and had always
         encouraged their four children to study.
      

      
      ‘There is nothing more precious than a good education,’ Daniel was fond of repeating at frequent intervals, and his two eldest
         children had heeded his words, even if the two younger ones so far showed no signs of following their example.
      

      
      At twenty-seven, Josh Franklin was a lawyer, practising in Washington. It was his ambition, in time, to enter politics. Beverley,
         who was twenty-three, had won a scholarship to Wellesley College, where she majored in Literature and French. She also took
         several art courses and finally graduated with a BA and high honours. It was her parents’ proudest hour, for she had fulfilled all their dreams.
         Now, a year later, working for one of the top public relations companies, she was able to pursue her love of the arts and
         of music, and while the other girls at Highlight rushed off to discotheques and bars in the evening, Beverley was more likely
         to be found engrossed in a concert at Carnegie Hall or Lincoln Center.
      

      
      Jenny and Tom seemed uninterested in carving out good careers for themselves; Jenny, at fifteen, had announced she wanted
         to quit high school in favour of working in a big department store, whilst twelve-year-old Tom was obsessed with baseball
         and could talk of nothing else.
      

      
      Shortly after Beverley had arrived in New York, she’d found herself a small but sunny apartment on West 57th Street from which
         she walked to the Madison Avenue offices of Highlight every morning. She also earned enough money to buy herself some new
         clothes, a requisite of the job, because she was in daily contact with clients and the general public.
      

      
      Tonight, for instance, she was expected to look good. Everyone knew that they had organised Chichi’s party, and the managing director of Highlight, Charles Floyd, wanted ‘his girls’, as he referred to Mary Stapelton and
         her team, to do him credit. Along with the black high-heeled pumps that were now killing her, Beverley was wearing a simple
         black sheath dress, and her hair, an outstanding feature because of its dark chestnut tints, was confined into a business-like
         trendy twist. Normally it cascaded around her shoulders, rich and lustrous, but tonight she knew she had to appear svelte.
         Unlike a lot of people with auburn hair, her skin was unblemished with not a freckle in sight. Instead it was a pale clear cream, and her
         eyes were hazel with tiny golden flecks. If Beverley did not consider herself to be beautiful, her friends did, and her loveliness
         was natural, too. Apart from a little mascara and a peach-coloured lipstick, she wore no makeup.
      

      
      Mary Stapelton broke into her thoughts at that moment as she eased one aching foot out of her shoe. ‘We’d better get the press
         packs assembled.’
      

      
      ‘Yeah, okay,’ Beverley replied, bending down to open the boxes of folders that had arrived from the printers earlier in the
         day.
      

      
      Elaine Ross had stipulated that each guest be given a copy of the latest edition of Chichi in a folder containing a photograph of herself, the history of the magazine, together with facts and figures about advertising
         and circulation, plus a résumé of forthcoming special features and articles. She’d also persuaded a French perfume company
         to give phials of Excite to all the women guests and a bottle of Arousal after-shave to the men. Beverley, Lisette, Faye and
         Nina were to hand them out to the guests when they left, from behind the long reception table in the lobby.
      

      
      It was now ten-thirty and Beverley was tempted to slip off her other shoe as well, figuring that if she remained behind the
         table no one would see her feet. Just as she was beginning to feel a delicious sense of freedom in her almost numb toes, there
         was a sudden bustle of activity across the room and she realised Princess Diana was about to go.
      

      
      Struggling to push her feet back into her shoes, she caught sight of the ethereal-looking princess, her blonde head towering over Elaine’s dark one. Then, with a jolt of mixed horror and excitement, she realised the princess was breaking
         ranks, moving away from Elaine and the planned route across the red carpet to the exit, and making straight for them. There
         was confusion among her accompanying entourage as everyone, including her lady-in-waiting, wondered what was happening. Elaine,
         hovering by her side, was trying to tell the princess she was going the wrong way.
      

      
      ‘Ma’am . . .’ she whispered urgently. The cameras were all lined up by the exit, waiting to get a final shot. The crowds in
         the street were expecting to see Diana emerge any second now. ‘Ma’am . . .’ said Elaine desperately.
      

      
      But Princess Diana paid no attention. Walking towards the five young women from Highlight, she reached Mary first, her hand
         outstretched.
      

      
      ‘Have you had to work very hard tonight?’ she asked sympathetically.

      
      Beverley saw Mary’s eyes bulge as she gave a silent gulp.

      
      ‘They’ve all worked hard tonight, Ma’am,’ Elaine butted in, meaning to sound helpful, but her tone was dismissive, as if that
         was what they’d been paid to do so it was no big deal.
      

      
      Princess Diana had shaken Mary’s hand now and was moving down the line of amazed young women. Faye wondered if she was supposed
         to curtsey, like she’d seen English people do in photographs. Nina wondered if she ought to say ‘Your Majesty’ and Lisette
         looked as if she was going to faint.
      

      
      Suddenly the princess was face to face with Beverley, and she was smiling and asking her if she’d worked for the promotion company for very long?
      

      
      ‘Nearly a year, Ma’am,’ Beverley replied, feeling suddenly breathless. The princess had exquisite skin and her blue eyes were
         beautifully and subtly made up. Beverley gazed at her, spellbound.
      

      
      ‘Is it fun? Do you get to organise a lot of amusing parties?’ Princess Diana was asking, with a warm smile.

      
      ‘Sometimes,’ Beverley replied, catching Elaine’s cold expression as her eyes swept over her black dress critically. ‘This
         one has been really special though, even if it has been a lot of work,’ she added truthfully.
      

      
      Princess Diana nodded understandingly, and then, with a final smile, moved towards the exit. There was another explosion of
         flashlight bulbs, and the crowds surged forward to see the future Queen of England, and then she was gone, whipped away in
         a large black car, accompanied by outriders and followed by other cars carrying her entourage.
      

      
      Mary, Beverley, Lisette, Faye and Nina stood there, staring at each other in shock, bereft of words, their eyes popping with
         delighted astonishment.
      

      
      ‘My God!’ breathed Beverley. ‘Was that a dream I just had?’

      
      ‘I could have died when she came over to us like that!’ Faye gasped.
      

      
      ‘But why did she come and talk to us?’ Nina asked. ‘Did you expect it? I didn’t!’ She was red in the face with excitement.
         ‘Wow! Wait ’til I tell my boyfriend! He’ll freak! He’s always had the hots for Princess Di!’
      

      
      ‘Let’s face it, none of us expected it,’ Mary pointed out, her hands shaking. ‘And the person who expected it least of all
         was Elaine Ross! Did you see her face?’
      

      
      ‘But I don’t understand,’ Lisette exclaimed. ‘Why us?’

      
      
      ‘I read somewhere she likes to talk to the people who really do the work, not just the socialites,’ Mary explained. ‘Someone
         must have told her we organised tonight – and let’s face it, we did! The caterers, the florists, the printing and mailing
         of the invitations, dealing with all the acceptances and refusals . . . dealing with Elaine Ross every day! God, I think we
         deserve medals! Chichi may have paid for the party and Elaine may have been the hostess, but, girls, who did all the work?’
      

      
      They all nodded, thrilled now to realise the honour they’d been paid; knowing that their boss, Charles Floyd, who was among
         the guests tonight with his wife, would be pleased with the recognition they’d been given.
      

      
      ‘I’m still in shock,’ Mary commented, her hands trembling.

      
      ‘You’re in shock,’ Beverley quipped. ‘Wait till I tell my mother! She’ll be so thrilled the whole of Stockbridge will be told.’
      

      
      ‘Wait until I tell my mother,’ Nina thrilled. ‘Coming from the Bronx, she’ll be amazed to know I was even here tonight. When
         I tell her who I shook hands with . . .! My, she’ll go crazy.’
      

      
      ‘Princess Diana is the world’s heroine, isn’t she!’ Faye observed. ‘A sort of cross between Madonna and Mother Teresa. I have
         a feeling I’m going to wake up in a minute and find the whole thing was a dream.’
      

      
      Guests were leaving now, floating out on to Fifth Avenue in a mood of euphoria, knowing tonight had been a very special occasion,
         maybe even a once in a lifetime experience for some. Outside the cars were lining up and the photographers had left with the
         departure of the princess. The caterers had started to clear away and the cleaners were moving in to sweep away the debris left by a thousand revellers.
      

      
      Beverley and the others took a final look at the room that had accommodated the gathering of the decade. A melancholy scene
         of drooping flowers and burnt-out candles met their gaze.
      

      
      ‘Well, I suppose that’s that,’ Beverley observed sadly. There was a definite feeling of anti-climax in the atmosphere now.
         ‘The party’s well and truly over. We’d better be getting home.’
      

      
      ‘Not a moment too soon,’ Mary remarked briskly. ‘Sorry, girls, I expect you’re dead on your feet but I’ll still expect to
         see you on time tomorrow morning. We’ve got that art gallery launch to work on. It’s only two weeks away and there’s still
         a lot to be done.’
      

      
      They all nodded. It was good to have another project to look forward to, another event to organise and promote.

      
      ‘See you in the morning,’ Mary called out as she hurried away, anxious to leave. Very much a loner, she lived by herself and
         few people were taken into her confidence.
      

      
      Nina turned to Beverley. ‘Want to share a cab? I pass right by your apartment.’

      
      ‘Yeah, that would be great. Thanks.’ They waved goodnight to Faye and Lisette. An empty yellow cab cruised down Fifth Avenue
         at that moment, and hailing it, they jumped in.
      

      
      ‘That was some night, wasn’t it?’ Beverley remarked, leaning back and closing her eyes.

      
      ‘It sure was, and the whole thing went off without a hitch, too. Even Elaine Ross must have been pleased.’

      
      Beverley started taking the pins out of her upswept hair, letting it fall to her shoulders in abundant waves. Then she shook her head, so that her hair rippled freely.
      

      
      ‘Ah, that’s better,’ she said with relief. ‘I don’t know what was hurting me the most – my feet or having my hair screwed
         up.’
      

      
      Nina yawned. ‘Who cares? We got to meet Princess Diana tonight and that’s something we can dine out on for the rest of our
         lives.’
      

      
      A few minutes later the cab stopped outside her apartment block and the two girls said goodnight. The long day, that had started
         at six o’clock in the morning for Beverley, was now nearly over. In five minutes she could be in bed, and in ten fast asleep.
         She could hardly wait.
      

      
      Beverley’s two-room apartment was on the fifteenth floor. Getting out of the elevator, she crossed the landing quietly so
         as not to disturb her neighbours. Stepping into her own small hallway, she switched on the light while she re-locked her front
         door and put on the safety chain.
      

      
      At that moment she heard a thud coming from the direction of her living room and for a moment she froze with fear. There had
         been several burglaries in the apartment building recently, and the superintendent had warned everyone to be sure to lock
         their doors.
      

      
      Another thud followed the first. Paralysed, she held her breath, too frightened to move. Her heart roared, pounding in her
         ears, and then a voice spoke.
      

      
      ‘Bevs? Is that you?’

      
      Beverley gasped and leaned against the wall. ‘Christ! You scared me out of my wits!’ Fumbling for the living-room light switch,
         she remembered she’d said her kid sister could stay a couple of nights. She’d even left a spare set of keys with the super so Jenny could let herself in.
      

      
      ‘I’d clean forgotten you were here,’ Beverley said, flopping into the one armchair. The sofa, which pulled out into a bed,
         was already occupied by Jenny, who was curled up under a blanket. ‘It’s been such a helluva day, I completely forgot you were
         staying.’
      

      
      ‘Gee, thanks. I’m glad I’m such an important part of your life.’ Jenny grinned at her, blinking under the bright central light.
         ‘Why are you dressed to kill?’
      

      
      ‘You know why. I told you. We had this party tonight, for Chichi’s fiftieth anniversary. I got to shake hands with Princess Diana, too,’ she added triumphantly.
      

      
      ‘Oh, yeah? And Prince Charles asked you to marry him, I suppose,’ Jenny scoffed good-humouredly, propping herself against
         one of the soft cushions.
      

      
      ‘It’s true. Princess Di came over and shook hands with all of us,’ Beverley assured her. She eased her painful feet out of
         her shoes and groaned with relief.
      

      
      Jenny was sitting bolt upright now, wide awake. ‘You’re kidding!’

      
      ‘It’s true, but I’m too tired to tell you all about it now. Have you any idea how long I’ve been on my feet?’ She looked at
         her wrist watch. ‘Nearly nineteen hours and I’m dead. If I don’t go to bed now I’ll be in no shape to go to work in the morning.’
      

      
      Disgruntled, Jenny lay down again. ‘Then I won’t see much of you tomorrow?’ she complained.

      
      Beverley dragged herself to her feet. ‘You knew the score when you invited yourself to stay here, honey chile,’ she pointed
         out reasonably. ‘I’ll be back by six-thirty tomorrow evening, so we can do a movie or eat out somewhere.’
      

      
      
      Jenny, who was eight years younger than Beverley, was so different they might not have been related. She was into loud pop
         music, trendy threads, New Age symbolism and, of course, boys. Cuter-looking than Beverley, with golden brown hair which showed
         russet tints in certain lights, she had none of her sister’s openness. With Beverley people knew where they stood. She was
         direct, honest and sincere, with a very warm, vivacious personality. Within weeks of arriving in New York, she’d made a clutch
         of good friends, both men and women, and was equally popular with both. But it went deeper than that. She was also liked and
         respected. People didn’t take advantage of Beverley, and they didn’t bad-mouth her. They knew they could trust her, with work,
         with confidences, with their reputations, and they did.
      

      
      With Jenny it was different. There was a mischievous slyness about her greyish-blue eyes and a wanton slackness about her
         full mouth. Slim, with a tiny waist, long legs and breasts slightly too big for the rest of her body, she oozed sex appeal.
         Whereas men instantly liked Beverley, and in time grew deeply fond of her, it was Jenny, even at fifteen, whom they desired
         on sight. Jenny whom they longed to go to bed with. The trouble was she knew it, and had always known it. Flirting was second
         nature to her, and she’d quickly mastered the art of manipulating her father and Josh. She’d always been able to wheedle her
         way into getting whatever she wanted and people, especially men, fell for it every time. Since the age of twelve she’d been
         dating several high school boys, but whether she’d got into more than heavy petting Beverley didn’t know and didn’t want to
         know. Their mother had assured Beverley she had nothing to worry about, and that Jenny knew all about safe sex, and that she mustn’t feel responsible for Jenny’s behaviour. Nevertheless, she couldn’t help worrying at times.
      

      
      Beverley had dated a lot of law and business students at Harvard while she’d been at Wellesley, but apart from one romance
         when she’d been twenty, which hadn’t worked out, she hadn’t met anyone she cared deeply enough about to want to make a serious
         commitment. Not that it worried her in the least. One day she was sure she’d meet the right man and have the perfect relationship,
         but in the meantime she was enjoying her life, with its freedom and independence, and wasn’t in a hurry to change anything.
      

      
      ‘What am I supposed to do with myself tomorrow, then?’ Jenny demanded with a touch of petulance.

      
      ‘But you know I work,’ Beverley replied patiently.

      
      ‘Take the day off then.’

      
      ‘No way. We’re frantically busy in the office and there’ll be lots of loose ends to tidy up after tonight’s party.’ Beverley
         went into her bedroom, which led off the living room, and started to undress.
      

      
      ‘Call up and say you’re sick,’ Jenny shouted from the sofa.

      
      ‘I can’t do that.’

      
      ‘Oh, come on, Bevs. Why are you so dumb? Take the day off and we’ll have some fun. God, Bevs, I only get to come to New York
         once in a while. The least you can do is take some time off.’ Her voice was querulous and shrill now. Beverley recognised
         the beginning of one of Jenny’s tantrums. She came slowly back into the living room, wearing a knee-length tee-shirt patterned
         with tiny red hearts on a white background. With her hair tumbling round her shoulders she looked younger than Jenny, but
         there was a determined glint in her gold-flecked eyes.
      

      
      
      ‘Cut it out, Jen. I’ll meet you for lunch, but I warned you you’d have to look after yourself if you came to say, so stop
         being such a pain.’ Firmly, she switched off the living-room light. ‘I’ll see you in the morning, but right now I have to get some sleep. Goodnight.’
      

      
      ‘Goodnight,’ Jenny replied grudgingly, knowing she was beaten. It wasn’t often she could pull one over Beverley, but it was
         always worth a try.
      

      
      Beverley climbed into bed and sank luxuriously into the softness of the mattress. It was wonderful to lie down at last. Turning
         on her side, she curled up under the duvet.
      

      
      ‘Beverley,’ called a small voice from the next room.

      
      ‘What is it?’ She rolled on to her back again and hoped Jenny wasn’t going to try and talk all night long.

      
      ‘I need some new clothes. I’ve got nothing to wear and there’s a high school dance next week and I’m going with the dishiest
         boy you’ve ever seen called Eddie . . .’
      

      
      That’s what she says about them all, Beverley thought. Hank . . . Jimmy . . . Matt . . . Steve. The list was endless.

      
      ‘So?’ she asked aloud.

      
      ‘Where shall I go to get something?’

      
      ‘What? Oh, for God’s sakes, Jenny. It’s one o’clock in the morning and I’m . . .’

      
      ‘But can you lend me some money? Mom only gave me a hundred dollars. How am I going to manage on a hundred dollars while I’m
         here, and buy something new to wear?’ She sounded pathetic now, all poor-little-me, and it was designed to make Beverley feel
         sympathetic towards her. It had the opposite effect.
      

      
      ‘Please! Do me a favour! It was good of Mom to give you anything. And why should I stump up so that you can go shopping? Now, go to sleep.’
      

      
      The alarm clock shrilled piercingly at six-thirty the next morning, awakening Beverley from a deep slumber. Groping, with
         eyes still shut, she reached out and switched it off, unable to believe it was morning already.
      

      
      ‘Oh, no,’ she groaned, curling herself up into a foetal position. Then she remembered that she had to wash her hair and iron
         her navy blue linen skirt before she went to the office. Rolling out of bed she went to the window and drew back her green
         and blue stripy curtains. It was a glorious morning, the sky washed clean by an earlier shower, the air fresh and cool.
      

      
      Creeping on tip-toe so as not to disturb Jenny, she slipped into the bathroom, tiredness forgotten. The exciting thing about
         working for Highlight was that there was always something new to look forward to. A new challenge, another mountain to climb.
         Already her mind was working on the next project, the opening of the new art gallery. There was to be an exhibition of modern
         paintings for the first month, and an opening night party to which two hundred people were being invited. Today, it was Beverley’s
         job to send off the artwork for the catalogue to the printers. Stepping into the shower, she hummed cheerfully to herself.
         Right now, she reckoned, life couldn’t be better.
      

      
      ‘So what’s wrong with wanting to be like Madonna?’ Jenny demanded, her face filled with indignation.

      
      It was an hour later and Beverley was trying to get breakfast, tidy the apartment, dress herself and listen to Jenny, all at the same time.
      

      
      ‘Grow up!’ Beverley laughed. ‘You can’t sing, for one thing. You can’t act, either.’

      
      ‘So?’ Jenny stood in the middle of the living room, her legs encased in black leggings, over which she was wearing a multi-coloured
         tee-shirt. Holding her hairbrush up to her mouth, pretending it was a microphone, she launched herself into what Beverley
         presumed was a recent Madonna hit.
      

      
      ‘Ple-ase!’ She clapped her hands over her ears. ‘Give me a break, Jen. It isn’t even eight o’clock yet!’

      
      She shrugged. ‘Okay. So where are we going for lunch today?’

      
      Beverley puffed up the soft cushions and gave the room a final inspection. ‘I’ll call you from the office when I know what
         time I can get away.’
      

      
      ‘But that means I’ll have to wait in all morning. I wanted to go and look at the stores,’ Jenny grumbled.

      
      ‘Oh, God . . . then come to the office. Twelve-thirty.’ Beverley gulped down her coffee. ‘You know where it is, don’t you?’

      
      ‘On Madison Avenue?’

      
      ‘Yes. Number 386, between 68th and 69th. We’re on the third floor. Go to reception and ask for me.’

      
      ‘How do I get there?’ There was a whining note in Jenny’s voice.

      
      Beverley clasped her forehead in mock despair. ‘How do you think you get there, Dumbo? You do what everyone else does in New York. You walk. You know? You use those things on the end of
         your legs! Now I must go or I’ll be late.’ Grabbing her handbag, she glanced around the apartment for the last time. ‘Try
         and keep the place tidy, Jen,’ she begged. ‘You know how I hate coming back home at night to a mess.’
      

      
      ‘Elaine Ross wants someone to take round the contact prints of the photographs of last night’s party,’ Mary announced at eleven
         o’clock. ‘Can you drop them round, Beverley? She’s at her apartment on Park. Here’s the address.’
      

      
      ‘Sure.’ Beverley took the slip of paper on which Mary had written the details. So far, she’d dealt with the new gallery’s
         catalogue and finished the mailing for the launch party. A breath of fresh air would do her good.
      

      
      Half an hour later, Beverley was being shown by a black maid into one of the most elegant drawing rooms she had ever seen.
         It exuded pure luxury with its lavish decor, fabulous European antiques and an exotic profusion of flowers and paintings,
         fabrics and silk rugs. Through the large windows that formed two walls, Manhattan could be seen, spread like a richly textured
         tapestry.
      

      
      ‘Will you wait in here, please, miss,’ the maid told her. ‘Miss Ross will be with you in a minute.’

      
      Beverley sat down gingerly on a Louis XVI chair, upholstered in pale blue watered silk, and prayed she wouldn’t knock anything
         over. There were carved jade figures, ivory carvings, silver-framed photographs and enamel trinket boxes arranged on several
         occasional tables dotted around the room, and on a pedestal in the corner a huge orchid plant trembled with delicate white
         blooms. Silk Chinese rugs, pale blue wild silk curtains and silk-covered sofas added to the sensuous delicacy which epitomised
         Elaine herself.
      

      
      Beverley had heard that Elaine lived alone; an ivory figure in an ivory tower, she reflected, looking around. Yet persistent rumours linked her name with Chichi’s publisher, Cass Sternberg. It was Cass who had groomed her over the past ten years, building her up so that she was now
         the most influential magazine editor in the United States. Some said they’d been lovers for the past fifteen years, and that
         the only reason they’d never married was because Cass had a wife and three teenage children whom he refused to leave. Others
         insisted their relationship was purely platonic, built on mutual respect and comradeship. Beverley looked around, searching
         for evidence of a male presence, but there was none. Even the silver-framed photographs showed the egotism of the owner of
         the apartment. There was Elaine meeting the President, Elaine shaking hands with Frank Sinatra, Elaine with Joan Rivers and
         Ivana Trump at a benefit concert, and Elaine in a bathing suit, sitting on a beach, with a group that included Prince Rainier.
         No doubt, Beverley reflected, there would soon be another addition to the collection: Elaine and Princess Diana smiling and
         laughing together, as if they were lifelong friends.
      

      
      At that moment, Elaine marched into the room, her winter-white flannel slacks accentuating her slim hips. With them she wore
         a creamy shirt and white cashmere blazer, dazzling with gilt buttons. Large gilt earrings glinted beneath the trim cut of
         her black hair, and as usual her make-up was immaculate.
      

      
      ‘Ah, the photographs,’ she said crisply. ‘Are they any good?’

      
      ‘They’re great,’ Beverley assured her, handing over a large brown envelope.

      
      ‘Ummm . . . but would you know?’ Her tone was crushing. She drew the sheets of contacts out of the envelope, and Beverley noticed her long nails were painted with natural-coloured
         varnish except for the tips, which were white. On her left hand a large square-cut emerald glinted in the light, reminding
         Beverley of a recent article she’d read in Chichi in which Elaine had urged readers to trade in their engagement rings for larger and better stones to reflect their husband’s
         growing prosperity. It was just the sort of thing she would think of, Beverley thought.
      

      
      Elaine had taken the photographs to the window, and was examining them through a silver-framed magnifying glass. From time
         to time she drew in her breath with sharp gasps of exasperation. ‘Jesus, that’s terrible,’ she muttered, and then grudgingly:
         ‘That’s not so bad.’ At last she turned back into the room.
      

      
      ‘Give me a chinagraph pencil,’ she commanded, without even looking up.

      
      Beverley offered up a silent prayer of thankfulness that she’d remembered to bring one of the special type of pencils for
         marking up glossy photographs with her. Elaine grabbed it without a word of thanks.
      

      
      ‘I’ll mark the ones that you may use, to submit to the press in general,’ she said, scoring around the ones she liked best.
         ‘The rest are to be destroyed, including the negatives. I won’t have bad pictures of myself lying around.’
      

      
      Beverley looked at her levelly, the gold flecks in her eyes cool for once. ‘Very well. We have no control over the pictures
         taken for Woman’s Wear Daily, though. It’s entirely up to them to choose what they want to reproduce.’
      

      
      Elaine turned slowly to look at her, her almost black eyes sweeping from the top of Beverley’s chestnut hair, held back from her face by two combs, to the slim legs in navy blue
         tights and matching shoes. Her expression was one of pure hostility.
      

      
      ‘Who do you think you’re talking to?’ Then she shrugged her narrow shoulders as if she were secretly amused by something.
         ‘I suppose to a girl like you, up from the country, last night must have been very exciting. Just don’t let it go to your
         head, dear.’
      

      
      Beverley flushed, her creamy skin suffused with red. ‘I don’t think there’s any chance of that,’ she replied gravely. ‘My
         parents brought me up to be completely underwhelmed.’ She took the envelope from Elaine and, with a polite smile, turned to
         leave the room.
      

      
      ‘Wait!’ Elaine commanded. ‘In future, I want to deal with Charles Floyd direct. Highlight charged me a fortune for last night.
         I think I deserve to deal with the boss, and no one else.’
      

      
      Beverley inclined her head coolly, to indicate she understood. Then Elaine spoke again.

      
      ‘What’s your name?’

      
      Beverley turned, delighted to be given the opportunity of having the last word. ‘Miss Franklin,’ she replied with quiet dignity.

      
      Jenny was waiting for her in the office reception when she got back, looking unusually chic in a red and white checked dress
         with a red belt and red sandals. She’d looped her hair up with red ribbon, so that it hung in soft blonde tendrils around
         her face, and with the addition of bright red lipstick, she looked about twenty-five.
      

      
      Beverley stopped short in her tracks when she saw her, before giving a cry of deep irritation. ‘Really, Jen, do you have to borrow my entire wardrobe without even asking me? That’s my best dress, and it’s new.’ Then she caught sight of her sister’s
         feet. ‘My new shoes, too! You’ll stretch them! Your feet are bigger than mine.’
      

      
      Jenny looked sullen. ‘You have the money to buy nice things and I don’t,’ she replied. ‘You wouldn’t even lend me a few dollars
         to go shopping. What am I supposed to do?’
      

      
      Beverley caught her by the arm and pushed her in the direction of the elevators. ‘What we don’t do is talk about it in the
         lobby, in front of the entire workforce of Highlight on their way out to lunch!’ she hissed.
      

      
      ‘Well, I can’t help it,’ Jenny wailed, stumbling into the elevator. ‘Mom’s so mean to me . . .’

      
      ‘Will you shut up?’ Beverley mouthed. The elevator was crowded but Jenny was quite prepared to discuss family matters in a
         loud voice, no matter who was listening. When they reached street level, she started again.
      

      
      ‘If Mom would only give me some money . . .’

      
      Beverley led the way long the sidewalk until they came to a small Italian restaurant. When they were settled at a table for
         two in the window, the waiter presented them with the menu. Lunch out was an extravagance Beverley didn’t usually indulge
         in, instead taking a corned beef on rye or a bagel with cream cheese back to her desk, washing it down with a Diet Coke. However,
         she figured she should give Jenny a treat.
      

      
      ‘What are you going to have?’ she asked, skimming the menu.

      
      Jenny decided she was starving. ‘I’ll start with the seafood salad, and then I’d like the pasta with the mushrooms in cream.
         Get a look at that trolley, too. Have you ever seen such gorgeous desserts. Wow! I’m enjoying myself now.’ She gave a sigh of contentment.
      

      
      Beverley burst out laughing. ‘I’m glad to hear it!’ She gave the waiter the order, choosing gnocci in tomato sauce for herself.

      
      ‘Let’s have some wine,’ Jenny suggested, as she preened herself for the benefit of the waiter.

      
      ‘I’ve got to work this afternoon, Jen,’ Beverley protested. ‘If I have wine I’ll fall fast asleep at my desk.’

      
      ‘Do they sell wine by the glass?’ Jenny urged. ‘Then I can drink wine and you can have water.’

      
      ‘Thanks a bunch! Anyway, you’re under-age.’ Beverley turned to the waiter. ‘We’ll have a bottle of mineral water,’ she said
         firmly.
      

      
      Over lunch, Jenny started grumbling once again. ‘I want to come and live in New York, and work in Saks,’ she announced.

      
      Beverley had heard it all before. Her parents were trying to get Jenny to continue her studies and there had been many family
         arguments on that score. As to living in New York, they were dead against it, and Beverley was inclined to agree. Some girls
         of fifteen were very mature, others were a danger to themselves. Jenny belonged to the latter category.
      

      
      ‘If I lived with you, we’d have a great time,’ she was saying in a loud voice, and Beverley noticed the two men at the next
         table staring at her sister. Their hungry eyes were devouring every inch of her long legs, crossed, with the skirt pulled
         high above her knees, and her breasts, which swelled temptingly above what had been a demure neckline when Beverley had worn
         the dress. Aware of the effect she was having, Jenny was playing with the tendrils of hair that trailed from the sides of
         her face, and then Beverley saw one of the men lick his lips and close his eyes. A moment later Jenny was glancing across at him with a knowing look, enjoying the sport of long-range
         seduction.
      

      
      ‘Will you stop it, Jenny,’ Beverley whispered, frowning.

      
      ‘Why should I?’ Jenny’s mouth curved with amusement. ‘It’s fun. I bet he’s got an erection.’ Her eyes swept over the man’s
         body, lingering on his crotch. ‘He’s rather sweet.’
      

      
      Shocked, Beverley glared at her. ‘You’re behaving like a hooker!’ she hissed.

      
      ‘I’m having more fun than you,’ Jenny retorted.

      
      ‘I don’t plan to get myself raped one of these days,’ Beverley said angrily. ‘You’re a fool, Jen. It’s crazy to go flaunting
         yourself in front of strangers.’
      

      
      ‘My, my! Miss Goody-Two-Shoes is a prude, isn’t she?’ Jenny mocked. ‘Listen, what are we going to do tonight?’

      
      ‘Tonight? We could see a movie, I suppose.’

      
      Jenny grimaced. ‘Boring. How about going to a disco?’

      
      ‘We don’t have anyone to go with.’

      
      ‘That’s no problem! Let’s go to a singles bar, find a couple of guys, and get them to take us to a disco.’

      
      ‘Are you out of your mind?’ Beverley exclaimed. ‘Mom would kill me. We’ll go and see a movie and then I’ll splurge and take
         you somewhere nice for dinner. We might go to the TriBeCa Grill. It’s owned by Robert De Niro, Sean Penn and Mikhail Baryshnikov,
         and is always full of show-biz people. That should appeal to your desire to hit the high spots.’
      

      
      ‘Just the two of us?’ Jenny looked crestfallen. ‘Don’t you have any boyfriends you can call up? It’ll be no fun on our own. I might as well have stayed at home, if I’m only going to be going out with you.’
      

      
      Beverley, hurt at Jenny’s attitude when she was trying to give her sister a good time, suddenly decided to do some straight
         talking. ‘Listen, Jenny, you’re behaving like a spoilt brat. I didn’t invite you to New York, you asked yourself, so stop
         being so ungrateful. I’m not here, you know, to provide you with clothes, shoes, money and boyfriends, as well as giving you
         a good time.’
      

      
      Jenny turned scarlet and for a moment Beverley thought she was going to burst into tears. Instead she jumped to her feet,
         grabbed the red purse she’d also borrowed from Beverley’s closet and stormed out of the restaurant.
      

      
      ‘I can have a good time without you!’ She flung the words over her shoulder as she nearly collided with an elderly couple
         who were entering the restaurant. Aghast, Beverley heard Jenny swear and then push her way out into the street without a word
         of apology.
      

      
      The two men at the next table were grinning now, obviously amused. Beverley finished her lunch and tried to look composed,
         but inside she felt a mixture of annoyance and fear. New York was no place for a fifteen year old, with a hundred dollars
         in her purse and the wilful nature of a two year old, to go running around on her own. Jenny was becoming more uncontrollable
         every year; something would have to be done soon or she’d go completely off the rails. Beverley decided it was time she talked
         to her parents about Jenny’s future, before it was too late.
      

      
      Beverley got back to her apartment at half-past six, but there was no sign of Jenny and it didn’t look as if she’d been back
         since lunch either, judging by the state of the bathroom, living room and bedroom, where half the clothes had been pulled out of the closet. Grimly, Beverley started
         to clean the place for the second time that day.
      

      
      Her apartment was her pride and joy, and she’d managed to transform the simple square rooms into an inviting and attractive
         home which reflected her personality. White walls and a highly polished wooden floor had been embellished with blue and green
         kilims, framed Erté posters, an antique crewel shawl, which she draped over the sofa-bed, and an easy chair piled high with
         ethnic cushions. Along one wall, an arrangement of various-sized baskets held her collection of cassettes and videos, magazines
         and newspapers, dried grasses, plants and shells. Along the opposite wall stood the white bookshelf she’d brought from home,
         and this was packed tightly with her beloved collection of books.
      

      
      Next door, her bedroom echoed the stylish theme of cane and basket-weave, ethnic fabrics and scatter rugs, and as she continued
         to tidy away the mess Jenny had left, Beverley felt a glow of satisfaction at the little home she had created for herself.
         It hadn’t cost a fortune either; just an eye for putting together arrangements of objects that blended and harmonised, against
         a simple backdrop.
      

      
      It was eight o’clock and there was still no sign of Jenny. Where the hell could she be? The possible answers sent a chill
         of apprehension through Beverley. The sooner her sister went back to Stockbridge the better. She made herself an omelette
         and turned on the television to watch the news channel.
      

      
      By ten o’clock, she was seriously worried. Jenny could be lying mugged in some gutter, raped in a back alley, or even drugged senseless. She knew her imagination was getting the better of her, but couldn’t quell the rising panic that kept
         blotting out all coherent thought. For a moment, she thought of phoning home to see if Jenny had gone straight back to Stockbridge,
         but then she decided not to alarm her parents. It was unlikely Jenny would have returned. She was most probably drifting around
         the singles bars of New York, looking for someone who would take her dancing, and could be anywhere from the Bronx to Battery
         Park.
      

      
      At midnight, lying on the living-room sofa, she fell asleep. Earlier she’d planned to phone her mother if Jenny hadn’t come
         home by twelve o’clock, but now, oblivious to everything, she slept on and still Jenny hadn’t returned.
      

      



      
      
      Chapter Two

      
      A chilly grey dawn slowly brought New York back to life as the rising sun touched the skyscrapers with a pink glow, reflecting
         in a million windows so they sparked with sudden fire, warming the atmosphere, freshening the air, wakening the people. Soon,
         all was hustle and bustle down on the streets and sidewalks, while up on the fifteenth floor of an apartment building on West
         Fifty-Seventh Street, Beverley was awakened by the pain in her neck. Slowly, her eyes opened and she looked around her living
         room with a puzzled expression. Then, with a yell, she jumped to her feet, swaying dizzily for a moment, remembering.
      

      
      Jenny. That was it. Where the hell was Jenny? Instinctively, she rushed into her bedroom and there, sleeping as peacefully
         as a baby in her bed, lay Jenny. She was wearing one of Beverley’s nightdresses, too.
      

      
      ‘Jenny!’ Beverley bawled angrily. ‘Where have you been? Don’t you know you had me worried sick? What time did you get in?
         Why didn’t you wake me?’
      

      
      Jenny opened her eyes and smiled sleepily. Then she rolled leisurely, stretching like a cat, on to her back.

      
      ‘I didn’t want to disturb you,’ she replied reasonably.

      
      ‘Disturb me? Didn’t you realise I was going out of my mind? I nearly called the police. Anything could have happened to you.’ Now that Beverley knew Jenny was all right, relief
         made her madder than ever. ‘This is the last time you stay here,’ she admonished. ‘I want you to pack your bags and leave
         this morning. I’m not going to endure another twenty-four hours of hellish worry just because you want to go on the town.
         It’s selfish, thoughtless and utterly irresponsible of you.’
      

      
      Slowly and carefully, as if her head hurt, Jenny sat up and leaned against the cane bedhead.

      
      ‘Cool it, sis,’ she said with maddening calm. ‘I had a great time. You should have come along, too. I went to a fantastic
         club on the East side, called Jeric-O, and I met up with a really nice girl called Maxine. She introduced me to these great-looking
         guys, and the next thing we were dancing the night away! I’ve never had such a good time. I didn’t get back until nearly five
         o’clock this morning,’ she added proudly.
      

      
      Beverley sank on to the end of the bed. ‘And that was it?’

      
      ‘Yeah. Why?’

      
      ‘How old did you tell them you were?’

      
      ‘I didn’t. Anyway, nobody asked. Oh, come on, Bevs. I had a few Coke and rums, that was all. They weren’t into drugs or anything.’

      
      ‘Well, haven’t you been the lucky one?’ Beverley commented drily. ‘It doesn’t alter anything, though. You’ve got to go home.
         Being responsible for you has aged me ten years overnight.’
      

      
      A pillow hit the back of her head as she left the room.

      
      ‘I think you’re mean!’ Jenny shrieked. ‘It’s no fun being around you. I wanted us to have a good time together but you’re
         a real wet blanket.’ She was crying now but Beverley didn’t react. For Jenny’s own good, she must go back to the country where she could come to no harm. Going
         into the kitchen, Beverley made some coffee, and a few minutes later Jenny appeared, looking woebegone and wiping her eyes
         with the backs of her hands.
      

      
      ‘I only wanted to party,’ she said brokenly. ‘Don’t make me go back home, Bevs. I hate Stockbridge. There’s nothing to do.
         I’m so bored at home, I could kill myself.’ She sounded so genuinely upset that Beverley went over to her and put her arms
         around her.
      

      
      ‘I’m sorry, honey,’ she said sympathetically, ‘but it is for your own good. You’ve no idea what a dangerous city this is.
         There are people out there who are crazed, on drugs, psychotic and diseased. Some would kill for a few dollars. They have
         guns, knives, and they’re not afraid to use them. Coupled to which, the city can no longer afford to provide enough police
         to patrol the streets like they used to. I know you think I’m being stuffy, but I’m not. This is not a safe place to be, especially
         for a young girl who has lived all her life in a quiet country backwater.’
      

      
      ‘How was I to know that?’ Jenny whined.

      
      ‘Jen, you know it perfectly well, because we had this conversation the last time you were here. Six months ago, in fact. You’ve
         got to go home today. Let’s have some coffee and then I’ve got to get to work or I’ll be late.’
      

      
      Jenny took her mug of coffee back to bed with her, and watched Beverley as she slipped into a dark emerald wool suit that
         set off her hair to perfection. With it she wore black high-heeled shoes and large gilt earrings.
      

      
      ‘You’re so lucky, Beverley,’ she grumbled.

      
      
      Her sister looked at her candidly. ‘Not lucky, Jen, hard-working. I’ve worked my butt off, all my life, to have what I’ve
         got today. I nearly killed myself studying to get that scholarship to Wellesley, and then again to get my BA, and I’ve never
         stopped working.’
      

      
      ‘But you’ve had opportunities,’ Jenny insisted, unconvinced.

      
      ‘Don’t think you can send me on a guilt trip, because it won’t work,’ Beverley pointed out. ‘Don’t give me all that crap about
         my being “lucky”. You could have everything I’ve got one day, if you’d only study harder at school.’
      

      
      ‘But school is such a drag! I don’t want to waste time studying. Just you wait, Beverley. One day I’m going to be richer than
         you. One day I’ll be really rich, with a big apartment in the Trump Tower and lots of designer clothes, and I’ll go out every
         night and drink champagne and have a wonderful time.’
      

      
      Beverley grinned in spite of herself. ‘I’m sure you will, Jenny. Meanwhile, get yourself packed and I’ll phone Mom and tell
         her you’ll be home this afternoon.’
      

      
      When Beverley returned from work that evening, Jenny had left and the apartment was reasonably clean and tidy. It wasn’t until
         she was getting ready for bed, and wanting to decide what to wear to the office the next day, that she realised Jenny had
         taken two of her best suits, a silk blouse and a pair of black high-heeled sandals with a matching purse.
      

      
      ‘This guest list sure looks good,’ Mary Stapelton remarked, ticking off the list of acceptances for the opening of the Herman
         Art Gallery.
      

      
      Beverley, writing the press release on her word processor, looked up. ‘It’ll be hard to equal Chichi’s party when it comes to VIPs!’ she remarked.
      

      
      Mary laughed, looking quite pretty. In repose, her face had a pale plainness that made it closed and secret-looking. ‘Nothing
         will ever match up to that,’ she admitted. ‘Nevertheless, this one isn’t bad, considering.’
      

      
      Beverley hadn’t seen the guest list herself because Mary, with Faye’s help, was looking after it while her job was to write
         a few enticing paragraphs that would hopefully inspire journalists to come along and make their own assessment of the exhibition.
      

      
      ‘How many shall I tell the caterers to expect?’ Lisette asked as she sat at her desk surrounded by menus and wine lists. The
         five women shared one large open-plan office, with Lisette and Beverley sharing two adjoining desks, so they faced each other,
         while Faye and Nina had the same arrangement on the opposite side of the room. Only Mary, as head of the department, sat alone
         at a large fumed oak desk which she always managed to keep scrupulously tidy. She looked up now to answer Lisette’s question.
      

      
      ‘Let’s say one hundred and fifty,’ she replied. ‘As usual, of those invited two-thirds accept, and of those who accept, two-thirds
         actually turn up.’
      

      
      ‘How do you know that?’ Beverley asked, intrigued.

      
      ‘It’s a statistic catering managers always go by, and it rarely fails.’

      
      ‘Right. Then I’ll order champagne for that number,’ said Lisette, making notes. ‘Have you any preference for canapés?’

      
      Mary nodded. ‘Tell them not to produce anything messy or too big. We want to serve little pop-in-the-mouth morsels that won’t
         drop greasy crumbs on the beautiful new gallery carpet, and that won’t make the guests’ fingers sticky. There isn’t a kitchen there either so it’s no
         good them bringing canapés that need heating. Make sure the caterers provide an average of half a bottle of champagne per
         head . . .’
      

      
      ‘As much as that?’ Beverley cut in. She’d been listening intently because she’d been put in charge of organising the catering
         for the next function they were scheduled to do, and was trying to pick up all the tips she could.
      

      
      ‘Some people will tell you a third of a bottle per head is enough,’ Mary explained, ‘but if you really want a party to go
         with a swing, you should allow for half.’ She did some quick calculations. ‘Tell the caterers well need seventy-five bottles
         . . . make that eighty to be on the safe side, and allowing for emergencies, tell them ninety. Extra people sometimes turn
         up at the last moment, and it’s the kiss of death if the champagne runs out. But make sure, Lisette,’ she added, ‘that you
         get it sale-or-return.’
      

      
      ‘Okay.’ Lisette nodded in understanding. ‘Glasses, ice, fresh orange juice, mineral water, flowers, food . . . anything else?’

      
      Mary thought for a moment, considering, her long straight brown hair falling to her shoulders like silk. ‘We’ll need a visitors’
         book, so that the guests can sign in.’
      

      
      ‘Okay.’

      
      ‘Faye, I want you to help Nina on the night,’ she continued. ‘I’m going to have my hands full showing the press around the
         new gallery, and talking to the art critics. We mustn’t forget we’re also there to promote the artist as well as the gallery.
         I want you to check the guests and get them to sign in.’
      

      
      
      ‘What will you want me to do on the night, Mary?’ Beverley asked.

      
      ‘I want you and Lisette to mingle and give out any information that might be required. Who knows, some people might actually
         want to buy the works of Anatole Kanchelski.’
      

      
      The girls laughed and Beverley held up one of the leaflets depicting a painting of scarlet swirls on a purple background.
         ‘What the hell is it?’ she demanded.
      

      
      ‘Search me,’ Nina replied, giggling.

      
      ‘It’s called “Ukrainian Soliloquy”,’ said Beverley. ‘Oh, for God’s sake, it’s a joke!’

      
      ‘It’s not much of a joke at twenty thousand dollars,’ Faye remarked.

      
      ‘Is the Herman Gallery going to specialise in this junk?’ Nina asked.

      
      ‘There are people who take this type of art very seriously,’ Mary pointed out. ‘For goodness’ sake, don’t be heard to scoff
         at it, or we’ll lose the account.’
      

      
      ‘Be honest, Mary. It’s total crap,’ Beverley protested.

      
      ‘But the gallery don’t think so and they’re our clients. I think there’s something you’re not realising,’ she continued seriously.
         ‘It’s important we believe in what we’re promoting otherwise we won’t be doing a good job.’
      

      
      ‘We can pretend to like something, can’t we?’ Nina asked.

      
      ‘Up to a certain extent only. Obviously we can’t like everything, but we should at least try to understand it and appreciate
         that, while it may not be to our taste, others could like it. Do you understand what I’m saying?’
      

      
      Beverley nodded, but Lisette, Nina and Faye still looked doubtful.

      
      ‘Do you like every single thing we publicise in this department?’ Faye asked directly.
      

      
      ‘On the whole, yes.’ Mary sounded positive. ‘It may not be to my personal taste, but I can always see the merit in it. Charles
         Floyd told me when I joined Highlight six years ago that I must never handle an account I really hated because I wouldn’t
         do a good job. It’s up to us to spread enthusiasm for a product, or a client, and that’s something you can’t fake. It has
         to be real. There’s nothing more infectious than enthusiasm, and then success breeds success.’
      

      
      They all nodded, getting the point. If you wanted to inspire others, you had to be inspired yourself.

      
      ‘Have you turned down many accounts?’ Beverley asked, intrigued.

      
      Mary shrugged. ‘Half a dozen over the years.’

      
      ‘And you’ve never regretted your decision?’

      
      ‘Never.’ She shook her head. ‘Usually the product failed because not enough people liked it either, or the client went down
         the tubes. You have to have integrity. Falseness stands out like a sore thumb. If you hate Anatole Kanchelski’s paintings,
         don’t look upon them as works of art but as colourful decorative canvasses to hang on a wall in a modern setting. And if you
         really can’t say anything nice about them at the opening party, don’t say anything at all.’
      

      
      ‘Well, the gallery’s nice anyway,’ Beverley said thoughtfully.

      
      They all laughed. ‘That’s right, Beverley. You plug the gallery and we’ll say nice things about the artist,’ Nina giggled.

      
      ‘Okay, girls,’ Mary commanded, ‘let’s get this job wrapped up. There’s tons of other work we’ve got to get on with, like the
         press breakfast for Marcus Klein to launch his new brasserie, and all the arrangements for the opening of the new SoHo boutique.’
      

      
      In good humour and working well together the girls got on with their various jobs, while Mary perused the guest list for the
         Herman Gallery once more, and thought about the ‘session’ she’d had with her best friend Pamela the previous evening.
      

      
      ‘Come early,’ Pamela had said, when she’d invited Mary to dinner. ‘John doesn’t usually get back until after seven so come
         straight over from your office and we’ll have a session before he gets home.’
      

      
      Pamela and John Hanworth lived on Fifth Avenue, in a magnificent duplex furnished with a unique collection of English antiques
         bequeathed to Pamela by her grandmother who had been British. Much of it was Chippendale, the wood glowing from countless
         years of loving polishing, but there was also a William and Mary chest in the hall, an Elizabethan oak refectory dining table,
         and a very fine George III desk. When Mary had first visited the Hanworths, whom she’d met through a mutual friend who was
         an interior designer, she realised they were in a class of their own. Cultured, highly educated and also very rich, they lived
         in a world which was seemingly unrelated to the nineties.
      

      
      John was a lawyer in an old established firm that had been started by his
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