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only $1.50 per volume
Here is a great new exciting idea from Harlequin.
THREE GREAT ROMANCES — complete and
unabridged — BY THE SAME AUTHOR — in one
deluxe paperback volume — for the unbelievably
low price of only $1.50 per volume.
We have chosen some of the finest works of four
world-famous authors . . .
VIOLET WINSPEAR
ISOBEL CHACE
JOYCE DINGWELL
SUSAN BARRIE
. « » and reprinted them in the 3 in 1 Omnibus.
Almost 600 pages of pure entertainment for just
$1.50 each. A TRULY “JUMBO” READ!
These four Harlequin Omnibus volumes are now
available. The following pages list the exciting
novels by each author.
Climb aboard the Harlequin Omnibus now! The
coupon below is provided for your convenience in
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Violet Weinspear

Omnibics

“To be able to reproduce the warmly exciting
world of romance . . . a colourful means of
escape”, this was the ambition of the young
VIOLET WINSPEAR, now a world famous author.
Here, we offer three moving stories in which she
has well and truly achieved this.

AT ERER . « CONTAINING

PALACE OF THE PEACOCKS . . . where we join
young Temple Lane, in the ridiculous predicament
of masquerading as a youth on an old tub of a-
steamer, somewhere in the Java Seas. She had
saved for five years to join her fiancee in this
exotic world of blue skies and peacock waters —
and now . .. she must escape him ... (#1318).

BELOVED TYRANT . . . takes us to Monterey,
where high mountainous country is alive with
scents and bird-song above the dark blue surge
of the Pacific Ocean. Here, we meet Lyn Gilmore,
Governess at the Haclenda Rosa, where she falls
victim to the tyranny of the ruthless, savagely
handsome, Rick Corderas . . . (#£1032).

COURT OF THE VEILS . . . is set in a lush plan-
tation on the edge of the Sahara Desert, where
Roslyn Brant faces great emotional conflict, for
not only has she lost all recollection of her fian-
cee and her past, but the ruthless Duane Hunter
refuses to believe that she ever was engaged to
marry his handsome cousin . . . (#1267).

$1.50 per volume



Dootiel (lace
Omendbcs

A writer of romance is a weaver of dreams. This
is true of ISOBEL CHACE, and her many thou-
sands of ardent readers can attest to this. All of
her eagerly anticipated works are so carefully
Ispun, blending the mystery and the beauty of
ove.

c e s e e CONTAINING

A HANDFUL OF SILVER . . . set in the exciting
city of Rio de Janeiro, with its endless beaches
and tall skyscraper hotels, and where a battle of
wits is being waged between Madeleine Dela-
haye, Pilar Fernandez the lovely but jealous fian-
cee of her childhood friend, and her handsoms,
treacherous cousin — the strange Luis da Maes-
tro . . . (#1306).

THE SAFFRON SKY ... takes us to a tiny village
skirting the exotic Bangkok, Siam, bathed con-
stantly in glorious sunshine, where at night the
sky changes to an enchanting saffron colour. The
small nervous Myfanwy Jones realizes her most
cherished dream, adventure and romance in a
far off land. In Siam, two handsome men are
determined to marry her — but, they both have
the same mysterious reason . . . (#1250).

THE DAMASK ROSE . . . In Damascus, the origi-
nal Garden of Eden, we are drenched in the heady
atmosphere of exotic perfumes, when Vickie Tre-
maine flies from London to work for Perfumes of
Damascus and meets Adam Templeton, fiancee
of the young rebellious Miriam, and alas as the
weeks pass, Vickie only becomes more attracted
to this your Englishman with the steel-like per-
sonality . . . (#1334).

$1.50 per volume



Joyce Denguell
Omentbecs

JOYCE DINGWELL'’S lighthearted style of writing
and her delightful characters are well loved by
a great many readers all over the world. An
author with the unusual combination of compas-
sion and vitality which she generously shares with
the reader, in all of her books.

..... . « « « « CONTAINING

THE FEEL OF SILK . . . Faith Blake, a young
Australian nurse becomes stranded in the Orient
and is very kindly offered the position of nursing
the young niece of the Marques Jacinto de Velira.
But, as Faith and a young doctor become closer
together, the Marques begins to take an unusual
interest in Faith’s private life . . . (#1342).

A TASTE FOR LOVE . . . here we join Gina Lake,
at Bancroft Bequest, a remote children’s home at
Orange Hills, Australia, just as she is nearing the
end of what has been a very long “engagement”
to Tony Mallory, who seems in no hurry to marry.
The new superintendent, Miles Fairland however,
feels F;‘IIEGZ g)ifferently as Gina is about to discover

WILL YOU SURRENDER. . . at Galdang Academy
for boys, “The College By The Sea”, perched on
the cliff edge of an Australian headland, young
Gerry Prosset faces grave disappointment when
her father is passed over and young Damien
Manning becomes the new Headmaster. Here we
learn of her bitter resentment toward this young
man — and moreso, the woman who comes to
visithim . . . (#1179).

$1.50 per volume



Swsan Barile
Owenibecs

The charming, unmistakable works of SUSAN
BARRIE, onegof,the top romance authors, have
won her a reward of endless readers who take the
greatest of pleasure from her inspiring stories,
always told with the most enchanting locations.

520000 sess CONTAINING

MARRY A STRANGER . .. Doctor Martin Guelder
sought only a housekeeper and hostess for his
home, Fountains Court, in the village of Herford-
shire in the beautiful English countryside. Young
Stacey Brent accepts his proposal, but soon finds
herself falling deeply in love with him — and she
cannot let him know . . . (#1043).

THE MARRIAGE WHEEL . . . at Farthing Hall, a
delightful old home nestled in the quiet country-
side of Gloucestershire, we meet Fredsrica Wells,
chauffeur to Lady Allerdale. In need of more
financial security, Frederica takes a second post,
to work for Mr. Humphrey Lestrode, an exacting
and shrewd businessman. Almost immediately —
she regrets it . . . (#1311).

ROSE IN THE BUD .. . Venics, clty of romantic
palaces, glimmering lanterns and a thousand
waterways. In the midst of all this beauty,
Catherine Brown is in search of the truth about
the mysterious disappearance of her step-sister.
Her only clue is a portrait of the girl, which she
finds in the studio of the irresistably attractive
Edouard Moroc — could it be that hs knows of
her whereabouts? . . . {#1168).

$1.50 per volume
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CHAPTER ONE

“ARE you turning me out into that ch blast so soon?’
Denis asked Perry.

During the short walk across the pavement from the
car to the entrance of the block of flats, the cold Johan-
nesburg winter wind had pierced through the clothes
they had worn for the evening’s dining and dancing, but
here in the foyer the air was warm and scented with the
clovelike smell of carnations from the big arrangement
at the reception desk where the night porter nodded
over his cowboy yarn.

‘Sorry, Denis, it has been a long day and tomorrow
will be worse. I still have to tie up some ends with Mike.
He’s catching the train tomorrow morning for that Ka-
lahari expedition and I'm to be left in charge of the
studio.’

‘I suppose that means you’ll have even less time for
seeing me.’

I expect I shall be busy,” Perry admitted. “He’s going
to be away for at least six weeks.’

She turned her face at the last moment to avoid his
kiss on her lips. With her this was an automatic gesture
and, feeling rather ashamed of it, she gave him a swift
soft kiss and started to walk towards the elevator.

He followed her and waited as she pressed the bell.

‘I never knew anyone could look so alluring and be so
sisterly. Are you never tempted to forget that cool
career girl reputation?’

Perry smiled and left the question unanswered as she
stepped in. As the door closed, she thought she heard
Denis saying something about phoning next week.
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There was a mirror in the elevator that was taking her
swiftly upwards to the small' penthouse on the twentieth
floor of this luxury block above the city. It showed a
woman, young but no longer a girl, taller than usual
with a strong slender figure. Tawny eyes gazed gravely
from the oval face with its creamy skin and level mouth,
but the startling feature in the mirror was the long
beautiful hair that hung in a fall of shining chestnut
giving off sparks of bright fire even in this dim light.

She breathed a sigh of relief as she unlocked the door
of her apartment. The large room with its gold and
cream furnishings seemed to welcome her and thank-
fully she changed into a warm dark green velvet house-
gown and strolled into the small neat kitchen to make
herself some hot chocolate.

She felt restless and somehow dissatisfied tonight. She
thought briefly of the past evening. It had been pleasant
enought. Denis was her current escort on the Johannes-
burg scene, agreeable, well-dressed and an amusing
companion and like most young men in Johannesburg
obsessed with making money. He seemed to Perry to be
one of a long succession of men who had shown interest
in her since she had made a success of her career in
photography. Over and over again she met the same
kind of person from the advertising world.

But why did she seem to attract men who seemed to
require someone stronger-minded than themselves? She
supposed it was because she was an independent type
herself and invariably made it clear that she was not
interested in romance or marriage, so therefore she at-
tracted young men who wanted to steer clear of en-
tanglements but were grateful to find a woman who
looked well to take about and who ran a small car and
did not expect expensive presents and was always will-
ing to pay her share but liked to go to glamorous places
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for dining out.

Inside the flat the air was warm and still faintly
fragrant with the scent she had used before going out, an
expensive one that was co-ordinated with her bath es-
sence, talc and cologne. It was made in Paris and had a
flowerlike yet sophisticated quality.

Sipping the hot chocolate, she sat curled up on the
deep cushions of the tweedy cream settee that was
placed so that she could look out upon the wonderful
view seen through the plate-glass window. The thou-
sand lights of the city of gold sparkled and twinkled in
the bright cold air. The room was warmed by the air-
conditioner that gave her coolness in summer, but to-
night she regretted even the mock log heater that she
had discarded when she had been able to afford this
more sophisticated method of heating. She could not
remember when she had last sat in front of a real fire.
Doubtless Mike would be getting plenty of experience
of that kind of thing when he set out on his expedition
tomorrow.

‘Men have all the luck,’ she had grumbled. ‘T’d give
anything to go on an expedition like that, deep into the
heart of the desert to photograph game and Bush-
men.’

‘As a matter of fact, Mike had said, ‘there is a
woman coming. My wife wasn’t too pleased when she
heard about it, but I assured her I wasn’t interested in
spoiled young rich girls.’

‘I didn’t know that Fabian Sinclair ever took women
on these expeditions. I'd imagined it was an all-man
affair.’

“They usually are. But this time he’s been persuaded
to take Paul Curtis along — you know, the well-known
television personality, and his daughter, Samantha. My
guess is that they’re paying a large sum for the privilege
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of joining Fabian. And he needs the money to finance
the expedition. He’s certainly not keen to take women
on this kind of jaunt. Anyhow, Perry love, I need you to
hold the fort while I'm gone and to keep an eye on Faith
as well. You know she’s expecting a baby and hasn’t
been awfully well. But I'll only be away for six
weeks.’

Perry envied Mike his opportunity and yet she
thought to herself she could not have joined this par-
ticular expedition. She had not told Mike, for he was so
full of admiration for its leader, Fabian Sinclair, but
although he did not know it and in fact she had never
met him, it was he, this well-known wild life personality,
who was the cause of her feeling of dissatisfaction
almost amounting to despondency that she was experi-
encing in her life in Johannesburg.

She was aroused from these thoughts by a sudden
sharp knock on the door. Whoever could this be? In
Johannesburg one did not open one’s door after da-*
and it was almost midnight. There was a heavy cha?
upon it, but first Perry applied her eye to the small
round peephole let into the wood. Eerie and disem-
bodied, the face of Mike swam into her vision and she
quickly undid the chain.

‘Mike, what are you doing here at this hour? What-
ever’s wrong?’

‘It’s Faith. I've had to take her to hospital with a
threatened miscarriage. I can’t leave her like this. Perry,
you’ll have to take my place.’

‘Me? But, Mike, you must be crazy! How can I?’

Mike sat down on the couch and put his head in his
hands. ‘T couldn’t get you on the phone. I’'m just about
all in. I’ve been at the hospital for three hours. She was
ill and all alone when I got home and I had to get the
doctor and then rush her in. Poor Faith, one moment
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she was telling me I must go and then she would implore
me to stay. She’s so fragile, Perry. I was mad to think I
could leave her for six weeks. The logical solution is that
you should go. You know you’ve always said you would
love it.’

‘Yes, but Mike . . .}

‘T’ve thought about it. It’s no use trying to get anyone
else at this late hour. You’re the only one who under- |
stands the complicated foreign camera we use. If you’re
thinking you haven’t the right clothes, you won’t need
much, and when you join Fabian in Mafeking you’ll be
able to take his advice and get anything you need before
flying on in the chartered plane.’

Fabian Sinclair. For the moment she had forgotten
this complication.

‘Mike, I’'m dreadfully sorry. You know I’d do any-
thing to help, anything within my power. But this is
impossible. I can’t do it.

Mike’s eyes were shadowed. He looked ten years
older since she had seen him this afternoon.

‘But, Perry, I don’t understand. I thought you would
jump at the chance, even if it is at the last minute. I
thought I could rely on you.’

Perry walked towards the window. What was she to
do? .

‘I can’t go with Fabian Sinclair. Please don’t ask
me.’

‘But I don’t get this. What have you against Fabian?
I didn’t know you’d ever met him.’

‘T haven’t.

“Then why? Oh, for heaven’s sake, Perry! His repu-
tation as a Casanova has been exaggerated. He isn’t so-
interested in women, especially when he’s on an ex-
pedition. It’s only when he’s relaxing in civilization that
he, shall we say, enjoys women’s company. On a trip of
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this nature he wouldn’t care if you were a robot, so long
as you were a robot who could take photographs superb-
ly . ..and you can.’

‘It isn’t that at all. At least, it’s just that long ago,
about eight years, in fact, he did something that affected
my life very badly, or so I thought.’

‘Good God, Perry, this isn’t like you, to hold a grudge
against a man you’ve never met for some imagined
slight. Well, I can tell you he doesn’t have any feeling of
this nature against you. He welcomed the suggestion
that you should substitute for me quite agreeably if not
with wild enthusiasm.’

‘What? You told him I would come?’

‘I was desperate. I phoned to suggest you should
come. The line was bad, but he assured me that I
mustn’t leave Faith and that he was quite prepared that
you should join his expedition if I could vouch for your
skill in photography.’

Perry walked backwards and forwards like a restless
lioness, shaking the mane of her bright hair.

‘Mike, I just don’t know what to say. I’d do anything
for youbut this ...’

Mike wore a puzzled frown.

‘I’'m sorry if I’ve upset you. You were the least of my
worries. You’ve always seemed like a tower of strength
to me. That’s why, when I was going, I didn’t mind the
idea of leaving Faith. I knew you’d keep an eye on her.
God knows what I’'m to do. I should phone the hospital
now. Do you mind?’

“‘No, of course not. Go ahead.’

Perry paced across to the window as Mike dialled the
number. What a dilemma! But perhaps Mike was exag-
gerating Faith’s illness. She thought briefly but without
bitterness how Mike was the only man who had
interested her since her ill-fated love affair when she
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