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A power revered by presidents and kings. a fortune unsur-
passed by few people on earth: all that ended for Harry
Stanford the day he mysteriously

and fatally—plunged
from his luxury yacht into the Mediterranean Sea. Then,

back home in Boston, as the family gathers to grieve for

11s memory and to war over his legacy. a stunningly bgau-
tiful young woman appears. She claims to be Stanford’s
long-lost daughter and entitled to her share of his estate.
Now, flaming with intrigue and passion through the glam-
orous preserves of the world's super rich, the ultimate
same of wits begins, for stakes too dazzling and deadly to
imagine—in master novelist Sidney Sheldon s most breath-

taking and surprising creation ever.
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MORNING, NOON & NIGHT,
SIDNEY SHELDON CAPTIVATES HIS FANSI

“When you want a novel you simply cannot put down, go to Sheldon.”
~New York Daily News

A master storyteller.” ~USA Today

“Reading MORNING, NOON &r NIGHT is as involuntary as breathing.”
—Kirkus Reviews

“Sheldon’s page-turner is full of twists.” —Christian Science Monitor

“One of the best storytellers in the writing business.”
—Abilene Reporter-News

“Sheldon is able to open the door to escapism so cleverly that the
threshold is crossed unknowingly. That sort of doorsmanship lifts story-
tellers to an honorable and worthy calling.” —Kansas City Star

"A master teller of tales, a wizard of words who casts an uncanny spell
over his readers.” —Forth Worth Star-Telegraph

“Sheldon spoons in surprise after surprise, creating a spicy dish. . . .
Good, old-fashioned fun.” ~The State (SC)

“Sheldon still has the knack for creating characters and a story that read-
ers care about.” —Detroit Free Press

"Sheldon hypnotizes the reader as he brings distinctive characters alive.”
—Baltimore Sun

“A storyteller for readers who like to be entertained.” ~Pittsburgh Press

“Opening a new Sidney Sheldon novel is like dipping into a box of

chocolates: rich and tempting. . . . Sidney Sheldon now reigns as one of
the world’s most prolific and popular writers.”

—Lexington Herald-Leader



The Incomparable Sidney Sheldon

Best known today for his exciting, blockbuster novels, Sidney
Sheldon is the author of The Stars Shine Down, The
Doomsday Conspiracy, Memories of Midnight, The Sands of
Time, Windmills of the Gods, If Tomorrow Comes, Master of
the Game, Rage of Angels, Bloodline, A Stranger in tbe
Mirror, and The Otber Side of Midnight.All have been num-
ber one international bestsellers. His first and only other
book, The Naked Face, was acclaimed by the New York
Times as “the best first mystery of the year” Most of his nov-
els have become major feature films or TV mini-series, and
there are 150 million copies of his books in print throughout
the world. However, before he ever authored a book Sidney
Sheldon had won a Tony Award for Broadway’s Redbead and
an Academy Award for The Bachelor and the Bobby Soxer.
He wrote the screenplays for twenty-three motion pictures
including Easter Parade (with Judy Garland) and Annie Get
Your Gun. In addition, he penned six other Broadway hits
and created four long-running television series including
Hart to Hart and I Dream of Jeannie, which he also pro-
duced and directed. A writer who has delighted millions
with his award-winning plays, movies, novels, and television
shows, Sidney Sheldon reigns as one of the most popular sto-
rytellers of all time.

| ATTENTION: SCHOOLS AND CORPORATIONS
WARNER books are available at quantity discounts

| with bulk purchase for educational, business, or

| sales promotional use. For information, please

write to: SPECIAL SALES DEPARTMENT, WARNER
| BOOKS, 1271 AVENUE OF THE AMERICAS, NEW
| YORK, N.Y. 10020




To Kimberly
with love



Allow the morning sun to warm
Your heart when you are young
And let the soft winds of noon
Cool your passion,

But beware the night

For death lurks there,

Waiting, waiting, waiting.

Arthur Rimbaud
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C-I;;E)i;er One

Dmitri asked, “‘Do you know we’re being fol-
lowed, Mr. Stanford?’’

“Yes.”” He had been aware of them for the past
twenty-four hours.

The two men and the woman were dressed casually,
attempting to blend in with the summer tourists strolling
along the cobbled streets in the early morning, but it was
difficult to remain inconspicuous in a place as small as
the fortified village of St.-Paul-de-Vence.

Harry Stanford had first noticed them because they
were too casual, trying too hard not to look at him.
Wherever he turned, one of them was in the background.

Harry Stanford was an easy target to follow. He was
six feet tall, with white hair lapping over his collar and
an aristocratic, almost imperious face. He was accom-
panied by a strikingly lovely young brunette, a pure-
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white German shepherd, and Dmitri Kaminsky, a
six-foot four-inch bodyguard with a bulging neck and
sloping forehead. Hard to lose us, Stanford thought.

He knew who had sent them and why, and he was
filled with a sense of imminent danger. He had learned
long ago to trust his instincts. Instinct and intuition had
helped make him one of the wealthiest men in the world.
Forbes magazine estimated the value of Stanford Enter-
prises at six billion dollars, while the Fortune 500 ap-
praised it at seven billion. The Wall Street Journal,
Barron’s, and The Financial Times had all done profiles
on Harry Stanford, trying to explain his mystique, his
amazing sense of timing, the ineffable acumen that had
created the giant Stanford Enterprises. None had fully
succeeded. |

What they all agreed on was that he had an almost
palpable, manic energy. He was inexhaustible. His phi-
losophy was simple: A day without making a deal was
a day wasted. He wore out his competitors, his staff, and
everyone else who came in contact with him. He was a
phenomenon, larger than life. He thought of himself as
a religious man. He believed in God, and the God he
believed in wanted him to be rich and successful, and
his enemies dead.

Harry Stanford was a public figure, and the press knew
everything about him. Harry Stanford was a private fig-
ure, and the press knew nothing about him. They had
written about his charisma, his lavish life-style, his pri-
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vate plane and his yacht, and his legendary homes in
Hobe Sound, Morocco, Long Island, London, the South
of France, and of course his magnificent estate, Rose
Hill, in the Back Bay area of Boston. But the real Harry
Stanford remained an enigma.

““Where are we going?’’ the woman asked.

He was too preoccupied to answer. The couple on the
other side of the street was using the cross-switch tech-
nique, and they had just changed partners again. Along
with his sense of danger, Stanford felt a deep anger that
they were invading his privacy. They had dared come to
him in this place, his secret haven from the rest of the
world. ‘

St.-Paul-de-Vence 1s a picturesque, medieval village,
weaving its ancient magic on a hilltop in the Alps Mar-
itimes, situated inland between Cannes and Nice. It is
surrounded by a spectacular and enchanting landscape
of hills and valleys covered with flowers, orchards, and
pine forests. The village itself, a cornucopia of artists’
studios, galleries, and wonderful antiques shops, is a
magnet for tourists from all over the world.

Harry Stanford and his group turned onto the Rue
Grande.

Stanford turned to the woman, ‘‘Sophia, do you like
museums?’’
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“Yes, caro.”” She was eager to please him. She had
never met anyone like Harry Stanford. Wait until 1 tell
mie amice about him. I didn’t think there was anything

left for me to learn about sex, but my God, he’s so cre-
ative! He’s wearing me out!

They went up the hill to the Fondation Maeght art mu-
seum, and browsed through its renowned collection of
paintings by Bonnard and Chagall and many other con-
temporary artists. When Harry Stanford casually glanced
around, he observed the woman at the other end of the
gallery, earnestly studying a Miro.

Stanford turned to Sophia. ‘‘Hungry?”’

“Yes. If you are.”” Must not be pushy.

““Good. We’ll have lunch at La Colombe d’Or.””

[La Colombe d’Or was one of Stanford’s favorite res-
taurants, a sixteenth-century house at the entrance to the
old village, converted into a hotel and restaurant. Stan-
ford and Sophia sat at a table in the garden, by the pool,
where Stanford could admire the Braque and Calder.

Prince, the white German shepherd, lay at his feet,
ever watchful. The dog was Harry Stanford’s trademark.
Where Stanford went, Prince went. It was rumored that
at Harry Stanford’s command, the animal would tear out
a person’s throat. No one wanted to test that rumor.

Dmitri sat by himself at a table near the hotel en-
trance, carefully observing the other patrons as they
came and went.



