             Description of Appearance
1. All he could see was a well-dressed man in a well-cut English suit and a Burberry raincoat. He had an expensive umbrella with him, a well-worn briefcase that he carried contract and documents in. But even with all his well-chosen accessories, he didn’t look English. He looked like what he was, a handsome American wno’d lived in Europe for years.

2. He was tall, had long, athletics limbs, and he was undeniably attractive.

3. Carole had been twenty-nine, beautiful, extremely bright, and had a great job with a law firm on Wall Street.
4. She was long, and lean, and blond, with perfect limbs and a body that looked as though it had been scalped from white marble. She had a laugh that sounded like bells, a voice that still made him tingle whenever he heard it. She had a deep, sexy voice, and just hearing her say his name made his insides shiver ten years later.

5. She looked radiant and beautiful and relaxed, and the way she used to look when they stayed in bed and made love all weekend.

6. People in his office noticed it, he looked gray and tired and thin. He was irritable, and argued about everything.
7. He was a very handsome man, and even in misery, he was very appealing.
8. She was so damn beautiful, and still so desirable to him, although he was beginning to wish she weren’t.

9. He took a long, hot shower, put on a dark suit, a white shirt, and an Hermés tie, and promptly at ten o’clock Charlie was outside the hotel, waiting for a cab, sniffing the London air for the last time, listening to the sounds of traffic moving by,  looking up at the familiar buildings. 
10. He was wearing blue jeans, a heavy sweater, and a ski parka he had brought with him.

11. She was heavyset and had dyed blond hair, and there was something very warm and friendly about her.

12. He was good-looking and young, and she wondered what he was doing on his own.

13. But she had no objection at all to seeing his long, lean, muscular body.  It only made her wish she were twenty years younger.

14. Charlie left the inn an hour later, showered and dressed in ski pants and a parka, carrying the thermos of coffee he’d bought from them.

15. She was neatly dressed in a gray skirt and pale blue sweater, she had a string of pearls around her neck, and she had snow-white hair pulled back into a bun, and brilliant blue eyes that seemed to examine every inch of him as he stood there.
16. He looked at her admiringly, thinking about how pretty she still was, and how graceful, as she walked into her kitchen and he followed.

17. Her hands were very smooth and young for her age, her nails were neatly manicured, and she wore a plain gold wedding band. That and the pearls she wore were her only jewelry.

18. She seemed surprising elegant, and very fragile.

19. There were tears in her bright blue eyes as she looked at Charlie, but she didn’t waver.

20. He was a wonderful man. He was thirty-six when he died, and his little girl was only five…it was terrible loss.

21. He was a handsome man, and Gladys Palmer smiled the moment she saw him.

22. ‘You look extremely mischievous’, he said with a smile.

23. He had a firm hand beneath her elbow, but she was strong and spry, and she was used to coming here in all kinds of weather, although she seldom came now.
24. Was she beautiful, was she young, was she old?
25. Sarah Ferguson was very beautiful, I’ve been told.

26. Mrs. Palmer was wearing a black silk dress her husband had bought her twenty years before in Boston, and the pearls he had given to her at their wedding.

27. She seemed younger now, and a little more carefree.

28. She was wearing a white gown, she held a hand out to him, and then she were about to say something to him, and she was smiling.

29. She had long, jet-black hair, and skin so fair it looked like ivory, and he had noticed that her eyes were distinctly blue.

30. She was a rare beauty.
31. He tried not to think of her, of how she looked, of those long graceful legs, and the tiny waist that had always dazzled him, as they went on talking.

32. She was a very pretty girl. She had big green eyes, and dark auburn hair, and creamy skin that went with it. She was tall and thin and her futures were very delicate, and he saw, as she put her hands on the desk in front of her, that she had long, graceful fingers.

33. It was the same girl with the long black hair and huge blue eyes.

34. But paradoxically, in spite of her sour face and angry eyes, she was almost a beauty.
35. She was a pretty girl, but she was made of ice.

36. She had big blue eyes and strawberry-blond curls, and he wasn’t sure how old she was. He thought somewhere between seven and ten, which was a broad range, but he didn’t know much about children. She was a pretty little girl and she looked completely at ease with herself as they rode up the mountains.

37. He was wearing black pants and a dark green parka. She was wearing a bright blue one-piece suit almost the same color as her eyes, and a red hat that looked just right with her outfit.

38. There was something very European about her, the little cherub face, the bright eyes, the curls, she looked happy and innocent and healthy.

39. A tall thin woman in an elegant beige parka trimmed in fur. She was wearing beige stretch pants and a beige sweater and she took her dark glasses off as she frowned at the little girl.

40. There was something very stylish about her, and she was wearing a good-looking fur hat.

41. But the elegant young woman was also angry because she had been worried, and he couldn’t entirely blame her.

42. She was a beautiful woman despite the icy, sorrowful look in her eyes.

43. He thought of the little girl he had met in Charlemont, and her life with the mother who was at the same time so angry and so sad.
44. At fifty-four, he was still a handsome man, he had aristocratic good looks, and young girls on farms and in pubs, who didn’t know his ways, still thought him handsome and charming, but within a short time, they would be used and cast aside and savaged by him, and if a child came latter of it, Edward had no interest in the girl or the baby.

45. She walked slowly into the room again, and sat down, her wide green satin gown shimmering like a jewel, with a dark green velvet bodice, which molded her lithe figure so tightly, she looked like a young girl again. And the creamy gauze of her blouse beneath the gown seemed almost the same color as her skin.

46. The ivory of her skin was in sharp contrast with her shining black hair. She wore it in a long braid looped around several times to form a large bun at the back of her head. Sarah had always been elegant without being stylish.

47. He was still wearing the clothes he’d worn when he left, and she saw that his shirt was torn and dusty. His face was gray and his beard was full of brambles.

48. She was a sweet girl, the same age that Sarah had been when she came to Balfour, a mere sixteen.

49. He was a tall and dark and handsome as Edward had been in his youth.

50. The poor old man was quaking as he left the room, and Sarah apologized, as she always did, for her husband.

51. By noon he was dressed and in the drawing room, looking deathly pale and somewhat grim, but in his usual unpleasant humor.
52. Sarah put on a heavy dress, and her wool cloak, and she stole silently down to the stables at midnight, and she was certain no one saw her.

53. Her face was calm, but her eyes were still worried.

54. She was wearing white cotton, and the blood looked bright and shocking, like his actions.

55. She was plain but very sweet, she looked just like her mother, and they were both looking a little pale.

56. She had worn a large black silk hat that tied under her chin, and a black wool gown, which corroborated her story.
57. She was so beautiful that sometimes all they wanted was to able to look at her, and stand near her.

58. The woman looked gray, her eyes had sunken back in her head, and she was whispering softly.

59. She was wearing a blue silk dressing gown over her nightgown.
60. There were settlers and men in uniform, and soldiers from the garrison.

61. ‘She’s a pretty woman though’, she said with cautious admiration.

62. She was a wonderful little girl, and this time when Francesca smiled at him, her eyes were warmer.

63. She was a very pretty young woman, and he didn’t say it to her, but he was certain that in a very short time she’d be remarried.

64. He was a serious-looking man, with long dark hair, and sharply carved features. He wore buckskin breeches and a buffalo coat, and he spoke only to the man whenever possible, and never to Sarah.

65. And the young soldier knocked on the door, a woman in a cotton gown and an old flannel wrap and cap came to the door wrapped in a blanket.

66. Rebecca had thought she was very beautiful, and didn’t think she was very old.

67. He was only eight month old, and he’d been frail.

68. She was small and wore her hair in braids, and in the bright sunshine she looked more like twelve than twenty.

69. He was the most mesmerizing of all, he had long, shining dark hair that flew out behind him as he wore beautiful buckskins and boots. He looked European, but not quite, he had the noble carriage, and harshly carved face of the Indian dialect to the men around him.

70. It was impossible not to notice how pretty she looked too. Even in a simple brown wool gown, with a plain bonnet to protect her from the cold, she was a rare beauty. The cream of her skin looked almost like snow, her eyes were the color of a summer sky, and the lips which wore no rouge would have begged a younger man to kiss them.
71. He’s young, and very taken with you, I’m afraid.

72. He had a face almost like a hawk, and yet even in its terrifying starkness, she was aware of his beauty.

73. She wore a plain blue cotton gown with a white shirt and an apron, not unlike the clothes the servants had worn on her father’s farm when she was a child in England.

74. His hair was tied back in a leather thong, with a feather and a small knot of bright green beads, and he wore a necklace of bear claws.

75. He brushed his hair, and put on a heavy sweater with his jeans. He put on warm socks and boots, and a jacket, locked the house and go into his car.
76. She was in good spirits, looked well, and was delighted with the surprise visit.

77. When he arrived at their house, Monique was wearing a bright red one-piece suit, and Francesca was looking extremely stylish in a black stretch suit. It was easy to believe she’d been a model, she was very striking.
78. When she relaxed a little bit, she was so beautiful and so warm and so appealing, but the door always slammed shut just before he could reach her.

79. Her face was brown, and her raven-black hair was in a long braid down her back which made her look almost like an Indian squaw.

80. He was wearing a buckskin shirt with bobcat sleeves, a deerskin mantle, and deerskin leggings with fringes. And he looked incredibly handsome as he galloped into the clearing. His hair was loose, but he wore a headband with eagle feathers hanging from it, and the moment he saw her, he was smiling.

81. She was wearing the blue velvet gown she had bought in Boston.

82. And when she woke in his arms, she looked happily at the pretty ring on her finger.

83. He was wearing warm pelts, and he wasn’t bothered by the weather.

84. She was wearing a deerskin skirt and leggings that had been given her by the Iroquois, and she was warm and comfortable in the long house, which they used in winter.

85. Her eyes were a brilliant green as she asked him, and she looked so beautiful he could hardly stand it.

86. She looked happy and strong, and he couldn’t help smiling at her.

87. It had big blue eyes like hers, and its face was very pale, but the baby looked huge to both of them, and they could see that it was a boy as Sarah cried in triumph.

88. She looked so happy and so young with their baby in her arms.

89. She was wearing the papoose on her back the day he arrived and she looked like an Indian squaw, as she came out of the smokehouse.

90. I’m old man.

91. It was a little girl, and she was perfect and breathing, and screaming blue murder at her father.

92. She was wearing a plain black dress with a string of pearls, and her hair hung straight and sleek to her shoulders.

93. She was wearing a bright red coat she’d bought at Dior, and she’d had her hair cut. She looked very French and very striking.

94. He was wearing Indian dress, but she could see that he was not Indian.

