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Dedication

This work is dedicated to my mother, Marilyn
McDonald, who passed away shortly before it was completed and
published. Being an avid romance novel reader and fan of murder
mysteries, along with her loving admiration and praise of my piano
compositions during my youth, I am confident that she would have
appreciated this first, formal creative literary work by her son. I
am forever grateful to have inherited her wonderful endearment of
life, romance and adventure.

I also want to specifically express thanks to
those who have supported this and future efforts, especially my
Patrons:

Emily Petersen – Chandler, AZ (VIP
Patron)


​
Reminiscence

A glorious spring day in an English garden is a
delightful experience. Dr. Bell was seated at his garden porch
enjoying his roses and other colorful flora contrasted against the
background of green grass and leaves. He had planted and nurtured
his roses over the years, competing the best at various botanical
expositions and accumulating several winning ribbons. This year’s
roses were promising and he indulged in a satisfying moment of
selfish pride.

He retrieved a white handkerchief from his
pocket with one hand and removed his broad brimmed hat with the
other. The cotton square soaked up the sweet from his brow and the
back of his neck as he dabbed it. Replacing both his hat and
handkerchief, he lifted a small dew-covered glass of yellow liquid
from the table and happily sipped its lemon-flavored contents.
Refreshed, he placed it back on the table and lost himself in
thought.

“Good afternoon, Grandfather,” a sweet,
feminine voice said behind him.

It was his granddaughter, Victoria. “Well,
hello my dear,” he responded. “Have you come to admire this year’s
hopefuls?”

She sat in the empty chair beside him. “No,”
she said with a depressing sigh.

Dr. Bell raised his left eyebrow at her,
“What a sound of despair,” he commented. “Everything all
right?”

“Just school.”

“What seems to be the matter?”

“I’m having trouble with an assignment,” she
began. “I need to write a report about a real event by interviewing
someone. Everyone I’ve asked has given me a story, but they’re just
not remarkably interesting.”

“How so?”

“I want to write about something exciting and
sensational.”

“And no one has any stories that rise to your
expectations?”

“No. Most of the people I’ve talked to are
older than me. Nothing exciting and sensational seems to have
happened back then.”

Dr. Bell chuckled. “Really? We all led boring
lives, I suppose,” he said with a smile.

A short silence in the conversation was
broken when she noticed the roses. “My, but they are very
beautiful,” she said as she walked over to them. They were huge and
the most colorful reds, pinks and whites. She reached out to the
nearest one and felt the petals’ softness between her fingers. As
she pulled away, she pricked her finger on one of its thorns.

“Ouch!” she said and looking at the drop of
blood that formed on her finger, put it to her mouth and sucked
gently.

“Here, let me see,” Bell said pulling out his
glasses.

He examined the injury. “Just a scratch,
you’ll be fine, but let me treat it just the same,” he said and
reached into his pocket. He produced and opened a tiny tin which
contained a few first aid items. Bell noticed she was surprisingly
impressed with his preparedness. He showed her his right pinky
finger which had a small dark red line on the inside. It was a
similar cut he received himself and treated recently. Now she
understood, getting cut by the thorns could be a frequent
occurrence and hence the reason he had the kit for just such a
calamity.

First, he applied some disinfectant to a
small piece of cotton. “This will sting,” he warned before touching
it to the wound.

It did, and she winced.

Next, he applied a small bandage, gently
kissed it, and said, “There, all better.” He reassembled his kit
and returned it to his pocket.

She was grateful to her grandfather and
thanked him before she resumed her seat.

“Now I’ll have to write the report I already
can’t write, disabled,” she bemoaned.

“Maybe not,” Bell said mysteriously. “Did I
ever tell you about the time I nearly got Mr. Hobbes shot and
killed?”

“Sheldon Hobbes? The famous detective?” She
sat tall in her chair and leaned forward, wide eyed. “No, tell me,”
she encouraged as she opened her notebook and readied to write.

Pleased with himself, Dr. Bell jumped right
into his story. “It all began with an illicit love affair, not mine
of course, between a young naval officer friend of mine, well, we
were all young back then I suppose, named Jimmy Drake and a very
beautiful young lady named Elizabeth, the wife of Max Bradbury, a
very influential and powerful politician.”

Victoria moved her chair closer and started
writing furiously. Her debilitating injury now a distant memory
when competing with such a tale.

“Jimmy and Elizabeth grew up in the same
town. He was the youngest son of the village baker and she was the
daughter of a wealthy mine owner. They were good friends in
childhood, and as they grew into young adults, they fell in
love.”

“But they didn’t marry?”

“They planned to, but no. Jimmy was a
commoner with no fortune or promising future and Elizabeth’s
parents wouldn’t let their daughter marry someone who had no way of
supporting her or any kind of status. So, Jimmy enlisted in the
Navy determined to make his fortune and win her father’s approval
to wed her.”

“What happened?”

Bell sighed. “Time has a deviously cruel
humor,” he remarked. “The months dragged into a year, and then two
as Jimmy worked and saved. He made great progress advancing his
career and building a dowry. He had moved up the ranks and was a
young lieutenant.

“But it was all for naught. Elizabeth’s
family fell on hard times while he was away. Soon after Jimmy left
for sea, there was a disaster at the mine and a turn of fortune in
both prices and production. Her father borrowed from the wrong
people and made desperate business decisions that soon brought them
to bankruptcy. Hope seemed to arrive in a marriage proposal to
their daughter Elizabeth from Max Bradbury, an affluential
politician from a very wealthy family and ten years her senior.

“She was heartbroken when her father
reluctantly agreed. The marriage was their only hope and realizing
there was no other way to save her family, she finally relented.
They were married a few months later, just before the creditors
closed in. Mr. Bradbury paid them all off and Elizabeth was
grateful but unhappy.

“Jimmy returned from sea, now a modestly
rich, young man himself after receiving a large bonus for his
exceptional service, only to find that his true love had married
another. Needless to say, he was completely devastated.”

 


***

 


In the dark corner of the tavern sat a naval
uniform wrapped around a half-conscious young man. At the bar stood
his comrade in arms, another naval lieutenant in concerned
conversation with the pub’s most recent arrival.

“How long has he been,” Bell paused, “like
this?”

“We’ve been keeping an eye on him in shifts
since we got back,” Jack said. “It’s just not fair. I fear for his
sanity and his safety.”

Bell knew it was bad, but Jimmy’s ship mate’s
concern caused him to discern the serious nature of his condition.
“I see,” he said evaluating the situation. “I could give him
something, but he’s already inebriated. I think the best thing is
to stay with him and keep him out of trouble until he sleeps it
off. I can talk with him when he’s sober. Try and get him to bed as
soon as you can.”

“Alright.”

“I’ll be back first thing in the morning,” he
said. Bell had barely taken his eyes off the man at the table in
the corner. He shook his head at the scene and with nothing more to
do presently, he departed.


​ Reunion

Bell appeared as promised early the next
morning.

“How is he?” he asked Lieutenant Smith.

“Hung over,” he replied.

Smith suddenly snapped to attention. Bell
turned and saw another man dressed in a naval uniform. “Good
morning, Sir,” Smith said to him.

“At ease, Lieutenant,” the officer
ordered.

Smith relaxed and began to say, “Lieutenant
Drake is–”

The officer interrupted, “I heard Lieutenant,
thank you.” He turned to Bell and said, “I don’t believe we’ve been
introduced.”

Smith hastily did so. “Captain Draper, this
is a close friend of the Lieutenant’s, Mr. Bell, soon to be Doctor
Bell,” he added proudly.

Bell modestly commented, “By God’s grace, I
pray.”

“A physician,” Draper remarked, “Lord, now
that is a truly honorable vocation.” He said to Smith, “Not like
ours, eh? Your friend here has bettered us already by his choice of
career alone, I think.”

With the pleasantries concluded, Draper left
instructions. “Well, in the meantime, I have my own prescription
for Lieutenant Drake. Take care of him, clean him up and make sure
he’s sober and in dress uniform tonight. What he needs is an
evening of distraction from his troubles, and nothing is more
distracting than an evening with those of high society and
influence. Our recent success has afforded us some brief notoriety
and like a good commander, I intend to take advantage of the
opportunity. I am permitted a guest at a party tonight, and
Lieutenant Drake’s exemplary action at sea awards such an
honor.”

“Very good, sir,” Smith replied, “I’ll see to
it.”

Draper eyed Bell for a moment’s consideration
and then asked, “Mr. Bell, you’re a promising young medical
student, yes?”

“Yes, sir,” he replied cautiously and waited
for the captain to reveal his intention.

“Would you accompany us as well?” he asked.
“I can’t chaperone him all night and I would greatly appreciate the
assistance. And you’d be able to help your friend directly.”

Bell approved, “Yes, sir. I will. Thank you,
sir.”

“Excellent, I’ll have you picked up at
seven,” he said and turning to the Lieutenant ordered, “Carry
on.”

The Lieutenant gave him a hearty ‘sir’.

“Mr. Bell,” Captain Draper said to Bell.

“Captain Draper,” he responded.

The captain departed leaving them both
hopeful for their friend’s recovery.

“I don’t know which one of us has the more
difficult assignment,” Smith wondered aloud.

“Neither do I,” Bell agreed with
trepidation.

 


Bell arrived just before seven. Still very
depressed but now sober, Jimmy loudly complained about the whole
plan. But he was in his dress uniform and looked the part.

“At least he was quieter when he was drunk,”
Smith joked. Jimmy made to hit him and Smith backed away. “He’s all
yours, Mr. Bell,” he said.

“You are relieved of duty, Lieutenant Smith,”
Bell said.

“Thank you, Mr. Bell,” he said and swiftly
left the room.

“Let’s go, Jimmy,” Bell said.

They both walked down the stairs and out the
front of the hotel. Captain Draper was waiting with their ride. He
took one look at the defiant pout on Jimmy’s face and said, “Cheer
up Lieutenant, that’s an order.”

During the journey, Captain Draper informed
them of the people he expected to meet. The party was at the estate
of the wealthy financier, Reginald Barclay. There would be other
businessmen, politicians, dignitaries and most importantly
high-ranking naval officers. One did not advance beyond the rank of
captain without also mastering the art of political strategy.

“Lieutenant, are you paying attention?”

“Yes, sir. Reginald Barclay, sir,” he
repeated.

Jimmy was lost in an emotional fog. He was
the undead, physically alive but dead in spirit. He silently stared
into nothingness as depression consumed his faculties. He would
respond when required, but as briefly as possible and said nothing
on his own.

They arrived at the estate, one party of
several, in front of an exceptionally large house. The inside was
even more impressive. There were large rooms, some more aptly
called halls. Statues, art, exquisite furnishings, marble floors
and columns, mahogany walls and furniture, and crystal chandeliers
adorned the interior. There were military officers as well as
politicians, businessmen and financial types along with their
wives, escorts or mistresses.

A server walked by with a tray of filled
drinks. Jimmy grabbed one and started downing it. But before he
could finish, Bell grabbed it out of his hand, “Not tonight,
Lieutenant,” he insisted sternly.

Jimmy looked at him sourly and wondered off.
The captain, motioned for Bell to follow him, which he did. He had
momentarily lost him but reacquired him at the bar just in time to
prevent another attempt. “Two pints, please,” Bell said to the
bartender as he handed back the hard liquor.

“Really?” Jimmy sighed, “Some friend you
are.”

From a distance, Captain Draper motioned for
Bell and Drake to rejoin him. He was talking with an older
gentleman in naval uniform with more decorations than his own. As
they joined them, Draper introduced the men, “Commodore Lindsey may
I present Lieutenant Drake and his good friend Mr. Bell,” he said.
Pleasantries were exchanged and discussion ensued regarding some of
the exploits of their previous deployment, Lieutenant Drake’s
assistance being instrumental to the success of various
actions.

Seeing Barkley nearby, the Commodore said,
“Let me introduce you to our host.” They followed Lindsey as he
joined another small circle of people. Introductions were made and
more pleasantries exchanged. Then it happened.

“Commodore,” Barclay said as he motioned to
someone out of view, “Have you introduced your men to Max and his
wife yet?” he said knowing how beautiful she was and enjoyed the
reactions of others when meeting her for the first time.

The Commodore answered in the negative as the
man approached. A woman, presumably his wife was behind him, but
the men could not see her. As the couple entered the circle, Mr.
Barclay introduced them, “Gentlemen, please meet a very good friend
of mine, even though he’s a politician, the Honorable Max Bradbury
and his wife–”

“–Elizabeth!” said Jimmy as soon as he saw
her. She was the most beautiful young woman any of them had ever
seen. Even Jimmy thought she looked more pretty than ever before.
He couldn’t believe it.

“Jimmy,” she said surprised. She turned to
the others and explained, “The Lieutenant and I know each other. We
grew up in the same small town but have not seen each other for
years.”

“Perhaps I may know the name of your former
acquaintance?” Max suggested.

Jimmy was still staring at her so Captain
Draper quickly spoke for him, “This is my lieutenant, James
Drake.”

“Ah, now it makes sense,” Max said. “So,
you’re Jimmy Drake, the baker’s son.” It was a very subtle chide,
but everyone noticed, especially Jimmy who met Max’s eyes with his
own. “I’ve heard about you,” Max admitted.

“And I you, sir,” Jimmy replied.

“You seem to have done well for yourself,”
Max commented and spoke to Draper, “Be careful Captain, he’s
ambitious and may have your job soon.” It was meant as a joke but
was in poor taste.

There was music and dancing in the hall
adjacent to the room they were in. “Perhaps, Mr. Bradbury would be
so kind as to allow an old acquaintance a dance with his wife,” he
inquired. “We have much to catch up on,” he suggested.

“Yes, I would like that,” Elizabeth
answered.

Max’s curiosity was stronger than his
jealousy, “Since you are old acquaintances,” he acquiesced.

Jimmy offered her his arm and she took it,
neither taking their eyes off the other as they left the group.
Everyone else was in shock and speechless at the whole
exchange.

Bell quickly said to the captain,
“Drink?”

Draper agreed as they excused themselves and
walked away.

They ordered drinks and sat near the bar
still processing what had just happened. Draper said to Bell,
“Years ago, we were looking for the enemy and chanced upon
information where we could find a very large number of them.” He
held out his hand with open curved fingers, “Our target
irresistible, like a large, fat, juicy, ripe fruit and all ours for
the taking. We found them all right and ended up in the middle of
them. At first, we were overjoyed with our success but we
overextended ourselves. There were too many of them and our zeal
quickly turned to panic. We barely escaped with our lives.

“And here we are, trying to rescue poor Jimmy
from his dreary fate having lost his lifelong sweetheart, only to
succeed so well, he’s now fatally attached to the wife of one of
the most power men in the country.”

“Overachieved?” Bell suggested raising his
glass.

“Aye. And overextended,” he answered. They
clinked glasses and downed their drinks.

 


As the music played, Elizabeth and Jimmy
entered the dance floor. They found their frame as easily as if it
were yesterday. One look in her eyes and beaming face and Jimmy
knew she was still in love with him. Something must have gone
wrong. Why would she marry this older man if she was still in love
with him and was supposed to be waiting for him like they planned.
At first, they said nothing but gazed upon each other in a language
without words.

“You love me,” he stated waiting for her to
confirm it.

“Yes. I never stopped loving you.” She
realized as soon as she spoke, that the facts betrayed her words.
She was terrified that he would reject her, that he wouldn’t
believe her. “I had no real choice, Jimmy. Please, let me
explain.”

He wanted to be angry at her, he had every
right. But hearing her voice, seeing her, holding her again, he was
overwhelmed and couldn’t. He was lost in time, in a moment, their
moment, together like they always were and always would be.

But he wanted to be with her, alone. He took
her by the hand and led her outside. They didn’t stop until they
were in a dark, secluded area of the large, terraced courtyard. The
moment they were out of view, they embraced and kissed. The years
between them vanished as every thought, movement and emotion fell
upon their beloved.

Finally, they parted, “Tell me what
happened,” he pleaded. “Perhaps there is a way out.”

She was crying and distraught. “I’m so sorry,
my love. I’m so sorry,” she wept.

He consoled her, “Elizabeth, you still love
me. That’s all that matters. I thought I had lost your love and had
no reason to live. Without your love I was dead, but with it I am
alive again.”

She threw herself into his arms and kissed
him again.

When their lips finally parted, he gazed into
her sullen countenance with the most compassionate eyes and gently
touching the tears on her cheeks with the curved back of his finger
and said, “Now,” he began softly, “tell me everything.”

Elizabeth tried to compose herself and began
her tale. “Shortly after you left, there was a disaster at the mine
and production was halted for several weeks. The main source of our
family’s income was buried and too risky to mine again. Father
brought in some kind of geological expert who directed further
exploration, but without any success. Desperate, Father borrowed
badly, bills piled up, until the stress caused a stroke. Soon the
loans were also due, and foreclosure looming, when Max, Mr.
Bradbury, visited one day as this man’s acquaintance. Having met
me, and somehow knowing our situation, he offered to marry me, and
then being family, pay off the debts.”

“Why not just sell the mine and pay off the
debts?”

“Father tried everything, but couldn’t find
any buyers, not even at half its price,” she said. “Someone started
a rumor that it was cursed and scared off investors.”

“What about the miners and the town?”

“Half the people and businesses have left.
The rest are unemployed or living just ahead of being so.”

“We had little choice,” she pleaded. “The
creditors were threatening debtor’s prison.” She wept again. Jimmy
held her close and consoled her.

“Don’t worry my love, I’ll find a way.”

Elizabeth quickly straightened, “No. There is
no saving me. I’m married,” she insisted. “There’s no way to go
back.”

“You don’t love him and we love each other.
That’s all we need.”

She shook her head, “No, it’s not. Besides, I
don’t want to see you hurt. Max is a powerful man with powerful
friends.” Her voice filled with an ominous dread, “Jimmy, I’ve seen
him destroy political and financial rivals. I’m frightened for
you.”

Jimmy didn’t scare.

“You remember how you felt when you thought
you had lost me forever?” she said sharply.

He winced and nodded. “It was death
itself.”

“Would you risk your life only to lose it and
have me suffer like that?”

He assured her, “No,” he promised, “but there
must be something we can do.” He pondered and then taking her hands
in his he said, “I will not give up on us. I will find a way. Trust
me to figure it out. I will be careful.”

“We’d better get back before someone sees
us.”

“I need a little time before we can meet
again,” he pondered out loud. “Do you attend many of these
events?”

“As little as possible,” she said with
distaste.

“Well, this kind of event is how we’ll meet
again,” he said. “I’ll put together a plan, and then I’ll find a
way to meet with you.”

They embraced and kissed again before
emerging from the shadows and heading back to the crowd. There was
hope once more for both of them.

As they got closer to the house, a man
surprised them, “Mrs. Bradbury,” he said startling them.

“Oh, Mr. Jones, you gave me such a start,”
she said as she caught her breath. She introduced Jimmy, “This is
Lieutenant Drake, an old acquaintance.”

“Ah,” he said, “and what was Lieutenant Drake
doing with Mr. Bradbury’s wife out on the dark courtyard?”

“Just catching up,” Elizabeth said and
quickly pulled Jimmy back to the house before he could ask another
question.

“That’s Max’s right-hand man, Mr. Jones. An
informant and fixer. Keep well clear of him.”

“What’s his first name,” Jimmy asked.

Perplexed, Elizabeth thought then admitted,
“I don’t know.”

 


Meanwhile, Bell found himself in conversation
with Mr. Barclay and other impressive elder gentlemen.

“So, Mr. Bell, Captain Draper tells me you
are studying to be a physician?”

“That’s correct,” he replied.

“A fine career,” he said with praise. “I
expect good things from you, yes?”

“Of course, sir. God willing.”

Barclay changed the subject. “What did you
think of Mrs. Bradbury?”

Bell was reserved and cautious, “An
exceptionally fine lady. Mr. Bradbury is a truly fortunate
man.”

“Indeed,” he said. The other men agreed.

“I suppose all he needs now is an heir, but
apparently there is some difficulty with her in that department,”
Barclay commented.

“They have no children?” Bell inquired.

“No. And if she knows what’s good for her,
she’ll give him a son and not a daughter,” one of the men said.

“Precisely. The good wife always produces a
son first. After all, sex of offspring is determined by the woman,”
said another.

“Gregor Mendel might disagree with you,” Bell
interposed.

“Who is Gregor Mendel?” asked the first
man.

“A biologist. He suggests that traits are
independently determined and not an averaged blending from parents.
It is theorized that the sex trait of offspring may be one such
trait, and if so, the determining factor would come from the
father’s contribution, not the mother’s.”
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