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Clara Phillips fixed broken things. Bones, hearts, spirits—as a practice nurse for over a decade, she learnt most problems had solutions if you paid close enough attention.

Clara was taking care of an elderly patient, recently diagnosed with type two diabetes. 

"How has it been Janet? I know it can be hard, but the lancet is painless."

"It's supposed to be! But I can barely hold my cup of tea after!"

Mrs Robinson had been struggling with her sugars, and Clara was growing concerned.

"Did you stop using sugar in it, like we discussed?"

"Absolutely."

Her eyes betrayed her face. At forty-one, Clara had an eye for lies, all those years being a nurse.

"Janet darling, you must. It can cause—"

"I'm sorry dear, I know. But it's just so bitter without it, and I haven't been sleeping well since my Terrance died."

Clara offered a wounded smile, turning to her desk for a moment.

"You can get sweeteners for your tea. Or honestly, just be patient. After two weeks, the bitter taste is gone, and you no longer miss the sugar—I promise."

Janet sighed, curling the corner of her mouth up in a weak smile.

"It's been hard without him here, dear. We were married fifty years, almost. I forgot how to live without him. I'm loath to try."

Clara felt her chest tighten, clutching at her stethoscope.

"Well, once I figure that one out myself, I'll let you know."

Janet offered a sympathetic smile. "That's right, dear. I'm sorry. Must be picking at a scab for you. How long since your husband passed away?"

Clara sighed. "Over a year now. Feels like yesterday sometimes. Fuck cancer."

"Language darling! Though..."

Janet leaned in close, voice barely a whisper.

"Fuck cancer indeed!"

They shared a little giggle together, a brief moment of levity understanding their shared grief.

"Promise me you'll be careful with the sugar Janet. Stop buying it, easiest way not to use it."

"I suppose you're right, dear. Maybe I'll try those sweeteners instead. But you hear these horror stories about them, don't you?"
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