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      Dr. Alan Jones looked at his reflection in the mirror. He smiled to himself, proud of his accomplishments in his career. In a month or two, old Dr. Henderson would be retiring as head of ER and Alan would be up for the promotion. He hadn’t planned on being an emergency room doctor as a career choice, but during his internship he found the challenge to be stimulating and he was good at it. This led him to dig deeper into diagnostic studies. It took an extra few years for the specialized study, but the payoff was nice.

      His personal life was another story. He’d never married or had kids because he couldn’t see having a wife compete with his career. A few women came and went in his life, but it was unfair to them having a relationship with someone who was on-call twenty-four hours a day. Working the night shift work in the ER was steady, but sometimes he’d need to be called in for day shift.

      Today he was on top of the world after the news of his possible promotion to be fully in charge of the ER. It would mean moving to day-shift, which would be a difficult adjustment after all these years, but he would manage.

      He looked at himself again, ready to step into his new role and follow his dreams to complete his career in medicine. Happy with himself, he grabbed his keys and headed to the hospital.

      

      The last thing Alan expected to see in his ER that day was a ghost from the past. He stopped and stared at her standing at the nurses station. Remembering her angelic radiance he knew it had to be her. So many nights Rebecca had haunted his memory. Cascades of her chocolate brown hair hung loosely around her face. Her cheeks were sun-kissed and her eyes were deep pools of blue like an endless sky. There was no mistaking another woman for her. The love of his life had stepped back into his reality. He’d tried hard to get over the past by building his career and getting where he wanted in life. Now, it was back to haunt him.

      

      He walked over to the nurses station. Mary Anne, the head nurse made the introductions. “Dr. Jones, this is Lynn, she’ll be filling in while Adrianne is on maternity leave. Alan extended his hand, “Rebecca.” He almost whispered it. Lynn took his hand and he held it as if it were a delicate flower, “Robert.” She smiled and then corrected herself, “Dr. Jones.”

      “I’m guessing you two know each other?” Mary Anne asked, looking from one to the other for a reply. The coy smile on their lips told her all she needed to know.

      Alan stared into her eyes, afraid if he blinked she’d be gone, leaving his heart still broken. He looked over to the head nurse, “We attended college together, apparently under different names than we use now.” He returned his gaze to Lynn.

      “How have you been?” Lynn asked as she slowly pulled her hand away.

      “I’ve been,” he trailed off, “I’ve been well. And you?”

      “Not too bad. It’s good to see you.”

      “So, you’ll be joining our staff?”

      “Yes. At least for awhile.”

      “Oh, you don’t plan to stay on permanently?”

      “Travel nurse,” she replied. “I go where I’m needed.”

      “Ah, that sounds very interesting.”

      “It can be.”

      The nurse behind the counter broke in, “Ms. Holmes, the administrator has some more papers for you.”

      “Thank you,” Lynn replied before turning back to Alan.

      “You’re married,” he said with a slack expression.

      “Divorced.” She replied as she turned to Mary Anne, “Are we on for dinner tonight? I can’t wait to catch up.”

      Mary Anne kissed her cheek, “Yes. See you at seven.”

      Lynn turned back to Alan, “I look forward to working with you.” She smiled and extended her hand to him again.

      “Me too.”

      Lynn released his hand and headed to the administrators office. She didn’t mean to be rude, but talking about her marital status always brought up bad feelings. This wasn’t the way she wanted to start her new job. The fact that old friends worked here could be an issue when they started asking questions. She’d hold them off as long as she could, but eventually they always asked.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            2

          

        

      

    

    
      Lynn Holmes settled into her new two-room furnished apartment. It had been a long time since anyone knew her as Rebecca Carlson, her first and maiden name. She changed it Lynn after the bad divorce, more as a way to hide easier.

      She looked around the small room. Everything she owned fit in the back of her SUV. Being a traveling nurse it never made much sense to acquire a bunch of material possessions that she’d never have time to enjoy. Her travel schedule was demanding quite often, so there was no point in hauling boxes from one place to another when she’d never have time to unpack them and get set up. This job would last about three months. Long enough for the current nurse to take her maternity leave.

      Th apartment was one of the cutest she’d had in recent years. She missed foreign travel. In Europe she lived in quaint cottages and charming bungalows. In the states it was always some inexpensive apartment, many of them run down with age and neglect. She liked this one and thought she’d enjoy the time here. Her trip to the hospital earlier in the day told her another story.

      She sat on the small sofa and looked at her surroundings. This was the first time she’d ever felt uneasy about her position in life. Seeing her college sweetheart an hour earlier had set an uneasy feeling in the pit of her stomach. Robert Jones was the one who got away. Robert had never returned from spring break in Mexico and she’d married soon after graduation. She’d like to say marrying on the rebound wasn’t a good idea, but the truth was the guy she married wouldn’t have been a good idea at any time. Within one month things had gone horribly wrong. He was abusive and caused her to lose the baby. Robert’s baby. Lynn never had much to do with men after that. A few dates here and there, mostly in other countries for a history and culture lesson from the locals. She had cast her ill feelings aside and moved on with her life. Today her past came back like a slap on the face and now he went by Alan Jones, Dr. Alan Jones to be exact.

      

      He had been the one she planned to change her life for, the one she would have fought to be with no matter what. Unfortunately, he had other plans and never returned to her. Sitting here now, looking at all the things she didn’t have in life, she felt deflated. She’d been cheated out of a loving relationship. The feelings of that stuck in her throat like bile. But more than that it brought up the pain of losing her baby, again. She’d learned to move on with life, but it still stung when she thought too much about it. Of all the places she could have gone for a new job, why did it have to be this hospital? Why did she have to be reminded of the past now? Was it some cruel joke being played on her? She had faced life alone, but it wasn’t easy.

      Her college years had been full of life and vigor. Alan had charmed her, dined her and carried her off on a whirlwind romance. She never wanted it to end. When Alan was accepted into medical school, he made big life decisions. She wasn’t included in those decisions. She was hurt and spent a month in a deep depression. Dan came along and perked her world up. It was only short-lived and and the marriage was over as quickly as it had started.

      

      Lynn was ready at seven o'clock sharp when Mary Anne picked her up. Her friend had decided on a quiet little bistro where they could talk. Lynn tried to hide her despair but she knew Mary Anne could see through it. She was grateful to have such a caring friend. They hadn’t worked together in awhile, but they had developed a deep friendship over their careers. They ordered a bottle of white wine, michetta and shrimp scampi. A nice Caprese salad was delivered with a decanter of sparkling water and wine glasses.

      Mary Anne looked up after a few bites of salad, “Do you want to talk about it?”

      Lynn poked her salad, “This is delicious.”

      Mary Anne smiled. “Okay, I know what that means. You’ll talk but only if I press you about it.”

      Lynn chuckled. “You know me too well. You know that don’t you?”

      “Of course and I will use it against you.” They both tipped their glasses before taking a sip.

      “I’m not really sure where to start. Heck, at this point I don’t even know how I feel.”

      “I’m guessing he’s the guy who broke your heart in college and the baby’s father?”

      “That would be him.”

      “I’m so sorry Lynn. I wish I had known before. I would never have asked you to come fill in here.”

      “I know. It’s not your fault. Maybe it’s just time to really deal with it. You know?”

      “I do know we have to deal with things eventually. But having it thrown in your face isn’t always the best way to do that.”

      “I’ll agree to that, but here it is and I have to cope with it for three months.”

      “Are you going to tell him about the baby?”

      “I don’t know. I probably should. He deserves to know.”

      Mary Anne frowned, “This will probably be the longest three months of your life.”

      Lynn laughed, “No, that was the time spent in the hospital recovering after losing the baby.” She took another sip of water. “I’ll be okay.”

      “Of course you will. I’ll make sure of that. I already have a few things lined out I’d like us to do together.”

      “Oh?”

      “Yeah, there’s some great flea markets in the area and a few nice museums. No one else wants to go look at art with me.” She pooched her bottom lip out.

      “Oh that sounds nice. I miss the museums we visited in Milan that year.”

      “Well, these aren’t that grand, but we both enjoy it so I thought it’d be a good way to reconnect. There’s also a decent community theatre.”

      After dinner, they strolled down the old part of town. It was very Norman Rockwell picturesque.
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