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    GILL SANDERSON




    Outback doctor, society bride




    Bubbly free spirit Dr Lucy Brett devotes her time to saving children’s lives and, on any nights off, to tirelessly fundraising for medical charities. It’s a challenging role, but nothing she can’t handle…until she meets her gorgeous new colleague, Australian Dr Graham Woods!




    Lucy’s warmth and zest for life are irresistible, but Gray knows he must ignore the spark between them – what future can exist for two people from such different worlds, especially when he has so little to offer her?




    But Lucy isn’t about to let Gray go – she’s determined to make this brooding doctor understand that she’s the woman to give him the love and family that he needs! 


  




  

    Prologue




    LUCY still couldnʼt get over American breakfasts.




    She served the usual fruit juices and cereals. The men liked the porridge she made with cream, but they called it simply oatmeal. Some preferred a maize version, called hominy grits. She cooked a vast fry-up, and made lots of pancakes – every man needed a five stack on his plate. Who but a barbarian would pour maple syrup over his fried eggs? And the amount they ate…




    There were twelve men in the little hut, and she was kept busy pouring coffee and making fresh toast. But not for long. The men ate quickly and filed out, their cleated boots rattling on the ply floor, picking up their hard hats from the pile by the door.




    ʻBye, Luce.ʼ




    ʻSee you later, sweetheart.ʼ




    ʻThat was real good.ʼ




    An amiable chorus of goodbyes. She knew them all now; name, family history, character and what each liked to eat. As the only woman in camp and a sympathetic listener as well, she heard a lot of stories.




    Now she stood in the hut doorway and waved to them as they trekked over the rough ground to where the two four-wheel-drive trucks were waiting. A roar of powerful engines and they were gone.




    Washing up wouldnʼt take long so it could wait – she was entitled to a ten-minute rest. She made herself some fresh toast, and a small pot of Earl Grey tea.




    Then she went to sit on the steps outside, to smell the glorious air and gaze at the tree-covered mountain slopes.




    She had been in the north-west of America for nine months now, and she loved it. It was so different from England. There were the distances, the solitude, the sheer beauty of the country. A chillier breeze swept her, and she shivered. There were the dangers too.




    She looked appraisingly at the sky as she had been taught, and there was the dark line that said a rain-storm was coming their way. The men wouldnʼt like that. Logging was a dangerous trade at the best of times; bad weather made it ten times worse.




    The first few drops of rain banged on the tin roof as she walked back inside, and within minutes the rattle had turned to a deafening drum beat. Through the window all she could see was the greyness sheeting down.




    There was a dishwasher, of course – this camp had every possible aid, power supplied by a diesel generator. Efficiently she stacked the dishes, then brushed down the dining room. The team would be back for lunch: soup, hamburgers, salad. Logging was tiring work; they all needed the energy.




    ʻWe could do without this weather, weʼre behind schedule. Any chance of a coffee, Lucy?ʼ It was Jerry Zane, the camp foreman. He stood just inside the door, shaking the rain off his long stockmanʼs coat.




    ʻYou know me, thereʼs always coffee, Jerry. Shall I dig you out a doughnut?ʼ




    ʻSounds good. With cinnamon?ʼ




    ʻComing your way.ʼ




    Jerry sat at a table, produced a set of sheets of paper from under his jacket and set them down. He reached for the coffee and doughnuts she placed in front of him, and pushed the sheets towards her. ʻOrder forms for next month,ʼ he said briefly. ʻYouʼre doing all right, so fill in what you want on the food section and I’ll see to the rest of the order.ʼ




    This was what she liked about America. If you could do the job you were invited to get on with it.




    She had worked as an assistant cook at a larger camp for three months. The boss had liked her work, recommended her, and she had got this, her own cook-house, on a monthʼs trial. She was now in her fourth month and she thought she was doing a reasonable job. Not bad for a twenty-one-year-old girl.




    ʻDidnʼt see Pete Lynch at breakfast,ʼ she said casually as she ticked off an order for an astronomic number of steaks. ʻProblems anywhere?ʼ




    Pete Lynch was the paramedic. Royston Rogan, the owner of the logging operation, insisted that each of his camps had a trained medical man within at least a couple of hoursʼ drive. It wasnʼt a legal requirement, but Rogan was seen as being a good, if a tough, boss.




    ʻHe took the jeep early this morning and drove down to BlueRiver camp. Got a call last night – someone thinks theyʼve got an infected hand.ʼ




    Lucy nodded. BlueRiver camp was close – about forty miles away.




    A bell rang loudly, and Jerry looked up, irritated.




    ʻIʼm not expecting a call,ʼ he said, ʻso thatʼs got to be trouble. Be right back, Lucy.ʼ He grabbed his coat and headed into the rain.




    The radio telephone was in the foremanʼs cabin, and if he didnʼt answer an incoming call the bell outside would ring for him.




    He was back in five minutes, looking more gloomy than ever. ʻIt was trouble. Theyʼve had rain all night at BlueRiver,ʼ he said. ʻThat was Pete, he canʼt get back direct. The roadʼs all washed away. Heʼll have to drive into the next valley and come at us that way. Heʼll not get here till evening.ʼ




    ʻNot good weather for driving,ʼ Lucy said. A road washing away was not an unusual occurrence. In fact the roads were merely tracks cut through the forest.




    `The two carried on working in unhurried calm. She refilled Jerryʼs mug, fetched him another doughnut.




    And the bell rang again.




    ʻI’ll get it this time,ʼ Lucy said. ʻYou carry on, Iʼve finished.ʼ




    ʻThanks, Lucy. I appreciate it.ʼ Like a lot of out-doors men, Jerry found the bookwork the most irksome task of all. Lucy knew sheʼd be giving him a hand later.




    ‘She fetched her own stockmanʼs coat, pulled on her Stetson and ran over to Jerryʼs cabin. She knew how to work the radio – everyone on the camp had been taught to operate it.




    ʻBig BlueMountain camp,ʼ she said, ʻis –




    ʻLucy! Itʼs Tom,ʼ a voice interrupted. ʻWe need Pete Lynch. We need him now!ʼ




    Reception on the radio wasnʼt too good, but she could hear something in the voice that shook her. Tom – one of the men sheʼd shouted good morning to not a couple of hours before – was terrified.




    It was another of Royston Roganʼs rules. No man – or group of men – ever left one of his camps without a radio and a direction finder.




    ʻWhatʼs the problem, Tom?ʼ Lucy asked, forcing herself to be calm. Getting into a panic would help no one.




    ʻWeʼve had an accident! Itʼs Harry Rogan. This tree rolled and he was holding a chain-saw and he got … Thereʼs blood everywhere and we donʼt know what to do.ʼ




    Lucy felt sick. She had seen a chain-saw cut through a nine-inch log in a matter of seconds; what it could do to flesh didnʼt bear thinking about. Keep calm! ʻPete Lynch isnʼt here. Can you stop the bleeding and get Harry back here?ʼ




    ʻWeʼll do what we can. Will you get someone? Lucy, this is bad!ʼ




    ʻJust get him here. And donʼt hurry! Weʼll get things sorted.ʼ She signed off, then ran to fetch Jerry.




    So far she had found Jerry to be an excellent camp foreman. The men liked him, he knew the job and heʼd work for them if they worked for him. She hadnʼt asked him to, but Jerry had gently told the men that she was to be respected. And he rigidly enforced one of Roganʼs rules. No alcohol in camp. But as they ran back to his office she realised sheʼd found his weakness.




    ʻThereʼs been an accident with a chain-saw. Harry Rogan is cut up pretty badly, theyʼre bringing him in.ʼ




    ʻOh, God, a chain-saw! And Pete Lynchʼs away, weʼll have to deal … Harry Rogan is the bossʼs brother, too. Whatʼll he think when …?ʼ




    ʻThat doesnʼt matter,ʼ Lucy said brutally. ʻA manʼs injured and we have to cope. Does anyone else on the team have any medical knowledge?ʼ




    ʻNo. Weʼve all done the one-day course but … Lucy, Iʼm foreman and itʼs up to me. And I donʼt think I can cope.ʼ




    Lucy had done the one-day first aid course, too. It was good – for one day. But it was aimed simply at ensuring that an injured man stayed alive for an hour or so until a trained paramedic could get at him.




    ʻRadio head office,ʼ she told Jerry. ʻSee if they can get a helicopter out here with a doctor aboard. And youʼd better give me the key to Peteʼs cabinet.ʼ




    All the buildings on the camp were prefabricated, brought in by the great lorries that afterwards hauled away the logs. The foremanʼs cabin held the radio set as well as the cabinet that contained the paramedicʼs equipment. There was even a doctorʼs examination couch. Lucy knew that the cabinet would be well supplied. But the man with the skill and knowledge was missing. She opened the cabinet and looked inside in bewilderment.




    Behind her she heard Jerry talking to the radio operator at head office. ʻYes, Iʼll hold,ʼ she heard him say, ʻbut we need action quick here.ʼ Then, over the rattle of the rain on the roof, she heard the sound of a truck arriving outside.




    She dashed out, peered under the tarpaulin covering the back of the truck. Six anxious-looking men held a stretcher on which was huddled Harry Rogan. One of the men held Harryʼs hand. Lucy heard Harry moaning – good, he was still alive. There was blood everywhere, seeping from under a red pad that one man held over Harryʼs chest and arm. There was a puddle of blood on the truck floor, a pool of it in the stretcher.




    ʻBring him out gently,ʼ Lucy said. ʻTake him straight into the office and put him on the couch. Keep that pad pressed tight, Iʼll get you another one inside.ʼ




    The men did as she told them. Lucy took a large pair of scissors from the cabinet, began to cut away Harryʼs clothes, sodden with both water and blood.




    She leaned over and whispered into Harryʼs mud-caked ear. ʻItʼs going to be all right, Harry, weʼve got everything under control.ʼ She repressed the bit of her mind that screamed that this was none of her business.




    From the cabinet she took two space blankets, wrapped them round the now nearly naked body. Harry would be going into shock.




    Something appeared in her memory, from a book or television programme. Take a complete case history. ʻExactly what happened?ʼ she asked.




    ʻHe was trimming a branch off a felled tree. The tree slipped and pushed the saw back onto his chest. We scratched the earth away from under him and dragged him out.ʼ




    ʻSo itʼs only his chest thatʼs injured?ʼ




    Only his chest? The small room was full, too full of anxious men.




    Go and help yourself to coffee,ʼ Lucy ordered. ʻIf we need you weʼll shout.ʼ




    ʻHeʼs going to be all right?ʼ one of the men asked.




    ʻWeʼre in touch with head office. Theyʼre sending out a doctor by chopper.ʼ The men filed out.




    ʻTheyʼre not sending a doctor,ʼ Jerry whispered tautly behind her. ʻThereʼs one standing by all right, but thereʼs no way it could get through this weather. Itʼs going to be a few hours before it will be safe to land.ʼ




    ʻWe canʼt cope with this on our own, we need help.ʼ




    There was a sound from the radio behind them. Jerry listened, then said, ʻItʼs the big boss, Royston himself. He wants to talk to you.ʼ




    He handed the headset to her. ʻHowʼs my brother?ʼ a voice asked. It was calm, but she thought she could sense the tension underneath.




    ʻHeʼs alive but heʼs lost an awful lot of blood. Thereʼs a massive cut across the top of his chest and shoulder. Airways, breathing and circulation appear to be okay. Thereʼs a cabinet full of stuff here and I just donʼt know what to do with it.ʼ




    ʻIʼm patching you through to a doctor whoʼll stay on air and direct you – she knows whatʼs in the cabinet, you just do as she tells you. Lucy – it is Lucy, isnʼt it? – are you up to doing this?ʼ




    ʻYes, it is Lucy, and Iʼll do the best I can. I wonʼt faint or anything.ʼ




    ʻGood. Dr Ballard is here.ʼ




    Another calm voice on the line – a female one. ʻHi, Lucy, my nameʼs Annie and together weʼre going to see to this poor young man. This is the golden hour, treatment now can save his life. We can do it, Lucy. Just hold onto that and weʼll do fine.ʼ




    Tartly, Lucy said, ʻYou can stop boosting my confidence and weʼll start on what needs to be done.ʼ




    She heard a chuckle. ʻRight on. Now how long and how deep is the cut, and has the bleeding stopped?ʼ




    Annie was a good guide. She might have been miles away but at the time Lucy felt she was by her side. Following instructions, she snapped on rubber gloves. She had kept up the pressure on the pad over the dreadful cut, and now it seemed the flow of blood was stopping. So the first essential was somehow to replace the vast quantity of blood Harry had lost.




    ʻWe need intravenous access,ʼ Annie said. ʻThis means youʼre going to have to stick a special hollow needle into a vein in his arm. Now, can you see a thick blue line on the inside of Harryʼs arm, opposite his elbow?ʼ




    Following instructions, Lucy swabbed the area of skin, forced in the thick needle – not too deeply, Annie warned – connected the needle to what was called a giving set and saw the first trickle of plasma drip into Harryʼs vein. Jerry was behind her, fetching what she needed from the cabinet. Annie told Lucy how to carry out simple tests – check pulse, breathing, even blood pressure with an electronic machine. She scattered an antiseptic powder over the wound, and kept it covered with sterile dressings. She fixed an oxygen mask to Harryʼs face, and turned it on.




    Because Annieʼs voice was constantly with her, Lucy didnʼt stop to think what she was doing. Tasks that an hour ago she would have thought far beyond her, she now performed. Not easily, but she did them.




    Finally, there was nothing more to do. ʻWe wait now,ʼ Annie said. ʻKeep up the observations and let me know if anything at all changes.ʼ




    ʻYouʼre not disappearing?ʼ Lucy protested.




    ʻCertainly not. Iʼm on this line with you till Harryʼs shipped out in the chopper. Incidentally, how long since you had a drink, Lucy?ʼ




    What an odd question. ʻIt seems hours,ʼ Lucy said, ʻbut Iʼm not hungry or …ʼ




    ʻGet someone to fetch you a coffee. And eat a bar of chocolate or something. And donʼt tell me you donʼt feel like it.ʼ




    Lucy had now got into the habit of doing everything Annie told her. She asked Jerry to fetch her the chocolate and coffee. Then she looked anxiously at Harry. The man who was – she now realised – her patient.




    ʻAnnie, thereʼs something a bit queer about his breathing. He seems to be panting, as if he canʼt get enough air. And he seems to be less conscious than before.ʼ




    ʻFeel his jugular vein on the side of his neck. Is there a pulse there? Is the vein raised?ʼ When Lucy looked, she saw what Annie meant.




    ʻYes. And I donʼt think it was there before.ʼ




    ʻAnd you said that thereʼs injury to one side of the chest only.ʼ For the first time Lucy thought she detected the sounds of strain in Annieʼs voice, and she realised how impotent the doctor must be feeling. But her instructions were as clear as ever.




    ʻI think Harryʼs got what we call a tension pneumothorax. Air is leaking out of his lung into the cavity surrounding it, and stopping the lung working. Itʼll collapse in time.ʼ




    ʻSo what do I …?ʼ




    ʻYouʼll have to push a tube into the space outside the lung and let the air out. The important thing is to make sure you get the hole in the right place. Now, youʼre going to need a sixteen g cannula, theyʼre in the cabinet.ʼ




    Jerry came back then with her coffee and chocolate, and she told him to break off half the chocolate and put it straight into her mouth. Then she followed Annieʼs detailed instructions, found the right place on the chest, forced in the needle of the syringe. There was the hoped-for release of air. Then she slid the cannula down the needle into what she now knew was the pleural cavity, and fixed it in place with strapping.




    ʻBreathingʼs better,ʼ she reported back to Annie, ʻand he seems less distressed.ʼ




    ʻGood. You sound like a girl with a mouth half full of chocolate.ʼ




    ʻI feel better for it,ʼ Lucy confessed. ʻI hadnʼt realised just how stressed I was getting.ʼ




    ʻSo drink some coffee now. With any luck all we have to do further is wait. When youʼve had your coffee you can go through the routine observations again.ʼ Harry seemed to be holding his own. The blood flow stopped after a while, and she changed the bottle dropping plasma into his arm. If anything, waiting was worse than actually working from Annieʼs instructions. She was responsible for everything that had been done to Harry, but what if she had done something wrong? Then another voice came through the radio. ʻLucy, we think thereʼs a window in the weather. Tell Jerry that the chopper should be landing in fifteen minutes, thereʼs a medical team on board and theyʼll move Harry straight out. In fact, put Jerry on for a minute.ʼ




    ʻRight,ʼ said Lucy, and reached for the rest of her chocolate.




    She had one last word with Annie. ʻWhatever you do, donʼt try to work now,ʼ Annie said. ʻYouʼre to take yourself to bed, keep warm, try to sleep for a couple of hours.ʼ




    ʻBut Iʼve got to cook …ʼ




    ʻDoctorʼs orders, Lucy. Let them cook for themselves.ʼ




    Even as Annie spoke, Lucy heard a distant hum that rapidly turned into the thunder of engines. She looked out of the window – the first time for hours! – and saw men sprinting towards her, heads bent to avoid the still-whirling rotor blades. Jerry opened the door. ʻIʼm Dr Wentworth,ʼ a voice said. ʻNow what have you got for us?ʼ




    In its way, the view from the skyscraper window was nearly as impressive as the view from the cookhouse in camp. Downtown Seattle spread below her, and she could see the space needle, the monorail, the ships crossing ElliotBay. She remembered that Royston Rogan had interests in shipping as well as logging.




    Apart from the view, the office itself didnʼt seem too much out of the ordinary. The desk was cluttered, there was a golf bag leaning against the filing cabinet, and articles cut from newspapers had been stuck to the walls with tape. Definitely an office for working in.




    It had been a full week since Harryʼs accident. Dr Wentworth had listened to her account of what she had done as he had performed a swift, but what she had recognised as a far more proficient, examination.




    ʻAnnie Ballard is good,ʼ he had said absently. ʻI wouldnʼt want to treat someone over the radio. Now I think weʼre ready to move Harry out of here. Good work, Lucy.ʼ And the team, Harry and chopper were gone.




    She wondered what she was feeling as she watched the giant machine dwindle into the sky. Then she realised. She wanted to burst into tears. Gruffly, Jerry said, ʻBossʼs orders, Lucy. Youʼre to go to bed, stay there till tomorrow morning. Weʼll make our own dinner.ʼ




    ʻYou certainly will not! Thereʼs nothing wrong with me, I just feel …ʼ




    But Royston Rogan had spoken, and what he said was law. In fact, to her amazement she did sleep. She only woke when Jerry tapped on her door, with coffee, a steak sandwich, and some more than welcome news.




    ʻJust heard on the radio. They got Harry to the hospital in time, heʼs going to make it.ʼ




    Next morning she felt fine, woke at the usual early hour and went to start the breakfasts. Life would go on as before. But then came a summons – Lucy was to go to Seattle for a week, a helicopter would come to pick her up, and bring in a relief cook. And here she was.




    She felt a little out of place in her boots, jeans and red plaid shirt. As sheʼd been escorted across the lobby below sheʼd been surrounded by dozens of beautifully groomed secretaries. In this building, everybody power-dressed. Perhaps she should have put a dress on; there was one in the camouflage rucksack by her feet. It held all her worldly possessions – well, all those she had in America.




    The office door slammed open. ʻLucy Brett? Iʼm Royston Rogan, call me Roy. First of all, thanks for everything you did for my brother. Sit down and weʼll have some coffee.ʼ He had brought a tray in with him.




    Lucy took the outstretched hand. Royston Rogan wasnʼt at all what she had expected. He was young – she guessed not more than about twelve years older than herself. He wasnʼt a tall man – about five foot nine, a couple of inches taller than she was. But he radiated energy. He talked quickly, walking round the room as if he couldnʼt bear to keep still.




    ʻI brought you down here to thank you myself. And because I wanted to see what kind of person saved my brotherʼs life. You know you did save his life, donʼt you?ʼ




    ʻDr Ballard really did it,ʼ Lucy said cautiously. ʻI only followed her instructions.ʼ




    ʻIʼve talked to Annie, and Iʼve talked to Dr Wentworth. I know what you did, so I want less of the British sense of reserve. You did a great job, Lucy, and Iʼm going to thank you. The question is how.ʼ




    ʻI like Harry and I was pleased to help him,ʼ Lucy said. ʻAny of the men would have done what I did, it just sort of fell to me.ʼ




    ʻJust sort of fell. Thatʼs one way of putting it. Anyway, Iʼve got a proposition for you. I gather you have no medical training whatsoever?ʼ




    ʻNot a bit,ʼ she said cheerfully.




    ʻDid you enjoy working on Harry?ʼ




    ʻNot enjoy, I was terrified. And since then Iʼve thought Iʼd like to learn a bit more – I donʼt want to be stuck feeling so helpless again.ʼ




    ʻPerfect! Lucy, thereʼs a three-month intensive course for paramedics, run at the university here. Just the course that Pete Lynch went on. If you want to go on it, Iʼll pay the fees and your salary while youʼre there. Then youʼre back in the woods, but not as a cook.ʼ




    This was just what she wanted! She hadnʼt realised it until Roy had asked her – but now she knew there was nothing sheʼd rather do.




    But … ʻJust one thing,ʼ she said. ʻI tend to be a bit of a wanderer. How long would you expect me to stay with you if you paid for the course?ʼ




    ʻTwelve months minimum,ʼ he said. ʻBut I hope youʼll stay longer. Quite frankly, Lucy, youʼre the kind of person Iʼm looking for. I can see you going far in my organisation.ʼ




    She thought a moment. Then, ʻDone,ʼ she said.




    ʻGood. The course starts in ten days, you can liaise with my secretary who will find you somewhere to live and organise all the details.ʼ He paused, and she almost thought he seemed embarrassed. This couldnʼt be – sheʼd never seen a more self-confident man.




    ʻOne more thing, Lucy. And this you can certainly refuse if you wish, I donʼt blackmail my staff. Tomorrow night thereʼs a big charity bash in the city. You know, black tie, dinner, dancing, all in a good cause. Will you come as my partner?ʼ




    ʻI thought you were married,ʼ she said cautiously.




    She saw the pain flit across his face. ʻI am. My wife had a horse-riding accident, hit her head. Sheʼs alive, but in a coma, and the doctors say she will never come out of it. They call it PVS. Persistent Vegetative State.ʼ




    ʻIʼd love to come with you as your partner,ʼ Lucy said softly, ʻbut as you can see –ʼ she pointed to her jeans ʻ– I really donʼt have anything to wear.ʼ




    ʻAnother secretary problem,ʼ Roy said. ʻShe can take you out, buy you a dress on the firm. Sheʼll enjoy that.ʼ He walked over to the door, opened it and shouted, ʻMillie, have you got a minute …?ʼ




    ʻMiss Tremblett is waiting to see you,ʼ the unseen secretaryʼs voice said.




    Before Roy could say anything a woman entered the room, presumably Miss Tremblett. Lucy surveyed her with interest. Miss Tremblett had spent more on her hair than Lucy had on her entire outfit, including everything in the rucksack. The blue silk shirt, the grey silk suit, the high, high heels – they had cost a fortune. Roy promptly introduced the two, and Lucy accepted a frigidly extended kid-gloved hand.




    Miss Tremblett looked at Lucy with equal interest – not to say disdain. ʻYou must be the little girl that helped Royʼs brother,ʼ she said.




    Right, thought Lucy, Iʼll have you. ʻI did my little best,ʼ she said.




    Roy sensed trouble. ʻIʼve got things I have to discuss with Miss Tremblett,ʼ he said to Lucy. ʻWhy donʼt I hand you over to Millie and she can take you shopping? Can we meet for lunch?ʼ




    ʻIʼd like that,ʼ Lucy said. ʻSo nice meeting you, Miss Tremblett.ʼ




    The hotel room Roy had booked for Lucy was vastly different from the wood and tin cabin she inhabited in the logging camp. And though she loved the life out there, she had to admit that a bit of unadulterated luxury every now and again was most enjoyable. In the camp she showered in an outhouse. Here there was a vast circular bath, and she had luxuriated in foam up to her chin.




    She had just had a wonderful, essentially feminine day. Apparently Roy had given Millie, his secretary, quite detailed instructions. Every time Lucy had expressed doubt about the amount of money they were spending, Millie had said, ʻBut itʼs what Mr Roy ordered.ʼ Yesterday they had bought shoes, clothes; today they had visited an expensive hairdresserʼs and beauticianʼs.




    The manicurist had looked at Lucyʼs nails, and shuddered visibly. ʻWould Madam like artificial nails, perhaps?ʼ she had asked.




    ʻMadam would not,ʼ Lucy had answered cheerfully.




     But they had done a good job. As she sat in front of her mirror, Lucy could hardly recognise herself.




    Millie had started from her underwear and worked outwards. Gone were the sensible garments that were just the thing for the camp – instead she had a white lacy half-bra with matching briefs. Sheer stockings – stay-ups, not tights. High-heeled strappy shoes in a shade of blue that complemented the darker blue of her silk dress.




    Usually she wore her dark hair medium long, drawn back with a bow to hold it. The hairdresser had cut it, shaped it, blown it so it curled round her face, and accentuated her dark grey eyes. ʻYou look good, Brett,ʼ she said out loud. ʻNow letʼs go to the party.ʼ Roy was picking her up in five minutes.




    She was glad he didnʼt call for her in a stretch limousine. Her sense of humour would have got the better of her. Instead there was a large silver Mercedes, chauffeur-driven, of course.




    ʻLucy, you look stunning,ʼ he said, his eyes frankly admiring. ʻWhat happened to the tomboy I offered a job to?ʼ




    ʻStill me,ʼ she said airily. ʻI hope the food at this do is as good as I cook.ʼ




    ʻIf it isnʼt, please donʼt tell the chef,ʼ he begged her. ʻWeʼve flown him in from San Francisco.ʼ




    ʻI shall observe like a fellow professional. Will we be at the same table as Miss Tremblett?ʼ




    ʻWe will. It was all arranged weeks ago. Lucy, you are going to behave yourself, arenʼt you?




    ʻOh, yes,ʼ she said, ʻI shall conduct myself like a real lady.ʼ




    The Mercedes drew up outside a grand hotel, where there was a canopy to the front doors and a red carpet stretching across the pavement. A footman opened the car door and Roy offered her his arm.




    They walked across the glittering foyer, and waited in a short queue as the guests in front of them were announced by a loud-voiced Master of Ceremonies.




    ʻMr and Mrs James Detterling … Miss Darlene Kells and Mr Charles Noble … Mr and Mrs Leonard Trent and their daughter Maria.ʼ




    Now it was their turn. Lucy could see the great room in front of them, see the already assembled guests watching the new arrivals. Roy handed the MC the card with their names on. The MC looked up, and Roy gave him a peremptory nod.




    ʻLady Lucy Brett,ʼ bellowed the MC, ʻand Mr Royston Rogan.ʼ




    Lucy and Roy walked over to their table.




    Miss Tremblett was not best pleased. ʻWhat was that nonsense about Lady Brett?ʼ she asked angrily. ʻYouʼre not a …ʼ




    ʻI hope youʼre not going to say that Iʼm not a lady,ʼ Lucy said cheerfully, ʻbecause I most certainly am. Roy here didnʼt believe me either, so I got him to phone my father, Lord Brett.ʼ




    ʻQuite true.ʼ Roy grinned. ʻHe had to phone me back from the House of Lords.ʼ




    ʻThe title was given us in 1675, by Charles the Second,ʼ Lucy went on, ʻjust about seventy years after Virginia was first colonised.ʼ




    Roy decided this was enough. ʻThereʼs someone over here I want you to meet,ʼ he said, pulling a sweetly smiling Lucy away. ʻWeʼll be back.ʼ




    ʻDid I say something wrong?ʼ Lucy asked, mock innocently.




    ʻNow I know how you managed to pull my brother through. You donʼt back away from anything, do you? If a fight is offered, then youʼll go for it.ʼ




    ʻShe tried to patronise me,ʼ Lucy said. ʻSo I did the same back to her.ʼ




    ʻI think youʼre going to be an asset to my company,ʼ he said, ʻand Iʼd like to see more of you.ʼ




    ʻI enjoy working for your company and we can be friends. But thatʼs all, Roy. While you have a wife, thatʼs all we can ever be.ʼ




    ʻNow how did I know you were going to say that? Come on, letʼs meet a few people.ʼ




    The intensive three-month paramedic course was hard work. But Lucy was used to that. In fact she often felt frustrated – there was more that she wanted to know but there just wasnʼt time to study it. They were trained as paramedics specifically for the logging camps, so whole areas of expertise were left out.




    There was no dealing with children, no dealing with problems of childbirth. But she learned.




    Four or five times Roy took her out to dinner. She liked his company but she made sure he stuck to the rules she had set. ʻNo oneʼs going to snigger about us, Roy, I wonʼt have it.ʼ After the first couple of meetings, he realised she meant what she said, and took her out just for the pleasure of being with her.




    Then the course was over, and she was sent out to a logging camp. Lucy was pleased that he didnʼt try to find her an easy job; the camp was perched on a mountainside in some of the most desolate country imaginable. She enjoyed the work, the challenge.




    After she had climbed a rock face to splint the leg of a logger who had fallen, the men accepted her. She was happy.




     Whenever she had a break from her duties she came back to Seattle, and Roy always took her out.




    ʻWhatʼs your story, Lucy?ʼ he asked once. ʻHow come that you, a lady in your own right, and a very bright girl too, ends up bumming round America?ʼ




    By now Roy was a trusted friend. She gave him an honest answer. ʻIʼm looking for something,ʼ she told him.




    ʻAnd you donʼt know what it is?ʼ




    ʻExactly right.ʼ Then one day she found what she was looking for.




    There were still a few native Americans to be found in the forests. Mostly they didnʼt lead the noble life of the Red Indian of myth, but lived in drunken squalor. And one evening a woman came into the camp and asked if anyone could help her baby. She was very sick.




    Lucy took some food and a box with what medical supplies she thought might be of use. But she had no idea how to diagnose, how to treat a three-year-old child. She did what she could to make the child comfortable, and went back to camp to send an urgent radio message to the nearest doctor. Next day she learned the child had died.




    ʻIn a month I will have finished the year I promised you,ʼ she told Roy at their next meeting. ʻIʼve enjoyed the work, and I thank you for training me. But now I know what I want to do with my life. Iʼm going back to England to train to be a doctor.ʼ




    ʻWhy go back to England? We have good hospitals here. If you want I will sponsor you, I know Iʼll get my moneyʼs worth out of you.ʼ




    She shook her head. ʻItʼs time I went home, Roy. Now that I know what I want, itʼs time to rejoin my family.ʼ




    By now he knew better than to try to persuade her to change her mind. ʻIʼll miss you, Lucy. You will keep in touch?ʼ




    ʻIʼll keep in touch,ʼ she promised.


  

OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
Y
DEDICATED
LADY






