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    Nurse Jane Hall is a wanderer. She is happy in her life in the Californian mountains until her brother-in-law Dr Cal Mitchell arrives with terrible news. Jane's sister and brother in law have both been killed in a car crash. They have left a three-year-old daughter, Helen.




    Cal wants to adopt Helen and needs Jane's permission. But Jane decides that she needs to be close to her now orphaned niece. She will come back to England with Cal and they can both try to make Helen happy. Cal isn't too happy with this but has to give way.




    Sharing the care for Helen works quite well. Cal and Jane grow closer to each other. But Cal has bitter memories of his own marriage. Is he ready to take a chance and ask Jane to marry him?


  




  

    Chapter One




    ‘When the groom proposes the toast to the bridesmaids, he has to say they are beautiful. Then the best man replies on their behalf, and he’s supposed to agree. Well, I’m the chief bridesmaid, and when you agree that I’m beautiful, I want you to say it with a smile on your face. As if you mean it. For a best man, you’re looking very gloomy.’




    Jane Hall, now his sister-in-law, had looked at Cal Mitchell with some irritation – he could recall her expression perfectly. And Cal had thought he’d been doing well. He’d stood by his brother, produced the ring, taken Jane’s arm as they’d followed the newly married couple down the aisle. What more could she have wanted?




    True, so far things had been formal and easy. But then the ceremony had been over and it had been time for the reception. There had been the dinner, the speeches and afterwards a dance in the hotel ballroom. He hadn’t been looking forward to it. His speech had been written, he would give it, but as soon as he could afterwards he had intended to quietly disappear.




    ‘Well?’ Jane asked.




    He looked at her, and at her two tiny companions. ‘You are beautiful,’ he said. ‘All three of you are beautiful.’




    Jane picked up the four-year-old smallest bridesmaid and kissed her on the cheek. ‘He’s a flatterer,’ she said. ‘I don’t think we’re going to believe him, are we?’




    ‘I’ve been called many things in my life, but never a flatterer. Believe me, I mean it.’ And he did mean it.




    Jane’s older sister Marie had just married his younger brother Peter. Traditionally bridesmaids weren’t supposed to outshine the bride. No one seemed to have told Jane this. Certainly Marie had been radiant and beautiful and her happiness so obvious that it seemed to move everyone she spoke to. Except himself, of course. But he knew his brother was a very lucky man.




    Jane was something else. Her long pink dress made her seem even taller than she was. She had a slim, athlete’s body; but with generous feminine curves. And her heart-shaped face was framed in an exuberant mass of blonde curls. He guessed it was the result of a long visit to the hairdresser, but it made her look wonderful.




    ‘So you promise to smile and be happy like the rest of us?’




    ‘Well, I certainly promise to smile.’ And he did. Being happy, though, was something else.




    That had been four years ago in Keldale, in the Lake District. Thousands of miles from where he was walking now, high in California’s Sierra Nevada.




    Stopping for a moment, he leaned his rucksack on a boulder and wiped the sweat from his forehead. He had started early, while it had still been dark. His route covered nine miles, with 4,000 feet of ascent, and he wanted to arrive before the full heat of noon.




    This land was awe-inspiring. His trail had led up a valley, passing giant redwood trees. Now he was in open country, and high above him he could see the plateau, where he knew the High Sierra campsite was situated. Around him there were distant blue-grey peaks, one of which was the snow-topped Mount Whitney, the highest mountain on the mainland of America.




     He should have been enjoying himself. The scenery was spectacular and the air like champagne. But this wasn’t to be a happy trip.




    He started to walk on again, a remorseless fast pace that taxed him, bringing pain to his body so that his mind might have some peace. Often it had worked before, perhaps it would work now.




    Surprisingly, he found himself remembering the wedding again, that first – and only – meeting with Jane. There was some comfort in the memories – he had felt a little unexpected happiness.




    The reception had been held in a country hotel not far from Keldale, the village where they’d all lived. It had been hot – hot like it was now – and the ballroom had opened out onto the gardens so the guests could walk in the open air. For a wedding it had been an ideal day and setting.




    He hadn’t wanted to be best man. The ruins of his own marriage had been too close, his feelings too bitter. But no way could he have denied his brother’s request. So he had performed his duties perfectly, smiled when he’d made his best man’s speech, replied to the bridesmaids’ toast and agreed they were beautiful. He’d coped, he always did.




    But no way had he been going to stay for long after the dancing had started. This hadn’t been for him. He’d watched as the newly married couple had taken to the floor and had bitterly remembered how he had done the same two years previously. He’d hoped they would do better than he had done.




    Other couples had started moving onto the floor. All had been going well, his duties over. He could slip away, he’d decided. Then there had been a tap on his shoulder. He had turned and there had been Jane. Even though he’d thought a woman would never interest him again, his heart had lurched a little. Her face had been alive and she’d been ravishing!




    ‘Not only have you to agree that I’m beautiful, but the best man has to dance with the chief bridesmaid.’




    ‘I didn’t know that! It’s not in the little book I bought about the best man’s duties.’




    ‘It’s a well-known tradition that I’ve just made up. Now, are we going to dance?’




    So he danced with her and, much to his amazement, found that he was enjoying himself.




    ‘I saw you were looking grim,’ she said, ‘and you’re not to be grim at my sister’s and your brother’s wedding. I know you’re recently divorced. I’m sorry you made a mistake but this marriage will be different.’




    He laughed. ‘You don’t care what you say, do you?’




    ‘Not if I think I am right.’ She looked up thoughtfully. ‘You’re not mad at me, are you?’




    ‘Well, I could be but I’m not.’




    And after that he stayed. It seemed to him to be ill-mannered just to disappear. They found a table together and he fetched them a bottle of champagne.




    She told him she was a nurse, at present working in an orphanage in Peru, which was why they hadn’t met before. She’d just flown home for the wedding. And she still appeared to know everyone. He had lived nearby until he was eighteen but had hardly returned in the past twelve years, losing touch with everyone except his brother.




    And after a quick conversation they danced again. She was a good dancer, and what she lacked in skill she made up in vitality. Against all expectation he was enjoying himself!




    Other people came to their table to chat and many of them asked her to dance. She was obviously popular. But she kept on returning to their table. She seemed to like his company. Or perhaps this was what the chief bridesmaid was supposed to do. Whatever, he wasn’t about to object.




    Night fell, but it was still very warm. After a particularly energetic dance he invited her to walk out in the garden, where it would be cooler. They slipped out of one of the French windows down the side of the ballroom and walked across the lawn.




    There was a rose garden beyond the lawn, heavy with scent. It seemed natural to hold her hand as they sauntered towards a stone bench. No one else was around. He put his arm round her shoulders when they sat on the bench, and she leaned against him.




    ‘This is so lovely,’ she said.




    He didn’t like to ask whether it was the coolness of the evening air, the wedding or being with him that was lovely. He just said, ‘Yes, it is lovely.’ Then they both were silent.




    In the distance they could hear the sounds of the band, the chatter of the guests. There was the flicker of dancers through the French windows, but they seemed self-contained in their little arbour. He realised he was happier than he had been in months.




    He kissed her. Just a friendly kiss really. It was a pleasant evening and they had both had a couple of glasses of champagne. It was just the kiss of a brother-in-law for a sister-in-law. Happily, she kissed him back. So then he kissed her again. It was different this time. Suddenly he found it was the kiss of a lover, passionate and demanding. He felt her hesitation and then her acceptance of him. Time was suddenly blotted out, there were only the two of them there. Their kiss might have lasted a minute .or an hour.




    Then their lips parted. It was time to think, to consider. He had never expected this! His iron resolve was weakening, she was so gorgeous!




    Her voice was curious. ‘Are weddings catching?’ she asked. ‘Well, not weddings but … you know. I don’t usually kiss men so soon after I’ve met them. Not like this anyway.’




    ‘To tell the truth, I’m as … surprised about this as you are.’




    ‘And you’ve only just got divorced.’




    ‘No, I’m not divorced. Not really.’ It was only a small point. His marriage was truly over. They had started the legal proceedings and the results would follow later.




    ‘What? You’re still married?’




    He hadn’t realised a voice could change so much and so quickly.




    ‘Technically I suppose I am still married. But we’ve parted. There’s no hurry now. I’ve got better things to do than fall in line with my wife’s little whims.’




    ‘And I’ve got … not better, but other, things to do than be found kissing a married man. I’ve enjoyed our walk in the garden, Dr Mitchell, but I’m cooler now. Shall we go back in?’




    Yes, she was cooler now. She didn’t hold his hand on the way back, and when they reached the ballroom she excused herself and headed straight for the ladies’ cloakroom. When he saw her next she was dancing with one of her innumerable friends, smiling as she had smiled up at him. What had he been playing at?




    He went to see his brother and new sister-in-law, muttered further congratulations and said he was feeling tired, he would go now. Then, quietly, he left. .He should have known better than to be tempted – even a little.




    Since that day his hardness had increased. Although there had been a few half-hearted affairs, he had never looked seriously at another woman. And he had never seen Jane again.




    She was a wanderer. She took job after job throughout the world. He learned a little of her through her letters to her sister and he was always interested. But somehow they never met on the infrequent occasions when she was home.




    Now he was closer to the camp he could see the trail of smoke from the cookhouse – they’d be just having breakfast. Perhaps it would take him thirty minutes to get there; he wasn’t looking forward to arriving. The half-pleasant memories he had of Jane were an evil contrast with what he had to say soon. Perhaps he would stop for another rest. Give Jane Hall another ten minutes’ happiness.




    Jane was happy. She sat on a wooden bench overlooking, the great slope that ran down to the river valley far below and then up again to the snow-capped peaks. Travelling, wandering, staying at places like this, this was what she lived for.




    It was five years since she had passed her nursing exams, become a state registered nurse, and in that time she had worked in seven different countries. But this job was the best so far, nurse and general instructor at an outdoor camp. She got on well with the other instructors and the clients who needed guidance in having a safe outdoor life. The pay wasn’t much – but who cared? She had little to spend it on.




    ‘Brought you another coffee.’




    She looked up to see Brad Fields smiling down at her, two mugs of coffee in his hands. She liked Brad. He was a typical cowboy, from the high boots to the large Stetson that he wore even when eating his breakfast. But he was also a great climber – it was what he lived for. At present he was manager of the camp, but she knew that, like her, in time he would be on his way.




    There were only four staff in the camp at the moment. In two days’ time there would be another gang of greenhorns coming up for a fortnight’s exposure to the true wilderness. And they would get sunburned, have digestive troubles, cut, scratch and graze themselves, sprain ankles and wrists, perhaps even break the odd bone. A nurse was always needed. But now it was quiet.




    ‘Going down to the big city to pick up a few stores tomorrow,’ Brad said. ‘Want to come along? We could stay in a motel, perhaps take in a movie or something.’




    Brad was a friend, but she knew he wanted things to go further between them. There had been hints, suggestions – but all very casual. Brad needed to be casual, it was his style. She would also be casual. She was fine with the way things were between them. She liked to travel light emotionally as well as physically.




    ‘Don’t think so,’ she said laconically. ‘Thanks for the offer, but you go. I’ll stay here and mind the shop.’




    He accepted her rejection as nonchalantly as he did everything. ‘My hard luck,’ he drawled. ‘But I guess I’ll keep on asking.’




    ‘And I’ll keep on saying no.’ She grinned, sipping her coffee. Life here was good.




    Carelessly, she scanned the valley below then frowned. ‘We’re going to have a visitor,’ she said. Far below them they could see a dot, moving slowly up the trail.




    ‘We’re not expecting anyone,’ Brad said. ‘Wonder who it could be?’




    The camp was remote and they got very few casual visitors. Both stared down at the tiny figure below. ‘I don’t like surprises,’ he went on. ‘I like things to go just the way I want them to. Guess I’ll fetch my glasses.’ He stood.




    A minute later he returned, a powerful pair of binoculars in his hand. He put then to his eyes and focussed. ‘Single man,’ he muttered. ‘He’s moving well, he must be fit. Carrying a small pack. If he’s coming here he doesn’t expect to stay for long. I don’t recognise him.’




    ‘Let’s have a look,’ said Jane, and took the glasses from him.




    The man below had walked into the shadow of a rock, but now he moved out into the sunshine again and she could see him quite clearly. It was the walk she remembered first of all. Long-paced, easy, as if the man could have walked for ever. But the casual-looking movement was deceptive. When he wanted to, this man could move fast.




    The last time she had seen him he had been wearing a grey morning suit, a white shirt and a cravat. He had looked well in the outfit. But now he looked even better, in cord climbing breeches and thin shirt. She could see the ends of the slightly long dark hair escaping from under his cap. She remembered that generous mouth, too often held tight, and the incredible blue eyes.




    She remembered him well, and over the years she had often thought about him. He had affected her more than she’d wanted to acknowledge, which was ridiculous. He was just an acquaintance to her. ‘I know him,’ she said. ‘His name is Cal Mitchell.’




    ‘Friend of yours?’ Brad’s voice was as casual as ever.




     ‘Yes … well, no … he’s my brother-in-law. Double brother-in-law really. His brother married my sister.’




    ‘Sounds complicated. You expecting him?’




    ‘No, not at all. I wonder what he’s doing here.’




    ‘We’ll both soon find out. You don’t seem to know if he’s a friend or not?’




    Jane thought. ‘I’ve only met him once, but I think I liked him then. At my sister’s wedding.’ She considered. ‘I was younger then, I think I was a bit of a prig. He was going through a messy separation and we were getting on fine until he told me he wasn’t exactly divorced yet. So 1 told him I wanted nothing to do with a man who was still married. And ten minutes later he was gone.’




    ‘Sounds like a touchy type,’ Brad said.




    ‘No, I was the touchy type. It was just that I’d had … dealings with a man who hadn’t told me he was married. Anyway, I’ve had letters from my sister since then, and she likes him a lot. I think I misjudged him.’ Jane paused a minute and when she spoke again there was just a touch of unease in her voice. ‘I wonder what he’s doing here.’




    Cal reached the camp half an hour later. For the last quarter of an hour he had known he was being watched, and for the last ten minutes he had been able to make out Jane. She had waved to him enthusiastically; he had managed to wave back. A little.




    He knew his pace was slowing and forced himself to walk faster. Then, all too soon, he was stepping onto the little plateau, seeing the neat ranges of tents, the cookhouse, the benches and tables outside and Jane rushing to meet him.




    ‘Cal! It is Cal, isn’t it? It’s good to see you. Why didn’t you let me know that you were …?’




    Then she got near enough to see his face closely, to read what he knew must be there. ‘Cal? Cal …?’ Her voice rose to a scream. ‘What is it, Cal? Why are you here?’




    He took her arm, knowing there was nothing he could say that would help. But he had to say it. ‘Is there somewhere where we can sit down? Be alone?’




    A bit of his mind told him that he had travelled so many miles to put himself through this agony, and he hadn’t needed to. A letter would have reached her in time. There was no phone up here, and the radio was a bit uncertain … no, he had needed to come.




    She had led him to a tent, obviously hers. He could see her few possessions, the rucksack at the head of the bed. On a bedside table there were photographs, including one of herself in her bridesmaid’s dress, smiling with her sister and his brother. Suddenly there was something sticking in his throat.




    There was no easy way of saying this. He shut his eyes. He had rehearsed this speech a dozen times coming up the mountain but there was still no way of saying it.




    But finally… ‘Marie and Peter – your sister and my brother – were both killed in a car crash ten days ago.’




    Cal was sitting white-faced outside the tent when Brad found him. There were sounds of frenzied sobbing from inside the tent. Brad moved to enter but Cal stopped him. ‘Not now. She needs some time to herself.’




    Brad studied him a moment. ‘You don’t look so good yourself. Come on over to the cookhouse and I’ll fix you some breakfast.’




    Cal hadn’t realised he was hungry. But the vast fry-up, served on one of the wooden benches outside the cookhouse, was very welcome and he had to admit that he felt better – just a little – after he had eaten. Brad had remained silent during the meal, quietly stacking dishes. When he saw Cal had finished, he came to sit opposite him. He said, ‘Jane and me are good pals. Good pals is all, though I’d like it to be more. If you want to tell me, perhaps I can help in some way.’




    Cal looked up. He had quite taken to this tall man, who seemed to have a genuine regard for Jane. ‘You know she’s my sister-in-law?’




    ‘Yes. She told me that.’




    ‘In fact, we’ve only ever met once, at the wedding. We seemed to get on at first, we liked each other, but then we had a row. A silly thing. It was my fault. Anyway, Jane was desperately fond of both her sister and my brother. And ten days ago they were both killed in a car crash.’




    ‘Poor kid. I figured it was something like that – but not that bad. She’s talked about her family a lot.’




    The two men were silent for a while. Then Cal went on, ‘I tried to get in touch with her so she could come to the funeral. But it just wasn’t possible.’




    ‘We’re a bit isolated up here,’ Brad agreed.




    ‘And after the funeral I just couldn’t bear to think of her getting the news from a letter. So I took a few days off work and came to find her myself. Now I’m the only relation she has left – almost.’




    ‘Almost?’ Brad asked, puzzled.




    The two men jerked round as an unsteady voice spoke from behind them. ‘There’s a little girl left. Helen Jane Mitchell. My niece, named after me. She’s three and she’s an orphan.’




    The two stood as Jane came to the bench. Cal looked at her white face and the red-rimmed eyes and his heart went out to her bravery. She tried to control her voice but it was unsteady. She sat and said to Cal, ‘I want to know all about it. I want every last detail.’




    Brad said, ‘You two sit here and I’ll fetch you more coffee.’




    ‘Typical cowboy. Thinks every problem will be solved by coffee,’ Jane said with a desperate attempt at humour.




    Brad rested his hand on her shoulder a moment. ‘It always helps me,’ he said. ‘Now, I’ll leave you two alone, you have plenty to talk about.’ He frowned. ‘Just one thing – Jane, if you want to leave, I’ll be sorry but that’s fine. I can pick up someone to take your place tomorrow.’




    She nodded. ‘Thanks Brad. That’s good of you.’ And then he was gone.




    Cal didn’t know what to say. He looked at the distraught girl in front of him, and thought that even though she was so distressed she was still lovely. The hair he remembered as a cascade of golden curls was now tied back, the pink bridesmaid’s outfit replaced by jeans and a red tartan shirt. But she was still lovely. Still – these thoughts were out of place.




    ‘Tell me now,’ she said. ‘Not everything, just what I need to know.’




    So he told her, and watched the tears flow again. Brad drifted up silently, left a pot of coffee and two mugs and went away without speaking. Cal wondered if he should say how sorry he was – but decided she knew that anyway.




    ‘It was good of you to come to tell me in person,’ she said after a while. ‘I just couldn’t have coped if I’d received a letter.’




    He nodded. ‘It was something I wanted to do. You were out here, with no relations, and I didn’t know about friends … and there’s also something we have to discuss. I really need to talk to you about Helen. She’s no one left in the world now and, of course, she’s living with me. I want to adopt her.’




    Jane looked at him then, and he could see an alert mind working through the tears. ‘Helen has got someone else left in the world,’ she said. ‘She’s got me.’




    ‘Well, of course. I would expect you to …’




    She interrupted him. ‘I suggest you go to my tent and try to get some sleep for a couple of hours. Then, if you’re up to the reverse walk, we’ll leave this place this afternoon. I’m coming back to England with you.’




    He looked at her. He hadn’t expected this. ‘But haven’t you…?’




    ‘I can pack in half an hour, I always travel light. Are you fit enough for the walk back?’




    This irritated him a little. ‘Yes, I’m fit enough.’




    ‘Well, go and sleep for a while.’




    ‘I’ll rest,’ he said, ‘but there’s no way I’ll sleep. Can I do anything else for you?’




    ‘Who can do anything for me now?’ He could hear an infinity of desolation in her voice.




    Jane walked to the far edge of the camp, to a little outcrop where she could weep again if she wished. She knew Brad would only come to speak if she asked him, and she needed to cope with her grief alone.




    The initial shock was now wearing off and this made the news even harder to bear. Suddenly there was a great emptiness in her life. Things she had been certain of, had never questioned, had disappeared. She thought of the few times she had visited her family, had sat with her niece on her lap, having a chat with her sister. She could have seen them so much more! Instead, she had roamed the world, gone her own way. Now she was finding that her own way wasn’t enough, and she felt lonelier than she had ever felt in her life.




    It was good of Cal to come in person to tell her. She wondered how he was coping. He appeared to be in control of his feelings. But, then, Marie had written saying that Cal always coped. He seldom went out with other women, was still bitter about his divorce. ‘Like you,’ Marie had written, ‘he seems to be completely self-contained.’ Self-contained! If Marie could see her now! But, then, Marie was … Jane was racked with sobs again.




    She stared around her, tried to draw some comfort from the wilderness, the view of distant plains, forests, peaks. Usually, whatever the problem, this calmed her. But not today.




    What was she to do? She had to go back, of course. She had to say her own goodbyes. But then?




    ‘Jane? Jane? Are you there, Jane?’




    It was Brad calling her, but not in the caring, thoughtful tones he had used before. This time his voice was more brusque. This was business. She rubbed her face, stood and turned to him. ‘Trouble, Brad?’




    ‘Trouble,’ he confirmed. ‘Couple of walkers have just staggered into camp. They’re walking the ridge, been doing it for three days. One of them, the girl, had a fall about an hour ago, split her head open on a rock. They dumped their kit and the man just managed to drag her here. There’s blood everywhere, Jane, I’ve never seen so much blood. I dunno whether to call in a chopper or not.’




    Jane had her troubles but this was work. ‘Let’s take a look,’ she said.




    The girl was on one of the benches by the cookhouse, slumped against the shoulder of the man. He had his arm round her, and Jane could see his anxious face. The girl clutched a scarf to her bleeding head and, as Brad had said, there was blood everywhere.




    ‘It’s all right,’ Jane said gently. ‘You’re with friends now and we’ll soon see you’re all right. I’m Jane. What’s your name?’




    ‘She’s Angie,’ the young man said quickly. ‘She’s Angie and I’m Derrick. Can you stop the bleeding? She can’t go on like this.’




    ‘Just let me have a look. I won’t hurt you,’ Jane said, and gently pried the fingers away from the cut. It was deep and long, stretching from the top of the skull down across the forehead to the top of the right eye. But the bleeding appeared to be slowing now. To carry on walking had not been the right thing to do. Ideally, Angie should have rested until help came. But up here in the wilderness, help was hard to come by.




    ‘Take her into the cookhouse and get her to lie on one of the benches,’ Jane said. ‘I’ll get out the medical supplies. Brad, you go and wake Cal Mitchell.’




    ‘Cal? What can he…?’




    ‘He’s a doctor,’ Jane said, and derived a little satisfaction from Brad’s expression of surprise.




    Before fetching the medical kit Jane washed her hands and splashed cold water on her face. Then she dragged the two great boxes into the cookhouse, just as Brad arrived back with Cal.




    She saw Cal’s eyes flick to her, register that she could work. No longer were they a bereaved brother and sister. Now they were doctor and nurse.




    ‘Angie’s had a fall,’ she explained. ‘She’s had to walk for the past hour. Now, this is our medical kit – it’s quite a good one.’ She opened the two boxes and showed him the list of contents fastened to the inside of the lid. She had been in mountain schools previously where the idea of a medical kit was a bottle of aspirins and a roll of sticking plaster. This kit was different, and had been compiled with efficiency. There were supplies to cover the most extreme of emergencies.




    Cal glanced at the contents and then said, ‘I think we’ll start by cleaning Angie up a bit. Could you get a bowl of warm water, Jane?’




    They got to work. Jane washed Angie’s face and then cut away a little of her hair as Cal made a quick inspection of the rest of her body, checked Angie’s eyes for signs of concussion. It was too easy to overlook a minor but still life-threatening injury. Then they rigged up an intravenous drip as Angie had lost too much fluid. When they could see the full extent of the injury, Cal started the difficult task of anaesthetising the area round the cut. This wasn’t going to be easy.




    Jane had done some suturing herself, in one or two cases having been the only person available. She had also watched while surgeons tacked together horrific wounds. So she knew how hard this could be. And Cal was good! Patient, expert, he was a pleasure to watch.




    Eventually he was finished. He gave Angie a sedative and she was found a bed to sleep in. ‘All this way to practise medicine,’ he said with a grin.




    ‘I’m sure glad you were here,’ Brad said when they had finished and were having yet one more mug of coffee. ‘I know nothing about surgery but that stitching you did looked a really good job. Could you have done as well, Jane?’




    ‘I could have done some sort of job,’ she said, ‘and I would have tried, ’cos that wound needed closing. But I’m not as good as Cal.’




    ‘I’ve done a lot of suturing,’ Cal said simply. ‘In my practice there seem to be a lot of people who cut themselves. Farmers more than mountaineers, probably.’




    ‘Well, I thank you,’ Brad said. ‘Cal, I’ll give you the address of our head office. If you send in a bill, I’ll see it gets paid.’




    Cal shook his head. ‘Have this one free. I won’t send a bill.’




    Brad looked at him, perplexed. ‘You did the job, you’re entitled to be paid. Insurance will cover it.’




    Cal shrugged. ‘I’m well enough paid at home. And I don’t practise medicine because of the money. I do it because I like it.’




    ‘Whatever you say,’ Brad said.
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