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    She had dreams…and he had secrets…




    Nurse Zanne Ripley was devastated to discover that her application to go to medical school had been unsuccessful- and all because of Dr Neil Calder. He’d taken an instant dislike to her at her interview, and now she had to work side by side with him at the Mountain Activities centre in the Lake District! But his charm soon broke down Zanne’s defences, and she knew she was falling in love. But Neil had a secret and devastating plan which could all but destroy Zanne…




    

      


    


  




  

    Chapter One




    For Zanne the day had started with a shock.




    When she’d come down that morning her mother had, as usual, made breakfast for her. Zanne had long ago given up arguing; her mother said that she was perfectly able to cook in her own kitchen now that it had been specially adapted for wheelchair use. Besides, it kept her active and Elizabeth Ripley hated not to be busy.




    But that wasn’t the shock. ‘You’re doing what?’ Zanne asked incredulously.




    Elizabeth smiled. ‘I’m going to Canada for six months. Joe’s brother’s family have invited him over to stay, and he’s said he’ll go if he can bring me.’




    ‘But how will you …? Just the two of you … I mean you’re not …’




    Elizabeth’s bright blue eyes sparkled. ‘It’s mothers who are supposed to say that to daughters, not the other way round,’ she said mischievously. ‘It’ll all be perfectly proper; we’re going to get married. How d’you fancy being a bridesmaid?’  




    ‘Oh, Mum!’ With tears in her eyes, Zanne leaned over the steel arm of the wheelchair and hugged her mother’s erect figure. ‘I think it’s wonderful!’




    Her mother had met Joe Oldham two years ago when he’d come to the wheelchair dancing club that she had set up. Like Elizabeth, Joe had found himself confined to a wheelchair after a fall. Again, like her, he had determined not to let it ruin his life. He’d kept his garage business going and had a car specially adapted so that he could still drive.




    Zanne had noticed that the two had been seeing quite a lot of each other, visiting theatres, concerts, and restaurants, but she hadn’t realised that things had gone this far.




     ‘I think Joe’s a marvellous man.’




    Elizabeth nodded. ‘Someday I hope you do as well, my dear. Marry a man like Joe, I mean. When your father died, and you were so small, I doubted that I’d ever look at another man. But I have and I’m happy. Now –’ Elizabeth pointed at the plate ‘– eat your breakfast or you’ll be late for work!’




     ‘I hope Joe knows what a slave-driver he’s marrying!’ Zanne grinned and picked up her knife and fork.




    An hour later her delight was still with her, but tucked away in the back of her mind. Time to start work on Ward 17 – Male Orthopaedics. As ever, there was that feeling of exhilaration and anticipation. What would the day bring?




     The first thing she saw as she hurried down the corridor was Mickey Dent, a seventeen-year-old clad in jeans and a lurid T-shirt. Mickey was making slow but definite progress on his crutches.




    ‘How about this, Zanne?’ he shouted as she drew near. ‘Another twenty feet travelled today.’




     ‘You’re doing well, Mickey,’ she replied, ‘but don’t push too hard. Stick to what the doctor says you are to do and you’ll be out quicker.’




    ‘That’s me. I’m bored stiff here; I want to get back to work. Don’t forget, you promised to come out with me on my bike when I can walk.’




    ‘I did no such thing!’ she protested, smiling. Mickey and his motorbike had hit a kerb at seventy miles an hour. The bike was, unfortunately, undamaged. Mickey had been knocked unconscious, had suffered abrasions to his upper torso and had sustained comminuted fractures to both tibia and fibula. It had taken a long, patient session in Theatre before Mickey’s bones had been put together adequately.




    ‘I’ll come for a ride with you if you buy a car,’ she offered.




    ‘Ah, Zanne, you sound just like my ma.’




    Zanne grinned. One of the good things about working on an orthopaedic ward was that she often saw impressive results. She remembered seeing the X-rays of Mickey’s leg and thinking that no surgeon could ever put it together. But one had.




    Mickey, surprisingly, had been a model patient, suffering obvious pain with fortitude and never trying to take his misery out on the staff. She wished that all patients could be like him. She also wished that he would sell his bike.




    ‘Morning, Zanne,’ her friend, Sister Mary Kelly, said. ‘We’re one short again. Student nurse off with flu.’




    Zanne grimaced. There was never enough cover. If a nurse was off then the rest of the staff would have to work harder. ‘We’ll cope,’ she said. ‘Tell  –’ she broke off as the buzzer sounded. They both looked at the board.




    Beside every bed there was an emergency buzzer, which signalled in the sister’s office. Most patients used it with consideration, knowing that the staff was hard pressed. Some did not.




           ‘Edgar Grant,’ Mary said. ‘We both know there’s nothing wrong with him.’




    ‘I’ll go,’ said Zanne. ‘Let’s see what Edgar is bored with now.’ Edgar Grant had tripped, coming out of a pub, late one night. He was half-drunk. He had fallen, stiff- armed, and had suffered a fracture of the left humerus. After reduction, the surgeon had put the arm in traction.




    Edgar wasn’t in any pain but the traction was inconvenient and Edgar didn’t like being inconvenienced.




    ‘Nurse, this sling is causing me no end of pain. Can’t you do anything with it?’ In fact, there was nothing that Zanne could do because she knew that he had no pain. However, she rearranged her patient so that he would suffer minimum irritation, tidied his bed and smoothed his pillow.




    ‘If you can just lie like this, Mr Grant, you should find things get easier.’




    ‘I hope so. My solicitor’s coming to see me this afternoon, Nurse. We’re going to sue, you know.’ Mr Grant smiled self-importantly. ‘People don’t fool with me.’




    ‘I’m sure they don’t, Mr Grant.’ Zanne fled.




    ‘Sometimes I think I’d like to transfer to gynae,’ Zanne grumbled to Mary as they reviewed the day’s work. ‘The mums have something to occupy their minds – new babies. The trouble with this ward is that everyone gets bored.’




    ‘That’s Orthopaedics,’ Mary agreed philosophically. ‘What we need is more ill people.’




    It was a problem on their ward. Many of their patients weren’t actually ill – they’d just broken bones and so had to lie still. And some, especially the younger ones, didn’t have the inner resources to cope, so they took it out on the staff. Zanne and Mary had learned to deal with this. Their little grumble wasn’t serious – it was just a way of dealing with the pressure.




    After breakfast there was the drug round. Mostly the patients needed painkillers – though some needed treatment for conditions other than broken bones. This was a good chance for Zanne to have a friendly word with everybody. She noticed as she passed Mr Grant that he was no longer lying in the position she had suggested.




    Then there were dressings and inspection for bedsores. Because patients had to lie still so long bedsores were a particular danger in this ward. Zanne rubbed a couple of suspect areas with lanolin cream, ordered pads for a pensioner’s spine and elbow and put a granuflex patch on a sore coccyx. They had just one patient on an airflow bed and she gently checked his condition. He was comfortable.




    ‘Staff, could you help me with Mr Aston, please?’ An occupational therapist appeared behind Zanne. ‘He seems a bit reluctant.’




     Mr Aston was another pensioner who had just had a hip replacement. This was to be his first attempt at putting weight on his new joint. Zanne appreciated his concern – it didn’t seem long since he had been in Theatre.




    Carefully the two manoeuvred him so that he was sitting on the edge of the bed. Then they eased him upright. He was obviously nervous, but Zanne encouraged him. ‘We don’t want you going for a run, Mr Aston – at least not yet. Now, we’re just going to let go of you – don’t worry, we’re right here. OK? How does that feel?’  




    A great smile spread over the old man’s face. ‘It doesn’t feel too bad nurse – not too bad at all.’




    ‘We’ll have you in a marathon yet. But, now, just a couple of steps and then back into bed.’




    Occasions like seeing Mr Aston smile made Zanne’s job worthwhile.




    In the middle of the morning there was a new admission, one that Zanne had been dreading. Jimmy Prenton, aged sixteen, came in with his mother. He had osteosarcoma of the lower end of the femur. Bone cancer. Zanne knew that the limb would have to be amputated and then there would be a programme of cytotoxic drugs to inhibit any possible spreading of the cancer. Even so, the prognosis wasn’t good.




    She completed the necessary admissions procedure, noting Jimmy’s valiant attempt to keep cheerful. Then she took his mother to the sister’s office for a talk.




    They would be seeing a lot of each other.




    It had been a hard morning but satisfying – typical, in fact. At lunchtime she decided not to go to the canteen. She would have a coffee and a biscuit in the sister’s office. She slipped off her shoes and rested her feet on Mary’s chair.




    There was a knock on the door; her heart sank. If you were in the office you were on duty. It was her own fault; she should have gone to the canteen. Then the door opened and a blond head and handsome face appeared. Zanne’s heart lurched a little. It was Charles – never Charlie – Hurst. He was, she supposed, her boyfriend. Charles was a stickler for proprieties on the ward and right now his unsmiling face indicated that he was being a doctor, not a lover.




    ‘Ah, Staff. Having a coffee, I see.’ It was curt and unnecessary; he knew that this was her lunch-break.




    But she’d learned to live with his little ways.




    However, she was careful not to rise or put her feet down. ‘Can I help you, Dr Hurst?’




    ‘We’ve come to see Lewis Ellis. Could you get his case notes?’




     Just for a moment she was tempted to say ‘when I’ve finished my coffee’ but she didn’t. She found the notes and stepped into the corridor.




    Lewis Ellis was a young man of eighteen, a fanatical keep-fit enthusiast. He was a runner and a weight-trainer. He’d been running when a car, driven by two joy-riders, had smashed into him. His leg had been broken and was now in traction.




    There was another man in the corridor, also in a white coat. Zanne looked at him and then turned and looked at Charles until he was forced to mutter, ‘This is Dr Calder, Staff. He’s interested in Ellis’s case.’




    Since this appeared to be the only introduction that Zanne was likely to get she extended her hand and said, ‘Staff Nurse Ripley. Pleased to meet you, Dr Calder.’




    He had a firm, but not brutal, grip. A tiny quirk at the side of his mouth indicated that he had noted the byplay between her and Charles.




    For a moment Zanne stood and looked at the two men in front of her. Charles was fairly tall; Calder was taller. Charles’s blond hair was burnished and carefully cut; Calder had short, dark hair and a widow’s peak. Charles was fantastically good-looking  – had he been a woman he would have been called beautiful. Calder’s face was striking, rather than handsome. He had high cheek-bones, heavy brows and a muscular jaw. His lips were tight, and only his grey eyes hinted at humour or softness.




    Perhaps it was the set of his shoulders or the directness of his unsmiling gaze, but there was an aura of hardness about him. This man would get what he wanted.            Certainly he appeared to dominate Charles.




    With a jerk she realised that he’d just spoken to her.




    His voice was what she might have guessed – deep and controlled. And musical. ‘I’m sorry to interrupt your lunch-break, Staff, and I know you’re busy. But if it would be possible to look through the notes and then have a word with this young man, I’d be very grateful.’




     ‘There’s no need for you to come down, Staff,’ Charles put in.




    That’s me put in my place, she thought.




    But Dr Calder said, ‘I have a couple of questions which a nurse can answer best, if you don’t mind. How is this young man coping with missing his exercises?’      




    ‘With great difficulty. He hates to be still. He worked out some arm and chest exercises, but we had to stop him doing them as we thought he was shaking his leg.




    ‘When we told him he was slowing his rate of recovery he stopped at once. Now he spends all his time thinking about what he’s going to do to the two joy-riders who knocked him down. I hope it’s all fantasy.’




    Dr Calder smiled and it altered his face completely. The forbidding look disappeared and there was some-one who was – well, very attractive.




    Zanne hoped that he might be coming to work on her ward.




    ‘Would you say that his rate of recovery is faster than, say, a non-exercising youth?’




    ‘Definitely. Not only has he a very positive attitude but his body seems to heal more quickly.’




     ‘That’s very interesting. Thank you, Staff.’ This time she was dismissed. She wondered who he was. He didn’t seem like a doctor, which she knew was silly. It was something to do with the way he walked.




    She watched the two talking to Lewis Ellis and wondered what they wanted. She thought that Charles might have managed to have a quick private word with her, but he didn’t.




    When the two had gone she walked over to talk to Lewis.




    ‘Nice chap, that Dr Calder,’ Lewis said. ‘Knows an awful lot about exercise. Said he’d look up some breathing exercises I could do, and suggest them to the Consultant.’




    ‘Good of him,’ Zanne said, ‘Did you …’




    ‘Staff, Mr Grant wants you – urgently.’ It was the student nurse.




    ‘I’ll bet he does,’ groaned Zanne, and strode away.




    At half past two that afternoon Mary poked her head round the curtains of a bed and had to order Zanne to leave. ‘You’ll barely have time to change, as it is. And, Zanne – ’ Mary winked merrily ‘ – you can do it. I know you’ve got it in you.’




    ‘I don’t know, Mary, I really don’t. But I’m going to try.’ Zanne swept her long-legged way down the ward, forcing herself to ignore the controlled urgency around her. Just for once she had to think solely of herself.




      In the little cloakroom she wriggled out of the blue uniform and kicked off the sensible pumps. She only had time for the shortest of showers, and then from her locker she took a crisp white blouse and a light grey suit – the product of four hours’ agonising in the High Street stores last week.




    Her long black hair was tied back in its usual tight plait; she’d decided to leave it that way. A quick dab of lipstick and she was ready. First, however, she stood in front of the long mirror and deliberately checked her appearance. She remembered a tutor saying in her first year that the more urgent a job was the more important it was that you did it methodically, and checked your work afterwards.




    Zanne stared critically at her reflection and then allowed herself a small smile. The suit was well cut and only hinted at her generous breasts. She looked calm, efficient, and professional. If this dress didn’t do the trick – well, she’d have to try appearing in a bikini and a sombrero. The passing lunatic thought made her grin broadly. Successfully repressing the butterflies in her stomach, she walked out of the door.




    Belham Hospital was a large modern block, financed by the NHS. To one side of it was a graceful Georgian building – the original Belham Hall – which now held the medical teaching section of the University of the North. Feeling that her journey was somehow symbolic, Zanne walked along the glassed-in corridor that linked the two buildings. Outside, the March sunlight sparkled hopefully.




    There was a different atmosphere in the entrance hall of the old house. Instead of light pastel walls there was dark wooden panelling, and a deep red carpet instead of the hygienic vinyl found in the hospital corridors.




    And something else – compared with the busy muted hum in the hospital, this place was silent.




    ‘May I help you?’ A middle-aged secretary, cool and efficient in heavy horn-rimmed glasses, suddenly appeared from behind a half-open door.




    Zanne stammered, ‘M-my name is Suzanne Ripley; I’m here to be interviewed – for medical training.’




    ‘Of course, Miss Ripley.’ From somewhere a tiny notebook was produced, and Zanne’s name duly noted. ‘I am Miss Hope, the admission tutor’s private secretary. I’m afraid Dr Dawkins has been called away. He leaves his apologies and will be with you as soon as he possibly can. Now I know you must be nervous so, if you’d like to wait in here, I’ll fetch you some coffee.’




    It was good coffee. She sipped from her cup and leaned back in the chair. Always relax when you could.




    But inevitably her mind slipped back to the last interview when she’d discussed her medical career. Four years ago …




    She’d been eighteen then, still at school and standing outwardly calm but inwardly quaking in front of Miss Jagger’s – the headmistress – desk.




    Miss Jagger was only just over five feet tall but she was a dragon. She’d stood, immaculate in her academic gown and with pure white hair, and stared at Zanne.




    Zanne had stared back – chin up, shoulders back, face resolute. When she’d been fifteen and shooting up to her present height of five feet eight inches, like so many shy girls, she’d slouched. Miss Jagger didn’t like girls who slouched. She’d made Zanne walk tall, and had threatened dire consequences if she ever walked  again in that ‘inelegant, ungainly fashion’.




    ‘I find this very hard to understand, Suzanne,’ Miss Jagger said in the soft tones that indicated great wrath. She was the only person who ever used Zanne’s full, formal name.




    ‘We confidently expect you to get four grade A passes. You have worked for the Red Cross; you know what medical work is like. May I say that your teachers and I have had no hesitation in giving you an excellent reference. You were born to be a doctor. And now you are telling me you wish to withdraw your application to study medicine, and you wish to enter nursing instead. Why?’




    Zanne forced out a few half-formed sentences about having changed her mind.




    ‘Don’t mumble, girl! I admit that of the two careers, medicine and nursing, perhaps nursing ultimately demands more. The sacrifices are greater. And you’re making a sacrifice now, aren’t you?’




    ‘I just thought I’d like to be a nurse,’ Zanne said hopelessly.




    ‘So long as you don’t want to be a con man. You’re a terrible liar Suzanne.  I’d be failing myself and you if I let you leave this room without knowing why you’ve changed your mind.’




    ‘Personal reasons?’ Zanne suggested, knowing that it would do no good.




    Miss Jagger snorted. ‘That’s the half-baked answer offered by my more stupid girls who are either pregnant, fancy themselves in love, or both. I think better of you. Now, why do you wish to give up medicine?’




    Zanne sighed. This was a decision that had not been easy, and she didn’t want anyone else trying to persuade her. But if Miss Jagger wanted the facts she could have them.




    ‘I’ve tried to keep things quiet and I want you to do the same. It’s my problem. In the summer holidays my mother fell downstairs and her back was injured. We thought there was some hope – but yesterday the consultant said that the paralysis was permanent. When she’s discharged my mother will be in a wheelchair for the rest of her life.’




     ‘I’m truly sorry, Suzanne. I didn’t know.’  Miss Jagger frowned. ‘You’re an only child, aren’t you?’




    ‘And my mother’s a widow. We have friends, of course, but no close family.’    




    ‘You’re saying that you’re going to sacrifice your hopes to help your mother?’   Zanne stuck out her jaw defiantly. ‘There’s no sacrifice; it’s just my decision. I can live at home and even bring in a little money. I couldn’t if I trained as a doctor.’         




    ‘Does your mother know about this choice?’




    ‘My mother has been too ill to bother with my decisions,’ Zanne stated flatly.




    There was silence for a few moments and then Miss Jagger said, ‘Sit down. We’ll go over all your circumstances and I’ll make a couple of phone calls. Then I’ll forward your application for nursing training as a matter of urgency. If you change your mind – if anything alters – you will come and tell me?’




    ‘Just wishing won’t change circumstances,’ Zanne said sadly, and Miss Jagger nodded.




    Once started, however, Zanne thoroughly enjoyed her nurse training. She was physically strong and the work was never too taxing. She liked the studying,    which was always directed at the strictly practical. And, above all, she loved the contact with the patients on the ward.




    It turned out that her mother adapted to life in a wheelchair quite quickly – she had the same determination as her daughter. Zanne’s sacrifice had, perhaps, been unnecessary but she pressed on with her nursing; she’d started it so she would finish it. But always at the back of her mind was the idea that one day she would train to become a doctor.




    Now she had the chance. She’d applied to only one medical school, that of the University of the North which was based at her own hospital. And she’d been invited to an interview.




    ‘Miss Ripley?’ Miss Hope silently appeared in the doorway. ‘Dr Dawkins is back now. Would you like to come through?’ She had a moment’s nervousness, quickly shaken off. Zanne stood and walked into the adjoining room.




    Dr Dawkins was a round little ball of a man with a happy smile and surprisingly shrewd brown eyes. He bobbed over to greet Zanne, shook her hand, apologised for keeping her waiting and escorted her to a chair at one side of a long table. Then he took his own place at the other side of the table between two other men.




    ‘As you know, I am Admissions Tutor,’ he said breezily, ‘and the choice of whom to admit is supposed to be mine. But everyone needs help, so I have summoned two colleagues. We require a unanimous decision. All three of us must vote for you. Dr Hurst here is a senior lecturer whom you might have seen on the wards.’




    ‘Yes, I have,’ Zanne said hesitantly. For some reason Charles had insisted that no one in the hospital should know about their relationship. He’d said that he didn’t want gossip. Zanne felt that they had nothing to be ashamed of, and she didn’t like lying or cheating. She had agreed to the deception only reluctantly. And she wasn’t very happy when Charles nodded at her coldly.




    ‘And here we have Dr Neil Calder, who is doing some experimental work with us and will be connected to the orthopaedics department. He’s just returned from a long trip abroad.’




    The third member of the little party stood and reached over the table. ‘We meet again, Nurse Ripley,’ he acknowledged unsmilingly, and gripped her hand.




    He’d changed. Before he’d been pleasant, charming even. Now he was cold and remote. She didn’t like it.




    He released her hand, and with a slight shock Zanne realised that Dr Dawkins was speaking to her.




    ‘Let’s start with an easy question. Will you tell us a little about yourself?’ Zanne had rehearsed her answer to this. The trick was not to be too brief but also not to bore people with a pointless biography. She mentioned her schooling, and how she enjoyed her training as a nurse.




    ‘Have you any hobbies, Miss Ripley? Do you find time for other things apart from nursing?’ This was another well-known trick question. Students who claimed to spend all their time working were seen as bores, not having the well-rounded character that made a good doctor. Zanne said, ‘I read a lot and I’m a keen member of the Belham Climbing and Canoeing Club.’ She felt, rather than saw, Dr Calder look at her speculatively.




    Dr Dawkins asked a couple more questions which made Zanne realise that behind the amiable face there was a very acute brain. She thought she answered quite well. Then it was Charles’s turn. His questions were simply medical ones; Zanne had studied hard and knew that her answers were perfect. Charles nodded at Dr Dawkins, showing that he was satisfied.




    There was only Dr Calder left, and for the first time Zanne felt faint unease as he stared at her. He seemed a more formidable figure than the other two. ‘Miss Ripley, your A level results were excellent so there’s one obvious question. Why didn’t you apply to read medicine when you left school?’




    Zanne had half expected this question and had decided to answer it honestly. ‘I did apply,’ she said quietly, and went on to explain about her mother.




    Both Charles and Dr Dawkins nodded understandingly. Dr Calder did not. ‘And did you find that this decision on your part was really justified?’ he asked.




    Zanne had expected a little more sympathy but she supposed that it was a fair query. ‘I did what I thought best. In fact, my mother coped extremely well and would have built up a life quite without my help. But even if I’d known that I would still have stayed at home with her.’




    This time there was a definite encouraging smile from Dr Dawkins. Dr Calder, however, pressed on remorselessly. ‘But this means that after four years’ nurse training, you will be studying for a further six. Ten years’ study before you begin to pay anything back.’




    This was too much! Zanne didn’t try to disguise the hard edge to her voice as she said, ‘The past four years haven’t all been study, Dr Calder. I feel I’ve done quite enough work on the wards to justify the cost of my tuition,’




    ‘You do?’ It was the way he asked the question, not the question itself.




    Angrily Zanne said, ‘What is more, I think nursing experience would be invaluable to me as a doctor. I’ve seen too many young doctors on the wards who know plenty about medicine but absolutely nothing about overall patient care. Hospital treatment is a partnership between nurse and doctor – not a boss-worker relationship.’




    For a moment the two stared at each other, his face grim and expressionless, hers blushing slightly as she realised that perhaps she had allowed her anger to get the better of her judgement.




    It was Dr Dawkins who calmed the situation. ‘I have to say that in some respects I agree with you, Miss Ripley. But how the BMA would respond to a further long period of study, I don’t know. Dr Calder, have .you any further questions?’    




    ‘Thank you, no; I am quite satisfied.’




    ‘Then I only have to thank you, Miss Ripley, for submitting yourself to this ordeal. I’m sure you know that the demand for places in medical school is very great. But …’. he beamed at her ‘ …you’ll get a letter from my office in the next week or two.’




    ‘Thank you, gentlemen,’ she said, and walked to the door




    She’d already decided what to do after her interview. It was straight back, get changed and into the hurly-burly of the ward. Only when she and Mary managed to grab a quick drink late in the afternoon did she have a chance to talk and think about what had happened.




    ‘I don’t know, Mary. I thought it didn’t go too badly. But there was a really awkward customer there – a Dr Neil Calder. Have you heard of him?’




    Mary frowned. ‘Somebody did tell me something. Yes, you should get on with him; he’s one of your climbing loonies. Just come back from Everest or something where he’s been on a big expedition.’




    Something twitched in the back of Zanne’s mind, but at that moment a harassed looking student nurse put her face round the office door and said, ‘Sorry, Sister, but Mr Brightman has woken up and he says he can’t stand the pain. Can you …?’




    Zanne swiftly walked to the door as Mary moved to the locked cupboard to get the pethidine for an intramuscular injection.




    At eight o’clock that evening she was waiting for Charles in the snug of the Kinton Arms. They met there quite regularly; he’d suggested it because it was just far enough away from the hospital that there was little chance of their seeing friends or colleagues there. Zanne saw no good reason why they should try to avoid people they knew, but Charles had insisted. Now she saw him hurrying towards her, his bright blond hair, carefully parted as ever, shining in the light.




    ‘I’ve got some good news,’ he said as he slumped beside her.




    Zanne grasped his hand, her eyes shining. ‘I’ve got the place!’ she cried. ‘They’ve accepted me in medical school!’




     Charles frowned. ‘I said I’ve got some good news.  You won’t hear the result of your interview for a while yet.’




    Zanne was disappointed. ‘But how did I do?’ Charles pursed his lips in the somewhat pompous manner he adopted when talking to the nurses on the ward. ‘Well, I can’t really tell you. I supported you, of course, but I was only the junior man there, and the other two were still talking when I had to leave.’




    ‘But you thought I didn’t do too badly?’




    ‘You upset that bloke Calder. But don’t let it worry you. I thought you put up quite a good fight. Now, d’you want to know my good news?’




    In fact, Zanne thought that Charles could have been a bit more sympathetic, but he was obviously bubbling with something so she smiled and said, ‘Tell me.’




    From inside his jacket pocket Charles drew a large envelope and slapped it down on the table. ‘It’s from the Rentshaw hospital in North London. I’ve been offered the job of Junior Registrar in Surgery.’




    ‘Charles, that’s wonderful!’ Impulsively Zanne reached over and kissed him on the cheek; she was pleased for him. ‘It’s what you’ve been looking for. When do you start?’




     ‘When I’ve finished my stint here. I want to get out of this dump and live somewhere civilised.’




    Zanne repressed the disloyal thought that ‘this dump’ had been good enough to train him for the past eight years and said, ‘You must be really pleased. But won’t you feel sorry at leaving your friends?’




    ‘Zanne, that’s what I want to talk to you about. You know what I’m going to say don’t you?’




    ‘No,’ said Zanne, puzzled.




    Charles forced a small laugh. ‘You must do. I’m going to London soon.’ He smiled triumphantly. ‘I want you to come with me.’




    Zanne looked at him in astonishment; she could hardly believe what she was hearing. What was he talking about? She sat silently as various not-very- welcome thoughts whizzed through her brain.




    Charles took her silence to indicate agreement. ‘I’m fed up with living in hospital accommodation. With the two of us earning, there should be no difficulty in renting quite a reasonable flat down there. In fact, I know they’re short of nurses – you’ll probably end up getting paid more than me at first.’ He leaned back, clearly satisfied with his carefully worked out plan.




    ‘You’ve obviously thought quite a lot about this,’ she observed quietly. If Charles had been more perceptive he might have noticed the underlying steel in her voice.




    ‘I have. It seems the best for all concerned.’




    ‘Good.’ Zanne stood and flashed a smile at him. ‘Have you got any change? I must phone my mother and tell her – she’ll be delighted. Then I want to phone Mary because I want her daughters to be bridesmaids.’




    Charles froze, open-mouthed, and as the significance of Zanne’s words sank in a coin slipped out of his grasp to rattle on the table.




    ‘Bridesmaids?’ he croaked.




    ‘I want at least two and a big white wedding. Who will you have as your best man?’




    Charles made a valiant effort to recover. ‘Zanne, my dear, I think we’re at cross-purposes. I wasn’t asking you to marry me – just to come to London and to live with me. Perhaps, in time, when we get to know each other better …’ He shrugged, to indicate that anything might happen. ‘But at this stage of my career I can’t get tied down.’




    ‘Ah I see. My mistake, I’m sorry. And what about my going to medical school here?’




    ‘Well, since I’m a doctor I don’t see that we need …’ But one glance at Zanne’s iron-hard face made even Charles realise that things weren’t going his way. He stammered something about perhaps he’d been a bit premature; perhaps they ought to wait a while before making any decisions – at least until Zanne got the result of her interview.




    ‘I think that would be an excellent idea,’ she said. ‘And, Charles, to save everybody further embarrassment, let me say that I would never live with you, or anybody, until I have a wedding ring on my finger. Is that clear?’




    ‘Perfectly,’ said Charles, swallowing. ‘Perfectly. Would you like another drink?’




    ‘I think I need one.’




    For a week afterwards Zanne was half angry, half amused at Charles. Then a letter came from the admissions tutor of the medical school. There was nothing personal about it, apart from her inked-in name. It was obviously duplicated and even the signature was stamped. It thanked Zanne for her application, pointed out that there were many applicants and few places and said that unfortunately her application had been unsuccessful.
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