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It had become his routine: a surgeon during the day and a drunk hitting the pubs of Whitechapel at night. It was the type of life that JD Calhoun, MD, wanted just then. 
Her name was Mae Rose, a redheaded woman wearing a peacock-feather hat and an emerald green, fitted dress. He was knocking back pints; Mae Rose was well into her port and lemon. When she thought she had made him as her punter, she said in a hoarse voice, “Hey cowboy, how’s about lassoing me?” She then inexplicably tossed her red heels across the room.
JD stood up. He was 5 feet eleven without his cowboy boots, with an unruly head of brown hair and a bushy mustache. He looked down with a snarl at her hole-riddled socks and said, “Not tonight, red.” JD decided to pick up and leave for where he really should have been all along: The Black Bull. 
The sirens had begun, with distant explosions and the rat-a-tat of anti-aircraft fire, when JD exited The Blind Beggar. As the assault began, JD stood in the doorway, lighting a hand-rolled smoke, seeking cover with a war zone unfolding before him. Bombs began falling, and blasts of incendiary devices lit up Whitechapel Road.
He had come to expect the scene, but never like this. The smell of cordite and dusty brick and plaster filled the air, and the skies were lit as if it were day. The sound was overwhelming, and he was waiting for the end when a Rolls-Royce Phantom III rolled down the street as if it were a royal holiday. The car was honking, as if it would help, and when it was hit, it was cut and torn in two, the front end destroyed, blasted into the sky, the rear thrown, flipping and skidding across the road. 
JD was fearful for himself, but in front of him was a destroyed car with a man’s legs hanging out of the rear, kicking like a rodeo clown back home in Texas. The person was screaming, and most of the car was beginning to burn. 
The volunteers were out trying to free the man. JD was reluctant; the bombing was just beginning, and the explosion of windows and the crack of falling walls filled the night. Hysteria reigned: sirens wailed, people yelled and cried, and desperation filled the air.
He heard the repeated call for a surgeon. “Bloody hell. Doctor! We need a surgeon. This man is dying,” rang out, and finally JD responded.
When he arrived, the man was on his back in the road. He had a long shard of glass protruding from his left chest, and even though the man was dying, JD noticed a cultured man in his prime, in a shirt and jacket. 
The man was unconscious, breathing with great difficulty, ashen and slightly blue-tinged. He had on a fine woolen suit, now torn and bloody. His crisp white silk shirt was no longer crisp, but rather greasy and stained with blood. Protruding from his chest was a bread-loaf-sized sharp glass shard, stuck into his left chest like he was a dartboard and he was losing.
JD dropped to his knees. He felt his pulse. It was barely palpable and thready. The pulse rate seemed extremely high, and his extremities were cold and clammy. His breathing was rapid and labored. He examined his neck; his trachea was pushed to the right, and his neck veins were distended.
A crowd of responders was around them. Genuine chaos reigned as the air raid continued. “Blimey, what’s the bloke doing in Whitechapel?” 
JD forgot that he was on the street. “I need a scalpel, anyone?” He looked up at the group around him. A man running to Max’s Meat and Cleaver next to The Blind Beggar brought Max, who brought a wooden crate of his butcher’s tools, and JD began pulling and tearing off the man’s shirt and jacket.
Max, with his butcher tools, emptied the box on the pavement. “Here, Gov, what can I get ya?”
JD frantically dug through the instruments. It took just a few swipes of the boning knife, and he had the beginning of a left anterior thoracotomy incision. He was directing the fray, still forgetting where he was. “I need clamps, I effin need a retractor.” There were lighters lit and burning after he yelled, “Lights.”
The warden yelled across the street. “Put those lights out.”
JD took two meat hooks and used them to open the thoracotomy. He grabbed two men and had them hold the wound open. 
The glass shard had pierced the chest and tore through the pericardium and lacerated the right ventricle. It was bleeding rapidly, the chest full, the pericardium tight and tamponaded with blood. 
JD evacuated all the clots that he could get to and opened the pericardium with a slash of his boning knife. A gush poured out, and the tamponaded heart began to beat more strongly. He pulled the glass out of the wound, tossing it with a crash on the street. He then used his hand to put pressure and stop the bleeding from the lacerated right ventricle. 
As he knelt with his hand in the wound, he frantically said, “Shit, now what?” He was realizing he had vascular control only by holding pressure. He looked up at the crowd. “Someone go for help.”

Staff Nurse Whitfield was on duty at the Fieldgate Street First Aid Post in Whitechapel when the air raid began. Her given name was Lady Clara Whitfield, a nurse in her late twenties, who had the misfortune of being assigned to this post because of political indiscretions. Better said, she rejected a sexual advance from a royal family member. 
The man was stuttering. “N...N...Nurse, doc n...n...needs tools.”
Clara listened to the man. She understood that a person was severely injured with a penetrating chest injury, and that a surgeon had opened his chest. “Miss, there was b...b...blood, there was. Bloody hell, there was blood.”
Clara was thinking two steps ahead. “Go on,” she said to the man. “Are you Stevie? Stevie, go get the warden and his bicycle, please.”
She then grabbed a large haversack and began filling it with everything she could think of. 
“We need a chest retractor, clamps, forceps, scissors,” and on and on. “Dressings, adhesive tape, sutures, tincture of iodine. Oh, sutures and needle drivers. Oh, a wad of gloves.”  
As she went to the bike, she knew that he would need something else. She grabbed three large rubber tubes. She was about to mount the bike when she thought of something else. “A big Foley catheter, with glass syringes. Bloody never know, do you.”
At 5 feet 7, Clara was tall. The warden’s bike was set for him, 5 feet 1 on a good day. With her knees in her face, she frantically pedaled up Fieldgate and on to Whitechapel, heading for the area of The Blind Beggar.
It was obvious where she needed to go. The bombing had stopped for the moment, and the rear half of a burnt-out Rolls was surrounded by a group, yelling in hysteria, all around a blood-covered doctor on the ground with his hand in a patient’s chest.
Clara skidded to a stop, dropped the bike, and ran with her haversack to the scene. “Doctor, I have instruments for you.”  She dropped to her knees and assessed the situation. “Meat hooks? Oh, no.” She grabbed a chest separator. “Doctor, let’s get exposure for you. Will this work?”
JD thought she was from heaven. He still had his hand in the wound and wasn’t going to let the pressure go.
He pointed to the wound. “Nurse, put it in, can you? I can’t pull my hand out.” 
As she struggled to put the self-retaining retractor in the wound, JD watched her.
Clara was tall, with long blond hair streaming behind her in a woven ponytail. She wore a gray-and-white nursing outfit with a white apron. She wore a simple white nursing cap with a red cross logo. She wore white stockings and black leather flats that made JD think of Mae’s red heels.
Once Clara had the retractor in the wound, she pulled on black rubber gloves and shoved her hand inside. “Doctor, can I hold pressure for you?”
When she said that, she turned and looked into JD’s eyes. 
Clara had knockout eyes, brilliant violet-blue eyes that JD would never forget. She looked back at JD with a pretty smile, her red lipstick now smeared on her upper lip. 
Thinking now about Clara, he said to himself: “Oh, how inconvenient you are.”
	“Nurse, hey, what’s your name?”
	“Clara, Doctor. What should I do?”
	JD took his free left hand, grabbed her right hand, and put it down by his right hand, which was holding pressure on the ventricular laceration. “I need y’all to push here, like y’all were holding down a rooster for slaughter.” He looked again at Clara. “Y’all got it, Clara?”
	Clara looked at JD. Her eyes were wide like a full moon, and she just said, “Yes, I think so, Doctor. Here? Put pressure here?”
	JD slowly pulled his hand out of the wound. He watched as he retracted his hand. There was no bleeding. ”Bingo, Nurse Clara.”
	Now that Clara had vascular control, he could evaluate. What he saw was that the man had a one-centimeter laceration in the anterior wall of the right ventricle. The bleeding had come from deep in the wound. No surface coronary arteries to deal with. He needed to put some sutures into that wound, but when he looked into the haversack, he saw something even better.
	He picked up the 22 French Foley catheter with a 30 cc balloon. He looked at Clara with interest. “Y’all brought a Foley?” As he said that, he reached over and wiped lipstick off her upper lip.
	Clara licked her lip. She scrunched up her face and shook her head. “Sorry, Doctor. I thought he might not be able to void.”
	JD smiled; something was on his mind. He looked into her eyes. “Damn, Nurse Clara, y'all's not like the limeys I know.” He proceeded to place the tip of the Foley into the wound. With 10 cc of water, he achieved internal pressure. When he slowly pulled her hand out, there was no bleeding.
 	JD proceeded to place two chest tubes, one in the thorax, the other in the pericardial sac. He brought them out via stab wounds and secured them with a stitch. He looked at one of the men in the crowd. “Y’all, get me two pint glasses, no beer. Do y’all hear me?”
	Soon the man was back. They partially filled the glasses with water and placed the tubes below the water seal as an underwater seal Bülau drain.
	JD wanted to hand the man over to a surgical team in a real hospital. He looked around and saw what he needed. 
“Nurse Clara, we’re going to transport him to the London Hospital, Whitechapel, with your Foley and these chest tubes.” He pointed to a costermonger with a fruit barrow.
“Let’s get old Charlie over here to help us.”
	Soon they had the patient flat on his back, with a Foley catheter tamponading the cardiac bleeding and two water-sealed chest tubes in a barrow drawn by an old mule. In this undignified but medically sound manner, Lord Rupert Belgrave presented to the emergency room of the London Hospital, Whitechapel.


Chapter Two
When Sir Cedric Ashworth heard the air raid sirens in the East End, he decided that his elusive sleep had won. He got out of bed in his silk pajamas, put on his robe with a gold-tassel tie, and slipped into his leather slippers. He shuffled into his drawing room with a glass of fine sherry to listen to the BBC War Updates. 
“Enemy aircraft have again been active over the London area tonight, and the anti-aircraft defenses have been engaged; further details will be given in the morning bulletin.”
Sir Cedric then had a long yawn, and he rubbed his eyes, hoping to soon go back to sleep. His phone then rang, ending those thoughts. It was Dr. Simon Cutler, Sir Cedric’s chief resident, calling about a recent admission to a local hospital.
	“Lord Rupert is in casualty here in Whitechapel, Sir Cedric. He was hit during the bombing and has been hurt quite significantly. Some cowboy Joe explored his chest in the street. If you could imagine. I’m going to see him.”
	Sir Cedric shook his head, pouring off his sherry into his bar sink.  “Why was Rupert in the East End? Can you tell me that? And Whitechapel, heavens, what was the Lord thinking, Dr. Cutler?”
	Cutler just waited silently. He tapped the receiver with his finger, bringing a frown to Sir Cedric. “He was just trolling Whitechapel. One hears that it was an SC 250, a glancing blow that left his Rolls and his driver dead. He took a penetrating injury to his left chest, as I understand it. A glass shard, but our cowboy appears quite capable.”
	The discussion quickly resolved. Dr. Cutler was to take full control of the Lord’s care, a trip to the operating theatre most likely in the offering. “We mustn’t allow the Whitechapel staff access to the Lord, Dr. Cutler. I don’t want to hear about this on the BBC.”
	A phalanx of white-coated surgeons descended on the London Hospital, Whitechapel Casualty. JD had just given report to the staff, and the Lord’s chest tubes were being properly managed. IV access was quickly established, and orders for fresh blood rang out.
	Hurrying behind the surgeons was Sir Cedric’s personal head nurse, Sister Agnes Pruitt, in her navy blue nursing regalia, cantilevered nursing cap, and silver belt, marching in a tizzy, yelling orders at the Whitechapel nursing staff. “One must have discipline in this unit, or heads will roll.” “Who might be the charge nurse?” “I demand satisfaction.”
	The surgeons descended on JD, barking at him and buzzing around the patient. Dr. Cutler stepped forward, demanding information. He was dressed in his street clothes consisting of a tie and jacket, and his white coat was pristine and starched.
	“Are you our cowboy, Joe? Report to me now.” Tapping his foot, he looked at the JD, who stood with his shirt pulled out, no tie, and caked in clotted blood. “And why do you look like something the cat dragged in? Desist and go change immediately.”
	JD wasn’t about to step down. “Yeah, Dr. Cutler. Soon, soon, y’all need to hear what happened.”
	Cutler whirled around and began snapping his fingers. “You, sir, are out of line, and I might add, gone.” He began yelling. “Security, banish our cowboy out the front doors.” He began tapping his foot impatiently. “Where in heaven is Mr. Reginald Hartley?” He waved his hands up and down. “Is he not in charge here?”
	JD looked at Cutler in amazement. “Hartley’s in the OR, waiting. We’re bringing this patient there now. He’s sustained a right ventricular laceration and needs formal exploration.”
	Cutler looked at JD, then over to the patient. He went and picked up the end of the Foley catheter, looking disgusted. “This will not be happening, Cowboy. YOU...AAAAAAALL are dismissed.”

	Clara was tending to the patient. She had placed his chest tubes to formal water-seal and suction. She took a catheter-tipped syringe, aspirating the Foley, a few ccs of clotted blood. She held the man’s hand, checking his pulse. When she looked into his eyes, she was aghast as she realized who he was.
	Clara looked like she was going to be sick. She looked around and gagged several times. She became red, and beads of sweat appeared on her brow. 
	When she heard her name, she turned around and faced the sister devil herself. “Sister Agnes.” She said, licking her lips and trying to smile. “S...So nice to see you tonight.”

	JD was tossed unceremoniously out the doors of the hospital. He stood in the rain for a moment, looking around and thinking. His morning shift would begin in an hour, and he needed to change. 
He wondered if his superior, Mr. Reginald Hartley, knew that he had been dismissed. He thought about his small, foul flat on Dorset Street. The blitz had taken out the plumbing, and the communal shower had no water. He looked down on himself, wondering what he should do.
He went across the street and took a shortcut through Chester Marlowe Park on his way to Dorset Street. JD walked through the park. Clara Whitfield was sitting on a bench, downcast. 
JD sat down next to her without announcing his presence. At first, she didn’t notice; she was looking down at her feet, and she had been crying. 
JD let her calm down. He eventually stood up in front of her. “Nurse Clara,” he said, holding his hand out to her. “JD Calhoun from Texas.”
Clara just looked up at JD. She limply shook his hand. “Lady Clara Whitfield from Kent. Glad to make your acquaintance, Doctor.”
JD sat down. She wouldn’t look at him at first, looking down and admiring her shoes. JD started the conversation.
“I feel like a hamster in one of those cages, Clara. Do you ever feel like that yourself?”
Clara just shook her head, still looking at the ground. “What’s a hamster cage? Is that some Texan thing?”
“No, Clara. It’s like a tiny circus. Y’all have circuses? A roundabout, I guess y’all call them. Ya see, they put these little critters in cages, and they need exercise, so they got themselves a skyward merry-go-round.”
Clara sat up. “Are you describing a Ferris Wheel, Doctor Calhoun?”
JD bit his lip, thinking. “That might could be, Clara. Yeah, that’s it: a Ferris wheel. These little critters have a little Ferris wheel. It’s so cute.” He scooted over on the bench to the woman. “Clara, let me see y’all.” He took his finger and gently rubbed lipstick off of her upper lip for a second time that day. He then put his finger in his mouth. “Is that cherry?”
Soon, the two were having a friendly conversation. When JD looked at his watch, he was surprised. “Well, wouldn’t y’all know. I’m late for my rotation again.” As he stood up, he looked down at his clothes. He rubbed some clotted blood off his jacket and tried to straighten his shirt. “Look at me, I look like a four-alarm fire.” He then shook his head. “I need a shower, but there’s no water on Dorset Street.”
Clara was surprised. “You live on Dorset Street. That’s the worst street in London.”
JD looked at Clara, a big smile on his face. “Is that correct? Well, Clara, I sort of like it. It’s small, but the steam heaters work fine, and we used to have plenty of water, but the Luftwaffe stopped that.”
Clara looked out on the street. She put her hand on JD’s back and ushered him to the street, all the while hailing a driver. Soon, JD was in the back of a boxy black taxi. Clara went to the driver and gave him instructions.
“Cabbie, this is the Doctor, JD Calhoun, from the University of Texas, Galveston. He is a very important surgeon.” She handed the cabbie five shillings. “This is for him and what’s left is for you. Take the Doctor to Whitechapel Public Baths and Wash House. Get him a private slipper bath. It’s right down on Goulston Street. I want you to wait for him, then get him back to the hospital. He has a very complex surgery to perform. Can you do that for me?” And she added, “Y’all take good care of the Doctor.”

After his bath, JD walked back into the hospital. He looked over at security sitting at a little desk eating a biscuit and nodded. His plan was to go up to the ward, make his rounds, do his scut work, and then head to casualty. He went up the north stairwell, climbing two stairs at a time, singing “San Antonio Rose,” a Western swing tune by Bob Wills, romantic and wistful in tone, evoking Texas and longing for a woman back home.  
Mr. Reginald Hartley was standing at the second-floor nursing station, looking pensive at JD. He was a tall, thin, balding man with a full red beard. He was holding a patient clipboard. “What happened to you, Calhoun? Did you go through a four-alarm fire?”
JD smiled and nodded, looking down at his still blood-covered clothes. 
JD started to the ward, and as he walked, Hartley walked along. He pulled a sheet of paper from his pocket, put it on the clipboard, and began reading. “Our Lord Rupert Belgrave is in critical condition after repair of a right ventricular laceration. He is billeted in King Edward VII's Hospital. Then Hartley stopped reading. Why the use of a Foley catheter in your cardiac exploration, Calhoun?” 
“He couldn’t pee, Mr. Hartley. I treated two birds with one stone.”
With that, Hartley stopped, and JD went on into the multi-patient ward to see patients. 
JD rounded on each patient. “Hello, y’all, Mr. Crabtree.” “Top of the morning to y’all, Mr. Harrington-Young.” “Y’all, it is a wonderful day, Mr. Connor.”  He performed dressing changes, removed drains, removed sutures, and drained abscesses. He found the section’s nurse. “Nurse Sarah, full plates for Thomas, Felder, and Cranston. Walk Harrington-Young, and Crabtree needs a soap suds enema till clear.” 
In Casualty, JD was bracing for a storm. It was quiet, but time would tell. When air raid sirens began that night, the London Hospital began to take casualties. All of the regional field stations were transferring critically injured patients. JD saw open fractures, lacerations, and head trauma. He placed legs in traction and closed lacerations, debrided wounds and abrasions, and wrapped extremities with compression dressings. 
Nurse Felicity stopped JD on his way to a boy with a fracture. “Doctor, Fieldgate is transferring a gunshot wound to the abdomen. May I usher him into the bullet room?”
“Gunshot wound? he said, wondering to himself. “Nurse, who sanctioned the knife and gun club tonight, Nurse Felicity?”
Felicity shyly laughed. She touched JD on the shoulder. “Oh, Doctor, Texas must be so fun. Where, in heaven, do you get all your sayings?” She started off to the entrance. “Be aware, there is an incoming status post belly shot with an old musket pistol.”
Clara had been in the Fieldgate station that night. She was aware of the history: two men fighting over one woman, involved in a true-to-life duel. They walked off 10 paces with their backs to each other. Antique musket pistols, each loaded with a single musket ball, were used. One man’s misfired; the other struck the patient in the left upper quadrant of the abdomen. 
Clara was leading the team that brought Ferris Boatswain in that night. “He was shocky when he got to us. We bolused him intravenously, and his pressure is up. I have a compression dressing on his belly.” She looked up and saw JD, smiled, and went back to work. As they triaged the man, the decision was made to explore him in the operating room. Soon, the group was rolling him along on a gurney. 
JD went over to Clara. He grabbed her arm and began leading her along. “Nurse, he may need a Foley catheter in the wound. Will you arrange that for me?”
Clara looked at JD as she hurried along. “Why yes, Doctor. What French catheter size would you require?” She reached over and wiped a smear of blood off his cheek. 
Clara was certified as a surgical scrub nurse, and so she began the case by handing instruments over the field.
“Scalpel, Nurse.” 
The case involved a musket ball injury to the left colon. A hemi-colectomy and a colostomy were performed. “Nurse, we are going to leave the descending colon closed proximally as what is being called a Hartmann’s pouch. I will need a right-angle bowel clamp and a 0-gut on a surgical Keith needle, along with 3’0 silks on pop-offs.”
Mr. Boatswain was in recovery when JD visited him. Clara was reinforcing his dressing and aspirating his drains. When she saw JD, she said to him. “Doctor Calhoun, a correspondence is in your message box. It’s official and very essential.”
That night, after all of JD’s work was done, he visited the secretary of Casualty’s office. In the message box was an envelope labeled “Doctor Calhoun”. Inside, JD read while sitting under the hallway light:
[bookmark: OLE_LINK1]"The St. John Ambulance Benefit Tea",
Hosted at Ashcombe House by Lady Beatrice Ashcombe.
Ashcombe House,
14 Belgrave Square, London SW1

He wondered what he could possibly wear.


Chapter Three
Lord Rupert Edmund Belgrave had survived, but only by the width of a hamster’s petard. With the Foley catheter dangling from his chest, Sir Cedric and his vaunted team transferred the royal to King Edward VII's Hospital, where he was promptly explored through JD’s thoracotomy. There was a deep laceration in the anterior wall of the right ventricle, and while there was a prominent right coronary artery and a vast system of small branching arteries, the shard had missed them all, but just by a smidgeon. 
	There was, however, a small emergency on the table that day. The team insisted on removing the Foley catheter responsible for tamponading vascular structures deep inside the wall of the ventricle, and massive pulsatile bleeding was the result. It took well-placed and deep horizontal mattress sutures to stem his exsanguination.
	His hospital course was rocky, with his blood loss and the health of his heart such that he would only slowly recover. When he finally became ventilator-free, eating, walking, and, lastly and most annoyingly, talking, and just being Lord Belgrave, the hospital staff wished it had been the hamster, not the Lord, who had survived. 
	Dressing changes were fun — his hairy chest and adhesive tape were not compatible. “Nurse, if you pull off my dressing with any more violence, I will impale you on an iron stake and have you marched through Piccadilly Circus for all of London to see what becomes of women who spurn me." 
	For post-operative constipation, enemas were prescribed. The problem was that the Lord enjoyed them, and would sing about his bliss: 
Pump away, don't mind my cheer.
There's nothing like an enema, my dear!"
	It was on his day of discharge, a day of celebration for the nursing staff, that a final affront occurred. His entourage of ten was massaging and spreading perfumed creams all over his body when Nurse Phoebe made the mistake of using one of his initialed silk hankies to clean his bedpan. His response was to have that nurse clean his entire bathroom with a toothbrush, down on her knees and covered with pumice, which horrified the hospital staff. 
	Just before his discharge, the Lord arranged his transport to his country manor on the phone. “Miles Cankerton, are you daft? I will not sit in a steaming Bentley for the one-hour journey to Ravensmoor.” There was some pushback from his private secretary. “Well, this is what the RAF is for, is it not?” His arrival at his country manor in a de Havilland Dragon Rapide came off that day without a hitch. 
	So the day of discharge was a holiday for the staff, as Lord Rupert Edmund Belgrave was ceremoniously wheeled in his porcelain- and gold-filigree-trimmed wheelchair to the hospital entrance. There was polite applause from the hospital staff, not for Lord’s survival but for his exit.

	In JD’s mind, a nightly visit to The Blind Beggar was still necessary for his survival. He would finish his responsibilities in The London Hospital and then spend the night where he really felt comfortable. His reputation grew as his nightly drinking became legendary, and while he partook in liaisons with Mae Rose and her colleagues only rarely, those performances were becoming legendary as well. 
	It was a Saturday morning when JD crashed on his way to his flat on Dorset Street on the park bench in Chester Marlowe Park after a night of drinking and carousing. It was cold and rainy, and park rodents were having their way with the man, nibbling on his horse manure-encrusted cowboy boots, and leaving little excrement presents on his face. One made a nest in the cuff of his pants; another had a meal, chewing on his leather belt.
	Clara Whitfield had sympathy for the old drunk man cast about her usual park bench, disheveled, and smelling of alcohol and cheap perfume. “Oh, so sad,” her tender side said. Her shift at the Fieldgate Station had ended, and she planned a nice moment free from the world at the park bench, one of her favorite spots. When she noticed a familiar pair of cowboy boots, her sympathy turned to a raging repulsion.
	“JD Calhoun, are you a common drunk?” Lady Clara said as she tried to rouse her former attending surgeon. “You positively stink, Doctor, and the rats are having a time with you. Do you not have any pride?”
	JD’s eyes peeked open as he realized he was still alive. He began the process of sitting up, all the while feeling like he was going to vomit. 
“Ahggg...Ahggg...,” He grunted, holding his belly and gagging. He stood up and ran to a nearby tree, bent over, and unloaded a night full of pork pie and pickled eggs. He wiped his mouth and belched. “BUUUURRRRPPPP.” 
He looked over at Clara and smiled. “Pride, Lady Whitfield? But now, why would you question my pride?” He then started laughing at himself as he walked over to her. He put out his hand in friendship.
Clara slapped his hand away. “You’re disgusting. I shan’t shake your hand, Doctor. Did you drink all night and carouse with the ladies? You smell like a brothel.”
JD tried to embrace her. He touched her upper lip again, trying to wipe away an invisible speck of lipstick. He put his finger in his mouth. “Is that cherry, sweet pea?”
Clara jerked her head away. “I’m certainly not your sweet pea.” She wiped her mouth and began an animated diatribe. “And I’m not your darlin’ or your sugar or your honey, or even your little lady. JD, clean yourself up.” Clara turned and walked a few feet away.
When she gathered her thoughts and her pride, she led JD down to the street corner and hailed a taxi driven by Chat. This time she rode with the man, all the while trying to avoid JD’s smell and grime. She handed the driver a one-pound note. “Much of this is for you, cabbie, if you do just what I say to do.”
Their first stop was familiar. “Chat, take us to the Whitechapel Public Baths and Wash House.” Clara sat in the taxi with the time clock running for an hour-long stint while JD soaked his cares away in a hot slipper bath. 
Almost human-looking, they made their next stop at The Fifty Shilling Tailors, famous for cheap British ready-made suits. Clara had him dressed in a tweed jacket, flannels, and a flat cap, and he stood, admiring himself barefoot. 
She held up a pair of sturdy brown leather shoes. “JD, these are practical English brogues. Y’all need to dress the part, Texas-boy.”
When JD finished and exited the dressing closet, he was still wearing his Justin, pointy-toed brown leather riding boots. He had in his hand, however, a pair of black and white brogues. 
Clara looked at the spectator shoes with a twist on her face. “JD, perhaps you are becoming an Englishman.”
Chat’s last stop was at Clara’s small mews flat in Belgravia. He stopped and parked on the cobblestone road. He got out of the taxi, opening the door for his fare. Chat pulled her haversack from the taxi and handed it to JD. “Here you go, Lady Whitfield.” He pointed to JD. “Your beau is looking fine.” He thanked Clara profusely, especially when she added a five-shilling tip. Chat then quickly drove away.
As they walked to Clara’s mews flat, JD carried her haversack. 
“JD, stop for just a minute. I need to check something.”
Clara opened the sack and stood looking into it. She was still wearing her wrinkled gray nursing dress. She sorted through the bag, pushing aside her white apron and nursing cap. At the bottom, she found what she wanted: her beige cardigan sweater and a wad of keys. “I’m freezing, JD.” She pointed across the way. “That’s my flat over there.” She turned and began chuckling. “Now we ‘might could’ spend the morning here. Y’all. We’ll get a spot of tea and a crumpet.”
When they entered the flat, a raspberry-long-haired Persian cat stood looking at them. “Oh, Sorbet,” she said as the cat jumped into her arms. “Have you missed Mommy?” Turning to JD, she said, “Sorbet, make your acquaintance of Doctor JD Calhoun of the state of Texas.” She snuggled with Sorbet, jiggling the brass bell on her collar, and rubbing her face on her long fur. “Y’all know Texas. State of big cats called bobcats. Ugh, so, so scary, Sorbet. I have no idea who this Bob is. Oh, and a state of longhorns. They’re cows that go moo.” Again she jiggled the collar bell. “See JD, Sorbet has a collar bell with her initials on it. SCW. Sorbet Cordelia Whitfield.”
JD smiled. These English ladies and their cats, weird, he thought. “Steers, Clara. Longhorns ain’t cows; they're big, mean steers. And they don’t really moo, just more like roar. And crap, y’all, they really can crap.”

They then had a very long, nice day of talking, laughing, and realizing they were becoming really good friends. 
Clara made them a pot of English tea. JD made her a fire, and after changing into a comfortable dress, Clara and JD sat down on her sofa.
“So, JD. I’m so curious. What is this state of Texas really like, y’all?”
“Well, bloke, Lady Clara Whitfield, it’s like the continent, very different depending on where y’all are.” He then spent time telling her about his birth and early life in Waco, central Texas. He described his college years at UT Austin and his medical school and residency at UTMB in Galveston, Texas.
“Point of conjecture: is Galveston really an island, JD?”
When Clara began asking questions about JD’s surgical practice after his residency training at UTMB, JD grew very quiet. “I ain’t had much success after the Medical Branch, Clara.”
“Is that why you are in England, JD?”
He was reluctant at first, but Clara was easy to talk to. Soon he told her that he was a very successful medical student and surgery resident.
“This Alpha Omega Alpha, is that given to most students?”
“I was number three in my class, Clara. We had 153 students, if I recollect. No, Clara, it’s an honor. But AOA wouldn’t recognize me now.”
“Clara,” JD said with great reluctance. “If y’all see a Texas Ranger, you know, Stetson, cowboy boots, and probably with a concealed gun at this point. If y’all see him- his name is Wyatt, Wyatt Buchanan- stay away. He’s bad news.”
Clara stopped, wondering. “Why, for heaven’s sake, is a Texas Ranger in England? Is he looking for you, JD?” 
JD then told Clara a long embarrassing story. He had become involved with a beautiful, Irish, third-year medical student named Siobhan Mulroney. “Clara,” He paused. “I guess I’m a sucker for a woman’s eyes. She has those blue eyes.” He then shook his head and looked at Clara. “Nice, but not like y’all’s. Blue, not like y’all’s- Y’all’s  eyes are like the Greek Mediterranean Adriatic Sea.”
He went on to say that Siobhan was the daughter of a wealthy Texan Medical Supply CEO. “He owns Siobhan Pharmaceutical, the largest medical supply company in Texas. “She’s one fine looker, Clara. But Siobhan’s nuts, a real cracker barrel.”
“Does this have anything to do with your Texas Ranger?”
JD finished his tea and poured himself some more. “Never was much for tea, but this is good, Clara.” He sighed and went on. “Y’all see, Siobhan is dead. Fell, or more likely jumped, from my medical frat’s balcony. There was a wild party, and they say I was up in the game room with her. Wyatt and Daddy say I pushed her.”
Clara became silent. She was thinking about what all this meant. “JD, were you in the game room that night?”
JD looked down at the floor. “My brain’s blank.” He then looked up at Clara. “Y’all, I was shit-faced. I just don’t recollect.”

JD wanted to change the subject. “Clara, now it’s y’all’s turn. What is an English Lady?”
Clara put Sorbet down. "JD, a 'Lady' in England isn't just politeness. It's a courtesy title given to the daughters of certain noblemen, marking her as nobility by blood, not just manners."
She poured herself the last of the tea. “Now, I'm the daughter of Charles Whitfield, the Earl of Wrenfield, and Lady Eleanor Whitfield of Wrenfield Hall in Kent — which makes me, technically, far too grand for a place like your favorite establishment, The Blind Beggar."
JD started laughing. He remembered a time when he was going to ask her to go to The Blind Beggar for a pint with him. “Y’all’s too uppity. The Beggar is a fine place. I find that it is a great place to get blind.” He reached down and petted the cat. “What the hell is an Earl?”
Clara went and made them cucumber sandwiches and iced tea. When she returned, JD was looking through her hall closet. In the closet were many men’s clothes. Suits and jackets, and even a pair of silk pajamas. He looked at her with a questioning glance. 
Clara, with a scowl, swept between JD and the closet, closing the door. “Those, sir, are the clothes of this flat’s former resident. He’s my oldest brother, the Honorable William Whitfield.” 
Clara then touched JD on the hand and looked off in thought. “By the by, are we, the royal we, coming to Lady Beatrice’s Ambulance Benefit Tea?"

Clara took all her brother’s clothes out of the closet, and the two carried them up to her loft, where she had a large mirror. She stood with JD, looking at him and asking questions. “How tall are you, JD?”
JD was five feet eleven and weighed 167 pounds.
Clara dismissed that. “Willie’s shorter than you. He’s five feet eight in heels. But he’s hefty, maybe 15 stone, ten pounds.” She put her hands around his waist, measuring him. “He’s shorter, but much fatter. That gives you some room to stretch. It’ll be perfect.”
Soon, JD was outfitted. “You will keep these here, JD, until you wear them to the tea.” He had himself an outfit that was too short and baggy, but given the differences, William’s clothes looked good on him. He felt better about his outfit for the event, knowing he had a fine charcoal-grey pinstripe three-piece suit, a crisp white dress shirt, and a silk green power tie. Clara went to her brother’s dresser. “I want you to drape this gold pocket watch across your waistcoat, like a gentleman.” She went into the closet. When she returned, she was holding a pair of black leather oxfords.
JD looked sadly down at his cowboy boots. He didn’t have to say anything.
“Okay, JD. You can wear the boots but only if you polish them.”

The two had an early dinner at a café down the road from her flat. When they returned, it was time for JD to hail a taxi and get back to Dorset Street. 
There was something on Clara’s mind. She kept looking distracted, picking invisible fuzz off of the couch and JD’s shirt. 
“What is it, Clara? Are you hiding the Ripper in this flat?”
“JD, I didn’t want to tell you all this, but Lord Rupert Belgrave I call him Rupee- will be at Lady Beatrice’s tea.” She looked directly at JD. “JD, Lord Rupee is a scoundrel.”
Clara then told JD a long scandalous tale of innuendo and even violence. “He fancied me even when I was a teenager. Rupee locked me inside his water closet one Christmas. I was only fourteen. If Willie hadn’t been aware, he would have certainly had me.” 
She recounted multiple instances in which the Lord pushed the boundaries of social etiquette. The last episode was especially rude.
“His close friend is the Viscount of Harwell. His name is Moray, Thomas Moray. I attended a string quartet recital last May. The viscount escorted me to the drawing room to freshen my gown.”
Clara then took JD’s hand, and they sat down on the couch. “He locked me inside, JD.” Clara sighed, and a tear was in her eye. “When Rupee entered, the look on his face.” She stopped and looked at the ground, now pale and breathing heavily.
“It was hot that May, and the windows were open. I kicked out the screen and escaped.” Clara looked at JD with her jaw tightened. 
Clara wasn’t finished. “Security made an announcement, JD.” She then stood up and continued. “They said that Lady Whitfield has been found to be in possession of stolen antique silverware, implying that I was a thief.” 
Clara wiped tears from her eyes. “They humiliated me, JD. If Lady Beatrice wasn’t a dear, I wouldn’t have a life in society. She’s invited me after everyone else has excluded me.”
JD stood and put his arms around Clara. He looked into her eyes and said, “This Rupee won’t hurt you again if I have anything to do with it.” He touched her cheek and then gave her a single kiss on her lips.


Chapter Four
JD had a final surgery to perform before he was off duty and could go to the Ambulance Tea at Ashcombe House. His House Surgeon was named Dr. Percy Adair, a man in his first year of surgical training. They were to perform a right inguinal herniorrhaphy on a elderly man with pain in his groin. JD first met the man on the operating table.
	After Mr. Simpson Monclair went to sleep, JD examined his groin under anesthesia. What he felt was alarming.
	At the scrub sink, JD peppered Adair about his findings. “Percy, don’t you know that the reason Mr. Monclair has pain is that he has an incarcerated piece of bowel or omentum in that groin. I have instructed Susie to prep the patient for an abdominal approach. Y’all, we can’t be caught in the groin if there is a need to resect bowel. That’s like being on a date, and she’s ready and willing, but I forgot y’all’s rubber. Know what I mean?”
	“JD, Mr. Hartley examined this man. He told me to do him through the groin.”
	JD thought about this. Mr. Reginald Hartley was their superior. He ran the surgical service at Whitechapel. “We’re doing him abdominally, Percy. Believe me, Mr. Monclair will be happy with our decision.”
	A lower abdominal midline incision was made. Incarcerated in the right groin was a knuckle of non-viable, necrotic ileum of the small bowel. 
“Bingo,” JD said. “Inguinal hernias only hurt when something is stuck in them., Percy. That’s a Calhounism. Y’all can go to the bank on it.”

Clara had dry-cleaned his suit and left it with the hospital front desk for JD. He dressed in the first-floor washroom, polished his boots with an old shoe-shine kit under the shelf in the washroom, and was out hailing a taxi for his trip to Ashcombe House, in Belgrave Square.
The taxi cab dropped JD in the circular driveway at Ashcombe House, a tall, white-stuccoed home with sash windows, flanking columns, and a black lacquered front door. Inside, the entrance had a marble-tiled floor, and there was a curving stairway with a wrought-iron balustrade. 
When JD arrived, his name was not registered with the butler. He was told to wait in the entry. As he waited, he climbed the curved staircase, lined with portraits of Ashcombe and Du Vou Villigree’s of the past. When JD noticed their lifespan noted in brass below the painting, he said quietly, “These jaspers are all long-gone and very dead.” It was then that he heard his companion being announced.
“The Lady Clara Whitfield.”
JD stepped down on the lower stair and watched. Clara wore a fitted, smooth, cream-colored afternoon dress, cut to her knee and matching elbow-length gloves. Her blond hair was waved and pinned, and she wore pearl earrings, a necklace, and cream-colored court shoes. 
What JD loved was her hat, small and elegant but with a spice. She had a moderately sized mauve-orange ostrich plume. “She’s not hiding; I love it, girl.” He whispered to himself.
JD stepped down into the entry and stood to the side, waiting. When she saw him, she smiled, put her arm in his, and led him to the butler. The footman took her wrap and gloves, then looked at JD in confusion. 
JD spoke up. “I’m just fine, buddy.” Then he thought better of it and handed him his gold pocket watch. “Hey, fella, I need this back.” 
The butler with announcement cards discussed the situation with Clara. “I am sorry, Lady Whitfield, but this gentleman is not listed. Could we find him another entrance?”
Clara took the card in her hand. She read it carefully, with a scowl on her face. She then directed JD to their side. “This is Doctor John Dillinger Calhoun, from Texas, Surgeon-at-Large, King Edward VII’s Hospital. He is here to see the Viscount concerning his testicular surgery. I fancy we should not announce that. What about you, Marshall?”
As they made their way into the drawing room. Clara pulled JD to the side. “See the reception line, JD. We go down the line and shake hands with each person. Just tell them who you are.” She started over at the beginning of the line when she saw Rupee enter and stand at the far end, next to the Ashcombes. She put her hand up to the side of her mouth. “JD, that’s Rupee. He’s going to try to humiliate me.”
“That fella with a gold cane?”
“That’s him. Watch out.”
They made their way through the line. The majority of attendees thought nothing of JD when he introduced himself as Doctor John Dillinger from Galveston, Texas. One man was too curious. 
“So, Doctor, are you related to John Dillinger, the American gangster?” He appeared to be formulating other follow-up questions. 
JD just said, “If you’ll excuse me, we have a hot nut to operate on. Thank you.”
JD noticed Clara’s growing anxiety. She kept repositioning her feathered hat and coughing into her hand. 
JD nudged her, “Clara, Y’all. I got this covered.”
Rupert was at the end of the receiving line. After the Ashcombes ’ handshake and pleasantries, Clara stepped in front of him and put out her hand.
The man did not acknowledge her but looked through her as if she wasn’t there. Rupert then said, out of the corner of his mouth, but very loud, “One does wonder what a woman does with herself once polite society's finished with her. Emptying bedpans, apparently."
Clare nodded her head and moved aside. 
When JD got to the man, he put out his hand, but withdrew it as Rupert went for his hand. Then, staring into the man’s eyes, he said, in a loud, clear voice: 
“Funny you should mention bedpans, Lord Belgrave — seeing as it was Lady Whitfield holding your chest open while I had my hand around your heart. Reckon she's touched more of you than most women care to. Adios."
Rupert looked like he had just vomited into his mouth. He tipped his cane and turned around, walking away from the line.
Inside, Clara again took JD aside with some instructions. “See the black-dressed waiters at the bar, JD? Saunter over and get yourself a drink. I’ll be in the ladies’ room; we will then circulate together.”
JD did just that. He followed a black-clad waiter carrying a shiny black lacquered tray with a single crystal glass on it. He set the tray down next to the barman who was busy making drinks. The waiter then whispered into the barman’s ear, just audible to JD, “This is for Lord Rupert. He requires a Scotch and just a dash of soda, but add his usual.”
JD watched with interest. The barman made Rupert’s scotch with a dash of soda. He then looked around. Behind the bar was a green glass bottle, and he quickly took the cap off and poured two full shots of Absinthe into the glass. He then used a swizzle stick and stirred it vigorously. The barman then left it unattended, waiting for the waiter.
JD pulled a 15cc syringe from his coat pocket. He proceeded to empty the entire syringe of Lasix into the glass. He quickly took a swizzle stick and stirred the drink, then turned and walked away.
JD found Clara, and the two made rounds. Across the way was a gathering group around Rupee. Clara said, “I need to get closer to watch the bastard, JD. Let’s mingle over there.”
JD watched Rupee. He began with his usual scowl and embarrassing self-attention. When JD saw him prancing back and forth first on one foot and then the other, he knew it was time to strike. 
“Clara,” He said, “I have an appointment in the head. I’ll be right back.” As he was leaving, he said, “Oh, and keep an eye on Rupee. He’s going to have some urologic problems.”
JD moved into the water closet. It was small, with only one toilet with a high-tank gravity flush and a dangling chain. He looked around the room, and then disconnected the water feed line, leaving it hidden but pointed where someone using the toilet would stand. 
JD met Clara, and the two watched as Rupee made his way to the facilities.

Inside, Rupee rushed to the toilet. He almost didn’t make it, pulling his penis out just at the last moment. He then sighed as he voided a bursting full bladder of urine into the toilet bowl. When he finished, he shook himself out and buttoned up his fly. When he reached and pulled the chain, an explosion of water doused him, covering his chest and his trousers with toilet water.
“Bloody hell!’ rang out. The man pulled away from the urinal, shaking his hands and stomping his feet. "Damn. Bollocks. Dastardly bugger.” Followed by a series of “Blast it all! Rang through the small water closet. 
In response, an attendant dressed in white-and-black striped trousers came inside. “Lord Belgrave, what happened here?”
Rupee took his cane and threw it at the attendant. 

JD thought he heard some commotion in the restroom. Soon, a long-john-dressed attendant appeared, and he ran for the kitchen. Following him was Rupee, dressed in too-long, tight, white-and-black striped trousers, tapping his cane and looking like nothing had happened.
JD looked at a laughing Clara. “I told y’all I had this, Clara.”

Mr. Hartley had planned to retire to his office to complete the paperwork. He would first check on Mr. Simpson Monclair, a close friend’s father. He had a history of right groin pain and was found to have an inguinal hernia. Hartley figured he could just check him, and then get going on his other work. 
The inguinal area was the crease between the thigh and the lower abdomen. Because the spermatic cord, vascular structures that supply the testicle in men, descends through this area, there was a tendency for weakness in the area to allow the herniation of the abdominal contents. Repair involved incision in the groin and reinforcement of the floor of the canal. 
Hartley found the patient on his back, covered with his sheets. “Why does my gut hurt so much, Mr. Hartley?”
Hartley lifted a corner of the sheets. “Where is your incision, Mr. Montclair?”
“Well, I think it is up here.” The patient pulled up his sheet. In the lower abdomen was a dressing covering a midline incision. Hartley was angry; he thought that this approach to the hernia was out of line.
“It is necessary on occasion, Mr. Montclair, to open the abdomen to repair these hernias.” Hartley excused himself and went to the nurses’ station to look at the chart.
The chart was clear. His American surgeon noted that his pre-op diagnosis was hernia incarceration. Findings were necrotic small bowel, which would require going in from above and reducing the hernia into the belly, and resecting the dead bowel. It was an observant, capable surgeon who made that decision.

It was a night to remember, one that many Londoners could relate to. St. James’s Park at sunset, walking arm in arm with someone that you need to be with. It was cool, and a wonderful breeze was blowing off the Thames, settling the day and gently massaging the lake, full of its usual residents, pelicans.
Clara was carrying her shoes and had taken off her gloves, placing the gloves in her purse. She carefully removed her ostrich-plumed hat. As she did so, she took that plume and placed it tenderly into JD’s lapel.  
JD was excited. He had seen ostriches often on the plains of Texas, and while they were quite stupid birds, he remembered them fondly. He touched his feather with pride, because his new friend had given it to him.
Clara put her arms around the surgeon. She then planted a small kiss on his lips. Putting her finger on his upper lip, she quieted him so that she could tell him something important. 
“I love ostriches, JD. They are beautiful birds that can never fly away.”


Chapter Five
His first days in Lisbon were special, but by the fourteenth, Wyatt Buchanan was done with the Portuguese. He found the food was excellent: bacalhau, salted cod prepared in dozens of ways; sardinhas assadas; caldo verde—a simple, hearty kale and potato soup. These he found all excellent. 
Then there was the drink, an especially important commodity to the Texan.  He took to the Vinho verde — an effervescent white wine- and his go-to became port wine. And the women were so beautiful, olive-skinned, dark with a head of full black hair, coffee-colored eyes, trim, athletic figures, and, most importantly, a strong desire to cohabitate with an unusually endowed colorful cowboy. 
So why was Wyatt done with Lisbon and Portugal entirely? His pistol was stolen on the first day; his Stetson was someone’s prize the next week. When his Justin boots went missing, Wyatt measured the country as undesirable. By the time he realized that it was riddled with undesirables, Wyatt was thinking about returning home. 
But he was well funded. Patrick Liam Mulroney didn't cut corners. His assignment was to find the person responsible for his daughter’s death, and the suspect to be returned to Texas, alive or preferably dead. Doctor JD Calhoun was that man, and Mulroney’s money was flowing all the way from the state capital, Austin. He replaced all his stolen items, and Lisbon became just a temporary nuisance. He planned to pocket the $100K delivery fee soon.
After two long weeks, this country of intrigue, immigrants, spies, and criminals finally gave him a seat on a flying boat, and he landed on the Island Kingdom at war on a fine day in November of 1940, two months after JD Calhoun’s disappearance from Galveston, and only 10 weeks after the start of the Luftwaffe’s Blitz.
JD had bragged about where he was going and why. He wanted a new direction, and he was heading to London to make a difference. In reality, he was running from a crime and the electric chair in Huntsville, Texas. 
He had gotten the beautiful, promising UTMB medical student, Siobhan Mulroney, pregnant, and instead of taking responsibility, decided to push her to her death over the balcony at Zeta of Phi Chi, a medical fraternity, at 606 University in Galveston. It was just two months later that this disreputable creature disappeared, and now the retired Texas Ranger, Wyatt Buchanan, was going to track him down.
 Wyatt spent the first night in London at the Savoy. He made phone calls and found that all foreign nationals practicing medicine in war-torn England were required to register under the Medical Registration Act of 1940. JD’s location was listed as Whitechapel, East End. London.

That first night, in the Savoy bar, Wyatt reviewed what he knew of Siobhan Mullroney’s untimely death. 
JD Calhoun was a prolific drinker of bourbon, to the point of calling it his sweet amber. The tragedy occurred during the Fourth of July toga party. 
JD began the night on the ground floor of his medical school fraternity, Zeta of Phi Chi, located at 606 University Avenue in Galveston. His dear friend, Wiley ‘Bubba’ Boxer, climbed the old creaky stairs to the fraternity game room that night with JD. 
Bubba told Wyatt the following. “We planned to drink ourselves blind, Mr. Buchanan.”
“Y’all drink bourbon, is that right, Bubba?”
“JD calls it sweet amber. It’s not really sweet, I think.”
“How much of the sauce did y’all drink, Bubba?”
 “We each had a fifth of Jim Beam.” 
“Bubba, what frame of mind was JD in?”
“He was upbeat. He wanted to get his surgical practice going again. He blamed the draft for slow times. I had no idea what he meant, but that’s what he said.”
“Had you ever seen the locket that was in Siobhan’s hand?”
“JD showed me that locket. It was a cheap fake silver, with a picture of a dead dog. JD planned to give it to his ex-girlfriend, Autumn, the next day.”
“What do you mean, a dead dog?”
“Winston, his dead Lab.”
Wyatt probed for more intel. “What can you tell me about that night?”
“Well, we went to the game room, but it thinned out, and no one but JD and I were present when I woke up.” 
Marilyn Connor, Siobhan’s best friend, reported the girls’ night. Siobhan was inconsolable, distraught, feeling defeated, and hopelessly in love with JD. 
“We went swimming in the frat’s rat-infested pool for some reason. Siobhan spent her night in her red bathing suit, out by the pool, hoping for a reconciliation.” 
“Anything else, Marilyn?”
Marilyn reported, “Siobhan told me that she was pregnant with JD’s baby. I thought that odd. She always told me she couldn’t get pregnant. She really liked having sex with JD. She said he knew things that no man could know.” 
The only other information was in the police report from that night. Eyewitnesses reported that Siobhan Mulroney was found dead on the driveway, wearing only a pair of pink sweatpants. Her neck was broken due to a fall from the balcony attached to the game room. In her hand was the silver locket, Winston’s picture still intact.
JD claimed to have been drunk and unaware of what happened to Siobhan. He had no recollection of that night.

It was the next day when Wyatt’s investigation truly began. He was heading to the East End, an area hit hardest by the Luftwaffe.
In the taxi, he struck up a conversation. “I need to go to the East End, Marlowe. My friend is a drinker, and he likes the ladies. Drop me at a pub, and oh, what about that Ripper?”
He visited The Ten Bells pub, described in the phone book as a friendly medicinal distributor. At the bar, he began his lesson in proper English lingo. “I’ll have a cold one”
The barman looked at Wyatt with a cold stare. “A cold what, cowboy?”
“A beer, a cold beer.”
The barman put a pint of dark lager in front of him. He ceremoniously dropped a single ice cube into it. “Yanks,” the man said as he turned aside.
Next was the Frying Pan, a hole-in-the-wall that smelled of urine and salty fish. When he entered, a group was congregated in the corner staring at something.
Wyatt broke through the group. Slumped over in the water closet was a woman in a green dress, her blouse open, a breast dangling free. She was dead and had her eyes open, staring at all of them. Wyatt noted that her petticoat was up, exposing her vital parts as if she were ready to complete the deal. 
The owner began dragging the woman outside by her booted foot, as if it were a daily occurrence and bad for business. As he did so, Wyatt noted something sticking out of her thigh. A hypodermic needle. The dead woman was Sugar. She was just 23 years old.
Wyatt had a spot in his heart for a redhead. So at The Blind Beggar, Mae Rose was his chosen lady. 
Mae Rose had on a lace-covered white dress, as if she thought she was a bubbling bride. She wore her long red hair down, brushing it out at the bar with a glass of port and lemon. She grabbed Wyatt in the crotch and said, “Hello, cowboy, have ya a little something down there for Mae Rose?”
“Yeah, I do, Mae Rose,”  Wyatt said. “But it ain’t little.” 

JD had walked the five blocks from Dorset to the Fieldgate Station for a night with Clara. His night would turn out to be full of blood and bone. He was out on Whitechapel when he heard the air raid sirens begin. Clara had come out, hoping to meet him. They both saw the two kids disappear.
Kenny was running down an alley, holding the hand of a younger girl. She was his little sister, Sissy, and they were afraid. Their grandpa was killed last week in an air raid. 
Clara was off ahead of JD. Soon, they entered a two-story apartment complex, following the children. Just before, the second floor had been blown apart. Above them, the building was now a single-floor structure, with the little girl dangling above them, her little stockinged legs beating back and forth like she were running in place.
Between blasts of the sirens, Sissy was screaming. JD made a mitt with his two clenched hands, and Clara put her foot inside, jumping up on JD’s shoulders. Grabbing Sissy’s feet, she guided her down onto the floor.
Sissy was screaming. She cried and cried, pointing to a pile of brick rubble. “Kenny she yelled,” and she kept picking up brick after brick and tossing them away. Clara and JD joined her, and they quickly exposed the head of a brick-dust-covered boy, unconscious, with a head laceration and blood covering his face.
“Kenny,” Sissy screamed as she jumped over the debris and threw herself on her brother. “Kenny, Kenny, are you alive?”
JD pulled Sissy off of her brother. He pulled open the boy’s eyelids to see active, alive eyes. He felt for a strong pulse in his neck. He and Clara then started pulling Kenny by his shoulders; he couldn’t be dislodged. 
“Move, you’re in the way,” an air raid warden said, his helmet hanging from its strap. He held a long metal pole and shoved it into the pile of bricks; using it, all three lifted a huge brick wall off the boy.
Kenny lay in the rubble. His lower leg was twisted unnaturally, his foot turned around and pointing down. There was a massive laceration of his thigh, full of meat, bone, and blood. 
Clara took off his shoe. His foot was cold and blue. JD took his bandage scissors and cut his pants off. He then examined the boy’s right leg.
Kenny had a compound, open fracture of the femur, with sharp bony fragments visible in the wound. He had a palpable femoral pulse, but the popliteal and posterior tibial pulses in his foot were absent. 
JD placed his hand around the ankle and gently applied traction, rotating the foot. back into position. Soon, the foot warmed and turned pink. With vascular patency to the foot established, the thigh wound started bleeding, with arteries pumping blood. Clara dropped to her knees, applying pressure with her hand and stopping the hemorrhage.
The warden was quite resourceful. He had pulled down several blackout curtains and ripped them into cloth strips. He replaced Clara’s hand with the cloth, and she reapplied pressure. 
Down at the foot, JD yelled to the man. “I need a board or something for a splint.” He looked at the warden’s name badge. “Stanley, go get something.”
Stanley disappeared outside through a hole in the wall. When he returned, he was carrying a dead man’s carbine and his leather belt. Stanley took his and JD’s belts, tossing the three belts and the carbine into a pile at JD’s feet. 
He went to Clara, who nodded, and he loosened and removed her white belt as well. Stanley looked over at JD. “What now, Doc?”
The plan was to use the carbine as a splint, lashing the leg into a position that kept the traction. Clara lashed the thigh and, using the three other belts, fixed the rest of the leg in place. They then had a pink, warm foot and, with Clara’s pressure, vascular control in the thigh. 
“Stanley, we need a litter.” JD pointed to an overturned cabinet. “Pull apart the back of that Hoosier.” 
Clara kept applying pressure; with the boy on the litter and JD and Stanley at the ends, they used the makeshift stretcher to transport him to the Fieldgate Station.
Kenny was laid on a big table, and they brought in lights. “Morgan,” Clara yelled to the field station manager. “We need a surgical tray.”
JD put gloves on. He replaced Clara’s hands with his. He gradually relieved pressure until he found a pulsing artery, then pressed back into the wound. As he did this, Kenny was writhing in pain. “Stop, stop... that hurts. Doctor, that hurts. Please stop.”
Clara reached into her dress pocket. She pulled out a morphine ampule. With a glass syringe, she drew the med up, and after using a tourniquet, she gave the boy an intravenous injection of one milligram. Kenny was immediately asleep.
They had a group around them. Each held a flashlight to illuminate the wound. Someone poured iodine solution into the wound. JD grabbed instruments from the surgery tray.
He explored the wound. A major branch of the superficial femoral artery was lacerated and bleeding. He clamped it and then doubly ligated it with a silk ligature. He then liberally irrigated the wound with bowls of saline. 
Eventually, the boy had internal fixation of his right femoral fracture in a proper operating room. 

Five blocks away, outside of the rubble of the Luftwaffe’s raid, at Fulbourne and Whitechapel, things in The Blind Beggar were getting interesting. Perhaps it was the American Eagle silver dollar that Wyatt tossed to Mae Rose, or perhaps it was that last port and lemon, but Mae Rose was giving her cowboy the attention that he always thought he deserved. 
In the corner of the pub, in the dead of the night, with the curtain drawn, this woman of the night was in love with a sight she long believed did not exist. She had pulled down the Texas Ranger’s skivvies and, beholding the sight, let out an Indian war cry, WHOOP. Then she yelled, “Oh...COWBOY...MY, TEXAS IS SUCH A BIG STATE.”


Chapter Six
The island country at war was hit in the night by a storm, matching the Luftwaffe’s violence. The sky was black except for the crescent edge of a sardonic moon that threw wisps of light onto the black Victorian building at the end of the cobblestones, where Hanbury Street, Spitalfields, was up to a tincture of bad medicine.
	With caution, the early morning found a brave enough General Post Office telegram boy bicycling up the cobblestone road at 10 Hanbury. The boy began to question his sanity as he watched eerie yellow light scatter through blackout curtains covering vertically placed, shuttered windows. A growing stench of cordite and ash wafted through the area, and the blistering wind howled as it blasted uncontrolled through the space.
	The telegram boy parked his bicycle on the edge and walked with trepidation, step by step, up the uneven walkway. In the front garden was a wooden plank on a stake that said: 
Edgar Grimsby Apothecary
Chemist
10 Hanbury Street,
Spitalfields. London.
He knocked on the brass knocker, sending a seditious blast of an eerie bell ringing out ominously. Soon, there seemed to be a struggle inside. Attempts to twist the doorknob failed; clicking sounds of an ineffective key turning uselessly were heard, but finally the oaken door swung open slowly, revealing the black silhouette of a man in an oversized, rumpled dressing gown and a tall top hat. 
	The boy said, just above a whisper, “Sir, I have a message for the patron of 10 Hanbury. May I read the missive to you or your superior?”
	The man just raised his hand in the shadows and pointed.
	Being an honest man of virtue, the boy began to read:
BE OF GOOD ACCORD-STOP-COMPLETE THE PROJECT PROMPTLY-STOP-SPARE NOT A MOMENT-STOP-YOUR PATRON AND FRIEND-STOP-CLARENCE.

The telegram boy was finished and wanted to retreat. He was about ready to turn and leave when the man held something out to him. Reluctantly, the boy took what was offered. The black door closed slowly, leaving him in the shadows.
	The messenger stepped back and stumbled on the porch steps. When he regained his balance, he looked at what the man had given him. It was a cold 12-ounce bottle of Coca-Cola wrapped in a one-pound note.
	The sinister man was none other than Edgar Grimsby, apothecary chemist of ill repute. His reputation was one of sinister modifications of drug chemical structures using known organic chemistry techniques. The rumor was that Cryo-Turate was his progeny, a drug that could be used to control the content of dreams. 
	Grimsby felt that it was a night of discovery, as he boiled and decanted his product, storing it for future use in a modified ice box. 

	Clara knew she could finish a long charity run; she just had never been involved in one. It was fashioned as The Blitz Charity Relief Dash for Freedom. The charity run was to begin at ten a.m. from Hyde Park, circle central London, cross the Thames twice, and finish in St. James’s Park at 11:45. 
	She got together her outfit: a loose-fitting cotton blouse, a knee-length, wide-waisted dress, plain canvas flats, and an open straw hat. She sent a message to JD: “Meet me at noon on Saturday in St. James Park, at our place; ostrich feather mandatory.” 
	Soon after her arrival, Clara began to worry. Burgundy and gold colors were everywhere. Since those were Rupert’s family colors, she grew suspicious. 
	In addition, it was odd that, as she gathered with her opponents, not a single woman was to run. Literally hundreds of tall, gangly, running-type men wearing colorful running gear stopped at the start line, most chuckling about her presence. BANG rang out, and the charity run was on.
	Clara had run not even a dozen furlongs before she noticed that she was dead last. As she saw her opponents disappear ahead of her, she wondered if she should return, but it was a charity event, and she couldn’t do that. 
	It was around 10 a.m. when she noted a wooden fence set up across the race path. It seemed to indicate that her route was to the right, down a curving trail and across a debris-laden field. 
Soon she found herself approaching the London Docks. There were discarded wooden crates and pallets, and by the smell, large quantities of horse manure. The first brawl occurred to her left. Hoodlums fought over an old burnt-out  Austin. When a fleeing man from behind grabbed and swiped her purse and fled, Clara knew she was in trouble.
She stopped, breathing hard, and thought. It was obvious that she needed to return. When she turned to retrace her steps, she did not recognize her path.
Clara now walked along and found herself in the middle of a refuse dump. Cans of combustible materials lay scattered, and groups of tramps and vagrants were burning them for warmth. As she continued, these recalcitrants made their presence known, and their desires obvious  
One man with a shriveled hand said, “Ere, m'lady! Come warm them fine aristocratic pins by my fire, eh?”  
A crazy man, dancing around, yelled, “Blimey, ain't she a bit of all right! Fancy a go on me motor, love?" 
When an old woman in a blue velvet beret, huddled in a torn long sweater-coat, approached her. The woman’s coat was stuffed with newspaper against the cold, and she wore chains of jewelry and watches that suggested she was some sort of thief. Clara stopped, thinking she'd have to fight. There was something, however, about the woman’s smile.
“Deary, you'm in the wrong place and no mistake. What's a fine thing like you doin' round 'ere?”
Clara gave up. She needed the woman's help. “Ma’am, I am lost. Could I trouble you for directions?”
It was one p.m. when Clara finally made it to St. James Park. Her guide, Crystal La Pleasantry, pointed her to a safe place and was turning to leave. Clara went to give her some cash, but then realized that her purse was stolen. She took a can of street tar and wrote her name and contact location in big letters on a piece of wood. “Crystal, I want to repay you. Ring me tomorrow.”

JD made it to St. James Park with his ostrich feather and time to spare. The first runners crossed the finish line, but he soon realized they were all men. As time went on, he began to fear the worst.
He re-read the poster. It said: The Blitz Charity Relief Dash for Freedom, just what Clara had told him. When the last contestant crossed the finish line, he went and talked to the out-of-breath man. 
“Have you seen Lady Clara Whitfield? She’s a contestant.”
The man tried to catch his breath. He was covered with sweat and kept spitting on the ground.
JD handed him a bottle of Coca-Cola, and the man downed it in a few gulps. He then handed the bottle back to JD and said, “The Lady was behind me.” He continued breathing hard. “I lost track of her around the Tower Bridge.”

When Clara arrived at the Pelican pond, she was downtrodden. She walked across to the finish line. Burgundy and gold signs and banners hung everywhere. Soon she heard laughter. A group of men wearing Lord Rupert armbands came up to her. “Not a runner, I see. Lady Whitfield.” Another man turned to the group. In a sing-song voice, he sang: “Lady Clara is not a runner. Lady Clara is not a runner.”
JD tapped that man on his shoulder. He pointed at the group with his empty Coke bottle. 
“Quite a group of panzies, I’d say. Only cowards lash out at a lady in a charitable event, trying to help the war effort.” He put his arm around Clara and led her away, saying, “Y’all should be ashamed. Go put on your shining armor and play that y’all are knights when really, y’all are just fools.”  

The taxi dropped Clara and JD at her flat, and the two went in out of the cold. While Clara was showering, JD made tea and found something he could make for her.
Since arriving in England, JD always kept a jar of peanut butter in his doctor bag. He grabbed four pieces of bread from a fresh tin loaf and spread a layer of PB. Looking around, he saw mint jelly, which looked a lot like green jelly, and so soon he was sitting on the couch with a tray of tea and English peanut and jelly sandwiches. 
He noticed Sorbet wasn't around. He knew little about cats, especially female ones, so he figured she was just catting around. 
Clara came out of her bedroom, drying her hair, wearing her warm pajamas, robe, and leather slippers. She flipped on the BBC and sat down for lunch.
	Clara took a bite of JD’s sandwich. “What is this, JD? It’s awfully sweet and nutty at the same time. It’s the mint,” she said, chewing. “The mint gives it a different taste.” She touched his arm. “I like this. What do they call it in Texas?”
With a mouth full of sandwich, JD said, “P and B. You need to eat these with bananas, Clara.”
Clara got up, eating her sandwich. She went to the door and looked around outside. “Sorbet,” she yelled. “JD, I’m sort of worried. She hasn’t been home for a couple of days.”
They talked about the charity run. “JD, what was I thinking?”
“Yeah, y’all. I was a runner once. Runnin’ and catching the ladies.” He swallowed his last bite. “Y’all ever run, you know, in a race like?”
Clara twisted up her mouth and nodded. “I was quite a runner at Roedean.” She looked at JD. “That’s the school that I went to.”
“I was a running back,” He said, freeing up a wad from his mouth with his index finger. “You know, carrying the football on the football team. Waco High School.” He smiled slyly. “That ‘s the school that I went to.”
Clara stood, picked up a soccer ball from the floor, and tossed it to him. She smiled slyly. “No carrying a ball in football, JD. That’s called hands.”
JD stood up and made a perfect kick across the room, the ball landing in an open closet. “That’s called foot.”
JD sat down thinking. “What did y’all think of all those Rupee groupies?”
Clara set her tea down. She looked out the window. “JD, I have to reconcile with that bloke.”
“Bollix to hell? Reconcile? The guy tried to rape y’all. No, tell me you won’t never reconcile.”
Clara looked down, thinking. “JD, a lady’s place in society is very important. I know it must be hard to understand.’

That late afternoon, Clara had a shift at Fieldgate. They told her to sweep the area for casualties. She systematically searched each building, room, nook, and cranny, carrying an RAF lantern and a trowel.  She found a freezing little boy alone, hiding in a cabinet, drinking his own urine and crying. An older woman with a neighborhood watch name badge named Sukki was dead. She spent time taking dead animals to the dustbin in the alley. 
When she saw Sorbet laying in the dustbin, her beautiful raspberry fur was nearly shaved off. Her mouth was bound, and her cat collar was gone.
Clara dropped down, breathless, on her knees. She knew that it was wrong right away, and that her sacrifice was nothing as she mourned in the alley of a blown-out neighborhood, in the war-torn East End. She found herself saying a prayer. When she was done, she lifted up her cat. 
With Sorbet lying on her back, she walked quickly to Fieldgate. She wanted to return her to the neighborhood and bury her. She placed Sorbet in her bicycle basket and turned her on her side. A hypodermic needle was sticking out of her little buttock. 


Chapter Seven
Why would she just disappear? But just as the thought entered his exhausted brain, a squadron of Spitfires overhead answered the question. It was wartime, and she worked in the East End, with nightly bombing runs by the Luftwaffe, JD knew, but he didn’t want to think.

	Ravensmoor was an old English family residence, and as the name implied, was set on a wild, fog-shrouded moor in North Yorkshire that inspired Gothic classics. After a long train ride, Lord Rupert Belgrave’s private secretary, Miles Cankerton, had arranged a private car, and Clara was entering the grounds that early evening in November of 1940.
	She had dozed for most of the journey, but as she entered the home of her nemesis, Clara couldn’t think about closing an eye. She came without telling anyone, as everyone would have dissuaded her from what she had to do.
As the car swung through the imposing black iron gates, flanked by huge stone predatory ravens, their eyes imperceptible and worn flat from centuries of wind, they warned her of her last chance to turn back.
	They drove along a long, winding gravel drive. Soon the residence, a grey stone structure with a jagged silhouette from mismatched editions, rose out of the foggy moors.
	They were inside a perfectly sealed, heated Rolls-Royce Phantom III, but as the mansion came into view, Clara could swear that all of the windows were open. “Benson, could you turn up the heat, and are the windows open?”
	“Yes, Lady Whitfield.” The air chilled.
	As she entered through the front receiving door, Clara became frantic, thinking about running. She would just take off onto the moors, running like she knew she could, and take her chances. When the heavy black doors rumbled closed behind her, she began to realize the folly. The little girl who curtsied to her required her to toss that silly idea away.
	A child of ten, with beautiful, silk-like golden-blond hair and sea-glass green eyes, approached Clara and curtsied. “Lady Clara Whitfield, I am Marigold Fenwick. I wish to accompany you today during your visit to Ravensmoor. Did your travel find you wanting, Lady Whitfield?”
	Clara touched the child’s hand. “No, Miss Fenwick, I wanted for nothing. Thank you and the Lord for his hospitality.” She began to remove her gloves, hat, and veil, and wrap as two servants dressed in white approached. 
	Marigold was an exemplary host. She began by giving her a tour of the first floor of the Ravensmoor residence. They then went into the sun room and dined on tea and pastry, and as the sun set, they enjoyed a roaring fire.
 	Clara noticed right away that Marigold was schooled in the ways of the aristocrats. She held herself just so, spoke the Queen’s English, always with smile, always with confidence beyond her years. As they spoke, however, she would never utter Rupert’s name, choosing to refer to him in the third person with references to Ravensmoor. “Has Lord Rupert been involved in your instruction, Marigold?”
	To which the child deferred, “Oh, yes, Lady Whitfield, Ravensmoor has been so instrumental in my journey.”
	Marigold showed Clara the gallery of ancestors: a long hall lined with portraits of the Belgrave name. For each one, Marigold had a short report, describing the man or woman. When they came to the floor-to-ceiling portrait of the present Lord Rupert Belgrave, she just looked away with a chilling look, leading Clara into the drawing room.
As the night continued, Clara began to wonder where Rupert was.

JD completed his shift and went out into the East End and Whitechapel to search for Clara. He began at the Fieldgate station.
He approached the station head nurse. “Sister Morgan, I am looking for my friend, Clara Whitfield. Is she scheduled for duty tonight?”
Sister Morgan was distracted. The station had just withstood the triage of bombing victims. “Took a week of leave.” She snapped her fingers and directed a group of volunteers. “One would think that one so familiar with her would know, Doctor.” She glanced at him and winked.
JD tried to keep up. With Sister Morgan. “I’m sorry, Doctor. I am at present quite occupied.” She then was gone into the night, leaving JD alone.
The surgeon went to the London Hospital. After checking the hospital admission rolls, he was assured that Clara was not inside. He grabbed a cab, went to Wilton Mews, and tried to get into her flat. She had told him about a key under the mat, and he used it to enter. The flat looked occupied, a warm teapot still on the stove, and her bedroom slippers lined up for her return.
JD relied on word of mouth. He went alone the length of Whitechapel until the dead of night. “Have you seen Lady Whitfield?” “Help me, please. Are you aware of Clara Whitfield’s location?” “Did you see a pretty nurse in a gray uniform named Whitfield?”
He found himself at The Blind Beggar and entered after his exhaustive search.
“Hey, cowboy,” Mae Rose said as she snaked herself up to JD, who was sitting at the bar. She slapped down an American Silver Eagle on the bar. “Monsieur Eddie, champagne, and a pint for the cowboy.”
JD put his hand over the tap. ‘Eddie, no bother, y’all, I’m not drinking tonight.”
Mae Rose made a swoop with her arm. “OH, MY GOD. And you call yourself a cowboy?”

Clara soon found out where Lord Rupert Belgrave was. 
On the way to the drawing room, Marigold began to act reluctant. As she walked with her, she looked down, and they walked along the hallway slowly. 
She was continually distracted by unimportant items along their way. The girl turned off a light here, and then turned on another light there. She stopped at a window and used her handkerchief to wipe off a speck. “We are so deficient, Lady Whitfield.” 
Finally, they stood in front of the imposing double doors to the drawing room. Marigold turned to Clara. She handed her Sorbet’s brass collar bell, saying nothing.
Marigold then hung her head in a shameful posture. Looking up, she raised her hand and tapped slowly, first a quiet tap and then a second. She left her hand there, contemplating a third knock. When she did, she glanced at Clara with a sad expression. She then dropped her hand, curtsied, and walked away.

JD had decided to give up drinking. He had shown his new friend his tarnished image too often, and he could no longer project his disappointing image on her any longer. He had been without drink for 36 hours when his search for Clara ended that night, and he was just beginning to feel that unsteady feeling. 
JD hailed a cab and took a quick detour to his Dorset Street residence. As he exited the cab, he felt the nausea well up, causing him to vomit in the street. He rushed ahead, crossing the street, nearly being hit, and with his head down and a growing rumble in his stomach, the sweaty man entered his building and stumbled up to his third-floor residence.

Clara watched as the despondent, frightened child hurried away. She was unsure what to do. Gingerly, she tapped on the door and, hearing nothing, tentatively entered the room. 
To her right was a roaring fire, casting an ominous light across the darkened room. In front of the hearth were two leather chairs separated by a small round table, sitting on an oval woven carpet. 
Without any other avenue, Clara walked to the fireplace. Hanging on the wall were instruments of war. 
Before her hung a mace — a heavy, brutal weapon of pure violence. Next to it was a halberd — a polearm combining an axe and a spike- to its left was a claymore, a Scottish two-handed sword. These were all fashioned around an oxidized, dented suit of armor, with an executioner's axe in the knight’s right hand and a stiletto dagger in his left.
Clara heard behind her the opening of the side door. She glanced over her shoulder, and frantically, she grabbed the stiletto dagger, storing it in her sleeve just in case.

JD had never felt like this. His experience with not drinking generally involved the onset of a severe headache. The nausea, the abdominal cramping, and the sweating were more than anything he had felt before. He knew what this meant, and he dropped onto his bed, lying now on his belly, hoping for it to pass.
An hour later, he decided he could not go any further. He reached under his pillow and pulled out a half-pint flask of cheap gin. He sat up, dizzy, with vomit in his mouth. He opened the flask and drank it down. JD dropped the bottle on the floor and fell back on his bed.
Sleep came rapidly.

Lord Rupert Belgrave was standing behind the table, smiling, with two glasses of champagne in fluted glasses. He was dressed in cream colored silk pajamas, his shirt open several buttons. When he stepped forward, Clara was startled, and she retreated just half a step. 
“You are afraid; why is that, Clara?”
“I am not afraid of you, Lord Rupert. You just startled me.”
He set the two glasses on the table, came around, and led her to sit beside him in the leather chairs. He looked at her first in a predatory way, first down at her legs, and then slowly he brought his vision up, finally stopping at her eyes. 
“See, Clara, I am such a harmless soul.” He paused and licked his lips. “You've grown more beautiful in your ruin. I confess I find that...so satisfying...so sensual.”
Clara couldn’t help but open her eyes widely. She fiddled with the stiletto and said, “You are quite a charmer, Lord Rupert.”
Rupert sat forward. He took Clara’s glass of champagne and touched it to her lips. “I had this brought up from our wine cellar, Clara.” When Clara did not sip, he took it away briskly and set it on the table.
He then began to talk in a pressured tone. “Clara, isn’t it time that we put old events behind us? It is just that I want to  say that I feel your heat and stir inside for you.”
“Well, Lord Rupert,” Clara said quietly, “It is quite hot in here tonight.”
“Clara,” Rupert barked. “You have always tested me, so.” He reached out and took her hand, kissing it. 
Looking at her, he placed her hand down on the table, his hand on top of hers.
“Clara, you must know that you are not leaving her tonight without us putting something between us.”
Clara yanked her hand free. She then struck violently, driving the point of the stiletto down through the structures of Rupert’s right hand, pinning it to the table. 
She then stood up.
Rupert screamed, struggling to free his hand. 
Clara took his glass of champagne and held it up to Rupert’s face. 
  “Is that what you had in mind, Rupee?”  
Ceremoniously, she tossed his champagne in his face. 
Chapter Eight
Her desperate flight from Ravensmoor ended early Wednesday morning, November 13th, 1940. Clara had fled that night from the mansion, running across the grounds, without her purse, without a coat, into the icy cold of the night, turning to the storm drain and hiding out in the car-pool garage. There wasn’t a pursuit, perhaps reflecting her victim’s lack of popularity or his embarrassment, but for whatever reason she was safe. 
	Marigold had followed her. The girl had a tragic history herself, and her relationship with the Lord of the manor was strained in ways Clara would never know. She was an impressive young girl, and she sought Clara out once she confirmed her suspicion.
	Two servants were on duty in the car pool that night. The way Old Wilkins and his son Jaspar received Marigold told of their lack of respect for the Lord of Ravensmoor. 
	“Jaspar, is Old Wilkins about?” Marigold, in her nightgown, had run across, searching for her trusted friends. With Clara hiding just outside, a plan was hatched.
	Petrol was the limiting factor. The Ford Model Y was the only vehicle with more than half a tank. “Father,” Jaspar asked Old Wilkins. “Let’s siphon off petrol from one of the Rolls. We need a full tank to get to and back from Northallerton.”
	Old Wilkins was deaf, but he understood the problem. He found a siphon hose, and the two soon had more than enough for the journey. They came up with change equal to nearly a pound for her trip and put it in her pocket. Clara was then put under a wool blanket and stowed in the back of the Ford. 
As Jaspar skidded out of the garage, kicking up gravel, he slid to a stop next to the little blond-haired girl with a heart of gold. Marigold carried a basket full of food and water and handed it to Jaspar. As Clara looked out of the rear window, Marigold stood in her bare feet, wrapped in an old towel, waving goodbye.
Northallerton was an hour’s drive across the wind-swept moors, and had it not been for a telephone malfunction, word would have preceded Clara, and she would have been brought back to cruel justice. The night express on the London and Northeastern Railway dropped Clara at King’s Cross at three a.m. on Wednesday morning.
Clara used the cash and took a taxi to her Wilton Mews flat in Belgravia. Her slippers and gown were laid out for her, and the teapot had been moved, so she knew Theresa, her maid, had been inside her flat on Tuesday.  
Clara showered and dressed quickly. She intended to find her friend. JD needed her. She took another cab to the London Hospital and inquired about his whereabouts. 
Stretching the truth, she inquired inside. “Where can I find Mr. Hartley? I have an appointment this morning.”
Then found Mr. Hartley on the ward with his staff rounding. “Doctor Calhoun has taken the day off, Nurse Clara.”
“Why is that?” she asked.
“Sick,” was all she was told, as the group walked away. “Tell him he has a shift tomorrow morning.”

JD was, in fact, sick. The episode of impending DTs had weighed on him, and despite the gin’s medicinal effects, he knew that he would need the rest of the day to recover. 
He woke early and lay in his room with a headache of monstrous magnitude, with continuing cramping and pain in his belly. He had stopped vomiting and slept through the night, but his mouth felt like his flat, rough, unkempt, and smelled like a sewer.
Clara never knocked, so she just appeared at his bedside. “JD, you look horrible. What happened?”
JD pulled himself up in his bed. “I’m just tired, Clara. I had a long shift.”
Clara looked at the man. “You are more than just tired, JD; you look like you’re feeling seedy.” She stood up and opened a window. When she returned, she put her hand on his brow. “What’s that smell. Have you been chundering?”
JD smiled. “What’s chundering?” He shook his head. “Speak English, Clara. “ He thought, “Oh, ya, that is English.”
Clara felt his pulse. “Spewing, you old sod. Retching, casting up accounts.”
JD came up with the reply. “I have been tossing my accounts. My bank account is now officially empty.”
She made him drink some water. She reached into her haversack and put a thermometer under his tongue, and looked him over. “You’re more than just under the weather. Have you had the shakes, JD?”
JD knew that Clara had discovered his alcohol withdrawal. He wasn’t going to hide it from her. “Yes, Clara. I hadn’t had a drink for 36 hours, and yes, I had the shakes.”
“What led you to not drink?”
“You, girl.” Clara thought about his statement. “I don’t want to be a drunk anymore for you, Clara. You deserve more from me.”

Lord Belgrave spent a painful night. With great difficulty, he struggled, just able to remove the stiletto that Clara had used to pin his hand to the drawing room table. Next, he sounded the alarm, yelling through the intercom system. “Lady Whitfield is no longer an approved guest.” He found himself faint and spat out, “Proceed to lockdown.”
He then dragged himself to the bar, grabbing a handful of ice for his right hand. Aubrey Cankerton rushed in, ushering him to his dressing chamber.
Rupert’s right hand quickly began to swell, and soon it looked like a joint of raw meat, complete with pus and bloody drainage. “Keep it elevated, Lord.” 
Fanny Mayberry looked at his hand. She was the house cook, and had some first-aid experience. “You need to keep still.” She said, gently placing his hand on a pillow and setting down an ice pack. “Then keep ice on it.”
“Fool, I need some morphine,” he said, tossing the pack aside. “Dash the ice.” He pushed her back. “Bring me the phone.” 
Rupert was in agony, moaning and cussing. He was ashen, sweat covering his face. 
Cankerton put the phone away. ”What do you mean, the phone lines are down, Cankerton?” He took deep breaths. “That wench.” He struck out. “Seize her. Cut her. Lash her naked on the roof.”
The night was miserable for Rupert. The hand continued to swell, draining purulent material from the puncture site. He developed a fever and became delirious. When a darkly dressed man with a top hat finally appeared, red streaks were spreading up his arm. 
The man put two sulfonamide tablets in Rupert's mouth. He then spread sulfa powder over the wound. He handed Cankerton a medicine vial. “Two tablets every four hours.” He then handed him a packet. “Spread this powder liberally over the wound, three times per day.”

Clara had cleaned up the Dorset flat. She had used detergent soap and scrubbed down everything that she could. She opened the windows and the curtains, letting in fresh air and stopping the stench. Clara went for water and food. She fed her patient and insisted he hydrate.
Clara lay down on JD’s bed and pulled the covers over them. Holding his hand, she began the discussion about his alcoholism and what they could do about it.
Clara told JD what he needed to do. “We need you on a schedule, JD. You can’t stop having alcohol in your system so quickly. Two ounces of gin every eight hours for now.” She helped him take his first dose.

JD made it to the London Hospital the next day. He was on service and feeling pretty good. He had decided to listen to Clara: two ounces of gin every eight hours, used to titrate his alcoholism. It worked well at first.
In late December, the firebombing began. Night after night, tons of incendiaries leveled the East End and many areas of London. Blocks were leveled, burnt, and gutted. Children, women, and all of the population were torn apart, burnt, and destroyed beyond recognition.
JD and Clara were separated during much of this. They tried to help, dragging burnt victims out of the rubble, treating what they could, and trying not to blame themselves for the inefficient response of the British war machine. 
JD began performing surgeries at Fieldgate Station, unable to use the operating theatre at the London Hospital. He was routinely amputating, debriding, closing wounds, exploring abdomens and splitting chests. Then one night, after the bombing stopped, he found himself alone, covered in blood and his own sweat, stressed beyond his ability to cope. 
It was like a horrible dream. He walked through Whitechapel, looking around at the desolation and destruction. He could smell the stench of burning human flesh. He put his fingers in his ears to stop the injured pleas. When he came across a red-haired woman with braided hair and a green dress, dead in the rubble, JD’s deliberate refrain was over.

It had been the night for celebration. It had been three months since they had found each other. Clara finished at Fieldgate, washed her face, and changed into the clothes she had in her haversack. She walked outside to her bicycle and pedaled to their rendezvous location. She was going to surprise her new friend with a trip to Rules, London’s oldest restaurant. 
She became frantic when he didn’t show, fearing the worst. She made her way through the debris of Whitechapel, stopping to check periodically.
The Blind Beggar was smoldering; its brick façade was nearly pulled down. Clara parked and, through a hole in the wall, entered. JD was on his knees, screaming incoherently, a fifth of nearly consumed gin in his hand, struggling to pull a red-headed woman out of a pile of bricks. 
“JD,” Clara screamed. “Leave her. She’s dead.” Then Clara pulled him to his feet. As they stepped back, her dress fell away from her. A hypodermic needle was stuck in her thigh. 

A tall cowboy, wearing a Stetson and brown English riding boots, stepped inside The London Hospital, Whitechapel. He flashed his Texas Ranger badge and inquired about an American doctor named JD Calhoun. 
“Missy, he’s about my size, and wears a pair of something like these.” He pointed down to his riding boots, shaking his head somewhat embarrassed. 
The young volunteer smiled nicely at the strangely dressed man. She was surprised as she looked him over. There was the butt of a black, threatening revolver strapped under his untucked shirt. Concerned, the secretary scanned the register for the unregistered doctor. 
“No, sir, we have no doctor by that name.” She then returned to the register and pointed to one entry. “There is a Mr. J.D. Colquhoun; perhaps that’s who you’re looking for. Should I page him for you?”
Buchanan thought. He had traced JD to this hospital. But the records in war-torn London were famous for their inaccuracies. He was disappointed, but decided to try. “Sure, peanut, page him for me. I’m going outside for a smoke.”
When he returned, a man in a white coat was bent over at the secretary's table, talking and flirting with the girl. He handed her a single yellow flower. From behind, Buchanan thought he had his man. The suspect was about five feet eleven, had bushy brown hair, and wore brown, Texas-style boots. The Texas Ranger put his hand on his revolver and tapped the man on his shoulder.
The man turned around. Disappointed, Buchanan saw that this was not Calhoun but a doppelganger. The man had red hair, a ginger complexion, a bushy red beard, and beady blue eyes. When he saw Buchanan’s badge, in jest he held up his hands. “Oh, please don’t arrest me, copper.”
Buchanan looked back at the girl. She filed her nails and smoked a cigarette. The man walked off, laughing. Buchanan put his badge back in his pocket and walked out of the hospital, disappointed.


Chapter Nine
Lord Rupert Belgrave flew across the moors in his Rolls-Royce Phantom III. The setting sun hung low on the horizon, and the fog covering the road exploded away as the burgundy, gold-pinstriped limousine blasted along, heading to London.
	As they flew along, Rupert was remembering his agonies and the lack of societal sympathy. Lady Whitfield had impaled his dominant right hand that night with his very own antique stiletto, leaving him pinned to his sitting table before his ancestral coat of armor. Fever, drainage, swelling, and incredible pain were the result, now beginning to dull with the use of sulfonamide therapy.  
	More concerning was the dysfunction: a hand that could no longer grasp or pinch, with wasting of the hand muscles. His strength was all but gone, and as he lay back in his carriage with his hand elevated on an embroidered pillow, sipping a laudanum-laced cocktail, he planned his revenge. 
	During the journey, Rupert’s mind returned to this morning’s scene, where he was sitting in his Rolls, waiting to leave, ready for travel. The driver, Dobbs, had the engine purring and the cabin temperature set correctly to frigid. Before they set off, Dobbs, as always, set a mirrored tray with a bottle of warmed lubricant and a folded silk towel in the back seat within Rupert’s reach. The servant did this without a word or an eye to his employer, the way a man performs a task he has long since stopped questioning, 
Dobbs then led a nicely dressed woman to the car. Her name was Rosalind Fitch, and she was of exquisite red-headed beauty. When the woman tried to open the rear passenger door, Rupert flipped a toggle switch, and the door lock clicked loudly shut. Rosie got the message and, embarrassed, took her place in the front passenger seat. 
	As they flew across the moors, Rupert adjusted the ingeniously crafted mirror in the back seat of the Rolls, allowing him a near full-length image of his prey for the duration of their travels. Rupert would then enjoy continual contemplation of Rosie’s fate.	
Rupert had insisted that Rosie be outfitted appropriately that morning. She was coached on the curl of her hair, made to use his favorite red lipstick and rouge, and, most importantly, to undo the top two buttons of her cream colored blouse, revealing her powder-white décolletage.
As they flew across the moors, Rupert closed off the curtain surrounding him. He then tapped three times on the window with his cane, a signal that directed Rosalind to begin. She began softly and, with a melodious voice, sang the wistful romantic ballad, These Foolish Things Remind Me of You. 
With her beautiful voice echoing in the Rolls, Rupert adjusted his mirror and began his concentrated pursuit of self-satisfaction. He was persistent, but he soon realized that his injured hand was nothing but a claw. Frustrated, he kept adjusting the image in the mirror, tapping to make her sing slower and more seductively. He found that he couldn’t grip or pinch. When his failure was obvious, with tears in his eyes, Rupert gave up. Revenge would ultimately be his, the Lord of Belgrave, decided.
 Rupert was breathing heavily, scowling now as he looked vindictively into his observation mirror. He used his claw to slowly trace out the woman’s image. 
His revenge began. Rupert had controls at his disposal, and using a toggle switch, he ruthlessly lowered Rosie’s window. As the Rolls blasted through the frigid moors, the woman began looking for the window crank. 
“Dobbs,” she said to the driver, helplessly searching. “How can I close my window. Dobbs? She pounded on the door. “I am freezing.” 
All the while Rupert was watching her, repeatedly tracing out her image. Soon, he sprang more abuse on his victim. Another toggle opened the inside passenger window-mister, and with the window open, the air blew a cascade of water back over her.
Rosie jumped back when the spray hit her. She reached and tried to plug up the nozzle. Screaming now, she was quickly soaked and freezing. “Dobbs, this water is icy. Please help me.”

It was hours later when the Rolls turned down the cobblestone street in Spitalfields, and soon the driver parked at 10 Hanbury Street. It was a moonless night, dark and black, but an eerie yellow light spilled from the windows of the Victorian house, lighting the shadows.
Rupert watched with glee as Dobbs got out of the Rolls, going around to the passenger door. With the door open, the interior light came on, revealing an unconscious, soaked, and nearly frozen red-headed woman with wind-blown and tangled hair and a ruined velvet outfit. The driver lifted her from the car and carried her to the service entrance beside the house.
Rupert walked to the residence, his right hand supported in a black cloth sling. He was hopeful; the night promised much for the man. He stepped up on the porch and tapped out a loud knock with his cane. As he waited, a black cat skidded across his feet, and Rupert, with his cane, throttled it, sending it skidding into the dark corner of the porch. A long “Yeww” was the cat’s only response.
The door swung open slowly. Eerie yellow light flooded out. A silhouette of a man in a top hat, carrying a candle, silently ushered Rupert inside and led him through an acrid-smelling residence.
They descended a flight of creaking stairs into an icy-cold basement, turning and ending up in a large room. The man blew out the candle, dousing them in pitch darkness. Soon, wall-mounted lanterns came up, immersing them in intense light. The man majestically swung his hand around the room to announce their arrival.
Before them stood a laboratory with a series of workbenches covered with paraphernalia for organic chemistry creation. Boiling beakers and bubbling carafes filled with green and red liquids surrounded large iron vats in the center of the floor. 
There was a medicinal smell of commercial magnitude, and Rupert recoiled, covering his nose. The smell was acrid, touched with an alcohol-vinegar odor. Popping and bubbling sounds sounded, and the top-hatted man stood, looking proud.
Then, in a quiet voice, the man whispered, “Lord Belgrave, behold, the Grimsby Apothecary.” 
That man then led them to his storage room, the walls lined with glass jars, syringes, and mixing bowls filled with powders, all organized on wooden shelves.
Rupert was still holding his handkerchief to his nose. He dropped it aside and said in a revealing voice: “Grimsby, we are here to witness the use of your newly synthesized drug, Fantasy.”
The man looked at Rupert with a sinister smile. He kept snorting, pulling in air through his nose. At one point, he started to cough violently, hacking and spitting. He calmed himself, wiped his face with his sleeve, and then led Rupert into a dark chamber, smelling of feces and urine. 
Inside the room, cages lined the walls, containing mainly old cats, a few dogs, and occasional fowl. They were pacing, barking, and meowing; the rooster crowed over and over. 
Grimsby went to a cage and pulled out a dark colored tomcat, which squealed and cried as he threw him down on a wooden plank. The man expertly secured the cat and shaved a small patch of fur. He then took a glass syringe from his pocket and injected the cat with an intramuscular injection into its haunch. He then stepped back, admiring the results.
The cat immediately screamed, threw back its head, and began to have a seizure, shaking rhythmically and thrusting out its tongue and jaw. Foam developed over its mouth, and the cat’s eyes rolled up. The seizure ended quickly, and the cat became listless, its breathing stopped, and its mouth hung open. Grimsby cut a restraint, lifted the cat’s paw, and dropped it, falling down without resistance.
Grimsby was clapping quietly; he turned to Rupert with glee and pride on his face. “Fantasy,” the man snarled.
Rupert stepped over to the cat. He too lifted the paw with the same result. He felt in the cat’s neck for an absent pulse. He then turned to Grimsby. “This is but a game, Grimsby. Barnyard and wild animals are not the intended victim.”
There was nothing else said; Rupert turned and began to walk away. As he did, Grimsby stepped in front of him. He turned and pulled back a curtain, revealing a large window.
It was dark inside, but after Grimsby flipped a switch, light flooded the small room. Inside, Rosalind Fitch, bound to a barber’s chair with a gag in her mouth, stared back, hysterically afraid. She shook her head and tried to yell. Her bound feet were forced back and forth, trying to kick. Grimsby just said, “Here is a viable victim, Lord Belgrave.” He put a syringe into Rupert’s outstretched left hand.
There was glee on Rupert's face as he entered the room. He walked up to Rosie and stared at her for a long moment. Rosie’s face was frozen in a gruesome mask, and her eyes were wide with fright. 
Rupert pulled up her dress and petticoat, then pulled down her stocking, revealing her bare thigh. He then plunged the syringe and needle into her thigh.
Rosalind began jerking rhythmically with a seizure, face tight, mouth open with foam, and breathing rapidly. All of this suddenly stopped; her face loosened, her tongue protruded, and her breathing seemed to stop. 
Rupert took the syringe and left the hypodermic needle stuck in her thigh. He used a small penknife to clip a strand of her hair. Without a word, he left the room.

It was early morning, dark still, when Rupert sped back across the moors to Ravensmoor. He was enjoying a morning meal as he rode in the back of his coach, and he took a silver key from around his neck and opened a small cabinet in the floor of the Rolls. He lifted out a small walnut case, opened it, and admired the contents. One by one, he removed items of great stature for him, setting them aside. There was a lace-trimmed garter belt, a golden dangling earring, and several locks of hair. His final item was a leather cat collar. He felt great joy with each, handling them with fond memories. The cat collar brought great joy until he realized that a small brass bell was missing. 
Rupert became enraged. He shook the collar in his hand, looking out the window. The absence of the bell brought an image to mind. In that vision, golden-haired Marigold was walking in the Ravensmoor courtyard hand in hand with Lady Clara Whitfield.

It happened in the dark, when everyone didn’t care. There was a shudder, a slight lift of her lip, and a tiny twist of her face, and anyone who would have cared should have known that something was happening. Then Rosalind confirmed her survival with a flutter of her right eyelid and a twitch of her right hand. But everyone had left, and they didn’t care. 





Chapter Ten
It was just before midnight when the night’s air raid occurred. The Luftwaffe had targeted the area by the London Docks, a densely populated, working-class area adjacent to Whitechapel called Stepney. 
	JD and Clara had gone out that night as first responders to the bombing, and when they arrived, they were thrown into the mix. Tragedy occurred right from the start. Clara enlisted a fireman to help put out a fire involving a teenage boy. They pulled survivors from the debris, choked fires, and searched for victims.
	The raids involved German B1E incendiary bombs, canisters the size of a large flashlight, dropped by the thousands. They clattered down onto roofs, streets, and gardens, igniting roof spaces and attics in the densely packed terraced housing of Stepney. The fires leaped from roof to roof across narrow streets, aided by the wind. 
	The fires required water, and pressure often failed or dropped dramatically as mains were damaged and the system was overtaxed. Pontoon pumps were put into action, siphoning water from the Thames. 
It was sadly ironic, but the firebombing led JD to a place of peace. The night’s incendiary bombing of the area lit the sky with an orange-red glow visible for miles, bright enough to read by. The scene was like a beautiful gothic horror story. The silhouette of the Mother Church of the East End, St. Dunstan’s, beckoned and promised peace to the weary first responder. 
When the bombing ended and the fire teams began to gain control, JD wandered into the church. It rose in square medieval towers, a squat, solid structure of Kentish ragstone, stained black in patches by five centuries of London soot and rain. The church sought to comfort merchant marines by flying a tattered red ensign, the flag of merchant sailors.
From the beginning, JD felt peace. The nave was dim and cool, and hushed thick stone walls muffled the distant drone of aircraft and the thud of bombs. Near the chancel, mounted on the wall, was an ancient carved stone slab depicting the crucifixion. Candles flickered over old wooden pews, dark with age, and the church smelled of stone, old wax, and dust.
JD did not know what to do in a church like this. He had never been inside a church like St. Dunstan’s, a church dedicated to ceremony. He envisioned this ceremony, not knowing what it involved, thinking that the routines must be inscribed in the sky, hidden by clouds somewhere. 
So JD just sat in the rear pew, with head down and hands entwined, not really praying but thinking. He thought about Siobhan Mulroney, and her unfortunate death in the medical fraternity in Galveston that he had nothing to do with. He realized someone from Texas would be tracking him down, and he recalled the American Eagle silver piece Mae Rose had and how it suggested someone was on his tail. 
He remembered his feelings for Mae Rose as a friend, and he decided that her death was nearly certain a murder. But as JD thought, reflecting on the war and death, and mostly his own addiction to drink, and his sincere desire to be free of that, he became fixed on the most important person in his life, Lady Clara Whitfield.
Clara figured him out from the very first night, not his physician persona, but his truth and his reality inside. He respected her competence under fire, and related to her fall from society and her noble fight for her name. Clara never asked him for more than he wanted to give, and she vowed, like an ostrich, to never fly away from him. 
JD was startled when a young curate sat down in the pews next to him. He couldn't have been much past twenty-five, his cassock still crisp and properly fitted, with a soft, unlined face, fair hair combed carefully, and pale blue eyes that held a kind of earnest, almost boyish sincerity. His countenance said that he still believed, wholeheartedly, and that his calling could actually matter against something as vast and indifferent as German bombs. 
He sat silently at first, but then spoke.
Rather than a question, he fashioned a statement. “Rough night.”
JD responded as well. “Rough night.”
The curate did not flinch or offer platitudes. He just studied JD for a moment. He then said, “Would you like to receive Communion?”
JD hesitated, then nodded, not entirely sure why.
The curate then rose and returned a few minutes later with a small pyx and a vial of wine, setting them carefully on the pew's edge. "Is there anything you wish to confess, or shall we simply pray?"
“Can I just listen to you, Father?”
The curate prayed, then broke the small piece of bread and held it out. "The Body of Christ, given for you."
JD took it, uncertain, and managed, "Amen."
Next, the curate offered the cup. "The Blood of Christ, shed for you."
“Amen,” JD said.
He then spoke of peace. “Whatever’s hurting you, you’re not facing it alone tonight.” And then he was gone, and JD was alone.
The peace that he felt was overwhelming. JD found himself wanting to pray, to have a relationship with something better and something good. 
He looked up and watched a young woman hand her baby, in a simple white christening shawl, to the curate to be christened, with the holiness pointing to the blood of Christ. As she walked down the pew, she wore a particular hopeful smile, and she looked so peaceful as she placed a pacifier in the child’s mouth. JD decided that there was a loving God, one that he wanted to meet.
The air raid sirens began again as JD left St. Dunstan’s. He stood, with the Church protecting him, as he witnessed the beginning of renewed devastation in the streets around him. 
He left St. Dunstan’s that night with a renewed sense of hope. The weight that had been upon him was no longer present. He would have gone peacefully into the night, happy and believing in goodness, but he fell upon a single, devastating image.
When there was a lull in the bombing, he hurried down the steps to the street, trying to make it out, back to safety.
That same mother, now dead, was hunched over, still on her knees, and holding her crying baby girl wrapped in that simple white christening shawl in her arms. The mother’s face was peaceful, as if she knew she was making a worthwhile sacrifice. 
The pacifier was in the mother’s hand, and as JD lifted the crying baby from her arms, he placed it in the baby girl’s mouth. He walked with the baby for blocks until he found a group of volunteers. “Can y’all take this baby from me? I found her in the arms of her dead mother.” 
JD walked away through rubble, the smell of cordite, brick dust, and petrol in the air, screams from overhead bombers, and burning flames everywhere. He then found himself, for just a moment, alone, surrounded by piles of destroyed buildings. He dropped to his knees and began crying.
JD wanted to know why a loving God would allow all this to happen. Was he not real, and was what he was experiencing the result of untamed evil? The cruelty of taking a loving mother from a baby girl after her mother had dedicated her to the Lord was beyond his ability to cope.

The Blind Beggar still stood, full of business, surprisingly brisk. JD paid for a pint of gin; he had no use for the glass. He went to his place to hide, realizing, however, that what he really wanted was to hide from himself. In his hand was something that he thought might help.
The corner closet was small and safe, and with the curtain closed, darkness filled the space and helped him forget. He dropped the cork on the floor, as he wouldn’t need it again.

Clara’s father was a physician and a troubled alcoholic. He was Charles Whitfield, Earl of Wrenfield, and she had given up on him, not visiting for years.
She was shocked to see him in his flat. He had been a robust man; now he was disheveled, unkempt, and very sick. He no longer had a robust, stout figure, but he had lost weight and strength and had great difficulty ambulating. He was tremulous, with a yellow, jaundiced complexion, a ruddy face, and an orange-blossom nose. He kept spitting up into a cloth, tinged with blood.
“Father, I am concerned about you. Have you been eating?” She paused, looking at him, wondering. She took his arm and felt his pulse. “ Father, do you still drink?”
The man looked at his daughter, wistfully. “You were such a spirited girl, Clara. So sharp and loving.” He breathed some wheezy breaths. “I adored you, and seeing you now fills me with such joy and pride.” The man put the cloth to his mouth and spat, a drop of blood on his lip. 
They talked at length that afternoon. Lunch was brought for them, and as they continued their visit, Clara noticed her father didn't eat. 
She had thought of her father since meeting JD and realizing the magnitude of her new friend’s alcoholism. She had a reason for searching her father out that day.
“Father, JD, the man I told you about.” She picked up her sandwich, but then put it down, uneaten. “Father, JD is an alcoholic, as are you. I fear for him. Look at what has become of you.” 
“Yes, drink will be my end, Clara.” He pulled down his stocking, revealing swollen legs. “See the dropsy?” He touched his belly. “And so much ascites; I have a gin liver.”
“Father, your bleeding, do you retch blood?”
Charles nodded, and then stood with difficulty, almost falling from dizziness. As he stood, Clara noted the magnitude of his swollen belly. His hands were shaking, and he closed his eyes, trying to let the fit pass. When he felt strong, he led her to his study and opened a safe on the wall.
He handed her a leather pouch with a gold tasseled drawstring. “Clara, in this pouch is enough paraldehyde syrup for JD. It is a sedative that is known to substitute for alcohol. I want you to begin JD on this.” He looked down with sorrow. “It isn’t always effective, but with it I pray that JD will flourish.” 
Charles then began retching. He used his cloth and shuffled to his office lounge chair. Before he lay down, he vomited bloody emesis into a metal bucket. He set the bucket aside and looked into Clara’s eyes. “I want to stay with you, Clara, but I must lie down. My blood pressure’s up, and I need to calm myself.” He touched her hand. “Have Thomas bring me a carafe of iced lemon water.”

Clara left that afternoon, sad and wondering if she would ever see her father again. He was near end-stage in his battle with alcoholic cirrhosis. He displayed ascites and gastrointestinal bleeding, as well as a whole host of secondary conditions.
She remembered being his little girl, and the memory hurt. She didn’t want this for JD, and she too would pray that with treatment he would flourish. As she put the pouch in her purse, she was hopeful. 
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