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Sail Away


Claire was an Irish gal from a small
village in southern Ireland. Johnny was her on/off boyfriend from
Dublin. They met at a hospital in WW1. She was a nurse. He was a
general helper. Claire met an American soldier at a local fair
after a row with Johnny. He’s very controlling and jealous, only
happy when he got his own way. Claire told Johnny she met someone
new, a friend at the fair. She didn’t tell Johnny that she fell in
love and planned to go to America with the soldier. Johnny asked
her to meet him later as friends and that’ll he behave, they could
talk about things. Claire agreed. Johnny planned to kill Claire and
the soldier. Not being a soldier he had no gun only poisons and a
knife. Will the knife do? The soldier may have a gun or bayonet.
Johnny promised himself nobody else would ever have Claire only
himself. He owned her she belonged to him. She knew this and was
playing high stakes cat and mouse. She was determined to leave
Johnny and be with her American soldier. He was returning home
after being wounded in France fighting the Germans. He was a real
man who’d seen combat. All were in their early 20s.

 


 


Early On

Claire lived in a small village in
Southern Ireland on the coast. Her family were poor fishermen. She
was determined to build a life not like that. She went to a
Catholic run hospital to be a nurse when the war started treating
horribly wounded soldiers.

 


Johnny was born in Dublin. He was a
small time criminal and had been in the gaol. He promised the judge
he’d mend his ways. He worked as a general helper in the main
church hospital outside Dublin.

 


Neil was from Texas, America. He was a
soldier and had fought the Germans in France. He’d killed many and
had been shot and gassed. He was almost recovered and was being
shipped home to be an instructor.

 


It was raining hard. The rain beat down
on the ground, against the windows and on the slate roof. It had
rained for three days. Claire hadn’t been outside. She didn’t want
to catch a cold and be ill and get the dreaded Flu. She treated the
wounded Irish soldiers. They’d been in the British Army and had
been sent back home to Ireland after being wounded.

 


Some of the wounds were simple gun shot
wounds. Others were hideous deformations caused by shrapnel or less
visible like permanent gas injuries. All the wounds were bad and a
ticket home to the Emerald Isle.

 


A few American soldiers were sent here
after all the British war hospitals were full to capacity. One
American soldier with a bullet wound was called Neil. He’d also
been slightly gassed. His bullet wound was in his right shoulder.
The gas left him slightly breathless.

 


Many hurt soldiers wouldn’t live more
than a few weeks and many would need a life time or care especially
if blind or with shell shock and other injuries. War was Hell and
not the solution to Europe’s and the world’s problems. Claire could
attest to that.

 


Her daily routine never varied. Church
with prayers and a lecture in the morning, breakfast then doing the
rounds on her ward for her ten soldiers and other patients. She
administered treatment, changed dressings, gave many reassuring
talks and other duties. This went on till lights out and bed
time.

 


 


Meeting

As a couple they had been fine at
first. After a year together things had changed. Claire was ready
to leave Johnny. Claire and Johnny loved one another but she wasn’t
in love with him. His endless jealousy and arguments ruined
everything. People knew the couple more for their rows than
anything else.

 


She remembered how they first met.
Claire was taking a soldier in a wheel chair to the operating
theatre. The soldier was to have a foot removed. A toe had not
healed and was now gangrenous. The foot needed to come off to save
his leg. The soldier would be on crutches or need a false foot for
the rest of his life.

 


A man was in the corridor. He was
fixing a radiator which was leaking. Claire wheeled the soldier in
his wheel chair past the work man. She almost slipped on the
leaking water. He’d not put a sign there, the idiot!

 


“Oh no damn it! You stupid fool!”
Claire shouted as she slid on the water. Only by grabbing the
chair’s handles did she manage to stay upright.

 


“Now then young lady, don’t use
language like that,” the cheeky work man commented, pointing, “You
could’ve hurt yourself. Then you’d need a nurse. A nurse needing a
nurse.”

 


“Spare me your jokes you fool. Why
didn’t you put a sign there or mop up the water? You’re
interrupting my business now.” The nurse told off the worker. “I
must get the soldier to the theatre. Clean up this mess
now!”

 


“Yes ma’am I will clean up the mess
right now.” The worker nodded, did a silly salute and danced off to
get a mop. The nurse, Claire, continued to the theatre with the
hurt soldier.

 


 


Second Meeting

Their second meeting was more mundane.
The worker had injured his hand while sawing wood to repair a
rotten door frame. His cut needed three stitches. He reported to
the ward to find a nurse.

 


“I cut my hand with my saw by accident.
It won’t stop bleeding. Can you fix it?” the worker told the nurse.
She had her back to him and was filling in paper work.

 


“I’ll need to take a look at it first.
Just a minute,” the nurse replied, finishing writing. She turned
round and was about to speak. A look of shock then annoyance filled
her face.

“My oh my, look who it is. The worker
who almost broke my bloody neck! You’ve a cheek in coming here.
With a cut hand too, my you really are a clumsy fool!”

 


“Look at my hand. Can you fix it or
not? I’m half way through fixing the door. The saw slipped. I need
to finish the job. Can you help or do I need to find another
nurse?” the worker was about to leave, a look of annoyance
there.

 


“Well now, I suppose I can fix it. Give
it here. Come here and let me see.” The nurse yanked the worker’s
hand and he grimaced in pain. The nurse removed his bloody
handkerchief and threw it in the bin with chopped off fingers and
arms.

 


“I needed that I’ve only got two more!
My mother gave it to me.”

 


“We can get you another one. Stop
complaining. Oh look, it’s not too bad. You stopped most of the
blood. Good job you had your hanky. This will need stitches.” The
nurse went over to a glass wall cabinet and withdrew some
equipment.

 


“Are you going to do that right now?”
The worker was less sure of himself.

 


“You said you needed to fix the door.
So yes, I will stitch this right now.” She got the things
ready.

 


“Oh right then. Yes, I must fix the
door.”

 


“I’m afraid I cannot use any
anaesthetic except alcohol on the wound. It’s needed for the
soldiers. This will sting. And the needle will too. But both are
necessary to fix you right as rain.”

 


The worker grimaced at the nurse washed
the wound with soap and hot water. Then she swabbed the wound with
pure alcohol. When she started stitching up the wound the worker
swore and almost fainted. She sat him down and finished the job. It
was soon done.

 


“There we go, right as rain. Now you
can fix the door. Be careful with your tools.”

 


“I will be careful. Thank you for
fixing it. It still hurts a bit. Good thing you bandaged it. I can
still use my other fingers.”

 


“Yes you can till you cut them and need
more stitches,” the nurse replied, looking down. When she looked up
she was smirking.

 


“You think it’s funny do you? An
injured man with a wound? For that you can come on a date with me
tomorrow night. Ok then?”

 


“Yes, it is funny. A date? All right
then. You can pay.”

 


“I will pay. Yes, we can go to the pub.
I’ll pick you up at 7.30 pm tomorrow at the main hospital
gate.”

 


“See you then…”

 


 


Coupled Together

They’d met as planned and Claire was
very shy at first. Then after a few drinks she opened up and drank
some more. They talked about their lives and their dreams. She
drank half pints of Guinness. He drank full pints.

 


Their first love making, Claire’s
first, was mind blowing. Even if they were drunk. It was her first
time being drunk or having sex. Both there excellent! And she
wasn’t sick. She was becoming more of an adult.

 


The worker, Johnny as he was nicknamed,
treated Claire as a princess. She was his little bit of make
believe in reality. His girl. He bought all the drinks and and got
her fish and chips too twice a week when they met. She thought this
was a true romance.

 


He took her to the horse racing and
also greyhound racing. The animals moved so fast and the crowds
were all shouting and betting. She was the only girl except some
middle aged women with their ruddy faced husbands. Working class
peoples’ entertainment.

 


They saw one another in the hospital
and tried to keep their relationship secret. Johnny visited all
parts of the hospital doing repair work and assisting the
porters.

 


This was the start of her first
relationship. She had such happy dreams and was in a state of
bliss. Would it last?

 


 


The Church

The Irish Catholic Church ran the main
hospital near Dublin. The church was very powerful and used the
fear of God as both power and punishment. The church cared for the
sick and wounded Irish soldiers who were transferred her from
Britain. There were a couple of hundred here with varied wounds.
Claire helped ten of them plus the civilian wounded from normal
accidents and illnesses. Many had the Flu virus and were kept in an
isolated ward. The Flu was killing more than the Germans
had.

 


The Church was stronger than the Irish
government, the Irish Army or the new terrorist groups against
British rule. They said what happened and when. The Church was
against Irish nationals fighting for the British in World War One
but they had a duty to perform on those injured in the fighting. An
injured person needed help no matter what.

 


The Church homed, educated, fed and
cared for a huge number of people. They had hospitals up and down
Ireland including the North. They treated all faiths not just
Catholic. Their power was questioned by a few but the majority
supported them or kept quiet.

 


The war hospital was both needed and
necessary. In the last few months many more wounded soldiers were
here. Many died and more has permanent disabilities and
wounds.

 


Claire had learnt a lot and was still
learning. It was part of the job. No two days were the same. She
was grateful to the Church but secretly questioned their ultimate
power. She’d heard rumours of single pregnant women being sent to
special places and the same for homeless or parentless
children.

 


She decided to finish her training and
gain more experience then leave Ireland. How would she do that?
Johnny wouldn’t leave his mum in Dublin. Would he stop
her?

 


 


The Row

After a few weeks together the fights
started. Mostly over trivial things like what they were going to
eat or where to go. Alarm bells rang in her head; this wasn’t
normal, was it? Other couples weren’t like this. What was wrong
with Johnny?

 


He was so sweet and romantic in his own
way when he got what he wanted which was most of the time. So why
did he get mad when Claire wanted her own
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