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A FUTURE MAPPED

– An Amity Christmas Story
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A promise made, a promise kept.

A life renewed, a future mapped. 

The pen of trust it opened doors,

And there, beyond, stood Life’s precept. 

James Woolcott. 

PREAMBLE.

John Harrington stepped off the midday ferry with a slim folder tucked under his arm. The breeze off the strait lifted the top sheet, revealing his late wife’s handwriting—clear, precise, unmistakably Margaret’s:

Find Patrick and Claire. They saved our lives once. Go to Amity... thank them for me.

She had written those lines the night before she died.
He had promised her he would honour them.
Amity lay quiet beneath an early-summer sky, carrying the faint aftertaste of turmoil but also its familiar steadiness. Nine months after the terrorist attack, Martial Law remained in force, but day-to-day life was largely normal. Fishermen still mended nets by the harbour, cafés opened on time, and the island’s rhythm—tested but unbroken—continued on.

John believed the search would be simple. Two names. Two people who had stood beside him and Margaret at Cambridge Public Hospital during the crisis of 1977.  Both had believed in them when others had not.

But time had its own agendas.

His first stop was the Amity Medical Council. A courteous and eager young administration clerk, whose name badge showed:  Anne – Trainee, made a note of the names with no sign of recognition.  

John laughed, “Sorry, a bit before your time.  New to the job?”

“Yes, first week.” 

“You’ll be fine, enthusiasm counts for a lot.”

“Thank you, I’ll be right back.”  She disappeared out the back to some archive room.

When she returned, her expression was gentle.

“Patrick Shaw... I’m very sorry. He passed away in 1978. A congenital heart condition.”

The words fell softly, but their weight was assured.

John nodded, turning to the exit doors, which closed behind him, blocking Anne’s next words:  “But Claire Bridges—-”
John stepped outside and let the news settle in the sun. Patrick—measured, compassionate, quietly brilliant—gone these many years.
Margaret had never known.

He opened the folder again. Claire Bridges.
If Patrick’s story had ended, hers clearly had not.
Further enquiries led him to a retired nurse who remembered them both vividly.

“Oh yes, love—Patrick was an anaesthetist, and Claire one of the best nurses we ever had. Kind hearts, the pair of them. They moved to Cambridge in the late ’70s. Worked together at Cambridge Public Hospital. Good people... very good.”

Cambridge.
Another ferry. Another train. Another link in the chain of a promise kept.
He spent a morning walking the hospital grounds. In a corridor outside the old theatre wing, he found a framed staff photograph from 1977: Patrick and Claire side by side, young and confident, unaware of how short—or how long—their impact would reach.

Hospital administrative records filled in the rest:

	Patrick’s death in 1978

	Claire raising her son on her own

	Years of service in Cambridge

	And later, a return to Marlborough General

	CLAIRE FRANCES BRIDGES — Deputy Director, Administration


Marlborough.
Back to where her life had first taken shape.
As John boarded the afternoon train, he felt a quiet, almost mathematical certainty forming—something akin to fate, or perhaps simply the geometry of promises kept. Margaret’s final wish was guiding him, and now only one step remained.

Claire Bridges was alive.
She was near.
And she deserved to hear the thanks his wife had carried to her final breath.
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But this was where the journey began.  
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Part ONE.

[image: ]


John Harrington stood at the rail of the early ferry to Marlborough, the wind sharp, the horizon steady and pale.
He had slept poorly. Not from sorrow only, but from the quiet ache of unfinished business.
Patrick gone since 1978.
Claire alive somewhere in Marlborough.
Margaret’s voice seemed to travel with the wind:

“Go to Amity. Find Patrick and Claire. Thank them for the lives they saved.”

He touched the folded page in his pocket — the last note she had written, the one she’d left on her bedside table when speech became too difficult.

The coastline drew closer. Marlborough — brisk, orderly, quietly industrious — looked as it always had in the reports he had read.
And yet, approaching it now, it seemed subtly altered by nine months of Martial Law.
Not oppressive.
Not hostile.
Simply ... measured.
Lines at ferry exits.
ID checks conducted with professional courtesy.
A new seriousness beneath the surface, like a household that had recently survived a fire.
He passed through without difficulty.
The guard scanned his permit, nodded, and waved him on.
John walked the short distance to Marlborough General Hospital.
He paused a moment at the entrance — not from hesitation, but to steady the tangle of feeling rising in him.
Hospitals were places of salvation and loss, of miracles and endings.
He had lived through both.
Inside, the foyer was bright, businesslike, efficient.
He approached the reception desk.
The woman behind it — early forties, brisk but warm of eye — looked up.

“Good morning. How may I help?”

“I’m looking for a staff member,” John said. “Claire Bridges. We worked in the same... circles many years ago.”

The receptionist nodded, typing.

“Yes, Ms Bridges is still with us. Deputy Director, Administration. One moment.”
A pause.
“She’s in meetings all morning, I’m afraid.”
John smiled slightly. “Of course she is. She was always - busy.”

The receptionist’s expression softened.

“If you’d like to leave a message—”

He considered it.
Then shook his head.
“No. I’ll wait. If that’s permissible.”

“It is, but it may be a few hours.”

“I have the time.”

She gestured toward a nearby seating area. “You’re welcome to stay. I’ll let her know as soon as she’s free.”

John thanked her and sat.
He watched the gentle orchestrated chaos of a hospital morning: nurses in calm hurry, orderlies moving equipment, a mother steadying a fretful child, a young doctor revising notes as he walked.
It was all strangely comforting.

An hour passed.
Then another.
He reread Margaret’s note.
He remembered Patrick’s laugh — low, easy, a man of quiet confidence.
And Claire’s steady resolve — capable, steadfast, loyal.
Good people, Margaret had said. Find them, John. They helped us when no one else would.

He closed his eyes.

“Mr Harrington?”

He opened them to find the receptionist standing before him.

“Ms Bridges can see you now. Down the hall, second door on the right.”

John rose. His pulse quickened — not with anxiety, but with the solemnity of fulfilling a promise.

He walked down the corridor.

At the open office door, he paused.

Claire Bridges looked up from a small stack of correspondence — and her breath stopped for a moment, as if memory had stepped bodily into the room.
Then recognition spread across her features in a slow, quiet bloom.
“John Harrington,” she said.

Not a question.

A simple statement of a truth reclaimed.

John stepped inside, suddenly aware of how the years had arranged themselves on both their faces — differently, but with the same sculptor’s tools.

“Hello, Claire,” he replied. “It’s been... far too long.”

“Forty years,” she said, coming around the desk. “And yet — you haven’t changed as much as you imagine.”  A soft smile.  “You and Margaret — you were such steadying souls in that madhouse we called Cambridge Hospital.”

John returned the smile, though gently.

“Maggie always admired you. Often said you were the heartbeat of the ward.”

Emotion flickered in Claire’s eyes. She drew a careful breath.
“And Patrick thought the world of you both. He said you two had the rare gift of doing the right thing without making a fuss about it.”
John swallowed. “He was a good man. Hearing of his death... I wish Margaret had known.”

Claire nodded, a small, heartfelt movement.
“She would have mourned him.”
“She did,” John said softly. “In her own way.”

A silence eased between them — not awkward, but weighted with four decades of unspoken threads.
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