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Prologue

Thank goodness I had only four children...

Foster Bryant sat down at his old desk to write the fifth sequel to Sarah’s Choice, Keeper Of My Heart, Time’s Secret and Time Over Time. His family’s history would be written again as a Science Fiction, but the events actually happened. After staring at the typewriter for a half an hour, he decided it was time to dust off that contraption and learn to use the thing. It had been a gift from his wife, that he had refused to use, but now that they have electricity and the damn phone, it was time to come into the nineteenth century. What would they think of next? 

He had to chuckle at that foolish thought; he knew what the future would bring, Erica told him almost every day of all the modern conveniences she had left in the twenty-first century. Well, here goes.

Tap, tap, tap. He pecked at the letters typing in the title, Timeless Love. Underneath he typed in his penname, Josh Grant and got ready to start the novel on the life of his first son, Adam. Of all his children, Adam was the only one of his kids he thought would lead a quiet life. Boy was he wrong!

One

What a nasty night...

Adam Bryant thought as he sat to read again his family’s history. Pouring a glass of wine, he smiled thinking it was 1896 and about the stories his mother and father had told him about the Civil War, and that he was the first child to be born to time traveling parents. Although it had been told to him many times by his folks, he still enjoyed reading his father’s journal, especially on a rainy night like this. 

At twenty-eight, and the eldest son of what he considered the strangest parents in the word, Adam was proud to be a doctor with a small practice in the great city of New York. Since his mother had been a nurse in the twenty first century, she helped him with some of his cases. Oh, yes, his family was different for sure. His family was one for the books, and his father, wrote it all down in his novels about time travel. If the world only knew that his books were fact and not fiction. Who better would know the truth but the Bryant family?

According to his parents, his life was very dull in comparison to his siblings. His only claim to being different was the fact that he was the first to be born to a woman from the future. Well, that suited him fine. He poured himself a glass of wine and read, and again he admired his father’s fine penmanship. His old man had at first refused to use the typewriter his mother had purchased for him. He took a sip and read his family history.

In 2014, David Kish, a young man turned back the hands on an antique watch and woke up in 1863, in the south during the Civil War. Suspected of being a spy by his great-great grandfather, General Kish, David was beaten and brought to an army prison where he was treated by a young medic. Escaping, he took the medic with him in his journey back to retrieve the watch. Later David discovered who he believed was a male doctor was actually a young woman. Sarah Flynn had disguised herself as a boy in order to follow Foster Bryant, her fiancé into battle. 

Adam smiled at the way fate intervened and that father had been the soldier this woman followed into war. 

When David returned to the twenty-first century he had changed history; the south had won the war. Back in 1863, he had told his great-great grandfather events that he knew had already taken place according to his history books. Forster deserted the army to search for Sarah. Following their trail to the general’s residence, he was given information that the general obtained from the man who had captured Sarah. He in turn delivered the news of a pending attack to General Lee and that changed history. Sarah and David returned from the future before Foster’s prior trip to stop him from delivering the message of warning to General Lee. They had returned to correct a wrong but in doing so, Foster had been wounded and they brought him into the future to save his life. In the hospital, Sarah explained about time travel to Foster, telling him he was in the twenty-first century. He spent a day being cared for by a nurse, by the name of Erica Richards. She had the misfortune to enter the room the moment Sarah was bringing Foster back to 1863. Sarah left Erica in the past and returned to the future to be with David Kish. 

Adam sighed. Thank God for that, he mused because it turned out to be a miracle for his sake because they fell in love and together their found themselves in a town where Erica set up a makeshift hospital. The rest he knew.

After the war, when he was three, his parents moved to New York and his father began to write novels on time traveling and still does. They raised three boys and a girl; he, Reece, Drew and Elayne. Now came the part that he still found inconceivable and Adam continued to read: 

Far into the future, in 2080, a scientist, Zof created an android child about the age of ten. In that era, androids, also known as Cyborg and RA’s, (replica acumen) lived among humans, but they were slaves. These man-made replicas were so like humans, one could not tell them apart. Every human, by the age of eighteen had to carry a birth certificate issued on government paper. Lonely, Zof wanted to bring life to his daughter. He found an antique watch buried in an abandoned house, along with the novel, Sarah’s Choice. With his trusted android Quaiser, Zof decided to go back in time to pay a visit to the author. In his seventies, Foster was all alone, his family was a shamble. Drew was beaten so badly that he was never the same. Reece disappeared somewhere in Europe and Adam never married and his daughter, Elayne died at the age of eighteen. The scientist from the future explained about his man-made daughter to Foster and asked for a picture of the deceased Elayne and her birth certificate.

Adam took a long reflective sigh thinking how his android sister changed his family’s lives and he wondered if his world had also been altered by her. Right now, he wasn’t very concerned; he was content with his quiet life.

Zof returned to 2080 and gave life to his android daughter, making her resemble the human girl. She grew up thinking that she was a human until her father died leaving a letter. Reading it, she learned the truth and she went back to the day Elayne died and she took the girl’s place.

Adam rubbed the tears from his eyes. He would never have known about Elayne’s death and about the android if he had not found the journal. His father told him in confidence about his sister, admitting that only his brother Reece, and Elayne’s husband knew the truth. Now he did. Adam read on as he sipped his wine:

Katch, a human tracker of androids was sent back in time in a spacecraft to find the android Elayne, and to bring her back. Katch did but he fell in love with her and stayed in the nineteenth century. Quaiser was sent to capture Elayne and she was brought into the future. Reece and Katch journeyed to 2080 to save Elayne. Reece stayed in the future so his sister and her husband could live happy lives in the nineteenth century. One night as Reece was camping out a spacecraft crashed near-by. He was amazed that the young woman had come from another galaxy; a planet called Umatilla. While her ship was being repaired, they fell in love and Reece traveled to Umatilla, but he didn’t receive a warm welcome like Sha-Leda had on Earth. He had a difficult time trying to live a normal life on the planet that was still in Roman times. Sha-Leda’s father ruled with an iron hand, making life miserable for the couple, until they went back to ancient Roman times and changed that planet’s history for the better. 

Adam wondered how his brother Reece was doing. It still boggled his mind that his brother’s wife, Sha-Leda crashed on Earth, when his brother was living in 2080. He finished his wine and let out a tired breath. He could read his father’s diary a thousand times, and still be agog with the truth. 

Two

Another day another dollar...

Adam thought, as he locked he office door of his small practice, and headed to his parent’s home for supper. He would past Mama’s Bakery every morning and he’d stop for a cup of coffee and one of Mama’s treats. And each time the plump owner would tell him if she were only younger she’d give him a special treat making him chuckle at the compliment but also a mite uncomfortable. He’d place a chaste kiss on his chubby cheeks and he’d give her a wink. Adam had to smile at the sign in the window that read; Treat Your Pallet And Become A Sweeter Person. 

Whistling and nodding to friends along the way, the bakery was closed now, but he could smell the sweets Mama was cooking for tomorrow’s sales. He had just reached the front steps to his parent’s house when a wagon stopped and a body was thrown onto the sidewalk. Being a doctor, Adam’s instinct quickly took over and he ran to the injured man and turned him over. His heart nearly stopped as if his breath was cut off. He felt the tortured dullness of disbelief discovering that it was his brother Drew. He was bleeding from a chest wound. Drew was unconscious and finding strength he never knew he had, he carried his sibling up the steps and kicked at the door. Although it was never locked during the day, he couldn’t turn the knob. 

“Mother! Father!” Adam screamed and within seconds the door swung open. His father’s eyes grew wide with shock and in a dazed expression, he cried, “My God, what happened?”

Hearing his outburst brought his mother running from the kitchen into the foyer as she wiped her hands on her apron; he could smell the baked ham cooking. Seeing him carrying Drew into the living room, she rushed to him and he could see by her expression that she feared the worst. Drew had a way of getting himself into trouble with that damn job. Thinking Drew had been beaten again, she grabbed his arm and cried, “Is he hurt badly?”

His father embraced her and said, “Honey, he’s been shot.”

“Oh, God Nooo!” she screamed and doubled over clutching her stomach. His father led her to a chair but she pushed him away. “No, let me go to him.” She looked at all the blood covering Drew’s white shirt. Even though she was a nurse he could see that his mother was not prepared for the sight of her child losing is life’s fluid. She sobbed, and her eyes pleaded, “Adam, you have to save him.”

“Mother, I need something to stop the flow of blood.” Her soiled apron was all he could think about at the moment. He told her it would have to do and she tore it off. His mother knew better but time was of the essence.

“Can you remove the bullet?” asked his father.

Adam sighed “It’s too close to his heart and he already lost too much blood” 

“Oh, God!” his mother wailed, tears streaming down her face. She grabbed his father’s arm and cried, “You must call Elayne and have her bring the watch. It’s our only hope of saving our son.” His mother’s wet eyes pleaded with him and her body trembled with soul wrenching sobs, as she cradled her head in her trembling hands and whispered a prayer. 

Adam did his best to stop the bleeding but Drew was pale and his breathing was shallow. He said he wasn’t sure if his sister would arrive in time. All they could do was wait and pray. His father nodded gloomily and said he wasn’t happy about his mother’s suggestion but told Adam he would do her bidding. He knew how much his father disliked using that thing, called a telephone, but the watch had saved Drew’s life before, there was no other option. 

Dear Lord please let my sister be home was his silent plea...

***

Foster took a break in his writing. This was the hardest times for him, recalling the trails in his life that still pained him. He had lived through the Civil War but nothing was as terrifying as the thought of losing a child. He knew the pain very well; he lived through it once. There were no words he could think of to express the agony. For two years all was calm and peaceful for the Bryant family, but that had come to an end. Although it was the nineteenth century, he hated that new contraption, the phone. Nevertheless, on that day, he dialed his daughter Elayne’s number hoping no one was on the party line. He had been in luck old gabby Mrs. Pringle must have been doing her gossiping out on the street. 

Three

––––––––

Damn! Who could be calling?

Elayne was braiding her daughter Dawn’s hair when the phone rang. The child was on her lap playing with her doll. “Will you get that Eve?” she yelled to Dawn’s twin who was playing on the floor waiting for her turn. She can’t believe how much they have grown in the past two years. It seemed as if only yesterday she found them living in a warehouse with their older sister Freddy. Dawn and Eve were only five and Freddie was seven when they had run away from the orphanage. She and her husband Katch adopted them and also a dark-skinned baby boy Zach, now two was sleeping in his crib. The children have brought such joy to her and her husband, since she’s an android and cannot have any of her own. But she loved the girls and her son as if they came from her womb. The phone rang three times before Eve stepped on the crate to reach it. 

“Hello!...Yes...Oh, hi, Grampy. A huh...yes, she’s braiding Dawn’s hair...Okay. Just a minute,” Eve tuned and yelled, “It is Grampy, mom!”

“Ask him what he wants,” she replied.

Eve nodded. “Hi, Grampy, What’cha want? Oh, no!” She dropped the receiver making it swing on the black cord. “Mom, Uncle Drew was shot!”

Her body stiffened in shock and she leaped to her feet making Dawn tumble to the floor. Her small chin nicked the edge of the table, not enough to do any damage but enough to make her daughter whine. “Mommy, you gave me an ow-e-e!”

“Sorry baby,” she yelled over her shoulder, her heart beating double time. Picking up the receiver, her mind reeled with confusion, she asked, “What happened, Dad? ... 

Oh, not again!” Elayne wavered, trying to comprehend what she was hearing. “Yes, of course I will.” She hung up and needed a moment to reorient herself and quickly gave orders to the twins to go and fetch their father in the field. “Tell him that I have to go to Grampy’s and will call him later.” Both girls nodded their eyes wide with worry for their uncle. 

She ran into the bedroom and retrieved the old watch, something she wished she’d never have to see again. It should’ve been destroyed but now she was glad it wasn’t. That thing brought so much hardship and acquired so much time from traveling into the past and back to the future, more than any other ordinary timepiece had ever seen. But it also saved lives, as it was about to do now. Running to the barn, she saddled her mare Velvet, and raced to the city praying that she’d be on time.

If her brother Drew wasn’t near death, she’d strangled him. Hadn’t he learned from the last time when he almost died from a beating? He’s a photographer for the daily paper and two years ago he took a picture of a famous crime boss. Without knowing that his editor was involved with a gang, he informed his boss he had taken a picture of a famous gangster. She and Katch took Drew to 2080, her era, and saved his life by putting him in a healing apparatus. What had he gotten into this time? He probably thought he was safe confiding with the new editor and she hoped the man wasn’t involved with the mob also. The thought tore at her insides and it seemed as if history does repeat itself; she of all people should know. 

“Mother! Father!” she called as the front door slammed behind her. Elayne ran through the parlor doorway and stood motionless in the middle of the room, her heart racing double time. She exchanged glances with her family and gasped seeing them looking up with such a dreaded expression on their faces, and she feared the worst.

“Is he dead?” she asked, she hardly recognized her own voice. Her father came to her side and shook his head sadly. “No, but Adam cannot help him, and we agreed before you came that Drew must be taken into the future to save his life.”

“Father,” she shot him a questioning look and shook her head disapprovingly, as she pulled him aside, she whispered, “I can’t take him into 2080 without explaining why. No one but you, Reece and Katch know the truth about me. That I’m an android.” Panic welled in her throat.

He bent his head slightly forward and replied, also in hushed tones, “I realize that, but Adam also knows. Mother suggested that Adam bring Drew to the year 2014, the same year she had been transported to the nineteenth century.”

Elayne went to her mother and asked, “Why that year, mom?”

Her mother tilted her head up and wiped her eyes with the back of her hand and answered, “About three months before I was abducted, err, I mean accidentally brought into the eighteen hundreds, my good friend Joan’s cousin was a doctor at my hospital, Virginia Heights in Richmond. She was a famous surgeon. Her name is Daniela LaPierre, a Cajun from New Orleans. Dannie is young and we all were surprised to hear how she accomplished her doctor’s degree at twenty-five. Joan claims she’s a genius. If anyone can save Drew, she can.” 

Adam came to her and said, “I’m not happy about this, I want nothing to do with time travel. Up to now my lot in life was happy, but if it meant saving our brother, I guess I have to do it.” He asked, “So how does one go about this?” She knew how but, she couldn’t admit that fact.

Her father spoke up, “I recall Sarah explaining it to me but it’s very vague. So many minutes equals years.” Her father did the calculation quickly in his head saying that he hoped he was correct. Swallowing her fear and dread she hoped so too. He handed the time piece to Adam, and said, “When you push in the stem, you’ll be transported. You may, I’m sorry to say, pass out.”

Elayne saw Adams body tense immediately. “Oh, great,” he murmured, then asked, “We’re in New York, how do we get to Virginia Heights Hospital in Richmond?”

Her father scratched his head in deep thought. “I believe if you think of the place you want to materialize, it happens.”

“You think?” muttered Adam. 

With a deep sigh her brother mouthed something she assumed was a prayer, and he pushed in the stem. Adam and Drew vanished before the eyes of her family and her mother looked at her father tearfully and trembled. “I don’t think I can live through this without knowing anything.” 

He embraced her and sighed, “The family has gone through so much with unbelievable odd, he’ll make it. We must think positive.” 

Elayne left quietly giving her parents time alone. She couldn’t say anything more than what Foster had said, the man she loved as if he were her real father. That thought was ironic since she never was born as a human but was man-made by Zof. Nevertheless, she loved both men and her family as much as a real human.

Four

Dear Lord, when I open my eyes let me be by the hospital...

Adam didn’t pass out but he wished he had because he felt as if he were inside a twirling top as he held Drew through what seemed to be a cloudy funnel. When the spinning lifted, his stomach was now somewhere in his throat. Bravely, he opened his eyes and found that he and Drew were lying by a hedge next to a man wearing rags, who was staring at them as if he’d seen a ghost. For a moment the stranger’s lips moved but he uttered not a sound in disbelief and stared at them for a few moments. He then blinked at Adam and rasped, “Jee’zes!” 

Adam believed the befuddled man was a vagrant. He looked at the brown bag covering up half of a wine bottle and blinked. “Crap! This stuff is stronger than I thought.” He wiped his eyes and murmured, “Jee’zes I hope that I was just seeing things. Son-of-gun, where the hell did you two come from? I know I was a wake but—-”

“Sir, I need your help.” Adam cut him off. “Please. Is that building the Richmond Hospital?” The homeless fellow nodded. 

“Please run inside and tell them that there’s an injured person out here who has been shot.” He just blinked and Adam swore something he didn’t do very much. “Don’t just sit there like a dummy, I need you help! Please.”

Finally, the intoxicated man nodded, “Never let it be said that Booster never help no one,” the vagrant murmured and staggered towards the front doors. Adam was afraid to pick up Drew in fear that the bleeding would start again. His gut was in a knot and he was finding hard to draw a steady breath. So he waited and prayed some more. Thank God, he at least arrived where he should be.

When Booster reached the front desk, the receptionist looked up and frowned, shaking her head disapprovingly. “May I help you sir?”

He ignored her derogatory tone. “There’s an injured guy out front, missy.”

“Are you drunk, sir?” she asked, her mouth took on an unpleasant twist.

“Maybe a little sloshed,” he burped.

“Sir,” she spat. “Go home and sleep it off, you smell like a skunk in a brewery.”

Booster held back a nasty retort and it wasn‘t easy. “Look, Miss Hoity-toity, I’m telling that there’s a man bleeding outside!” He weaved slightly, but he didn’t miss the fact that Miss Hoity-toity caught the eye of the guard and signaled him over to the desk.

The portly man in uniform inquired, “Is there a problem, Helen?”

“Yes, Sam, this fool is drunk and needs to be escorted out.”

Sam took his arms and pulled him towards the door. “Be a good fella, and go.” The guard’s voice held a note of mockery, but Booster struggled and insisted that there were two men over by the hedge who suddenly appeared out of thin air. Of course his explanation didn’t help his case. The guard shook his head, but Booster heard the voice and pointed over to the hedge.

“Please, I need help!” yelled Adam. The guard blinked and ran back inside.  Luckily an orderly was coming out to have a cigarette and Adam heard the guard quickly tell him to get a gurney and some help.

“See I told ya, I was speaking the truth” snarled Booster.

Within minutes, Drew was put on the gurney and wheeled into the emergency room, with Adam following. When he was asked what happened, he said that they were mugged and that his brother was shot. They told him to wait but he insisted on staying with Drew. When they declined his pleas, Adam told the medics that he was a doctor from New York. His information didn’t matter and Drew was quickly pushed down the hall, past swinging doors. He tried to follow but he was restrained by a nurse. 

He struggled and cried, “No, you don’t understand, I’m a doctor, I can help!”

She insisted that he calm down and then she must have taken pity on him and said that he could watch up in the observatory with the residents.

“Sir, he’s in good hands,” said the pretty blonde. “I’m Joan, and my cousin, Dannie is a great surgeon, she will do her best.” 

He met the smile and the hand that was offered, realizing that his mother was right about this Doctor Daniela. He wondered if this nurse Joan was the same woman his mother said was her best friend. 

“Thanks,” he answered. “I’m Adam Bryant.”

Joan showed him the way and the nurse sat beside him giving a reassuring smile. It was then he noticed how clean the hospital was and the strong odor of a cleaning substance. They were seated in a balcony behind glass partitions. Soon, a handful of young men and women joined them to watch and Adam assumed that they were there to learn. A few minutes later, four people walked into the room below, all wearing green clothes, including a cap and mask. 

The last person to enter was a female, he could tell by her beautiful eyes and small stature. She glanced up and for a split second his heart stopped. Adam had an eerie sensation as if she was looking straight at him and though he couldn’t tell because of the mask, he believed that she was smiling at him, it shone in her beautiful light eyes. He couldn’t make out the color from where he sat, but for some strange reason he believed that she was the surgeon his mother spoke about. It was as if she was relaying a secret message to him that she’d do all she could to save Drew.

Nervously, Adam watched with a mixture of anticipation and curiosity at the procedure Daniela was performing on his brother. He never saw so many gadgets hooked up to Drew, all needed to save his life. He noticed how one nurse watched a screen that projected wavy lines. Adam watched the doctor’s hands as she carefully removed the bullet but then something happened, and the wavy line on the screen went flat. Joan squeezed his hand and he knew that something had gone wrong. 

“What happened” he croaked.

“His heart stopped,” she said, and nothing more.

Adam’s heartbeat skipped and he felt as if the walls were closing in on him, it was a scary feeling. He sucked in a deep breath as he watched the doctor place two objects on Drew’s chest and yell, “Clear!” Drew’s unconscious body jerked and the wavy lines appeared on the screen again. 

“He’s all right,” explained Joan. She gave him a look and he was sure she was wondering why he seemed to be ignorant of what happened.

“Will he live?” he asked his voice shaky.

“For now, but he’s not out of the woods. Another doctor will sew him up and he’ll be taken to intensive care. It will be awhile before he awakens, maybe not until tomorrow. It’s best that you go home.”

Home? 

The nurse must have read the confusion on his face. “Is something wrong?” she asked. He bowed his head and murmured, “My brother and I just arrived here when we were mugged. I have no money and no place to stay. Can I stay here in the hospital?” 

Joan’s brow wrinkled in thought. 

“Mr. Bryant, I would be happy if you came home with me,” she said causally. “My husband is a detective and out of state, giving testimony on a trial so and you can stay in my daughter’s room. Sandy would be happy to spend a few nights with me.” 

Adam scratched his chin feeling the day’s growth. Luckily, he was fair but if he were home he would have shaved before entering someone’s home. He hated to impose but he had no other options. “I hate to put you out on my account, Mrs..?”

“Call me Joan.”

His mother didn’t raise him to be disrespectable, and he wasn’t used to calling women by their first name. But then he remembered that he was in the twenty-first century. Time had indeed changed, he thought.

Thank you... Joan, call me Adam.” His low voice came out a little awkward.

He waited for a half an hour for Joan to get off her shift. He followed her down in the elevator and into the parking lot where he got his first introduction to the automobile. Luckily, his mother had explained the moving vehicle to him, even drawn pictures of cars, so he wasn’t too surprised when seeing them. But he was very apprehensive when she opened the door for him to get into the contraption. 

Joan once more wondered why the young man had this strange look on his handsome face. She may be married but she couldn’t help but think how good looking he was. When she had sat next to him in the observatory she noticed the clear-cut lines of his profile and the clean look of him impressed her. His thick tawny-gold hair was tapered neatly to his shirt collar and he had the nicest eyes, like bits of blue stone reminding her of someone. As Adam stepped into the car, she touched his upper arm feeling his taut muscles. When he touched the dashboard she noticed that his hands were long-fingered, and strong; definitely doctor’s hands. She had the reputation of being a match-maker and she believed that he would be perfect for her cousin, Dannie, and since the woman was coming for supper she had just the solution.

It was then she realized that Adam was dressed in attire that seemed old fashioned. Did New York doctors dress so formal? Shrugging off her observation, Joan reminded him to put on his seatbelt. Seeing that he appeared to be contemplating her words she reached over and buckled him in, figuring that he was too upset to think straight. She started the car and wondered why he seemed frightened as she spun out of the parking lot. 

After the initial shock wore off and Adam’s heart went back into his chest cavity to beat at a normal pace, he sat back and took in the sights of Richmond realizing that his mother once lived here. It was so different than New York City and much cleaner, no wonder his mother had days of nostalgia making her sad. She had given up so much to stay with his father. She was a special woman with so much love in her heart for her husband and her children. He wondered for the first time in twenty-seven years of his life what it would feel like to love someone so much, and to sacrifice so much for them.

About twenty minutes later the car pulled into a driveway. Being a gentleman Adam wanted to get out and open the door for Joan, but he forgot about the harness. She unlocked it for him and got out her side before he had a chance to do the right thing. Yes, times have changed but he wasn’t sure if he liked it. His mother claimed it was for the better, especially for women, but he had his doubts. 

The front door opened into a small foyer where Joan placed her keys on a hook. The living room was pleasant, definitely furnished by a woman. The curtains were lacy and the furniture was modern compared to what his parents owned. A few painting hung on the walls and a fireplace took up one wall. Joan threw her bag on the couch and said, “Make yourself at home my teenage daughter should be coming home from school shortly.”

Adam was surprised to hear that Joan had a teenager; she appeared only in her early thirties. Then he recalled his mother saying that her friend had gotten pregnant in her senior year of high school. Though Joan was eight years older than his mother, they became good friends in medical school. Joan didn’t marry the father but later married another man. His hostess disappeared and returned with a glass of bear for each of them. She gave him a warm smile that made him relax a little, and said, “I’m sure you can use a drink. And please remove your coat and tie, and make yourself at home” 

Adam quirked a brow at her suggestion but did what she suggested. Some new things weren’t going to be too hard to get used to. 

“Oh, Adam, you have blood on your shirt. Please go into the bathroom, down the hall, to the left. I’ll give you one of Bill’s shirts.”

He had forgotten about his brother’s blood. It brought back the horror of the past few hours. He nodded, found the bath closet, washed up and on hearing the knock on the door, he opened it enough to accept her husband’s shirt.

“Leave your soiled shirt there,” she suggested.

He did, and also his undershirt and put on the striped shirt, never having gone without an undergarment before. But, he felt better and joined Joan
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