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Chapter One
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“You got this,” Ronnie Parker said, to not only her business partner, but also an incredibly good friend of hers, the man she has considered her older brother for a couple of decades. “I’ll be in the waiting room until you get out.”

Grady Applewood looked over at Ronnie and gave her a groggy, but happy smile. “You could go home.”

“Nope, the clinic is closed today, because of your surgery. I told you months ago that I would be here for you on this day. I’ll sit in the waiting room.” Ronnie grinned. “Besides, I’ve got a ton of studying to do. Just because I’ve graduated from college, doesn’t mean I can’t study for the state exam. Waiting for you will give me the excuse to buckle down and do it.” She looked around her, then leaned in with a smile to whisper, “Besides, I won’t have the distraction of Finn, or the horses to keep me from studying.”

Grady gave her a sappy grin. “Thank you.” That was the last thing he said, the medicine he’d been given to relax him apparently just knocked him out. Because she could, and due to the respect she had for the man, Ronnie leaned over the railing on the side of the hospital bed and kissed his forehead. As soon as she stood back up, two men dressed in light-green scrubs entered the room. Ronnie liked that they explained everything to her as they started moving Grady’s IVs, then began pushing the bed out the door. At the last minute they turned and nodded to her.

“You’re more than welcome to wait here if you’d like.”

“Would the doctor find me here?”

“Not as easily as she’d find you in the waiting room.”

“Then I’ll wait there.” Ronnie nodded, and picked up her full backpack. “I have plenty to keep me busy.”

They only frowned at her, but shrugged and wheeled Grady away. Ronnie sighed and made her way to the waiting room. It was the second week of January, and she was studying for her state board exams to receive her veterinarian license. The exam would take place in three weeks’ time. Several months prior, Grady had come to Ronnie and asked her to become a partner in his business, Applewood Pets. After a lot of back and forth and tons of questions, Ronnie had jumped at the opportunity. 

Now, Grady had just been wheeled into surgery for a torn rotator cuff on his left shoulder. Not only had he wrenched it while delivering a calf, but shortly after that, a cow had gotten stuck in the mud. After Grady and the rancher rolled her over, so she wasn’t facing downhill, in the cow’s struggle to stand, one of her back legs had caught Grady in the shoulder, on the exact spot that had been stretched when he’d helped with the birth weeks before.

Because of the severity of those two injuries, so close together, Grady had immediately gone to see his doctor, and they had discussed eventually doing the surgery. However, after seeing her from the second injury, she recommended he get scheduled as soon as possible. That was why Grady had come to her to be a partner. Plus, the fact that Ronnie had been working at the Applewood clinic since she was fourteen.

Ronnie made her way to the waiting room. Knowing she had several hours to wait, she stopped at a coffee cart, and picked up a drink and muffin. It surprised her that there weren’t a lot of people in the surgical waiting room. Making her way over to the corner, she commandeered a low coffee table, and instead of sitting in one of the chairs, she spread her books out, and settled on the floor, using the low table as a workstation. In less than ten minutes, she was zoned out and sunk deep into her studies.

“Applewood!” a voice called out. Ronnie looked up and frowned, then she heard the name again.

“Oh, that’s me!” She struggled to stand, but the doctor made her way over to Ronnie. Together they sat on the seats before the low table.

“How is he?” Ronnie asked, then at the doctor’s frown, she grinned. “I’m his business partner.”

“Ronnie?”

“Yes,” Ronnie laughed. “Short for Veronica.”

“Ah, yes, he talked about you, said someone by the name of Ronnie would be here for him.”

“How was the surgery?”

“Good, there wasn’t as much damage as I imagined. I’m sure you know that you can’t see everything on the MRI and CAT Scan. I was able to repair the torn tendons. It went smoothly. He’s going to be laid up for eight weeks. I’m going to want him to keep his arm in a sling and not use it at all for that time. After I see him in eight weeks, depending on how he heals, I’ll recommend physical therapy.” The doctor looked at her watch and quickly stood.

“He’s in recovery now and should be taken to his room in a couple of hours. I’ll have a nurse get you when he’s there. Remind him no using that shoulder for eight weeks.”

“Thank you, Dr. Jackson.” Ronnie nodded to her, then looked up and gave a small shriek. “Patch!”

Patch Atwal stepped up and gave Ronnie a hug. With his arm around her shoulders, he turned to the other doctor.

“Jackson.” He nodded to her.

“Atwal, what are you doing here?”

“Come to see my best friend’s fiancée. That and I remembered Grady had surgery today. How did it go?”

“You know Grady Applewood?”

“Yes.”

“Wow, small world,” Dr. Jackson sighed. “It went well. Better than I expected. He’s in recovery now.”

“Good, good,” Patch said as he turned to Ronnie with a grin. “Looks like you’re going to be the ones to deliver the calves and foals now, as well as everything else.”

“I know,” Ronnie sighed. She looked at her books, then back at Patch. “It’s going to be a busy two months.”

“Or more,” Dr. Jackson intervened. “Remember, he’s also going to have to have extensive physical therapy. Just because he may be healed on the outside in the next eight weeks, he’s still going to need to have therapy to get him back up to his potential. From my understanding, he went weeks without getting the injury checked out initially.”

“Yeah, he’s stubborn like that. From what I could tell, he didn’t even let me or any of the other vet techs know that he had been initially injured. Don’t worry, Doc, I’ll crack my whip at him.” She laughed, and the two doctors shook their heads. Both Patch and Dr. Jackson left at the same time. Patch had to clock in for his shift, while Dr. Jackson had another surgery to prep for. Instead of going back to her studies, Ronnie cleaned everything up and was just finishing putting her books away when a nurse approached, and said she could see Grady.

Walking down the hall, Ronnie felt scared for the first time. Though the doctor had said that everything went well, there was always that one little bit of doubt.

Ronnie stood in the doorway to Grady’s hospital room, and looked in at the sleeping man. She had to admit, he was very handsome for someone in his mid-forties. He still had dark black hair, that was barely showing a little silver at the temples. He had scruff on his face that he hadn’t shaved that morning, and Ronnie noted the gray in his beard at his chin. He had strong, chiseled facial features, and in rest, his hard jaw was relaxed. She grinned when she saw his eyes were open a slit, and the green of them were staring at her.

“Hey, you did good,” Ronnie said as she came all the way into the room. She placed her backpack on the floor just inside the door and approached him. The first thing she did was take the glass on his table, fill it with water from the pitcher, stick a straw in it, and helped him drink.

“Thanks,” Grady ground out, then gave a small cough. “Talk to the doctor?”

“I did. She said it wasn’t as damaged as she initially thought. Everything went well, and you have to wear a sling and not use that arm for the next eight weeks.” Ronnie glared at him and pointed a finger at him. “I mean that, Grady. No work.”

“Fine,” Grady sighed, and settled back into the bed. “Go away, I’m tired.” Then, he was asleep. Ronnie laughed and pulled up a chair, and got out a book to read for pleasure. Grady hadn’t been awake long enough for her to tell him that her ride wouldn’t be there for another few hours. She and Finn had come in the day before, and Finn had business in the area, so they had killed two birds with one stone. She went to the hospital to be with Grady, while Finn went about his business.

Ronnie startled awake when she felt someone’s hand on her shoulder. She looked up and melted when she saw her fiancé, Finnegan Larson, standing there. “Hey,” she whispered. She quickly looked over and saw Grady sitting up in bed, wide awake with a grin on his face. “Why didn’t you wake me?”

“You looked so peaceful.” Grady laughed. “Finn’s been here for about fifteen minutes. Dr. Jackson came in, and she said I can go home tomorrow.”

“Really? That fast?”

“Yep, if I’m a good boy.” His statement caused everyone in the room to bust out laughing. Shaking her head, Ronnie rose to her feet, gave Finn a quick kiss, then approached the bed. She frowned at him.

“What the hell is that?” She pointed to the thick, dark blue foam that was around his upper and lower arm. It held his arm away from his body by a good four inches.

“Apparently, this is the optimal position for my shoulder.” He looked at her, then shrugged. “Who knew?”

“And you have to wear that for the next eight weeks?”

“Yep.”

“Can you drive with that?”

“I don’t see why not. But...” Grady held up his hand when he saw Ronnie was about to say something else. “I’ve got a place here in Helena. I won’t be coming back home until after my physical therapy begins. I’ve talked it over with the doctor, and I’ll get my initial assessment here, then I’ll come home and do all my therapy, based on that assessment, there.” He grinned before his next statement. “Besides, with me staying here, that will keep me out of the office, and out of your hair. But...” he stared at her hard. “I expect a phone call if anything goes wrong. Just because I can’t work, it doesn’t mean that I can’t know what’s going on in my own practice.”

“Deal!” Ronnie held out her hand and they shook on it. She and Finn only stayed for a few more minutes, then after reassuring them that he would be fine, and would contact them if he needed anything, they left. The last thing he said that seemed to make them relax was that if all else failed, he would contact Patch with any concerns he might have. Knowing how much they trusted the other man, Grady had said the proper things to his friends. After they left, he leaned back and sighed heavily. It was going to be a bitch being inactive for the next two months, but at least he could walk, and exercise, he just couldn’t use his left arm, but if it was fixed, then he could live with that for the time being, knowing that when he healed, he would be right back to his old self again. That was the only motivation he needed.
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Chapter Two
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“Looks good,” Dr. Alesha Jackson nodded to Grady after she finished examining his shoulder. “You can leave the foam and sling off.”

“What about going back to work?”

“Not until you receive physical therapy. As I told your work partner on the day of your surgery, just because you’re healed, it doesn’t mean you don’t need therapy. That arm and shoulder have been immobile for weeks. You’re going to want to gently work the muscles before you return to work, so that you don’t strain them.” She saw his expression, then sighed. “Tell you what, take your initial session. Have the therapist register your range of motion, and send it to me. Depending on what they are, I may be able to allow you to return to work with limited duties. Like paperwork. I can tell you right now, you won’t be able to work on the large animals. Maybe not even the dogs and cats.”

“Okay, do I need a prescription for the therapy?”

“Yes, it’ll be at the front desk when you leave. I’m prescribing three times a week for four weeks, then we can go from there.” Grady nodded and stood. “Follow the therapist’s orders. Oh, and schedule an appointment for four weeks from now. We can reassess and see how you’re doing.”

“Yes, Doctor.” Grady sassed her, then they both left the exam room laughing. Dr. Jackson went one way, while Grady headed toward the exit. At the front desk, he settled his bill, then collected his paperwork. He didn’t do anything until he arrived back at his small apartment, his home away from home for the last two months. During that time, he’d walked almost five miles a day, changed his diet, and he’d never been in better physical condition in his life. The only thing wrong was his left shoulder. Though it had been fixed, it was tender. Rotating it, from the doctor’s demonstrations, it began to feel better. The first thing he did was read all the paperwork from the doctor, then picked up his cell phone and made a call. Fifteen minutes later, he hung up, and grinned when he wrote down the information for his first physical therapy appointment in two days’ time.

*****
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“May I help you?” a young receptionist asked Grady as he stepped up to the desk.

“Yes, I’m scheduled for my first therapy session today at ten.”

“Name?”

“Dr. Grady Applewood.”

The receptionist gave him a peculiar look, but Grady didn’t say anything. “Please, have a seat, and someone will be with you shortly.”

“Thank you.” Grady turned on his heel and sat in one of the chairs in the waiting room. There were two other people already there. He sat down, a woman came out and called out a name, and a man who looked to be in his late twenties stood. They disappeared through the door, then a male came to the door and called Grady’s name. Grady stood and went to him.

As they walked down the hall, the man paused long enough to hold out his hand. “Timothy Dawson.”

“Grady Applewood.”

Timothy looked down at his clipboard, and nodded. “It says here you’re a doctor? May I ask what your specialty is?”

Grady grinned. He loved answering this question around medical personnel. “Large animals.”

Timothy stopped in his tracks and stared at Grady with his mouth wide open. “Excuse me?”

“I’m a veterinarian. I have my own practice over in Elk Junction. I’m only here in Helena until you can get me started on therapy, then I’m going home and will continue with therapy there.” At Timothy’s frown, Grady sighed. “They didn’t have a therapy center. They have one now, but it won’t be open for business until next week, but my doctor gave me a clean bill of health two days ago. However, she won’t allow me to return to work until I get at least an assessment of my range of motion.”

“Ah, I understand. Hop up on that table,” Timothy said as he pointed to a table in the corner. Grady settled in and looked around. The place was like a gym. Several people were on treadmills, while others were with people he assumed were therapists, because someone was instructing the other person on how to do a particular exercise. The entire area smell of sweat. Timothy stepped into the cubicle and pulled the curtain shut behind him.

“Okay, let’s measure your range of motion.” He started instructing Grady on how to move his arm, which angle to place it in, and stop when any exercise caused pain. The entire time, the therapist had a funny-looking ruler and measured, then wrote numbers down in what Grady assumed was his chart. The entire process took fifteen minutes.

“Good, good, you’ve got good range.” Timothy had Grady remove his outer shirt, and nodded when he saw he wore a tee underneath. “That’s good,” he said. With a hand on either side of Grady’s shoulder, Timothy started squeezing, then working the joint. Grady winced several times, then had to grit his teeth.

“Stop,” Grady bit out. He needed to take a breath.

“Ah, come on, you’re a big guy. Don’t be a pussy.” Timothy laughed and Grady glared at him. Before Grady could say anything, Timothy did something to his shoulder that caused Grady to scream. He shoved Timothy away from him, jumped off the table, and backed away. He didn’t care who heard him when he yelled at the guy.

“Are you fucking nuts!” Grady said through gritted teeth. His shoulder felt like it was on fire, and as he looked down, his hand began to swell. It had felt like something had torn inside his shoulder. This pain was worse than when he’d injured it twice before seeing his doctor about the surgery. Something was seriously wrong. When Timothy only smiled at him as he approached, Grady backed up again. He got caught up in the curtain, and shoved it to the side. By this time, they were out where everyone could see them.

“I want to see your supervisor.”

“Now, now, Mr. Applewood, don’t be such a fuss budget. You’re going to experience some pain. After all, only a pussy would complain of pain. I live a breath the motto, no pain, no gain. See, you’re alleging you are in pain, that is a good thing in my book. Let’s get you back on the table so I can continue working on you.” The entire time Dawson spoke, he had an evil looking grin on his face, and Grady wasn’t having any of it.

“Bullshit!” Grady yelled. “And it’s Doctor! Supervisor! Now!”

“Is there a problem here?” A woman of about thirty stepped up to them.

“Yes, this man,” Grady used his right hand to point to Timothy because his left one wasn’t working. “Just tore what my surgeon did. I felt it. He wouldn’t stop.” Grady pointed to his arm, and everyone saw that it was severely swollen and his hand was beginning to turn purple.

“Oh, my.”

“No, it’s oh shit. Now I have to go to the hospital for an MRI to find out what he did to me.” He glared at the therapist. “You’ll be hearing from my lawyer. I’ll make sure I have your license revoked.”

“What license?” Timothy stared at them in confusion. “I don’t have a license.”

The supervisor, who Grady had noted her name tag had read Yvette, stared at Timothy in horror. “What do you mean, ‘what license’? You have to be licensed to be a physical therapist!”

“But I’m not a physical therapist. I’m a personal trainer!”

“WHAT!” Yvette screamed at him. “My office, now.” She stormed away, then looked back at them. “Both of you.” The two men followed her, and the entire gym heard a door slam.

“Shut up,” Yvette glared at Timothy when he started to say something. She pulled a file from her bottom drawer and flipped through the pages. When she found what she was looking for, she read it, then looked up and glared at Timothy. “It says here on your resumé that you have eight years’ experience as a physical therapist.

Grady had been watching the other man, and when his cheeks darkened, he swore.

“I lied.” He shrugged like it wasn’t a big deal, then elaborated. “I have eight years’ experience as a personal trainer. My motto is no pain, no gain. There’s really no difference in the scheme of things. It’s all the same.”

“You do realize that Dr. Applewood is eight weeks post-surgery. He hasn’t used, let alone rotated that shoulder for the last eight weeks. Isn’t that right?”

“Correct,” Grady said, and had to reach over and lift his left arm with his right to place it over his stomach to try to ease the throbbing in the entire arm. Yvette jumped to her feet and left the room, then returned only seconds later. She had a sling with her, and was able to help Grady put his arm in it. His sigh of relief was audible when the pressure was released.

Yvette sat back down, and rubbed her forehead. “Until I can get to the bottom of this, Timothy, I’m putting you on administrative leave, effective immediately.” The two of them watched as he jumped to his feet, then pointed a finger at Grady.

“If he weren’t such a pussy, he would have worked through the pain. This is all on him.” He stormed out and made sure he slammed the door behind him.

“I’m so sorry, Mr. Applewood,” Yvette began.

“It’s Dr. and you can save your apology, I’m not accepting it. This is unacceptable. I’m normally a pretty easy guy to get along with, but that asshole just tore something in my shoulder..” Grady stood and headed to the door. Just before he opened it, he looked back at her and glared. “You’ll be hearing from my lawyer.” Then, he too walked out. It wasn’t that he was a bad guy, but he had felt something give when Timothy had been working on him, and he feared he’d have to go under the knife again. That wasn’t fair to him, and definitely not fair to Ronnie who was left holding down the practice. This set back didn’t just affect him, others were involved and it was unacceptable. On a heavy sigh, Grady gathered up his shirt, then stormed out, ignoring all the confused looks from the others there.

It took a lot of effort to climb into his SUV and drive over to the hospital. The therapy center Dr. Jackson had recommended was six blocks away. He only hoped he could drive that far before passing out because of the pain. He hadn’t even felt this much pain when he’d been kicked in the first place. The sweat on his forehead dripped in his eyes as he tried to drive through traffic to get back to the hospital. His jaw ached from grinding his teeth the entire drive.

Grady parked his truck in the lot, then made his way into the emergency room. Way off down the hall, he saw Patch go behind a curtain. Ignoring everyone, and everything around him, he had only one mission in his mind. Who cared if Patch was with patients? Grady needed to get to him before he passed out. He was sure Patch would understand.

*****
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“Hello, I’m Dr. Atwal, what brings you in today?” Patch asked as he entered the curtained area, then looked up and frowned. “Why do you look familiar?”

“You do too,” one of the men in the room said. There was one man and one woman. “I’m Pete, this is my wife, Renee.”

“Kabul,” Patch snapped his fingers. “You were sitting at a table waiting for the rest of your men, while my buddy and I were leaving for good.”

“That’s right,” Pete said after several minutes. “You were going to be a trauma surgeon, while the other guy was going to run his family business. Some sort of Foundation,” Pete nodded.

“Correct, the Larson Foundation. So...” Patch grinned as he looked at the woman, then winced. “I’d ask what brings you here, but I can see we might have a problem.” He snapped on a pair of gloves, then squatted down to reach for the woman’s ankle. Before he could touch her, the curtain moved back, and Patch looked up in annoyance.

“Hey, you’re not allowed back here.” He stood and stared in shock when he saw who had interrupted them. “Grady? What the hell?”

“Help me, arm, torn,” he said, then Patch watched as Grady’s eyes rolled back in his head, and before he could react, Pete lunged forward and caught him before he hit the floor. Renee scrambled off the bed while Pete and Patch muscled Grady onto the gurney. Patch took one look at his hand in the sling and swore.

“What’s wrong with him?” Renee asked.

“I don’t know, but I do know he had shoulder surgery a few weeks ago, I wonder if he hurt it somehow.” He looked up and sighed. “I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be.” She waved it off. “I’m sure my ankle is just sprained.”

Patch grinned as a nurse entered and stared at them in shock. “What’s going on here?”

“Working on patients, please call Dr. Alesha Jackson to the ER, and this woman is going to need a portable x-ray.” When the nurse stood there staring, he firmed his voice. “Now, stat!” She jumped, then hurried away. In less than ten minutes they had moved everyone around, and Patch looked at them. “You don’t mind sharing the space do you?”

“Not as long as we won’t be billed double,” Pete grinned.

“You won’t.” They all looked up as the curtain was pulled back, and a female doctor entered.

“What’s going on, Atwal? I didn’t like the tone in the nurses voice that said I needed to get here stat.”

“I don’t know, do you know this man?” Patch stepped back so she could see Grady.

“What the hell happened?” She rushed forward, slapped on a pair of gloves, and began examining his shoulder, arm, and hand. She sighed as she looked up at Patch.

“I gave him a clean bill of health on Friday. Told him to contact physical therapy and begin that. Do you mind if I take over?”

“Not at all, as long as you don’t mind sharing the cubicle. There’s no room out there.”

“Oh, okay, but I’m taking him to get an MRI,” Dr. Jackson went to the head of Grady’s bed and began pushing him away. The portable x-ray machine had arrived and had to wait to enter until the other bed left.

The x-ray technician entered and snapped the photos of Renee’s ankle and never said a word. Fifteen minutes later, Patch returned with a set of x-rays. He snapped them up on the lighted board, and called Pete over, but told Renee to stay put. Taking a pen from his pocket, he pointed.

“Hairline fracture, we’re going to have to put a cast on it.”

“Shit,” Renee said, then slapped Pete’s bicep when he went back to stand beside her. “It’s a little hike, you can handle it. Fine, but you can cook dinner for when we get back home.”

Patch grinned, then set it up, so he could put a cast on her foot. Just then, Dr. Jackson returned with Grady, and Patch swore he saw steam coming out of her ears.

“Everything okay?”

“No,” Dr. Jackson growled, then slapped up the films on the board. Patch excused himself and went to look. “Everything I did is torn. All my work was ruined. I’m going to kick his ass when he wakes up from this next surgery. I told him to take it easy.”

“What the fuck happened?” Patch demanded, then looked over and saw Grady was awake.

“Grady?”

“Went to physical therapy today, all was good, he did the range of motion shit, then started working on me. He wouldn’t stop, just started in and then I felt something tear. I yelled at him. Turned out, he wasn’t a physical therapist after all.”

“What!” both doctors yelled.

“He lied on his application and resumé. His experience is that of a personal trainer.”

“Son of a bitch,” Patch said.

“What happens now?” Grady asked quietly. He swore his shoulder was worse than when he’d done the initial injury months ago. It felt like it had its own heartbeat.

“I’m going to have to go in and repair everything he tore. Do you know who the therapist was?”

“Man by the name of Timothy Dawson. When I get out of surgery, I’m calling my lawyer to have him investigated. I’m suing his ass for negligence.”

“I’ll make sure I document the surgery then,” Dr. Jackson said. “But, for the time being, I’m keeping you here in the hospital. You’ll have to hang out here in the ER, until I can get a bed for you. I can’t do it today, but I’ll squeeze you in sometime in the next two days.” She looked at Grady with a sad expression. “Everything is torn up. From what I can see on the MRI, you’re worse off than before the first surgery.” She nodded once, then turned on her heel and left the room.

Grady looked at the others still there and sighed. He tried to shrug, but winced in pain. He closed his eyes and ignored the two people whispering in the corner as Patch put a cast on the woman’s foot.

“Excuse me,” came a deep voice from beside Grady’s bed. He opened one eye, then frowned at the man standing there. “My name is Pete. I’m here on vacation with my wife and friends, though they’re back at the camp, and it’s just my wife and I here. I have more friends back at the cabin we rented. I didn’t mean to overhear your earlier conversation, but I might be able to help you.”

“How?” Grady frowned at him in confusion.

“I’m active military, along with my friends. As I mentioned, we’re here on vacation. We’re based out of North Carolina. I have a former teammate that’s good with computers. I can give him a call and he can dig up any dirt there is on the guy that hurt your arm. You can give it to your lawyer.” He looked back at his wife, and Grady saw her give him a nod. Pete turned back to Grady with an evil grin. “He can dig so deep, he’ll know the exact moment you became a twinkle in your Daddy’s eye.”

“Really? You’d do that?”

Pete shrugged. “It couldn’t hurt to get the ball rolling. Who knows, by the time you get out of here, you’ll have a file started on this guy. If I were you, I would. I believe in helping others. It’s no cost to you, just pay it forward if you get a chance.”

“Wow, I really appreciate that, Pete. Thank you so much.”

“You’re welcome. Now, I need some information from you.” Pete proceeded to ask him what happened, where it happened, the therapist’s name, and the name and location of the facility where the injury took place. Then, he asked Grady for a phone number and an e-mail address. Twenty minutes later, Pete talked to his wife. He kissed his wife’s head, and stepped out into the hall. When he returned ten minutes later, he immediately went to Grady.

“You’re all set. I gave my friend, McGee, all the information you just gave me. I also told him that you’ll be in the hospital for the next few days. He said he’d do a thorough background and e-mail you the results. Should only be three days, four max.”

“Thank you so much,” Grady said, and held out his hand to shake Pete’s. Within the next hour, the couple left, and Grady had been wheeled upstairs to lie and wait for his second surgery. He didn’t want to tell anyone what had happened, but he vowed after this one, he would be getting out of Helena, and going back home to recuperate this time. He’s had enough of the city, and it was time to go home.
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