
[Read free ebook] File size: 17.Mb

Patriot Games (A Jack Ryan Novel Book 2) 
(English Edition)

Par Tom Clancy 
DOC | *audiobook | ebooks | Download 

PDF | ePub

Dtails sur le produit Rang parmi les 
ventes : #29774 dans eBooksPubli le: 
2009-01-22Sorti le: 1988-07-01Format: 
Ebook Kindle 

[Read free ebook] Patriot Games (A Jack 
Ryan Novel Book 2) (English Edition)

Par Tom Clancy : Patriot Games (A Jack 
Ryan Novel Book 2) (English Edition) 
before purchasing it in order to gage whether 
or not it would be worth my time, and all 
praised Patriot Games (A Jack Ryan Novel 
Book 2) (English Edition): 

Description : 

Prsentation de l'diteurJack Ryan fights to protect his family from terrorists in the electrifying #1 New York 
Times bestselling thriller.From Tom Clancy,master of the international thriller, comes a gripping story of the 
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Ryan family under fire. In an explosive wave of violence, an ultra-left-wing faction of the IRA is hunting 
one man for his act of salvation in an attempted assassination. And now Jack Ryan must paywith his 

life.ExtraitCHAPTER 1A Sunny Day in LondontownRyan was nearly killed twice in half an hour. He left 
the taxi a few blocks short of his destination. It was a fine, clear day, the sun already low in the blue sky. 
Ryan had been sitting for hours in a series of straight-back wooden chairs, and he wanted to walk a bit to 
work the kinks out. Traffic was relatively light on the streets and sidewalks. That surprised him, but he 
looked forward to the evening rush hour. Clearly these streets had not been laid out with automobiles in 
mind, and he was sure that the afternoon chaos would be something to behold. Jack's first impression of 

London was that it would be a fine town to walk in, and he moved at his usual brisk pace, unchanged since 
his stint in the Marine Corps, marking time unconsciously by tapping the edge of his clipboard against his 
leg.Just short of the corner the traffic disappeared, and he moved to cross the street early. He automatically 

looked left, right, then left again as he had since childhood, and stepped off the curb --And was nearly 
crushed by a two-story red bus that screeched past him with a bare two feet to spare."Excuse me, sir." Ryan 

turned to see a police officer -- they called them constables over here, he reminded himself -- in uniform 
complete to the Mack Sennett hat. "Please do be careful and cross at the corners. You might also mind the 

painted signs on the pavement to look right or left. We try not to lose too many tourists to the traffic.""How 
do you know I'm a tourist?" He would now, from Ryan's accent.The cop smiled patiently. "Because you 
looked the wrong way, sir, and you dress like an American. Please be careful, sir. Good day." The bobby 

moved off with a friendly nod, leaving Ryan to wonder what there was about his brand-new three-piece suit 
that marked him as an American.Chastened, he walked to the corner. Painted lettering on the blacktop 

warned him to look right, along with an arrow for the dyslexic. He waited for the light to change, and was 
careful to stay within the painted lines. Jack remembered that he'd have to pay close attention to the traffic, 
especially when he rented the car Friday. England was one of the last places in the world where the people 

drove on the wrong side of the road. He was sure it would take some getting used to.But they did everything 
else well enough, he thought comfortably, already drawing universal observations one day into his first trip 
to Britain. Ryan was a practiced observer, and one can draw many conclusions from a few glances. He was 
walking in a business and professional district. The other people on the sidewalk were better dressed than 

their American counterparts would be -- aside from the punkers with their spiked orange and purple hair, he 
thought. The architecture here was a hodgepodge ranging from Octavian Augustus to Mies van der Rohe, 
but most of the buildings had an old, comfortable look that in Washington or Baltimore would long since 

have been replaced with an unbroken row of new and soulless glass boxes. Both aspects of the town 
dovetailed nicely with the good manners he'd encountered so far. It was a working vacation for Ryan, but 
first impressions told him that it would be a very pleasant one nonetheless.There were a few jarring notes. 
Many people seemed to be carrying umbrellas. Ryan had been careful to check the day's weather forecast 

before setting out on his research trip. A fair day had been accurately predicted -- in fact it had been called a 
hot day, though temperatures were only in the upper sixties. A warm day for this time of year, to be sure, but 
"hot"? Jack wondered if they called it Indian summer here. Probably not. Why the umbrellas, though? Didn't 

people trust the local weather service? Was that how the cop knew I was an American?Another thing he 
ought to have anticipated was the plethora of Rolls-Royces on the streets. He hadn't seen more than a 

handful in his entire life, and while the streets were not exactly crowded with them, there were quite a few. 
He himself usually drove around in a five-year-old VW Rabbit. Ryan stopped at a newsstand to purchase a 
copy of The Economist, and had to fumble with the change from his cab fare for several seconds in order to 

pay the patient dealer, who doubtless also had him pegged for a Yank. He paged through the magazine 
instead of watching where he was going as he went down the street, and presently found himself halfway 
down the wrong block. Ryan stopped dead and thought back to the city map he'd inspected before leaving 
the hotel. One thing Jack could not do was remember streets names, but he had a photographic memory for 

maps. He walked to the end of the block, turned left, proceeded two blocks, then right, and sure enough there 
was St. James's Park. Ryan checked his watch; he was fifteen minutes early. It was downhill past the 

monument to a Duke of York, and he crossed the street near a longish classical building of white marble.Yet 
another pleasant thing about London was the profusion of green spaces. The park looked big enough, and he 
could see that the grass was tended with care. The whole autumn must have been unseasonably warm. The 

trees still bore plenty of leaves. Not many people around, though. Well, he shrugged, it's Wednesday. Middle 
of the week, the kids were all in school, and it was a normal business day. So much the better, he thought. 

He'd deliberately come over after the tourist season. Ryan did not like crowds. The Marine Corps had taught 



him that, too."Daddee!" Ryan's head snapped around to see his little daughter running toward him from 
behind a tree, heedless as usual of her safety. Sally arrived with her customary thump against her tall father. 
Also as usual, Cathy Ryan trailed behind, never quite able to keep up with their little white tornado. Jack's 
wife did look like a tourist. Her Canon 35mm camera was draped over one shoulder, along with the camera 

case that doubled as an oversized purse when they were on vacation."How'd it go, Jack?"Ryan kissed his 
wife. Maybe the Brits don't do that in public either, he thought. "Great, babe. They treated me like I owned 

the place. Got all my notes tucked away." He tapped his clipboard. "Didn't you get anything?" Cathy 
laughed."The shops here deliver." She smiled in a way that told him she'd parted with a fairish bit of the 

money they had allocated for shopping. "And we got something really nice for Sally.""Oh?" Jack bent over 
to look his daughter in the eye. "And what might that be?""It's a surprise, Daddy." The little girl twisted and 

giggled like a true four-year-old. She pointed to the park. "Daddy, they got a lake with swans and 
peccalins!""Pelicans," Jack corrected."Big white ones!" Sally loved peccalins."Uh-huh," Ryan observed. He 

looked up to his wife. "Get any good pictures?"Cathy patted her camera. "Oh, sure. London is already 
Canonized -- or would you prefer that we spent the whole day shopping?" Photography was Cathy Ryan's 

only hobby, and she was good at it."Ha!" Ryan looked down the street. The pavement here was reddish, not 
black, and the road was lined with what looked like beech trees. The Mall, wasn't it? He couldn't remember, 
and would not ask his wife, who'd been to London many times. The Palace was larger than he'd expected, 
but it seemed a dour building, three hundred yards away, hidden behind a marble monument of some sort. 
Traffic was a little thicker here, but moved briskly. "What do we do for dinner?""Catch a cab back to the 
hotel?" She looked at her watch. "Or we can walk.""They're supposed to have a good dining room. Still 

early, though. These civilized places make you wait until eight or nine." He saw another Rolls go by in the 
direction of the Palace. He was looking forward to dinner, though not really to having Sally there. Four-year-

olds and four-star restaurants didn't go well together. Brakes squealed off to his left. He wondered if the 
hotel had a baby-sitting --BOOM!Ryan jumped at the sound of an explosion not thirty yards away. Grenade, 
something in his mind reported. he sensed the whispering sound of fragments in the air and moments later 
heard the chatter of automatic weapons fire. He spun around to see the Rolls turned crooked in the street. 

The front end seemed lower than it should be, and its path was blocked by a black sedan. There was a man 
standing at its right front fender, firing an AK-47 rifle into the front end, and another man was racing around 
to the car's left rear."Get down!" Ryan grabbed his daughter's shoulder and forced her to the ground behind a 
tree, yanking his wife roughly down beside her. A dozen cars were stopped raggedly behind the Rolls, none 

closer than fifty feet, and they shielded his family from the line of fire. Traffic on the far side was blocked by 
the sedan. The man with the Kalashnikov was spraying the Rolls for all he was worth."Sonuvabitch!" Ryan 
kept his head up, scarcely able to believe what he saw. "It's the goddamned IRA -- they're killing somebody 
right -- " Ryan moved slightly to his left. His peripheral vision took in the faces of people up and down the 
street, turning and staring, in each face the black circle of a shock-opened mouth. This is really happening! 

he thought, right in front of me, just like that, just like some Chicago gangster movie. Two bastards are 
committing murder. Right here. Right now. Just like that. "Son of a bitch!"Ryan moved farther left, screened 
by a stopped car. Covered by its front fender, he could see one man standing at the left rear of the Rolls, just 
standing there, his pistol hand extended as though expecting someone to bolt from the passenger door. The 
bulk of the Rolls screened Ryan from the AK gunner, who was crouched down to control his weapon. The 
near gunman had his back to Ryan. He was no more than fifty feet away. He didn't move, concentrating on 

the passenger door. His back was still turned. Ryan would never remember making any conscious 
decision.He moved quickly around the stopped car, head down, keeping low and accelerating rapidly, his 

eyes locked on his target -- the small of the man's back -- just as he'd been taught in high school football. It 
took only a few seconds to cover the distance, with Ryan's mind reaching out, willing the man to stay dumb 
just a moment longer. At five feet Ryan lowered his shoulder and drove off both legs. His coach would have 

been proud.The blind-side tackle caught the gunman perfectly. His back bent like a bow and Ryan heard 
bones snap as his victim pitched forward and down. A satisfying klonk told him that the man's head had 

bounced off the bumper on the way to the pavement. Ryan got up instantly -- winded but full of adrenaline -- 
and crouched beside the body. The man's pistol had dropped from his hand and lay beside the body. Ryan 
grabbed it. It was an automatic of some sort he had never handled. It looked like a 9mm Makarov or some 
other East Bloc military issue. The hammer was back and the safety off. He fitted the gun carefully in his 

right hand -- his left hand didn't seem to be working right, but Ryan ignored that. He looked down at the man 
he'd just tackled and shot him once in the hip. Then he brought the gun up to eye level and moved to the 



right rear corner of the Rolls. He crouched lower still and peeked around the edge of the bodywork.The other 
gunman's AK was lying on the street and he was firing into the car with his own pistol, something else in his 
other hand. Ryan took a deep breath and stepped from behind the Rolls, leveling his automatic at the man's 
chest. The other gunman turned his head first, then swiveled off-balance to bring his own gun around. Both 
men fired at the same instant. Ryan felt a fiery thump in his left shoulder and saw his own round take the 

man in the chest. The 9mm slug knocked the man backward as though from a hard punch. Ryan brought his 
own pistol down from recoil and squeezed off another round. The second bullet caught the man under the 
chin and exploded out the back of his head in a wet, pink cloud. Like a puppet with severed strings, the 

gunman fell to the pavement without a twitch. Ryan kept his pistol centered on the man's chest until he saw 
what had happened to his head."Oh, God!" the surge of adrenaline left him as quickly as it had come. Time 
slowed back down to normal, and Ryan found himself suddenly dizzy and breathless. His mouth was open 
and gasping for air. Whatever force had been holding his body erect seemed to disappear, leaving his frame 

weak, on the verge of collapse. The black sedan backed up a few yards and accelerated past him, racing 
down the street, then turning left up a side street. Ryan didn't think to take the number. He was stunned by 
the flashing sequence of events with which his mind had still not caught up.The one he'd shot twice was 
clearly dead, his eyes open and surprised at fate, a foot-wide pool of blood spreading back from his head. 

Ryan was chilled to see a grenade in his gloved left hand. He bent down to ensure that the cotter pin was still 
in place on the wooden stick handle, and it was a slow, painful process to straighten up. Next he looked to 
the Rolls.The first grenade had torn the front end to shreds. The front wheels were askew, and the tires flat 

on the blacktop. The driver was dead. Another body was slumped over in the front seat. The thick 
windshield had been blasted to fragments. The driver's face was -- gone, a red spongy mass. There was a red 
smear on the glass partition separating the driver's seat from the passenger compartment. Jack moved around 

the car and looked in the back. He saw a man lying prone on the floor and under him the corner of a 
woman's dress. He tapped the pistol butt against the glass. The man stirred for a moment, then froze. At least 

he was alive.Ryan looked at his pistol. It was empty, the slide locked back on a dry clip. His breath was 
coming in shudders now. His legs were wobbling under him and his hands were beginning to shake 

convulsively, which gave his wounded shoulder brief, sharp waves of intense pain. He looked around and 
saw something make him forget that . . .A soldier was running toward him, with a police officer a few yards 

behind. One of the Palace guards, Jack thought. The man has lost his bearskin shako but still had an 
automatic rifle with a half-foot of steel bayonet perched on the muzzle. Ryan quickly wondered if the rifle 
might be loaded and decided it might be expensive to find out. This was a guardsman, he told himself, a 

professional soldier from a crack regiment who'd had to prove he had real balls before they sent him to the 
finishing school that made windup toys for tourists to gawk at. Maybe as good as a Sea Marine. How did 
you get here so fast?Slowly and carefully, Ryan held the pistol out at arm's length. He thumbed the clip-
release button, and the magazine clattered down to the street. Next he twisted the gun so that the soldier 

could see it was empty. Then he set it down on the pavement and stepped away from it. He tried to raise his 
hands, but the left one wouldn't move. The guardsman all the time ran smart, head up, eyes tracing left and 

right but never leaving Ryan entirely. He stopped ten feet away with his rifle at low-guard, its bayonet 
pointed right at Jack's throat, just like it said in the manual. His chest was heaving, but the soldier's face was 

a blank mask. The policeman hadn't caught up, his face bloody as he shouted into a small radio."At ease, 
Trooper," Ryan said as firmly as he could. It was not impressive. "We got two bad guys down. I'm one of the 

good guys."The guardsman's face didn't change a whit. The boy was a pro, all right. Ryan could hear his 
thinking -- how easy to stick the bayonet right out his target's back. Jack was in no shape to avoid that first 

thrust."DaddeeDaddeeDaddee!" Ryan turned his head and saw his little girl racing past the stalled cars 
toward him. The four-year-old stopped a few feet away from him, her eyes wide with horror. She ran 

forward to wrap both arms around her father's leg and screamed up at the guardsman: "Don't you hurt my 
daddy!"The soldier looked from father to daughter in amazement as Cathy approached more carefully, hands 
in the open."Soldier," she announced in her voice of professional command, "I'm a doctor, and I'm going to 
treat that wound. So you can put that gun down, right now!"The police constable grabbed the guardsman's 
shoulder and said something Jack couldn't make out. The rifle's angle changed fractionally as the soldier 

relaxed ever so slightly. Ryan saw more cops running to the scene, and a white car with its siren screaming. 
The situation, whatever it was, was coming under control."You lunatic." Cathy surveyed the wound 

dispassionately. There was a dark stain on the shoulder of Ryan's new suit jacket that turned the gray wool to 
purple-crimson. His whole body was shaking now. He could barely stand and the weight of Sally hanging on 



his leg was forcing him to weave. Cathy grabbed his right arm and eased him down to the pavement, sitting 
him back against the side of the car. She moved his coat away from the wound and probed gently at his 

shoulder. It didn't feel gentle at all. She reached around to his back pocket for a handkerchief and pressed it 
against the center of the wound."That doesn't feel right," she remarked to no one."Daddy, you're all bloody!" 
Sally stood an arm's length away, her hands fluttering like the wings of a baby bird. Jack wanted to reach out 
to her, to tell her everything was all right, but the three feet of distance might as well have been a thousand 
miles -- and his shoulder was telling him that things were definitely not all right.There were now about ten 

police officers around the car, many of them panting for breath. Three had handguns out, and were scanning 
the gathering crowd. Two more red-coated soldiers appeared from the west. A police sergeant approached. 

Before he could say anything Cathy looked up to bark an order."Call an ambulance right now!""On the way, 
mum," the Sergeant replied with surprising good manners. "Why don't you let us look after that?""I'm a 

doctor," she answered curtly. "You have a knife?"The Sergeant turned to remove the bayonet from the first 
guardsman's rifle and stooped down to assist. Cathy held the coat and vest clear for him to cut away, then 
both cut the shirt free from his shoulder. She tossed the handkerchief clear. It was already blood-sodden. 
Jack started to protest."Shut up, Jack." She looked over to the Sergeant and jerked her chin toward Sally. 

"Get her away from here."The Sergeant gestured for a guardsman to come over. The Private scooped Sally 
up in his arms. He took her a few feet away, cradling her gently to his chest. Jack saw his little girl crying 

pitifully, but somehow it all seemed to be very far away. He felt his skin go cold and moist -- 
shock?"Damn," Cathy said gruffly. The Sergeant handed her a thick bandage. She pressed it against the 

wound and it immediately went red as she tried to tie it in place. Ryan groaned. It felt as though someone 
had taken an ax to his shoulder."Jack, what the hell were you trying to do?" she demanded through clenched 
teeth as she fumbled with the cloth ties.Ryan snarled back, the sudden anger helping to block out the pain. "I 

didn't try -- I fucking did it!" The effort required to say that took half his strength away with it."Uh-huh," 
Cathy grunted. "Well, you're bleeding like a pig, Jack."More men ran in from the other direction. It seemed 
that a hundred sirens were converging on the scene with men -- some in uniform, some not -- leaping out to 
join the party. A uniformed policeman with more ornate shoulder boards began to shout orders at the others. 

The scene was impressive. A separate, detached part of Ryan's brain catalogued it. There he was, sitting 
against the Rolls, his shirt soaked red as though blood had been poured from a pitcher. Cathy, her hands 

covered with her husband's blood, was still trying to arrange the bandage correctly. His daughter was 
gasping out tears in the arms of a burly young soldier who seemed to be singing to her in a language that 

Jack couldn't make out. Sally's eyes were locked on him, full of desperate anguish. The detached part of his 
mind found all this very amusing until another wave of pain yanked him back to reality.The policeman 
who'd evidently taken charge came up to them after first checking the perimeter. "Sergeant, move him 

aside."Cathy looked up and snapped angrily: "Open the other side, dammit, I got a bleeder here!""The other 
door's jammed, ma'am. Let me help." Ryan heard a different kind of siren as they bent down. The three of 

them moved him aside a foot or so, and the senior officer made to open the car door. They hadn't moved him 
far enough. When the door swung open, its edge caught Ryan's shoulder. The last thing he heard before 

passing out was his own scream of pain.-----------------------------------------Ryan's eyes focused slowly, his 
consciousness a hazy, thing that reported items out of place and out of time. For a moment he was inside a 

vehicle of some sort. The lateral movements of its passage rippled agony through his chest, and there was an 
awful atonal sound in the distance, though not all that far away. He thought he saw two faces he vaguely 

recognized. Cathy was there, too, wasn't she -- no, there were some people in green. Everything was soft and 
vague except the burning pain in his shoulder and chest, but when he blinked his eyes all were gone. He was 
someplace else again.The ceiling was white and nearly featureless at first. Ryan knew somehow that he was 
under the influence of drugs. He recognized the feelings, but could not remember why. It required several 
minutes of lazy concentration for him to determine that the ceiling was made of white acoustical tiles on a 

white metal framework. Some of the tiles were waterstained and served to give him a reference. Others were 
translucent plastic for the soft fluorescent lighting. There was something tied under his nose, and after a 

moment he began to feel a cool gas tracing into his nostrils -- oxygen? His other senses began to report in 
one at a time. Expanding radially down from his head, they began to explore his body and reported 

reluctantly to his brain. Some unseen things were taped to his chest. He could feel them pulling at the hairs 
that Cathy liked to play with when she was drunk. His left shoulder felt . . . didn't really feel at all. His whole 

body was far too heavy to move even an inch.A hospital, he decided after several minutes. Why am I in a 
hospital . . . ? It took an indeterminate period of concentration for Jack to remember why he was here. When 



it came to him, it was just as well that he could contemplate the taking of a human life from within the 
protective fog of drugs.I was shot, too, wasn't I? Ryan turned his head slowly to the right. A bottle of IV 

fluids was hanging on a metal stand next to the bed, its rubber hose trailing down under the sheet where his 
arm was tied down. He tired to feel the prick of the catheter that had to be inside the right elbow, but 

couldn't. His mouth was cottony dry. Well, I wasn't shot on the right side . . . Next he tried to turn his head to 
the left. Something soft but very firm prevented it. Ryan wasn't able to care very much about it. Even his 

curiosity for his condition was a tenuous thing. For some reason his surroundings seemed much more 
interesting than his own body. Looking directly up, he saw a TV-like instrument, along with some other 

electronic stuff, none of which he could make out at the acute angle. EKG readout? Something like that, he 
decided. It all figured. He was in a surgical recovery room, wired up like an astronaut while the staff decided 

if he'd live or not. The drugs helped him to consider the question with marvelous objectivity."Ah, we're 
awake." A voice other than the distant, muffled tone of the PA system. Ryan dropped his chin to see a nurse 
of about fifty. She had a Bette Davis face crinkled by years of frowns. He tried to speak to her, but his mouth 
seemed glued shut. What came out was a cross between a rasp and a croak. The nurse disappeared while he 
tried to decide what exactly the sound was.A man appeared a minute or so later. He was also in his fifties, 

tall and spare, dressed in surgical greens. There was a stethoscope hanging from his neck, and he seemed to 
be carrying something that Ryan couldn't quite see. He seemed rather tired, but wore a satisfied smile."So," 

he said, "we're awake. How are we feeling?" Ryan managed a full-fledged croak this time. The doctor? 
gestured to the nurse. She came forward to give Ryan a sip of water through a glass straw."Thanks." He 

sloshed the water around his mouth. It was not enough to swallow. His mouth tissues seemed to absorb it all 
at once. "Where am I?""You are in the surgical recovery unit of St. Thomas's Hospital. You are recovering 
from surgery on your upper left arm and shoulder. I am your surgeon. My team and I have been working on 
you for, oh, about six hours now, and it would appear that you will probably live," he added judiciously. He 
seemed to regard Ryan as a successful piece of work.Rather slowly and sluggishly Ryan thought to himself 

that the English sense of humor, admirable as it might otherwise be, was a little too dry for this sort of 
situation. He was composing a reply when Cathy came into view. The Bette Davis nurse moved to head her 
off."I'm sorry, Mrs. Ryan, but only medical person -- ""I'm a doctor." She held up her plastic ID card. The 

man took it."Wilmer Eye Institute, Johns Hopkins Hospital." The surgeon extended his hand and gave Cathy 
a friendly, colleague-to-colleague smile. "How do you do, Doctor? My name is Charles Scott.""That's right," 
Ryan confirmed groggily. "She's the surgeon doctor. I'm the historian doctor." No one seemed to notice."Sir 
Charles Scott? Professor Scott?""The same." A benign smile. Everyone likes to be recognized, Ryan thought 

as he watched from his back."On of my instructors knows you -- Professor Knowles.""Ah, and how is 
Dennis?""Fine, Doctor. He's associate professor of orthopedics now." Cathy shifted gears smoothly, back to 

medical professional. "Do you have the X-rays?""Here." Scott help up a manila envelope and extracted a 
large film. He held it up in front of a lighting panel. "We took this prior to going in.""Damn." Cathy's nose 

wrinkled. She put on the half-glasses she used for close work, the ones Jack hated. He watched her head 
move slowly from side to side. "I didn't know it was that bad."Professor Scott nodded. "Indeed. We reckon 
the collarbone was broken before he was shot, then the bullet came crashing through here -- just missed the 
brachial plexus, so we expect no serious nerve damage -- and did all this damage." He traced a pencil across 

the film. Ryan couldn't see any of it from the bed. "Then it did this to the top of the humorous before 
stopping here, just inside the skin. Bloody powerful thing, the nine millimeter. As you can see, the damage 
was quite extensive. We had a jolly time finding all these fragments and jigsawing them back into proper 

place, but -- we were able to accomplish this." Scott held a second film up next to the first. Cathy was quiet 
for several seconds, her head swiveling back and forth."That is nice work, Doctor!"Sir Charles' smile 
broadened a notch. "From a Johns Hopkins surgeon, yes, I think I'll accept that. Both these pins are 

permanent, this screw also, I'm afraid, but the rest should heal rather nicely. As you can see, all the large 
fragments are back where they belong, and we have every reason to expect a full recovery.""How much 
impairment?" A detached question. Cathy could be maddeningly unemotional about her work."We're not 

sure yet," Scott said slowly. "Probably a little, but it should not be overly severe. We can't guarantee a 
complete restoration of function -- the damage was far too extensive for that.""You mind telling me 

something?" Ryan tried to sound angry, but it hadn't come out right."What I mean, Mr. Ryan, is that you'll 
probably have some permanent loss of use of your arm -- precisely how much we cannot determine as yet -- 
and from now on you'll have a permanent barometer. Henceforth, whenever the weather is about to change 
for the worse, you'll know it before anyone else.""How long in this cast?" Cathy wanted to know."At least a 



month." The surgeon seemed apologetic. "It is awkward, I know, but the shoulder must be totally 
immobilized for at least that long. After that we'll have to reevaluate the injury and we can probably revert to 
a normal cast for another . . . oh, another month or so, I expect. I presume he heals well, no allergies. Looks 
to be in good health, decent physical shape.""Jack's in good physical shape, except for a few loose marbles 

in his head." Cathy nodded, an edge on her weary voice. "He jogs. No allergies except ragweed, and he heals 
rapidly.""Yeah," Ryan confirmed. "Her teethmarks go away in under a week, usually." He thought this 
uproariously funny, but no one laughed."Good," Sir Charles said. "So, Doctor, you can see that your 

husband is in good hands. I will leave the two of you together for five minutes. After that, I wish that he 
could get some rest, and you look as though you could use some also." The surgeon moved off with Bette 

Davis in his wake.Cathy moved closer to him, changing yet again from cool professional to concerned wife. 
Ryan told himself for perhaps the millionth time how lucky he was to have this girl. Caroline Ryan had a 

small, round face, short butter-blond hair, and the world's prettiest blue eyes. Behind those eyes was a person 
with intelligence at least the equal of his own, someone he loved as much as a man could. He would never 

understand how he'd won her. Ryan was painfully aware that on his best day his own undistinguished 
features, a heavy beard and a lantern jaw, made him look like a dark-haired Dudley Do-Right of the 

Mounties. She played pussycat to his crow. Jack tried to reach out for her hand, but was foiled by straps. 
Cathy took his."Love ya, babe," he said softly."Oh, Jack." Cathy tried to hug him. She was foiled by the cast 
that he couldn't even see. "Jack, why the hell did you do that?"He had already decided how to answer that. 

"It's over and I'm still alive, okay? How's Sally?""I think she's finally asleep. She's downstairs with a 
policeman." Cathy did look tired. "How do you think she is, Jack? Dear God, she saw you killed almost. 
You scared us both to death." Her china-blue eyes were rimmed in red, and her hair looked terrible, Jack 

saw. Well, she never was able to do much of anything with her hair. The surgical caps always ruined 
it."Yeah, I know. Anyway, it doesn't look like I'll be doing much more of that for a while," he grunted. 

"Matter of fact, it doesn't look like I'll be doing much of anything for a while." That drew a smile. It was 
good to see her smile."Fine. You're supposed to conserve your energy. Maybe this'll teach you a lesson -- 

and don't tell me about all those strange hotel beds going to waste." She squeezed his hand. Her smile turned 
impish. "We'll probably work something out in a few weeks. How do I look?""Like hell." Jack laughed 

quietly. "I take it the doc was a somebody?"He saw his wife relax a little. "You might say that. Sir Charles 
Scott is one of the best orthopods in the world. He trained Professor Knowles -- he did a super job on you. 

You're lucky to have an arm at all, you know -- my God!""Easy, babe. I'm going to live, remember?""I 
know, I know.""It's going to hurt, isn't it?"Another smile. "Just a bit. Well, I've got to put Sally down. I'll be 
back tomorrow." She bent down to kiss him. Skin full of drugs, oxygen tube, dry mouth, and all, it felt good. 
God, he thought, God, how I love this girl. Cathy squeezed his hand one more time and left.The Bette Davis 
nurse came back. It was not a satisfactory trade."I'm 'Doctor' Ryan, too, you know," Jack said warily."Very 
good, Doctor. It is time for you to get some rest. I'll be here to look after you all night. Now sleep, Doctor 

Ryan."On this happy note Jack closed his eyes. Tomorrow would be a real bitch, he was sure. It would 
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