I watch Jack lie quietly shaking in his hospital bed, cold and clad in nothing but vomit-stained sheets. Three nurses have been in today. One less than yesterday but not as few as on Sunday. I often discover myself thinking that I should learn their names, since I see them as much as I do. (Familiarity makes comfort, the doctor chides, and comfort makes wellness.) But if I were to learn their names, and as a result treat them like friends or cousins or sisters, then I would no doubt become content with this most plagueful situation in which Jack resides. And if I were content, then I would no longer care if my husband became well again, which of course would be false and superbly uncharacteristic of me. Yet here I sit, tempted to become more acquainted with this drab world down under.
According to the matchsticks that I keep on the small wooden shelf above Jack’s head, he has been resting here for thirteen days so far. (That makes it twenty-four days from the Solomons and roughly three months from Viti Levu.) I haven’t heard him speak a complete sentence since the Makambo, what with all the shivering and tiredness, and I worry that I may forget his voice should it go on much longer. 
With Jack fully out, like a soldier shot and shell-shocked after weeks fighting Boers across the muddy battlefield, it falls to me to get our metaphorical house into order. The Snark is lost. She lies dormant, trapped on a sand back in the Solomons, helplessly bleeding oil and paint. Oh! How I would love to be there once more instead of here. How I would love for him to be with me!
I suppose I should not be too despondent, however, for there is always the possibility that things could be worse. Though it is true that I met Jack in a time of swift illness, we have had many a day in good health. It seems, then, rather fitting that we must go through further ill-days together, so we may experience glory-and-fitness-days once again.
[bookmark: _GoBack]Our glory-days, skating across the calm and raucous seas. Meeting those who have less money and belongings than us, but yet have more joy and life. They split their meals with us and teach us how to live like they do, the true way of living. Jack understands the people we meet better than I ever could, but he refuses to taunt me with the undeniable fact. Instead he shares their story with me, and ours with them. It is these meals, these moments of companionship with strangers in the wild, that bring us glory. No man or woman or child ever became true-loved or honoured through actions of violence and bitterness. Even those in captivity must be treated with decency.
The same decency, I suppose, that my captive Jack is afforded here today. They appear to have no reason to help us, yet they do so with kindness and love, as if we were family. My only hope is that we may repay this compassion when Jack becomes well again soon.
