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To the joy of ny famly—
it began with ny parents,
now shared with ny wfe.

PROLOGUE

T he poi sonous nol ecul es of

benzene arrived in the bone



marrow in a crescendo. The foreign chemcal surged with the
bl ood and was carried between the narrow spicul es of
supporting bone into the farthest reaches of the delicate
tissue. It was |like a frenzied horde of barbarians descendi ng
into Rome. And the result was equally as disastrous. The
conplicated nature of the marrow, designed to nmake nost of
the cellular content of the bl ood, succunbed to the

| nvaders.

Every cell exposed to the benzene was assaul ted. The

nature of the chem cal was such that it knifed through the
cell nmenbranes like steel through butter. Red cells or white,
young or mature, it nmade no difference. Wthin sone | ucky
cells where only a few nol ecul es of benzene entered, enzynes
were able to inactivate the chemical. In nost others the
destruction of the interior menbranes was i mredi at e.

Wthin mnutes the concentrati on of the benzene had soared
to the point that thousands of the poi sonous nol ecul es had
reached the very heart of the marrow, the primtive, finely
structured stemcells. These were the actively dividing
units, serving as the source of the circulating blood cells,
and their activity bore witness to hundreds of mllions of
years of evolution. Here, being played out nonent by nonent,
was the incredible nystery of life, an organi zation nore
fantastic than the wildest scientific dream The benzene

nol ecul es indiscrimnately penetrated these busily
reproducing cells, interrupting the orderly replication of

t he DNA nol ecul es. Most of these cells either halted the life
processes in a sudden agonal heave or, having been rel eased
fromthe nysterious central control, tunbled off in frenzied
undirected activity like rabid animals until death

I nt ervened.

After the benzene nol ecul es had been washed away by

repeat ed surges of clean bl ood, the marrow could have
recovered except for one stemcell. This cell had been busy
for years turning out an inpressive progeny of white bl ood
cells whose function, ironically enough, was to hel p the body
fight against foreign invaders. Wen the benzene penetrated
this cell’s nucleus, it damaged a very specific part of the
DNA but did not kill the cell. It would have been better if
the cell had died because the benzene destroyed the fine

bal ance between reproduction and nmaturation. The cell



I nstantly divided and the resulting daughter cells had the
sane defect. No longer did they listen to the nysterious
central control and mature into normal white bl ood cells.

I nstead they responded to an unfettered urge to reproduce
their altered selves. Al though they appeared to be relatively
normal within the marrow, they were different from other
young white bl ood cells. The usual surface stickiness was
absent, and they absorbed nutrients at an alarm ngly selfish
rate. They had becone parasites within their own house.

After only twenty divisions there were over one mllion of
these I aw ess cells. By twenty-seven divisions there were
over one billion; they then began to break free fromthe
mass. First a trickle of sick cells entered the circul ati on,
then a steady stream finally a flood. These cells charged
out into the body eager to establish fertile colonies. By
forty divisions they nunbered over a trillion.

It was the beginning of an aggressive, acute nyel obl astic

| eukem a in the body of a pubescent girl, starting Decenber
28, two days after her twelfth birthday. Her nane was

M chelle Martel and she had no idea except for a single
synptom she had a fever!

ONE

A cold January norning tentatively fingered its way over
the frigid | andscape of Shaftesbury, New Hanpshire.

Rel uctantly the shadows began to pale as the wi nter sky
slowy lightened, revealing a featurel ess gray cloud cover.
It was going to snow and despite the cold, there was a danp
sting to the air; a sharp remnder that off to the east |ay
the Atlantic.

The red brick buildings of old Shaftesbury huddl ed al ong

t he Pawt onack River |ike a ghost town. The river had been the
support, the lifeblood of the town; it sprang fromthe
snow | aden White Mountains in the north and ran to the sea in
the southeast. As the river coursed past the town, its snooth
flow was interrupted by a crunbling damand a | arge
wat er wheel that no | onger turned. Lining the riverbanks were
bl ock after block of enpty factories, rem nders of a nore
prosperous age when New England mlls were the center of the
textile industry. At the extrene southern end of town, at the
foot of Main Street, the last brick m Il building was



occupi ed by a chem cal operation called Recycle, Ltd., a
rubber, plastic, and vinyl recycling plant. A wisp of acrid,
gray snoke rose froma |large phallic snokestack and nerged
with the clouds. Over the whole area hung a foul, choking
odor of burnt rubber and plastic. Surrounding the building
were enornous piles of discarded rubber tires, like the
droppi ngs of a gigantic nonster.

South of the town the river ran through rolling, wooded
hills, interspersed by snow covered neadows and bordered by
fieldstone fences erected by settlers three hundred years
before. Six mles south of the town the river took a | azy
curve to the east and forned an idyllic six-acre peninsula of
|l and. In the center was a shal |l ow pond connected to the river
by an inlet. Behind the pond rose a hill capped by a
white-framed Victorian farmhouse with gabl ed roofs and

gi ngerbread trim A long wi nding driveway bordered w th oaks
and sugar maples led down to the Interstate 301 headi ng south
toward Massachusetts. Twenty-five yards north of the house
was a weat her-beaten barn nestled in a copse of evergreens.
Built on piles at the edge of the pond was a mni ature copy
of the main house; it was a shed turned playhouse.

It was a beautiful New Engl and | andscape, |ike a January

cal endar scene, except for a slight macabre detail: there
were no fish in the pond and no encircling vegetation wthin
six feet.

I nside the picturesque white house, the pale norning |ight

di ffused through | ace curtains. By degrees the gathering dawn
gently nudged Charles Martel fromthe depths of a satisfying
sleep. He rolled over onto his left side, enjoying a
contentnment he’d been afraid to acknowl edge for the past two
years. There was a sense of order and security in his life
now, Charles had never expected to experience this again
after his first wife had been diagnosed with | ynphorma. She
had di ed nine years ago, leaving Charles with three children
to raise. Life had becone sonething to endure.

But that was now in the past, and the awful wound had

slowy healed. And then to Charles’'s surprise, even the void
had been filled. Two years ago he had remarried, but he stil
was afraid to admt how nmuch his |life had changed for the
better. It was safer and easier to concentrate on his work



and the day-to-day necessities of famly life than to

acknowl edge his newy regai ned contentnent and thereby admt
to the ultimate vul nerability, happiness. But Cathryn, his
new wi fe, nmade this denial difficult because she was a joyous
and giving person. Charles had fallen in love with her the
day he net her and had married her five nonths |ater. The

| ast two years had only increased his affection for her.

As the darkness receded, Charles could see the placid

profile of his sleeping wife. She was on her back with her
right armcasually draped on the pill ow above her head. She

| ooked nmuch younger than her thirty-two years, a fact that
initially had enphasized the thirteen years’ difference in
their ages. Charles was forty-five and he acknow edged t hat
he | ooked it. But Cathryn | ooked |Iike twenty-five. Resting on
his el bow, Charles stared at her delicate features. He traced
the franme of her provocative w dow s peak, down the | ength of
the soft brown hair to her shoulder. Her face, |it by the
early norning |ight, seened radiant to Charles and his eyes
followed the slightly curved |line of her nose, noticing the
flare of her nostrils as she breathed. Watching her he felt a
reflex stirring deep within him

He | ooked over at the clock; another twenty m nutes before
the alarm Thankfully he | owered hinself back into the warm
nest made by the down coverlet and spooned against his wfe,
marveling at his sense of well-being. He even | ooked forward
to his days at the institute. Wrk was progressing at an
ever-increasing pace. He felt a twinge of excitenent. What if
he, Charles Martel, the boy from Teaneck, New Jersey, nade
the first real step in unraveling the nystery of cancer?
Charles knew that it was becom ng increasingly possible, and
the irony was that he was not a fornmally trained research
scientist. He’'d been an internist specializing in allergy
when Elizabeth, his first wife, had becone ill. After she

di ed he gave up his lucrative practice to becone a full-tine
researcher at the Wi nburger Research Institute. It had been
a reaction agai nst her death, and al though sone of his
col l eagues had told himthat a career change was an unhealthy
way to work out such a problem he had flourished in the new
envi ronnment .

Cat hryn, sensing her husband was awake, turned over and
found herself in an envel opi ng hug. Wping the sleep from her



eyes, she | ooked at Charles and | aughed. He | ooked so
uncharacteristically inpish.

“What’s going on in that little m nd of yours?” she asked,
sm |ing.

“l1”ve just been watching you.”

“Wonderful! I’msure | ook ny best,” said Cathryn.
“You | ook devastating,” teased Charles, pushing her thick
hai r back from her forehead.

Cat hryn, now nore awake, realized the urgency of his
arousal . Runni ng her hand down her husband’ s body, she
encountered an erect penis. “And what is this?” she asked.

“l accept no responsibility,” said Charles. “That part of
my anatony has a mnd of its own.”

“Qur Polish Pope says a nman should not lust after his
wfe.”

“l haven’t been. |’ve been thinking about work,” Charles
t eased.

As the first snowf |l akes settled on the gabled roofs, they
came together with a depth of passion and tenderness that
never failed to overwhel m Charles. Then the al armwent off.
The day began.

M chelle could hear Cathryn calling fromfar away,

i nterrupting her dream she and her father were crossing a
field. Mchelle tried to ignore the call but it came again.
She felt a hand on her shoul der, and when she turned over,
she | ooked up into Cathryn's smling face.

“Time to get up,” her stepnother said brightly.
M chell e took a deep breath and nodded her head,

acknow edgi ng that she was awake. She’d had a bad night, full
of disturbing dreans which |eft her soaked with perspiration.



She’'d felt hot beneath the covers and cold out of them
Several times during the night she thought about going in to
Charl es. She would have if her father had been al one.

“My goodness, you |l ook flushed,” said Cathryn, as she
opened the drapes. She reached down and touched Mchelle's
forehead. It felt hot.

“I think you have a fever again,” said Cathryn
synpat hetically. “Do you feel sick?”

“No,” said Mchelle quickly. She didn’t want to be sick
again. She did not want to stay hone from school. She wanted
to get up and nake the orange juice, which had al ways been
her j ob.

“We' d better take your tenperature anyway,” said Cathryn,
going into the connecting bath. She reappeared, alternately
flicking and exam ning the thernoneter. “It wll only take a
m nute, then we'll know for sure.” She stuck the thernoneter
into Mchelle’s nouth. “Under the tongue. 1’'Il be back after
| get the boys up.”

The door closed and Mchelle pulled the thernonmeter from

her nouth. Even in that short a tinme, the nercury had risen
to ninety-nine. She had a fever and she knew it. Her |egs
ached and there was a tenderness in the pit of her stomach.
She put the thernoneter back into her nmouth. From where she
| ay she could | ook out the wi ndow and see her playhouse that
Charl es had made out of an ice shed. The roof was covered
with newfallen snow and she shivered at the cold scene. She
| onged for spring and those | azy days that she spent in that
fantasy house. Just she and her father.

When t he door opened, Jean Paul, age fifteen, was already
awake, propped up in bed with his physics book. Behind his
head the small clock radio played a soft rock and roll. He
was wearing dark red flannel pajanas with blue piping, a
Christmas gift from Cat hryn.

“You’' ve got twenty mnutes,” Cathryn said cheerfully.



“Thanks, Mom” said Jean Paul with a sm |l e.

Cat hryn paused, | ooking down at the boy, and her heart
nelted. She felt like rushing in and swooping himinto her
arms. But she resisted the tenptation. She'd | earned that al
the Martels were sonewhat chary about direct physical
contact, a fact that initially had been a little hard for her
to deal with. Cathryn cane from Boston’s Italian North End
where touchi ng and huggi ng was a constant. Although her
father had been Latvian, he'd | eft when Cathryn was twel ve,
and Cathryn had grown up wi thout his influence. She felt 100
percent Italian. “See you at breakfast,” she said.

Jean Paul knew that Cathryn loved to hear himcall her Mom
and gladly obliged. It was such a low price to pay for the
warnt h and attention that she showered on him Jean Paul had
been conditioned by a very busy father and seen hinself
eclipsed by his older brother, Chuck, and his irresistible
baby sister, Mchelle. Then canme Cathryn, and the excitenent
of the marriage, followed by Cathryn’s | egal adoption of
Chuck, Jean Paul, and M chelle. Jean Paul would have call ed
her “grandnother” if she wanted. He thought he | oved Cathryn
as nuch as his real nother; at |east what he could renenber
of her. He' d been six when she di ed.

Chuck’ s eyes blinked open at the first touch of Cathryn’s
hand but he pretended sl eep, keeping his head under his
pillow. He knew that if he waited she’d touch himagain, only
alittle nore forcibly. And he was right, only this tinme he
felt two hands shake his shoul der before the pillow was
lifted. Chuck was eighteen years old and in the mddle of his
first year at Northeastern University. He wasn’'t doi ng that
wel | and he dreaded his upcom ng senester finals. It was
going to be a disaster. At |east for everything but

psychol ogy.

“Fifteen mnutes,” said Cathryn. She tousled his |ong
hair. “Your father wants to get to the lab early.”

“Shit,” said Chuck under his breath.
“Charles, Jr.!” said Cathryn, pretending to be shocked.

“I"’mnot getting up.” Chuck grabbed the pillow from



Cathryn’s hands and buried hinself.

“Ch, yes you are,” said Cathryn, as she yanked the covers
back.

Chuck’s body, clad only in his undershorts, was exposed to
the morning chill. He |eaped up, pulling the bl ankets around
him “l told you never to do that,” he snapped.

“And | told you to | eave your | ocker-room | anguage in the
| ocker room” said Cathryn, ignoring the nastiness in Chuck’s
voice. “Fifteen m nutes!”

Cat hryn spun on her heel and wal ked out. Chuck’'s face

flushed in frustration. He watched her go down the hall to

M chelle’'s room She was wearing an antique sil k nightgown
that she’'d bought at a flea market. It was a deep peach
color, not too different fromher skin. Wth very little
difficulty, Chuck could imgine Cathryn naked. She wasn’t old
enough to be his nother.

He reached out, hooked his hand around the edge of his

door, and slamed it. Just because his father liked to get to
his | ab before eight, Chuck had to get up at the crack of
dawn |i ke sone goddamm farnmer. The big deal scientist! Chuck
rubbed his face and noticed the open book at his beside.
Crime and Puni shnent. He’ d spent nost of the previous evening
reading it. It wasn’'t for any of his courses, which was
probably why he was enjoying it. He should have studied

chem stry because he was in danger of flunking. God, what
woul d Charles say if he did! There had al ready been a huge

bl owup when Chuck had not been able to get into Charles’s
alm mater, Harvard. Now if he flunked chem stry .

Chem stry had been Charles’s nmjor.

“l don’t want to be a goddamm doctor anyway,” Chuck

snapped, as he stood up and pulled on dirty Levi’s. He was
proud of the fact that they d never been washed. In the

bat hr oom he deci ded not to shave. He thought maybe he’ d grow
a beard.

Clad in a terrycloth lava-lava, which, unfortunately,



enphasi zed the fifteen pounds he’'d gained in the |last ten
years, Charles lathered his chin. He was trying to sort

t hrough the nyriad facts associated with his current research
project. The i mmunology of living fornms involved a conplexity
whi ch never failed to amaze and exhilarate him especially
now t hat he thought he was com ng very close to sone rea
answers about cancer. Charles had been excited before and
wrong before. He knew that. But now his ideas were based on
years of painstaking experinentati on and supported by easily
repr oduci bl e facts.

Charl es began to chart the schedule for the day. He wanted

to start work with the new HR7 strain of mce that carried
hereditary manmary cancer. He hoped to nake the aninmals
“allergic” to their own tunors, a goal which Charles felt was
com ng cl oser and cl oser.

Cat hryn opened the door and pushed past him Pulling her
gown over her head, she slipped into the shower. The water
and steam bill owed the shower curtain. After a nonment she
pul | ed back the curtain and called to Charles.

“I think I'"ve got to take Mchelle to see a real doctor,”
she said before di sappearing back behind the curtain.

Charl es paused in his shaving, trying not to be annoyed by
her sarcastic reference to a “real” doctor. It was a
sensitive |1 ssue between them

“I really thought that marrying a doctor would at |east
guar ant ee good nedical attention for ny famly,” shouted
Cathryn over the din of the shower. “Was | wong!”

Charl es busied hinmself, exam ning his hal f-shaved face,
noticing in the process that his eyelids were a little puffy.
He was trying to avoid a fight. The fact that the famly’s
“medi cal probl ens” spontaneously sol ved thensel ves wthin
twenty-four hours was |ost on Cathryn. Her newy awakened

not her instincts demanded specialists for every sniffle,
ache, or bout of diarrhea.

“Mchelle still feeling | ousy?” asked Charles. It was
better to tal k about specifics.



“l shouldn’t have to tell you. The child s been feeling
sick for sone tine.”

Wth exasperation, Charles reached out and pul |l ed back the
edge of the shower curtain. “Cathryn, |I'’ma cancer
researcher, not a pediatrician.”

“COh, excuse ne,” said Cathryn, lifting her face to the
water. “l thought you were a doctor.”

“I"’mnot going to let you bait nme into an argunent,” said
Charles testily. “The flu has been going around. M chelle has
a touch of it. People feel lousy for a week and then it’s
over.”

Pul i ng her head from beneath the shower, Cathryn | ooked
directly at Charles. “The point is, she’'s been feeling | ousy
for four weeks.”

“Four weeks?” he asked. Tinme had a way of dissolving in
the face of his work.

“Four weeks,” repeated Cathryn. “1 don’t think |I'm

pani cking at the first sign of a cold. | think I'd better
take Mchelle into Pediatric Hospital and see Dr. W/l ey.
Besides, | can visit the Schonhauser boy.”

“All right, I'll take a |look at Mchelle,” agreed Charl es,
turning back to the sink. Four weeks was a long tine to have
the flu. Perhaps Cathryn was exaggerating, but he knew better
than to question. In fact, it was better to change the
subject. “What’s wong wth the Schonhauser boy?” The
Schonhausers were nei ghbors who |ived about a mle up the
river. Henry Schonhauser was a chem st at MI.T. and one of
the few people with whom Charl es enjoyed socializing. The
Schonhauser boy, Tad, was a year older than Mchelle, but
because of the way their birthdays fell, they were in the
sanme cl ass.

Cat hryn stepped out of the shower, pleased that her tactic

to get Charles to look at Mchelle had worked so perfectly.
“Tad’s been in the hospital for three weeks. | hear he's very
sick but I haven't spoken with Marge since he went in.”



“What ' s the di agnosi s?” Charl es poised the razor below his
| eft sideburn.

“Sonmething |’ve never heard of before. Elastic anem a or
sonmet hing,” said Cathryn, toweling herself off.

“Apl astic anem a?” asked Charles with disbelief.
“Sonmething |ike that.”

“My God,” said Charles, leaning on the sink. “That’s
awf ul .”

“What is it?” Cathryn experienced a reflex jolt of panic.

“I't’s a disease where the bone marrow st ops producing
bl ood cells.”

“I's it serious?”
“I't’s always serious and often fatal.”

Cathryn’s arnms hung linply at her sides, her wet hair |ike
an unw ung nop. She could feel a m xture of synpathy and
fear. “Is it catching?”

“No,” said Charles absently. He was trying to remenber
what he knew of the affliction. It was not a common ill ness.

“Mchell e and Tad have spent quite a bit of tine
together,” said Cathryn. Her voice was hesitant.

Charl es | ooked at her, realizing that she was pl eadi ng for
reassurance. “WAit a mnute. You re not thinking that
M chell e m ght have aplastic anem a, are you?”

“Coul d she?”

“No. My God, you're like a ned student. You hear of a new

di sease and five mnutes |later either you or the kids have
it. Aplastic anema is as rare as hell. It’s usually
associated with sonme drug or chemical. It's either a

poi soning or an allergic reaction. Al though nost of the tine
the actual cause is never found. Anyway, it’s not catching;



but that poor kid.”

“And to think | haven’t even called Marge,” said Cathryn.
She | eaned forward and | ooked at her face in the mrror. She
tried to imgine the enotional strain Marge was under and
deci ded she’ d better go back to nmaking lists |ike she did
before getting married. There was no excuse for such

t hought | essness.

Charl es shaved the left side of his face wondering if

apl astic anem a was the kind of disease he should | ook into.
Could it possibly shed sone clue on the organization of life?
Where was the control that shut the marrow down? That was a
cogent question because, after all, it was the control issue
which Charles felt was key to understandi ng cancer.

Wth the knuckle of his first finger, Charles knocked

softly on Mchelle' s door. Listening, he heard only the sound
of the shower com ng fromthe connecting bathroom Quietly he
opened the door. Mchelle was lying in bed, facing away from
him Abruptly she turned over and their eyes net. A line of
tears which sparkled in the norning |light ran down her

fl ushed cheeks. Charles’s heart nelted.

Sitting on the edge of her eyel et-covered bed, he bent

down and ki ssed her forehead. Wth his lips he could tell she
had a fever. Straightening up, Charles |ooked at his little
girl. He could so easily see Elizabeth, his first wife, in
Mchelle s face. There was the sane thick, black hair, the
sanme hi gh cheekbones and full lips, the sane flaw ess olive
skin. From Charles, Mchelle had inherited intensely blue
eyes, straight white teeth, and unfortunately a sonewhat w de
nose. Charles believed she was the nost beautiful

twel ve-year-old in the world.

Wth the back of his hand he w ped the wetness from her
cheeks.

“I"’'msorry, Daddy,” said Mchelle through her tears.

“What do you nean, sorry?” asked Charles softly.



“I"’msorry I"'msick again. | don’t like to be a bother.”

Charl es hugged her. She felt fragile in his arnms. “You're
not a bother. | don't want to even hear you say such a thing.
Let me | ook at you.”

Enbarrassed by her tears, Mchelle kept her face averted

as Charles pulled away to exam ne her. He cradled her chin in
the palmof his hand and lifted her face to his. “Tell ne how
you feel. Wat is bothering you?”

“I just feel alittle weak, that’'s all. | can go to
school. Really | can.”

“Sore throat?”

“Alittle. Not nuch. Cathryn said | couldn’t go to
school .”

“Anyt hi ng el se? Headache?”
“Alittle but it’s better.”
“Ears?”

“Fine.”

“ St omach?”

“Maybe a little sore.”

Charl es depressed Mchelle's |lower lids. The conjunctiva
was pale. In fact, her whole face was pale. “Let ne see your
tongue.” Charles realized howlong it had been since he'd
done clinical nedicine. Mchelle stuck out her tongue and
wat ched her father’s eyes for the slightest sign of concern.
Charles felt under the angle of her jaw and she pulled her
tongue back in. “Tender?” asked Charles as his fingers felt
some snall | ynph nodes.

“No,” said Mchelle.

Charles had her sit on the edge of the bed, facing away
fromhim and he began to draw up her ni ghtgown. Jean Paul’s



head cane into the roomfromthe connecting bathroomto tel
her the shower was free.

“Get out of here,” yelled Mchelle. “Dad, tell Jean Paul
to get out.”

“Qut!” said Charles. Jean Paul disappeared. He could be
heard | aughing wi th Chuck.

Charl es percussed Mchell e’ s back sonmewhat clunsily but

wel | enough to be convinced that her lungs were clear. Then
he had her |ie back on her bed, and he drew her ni ghtgown up
to just bel ow her nascent breasts. Her thin abdonmen rose and
fell rhythmcally. She was thin enough for himto see the
recoil of her heart after each beat. Wth his right hand,
Charl es began to pal pate her abdonmen. “Try to relax. If |
hurt you, just say so.”

Mchelle attenpted to remain still but she squirnmed
beneath Charles’s cold hand. Then it hurt.

“Wher e?” asked Charles. Mchelle pointed and Charles felt
very carefully, determning that Mchelle s abdonen was
tender at the mdline. Putting his fingers just beneath the
right ribs he asked her to breathe in. \Wen she did, he could
feel the blunt edge of her |iver pass under his fingers. She
said that hurt a little. Then with his | eft hand under her
for support, he felt for her spleen. To his surprise he had
no trouble palpating it. He'd always had trouble with that
maneuver when he was in practice and he wondered if

M chelle s spleen wasn’t enl arged.

St andi ng up, he | ooked at M chelle. She seened thin, but
she’ d al ways been sl ender. Charles started to run his hand
down her legs to feel the nmuscle tone, then stopped, noticing
a series of bruises. “Were' d you get all these

bl ack- and- bl ue mar ks?”

M chel | e shrugged.
“Do your | egs bother you?”

“Alittle. Mstly ny knees and ankles after gym But |
don’t have to go to gymif | have a note.”



Strai ghtening up again, Charles surveyed his daughter. She
was pal e, had m nor aches and pains, a few | ynph nodes, and a
fever. That could be just about any mnor viral illness. But
four weeks! Maybe Cathryn was right. Maybe she shoul d be seen
by a “real” doctor.

“Pl ease, Dad,” said Mchelle. “I can’t m ss any nore
school if I'"'mgoing to be a research doctor |ike you.”

Charles smled. Mchelle had al ways been a precoci ous

child and this indirect flattery was a good exanple. “M ssing
a few days of school in the sixth grade is not going to hurt

your career,” said Charles. “Cathryn is going to take you to

Pediatric Hospital today to see Dr. Wley.”

“He’s a baby doctor!” said Mchelle defiantly.

“He’s a pediatrician and he sees patients up to eighteen,
smarty pants.”

“I want you to take ne.”

“l can’t, dear. |I’ve got to go to the |lab. Wiy don’t you
get dressed and conme down for sone breakfast?”

“I"’mnot hungry.”
“Mchelle, don't be difficult.”
“I"'mnot being difficult. I’mjust not hungry.”

“Then conme down for sone juice.
M chel | e s cheek.

Charles lightly pinched

M chell e watched her father |eave her room Her tears

wel l ed up anew. She felt horrid and did not want to go to the
hospital but worst of all, she felt |lonely. She wanted her
father to love her nore than anything in the world and she
knew t hat Charles was inpatient when any of the kids got

sick. She struggled up to a sitting position and braced
hersel f agai nst a wave of dizzi ness.



“My God, Chuck,” said Charles with disgust. “You | ook |ike
a pig.”

Chuck ignored his father. He got sone cold cereal, poured
mlk over it, then sat down to eat. The rule for breakfast
was that everyone fended for thenselves, except for the
orange juice which Mchelle usually nmade. Cathryn had nmade it
t hi s norni ng.

Chuck was wearing a stained sweater and dirty jeans, which
he wore so |long that he wal ked on the frayed bottons. His
hai r was unconbed and the fact that he hadn’t shaved was
pai nful |y apparent.

“Do you really have to be so sloppy?” continued Charl es.
“I thought that the hippie | ook was passé now and t hat
coll ege kids were becom ng respectabl e again.”

“You're right. Hppie is out,” said Jean Paul, comng into
the kitchen and pouring orange juice. “Punk is in now.”

“Punk?” questioned Charles. “Is Chuck punk?”
“No,” | aughed Jean Paul. “Chuck is just Chuck.”

Chuck | ooked up fromhis cereal box to nouth sone

obscenities at his younger brother. Jean Paul ignored himand
opened his physics book. It occurred to himthat his father
never noticed what he wore. It was al ways Chuck.

“Real |y, Chuck,” Charles was saying. “Do you honestly feel
you have to | ook that bad?” Chuck ignored the question.
Charl es wat ched the boy eat with grow ng exasperation.
“Chuck, |1’ m speaking to you.”

Cat hryn reached over and put her hand on Charles’s arm
“Let’s not get into this discussion at breakfast. You know
how col | ege kids are. Leave him be.”

“I think I at |east deserve an answer,” persisted Charl es.

Taking in a deep breath and blowing it out noisily through
his nose to punctuate his annoyance, Chuck | ooked into his



father’'s face. “I'"mnot a doctor,” he said. “lI don’t have to
adhere to a dress code.”

The eyes of the father and the ol der son net. Chuck said

to hinself: “Take that, you smart-ass son-of-a-bitch, just
because you got good grades in chem stry you think you know
everything, but you don’t.” Charles exam ned the face of this
son of his, marveling how much arrogance the boy coul d
manufacture with so little basis. He was intelligent enough
but hopel essly lazy. H's performance in high school had been
such that Harvard had rejected him and Charles had a feeling
that he wasn’t doing well at Northeastern. Charles wondered
where he, as a father, m ght have gone wong. But such nusing
was made difficult by the personality of Jean Paul. Charles
gl anced at his other son: neat, easygoing, studious. It was
hard to believe that both boys had sprung fromthe sane
genetic pool and grown up together. Charles’ s attention
returned to Chuck. The boy’s defiance had not altered, but
Charles felt his interest in the issue wane. He had nore

I nportant things to think about.

“l hope,” said Charles evenly, “your appearance and your
grades have nothing in comon. | trust you are doing all
right at college. We haven’t heard nuch about that.”

“I"’mdoing all right,” said Chuck, finally dropping his

eyes back to his cereal. Standing up to his father was
somet hi ng new for Chuck. Before he’'d gone to coll ege, he had
avoi ded any confrontation. Now he | ooked forward to it. Chuck
was sure that Cathryn noticed and approved. After all,
Charles was a tyrant with Cathryn as well.

“I'f I"’'mgoing to drive the station wagon into Boston, |I’'m
going to need sone extra cash,” said Cathryn, hoping to
change the subject. “And speaking of noney, the oil people
called and said they won’'t deliver until the account is
settled.”

“Rem nd nme tonight,”
to di scuss noney.

said Charles quickly. He didn't want

“Also ny senester tuition has never been paid,” said
Chuck.



Cathryn | ooked up from her food and gl anced at Charl es,
hopi ng he woul d refute Chuck’s all egation. Senester tuition
anounted to a | ot of noney.

“l got a note yesterday,” said Chuck, “saying that the
tuition was way overdue and that | wouldn't get credits for
nmy courses if it weren't paid.”

“But the noney was taken out of the account,” said
Cat hryn.

“l used the noney in the | ab,” explained Charl es.
“What ?” Cat hryn was aghast.

“W'll get it back. | needed a new strain of mce and
there was no nore grant noney until Mrch.”

“You bought rats with Chuck’s tuition noney?” asked
Cat hryn.

“Mce,” corrected Charl es.

Wth a delicious sense of voyeurism Chuck watched the

di scussion unfold. He'd been getting notes fromthe bursar
for nmonths, but he’ d not brought them honme, hoping for a tine
when he could bring it up without his performance being at
issue. It couldn’t have worked out better.

“That’s just wonderful,” said Cathryn. “And how do you
expect we are to eat fromnow until March after Chuck’ s bil
I s paid?”

“I"l'l take care of it,” Charles snapped. Hi s defensiveness
was com ng out as anger.

“1 think nmaybe | should get a job,” said Cathryn. “Do they
need extra typing at the institute?”

“For Christ’'s sake. It’s not a crisis!” said Charles.
“Everything’s under control. Wat you should do is finish
that Ph.D. thesis of yours so that you can get a job that
uses your training.” Cathryn had been trying to finish her
thesis in literature for alnost three years.



“So now it’s because | haven't gotten ny Ph.D. that
Chuck’s tuition isn't paid,” said Cathryn sarcastically.

M chell e stepped into the kitchen. Both Cathryn and

Charl es | ooked up, their conversation nonentarily forgotten.
She’ d dressed herself in a pink nonogranmed sweater over a
white cotton turtl eneck, making her | ook ol der than her

twel ve years. Her face, franed by her jet-black hair, seened
extraordinarily pale. She went over to the counter and poured
hersel f sone orange juice. “Ugh,” said Mchelle, taking a
taste. “lI hate it when the juice is filled with bubbles.”

“Wel'l, well,” said Jean Paul. “If it isn't the little
princess playing sick to stay home from school .”

“Don’t tease your sister,” conmanded Charl es.

Suddenly, Mchelle’s head snapped forward with a viol ent
sneeze, sloshing juice fromher glass to the floor. She felt
a surge of liquid come fromher nose and she automatically

| eaned forward, catching the streamin an open palm To her
horror, it was blood. “Dad!” she cried, as the blood filled
her cupped hand and splattered to the floor.

I n unison, Charles and Cathryn junped up. Cathryn snatched
a dish towel while Charles picked Mchelle up and carried her
into the living room

The two boys | ooked at the small pool of blood, then at
their food, trying to decide what effect the epi sode had on
their appetites. Cathryn canme runni ng back, pulled a tray of
i ce cubes fromthe freezer, then rushed back to the living
room

“Ugh,” said Chuck. “You couldn’'t get ne to be a doctor if
you paid ne a mllion dollars. |I can’t stand bl ood.”

“Mchel l e al ways manages to be the center of attention,”
said Jean Paul .

“You can say that again.”

“M chel l e al ways nanages to . repeated Jean Paul . It



was easy and fun to ride Chuck.

“Shut up, stupid.” Chuck got up and threw the remins of
his G ape-Nuts down the disposal. Then, skirting the bl ood on
the floor, he headed up to his room

After four nouthfuls, Jean Paul finished his cereal and
put his dish in the sink. Wth a paper towel, he w ped up
M chel |l e s bl ood.

“Good gravy,” said Charles as he went outside through the

ki tchen door. The storm had brought a northeast w nd, and
with it the stench of burnt rubber fromthe recycling plant.
“What a stink.”

“What a shit hole of a place to live,” said Chuck.

Charles’s frayed enotions bristled at the inpudence, but

he refrained fromsaying anything. It had al ready been a bad
enough norning. Setting his jaw, he tucked his chin into his
sheepskin jacket to keep out the bl ow ng snow and trudged
toward t he barn.

“As soon as | can, I’mgoing to head for California,” said
Chuck, following in Charles’ s footsteps. There was about an
i nch of new snow.

“Dressed the way you are, you'll fit in perfectly,” said
Charl es.

Jean Paul, bringing up the rear, |aughed, his breath

comng in concentrated puffs of vapor. Chuck spun and shoved
Jean Paul off the shovel ed pathway, into the deeper snow.
There were sone angry words but Charles ignored them It was
too cold to pause. The little gusts of wind felt abrasive and
the snell was awful. It hadn’t al ways been that way. The
rubber plant had opened in '71, a year after he and Eli zabeth
had bought the house. The nove had really been Elizabeth’s

| dea. She wanted her children to grow up in clear, crisp air
of the country. Wat an irony, thought Charles, as he

unl ocked the barn. But it wasn't too bad. They could only
snell the plant when the wind cane fromthe northeast and,



t hankful Iy, that wasn't very often.

“Damm,” said Jean Paul, staring down at the pond. “Wth

this new snow, |’mgoing to have to shovel ny hockey rink al
over again. Hey, Dad, how cone the water never freezes around
M chell e’ s pl ayhouse?”

Leaving the piece of pipe against the door to keep it
open, Charles | ooked out over the pond. “I don’t know. |
never thought about it. Mist be sonething to do with the
current because the area of open water connects with the
inlet fromthe river, and the inlet isn't frozen either.”

“Ugh,” said Chuck, pointing beyond the playhouse. There on
the apron of frozen nud surroundi ng the pond was a dead
mal | ard. “Anot her dead duck. | guess they can’'t stand the
snell, either.”

“That’s strange,” said Charles. “W haven’t seen ducks for
several years. Wien we first noved here | used to hunt them
fromMchell e s playhouse. Then they di sappeared.”

“There’s anot her one,” cried Jean Paul. “But he’'s not
dead. It’s flopping around.”

“Looks drunk,” said Chuck.
“Conme on, let’s go helpit.”
“W haven’t nuch time,” cautioned Charl es.

“Ch, conme on.” Jean Paul took off over the crusted snow.

Nei t her Charl es nor Chuck shared Jean Paul’s enthusiasm

but they followed just the sane. Wen they reached him he
was bendi ng over the poor creature who was in the throes of a
sei zure.

“CGod, it’s got epilepsy!” said Chuck.

“What’'s wong with him Dad?” asked Jean Paul .

“I haven’'t the faintest idea. Avian nedicine is not one of
nmy strongest subjects.”



Jean Paul bent down to try to restrain the bird s pitiful
spasns and j erKks.

“I"’mnot sure you should touch it,” said Charles. “l don't
know if psittacosis is carried by ducks.”

“I think we should just kill it and put it out of its
m sery,” said Chuck.

Charl es glanced at his ol der son, whose eyes were glued to
the sick bird. For sonme reason Chuck’s suggestion struck
Charles as cruel even though it was probably correct.

“Can | put it in the barn for the day?” pleaded Jean Paul.

“I"l'l get nmy air rifle and put it out of its msery,” said
Chuck. It was his turn to get back at Jean Paul.

“No!” commanded Jean Paul. “Can | put it in the barn, Dad?
Pl ease?”

“All right,” said Charles, “but don't touch it. Run up and
get a box or sonething.”

Jean Paul took off like a rabbit. Charles and Chuck faced
each other over the sick bird. “Don’t you feel any
conpassi on?” asked Charl es.

“Conpassi on? You're asking ne about conpassion after what
you do to all those animals in the | ab? Wat a joke!”

Charl es studied his son. He thought he saw nore than

di srespect. He thought he saw hatred. Chuck had been a
nystery to Charles fromthe day he reached puberty. Wth sone
difficulty he suppressed the urge to slap the boy.

Wth his usual resourceful ness, Jean Paul had found a

| ar ge cardboard box as well as an old pillow. He' d cut open
the pillow and filled the box with the feathers. Using the
coll apsed pillow as a protective rag, he picked up the duck
and put it into the box. As he explained it to Charles, the
feathers woul d both protect the duck frominjuring hinself if
he had anot her seizure and keep it warm Charles nodded his



approval and they all clinbed into the car.

The five-year-old red, rusted Pinto conpl ai ned as Charl es
turned the key. Because of a series of holes in the nmuffler
the Pinto sounded |like an AMX tank when it finally started.
Charl es backed out of the garage, slid down the drive, and
turned north on Interstate 301, heading toward Shaftesbury.
As the old car picked up speed, Charles felt relief. Famly
life could never be nade to run snoothly. At least in the | ab
the variables had a conforting predictability and probl ens

| ent thenselves to the scientific nethod. Charles was grow ng
| ess and | ess appreciative of human capri ci ousness.

“All right!” he shouted. “No nusic!” He swtched off the
radi o. The two boys had been fighting over which station to
hear. “Alittle quiet contenplation is a good way to begin
t he day.”

The brothers | ooked at each other and rolled their eyes.

Their route took them al ong the Pawt onack Ri ver and they

got glinpses of the water as it snaked its way through the
countryside. The closer they got to Shaftesbury, the nore

I ntense the stench becane from Recycle, Ltd. The first view
of the town was the factory’s snokestack spew ng its bl ack
plume into the air. A harsh whistle shattered the silence as
t hey cane abreast of the plant, signaling a changi ng of
shift.

Once past the chem cal plant the odor disappeared as if by
magi c. The abandoned mlls |loonmed on their left as they
proceeded up Main Street. Not a person was in sight. It was

| i ke a ghost town at six forty-five in the norning. Three
rusting steel bridges spanned the river, additional relics of
the progressive era before the great war. There was even a
covered bridge but no one used that. It was totally unsafe
and kept up just for the tourists. The fact that no tourists
ever cane to Shaftesbury hadn’'t dawned on the town fathers.

Jean Paul got out at the regional high school at the
northern end of town. Hi s eagerness to start his day was
apparent in the rapid way he said good-bye. Even at that hour
a group of his friends were waiting, and they entered the
school together. Jean Paul was on the J.V. basketball team



and they had to practice before classes. Charles watched his
younger son di sappear, then pulled the car out into the
street heading toward 1-93 and the trip into Boston. They
didn’t hit traffic until they were in Massachusetts.

For Charles, driving had a hypnotic effect. Usually his

mnd trailed off into the conplexities of antigens and

anti bodies, protein structure and formation while he operated
the car by sonme lower, nore primtive parts of his brain. But
today he began to find hinself sensitive to Chuck’s habitual
silence, then irritated by it. Charles tried to i magi ne what
was on his older son"s mnd. But try as he could, he realized
he had absol utely no idea. Snatching quick | ooks at the
bored, expressionless face, he wondered if Chuck thought
about girls. Charles realized that he didn’t even know if
Chuck dat ed.

“How i s school going?” asked Charles as casually as
possi bl e.

“Fine!” said Chuck, imediately on guard.
Anot her sil ence.
“You know what you're going to najor in?”
“Nah. Not yet.”

“You nust have sone idea. Don’t you have to start planning
next year’s schedul e?”

“Not for a while.”

“Well, what course do you enjoy the nost this year?”
“Psychol ogy, | guess.” Chuck | ooked out the passenger

wi ndow. He didn’t want to tal k about school. Sooner or |ater
they' d get around to chem stry.

“Not psychol ogy,” said Charles, shaking his head.
Chuck | ooked at his father’'s cleanly shaven face, his

broad but well-defined nose, his condescendi ng way of
speaking with his head tilted slightly back. He was al ways so



sure of hinself, quick to make judgnents, and Chuck could
hear the derision in his father’s voice as he pronounced the
word “psychol ogy.” Chuck worked up his courage and asked:
“What’'s wong with psychol ogy?” This was one area in which
Chuck was convinced his father was not an expert.

“Psychology is a waste of tine,” said Charles. “It’s based

on a fundanentally false principle, stimulus-response. That's
just not how the brain works. The brain is not a blank tabul a
rasa, it’s a dynam c system generating ideas and even
enotions often irrespective of the environnent. You know what
| mean?”

“Yeah!” Chuck | ooked away. He had no idea what his father
was tal king about, but as usual it sounded good. And it was
easier to agree, which is what he did for the next fifteen
m nutes while Charl es nmaintained an i npassi oned nonol ogue
about the defects of the behavioral approach to psychol ogy.

“How about coming over to the lab this afternoon?” said
Charles after an interval of silence. “My work has been goi ng
fabul ously, and | think I’mclose to a breakthrough of sorts.
l"d like to share it with you.”

“l can’t today,” said Chuck quickly. The last thing he

want ed was to be shepherded around the institute where
everyone kowowed to Charles, the fanous scientist. It always
made him feel unconfortable, especially since he didn't
understand a thing that Charles was doing. His father’'s

expl anati ons always started so far above Chuck’s head that he
was in constant terror of a question which could reveal the
depths of his ignorance.

“You can cone at any tinme at all, at your convenience,

Chuck.” Charles had al ways wi shed he could share his
enthusiasmfor his research wth Chuck, but Chuck had never
shown any interest. Charles had thought that if the boy could
see science in action, he'd be irresistibly drawn to it.

“No. | got a lab and then sonme neetings.”

“Too bad,” said Charles. “Maybe tonorrow. ”

“Yeah, maybe tonorrow,” said Chuck



Chuck got out of the car on Huntington Avenue and, after a
perfunctory good-bye, wal ked away in the wet Boston snow.
Charl es wat ched himgo. He | ooked |ike sone | ate-sixties
caricature, out of place even anong his peers. The ot her
students seened brighter, nore attentive to their appearance,
and al nost invariably in groups. Chuck wal ked by hinself.
Charl es wondered if Chuck had been the nost severely hurt by
El i zabeth’s illness and death. He’d hoped that Cathryn's
presence woul d have hel ped, but ever since the weddi ng, Chuck
had becone nore wi thdrawn and distant. Putting the car in
gear, Charles headed across the Fenway toward Canbri dge.

TWD

Crossing the Charles River via the Boston University

Bri dge, he began to plan his day. It was infinitely easier to
deal with the conplications of intracellular life than the
uncertainties of child rearing. At Menorial Drive Charles
turned right, then after a short distance, left into the
parki ng area of the Wi nburger Research Institute. H's
spirits began to rise.

As he got out of his car, he noticed a significant nunber

of cars already there, which was unusual at that tinme of the
norni ng; even the director’s blue Mercedes was in its spot.
M ndl ess of the weather, Charles stood for a nmonment puzzling
over all the cars, then started toward the institute. It was
a nodern four-storied, brick-and-glass structure, sonewhat
akin to the nearby Hyatt Hotel but w thout the pyramd
profile. The site was directly on the Charles River and
nestl ed between Harvard and M1.T., and directly across from
t he canmpus of Boston University. No wonder the institute had
no trouble locating recruits.

The receptioni st saw Charl es approach through the mrrored
gl ass and pressed a button, sliding open the thick glass
door. Security was tight because of the value of the
scientific instrunentation as well as the nature of sone of
the research, particularly the genetic research. Charles
started across the carpeted reception area, saying good
norning to the newy acquired and coy M ss Andrews, who
tilted her head down and wat ched Charles from beneath her
carefully plucked eyebrows. Charles wondered how | ong she
woul d last. The life of receptionists at the institute was



very short.

Wth an exaggerated doubl e take, Charles stopped at the
mai n hall and stepped back so he could see into the waiting
room In a haze of cigarette snoke a small crowd of people
were mlling about excitedly.

“Dr. Martel . . . Dr. Martel,” called one of the nen.

Surprised to hear his nane, Charles stepped into the room
and was instantly engul fed by people, all talking at the sane
time. The man who had first called to Charles stuck a

m crophone just inches fromhis nose.

“I"'mfromthe dobe,” shouted the man. “Can | ask you a
f ew questions?”

Pushi ng the m crophone to the side, Charles began a
retreat to the hall.

“Dr. Martel, is it true you' re going to take over the
study?” shouted a woman grabbing onto Charles’s coat pocket.
“I don't give interviews,” shouted Charles as he broke
fromthe small crowd. Inexplicably the reporters stopped at
the threshold of the waiting room

“What the hell is going on?” nuttered Charles as he sl owed
to a fast wal k. He hated the nedia. Elizabeth’s illness had
for sonme reason attracted the attention of the press and
Charles had felt repeatedly raped as their private tragedy
had been “trivialized” for people to read while having their
norni ng coffee. He entered his | ab and sl amred the door.

El | en Shel don, Charles’s |aboratory assistant for the | ast
Si x years, junped. She’d been concentrating in the stillness
of the lab while setting up the equi pnent to separate serum
proteins. As usual she had arrived at seven fifteen to
prepare for Charles’s invariable arrival at seven forty-five.
By eight Charles liked to be into the day’s work, especially
now t hat things were going so well.

“I'f I slanmed the door like that, |I’'d never hear the end
of it,” said Ellen, irritated. She was a darkly attractive



worman of thirty who wore her hair piled on her head except
for vagrant wi sps which trailed down al ongsi de her neck. When
he’d hired her, Charles got sonme jealous kidding fromhis

col l eagues, but in truth, Charles had not appreciated her
exotic beauty until he’d worked with her for several years.
Her individual features were not exceptional; it was the
whol e package that was intriguing. But as far as Charl es was
concerned, the nost inportant aspects were her intellect, her
eager ness, and her superb training at MI.T.

“I"'msorry if |I scared you,” said Charles, hanging up his
coat. “There’s a bunch of reporters out there, and you know
how | feel about reporters.”

“We all know how you feel about reporters,” agreed Ellen,
goi ng back to work.

Charles sat down at his desk and began goi ng through his
papers. His | aboratory was a | arge rectangular roomwith a
private office connected by a door in the back. Charles had
eschewed the office and put a functional nmetal desk in the

| ab, converting the office into an aninmal room The main
animal area was a separate wing off the back of the
institute, but Charles wanted sonme of his experinental
animals nearby in order to closely supervise their care. Good
experinental results depended heavily on good care of the
animal s and Charles was particularly attentive to details.

“What are all the reporters doing here anyway?” asked
Charles. “Did our fearless | eader nmake sone scientific
breakt hrough in his bathtub | ast night?”

“Be a little nore generous,” scolded Ellen. “Soneone has
to do the adm nistrative work.”

“Excuse nme,” said Charles with sarcastic exaggeration.

“Actually, it is sonething serious,” said Ellen. “The
epi sode with Brighton was | eaked to the New York Tinmes.”

“These new generation doctors certainly like publicity,”
said Charles, shaking his head in disgust. “l1 thought that
after that rave review in Tinme nagazine a nonth ago he would
have been satisfied. What the hell did he do?”



“Don’t tell nme you haven’t heard?” said Ellen
i ncredul ously.

“Ellen, | conme here to work. You of all people should know
that.”
“True. But this Brighton situation . . . Everybody knows

about it. It’s been the in-house gossip for at | east a week.”

“I'f I didn't know you better, I’'d think you were trying to
hurt ny feelings. If you don't want to tell nme, don’t. In
fact, fromyour tone of voice, |I"mbeginning to think I'd

rat her not know. '’

“Well, it’s bad,” agreed Ellen. “The head of the anina
departnent reported to the director that Dr. Thomas Bri ghton
had been sneaking into the animal |ab and substituting
healthy m ce for his own cancer-carrying animls.”

“Wonderful ,” said Charles with sarcasm “Qbviously the
i dea was to make his drug appear mracul ously effective.”

“Exactly. Wiich is all the nore interesting because it’'s
been his drug, Canceran, that has gotten himall the recent
publicity.”

“And his position here at the institute,” added Charl es,

as he felt his face redden with contenpt. He’'d di sapproved of
all the publicity Dr. Thomas Brighton had garnered, but when
he’ d voiced his opinion he’d realized people had thought he
was | eal ous.

“I feel sorry for him” said Ellen. “This will probably
have a big effect on his career.”

“Am | hearing right?” asked Charles. “You feel sorry for

that little conniving bastard? | hope they throw his cheating
ass right out of nedicine. That guy is supposed to be a

nmedi cal doctor. Cheating on research is as bad as cheating on
patient care. No! It’'s worse. In research you can end up
hurti ng many nore people.”

“1 wouldn’t be so quick to judge. Maybe he was under a | ot



of pressure because of all the publicity. There could have
been extenuating circunstances.”

“When it cones to integrity, there are no extenuating
ci rcunst ances.”

“Well, | disagree. People have problens. W' re not al
supernen |ike you.”

“Don’t give nme any of that psychol ogy bullshit,” said
Charles. He was surprised at the malice inplied in Ellen’s
conment .

“Ckay, | won’t. But a little human generosity would do you
good, Charles Martel. You don’t give a damm about ot her
people’ s feelings. Al you do is take.” Ellen’ s voice
trenbled with enotion.

A strained silence fell over the lab. Ellen ostensibly

went back to her work. Charles opened his | ab book, but he
could not concentrate. He hadn’t neant to sound so angry and
obvi ously he had offended Ellen. WAs it true he was

i nsensitive to others’ feelings? It was the first tine Ellen
had ever said anything negative about him Charles wondered
If it had anything to do with the brief affair they’d had
just before he’'d nmet Cathryn. After working together so many
years it had been nore the result of propinquity than
romance, comng at a tine when Charles had finally conme out
of the immobilizing depression follow ng Elizabeth’ s death.
It had only lasted a nonth. Then Cathryn had arrived at the
Institute as tenporary summer help. Afterwards he and El |l en
had never discussed the affair. At the tinme Charles had felt
it was easier to let the episode slip into the past.

“I"'’msorry if I sounded angry,” said Charles. “l didn't
mean to. | got carried away.”

“And | "msorry | said what | did,” said Ellen, her voice
still reflecting deeply felt enotion.

Charl es wasn’t convinced. He wanted to ask Ellen if she
real |y thought he was insensitive, but he didn’t have the
nerve.



“By the way,” added Ellen. “Dr. Mrrison wants to see you
as soon as possible. He called before you arrived.”
“Morrison can wait,”
here.”

said Charles. “Let’s get things going

Cathryn was irritated at Charles. She wasn’t the kind of
person who tried to suppress such feelings; besides, she felt
justified. In light of Mchelle' s nosebl eed, he could have
altered his sacred schedule and taken Mchelle to Pediatric
Hospital hinself. After all, he was the doctor. Cathryn had
horrible visions of Mchelle' s nose bleeding all over the
car. Could she bleed to death? Cathryn wasn’t sure, but the
possibility seened real enough to terrify her. Cathryn hated
anyt hi ng associ ated with di sease, blood, and hospitals. Wy
such things bothered her she wasn’t sure, although a bad
experience at age ten with a conplicated case of appendicitis
probably contributed. They’' d had troubl e making the

di agnosis, first at the doctor’s office, then at the
hospital. Even to that day she vividly renenbered the white
tiles and the antiseptic snell. But the worst had been the
ordeal of the vaginal exam No one tried to explain anything.
They just held her down. Charles knew all this, but he had
still insisted on getting to the Iab on schedule and letting
Cat hryn acconpany M chell e.

Deciding there was a certain safety in nunbers, Cathryn

sat down at the kitchen phone to call Marge Schonhauser to
see if she wanted a ride into Boston. |If Tad was still in the
hospi tal there was a good chance she woul d. The phone was

pi cked up on the second ring. It was Nancy, the Schonhausers’
si xt een-year-ol d daughter.

“My nother’s already at the hospital.

“Wel'l, | just thought I'd try,” said Cathryn. “I’'Il see if
| can tell her while |"’mthere. But if | don’t get her, tell
her | called.”

“Sure,” said Nancy. “lI know she’d be glad to hear from
you.”



“How s Tad doi ng?” asked Cathryn. “Is he com ng hone
soon?”

“He’'s awfully sick, Ms. Martel. He had to have a narrow
transplant. They tested all us kids and little Lisa was the
only one who matched. He’'s living in a tent to protect him
fromgerns.”

“I"'mterribly sorry to hear that,” said Cathryn. She could
feel alittle of her strength drain away. She had no i dea
what a marrow transpl ant was, but it sounded serious and
scary. She said good-bye to Nancy and hung up the phone. For
a nonent she sat thinking, dreading the enptional aspect of
the confrontation with Merge, feeling the guilt of not having
call ed sooner. Tad' s illness nade her own fears about

M chel l e’ s nosebl eed seem petty by conpari son. Taking a deep
breath, Cathryn went into the living room

M chel | e was wat chi ng the Today show, propped up on the
couch. After sone orange juice and rest, she felt

consi derably better, but she was still upset. Although
Charles had not said it, she was certain he was di sappointed
in her. The nosebl eed had been the final aggravati on.

“l called Dr. Wley's office,” said Cathryn as brightly as
she could, “and the nurse said we should cone as soon as
possi ble. Oherwise we mght have a long wait. So let’s get
t he show on the road.”

“I feel much better,” said Mchelle. She forced a smle

but her |ips trenbl ed.

“Good,” said Cathryn. “But you stay still. I'll get your
coat and stuff.” Cathryn started for the stairs.

“Cathryn, | think I"'mall right now | think I can go to
school.” As if to substantiate her opinion, Mchelle swing
her legs to the floor and stood up. Her smle wavered through
a flurry of weakness.

Cathryn turned and | ooked at her adopted daughter, feeling

a rush of affection for his little girl whom Charles |oved so
dearly. Cathryn had no idea why Mchelle would want to deny
her illness unless she was afraid of the hospital Iike



Cat hryn was. She wal ked over and put her arns around the
child, hugging her close. “You don’'t have to be afraid,
Mchelle.”

“I"'mnot afraid,” said Mchelle, resisting Cathryn’s
enbr ace.

“You're not?” asked Cathryn, nore to have sonething to

say. She was al ways taken by surprise to have her affection
refused. Cathryn smiled self-consciously, her hands still
resting on Mchelle s shoul ders.

“1 think I should go to school. | don’t have to take gym
If you give me a note.”

“Mchelle. You haven't been feeling right for a nonth. You
had a fever this norning. | think it’s tine we did
sonet hi ng.”

“But | feel fine now, and want to go to school.”

Taki ng her hands off M chelle’ s shoul ders, Cathryn

exam ned the defiant face in front of her. In so many ways

M chelle remained a nystery. She was such a precise, serious
little girl who seened mature for her age, but for sone
reason al ways kept Cathryn at armis |ength. Cathryn wondered
how much of it was due to Mchelle s |osing her nother at age
three. Cathryn felt she knew sonet hi ng about growing up with
only one parent because of her own father’s abandonnent.

“1 tell you what we’'ll do,” said Cathryn, debating with
herself the best way to handle the problem “W’I|I| take your
tenperature again. If you still have a fever, we go. If you
don’t, then we won't.”

Mchelle s tenperature was 100. 8.

An hour and a half later, Cathryn pulled the ol d Dodge
station wagon into the garage at Pediatric Hospital and took
a ticket fromthe machine. Thankfully it had been an
uneventful ride. Mchelle had spoken very little during the
trip, only answering direct questions. To Cathryn she seened
exhausted and her hands lay inmmobile in her lap like a
puppet’s, waiting to be noved from above.



“What are you thinking?” asked Cathryn, breaking the
silence. There were no parking spaces avail abl e and they kept
driving fromone |level to the next.

“Not hing,” said Mchelle w thout noving.

Cathryn watched M chelle out of the corner of her eye. She
wanted so nuch to get Mchelle to |l et down her guard, to |et
Cathryn’s | ove in.

“Don’t you like to share your thoughts?” persisted
Cat hryn.

“I don’t feel good, Cathryn. | feel really bad. | think

you are going to have to help ne out of the car.” Cathryn
took one | ook at Mchelle' s face, and abruptly stopped the
car. She reached out and put her arns around the child. The
little girl didn't resist. She noved over and put her head on
Cathryn’s breast. Cathryn felt warmtears touch her arm

“I"l'l be glad to help you, Mchelle. 1'Il help you
whenever you need ne. | prom se.”

Cathryn had the feeling that she’'d finally crossed sone
undefined threshold. It had taken two and a half years of
patience, but it had paid off.

Bl ari ng auto horns brought Cathryn back to the present.
She put her car in gear and started forward, pleased that
M chelle continued to hold on to her.

Cathryn felt nore Iike a real nother than she ever had
before. As they pushed through the revol ving door, Mchelle
acted very weak and allowed Cathryn to help her. In the |obby
a request for a wheelchair was pronptly filled, and al t hough
Mchelle initially resisted, she let Cathryn push her.

For Cathryn, the happiness in the new cl oseness to

M chell e hel ped dull the specter of the hospital. The decor
hel ped, too; the | obby was paved with a warm Mexican tile and
the seating was done in bright oranges and yellows. There
were even |lots of plants. It was nore |ike a | uxury hotel
than a big city hospital.



The pediatric offices were equally nonthreatening. There

were five patients already in Dr. Wley' s waiting room To

M chell e’ s disgust, none was over two years of age. She would
have conpl ai ned except she glinpsed the exam ning roons

t hrough an open door and renenbered why she was there.
Leani ng toward Cat hryn she whi spered, “You don’t think |'1]
get a shot, do you?”

“I have no idea,” said Cathryn. “But afterwards if you
feel up to it, we can do sonething fun. \Watever you |ike.”

“Could we go visit ny father?” Mchelle's eyes brightened.

“Sure,” said Cathryn. She parked M chelle next to an enpty
seat, then sat down herself.

A not her and a whinpering five-year-old boy energed from
the exam ning room One of the nothers with a tiny baby got
up and went in.

“I"’'mgoing to ask the nurse if | can use the phone,” said
Cathryn. “1 want to find out where Tad Schonhauser is. You' re
okay, aren’'t you?”

“1”’mokay,” said Mchelle. “In fact, | feel better again.”

“Good,” said Cathryn as she got up. Mchell e watched
Cathryn’s I ong brown hair bounce on her shoul ders as she

wal ked over to the nurse, then dialed the phone. Renmenbering
her father say how nmuch he liked it, Mchelle w shed hers
were the sane color. Suddenly she wi shed she were really old,
li ke twenty, so she could be a doctor and talk to Charles and
work in his lab. Charles had said that doctors didn't have to
give shots; the nurses do. Mchelle hoped she didn’t have to
get a shot. She hated them

“Dr. Martel,” called Dr. Peter Morrison, standing at the
doorway to Charles’s lab. “Didn’'t you get ny nessage?”’

Straightening up froml oadi ng serum sanples into an
automatic radi oactivity counter, Charles | ooked at Morrison,



adm ni strative head of the departnent of physiol ogy. The man
was | eaning on the doorjanb, the fluorescent ceiling |ight
reflecting off the lenses in his narrow tortoi seshell

gl asses. His face was taut, angry.

“I"l'l be by in ten or fifteen mnutes,” said Charles. “I
just have a few nore inportant things to do.”

Morri son considered Charles’s statenent for a noment.
“I"l'l be waiting in nmy office.” The door closed slowy behind
hi m

“You shouldn’t bait him” said Ellen, after Mrrison had
left. “All it can do is cause trouble.”

“It’s good for him” said Charles. “It gives himsonething
to think about. For the life of ne, | don't know what el se he
does in that office of his.”

“Someone has to attend to the adm nistration,” said Ellen.
“The irony is that he once was a decent researcher,” said
Charles. “Now his entire life is dom nated by his anbition to
becone director, and all he does is push papers, have
nmeetings, go to lunch, and attend benefits.”

“Those benefits rai se noney.”

“l suppose,” said Charles. “But you don’'t need a Ph.D. in
physiology to do that. | just think it is a waste. If the
peopl e donating noney at those fund-raisers ever found out
how little of it actually gets applied to research, they' d be
appal | ed.”

“l agree with you there,” Ellen replied. “But why don’t

you let nme finish |oading these sanples. You go see Morrison
and get it over with because | amgoing to need you to help
draw bl ood fromthe rats.”

Ten mnutes |ater Charles found hinself clinbing the netal
fire stairs to the second floor. He had no idea why Morrison
wanted to see him although he guessed it was going to be
another pep talk, trying to get himto publish a paper for
sone upcom ng neeting. Charles had very different ideas from



hi s col | eagues about publication. It had never been his
Inclination to rush into print. Al though research careers
often were neasured by the nunber of articles a doctor
publ i shed, Charles’s dogged dedi cation and brilliance had won
hima greater respect fromhis coll eagues, many of whom often
said that it was nen |like Charles who made the great
scientific discoveries. It was only the adm nistrati on who
conpl ai ned.

Dr. Morrison’s office was in the admnistrative area on

the second floor where the halls were painted a pl easant
bei ge and hung with sonber oil paintings of past directors
clothed in academ c robes. The atnosphere was a world apart
fromthe utilitarian | abs on the ground and first floors and
gave the inpression of a successful |law office rather than a
nonprofit medi cal organization. Its opul ence never failed to
irritate Charles; he knew that the noney had cone from peopl e
believing they were contributing to research.

In this frane of mnd, Charles nade his way to Morrrison's

of fice. Charles was about to enter when he noticed that al
the secretaries in the admnistration area were watching him
There was that sane feeling of suppressed excitenent that
Charl es had sensed when he arrived that norning. It was as if
everyone were waiting for sonething to happen.

As Charles went inside, Mdrrrison stood up fromhis broad
mahogany desk and stepped around into the roomw th his hand
outstretched. His earlier irritated denmeanor had vani shed. By
habit Charl es shook the hand but was baffled by the gesture.
He had nothing in conmmon with this nman. Morrison was dressed
in a freshly pressed pin-striped suit, starched white shirt,
and silk tie; his hand-sewn |oafers were professionally
shined. Charles was wearing his usual blue oxford shirt, open
at the collar, with his tie | oosened and tucked between the
second and third buttons; his sleeves were rolled up above
his elbows. H s trousers were baggy khakis and his shoes,

scuf fed cordovans.

“Wel cone,” said Morrison as if he hadn’'t al ready seen
Charles that norning. Wth a sweep of his hand he notioned
for Charles to sit on the |eather couch in the rear of the
office, which afforded a view out over the Charles River.
“Coffee?” Morrison smled, show ng very snmall, very white,



even teeth.

Charl es declined, sat back on the couch, and folded his
arnms. Sonet hing strange was going on and his curiosity was
pi qued.

“Have you seen the New York Tines today?” asked Morrison.
Charl es shook his head negatively.

Morrison wal ked over to his desk, picked up the paper, and
directed Charles’s attention to an article on the front page.
His gold identification bracelet slid out from beneath his
shirt sleeve as he pointed. SCANDAL AT THE WEI NBURGER CANCER
| NSTI TUTE.

Charles read the first paragraph, which paraphrased what
El |l en had already told him That was enough.

“Terrible, eh?” intoned Mrrison.

Charl es nodded hal f-felt agreenment. Although he knew t hat
such an incident would have a negative effect on fund-raising
for atinme, he also felt that it would take sonme of the

unear ned enphasis away fromthis new drug, Canceran, and
hopefully return it to nore promsing areas. He felt that the
answer to cancer lay in immnol ogy, not chenotherapy,

al t hough he recogni zed the increasing nunbers of cures
achieved in recent years.

“Dr. Brighton should have known better,” said Mrrison.

“He’s just too young, too inpatient.”
Charles waited for Mrrison to get to the point.

“We're going to have to let Dr. Brighton go,” said
Morri son.

Charl es nodded as Morrison |aunched into his explanation

of Brighton's behavior. Charles | ooked at Morrison’s shining
bal d head. The little hair he had was | ocated above his ears,
connected in the back by a carefully conbed swat h.

“Just a mnute,” interrupted Charles. “This is all very



I nteresting, but I do have an inportant experinent in
progress downstairs. |Is there sonething specific you wanted
to tell me?”

“OF course,” said Murrison, adjusting his cuff. H's voice
took on a nore serious note and he brought the tips of his
fingers together, formng a steeple. “The board of directors
of the institute anticipated the New York Tinmes article and
had an energency neeting last night. W decided that if we
didn’t act quickly the real victimof the Brighton affair
woul d be the new and prom sing drug, Canceran. | assune you
can understand this concern?”

“Cf course,” said Charles, but on the horizon of Charles’s
m nd, a black cloud began to form

“I't was al so decided that the only way to sal vage the

project was for the institute to publicly support the drug by
appointing its nost prestigious scientist to conplete the
tests. And |I’m happy to say, Charles Martel, that you were
chosen.”

Charles closed his eyes and sl apped a hand over his

forehead. He wanted to stormout of the office, but he
contained hinself. Slowly he reopened his eyes. Mrrison's
thin lips were pulled into a smle. Charles could not tell if
the man knew what his reaction was and was, therefore,
teasing him or if Mrrison genuinely thought that he was
conveyi ng good news.

“I can’t tell you how pleased | am” continued Morrison,

“that the board of directors picked soneone from ny
departnent. Not that |I’msurprised, mnd you. W all have
been working tirelessly for the Weinburger. It’s just nice to
get this kind of recognition once in a while. And, of course,
you were ny choice.”

“Well,” began Charles in as steady a voice as he could
manage. “l hope you convey to the board of directors ny
thanks for this vote of confidence, but unfortunately |’ m not
in a position to take over the Canceran project. You see, ny
own work is progressing extrenely well. They will have to
find soneone el se.”



“l hope you're joking,” said Murrison. H's smle waned,
t hen vani shed.

“Not at all. Wth the progress |I’m making, there is no way
| can leave ny current work. My assistant and | have been
extrenely successful and the pace is increasing.”

“But you have not published a single paper for several

years. That’s hardly a rapid pace. Besides, funding for your
wor k has cone al nost totally fromthe general operating funds
of the institute; you have not been responsible for any major
outside grants to the institute for a long, long tine. | know
that’ s because you have insisted on remaining in the

I mmunol ogi cal field of cancer research and until now | have
backed you all the way. But now your services are needed. As
soon as you finish the Canceran project, you can go back to
your own work. It's as sinple as that.” Morrison stood up and
wal ked back behind his desk to signify that as far as he was
concerned the neeting was over, the matter deci ded.

“But | can’'t leave ny work,” said Charles, feeling a sense
of desperation. “Not now. Things are going too well. What
about ny devel opnent of the process of the hybridoma? That
shoul d count for sonething.”

“Ah, the hybridoma,” said Morrison. “A wonderful piece of
wor k. Who woul d have thought that a sensitized | ynphocyte
could be fused with a cancer cell to nake a kind of cellular
anti body factory. Brilliant! There are only two probl ens.

One: it was many years ago; and two: you failed to publish

t he di scovery! W should have been able to capitalize on it.

I nstead, another institution got the credit. | wouldn't count
on the hybridona devel opnent to ensure your position with the
board of directors.”

“I didn't stop to publish the hybridonma process because it
was just a single step in ny experinent protocol. |’ve never
been eager to rush into print.”

“We all knowthat. In fact, it’s probably the major reason
you' re where you are and not a departnent head.”

“l don’t want to be a departnent head,” yelled Charles,
beginning to lose his patience. “I want to do research, not



push around papers and go to benefits.”

“l suppose that’s neant as a personal insult,” said
Morri son.
“You can take it as you will,” said Charles, who had

abandoned his efforts at controlling his anger. He stood up,

approached Morrison’s desk, and pointed an accusing finger at
the man. “1’Il tell you the biggest reason | can’t take over

the Canceran project. | don't believe init!”

“What the hell does that nean?” Mrrison’ s patience had
al so worn thin.

“I't means that cellular poisons |ike Canceran are not the
ultimate answer to cancer. The presunption is that they kill
cancer cells faster than normal cells so that after the

mal i gnancy is stopped the patient will still have enough
normal cells to live. But that’'s only an interimapproach. A
real cure for cancer can only conme froma better

under standi ng of the cellular processes of life, particularly
t he chem cal conmunication between cells.”

Charl es began to pace the room nervously running his
fingers through his hair. Mrrison, by contrast, didn’t nove.
He just followed Charles’s gyrations with his eyes.

“I tell you,” shouted Charles, “the whole attack on cancer

Is comng fromthe wong perspective. Cancer cannot be

consi dered a disease |ike an infection because it encourages
the m sconception that there will be a magic bullet cure Iike
an antibiotic.” Charles stopped pacing and | eaned over the
desk toward Morrison. H's voice was quieter, but nore

I npassioned. “1’ve been giving this a |ot of thought, Dr.
Morrison. Cancer is not a disease in the traditional sense,
but an unmasking of a nore primtive life-form |ike those
that existed at the beginning of tinme when nulticellular
organi sns were evolving. Think of it. At one tinme, eons ago,
there were only single-celled creatures who selfishly ignored
each other. But then, after a fewmllion years, sonme of them
teamed up because it was nore efficient. They conmuni cat ed
chemcally and this comuni cati on made nul ticell ul ar

organi sns |ike us possible. Wiy does a liver cell only do
what a liver cell does, or a heart cell, or a brain cell? The



answer is chem cal communication. But cancer cells are not
responsive to this chem cal comunication. They have broken
free, gone back to a nore primtive stage, |ike those
single-cell organisns that existed mllions of years ago.
Cancer is not a disease but rather a clue to the basic
organi zation of life. And immunology is the study of this
communi cation.”

Charl es ended his nonol ogue | eaning forward on his hands
over Morrison’s desk. There was an awkward sil ence. Morrison
cleared his throat, pulled out his |eather desk chair, and
sat down.

“Very interesting,” he said. “Unfortunately, we are not in

a met aphysical business. And | nust rem nd you that the

I mmunol ogi cal aspect of cancer has been worked on for nore
than a decade and contributed very little to the prol ongation
of the cancer victinms life.”

“That’s the point,” interrupted Charles. “lImmunol ogy wll
give a cure, not just palliation.”

“Please,” said Mirrison softly. “I listened to you, now
listen to nme. There is very little noney available for

I mmunol ogy at the present tinme. That’s a fact. The Canceran
project carries a huge grant from both the National Cancer
Institute as well as the American Cancer Society. The

Vi nbur ger needs that noney.”

Charles tried to interrupt, but Mrrison cut himoff.
Charl es slunped back into a chair. He could feel the weight
of the institute's bureaucracy surround himlike a giant
oct opus.

Morrison ritually renoved his gl asses and placed them on

his blotter. “You are a superb scientist, Charles. W al
know that, and that’s why we need you at this nonent. But
you' re also a maverick and in that sense nore tolerated than
appreci ated. You have enem es here, perhaps notivated by

j eal ousy, perhaps by your self-righteousness. | have defended
you in the past. But there are those who would just as soon
see you go. I'mtelling you this for your own good. At the

meeting |last night | nentioned that you m ght refuse taking
over the Canceran project. It was decided that if you did,



your position here would be termnated. It will be easy
enough to get soneone to take your place on a project |like
this.”

Term nated! The word echoed painfully in Charles’ s m nd.
He tried to collect his thoughts.

“Can | say sonething now?” asked Charl es.

“OF course,” said Mdrrison, “tell nme that you're going to
take over the Canceran project. That's what | want to hear.”

“1’ve been very busy downstairs,” said Charles, ignoring
Morrison’s |ast comment, “and |’m noving very rapidly. | have
been purposefully secretive but | believe that | amtruly

cl ose to understandi ng cancer and possibly a cure.”

Morrison studied Charles’s face, trying to garner a hint

as to his sincerity. Was this a trick? A delusion of
grandeur? Morrison | ooked at Charles’s bright blue eyes, his
high |ined forehead. He knew all about Charles’s past, his
wi fe's death, his sudden nove fromclinical nmedicine into
research. He knew that Charles was a brilliant worker, but a
| oner. He suspected that Charles’s idea of “truly cl ose”

m ght well constitute ten years.

“A cure for cancer,” said Mrrison, not bothering to

snooth the sarcastic edge to his voice. He kept his eyes on
Charles’s face. “Wuldn't that be nice. We’d all be very
proud. But . . . it will have to wait until the Canceran
study is done. Lesley Pharmaceuticals, who holds the patent,
IS eager to get production rolling. Now, Dr. Martel, if
you' Il excuse nme, | have work to do. The nmatter is closed.
The Canceran | ab books are avail able, so get cracking. Good
l uck. If you have any problens | et nme know. "~

Charl es stunbled out of Morrison's office in a daze,

crushed at the prospect of being forced away from his own
research at such a critical time. Aware of the quizzical
stare from Mrrison's primsecretary, Charles half ran to the
fire stairs, banging open the door. He descended slowy, his
mnd reeling. Never in his |life had anyone ever threatened to
fire him Although he felt confident he could get a job, the
| dea of being cast adrift even for a short tine was



devastating, especially with all his ongoing financi al

obl i gati ons. When he had given up his private practice,
Charl es had given up his status as noderately well-to-do. On
his research salary, they barely nade it, especially with
Chuck in coll ege.

Reaching the first floor, Charles turned down the hall
toward his |lab. He needed sone tine to think.

THREE

It was their turn. A nurse who | ooked |i ke she stepped out

of a 1950s Doris Day novie called out Mchelle s nane and
hel d the door open. Mchelle gripped her stepnother’s hand as
they entered the inner office. Cathryn wasn’t sure which one
of them was nore tense.

Dr. Wley |ooked up froma chart, peering over half

gl asses. Cathryn had never net Dr. Jordan Wley, but all the
children knew him Mchelle had told Cathryn that she
remenbered comng to himfor the chicken pox four years ago
when she was eight. Cathryn was inmedi ately taken by the
attractiveness of the man. He was in his late fifties and
exuded that confortably paternal air that people
traditionally associate with doctors. He was a tal

I ndi vidual with closely cropped graying hair and a bushy gray
nmust ache. He wore a small, hand-tied red bow tie which gave
hi m a uni que, energetic |look. H's hands were | arge but gentle
as he placed the chart on his desk and | eaned forward.

“My, ny,” said Dr. Wley. “Mss Martel, you have becone a

| ady. You | ook very beautiful, alittle pale, but beautiful.
Now i ntroduce nme to your new nother.”

“She’s not ny new nother,” said Mchelle indignantly.
“She’ s been ny nother for over two years.”

Both Cathryn and Dr. Wl ey | aughed and after a nonent’s
I ndeci sion, Mchelle joined them although she was not sure
she got the joke.

“Please, sit down,” said Dr. Wley, notioning to the

chairs facing his desk. As a consummate clinician, Dr. Wley
had started the exam nation the nonent M chelle had entered
his office. Besides her pallor, he'd noticed the girl’s



tentative gait, her slunped posture, the glazed | ook to her
bl ue eyes. Spreadi ng open her chart, which he'd revi ewed
earlier, he picked up a pen. “Now then, what seens to be the
troubl e?”

Cat hryn described Mchelle's illness with Mchelle adding
comments here and there. Cathryn said that it had started
gradually with fever and general nal ai se. They’ d thought
she’d had the flu, but it would not go away. Sone norni ngs
she’d be fine; others she’'d feel terrible. Cathryn concl uded
by saying that she’'d decided it would be best to have

M chell e checked in case she needed sone antibiotics or
sonet hi ng.

“Very well,” said Dr. Wley. “Now I’'d |like sone tine al one
with Mchelle. If you don't mnd, Ms. Martel.” He cane
around from behind his desk and opened the door to the

wai ting room

Monentarily nonplussed, Cathryn got to her feet. She had
expected to stay with Mchelle.

Dr. Wley smled warmy and, as if reading her mnd, said,
“Mchelle will be fine with ne; we're old friends.”

Gving Mchelle's shoulder a little squeeze, Cathryn
started for the waiting room At the door she paused. “How
long will you be? Do | have time to visit a patient?”

“I think so,” said Dr. Wley. “W' || be about thirty
m nutes or so.”

“I"l'l be back before that, Mchelle,” called Cathryn.
M chel |l e waved and t he door cl osed.

Armed with sonme directions fromthe nurse, Cathryn

retraced her steps back to the main |obby. It wasn't until
she entered the elevator that her old fear of hospitals
returned. Staring at a sad little girl in a wheelchair,
Cathryn realized that pediatric hospitals were particularly
unnerving. The concept of a sick child made her feel weak.
She tried to concentrate on the floor indicator above the
doors, but a powerful, inconprehensible urge drew her eyes
back to the sick child. Wien the doors opened on the fifth



fl oor and she stepped off, her legs felt rubbery and her
pal n8 were sweaty.

Cat hryn was headi ng for the Marshall Menorial isolation

unit, but the fifth floor also contai ned the general

I ntensive care unit and the surgical recovery room In her
enotionally sensitive state, Cathryn was subjected to all the
sights and sounds associated with acute nedical crisis. The
beep of the cardiac nonitors mxed with the cries of
terrified children. Everywhere there was a profusion of

tubes, bottles, and hissing machines. It was an alien world
popul ated with a bustling staff who seened, to Cathryn, to be
unr easonably detached fromthe horror around them The fact
that these children were being helped in the | ong run was

| ost on Cat hryn.

Pausing to catch her breath in a narrow hallway |ined with

w ndows, Cathryn realized that she was crossing from one
building to another within the nedical center. The hall was a
peaceful bridge. She was alone for a nonent until a man in a
wheel chair with DI SPATCHER witten across the back notored
past her. 3 ass test tubes and jars filled with all sorts of
body fluid sanples jangled in a netal rack. He smled, and
Cat hryn sm | ed back. She felt better. Fortified, she

conti nued on.

The Marshall Menorial isolation unit was easier for

Cathryn to deal with. Al the doors to the roons were closed

and there were no patients to be seen. Cathryn approached the
nurses’ station which seened nore |like a ticket counter at a
nodern airport than the nerve center for a hospital ward. It

was a |large square area wwth a bank of TV nonitors. A clerk

| ooked up and cheerfully asked if he could help her.

“I"’m 1 ooking for the Schonhauser boy,” said Cathryn.
“Five twenty-one,” said the clerk pointing.

Cat hryn t hanked hi m and wal ked over to the cl osed door.
She knocked softly. “Just go right in,” called the clerk.

“But don’t forget your gown.”

Cathryn tried the door. It opened and she found herself in
a small anteroomw th shelving for |linen and other supplies,



a nedicine | ocker, a sink, and a large soil ed-Ilaundry hanper.
Beyond t he hanper was anot her cl osed door containing a snall
gl ass wi ndow. Before Cathryn could nove, the inner door
opened and a gowned, nasked figure stepped into the room
Wth rapid novenents the individual discarded the paper nmask
and hood in the trash. It was a young nurse with red hair and
freckl es.

“H ,” she said. The gloves went into the trash, the gown
into the hanper. “You going in to see Tad?”

“I was hoping to,” said Cathryn. “Is Ms. Schonhauser in
there, too?”

“Yup, she’s here every day, poor wonman. Don’t forget your
gown. Very strict reverse precautions.”

“I . . .” started Cathryn, but the harried nurse was
al ready through the door.

Cat hryn searched through the shelves until she found the
hoods and t he masks. She put themon, feeling ridiculous. The
gown was next but she put it on |like a coat. The rubber

gl oves were nore difficult and she never got the left one all
the way on. Wth the half-enpty fingers dangling from her
hand, she opened the inner door.

The first thing she saw was a | arge plastic enclosure |ike

a cage surrounding the bed. Al though the plastic fragnmented
the i mage, Cathryn was able to nake out Tad Schonhauser’s
form In the raw fluorescent |light the boy was a pale,
slightly greenish color. There was a | ow hiss of oxygen.
Mar ge Schonhauser was seated to the left of the bed, reading
by the w ndow.

“Mar ge,” whi spered Cathryn.

The masked and gowned wonan | ooked up. *“Yes?” she said.
“I't’s Cathryn.”

“Cat hryn?”

“Cathryn Martel.”



“For goodness sake,” said Marge when she was able to

associ ate the nanme. She got up and put her book down. Taki ng
Cathryn’s hand, she |l ed her back into the anteroom Before

t he door closed behind them Cat hryn | ooked back at Tad. The
boy had not noved al though his eyes were open.

“Thank you for comng,” said Marge. “l really appreciate
it.”

“How i s he?” asked Cathryn. The strange room the gowning
It wasn’t encouragi ng.

“Very bad,” said Marge. She pulled off her mask. Her face
was drawn and tense; her eyes red and swollen. “He had a
marrow transplant twice fromLisa but it hasn't worked. Not
at all.”

“l spoke to Nancy this norning,” said Cathryn. “1 had no

I dea he was this sick.” Cathryn could sense the enotion
within Marge. It was just beneath the surface |ike a vol cano,
ready to erupt.

“I”d never even heard of aplastic anem a,” said Mrge,

trying to |l augh. But the tears cane instead. Cathryn found
herself crying in synpathy, and the two wonen stood there for
several m nutes weeping on each other’s shoulder. Finally
Mar ge sighed, pulled back slightly, and | ooked at Cathryn’'s
face. “Ch, it is good of you to conme. You don’t know how nuch
| appreciate it. One of the difficult things about serious
i1l ness is that people ignore you.”

“But | had no idea,” repeated Cathryn renorsefully.
“I"’mnot blam ng you,” said Marge. “l just nean people in
general. | suppose they just don’t know what to say or maybe
they are afraid of the unknown, but it happens when you need
peopl e the nost.”

“I"'mterribly sorry,” said Cathryn, at a loss for

sonmet hing to say. She wi shed she’d cal |l ed weeks ago. Marge
was ol der than she, closer to Charles’s age. But they got
al ong well, and Marge had been graci ous and hel pful when
Cathryn had first conme to Shaftesbury. The ot her New



Engl anders had been very col d.

“lI don’t nean to take it out on you,” said Marge, “but |

feel so upset. The doctors told ne this norning that Tad

m ght be termnal. They’'re trying to prepare ne. | don’t want
himto suffer, but I don't want himto die.”

Cathryn was stunned. Term nal ? D e? These were words that
referred to old people, not to a young boy who just a few
weeks ago was in their kitchen bursting with Iife and energy.
Wth difficulty she resisted an urge to run back downstairs.
| nstead she hugged Marge.

“l just can’t help but ask why,” sobbed Marge, struggling
to control herself and allowing Cathryn to hold her. *“They
say the good Lord has H's reasons, but 1'd like to know why.
He was such a good boy. It seens so unfair.”

Mar shal i ng her strength, Cathryn began to tal k. She hadn’t
pl anned what she was going to say. It just cane out. She

tal ked about God and death in a way that surprised her
because she wasn’t religious in the traditional sense. She'd
been brought up a Catholic and had even tal ked briefly of
becom ng a nun when she was ten. But during college she had
rebell ed against the ritual of the Church and had becone an
agnostic of sorts, not bothering to exam ne her beliefs. Yet
she nust have nade sense because Marge responded; whether it
was to the content or just the human conpani onship, Cathryn
didn’t know. But Marge cal med down and even nmanaged a weak
smle.

“lI"ve got to go,” said Cathryn finally. “1’ve got to neet
Mchelle. But I’'lIl be back and I’'Il call tonight, | promse.”
Mar ge nodded and ki ssed Cathryn before going back in with her
son. Cathryn stepped out into the hall. She stood by the door
breathing rapidly. The hospital had lived up to her fears
after all.

“I't doesn’t seemto nme that we have a whole | ot of

choice,” said Ellen as she put her coffee nmug on the counter.
She was sitting on a | aboratory stool, |ooking down at
Charl es who was slunped in his chair before his desk. “It’'s a



shanme to have to sl ow down on our work at this point, but
what can we do? Maybe we shoul d have kept Morrison inforned
of our progress.”

“No,” said Charles. H's elbows were on the desk, his face
in his hands, his coffee untouched. “If we  d done that he
woul d have stopped us a dozen tines to wite sone goddammed
paper. We'd be years behind.”

“That’s the only way this could have been avoi ded,” said
El | en. She reached out and put her hand on Charles’'s arm

Per haps nore than anyone, she realized how difficult this was
for him He detested any interference wth his work,
particularly an adm nistrative interference. “But you're
right. If they had known what we were doi ng, they would have
been in here every day.” She kept her hand on his arm “It
will be all right. W Il just slow down a little.”

Charles | ooked up into Ellen’s eyes, which were so dark

that the pupils nerged with the irises. He was acutely aware
of her hand. Since their affair she’ d scrupul ously avoi ded
touching him Now in the sane norning she’d accused hi m of
insensitivity and held his arm such confusing signals. “This
Canceran nonsense is going to take sone tine,” he said. “Six
nonths to a year, and that’s only if everything goes very
snoot hly.”

“Why not do Canceran and our own work?” said Ellen. “W
can extend our hours, work nights. I'll be willing to do it
for you.”

Charl es stood up. Wrk nights? He | ooked at this wonman

whom he vaguely renenbered sleeping with; it seemed so | ong
ago. Her skin had been that sane olive color as Elizabeth’s
and Mchelle s. Al though he had been physically attracted to
Ellen, it had never seened right with her; they were
partners, coworkers, colleagues, not lovers. It had been an

awkward affair; their |ovemaking clumsy, |ike adol escents.
Cathryn wasn’t as beautiful as Ellen but fromthe begi nning
it was nore confortable, nore fulfilling.

“I”ve got a better idea,” said Charles. “Wiy don’t | go
over Morrison’s head to the director and just |lay the cards
on the table, explain that it's infinitely nore inportant for



us to stay with our own work.”

“I can’t imagine it will help,” cautioned Ellen. “Mrrison
told you the decision canme fromthe board of directors. Dr.
| banez is not going to reverse that. | think you re just

asking for trouble.”

“And | think it’s worth the risk. Help ne get the |lab
books together. |I’'ll show hi mwhat we’ ve been doing.”

Ellen slid off her stool and wal ked toward the door to the
hal | .

“El len?” called Charles, surprised by her actions.

She didn’t stop. “Just do what you want, Charles. You
al ways do anyway.” The door cl osed behi nd her.

Charles’s first inpulse was to go after her. But the

I npul se cool ed quickly. He'd expected her support. Besides,
he had nore inportant things to do than worry about Ellen’s
noods and behavior. Angrily, he put her out of his mnd and
concentrated on getting the main protocol book from his desk
and the nost recent data books fromthe workbench. Rehearsing
what he woul d say, Charles headed back up the fire stairs.

The row of administrative secretaries warily nonitored his
progress down the hall. The entire group knew that he had
been ordered to take over the Canceran study and that he
wasn’'t happy with the idea.

Charles ignored the stares although he felt Iike a wolf in

a chicken coop as he approached Dr. Carlos |banez’s
secretary, Mss Veronica Evans. Befitting her status, her
area was separated fromthe rest of the roomwth panel ed

di viders. She’d been at the Weinburger even | onger than

| banez. She was a wel | -groonmed woman of hefty proportions and
I ndeterm nate | ate m ddl e age.

“1"d like to see the director,” said Charles in a
no- nonsense Vvoi ce.

“Do you have an appoi ntnent?” No one intimdated M ss
Evans.



“Just tell him!l’mhere,” said Charl es.

“I"'mafraid . began M ss Evans.
“I'f you don’t tell himl ' mhere, 1"mgoing to barge right
in.” Charles’ s voice was stiffly controll ed.

Mar shal i ng one of her fanous, disdainful expressions, Mss
Evans reluctantly got up and di sappeared within the inner
of fi ce. Wien she reappeared, she nerely held the door ajar
and notioned Charles inside.

| banez’ s office was a |large, corner roomthat faced south
and east. Besides the Boston University canpus, part of the
Bost on skyline could be seen across the partially frozen
Charles River. |banez was seated at a nonstrous, antique
Spani sh desk. The view was at his back. Seated in front of
t he desk was Dr. Thomas Bri ghton.

Laughi ng at some conversational point nade before Charles
arrived, Dr. Carlos |banez gestured with the long, thin cigar
he was snoking for Charles to take a chair. A halo of gray
snoke hung above the director’s head |like a rain cloud over a
tropic island. He was a small man in his early sixties, given
to sudden rapid novenents, particularly of his hands. His
perpetual ly tanned face was franed by silver hair and a
silver goatee. His voice was surprisingly robust.

Charl es sat, disturbed by Dr. Brighton’'s presence. On one
hand, he was furious with the man, both on professional and
personal grounds. On the other, he felt sorry for the doctor,
having to face up to a scandal and the sudden dissol ution of
his life.

Dr. Brighton gave Charles a rapid but unm stakably

di sdai nful gl ance before turning back to Dr. |banez. That

si ngl e | ook was enough to underm ne Charl es’ s enpat hy.
Charles studied Brighton’s profile. As far as Charl es was
concerned, he was young: thirty-one years old. And he
appear ed younger than that: blond and handsone in an effete
| vy League sort of way.

“Ah, Charles,” said |Ibanez wth sonme enbarrassnent. “l was



j ust sayi ng good-bye to Thomas. It’s a shanme that in his zeal
to finish the Canceran project he acted foolishly.”
“Foolishly,” Charles burst out. “Crimnally would be nore
accurate.” Thomas fl ushed.

“Now, Charles, his notives were of the best. W know he

did not nmean to enbarrass the institute. The real crimmnal is
t he person who | eaked this information to the press, and we
have every intention of finding himand punishing him
severely.”

“And Dr. Brighton?” asked Charles as if the man were not
in the room “Are you condoning what he did?”

“OF course not,” said |banez. “But the disgrace he has
suffered at the hands of the press seens punishnent enough.

It will be hard for himto get a job worthy of his talents
for the next few years. The Wi nburger certainly can’'t
finance his career any longer. In fact, | was just telling

hi m about an internal medical group in Florida in which |I'm
gquite sure we can get hima position.”

There was an unconfortabl e pause.

“Well,” said Dr. |banez, getting to his feet and com ng
around his desk. Brighton stood up as Dr. |banez approached
him Dr. lbanez put his armon Brighton’s shoul der and wal ked
himto the door, ignoring Charles.

“1”d appreciate any help you can give ne,” said Brighton.

“l hope you understand the reasons behi nd naki ng you | eave
the institute so quickly,” said | banez.

“OF course,” returned Brighton. “Once the press gets onto
sonmething like this, they want to suck it dry. Don’t worry
about nme, I"'mglad to get out of the spotlight for a while.”

Cl osing the door behind Brighton, |banez canme back to his
desk and sat down. His nood had abruptly switched to tired
irritation. “Actually there are two people 1'd like to
strangle. The person from here who | eaked the story and the
reporter that wote it. The press has a habit of bl ow ng



things out of proportion and this is a good exanple. Front
page New York Tinmes! Absurd!”

“I't seens to ne,” said Charles, “that you' re blam ng the
wrong people. After all, this is a ‘noral issue,” not just an
I nconveni ence.”

Dr. I banez eyed Charles across the expanse of his desk.

“Dr. Brighton should not have done what he did, but the noral
I ssue does not bother nme as nuch as the potential damage to
the institute and to the drug, Canceran. That woul d change
this froma mnor affair to a major catastrophe.”

“l just don’t think that professional integrity is a m nor
affair,” said Charl es.

“l hope you're not lecturing ne, Dr. Martel. Let ne tel

you sonmething. Dr. Brighton was not notivated by any evil
Intent. He believed in Canceran and wanted to speed up its
availability to the public. H's fraud was the result of

yout hful i npatience, which we’ve all been guilty of in one
degree or another. Unfortunately in this case his enthusiasm
got out of hand with the result being we’ve | ost a very

tal ented man, a phenonenal noney raiser.”

Charles noved to the edge of his seat. For himthe issue
was crystal clear and he was astounded that he and | banez
could view the event from such fundanentally different
perspectives. On the verge of unleashing a diatribe on the
di fference between right and wong, Charles was interrupted
by M ss Evans.

“Dr. lbanez,” called Mss Evans fromthe doorway. “You
told me to tell you the nonment M. Bellman arrived. He's
here.”

“Send himin!” shouted | banez, leaping to his feet like a
boxer at the sound of the bell.

Jules Bellman, the institute’s public relations man, cane

t hrough the door |ike a puppy with his tail between his |egs.
“I didn’t know about the Tines until this norning,” he
squeaked. “1 don’t know how it happened, but it didn't cone
fromanyone in ny office. Unfortunately a great nunber of



peopl e knew.”

“My assistant said it was the gossip of the institute,”
said Charles, conmng to Bellman’s rescue. “I think | was the
only one who didn’t know anything about it.”

| banez gl owered for another nonent. “Well, | want the |eak
found.” He didn’t ask the P.R nman to sit down.

“Absol utely,” said Bellman, his voice stronger. “I already
think I know who was responsible.”

“Oh?” said | banez, his eyebrows raising.

“The ani mal keeper who reported to you about Brighton
originally. | heard that he was pissed that he didn't get a
bonus.”

“Christ! Everybody wants a nedal for doing their job,”

said | banez. “Keep at it until you're sure. Now we have to
tal k about the press. Here’'s how | want you to handle it.
Schedul e a conference. Acknow edge that errors were found in
t he Canceran experinental protocol due to a severe tine
constraint, but don't admt to any fraud. Just say that

m st akes were uncovered by the usual supervisory process that
the admnistration routinely follows, and that Dr. Brighton
has been granted an unspecified | eave of absence. Say that he
has been under great pressure to speed the delivery of the
drug to the public. Above all, enphasize that Canceran is the
nost prom sing anticancer drug to cone along in a long tine.
Then enphasi ze that the error here was Brighton's and that
the Weinburger Institute still has full confidence in
Canceran. And the way you' re going to do this is by
announcing that we are putting our nost renowned scientist on
the project, Dr. Charles Martel.”

“Dr. Ibanez,” began Charles, “I . . .7

“Just a minute, Charles,” interrupted |banez. “Let nme get

rid of Jules here. Now you think you ve got all that, Jul es?”
“Dr. |banez,”
sonet hi ng.”

Charles broke in. “I really want to say



“I'n a mnute, Charles. Listen, Jules, | want you to nake
Charl es here sound |i ke Louis Pasteur reincarnated,
under st and?”

“You got it,” said Bellman excitedly. “Now, Dr. Martel.
Can you tell nme your |atest publications.”

“Goddamm t,” shouted Charles, slamm ng his | ab books down
on I banez’s desk. “This is a ridiculous conversation. You
know | haven’t published anything recently, nostly because |
didn’t want to take the tinme. But papers or no papers, |’ ve
been maki ng extraordinary progress. And it’s all here in

t hese books. Let ne show you sonething.”

Charl es reached over to open one of the |ab books but Dr.

| banez restrained his arm “Charles, cal mdown. You' re not on
trial here, for God's sake. Actually it’s probably better you
haven’t published. Right now interest as well as funding for

I mmunol ogi cal cancer research has sl ackened. It probably

woul dn’t be good for Jules to have to admt you' ve been
wor ki ng exclusively in this area because the press m ght
suggest you were unqualified to take over Canceran.”

“@ve ne strength,” groaned Charles to hinself through

cl enched teeth. He stared at |banez, breathing heavily. “Let
me tell you sonething! The whole nedical comunity is
approachi ng cancer fromthe wong perspective. Al this work
on chenot herapeutic agents |i ke Canceran is only for

pal | i ative purposes. A real cure can only cone from better
under st andi ng of the chem cal conmunication anong cells of
whi ch the inmune systemis a direct descendant. |munol ogy is
the answer!” Charles’s voice had built to a crescendo, and
the | ast sentence held the fervor of a religious fanatic.

Bel | man | ooked down and shuffled his feet. |banez took a
|l ong drag on his cigar, blowng the snoke in a long, thin
stream

“Well,” said Dr. |banez, breaking the enbarrassing

silence. “That’s an interesting point, Charles, but |I'm
afrai d not everybody would agree with you. The fact of the
matter is that while there is plenty of funding for

chenot herapy research, there is very little for imunol ogi cal
studi es . ”



“That’ s because chenot herapy agents |i ke Canceran can be

pat ent ed wher eas i nmunol ogi cal processes, for the nost part,
cannot be,” said Charles, inpulsively interrupting Dr.

| banez.

“It seens to ne,” said |banez, “that the old phrase,
‘don’t bite the hand that feeds you,’ applies here. The
cancer conmunity has supported you, Dr. Martel.”

“And |’ mthankful,” said Charles. “I’"mnot a rebel or a
revolutionary. Far fromit. Al | want is to be left alone to
do my work. In fact, that’s why |I canme up here in the first
place: to tell you that | don't feel capable of taking on the
Canceran project.”

“Nonsense!” said | banez. “You're nore than capabl e.
Qovi ously the board of directors thinks so.”

“I"mnot tal king about ny intellectual capabilities,”
snapped Charles. “lI’mtal king about my lack of interest. |
don’t believe in Canceran and the approach to cancer it
represents.”

“Dr. Martel,” said Dr. Ibanez slowy, his eyes boring into
Charles’s face. “Are you aware that we are in the mdst of a
crisis? Are you going to sit there and tell nme you cannot
hel p because of a |ack of interest? What do you think |I'm
runni ng here, a federally endowed college? If we |ose the
grant for Canceran the whole institute is in financial

j eopardy. You' re the only person who is not already working
under a National Cancer Institute grant and whose stature in
the research community is such that this whol e unfortunate
brouhaha wi |l be defused when you take over.”

“But I"mat a critical point in ny ow research,” pleaded
Charles. “lI know | haven’'t published and I know that |’'ve
been sonewhat secretive. Maybe that was wong. But |’ve been
getting results and | think | have made an astoundi ng

breakt hrough. It’s right here.” Charles tapped the cover of
one of his lab books. “Listen, |I can take a cancer cell, any
cancer cell, and isolate the chenmical difference between that
cell and a normal cell fromthe sane individual.”



“I'n what ani mal s?” asked Dr. | banez.

“Mce, rats, and nonkeys,” said Charl es.

“What about hunans?” asked Dr. |banez.

“I haven't tried it yet, but I"'msure it wll work. It’s
worked flawl essly in all the species |'ve tried.”

“I's this chemcal difference antigenic in the host
ani mal ?”

“It should be. In all cases the protein seens to be
sufficiently different to be antigenic but unfortunately I
have not yet been able to sensitize a cancerous aninal. There
seens to be sone kind of blocking nmechanismor what | call a
bl ocki ng factor. And that’'s where | amin ny work, trying to
i solate this blocking factor. Once | do, | intend to use the
hybri doma techni que to nmake an anti body to the bl ocking
factor. If | can elimnate the bl ocking factor, |’ m hoping
the animal will then respond i nmunologically to its tunor.”

“Whew! " whi stled Bell man, not sure what to wite in his
pad.

“The nost exciting thing,” said Charles with enthusiasm

“is that it all nakes scientific sense. Cancer today is a
vestigi al aspect of an ancient system whereby organi sns coul d
accept new cel |l ul ar conponents.”

“l give up,” said Bellman. He closed his pad with a snap.

“What you are also saying, Dr. Martel,” said Dr. |banez,
“is that you have a long way to go in this work of yours.”

“Absol utely,” said Charles. “But the pace has been
gui ckeni ng.”

“But there’s no reason, except your preference, that you
couldn’t put this work aside for a period of tine.”

“Only that it appears so promsing. If it turns out to be
as fruitful as | expect, then it would be tragic, if not
crimnal, not to have it avail able as soon as possible.”



“But it is only in your opinion that it appears so

promsing. | nust admt it sounds interesting and | can
assure you the Weinburger will support you as it has in the
past. But first you are going to have to help the Wi nburger.
Your own interests nust be postponed; you nust take over the
Canceran project imediately. If you refuse, Dr. Martel, you
wi |l have to take your research el sewhere. | want no nore

di scussion. The issue is closed.”

For a nonent Charles sat there with a blank face

reflecting his inner uncertainty. The enthusiasmhe’d built
up in presenting his work had el evated his expectations so
that | banez’s dism ssal had a paral yzing effect, especially
conmbined with the threat of being turned out of his |ab. The
suggestion of being fired was far nore terrifying comng from
| banez than from Morrison. Work and Charl es’s sense of self
had been so closely connected that he could not inmagine them
severed. He gathered up his | ab books with an effort.

“You’' re not the nost popular nan on the staff,” added
| banez gently, “but you can change that now by pitching in. |
want you to tell me, Dr. Martel: Are you with us?”’

Charl es nodded his head w thout |ooking up, suffering the
final indignity of unconditional surrender. He turned and
| eft without uttering another word.

After the door closed, Bellman | ooked back at | banez.
“What a strange reaction. | hope he’s not going to be
trouble. That evangelistic attitude scares ne to death.”

“I feel the sane way,” said | banez pensively.

“Unfortunately he’s becone a scientific fanatic, and |i ke al
fanatics, he can be difficult. It’s too bad because he’'s such
a first-rate researcher, maybe our best. But people |like that
can put us right out of business, especially in this era of
reduced funding. | wonder where Charles thinks the noney to
run this place comes from |If the people down at the National
Cancer Institute heard that nonol ogue of his about

chenot herapy, they'd throwa fit.”

“I"’'mgoing to have to keep the press away fromhim” said
Bel | man.



Dr. | banez | aughed. “At least that part will be easy.
Charl es has never cared for publicity.”

“You sure he's the best man to take over Canceran?” said
Bel | man.

“He’s the only man. No one else is avail able who has his
prof essional reputation. Al he has to do is finish the
study.”

“But if he screws up sonehow . worried Bel |l man.

“Don’t even suggest it,” said Ibanez. “If he m shandl es
Canceran at this point, we’d have to do sonething drastic.
O herwise we'll all be Iooking for a job.”

Di sgusted with hinself, Charles dragged his way back down

to his lab. For the first tinme in alnost ten years, Charles
nostalgically recalled private practice. It wasn't the
one-on-one of clinical nedicine that he | onged for, but

rat her the autonony. Charles was accustoned to being in
control and until that nonent he had not realized howlittle
control he had at the Wi nburger.

For the second tine in the day, Charles slanmed the door

to his lab, rattling the glassware on the shel ves and
terrifying the rats and mce in the animal room Also for the
second tine he startled Ellen, who deftly caught a pipette
she’ d knocked off the counter when she spun around. She was
about to conplain but when she saw Charles’s face, she

remai ned silent.

In a fit of msdirected rage, Charles slung the heavy |ab
books at the counter. One hit the floor while the others
crashed into a distillation apparatus sendi ng shards of gl ass
all over the room Ellen s hand flew up to protect her face
as she stepped back. Still not satisfied, Charles picked up
an Erlennmeyer flask and hurled it into the sink. Ellen had
never seen Charles like this in all the six years they'd

wor ked toget her.



“I'f you tell me | told you so, I'll scream” said Charles,
flinging hinself onto his netal sw vel chair.

“Dr. lIbanez wouldn't |isten?” asked Ellen, guardedly.

“He listened. He just wouldn’'t buy, and | caved in like a
paper tiger. It was awful .”

“lI don’t think you had any choice,” said Ellen. “So don’t
be so hard on yourself. Anyway, what’s the schedul e?”

“The schedule is that we finish the Canceran efficacy
study.”

“Do we start right away?” asked El Il en.

“Right away,” returned Charles with a tired voice. “In
fact, why don’'t you go get the Canceran | ab books. | don’'t
want to talk to anyone for a while.”

“All right,” said Ellen softly. She was relieved to have
an errand to take her out of the lab for a few m nutes. She
sensed that Charles needed a little tinme by hinself.

After Ellen left, Charles didn’'t nove and he tried not to
think. But his solitude did not |ast |ong. The door was
t hrown open and Morrison stornmed into the | ab.

Charl es swung around and | ooked up at Morrison, whose
veins were standing out on the sides of his forehead |ike
strands of spaghetti. The man was furi ous.

“I”ve had just about all | can tolerate,” he shouted
t hrough bl anched lips. “I’mtired of your |ack of respect.
What nmakes you think you' re so inportant that you don’t have
to follow normal protocol? |I shouldn’'t have to rem nd you
that | am your departnent head. You' re supposed to go through
me when you have questions about adm nistration, not to the
director.”

“Morrison, do ne a favor,”
of nmy lab.”

said Charles, “get the hell out

Morrison’s small eyes becane suffused with a pale crinson.



M nut e beads of perspiration sprung up on his forehead as he
spoke: “All | can say is that if it weren't for our current
energency, Charles, |I'd see that you were thrown out of the
Wi nburger today. Lucky for you we can’'t afford anot her
scandal . But you'd better shine on this Canceran project if
you have any intentions of staying on staff here.”

Wthout waiting for a response, Morrison stal ked out of

the lab. Charles was left with the | ow hum of the
refrigerator conpressors and the ticks of the automatic

radi oactivity counter. These were fam liar sounds and they
had a soothing effect on Charles. Maybe, he thought, the
Canceran affair wouldn’'t be too bad; naybe he could do the
study quickly, provided the experinental protocol was decent;
maybe Ell en was right and they could do both projects by
wor ki ng sone ni ghts.

Suddenly the phone began to ring. He debated answeri ng,
hearing it ring three times, then four. On the fifth ring he
pi cked it up.

“Hello,” said the caller. “This is Ms. Crane fromthe
bursar’s office at Northeastern University.”

“Yes,” said Charles. It took hima nonent to associ ate the
school with Chuck.

“Sorry to bother you,” said Ms. Crane. “But your son gave
us the nunmber. It seens that the $1650 senester tuition is
way overdue.”

Charles toyed with a small tin of paper clips, wondering
what to say. Not being able to pay bills was a new

experi ence.

“M. Martel, are you there?”

“Dr. Martel,” said Charles, although as soon as he nade
the correction he felt foolish.

“Excuse nme, Dr. Martel,” said Ms. Crane, genuinely
conmpunctious. “Can we expect the noney in the near future?”

“OF course,” said Charles. “I"Il have a check on its way.



|"msorry for the oversight.”

Charl es hung up. He knew that he’d have to get a | oan

i mredi ately. He hoped to hell that Chuck was doing reasonably
wel | and that he wouldn’t major in psychology. He picked up

t he phone again, but didn't dial. He decided it woul d save
time if he went directly to the bank; besides, he felt like
he could use sone fresh air and a little tinme away fromthe
Morri sons and | banezes of the world.

FOUR

Fl i ppi ng the pages of an old issue of Tine nmagazine,

Cathryn westled with a resurgence of anxiety. At first Dr.
Wley s waiting roomhad been a sanctuary fromthe horrors of
the rest of the hospital, but as tine passed uncertainty and
f orebodi ng began to reassert thensel ves. d ancing at her

wat ch she saw that M chell e had been back in the exam ning
area for over an hour. Sonething nust be w ong!

She began to fidget, crossing and uncrossi ng her |egs,
checki ng her watch repeatedly. To her disconfort there was no
conversation in the room and al nost no novenent except for

t he hands of a wonman who was knitting and the erratic
gestures of two toddlers playing with blocks. Al at once
Cathryn realized what was bothering her. Everything was too
flat, wthout enotion. It was |like a two-dinensional picture
of a three-dinensional scene.

She stood up, unable to sit still for another nonent.
“Excuse ne,” she said wal king over to the nurse. “My little
girl, Mchelle Martel. Do you have any idea how nmuch | onger
she’ || be?”

“The doctor hasn't told us,” said the nurse politely. She
sat with her back painfully straight so that her substanti al
butt ocks protruded out the back of her chair.

“She’s been in there for a long tine,” said Cathryn,
searching for some reassurance.

“Dr. Wley is very conplete. |I'’msure she’ll be out
shortly.”

“Does he frequently take over an hour?” asked Cathryn. She



felt superstitiously anbival ent about asking any questions at
all, as if the asking would influence the ultimte outcone.

“Certainly,” said the nurse receptionist. “He takes
what ever tinme he needs. He never rushes. He's that kind of a
doctor.”

But why does he need all that tinme, wondered Cathryn as

she returned to her seat. The image of Tad with his plastic
cell kept returning to Cathryn’s troubled mnd. It was a
horrifying shock to realize that children do get serious

Il nesses. She had believed that it was a rare occurrence

t hat happened to soneone else’'s child, a child one didn't
know. But Tad was a nei ghbor, her daughter’s friend. Cathryn
shudder ed.

Pi cki ng up yet another nmagazi ne, Cathryn glanced at the
advertisenents; there were smling, happy people, shining

fl oors, buying new cars. She tried to decide what to fix for
di nner but never conpleted the thought. Wiy was M chelle
taking so long? Two nore nothers arrived with pink swathed
parcel s that were obviously babies. Then cane anot her nother
and child: a small boy about two with a huge viol aceous rash
that covered half his face.

The waiting roomwas now packed and Cat hryn began to have
trouble breathing. Getting up to make room for the second

not her carrying her infant, Cathryn tried to avoid seeing the
two-year-old with the horribly disfiguring rash. Her fears
nmounted. It had been over an hour and twenty m nutes since
she’d left Mchelle. She realized she was trenbling.

Once agai n she approached the nurse and sel f-consciously
stood before her desk until the wonman acknow edged her
presence.

“Can | help you?” she said in a painfully courteous

manner. Cathryn wanted to reach over and shake this woman
whose starched whiteness inflaned Cathryn’s precarious
enotions. She didn't need politeness, she needed warnth and
under st andi ng, an ounce of sensitivity.

“Do you think it could be possible,” asked Cathryn, “to
find out what’'s taking so | ong?”



Bef ore the receptionist could respond, the door to her

| eft opened and Dr. Wley |eaned into the room He searched
the waiting area until his eyes found Cathryn. “Ms. Martel,
can | speak to you for a nonent?” H's voice was nonconmitta
and he turned back inside, |eaving the door ajar.

Cathryn hurried after him nervously touching the flowered
conbs in her hair to be sure they were in place, and cl osed
t he door behind her carefully. Wley had retreated to his
desk but had not sat down in the chair. Instead he was

hal f-sitting on the front edge, his arns folded across his
chest.

Exquisitely sensitive to every nuance, Cathryn scrutinized
Dr. Wley's broad face. Hi s forehead was deeply |ined,

sonmet hing Cathryn hadn’t noticed on her first encounter. The
man didn’t smle.

“We need your permssion for a test,” said Dr. Wl ey.

“I's everything all right?” asked Cathryn. She tried to
sound normal but her voice was too high.

“BEverything is under control,” said Dr. Wley. Unfolding

his arnms, he reached out for a paper on his desk. “But we
need to do a specific diagnhostic test. |I'’mgoing to need your
signature on this form” He handed the paper to Cathryn. She
took it, her hand quivering.

“Where is Mchelle?” Cathryn’s eyes scanned the form It
was witten in standard nedi cal ese.

“She’s in one of the exam ning roons. You can see her if
you' d like although I'd rather go ahead with this test before
you do. It’s called a bone marrow aspiration.”

“Bone marrow?” Cathryn’s head shot up. The words evoked
t he awesone i mage of Tad Schonhauser in his plastic tent.

“I't’s nothing to be alarned about,” said Dr. WI ey,
noticing Cathryn’s shocked response. “It’s a sinple test,
very simlar to taking a sanple of blood.”



“Does M chell e have apl astic anem a?” blurted Cathryn.
“Absolutely not.” Dr. WIley was perplexed at her response.
“W want to do the test in order to try to make a di agnosi s,
but | can assure you Mchell e does not have aplastic anem a.
If you don’t m nd ny asking, what made you ask that?”

“Just a few mnutes ago | visited our neighbor’s child who
has apl astic anem a. \Wen you said bone marrow, it . . .7
Cathryn struggled to conpl ete her own sentence.

“l understand,” said Dr. Wley. “Don’t worry. | can assure
you that aplastic anemia is not a possibility here. But we
still want to do the test . . . just to be conplete.”

“Do you think I should call Charles?” asked Cathryn. She

was relieved that Mchelle couldn’t have aplastic anem a and
grateful to Dr. Wley for elimnating it as a possibility.

Al t hough Charl es had said aplastic anemia wasn't infectious,
its proximty was frightening.

“I'f youd like to call Charles, by all nmeans. But let ne
explain a little. Bone marrow aspiration is done with a
needle simlar to the one we use for draw ng bl ood. W use a
little | ocal anesthesia so it’'s practically painless, and it
only takes a few nonents. And once we have the results we' ||
be done. It’s truly a sinple procedure, and we do it often.”

Cathryn nmanaged a smle and said they could go ahead with
the test. She liked Dr. Wley, and she felt a visceral
confidence in the man, especially since Charles had

undoubt edly picked himfroma group of pediatricians he knew
wel |, back when Chuck had been born. She signed the forns
where Dr. Wley pointed, then allowed herself to be escorted
out of the office and back into the crowded waiting room

Mchelle lay very still on the exam ning table. Even with

her head propped up on the pillow her view was nostly ceiling
with frosted gl ass over fluorescent |ighting. But she could
see a little wall paper, enough to nmake out inmages of | aughing
cl owmns, rocking horses, and children with ball oons. There was
a sink in the room and although she couldn’'t see it from



where she was, she could hear the water dripping.

For Mchelle the hospital had |ived up to her fears. She'd
been stuck with needles three tinmes. Once in each arm and
once in a finger. Each tinme she’d asked if it was the |ast
but no one woul d say, so she was afraid it m ght happen
again, especially if she noved too nuch, so she stayed very
still.

She felt enbarrassed to be dressed so scantily. She had on

a nightie of sorts, but it was open in the back, and she
could feel her skin on the paper which covered the table. By
| ooki ng down, she could see the nmounds nade by her toes
beneath the white sheet that covered her. Even her hands were
under the cover, clasped together over her stonach. She’'d
been shivering a little but didn't tell anyone. Al she
want ed was her clothes and to go hone. Yet she knew the fever
was back and she was afraid soneone m ght notice and then
want to stick her again. They had told her that the reason

t hey needed her blood was to find out why she kept getting

t he fever.

There was a scrapi ng sound, and the door to the exam ning
room opened. It was the fat nurse, and she was backing into
the roomso that her formfilled the doorway. She was pulling
sonet hing, and Mchelle heard the telltale sound of netal
jangling against nmetal. Once clear of the door, the nurse
swung around, pushing a small table on wheels. The table was
covered with a blue towel. As far as Mchell e was concerned,
it didn’'t | ook good.

“What ' s that ?” she asked anxi ously.

“Some things for the doctor, sweetheart,” said Mss
Hanrmersmth, as if she were tal king about treats. Her nane
tag was pinned high on her shoulder like a battle ribbon,
above the band of her bosom which went around her chest I|ike
an i nnertube. There seenmed to be as nmuch flesh in the back as
the front.

“I's it going to hurt?” asked M chelle.

“Sweet heart, why do you ask that kind of question? W' re
trying to help you.” Mss Hamrersm th sounded of f ended.



“Everything the doctor does hurts,” said Mchelle.
“Now that’s hardly true,” scoffed Mss Hammersm th.

“Ah, ny favorite patient,” said Dr. WIley, opening the

door with his shoulder. Comng into the room he kept his
hands away from his body because they were wet and dri pping
onto the floor. Mss Hammersmith broke open a paper package,
and Dr. Wley carefully pulled out a sterile towel with his
thunmb and forefinger. Most alarmng to Mchelle, he was
wearing a surgical nmask.

“What are you going to do?” she asked, her eyes opened to

their physical limts. She forgot her resolve about staying
still and pushed herself up on one el bow.

“Well, I"’mafraid |I"ve got good and bad news,” said Dr.
Wley. “I"mafraid you have to have one nore little needle
stick but the good news is that it will be the last for a

whil e. What do you say?”

Dr. Wley tossed the towel onto the counter by the sink
and plucked out a pair of rubber gloves froma package M ss
Hanmersm th held open for him

Wth growi ng dismay, M chelle watched himpull the gl oves
onto each hand, snapping the wist portion into place and
tuggi ng on each finger in turn.

“l don’t want any nore needles,” said Mchelle, her eyes
filling wwth tears. “l just want to go hone.” She tried not
to cry but the harder she tried, the | ess successful she was.

“Now, now,” soothed Mss Hammersmith as she began stroking
Mchelle s hair.

Mchelle parried Mss Hammersmth’'s hand and tried to sit
up, but she was restrained by a cinch about her waist.
“Pl ease,” she nanaged.

“Mchelle!” called Dr. Wley sharply, then his voice
softened. “1 know you don't feel well, and | know this is
hard for you, but we have to do it. It will be over in a



nmonment if you help us.”
“No!” said Mchelle defiantly. “I want ny father.”

Dr. Wley gestured to Mss Hammersmth: “Maybe Ms. Levy
could conme in here for a nonent and give us a hand.”

Mss Hanmmersmth | unbered out of the room

“Ckay, Mchelle, just lie back and relax for a nonent,”

said Dr. Wley. “I’"msure your dad will be real proud of you
when | tell himhow courageous you were. This is only going
to take a nonent. | promse.”

M chelle |ay back and cl osed her eyes, feeling the tears
run down the side of her face. Intuitively she knew t hat
Charl es woul d be disappointed if he heard that she’d acted
li ke a baby. After all, it was going to be the last stick.
But both her arns had been punctured and she wondered where
they would do it.

The door opened again and M chelle propped herself up to
see who it was. Mss Hammersmth cane in foll owed by two
ot her nurses, one of whomcarried sone | eather straps.

“W won't need restraints, | don’t think,” said Dr. WIey.
“Ckay, Mchelle, now just lie back quietly for a nonent.”

“Conme on, sweetheart,” cajoled Mss Hamersm th, com ng up

al ongside M chelle. One of the other nurses went around to

t he opposite side while the nurse who had been carrying

| eat her straps went down to the foot of the table. “Dr. WIley
is the best doctor in the world and you shoul d be so thankf ul
he’s taking care of you,” said Mss Hammersmth as she pul |l ed
M chell e’ s sheet down over the child s | egs. Keeping her arns
stiffly against her side, Mchelle half-heartedly tried to
resi st when M ss Hanmersmth pulled up the nightie to expose
the child s body from her nipples to her bony knees.

She wat ched whil e the nurse whi sked the towel fromthe

table with the wheels. Dr. Wley busied hinself with the

i nstrunments on it, his back to her. She could hear the tinkle
of glass and the sound of fluid. When the doctor turned, he
had a wet piece of cotton in each hand. “lI’mjust going to



clean your skin a little,” he explained as he began scrubbing
M chel | e s hi pbone.

The water felt alarmngly cold to Mchelle as it ran down
her hip and pool ed beneath her buttocks. This was a new
experience, not like the previous needles. She strained to
see what was happeni ng, but the doctor gently urged her to
| i e back.

“I't will be over in just a nonent,” said Mss Hamrersmth.

M chell e | ooked at the faces of the nurses. They were all
smling but they were fake smles. Mchelle began to feel
panic. “Were are you going to stick ne?” she shouted, trying
again to sit up

As soon as she noved, she felt strong arns grip her and
force her back. Even her ankles were |ocked in an iron grasp.
She was pressed firmy back onto the table, and the
restriction inflamed her panic. She tried to struggl e but
felt the hold on her linbs tighten. “No!” cried Mchelle.

“Easy now,” said Dr. Wley as he floated a gun-netal

colored drape with a hole in the center over Mchelle’s
pelvis and positioned it on her hipbone. Turning back to the
smal|l table, Dr. WIley busied hinself. Wien he reappeared in
M chelle s view he was hol di ng a huge syringe with three
stainl ess steel finger rings.

“No!” cried Mchelle and with all her mght she tried to
break fromthe grasp of the nurses. Instantly she felt the
crushi ng weight of Mss Hammersm th settle on her chest,
maki ng breathing difficult. Then she felt the sharp pain of a
needl e pi erce her skin over her hipbone followed by a burning
sensat i on.

Charles bit off the corner of his pastram on white,

catching a stray piece of neat with his fingers before it

fell to the desktop. It was a nmammot h sandw ch, the only good
thing put out by the institute cafeteria. Ellen had brought

It back to the lab since Charles did not want to see anyone
and, except for his brief foray to the First National Bank,



he’ d stayed at his desk poring over the Canceran experi nental
protocol. He d been through all the | ab books, and to his
surprise, he found them wel | -organi zed. He began to feel
optimstic that conpleting the study woul d not be as
difficult as he had initially imagi ned; maybe they coul d get
it done in six nonths. He swall owed what he had in his nouth
and chased it down with a slug of | ukewarm coffee.

“The one good thing about this project,” said Charles,
wi ping his nouth with the back of his hand, “is the size of
the grants. For the first tinme we’ ve got noney to burn. [’
bet we can get that new automatic counter we’ ve wanted as
well as a new ultra centrifuge.”

“I think we should get a new chromatography unit,” said

Ell en.

“Why not?” said Charles. “Having been railroaded into this
project, we owe it to ourselves.” He put the sandw ch back
down on the paper plate and picked up his pencil. “Here’'s the
way we' |l handle this thing. W Il start out wwth a dose of

1/ 16 of the LD50.”

“Wait,” said Ellen. “Being in imunol ogy, it’'s been a

while since |I’ve done this kind of thing. Refresh ne. The
LD50 is the dose of a drug that causes 50 percent death in a
| ar ge popul ation of test aninmals. Right?”

“Right,” said Charles. “W have the LD50 for mce, rats,
rabbits, and nonkeys fromthe toxicity studi es done on
Canceran before they started the efficacy studies. Let’s
start out with the mce. W’ll use the RX7 strain bred for
mammary tunors because Brighton ordered themand they' re
here.”

Wth his pencil, Charles began to nmake a fl ow di agram of

the project. Wiile he wote, he spoke, explaining to Ellen
each step, particularly how they would increase the dosage of
the drug and how t hey woul d expand the study to include rats
and rabbits as soon as they got sone prelimnary data from
the m ce. Because the nonkeys were so expensive they woul d
not be used until the very end when the information fromthe
other aninmals could be extrapol ated and applied to a
statistically significant group. Then, assum ng positive



results, a nethod of random zation would be worked out with
each species to ensure suitable controls. These fresh aninmals
woul d then be treated with the opti num dosage | evel of
Canceran determ ned fromthe first part of the study. This
portion of the project would be carried out so that neither
Charl es nor Ellen would know which ani mal s had been treated
until after each had been sacrificed and studi ed and

recor ded.

“Whew,” sighed Ell en as she stretched her arns back. *“I
guess | didn’t know what was involved.”

“Unfortunately there’s nore,” said Charles. “Each aninal,
after they' re autopsied, has to be studied not only
m croscopically, but also with the electron m croscope. And .

“All right already!” said Ellen. “1 get the picture. But
what about our own work? What are we going to do?”

“I"’'mnot sure,” said Charles. He put down his pencil. “I
guess that’s up to both of us.”

“I think it’s nore up to you,” said Ellen. She was sitting
on a high stool with her back agai nst the slate-topped

wor kbench. She was wearing a white | aboratory coat which was
unbutt oned, revealing a beige sweater and a single strand of
smal |, natural pearls. Her soft hands were fol ded together
and lay still in her I|ap.

“Did you nean what you said about working nights?” asked
Charles. In his mind he tried to estinmate the feasibility of
continuing the work on the nysterious bl ocking factor while
they | abored with Canceran. It woul d be possible, although
they’'d have to put in |ong hours and sl ow down consi derably.
But even if they were able to isolate a single protein in a
single ani mal which functioned as a bl ocki ng agent, they’d
have sonething. Even if only one nouse becane i nmuni zed to
its tunmor, it would be spectacular. Charles was well aware
that success with a single case was hardly a reason to
generalize, but he felt that a single cure would provide the
basis for convincing the institute to back his work.

“Look,” said Ellen. “I know how nmuch this work of yours



means to you, and | know you think you re close to sone sort

of a conclusion. | don’'t know whether it’s going to be
positive or negative in the final analysis but that doesn’t
matter. You need to know. And you will. You're the nost

st ubborn person | ever net.”

Charl es exam ned Ellen’s face. Wiat did she nean,

stubborn? He didn’t know whether it was a conplinent or an
insult, and he had no i dea how the conversation had sw t ched
to his personality. But Ellen’ s expression was neutral, her
unf at homabl e eyes unwaveri ng.

Noticing Charles’'s stare, Ellen smled, then said: “Don’t

| ook so surprised. If you're willing to work nights, so am|.
In fact, | can bring in some things to eat on the days we
wor kK eveni ngs so we can have supper right here.”

“I"'mnot sure you realize howtough it will be,” said
Charles. “W'd be practically living here.”

“The lab is bigger than ny apartnent,” said Ellen with a
| augh, “and ny cats take care of thenselves.”

Charles turned his gaze back to his recently concocted

fl ow diagram But he wasn’t thinking about Canceran. He was
westling with the advisability of working evenings with

Ell en. “You understand that | have no i dea whether | can get
Morrison to pay you overti me?” he said.

“I don't . . .” began Ellen, but she didn't finish. The
phone interrupted them

“You answer it,” said Charles. “lI don't want to talk with
anyone.”

Ellen slid off her stool and, |eaning on Charles’s

shoul der, reached across his desk for the receiver. Her hand
rested on Charles as she said hello, but it was quickly
renmoved. Abruptly she dunped the receiver in his |lap and

wal ked away. “It’s your wife.”

Charles funbled for the phone as it slid between his |egs,
retrieving it by pulling on the coiled cord. O all the tines
for Cathryn to be calling, he thought.



“What is it?” he asked inpatiently.

“lI want you to cone over here to Dr. Wley's office,” said
Cathryn in a stiffly controlled voi ce.

“What ' s goi ng on?”
“lI don’t want to discuss it over the phone.”

“Cathryn, this hasn’t been a good norning for ne. Gve ne
an i dea of what’s happening.”

“Charl es, just cone over here!”

“Cathryn, the roof has fallen in on top of ne this
norning. | can’'t | eave now.”

“I"l'l be waiting for you,” said Cathryn. Then she hung up.

“Fuck!” shouted Charles as he slamred down the receiver.

He swung around in his chair and saw that Ellen had retreated
behi nd her desk. “On top of everything, Cathryn wants ne over
at the pediatrician’s office but won't tell nme what it’'s
about. God! What el se can happen today?”

“That’s what you get for marrying a typist.”

“What ?” asked Charles. He’'d heard but the coment seened
out of context.

“Cat hryn doesn’t understand what we are doing. | don’t
t hi nk she can conprehend the pressures you feel.”

Charl es peered quizzically at Ellen, then shrugged.

“You're probably right. Obviously she thinks | can just drop
everything and run over there. Maybe |I should call WIley and
find out what’'s going on.” Charles snapped the phone off the
hook and started dialing, but mdway he stopped. Slowly he
repl aced the receiver. The thought of Mchelle planted a seed
of concern under his irritation. Vividly he renmenbered the
nmorni ng’ s nosebleed. “I’'d better run over there. It won't
take very long.”



“But what about our schedul e?” asked El Il en.

“W'll talk nore when | get back. Meanwhile why don’'t you
prepare the dilution of Canceran for the mce. W’ II inject
the first batch as soon as | return.” Charles went over to
the netal |ocker near the door and pulled out his coat. “Have
the mce brought up here to our own aninmal room It wll nake
It alot easier.”

El | en watched the door close behind Charles. No matter

what she resol ved outside of the | ab, whenever she was face
to face wwth him it seened that her feelings were hurt.

Ell en knew it was absurd but she couldn’t protect herself.
And now she felt such a m xture of disappointnment and anger
that she could have cried. She had all owed the idea of
wor ki ng together at night to excite her. But it was stupid,
adol escent. She knew deep down that it would not lead to
anything and ultimately cause her nore heartache.

Thankful for sonething specific to do, Ellen forced

herself over to the counter where the sterile bottles of
Canceran had been left. It was a white powder, |ike
confectioner’s sugar waiting for the introduction of sterile
water. It wasn't as stable in solution as it was in solid
formso it had to be reconstituted before it was used. She
got out the sterile water, then used the desktop conputer to
wor k out the optinmumdilution.

As she was getting out the syringes, Dr. Mrrison cane
into the |ab.

“Dr. Martel isn’t here,” said ElIen.

“I know,” said Morrison. “lI saw him |l eave the buil ding.
wasn’'t |ooking for him | wanted to talk to you for a
nmoment . ”

Putting the syringe down, Ellen thrust her hands into her

j acket pockets and cane around the end of the counter to face
the man. It was not usual for the head of the departnent of
physi ol ogy to seek her out, especially behind Charles’s back.
Yet with everything el se that had happened that norning, she
wasn't all that surprised. Besides, Mrrison s face had such
a Machiavellian [ ook that such intrigue seened appropri ate.



Com ng over to her, Mrrison produced a slim gold

cigarette case, snapped the case open, and extended it toward
El l en. When she shook her head, Mrrison wthdrew a
cigarette. “May | snoke in here?’ he asked.

El | en shrugged. Charles didn’t allow it but not because of
danger. He just hated the snell. Ellen felt a stab of
rebellious joy as she tacitly acqui esced.

Morrison produced a gold lighter that nmatched his
cigarette case fromhis vest pocket and nmade an el aborate
ritual out of lighting his cigarette. It was a staged
gesture, designed to keep Ellen waiting.

“l suppose you know what has happened today concerning the
Bri ghton case,” said Mrrison at |ength.

“Alittle bit,” agreed ElIlen.

“And you know that Charl es has been selected to continue
t he Canceran study?”

El | en nodded.

Morri son paused and bl ew snoke out in successive rings.
“It’s extrenely inportant for the institute that this study
be concluded . . . successfully.”

“Dr. Martel has already started on it,” said Ellen.
“Good. Good,” said Mrrison

Anot her pause.

“l don’t know exactly how to put this,” said Mrrison.
“But |’ m concerned about Charles nessing up this experinent.”

“lI don’t think you have anything to worry about,” said
Ellen. “If there’s one thing you can count on with Charl es,
it is scientific integrity.”

“It’s not his intellectual capabilities that concern ne,”
said Morrison. “It’s his enotional stability. To be perfectly



candid, he seens a bit inpulsive. He's hypercritical of
everyone else’s work and seens to feel he has a corner on the
scientific method.”

| mpul si ve? The word hit a famliar chord in Ellen’s

menory. As if it were yesterday she coul d renenber the |ast
eveni ng she’'d spent with Charles. They' d had di nner at the
Har vest Restaurant, gone back to her apartnent on Prescott
Street, and made love. It had been a warm and t ender night,
but as usual Charles had not stayed over. He'd said he had to
be hone when the children woke up. The next day at work he
had behaved as he always did, but they never went out again
and Charles never offered a word of explanation. Then he’d
married the tenporary typist. It seened |ike one day Ellen
heard he’d been seeing this girl, and the next he was
marrying her. Ellen agreed that inpul sive was a good
description of Charles; inpulsive and stubborn.

“What do you want nme to say?” said Ellen, struggling to
bring her mnd to the present.

“l guess | want you to reassure ne,” said Mrrison.

“Well,” said Ellen. “1 agree that Charles is
tenperanental, but | don't think it will influence his work.
| think you can count on himto do the Canceran study.”

Morrison relaxed and smled, his small teeth visible

behind thin Iips. “Thank you, M ss Sheldon. That’s exactly
what | wanted to hear.” Reaching into the sink, he ran water
on his hal f-snoked cigarette and dropped it into the

wast ebasket. “One other thing. | was wondering if you woul d
do me and the institute a big favor. 1'd like you to report
any abnornmal behavior on Charles’s part in relation to the
Canceran project. | know this is an awkward request, but the
entire board of directors will be grateful for your
cooperation.”

“All right,” said Ellen quickly, not sure how she really
felt about it. At the same tinme she thought that Charles
deserved it. She'd put forth a lot of effort for the man and
he’ d not appreciated it. “I’'ll do it wth the proviso that
anything | say renai ns anonynous.”



“Absol utely,” agreed Morrison. “That goes w thout saying.

And, of course, you will report to nme directly.”
At the door, Morrison paused. “It’s been nice talking with
you, M ss Sheldon. |’ve been neaning to do it for sone tine.

I f you need anything, nmy office is always open.”
“Thank you,” said Ellen.

“Maybe we coul d even have di nner sonetine.”
“Maybe,” said Ellen.

She wat ched the door close. He was a strange-| ooki ng nman
but he was deci sive and powerful.

FI VE

Crossing the river by way of the Harvard Bridge, Charles
struggled with a recalcitrant heater. He could not get the
control armto nove to the heat position. As a consequence of
his efforts, the Pinto swerved, to the di smay of nei ghboring
not ori sts who responded by pressing their horns. In
desperation, he hit the control with the heel of his hand
only to be rewarded with the plastic arm snapping off and
falling to the fl oor.

Resigning hinself to the chill, Charles tried to

concentrate on the road. As soon as he could, he turned right
of f Massachusetts Avenue and skirted the Back Bay Fens, a
negl ected and trash-littered park in the center of what once
was an attractive residential neighborhood. He passed the
Boston Museum of Fine Arts and then the Gardner Museum As
the traffic cleared, his m nd wandered. To Charles it seened
enotionally cruel of Cathryn to | eave himdangling, a victim
of his own imagination. Could Mchelle s nosebl eed have
started agai n? No, that seened too sinple. Maybe they needed
to do sone test like an I'VP and Cathryn didn’'t want to give
perm ssion. No, there would be no reason why she woul dn’t
explain that over the phone. It had to be sonme nedi cal
probl em Maybe appendicitis. Charles renenbered the abdom nal
tenderness, the | ow grade fever. Maybe it was a subacute
appendicitis and they wanted to operate. And Charles knew how
hospitals affected Cathryn. They nmade her crazy.



Entering Dr. Jordan Wley's office, Charles was engul fed

by a sea of anxious nothers and crying children. The crowded
waiting room. . . that was a part of private practice that
Charles did not mss. Like all doctors, his secretaries had
an irritating propensity to book new, full workups in tine
slots reserved for sinple return visits, resulting in a

hopel ess backup of patients. No matter what Charles had said,
It had nade no difference. He had al ways been behind in the
of fice and had al ways been apol ogizing to the patients.

Charl es searched for Cathryn in the press of wonen and
children, but he didn't see her. He worked his way over to

t he nurse who was bei ng besieged by a covey of nothers
demandi ng to know exactly when they woul d be seen. Charles
tried to interrupt but soon realized he had to wait his turn.
Eventual |y he got the woman’s attention and was inpressed by
her conposure. If she was affected by the chaos around her,
she did a superb job of not showing it.

“I"'mlooking for ny wife,” said Charles. He had to speak
| oudly to nake hinself heard.

“What ' s the nane?” asked the nurse, her hands fol ded over
a pile of charts.

“Martel. Cathryn Martel.”
“Just a nmonment.” As she rolled back in her chair and got
to her feet, her face becane serious. The wonmen grouped
around the desk eyed Charles with a m xture of respect and
vexation. They were clearly jeal ous of the rapid response
he’'d elicited.

The nurse returned al nost i medi ately, followed by a wonman
of inpressive dinensions who Charles thought woul d make an
appropriate mate for the Mchelin tire man. He noticed her
name tag: Mss A Hammersm th. She notioned to Charles, and
he obediently stepped around the desk.

“Please follow ne,” said the nurse. Her nouth, suspended
bet ween two puckered cheeks, was the only part of her face

t hat noved as she spoke.

Charles did as he was told, finding hinself hurrying down



a hall behind the bulk of Mss Haommersmth who effectively
bl ocked his view. They passed a series of what Charles

| magi ned were exam ning roons. At the end of the hall she
opened a panel ed door and noved aside for Charles to enter.

“Excuse nme,” said Charles, squeezing past her.

“l guess we both could |ose a few pounds,” said M ss

Hamer sm t h.

As Charl es stepped into the room M ss Hamrersmth

remained in the hall and softly closed the door behind him
Bookshel ves Iined one wall, filled with stacks of nedi cal
periodi cals and sone textbooks. In the center of the room was
a round, blond oak table surrounded by a half dozen captain's
chairs. One of them abruptly scraped back as Cat hryn stood
up. She was breathing audibly; Charles could hear the air
enter and exit fromher nose. It wasn’t a snooth sound. It
trenbl ed.

“What . . .” began Charl es.

Cathryn ran to himbefore he could speak and threw her

arnms around his neck. Charles put his hands on her wai st and
|l et her hold himfor a few nonents to regain her equilibrium
“Cathryn,” he said at |ast, beginning to experience the
bitter taste of fear. Cathryn’s behavi or was underm ning his
t hought of appendicitis, of an operation, of sonething

ordi nary.

A horrid, unwel cone nenory forced itself into Charles’s

m nd: the day he’ d | earned of Elizabeth’s | ynphoma.
“Cathryn,” he said nore sharply. “Cathryn! What is going on?
What's the matter with you?”

“I't’s ny fault,” said Cathryn. As soon as she spoke she
started to cry. Charles could feel her body shudder with the
force of her tears. He waited, his eyes noving around the
room noticing the picture of H ppocrates on the wall
opposi te the bookshelves, the rich parquet floor, the

Nel son’ s textbook of pediatrics on the table.

“Cathryn,” said Charles at length. “Please tell ne what’s
goi ng on. What’'s your fault?”



“l shoul d have brought Mchelle in sooner. | know | should
have.” Cathryn’s voice was broken by her sobs.

“What's wong with Mchell e?” asked Charles. He could feel
panic tightening in his chest. There was a terrifying sense
of déja vu .

Cat hryn strengthened her grip on Charles’ s neck as if he
was her only salvation. Al the control she’d marshal ed
before his arrival vani shed.

Usi ng nost of his strength, Charles nmanaged to break
Cathryn’s hold on his neck. Once he did so, she seened to
col l apse. He hel ped her to a chair where she sank |ike a
defl ated ball oon. Then he sat down besi de her.

“Cathryn, you nust tell me what is going on.”

Hs wfe | ooked up wth great effort, her teal-blue eyes
awash with tears. She opened her nouth, but before she could
speak the door opened. Dr. Jordan WIley stepped into the
room

Charles, his hands still resting on Cathryn’s shoul ders,
turned at the sound of the closing door. When he saw Dr.

W1l ey he stood up, searching the man’s face for a clue to
what was happeni ng. He had known Dr. Wley for al nost twenty
years. It had been a professional rather than a soci al

rel ati onshi p, begi nning while Charles was in nedical school.
Wl ey had been his preceptor for third-year pediatrics and
had i npressed Charles with his know edge, intelligence, and
enpat hy. Later when Charl es needed a pediatrician he'd called
Jordan W ey.

“It’s good to see you again, Charles,” said Dr. WI ey,
grasping Charles’s hand. “I’msorry it’s under such trying
ci rcunst ances.”

“Perhaps you could tell nme what these trying circunstances
are,” said Charles, allow ng annoyance to canoufl age his

f ear.

“You haven't been tol d?” asked Dr. WIley. Cathryn shook



her head.

“Maybe | should step outside for a few nonents,” said Dr.
Wl ey.

He started to turn toward the door, but Charles restrained
himwith a hand on his forearm “I think you should tell ne
what this is all about,” he said.

Dr. Wley glanced at Cathryn, who nodded agreenent. She
was no | onger sobbing but she knew she’d have difficulty
speaki ng.

“All right,” said Dr. Wley, facing Charles once again.
“I't’s about Mchelle.”

“l gathered that,” said Charles.

“Way don’t you sit down,” said Dr. WI ey.

“Why don’t you you just tell ne,” said Charles.

Dr. Wley scrutinized Charles’s anxious face. He saw t hat
Charl es had aged a | ot since he was a student and was sorry
that he had to be the nessenger of nore angui sh and
suffering; it was one of the fewresponsibilities of being a
doctor that he detested.

“Mchelle has | eukem a, Charles,” said Dr. WI ey.
Charles’s mouth slowy dropped open. H's blue eyes gl azed

as if he were in a trance. He didn't nove a nuscle; he didn't
even breathe. It was as if Dr. Wley's news had rel eased a

fl ood of bani shed nenories. Over and over Charles heard, “1I’'m
sorry to informyou, Dr. Martel, but your wife, Elizabeth,

has an aggressive lynphoma . . . I'"mawfully sorry to report
that your wife is not responding to treatnent . . . Dr.
Martel, I'’msorry to say, but your wife has entered a

termnal |eukemc crisis . . . Dr. Martel, I'mterribly sorry

to have to tell you that your wife died a few nonents ago.”

“No! It’s not true. It’s inpossible!” shouted Charles with
such vehenence that both Dr. Wley and Cathryn were startl ed.



“Charles,” began Dr. Wley as he reached out and placed a
synpat hetic armon Charles’s shoul der.

Wth a |ightning novenent, Charles knocked Dr. Wley's
hand away. “Don’t you dare patronize ne!”

Despite her tears, Cathryn junped up and caught Charles’s
armas Dr. Wley stepped back in surprise.

“I's this all sone el aborate joke?” snapped Charl es,
shruggi ng off Cathryn’s hand.

“It’s not a joke,” said Dr. Wley. He spoke gently but
firmy. “Charles, | knowthis is difficult for you,

especi ally because of what happened to Elizabeth. But you
have to get control of yourself. Mchelle needs you.”

Charles’s mnd was a junble of inconplete thoughts and
enotions. He westled with hinself, trying to anchor his

t houghts. “What nmakes you think Mchelle has | eukem a?” He
spoke slowly, with great effort. Cathryn sat back down.

“The diagnosis in unequivocal,” said Dr. Wley softly.
“What kind of |eukem a?” asked Charles, running his hand
t hrough his hair and | ooking out the wi ndow at the

nei ghboring brick wall. “Lynphocytic?”

“No,” said Dr. Wley. “I"msorry to say but it’s acute
nyel obl astic.”

|"msorry tosay . . . I'msorry to say . . . a stock

nmedi cal phrase that doctors resorted to when they didn’t know
what else to do and it echoed unpleasantly in Charles’s head.
l"msorry to say your wife died . . . It was like a knife
plunging into the heart.

“Crculating | eukem c cells?” asked Charles, forcing
intelligence to struggl e agai nst nenory.

“I"’'msorry to say, but there are,” said Dr. Wley. “Her
white count is over fifty thousand.”

A deathly silence descended over the room



Abruptly Charl es began to pace. He noved with quick steps,
whil e his hands worked at each other as if they were eneni es.

“A diagnosis of leukema isn't certain until a bone marrow
I s done,” he said abruptly.

“It’s been done,” said Dr. WIey.

“I't couldn’t have,” snapped Charles. “I didn't give
perm ssion.”

“l did,” said Cathryn, her voice hesitant, fearful she'd
done sonet hi ng w ong.

| gnoring Cathryn, Charles continued to glower at Dr.
W ey.

“l want to see the snears nyself.”

“I”ve already had the slides reviewed by a henatol ogi st,”
said Dr. WI ey.

“lI don’t care,” said Charles angrily. “lI want to see
them”

“As you wish,” said Dr. Wley. He renmenbered Charles as a
rash but thorough student. Apparently he hadn’'t changed.

Al though Dr. Wley knew that it was inportant for Charles to
substantiate the diagnosis, at that nonment he woul d have
preferred to talk about Mchelle’ s extended care.

“Follow nme,” he said finally and |l ed Charles out of the
conference room and down the hall. Once the conference room
door opened a cacophony of crying babies could be heard.
Cathryn, initially unsure of what to do, hurried after the
men.

At the opposite end of the corridor they entered a narrow
room whi ch served as a small clinical [ab. There was just
enough space for a counter and a row of high stools. Racks of
urine sanples gave the rooma slightly fishy aroma. A pinply
faced girl in a soiled white coat deferentially slid off the
nearest stool. She’d been busy doing the routine urinalysis.



“Over here, Charles,” said Dr. Wley, notioning to a

shrouded m croscope. He plucked off the plastic cover. It was
a binocul ar Zeiss. Charles sat down, adjusted the eyepi eces,
and snapped on the light. Dr. Wl ey opened up a nearby drawer
and pulled out a cardboard slide holder. Gently he lifted one
of the slides out, being careful to touch only the edges. As
he extended it toward Charles, their eyes net. To Dr. W/ ey,
Charl es | ooked |Iike a cornered ani nal.

Using his left hand, Charles took the slide between his

thunb and first finger. In the center of the slide was a
cover gl ass over what appeared to be an i nnocuous snudge. On
the ground gl ass portion of the slide was witten: M CHELLE
MAR- TEL #882673 BONE MARROW Charles’s hand trenbl ed as he
pl aced the slide on the nmechanical stage and put a drop of

oil on the cover glass. Watching fromthe side he | owered the
oil immersion lens until it just touched the slide and
entered the oil.

Taki ng a deep breath, Charles put his eyes to the ocul ars
and tensely began to raise the barrel of the scope. Al at
once a nmultitude of pale blue cells | eaped out of the blur,
choking off his breath, and forcing the blood to pound in his
tenples. A shiver of fear as real as if he were | ooking at
his own death warrant bl ew through his soul. Instead of the
usual popul ation of cells in all stages of maturation,

M chelle' s marrow had been all but replaced by |arge,
undifferentiated cells with correspondingly |arge irregul ar
nucl ei, containing nultiple nucleoli. He was gripped by a
sense of utter panic.

“I think you'll agree it’s rather conclusive,” said Dr.
Wley gently.

Wth a crash, Charles |eaped to his feet, knocking his

st ool over backwards. An uncontroll abl e anger, anger pent up
fromthe exasperating norning and now fired by Mchelle’s

i1l ness, blinded him “Wy?” he screaned at Dr. Wley, as if
the pediatrician were part of an encircling conspiracy. He
grabbed a fistful of the man’s shirt and shook himviolently.

Cat hryn | eaped between the two nen, throw ng her arns
around her husband. “Charles, stop!” she shouted, terrified



of alienating the one person she knew they needed to help
them “It’s not Dr. Wley's fault. If anyone’'s to blane, it’'s
us.”

As if waking froma dream Charles enbarrassingly let go

of Dr. Wley's shirt, leaving the surprised pediatrician’s
bow tie at an acute angle. He bent down and righted the
stool, then stood back up, covering his face with his hands.

“Blanme is not the issue,” said Dr. Wley, funbling
nervously with his tie. “Caring for the child is the issue.”

“Where is Mchell e?” asked Charles. Cathryn did not let go
of his arm

“She’s already been admitted to the hospital,” said Dr.
Wl ey. “She’s on Anderson 6, a floor with a wonderful group
of nurses.”

“I want to see her,” said Charles, his voice weak.

“I"’'msure you do,” said Dr. Wley. “But | think we have to
di scuss her care first. Listen, Charles.” Dr. WIley reached
out a conforting hand, but thought better of it. Charles’s
fury had unnerved him Instead he put his hands in his
pockets. “We have here at Pediatric one of the world' s
authorities on chil dhood | eukem a, Dr. Stephen Keitzman, and
with Cathryn’s permssion |’ve already contacted him
Mchelle is a very sick little girl, and the sooner a

pedi atric oncologist is on the case the better. He agreed to
meet with us as soon as you arrived. | think we should talk
to him then see Mchelle.”

At first Cathryn wasn’'t sure about Dr. Stephen Keitzman.
Qutwardly he was the opposite of Dr. Wley. He was a snall,
young-|l ooking man with a | arge head and thick dark, curly
hair. He wore rimess glasses on a skinny nose whose pores
were boldly evident. H's manner was abrupt, his gestures
nervous, and he had a peculiar tic that he di splayed during
pauses in his speech. Al at once he’'d curl his upper lip in
a sneer that nonentarily bared his capped teeth and flared
his nostrils. It lasted only an instant but it had a

di squi eting effect on people who were neeting himfor the
first time. But he was sure of hinself and spoke with an



authority that made Cathryn feel confidence in the man.

Certain that she would forget what was being told to them
she pulled out a small notebook and bal |l point pen. It
confused her that Charles didn't seemto be |istening.

| nstead he was staring out the wi ndow, seem ngly watching the
traffic inching al ong Longwood Avenue. The northeast w nd had
brought arctic air into Boston and the m xture of light rain
and snow had turned to a heavy snow. Cathryn was relieved
that Charles was there to take control because she felt

I ncapabl e. Yet he was acting strangely: angry one m nute,

det ached the next.

“I'n other words,” sumred up Dr. Keitzman, “the diagnosis
of acute nyeloblastic | eukemia is established beyond any
doubt .”

Swi ngi ng his head around, Charles surveyed the room He
knew t hat he had a precarious hold on his enptions, and it
made it difficult to concentrate on what Keitzman had to say.
Angrily he felt he’ d spent the whol e norning watching people
underm ne his security, dislocate his life, destroy his
famly, rob himof his newly found happi ness. Rationally he
knew there was a big difference between Mrrison and | banez
on the one hand and Wl ey and Keitzman on the other, but at
the monent they all triggered the sane unreasoning fury.
Charles had great difficulty believing that Mchell e had

| eukem a, particularly the worst possible type, the nost
deadly kind. He had already been through that kind of

di saster; it was soneone else’s turn.

Li stening hal f-heartedly, Charles exam ned Dr. Stephen
Kei t zman, who had assuned that typical condescending air of
the physician in charge, doling out bits and pi eces of
information as if he were |ecturing. Cbviously Keitzman had
experienced this scene many tinmes before and his stock
phrases like “I"msorry to say” had an overused, insincere
ring. Charles had the unconfortable feeling that the man was
enjoying hinself, not in the same nmanner he’ d enjoy a novie
or a good neal, but in a nore subtle, self-satisfied way: he
was the center of attention in a crisis. This attitude
abraded Charles’s already frayed enotions, especially since
he was nore than famliar with the general material Dr.
Kei t zman was covering. Charles forced hinself to remain



silent while his mnd s eye conjured up kal ei doscopi c i mages
of Mchelle as she grew up.

“I'n order to allay the inevitable sense of guilt,”

continued Keitzman as he bared his upper teeth in one of his
nervous grimaces, “l want to enphasize that the cause and
date of onset of |leukema like Mchelle's is unknown. Parents
should not try to blame specific events for initiating the

di sease. The goal will be to treat the condition and bring
about a remission. |I'mpleased to be able to report that we
have very favorable results with acute nyel obl astic | eukem a;
sonmething we didn’t have ten years ago. Now we are able to
engi neer a rem ssion in about eighty percent of cases.”
“That’s wonderful,” said Charles, speaking for the first

time. “But unlike the five-year cures you ve been achieving
with other fornms of | eukem a, can you tell us how | ong the
rem ssion lasts in Mchelle’'s formof the disease.” It was as
I f Charles had to goad Keitzman into revealing the worst news
at once.

Kei t zman pushed back his gl asses and cleared his throat.

“Dr. Martel, | am aware you know nore about your daughter’s
di sease than other parents | deal with. But since your field
I's not specifically childhood | eukema, | don’'t have any idea
what you know and what you don’t know. Therefore, | felt it

best to have this discussion as if you knew not hing. And even
if you are already famliar with these facts, perhaps they
are hel pful to Ms. Mrtel.”

“Why don’t you answer ny question?” said Charles.

“I think it is a nore fruitful approach if we concentrate

on obtaining a remssion,” said Dr. Keitzman. H's nervous tic
becane nore frequent. “My experience has shown that with the

advances in chenot herapy, |eukem a shoul d be approached on a
day-to-day basis. W have seen sone spectacular rem ssions.”

“Except in Mchelle's type,” snarled Charles. “Cone on,
tell us what the probability is of a five-year survival with
acute nyel obl astic | eukem a.”

Dr. Keitzman | ooked away from Charles’s chal |l engi ng eyes
to Cathryn’s frightened face. She had paused in her



not et aki ng, gaping at Dr. Keitzman. He knew the neeting was

goi ng badly. He glanced at Dr. Wley for support, but Dr.

Wl ey had his head down, watching his thunbnail play against
his other fingers. Trying to avoid Charles’ s stare, Keitznman
said in a low voice, “The five-year survival is not

| npressive in acute nyel oblastic | eukema, but it’s not

| npossi ble.”

“Now you’'re getting closer to the truth,” said Charles,
junmping to his feet and | eaning over Dr. Keitzman' s desk.
“But to be nore exact, the nedian survival of acute
nyel obl astic leukema if a remssion is obtained is only one
to two years. And, in Mchelle's case, with circulating

| eukem ¢ cells, her chances of a rem ssion are a |lot |ess
than eighty percent. Wuldn't you agree, Dr. Keitznman?”

Taking his glasses off, Dr. Keitzman tried to think of how
best to word his response. “There’s sone truth in what you
say, but it is not a constructive way to view the disease.
There are lots of variables.”

Charl es abruptly wal ked to the window, watching the dirty
snow flutter past. “Way don’t you tell Ms. Martel what the
survival tinme of the nonresponder is . . . the patients who
don’t have a rem ssion.”
“I"”’mnot sure what good this . .” began Dr. Keitzman.
Charles whirled around. “What good? You dare to ask? |'11I
tell you what good it is. The worst thing about disease is
the uncertainty. Humans are capabl e of adapting to anything

as long as they know. It’'s the hopel ess floundering that
drives people crazy.”

Charles stornmed back to Dr. Keitzman's desk as he spoke.
Eyeing Cathryn’s pad, he grabbed it and threwit into the
wast ebasket. “We don’t need notes on this gathering! It’s not
a goddamm | ecture. Besides, | know all too well about

| eukem a.” Turning back to Dr. Keitzman, Charles’s face was
flushed. “Cone on, Keitzman, tell us about the survival tine
of nonresponders.”

Kei t zman noved back in his chair, his hands gripping the
edge of the desk as if he were prepared for flight. “It’s not



good,” he said finally.

“That’ s not good enough,” snapped Charles. “Be nore
specific.”

“All right!” said Dr. Keitzman. “Weks, nonths at the
nost . ”

Charles didn't answer. Having successfully backed Dr.
Keitzman into a corner, he was suddenly adrift. Slowy he
sank back down into his chair.

Keitzman's face recovered froma series of sustained

tw tches as he exchanged synpathetic glances with Dr. W] ey.
Turning to Cathryn, he resuned his recommendati ons. “Now, as
| was saying. It is best to try to think of |eukema as a
nonf atal disease and to take each day as it cones.”

“That’s like telling a man on death row not to think about
deat h,” munbl ed Charl es.

“Dr. Martel,” said Dr. Keitzman sharply, “as a physician
woul d expect your response to the crisis to be significantly
different.”

“It’s easy to respond differently,” said Charles, “when
it’s not a nenber of your own famly. Unfortunately |’ ve been
through this before.”

“I think we should discuss therapy,” offered Dr. WI ey,
speaking for the first tine.

“lI agree,” said Dr. Keitzman. “We nust start treatnent as
soon as possible. In fact, I'd like to start today,

I mredi ately after all the baseline studies are done. But of
course, we are going to need consent to treat because of the
nature of the drugs.”

“Wth the chance of a remi ssion so slight, are you sure

it’s worth subjecting Mchelle to the side effects?” Charles
was speaking nore calmy now, but he had a terrible vision of
El i zabeth during those | ast nonths, the violent nausea, the

| oss of hair . . . He closed his eyes.



“Yes, | do,” said Dr. Keitzman firmy. “I think it is well
establ i shed that we have made significant advances in
treating chil dhood | euken a.”

“That’ s absolutely true,” confirmed Dr. WI ey.

“There have been advances,” agreed Charles, “but
unfortunately in types of |eukem a other than Mchelle’'s.”

Cathryn’s eyes darted from Charles, to Keitzman, to W/l ey.
She expected and wanted unanimty on which she could build
her hope. Instead she could feel nothing but dissension and
ani nosity.

“Well,” said Dr. Keitzman, “l| believe in aggressively
treating all cases, whatever the chances are for rem ssion.
Every patient deserves a chance at |ife, whatever the cost.
Every day, every nonth, is precious.”

“BEven if the patient would rather end her suffering,” said
Charles, recalling Elizabeth’s | ast days. “Wen the chances
of a rem ssion—tet alone a cure—are |less than twenty percent,
| don’t know if it’s worth subjecting a child to the

addi tional pain.”

Dr. Keitzman stood up abruptly, pushing back his chair.

“We obviously view the value of |ife very differently. |
bel i eve chenot herapy to be a truly remarkabl e weapon agai nst
cancer. But you are entitled to your opinion. However, it
seens evident that you would prefer to find another
oncol ogi st or handl e your daughter’s therapy yourself. Good
| uck!”

“No!” said Cathryn, leaping to her feet, terrified at the
prospect of being abandoned by Dr. Keitzman, who Dr. Wley
had said was the best. “Dr. Keitzman, we need you. Mchelle
needs you.”

“l don’t think your husband shares your view, Ms.
Martel ,” said Dr. Keitzman

“He does,” said Cathryn. “He’s just distraught. Pl ease,
Dr. Keitzman.” Turning to Charles, Cathryn put a hand on his
neck. “Charles, please! W can’t fight this alone. You said



this norning you weren’'t a pediatrician. W need Dr. Keitzman
and Dr. Wley.”

“l think you should cooperate,” urged Dr. WIey.

Charl es sagged under the weight of his brooding inpotence.
He knew he could not care for Mchelle even if he were
convinced the current approach for her particular disease to
be wong. He had nothing to offer and his m nd was

over| oaded, an enotional junble.

“Charl es, please?” Cathryn pl eaded.
“Mchelle is a sick little girl,” said Dr. WI ey.

“All right,” said Charles softly, once again forced to
surrender.

Cathryn | ooked at Dr. Keitzman. “There! He said al
right.”

“Dr. Martel,” asked Dr. Keitzman. “Do you want ne to serve
as the oncol ogi st on this case?”

Wth a sigh which suggested breathing to be a great
effort, Charles reluctantly nodded his head.

Dr. Keitzman sat down and rearranged sone papers on his
desk. “All right,” he said at |length. “Qur protocol for
nyel obl astic | eukem a invol ves these drugs: Daunorubi cin,
Thi oguani ne, and Cytarabine. After our workup we’'ll start

I mredi ately with 60 ng/ n2 of Daunorubicin given |V by rapid
i nfusion.”

As Dr. Keitzman outlined the treatnment schedule, Charles’s
mnd tortured himby recalling the potential side effects of
t he Daunorubicin. Mchelle s fever was probably caused by an
I nfection due to her body’'s depressed ability to fight
bacteria. The Daunorubicin woul d nmake that worse. And besi des
maki ng her essentially defenseless for a host of bacteria and
fungi, the drug would al so devastate her digestive system and
possi bly her heart . . . besides that . . . her hair

God!



“l want to see Mchelle,” he said suddenly, leaping to his
feet, trying to stifle his thoughts. |Imedi ately he becane
aware that he had interrupted Dr. Keitzman in m d-sentence.
Everyone was staring at himas if he had done sonethi ng

out rageous.

“Charles, | think you should listen,” said Dr. WI ey,
reaching up and grasping Charles’s arm It had been a

refl exive gesture and only after he’d nade contact did Dr.

Wl ey question its advisability. But Charles didn't react. In
fact his armfelt linp and after the slightest tug, he sat
back down.

“As | was saying,” continued Dr. Keitzman, “lI believe it
is inmportant to tailor the psychol ogi cal approach to the
patient. | tend to work by age: under five; school age; and

adol escents. Under five it’s sinple; constant and | ovi ng
supportive therapy. Problens start in the school -age group
where the fear of separation from parents and the pain of
hospi tal procedures are the major concerns of the child.”

Charles squirnmed in his seat. He didn’t want to try to
think of the problemfrom M chelle’s point of view, it was
t oo pai nful.

Dr. Keitzman's teeth flashed as his face nonentarily
contorted, then he continued, “Wth the school -age child, the
patient is told no nore than he specifically asks to know.
The psychol ogi cal support is focused on relieving the child' s
anxi eti es about separation.”

“I think Mchelle is going to feel the separation aspect a
lot,” said Cathryn, struggling to follow Dr. Keitzman's
expl anation, wanting to cooperate to please the man.

“Wth adol escents,” said Dr. Keitzman w thout

acknow edgi ng Cat hryn, “treatnent approaches that of an
adult. Psychol ogi cal support is geared to elimnate confusion
and uncertainty wthout destroying denial if that is part of
the patient’s defense nechanism In Mchelle' s situation,
unfortunately, the problemfalls between the school age and

t he adol escent. I'"mnot sure what is the best way to handl e
It. Perhaps you people as parents m ght have an opinion.”



“Are you tal king about whether M chelle should be told she
has | eukem a?” asked Cat hryn.

“That’s part of it,” agreed Dr. Keitznan.

Cat hryn | ooked at Charles, but he had his eyes cl osed
again. Dr. Wley returned her gaze with a synpathetic
expression that made Cathryn feel a nodi cum of reassurance.

“Well,” said Dr. Keitzman, “it is an issue that demands

t hought. No decision has to be made now. For the tine being,
M chelle can be told that we are trying to figure out what’s
wong with her. Before we go, does M chell e have any

si blings?”

“Yes,” said Cathryn. “Two brothers.”

“CGood,” said Dr. Keitzman. “They should be typed to see if
they match M chelle’'s HLA and ABO | oci. W' re probably going
to need platelets, granul ocytes, and maybe even marrow, so |
hope one of them matches.”

Cathryn | ooked at Charles for support but his eyes were
still closed. She had no idea what Dr. Keitzman was tal ki ng
about but she assumed Charles did. But Charles seenmed to be
havi ng nore trouble than she was with the news.

On the way up in the elevator, Charles fought to control

hi nsel f. He’ d never before experienced such painfully
conflicting enotions. On the one hand he could not wait to
see his daughter, to hold her and protect her; on the other
he dreaded seei ng her because he was going to have to cone to
terms with her diagnosis. And in that sense he knew t oo nuch.
She would see it in his face.

The el evator stopped. The doors opened. Ahead stretched a
pale blue hall with pictures of animals affixed |ike decals
directly on the paint. It was busy with pajama-clad children
of a variety of ages, nurses, parents, even hospital

mai nt enance nmen grouped about a stepladder fixing the |ights.

Dr. Wley led them down the hall, skirting the | adder and
passi ng the busy nurses’ station. The charge nurse, seeing
Dr. Wley frombehind the chart racks, scurried out and



caught up with them Charles glanced down at the floor and
wat ched his feet. It was as if he were | ooking at sonmeone
el se. Cathryn was beside himw th her armthrust under his.

M chelle had a single room painted the sane shade of

pastel blue as the hallway. On the left wall beside the door
to the lavatory was a |l arge, dancing hi ppopotanus. At the end
of the roomwas a shaded wi ndow. To the right was a cl oset, a
bureau, a night table, and a standard hospital bed. At the
head of the bed was a stainless steel pole supporting a snall
plastic bag as well as an IV bottle. The plastic tubing
snaked down and entered Mchelle’s arm She turned from

| ooki ng out the wi ndow when she heard the group enter.

“Hell o, peanuts,” said Dr. Wley brightly. “Look who I
brought to see you.”

At the first glinpse of his daughter, Charles’s dread of
seei ng her vanished in a wave of affection and concern. He
rushed up to her and scooped her head in his arns, pressing
her face against his. She responded by throwi ng her free arm
around his neck and squeezi ng.

Cat hryn stepped around the bed to the opposite side. She
caught Charles’s eye and saw that he was struggling to hold
back tears. After a few mnutes, he reluctantly rel eased his
hol d, lowering Mchelle’s head to the pillow, and snpot hing
out her rich, dark hair to forma fan about her pale face.

M chell e reached out for Cathryn’s hand and grasped it
tightly.

“How are you?” asked Charles. He was afraid that his
precarious enotional state was apparent to Mchelle.

“lI feel fine now,” said Mchelle, obviously overjoyed to
see her parents. But then her face clouded and turning to
Charl es, she asked: “Is it true, Daddy?”

Charles’s heart |eaped in his chest. She knows, he thought
with alarm He glanced at Dr. Keitzman and tried to renenber
what he had said about the proper psychol ogi cal approach.

“I's what true?” asked Dr. Wley casually, comng to the
foot of the bed.



“Daddy?” pleaded Mchelle. “lIs it true | have to stay
over ni ght ?”

Charles blinked, at first unwilling to believe that

M chell e wasn’t asking himto confirmthe diagnosis. Then
when he was sure she didn’t know she had | eukem a, he sm | ed
wth relief. “Just for a few nights,” he said.

“But | don't want to m ss school,” said Mchelle.

“Don’t you worry about school,” said Charles with a
nervous | augh. He eyed Cathryn for a nonent who al so | aughed
in the sane hollow fashion. “It’s inportant that you stay
here for sone tests so that we can find out what’s causing
your fever.”

“I don’t want any nore tests,” said Mchelle, her eyes
wi dening in fright. She' d had enough pain.

Charles was struck by how tiny her body was in the

hospital bed. Her narrow arns | ooked incredibly frail as they
poked out of the sleeves of the hospital gown. Her neck,

whi ch had al ways seened substantial, now | ooked about the
size of his forearm she had the appearance of a delicate and
vul nerabl e bird. Charles knew that somewhere in the heart of
her bone marrow was a group of her own cells wagi hg war

agai nst her body. And there was nothing he could do to help
her —absol ut el y not hi ng.

“Dr. Wley and Dr. Keitzman will only do the tests they
absol utely need,” said Cathryn, stroking Mchelle's hair.
“You're going to have to be a big girl.”

Cathryn’s comment awakened a sense of protectiveness in
Charles. He recognized he couldn’'t do anything for M chelle,
but at | east he could protect her fromunnecessary trauma. He
knew too well that patients with rare di seases were often
subjected to all sorts of physical harassnment at the whi m of
the attending physician. Wth his right hand, Charles tw sted
the soft plastic bottle so he could see the |abel. Platelets.
Wth his hand still holding the bottle, he turned to Dr.

Wl ey.



“We felt she needed platelets imediately,” said Dr.
Wley. “Hers were only about twenty thousand.”

Char | es nodded.

“Well, 1’ve got to be going,” said Dr. Keitzman. G asping
one of Mchelle's feet through the covers he said, “I’'Il be
seeing you later, Mss Martel. Also there will be a few ot her
doctors comng into talk to you sonetine today. W'll be

gi ving you sone nedicine in that tube, so keep your armnice
and still.”

Charl es peered at the plastic tube: Daunorubicin! A fresh
wave of fear washed over him acconpanied by a new urge to
reach down and snatch his bel oved daughter fromthe cl utches
of the hospital. An irrational thought passed through his

m nd: maybe the whol e ni ghtmare woul d di sappear if he got
Mchelle away fromall these people.

“I’"’mavail able anytine at all if you d like to speak to
nme,” said Dr. Keitzman as he noved to the door.

Cat hryn acknow edged the offer with a smle and a nod. She
noticed that Charles didn't ook up fromMchelle. Instead he
sat on the edge of the bed and whi spered sonething in her

ear. Cathryn hoped his silence would not further antagonize

t he oncol ogi st.

“I"l'l be right outside,” said Dr. Wley, follow ng Dr.
Keit zman. The charge nurse who hadn’t spoken left, too.

In the hall Dr. Keitzman slowed his steps, giving Dr.
Wl ey a chance to catch up. Together they wal ked toward the
nurses’ station.

“I think Charles Martel is going to nmake this a very
difficult case,” said Dr. Keitznman.

“I"'mafraid you' re right,” agreed Dr. WI ey.

“I'f it weren't for that poor sick child, 1'd tell Martel
to stuff it,” said Dr. Keitzman. “Coul d you believe that
bul | shit about w t hhol di ng chenot herapy? God! You’' d think
that soneone in his position would know about the advances



we’ ve made wi th chenot herapy, especially in |ynphocytic
| eukem a and Hodgkin’s.”

“He knows,” said Dr. Wley. “He’s just angry. It’s
under st andabl e, particularly when you know he’s been through
all this when his wfe died.”

“I still resent his behavior. He is a physician.”

“But he’s in pure research,” said Dr. Wley. “He s been

away fromclinical nedicine for alnost ten years. It’'s a good
argunment for researchers to keep one foot in clinical

medi cine to keep their sense of perspective alive. After all
taking care of people is what it's all about.”

They reached the nurses’ station, and both nen | eaned on
the counter surveying the busy scene about themw th unseeing
eyes.

“Charles’s anger did scare ne for a nonent,” admtted Dr.
Wley. “lI thought he’d totally lost control.”

“He wasn’t nuch better in nmy office,” said Dr. Keitzman,
shaking his head. “I’ve dealt wth anger before, as |I'’msure
you have, but not like this. People get angry at fate, not

t he di agnosi ng physi ci ans.”

The two nmen watched an OR orderly skillfully navigate a
gurney carrying a recent post-op down the corridor fromthe
patient elevator. For a nonent they didn't tal k. The gurney
carrying the child fromrecovery di sappeared into one of the
roons, and several nurses hurried after it.

“Are you thinking about what | an®?” asked Dr. Keitzman.

“Probably. I'’mwondering just how stable Dr. Charles
Martel is.”

“Then we’re thinking the sane thing,” said Dr. Keitzman.
“Those sudden nood shifts in ny office.”

Dr. WIley nodded. “Even given the circunstances, his
reaction seened i nappropriate. But he’s always been an odd
duck. Lives sonmeplace in the mddle of nowhere in New



Hanpshire. He clained it was his first wife’'s idea but after
she died, he didn't nove. And now he’s got this wife living
up there, too. | don’'t know. To each his own, | guess.”

“Hs new wi fe seens fine.”

“Ch, she’'s a peach. Adopted the kids, treats themli ke her

own. | was afraid when they got married that she’'d bit off

nore than she could chew, but she’s adapted renarkably. She
was devastated when | told her Mchelle had | eukem a, but |
was pretty sure she’d deal with it better than Charles. In

fact, that’s why | told her first.”

“Maybe we should talk just to her for a nonent,”
Dr. Keitzman. “Wat do you think?”

suggest ed

“Let’s try.” Dr. Wley turned to face the nurses’ station.
“M ss Shannon! Could you cone over here for a nonent?”

The charge nurse cane over to the two doctors. Dr. Wley
expl ained that they wanted to speak to Ms. Martel without
her husband and asked her if she wouldn’t m nd going down to
Mchelle's roomand trying to engineer it.

As they watched M ss Shannon wal k briskly down the hall,
Dr. Keitzman's facial nuscles junped. “It goes w thout saying
that the child is desperately ill.”

“l thought as nmuch when | saw her peripheral blood snear,”
said Dr. Wley. “Then when | saw her bone marrow, | was
sure.”

“She could be a very rapidly terminating case, |I'm

afraid,” said Dr. Keitzman. “1 think she already has central
nervous systeminvol venent. Wi ch neans we have to commence
treatnment today. | want Dr. Nakano and Dr. Sheetman to see

her right away. Martel is right about one thing. Her chance
of a remssionis very slim”

“But you still have to try,” said Dr. Wley. “At tines
like these | don’t envy you your specialty.”

“OF course I'll try,” said Dr. Keitzman. “Ah, here cones
Ms. Mrtel.”



Cathryn had foll owed M ss Shannon out into the hall,

hal f - expecting to see Marge Schonhauser because the nurse had
said soneone was asking to see her. She hadn’t been able to

t hi nk of anyone el se who knew that she was in the hospital.
Once cl ear of the room however, M ss Shannon confi ded that
the doctors wanted to speak to her alone. It sounded om nous.

“Thank you for comng out,” said Dr. WIey.

“I't’s all right,” said Cathryn, her eyes darting from one
man to the next. “Wat’'s wong?”

“1t’s about your husband,” began Dr. Keitznman cautiously.
He paused, trying to choose his words carefully.

“We’'re concerned that he may interfere in Mchelle's
treatnent,” Dr. Wley finished the thought. “It’s hard for
him First he knows too nmuch about the di sease hinself. Then
he al ready has wat ched soneone he | oved die despite
chenot her apy.”

“I't’s not that we don’t understand his feelings. W just
feel Mchelle should have every chance at rem ssion
regardl ess of the side effects.”

Cat hryn exam ned the narrow, hawklike features of Dr.

Kei tzman and the broad, rounded face of Dr. Wley. They were
outwardly so different yet simlar in their intensity. “I
don’t know what you want ne to say.”

“W'd just like you to give us sone idea of his enotional
state,” said Dr. Keitznman. “W'd |ike to have sone idea of
what to expect.”

“I think he will be fine,” assured Cathryn. “He had a | ot
of trouble adjusting when his first wife died, but he never
interfered wwth her treatnent.”

“Does he often lose his tenper as he did today?” asked
Kei t zman.

“He’ s had an awful shock,” said Cathryn. “I think it’'s
under st andabl e. Besi des, ever since his first wife died,



cancer research has been his passion.”
“It’s aterrible irony,” agreed Dr. W/l ey.

“But what about the kind of enotional outburst he
denmonstrated today?” asked Dr. Keitzman.

“He does have a tenper,” said Cathryn, “but he usually
keeps it under control.”

“Well, that's encouraging,” said Dr. Keitzman. “Maybe it’s

not going to be so difficult after all. Thank you, Ms.
Martel . You ve been nost hel pful, especially since | know
you, too, have had a terrible shock. I"'msorry if we’'ve said
anyt hing di sturbing but we’ll do our best for Mchelle, | can
assure you of that.” Turning to Dr. Wley, he said, “l’ve got
to get things rolling. 1'll speak to you later.” He noved

qui ckly, alnost at a run, and was out of sight in seconds.

“He has sone strange mannerisns,” said Dr. Wley, “but you
couldn’t get a better oncologist. He’'s one of the top people
in the world in childhood | eukem a.”

“I was afraid he was going to abandon us when Charl es
acted up,” said Cathryn.

“He’s too good of a doctor for that,” said Dr. WIey.

“He’s only concerned about Charl es because of your husband s
attitude to chenot herapy, and aggressive treatnent has to be
started right away to get her into a rem ssion.”

“I"’msure Charles won't interrupt her treatnent,” said
Cat hryn.

“Let’s hope not,” said Dr. Wley. “But we're going to
count on your strength, Cathryn.”

“My strength?” questioned Cathryn, aghast. “Hospitals and
nmedi cal problenms aren’t ny strong points.”

“I"’'mafraid you Il have to overcone that,” said Dr. WIey.
“Mchelle’ s clinical course could be very difficult.”

At that nonent she caught sight of Charles energing from



Mchelle’'s room He spotted Cathryn and started toward the
nurses’ station. Cathryn ran down to neet him They stood for
a nonent in a silent enbrace, drawing strength from each

ot her. Wien they started back toward Dr. Wley, Charles
seened nore in control

“She’s a good kid,” he said. “Christ, all she's worried
about is staying overnight. Said she wanted to be hone in the
norning to make the orange juice. Can you believe that?”

“She feels responsible,” said Cathryn. “Until | arrived
she was the woman of the house. She's afraid of |osing you,
Charles.”

“It’s amazi ng what you don’t know about your own

children,” said Charles. “l asked her if she minded if |I went
back to the I ab. She said no, as long as you stayed here,

Cat hryn.”

Cat hryn was touched. “On the way to the hospital we had a
little talk, and for the first tine | felt she really
accepted ne.”

“She’s lucky to have you,” said Charles. “And so am|.

hope you don’t mnd ny |eaving you here. | hope you
understand. | feel such a terrible powerlessness. |’ve got to
do sonet hing.”

“l understand,” said Cathryn. “I think you re right. There
isn’t anything you can do right now and it would be better if
you can get your mnd on sonething else. I'lIl be happy to
stay. In fact, I'lIl call ny nother. She’'ll cone over and take

care of things.”

Dr. Wley watched the couple conme toward him pleased to

see their open affection and nutual support. The fact that

t hey were acknow edgi ng and sharing their grief was healthy;
It was a good sign and it encouraged him He smled, sonewhat
at a loss for what to say as they arrived. He had to get back
to his office which he knew was in chaos, but he wanted to be
there if they still needed him

“Do you have any extra of Mchelle's bl ood?” asked
Charles. H s voice was businesslike, matter-of-fact.



“Probably,” said Dr. Wley. It wasn’t a question he had
expected. Charles had the uncanny ability to unnerve him

“Where would it be?” asked Charl es.
“I'n the clinical lab,” said Dr. Wl ey.
“Fine. Let’s go.” Charles started toward the el evator.

“I"l'l stay here with Mchelle,” said Cathryn. “I’Il cal
If there is any news. G herwse |I'l|l see you hone for
di nner.”

“Ckay.” He strode off purposefully.

Confused, Dr. Wley hurried after Charles, nodding a quick
good- bye to Cathryn. H's encouragenent regarding Charles’s
behavi or was qui ckly underm ned. Charles’s nood had
apparently tunbled off on a new and curious tangent. Hi's
daughter’s bl ood? Wll, he was a physi ci an.

SI X

Clutching the flask of Mchelle's blood, Charles hurried

t hrough the foyer of the Winburger Institute. He ignored
greetings by the coy receptionist and the security guard and
ran down the corridor to his |ab.

“Thanks for com ng back,” taunted Ellen. “I could have
used sonme help injecting the mce with the Canceran.”

Charles ignored her, carrying the vial of Mchelle' s blood
over to the apparatus they used to separate the cellular
conmponents of blood. He began the conplicated process of
primng the unit.

Bendi ng down to peer at Charles beneath the gl assware
shelving, Ellen watched for a nonent. “Hey,” she called. “I
said | could have used sone help . "

Charles switched on a circulatory punp.

W pi ng her hands, Ellen canme around the end of the
wor kbench, curious to see the object of Charles’s obvious



I ntense concentration. “l finished injecting the first batch
of mce,” she repeated when she was cl ose enough to be
absolutely certain Charles could hear her.

“Wonderful ,” said Charles without interest. Carefully he
I ntroduced an aliquot of Mchelle' s blood into the machi ne.
Then he switched on the conpressor.

“What are you doing?” Ellen followed all his novenents.

“Mchel l e has nyel obl astic | eukem a,” said Charles. He
spoke evenly, |ike he was giving the weather report.

“Ch, no!” gasped Ellen. “Charles, I’mso sorry.” She
wanted to reach out and confort hi mbut she restrained
hersel f.

“Amazing, isn't it?” laughed Charles. “If the day’'s

di sasters had renained | ocalized to the problens here at the
Wei nburger, |'d probably just cry. But wth Mchelle’'s

i1l ness, everything is a bit overwhel mng. Christ!”

Charles’s laughter had a hollowring to it but it struck
El | en as sonewhat i nappropriate.

“Are you all right?” asked Ell en.

“Wonderful ,” said Charles as he opened their small
refrigerator for clinical reagents.

“How does M chell e feel ?”

“Pretty good right now but she has no idea of what she’s
in for. I"'mafraid it’s going to be bad.”

El l en found herself at a | oss for words. She bl ankly
wat ched Charles as he went about conpleting his test. Finally
she found her tongue. “Charles, what are you doi ng?”

“l have some of Mchelle's blood. I’mgoing to see if our
met hod of isolating a cancer antigen works on her |eukemc
cells. It gives nme the m staken inpression |’ m doing
sonething to help her.”



“Ch, Charles,” said Ellen synpathetically. There was

sonmet hing pitiful about the way he acknow edged his

vul nerability. Ellen knew how nuch of an activist he was and
Charles had told her the feeling of powerl essness was what
had been the hardest for himwhen Elizabeth was ill. He had
been forced to just sit and watch her die. And now M chell e!

“l”ve decided we aren’t going to stop our own work,” said
Charles. “W’Il continue while we work on Canceran. Wrk
nights if we have to.”

“But Morrison is very insistent about exclusively
concentrating on Canceran,” said Ellen. “In fact, he cane by
while you were out to enphasize that.” For a nonent Ellen
debat ed about telling Charles the real reason Mrrison

st opped by, but with everything else that had happened, she
was afraid to.

“l couldn’t care |less what Mrrison says. Wth Mchelle’s

I 1l ness, cancer has, once again, becone nore than a

nmet aphysi cal concept for nme. Qur work has so much nore

prom se than devel opi ng anot her chenot herapeuti c agent.

Besi des, Morrison doesn’t even have to know what we’re doing.
W' Il do the Canceran work and he’'l|l be happy.”

“I"’mnot sure you realize how nuch the admnnistration is
counting on Canceran,” said Ellen. “I really don’t think it’s
advi sable to go against themon this, particularly when the
reason i s personal.”

For a nonment Charles froze, then he expl oded. He sl amred

hi s open pal magainst the slate countertop with such force

t hat several beakers tunbled off the overhead shel ves.
“That’ s enough,” he yelled to punctuate his blow “I’ve had
enough of people telling nme what to do. If you don’t want to
work with nme, then just get the fuck out of here!”

Abruptly Charles turned back to his work, running a

nervous hand through his disheveled hair. For a few nonents
he worked in silence, then without turning he said, “Don’t
just stand there; get ne the radioactive | abel ed

nucl eoti des.”

Ell en wal ked over to the radi oactive storage area. As she



opened the | ock, she noticed that her hands were trenbling.
Qobviously Charles was just barely in control of hinself. She
wonder ed what she was going to say to Dr. Morrison. She was
certain she wanted to say sonethi ng, because as her fear
abat ed her anger grew. There was no excuse for Charles to
treat her as he did. She wasn’'t a servant.

She brought the chem cals over and arrayed themon the
counter.
“Thank you,” he said sinply, as if nothing had happened.
“As soon as we have sone B-|ynphocytes | want to incubate
themw th the tagged nucl eoti des and sone of the | eukem c
cells.”

El | en nodded. She couldn’'t keep pace with such rapid
enoti onal changes.

“While | was driving over here, | had an inspiration,”
continued Charles. “The biggest hurdle in our work has been
this blocking factor and our inability to elicit an anti body
response to the cancer antigen in the cancerous aninal. Wll,
| have an idea; | was trying to think of ways of saving tine.
Way not inject the cancer antigen into a rel ated,
noncancer ous ani mal where we can be absolutely certain of an
anti body response? What do you think about that?”

El l en scrutinized Charles’s face. Wthin seconds he’d

nmet anor phosed froman infuriated child to the dedi cated
researcher. Ellen guessed that it was his way of dealing with
the tragedy of Mchelle.

Wthout waiting for an answer, Charles went on: “As soon

as the noncancerous animal is imune to the cancer antigen,
we'll isolate the responsible T-1ynphocytes, purify the
transfer factor protein, and transfer sensitivity to the
cancerous animal. It’s so fundanentally sinple, | can't
believe we didn't think of it before. Wll . . . what’s your
| mpressi on?”

El l en shrugged. In truth she was fearful of saying

anyt hi ng. Al though the basic prem se sounded prom sing, Ellen
knew that the nmysterious transfer factor did not work well in
the animal systens they were using; in fact, it worked best



wi th humans. But technical questions were not forenpst in her
m nd. She wondered if it would be too obvious if she excused
herself and went directly up to Dr. Mrrison’s office.

“How about getting the polyethylene glycol?" said Charles.
“We're going to want to set up the equi pnment to produce a
hybri doma with Mchelle' s T-Iynphocytes. Also call the ani nal
roomand tell themwe want a fresh batch of control mce,
which we' Il inject with the manmary tunor anti gen. God,

wi sh there were nore than twenty-four hours in a day.”

“Pass the mashed potatoes,” said Jean Paul after debating
with hinself for several m nutes whether to break the silence
t hat had descended over the dinner table. No one had spoken
si nce he announced that the duck he’ d put in the garage was
“deader than a doorknob, stiff as a board.” Utimately his
hunger had deci ded the issue.

“I"l'l trade you for the pork chops,” said Chuck, tossing
his head to renove sone stringy hair fromhis eyes.

The boys exchanged platters. There was the clink of silver
agai nst chi na.

G na Lorenzo, Cathryn’s nother, eyed her daughter’s

famly. Cathryn resenbled her. They each had the sane bony
prom nence on the bridge of the nose and the sane | arge,
expressive nouth. The major difference, other than the

obvi ous twenty-plus years, was that G na was so nmuch heavi er
She adm tted she was twenty pounds overwei ght but in
actuality it was nore |like sixty. Pasta was G na’ s passion
and she was not one to deny herself.

Lifting the bow of fettucini, Gna gestured as if she
were about to add to Cathryn’s untouched plate. “You need
some nouri shnment.”

Forcing a smle, Cathryn shook her head no.

“What's the matter? You don't like it?” asked G na.

“I't’s wonderful,” said Cathryn. “1’mjust not very



hungry.”

“You gotta eat,” said Gna. “You, too, Charles.”

Char | es nodded.

“l brought fresh cannolis for dessert,” said G na.

“Ch, boy!” said Jean Paul .

Dutifully Charles took a bite of the fettucini but his
stomach rebelled. He let the pasta sit in his nouth before
trying to swallowit. The reality of the day’'s disasters had
hit himwth hurricane force once he’d left the frenzied
environment he’d created in the | ab. Wrk had been an

enoti onal anesthetic and he had been sorry when it was tine
to pick up Chuck and drive honme. And Chuck hadn’t hel ped.
Charles had waited until they were out of the Boston rush
hour traffic before telling his son that his sister had a
very serious kind of |eukem a. Chuck’s response had been a
sinple “On!” followed by silence. Then he had asked if there
was any chance he m ght catch it.

At the tinme Charles did not say anything; he just gripped
the steering wheel harder, marveling at the unabashed depths
of his oldest son’s selfishness. Not once did Chuck ask how
M chell e was doi ng. And now as Charl es watched Chuck gobble
his pork chops, he felt |ike reaching over and throw ng the
sel fish kid out of the house.

But Charles didn't nove. Instead he began nechanically to
chew his fettucini, enbarrassed at his own thoughts. Chuck
was i mmature. At |east Jean Paul reacted appropriately. He'd
cried and then asked when M chelle would be honme and if he
could go and see her. He was a good kid.

Charl es | ooked at Cathryn, who kept her head down, pushing
her food around her plate, pretending for her nother’s sake
to be eating. He was thankful that he had her. He didn't
think he could handle Mchelle's illness by hinself. At the
same tinme he realized how difficult it was for Cathryn. For
that reason he had not said anything about the troubles at
the institute, nor did he plan to. She had enough to worry
about .



“Have sonme nore pork chops, Charles,” said G na, reaching
over and uncerenoni ously plopping a chop on his full plate.

He had tried to say no but the chop had already entered

its ballistic arc. He | ooked away, trying to stay calm
Charles found G na trying even under the best of

ci rcunstances, especially since the woman had never conceal ed
her di sapproval of her only daughter marrying a man thirteen
years her senior with three kids. Charles heard anot her
telltale plop and opened his eyes to see his nound of
fettucini had grown.

“There,” said G na. “You need sonme nore neat on your
bones.”

Charl es restrained hinself from grabbing a handful of
fettucini and throwing it back into the bow .

“How do they know M chell e has | eukem a?” asked Jean Pau
guil el essly.

Everyone turned to Charles, having been afraid to ask the
guesti on.

“They | ooked at her bl ood, then exam ned her bone marrow.”

“Bone marrow?” questioned Chuck with disgust. “How do they
get bone marrow to | ook at?”

Charl es eyed his son, amazed at how easily Chuck coul d
irritate him To anyone el se, Chuck’s question m ght seem
i nnocent, but Charles was sure the boy was notivated by
norbid interest and not concern for his sister. “They get
bone marrow by rammi ng a | argebore needle into the breast
bone or the hi pbone, then sucking the marrow out,” said
Charl es, hoping to shock Chuck into synpathy for Mchelle.

“Ugh,” said Chuck. “Does it hurt?”
“Terribly,” said Charles.

Cathryn stiffened with a flash of inmaginary pain,
remenbering that she’d been the one to consent to the test.



“CGod!” said Chuck. “Nobody is ever going to do a bone
marrow on ne!”

“I"’mnot so sure,” said Charles wthout thinking.
“Mchell e’ s doctor wants both of you boys to go in to be

ti ssue-typed. There’'s a chance one of you may nmatch M chelle
and can be a donor for platelets, granul ocytes, or even a
marrow transpl ant.”

“Not ne!” said Chuck, putting down his fork. “Nobody is
going to stick no needle into ny bones. No way!”

Slowy Charles placed his el bows on the table and | eaned
toward Chuck. “I’mnot asking if you' re interested, Charles
Jr. I'mtelling you that you' re going into Pediatric Hospital
to be tissue-typed. Do you understand ne?”

“This is hardly a discussion for the dinner table,”
I nterrupted Cathryn.

“WIIl they really stick a needle into ny bone?” asked Jean
Paul .

“Charles, please!” shouted Cathryn. “This is no way to
talk to Chuck about this kind of thing!”

“No? Wll, I'"'msick and tired of his selfishness,” cried
Charles. “He hasn’t voiced one word of concern for Mchelle.”

“Wiy ne?” yelled Chuck. “Way do | have to be a donor?
You're the father. Way can’t you be the donor, or are
bi g-shit doctors not allowed to donate marrow?”

Charles |eaped to his feet in blind fury, pointing a

qui vering finger at Chuck. “Your selfishness is only rival ed
by your ignorance. You' re supposed to have had biol ogy. The
father only donates half of the chronosones to a child. There
is no way | could match Mchelle. If | could I’d change

pl aces with her.”

“Sure!l Sure!” taunted Chuck. “Talk’s cheap.”

Charles started around the table, but Cathryn | eaped up



and caught him “Charles, please,” she said bursting into
tears. “Cal m down!”

Chuck was frozen in his chair, gripping the sides with
whi te knuckles. He knew that only Cathryn stood between him
and di saster.

“I'n the nane of the Father and the Son and the Holy
Ghost,” said Gna, crossing herself. “Charles! Beg the Lord
for forgiveness. Don’t abet the devil’s work.”

“Ch, Christ!” shouted Charles. “Now we get a sernon!”
“Don’t tenpt the Lord,” said Gna with conviction.

“To hell with God,” shouted Charles, breaking free of
Cathryn’s grip. “What kind of God gives a defensel ess
twel ve-year-old | eukem a?”

“You cannot question the Lord s way,” said G na solemly.
“Mother!” cried Cathryn. “That’s enough!”

Charles’s face flushed crinson. H's nouth voi ced sone

I naudi bl e words before he abruptly spun on his heels,

wr enched open the back door, and stornmed out into the night.
The door slanmmed with a jolting finality that shook the
bric-a-brac in the living room

Cat hryn quickly pulled herself together for the children’s
sake, busying herself with clearing the table and keepi ng her
face averted.

“Such bl aspheny!” said Gna with disbelief. Her hand was
pressed agai nst her bosom “I’mafraid Charles has opened
hi mself to the devil.”

“How about a cannoli ?” asked Jean Paul, carrying his plate
to the sink.

Wth his father gone, Chuck felt a sense of exhilaration.
He knew now t hat he could stand up agai nst his father and
wi n. Watching Cathryn clear the table, he tried to catch her
eye. She had to have noticed how he stood his ground, and



Chuck certainly noticed how Cat hryn had backed hi m up.
Pushi ng back his chair, he carried his plate to the sink and
dutifully ran water over it.

Charles fled fromthe house with no goal other than to
escape the infuriating atnosphere. Crunching through the
crusted snow, he ran down toward the pond. The New Engl and
weat her, true to form had conpletely changed. The

nort heastern storm had bl own out to sea and was replaced by
an arctic front that froze everything in its tracks. Despite
the fact he had been running, he could feel a raw chill
especially since he’d not taken the tine to get his coat.

Wt hout a consci ous deci sion, he veered |l eft toward

M chell e’ s playhouse, noting that the change in the w nd had
effectively elimnated the snell fromthe chem cal factory.
Thank God!

After stanping his feet on the porch to renove any snow.
Charl es bent over and entered the m niature house. The
interior was only ten feet long and a central archway divi ded
It roughly in two: one-half was the living roomwth a
built-in banquette; the other the kitchen, with a small table
and sink. The playhouse had running water (in the sumer) and
one electrical outlet. From about age six to nine Mchelle
had made tea here for Charles on Sunday sumrer afternoons.
The smal |l hotplate she used was still working and Charl es
switched it on for a little heat.

Sitting down on the banquette, he stretched his | egs out
and crossed them conserving as nuch body heat as possi bl e.
Still he soon began to shiver. The doll’s house was only a
refuge fromthe icy wind, not fromthe cold.

As the solitude had the desired effect, Charles quickly

cal med down, admtting that he had handl ed Chuck badly.
Charl es knew he had yet to cone to terns wth the disastrous
day. He marvel ed how he had allowed hinself to be lulled into
a fal se sense of security over the |ast few years. He thought
back to the norning . . . making love with Cathryn. In just
twel ve hours all the threads of his carefully organized world
had unravel ed.



Leaning forward so he could | ook up through the front

w ndow, Charles gazed at the canopy of sky. It had becone a
clear, star-studded night, and he could see forever, out into
di stant gal axies. The sight was beautiful but lifeless and
all at once Charles felt an overwhel m ng sense of futility
and loneliness. Hs eyes filled with tears, and he | eaned
back so that he couldn’'t see the terrible beauty of the

w nter sky. Instead he | ooked out over the snow covered

| andscape of the frozen pond. Inmediately in front of himwas
the area of open water Jean Paul had asked about that

nor ni ng.

Charles narveled at the depths of his loneliness, as if

M chell e had al ready been taken fromhim He didn’'t

under stand these feelings although he guessed it m ght have
something to do with guilt; if he had only been nore
attentive to Mchelle's synptons; if he had only paid nore
attention to his famly; if he had only carried out his
research faster.

He wi shed he could put everything aside and just work on
his own project. Maybe he could find a cure in tine for

M chelle. But Charles knew that was an inpossible goal.

Besi des, he coul d not oppose Dr. |banez so openly. He could
not afford to lose his job or the use of his |lab. Suddenly
Charl es understood the directors’ cleverness in putting him
on the Canceran project. Charles was disliked because of his
unort hodoxy, but he was respected because of his scientific
ability. Charles was a foil who lent the desired | egitinmacy
that the project needed and a perfect scapegoat if the
project failed. It was a decision of adm nistrative geni us.

In the distance Charles heard Cathryn’s voice calling his
name. In the frigid air the sound was al nost netal lic.
Charles didn't nove. One second he felt like crying, the next
so weak that physical activity of any sort was inpossible.
What was he going to do about Mchelle? If the chance of a
rem ssion faded, could he stand to watch her suffer with the
treat nent ?

He noved over to the wi ndow and scraped off the frost his
breath had created. Through the clear areas he could see the
silver-blue snowscape and the patch of water directly in
front of him QGuessing that the tenperature was close to



zero, Charles began to wonder about that open water. Hi's
original explanation to Jean Paul that norning had been that
the current prevented it fromicing over. But that was when
the tenperature hovered about the freezing mark. Now it was
some thirty degrees below that. Charl es wondered whet her
there was nmuch current at that tinme of year. In the spring
when the snows nelted in the nountain to the north, the river
raged and the pond rose by a foot-and-a-half. Then there
woul d be current, not now.

Suddenly Charles was aware of a sweet aromatic snell. It

had been there all the tinme but had not penetrated his

consci ousness until that nonent. It was vagquely famliar, but
out of context. He'd snelled it before, but where?

Eager for a distraction, Charles began to sniff around.

The odor was about equal in intensity in the two roons and
strongest near the floor. Sniffing repeatedly, Charles tried
to place the snell in his past. Suddenly it cane to him
organic chem stry lab in college! He was snelling an organic
solvent |ike benzene, toluene, or xylene. But what was it
doing in the playhouse?

Braving the cold wind, Charles went out into the

kni fe-sharp night. Wth his right hand he clutched his
sweater tightly around his neck. Qutside the aronmatic odor
was di mi ni shed because of the wi nd, but by bendi ng down at
the side of the playhouse, Charles determ ned the snell was
comng fromthe partially frozen nud around and under the
structure. Making his way down to the pond’ s edge, Charles
scooped up sone of the icy water and brought it to his nose.
There was no mstaking it: the snmell was comng fromthe
pond.

He foll owed the gradual curve of the pond, wal king al ong

the edge of the open water to the point where it nerged with
the inlet fromthe river. Bending down again, he brought sone
water to his nose. The odor was stronger. Breaking into a
jog, Charles followed the inlet to the juncture with the

Pawt omack River. It, too, was unfrozen. Again, Charles
brought a sanple to his nose. The odor was even nore intense.
The snell was comng fromthe river. Standi ng up, shaking
fromthe cold, Charles stared upstream Recycle, Ltd., the

pl asti c/rubber recycling plant was up there. Charles knew



fromhis chem stry background that benzene was used as a
sol vent for both plastics and rubber.

Benzene!

A power ful thought gripped his mnd: Benzene causes

| eukem a; in fact it causes nyel obl astic | eukem a! Turni ng
his head, Charles’s eyes followed the trail of the unfrozen,
open water. It led directly to the playhouse: the one spot
M chell e had spent nore tinme than any other.

Li ke a crazed man, Charles sprinted for the house. The
uneven snow tripped himand he fell headl ong, |anding on his
chest with his palns outstretched. He was unhurt save for a
cut on his chin. Picking hinself up, he ran nore slowy.

When he reached the house, he thundered up the back steps
and banged open the door.

Cathryn, already taut as a tightened bowstring,

i nvoluntarily shrieked as Charles hurled hinself breathlessly
into the kitchen. The dish she was hol ding slipped from her
hands and shattered on the fl oor.

“lI want a container,”
reacti on.

gasped Charles, ignoring Cathryn's

G na appeared at the door to the dining room her face
reflecting terror. Chuck materialized behind her, then pushed
past to gain access to the kitchen. He stepped between
Charles and Cathryn. He didn't care if his father was bigger
t han he was.

Charles’s breathing was | abored. After a few seconds, he
was able to repeat his request.

“A container?” asked Cathryn who' d regai ned sone of her
conposure. “Wat kind of a container?”

“dass,” said Charles. “@ass with a tight top.”

“What for?” asked Cathryn. It seened |ike an absurd
request.



“For pond water,” said Charles.
Jean Paul appeared beside G na who stuck out her armto
keep himfromentering the kitchen.

“Why do you want pond water?” asked Cathryn.

“Christ!” managed Charles. “Is this an interrogation?” He
started for the refrigerator.

Chuck tried to step in his way, but Charles nerely swept
the boy out of his path. Chuck stunmbled, and Cathryn grabbed
his arm keeping himfromfalling.

Charles turned at the conmmotion and saw Cat hryn
restraining his son. “What the hell is going on here?” he
demanded.

Chuck struggled for an instant, glaring at his father.

Charl es | ooked fromone face to another. G na and Jean

Paul | ooked shocked; Chuck, furious; and Cathryn, frightened.
But no one spoke. It was as if the scene was a freeze frane
in a notion picture. Charles shook his head in disbelief and
turned his attention to the refrigerator.

He pulled out a jar of apple juice and cl osed the door.
Wthout a nonent’s hesitati on he dunped the remaining
contents down the sink, rinsed the jar thoroughly, and yanked
his sheepskin coat off its hook. At the door he turned to
glance at his famly. No one had noved. Charles had no idea
what was happeni ng but since he knew what he wanted to do, he
| eft, closing the door on the strange scene.

Rel easi ng her hold on Chuck, Cathryn stared blankly at the
door, her m nd going over the disturbing discussion she’d had
with Dr. Keitzman and Dr. Wley. She' d thought their
questions about Charles’s enotions had been ridicul ous, but
now she wasn’t so sure. Certainly, flying out of the house in
anger in the dead of winter without a coat, only to return a
hal f hour later in great excitenent, |ooking for a container
for pond water, was curious at best.

“I"d never let himhurt you,” said Chuck. He pushed back



his hair with a nervous hand.

“Hurt nme?” said Cathryn, taken by surprise. “Your father’s
not going to hurt ne!”

“I"’'mafraid he’s let in the devil,” said Gna. “Once he's
done that, you can't tell what he’'s going to do.”

“Mot her, please!” cried Cathryn.

“I's Charles going to have a nervous breakdown?” teased
Jean Paul fromthe doorway.

“He’ s already had one,” answered Chuck.

“That’ s enough of that,” said Cathryn sternly. “I don’t
want to hear any disrespect for your father. Mchelle’'s
i1l ness has upset himterribly.”

Cathryn directed her attention to the broken dish. Ws
Charl es having a nervous breakdown? Cathryn deci ded she’ d

di scuss the possibility with Dr. Wley in the norning. It was
a terrifying thought.

G ngerly crossing the partially frozen nud, Charles
approached the water’s edge, then filled the jar. He screwed
the cap on tightly before running back to the house.

Al t hough the suddenness of his arrival surprised Cathryn,

It had nowhere near the effect of his previous entrance. By
the time Charles got to the refrigerator, Cathryn coul d
react, and she reached out and grasped his arm

“Charles, tell ne what you are doing.”

“There’s benzene in the pond,” hissed Charles, shaking off
her grasp. He put the jar of pond water in the refrigerator.
“And you can snell it in the playhouse.”

Charles whirled back to the door. Cathryn ran after him
managi ng to get hold of his coat. “Charles, where are you
goi ng? What’'s the matter with you?”



Wth unnecessary force, Charles wenched his coat free.
“I"’mgoing to Recycle, Ltd. That’s where the goddamm benzene
is coming from |’msure of it.”

SEVEN

Charles pulled the red Pinto off Main Street and stopped
in front of the gate in the hurricane fence surroundi ng
Recycl e, Ltd. The gate was unl ocked and opened easily. He
st epped back into his car and drove into the factory’s
par ki ng ar ea.

The evening shift couldn’'t have been too | arge because

there were only a half dozen or so beat-up cars near the
entrance to the old brick mlIl building. To the left of the
factory, the huge piles of discarded tires rose up like

m ni at ure snowcapped nountai ns. Between the used tires and
the building were smaller heaps of plastic and vinyl debris.
To the right of the factory was a rubbi sh-strewn, enpty | ot

bi sected by the hurricane fence that ran down to the

Pawt omack Ri ver. Beyond the fence the deserted m |l buil dings
stretched for a quarter of a mle to the north.

As soon as Charles got out of his car, he was envel oped by
the sanme stench that had assaulted his house that norning. It
amazed himthat people could live to the i medi ate west of
town, the direction of the prevailing wi nds. Locking the car,
he started toward the entrance, an uni nposing al um num st orm
door. Above it, RECYCLE, LTD. UNAUTHORI ZED ENTRY FOR- BI DDEN
was witten in block letters. Taped to the inside of the

gl ass was a cardboard sign which said: INQU RIES, followed by
a | ocal tel ephone nunber.

Charles tried the door, which was unlocked. If he had

t hought the odor bad outside, inside it was far worse. He
found hinself choking on the heavy, chenmical-laden air in a
smal |l office of sorts. It was a pl ywod-veneer panel ed room
Wi th a beat-up Form ca counter that held a wire letter basket
and a stainless steel bell, the kind you hit with the pal m of
your hand. Charles did just that, but the noise was swal | owed
up by the hisses and runbles coming fromwthin the factory
pr oper.

Charles decided to try the inner door. At first it



woul dn’t open but when he pulled nore forcibly it swing

I nward. As soon as it opened, Charles saw why it was
insulated. It was as if it were a portal into hell itself.
The conbi nati on of stench and noi se was over poweri ng.

Charles entered a huge two-story-high room poorly lit and
dom nated by a row of gigantic pressure-cooker-type
apparatus. Metal |adders and catwal ks ascended and
crisscrossed in bew | dering confusion. Large, clanking
conveyor belts brought in piles of plastic and vinyl debris
mxed with all sorts of disagreeable trash. The first people
Charles saw were a pair of sweating nen in sleevel ess
undershirts, with bl ack-snudged faces |i ke coal m ners,
sorting out the glass, wooden objects, and enpty cans from

t he plastic.

“I's there a manager here?” yelled Charles, trying to be
heard over the din.

One of the nen | ooked up for an instant, indicated that he
couldn’t hear, then went back to his sorting. Apparently the
conveyor belt didn't stop and they had to keep up with it. At
the end of the belt was a | arge hopper which, when full,
woul d rise up, position itself over an avail able pressure
cooker, and dunp its contents of plastic scrap. Charles saw a
man wth a large, scimtarlike knife up on the catwalk slit
open two bags of chem cals, one white, the other black. Wth
what appeared |like great effort he dunped the two bags into
the ovens in a great cloud of dust. For a nonment the nman

di sappeared fromvi ew. \Wen he reappeared, he had cl osed the
hatch and activated the steam sending a fresh m xture of
snoke, odor, and noise into the room

Al t hough Charles couldn’t get anyone’ s attention, no one
asked himto | eave, either. Boldly he skirted the conveyor
belts, keeping his eyes on the floor which was strewn with
trash and puddl es of oil and grease. He passed a cinder-bl ock
wal | housi ng the automated nmachinery bringing in the tires to
be nelted down. It was fromthis area that the snell that
Charl es associated with the factory originated. Up close it
was far nore powerful.

Just beyond the wall, Charles found a | arge wire cage
secured with a stout padlock. It was obviously a storeroom



because Charles could see shelving wth spare parts, tools,
and containers of industrial chemcals. The walls were nade
of the sane material that forned the hurricane fence outside.
Charles put his fingers through the nesh to support hinself
whil e he scanned the | abels on the containers. He found what
he was | ooking for directly in front of him There were two
steel druns with benzene stenciled on the sides. There were
also the famliar skull and crossbone decals warning that the
contents were poisonous. As he | ooked at the druns, Charles
was shaken by a new wave of rage.

A hand gri pped Charles’s shoul der and he spun about,
flattening hinself against the wire nesh.

“What can | do for you?” yelled a huge man trying to be

heard over the thunderous din of the machinery. But the

I nstant he spoke, a whistle blew above one of the plastic
pressure cookers as it conpleted its cycle, making further
conversation inpossible. It burst open and bel ched forth an
enor nous anmount of bl ack, viscous, depolynerized plastic. The
hot |iquid was poured into cooling vats sending up billows of
acrid vapors.

Charles | ooked at the man in front of him He was a ful

head taller than Charles. Hi s perspiring face was so pudgy
that his eyes were nere slits. He was dressed |i ke the other
men Charl es had seen. Hi s sleevel ess undershirt was stretched
over a beer belly of awesone di nensions. The nan was
supporting a dolly, and Charles noticed his nmassive forearns
were professionally tattooed with hula dancers. On the back
of his left hand was a swasti ka that he had apparently done
hi nsel f.

As soon as the noise level sank to its usual deafening
pitch, the worker tried again. “You checking our chem cal s?”
He had to shout.

Char | es nodded.

“I think we need nore carbon black,” yelled the man.

Charles realized that the man thought he bel onged there.

“What about the benzene?” yelled Charl es.



“We got plenty of benzene. That cones in the
hundr ed-gal | on druns.”

“What do you do with it after you use it?”
“You nean the ‘spent’ benzene? Cnere, |I’'ll show you.”

The man | eaned his dolly against the wire cage and | ed
Charles across the main room between two of the rubber ovens
where the radi ant heat was intense. They ducked under an
overhang and entered a hallway that led to a |l unch room where
t he noi se was sonmewhat | ess. There were two picnic tables, a
soda di spenser, and a cigarette machi ne. Between the soda

di spenser and the cigarette machi ne was a wi ndow. The man
brought Charles over to it and pointed outside. “See those

t anks out there?”

Charl es cupped his hands around his eyes and peered out.
About fifty feet away and quite close to the riverbank were
two cylindrical tanks. Even with the bright noon, he couldn’'t
see any details.

“Does any of the benzene go in the river?” asked Charl es,
turning back to the worker.

“Most of it is trucked away to God-knows-where. But you
know t hose di sposal conpani es. Wen the tanks get too full
we drain theminto the river; it’s no problem W do it at
night and it washes right away. Goes out to the ocean. To
tell you the truth . " The man | eaned over as if he were
telling a secret: “I think that fucking di sposal conpany
dunps it into the river, too. And they charge a goddam
fortune.”

Charles felt his jaw tighten. He could see Mchelle in the
hospital bed with the IV running into her arm

“Where’s the manager?” asked Charles, suddenly displaying
hi s anger.

“Manager ?” questioned the worker. He regarded Charl es
curiously.



“Foreman, supervisor. Whoever’'s in charge,” shapped
Charl es.

“You nean the super,” said the worker. “Nat Archer. He’'s

in his office.”

“Show ne where it is,” ordered Charles.

The wor ker regarded Charles quizzically, then turned and
retraced their route to the main roomwhere he indicated a
wi ndowed door at the end of a netal catwal k one flight up.
“Up there,” he said sinply.

| gnoring the worker, Charles ran for the netal stairs. The
wor ker wat ched him for a nonment, then turned and picked up an
I n-house tel ephone.

Qutside of the office, Charles hesitated for a nonent,

then tried the door. It opened easily and he entered. The
office was |i ke a soundproofed crow s nest with w ndows that
| ooked out on the whol e operation. As Charles came through
the door, Nat Archer twisted in his chair, then stood up
smling in obvious puzzl enent.

Charl es was about to shout at the nan when he realized he
knew him He was the father of Steve Archer, a close friend
of Jean Paul’s. The Archers were one of Shaftesbury’ s few
bl ack fam i es.

“Charles Martel!” said Nat, extending his hand. “You're
about the | ast person | expected to cone through that door.’
Nat was a friendly, outgoing nman who noved in a sl ow,
controlled fashion, like a restrai ned athl ete.

Taken of f bal ance in finding soneone he knew, Charles
stamered that he wasn’t nmaking a social call.

“Ckay,” said Nat, eyeing Charles nore closely. “Wy don’t
you sit down?”

“I"lIl stand,” said Charles. “I want to know who owns
Recycle, Ltd.”

Nat hesitated. Wien he finally spoke he sounded wary.



“Breur Chem cals of New Jersey is the parent conpany. Wiy do
you ask?”

“Who’ s the nanager here?”

“Harol d Dawson out on Covered Bridge Road. Charl es,
think you should tell ne what this is all about. Maybe | can
save you sone trouble.”

Charl es exam ned the foreman who' d folded his arns across
his chest, assumng a stiff, defensive posture in contrast to
his initial friendliness.

“My daughter was di agnosed to have | eukem a today.”

“I"’msorry to hear that,” said Nat, confusion mxing with
enpat hy.

“1”1l bet you are,” said Charles. “You people have been
dunpi ng benzene into the river. Benzene causes | eukem a.”

“What are you tal king about? W haven’t been dunpi ng
benzene. The stuff gets haul ed away.”

“Don’t give ne any of your bullshit,” snapped Charl es.
“I think you d better get your ass out of here, man.”

“I"l'l tell you what I’mgoing to do,” funed Charles. “I'm
going to see that this shithole factory gets closed down!”

“What's the matter with you? You crazy or sonething? |
told you we don’t dunp nothing.”

“Hah! That big guy downstairs with the tattoos
specifically told nme you dunped benzene. So don't try to deny
it.”

Nat Archer picked up his phone. He told Wally Crab to get

up to his office on the double. Dropping the receiver onto
the cradle he turned back to Charles. “Man, you gotta have
your head exam ned. Coming in here in the mddle of the

ni ght, spoutin’ off about benzene. What’'s the matter? Not hi ng
good on the tube tonight? | nmean |’ msorry about your kid.



But really, you re trespassing here.”
“This factory is a hazard to the whole comunity.”

“Yeah? Well, I’mnot so sure the community agrees wth
you.”

Wally Crab cane through the door as if he expected a fire.
He skidded to a halt.

“Wal ly, this man says you told hi mwe dunped benzene in
the river.”

“Hell no!” said Wally, out of breath. “I told himthe
benzene is taken away by the Draper Brothers Disposal.”

“You fucking liar!” shouted Charl es.

“Nobody calls ne a fucking liar,” growed Wally, starting
for Charles.

“Ease off!” yelled Nat, putting a hand on Wally’'s chest.

“You told ne,” shouted Charl es pointing an accusing finger
in Wal |y’ s angered face, “when the tanks are too full, you
drain theminto the river at night. That’s all | need. |'m
going to shut this place down.”

“Cool it!” yelled Nat, releasing Wally and grasping
Charles’s arminstead. He started wal king Charles to the
door.

“Get your hands off me,” Charles shouted as he pulled
free. Then he shoved Nat away from him

Nat recovered his bal ance and thrust Charl es back agai nst
the wall of the small office.

“Don’t you ever touch ne again,” said Nat.
Charles had the intuitive sense to stay still.

“Let nme give you sone advice,” said Nat. “Don’t cause
troubl e around here. You're trespassing, and if you ever cone



back, you' Il be very sorry. Now get the hell out of here
before we throw you out.”

For a mnute Charles didn't know if he wanted to run or

fight. Then, realizing he had no choice, he turned and went

t hundering down the netal stairs, and through the ni ghtmarish
mechani cal maze on the main floor. He strode through the

of fice and burst outside, thankful for the cold and
relatively clean air of the parking lot. Once in the car, he
gunned the engine nercilessly before shooting out through the
gat e.

The farther he got from Recycle, Ltd., the |less fear he

felt and the nore anger and humliation. Pounding the
steering wheel, he vowed he’d destroy the factory for
Mchell e’ s sake no matter what it took. He tried to think of
how he woul d go about doing it, but he was too irate to think
clearly. The institute had a law firmon retainer; perhaps
he’ d start there.

Charles pulled off 301 into his driveway, pushing the
accelerator to the floor, spinning the wheels and shooti ng
gravel up inside the fenders. The car skidded first to one
side and then the other. Qut of the corner of his eye he
could see the lace curtains of one of the |iving roomw ndows
part and Cathryn’s face cone into view for a second. He
skidded to a stop just beyond the back porch and turned off
the ignition.

He sat for a nonent, gripping the steering wheel, hearing
the engine cool off in the icy air. The reckless drive had
calmed his enotions and gave hima chance to think. Perhaps
it had been stupid to charge up to Recycle, Ltd. at that tine
of night, although he had to admt he’d acconplished one
thing: he knew for certain where the benzene in the pond was
comng from Yet now that he thought about it, he recognized
that the real issue was taking care of M chelle and nmaki ng
the hard decisions about treatnent. As a scientist he knew
that the nere presence of benzene in the pond did not
constitute proof that it had caused Mchelle’ s | eukenm a. No
one had yet proved that benzene caused | eukem a in humans,
only in aninmals. Besides, Charles recognized that he was
usi ng Recycle, Ltd. to divert the hostility and anger caused
by M chelle’s sickness.



Slowy he got out of the car, w shing once again that he'd
wor ked faster over the last four to five years on his own
research so that now he m ght have sonething to offer his
daughter. Inmmersed in thought, he was startled when Cathryn
met himin the doorway. Her face was awash with fresh tears,
her chest trenbling as she fought to control her sobs.

“What' s wong?” asked Charles with horror. His first
reacti on was that something had happened to M chelle.

“Nancy Schonhauser called,” Cathryn nmanaged to say.
“Little Tad died this evening. That poor dear child.”

Charl es reached out and drew his wife to him conforting

her. At first he felt a sense of relief as if Mchelle had
been spared. But then he renenbered that the boy lived on the
Pawt omack River just as they did, only closer to town.

“l thought 1’'d go over to see Marge,” continued Cathryn.

“But she’s been hospitalized herself. She coll apsed when they
told her about Tad. Do you think |I should go over to their
house anyway and see if there is sonething | can do?”

Charles was no |onger |istening. Benzene caused aplastic
anem a as well as |l eukema! He' d forgotten about Tad. Now

M chelle was no | onger a single, isolated case of bone marrow
di sease. Charl es wondered how many other famlies |iving

al ong the course of the Pawtonack Ri ver had been struck. All
the anger Charles had felt earlier returned in an
overwhel m ng rush, and he broke free from Cat hryn.

“Did you hear ne?” asked Cat hryn, abandoned in the center

of the room She watched Charles go over to the tel ephone
directory, |l ook up a nunber, and dial. He seened to have
forgotten she was there. “Charles,” called Cathryn. “l asked
you a question.”

He | ooked at her unconprehendingly until the connection
went through. Then he directed his attention to the phone.
“I's this Harol d Dawson?” demanded Charl es.

“It is,” returned the manager.



“M/ nane is Dr. Charles Martel,” said Charles. “lI was down
at Recycle, Ltd. tonight.”

“I know,” said Harold. “Nat Archer called ne a while ago.
|"msorry for any discourtesies you experienced. | w sh you
had made your visit during regular hours so I could have seen
you.”

“Di scourtesies don't bother nme,” snapped Charles. *“But
dunpi ng toxic waste, |ike benzene, into the river does.”

“We are not dunping anything into the river,” said Harold
enphatically. “All our toxic chemcal permts have been filed
with the EPA and are up to date.”

“Permts,” scoffed Charles. “There is benzene in the river
and one of your workers said Recycle’ s been dunping it. And
benzene is damm toxic. My daughter has just cone down wth

| eukem a and a child just upriver fromne died today of

apl astic anem a. That’s no coincidence. |'"mgoing to shut you
peopl e down. | hope to God you have a | ot of insurance.”

“These are wld, irresponsible accusations,” said Harold
evenly. “I should tell you that Recycle, Ltd. is a marginal
operation of Breur Chem cal Corporation and they naintain
this facility because they feel they are doing the community
a service. | can assure you that if they thought otherw se,
they woul d cl ose the factory down thensel ves.”

“Well, it goddamm wel |l ought to be closed,” shouted
Charl es.

“One hundred and eighty workers in this town m ght
di sagree,” answered Harold, losing patience. “If you cause
trouble, mster, | can guarantee you' |l get trouble.”

“I . . .” began Charles but he realized he was holding a
dead phone. Harold Dawson had hung up.

“God!” Charles shouted as he furiously shook the receiver.
Cathryn took the phone away and replaced it in its cradle.

She’d only heard Charles’s side of the conversation, but it
had upset her. She forced himto sit down at the kitchen



tabl e, and she shooed her nother away when she’d appeared at
the door. Her face was streaked with tears, but she was no
| onger crying.

“I think you d better tell ne about the benzene,” said
Cat hryn.

“1t’s a poison,”
mar r ow sonmehow. ”

fumed Charles. “It depresses the bone

“And you don’'t have to eat it to be poisoned?”

“No. You don’t have to ingest it. Al you have to do is
inhale it. It goes directly into the bl oodstream Wy did |
have to nmake that playhouse out of the old ice shed?”

“And you think it could have caused M chelle’s | eukem a?”

“l certainly do. Apparently she’'s been inhaling benzene

all the time she's played there. Benzene causes the rare kind
of | eukem a that she has. It’s too nmuch of a coinci dence.
Especially with Tad’s aplastic anem a.”

“The benzene coul d have caused that?”
“Absol utely.”

“And you think Recycle has been putting benzene into the
river?”

“l know they have. That’'s what | found out tonight. And
they’re going to pay. I'll get the place shut down.”

“And how are you going to do that?”

“I don't knowyet. I'll talk to some people tonmorrow. 1’1
get in touch wwth the EPA. Sonebody is going to want to hear
about it.”

Cathryn studied Charles’s face, thinking of Dr. Keitzman's
and Dr. Wley's questions. “Charles,” began Cathryn,

mar shal i ng her courage. “This is all interesting and probably
I nportant but it seenms to ne that it'’s a little inappropriate
at this tinme.”



“I nappropriate?” echoed Charles with disbelief.

“Yes,” said Cathryn. “W’ve just |learned that Mchelle has
| eukemia. | think that the primary focus shoul d be taking
care of her, not trying to get a factory shut down. There
will always be tine for that, but Mchelle needs you now.”

Charles stared at his young wife. She was a survivor,

coping in a difficult situation with great effort. How coul d
he hope to make her understand that the core of the problem
was that he really didn’'t have anything to offer Mchelle
except |love? As a cancer researcher he knew too nuch about

M chell e’ s di sease; as a physician he couldn’t be lured into
fal se hope by the panoply of nodern nedicine; as a father he
was terrified of what Mchelle was going to face because he' d
gone through a simlar situation with his first wife. Yet
Charles was an activist. He had to do sonething, and Recycle,
Ltd. was there to keep fromfacing the reality of Mchelle's
i1l ness and his deteriorating situation at the Wi nburger

I nstitute.

Charl es recogni zed that he couldn’t comunicate all this

to Cathryn because she probably woul dn’t understand it and if
she did it would underm ne her own hopes. Despite their

I ntense | ove for each other, Charles accepted that he' d have
to bear his burdens al one. The thought was crushing, and he
collapsed in Cathryn's arnmns.

“I't’s been a terrible day,” whispered Cathryn, holding
Charles as tightly as she could. “Let’s go to bed and try to
sl eep.”

Charl es nodded, thinking, If |I had only worked faster

By a process so gradual as to be inperceptible, Mchelle
becanme aware that her roomwas |ighter. The shade over the
wi ndow now appeared dark with a |ight border rather than
white with a dark border. Along with the gradual increase in
I llum nation, the com ng day was al so heral ded by the

I ncreased activity in the hallway. Mchelle's door was open



about six inches and the shaft of yellow i ncandescent |i ght
t hat cane through had been a neager confort for her during
the interm nabl e night.

M chel | e wondered when Charles or Cathryn would cone. She
hoped it woul d be soon because she wanted, nore than anything
el se, to go home to her own room her own house. She coul dn’t
under stand why she had had to stay in the hospital because
after her dinner, which she had barely eaten, no one had done
anything to her other than | ook in and check that she was OK

Swi ngi ng her | egs over the side of the bed, Mchelle

pushed herself into a sitting position. She closed her eyes
and steeled herself against a rush of dizziness. The novenent
exacer bat ed her nausea which had troubled her all night. Once
she’ d even gotten up when her saliva had pool ed beneath her
tongue, and she was afraid she was going to vomt. Holding on
to the sides of the toilet, she’d retched but hadn’t brought
up anything. Afterwards, it had taken all her strength to get
back into bed.

M chelle was certain she’d not slept at all. Besides the
waves of nausea, she also had pains in her joints and
abdonen, as well as chills. The fever, which had gone away
t he previous afternoon, was back.

Slowy Mchelle slid off the bed onto her feet, gripping

the IV pole. Pushing the pole in front of her, she began to
shuffle to the bathroom The plastic IV tubing still went
into her left arm which she kept as i nmobile as possi bl e.
She knew there was a needle on the end of the tubing and she
was afraid that if she noved her arm the needle would pierce
her in some damagi ng way.

After going to the toilet, Mchelle returned to her bed
and clinbed in. There was no way she could feel any nore
| onely or m serable.

“Well, well,” beaned a redheaded nurse as she cane

bustling into the room “Awake already. Aren't we

I ndustri ous?” She snapped up the w ndow shade unveiling the
new day.

M chel | e wat ched her but didn’'t speak.



The nurse went around the other side of the bed and

pl ucked a thernmoneter out of a narrow stainless steel cup.
“What’'s the matter, cat got your tongue?” She flicked the
t hernoneter, examned it, bent down, and poked it into
Mchelle’ s nouth. “Be back in a jiffy.”

Waiting until the nurse was out the door, Mchelle pulled

the thernmoneter out of her nouth. She did not want anyone to
know she still had a fever in case that m ght keep her in the
hospital. She held the thernoneter in her right hand, near to
her face so that when the nurse cane back, she would be able
to put it into her nouth quickly.

The next person through the door was a fal se alarm

M chelle got the thernoneter back into her nouth, but it was
amn in adrty white coat with hundreds of pens stuffed in
his pocket. He carried a wwre basket filled with glass test
tubes with different-colored tops. He had strips of rubber

t ubi ng | ooped through the edges of his basket. Mchelle knew
what he want ed: bl ood.

She watched, terrified, as he made his preparations. He

put a rubber tube about her armso tight that her fingers
hurt and roughly w ped the inside of her el bow wth an

al cohol swab, even the tender spot where they’' d taken bl ood
the day before. Then using his teeth, he pulled the cap off a
needle. Mchelle wanted to scream |Instead, she turned her
head to hide silent tears. The rubber was unsnapped, which
caused about as nmuch pain as when it was put on. She heard a
gl ass tube drop into the wire basket. Then she felt another
stab as he yanked the needle out. He applied a cotton ball to
the puncture site, bent her armso that it pressed agai nst
the cotton, and gathered up his things. He left wthout
saying a single word.

Wth one arm holding the cotton ball and the other with

the IV, Mchelle felt totally imuovbilized. Slowly she unbent
her arm The cotton ball rolled aside revealing an innocent
red puncture mark surrounded by a bl ack-and-bl ue area.

“Ckay,” said the redheaded nurse, com ng through the door.
“Let’s see what we’ ve got.”



M chell e renenbered with panic that the thernoneter was
still in her nouth.

Deftly the nurse extracted it, noted the tenperature, then
dropped it into the netal container on Mchelle's night
table. “Breakfast will be up in a nonent,” she said
cheerfully, but she didn't nention Mchelle' s fever. She left
W th the sane abruptness with which she’'d arrived.

“Ch, Daddy, please cone and get ne,” said Mchelle to
hersel f. “Please hurry.”

Charles felt his shoul der being shaken. He tried to ignore
it because he wanted to continue sl eeping, but the shaking
conti nued. When he opened his eyes he saw Cat hryn, already
robed, standing by the bed hol ding out a steam ng nug of
cof fee. Pushing hinself up on one el bow, Charles took the
cof f ee.

“It’s seven o' clock,” said Cathryn with a smle.

“Seven?” Charles glanced at the face of the al arm cl ock,
t hi nki ng that oversl eeping was not the way to increase the
pace of his research efforts.

“You were sleeping so soundly,” said Cathryn, kissing his
forehead, “that | didn't have the heart to wake you earlier.
W' ve got a big breakfast waiting downstairs.”

Charl es knew that she was naeking an effort to sound gay.

“Enj oy your coffee,” said Cathryn. She started for the
door. “G na got up and nmade it before | was even awake.”

Charl es gl anced down at the mug in his hands. The fact

that G na was still there was irritating enough. He did not
want to have to feel beholden to her the first thing in the
norni ng, but then he was holding the coffee and he knew she’d
ask how it was and gl oat over the fact that she’'d arisen when
everyone el se was still asleep.

Charl es shook his head. Such annoyi ng thoughts were not



the way to begin the day. He tasted the coffee. It was hot,
aromatic, and stinulating. He admtted that he enjoyed it and
decided to tell G na before she’d have a chance to ask, and
then thank her for getting up before the others, before she
had a chance to tell them

Carrying his coffee nug, Charles padded down the hall to
Mchelle' s room He paused outside of the door, then slowy
pushed it open. He had half hoped to see his young daughter
safely sleeping in her bed, but of course her bed was neatly
made, her books and nenorabilia conpul sively arranged, her
roomas neat as a pin. “All right,” said Charles to hinself,
as if he were bargaining with an all-powerful arbiter, “she
has nyel obl astic | eukem a. Just |let her case be sensitive to
current treatnment. That’s all | ask.”

Breakfast was a strained affair, overshadowed by G na's
forced ebullience and Charles’s reserve. One fed the other in
a self-fulfilling prophecy until G na was chatting nonstop
and Charles perfectly silent. Cathryn interrupted with
conpl i cated plans about who was going to do what, when.
Charl es stayed out of the domestic decision naking and
concentrated on planning his day’'s work at the institute. The
first thing he wanted to do was check the well mce injected
Wi th the cancer antigen for signs of inmmunol ogical activity.
Most likely there would be no response with such a |ight dose
and he woul d prepare to give them anot her chall enge that
afternoon. Then he woul d check the mce injected with the
Canceran and reinject them Then he would start work on a
conputer sinulation of the way he envisioned the bl ocking
factor worked.

“Charles, is that agreeable to you?” asked Cathryn.

“What ?” questioned Charles. He' d tuned out al
conversati on.

“I' will ride with you in the Pinto this norning, and you

can drop ne at the hospital. Chuck will take the station
wagon, drop off Jean Paul, and drive hinmself to Northeastern.
G na has agreed to stay here and nmeke di nner.”

“1”1'l make your favorite,” said G na enthusiastically,
“gnocchi .”



Ghocchi! Charles didn't even know what gnocchi was.
“I'f I want to | eave early,” continued Cathryn to Charl es,

“l can go over to Northeastern and pick up the station wagon.
O herwise 1’1 cone back with you. What do you say?”

Charles couldn’t figure out how all these el aborate plans
were nmaking things any easier. The old nmethod of his driving
t he boys and | eaving the station wagon for Cathryn seened far
nore sinple, but he didn't care. In fact, if he decided to
wor k that night, maybe it would be best if Chuck had the car
because then Cathryn could cone home with himin the

af t er noon.

“Fine with ne,” said Charles, finding hinself watching
Chuck who was in his usual breakfast posture, studying the
cereal box as if it were Scripture. The boy was wearing the
sane clothes as yesterday and | ooked just as bad.

“l got a call fromthe business office yesterday,” said
Charl es.

“Yeah, | gave themthe nunber,” said Chuck w thout |ooking
up.

“lI made arrangenents at the bank for a loan,” said
Charles. “Should be available in a day or so, then the bill
wll be paid.”

“Good,” said Chuck, flipping the box so he could study the
nutritional values on the side panel.

“I's that all you have to say? Good?” Charles turned his
head toward Cathryn with a | ook that said: “Can you believe
this kid?”

Chuck pretended he hadn’t heard the question.

“I think we should be going,” said Cathryn, getting to her
feet and collecting the mlk and butter to put into the

refrigerator

“Just | eave everything,” said G na magnani nously. “I"|



take care of it.

Charles and Cathryn were the first out of the house. A

pal e winter sun hung low in the southeastern sky. As cold as
it was inside the Pinto, Cathryn was relieved to get out of
the biting w nd.

“Damm,” said Charles, blowing on his fingers. “l forgot
the pond water.”

For Cathryn’'s sake, Charles started the car, which was no
easy task, before running back into the kitchen for the jar
of pond water. He carefully wedged it behind his seat to keep
it fromspilling before he clinbed into the car and funbl ed
with his seat belt.

Cathryn watched this procedure with the pond water with a
certain msgiving. After her little talk to Charles the night
before she’d hoped that he would concentrate on Mchelle. But
Charl es had acted strangely fromthe nonent she’d awakened
himthat norning. Cathryn had the scary feeling that her
famly was com ng apart at the seans.

Wat ching Charles’s silent profile as he drove, Cathryn

began nul ti pl e conversations but abandoned each for various
reasons, nostly because she feared any di scussi on would
trigger her husband’ s tenper.

When Route 301 nerged with Interstate 93, Cathryn finally
forced herself to speak: “How do you feel today, Charles?”

“Huh? Oh fine. Just fine.”

“You seemso quiet. It’s not |ike you.”

“Just thinking.”

“About M chel | e?”

“Yes, and also ny work.”

“You're not still thinking of Recycle, Ltd., are you?”

Charl es glanced at Cathryn for a nonent, then turned his



attention to the road ahead. “Alittle. | still think the
place is a nenace, if that’s what you nean.”

“Charles, there isn’'t sonething you re not telling nme, is
t her e?”

“No,” said Charles too quickly. “What nakes you ask that?”

“I don’t know,” admitted Cathryn. “You seem so far away
since we heard about M chelle. Your nood seens to change so
qui ckly.” Cathryn’s eyes darted over to watch Charles’s
reaction to her |ast comment. But Charles just drove on, and
If there had been a reaction, Cathryn mssed it.

“l guess | just have a lot on ny mnd,” said Charl es.

“You'll share it with ne, won’'t you, Charles? | nean
that’s what |'’mhere for. That’'s why | wanted to adopt the
children. I want you to share everything wth ne.” Cathryn

reached over and put her hand on Charles’s thigh.

Charl es concentrated on the road in front of him Cathryn

was voicing a conviction he’d held until yesterday, but now
he realized that he couldn’t share everything. H s background
as a physician had inparted experiences that Cathryn coul d
not conprehend. |f Charles told what he knew about the course
of Mchelle s illness, she’'d be devast at ed.

Taking a hand fromthe steering wheel, Charles placed it
over Cathryn’s. “The children don’'t know how | ucky they are,”
he sai d.

They rode in silence for a while. Cathryn wasn’t

satisfied, but she didn't know what else to say. In the far

di stance she could just nake out the top of the Prudenti al
buil ding. The traffic began to increase, and they had to sl ow
to forty mles per hour.

“l don’t know anythi ng about tissue-typing and all that,”
said Cathryn, breaking the silence. “But | don’'t think we

shoul d force Chuck to do sonething he doesn’'t want to do.”

Charles glared at Cathryn for a nonent.



“I"msure he will cone around,” she continued when she
realized that Charles wasn’t going to speak. “But he has to
agree on his own.”

Charles took his hand off Cathryn’s and gri pped the

steering wheel. The nmere nention of Chuck was |ike stoking a
snoldering fire. Yet what Cathryn was sayi ng was undeni ably
true.

“You can’t force soneone to be altruistic,” said Cathryn.
“Especi ally Chuck, because it will only strengthen the
worries he has about his sense of self.”

“A sense of self is all he has,” said Charles. “He didn’'t
voi ce the slightest concern about M chelle. Not one word.”

“But he feels it,” said Cathryn. “It’s just hard for him
to express those feelings.”

Charl es | aughed cynically. “I wsh | believed it. He's

j ust goddammed selfish. Did you notice his overwhel m ng
appreciation when | told himl’'d applied for a loan for his
tuition?”

“What did you want himto do? Cartwheel s?” returned
Cathryn. “The tuition was supposed to be paid nonths ago.”
Charles set his jaw. “Fine,” he said to hinself. *“You want
to side with the little bastard . . . just fine!”

Cathryn was instantly sorry she'd said what she had even
though it was true. Reaching over, she put her hand on his
shoul der. She wanted to draw Charles out, not shut hi mup.
“I"’'msorry | said that, but Charles, you have to understand

t hat Chuck doesn’t have your personality. He' s not
conpetitive and he’s not the nost handsone boy. But basically
he’s a good kid. It’s just very hard growing up in your
shadow. ”

Charl es gl anced sideways at his wfe.
“Whet her you know it or not,” said Cathryn, “you re a hard

act to follow You ve been successful in everything you' ve
tried.”



Charles did not share that opinion. He could have rattled
of f a dozen episodes in which he’d failed m serably. But that
wasn’'t the issue: it was Chuck.

“I think the kid's selfish and lazy, and I"'mtired of it.
H s response to Mchelle's illness was all too predictable.”

“He has a right to be selfish,” said Cathryn. “College is
the ultimte selfish experience.”

“Well, he’s certainly making the best of it.”

They cane to the stop-and-go traffic where 193 joi ned the
sout heast expressway and Storrow Drive. Neither spoke as they
i nched forward.

“This isn’t what we should be worrying about,” said
Cathryn finally.

“You're right,” sighed Charles. “And you' re right about
not forcing Chuck. But if he doesn’'t do it, he's going to
wait a long tinme before | pay his next college bill.”

Cathryn | ooked sharply at Charles. If that wasn’'t
coercion, she had no idea what was.

Al though at that time of norning there were few visitors,
the hospital itself was in full swing, and Charles and
Cathryn had to dodge swarns of gurneys noving tiny bedridden
patients to and fromtheir various tests. Cathryn felt
infinitely nore confortable with Charles at her side. Stil
her palnms were wet, which was her usual nethod of show ng
anxi ety.

As they passed the bustling nurses’ station on Anderson 6,
t he charge nurse caught sight of them and waved a greeting.
Charl es stepped over to the counter.

“Excuse ne,” said Charles. “I'mDr. Martel. | was
wondering if ny daughter started her chenotherapy.” He

pur poseful ly kept his voice natural, enotionless.

“I believe so,” said the nurse, “but |let ne check.”



The clerk who' d overheard the conversati on handed over
Mchell e s chart.

“She got her Daunorubicin yesterday afternoon,” said the
nurse. “She got her first oral dose of Thioguanine this
norni ng, and she’'ll start with the Cytarabine this

af ternoon.”

The names jolted Charles but he forced hinself to keep
smling. He knew too well the potential side effects and the
information silently echoed in his head. “Please,” said
Charles to hinself. “Please, |let her go into rem ssion.”
Charles knew that if it would happen, it woul d happen

i mredi ately. He thanked the nurse, turned, and wal ked toward
M chelle’s room The closer he got, the nore nervous he
becane. He | oosened his tie and unbuttoned the top button of
his shirt.

“I't’s nice the way they have decorated to brighten the
at nrosphere,” remarked Cat hryn, noticing the aninal decals for
the first tine.

Charl es stopped for a nonent outside the door, trying to
conpose hinsel f.

“This is it,” said Cathryn, thinking that Charles was
uncertain of the room nunber. She pushed open the door,
entered, and pulled Charles in behind her.

M chelle was propped up in a sitting position with several
pill ows behind her back. At the sight of Charles, her face
tw sted and she burst into tears. Charles was shocked at her
appear ance. Al though he had not thought it possible, she

| ooked even pal er than she had the day before. Her eyes had
visibly sunk into their sockets and were surrounded by
circles so dark they | ooked |ike she had bl ack eyes. In the
air hung the rank snell of fresh vomt.

Charles wanted to run and hold her, but he couldn’t nove.
The agony of his inadequateness held hi mback, although she

[ifted her arns to him

Her di sease was too powerful, and he had nothing to offer



her, just like with Elizabeth eight years earlier. The

ni ght mare had returned. In an aval anche of horror, Charles
recogni zed that Mchelle was not going to get better.
Suddenly he knew wi thout the slightest doubt that all the
palliative treatnent in the world would not touch the

I nevitabl e progression of her illness. Under the weight of
this know edge Charl es staggered, taking a step back fromthe
bed.

Al t hough Cathryn did not understand, she saw what was
happeni ng and she ran to fill Mchelle' s outstretched arns.
Looki ng over Cathryn’s shoul der, Mchelle net her father’s
eyes. Charles smled weakly but Mchelle decided that he was
angry with her.

“It’s so good to see you,” said Cathryn, looking into
Mchelle s face. “How are you?”

“I"'mfine,” managed M chell e, checking her tears. “l just
want to go hone. Can | go hone, Daddy?”

Charl es’ s hands shook as he approached the foot of the
bed. He steadied themon the netal frane.

“Maybe,” said Charles evasively. Maybe he shoul d just take
her out of the hospital; take her hone and keep her
confortabl e; maybe that was best.

“Mchelle, you have to stay here until you're well,”

Cathryn said hurriedly. “Dr. Wley and Dr. Keitzman are going
to see that you get better just as soon as possible. | know

It’s hard for you, and we mss you terribly, but you have to
be a big girl.”

“Pl ease, Daddy,” said Mchelle.

Charles felt hel pless and indecisive, two unfamliar and
unnervi ng enoti ons.

“Mchelle,” said Cathryn. “You have to stay in the
hospital. I'"msorry.”

“Why? Daddy,” pleaded Mchelle, “what’s wong with ne?”



Charles vainly | ooked at Cathryn for help, but she was
silent. He was the physician.

“I wish we knew,” said Charles, hating hinself for |ying,
yet incapable of telling the truth.

“I's it the sane thing that ny real nother had?” asked
M chel | e.

“No,” said Charles quickly. “Absolutely not.” Even that

was a half lie; although Elizabeth had | ynphoma, she died in
a termnal |eukemc crisis. Charles felt cornered. He had to
get away to think.

“What is it then?” demanded M chell e.

“I don’t know,” said Charles as he guiltily checked his

wat ch. “That’'s why you're here. To find out. Cathryn is going
to stay with you to keep you conpany. |’ve got to get to the
lab. 1’1l be back.”

Wt hout any warning, Mchelle abruptly retched. Her

sl ender body heaved, and she threw up a small anount of her
recently consunmed breakfast. Cathryn tried to get out of the
way but sone of the vomt got on her left sleeve.

Charl es responded instantly by stepping into the corridor

and yelling for a nurse. An aide only two doors down cane
flying in, expecting a crisis, and was pleased to discover it
was a fal se alarm

“Don’t you worry, princess,” said the woman casual ly,
pulling off the soiled top sheet. “W’' Il have it cleaned up
in a second.”

Charl es put the back of his hand against Mchelle's
forehead. It was noist and hot. Her fever was still there.
Charl es knew what caused the vomting; it was the nedicine.
He felt a wave of anxiety wash over him The small room was
maki ng hi mfeel claustrophobic.

M chel l e grabbed his hand and held it as if she d slipped
at the edge of an abyss and Charles was her only sal vation.
She | ooked into the blue eyes that were mrrors of her own.



But she thought she saw firmess instead of acqui escence;
irritation instead of understanding. She |let go of the hand
and fell back onto the pillow.

“I"l'l be over later, Mchelle,” said Charles, upset that

t he nedi ci ne was al ready causing potentially dangerous side
effects. To the aide Charles said: “Does she have sonethi ng
ordered for nausea and vom ting?”

“I ndeed she does,” said the nurse. “There is a standing
order for Conpazine PRN. |I'll get her sone in a mnute.”

“I's it a needle?” cried Mchelle.

“No, it’s a pill,” said the aide. “Provided your tumry
keeps it down. If not, then it will have to go in your runp.”
She gave M chelle's foot a playful squeeze.

“I"1'l just walk Charles to the elevator, Mchelle,” said

Cat hryn, seeing Charles start for the door. She caught up
with himin the hall, grabbing his arm “Charles, what is the
matter with you?”

Charles didn't stop.

“Charles!” cried Cathryn, yanking himaround to face her.
“What is it?”

“lI’ve got to get out of here,” said Charles, nervously
stroking his hair. “lI can’t stand to see Mchelle suffer. She
| ooks terrible. | don’t know what to do. |I’mnot sure she
shoul d get any of that nedicine.”

“No nedicine?” cried Cathryn. Instantly she renmenbered
that Dr. Keitzman and Dr. Wley were worried that Charles
m ght interrupt Mchelle' s treatnent.

“Her vomting,” said Charles angrily. “That’s only the

begi nning.” Charles started to say that he was sure Mchelle
was not going to go into rem ssion, but he held his tongue.
There would be tine for nore bad news for Cathryn and for the
present he did not want to destroy the hope.

“But the nedicine is her only chance,” pleaded Cathryn.



“l”ve got to go,” said Charles. “Call ne if there is any
change. 1’'Il be at the lab.”

Cat hryn wat ched Charl es rush down the crowded corridor. He
didn’t even wait for the elevator. She saw himduck into the
stairwell instead. When Dr. Wley told her that they were
going to rely on her strength, she had no idea what he'd
nmeant. Now she was begi nning to conprehend.

El GHT

Charles turned into the institute parking |lot, |eaped out

of the car, and pulled the jar of pond water from behind the
seat. He ran across the tarnmac and had to bang on the gl ass
door before the receptionist opened it. Turning right instead
of left in the main hallway, he ran down to the anal ysis | ab.
One of the technicians whom Charl es respected was sitting on
the countertop with his norning coffee.

“I want this water analyzed for contam nants,” said

Charl es, out of breath.

“Rush job?” qui pped the technician, noting Charles’s
exci tenent.

“Sorta,” said Charles. “I'"mparticularly interested in
organi ¢ solvents. But whatever else you can tell me about the
wat er woul d be hel pful .”

The technician unscrewed the cap, took a whiff, and
bl i nked. “Whew. | hope you don’t use this stuff with your
scotch.”

Charles hurried back toward his own [ab. His mnd was
pul sing with a confusion of thoughts which flashed in and out
of his consciousness with bewi ldering rapidity.

He acknow edged that he had no way of rationally sol ving

the dilemma he felt about Mchelle' s treatnent. Instead he
decided to put his own research into high gear in the futile
hope that he could acconplish sonething extraordinary in tine
for Mchelle; and to try to have Recycle, Ltd. closed down.
Revenge was a powerful enotion, and its presence dulled the
anxi ety about Mchelle. By the tine he reached the door to



his |lab, Charles found hinself with clenched fists. But he
hesitated, renmenbering his vow that norning to use his
intelligence rather than his unreliable enotions. Conposing
hi nsel f, he calnmy opened the door.

El |l en, who’d been busy readi ng the Canceran protocol at
Charles’s desk, slowy put the book down. There was a studied
del i berateness to her novenents, which bothered Charl es even
in his distracted state.

“Did the entire batch of mce get the manmary cancer
anti gen?” he demanded.

“They did,” answered Ellen. “But . . .”

“Good,” interrupted Charles, going up to their snal

bl ackboard. He picked up a piece of chalk and after erasing
what was al ready on the board, he began di agranm ng the

nmet hod t hey woul d use to assay the T-|ynphocyte responses in
the injected mce in order to chart their inmunol ogi cal
response. When he finished, the snall board was filled with
an el aborate progression of steps. “Also,” said Charles,
putting down the chalk, “we’'re going to try sonething
different. It’s not neant to be scientific. Its purpose is to

provide a kind of rapid survey. | want to make a | arge nunber
of dilutions of the cancer antigen and begin a single nouse
with each dilution. I know it will have no statistical

significance. It’'s a shotgun survey, but it m ght be hel pful.
Now, while you check yesterday’'s mce and inject themwth a
second chal | enge of the cancer antigen, |I’mgoing to nmake
sone calls.” Charles w ped the chal k dust on his trousers,
reaching for the phone.

“Can | say sonething now?” queried Ellen, cocking her head
to the side with an |I-told-you-so expression.

“OF course,” said Charles, holding the receiver.

“l checked the mce who got the first dose of Canceran.”
She paused.

“Yeah?” said Charles, wondering what was com ng.

“Alnmost all of themdied |last night.”



Charles’s face clouded wth disbelief. “Wat happened?” He
put down the receiver.

“I don’t know,” admtted Ellen. “There’s no explanation
except for the Canceran.”

“Did you check the dilution?”
“l did,” said Ellen. “It was very accurate.”
“Any sign that they died froman infectious agent?”

“No,” said Ellen. “I had the vet take a | ook. He hasn’t
aut opsi ed any but he thinks they died of cardiac insult.”

“Drug toxicity!” said Charles, shaking his head.
“I"’'mafraid so.”

“Where’s the original Canceran protocol ?” asked Charl es
W th nounting concern.

“Right there on your desk. | was glancing through it when
you cane in.”

Charl es picked up the volune and flipped through the

toxicity section. Then he reached for the prelimnary
protocol they’d made up the day before. He scanned the
figures. Wien he finished, he tossed the new protocol and the
original onto his desk.

“That fucking bastard,” snarled Charl es.
“I't has to be the explanation,” agreed Ellen.

“Brighton nust have falsified the toxicity data, too. Holy
shit, that neans the whol e Canceran study that Brighton has
spent two years on is no good. Canceran nust be nuch nore
toxic than Brighton reported. Wat a joke! Do you know how
much the National Cancer Institute has paid so far for
testing this drug?”

“No, but | can guess.”



“MIllions and mllions!” Charles slapped his forehead.
“What are we going to do?”

“We? What are they going to do! The whole project has to
be started over, which neans an additional three years!”

Charles could feel his vow to maintain an inpassioned

di stance dissolve. To finish the efficacy study was one
thing, but starting the whole Canceran project from scratch
was sonething el se. He would not do it, especially since now

with Mchelle ill he had to increase the pace of his own
wor K.
“I have a feeling they' Il still want us to do Canceran,”

said Ellen.

“Well | don't give a damm,” snapped Charles. “W're
finished wwth Canceran. If Mrrison and | banez give us
trouble, we’'ll slap themin the face with the proof that the

toxicity study isn't worth the paper it’'s printed on. W'l
threaten to tell the press. Wth that kind of scandal,

think even the National Cancer Institute m ght question where
It’s putting its noney.”

“I don’t think it’s going to be that easy,” said Ellen. “I
t hi nk we shoul d . ”

“That’ s enough, Ellen!” yelled Charles. “lI want you to

start testing for antibodies in our first batch of mce, then
reinject them 1’1l handle the adm nistration in respect to
Canceran.”

Ell en angrily turned her back. As usual, Charles had gone
too far. She began her work, making as nuch noise wth the
gl assware and instrunents as she coul d.

The phone rang under Charles’s arm He picked it up on the
first ring. It was the technician down in analysis.

“You want a prelimnary report?” asked the chem st.

“Pl ease,” snapped Charl es.



“The maj or contam nant i s benzene and it’'s |loaded with it.
But also there’'s | esser anpbunts of toluene, as well as sone
trichloroethylene and carbon tetrachloride. Vile stuff! You
could practically clean your oil-base paintbrushes init.
"1l have a full report later this afternoon.”

Charl es thanked the man and hung up. The report was no
surprise, but he was glad to have the docunented proof.
Involuntarily the imge of M chell e appeared before him and
he forcibly blurred it by grabbing the Boston phone directory
off the shelf over his desk. He hurried to the section for

t he Federal Governnent, finding a series of nunbers for the
Envi ronnental Protection Agency. He dial ed the general

i nformati on nunber. A recordi ng answered saying that the EPA
was open fromnine to five. It was not yet nine.

Charles then flipped to the section for the Commonweal t h

of Massachusetts. He wanted to find the incidence of |eukem a
and | ynphoma al ong the course of the Pawtonack River. But
there was no listing for a Tunor or Cancer Registry. I|Instead
his eye caught the words “Vital Statistics.” He called that
nunber but got the identical recording he d gotten calling

t he EPA. Checking the tinme, Charles realized that he had
about twenty m nutes before the bureaucratic offices would be
open.

He went over to Ellen and began hel ping her set up to

anal yze whether any of the mce they'd injected with the
manmary cancer anti gen showed any signs of increased

I mrunol ogi cal activity. Ellen was obviously not speaking.
Charles could tell she was angry and felt that she was taking
advantage of their famliarity.

Wil e he worked Charles allowed hinmself to fantasize about
his | atest research approach. What if the mce injected with
the mammary cancer antigen responded to the antigen rapidly
and the acquired sensitivity could be easily transferred to
the cancerous mce via the transfer factor? Then the
cancerous mce would cure thensel ves of that particul ar
strain. It was beautifully sinple . . . maybe too sinple,

t hought Charles. If only it would work. If only he could
speed up the whol e process for Mchelle .



The next tinme Charles |ooked up, it was well after nine.
Leaving Ellen in her sullen nood, Charles went back to his
desk and called the EPA General Infornmation nunber. This tine
it was answered by a wonan with a bored Boston accent.

Charles introduced hinself and said he wanted to report
serious dunping of poisonous material into a river.

The woman was not inpressed. She put Charles on hold.

Anot her woman pi cked up, who sounded so simlar to the
first that Charles was surprised when she asked himto repeat
hi s request.

“You’ ve got the wong extension,” said the wonan. “This is
the Water Progranms Division and we don’t handl e dunpi ng. You
want the Toxic Chem cals Program Just a mnute.”

Charl es was again put on hold. There was a click foll owed

by a dial tone. Charles dropped the receiver and grabbed the
phone directory. Checking under the EPA he found the listing
for Toxic Chem cal Programand dialed it.

An identical voice answered. Charles wondered if they

cl oned people at the EPA. Charles repeated his request but
was told that the Toxic Chem cal Program had nothing to do
with infractions and that he should call the nunber for Q|
and Hazardous Material Spills. She gave it to himand hung up
bef ore he coul d reply.

He redi al ed, punching the nunbers so hard that the tip of
his mddle finger tingled in protest.

Anot her woman! Charles repeated his request w thout trying
to hide his annoyance.

“When did the spill take place?” asked the wonan.
“This is continuous dunping, not a one-tinme accident.”
“I"'msorry,” said the woman. “We only handle spills.”

“Can | speak to your supervisor?’” grow ed Charl es.



“Just a mnute,” sighed the wonman.

Charles waited inpatiently, rubbing his face with his
hands. He was perspiring.

“Can | hel p you?” asked still another woman com ng on the
l'i ne.
“lI certainly hope so,” said Charles. “I’'mcalling to

report that there is a factory regularly dunpi ng benzene
which is a poison.”

“Well, we don’t handle that,” interrupted the wonman.
“You'll have to call the proper state agency.”

“What ?” yelled Charles. “What the hell does the EPA do
t hen?”

“We are a regulatory agency,” said the wonan cal my,
“tasked to regul ate the environnent.”

“I would think that dunping a poison into a river would be
sonet hing that would concern you.”

“I't very well could be,” agreed the woman, “but only after
the state had | ooked into it. Do you want the nunber for the
proper state agency?”’

“@ve it to ne,” said Charles wearily. As he hung up he
caught Ellen staring at him He glared and she went back to
wor K.

Charles waited for the dial tone, then dialed again.

“Ckay,” said the wonman after hearing his problem *“What
river are you tal king about?”

“The Pawt omack,” said Charles. “My God, am| finally
talking to the right people?”

“Yes, you are,” reassured the woman. “And where is the
factory you think is dunping?”

“The factory is in Shaftesbury,” said Charles.



“Shaft esbury?” questioned the woman. “That’s in New
Hanpshire, isn't it?”

“That’s right but . . .~
“Well, we don’t handl e New Hanpshire.”
“But the river is nostly in Massachusetts.”

“That m ght be,” said the woman, “but the origin is in New
Hanpshire. You'll have to talk to them”

“Gve ne strength,” nuttered Charl es.

“Excuse nme?”

“Do you have their nunber?”

“No. You'll have to get it through Information.”

The |ine went dead.

Charles called New Hanpshire informati on and obtai ned the
nunber to State Services. There was no listing for Water
Pol |l ution Control, but after calling the main nunber, Charles
got the extension he wanted. Thinking that he was begi nni ng
to sound |ike a recording, he repeated his request once
agai n.

“Do you want to report this anonynously?” asked the woman.

Surprised by the question, Charles took a nonent to
respond. “No. I'mDr. Charles Martel, R D. #1, Shaftesbury.”

“All right,” said the woman slowy, as if she were witing
the material down. “Were does the alleged dunpi ng occur?”

“I'n Shaftesbury. A conpany called Recycle, Ltd. They're
di scardi ng benzene in the Paw onmack.”

“Ckay,” said the woman. “Thank you very nuch.”

“Wait a mnute,” called Charles. “Wat are you going to



do?”

“I"1'l turn this over to one of our engineers,” said the
wonan. “And he’'ll look intoit.”

113 Vv]en?ll
“l can’t say for certain.”
“Can you give ne an idea?”

“We're pretty busy with several oil spills down at
Portsmouth, so it wll probably be several weeks.”

Several weeks wasn’t what Charles wanted to hear
“Are any of the engi neers around now?”

“No. Both of themare out. Wait! Here cones one now. Wul d
you |ike to speak to hinP”

“Pl ease.”
There was a short delay before a man cane on the line.
“Larry Spencer here!” said the engineer.

Charles quickly told the man why he was cal ling and t hat
he’d | i ke someone to check out the dunping i mediately.

“We’'ve got a real manpower problemin this departnent,”
expl ai ned the engi neer.

“But this is really serious. Benzene is a poison, and a
| ot of people live along the river.”

“It’s all serious,” said the engineer.

“I's there anything | can do to speed things up?” asked
Charl es.

“Not really,” said the engineer. “Although you could go to
the EPA and see if they're interested.”



“That’s who | called first. They referred ne to you.”

“There you go!” said the engineer. “It’s hard to predict

whi ch cases they' Il take on. After we do all the dirty work
they usually help, but sonetinmes they're interested fromthe
start. It’s a crazy, inefficient system But it's the only
one we’'ve got.”

Charl es thanked the engi neer and rang off. He felt the nan
was sincere and at |east he’'d said that the EPA might be

interested after all. Charles had noticed the EPA was housed
in the JFK Buil ding at governnment center in Boston. He wasn’t
going to try another phone call; he decided he’'d go in

person. Restlessly Charles got to his feet and reached for
hi s coat.

“I"l'l be right back,” he called over to Ellen.

Ellen didn’t respond. She waited several full mnutes

after the door closed behind Charles before checking the
corridor. Charles was nowhere to be seen. Returning to the
desk, Ellen dialed Dr. Mrrison’ s nunber. She had convi nced
herself that Charles was acting irresponsibly, even taking

I nto consideration his daughter’s illness, and that it wasn’'t
fair for himto jeopardize her job as well as his own. Dr.
Morrison listened gravely to Ellen, then told her he' d be

ri ght down. Before he hung up he nentioned that her help in
this difficult affair would not go unrecogni zed.

Charles felt a building frenzy when he left the

Wi nburger. Everything was going poorly, including his idea
of revenge. After his tine on the phone, he was no | onger so
positive he could do anything about Recycle, Ltd. short of
going up there with his old shotgun. The inage of Mchelle in
her hospital bed again rose to haunt him Charles did not
know why he was so certain she was not going to respond to

t he chenot herapy. Maybe it was his crazy way of forcing
himself to deal with the worst possible case, because he
recogni zed that chenot herapy was her only hope. “If she has
to have |l eukem a,” cried Charles shaking the Pinto’'s steering
wheel , “why can’t she have | ynphocytic where chenotherapy is
so successful .”

Wthout realizing it, Charles had allowed his car to slow



bel ow forty mles an hour, infuriating the other drivers on
the road. There was a cacophony of horns, and as people
passed him they shook their fists.

After stashing his car in the nunicipal parking garage,
Charl es made his way up the vast bricked wal k between the JFK
Federal Building and the geonetric Gty Hall. The buil di ngs
acted as a wind tunnel and Charles had to |lean into the gusts
to wal k. The sun was weakly shining at that nonment, but a
gray cloud bank was approaching fromthe west. The
tenperature was twenty-four degrees.

Charl es pushed through the revol ving door and searched for

a directory. To his left was an exhibition of John F. Kennedy
phot ographs and strai ght ahead, next to the elevator, a
makeshi ft coffee and donut concessi on had been set up.

Dusting Charles with a fine |ayer of confectioner’s sugar

as she spoke, one of the waitresses pointed out the
directory. It was hidden behind a series of smling teenage
phot os of John F. Kennedy. The EPA was |isted on the
twenty-third floor. Charles scranbled onto an el evator just
bef ore the door closed. Looking around at his fellow
occupants, Charles wondered about the strange predom nance of
green pol yester.

Charles got out on the twenty-third fl oor and made his way
to an office marked DI RECTOR That seened |ike a good pl ace
to start.

| medi ately inside the office was a | arge netal desk and
typi ng stand dom nated by an enornous wonman whose hair was
pernmed into a profusion of tight curls. A

r hi nest one-encrusted cigarette hol der, capped by a I ong,
ultrathin cigarette, protruded jauntily fromthe corner of
her nmouth and conpeted for attention with her prodigious
bosom that taxed the tensile strength of her dress. As
Charl es approached she adjusted the curls at her tenples,
viewi ng herself in a small hand mrror.

“Excuse nme,” said Charles, wondering if this was one of

t he wonen he’ d spoken to on the phone. “I’mhere to report a
recycling plant that’s dunping benzene into a |l ocal river.
Whom do | speak w th?”



Continuing to pat her hair, the woman suspi ciously
exam ned Charles. “ls benzene a hazardous substance?” she
demanded.

“Damm right it’s hazardous,” said Charles.

“l suppose you should go down to the Hazardous Materials
Di vision on the nineteenth floor,” said the woman with a tone
t hat suggested “you ignorant slob.”

After eight flights of stairs, Charles energed on

ni neteen, which had a totally different atnosphere. Al

except wei ght-bearing walls were renoved, so that one could

| ook fromone end of the building to the other. The fl oor was
filled with a nmaze of chest-height netal dividers separating
the area into tiny cubicles. Above the scene hung a haze of
cigarette snoke and the unintelligible murnur of hundreds of
Voi ces.

Charles entered the maze, noticing there were poles
resenbling street signs, describing the various departnents.
The Hazardous Materials D vision was hel pfully adjacent to
the stairwell Charles had used, so he began to | ook at the
signs delineating the subdivisions. He passed the Noise
Program the Air Program the Pesticide Program and the

Radi ati on Program Just beyond the Solid Waste Program he saw
the Toxic Waste Program He headed in that direction.

Turning off the main corridor, Charles again confronted a
desk serving as a kind of barrier to the interior. It was a
much smal | er desk and occupi ed by a slender black fell ow who
had apparently taken great effort to brush his naturally
curly hair straight. To his credit, the man gave Charles his
full attention. He was fastidiously dressed and when he
spoke, he spoke with an accent alnost English inits
preci si on.

“I"'mafraid you' re not in the right section,” said the
young man after hearing Charles’ s request.

“Your division doesn’t handl e benzene?”

“We handl e benzene all right,” said the man, “but we just



handl e the permts and |icensing of hazardous materials.”

“Where do you suggest | go?” asked Charles, controlling
hi nsel f.

“Hmm ” said the man, putting a carefully manicured finger
to the tip of his nose. “You know, | haven’'t the slightest
I dea. This has never cone up. Wait, let ne ask sonebody

el se.”

Wth a light, springy step, the young nan stepped around

the desk, smled at Charles, and di sappeared into the
interior of the maze. H's shoes had netal taps and the sound
carried back to Charles, distinct fromthe sounds of nearby
typewiters. Charles fidgeted as he waited. He had the
feeling his efforts were going to turn out to be totally in
vai n.

The young bl ack canme back.

“Nobody really knows where to go,” he admitted. “But it
was suggested that perhaps you could try the Water Prograns
Di vision on the twenty-second floor. Maybe they can help.”

Charl es thanked the man, appreciating at |east his

W llingness to help, and returned to the stairwell. Wth
danpened ent husi asm but augnented anger, Charles clinbed the
six flights of stairs to the twenty-second fl oor. \Wen he’'d
passed the twenty-first floor he’'d had to skirt a group of
three young nen passing a joint anong them They' d eyed
Charles with brazen arrogance.

The twenty-second floor was a m x of offices with nornal
pl asterboard walls alternating with open areas containing
chest-high dividers. At a nearby watercool er, Charles got
directions to the Water Prograns Division.

Charles found the receptionist’s desk but it was enpty. A
snol dering cigarette suggested the occupant was in the
vicinity but even after a short wait, no one materiali zed.
Enbol dened by exasperation, Charles stepped around the desk
and entered the interior office space. Sone of the cubicles
were occupied with people on the phone or busy at a
typewiter. Charles wandered until he canme upon a man



carrying a | oad of federal publications.
“Pardon me,” said Charl es.

The man eased the stack of panphlets onto his desk and
acknow edged Charl es. Charles went through his now automatic
routi ne. The man straightened the pile of panphlets while he
t hought, then turned to Charles. “This isn't the right
departnent for reporting that kind of thing.”

“Jesus Christ!” Charles exploded. “This is the Water
Departnent. | want to report a poisoning of water.”
“Hey, don’t get nmad at ne,” defended the nman. “W’re only
tasked with nonitoring water treatnment facilities and
sewer age di sposal facilities.”

“I"’msorry,” said Charles with little synpathy. “You have
no idea how frustrating this is. | have a sinple conplaint. |
know a factory that’s dunpi ng benzene into a river.”

“Maybe you should try the Hazardous Substance departnent,”
said the man.

“l1 already did.”

“Ch,” said the man, still thinking. “Wiy don’t you try the
Enf or cenent Division up on twenty-three?”

Charles eyed the man for a nonent, dunbfounded.
“Enforcenent Division?” echoed Charles. “Wiy hasn’t someone
suggested that before?”

“Beats ne,” said the man.

Charles nuttered obscenities under his breath as he found
anot her stairwell and clinbed to the twenty-third floor. He
passed t he Financial Managenent Branch, the Personnel Branch,
and the Program Pl anni ng and Devel opnment Branch. Just beyond
the nmen’s roomwas the Enforcenent Division. Charles stepped
I nsi de.

A black girl wth |arge, purple-shaded gl asses | ooked up
fromthe | atest Sidney Shel don novel. She nust have been at a



good part because she didn’'t hide her irritation at being
bot her ed.

Charles told her what he want ed.

“l don’t know anything about that,” said the girl.

“Whom should | talk to?” said Charles slowy.

“lI don’t know,” said the girl, going back to her book.
Charles | eaned on the desk with his left hand, and with

his right snatched away the paperback. He slamed it down on

the desk so that the girl junped back.

“Sorry | lost your place,” said Charles. “But 1'd like to
speak to your supervisor.”

“Mss Stevens?” asked the girl, unsure of what Charles
m ght do next.

“Mss Stevens wll be fine.”
“She’s not in today.”

Charles drunmed his fingers on the desk, resisting the
tenptation to reach over and give the girl a shake.

“All right,” he said. “How about the next person in
command who is here.”

“Ms. Anmendol a?” suggested the girl.
“I don’t care what her nanme is.”

Keeping a wary eye on Charles, the young wonman got to her
feet and di sappear ed.

When she reappeared, five mnutes later, she had a
concerned woman in tow who | ooked about thirty-five.

“I"'m Ms. Anendol a, assistant supervisor here. Can | help
you?”



“l certainly hope so,” said Charles. “I'"mDr. Charles
Martel and I"mtrying to report a factory that is dunping
poi sonous chenmicals into a river. | have been sent from one
departnent to another until soneone suggested there was an
Enf orcenment Division. But when | arrived here the
receptioni st was sonewhat | ess than cooperative, so |
demanded to speak to a supervisor.”

“I told himthat | didn’'t know anythi ng about dunping
chem cal s,” explained the young black girl.

M's. Amendol a considered the situation for a nonent, then
invited Charles to foll ow her.

After passing a dozen cubicles, they entered a tiny and

wi ndowl ess office enlivened with travel posters. Ms.
Amendol a notioned toward a | ounge chair and squeezed herself
behi nd t he desk.

“You nust understand,” said Ms. Anendola, “we don’'t have
people wal king in off the street with your kind of conplaint.
But of course, that doesn’t excuse rudeness.”

“What the hell do you people enforce if it's not fouling

the environnent,” said Charles wth hostility. After | eading
himto her office to placate him Charles had the feeling
that she was just going to refer himto anot her departnent.

“Qur main job,” explained the woman, “is to make sure that
factories handling hazardous waste have filed for all the
proper permts and licenses. It'’s a law that they do this and
we enforce the | aw. Sonetinmes we have to take businesses to
court and fine them”

Charles |owered his face into his hands and nassaged his
scal p. Apparently the absurdity that Ms. Anendol a was
descri bing was not apparent to her.

“Are you all right?” Ms. Anendola tilted forward in her
chair.

“Let nme be sure | understand what you’'re saying,” said
Charles. “The primary task of the Enforcenment D vision of the
EPA is to make sure that paperwork gets done. It has nothing



to do with enforcing the Clean Water Act or anything |ike
t hat ?”

“That’s not entirely correct,” said Ms. Anendola. “You
must remenber that the whole concern for the environnent is
rel atively new. Regul ations are still being formul ated. The
first step is registering all users of hazardous materials
and inform ng themof the rules. Then and only then wll we
be in a position to go after the violators.”

“So, for now, unscrupulous factories can do what they
want,” said Charles.

“That’s not entirely correct either,” said Ms. Amendol a.
“We do have a surveillance branch which is part of our

anal ytical |aboratory. Under the present adm nistration our
budget has been cut and unfortunately that branch is quite
small, but that’'s the place your conpl aint should go. After
t hey docunent a violation, they turn it over to us and we
assign the case to one of the EPA | awers. Tell nme, Dr.
Martel. What is the name of the factory you are concerned
about ?”

“Recycle, Ltd. in Shaftesbury,” said Charl es.

“Why don’t we check their paperwork?” said Ms. Amendol a
rising fromher desk.

Charles foll owed the woman out of her tiny office and down
a long corridor. She paused at a secured door and inserted a
plastic card in a slot.

“We're going on-line with a pretty sophisticated data
processor,” said Ms. Anendol a, holding the door open for
Charles, “so we’'re having to tighten security.”

Inside the roomthe air was cool er and cl eaner. There was

no odor of cigarette snoke. Apparently the conputer
termnal’s well-being was nore inportant than enpl oyee
health. Ms. Anmendola sat down in front of a free term nal
and typed in RECYCLE, LTD., SHAFTESBURY, N. H There was a
ten-second delay after which the cathode ray tube blinked to
life. Recycle, Ltd. was described in conputer shorthand,

I ncluding the fact that it was wholly owned by Breur



Chem cals of New Jersey. Then all the hazardous chem cal s

I nvolved with the plant were listed, followed by the date

applications for permt or license were filed and the date
t hey were granted.

“What chemicals are you interested in?” said Ms.
Anmendol a.

“Benzene, nostly.”

“Here it is, here. EPA hazardous chem cal nunber U019.
Everything seens to be in order. | guess they’'re not breaking
any |l aws.”

“But they’ re dunping the stuff directly in the river!”
exclainmed Charles. “lI know that’s against the law.”

The ot her occupants of the room | ooked up fromtheir work,
shocked at Charles’s outburst. Churchlike speech was the
unwitten law in the conputer term nal room

Charles | owered his voice. “Can we go back to your
of fice?”

Ms. Amendol a nodded.

Back in the tiny office, Charles noved forward to the edge
of the chair. “Ms. Amendola, I'mgoing to tell you the whole
story because |I think you m ght be able to help ne.”

Charles went on to tell about Mchelle' s | eukem a, Tad
Schonhauser’s death from apl astic anem a, his discovery and
confirmati on of the benzene in the pond, and his visit to
Recycl e, Ltd.

“My God!” she said when Charl es paused.

“Do you have children?” asked Charl es.

“Yes!” said Ms. Amendola with true fear in her voice.
“Then maybe you can understand what this is doing to ne,”

said Charles. “And maybe you can understand why | want to do
sonet hi ng about Recycle, Ltd. I’msure a lot of kids |ive



al ong the Pawt omack. But obviously |I need sone help.”

“You want nme to try to get the EPA involved,” said Ms.
Amendol a. A statenent, not a question.

“Exactly,” said Charles, “or tell nme howto do it.”

“I't would be best if you made your conplaint in witing.
Address it to ne!”

“That’ s easy,” said Charl es.

“What about sonme docunented proof? Could you get that?”

“l already have the analysis of the pond water,” said

Charl es.

“No, no,” said Ms. Amendola. “Sonething fromthe factory
itself: a statenent by a fornmer enpl oyee, doctored records,
photos of the actual dunping. Sonmething like that.”

“I't’s possible, | suppose,” said Charles, thinking about
the | ast suggestion. He had a Pol aroid canera .

“I'f you could supply nme with sone kind of proof, | think
could get the Surveillance Branch to confirmit, then
authorize a full-scale probe. So it’s up to you. O herwise it
will just have to wait its turn.”

As Charles left the JFK Federal Building he was again
fighting a feeling of depression. He was nmuch | ess confident
now about convincing any authority to do anythi ng about
Recycl e, Ltd. Consequently, the idea of taking matters into
his own hands was an increasingly enjoyabl e fantasy.

The nore he thought about Breur Chem cals, the angrier he
becane that a handful of dull businessnen sitting around in
oak- panel ed conference roons in New Jersey could destroy his
happi ness and rob himof that which he | oved the nost.

Appr oachi ng the Wi nburger, Charles decided he'd call the
absent ee parent conpany and |l et them know how he felt about
t hem

Since the Brighton scandal hit the nedia, security had



been tightened at the Wi nburger, and Charles had to knock on
the massive gl ass door before it slid open. He was greeted by
Roy, the guard, who demanded to see his identification.

“I't’s me, Roy,” said Charles, waving his hand in front of
Roy's face. “Dr. Martel.”

“Orders,” explained Roy, with his hand still outstretched.

“Adm ni strative nonsense,” nmunbl ed Charl es as he searched
for his ID “Wat next?

Roy shrugged, waited to see the card, which Charles stuck
two inches away from his face, then cerenoni ously stepped
aside. Even the usually coy Mss Andrews turned away Ww t hout
honoring himw th her usual cone-over-and-tal k-to-nme snile.

Charles ditched his coat, called information for New

Jersey, and dialed Breur Chemcals. As he waited he | ooked
around the | ab wondering if Ellen was still offended. He
didn’t see her and deci ded she nmust be in the animal room At
t hat nonent Breur Chem cals answered the phone.

Later Charles admtted to hinself he should not have

called. He' d already had enough bad experiences that norning
to have guessed what it would have been like to try to call a
gi ant corporation with what they would consi der a bot hersone
conplaint. Charles was switched over to a lowlevel man in
the Public Rel ations departnent.

Rat her than try to placate Charles, the man accused hi m of
bei ng one of those unpatriotic nuts whose stupid and

unf ounded envi ronnmental concerns were responsi ble for putting
Anerican industry in a poor conpetitive position with
conpani es overseas. The conversation degenerated into a
shouti ng match about dunping benzene with Charl es saying they
were and the man saying they were not.

He sl ammed t he phone down and spun around in a fury,
| ooking for a way to vent his anger.

The door to the corridor opened and Ell en entered.

“Have you noticed?” asked Ellen with irritating



nonchal ance.
“Noti ced what ?” snapped Charl es.
“All the | ab books,” said Ellen. “They’ re gone.”

Charles | eaped to his feet, scanning his desk, then the
count ert ops.

“There’s no sense |l ooking for them” said Ellen. “They're
upstairs.”

“What the hell for?”

“After you left this norning, Dr. Morrison stopped in to
check on our progress with Canceran. |nstead he caught ne
working with the mce we'd given the mammary cancer anti gen.
Needl ess to say, he was shocked that we were doing our own
wor k. |'m supposed to tell you to go to Dr. |banez’'s office
as soon as you appeared.”

“But why did they take the books?” asked Charles. Fear

bl unted the edge of his anger. As nmuch as he hated

adm ni strative authority, he also feared it. It had been that
way ever since college where he’d learned that an arbitrary
decision fromthe Dean’s office could affect his whole life.
And now the adm nistration had i nvaded his world and
arbitrarily taken his | ab books which for Charles was |ike
taki ng a hostage. The contents of the | ab books were
associated in his mnd with hel ping Mchelle, despite how
far-fetched that was in reality.

“I think you d better ask Dr. Mrrison and Dr. |banez that
guestion,” said Ellen. “Frankly, | knew it was going to cone
to sonething like this.”

El |l en sighed and tossed her head in an |-tol d-you-so
fashion. Charles watched her, surprised at her attitude. It
added to his feeling of isolation.

Leaving his |ab, he wearily clinbed up the fire stairs to
the second floor and wal ked past the famliar row of
secretaries and presented hinself to Mss Veronica Evans for
the second tine in two days. Although she was obvi ously



unoccupi ed, she took her sweet tine | ooking up over her
gl asses at Charl es.

“Yes?” she said as if Charles were a servant. Then she

told himto wait on a small |eather couch. Charles was
certain that the delay was nade to inpress upon himthat he
was a pawn. Tine dragged while Charles could not decide which
was the stronger enotion: anger, fear, or panic. But the need
to get back his | ab books kept himin his place. He had no
idea if they were technically his property or the
institute’s.

The | onger he sat, the less certain he becane that the

books detailing his recent work woul d be a strong bargaini ng
poi nt. He began to wonder if |banez mght actually fire him
He tried to think what he could do if he had trouble getting
anot her research position. He felt so out of touch with
clinical nedicine that he didn't think he could do that. And
I f he got fired, he wondered with renewed panic if he’ d still
be covered by health insurance. That was a real concern
because M chelle’s hospital bills were going to be
astronom cal

There was a discreet buzz on the intercom panel, and M ss
Evans turned to Charles inperiously and said: “The director
wll see you now”

Dr. Carlos | banez stood up behind his antique desk as
Charles entered. His figure was backlit fromthe w ndows,
maki ng his hair and goatee shine |like polished silver.

Directly in front of the desk were Joshua Wi nburger, Sr.

and Joshua Wi nburger, Jr., whom Charl es had net at

I nfrequent mandatory social functions. Although close to

ei ghty, the senior seened nore aninmated than the junior, with
lively blue eyes. He regarded Charles with great interest.

Joshua Wei nburger, Jr. was the stereotypical businessman,

i npeccably attired, obviously extrenely reserved. He gl anced
at Charles with a m xture of disdain and boredom sw tching
his attention back to Dr. |banez al nost inmediately.

Seated to the right of the desk was Dr. Morrison, whose
dress mrrored Joshua Weinburger, Jr.’s in its attention to



detail. A silk handkerchief, which had been carefully fol ded,
then casually flared, protruded from his breast pocket.

“Conme in, cone in!” commanded Dr. |banez good-naturedly.

Charl es approached Dr. |banez’s huge desk, noticing the
conspi cuous |l ack of a fourth chair. He ended up standing

bet ween t he Wi nburgers and Morrison. Charles didn't know
what to do with his hands, so he stuck theminto his pockets.
He | ooked out of place anong these businessman with his
frayed oxford-cloth shirt, his wide out-of-style tie, and
poorly pressed sl acks.

“I think we should get right to business,” said Dr.

| banez. “The Wi nburgers, as co-chairnmen of the board of
directors, have graciously cone to hel p us manage the current
crisis.”

“I ndeed,” said Weinburger, Jr., turning slightly in his

chair so as to ook up at Charles. He had a trenor of his
head and it rotated rapidly in a short arc to and fro. “Dr.
Martel, it’s not the policy of the board of directors to
interfere in the creative process of research. However, there
are occasionally circunstances in which we nust violate this
rule and the current crisis is such a tine. | think you
shoul d know that Canceran is a potentially inportant drug for
Lesl ey Pharmaceuticals. To be very blunt, Lesley
Pharmaceuticals is in precarious financial condition. Wthin
the |ast few years, their patents have run out on their line
of antibiotics and tranquilizers, and they are in desperate
need of a new drug to market. They have committed their
scarce resources into devel oping a chenotherapy |ine, and
Canceran is the product of that research. They hold the

excl usive patent on Canceran but nust get the drug on the

mar ket. The sooner the better.”

Charl es studied the faces of the nmen. Cbviously they

weren’t going to dismss himsummarily. The idea was to
soften himup, make hi munderstand the financial realities,

t hen convince himto reconmence work on Canceran. He had a

gl imer of hope. The Wi nburgers couldn’t have risen to their
positions of power w thout intelligence, and Charles began to
formulate in his mnd the way he woul d convince themt hat
Canceran was a bad investnent, that it was a toxic drug and



woul d probably never be market ed.

“We al ready know what you di scovered about the toxicity of
Canceran,” said Dr. |banez, taking a short puff on his cigar
and unknowi ngly underm ning Charles. “W realize that Dr.
Brighton's estinmates are not entirely accurate.”

“That’s a generous way of putting it,” said Charles,
realizing with dismay that his trunp card had been snatched
fromhim “Apparently all the data in the Canceran studies
done by Dr. Brighton has been falsified.” He watched the
reaction of the Wi nburgers out of the corners of his eyes,
hopi ng for a response but seeing none.

“Most unfortunate,” agreed Dr. |banez. “The solution is
sal vagi ng what we can and going forward.”

“But ny estimtes suggest the drug is extrenely toxic,”
said Charl es desperately, “so toxic, in fact, that it m ght
have to be given in honeopathic doses.”

“That’s not our concern,” said Joshua Wi nburger, Jr.

“That’s a marketing problem and that’s the one departnent at
Lesl ey Pharmaceuticals that is outstanding. They could sell

I ce to Eskinos.”

Charl es was dunbf ounded. There wasn't even the pretense of
ethicality. Whether the product would hel p peopl e nade no
difference. It was busi ness—hi g busi ness.

“Charles!” said Dr. Mrrison, speaking for the first tine.
“W want to ask if you could run the efficacy and toxicity
studi es concurrently.”

Charles switched his gaze to Dr. Morrison and stared at
himw th contenpt. “That kind of approach woul d be reducing
I nductive research to pure enpiricism”

“We don’t care what you call it,” said Dr. Ibanez with a
smle. “We just want to know if it could be done.”

Joshua Wei nburger, Sr. |aughed. He |iked aggressive people
and aggressive ideas.



“And we don’'t care how nmany test animals you use,” said
Morri son generously.

“That’s right,” agreed Dr. I|banez. “Although we'd

recommend you use mice since they' re considerably cheaper,
you can use as many as you' d |ike. What we’'re suggesting is
doi ng efficacy studies at a very wi de range of dosages. At
t he concl usion of the experinent, new toxicity values could
be extrapol ated and then substituted for the falsified data
in the original toxicity study done by Dr. Brighton. Sinple
as that, and we’'d save lots of tine! Wat do you say,

Charl es?”

“Before you answer,” said Morrison, “I think | should warn
you that if you refuse, it will be in the best interests of
the institute to |l et you go and seek soneone who wll give
Canceran the attention it deserves.”

Charles | ooked fromface to face. H s fear and panic had
di sappeared. Anger and contenpt renmi ned. “Were are ny | ab
books?” he asked with a tired voice.

“Safe and sound in the vault,” said Dr. |banez. “They are
the property of the institute but you will get them back as
soon as you finish Canceran. You see, we want you to
concentrate on Canceran and we feel that having your own
books m ght be too nuch of a tenptation.”

“We can’t enphasi ze enough the need for speed,” added

Joshua Wei nburger, Jr. “But as an added incentive, if you can
have a prelimnary study done in five nonths, we’'ll give you
a bonus of ten thousand dollars.”

“1"d say that is very generous,” said Dr. |banez. “But you
don’t have to decide right this nonent. In fact, we have
agreed to give you twenty-four hours. W don’t want you to
feel coerced. But just so you know, we will be making
prelimnary inquiries into finding your replacenent. Until
then, Dr. Charles Martel.”

Wth disgust, Charles whirled and headed for the door. As
he reached it, Dr. Ibanez called out: “One other thing. The
board of directors and the adm nistration want to convey
their condol ences regardi ng your daughter. W hope she



recovers quickly. The Institute health plan, by the way, only
hol ds while you are actively enpl oyed. Good day, doctor.”

Charles wanted to scream Instead he ran the length of the
adm ni strative departnment and thundered down the netal fire
stairs to his office, but once there, he didn't know whet her
he wanted to stay. For the first tinme he felt that being part
of the Weinburger Institute was a di sgrace. He hated the fact
that they even knew about Mchelle. On top of that they were
using Mchelle's illness as | everage against him It was an
outrage. God!

He | ooked around his | aboratory, his hone for the | ast

eight years. He felt as if he knew every piece of glassware,
each instrunent, every bottle of reagent. It didn't seemfair
that he could be rudely plucked fromthis environnent at
whim especially now that he was nmaki ng such progress.

H s eye fell on the culture he’d set up with Mchelle’s

| eukem a cells. Wth great effort he went over to the

i ncubator, peering in at the rows of carefully arranged gl ass
tubes. It appeared to be progressing well, and Charles felt a
much- needed sense of satisfaction. As far as he could tell
his progress of isolating and augnenting a cancer antigen
seened to work as well wth human cells as it did with ani mal
cells. Since it was already tine for the next step, Charles
rolled up his sleeves and tucked his tie inside his shirt.
Wrk was Charles’s anesthetic and he bent to the task. After
all, he had twenty-four hours before he’'d have to bowto the
demands of the adm nistration. He knew but did not want to
admt to hinself that he had to give in for Mchelle's sake.
He really had no choi ce.

NI NE

Com ng back fromBeth |Israel Hospital where she’d paid an
unsuccessful visit to Marge Schonhauser, Cathryn felt she was
being stretched to the limts of her endurance. She’'d guessed
t hat Marge nust have been bad off or she wouldn’t have been
hospitalized, but she was still not prepared for what she
found. Apparently sone vital thread had snapped in Marge’'s
brai n when Tad had di ed, because she had sunk into an

unr esponsi ve torpor, refusing to eat or even sleep. Cathryn
had sat with Marge in silence until a feeling of tension
drove Cathryn away. It was as if Marge' s depression were



I nfectious. Cathryn fled back to Pediatric Hospital, going
fromthe casualty of one tragedy to the begi nning of another.

Rising in the crowded el evator to Anderson 6, she wondered

I f what happened to Marge coul d happen to her or even to
Charl es. He was a physician and she woul d have guessed he’'d
be nore capable of dealing with this kind of reality, yet his
behavi or was far fromreassuring. As difficult as she found
hospitals and illness, Cathryn tried to gird herself agai nst
t he future.

The el evator arrived at Anderson 6 and Cathryn struggl ed

to reach the front of the car before the doors closed. She
was inpatient to get back to Mchelle, because the child had
been very reluctant to et Cathryn | eave. Cathryn had tal ked
Mchelle into letting her go after |unch by prom sing she' d
be back in half an hour. Unfortunately it was now cl oser to
an hour.

M chelle had clung to Cathryn earlier that norning after
Charles had left, insisting that Charles was angry with her.
No matter what Cathryn had said, she’d not been able to
change M chell e’ s m nd.

Now Cat hryn pushed open M chelle’s door, hoping the child

m ght be napping. At first she thought perhaps she was,
because M chelle didn’t nove. But then Cathryn noticed the
child had kicked off the covers and slid down in the bed with
one | eg tucked under her. Fromthe doorway Cathryn could see
that Mchelle's chest was heaving violently and worst of all,
her face had an alarm ngly bluish cast wth deep

mar oon-col ored |i ps.

Rushing to the bedside, Cathryn grasped M chelle by the
shoul ders.

“Mchelle,” she cried, shaking the child. “What’s wong?”

Mchelle s lips noved and her lids fluttered open but only
whi tes showed; her eyes were rolled up in their sockets.

“Hel p!'” cried Cathryn, running for the corridor. “Help!”

The charge nurse canme from behind the nurses’ station



followed by an LPN. From a room beyond M chelle’s cane
another RN. They all rapidly converged on Mchelle's room
pushi ng past the panic-stricken Cathryn. One went to either
side of the bed, another to the foot.

“Call a code,” barked the charge nurse.

The nurse at the foot of the bed sped over to the intercom
and yelled for the clerk at the nurses’ station to call a
code.

Meanwhi | e the charge nurse could feel a rapid, thready
pul se. “Feels like V-tack,” she said. “Her heart’s beating so
fast it’s hard to feel individual beats.”

“l agree,” said the other nurse, putting the bl ood
pressure cuff around Mchelle' s arm

“She’ s breathing but cyanotic,” said the charge nurse.
“Should I give her nouth-to-nouth?”

“I don’t know,” said the second nurse, punping up the
bl ood pressure cuff. “Maybe it would help the cyanosis.”

The third nurse cane back to the bed and strai ghtened out
Mchelle s |l eg while the charge nurse bent over and,
squeezing M chell e’ s nose shut, placed her nouth over

M chell e’s and bl ew.

“l can get a blood pressure,” said the second nurse.
“Si xty over forty, but it’'s variable.”

The charge nurse continued to breathe for Mchell e but
Mchelle's own rapid respiration nade it difficult. The nurse
strai ghtened up. “1 think I’m hindering her nore than hel ping
her. 1'd better hold off.”

Cathryn renmai ned pressed against the wall, terrorized by

the scene in front of her, afraid to nove | est she be in the
way. She had no idea what was happeni ng al t hough she knew it
was bad. Wiere was Charl es!

A woman resident was the first doctor to arrive. She cane
t hrough fromthe hallway so quickly that she had to grab the



edge of the door to keep fromfalling on the polished vinyl
floor. She ran directly to the bedside, grasping Mchelle’s
wrist for a pul se.

“I think she has V-tack,” said the charge nurse. “She’'s a
| eukem c. Myel obl astic. Day two of attenpted induction.”

“Any cardi ac history?” demanded the woman resident, as she
| eaned over and elevated Mchelle’'s eyelids. “At |east the
pupils are down.”

The three nurses | ooked at each other. “W don’t think she
has any cardiac history. Nothing was said at report,” said
t he charge nurse.

“Bl ood pressure?” asked the resident.

“Last time it was sixty over forty but variable,” said the
second nur se.

“V-tack,” confirnmed the wonman resident. “Stand back a
second.”

The woman resident nmade a fist and brought it down on
Mchelle’ s narrow thorax wth a resoundi ng thunp that nade
Cat hryn wi nce.

An extrenely young-| ooking chief resident arrived foll owed
by two others pushing a cart filled with all sorts of nedical
par aphernalia and crowmed with electronic instrunentation.

The woman resident gave a terse explanation of Mchelle’s
condition while the nurses rapidly attached EKG | eads to
Mchelle s extremties.

The charge nurse | eaned over to one of the other nurses
and told her to page Dr. Keitzman.

The el ectronic box on the top of the cart began to spew
forth an endl ess strip of narrow graph paper on which Cathryn
could see the red squiggles of an EKG The doctors grouped
around the machine, nomentarily forgetting M chelle.

“V-tack all right,” said the chief resident. “Wth the



dyspnea and cyanosi s she’s obviously henodynam cal ly
conprom sed. What does that nean, George?”

One of the other residents | ooked up, startled. “Means we
shoul d cardi overt her imediately . . . | think.”

“You think right,” concurred the chief resident. “But
|l et’s draw up sone Lidocaine. Let’'s see, the kid s about
fifty kil ogranms, no?”

“Alittle less,” said the woman resi dent.
“All right, fifty mlligrans of Lidocaine. Also draw up a
mlligramof atropine in case she goes into bradycardia.”

The team functioned efficiently as one resident drew up

t he nedi cati ons, another got out the el ectrode paddles, while
the third hel ped position Mchelle. One paddl e went under

M chell e’ s back, the other anteriorly on her chest.

“All right, stand back,” said the chief resident. “W’I|
use a fifty-watt second shock to start, progranmed to be
delivered at the R-wave. Here goes.”

He pressed a button and after a nonmentary delay Mchelle's
body contracted, her arns and |egs junping off the surface of
t he bed.

Cathryn watched in horror as the doctors stayed bent over

the machine, ignoring Mchelle’s violent reaction. Cathryn
could see the child s eyes open in utter bew | dernent and her
head lift off the bed. Thankfully her color rapidly reverted
to normal .

“Not bad!” yelled the chief resident, exam ning the EKG
paper as it canme out of the nmachine.

“John, you're getting good at this stuff,” agreed the
wonan resident. “Maybe you should think about doing it for a
living.”

Al the doctors |laughed and turned to M chelle.

Dr. Keitzman arrived breathless, hands jamred into the



pockets of his long white coat. He went directly to the bed,
hi s bespectacl ed eyes quickly scanning Mchelle’s body. He
snat ched up her hand, feeling for a pulse.

“Are you okay, chicken?” he asked, getting out his
st et hoscope.

M chel | e nodded but didn't speak. She appeared dazed.

Cat hryn wat ched as John, the chief resident, |launched into
a capsule summary of the event in what was to Cathryn
I nconpr ehensi bl e nedi cal ese.

Dr. Keitzman's upper lip pulled back in a characteristic
spasm as he bent over Mchelle, listening to her chest.

Sati sfied, he checked a run of EKG paper offered by John. At
t hat nonent he caught sight of Cathryn pressed up agai nst the
wal I . Keitzman gl anced at the charge nurse with a questioni ng
expression. The charge nurse, following his line of sight,
shrugged.

“We didn’'t know she was in here,” said the charge nurse
def ensi vel y.

Dr. Keitzman wal ked over to Cathryn and put a hand on her
shoul der.

“How about you, Ms. Martel ?” asked Dr. Keitzman. “Are you
all right?”

Cathryn tried to talk but her voice wouldn’'t cooperate, so
she nodded |Iike Mchelle.

“I"’msorry you had to see this,” said Dr. Keitznan.

“Mchell e seens fine and she undoubtedly did not feel
anything. But |I know this kind of thing is shocking. Let’s go
out in the hall for a nonent. 1'd like to talk to you.”

Cathryn strained upward to see Mchell e over Dr.
Keit zman’ s shoul der.

“She’ Il be okay for a nonent,” assured Dr. Keitzman. Then,
turning to the charge nurse, he said, “I"Il be just outside.
| want a cardiac nonitor in here, and I'd |like a cardiac



consult. See if Dr. Brubaker can see her right away.” Dr.
Keitzman gently urged Cathryn out into the corridor. *“Cone
down to the nurses’ station; we can talk there.”

Dr. Keitzman |l ed Cathryn down the busy corridor to the
chart room There were Form ca Parsons tables, chairs, two
dictating tel ephones, and the nassive chart racks. Dr.

Kei tzman pull ed out a chair for Cathryn and she gratefully
sat down.

“Can | get you sonething to drink?” suggested Dr.
Kei tzman. “Water?”

“No, thank you,” managed Cat hryn nervously. Dr. Keitzman's
extrenmely serious manner was a source of new anxi ety and she
searched the man’s face for clues. It was hard to see his
eyes through his thick gl asses.

The charge nurse’s head canme through the door. “Dr.
Brubaker wants to know if he can see the patient in his

of fice.”

Dr. Keitzman's face contorted for a second while he
pondered. “Tell himthat she just had an epi sode of V-tack
and 1'd prefer he see her before she’s noved around.”

“Ckay,” said the charge nurse.

Dr. Keitzman turned to Cathryn. He sighed. “Ms. Mrtel,

feel | nust talk frankly with you. Mchelle is not doing well
at all. And I’mnot referring specifically to this |atest
epi sode.”

“What was this episode?” asked Cathryn, not |iking the
initial tone of the conversation.

“Her heart speeded up,” said Dr. Keitzman. “Usually it’s

the upper part of the heart that initiates the beat.” Dr.
Keitzman gestured awkwardly to try to illustrate what he was
saying. “But for sone reason, the |ower part of Mchelle's
heart took over. Wiy? W don’t know yet. In any case, her
heart suddenly began to beat so fast that there wasn’t tine
for the heart to fill properly, so it punped inefficiently.
But that seens to be under control. Wat is worrying nme is



that she does not seemto be responding to the chenotherapy.”

“But she’s just started!” exclained Cathryn. The | ast
thing that Cathryn wanted was for her hope to be underm ned.

“That’s true,” agreed Dr. Keitzman. “However, Mchelle’'s
type of | eukem a usually responds in the first few days. On
top of that Mchelle has the nost aggressive case that |’ve
ever seen. Yesterday we gave her a very strong and very
successful drug call ed Daunorubicin. This norning when we did
her bl ood count, | was shocked to see that there was al nost
no effect on the I eukemc cells. This is very unusual

al t hough it does happen occasionally. So | decided to try
sonething a little different. Usually we give a second dose
of this medicine on the fifth day. Instead | gave her anot her
dose today along with the Thi oguani ne and Cytarabi ne.”

“Why are you telling ne this?” asked Cathryn, certain that
Dr. Keitzman knew she woul d not understand nuch of what he
was sayi ng.

“Because of your husband’s response yesterday,” said Dr.
Kei tzman. “And because of what Dr. Wley and | said to you.
|"mafraid your husband’ s enptions will interfere and he’l
want to stop the nedicines.”

“But if they re not working, nmaybe they should be
st opped,” said Cathryn.

“Ms. Martel. Mchelle is an extrenely sick child. These
nmedi ci nes are her only chance for survival. Yes, it's

di sappointing that as yet they have been ineffective. Your
husband is right in saying her chances are slim But w thout
chenot her apy, she has no chance at all.”

Cathryn felt the stabbing pain of guilt; she should have
brought M chelle to the hospital weeks ago.

Dr. Keitzman stood up. “1 hope you understand what |’ m
saying. Mchelle needs your strength. Now, | want you to cal
your husband and have hi m cone over. He's got to be told
what’ s happened.”



Even before the automatic radioactivity counter began to
record the electrons emanating fromthe series of vials,
Charl es knew that the radioactive nucl eotides had been
absorbed and i ncorporated into the tissue culture of
Mchelle s |l eukemc cells. He was now in the | ast stages of
preparing a concentrated solution of a surface protein that
differentiated Mchelle's | eukemc cells from her nornal
cells. This protein was foreign to Mchelle s body but was
not rejected because of the nysterious bl ocking factor that
Charles knew was in Mchelle' s system It was this bl ocking
factor that Charles had wanted to investigate. If only he
knew sonet hi ng about the nmethod of action of the bl ocking
factor, perhaps it could be inhibited or elimnated. He was
frustrated to be so close to a solution and have to stop. At
the same tine he realized that it was probably a five-year
project with no guarantee of success.

Cl osing the cover on the tissue culture incubator, he

wal ked to his desk, vaguely wondering why Ellen had not
appeared. He wanted to discuss the Canceran project with
someone know edgeabl e, and she was the only person he could
trust.

He sat down, trying not to think about the recent

hum liating neeting wwth Dr. |banez and the Wi nburgers.
Instead he recalled the frustrating visit to the EPA offices
that didn't nake himfeel nuch better. Yet he could | augh at
his own naiveté in thinking that he could walk into a

gover nnent agency and expect to acconplish sonething. He
wondered if there would be any way that he could get sone
sort of photographic proof of Recycle’s dunping. It was
doubtful, but he'd try.

Perhaps if he were responsible for getting the evidence,

he shoul d sue Recycle directly rather than waiting for the
EPA to do so. Charles knew very little about |aw, but he
remenbered there was a source of information open to him The
Wi nburger Institute law firmon retainer.

The | eft | ower drawer was Charles’ s spot for m scell aneous
panphlets. Cose to the bottom he found what he was | ooki ng
for: a skinny red booklet entitled Wel cone Aboard: This Is
Your Wi nburger Cancer Institute. In the back was a |ist of



| nportant phone nunbers. Under services was Hubbert, Hubbert,
Garachni k and Pearson, 1 State Street, followed by several
phone nunbers. He dialed the first.

| dentifying hinself, Charles was i Mmedi ately switched to
M. Garachnik’s office. H's secretary was particularly
cordial and within mnutes, Charles found hinself talking
wth M. Garachni k hinmself. Apparently the Wi nburger was a
val ued custoner.

“l need sone information,” said Charles, “about suing a
conpany dunpi ng poi sonous waste into a public river.”

“I't would be best,” said M. Garachnik, “if we have one of
our environnental |aw persons |look into the matter. However,
I f your questions are general, perhaps | can help. Is the
Wei nburger Institute becomng interested in environnental
pur sui ts?”

“No,” said Charles. “Unfortunately not. I'minterested in
this personally.”

“l see,” said M. Garachnik, his tone becom ng cool.
“Hubbert, Hubbert, Garachni k and Pearson does not handl e
per sonal Wi nburger enpl oyee | egal problens unless speci al
arrangenent is made with the individual.”

“That could be arranged,” said Charles. “But as |ong as
| ve got you on the phone, why don’'t you just give ne an idea
about the process.”

There was a pause. M. Garachni k wanted Charles to realize
that he felt Charles’ s inquiry beneath his stature as a
senior partner. “It could be done as an individual or class
action suit. If it were an individual suit, you d need
speci fic danmages and if "

“l’”ve got damages!” interrupted Charles. “My daughter has
come down with | eukem a!”

“Dr. Martel,” said M. Garachnik with irritation. “As a
physi ci an you shoul d know t hat establishing causation between
t he dunping and the | eukemi a woul d be extrenely difficult.
However, wth a class action suit for the purpose of securing



an injunction against the factory, you don’t need specific

damages. What you do need is the participation of thirty to
forty people. If you want to pursue this further, | suggest
you contact Thonas W/ son, one of our new, younger |awyers.
He has a particular interest in environnmental matters.”

“Does it matter that the conpany is in New Hanpshire?”
asked Charl es quickly.

“No, other than that it nust be sued in a New Hanpshire
court,” said M. Garachni k, obviously eager to termnate the
conversati on.

“What if it’'s owned by a corporation in New Jersey?”

“That m ght and m ght not conmpound the difficulties,” said
M. Garachni k, suddenly nore interested. “What factory in New
Hanpshire are you tal ki ng about ?”

“A place called Recycle, Ltd. in Shaftesbury,” said
Charl es.

“Which is owned by Breur Chem cals of New Jersey,” added
M. Garachni k qui ckly.

“That’s right,” said Charles, surprised. “How did you
know?”

“Because on occasion we indirectly represent Breur

Chem cals. In case you re not aware, Breur Chem cals owns the
Wei nburger Institute even though it’s run as a nonprofit
organi zation.”

Charl es was st unned.

M. Garachni k continued: “Breur Chem cals founded the

Wi nburger Institute when they expanded into the drug

I ndustry by purchasi ng Lesl ey Pharmaceuticals. | was agai nst
it back then, but Winburger, Sr. was commtted to the idea.
| was afraid of an antitrust action, but it never
materi ali zed because of the nonprofit cover. In any case, Dr.
Martel, you essentially work for Breur Chemicals and in that
capacity, you' d better think tw ce about suing anyone.”



Charl es hung the phone up very slowy. He could not

believe what he'd just heard. He' d never cared about the
financial side of the institute except to the extent that the
Wi nburger could supply himwi th research space and

equi pnment. But now he | earned that he was working for a

congl onerate which was ultimtely responsible for dunping
cancer-causing waste into a public river as well as running a
research institute supposedly interested in curing cancer. As
for Canceran, the parent conpany controlled both the drug
firmholding the patents and the research firmchosen to
ascertain its efficiency.

No wonder Wi nburger was so interested in Canceran!

The phone jangled Charles’s taut nerves as it rang under

his outstretched hand. As the source of the recent dreadful
revel ati on, Charles debated answering it. Undoubtedly it was
the adm nistration calling, bent on harassing himwth nore
pressure and nore deceit.

Abruptly Charles’s mnd switched to Mchelle. The cal
coul d be about his daughter. He snatched the receiver from
the cradle and pressed it to his ear.

He was right. It was Cathryn and her voice had the sane
stiff quality it had the day before. H's heart junped into
his throat.

“I's everything okay?”

“Mchelle is not doing so well. There's been a
conplication. You d better cone over.”

Charl es grabbed his coat and ran out of his lab. At the
front entrance, he knocked on the massive gl ass door,

I mpatient for it to open.

“All right, all right!” said Mss Andrews, pressing the
door rel ease under her desk.

Charl es squeezed out before the door was fully opened and
di sappeared from si ght.

“What’'s the matter with hin?” asked M ss Andrews, pressing



the close swtch. “Is he crazy or sonething?”
Roy adjusted his worn hol ster and shrugged.

Charl es concentrated on hurrying to keep from guessi ng

what had happened to Mchelle. But after crossing the

Charl es, he got bogged down in traffic on Massachusetts
Avenue. As he inched forward, he couldn’t help worrying about
what he was going to find when he got to Pediatric Hospital.
Cathryn’s words kept echoing in his head: “Mchelle is not
doing so well. There's been a conplication.” Charles felt
panic tighten his stomach into a painful knot.

When he reached the hospital, he rushed inside and forced
his way onto a full elevator. Maddeningly the car stopped at
every floor. Eventually it reached the sixth, and Charles
pushed his way off and hurried down to Mchelle’'s room The
door was al nost closed. He entered w thout knocki ng.

An el egant bl ond- haired woman strai ghtened up from | eaning
over Mchelle. She’'d been listening to the girl’s heart
before Charles’ s entry. On the opposite side of the bed was a
young resident dressed in hospital whites.

Charl es gave the wonan a cursory gl ance and | ooked down at
hi s daughter with enpathy subnerging all other enotions. He
wanted to grab her and shield her, but he was afraid she had
beconme too fragile. Hs trained eyes inspected her rapidly
and coul d detect a worsening in her condition since that
nmorni ng. There was a greenish cast to her face, a change
Charl es had associated during his nedical training with
ensui ng death. Her cheeks had becone hollow wth the skin
taut over her facial bones. Despite an intravenous |ine
attached to both arns, she | ooked dehydrated fromthe

vom ting and high fever.

Mchelle, lying flat on her back, |ooked up at her father
wth tired eyes. Despite her disconfort she managed a weak
smle and for a brief nonent her eyes shone with the
incredi ble luster that Charles renmenbered.

“Mchelle,” said Charles softly, bending down so his face
was close to hers. “How do you feel?” He didn’'t know what
el se to say.



M chell e’ s eyes cl ouded and she began to cry. “lI want to
go hone, Daddy.” She was reluctant to admit how bad she felt.

Biting his lip Charles glanced up at the wonman next to

him enbarrassed by his overwhel m ng enotion. Looking back
down at M chelle, he put his hand on her forehead and

snoot hed back her thick black hair. Her forehead was hot and
danp. Her fever had risen. Mchelle reached up and grasped
hi s hand.

“We' Il talk about it,” said Charles, his |lips quivering.

“Excuse me,” said the wonan. “You nust be Dr. Martel. |I'm
Dr. Brubaker. Dr. Keitzman asked ne to see Mchelle. |I'’ma
cardiologist. This is Dr. John Hershing, our chief resident.”

Charles nmade no effort to respond to the introductions.
“What happened?”

“She had an acute episode of ventricular tachycardia,”
said Dr. Hershing. “W cardioverted her imediately, and
she’s been very stable.”

Charl es | ooked at Dr. Brubaker. She was a tall, handsone
woman with sharp features. Her blond hair was piled on top of
her head in a | oose chignon.

“What caused the arrhythm a?” asked Charles, still holding
M chel | e s hand.

“We don’t know yet,” said Dr. Brubaker. “My first thoughts
are either an idiosyncratic reaction to the doubl e dose of
Daunorubi cin, or a manifestation of her basic problem sone
kind of infiltrative nyopathy. But 1'd like to finish ny
exam if I may. Dr. Keitzman and your wife are in the chart

roomat the nurses’ station. | understand they are waiting
for you.”

Charles |owered his eyes to Mchelle. “I’Il be right back,
sweet heart.”

“Don’t go, Daddy,” pleaded Mchelle. “Stay with ne.”



“l won’t go far,” said Charles, gently loosing Mchelle’s
grip. He was preoccupied by Dr. Brubaker’s statenent that
M chell e had received a doubl e dose of Daunorubicin. That
sounded irregul ar.

Cat hryn saw Charl es before he saw her and | eaped to her
feet, throwing her arns around his neck.

“Charles, I'"'mso glad you're here.” She buried her face in
his neck. “This is so difficult for ne to handle.”

Hol di ng Cat hryn, Charles gl anced around the small chart

room Dr. WIley was | eaning against the table, his eyes on
the floor. Dr. Keitzman was sitting opposite fromhim his

| egs crossed, and his hands cl asped together over his knee.
He appeared to be exam ning the fabric of his slacks. No one
spoke, but Charles felt nervous, his eyes darting from one
doctor to the other. The scene seened too artificial, too
staged. Sonething was comi ng and Charles hated the theatrics.

“All right,” said Charles challengingly. “Wat’s
happeni ng?”

Dr. Wley and Dr. Keitzman started to speak
si mul t aneously, then stopped.

“It’s about Mchelle,” said Dr. Keitzman finally.

“I assunmed as nuch,” said Charles. The vise on his stonach
turned another notch tighter.

“She’s not doing as we would have hoped,” said Dr.

Keitzman with a sigh, looking up into Charles’s face for the
first time. “Doctors’ famlies are always the nost difficult.
| think I'lIl call it Keitzman's |aw.”

Charles was in no nood for hunor. He stared at the
oncol ogi st, watching the man’s face twist into one of its
characteristic spasns. “Wat’s this about a doubl e dose of
Daunor ubi ci n?”

Dr. Keitzman swal | oned. “We gave her the first dose
yesterday but she did not respond. W gave her anot her today.
W’ ve got to knock down her circulatory | eukemc cells.”



“That’s not the usual protocol, is it?” snapped Charl es.

“No,” Dr. Keitzman replied hesitantly, “but Mchelle is
not a usual case. | wanted to try . "

“Try!” shouted Charles. “Listen, Dr. Keitzman,” Charles
snapped, pointing a finger in Dr. Keitzman's face. “My
daughter isn’t here for you to try things on. What you're
really saying is that her chances of rem ssion are so poor
that you' re ready to experinent.”

“Charles!” said Cathryn. “That’s not fair.”

Charles ignored Cathryn. “The fact of the matter, Dr.
Keitzman, is that you are so certain she’'s termnal you
abandoned orthodox chenot herapy. Well, |I’mnot sure your
experinmentation isn’t | essening her chances. What about this
cardi ac problem She's never had any trouble with her heart.
Doesn’t Daunorubi cin cause cardi ac probl ens?”

“Yes,” agreed Dr. Keitzman, “but not usually this fast. |
don’t know what to think about this conplication and that’s
why | asked for a cardiac consult.”

“Well, | think it’s the nedicine,” said Charles. “I agreed
to chenot herapy, but | assunmed you woul d be using the
standard doses. I'’mnot sure | agree with doubling the usual
treatnent.”

“I'f that's the case, then perhaps you should retain

anot her oncologist,” said Dr. Keitzman wearily, standing up
and gathering his things. “Or just handle the case yourself.”
“No! Please!” said Cathryn, letting go of Charles and
clutching Dr. Keitzman’s arm “Please. Charles is just upset.
Pl ease don’t leave us.” Cathryn turned frantically to
Charles. “Charles, the nedicine is Mchelle's only chance.”
She turned back to Dr. Keitzman, “lIsn’t that right?”

“That is true,” said Dr. Keitzman. “lncreasing the

chenot herapy, even if it is an unusual approach, is the only
hope for a rem ssion, and a rem ssion has to be obtained
quickly if Mchelle is going to survive this acute episode.”



“What are you proposing, Charles?” said Dr. Wley. “To do
not hi ng?”

“She’s not going to go into remssion,” said Charles
angrily.

“You can’t say that,” said Dr. WIey.

Charl es backed up, watching the others in the roomas if
they were going to force himinto subm ssion.

“How do you think she should be treated?” asked Dr. WIey.
“We can’t do nothing, Charles,” pleaded Cathryn.

Charles’s mnd screanmed for himto get away. Wthin the
hospital, close to Mchelle, he could not think rationally.
The idea of causing Mchelle additional suffering was a
torture, yet the concept of just allowing her to die wthout
a fight was equally abhorrent. There were no alternatives
open to him Dr. Keitzman was maki ng sense if there was a
chance they could get a rem ssion. But if a rem ssion was

| mpossi ble, then they were nerely torturing the dying child.
God!

Abruptly Charles turned and strode fromthe room Cathryn
ran after him “Charles. Wiere are you goi ng? Charles, don’t

go! Please. Don't |eave ne.”

At the stair he finally turned, gripping Cathryn's

shoul ders. “lI can’t think here. | don’t know what's right.
Each alternative is as bad as another. |’ve been through this
before. Famliarity doesn’'t nake it easier. |’ve got to pul
nyself together. I'msorry.”

Wth a feeling of hel pl essness Cat hryn watched hi mgo

t hrough the door and di sappear. She was alone in the busy
corridor. She knew that if she had to, she could handl e the
situation even if Charles couldn't. She had to, for

M chell e’ s sake. She wal ked back to the chart room

“The strange thing,” said Cathryn with a trenul ous voi ce,
“I's that you two anticipated all this.”



“Unfortunately we’ ve had sone experience wwth famlies of
physi cians,” said Dr. Keitzman. “It’s always difficult.”

“But it’s usually not this difficult,” added Dr. W] ey.

“W were talking while you were gone,” said Dr. Keitznan.
“We feel that sonething nust be done to ensure continuity of
Mchelle s care.”

“Some kind of guarantee,” said Dr. WI ey.

“It’s nostly because tine is so inportant,” said Dr.
Keitzman. “Even if the treatnent were stopped for a day or
two, it could nean the difference between success and
failure.”

“We’'re not suggesting that Charles’s concerns are
unf ounded,” assured Dr. WI ey.

“Absolutely not,” agreed Dr. Keitzman. “In Mchelle’'s

case, with circulating | eukem c cells unresponsive to the

Daunor ubi cin, the outlook is not the best. But | think she
deserves a chance no matter what the odds. Don’t you agree,
Ms. Martel ?”

Cathryn | ooked at the two doctors. They were trying to
suggest sonet hing but she had no idea what it was. “Of
course,” said Cathryn. How could she di sagree? O course
M chel | e deserved every chance.

“There are ways of making sure that Charles cannot
arbitrarily stop Mchelle's treatnent,” said Dr. WIey.

“The powers need only be evoked if they are needed,” said
Dr. Keitzman. “But it’s good to have themjust in case.”

There was a pause.
Cathryn had the distinct inpression that the doctors
expected her to respond, but she had no idea what they were

tal ki ng about .

“Let nme give you an exanple,” said Dr. Wley, |eaning



forward in his chair. “Suppose a child desperately needs a
transfusion. If the transfusion is not given, then the child
will die. And further, suppose that one of the parents is a
Jehovah’s Wtness. Then there is a conflict between the
parents as to the proper treatnment of the child. The doctors,
of course, recogni ze the need for the transfusion to save the
child. What do they do? They have the court award

guardi anship to the consenting parent. The court is willing
to do this to guarantee the rights of the child. It’s not
that they disrespect the beliefs of the nonconsenting parent.
I[t’s just that they feel it’s unfair for one individual to
deprive another of lifesaving treatnent.”

Cathryn stared at Dr. Wley in consternation. “You want ne
to assune guardi anship of Mchelle behind Charles’ s back?”

“Only for the specific purpose of nmaintaining treatnent,”
said Dr. Keitzman. “It mght save the child s life. Please
understand, Ms. Martel, we could do it w thout your help. W
woul d ask the court to appoint a guardian, which is what we
do when both parents resist established nedical treatnent.

But it would be nmuch sinpler if you participate.”

“But you're not giving Mchelle standard treatnent
anynore,” said Cathryn, renenbering Charles’ s words.
“Well, it’s not that unusual,” said Keitzman. “In fact
| ve been working on a paper about increased chenotherapeutic
doses in cases as recalcitrant as your daughter’s.”

“And you nust admt that Charles has been acting

bi zarrely,” added Dr. Wley. “The strain of this may be too
great. He may be incapabl e of making sensible decisions. In
fact, 1'd feel nuch better if we could also get Charles to

seek sone professional help.”

“You nean see a psychiatrist?” asked Cathryn.

“I think it would be a good idea,” said Dr. WIey.

“Pl ease understand us, Ms. Mrtel,” said Dr. Keitzman,
“we’re trying to do our best, and as Mchell e’ s doctors our

primary concern is her well-being. W feel we nust do
everything in our power.”



“l appreciate your efforts,” said Cathryn, “but

“We know it sounds drastic,” said Dr. Keitzman, “but once
the | egal papers are obtai ned, guardi anship doesn’'t have to
be evoked unless the situation calls for it. But then if
Charles tried to take Mchelle off treatnent or even out of
the hospital, we'd be in a position to do sonet hi ng about
it.”

“An ounce of prevention is worth a pound of cure,” said
Dr. Wl ey.

“The idea doesn’'t nmake nme feel confortable,” said Cathryn.
“But Charl es has been very strange. | can't believe he |eft
| i ke he did just now.”

“l can understand it,” said Dr. Keitzman. “l can sense

that Charles is a nan of action, and the fact that he cannot
do anything for Mchelle nmust drive himnmad. He' s under a
terrible enotional burden, and that’s why | think he could
benefit from professional help.”

“You don’t think he could have a nervous breakdown, do
you?” asked Cathryn with increasing anxiety.

Dr. Keitzman | ooked at Dr. Wley to see if he wanted to
answer, then he spoke: “I don't feel qualified to say.
Certainly the strain is there. It’s a matter of how strong
hi s defenses are.”

“I think it's a possibility,” said Dr. Wley. “In fact, |
think he’s showing certain synptons. He doesn’t seemto be in
command of his enptions and | think his anger has been

| nappropriate.”

Cathryn was swept by a turnoil of enotion. The idea that

she was capabl e of going between Charles, the man she | oved,
and his daughter, whom she’'d | earned to | ove, was

unt hi nkabl e. And yet if the strain was too nmuch for Charles,
and he interrupted Mchelle's treatnent, she would have to
share the blane for not having the courage to help the
child s doctors.



“I'f I were to do as you ask,” said Cathryn, “what woul d be
t he procedure?”

“Hold on,” said Dr. Keitzman, reaching for the phone. “I
think the hospital attorney could answer that better than I.”

Al nost before Cathryn knew what was happeni ng, the neeting
with the hospital attorney was over, and Cat hryn was hurrying
after the man in the Boston courthouse. H s name was Patrick
Mur phy. He had freckled skin and indeterm nate |ight brown
hair that could have been red at one tine. But by far his
nost di stinguishing characteristic was his personality. He
was one of those rare people whom everyone instantly |iked,
and Cathryn was no exception. Even in her distraught state,
she had been charned by his gentle and forthright manner and
engagi ng sm | e.

Cat hryn was not sure when the conversation wth the

attorney had changed from di scussing a hypothetical situation
to discussing an actual one. Making the decision to petition
for | egal guardianship for Mchelle behind Charles’s back was
so difficult that Cathryn had wel coned its acconplishnent by
default. Patrick had assured Cathryn, as had Dr. Keitzman,
that the | egal powers would not be used except in the
unlikely instance that Charles tried to stop Mchelle’'s

treat nent.

Still Cathryn felt very uneasy about the whole affair,
especially since she had not had tine to see Mchelle in the
rush to get to the court before the 4 P.M deadli ne.

“This way if you will,” said Patrick, pointing to a narrow
stairwell. Cathryn had never been in a courthouse before, and
it was nothing |ike she’d inmagi ned. She d thought it would be
grand in sone synbolic way, standing as it did for the
concept of justice. Yet the Boston courthouse, which was
actually over one hundred years old, was dirty and
depressing, especially since, for security reasons, the
public was forced to enter through the basenent.

After ascending the narrow steel stairs, which Cathryn
could not believe served as the sole public entrance to the



court, they reached the old main hall. Here there was at

| east a shadow of forner grandness with an arched two-story

ceiling; marble pilasters and marble floors. But the plaster
was chi pped and cracked, and the el aborate nol di ngs gave the
appearance they were about to break free and fall to the

fl oor bel ow.

Cathryn had to run a few steps to catch up wth Patrick as
he turned into the Probate Court. It was a | ong, narrow room
wi th a heavy, dusty appearance, especially with the hundreds
of aged | edgers sitting sideways on their |ow shelves to the
right. On the left was a long scuffed and pitted counter
where a coterie of court enpl oyees seened suddenly roused
fromtheir diurnal slunber at the prospect of quitting tine.

As Cat hryn surveyed the room she did not feel the

confi dence and reassurance she’ d hoped. Instead its

shabbi ness evoked i mages of being snared in a quagmre of red
tape. Yet Patrick did not allow Cathryn to stop. He pulled
her over to a smaller counter at the end of the room

“1"d like to speak to one of the Assistant Regi sters of
Probate,” said Patrick to one of the bored clerks. She had a
cigarette in the corner of her nouth, meking her cock her
head to the side to keep the snoke from stingi ng her eyes.
She pointed to a man facing away fromthem

Hearing the request, the nman turned; he was on the phone

but put up a finger for themto wait. After finishing his
conversation, he cane over to Cathryn and Patrick. He was
trenendously overwei ght, a m ddl e-aged man with a thi ck,
flaccid |layer of fat that shook when he wal ked. H s face was
all jows, wattles, and deep creases.

“We have an energency,” explained Patrick. “W'd like to
see one of the judges.”

“Hospi tal guardianship case, M. Mirphy?” questioned the
Assi stant Regi ster know ngly.

“That’s correct,” said Patrick. “All the fornms are filled
out.”

“Must say, you fellows are getting efficient,” said the



man. He | ooked up at the face of the institutional clock. “My
God, you're cutting it close. It’s alnost four. |'d better
check to be sure Judge Pelligrino is still here.”

He waddl ed t hrough a nearby doorway, his arns sw ngi ng
al nost perpendicularly to his body.

“d andul ar problem” whispered Patrick. He put his
bri efcase on the counter and snapped it open.

Cathryn | ooked at the attractive young | awer. He was

dressed in the typical attorney fashion with a boxy, Ivy
League, pin-striped suit. The slacks were slightly runpled,
particularly behind the knees, and they were about two inches
too short, exposing bl ack-socked ankles. Wth great
attentiveness, he arranged the forns which Cathryn had

si gned.

“Do you really think I should do this?” asked Cathryn
abruptly.

“Absol utely,” said Patrick, giving her one of his warm
spont aneous smles. “It’s for the child.”

Five mnutes |later they were in the judge s chanber, and
It was too late to turn back.

As different as the Boston courthouse was from Cathryn’s

| magi nati on, so was Judge Louis Pelligrino. Instead of an

ol der, gowned, Socratic figure, Cathryn found herself sitting
across froma disturbingly handsonme man wearing a

wel |l -tailored designer’s suit. After donning stylish reading
gl asses, he accepted the papers from Patrick saying, “Jesus
Christ, M. Mirphy. Wiy is it you always show up at four

o’ cl ock?”

“Medi cal energencies, your honor, adhere to a biol ogical
rat her than a probate cl ock.”

Judge Pelligrino peered at Patrick sharply over his

hal f - gl asses, apparently trying to decide if Patrick’s retort
was cl ever or presunptuously brazen. A slow smle appeared as
he decided on the former. “Very good, M. Mirphy. 1’'Il accept
that. Now, why don’t you fill nme in on these petitions.”



As Patrick skillfully outlined the circunstances

surrounding Mchelle’s illness and treatnent as well as
Charl es’ s behavi or, Judge Pelligrino exam ned the fornms,
seem ngly not paying attention to the young | awer. But when
Patrick made an insignificant grammatical error, the judge’s
head shot up, and he corrected him

“Where are the affidavits by Doctors WIley and Keitznman?”
asked Judge Pelligrino as Patrick finished.

The | awyer | eaned forward and anxi ously thunbed through

the papers in the judge’'s hands. He snapped open his
briefcase, and with great relief found the two docunents and
handed t hem over wi th an apol ogy.

The judge read themin detail.

“And this is the adopted nother, | presune,” said Judge
Pel ligrino, capturing Cathryn’'s attention.

“Indeed it is,” said Patrick, “and she is understandably
concerned about nmintaining the proper treatnment for the

young girl.”

Judge Pelligrino scrutinized Cathryn’s face, and she felt
hersel f bl ush defensively.

“I think it's inportant to enphasize,” added Patri ck,

“that there is no marital discord between Charles and Cathryn
Martel. The only issue is the wish to maintain the
establ i shed nethod of treatnent advocated by the appropriate
nmedi cal authorities.”
“l understand that,” said Judge Pelligrino. “Wat | don’'t
understand or like is the fact that the biological father is
not here to be cross-exam ned.”

“But that’'s precisely why Ms. Martel is asking for

energency tenporary guardi anship,” said Patrick. “Just a few
hours ago, Charles Martel rushed away froma neeting with
Ms. Martel and Mchelle' s doctors. M. Martel expressed the
belief that Mchelle s treatnent, which is her only chance at
survival, be stopped, then left the conference. And, off the



record, the attendi ng physicians are concerned about his
mental stability.”

“That sounds |i ke something that should be part of the
record,” said the judge.

“l agree,” said Patrick, “but unfortunately that would
require M. Martel seeing a psychiatrist. Perhaps it could be
arranged for the full hearing.”

“Whul d you i ke to add anything, Ms. Mrtel ?” asked the
judge, turning to Cathryn.

Cathryn declined in a barely audi bl e voi ce.

The judge arranged the papers on his desk, obviously
thinking. He cleared his throat before he spoke: “I wll

al l ow the energency tenporary guardi anship for the sole

pur pose of naintaining the recogni zed and establ i shed nedi cal
treatnent.” Wth a flourish he signed the form “I wll also
appoint a guardian ad litimon the petition for guardi anship
to serve until the full hearing on the nerits, which |I want
schedul ed in three weeks.”

“That will be difficult,” said the Assistant Register,
speaking for the first tinme. “Your schedule is fully booked.”

“The hell with the schedule,” said Judge Pelligrino,
signing the second docunent.

“I't will be difficult to prepare for a hearing in just

three weeks,” protested Patrick. “W' Il need to obtain expert
nmedi cal testinony. And there is |legal research to be done. W
need nore tine.”

“That’ s your problem” said the judge w thout synpathy.
“You're going to be busy anyway with the prelimnary hearing
on the tenporary guardi anship. By statute that nust be in
three days. So you' d best get cracking. Also | want the
father apprised of these proceedi ngs as soon as possible. |
want him served no later than tonmorrow with a citation either
at the hospital or at his place of work.”

Cat hryn sat bolt upright, stunned. “You' re going to tel



Charl es about this neeting?”

“Absolutely,” said the judge, rising. “l hardly think it
fair to deprive a parent of his guardianship rights w thout
telling him Nowif you Il excuse ne.”

“But . . .” blurted Cathryn. She didn’t finish her

statenment. Patrick thanked the judge and hurried Cathryn out
of the judge s |obby, back into the main room of the Probate
Court.

Cathryn was distraught. “But you said we wouldn’t use this
unl ess Charles actually stopped treatnent.”

“That’s correct,” said Patrick, confused at Cathryn’'s
reacti on.

“But Charles is going to find out what |’'ve done,” cried
Cathryn. “You didn't tell ne that. My God!”

TEN

Al t hough the sun had set on schedule at four-thirty, no

one in New Engl and had seen it go down, including Charles,
who was parking at the base of Main Street in Shaftesbury at
the time. A heavy bank of clouds had noved in fromthe G eat
Lakes. The New Engl and neteorol ogists were trying to decide
when the front was going to collide with a flow of warmair
fromthe Gulf of Mexico. They all agreed it was going to
snow, but no one coul d decide how nmuch or when.

By five-thirty, Charles was still sitting behind the

steering wheel of the Pinto parked in the |ee of the row of
deserted old m Il buildings. Every so often he’d scrape off a
bit of the frost on the inside of the wi ndshield and peer

out. He was waiting until it was conpletely dark. To keep
warm he started the engine every quarter hour and let it idle
for five mnutes. Just after six he was satisfied that the
sky was a uniformy dark bl anket and he opened the door and
got out.

Recycl e, Ltd. was about two hundred yards ahead as

evidenced mainly by the single light they had near the office
door. It had started to snow wth |arge flakes that settled

| i ke feathers in short swooping arcs.



Charl es opened the trunk and collected his gear: a

Pol aroid canera, a flashlight, and a few sanple jars. Then he
crossed the snow to the shadow of the enpty brick mll and
started to trudge toward Recycle, Ltd. After |eaving Cathryn
at the hospital, he had tried to sort through his confusing
enotions. He could not cone to a decision about Mchelle’s
treatnment although intuition still told himthat the child
was not going to go into rem ssion. He couldn’t get hinself
to deny her treatnent, but he couldn’'t bear to see her suffer
nore than she had to. He felt trapped. As a consequence, he
wel coned the idea of heading up to Shaftesbury and trying to
obtain sone hard evidence of benzene dunping. At |east that
satisfied his enotional need for action.

As he cane to the end of the building, he stopped and

| ooked around the corner. He now had a full view of the
factory that had taken over the |ast abandoned m | buil ding
in the long row.

Wth the Polaroid and flashlight in his coat pockets and

the sanple jars in his hands, Charles rounded the corner and
headed toward the Pawtomack River, initially noving parall el
to the hurricane fence. Once he could no | onger see the |ight
over the factory entrance, he cut diagonally across the enpty
| ot, reaching the fence close to the riverbank. First the
flashlight, then the sanple jars were gently tossed over to
land in the snow. Wth the canera slung over his shoul der,
Charl es grasped the nmesh and began to clinb. He teetered on
the top, then |l eaped for the ground, |anding on his feet but
tunbling over onto his back. Fearful of being seen in the
open | ot, he gathered his things and hurried over to the
shadow of the old factory.

He waited for a few nonents, listening to the famliar

sounds comng frominside the building. Fromwhere he was
standi ng, he could | ook across the nostly frozen Paw omack

Ri ver and nake out the trees on the opposite bank. The river
was about fifty yards wi de at that point. Wen he had

regai ned his breath, he struggl ed al ong the building, heading
for the corner facing the river. The going was difficult
because the snow covered all sorts of trash and debris.

Charl es reached the side of the building facing the river



and, shielding his eyes fromthe |azy snow | akes, he | ooked
down at his goal: the two netal holding tanks. Unfortunately,
they were close to the opposite end of the building. After a
short pause, Charles set out clinbing through the rusted and
tw sted remai ns of di scarded machinery, only to find hinself
barred from further advance by a granite-lined sluice about
ten feet across and five feet deep. The sluice cane froma

| ow arch beneath the building and ran toward the river bank
where it was danmed with wooden pl anks. About mdway in the
opposite masonry wall was a connecting channel to a | arge

| agoon. The fluid in the sluice and in the | agoon was not
frozen and it had the unm stakable acrid snell of discarded
I ndustrial chem cals.

| medi ately adjacent to the factory, Charles saw that two
stout planks had been | aid across the sluice. Putting his
sanple jars down, Charles flipped the planks over to rid them
of their veneer of snow and ice. Then, with great care, he
struggl ed across the makeshift bridge holding the sanple jars
under his right armand using his left to support hinself

agai nst the buil ding.

On the opposite side of the sluice the ground sl oped down

and Charles could approach the Ievel of the |agoon. Fromthe
makeshi ft appearance of the setup, particularly the

I nconpetently constructed dam Charles knew that the

di scarded chem cals in the | agoon continuously nade their way
into the river. He wanted a sanple of that syrupy fluid. He
bent down at the edge and, holding on to the upper |ip of one
of the jars, collected a pint or so of the slowy bubbling
sludge. Using a bit of snow, Charles w ped off the jar,
capped it, and left it to be retrieved on the way back.
Meanwhi | e he wanted a photo of the dam which kept this

chem cal cesspool fromtotally enptying itself into the river
bel ow.

VWally Crabb had taken an early dinner break fromthe

rubber ovens with the two guys he played poker with: Angelo
DeJesus and G orgi o Brezowski. Sitting at one of the picnic
tables in the lunchroom they’d played bl ackjack while they
absent m ndedly consuned their sandw ches. It hadn’t been a
good evening for Wally. By six-twenty he was down about



thirteen dollars and it didn't seemlike his |uck was going
to change. And to make matters worse, Brezowski was teasing
him by flashing his toothless snle after every hand,
silently saying “so |long, sucker.” Brezo had |lost his front
teeth in a barroombrawl in Lowell, Mssachusetts, two years
ago.

Brezo dealt Wally a face card and a four of spades. Wen
Vally asked himfor a hit, Brezo socked himw th anot her face
card, sending himover twenty-one.

“Shit!” yelled Wally, slamm ng the cards down and sw ngi ng
his nmassive |legs from beneath the picnic table. He pushed
hinmself to his feet and | unbered over to the cigarette
machi ne.

“You out, big boy?” jeered Brezo, resumng play with
Angel o.

Wally didn't answer. He put his coins in the cigarette

machi ne, punched his sel ection, and waited. Nothing happened.
At |l east nothing inside the machine. Inside WAlly's brain it
was |ike snapping a piano wire stretched to its tensile
limt. Wth a powerful kick he jarred the machine, noving it
back on its supports to thunp the wall. Cocking his hand back
to follow up with a right cross to the coin return, he saw a
light flash outside the dark w ndow.

To Brezo and Angel o’ s di sappoi nt nent —+hey had been hopi ng
to watch the destruction of the cigarette machine-Yally’'s
cocked arm sank and he pressed his face against the w ndow.
“What the fuck, we going to have a thunderstorm now?” asked
VWally. Then he saw the flash again, but this time caught a
glinpse of its source. For an instant he saw a figure, arns
to his face, legs slightly spread.

“It’s a goddammed canera,” said Wally, astoni shed.
“Sonmebody is taking pictures of the |agoon.”

Wally reached for the phone and dialed Nat Archer’s
office. He told the super what he d seen.

“Must be that Martel nut,” said Nat Archer. “Wio are you
with, Wally?”



“Just Brezo and Angel o.”

“Why don’t you three go out there and see who it is. If

it’s Martel, then teach hima |l esson. M. Dawson told ne that
i f he showed up again to nmake sure it was his last visit.
Renmenber the guy is out there illegally. He's trespassing.”

“You got it,” said Wally, hanging up the receiver. Turning
to his buddies and cracking his knuckles, he said, “W're
going to have sone fun. Get your coats.”

Aft er phot ographi ng the dam Charles worked his way over

to the netal holding tanks. Wth the flashlight he tried to
make sense out of the profusion of pipes and valves. One pipe
led directly to a fenced-off area at the edge of the parking
| ot and obvi ously served as the off-load site. Another pipe
coursed away fromthe tanks and with a T-connector joined the
roof drain conduit on its way to the river bank. Using great
care to keep from slipping down the enbanknent, Charles
managed to get to the edge, which was sone twenty feet above
the surface of the river. The roof drain ended abruptly,
spilling its contents down the enbanknent. The snell of
benzene was i ntense and bel ow the pi pe was a patch of open
water. The rest of the river was solidly frozen and covered
Wi th snow. After taking several pictures of the pipe, Charles
| eaned out with his second jar and caught sone of the fluid
dripping fromthe end. Wen he thought he had enough, he
closed the jar and left it next to the first one. He was

al rost finished; his m ssion was nore successful than he had
hoped. He just wanted to photograph the T-connection between
the pipe fromthe storage tanks and the drain conduit and the
feed pipe fromthe storage tanks back to where it energed
fromthe factory.

A slight wnd had cone up, and the once-lazy snowf | akes

were now being driven into Charles’s face. Before taking the
pi cture, he dusted the snow of f the pipes, then sighed

t hrough the viewfinder. He wasn't satisfied. He wanted to get
the T-connector and the storage tanks in the sanme photo, so
he stepped over the pipes, squatted down, and sighted agai n.
Satisfied, he depressed the shutter nmechani sm but not hing



happened. Looking at the canera, he realized he hadn’t turned
the flash bar around. He did so quickly, then sighed again.
Now he coul d see the storage tank, the pipe comng fromthe
tank, and the juncture with the roof drain. It was perfect.
He pushed the shutter rel ease.

The flash of the canera was followed instantly by a

sudden, powerful jerk as the Polaroid canera was torn from
Charles’s fingers. He | ooked up fromhis crouching position
to see three nen in hooded parkas, silhouetted agai nst the
dark sky. They had him cornered agai nst the storage tanks.

Bef ore Charles coul d nove, the canera was tossed end over end
into the center of the black | agoon.

Charl es stood up, struggling to see the faces beneath the
hoods. Wthout words, the two snaller nmen |unged forward and
grabbed his arns. The sudden novenent caught Charles off
guard and he didn’t struggle. The third man, the big one,
went through Charles’s coat pockets, finding the snall

coll ection of photographs. Wth a flick of the wist they
foll owed the canera into the chenmi cal pond, appearing like
white wafers on the surface.

The nen let Charles go and stepped back. Charles still
couldn’t see their faces, and it nade their appearance that
much nore frightening. Charles panicked and tried to run

bet ween one of the smaller nmen and the storage tank. The nan
reacted instantly, jabbing a fist into Charles’s face and
connecting with his nose. The bl ow stunned Charl es, bringing
a slight trickle of blood down his chin.

“Ni ce poke, Brezo,” |aughed Wally.

Charl es recogni zed the voi ce.

The nmen pushed himtoward the chem cal |agoon so that he
stunbl ed over the pipes underfoot. Teasing him they cuffed
his head wth open hands, slapping his ears. Charles vainly
tried to parry the flutter of bl ows.

“Trespassi ng, eh?” said Brezo.

“Looking for trouble, eh?” said Angelo.



“1 think he found it,” said Wally.

They crowded Charles to the very edge of the cesspool of
acrid chemcals. A glancing bl ow knocked his hat into the
fluid.

“How about a quick di p?” taunted Wally.

Wth one armover his face, Charles drew out his
flashlight with the other hand and | ashed at his nearest
assail ant .

Brezo el uded the roundhouse blow easily by shifting his
wei ght .

Expecting contact and not getting it, Charles slipped in
the nelted snow and fell to his hands and knees in the foul
mud. The fl ashlight shattered.

Brezo, having eluded the blow, found hinself teetering on
the edge of the |l agoon. To keep fromfalling bodily into the
pool, he was forced into the ooze to md-calf before Wally
grabbed his jacket, pulling himfree.

“Shit!” cried Brezo as he felt the corrosive chem cal

singe his skin. He knew he had to get his leg into water as
soon as possible. Angelo pulled Brezo’'s armover his

shoul der, supporting himand, as if in a three-|egged race,
the two nmen hurried back toward the entrance of Recycle, Ltd.

Charles scranbled to his feet and bolted for the two

pl anks over the old sluice. Wally made a grab for Charl es but
m ssed him and in the process slipped and fell to his hands
and knees. Belying his bulk, he was back on his feet in an

I nstant. Charl es thundered over the planks forgetting his
previ ous nervousness at crossing. He thought about pushing
the planks into the sluice but Wally was too cl ose behi nd.

Fearful of being thrown into the chem cal |agoon, Charles
ran as fast as possible, but the going was difficult. First
he had to clinb through the discarded nachinery, then run
across the snowcovered, littered ot until he got to the
hurricane fence. Wally was hindered by the sane objects but,
used to working out, he nmade better tine.



Charles started up the fence but unfortunately he d picked
a spot between two uprights. The |ack of support,
particularly near the top, nmade the clinbing nore difficult.

Wally Crabb reached the fence and began shaking it

violently. Charles had all he could do to hold on, nuch | ess
continue clinbing. Then Wally reached up and grabbed
Charles’s right foot. Charles tried to kick free but Wally
had a good hold and he nerely put his weight on it.

The force overrode Charles’s grasp, and he tunbled off the
fence, directly on top of Wally. Desperately Charl es searched
beneath the snow for sone object with which he could defend
hi nsel f. He came up with an old shoe. He flung it at Wally,
and although it mssed its mark, it gave Charles a chance to
stand and flee along the fence toward the river. For Charles,
the situation was |like being inside a cage with a raging

ani mal .

Running in the snow al ong the fence was next to

| npossi bl e. The crust sonetines supported Charles’s weight,
other times it didn’'t, and there was no way to tell before
taking a step. Under the snow was a w de assortnent of debris
rangi ng fromfresh garbage to wayward rubber tires and netal
scrap that kept trapping him Fearful he was going to be
caught any nonent, Charles gl anced over his shoul der. One

| ook was enough to ascertain that the obstacle course was
equal ly difficult for Wally and Charl es reached the river
bank first.

H s descent to the water was a marginally controlled fall.
Wth his hands out at his sides |ike outriggers on a canoe,
Charles slipped and slid down the enbanknment, coming to a
jarring halt where the ice had buckled at the river’s edge.
Avoi di ng the patch of open water, Charles scranbled out onto
the ice, and tried to keep his balance. Wally canme down the
enbanknent with a bit nore care and consequently | ost sone
ground. Charles was around the portion of the fence that
extended out from shore and starting back up the enbanknent
when Wal ly reached the river’s edge.

Al nost at the top of the enbanknment, Charles’ s feet
suddenly slid out fromunder him Panic-stricken, his hands



grasped for a hold. At the |last second he caught a small bush
and halted his backward novenent. He tried to scranble back
up but could not get any traction. Wally had al ready gai ned
the shore and started up toward Charles, closing the short

di stance between them

Wally reached up to grab Charles’s | eg. He was inches away
when he seened to swtch to slow notion. His |l egs stiffened
but it was no use. Slowy at first, then rapidly, he slid
backwar ds.

Wth renewed effort, Charles tried to clinb the |ast five
feet. By jamming his toes agai nst the enbanknment he

di scovered he could create crude footholds. In this way, he

I nched upwards and threw his upper body over the edge. He
pulled his feet up, then raised hinmself on his hands and
knees. In so doing, he felt rocks and pieces of brick under
the snow. He kicked them | oose and picked up a handful. Wally
had begun a new assault on the enbanknent and at that nonent
was only five feet away.

Cocking his arm back, Charles threw the stones. One hit

Wally on the point of the shoulder and he grunted in pain. He
grabbed the area with his opposite hand only to slip back
down t he enbanknment. Quickly Charles kicked | oose additional
stones and threw them down at Wally, who put his arns over
his head and retreated out onto the ice.

Charles fled back toward the row of deserted mll

buil dings, intending to run around the end of the first
buil ding and get to the Pinto, which was parked a hundred
yards back. But as he started in that direction, he saw
several flashlights com ng around the opposite end of the
hurri cane fence. They swung in his direction, nonentarily
bl i nding him and he knew he’d been spotted. He had no
choice. He ran directly for the enpty buil ding.

Dashi ng through a doorless opening Charles was quickly

engul fed by inpenetrabl e darkness. Wth his arnms swinging in
exploratory arcs he inched forward, encountering a wall. As
if in a maze, he stunbled along the wall until he cane to a
door. Bendi ng down and searching the floor, he found sone
rubbl e, which he tossed through the opening. It hit yet
another wall and fell back to the floor. Wthout letting go



of the doorjanb, Charles reached out in the darkness. Hi's
fingertips touched the wall that he’d hit with the rubble. He
|l et go of the doorfrane and wal ked al ong this new wall.

Heari ng shouts behind him Charles felt a surge of panic.

He had to find a place to hide. He was convinced that these
Recycl e people were crazy and that they were planning to kill
him Charles was certain they had hoped to force himinto the
chem cal | agoon, hoping perhaps to nmake it appear as an

accident. He was, after all, a trespasser who could
conceivably slip into that cesspool in the dark. And if they
were willing to dunp poisons into a public river, norality

was not high on their priority list.

Charles came to a corner in the wall he was follow ng. He
strained to see but he couldn’t even detect his own hand
noving in front of his face. Bending down, he gathered a few
pebbl es and tossed them around the corner to see how far away
the next wall was. He waited for the sound of the stone to
hit a wall, then a floor. There was neither. After a |long

del ay, Charles heard the distant splash of water. He shrank
back. Sonmewhere imediately in front of himwas a void,

per haps an ol d el evator shaft.

Quessing that he was in a hallway, Charles threw sone
pebbl es perpendicular to the wall he’'d been foll ow ng. The
stones hit imrediately, and stretching out in the darkness,
Charles felt the opposite wall.

Wth his foot Charles began to kick | oose plaster ahead of
himto be sure that he’d pass the shaft. It worked, and he
slow y noved ahead, gaining a certain anount of confidence.
He had no way of judging the distance he’'d travel ed, but he
felt it was significant. Then his hand touched anot her

doorj anb. Feeling ahead, his other hand grasped a wooden
door, open about a foot. The knob was m ssing. Charles pushed
and the door reluctantly opened, restricted by debris on the
floor. Wth great care Charles inched into the room feeling
ahead with his right foot, and snelling a foul, nusty odor.
He encountered a bale of material, then realized it was an
old, rotting rug.

Behi nd hi m he heard soneone yell into the cavernous
Interior. “We want to talk to you, Charles Martel.” The sound



echoed in the blackness. Then he heard heavy footsteps and
voi ces tal king anong thenselves. Wth a surge of new fear, he
| et go of the door and started across the room his hands
sweeping around in front of him hoping to find sone hiding
pl ace. Al nost immediately he tripped over another rug, then
hit up against a low, netal object. He felt along the top of
It, deciding it was a cabinet of sorts that had been tipped
over. Stepping around it, he ducked down anong a pile of
snelly rags. He burrowed beneath the rags as best he coul d,
feeling some novenent of little feet. He hoped it was mce
he’ d di sturbed and not sonething |arger.

Except for the | um nous dial on his watch, Charles could

see nothing. He waited, his breath sounding harsh in the
stillness and his heart beating audibly in his ears. He was
caught. There was no place else to run. They could do to him
what they wanted; no one would find his body, especially if
it were throwmm down the old elevator shaft. Charles had never
felt such limtless terror.

A light flickered in the hallway, sending tiny reflections
into Charles’s room The flashlights were novi ng down the
hal | way, comng in his direction. For a nonment they

di sappeared and utter bl ackness descended. He heard a distant
splash as if a |l arge object had been thrown down the el evator
shaft, followed by |aughter

The flashlight beans returned to the hallway, swaying and
searching as Charles’ s pursuers drew nearer. Now he coul d
hear every footstep. Wth a sudden, grating noise, the old
wooden door was shoved open, and a sharp ray of |ight played
around the room

Charles pulled his head down |ike a turtle, hoping that

his pursuer would be satisfied with a cursory glance. But
such was not the case. Charles heard the man kick the roll of
old rug and saw the |ight going over every inch of the fl oor.
Wth a stab of panic he knew he was about to be discovered.

Leapi ng from beneath his scant cover, Charles bolted for
the door. The pursuer whirled his light, silhouetting Charles

in the doorway. “Here he is!” the man yell ed.

Intending to try to retrace his steps out of the maze,



Charles started down the corridor. Instead he crashed into
anot her pursuer com ng down the hall who grabbed him
dropping his flashlight in the process. Charles struck
blindly, desperately trying to free hinself. Then, even
before he felt the pain, his | egs buckled beneath him The
man had hit Charles on the back of his knees with a club.

Charles collapsed to the floor as his attacker reached for
his flashlight. The other man energed fromthe room Charl es
had been hiding in and his light played over the scene. For
the first tinme, Charles got a |ook at the man who' d hit him
To his astoni shnent he found hinself |ooking at Frank
Nei | son, Shaftesbury’s Chief of Police. The bl ue serge
uniformwith all its bits and pieces of decoration, including
hol ster and hand gun, never | ooked so good.

“Ckay, Martel, gane’s over, on your feet!” said Neilson,
slipping his billy club into its |eather holster. He was a
stocky man with slicked-back blond hair and a gut that
swooped out fromhis chest, then curved back just above his
trouser tops. H s neck was the size of Charles’ s thigh.

“Am | glad to see you,” said Charles, with heartfelt
sincerity despite the fact he’'d been struck.

“1”1l bet you are,” said Frank, grabbing Charles by the
collar and hauling himto his feet.

Charl es staggered for a nonent, his | eg nuscles
conpl ai ni ng.

“Cuffs?” asked the deputy. H s nanme was Bernie Crawford.
In contrast to his boss, the deputy was tall an |anky, like a
basket bal | forward.

“Hell, no!” said Frank. “Let’s just get out of this
shithole.”

Bernie went first, followed by Charles, then Frank, as the
trio made their way back through the deserted factory.
Passing the el evator shaft, Charles shuddered to think how
close he’d cone to tunbling into the pit. As he wal ked, he

t hought about Bernie’'s question of “cuffs.” Cbviously Recycle
had call ed the police and had nade a conpl ai nt .



No one spoke as they marched single file out of the old

mll, across the enpty lot, and to the Dodge Aspen squad car.
Charles was put into the backseat, behind the thick nesh
guard. Frank started the car and began to pull away fromthe
curb.

“Hey, ny car’s back that way,” said Charles, nobving
forward to speak through the nesh.

“We know where your car is,” said Frank.

Sitting back, Charles tried to cal mdow. H s heart was
still thunping in his chest and his | egs ached horribly. He
gl anced out the w ndow wondering if they were taking himto
the station. But they didn't make a U-turn. Instead they
headed south and turned in at the gate for the Recycle
par ki ng | ot.

Charles sat forward again. “Listen. | need your help. |
need to get some hard evidence to prove that Recycle is
dunpi ng poisons into the Pawt omack. That’s what | was doi ng
here when they junped ne and destroyed ny canera.”

“You |isten, Mack,” said Frank. “We got a call you were
trespassing here. And on top of that you assaulted one of the
wor kers, pushing himinto sone acid. Last night you shoved
around the foreman, Nat Archer.”

Charl es sat back, realizing that he was just going to have
to wait out whatever protocol Frank had deci ded on.
Presumabl y Frank wanted sone positive identification. Wth a
certain anount of exasperation clouding his relief, Charles
resigned hinself to having to go down to the police station.

They stopped a distance fromthe front entrance. Frank

bl ew the horn three tinmes and waited. Presently the al um num
storm door opened, and Charl es watched Nat Archer cone out,
foll owed by a shorter fell ow whose |eft | eg was swat hed from
t he knee down in bandages.

Frank struggl ed out from behind the wheel and cane around
the car to open the door for Charles. “Qut,” was all he said.



Charles conplied. There was about an inch and a hal f of
new snow and Charles slid a little before regaining his
bal ance. The brui ses where he’d been hit by Frank’s billy
club hurt nore when he was standi ng.

Nat Archer and his conpanion trudged up to Frank and
Charl es.

“This the man?” asked Frank, bending a stick of gum and
pushing it deep into his nouth.

Archer glared at Charles and said, “lIt’s him all right.”

“Well, you want to press charges?” asked Frank, chew ng
his gumw th | oud snappi ng noi ses.

Archer trudged off toward the factory.

Frank, still snapping his gum wal ked around the squad car
and got in.

Charl es, confused, turned to | ook at Brezo. The nman stood

in front of Charles smling a toothless grin. Charles noticed
a scar that ran down the side of his face across his cheek,
making his smle slightly asymretric.

In a flash of unexpected violence, Brezo unl eashed a

powerful blow to Charles’ s mdsection. Charles saw t he bl ow
com ng and nanaged to deflect it slightly with his el bow
Still it caught Charles in the abdonen, doubling himup, and
he crunbled to the cold earth, struggling for a breath. Brezo
stood over him expecting nore action, but he only kicked a
bit of snow at Charles and wal ked off, linping slightly on
hi s bandaged | eqg.

Charl es pushed hinself up onto his hands and knees. For a
nonment he was disoriented with pain. He heard a car door open
and felt a tug on his arm forcing himto his feet. Hol di ng
his side, Charles allowed hinself to be | ed back to the squad
car. Once inside, he let his head fall back on the seat.

He felt the car skid but didn't care. He kept his eyes
closed. It hurt too nuch just to breathe. After a short tine,
the car stopped and the door opened. Charles opened his eyes



and saw Frank Neilson | ooking into the back seat. “Let’s go,
buster. You should feel |ucky you got off so easy.” He
reached in and pulled Charles toward him

Charles got out, feeling a little dizzy. Frank closed the
rear door, then got back into the driver’'s seat. He rolled
down the window “I think you d better stay away from
Recycle. It’s got around town pretty quick that you' re trying
to cause trouble. Let ne tell you sonmething. If you keep at
it, youll findit. In fact, youll find nore trouble' n

you' re bargaining for. The town survives on Recycle, and we

| aw enforcenent officers won't be able to guarantee your
safety if you try to change that. O your famly’'s either.

Thi nk about it.”

Frank rolled his wi ndow up and spun his wheels, |eaving
Charles standing at the curb, his legs splattered with sl ush.
The Pinto was twenty feet ahead, partially buried under a
shroud of snow. Even through the pain, Charles felt a cold
rage stirring inside hinself. For Charles, adversity had

al ways been a powerful stimulus for action.

Cathryn and G na were cleaning up the kitchen when they
heard a car turn into the drive. Cathryn ran to the w ndow
and pulled the red checkered curtain aside. She hoped to God
it was Charles; she hadn’t heard fromhimsince he'd fled
fromthe hospital, and no one had answered his extension at
the | ab. She knew she had to tell Charles about the
proceedi ngs at the courthouse. She couldn’t let himlearn
about it when he got the court citation in the norning.

Watching the lights cone up the driveway, Cathryn found
hersel f whispering, “Let it be you, Charles, please.” The car
swept around the final curve and passed the w ndow. It was
the Pinto! Cathryn sighed in relief. She turned back into the
room and took the dish towel from G na' s surprised hands.

“Mother, it's Charles. Wuld you m nd going into the other
roon? | want to talk to himfor a nonent, alone.”

Gna tried to protest but Cathryn put her fingers to her
nother’s lips, gently silencing her. “It’s inportant.”



“You' | | be okay?”

“OF course,” said Cathryn, urging Gna toward the door
She heard the car door slam

Cathryn went over to the door. Wien Charles started up the
steps, she swung it open.

Bef ore she could clearly see his face, she snelled him It
was a mldewy odor like wet towels stored in a closet in
sumrer. As he cane into the light she saw his brui sed and
swol | en nose. There was a bit of dried blood crusted on his
upper lip, and his whole face was curiously blackened. Hi's
sheepskin jacket was hopel essly soiled and his pants were
torn over the right knee. But nost disturbing of all was his
expression of tension and barely controll ed anger.

“Charl es?” Sonething terrible was happeni ng. She’ d been
worrying about himall afternoon and his appearance suggested
her concern was justified.

“Just don’t say anything for a nonent,” demanded Charl es,
avoi ding Cathryn’s touch. After renoving his coat, he headed
for the phone and nervously flipped through the tel ephone
pad.

Cathryn pulled a clean dish towel fromthe |inen drawer,
and wetting the end, tried to clean off his face to see where
t he bl ood had cone from

“Christ, Cathryn! Can you wait one second?” snhapped
Charl es, pushing her away.

Cat hryn stepped back. The man in front of her was a
stranger. She watched hi mdial the phone, punching the
buttons with a vengeance.

“Dawson,” yelled Charles into the phone. “I don’t care if
you' ve got the police and the whol e fucking town in your
pocket. You' re not going to get away with it!” Charles
punctuated his statenment by crashing the receiver onto its
bracket. He didn’'t expect an answer, and wanted to beat
Dawson i n hangi ng up.



Havi ng nmade the call, his tension eased a little. He
rubbed his tenples for a nonent in a slow, circular notion.
“I had no idea this quaint little town of ours was so
corrupt,” he said in a near-to-normal voice.

Cathryn began to rel ax. “What happened to you? You're
hurt!”

Charl es | ooked at her. He shook his head and to her

surprise, laughed. “Mstly ny sense of dignity. It's hard
abandoning all of one’s macho fantasies in one evening. No,

|’ mnot hurt. Not badly anyway. Especially since at one point
| thought it was all over. But for now, | need sonething to
drink. Fruit juice. Anything.”

“l have a dinner for you in the oven, keeping warm”

“Christ. | couldn’t eat,” said Charles, slowy sinking
into one of the kitchen chairs. “But I'mthirstier than
hell.” H's hands trenbled as he put themon the table. His

stomach hurt where he’d been punched.

After pouring a glass of apple cider, Cathryn carried it

to the table. She caught sight of G na standing in the
doorway with an innocent expression. In angry pantom ne,
Cathryn gestured for her nother to go back to the living
room She sat down at the table. At |east for the nonent she
had abandoned her idea of telling Charles about the
guar di anshi p situati on.

“There’ s bl ood on your face,” she said solicitously.

Charl es w ped under his nose with the back of his hand and
stared at the flakes of dried blood. “Bastards!” he said.

There was a pause while Charles drank his cider.

“Are you going to tell nme where you’ ve been and what
happened?” asked Cathryn finally.

“1"d rather hear about Mchelle first,” said Charl es,
putting the glass on the table.



“Are you sure?” asked Cathryn. She reached over and put
her hand on top of his.

“What do you nean, am | sure?” snapped Charles. “Of course
" msure.”

“l didn’t nean that the way it sounded,” said Cathryn. “I
know you’ re concerned. |’'mjust worried about you. You took

M chelle' s heart conplication so hard.”

“What ' s happened now?” demanded Charles, raising his
voice, afraid that Cathryn was leading up to terrible news.

“Pl ease cal mdown,” said Cathryn gently.
“Then tell nme what’'s happened to Mchelle.”

“I't’s just her fever,” said Cathryn. “lIt’s gone up and the
doctors are concerned.”

“Ch God!” said Charl es.

“Everything el se seems K. Her heart rate has stayed
normal .” Cathryn was afraid to say anything about Mchelle’'s
hair, which had started falling out. But Dr. Keitzman said it
was an expected and entirely reversible side effect.

“Any sign of rem ssion?” asked Charl es.

“I don’t think so. They didn’'t say anything.”

“How high is her fever?”

“Pretty high. It was one-oh-four when | left.”

“Why did you | eave? Wiy didn’'t you stay?”

“l suggested it but the doctors encouraged nme to go. They
said that parents with a sick child nmust be careful about
negl ecting the rest of their famly. They told nme there was
nothing I could do. Should |I have stayed? | really didn't

know. | wi shed you were there.”

“Ch God!” said Charles again. “Soneone should be with her.



High fever is not a good sign. The nedications are knocking
out her normal defenses and seem ngly not touching her
| eukemi c cells. A high fever at this point nmeans infection.”

Abruptly Charles stood up. “lI’m going back to the
hospital ,” he said wth resolve. “Right now”

“But why, Charles? Wiat can you do now?” Cathryn felt a
surge of panic, and she | eaped to her feet.

“I want to be with her. Besides, |I've made up ny m nd. The
medi cati ons are going to be stopped. O at |east reduced to
an orthodox dose. They're experinenting and if it were going
to work, we would have seen the circulatory |leukemc cells go
down. Instead they’ ve gone up.”

“But the nedicines have cured others.” Cathryn knew she
had to talk Charles out of going to the hospital. If he did,
there'd be a crisis . . . a confrontation.

“l know chenot herapy has hel ped others,” said Charl es.
“Unfortunately Mchelle' s case is different. The nornal
protocol has already failed. |'’mnot going to | et ny daughter
be experinented on. Keitzman had his chance. She’s not going
to dissolve in front of ny eyes |ike Elizabeth.”

Charles started for the door.

Carolyn clutched at his sleeve. “Charles, please. You
can’t go now. You're a ness.”

Looki ng down at hinself, Charles realized Cathryn was

right. But did he really care? He hesitated, then ran
upstairs where he changed his cl othes and washed hi s hands
and face. When he ran back down, Cathryn realized that he had
made up his mnd. He was going to the hospital that night and
had every intention of stopping Mchelle’s nedicines, her
only chance at life. Once again, the doctors had correctly
forecasted his reaction. Cathryn realized she had to tell him
about the guardianship right away. She could not afford to
wait .

Charles pulled on his befoul ed jacket, checking for his
car keys in his pocket.



Cat hryn | eaned her back up against the counter, her hands
gripping the Form ca edge. “Charles,” she began in a quiet
tone. “You cannot stop Mchelle s nedicine.”

Charles found his keys. “Of course | can,” he said

confidently.

“Arrangenents have been nade so that you cannot,” said
Cat hryn.

Wth his hand on the back door, Charles paused. The word
“arrangenents” had an om nous connotation. “What are you
trying to say?”

“I want you to cone back, take your coat off, and sit
down,” said Cathryn, as if she were talking to a recalcitrant
t eenager.

Charles wal ked directly up to her. “I think you d better
tell me about these arrangenents.”

Al t hough Cat hryn never woul d have inmagined it possible,

she felt a touch of fear as she gazed up into Charles’s
narrowed eyes. “After you left the hospital so hastily this
afternoon, | had a conference with Dr. Keitzman and Dr.

Wley. They felt that you were under a severe strain and

m ght not be in the best position to make the right decisions
about Mchelle's care.” Cathryn deliberately tried to echo
the legal talk she’'d heard at the neeting. Wat terrified her
nost was Charles’ s reaction to her conplicity. She wanted to
enphasi ze that she had been a reluctant participant. She

| ooked up into his face. H s blue eyes were cold. “The
hospital |awer said that Mchelle needed a tenporary
guardi an and the doctors agreed. They told nme they could do
It without ny cooperation but that it would be easier if I

hel ped. | thought I was doing the right thing although it was
a hard decision. | felt one of us should still be involved.”

“So what happened?” said Charles, his face beconm ng a dull
red.

“There was an energency hearing before a judge,” said
Cathryn. She was telling it poorly and at a bad tine. She was



maki ng a ness of everything. Doggedly she continued, “The
judge agreed that M chelle should get the recogni zed
treatment for her condition as outlined by Dr. Keitzman. |
was appoi nted tenporary guardian. There will be a hearing on
this petition in three days and a full hearing in three
weeks. The court al so appointed a guardian and |isten,
Charles, believe ne, |I’'ve done all this for Mchelle. 1’ m not
doi ng anyt hing agai nst you or to cone between you and
Mchelle.”

Cat hryn searched Charles’s face for a flicker of
under st andi ng. She saw only rage.

“Charles!” cried Cathryn. “Please believe ne. The doctor
convinced nme you’' ve been under great strain. You haven't been
yoursel f. Look at you! Dr. Keitzman is worl d-fanous for
treating childhood | eukemas. | did it only for Mchelle.
It’s only tenporary. Please.” Cathryn broke into tears.

G na appeared instantly at the doorway. “lIs everything al
right?” she called out timdly.

Charl es spoke very slowy, his eyes on Cathryn's face. *“I
hope to God this isn’t true. | hope you' re nmaking this up.”

“I't’s true,” managed Cathryn. “It’s true. You left. | did
the best | could. You' |l be served with a citation in the
nor ni ng.”

Charl es exploded with a violence he’d never known he’d
possessed. The only handy object was a short stack of dishes.
Snat ching themoff the counter he lifted them over his head
and crashed themto the floor in a fearful splintering of
china. “lI can’t stand this. Everybody is against ne.

Ever ybody!”

Cathryn cringed by the sink, afraid to nove. G na was
riveted to the doorway, wanting to flee but fearful for her

daughter’s safety.

“Mchelle is nmy daughter, nmy flesh and bl ood,” raged
Charles. “No one is going to take her away from ne.”

“She’ s ny adopted daughter,” sobbed Cathryn. “I feel just



as strongly as you.” Overcom ng her fear, she grabbed the
| apel s of Charles’s coat, shaking himas best she coul d.
“Pl ease cal mdown. Please,” she cried desperately.

The last thing Charles wanted was to be held down. By

reflex his armshot up and wth unnecessary force, knocked
Cathryn’s arnms into the air. Follow ng through with the bl ow,
the side of his hand inadvertently caught her face, knocking
her backwards agai nst the kitchen table.

A chair fell over and G na screaned, running into the room
and positioning her corpul ent bul k between Charles and her
dazed daughter. She began reciting a prayer as she crossed
hersel f.

Charl es reached out and rudely shoved the wonan asi de. He
grabbed Cathryn by both shoul ders and shook her |ike a rag
doll. “I want you to call and cancel those |egal proceedings.
Do you under st and?”

Chuck heard the commotion and ran down the stairs. He took
one | ook at the scene in front of himand sprang into the
room grabbing his father from behind, and pinning his arns
to his side. Charles tried to twi st |oose but he couldn't.

| nstead he rel eased Cathryn, and |unged back wth the point
of his elbow, digging it into the pit of Chuck’ s abdonen. The
boy’s breath canme out in a forceful huff. Charles spun, then
shoved Chuck backwards so that he tripped, fell, and hit his
head on the fl oor.

Cathryn screaned. The crisis was expanding in a chain
reaction. She threw herself on top of Chuck to protect him
fromhis father and it was at this point Charles realized
that he was attacking his own son.

He took a step forward but Cathryn screanmed again,
shiel ding the crunpled boy. G na stepped between Charles and
the others murmuring sonething about the devil.

Charles | ooked up to see the confused face of Jean Paul in

t he doorway. The boy backed away when he saw Charl es staring
at him Looking back at the others, Charles felt an
overwhel m ng sense of alienation. Inpulsively he turned and
stornmed out of the house.



G na cl osed the back door behind him while Cathryn hel ped
Chuck into one of the kitchen chairs. They heard the Pinto
runbl e down the driveway.

“I hate him | hate him” cried Chuck, holding his stonmach
wi th bot h hands.

“No, no,” soothed Cathryn. “This is all a nightnmare. W’ 1|
all wake up and it wll be over.”

“Your eye!” exclaimed G na, comng up to Cathryn and
tilting her head back.

“It’s nothing,” said Cathryn.

“Not hing? It’s becom ng black and blue. | think you'd
better get sone ice on it.”

Cat hryn got up and | ooked at herself in a small mrror
hanging in the hallway. There was a minute cut on her right
eyebrow and she was indeed getting a black eye. By the tine
she got back into the kitchen, Gna had the ice tray out.

Jean Paul reappeared at the doorway.

“I'f he ever hits you again, I'lIl kill him” said Chuck.
“Charles Jr.,” snapped Cathryn. “1 don’t want to hear that
kind of talk. Charles is not hinself; he's under a | ot of
strain. Besides, he didn’t nean to hit ne. He was trying to
get free fromny grasp.”

“I think he’s let in the devil,” said G na.

“That’ s enough, all of you,” said Cathryn.

“I think he's crazy,” persisted Chuck.

Cathryn took a breath in preparation for reprimanding

Chuck but she hesitated because the boy’s conmment made her
wonder if Charles was having a nervous breakdown. The doctors

suggested it as a possibility and they had been right about
everything el se. Cathryn wondered where she was going to find



the reserve to hold the famly together.

Her first concern was safety. Cathryn had never seen
Charles | ose control before. Thinking it best to get sone
prof essi onal advice, she called Dr. Keitzman’s exchange.

Keitzman call ed back five mnutes | ater.

She told himthe entire series of events, including the

fact that Charles had decided to stop Mchelle s nedications
and added that Charles had left in his car, presumably en
route to the hospital.

“Sounds |ike we petitioned for custody at the right tine,”
said Dr. Keitzman.

Cathryn was in no nood for self-congratulation. “That nmay
be, but I’ m concerned about Charles. | don’t know what to
expect.”

“That’s precisely the problem” said Dr. Keitzman. “He nmay
be dangerous.”

“lI can’t believe that,” said Cathryn.

“That’ s sonething that cannot be ascertained unless he’'s
seen professionally. But, believe ne, it’s a possibility.
Maybe you shoul d | eave the house for a day or two. You ve got
a famly to consider.”

“l suppose we could go to ny nother’s,” said Cathryn. It
was true she had others to think about besides herself.

“I think it would be best. Just until Charles cal ns down.”
“What if Charles goes to the hospital tonight?”

“No need for you to worry about that. 1’1l alert the
hospital, and I’'Il let the floor know you have guardi anshi p.
Don't worry, everything is going to be all right.”

Cat hryn hung up, wi shing she felt as optimstic as Dr.

Keitzman. She still had the feeling that things were going to
get wor se.



A half hour later, wth a good deal of m sgiving, Cathryn,

G na, and the two boys trudged out into the snow with

overni ght bags and piled in the station wagon. They dropped
Jean Paul at a school friend s house where he'd been invited
to stay, and began the drive into Boston. No one spoke.

ELEVEN

It was after nine when Charles reached Pediatric Hospital.
In contrast to the daytinme chaos, the street outside was
qgui et, and he found a parking spot in front of the nedical
center bookstore. He entered the hospital through the main
entrance and rode up to Anderson 6 on an enpty el evator.

He was accosted by soneone when he passed the nurses’
station, but he didn't even look in the direction of the
voice. He got to Mchelle’s roomand slipped through the
partially open door.

It was darker than in the hall with light comng froma

small night-light near the floor. Gving his eyes a chance to
adj ust, Charles stood for a nonent taking in the scene. The
cardiac nonitor was visible on the other side of the bed. The
audi tory signal had been turned down but the visual signal
traced a repetitive fluorescent blip across the tiny screen.
There were two intravenous |lines, one running into each of
Mchelle' s arnms. The one on the left had a piggyback
connector, and Charles knew it was being used as the infusion
route for the chenotherapy.

Charles silently advanced into the room his eyes glued to
the sl eeping face of his daughter. As he got closer he
realized, to his surprise, that Mchelle s eyes were not

cl osed. They were watching his every nove.

“M chel | e?” whi spered Charl es.

“Daddy?” whi spered Mchelle in response. She'd thought it
was anot her hospital technician sneaking up on her in the
night to take nore bl ood.

Charles tenderly lifted his daughter in his arns. She felt
perceptibly lighter. She tried to return the enbrace but her
i mMbs were without strength. He pressed her cheek to his and



slowy rocked her. He could feel her skin was flushed with
fever.

Looking into her face, he noticed that her |ips were
ul cer at ed.

He felt such powerful enotion that it was beyond tears.
Life was not fair. It was a cruel experience in which hope
and happi ness were transient illusions that served only to
make the inevitable tragedy nore poi gnant.

As he held his daughter Charles thought about his response
to Recycle, Ltd. and felt foolish. O course he could
understand his urge for revenge, but under the circunstances,
there were nore inportant ways to spend his tinme. Qoviously

t he people at Recycle did not care about a twel ve-year-old
girl, and they could conveniently blind thenselves to any
sense of responsibility. And what about the so-called cancer
establishnent? Did they care? Charles doubted it, seeing as
he had the inner dynam cs at his own institute. The irony was
that the people controlling the megalithic cancer
establishnent were ultimately at equal risk to succunbing to
the disease as the public at |arge.

“Daddy, why is your nose so swol |l en?” asked M chelle,
| ooking into Charles’'s face.

Charles smled. Ill as she was, Mchelle was stil
concerned about hinl | ncredible!

He made up a quick story of slipping in the snow and
comcally falling on his face. Mchelle | aughed, but her face
gui ckly becane serious. “Daddy, am | going to get well?”

Wt hout neaning to, Charles hesitated. The question had
caught himoff guard. “Of course,” he said with a | augh,
trying to nake up for the pause. “In fact, | don’t think
you' Il be needing any nore of this nedicine.” Charles stood
up, indicating the IV used for the chenotherapy. “Wy don't |
just take it out?”

Mchelle' s face clouded with worry. She detested any
adjustnents to the IV



“I't won’t hurt,” said Charles.
Deftly he renoved the plastic catheter fromMchelle’'s
arm keeping pressure on the spot. “You'll need the other |V
for alittle longer in case your ticker speeds up again.”
Charl es tapped M chelle's chest.

The room | ight snapped on, throwmng its raw fl uorescent
gl are around the room

A nurse cane in followed by two unifornmed security guards.
“M. Martel, I'’msorry but you are going to have to
| eave.” She noticed the dangling IV |ine and shook her head

angrily.

Charles did not respond. He sat on the edge of Mchelle's
bed and again took her into his arms.

The nurse gestured for the security nen to help. They cane
forward and gently urged Charles to | eave.

“We could have you arrested if you don’'t cooperate,” said
the nurse, “but | don't want to do that.”

Charles allowed the guards to pull his arnms from around
M chel | e.

M chell e | ooked at the guards and then her father. *“Wy
woul d they arrest you?”

“l don’t know,” said Charles with a smle. “l guess it’'s
not visiting hours.”

Charl es stood up, bent over and kissed Mchelle, and said,
“Try to be good. I'll be back soon.”

The nurse turned out the overhead light. Charles waved
fromthe doorway and M chell e waved back.

“You shouldn’t have taken out that 1V,” said the nurse as
t hey wal ked back to the nurses’ station.

Charles didn’t respond.



“I'f you wwsh to visit your daughter,” continued the nurse,
“it will have to be during regular hours, and you'll have to
be acconpani ed.”

“I"d like to see her chart,” said Charles courteously,
I gnoring her other coments.

The nurse continued wal ki ng; obviously she didn't |ike the
| dea.

“I't’s my right,” said Charles sinply. “Besides, | ama
physi ci an.”

The nurse reluctantly agreed and Charles went into the
deserted chart room Mchelle's chart was innocently hangi ng
inits designated spot. He pulled it out and placed it before
him There'd been a bl ood count that afternoon. H's heart
sank! Al though he expected it, it still was a blow to see
that her |eukem c cell count had not decreased. In fact, it
had gone up a little. There was no doubt that the

chenot herapy was not hel ping her at all.

Pulling the phone over to him Charles put in a call to

Dr. Keitzman. Wiile he waited for the call back, he gl anced
t hrough the rest of the chart. The plot of Mchelle s fever
was the nost alarmng. It had been hovering around one
hundred until that afternoon when it had shot up to one
hundred four. Charles read the carefully typed cardi ol ogy
report. The conclusion was that the ventricular tachycardi a
coul d have been caused by either the rapid infusion of the
second dose of Daunorubicin or a leukemc infiltration of the
heart, or perhaps, a conbination of the two. At that point,
the phone rang. It was Dr. Keitzman.

Both Dr. Keitzman and Charl es nmade an effort at being
cordi al .

“As a physician,” said Dr. Keitzman, “l’msure you are

aware that we doctors frequently find ourselves in the
di l emma of adhering to the established and best principles of
medi cine or giving way to the wi shes of the patient or the
famly. Personally, | believe in the former approach and as
soon as one begins to make exception, whatever the



justification, it’s |like opening Pandora’s box. So we’'re
having to rely on the courts nore and nore.”

“But clearly,” said Charles, controlling hinself,
“chenot herapy is not helping in Mchelle s case.”

“Not yet,” admtted Dr. Keitzman. “But it’'s still early.
There's still a chance. Besides, it’'s all we have.”

“I think you' re treating yourself,” snapped Charl es.

Dr. Keitzman didn't answer. He knew there was a grain of
truth in what Charles said. The idea of doing nothing was
anathema to Dr. Keitzman, especially with a child.

“One other thing,” said Charles. “Do you think benzene
coul d have caused M chelle’'s | eukem a?”

“It’s possible,” said Dr. Keitzman. “It’s the right kind
of | eukem a. WAs she exposed?”

“Over a long period,” said Charles. “A factory has been
dunping it into a river that feeds the pond on our property.
Wul d you be willing to say that Mchelle's | eukem a was
caused by benzene?”

“I couldn’t do that,” said Dr. Keitzman. “I’m sorry, but

it would be purely circunstantial. Besides, benzene has only
been unequivocally inplicated in causing | eukema in

| aboratory ani mal s.”

“Whi ch you and | know neans it causes it in humans.”

“True, but that’s not the kind of evidence acceptable by a
court of law. There is an el enent of doubt, no matter how
smal | .”

“So you won't hel p?” asked Charl es.

“I"’msorry but | can't,” said Dr. Keitzman. “But there is
something | can do, and | feel it’s nmy responsibility. I'd
| i ke to encourage you to seek psychiatric consultation.
You' ve had a terrible shock.”



Charl es thought about telling the man off, but he didn't.

I nstead he hung up on him Wen he stood up he thought about
sneaki ng back to Mchelle’s roombut he couldn’t. The charge
nurse was watching himlike a hawk and one of the uniforned
security nen was still there, leafing through a People
magazi ne. Charles went to the el evator and pushed the button.
As he waited, he began to outline what courses of action were
open to him He was on his own and would be even nore on his
own after the neeting tonorrow with Dr. |banez.

El l en Shel don arrived at the Wi nburger |ater than usual.
Even so she took her tine because the walk to the door was
treacherous. The Boston weat her had been true to formthe
previ ous night, starting out with rain that turned to snow,
then back to rain again. Then the whole ness had frozen
solid. By the tinme Ellen reached the front entrance it was
about eight-thirty.

The reason she was so |ate was twofold. First she didn't

even know if she’'d see Charles that day so there was no need
to set up the | ab. Second, she’d been out very late the night
before. She' d viol ated one of her cardinal rules: never
accept a date on the spur of the nonent. But after she'd told
Dr. Morrison that Charles was not follow ng up on the
Canceran work, he’d convinced her to take the rest of the day
off. He'd al so taken her hone nunber in order to give her the
results of the neeting with Charles and the Wi nburgers.

Al t hough El Il en had not expected himto call, he had, and had
told her of Charles’s probationary status and that Charles
had twenty-four hours to deci de whether he was going to play
ball or not. Then he’d asked to take her to dinner. Deciding
it was a business date, Ellen had accepted, and she was gl ad
she had. Dr. Peter Morrison was not a Paul Newran | ook-ali ke,
but he was a fascinating man and obvi ously powerful in the
research community.

Ellen tried to unlock the |ab door and was surprised to
find it had been opened. Charles was already hard at work.

“Thought maybe you weren’t coming in today,” joked Charles
good- nat ur edl y.



Ell en took off her coat and struggled with a mld wave of

guilt. “I didn’t think you' d be here.”
“Oh?” said Charles. “Well, |I’ve been working a good part
of the night.”

El | en wal ked over to his desk. Charles had a new | ab book
in front of himand several pages were already filled with
his precise handwiting. He | ooked terrible. H's hair was
matted down, enphasizing the thinning area on the crown of
his head. H s eyes | ooked tired and he was in need of a
shave.

“What are you doing?” asked Ellen, trying to evaluate his
nood.

“l’”ve been busy,” said Charles, holding up a vial. “And

| ve got sone good news. Qur nethod of isolating a protein
antigen froman ani mal cancer works just as snoothly on human
cancer. The hybridoma | nmade with Mchelle's | eukem c cells
has been worki ng overtine.”

El | en nodded. She was beginning to feel sorry for Charles
Martel .

“Also,” continued Charles, “lI checked all the mce we
injected with the mammary cancer antigen. Two of them show a
mld but definite and encouragi ng anti body response. Wat do
you think of that? What 1'd |ike you to do today is inject
themw th anot her chall enge dose of the antigen, and I'd |ike
you to start a new batch of mce using Mchelle's | eukem c
antigen.”

“But Charles,” said Ellen synpathetically, “we’ re not
supposed to be doing this.”

Charles carefully set down the vial he had in his hands as
If it contained nitroglycerin. He turned and faced Ell en.
“I"'’'mstill in charge here.” H's voice was even and
control l ed, maybe too controll ed.

Ell en nodded. In truth, she had cone to be a little afraid
of Charles. Wthout another word, she repaired to her area
and began preparing to inject the mce. Qut of the corner of



her eye she watched Charles retreat to his desk, pick up a
fol der of papers, and begin reading. She | ooked up at the
clock. Sonetine after nine she'd excuse herself fromthe | ab
and contact Peter.

Earlier that norning Charles had been served with the
citation concerning the ex parte guardi anship hearing. He' d
accepted the papers froma sheriff’s departnent courier

w thout a word, and hadn’t | ooked at themuntil that nonent.
He had |ittle patience with | egal gibberish, and he only

gl anced at the fornms, noticing that his presence was required
at a hearing scheduled in three days. He returned the papers
to their envel ope and tossed it aside. He’'d have to have

| egal counsel .

After checking his watch, Charles picked up the phone. H's
first call was to John Randol ph, town manager of Shaftesbury,
New Hanpshire. Charles had nmet the man since he was al so the
owner - operator of the |ocal hardware-appliance store.

“I”ve got a conplaint,” said Charles after the usual
greetings, “about the Shaftesbury police force.”

“l hope you're not tal king about |ast night over at the
factory,” said John.

“As a matter of fact, | am” said Charl es.

“Well, we already know all about that incident,” said
John. “Frank Neilson had the three sel ectnen neet hi m over
breakfast at P.J.’s diner. Heard all about it. Sounded to ne
| i ke you were | ucky Frank canme al ong.”

“lI thought so at first,” said Charles. “But not after they
took nme back to Recycle so that sonme half-wit could punch ne
out.”

“l didn’t hear about that part,” admtted John. “But | did
hear you were trespassing, and then pushed someone into sone
acid. Wiy in God’'s nane are you causing trouble at the
factory? Aren’'t you a doctor? Seens |ike strange behavior for
a physician.”

Sudden anger clouded Charles’s mnd. He | aunched into an



| npassi oned expl anati on of Recycle’ s dunpi ng benzene and
other toxic chemcals into the river. He told the town
manager that for the sake of the community he was trying to
get the factory closed down.

“I don’t think the community woul d | ook kindly at closing
down the factory,” said John when Charles finally paused.
“There was a | ot of unenploynent here before that factory
opened. The prosperity of our town is directly related to
Recycl e.”

“l suppose your gauge of prosperity is the nunber of
washi ng machi nes sold,” said Charles.

“That’s part of it,” agreed John.

“Jesus Christ!” shouted Charles. “Causing fatal diseases
li ke | eukem a and aplastic anema in children is a high price
to pay for prosperity, wouldn't you agree?”

“I don’t know anything about that,” said John evenly.
“I don’t think you want to know about it.”
“Are you accusing nme of sonething?”

“You're dam right. |1’ maccusing you of irresponsibility.
Even if there were just a chance that Recycle was dunping
poi sonous chemicals into the river, the factory should be
closed until it is investigated. The risk isn't worth a
handf ul of grubby jobs.”

“That’s easy for you to say, being an M D. and not having
to worry about noney. Those jobs are inportant for the town
and the people who work there. As for your conplaint about
our police, why don’t you just stay out of our business?
That’ s what the sel ect men suggested this norning. W don’t
need you city folk with your fancy degrees from Harvard
telling us howto live!”

Charles heard the famliar click as the |ine di sconnect ed.
So nmuch for that approach, he thought.

Knowi ng anger woul d get hi m nowhere, Charles dialed the



nunber for EPA. He asked for Ms. Anmendol a of the Enforcenent
Division. To his surprise the line was picked up i mmedi ately
and Ms. Anmendola’ s slightly nasal voice canme over the wre.
Charles identified hinself and then descri bed what he found
at Recycle, Ltd.

“The tank that holds the benzene has a pipe that connects
directly wiwth the roof drain,” said Charles.

“That’s not very subtle,” said Ms. Anendol a.

“I think it’'s about as blatant as you can get,” said
Charles. “And on top of that they have a pool of chem cals up
there that regularly seeps into the river.”

“Did you get sone photos?” asked Ms. Amendol a.

“I tried to, but couldn't,” said Charles. “I think your
peopl e m ght have nore luck than I.” Charles couldn’t see any
reason to get into a discussion wth the EPA about the
destruction of his canmera. If it would have hel ped to get the
EPA interested, he would have. As it was he was afraid it

m ght di scourage them al t oget her.

“I"l'l make sone calls,” said Ms. Anendola. “But | can’t

prom se you anything. |I’'d have nore luck if |I had the witten
conpl ai nt you prom sed to send ne and a coupl e of photos,
even if they were | ousy.”

Charles told her he'd get to it as soon as he could but

he’ d appreciate it if she’d go ahead and try to get sone
action based on the information he’'d already given her. As he
hung up he was not very confident that anything woul d be
done.

Returning to the | aboratory bench, he watched Ellen’s
preparation. He didn't interfere because Ellen was far nore
dexterous than he. Instead he busied hinself with the
dilution of Mchelle s |eukemc antigen to prepare it for
injection into the mce. Since the vial was sterile, Charles
used sterile technique to withdraw an exact volunme of the
solution. This aliquot was then added to a specific anount of
sterile saline to nmake the concentration he desired. The vi al
Wi th the remaining antigen went into the refrigerator.



Wth the dilution conpleted, Charles gave it to Ellen and
told her to continue what she was doi ng because he was goi ng
out to find a lawer. He told her he’'d be back before | unch.

After the door closed Ellen stood there for a full five

m nut es wat ching the second hand rotate around the face of
the clock. When Charles didn't return, she called the
receptioni st who confirned that Charles had |eft the
institute. Only then did she dial Dr. Mrrison. As soon as he
got on the line she told himthat Charles was still working
on his own research; in fact, expanding it, and still
behavi ng peculiarly.

“That’s it,” said Dr. Mrrison. “That is the | ast straw.
No one can fault us for trying, but Charles Martel is
finished at the Wi nburger.”

Charles’s quest for |legal representati on was not as easy

as he’'d anticipated. Unreasonably equating skill and
understanding with inpressive quarters, he headed into

downt own Boston, parking his car in the governnment center
garage. The first inpressive high-rise office building was |
State Street. It had a fountain, w de expanses of polished
mar bl e, and lots of tinted glass. The directory |listed
nunmerous law firnms. Charles picked the one closest to the
top: Begel man, Cannel etto, and O Mall ey, hoping that the

nmet aphorical inplication of their high position would reflect
itself in their performance. However, the only correl ation
turned out to be their estinmated fee.

Apparently the firmdid not expect street traffic and
Charles was forced to wait on an unconfortabl e Chi ppendal e

| ove seat which woul d have been as good for nmaking | ove as a
mar bl e park bench. The | awer who finally saw Charl es was as
junior a partner as possible. To Charles he | ooked about
fifteen years ol d.

Initially the conversation went well. The young | awer

seened genuinely surprised that a judge had granted tenporary
guardi anship ex parte to a legal relative in place of a bl ood
rel ati ve. However, the man was | ess synpathetic when he

| earned that Charles wanted to stop the treatnent recommended
by the specialists. He still would have been wlling to help



I f Charles had not | aunched into inpassioned accusations
agai nst Recycle, Ltd. and the town of Shaftesbury. Wen the
| awyer began to question Charles’s priorities, they ended up
in an argunent. Then the man accused Charles of barratry,

whi ch particularly inflanmed Charl es because he did not know
what it neant.

Charles |eft unrepresented, and instead of trying other

firms in the building, he consulted the yellow pages in a
near by drugstore. Avoi ding fancy addresses, Charles | ooked
for |awers who were out on their own. He marked a half dozen
nanmes and began cal | i ng, aski ng whoever answered if they were
busy or if they needed work. If there was a hesitation,
Charles hung up and tried the next. On the fifth try, the

| awyer answered the phone hinself. Charles liked that. In
response to Charles’s question, the | awer said he was
starving. Charles said he'd be right over. He copi ed down the
nanme and address: Wayne Thomas, 13 Brattle Street, Canbridge.

There was no fountain, no marble, no glass. In fact, 13
Brattle Street was a rear entrance, reached through a narrow,
canyonli ke alley. Beyond a netal door rose a flight of wooden
steps. At the top were two doors. One was for a pal mreader,
the other for Wayne Thomas, Attorney-at-Law. Charles entered.

“Ckay, man, sit right here and tell nme what you got,” said
Wayne Thonmas, pulling over a straight-backed chair. As Wayne
got out a yellow pad, Charles glanced around the room There
was one picture: Abe Lincoln. Oherwise the walls were
freshly painted white plaster. There was a single w ndow

t hrough which Charles could see a tiny piece of Harvard
Square. The floor was hardwood, recently sanded and
var ni shed. The room had a cool, utilitarian appearance.

“M/ wife and | decorated the office,” said Wayne, noticing
Charl es’ s wandering eyes. “What do you think?”

“I like it,” said Charles. Wayne Thomas didn't | ook as if

he were starving. He was a solid six-foot black in his early
thirties, with a full beard. Dressed in a three-piece, blue
pin-striped suit, he was a comrandi ng presence.

Handi ng over the tenporary guardi anship citation, Charles
told his story. Except for jotting down sonme notes, Wayne



listened intently and did not interrupt |ike the young fell ow
at Begel man, Canneletto, and O Malley. Wen Charles got to
the end of his tale, Wayne asked a series of probing
guestions. Finally he said, “I don't think there’s nmuch we
can do about this tenporary guardianship until the hearing.
Wth a guardianship ad litimthey’ ve covered their tracks,

but 1"1Il need the tinme to prepare the case anyway. As for
Recycl e, Ltd. and the town of Shaftesbury, | can start right
away. However, there is the question about a retainer.”

“l’ve got a three-thousand-dollar |oan comng,” said
Charl es.

Wayne whistled. “I’mnot tal king about that kind of bread.
How about five hundred?”

Charles agreed to send the npbney as soon as he got the
| oan. He shook hands with Wayne and for the first tine
noticed the man wore a thin gold earring in his right ear.

Returning to the Wi nburger, Charles felt a nodi cum of
satisfaction. At least he'd started the | egal process and
even if Wayne wasn’t ultimtely successful, he would at the
very | east cause Charles’s adversaries sonme inconvenience.
Qutside of the thick glass entrance door, Charles waited

i npatiently. Mss Andrews, who'd obviously seen him chose to
conplete a line of type before releasing the door. As Charles
passed her, she picked up the tel ephone. That wasn't an
auspi ci ous si gn.

The lab was enpty. He called for Ellen and, receiving no
answer, checked the animal room but she wasn’t there. \Wen
he | ooked up at the clock he realized why. He’' d been gone

| onger than he’ d expected. Ellen was obviously out for |unch.
He went over to her work area and noticed that the dilution
he’ d prepared of Mchelle s | eukem c antigen had not been

t ouched.

Returning to his desk, he again called Ms. Amrendol a at

the EPA to ask if she’d had any luck with the surveill ance
departnent. Wth thinly disguised inpatience, she told him
that his was not the only problem she was working on and that
she’d call him rather than vice versa.



Mai ntai ning his conposure, Charles tried to call the

regi onal head of the EPA to | odge a formal conpl ai nt about

t he agency’ s organi zation, but the man was in WAshi ngton at a
neeti ng about new hazardous waste regul ati ons.

Desperately trying to maintain confidence in the concept

of representative governnent, he called the Governor of New
Hanpshire and the Governor of Massachusetts. In both cases
the result was identical. He could not get past secretaries
who persistently referred himto the State Water Pol | ution
Control Boards. No matter what he said, including the fact
that he’d already called these people, the secretaries were
adamant, and he gave up. Instead he called the Denocratic
senator from Massachusetts.

At first the response from Washi ngt on sounded prom si ng,

but then he was switched fromlowlevel aide to | owl evel

ai de until he found soneone conversant on environnent.
Despite his very specific conplaint, the aide insisted on
keepi ng the conversation general. Wth what sounded |ike a
prepared speech, the man gave Charles ten full mnutes of
propaganda about how nuch the senator cared about
environnmental issues. Wile waiting for a pause, Charles saw
Peter Morrison walk into the lab. He hung up while the aide
was in md-sentence.

The two nmen eyed each other across the polished floor of
Charles’s lab, their outward differences even nore apparent
than usual. Mrrison seened to have made particular effort
wi th his appearance that day, whereas Charles had suffered
fromhaving slept in his clothes at the | ab.

Morri son had entered with a victorious smle, but as
Charles turned to face him the adm nistrator noticed that
Charles, too, was cheerfully smling. Mdxrison’s own grin
faltered

Charles felt as if he finally understood Dr. Mrrison. He

was a has-been researcher who' d turned to adm nistration as a
way of salvaging his ego. Beneath his polished exterior, he
still recognized that the researcher was the king and, in
that context, resented his dependence on Charles’s ability
and conm t nent.



“You' re wanted immedi ately in the director’s office,” said
Dr. Morrison. “Don’t bother to shave.”

Charl es | aughed out |oud, know ng the |last comrent was
supposed to be the ultimate insult.

“You' re inpossible, Martel,” snapped Dr. Morrison as he
|l eft.

Charles tried to conpose hinself before setting out for

Dr. Ibanez’s office. He knew exactly what was goi ng to happen
and yet dreaded the upcom ng encounter. Going to the
director’s office had becone a daily ritual. As he passed the
sonber oil paintings of previous directors, he nodded to sone
of them Wen he got to Mss Evans, he just sml|ed and wal ked
past, ignoring her frantic commands to stop. Wthout

knocki ng, Charles sauntered into Dr. |banez’s office.

Dr. Morrison straightened up from bendi ng over Dr.

| banez’ s shoul der. They’ d been exam ni ng sone papers. Dr.

| banez eyed Charles with confusion.

“Wel | ?” said Charl es aggressively.

Dr. | banez glanced at Mrrison, who shrugged. Dr. |banez
cleared his throat. It was obvious he woul d have preferred a
nonment for nental preparation.

“You |l ook tired,” said Dr. |banez uneasily.

“Thank you for your concern,” said Charles cynically.

“Dr. Martel, I"mafraid you ve given us no choice,” said
Dr. | banez, organizing his thoughts.

“Oh?” questioned Charles as if he was unaware of what was
bei ng i nplied.

“Yes,” said Dr. Ibanez. “As | warned you yesterday and in
accordance with the wi shes of the board of directors, you're
bei ng di sm ssed fromthe Wi nburger Institute.”

Charles felt a mxture of anger and anxiety. That old
ni ght mare of being turned out fromhis position had finally



changed fromfantasy to fact. Carefully hiding any sign of
enotion, Charles nodded to indicate that he’d heard, then
turned to | eave.

“Just a mnute, Dr. Martel,” called Dr. |banez, standing
up behind his desk.

Charl es turned.
“I haven’t finished yet,” said Dr. |banez.

Charl es | ooked at the two nen, debating whether he wanted
to stay or not. They no | onger had any hold over him

“For your own good, Charles,” said Dr. Ibanez, “l think in
the future you should recogni ze that you have certain

|l egitimte obligations to the institution that supports you.
You’ ve been given alnost free rein to pursue your scientific
I nterests but, you nust realize that you owe sonething in
return.”

“Perhaps,” said Charles. He did not feel that Dr. I|banez
harbored the sane ill will as Dr. Morrison.

“For instance,” said Dr. |banez, “it’s been brought to our
attention that you have a conpl aint about Recycle, Ltd.”

Charles’s interest quickened.

“I think you should renmenber,” continued Dr. |banez, “that
Recycl e and the Wi nburger share a parent firm Breur

Chem cal s. Recognizing this sibling association, | would have
hoped that you woul d not have made any public conplaints. |f
there is a problem it should be aired internally and quietly
rectified. That’'s how busi ness works.”

“Recycl e has been dunpi ng benzene into the river that goes
past ny house,” snarled Charles. “And as a result, ny

daughter has term nal |eukema.”

“An accusation like that is unprovable and irresponsible,”
said Dr. Morrison.

Charles took an inpul sive step toward Morrison,



nmonmentarily blinded by sudden rage, but then he renenbered
where he was. Besides, it wasn't his nature to hit anyone.

“Charles,” said Dr. Ibanez. “All I’'mdoing is trying to
appeal to your sense of responsibility, and inplore you to
put your own work aside just |ong enough to do the Canceran
study.”

Wth obvious irritation that Charles m ght be offered a
second chance, Dr. Mrrison turned fromthe conversation and

stared out over the Charles R ver.

“It’s inpossible,” snapped Charles. “Gven ny daughter’s

condition, | feel an obligation to continue nmy own work for
her sake.”
Dr. Morrison turned back with a satisfied, I-told-you-so

expr essi on.

“I's that because you think you could conme up with a

di scovery in tinme to hel p your daughter?” asked Dr. |banez
i ncredul ously.

“It’s possible,” agreed Charles.

Dr. Ibanez and Dr. Morrison exchanged gl ances.

Dr. Morrison | ooked back out the window He rested his
case.

“That sounds a little |like a delusion of grandeur,” said

Dr. Ibanez. “Wll, as | said, you |l eave ne no choice. But as
a gesture of good will, you'll be given a generous two

nont hs’ severance pay, and |I'|I|l see that your nedical

I nsurance is continued for thirty days. However, you' Il have

to vacate your |aboratory in tw days. W' ve already
contacted a replacenent for you, and he’'s as eager to take
over the Canceran study as we are to have it done.”

Charles glowered at the two nmen. “Before | go, I'd like to
say sonething: | think the fact that the drug firmand a
cancer research institute are both controlled by the sane
parent conpany is a crinme, especially since the executives of
bot h conpanies sit on the board of the National Cancer



Institute and award thensel ves grants. Canceran is a

wonder ful exanple of this financial incest. The drug is
probably so toxic that it won't ever be used on peopl e unl ess
the tests continue to be falsified. And | intend to nmake the
facts public so that won’'t be possible.”

“Enough!” shouted Dr. |banez. He pounded his desk, sending
papers swooping into the air. “Wen it cones to the integrity
of the Weinburger or the potential of Canceran, you' d better

| eave well enough al one. Now get out before | retract the
benefits we have extended to you.”

Charles turned to go.

“I think you should try to get sonme psychiatric help,”
suggested Morrison in a professional tone.

Charles couldn’t suppress his own adol escent urges, and he
gave Morrison the finger before walking fromthe director’s
office, glad to be free fromthe institute he now abhorred.

“My God!” exclainmed Dr. |banez as the door closed. “Wat
Is wong with that man?”

“l hate to say | told you so,” said Dr. Morrison.

Dr. Ibanez sank as heavily as his thin frame would all ow
into his desk chair. “1 never thought 1'd say this, but I'm
afraid Charles could be dangerous.”

“What do you think he neant by ‘making the facts public’?”
Dr. Morrison sat down, arranging his slacks to preserve the
sharp crease.

“I wwsh | knew,” said Dr. |Ibanez. “That makes ne feel very
uneasy. | think he could do irreparable damge to the
Canceran project, not to nention the effect on the institute
Itself.”

“I don’t know what we can do,” admitted Dr. Morrison.
“I think we can only react to whatever Charles does,” said

Dr. Ibanez. “Since it would be best to keep himfromthe
press | don’t think we’'d better announce that he has been



fired. If anyone asks, let’'s say that Charles has been
granted an unspecified | eave of absence because of his
daughter’s illness.”

“I don’t think his daughter should be nentioned,” said Dr.
Morrison. “That’s the kind of story the press loves. It could
I nadvertently give Charles a platform”

“You're right,” said Dr. Ibanez. “W' |l just say he's on
| eave of absence.”

“What if Charles goes to the press hinsel f?” asked Dr.
Morrison. “They mght listen to him”

“1 still think that’'s doubtful,” said Dr. |banez. “He
detests reporters. But if he does, then we have to actively
discredit him W can question his enotional state. In fact
we can say that was the reason we let himgo. It’s even
truel!”

Dr. Morrison allowed hinself a thin smle. “That’'s a

fabul ous idea. | have a psychiatrist friend who, |’ msure,
could put together a strong case for us. What do you say we
go ahead and do it so that if the need arises, we'll be

pr epar ed?”

“Peter, sonmetines | think the wong man is sitting behind
this desk. You never |let human considerations interfere with
the job.”

Morrison smled, not quite sure that he was being
conpl i ment ed.

Charl es descended the stairs slowy, struggling with his
anger and despair. Wat kind of world put the needs of

busi ness ahead of norality, particularly the business of
nmedi ci ne? What kind of world could | ook the other way when an
I nnocent twelve-year-old girl was given term nal | eukem a?

Entering the | ab, Charles found Ell en perched on a high
stool, flipping idly through a nagazi ne. Wen she saw Charl es
she put down the nmagazi ne and strai ghtened up, snoothing out



her | ab coat.
“I"'mawful ly sorry, Charles,” she said wwth a sad face.

“About what ?” asked Charl es evenly.

“About your dismssal,” said Ellen.

Charles stared at her. He knew the institute had an

i nternal gossip systemthat was suprenely efficient. Yet this
was too efficient. He renenbered that she’ d been told of his

twent y-four-hour probationary period and she’ d probably just

assuned. And yet

He shook his head, marveling at his own paranoi a.

“I't was expected,” he said. “It just took ne a few days to
admt to nyself that | couldn’t work on Canceran. Especially
now wth Mchelle so ill.”

“What are you going to do?” asked Ellen. Now that Charles
had been tunbled fromhis position of power, she questioned
her notivati on.

“I”ve got a lot to do. In fact " Charl es stopped. For
a nonent he debated taking Ellen into his confidence. Then he
deci ded not to. What he’'d painfully | earned over the previous
twenty-four hours was that he was al one. Fam |y, coll eagues,
and governnmental authority were either useless, obstructive,
or frankly against him And being al one required speci al
courage and comm t nment.

“I'n fact, what?” asked Ellen. For a nonent she thought
Charles mght adnmt that he needed her. Ellen was ready if
he’d only say the word.

“I'n fact " said Charles, turning fromEllen and
approaching his desk, “I would appreciate it if you d go back
up to admnistration, since |I'd prefer not to talk with them
again, and retrieve ny |laboratory books. Hol di ng them host age
obviously didn’t work, and |I'’m hoping they' d prefer to get
them from under foot.”

Crestfallen, Ellen slid fromthe stool and headed for the



door, feeling stupid that she was still susceptible to
Charl es’ s whi ns.

“By the way,” he called before Ellen got to the door. “How
far did you get with the work I left with you this norning?”
“Not very far,” asserted Ellen. “As soon as you wal ked out
this norning, | knew you would be fired, so what was the
point? I’'I|l get your books, but after that | refuse to be
i nvol ved any further. I"mtaking the rest of the day off.”

Charl es wat ched the door close, now certain that he wasn’t
bei ng paranoid. Ellen nust have been coll aborating with the
adm ni stration. She knew too much too fast. Renenbering that
he’ d been on the verge of taking her into his confidence, he
was relieved he had renmi ned silent.

Locking the lab door fromthe inside, Charles went to

wor k. Most of the inportant chem cals and reagents were
stored in industrial quantities, so he began transferring
themto snaller containers. Each container had to be
carefully | abel ed, then stored in an al nost enpty | ocked
cabi net near the animl room That took about an hour. Next
Charl es tackled his desk, |ooking for work tablets on which
he’ d outlined protocols for previous experinents. Wth those
notes, he would be able to reconstruct his experinents even
Wi thout the data in case Dr. I banez did not return his |ab
books.

Wil e he was feverishly working, the phone rang. Quickly

t hi nking what he’'d say if it were the adm nistration, he
answered. He was relieved to find hinself talking with a | oan
officer fromthe First National Bank. He told Charles that
his $3, 000 was ready and wanted to know if Charles wanted it
deposited directly in his joint checking account. Charles
told himno, he’'d be over later to pick it up in person.
Wthout letting go of the receiver, he disconnected and

di al ed WAyne Thonmas. As he waited for the connection, he
wondered what the loan officer would say if he | earned that
Charl es had just been fired.

As he had before, Wayne Thomas hi nsel f answered. Charles
told the | awer the | oan cane through, and he'd bring the
$500 over that afternoon.



“That’s cool, man,” said Wayne. “| started working on the

case without the retainer. |’ve already filed a restraining
order agai nst Recycle, Ltd. 1'Il know shortly when the
hearing will be.”

“Sounds good,” said Charles, obviously pleased. On his own
Initiative, at |east sonething was started.

Charles was al nost finished with his desk when he heard
sonmeone try to open the door, and bei ng unsuccessful slip a
key into the | ock. Charles swng around and was facing the
door when Ellen entered. She was foll owed by a heavy young
man dressed in a tweed jacket. To Charles’s satisfaction, she
was carrying half of the |ab books and the stranger the other
hal f .

“Did you | ock the door?” asked Ellen quizzically.

Char | es nodded.

Ellen rolled her eyes for the benefit of the stranger and
said: “l really appreciate your help. You can put the books
anypl ace.”

“I'f you would,” called Charles. “Put themon that counter

top.” He pointed to the area above the cabinet in which he'd
stored the chem cal s.

“This is Dr. Mchael Kittinger,” said Ellen. “I was
I ntroduced to himup in admnistration. He’'s going to be
doi ng the Canceran study. | guess I'I|l be helping him”

Dr. Kittinger stuck out a short hand with pudgy fingers, a
friendly smle distorting his rubbery face. “d@ad to neet
you, Dr. Martel. I’'ve heard a | ot of good things about you.”

“1”1l bet you have,” Charles nunbl ed.

“What a fabulous lab,” said Dr. Kittinger, dropping
Charles’s hand and marveling at the inpressive array of
sophi sticated equipnent. Hi s face brightened |ike a
five-year-old at Christmas tinme. “My God! A Pearson
Utracentrifuge. And, | don't believe it . . . a Dixon



Scanni ng El ectron M croscope! How could you ever |eave this
par adi se?”

“I had help,” said Charles glancing at Ellen.
El | en avoided Charles’s stare.

“Would you mnd if | just | ooked around?” asked Dr.
Kittinger enthusiastically.

“Yes!” said Charles. “I do mnd.”

“Charles?” said Ellen. “Dr. Kittinger is trying to be
friendly. Dr. Mrrison suggested he cone down.”

“I really couldn't care less,” said Charles. “This is
still ny lab for the next two days and | want everyone out.
Everyone!” Charl es’s voi ce rose.

Ell en i nmedi ately recoiled. Mdtioning to Dr. Kittinger,
the two hurriedly departed.

Charl es grabbed the door and with excessive force, sent it

swi ngi ng hone. For a nonent he stood with his fists tightly
cl enched. He knew that he’d now made his isolation conplete.
He admtted there had been no need to antagonize Ellen or his
repl acenent. \What worried Charles was that his irrational
behavi or woul d undoubtedly be reported to the adm nistration,
and they in turn mght cut down on the two days he had | eft
in the I ab. He decided he’d have to work quickly. In fact,
he’d have to nake his nove that very night.

Returning to his work with renewed commtnent, it took him
anot her hour to arrange the lab so that everything he needed
was organi zed into a single cabinet.

Donning his soiled coat, he left, |ocking the door behind
him Wen he passed Mss Andrews, he nade it a point to say
“H” and informher that he’d be right back. If the
receptioni st was reporting to |Ibanez, he didn't want her

t hi nki ng he was pl anni ng on being out for | ong.

It was after three, and the Boston traffic was building to
Its pre-rush-hour frenzy. Charles found hinself surrounded by



busi nessnmen who risked their lives to get to Interstate 93
before Menorial and Storrow Drive ground to a halt.

Hs first stop was Charles River Park Plaza and the branch
of the First National Bank. The vice president with whom
Charl es was passingly acquainted was not in, so Charles had
to see a young wonan he’d never net. He was aware that she
eyed himsuspiciously wwth his soiled jacket and
day-and- a- hal f grow h of beard.

Charl es put her at ease by saying, “lI’ma scientist. W
al ways dress a little . " he deliberately left the
sent ence open-ended.

The bank of ficer nodded understandi ngly, although it took
her a nmonent to conpare Charles’s present visage with the
photo on his New Hanpshire driver’s |icense. Seem ngly
confortable with the identification, she asked Charles if he
wanted a check. He asked for the |oan in cash.

“Cash?” MIldly flustered, the bank officer excused herself
and di sappeared into the back office to place a call to the
assistant director of the branch. Wen she returned she was
carrying thirty crisp hundred-dollar bills.

Charles retrieved his car and threaded his way into the

t angl ed downt own shopping district behind Filene's and Jordan
Mar sh. Doubl e-parking with his blinker lights on, Charles ran
into a sporting goods shop where he was known. He bought a
hundred rounds of twel ve-gauge nunber two express shot for
hi s shot gun.

“What's this for?” asked the clerk good-naturedly.

“Ducks,” said Charles in a tone he’'d hoped would
di scourage conversati on.

“I think nunber four or five shot would be better,”
offered the clerk.

“I want nunber two,” said Charles |aconically.

“You know it’'s not duck season,” said the clerk.



“Yeah, | know,” said Charl es.

Charles paid for the shells with a new hundred-doll ar
bill.

Back in the car, he worked his way through the narrow

Boston streets. He drove back the way he’'d conme, nmaking his
third stop at the corner of Charles and Canbridge streets.

M ndl ess of the consequences, he pulled off the road to park
on the central island beneath the MBTA. Again he left the car
wi th the hazard |ights blinking.

He ran into a | arge twenty-four-hour drugstore

strategically situated wthin the shadow of the Massachusetts
General Hospital. Al though he had only patronized the place
when he had his private practice, they still recognized him
and cal l ed him by nane.

“Need to restock ny black bag,” said Charles after asking

for some of the store’'s prescription forns. Charles wote out
prescriptions for norphine, Denerol, Conpazine, Xyl ocaine,
syringes, plastic tubing, intravenous sol utions, Benadryl,

epi nephri ne, Predni sone, Percodan, and injectable Valium The
pharmaci st took the scripts and whistled: “My God, what do
you carry around, a suitcase?”

Charl es gave a short laugh as if he appreciated the hunor
and paid with a hundred-dollar bill.

Renovi ng a parking ticket from beneath his w ndshield

w per, he got into the Pinto and eased into the traffic. He
recrossed the Charles R ver, turning west on Menorial Drive.
Passi ng the Wi nburger, he continued to Harvard Squar e,
parked in a | ot—being careful to | eave his car in view of the
attendant —and hurried over to 13 Brattle Street. He took the
stairs at a run and knocked on Wayne Thomas’s door.

The young attorney’'s eyes lit up when Charl es handed over
five crisp one-hundred-dollar bills.

“Man, you’'re going to get the best service noney can buy,”
sai d Wayne.

He then told Charles that he’'d nmanaged to get an energency



heari ng schedul ed the next day for his restraining order on
Recycl e, Ltd.

Charles left the lawer’s office and wal ked a bl ock south

to a Hertz rent-a-car bureau. He rented the | argest van they
had avail abl e. They brought the vehicle around and Charl es
clinmbed in. He drove slowy through Harvard Square, back to
the parking ot where he’d left the Pinto. After transferring
t he shotgun shells and the carton of nedical supplies,
Charl es got back in the van and drove to the Weinburger. He
checked his watch: 4:30 P.M He wondered how | ong he’d have
to wait. He knew it would be dark soon.

TWELVE

Cathryn stood up stiffly and stretched. Silently she noved
over to where she could see herself in the mrror through the
open door of Mchelle's hospital bathroom Even the failing
afternoon light couldn’t hide how awful she | ooked. The bl ack
eye she’' d received from Charles’s accidental blow had
gravitated fromthe upper to the lower I|id.

Getting a conb fromher purse as well as sone blush and a
little Iipstick, Cathryn stepped into the bathroom and sl owy
cl osed the door. She thought that a little effort m ght nake
her feel better. Flipping on the fluorescent |ight, she

| ooked into the mrror once again. Wiat she saw startled her.
Under the raw artificial |ight she | ooked frightfully pale,
whi ch only enphasi zed her bl ack eye. But worse than her | ack
of color was her drawn, anxious |ook. At the corner of her
nmouth there were lines she’d never seen before.

After running the conb through her hair a few tines,

Cathryn switched off the light. For a nonment she stood in the
darkness. She couldn’t bear to | ook at herself a nonent

|l onger. It was too unsettling, and rather than maki ng her

feel better, the nmakeup idea nade her feel worse.

Fl eeing to her nother’s apartnent in Boston’s North End

had only elimnated the fear of Charles’s violence; it had
done nothing to relieve her agonizing uncertainty that

per haps she’ d made the wong deci sion about the guardi anshi p.
Cathryn was terrified that her action would preclude his |ove
for her after the nightmarish affair was over.



As silently as possible, Cathryn reopened the bathroom

door and gl anced over at the bed. Mchelle had finally
drifted off into a restless sleep, and even from where

Cat hryn was standing, she could see the child s face twitch
and trenble. Mchelle had had a terrible day fromthe nonent
Cat hryn had arrived that norning. She' d becone weaker and
weaker by the hour to the point that raising her arns and
head were an effort. The small ulcers on her |ips had

coal esced, creating a |large raw surface that pained her
whenever she noved them Her hair was coming out in thick
clunps, leaving pale bald spots. But the worst part was her
hi gh fever and the fact that her lucid periods were rapidly
di m ni shi ng.

Cathryn went back to her seat by Mchelle’ s bed. “Wy

hasn’t Charles called?” she asked herself forlornly. Several
times she had decided to call himat the institute, but each
time, after picking up the phone, she changed her m nd.

G na had not been much help at all. Rather than being
supportive and understandi ng, she’d taken the crisis as an
opportunity to lecture Cathryn repeatedly on the evil of
marryi ng soneone thirteen years her senior with three
children. She told Cathryn that she shoul d have expected this
ki nd of probl em because even though Cathryn had graciously
adopted the children, Charles obviously thought of them as
hi s al one.

M chell e’ s eyes suddenly opened and her face twisted in
pai n.

“What ' s wong?” asked Cathryn, anxiously |eaning forward
on her seat.

Mchelle didn't answer. Her head fl opped to the other side
and her sl ender body withed in pain.

Wthout a nonent’'s hesitation, Cathryn was out the door,
calling for a nurse. The wonan took one | ook at Mchelle's
squirm ng body and put in a call to Dr. Keitznan.

Cat hryn stood by the bed, wringing her hands, w shing
there was sonet hing she could do. Standing there over the
suffering child was a torture. Wthout any clear idea why she



was doing it, Cathryn rushed into the bat hroom and wet the
end of a towel. Returning to Mchelle's bedsi de, she began to
blot the child s forehead with the cool cloth. Wether it did
anything for Mchelle, Cathryn had no idea, but at least it
gave her the satisfaction of doing sonething.

Dr. Keitzman nust have been in the area because he arrived
wWthin mnutes. Skillfully he exam ned the child. Fromthe
regul ar beep on the cardiac nonitor, he knew that her heart
rate had not changed. Her breathi ng was nonencunbered; her
chest was clear. Putting the bell of the stethoscope on

M chell e’ s abdonen, Dr. Keitzman |istened. He heard a fanfare
of squeaks, squawks, and tinkles. Renoving the stethoscope,
he put his hand on the child s abdonen, gently pal pating.
When he strai ghtened up he whi spered sonething to the nurse
who t hen qui ckly di sappear ed.

“Functional intestinal cranping,” explained Dr. Keitzman
to Cathryn, with relief. “Must be a lot of gas. |’'ve ordered
a shot that will give her instantaneous relief.”

Heavily breathing through her nouth, Cathryn nodded. She
sagged back into the seat.

Dr. Keitzman could see the wonan’s tornmented appearance
and her harried expression. He put a hand on her shoul der.
“Cat hryn, cone outside with me for a nonent.”

Looking at Mchelle, who' d mraculously fallen back to
sleep after Dr. Keitzman's exam nation, Cathryn silently
foll owed the oncol ogi st out of the room He |led her back to
the now famliar chart room

“Cat hryn, |1’ m concerned about you. You re under a |ot of
stress, too.”

Cat hryn nodded. She was afraid to talk, thinking her
enotions mght all surface and overfl ow.

“Has Charl es cal |l ed?”

Cat hryn shook her head. She strai ghtened up and took a
deep breath.



“I"msorry that this has happened the way it has, but
you’' ve done the right thing.”

Cat hryn wondered but kept still.

“Unfortunately it’s not over. | don’t have to tell you
because it’'s painfully obvious that Mchelle is doing very
poorly. So far the nedicines that we’ve given her have not
t ouched her | eukemc cells, and there is no hint of a

rem ssion. She has the nost aggressive case of nyel oblastic
| eukem a |’ ve ever seen, but we will not give up. In fact,
we' || be adding another drug today that |I and a few ot her
oncol ogi sts have been cleared to use on an experinental
basis. It’s had promsing results. Meanwhile | want to ask
you if Mchelle's two brothers can cone in tonorrow for
typing to see if either one matches Mchelle's. | think we're
going to be forced to irradiate Mchelle and give her a
marrow transpl ant.”

“I think so,” managed Cathryn. “I’Il try.

“Good,” said Dr. Keitzman, exam ning Cathryn’s face. She
felt his stare and | ooked away.

“That is quite a shiner you ve got,” said Dr. Keitzman
synpat heti cal l y.

“Charles didn't nean it. It was an accident,” said Cathryn
qui ckly.

“Charles called ne last night,” said Dr. Keitznman.

“He di d? From where?”

“Right here in the hospital.”

“What did he say?”

“He wanted to know if | would say that benzene caused
Mchelle s | eukema, which I told himl couldn’t do, although
it’s a possibility. Unfortunately there is no way it could be

proven. Anyway, at the end of the conversation | suggested
that he should see a psychiatrist.”



“What was his response?”

“He didn’'t seemexcited about the idea. | wish there were
some way to talk himinto it. Wth all the stress he's been
under |’ m concerned about him | don’t nean to frighten you,
but we’ve seen simlar cases in which the individual has
becone violent. |If there’s any way you can get himto see a
psychiatrist, | think you ought to try it.”

Cathryn | eft the chart room eager to get back to see

M chell e, but when she passed the | ounge opposite the nurses’
station, her eye caught the pay phone. Overcom ng all of her
petty reasons for not calling Charles, she put in a call to
the institute. The Wei nburger operator plugged in Charles’s

|l ab and Cathryn let it ring ten tinmes. \Wen the operator cane
back on the line she told Cathryn that she knew El | en,
Charles’s assistant, was in the library, and she asked if

Cat hryn would like to speak with her. Cathryn agreed and
heard the connection put through.

“He’s not in the | ab?” asked Ell en.
“There’s no answer,” said Cathryn.

“He m ght be just ignoring the phone,” expl ained Ellen.

“He’ s been acting very strangely. In fact, I'mafraid to even
go in there. | suppose you know he’s been dism ssed fromthe
Vi nbur ger.”

“l had no idea,” exclainmed Cathryn with obvi ous shock.
“What happened?”

“It’s a long story,” said Ellen, “and | think Charles
shoul d tell you about it, not ne.”

“He’ s been under a lot of stress,” said Cathryn.
“I' know,” said Ellen.

“I'f you see him would you ask himto call nme? I'’mat the
hospital .”

El | en agreed but added that she had her doubts that she'd
be seeing him



Cathryn slowly hung up the receiver. She thought for a
nonment, then called Gna, asking if Charles had phoned. G na
said there hadn’'t been any calls. Cathryn next tried to call
home but, as she expected, there was no answer. \Were was
Charl es? What was goi ng on?

Cat hryn wal ked back to Mchelle's room marveling how

qui ckly her previously secure world had col |l apsed around her.
Why had Charl es been fired? During the short time Cathryn had
wor ked there, she’d | earned that Charles was one of their
nost respected scientists. What possibly coul d have happened?
Cathryn had only one expl anation. Maybe Dr. Keitzman was
right. Maybe Charles was having a nervous breakdown and was
now wandering aimessly and alone, cut off fromhis famly
and work. Oh God!

Slipping into Mchelle's roomas quietly as possible,
Cathryn struggled to see the child s face in the faltering
light. She hoped M chelle would be asleep. As her eyes

adj usted, she realized Mchelle was watching her. She seened
too weak to |ift her head. Cathryn went over to her and
grasped her warm hand.

“Where’s ny daddy?” asked M chelle, noving her ulcerated
lips as little as possible.

Cathryn hesitated, trying to think of how best to answer.
“Charles is not feeling too well because he’'s so worried
about you.”

“He told ne last night he would cone today,” pleaded
M chel | e.

“He will if he can,” said Cathryn. “He will if he can.”

A single tear appeared on Mchelle's face. “I think it
woul d be better if | were dead.”

Cat hryn was shocked into nonentary immobility. Then she
bent down and hugged the child, giving way to her own tears.
“No! No! Mchelle. Never think that for a nonent.”



The Hertz people had graciously included an ice scraper

with the packet of rental docunments, and Charles used it on
the inside of the front wndshield of the van. Hs breath
condensed and then froze on the wi ndshield, blocking his view
of the Weinburger entrance. By five-thirty it was pitch dark
save for the ribbon of lights on Menorial Drive. By
six-fifteen everyone had left the institute except for Dr.

| banez. It wasn’t until six-thirty that the director
appeared, bundled up in an ankle-length fur coat. Bent

agai nst the icy wind, he hunched over and nade his way to his
Mer cedes.

To be absolutely sure, Charles waited until twenty of

seven before starting the van. Switching on the lights, he
drove around the back side of the building and down the
servi ce ranp, backing up against the receiving dock. Getting
out of the van, he clinbed the stairs next to the platform
and rang the bell. Wile he waited for a response, he felt
the first waves of doubt about what he was doi ng. He knew
that the next few m nutes would be crucial. For the first
time in his |ife Charles was counting on inefficiency.

A smal | speaker above the bell crackled to life. On top of
the TV canera nounted above the receiving door, a mnute red
light |Iinked on. “Yes?” asked a voi ce.

“Dr. Martel here!” said Charles, waving into the canera.
“lI’ve got to pick up sonme equi pnent.”

A few mnutes |ater the netal receiving door squeaked,

t hen began a slow rise, exposing an unadorned, cenent
receiving area. A long row of newWy arrived cardboard boxes
were stacked neatly to the left. In the rear of the area, an
I nner door opened, and Chester WIllis, one of the two evening
guards, stepped out. He was a seventy-two-year-old bl ack
who' d retired froma city job and taken the job at the

Wei nburger, saying that he could watch TV at hone, but at the
Wi nburger he got paid for it. Charles knew the real reason
the man worked was to help a grandchild through nedi cal
school .

Charles had nade it a habit over the years to work | ate
into the evenings, at |east before Chuck had becone a day



student at Northeastern, and as a consequence, Charles had
beconme friends with the night security officers.

“You workin' nights agai n?” asked Chester.

“Forced to,” said Charles. “W’'re collaborating with a
group at MI.T. and |’'ve got to nove over sone of ny
equi pnent. | don’t trust anybody else to do it.”

“Don’t blanme you,” said Chester.

Charl es breathed a sigh of relief. Security did not know
he’ d been fired.

Taking the larger of two dollies fromreceiving, Charles
returned to his lab. He was pleased to find it untouched
since his departure, particularly the |locked cabinet with his
books and chem cals. Wrking feverishly, Charles dismantled
nost of his equi pnent and began loading it onto the dolly. It
took himeight trips, with sonme help from Chester and

G ovanni, to transport what he wanted fromthe | ab down to
receiving, storing it in the mddle of the room

The | ast thing he brought down fromthe | ab was the vial

of Mchelle's antigen which he'd stored in the refrigerator.
He packed it carefully in ice within an insul ated box. He had
no idea of its chemical stability and did not want to take
any chances.

It was after nine when everything was ready. Chester
rai sed the outside door, then hel ped Charl es pack the
equi pnent and chemcals into the van.

Before he | eft, Charles had one nore task. Returning to

his lab he |ocated a prep razor used for animal surgery. Wth
the razor and a bar of hand soap he went to the |avatory and
renmoved his day-and-a-half stubble. He al so conbed his hair,
strai ghtened his tie, and tucked his shirt properly into his
pants. After he’'d finished he exam ned hinself in the
full-length mrror. Surprisingly, he | ooked quite normal. On
the way back to the receiving area, he stepped into the main
coatroom and picked up a long white | aboratory coat.

When he got back outside, he buzzed once nore and thanked



the two security nen over the intercomfor their help.
Cinbing into the cab, he admtted that he felt a tw nge of
guilt at having taken advantage of his two old friends.

The drive over to Pediatric Hospital was acconplished with
ease. There was virtually no traffic and the frigid weather
had driven nost people indoors. When he arrived at the
hospital he faced a dilemma. Considering the value of the
equi prent jamred in the van, he was reluctant to | eave the
vehicle on the street. Yet pulling it into the parking garage
woul d make a quick exit an inpossibility. After debating for
a nonent, he decided on the garage. If he were robbed, the
whol e plan woul d disintegrate. All he had to do was make sure
a quick exit was not a necessity.

Charl es parked within view of the attendant’s booth and

doubl e-checked all the doors to be absolutely certain they
were | ocked. Having purposefully left his sheepskin jacket in
the van, he put on the long white coat. It afforded little
protection fromthe cold so he ran across to the hospital,
entering through the busy energency room

Pausi ng at the check-in desk, Charles interrupted a

harried clerk to ask what floor radiology was on. The clerk
told himit was on Anderson 2. Charl es thanked himand pushed
t hrough the double doors into the hospital proper. He passed
a security guard and nodded. The guard sm | ed back.

Radi ol ogy was practically deserted. There seened to be

only one technician on duty and she was busy with a backl og
of sprained wists and chest films fromthe packed energency
room Charles went directly to the secretarial area and

obtai ned an X-ray request formand |letterhead fromthe
departnent of radiology. Sitting down at one of the desks, he
filled in the form Mchelle Martel, aged 12; diagnosis,

| eukem a; study requested: abdominal flat plate. Fromthe
stationery he sel ected one of the nanmes of the radiol ogists
and used it to sign the request form

Back in the main corridor, Charles unlocked the wheel

stops on one of the many gurneys parked along the wall and
pulled it out into the hall. Froma nearby |linen closet he
obtai ned two fresh sheets, a pillow, and a pillow case.
Wor ki ng qui ckly, he made up the gurney, then pushed it past



the room manned by the single technician. He waited for the
patient elevator, and when it canme, he pushed the gurney in
and pressed 6.

Wat ching the floor indicator junp from nunber to nunber,

he experienced his second wave of doubt. So far everything
had gone according to plan, but he admtted that what he' d
done to that point was the easy part. The hard part was goi ng
to begin when he arrived on Anderson 6.

The el evator stopped and the door folded open. Taking a

deep breath, he pushed the gurney out into the quiet hall;
visiting hours were |long over and, as in nost pediatric
hospitals, the patients had been put to bed. The first
obstacl e was the nurses’ station. At that nonent there was
only one nurse, whose cap could just be seen over the counter
top. Charles noved ahead, aware for the first tinme of the

m nor cacophony of squeaks emtted by the gurney’'s wheels. He
tried altering the speed in hopes it would reduce the noise
but w thout success. Qut of the corner of his eye he watched
the nurse. She didn’'t nove. Charles passed the station and
the intensity of the light dimnished as he entered the | ong
hal | .

“Excuse ne,” called the nurse, her voice shattering the
stillness |ike breaking glass.

Charles felt a jolt of adrenaline shoot into his system
making his fingertips tingle. He turned and the nurse had
stood up, leaning on the counter.

“Can | hel p you?” asked the nurse.

Charles funmbled for the form “Just comng to pick up a
patient for an X-ray,” he said, forcing hinself to stay calm

“No X-rays have been ordered,” said the nurse curiously.
Charl es noticed she’d | ooked down at the desk and he could
hear pages of a book being flipped over.

“An energency film” said Charles, beginning to panic.

“But there’s nothing in the order book and nothi ng was
said at report.”



“Here’s the request,” said Charles, abandoning the gurney
and approaching the nurse. “It was phoned in by Dr. Keitzman
to Dr. Larainen.”

She took the formand read it quickly. She shook her head,
obvi ously confused. “Soneone shoul d have phoned us.”

“l agree,” said Charles. “It happens all the tineg,

t hough.”

“Well, 1’'ll say sonmething. I'll ask the day peopl e what
happened. ”

“CGood idea,” said Charles, turning back to the gurney. H's
hands were noist. He wasn’'t trained for this kind of work.

Wth a deliberate and rapid pace, Charles noved down the
corridor, hoping the nurse did not feel obligated to make any
confirmng calls to either radiology or Dr. Keitznman.

He reached M chell e’ s room and, stepping around the front
of the gurney, started to push open the door. He caught a
glinpse of a seated figure, head resting on the bed. It was
Cat hryn.

Charl es averted his face, backed out of the room and

noved the door to its original position. As quickly as he
could he pulled the gurney the Iength of the corridor, away
fromthe nurses’ station, half expecting Cathryn to appear.
He wasn't sure if she’ d seen himor not.

He had not anticipated her being with Mchelle at that
hour. He tried to think. He had to get Cathryn out of the
room On the spur of the nonent he could think of only one
met hod, but it would nmean working very quickly.

After waiting a few mnutes to be sure Cathryn was not

com ng out on her own, Charles swiftly retraced his steps
back to the treatnment room which was just before the nurses’
station. He found surgical masks and hoods by a scrub sink.
He donned one of each and pocketed an extra hood.

Eyeing the nurses’ station, he crossed the corridor to the



dark lounge area. In the far corner was a public tel ephone.
He called the switchboard and asked for Anderson 6. In a few
nonments he could hear the phone ringing in the nurses’

stati on.

A woman answered the phone, and Charl es asked for Ms.
Martel, saying that it was an energency. The nurse told him
to hold the Iine.

Qui ckly he put down the receiver and noved to the doorway
of the |ounge. Looking back at the nurses’ station, he could
see the charge nurse cone into the corridor with an LPN. She

pointed up the hall. Charles imedi ately | eft the |ounge and
scurried back down the hall, passing Mchelle’'s room In the
shadow at the end of the hall, Charles waited. He coul d see

the LPN wal k directly toward him then turn into Mchelle’'s
room Wthin ten seconds she reappeared and Cat hryn, rubbing
her eyes, stunbled after her into the hall. As soon as the
two wonen turned toward the nurses’ station, Charles ran the
gurney down to Mchelle' s roomand pushed it through the
hal f - open door.

Fl i pping on the wall switch, Charles pushed the gurney

over to the bed. Only then did he | ook down at his daughter.
After twenty-four hours he could see she was perceptibly
worse. Gently he shook her shoulder. She didn't respond. He
shook her again but the child did not nove. What woul d he do
if she were in a coma?

“M chel | e?” call ed Charl es.

Slowy Mchelle's eyes opened.

“I't’s nme! Pl ease wake up,
was |imted.

Charl es shook her again. Tine

Finally Mchelle woke. Wth great effort she lifted her
arnms and put them around her father’s neck. “I knew you'd
cone,” she said.

“Listen,” said Charles anxiously, putting his face cl ose

to hers. “lI want to ask you sonething. | know you are very
sick and they are trying to take care of you here at the
hospital. But you are not getting well here. Your sickness is



stronger than their strongest nedicines. | want to take you
away with ne. Your doctors would not like it so | have to
take you right now if you want to go. You have to tell ne.”

The question surprised Mchelle. It was the last thing
she’ d expected to hear. She exam ned her father’'s face.
“Cathryn said you were not feeling well,” said Mchelle.

“I feel fine,” said Charles. “Especially when |"'mw th
you. But we haven’'t nuch tinme. WIIl you come with nme?”

M chell e | ooked into her father’s eyes. There was not hi ng
she wanted nore. “Take nme with you, Daddy, please!”

Charl es hugged her, then set to work. He turned off the
cardi ac nonitor and detached the |leads fromher. He pulled
out her 1V and yanked down the covers. Wth a hand under her
shoul ders and anot her beneath her knees, Charles lifted his
daughter into his arnms. He was surprised at how little she
wei ghed. As gently as he could, he lowered Mchelle into the
gurney and covered her. Fromthe closet he retrieved her

cl othes and hid them beneath the sheet. Then, just prior to
pushi ng the gurney out into the hall, he put a surgical hood
over Mchelle' s head, tucking in what was |eft of her hair.

As he wal ked down toward the nurses’ station he was
terrified Cathryn would appear. It was a | ong shot, but under
the circunstances he could not think of any safer
alternatives. He had to force hinself to walk at a norma
pace rather than run to the el evator.

Cat hryn had been sound asl eep when the LPN touched her

shoul der. Al she had heard was that she was wanted on the
tel ephone and that it was an energency. Her first thought had
been that sonething had happened to Charl es.

When she got to the nurses’ station the LPN had al ready

di sappeared. Not know ng what phone to use, Cathryn asked the
charge nurse about her call. The wonman | ooked up from her
paperwor k and, renenbering the call, told Cathryn she could
pi ck up the phone in the chart room

Cathryn said hello three tines, each tine |ouder than the
| ast. But no one answered. She had waited and repeated



several hellos, but with no response. Depressing the

di sconnect button rapidly had no effect until she held it
down for an instant. Wen she released it, she was talking to
t he hospital operator.

The operator didn’t know anything about a call to Anderson

6 for Ms. Martel. Cathryn hung up and wal ked to the doorway

| eading to the nurses’ station. The nurse was at the desk,
bent over a chart. Cathryn was about to call out when she saw
a vague figure in white, conplete with surgical mask and

hood, push a patient across the dimy |lit area in front of
the elevators. Cathryn, as sensitized as she was, felt a wave
of synpathy for the poor child being taken to surgery at such
a late hour. She knew that it had to be an energency.

Fearful of intruding on the nurses’ inportant tasks,
Cathryn tentatively called out to her. The nurse swung around
in her chair, her face expectant.

“There wasn’t anyone on the line,” explained Cathryn.

“That’s strange,” said the nurse. “The caller said it was
an energency.”

“Was it a man or a woman?” asked Cathryn
“A man,” said the nurse.
Cathryn wondered if it were Charles. Maybe he had gone

over to Gna's. “Could I nmake a local call fromthis phone?”
asked Cat hryn.

“We don’t usually allow that,” said the nurse, “but if you
make it quick . . . Dal nine first.”

Cat hryn hurried back to the phone and quickly dialed her

not her’s. When G na answered, Cathryn was instantly relieved.
Her nother’s voi ce was normal .

“What have you had to eat?” asked G na.

“I"'mnot hungry,” said Cathryn.

“You nmust eat!” commanded G na, as if the consunption of



food sol ved all problens.
“Has Charl es call ed?” asked Cathryn, ignoring her nother.

“Not a word. Sone father!” G na nade a di sapproving
cl ucki ng sound.

“How about Chuck?”
“He’s here. You want to talk wth hinf”

Cat hryn debat ed about discussing the need for a marrow
transpl ant with Chuck, but renenbering his previous reaction,
decided to wait to do it in person. “No. 1'll be honme soon.
"1l nmake sure Mchelle is sleeping soundly, then I’I|l cone
hone. ”

“I"l'l have sone spaghetti waiting,” said G na.

Cat hryn hung up, intuitively convinced that the nysterious
caller had to have been Charles. What kind of an energency
could it have been? And why didn’t he stay on the |ine?
Passi ng the nurse, Cathryn thanked her for allow ng her to
use the phone.

She wal ked qui ckly, passing the partially opened doors of
the other roons, snelling pungent medical aronas, hearing the
occasional cry of a child.

Reaching Mchelle’'s room Cathryn noticed that she had

| eft the door conpletely open. As she stepped into the room
she hoped that the light fromthe corridor had not bothered
Mchelle. Quietly she pulled the door al nost closed behind
her and wal ked carefully over to her chair in the near dark.
She was about to sit down when she realized that the bed was
enpty. Afraid to step on Mchelle in case she’d tunbled onto
the floor, Cathryn quickly bent down and felt around the bed.
The narrow shaft of hall light glistened on the polished
vinyl and Cathryn i medi ately could see that M chell e was not
there. In a panic, she hurried to the bat hroom and turned on
the light. Mchelle was not there, either. Returning to the
room Cathryn switched on the overhead light. Mchelle was
not in the room



Cathryn ran out of the room and down the |ong hall,
arriving back at the nurses’ station out of breath. “Nurse!
My daughter’s not in her room She's gone!”

The charge nurse | ooked up fromher witing, then down at
her clipboard. “That’'s Martel ?”

“Yes! Yes! And she was there sleeping soundly when | cane
down here to answer the phone.”

“Qur report fromthe day shift said she was very weak?”
guesti oned the nurse.

“That’s the point,” said Cathryn. “She m ght hurt
hersel f.”

As if she thought Cathryn was |ying, the nurse insisted on
returning to Mchelle’s room She glanced around the room and
checked the bathroom “You're right, she’s not here.”

Cathryn restrai ned herself from maki ng any di sparagi ng
comrents. The nurse put in a call to security telling them
that a twelve-year-old girl had vani shed from Anderson 6. She
also flipped on a series of small signal lights that called
back the team of RNs and LPNs who'd been out working on the
floor. She told them of Mchelle s apparent di sappearance and
sent them back out to search all the roons.

“Martel,” said the charge nurse after the others had left.
“That rings a bell. What was the nane of the child taken down
to radiology for that energency flat plate?”

Cathryn | ooked bew | dered. For a nonent she thought the
wonman was asking her the question.

“That’s probably it,” said the nurse, picking up the phone
and dialing radiology. She had to let it ring al nost twenty
tinmes before a harried technician picked it up.

“You' re doing an energency flat plate on a patient from
Anderson 6,” said the charge nurse. “Wat is the nane of the
chil d?”

“l haven’t done any energency flat plates,” said the



technician. “Mist have been CGeorge. He's up in the OR doing a
portable chest. He'll be back in a mnute and |I’'ll have him
call.” The technician hung up before the charge nurse coul d
respond.

Charl es wheeled Mchelle into the energency room and,

Wi t hout any hesitation to suggest he didn’'t bel ong there,
pushed the gurney into the exam nation area. He sel ected an
enpty cubicle and, pulling aside the curtain, brought
Mchelle in next to the table. After closing the curtain, he
got out Mchelle’ s clothes.

The excitenent of the caper had buoyed Mchelle's spirits
and, despite her weakness, she tried to help her father as he
dressed her. Charles found that he was very clunsy, and the
nore he hurried, the clunsier he was. Mchelle had to do al
the buttons and tie her shoes.

After she was dressed, Charles left her for a few nonments
to find sonme cling bandage. Luckily he didn’t have to | ook
far. Returning to the cubicle, he sat Mchelle up and eyed
her .

“We have to make it look |like you were in an accident,” he
said. “lI know what we’ll do!”

He tore open the bandage and began winding it around
Mchelle' s head as if she’'d suffered a | aceration. Wen he
was finished he stepped back. “Perfect!” As a final touch,
Charl es put a regul ar bandage over the bridge of her nose,
maki ng her laugh. Charles told her she |ooked |ike a

not orcyclist who'd fallen on her head.

Pretendi ng that she wei ghed two hundred pounds, he picked

up his daughter and staggered out through the curtain. Once
In the corridor he quickly becane serious, heading toward the
entrance. To his satisfaction the energency room had becone
even busier than when he’'d first entered. Tearful children
with all manner of cuts and bruises were waiting, while

not hers with coughing infants queued up to check in. Am dst

t he confusion Charles was unnoticed. Only one nurse turned as
Charl es and M chell e passed by. Wen Charl es caught her eye



he sm | ed and nout hed the words, “Thank you.” She waved back
sel f-consciously as if she thought she should recognize them
but didn’t.

Approaching the exit, Charles saw a uniformed security man
jump up fromthe nearby chair. Charles’s heart fluttered, but
the man didn’t challenge them instead he scurried to the
door and said: “Hope she’s feeling better. Have a good

ni ght.”

Wth a wel cone sense of freedom Charles carried Mchelle

out of the hospital. Quickening his steps, he hurried to the
par ki ng garage, settled Mchelle in the van, paid his parking
fee, and drove off.

THI RTEEN

Cathryn tried to be both patient and understandi ng, but as
ti me passed she becane increasingly nervous. She casti gated
herself for leaving Mchelle to answer the tel ephone. She
shoul d have had the call transferred directly to Mchelle’'s
room

As she paced the | ounge, she involuntarily thought about
Mchelle' s coment: “l think it would be better if | were
dead.” She’'d initially put the statenment out of her m nd, but
now that M chelle had not reappeared, it kept com ng back to
haunt her. Cathryn had no idea if Mchelle could do herself
harm but, having heard all sorts of grisly stories, she could
not dism ss her fear.

Checki ng her watch, Cathryn wal ked out of the |ounge and
approached the nurses’ station. How could a hospital |ose a
sick twelve-year-old child who was so weak she could barely
wal k?

“Any news?” asked Cathryn, directing her question to the
eveni ng charge nurse. There were now a half dozen nurses
sitting around the station chatting casually.

“Not yet,” said the nurse, interrupting a discussion with

a col l eague. “Security has checked all the stairwells. |’'m
still waiting for a call fromradiology. |I"’msure Martel was
the name of the child radiol ogy cane and picked up.”



“I't’s been alnost a half hour,” said Cathryn. “I’'m
terrified. Could you call radiology again?”

Not bothering to hide her irritation, the nurse called
again and told Cathryn that the radi ol ogy technician had not
come back fromthe OR but that he'd call when he did.

Cathryn turned away fromthe nurses’ station, acutely

aware how the nedi cal people intimdated her. She was furious
at the hospital, yet was unable to show her anger no matter
how justified she thought it was. Instead she thanked the
nurse and wandered back down to Mchelle s enpty room
Absent m ndedly she | ooked into the bathroom again, avoi ding
her reflection in the mrror. Next to the bathroomwas the

cl oset, and Cat hryn | ooked inside. She had the door al nost

cl osed when she reopened it and stared, dunbfounded.

Runni ng back to the nurses’ station, she tried to get the
charge nurse’s attention. The nurses fromthe evening shift
who were going off duty and the night nurses who were com ng
on duty were grouped around the center of the nurses’ station
having their inviolable report. It was a tine when
energenci es were proscribed, nedical or otherw se. Cathryn
had to yell to get attention.

“l just discovered ny daughter’s clothes are m ssing,”
said Cat hryn anxi ously.

There was sil ence.

The charge nurse cleared her throat. “W' Il be finished
here in a few nonents, Ms. Martel.”

Cathryn turned away angrily. Obviously her energency
wasn’'t as inportant as the ward routine, but if Mchelle's
cl ot hes were gone, she had probably left the hospital.

The phone call nust have been from Charles, and its

purpose was to get Cathryn out of Mchelle’'s room Al at
once the i mage of the man pushing the child to surgery

fl ashed before Cathryn’s eyes. He was the correct height, the
right build. It had to have been Charles! Cathryn rushed back
to the nurses’ station. Now she was sure that Mchelle had
been abduct ed.



“Now l et ne get it straight,” said the stocky Boston

police officer. Cathryn had noticed his nanme tag said WIIliam
Kerney. “You were sleeping in here when a nurse tapped you on
t he shoul der.”

“Yes! Yes!” shouted Cathryn, exasperated at the slow pace
of the investigation. She' d hoped that calling the police
woul d speed up the whole affair. “l’ve told you ten tines
exactly what happened. Can’t you go out and try to find the
chil d?”

“We have to finish our report,” explained Wlliam He held
a weat her-beaten clipboard in the crook of his left arm In
his right hand he struggled with a pencil, licking the end
every so often.

The group was standing in Mchelle's vacant room |t

i ncl uded Cathryn, two Boston police officers, the evening
charge nurse, and the assistant adm nistrator. The

adm ni strator was a tall, handsone man, dressed in an el egant
gray business suit. He had a curious habit of smling after
each sentence, reducing his eyes to narrow slits. Hs face
was gloriously tan as if he’'d just returned froma vacation
in the Caribbean.

“How | ong were you out of the roonP” asked WIIliam

“l told you,” snapped Cathryn. “Five mnutes . . . ten
mnutes. | don’'t know exactly.”

“Un huh,” murmured WIlliam printing the answer.

M chael G ady, the other Boston police officer, was

readi ng the tenporary guardi anshi p papers. Wien he finished,
he handed themto the admnistrator. “It’s a child-snatching
case. No doubt about it.”

“Un huh,” murmured WIlliam noving up to the top of the
formto print “Child Snatching.” He didn’'t know the code
nunber for the offense and made a nental note to look it up
when he got back to the station.



I n desperation, Cathryn turned to the adm ni strator.
“Can’t you do sonething? I'’msorry | can’t renenber your
name. ”

“Paul Mansford,” said the adm nistrator before flashing a
smle. “No need to apol ogize. W are doi ng sonething. The
police are here.”

“But I"mafraid sonmething is going to happen to the child
with all this delay,” said Cathryn.

“And you saw a nman pushing a child to surgery?” asked
WIIliam

“Yes!” shouted Cathryn.
“But no child went to surgery,” said the nurse.

Wlliamturned to the nurse. “Wiat about the nan with the
X-ray forn? Can you descri be hin®”

The nurse | ooked up toward the ceiling. “Medium height,
medi um bui Il d, brown hair "

“That’s not too specific,” said WIlliam
“What about his blue eyes?” asked Cathryn.
“I didn't notice his eyes,” said the nurse.
“What was he wearing?” asked WIIliam

“Ch God!” exclainmed Cathryn in frustration. “Please do
sonet hi ng.”

“Along white coat,” said the nurse.

“Ckay,” said WIlliam “Soneone calls, gets Ms. Martel out
of the child s room presents a bogus X-ray request, then
wheels the child off as if he’s going to surgery. Ri ght?”

Everyone nodded except Cathryn who had put a hand to her
forehead to try to control herself.



“Then, how | ong before security was notified?” asked
WIliam

“Just a couple of mnutes,” said the nurse.

“That’s why we think they are still in the hospital,” said
t he adm ni strator

“But her clothes are gone,” said Cathryn. “They' ve |eft
the hospital. That's why you have to do sonething before it’'s
too |ate. Please!”

Everyone | ooked at Cathryn as if she were a child. She
returned their stares then threw up her hands in
exasperation. “Jesus Christ.”

Wlliamturned to the admnistrator. “Is there sonepl ace
I n the hospital soneone could take a child?” he asked.

“There are lots of tenporary hiding places,” agreed the
adm ni strator. “But there’s no place they won’t be found.”

“All right,” said WIliam *“Suppose it was the father who
took the child. Why?”

“Because he didn't agree with the treatnent,” said

Cathryn. “That’s why the tenporary guardi anship was granted:
so that the treatnent would be naintai ned. Unfortunately ny
husband has been under a | ot of stress, not just the child s
i1l ness, but his job.”

Wlliamwhistled. “If he didn't |like the treatnent here,”
he said, “what was he interested in? Laetrile, sonething |like
t hat ?”

“He didn't say,” said Cathryn, “but | know he wasn’t
Interested in Laetrile.”

“We’ve had a few of those Laetrile cases,” said WIliam
ignoring Cathryn’s last statenent. Turning to his partner,
M chael G ady, he said: “Renmenber that kid that went to
Mexi co?”



“Sure do,” said M chael.

Turni ng back to the group, WIlliamsaid: “W’ ve had sone
experience with parents seeking unorthodox treatnent for
their kids. | think we’'d better alert the airport. They m ght
be on their way out of the country.”

Dr. Keitzman arrived in a whirlw nd of nervous notion.
Cathryn was trenmendously relieved to see him He imrediately
dom nated the small gathering and demanded to be told
everything. Paul Mansford and the charge nurse teaned up to
give hima rapid report.

“This is terrible!” said Dr. Keitznman, nervously adjusting
his rimess glasses. “It sounds to nme like Dr. Charles Martel
has definitely had sone sort of breakdown.”

“How long will the little girl live without treatnent?”
asked WIliam

“Hard to say. Days, weeks, a nonth at nost. W have
several nmore drugs to try on the child, but it has to be

sooner rather than later. There is still a chance for
rem ssion.”
“Wel'l, we’ll get right onit,” said Wlliam “1’'Il finish

the report and turn it over to the detectives imediately.”

As the two patrol nen wal ked out of the hospital a half

hour |ater, Mchael Gady turned to his partner and said,
“What a story! Makes you feel terrible. Kid with | eukem a and
all that.”

“I't sure does. Makes you feel thankful your own kids are
at least healthy.”

“Do you think the detectives will get right on it?”

“Now? You ki ddi ng? These custody cases are a pain in the
ass. Thankfully they usually solve thenselves in twenty-four
hours. Anyway, the detectives won't even look at it until

tonorrow.”

They clinbed into their patrol car, checked in by radio,



then pulled away fromthe curb.

Cat hryn opened her eyes and | ooked around in confusion.

She recogni zed the yellow curtains, the white bureau with its
doily and collection of bric-a-brac, the pink vanity that had
doubl ed as her high school desk, her yearbooks on the shelf,
and the plastic crucifix she’d gotten when she’ d been
confirmed. She knew she was in her old roomthat her nother
had conpul sively mai ntai ned since she had left for coll ege.
What confused Cathryn was why she was there.

She shook her head to rid herself of the nunbing remants

of the sleeping pills Dr. Keitzman had insisted she take.
Leani ng over she snatched up her watch and tried to make
sense out of the nunbers. She couldn't believe it. It was a
quarter to twelve. Cathryn blinked her eyes and | ooked agai n.
No, it was nine o' clock. Even that was |later than she'd

want ed to sl eep.

Slipping on an old plaid flannel robe, Cathryn opened the
door and hurried down to the kitchen, snelling the aroma of
fresh biscuits and bacon. When she entered, her nother | ooked

up, pleased to have her daughter honme no matter what the
reason.

“Has Charl es call ed?” asked Cathryn.
“No, but I've fixed you a nice breakfast.”
“Has anybody cal |l ed? The hospital ? The police?”

“No one has called. So relax. | nade your favorite,
baki ng- powder biscuits.”

“lI can’t eat,” said Cathryn, her mnd a whirl. But she
wasn’t too preoccupied to see her nother’s face imedi ately
fall. “Well, maybe sone biscuits.”

G na perked up and got out a cup and saucer for Cathryn.

“1"d better get Chuck up,” said Cathryn, starting back to
the hall.



“He’s up, breakfasted, and gone,” said Gna triunphantly.
“He |likes biscuits as nuch as you. Said he had a nine o’ clock
cl ass.”

Cat hryn turned and sat down at the table while her nother
poured the coffee. She felt useless. She'd tried so hard to
be a wife and nother and now she had the feeling that she'd
bungled it. Getting her adopted son up for school was hardly
the criterion for being a good nother, yet the fact that
she’d not done it seened representative of her whol e

I nconpet ent perfornmance.

Battling her enotions, she lifted the coffee cup to her
nouth, mndless of its tenperature. As she took a sip, the
hot fluid scalded her |lips and she pulled the cup away,

sl oshing sone of the fluid on her hand. Burned, she rel eased
her grasp on the nmug and let it go. The cup fell to the
tabl e, shattering itself and the saucer. At the sane nonent,
Cathryn broke into tears.

G na quickly had the ness cl eaned up, and repeatedly
reassured her daughter that she shouldn’t cry because G na
didn’t care about any old cup that she’ d bought as a souvenir
In Venice on her only trip to that beautiful city that she

| oved nore than any place in the world.

Cathryn got control of herself. She knew that the Venetian
cup was one of her nother’s treasures and she felt badly
about breaking it, but G na' s overreaction hel ped cal m down
her enoti ons.

“I think Il drive up to Shaftesbury,” said Cathryn at
|l ength. “1’1l get some nore clothes for Chuck and check on
Jean Paul .”

“Chuck’s got what he needs,” said Gna. “The noney it
costs to drive up there, you could buy hima new outfit in
Fil ene’ s basenent.”

“True,” admtted Cathryn. “I guess | want to be around the
phone if Charles calls.”

“I'f he calls and gets no answer, he’'ll call here,” said



G na. “After all, he’s not stupid. Wiere do you think he's
gone with Mchell e?”

“I don’t know,” said Cathryn. “Last night the police

tal ked about Mexico. Apparently a | ot of people |ooking for
unusual cancer cures go to Mexico. But Charles wouldn't go
there. I know that nmuch.”

“lI hate to say | told you so,” said Gna, “but | warned
you about marrying an older man with three children. It’s
al ways trouble. A ways!”

Cat hryn held back the anger that only her nother was
capabl e of causing. Then the phone rang.

G na answered it while Cathryn held her breath.

“I't’s for you,” said Gna. “A detective naned Patrick
O Sullivan.”

Expecting the worst, Cathryn picked up the phone. Patrick

O Sul l'ivan quickly reassured her, saying that they had no new
i nformati on about Charles or Mchelle. He said that there had
been an interesting devel opnent in the case and asked if
Cathryn woul d neet himat the Weinburger Research Institute.
She agreed i medi ately.

Fifteen mnutes |later she was ready to | eave. She told

G na that after stopping at the Wi nburger she was going to
drive back to New Hanpshire. Gna tried to protest but
Cathryn was insistent, saying that she had to have sone tine
al one. She told her nother that she’d be back in tinme for

di nner with Chuck.

The ride across Boston and down Menorial Drive was
uneventful. Pulling the old Dodge into the Wi nburger parking
| ot nade her renenber that summer two years before when she’d
met Charles for the first tinme. Could it really have been
only two years ago?

There were two police cars pulled up close to the entrance
and when Cat hryn wal ked by them she could hear the famliar
crackle of their radios. Seeing police cars wasn’t an

auspi cious sign, but Cathryn refused to allow herself to



specul ate. The front door of the institute slid open for her,
and she nmade her way down to Charles’s |ab.

The door was ajar and Cathryn wal ked in. The first thing
she noticed was that the |ab had al ready been di smantl ed.
She’d been in it on several occasions in the past, so she'd
had an idea of what to expect. Now all the
science-fiction-like machi nes were gone. The counter tops
were bare |ike a store that had gone bankrupt.

There were six people in the room ElIlen, whom Cat hryn
recogni zed, was talking to two unifornmed policenen who were
engaged in filling out the police report. Seeing the
pol i cenmen pai nstakingly printing brought back a nenory of the
previous night. Dr. Ibanez and Dr. Morrison were standing
near Charles’s desk talking with a freckle-faced man in a

bl ue pol yester sports coat. The man saw Cathryn enter and

I mredi at el y approached her.

“Ms. Martel ?” questioned the man.

Cat hryn nodded and took the man’s outstretched hand. It
was soft and slightly noist.

“I"’m Detective Patrick O Sullivan. |’ve been assigned to
your case. Thanks for com ng.”

Over Patrick’s shoul der Cathryn could see Ellen point to

an enpty space on the counter before she started talking
again. Cathryn couldn’'t quite make out what she was sayi ng
but she could tell it was sonething about equi pnent. d anci ng
over at the doctors she could see they were engaged in heated
di scussion. She couldn’t hear what they were saying, but she
saw Dr. Morrison strike his open pal min apparent anger.

“What ' s going on?” asked Cathryn, | ooking up into the
detective's soft green eyes.

“I't seens that your husband, after having been di sm ssed
fromhis position here at the institute, stole nost of his
equi pnent . ”

Cathryn’s eyes wdened in disbelief. “I don’'t believe
that.”



“The evidence is pretty irrefutable. The two eveni ng
security nen apparently hel ped Charles strip the Iab and | oad
the stuff.”

“But why?” asked Cat hryn.

“lI was hoping you d be able to tell ne,” said the

det ecti ve.

Cat hryn gl anced around the room trying to conprehend the
extent of Charles’' s folly.

“lI haven’'t the slightest idea,” said Cathryn. “It seens
absurd.”

The detective lifted his eyebrows and winkled his
forehead as he followed Cathryn’s eyes around the lab. “It’s
absurd all right. It’'s also grand |arceny, Ms. Mrtel.”

Cat hryn | ooked back at the detective.

The detective glanced down and shuffled his feet. “This

puts a different Iight on your husband' s di sappearance.

Chil d-snatching by a parent is one thing, and to tell you the
honest truth, we don’'t get too excited about it. But theft is
sonmething el se. We're going to have to put out the details
and a warrant for Dr. Martel’'s arrest on the NCIC teletype.”

Cat hryn shuddered. Every tinme she thought she understood
the details of the nightnare it got worse. Charles was now a

fugitive. “I don’'t know what to say.”
“Qur condol ences, Ms. Martel,” said Dr. |banez, com ng up
behi nd her.

She turned and saw the director’s synpathetic expression.

“It’s a tragedy,” agreed Dr. Morrison with the sane
expression. “And to think Charles was once such a prom sing
researcher.”

There was an unconfortabl e pause. Mirrison’s comrent
angered Cathryn, but she was at a | oss for words.



“Exactly why was Dr. Martel fired?” asked Patrick
O Sul l'ivan, breaking the silence.

Cathryn turned to the detective. He had asked the question
she woul d have liked to pose if she’ d had the courage.

“Basically, it was because Dr. Martel had been acting a

bit bizarrely. W began to question his nmental stability.”
Dr. | banez paused. “He al so was not what you would call a
team player. In fact, he was a loner and lately he’'d becone
uncooperative.”

“What kind of research was he doi ng?” asked the detective.

“It’s hard to describe to a layman,” said Mrrison.
“Basically Charles was working on the imunol ogi cal approach
to cancer. Unfortunately this approach is somewhat dated. Ten
years ago it held great prom se but initial hopes were not
borne out by subsequent devel opnents. Charles couldn’t or
woul dn’t make the adaptation. And, as you know, the
advancenent of science does not wait for anyone.” Mrrison
smled as he finished his statenent.

“Why do you think Dr. Martel took all this equi pnment?”
asked O Sullivan, making a sweeping gesture around the room

Dr. Ibanez shrugged. “1 haven't the faintest idea.”

“I think it was spite,” said Dr. Mrrison. “It’s like the
kid who takes hone his ball when the others don't want to
play by his rules.”

“Could Dr. Martel have taken the equi pnment to continue his
research?” said O Sullivan.

“No,” said Dr. Morrison. “lnpossible! The key to this kind

of research is the highly bred animal systens we use. These
animal s are absolutely essential to the research, and Charl es
did not take any of his mce. And as a fugitive, | think he' d
find it difficult to get them”

“l suppose you could give ne a list of suppliers,” said

t he detective.



“Absol utely,” answered Dr. Morrison.

In the background the phone rang. Cathryn had no idea why
she junped but she did. Ellen answered it and called out for
Detective O Sullivan.

“This nust be a very difficult tinme for you,” said Dr.
| banez to Cat hryn.

“You have no idea,” agreed Cathryn.
“I'f we can help in any way,” said Dr. Morrison.
Cathryn tried to smle.

Patrick O Sullivan cane back. “Wll, we’'ve found his car.
He left it in a parking lot in Harvard Square.”

As Cathryn drove along Interstate 301 she felt

I ncreasi ngly unhappy. The reaction surprised her because one
of the reasons she’d wanted to go hone, besides being cl ose
to the phone in case Charles called, was to lift her spirits.
She appreciated her nother's efforts to help, but she al so
resented G na’s disapproving conments about Charles and her
sel f-righteous attitude. Havi ng been abandoned herself, G na
had a |ow regard for nen in general, particularly
nonreligious nmen |ike Charles. She’'d never been

whol eheartedly behind Cathryn’s marriage, and she let Cathryn
know how she felt.

So Cathryn had | ooked forward to getting back to her own
home al t hough she realized it would no | onger be the happy
refuge she knew. Com ng upon their property, Cathryn took her
foot off the accelerator and braked. The first thing she saw
was the mail box. It had been knocked over and crushed. She
started up the drive, noving between the rows of trees which
in the sutmmer formed a |long gallery of shade. Through the
now naked branches Cathryn could see the house, stark white
agai nst the dark shadow of evergreens behind the barn.

Pulling the station wagon to a point opposite the back



porch, Cathryn turned off the ignition. As she |ooked at the
house she thought how cruel life could be. It seened that one
epi sode could initiate a chain reaction |ike a series of

dom noes standi ng on end, each inevitably knocking over the
next. As Cathryn got out of the car, she noticed the door to
t he pl ayhouse was swinging in the wnd, repeatedly thunping
agai nst the outside shingles. Looking nore closely, she could
see that nost of the small panes of glass in the mullioned

wi ndows had been broken. Retrieving her keys, she wal ked

t hrough the snow to the back door, turned her key, and
stepped into the kitchen.

Cat hryn screaned. There was a sudden novenent, and a
figure canme from behind the door and | unged at her.

In the next instant, she was pushed up agai nst the kitchen
wal | . The door crashed shut with a concussi on that nade the
old franmne house shudder.

Cathryn’s screamfaltered and trailed off in her throat.

It was Charl es! Speechless, she watched while he frantically
ran from w ndow to w ndow, |ooking outside. In his right hand
he held his old twel ve-gauge shotgun. Cathryn noticed the

wi ndows had been crudely boarded up and Charles had to peer
out between the cracks.

Bef ore she could recover her equilibrium Charles grabbed
her arm and forced her rapidly out of the kitchen, stunbling
down the short hall into the living room Then he |et go of
her and again ran fromw ndow to wi ndow, | ooking out.

Cat hryn was paral yzed by surprise and fear. Wen he
finally turned back to her, she saw he was exhaust ed.

“Are you al one?” he denmanded.

“Yes,” said Cathryn, afraid to say anything el se.

“Thank God,” said Charles. H's tense face visibly rel axed.
“What are you doi ng here?” asked Cathryn.

“This is ny home,” said Charles, taking a deep breath and
letting it out through pursed |ips.



“l don’t understand,” said Cathryn. “I thought you' d taken
M chelle and run away. They’'ll find you here!”

For the first time Cathryn took her eyes off Charles. She
noticed the living roomhad been totally changed. The

gl eam ng, high-tech instruments fromthe Wi nburger were

grouped around the wall. In the mddle of the room in a

makeshi ft hospital bed, Mchelle slept.

“Mchelle,” cried Cathryn, running over and grasping the
child s hand. Charles canme up behind her.

M chell e’ s eyes opened and for an instant there was a
flicker of recognition, then the lids closed. Cathryn turned
to Charl es.

“Charl es, what in heaven’s nane are you doi ng?”

“1"1l tell you in a nonent,” said Charles, adjusting
Mchelle s intravenous flow. He took Cathryn’s arm and urged
her to follow himback to the kitchen.

“Cof f ee?” he asked.

Cat hryn shook her head, keeping her eyes riveted on

Charl es as he poured hinself a cup. Then he sat down opposite
Cat hryn.

“First I want to say sonething,” began Charles, | ooking
directly at Cathryn. “1’ve had a chance to think and | now
understand the position you were in at the hospital. |I'm
sorry nmy own indecision about Mchelle' s treatnment was

I nadvertently taken out on you. And I, nore than a | ayman,
know how doctors can bully patients and their famlies to get
their own way. Anyway, | understand what happened in the
guardi anship situation. | understand there was no one at
fault and there was no nal evol ence on anyone’'s part, |east of
all yours. I"'msorry that | reacted as | did, but |I couldn’t
help it. | hope you Il forgive ne. | know that you were
trying to do what was best for Mchelle.”

Cathryn didn’'t nove. She wanted to rush to Charles and
t hrow her arns around hi m because all at once he sounded so



normal , but she couldn’t nove. So much had happened and there
were still unanswered questi ons.

Charl es picked up his coffee cup. H's hand shook so nuch
he had to use his left hand to steady it.

“Deci di ng what was best for Mchelle was a very difficult
problem” continued Charles. “Like you, | hoped that orthodox
nmedi ci ne could give her nore tine. But it got to the point
where | knew that they were failing and | had to do
sonet hi ng.”

Cathryn coul d sense Charles’s sincerity. Wiat she coul dn’t
decide was his rationality. Had he cracked under the strain
as everyone suggested? Cathryn realized that she wasn’t

equi pped to deci de.

“All the doctors agreed that the nedicines were her only
chance to get a remssion,” said Cathryn, feeling defensive
about her actions. “Dr. Keitzman assured ne that it was her
only chance.”

“And |’ m sure he believed what he said.”

“1t’s not true?”

“OFf course she has to get a rem ssion,” agreed Charl es.

“But their chenotherapy, even in the experinentally high
doses, was not touching her |eukemc cells. At the sane tine
they were destroying normal cells, particularly her own

| mmune system”

Cathryn wasn’t sure she fully understood what Charl es was
saying but at least it sounded consistent. It didn’t sound

|l i ke the product of a deranged m nd.

“And | feel,” continued Charles, “that if she has a
chance, she has to have an intact immune system”

“You nmean you have anot her treatnent?” asked Cathryn.
Charles sighed. “lI think so. | hope so!”

“But all the other doctors agreed that chenotherapy was



the only way.”

“OF course,” said Charles. “Just like a surgeon believes

in surgery. People are biased by what they know. It’'s human.
But cancer research has been ny life for the last nine years,
and | think there’s a chance | can do sonething.” Charles
paused.

Qobvi ously he believed what he was saying, but was it based
on reality or on delusion? Cathryn wanted desperately to
bel i eve al so, but under the circunstances, it was difficult.
“Do you nean there’s a chance you can cure her?”

“l don’t want to get your hopes up too high,” said
Charles, “but | think there is a chance. Maybe small, but a
chance. And, nore inportant, ny treatnent won’t hurt her.”

“Have you been able to cure any of your |aboratory animals
t hat had cancer?” asked Cat hryn.

“No | haven't,” admtted Charles, but then he added

qui ckly, “1 know that makes it sound unrealistic, but | think
| didn’'t have luck wth the animls because | was working so
slowy and carefully. The purpose there was pure research.

But | was just about to try a new technique to use healthy
mce as an internediary to cure the di seased mce.”

“But you don’t have any animals here,” said Cathryn,
remenbering Detective O Sullivan's guestions.

“Not true,” said Charles. “I have one | arge experi nental
ani mal . Me!”

Cathryn swal l owed. For the first nonent in the
conversation a red flag went up, questioning Charles’s state
of m nd.

“That idea surprises you,” he said. “Well, it shouldn’t.

In the past nobst great nedical researchers used thensel ves as
experi nmental subjects. Anyway, let ne try to explain to you
what | amdoing. First of all ny research has advanced to the
poi nt where |I can take a cancerous cell from an organi sm and
I solate a protein, or what is called an antigen, on its
surface, which nmakes that cell different fromall the other



cells. That, initself, is a maor advance. My problemthen
was getting the organisms i mune systemto react to the
protein and therefore rid itself of the abnormal cancerous
cells. This, | believe, is what happens in normal organi sns.

| think cancer is a fairly frequent occurrence but that the
body’ s i mune system takes care of it. Wen the i nmune system
fails, that’s when a particul ar cancer takes root and grows.
Do you understand so far?”

Cat hryn nodded.

“When | tried to get the cancerous aninmals to respond to

the isolated protein, | couldn't. | think there is sone kind
of bl ocking mechanismand that’'s where | was when Mchelle
got sick. But then | got the idea to inject the isolated
surface antigen into well aninmals to nake themimmne to it.
| didn't have tinme to carry out the tests but I'mcertain it
woul d be easy because the well animal will recognize the
antigen as being very foreign to itself whereas in the sick
animal the antigen is only slightly different fromits normal
proteins.”

Cathryn’s conprehension faltered, though she tried to
smle.

Charl es inpulsively reached across the table and grasped
Cathryn’s shoulders. “Cathryn, try to understand. | want you
to believe in what I’mdoing. | need you to help ne.”

Cathryn felt sonme inner bond | oosen and fall. Charles was
her husband and the fact that he needed her and admtted it
was a trenendous i ncentive.

“Do you renenber that horses were used to nake di phtheria
anti serunf?” asked Charl es.

“1 think so,” said Cathryn

“What |’ mexplaining to you is sonmething like that. Wat
|”ve done is to isolate the surface antigen of Mchelle's
| eukem c cells that nmakes themdifferent from her nornal

cells, and |I’'ve been injecting the antigen into nyself.”

“So you becone allergic to Mchelle's | eukem c cells?”



asked Cathryn, struggling to conprehend.
“Exactly,” said Charles with excitenent.

“Then you’ Il inject your antibodies into Mchelle?” asked
Cat hryn.

“No,” said Charles. “Her imune system woul dn’t accept ny

anti bodi es. But luckily nodern i mmunol ogy has found a way to
transfer what they call cellular imunity or sensitivity from
one organismto another. Once ny T-lynphocytes are sensitized
to Mchelle's leukemic antigen, | wll isolate fromny white
cells what is called a transfer factor and inject that into
Mchelle. Hopefully that will stinulate her own i mmune system
to sensitize against her |leukemic cells. In that way she’ll

be able to elimnate her existing | eukem c cells and any new
ones that evolve.”

“So she’d be cured?” said Cathryn.
“So she’d be cured,” repeated Charl es.

Cathryn was not sure she understood everything Charles had
said, but his plan certainly seened sound. It didn’t seem
possi bl e that he could have figured it out if he were in the
m dst of a nervous breakdown. She realized that fromhis
poi nt of view, everything he’d done had been rational.

“How long will all this take?” asked Cathryn.

“I don’t know for sure it will even work,” said Charl es.
“But fromthe way ny body is reacting to the antigen, |1
know in a couple of days. That’s why |’ve boarded up the
house. |I'’mprepared to fight any attenpts to have Mchelle
taken back to the hospital.”

Cat hryn gl anced around the kitchen, noting again the

boar ded wi ndows. Turning back to Charles, she said: “l guess
you know t he Boston police are |ooking for you. They think
you ve fled to Mexico to get Laetrile.”

Charl es | aughed. “That’'s absurd. And they can’'t be | ooking
for me too hard because our |ocal police know very well that
|"mhere. Did you notice the mail box and the playhouse?”



“l saw that the mail box was crushed and the w ndows were
broken in the playhouse.”

“That’s all thanks to our local authorities. Last night a
group canme up from Recycle, Ltd. bent on vandalism | called
the police and thought they'd never showed up until | noticed
one of the squad cars parked down the road. Cbviously they
condoned the whol e thing.”

“Why?” asked Cat hryn, aghast.

“l retained a young aggressive | awer and apparently he’s
successfully giving Recycle sone trouble. | think they
believe they can frighten ne into calling himoff.”

“My God!” exclainmed Cathryn, beginning to appreciate the
extent of Charles’ s isolation.

“Where are the boys?” asked Charl es.

“Chuck’s at Mdther’s. Jean Paul is in Shaftesbury, staying
with a friend.”

“Good,” said Charles. “Things m ght get rough around
here.”

Husband and wife, both at the [imts of their enotional
reserves, stared at each other across the kitchen table. A
surge of |ove swept over them They stood up and fell into
each other’s arns, holding on desperately as if they were
afraid sonething would force themapart. They both knew
not hi ng was resol ved, but the reaffirmation of their |ove
gave them new strength.

“Please trust ne, and |love ne,” said Charles.
“l love you,” said Cathryn, feeling tears on her cheek.
“That’ s never been a problem The issue has only been

Mchelle.”

“Then trust that | have only her best interests at heart,”
said Charles. “You know how nmuch | |ove her.”



Cathryn pulled away to ook up into Charles’ s face.
“Everyone thinks you ve had a nervous breakdown. | didn’'t
know what to think, particularly with your carrying on about
Recycl e when the real issue was Mchelle's treatnent.”

“Recycl e just gave ne sonething to do. The nost

frustrating part of Mchelle s illness was that | couldn’'t do
anyt hi ng, which is what happened with Elizabeth. Back then
all | could do was watch her die, and it seened as if it was
going to be the sanme situation with Mchelle. | needed

sonmet hing to focus on, and Recycl e gal vani zed ny need for
action. But ny anger about what they' re doing is real enough,
as well as ny conmtnent to get themto stop. But obviously
ny mininterest is Mchelle, otherwse | wouldn't be here
now. ”

Cathryn felt as if she’d been freed from an enornous
wei ght. She was now certain that Charles had never | ost
contact with reality.

“What about M chelle’ s condition?” asked Cathryn.

“Not good,” admitted Charles. “She’'s a terribly sick

child. It’s amazi ng how aggressive her disease is. |’'ve given
her norphi ne because she’s had awful stomach cranps.” Charles
enbraced Cathryn again and averted his face.

“She had sone while | was with her, too,” said Cathryn.
She could feel Charles trenble as he fought back his tears.
Cathryn held himas tightly as she coul d.

They stood together for another five mnutes. There were

no words but the comrunication was total. Finally Charles
pul | ed away. When he turned back she saw that his eyes were
red, his expression serious.

“I"’mglad we had the opportunity to talk,” said Charles.

“But | don’t think you should stay here. Wthout doubt there
will be trouble. It’s not that | don't want you to be with
nme; in fact, selfishly I'd like you to stay. But | know it
woul d be better if you got Jean Paul and went back to your
not her’s.” Charles nodded his head as if he were convincing
hi msel f.



“l want you to be selfish,” said Cathryn. She experienced
a new sense of confidence that she could be a wife. “My place

is here. Jean Paul and Chuck will be all right.”
“But Cathryn . . .7
“No buts,” said Cathryn. “I’mstaying and I’ m hel ping.”

Charles examned his wife's face. She | ooked positively
defi ant.

“And if you think,” she continued with a vehenence that he
had never seen, “that you can get rid of ne now that you ve
convinced nme what you're doing is right, you are crazy!
You' |l have to throw nme out bodily.”

“All right, all right,” said Charles with a smle. “I
won’t throw you out. But we could be in for a rough tine.”

“It’s as much ny responsibility as yours,” said Cathryn
wWith conviction. “This is a famly affair and |’ m part of
this famly. W both recognized that when we deci ded to get
married. I'’mnot here just to share the happiness.”

Charl es experienced a m xture of enotions, but the primary
one was pride. He had been guilty of not giving Cathryn the
credit she deserved. She was right; Charles had tried
whenever it was possible to shield her fromthe negative
aspects of their life, and that was wong. He shoul d have
been nore open, nore trusting. Cathryn was his wife, not his
chi | d.

“I'f you want to stay, please do,” he said.
“I want to stay,” said Cathryn sinply.

Charl es kissed her gently on the |Iips. Then he stepped
back to |l ook at her wwth an admring eye.

“You really can help,” he said, checking his watch. “It’s
al nost tine to give nyself another dose of Mchelle's
antigen. I'Il explain what you can do to help after | get it

prepared. Okay?”



Cat hryn nodded and | et Charles squeeze her hand before he
wal ked back to the living room

Hol ding on to the back of one of the kitchen chairs,

Cathryn felt a little dizzy. Everything that had happened in
the | ast several days was unexpected. There had never been a
nmoment that she’d thought Charles woul d have taken M chelle
to their hone. She wondered if there were sonme way to cancel

t he guardi anshi p proceedi ngs and elim nate one of the reasons
Charl es was bei ng sought by the police.

Pi cki ng up the phone, she dialed her nother. Wile she

wai ted for the connection, she realized that if she told her
not her that Charles was there it would precipitate an
argunent, so she decided to say not hing.

G na answered on the second ring. Cathryn kept the
conversation light, not mentioning her visit to the

Wei nburger or the fact that Charles was suspected of grand
| arceny. When there was a pause, she cleared her throat and
said: “Provided you don’'t mnd seeing that Chuck gets sone

di nner and gets off to school in the norning, | think Il
spend the night here. | want to be available in case Charles
calls.”

“Honey, don't feel that you have to sit around and wait

for that man. | tell you, he’'ll call here if there’ s no
answer at your house. Besides, |’ve been planning on having a
wonder ful dinner tonight. Try and guess what |’ m making.”

Cathryn | et out her breath in a quiet sigh. It never
failed to amaze her that her nother always believed that a
good neal could fix everything.

“Mother, | don’t want to guess what you are having for
dinner. | want to stay here tonight in ny own hone.”

Cathryn could tell she’'d hurt her nother’s feelings, but
under the circunstances she didn't feel she had much choi ce.
As quickly as she could without seenming to be rude, Cathryn
hung up.

Thi nki ng of food, Cathryn checked the refrigerator. Except
for being low on mlk and eggs, they were reasonably well



st ocked, especially with the ol d-fashioned root cellar in the
basenent. C osing the refrigerator, Cathryn | ooked around her
boar ded-up kitchen, marveling at being a prisoner in her own

house.

She wondered about Charles’'s treatnent for Mchelle. She
acknow edged that she didn’'t understand its details, but it
sounded good. At the sane tinme, she recognized that if she
were with Dr. Keitzman, she’d probably believe what he sai d.
Medi ci ne was too conplicated for her to feel confident enough
to question the experts. As a |ay person she was put in an

| mpossi bl e situati on when the doctors disagreed.

When she went into the living room Charles was hol ding a
syringe with its needle up, tapping it with his index finger
to get rid of air bubbles. Quietly she took a seat and

wat ched. M chelle was still sleeping, her thin hair splayed
out on the white pillow Through the boards on the w ndows,
Cathryn could see it was snowi ng again. In the basenent, she
could hear the oil burner kick on.

“Now | "mgoing to inject this into ny armvein,” said

Charles, looking for a tourniquet. “l don’t suppose you d be
willing to do it for ne.”
Cathryn felt her nmouth go dry. “I can try,” she said

reluctantly. In truth she wanted no part of the syringe. Even
| ooking at it made her feel faint.

“Wul d you?” asked Charles. “Unless you re an addict, it’'s
harder than hell to stick yourself in a vein. Also | want to
tell you howto give ne epinephrine if | need it. Wth the
first intravenous dose of Mchelle’ s antigen, | devel oped
some anaphyl axi s, meaning an allergic reaction which nakes
breathing difficult.”

“Ch, CGod,” said Cathryn to herself. Then to Charles she
said: “lsn’'t there another way to take the antigen, |ike
eating it?”

Charl es shook his head. “I tried that but stomach acid
breaks it down. | even tried sniffing a powdered formlike
cocai ne, but the nucous nenbrane in ny nose swell ed
unbelievably. Since I’'min a hurry | decided |I'd have to



mainline it. The problemis that ny body’s first response has

been to develop a sinple allergy, what they call imediate
hypersensitivity. |I’ve tried to cut down on that effect by
altering the protein slightly. I want del ayed

hypersensitivity, not inmmediate.”

Cat hryn nodded as if she understood, but she’'d

conpr ehended not hi ng except the cold feel of the syringe. She
held it with her fingertips as if she expected it to injure
her. Charles brought a chair over and placed it in front of
hers. On a counter top within reach he put tw smaller

syri nges.

“These other syringes are the epinephrine. |f | suddenly

go red as a beet and can’t breathe, just jam one of these
into any nuscle and inject. If there’'s no response in thirty
seconds, use the next one.”

Cathryn felt a strange terror. But Charles seened blithely
unconcerned. He unbuttoned his sleeve and rolled it up above
his el bow. Using his teeth to hold one end of the tourniquet,
Charl es applied the rubber tubing to his own upper arm

Qui ckly his veins engorged and stood out.

“Take off the plastic cover,” instructed Charles, “then
just put the needle into the vein.”

Wth visibly trenbling hands, Cathryn got the cover off

the needle. Its sharp point glistened in the Iight. Charles
tore open an alcohol pad with his right hand, holding the
packet in his teeth. Vigorously he swabbed the area.

“Ckay, do your stuff,” said Charles |ooking away.

Cathryn took a breath. Now she knew why she’ d never

consi dered nedicine as a career. Trying to hold the syringe
steady she put the needle on Charles’s skin and gently
pushed. The skin nerely indented.

“You have to give it a shove,” said Charles, still 1ooking
away.

Cathryn gave the syringe a little push. It indented
Charles’s skin a little nore.



Charl es | ooked down at his arm Reaching around wth his
free hand he gave the needl e a sudden forceful lunge and it
broke through the skin, inpaling the vein.

“Perfect,” he said. “Now draw back on the plunger w thout
di sturbing the tip.”

Cathryn did as Charl es asked and sone bright red bl ood
swi shed into the syringe.

“Bull’ s-eye,” said Charles, as he took off his tourniquet.
“Now slowy inject.”

Cat hryn pushed the plunger. It noved easily. Wen it was
slightly nore than hal fway, her finger slipped. The needle
dove into Charles nore deeply as the plunger conpleted its
novenent. A small egg rapidly appeared on his arm

“That’s okay,” said Charles. “Not bad for your first tine.
Now pul | it out.”

Cathryn pulled the needl e out and Charl es sl apped a piece
of gauze over the site.

“I"’msorry,” said Cathryn, terrified that she’'d hurt him

“No problem Maybe putting sone of the antigen

subcut aneously will help. Wio knows?” Suddenly his face began
to get red. He shivered. “Dam,” he managed. Cathryn could
hear his voice had changed. It was nuch higher.

“Epi nephrine,” he said with sone difficulty.

She grabbed for one of the smaller syringes. In her haste

to renove the plastic cover she bent the needl e. She grabbed
for the other one. Charles, who was now bl otching with hives,
pointed to his |eft upper arm Hol ding her breath, Cathryn
jammed the needle into the nuscle. This tinme she used anple
force. She pressed the plunger and pulled it out. Quickly she
di scarded the used syringe, and picked up the first one,
trying to straighten the bent needle. She was about to give
it to Charles when he held up his hand.

“I't’s okay,” he managed, his voice still abnormal. “I can



al ready feel the reaction subsiding. Wew Good thing you
were here.”

Cat hryn put down the syringe. |If she thought she was
trenbling before, now she was shaking. For Cathryn, using a
needl e on Charles had been the suprene test.

FOURTEEN

By nine-thirty they were settling in for the night.

Earlier Cathryn had prepared sonme food while Charles worked
in the makeshift |ab. He'd taken a sanple of his bl ood,
separated the cells, and isolated sone T-1ynphocytes with the
aid of sheep erythrocytes. Then he’d incubated the

T-1 ynphocytes with sonme of his m crophages and M chelle’s

| eukemi c cells. Wiile they had dinner he told Cathryn that
there still was no sign of a delayed, cell-nediated
hypersensitivity. He told her that in twenty-four hours, he'd
have to give hinself another chall enge dose of Mchelle’s
anti gen.

M chel | e had awakened from her norphine-i nduced sl eep and
was overjoyed to see Cathryn. She’d not renenbered seeing her
stepnot her arrive. Feeling sonmewhat better, she had even
eaten sonme solid food.

“She seens better,” whispered Cathryn as they carried the
di shes back to the kitchen.

“It’s nore apparent than real,” said Charles. “Her system
Is just recovering fromthe other nedicines.”

Charles had built a fire and brought their king-sized
mattress down to the living room He had wanted to be cl ose
to Mchelle in case she needed him

Once Cathryn lay down, she felt a trenendous fati gue.
Believing that Mchelle was as confortable and content as
possi bl e, Cathryn allowed herself to relax for the first tine
in two days. As the wind bl ew snow agai nst the front w ndows,
she held on to Charles and | et sleep overwhel m her.

Hearing the crash and tinkle of glass, Cathryn sat up by
pure reflex, unsure what the noi se had been. Charles, who had
been awake, reacted nore deliberately, rolling off the



mattress onto the floor and standing up. As he did so he
hefted his shotgun and rel eased the safety catch.

“What was that?” denmanded Cat hryn, her heart poundi ng.

“Visitors,” said Charles. “Probably our friends from
Recycl e.”

Somret hi ng t hudded up agai nst the front of the house, then
fell with a thunp on the porch fl oor.

“Rocks,” said Charles, noving over to the |light switch and
pl ungi ng the roominto darkness. Mchelle murnured and

Cat hryn nade her way over to the child s side to confort her.

“Just as | thought,” said Charles, peering between the
wi ndow boards.

Cat hryn came up behi nd himand | ooked over his shoul der.
Standing in their driveway about a hundred feet fromthe
house was a group of nen carrying makeshift torches. Down on
the road were a couple of cars haphazardly parked.

“They’ re drunk,” said Charles.

“What are we going to do?” whispered Cathryn.

“Nothing,” said Charles. “Unless they try to get inside or
come too close with those torches.”

“Coul d you shoot soneone?” asked Cathryn.
“I don’t know,” said Charles, “I really don't know.”

“I"’'mgoing to call the police,” said Cathryn.

“Don’t bother,” said Charles. “I’msure they know about
this.”
“I"'mstill going to try,” returned Cathryn.

She left himby the wi ndow and made her way back to the
ki tchen where she dialed the operator and asked to be
connected to the Shaftesbury police. The phone rang ei ght



times before a tired voice answered. He identified hinself as
Berni e Crawford.

Cathryn reported that their house was being attacked by a
group of drunks and that they needed i medi at e assi st ance.

“Just a mnute,” said Bernie.

Cat hryn coul d hear a drawer open and Bernie funbled around
for sonet hing.

“Just a mnute. | gotta find a pencil,” said Bernie,
| eaving the line again before Cathryn could tal k. Qutside she
heard a yell, and Charles cane scurrying into the kitchen,

going up to the window on the north side facing the pond.

“Ckay,” said Bernie comng back on the line. “What’s the
addr ess?”

Cat hryn qui ckly gave the address.
“Zip code?” asked Bernie.
“Zip code?” questioned Cathryn. “We need help right now”

“Lady, paperwork is paperwork. | gotta fill out a form
before | dispatch a car.”

Cat hryn gave a zip code.

“How many guys in the group?”

“I"’'mnot sure. Half a dozen.”

Cathryn coul d hear the man witi ng.

“Are they kids?” asked Bernie.

“Cathryn!” yelled Charles. “lI need you to watch out the
front. They’'re torching the playhouse but it nay be just a

di versi on. Sonebody has got to watch the front door.”

“Listen,” shouted Cathryn into the phone. “lI can’'t talk.
Just send a car.” She slamed down the phone and ran back



into the living room Fromthe small w ndow next to the
fireplace she could see the flickering glow fromthe

pl ayhouse. She turned her attention to the front | awn. The
group with the torches was gone but she could see soneone
lifting sonething out of the trunk of one of the cars. In the
darkness, it looked like a pail. “On, God, don't let it be
gasoline,” said Cathryn.

From the back of the house Cathryn coul d hear gl ass
breaki ng. “Are you all right?” she call ed.

“I"'mall right. The bastards are breaking the w ndows to
your car.”

Cat hryn heard Charles unl ock the rear door. Then she heard
t he boom of his shotgun. The sound reverberated through the
house. Then the door sl anmmed shut.

“What happened?” yell ed Cathryn.

Charl es canme back into the living room “lI shot into the
air. | suppose it’s the only thing they respect. They ran
around this way.”

Cat hryn | ooked back out. The group had reassenbl ed around
the man comng fromthe car. In the light of the torches,
Cathryn coul d see that he was carrying a gallon can. He knelt
down, apparently opening it.

“Looks like paint,” said Cathryn.
“That’s what it is,” said Charles.

Wil e they watched the group began to chant “Comuni st”

over and over. The man with the paint can approached the
house seem ngly building up the courage of the rest of the
group. As they got closer, Cathryn could see that the nen
were carrying an assortnent of clubs. The chanting got
progressively |l ouder. Charles recognized Wally Crabb and the
man who had punched him

The group stopped about fifty feet fromthe house. The nman
with the paint kept wal king as the others egged hi mon.
Charles pulled away fromthe wi ndow, maki ng her stand behind



him He had a clear view of the door, and he slipped his
finger around the trigger.

They heard the footsteps stop and then the sound of a
pai nt brush against the shingles. After five mnutes there was
a final sound of paint splashing up against the front door,
followed by the clatter of the can hitting the front porch.

Rushi ng back to the wi ndow, Charles could see that the nen
were yelling and whooping with laughter. Slowy they wal ked
back down the drive pushing and shoving each other into the
snow. At the base of the driveway and after severa

voci ferous argunents, the nmen clinbed into the two cars. Wth
horns blaring they drove off into the night, heading north on
Interstate 301 toward Shaftesbury.

As abruptly as it had been broken, the wintry silence
returned. Charles |let out a |ong breath. He put down the
shotgun and took Cathryn’s hands in his. “Now that you ve
seen how unpleasant it is, perhaps it would be better for you
to go back to your nother’s until this is over.”

“No way,” said Cathryn, shaking her head. Then she broke
away to tend to Mchelle.

Fifteen mnutes |later the Shaftesbury police cruiser

skidded up the driveway and canme to a sudden stop behind the
station wagon. Frank Neilson hurried fromthe front seat as
I f he were responding to an energency.

“You can just get right back inside your car, you
son-of -a-bitch,” said Charles, who had cone out on the front
por ch.

Frank, standing defiantly with his hands on his hips and
his feet spread apart, just shrugged. “Well, if you don’'t
need ne.”

“Just get the fuck off ny land,” snarled Charl es.

“Strange people this side of town,” said Frank loudly to
his deputy as he got back into the car.



Morning crept over the frozen countryside, inhibited by a
pew er - col ored bl anket of high clouds. Charles and Cat hryn
had taken turns standing watch, but the vandals had not
returned. As dawn arrived Charles felt confident enough to
return to the bed in front of the fireplace and slip in next
to Cathryn.

M chell e had i nproved consi derably and, although she was
still extrenely weak, she could sit up, courageously managi ng
to smle when Charles pretended to be a waiter bringing in
her breakfast.

Wil e he drew sone of his blood and again tested his

T-1 ynphocytes for signs of delayed hypersensitivity to
Mchelle s leukemic cells, Cathryn tried to make their
topsy-turvy house nore |ivable. Between Charles’s equi pnent
and reagents, Mchelle' s bed, and the king-sized mattress,
the living roomwas |ike a nmaze. There was little Cathryn
could do there, but the kitchen soon responded to her
efforts.

“No sign of any appropriate reaction with ny |ynphocytes,”
said Charles, comng in for sone nore coffee. “You' re going
to have to give ne another dose of Mchelle's antigen |ater
t oday.”

“Sure,” said Cathryn, trying to buoy both her own and
Charl es’s confidence. She wasn’'t sure she could do it again.
The t hought al one gave her goosefl esh.

“l must think of sonme way to nmake us nore secure here,”

said Charles. “I don’t know what | would have done if those
men | ast night had been drunk enough to stormthe back door.’

“Vandal s are one thing,” said Cathryn. “Wat if the police
come, wanting to arrest you?”

Charl es turned back to Cathryn.

“Until | finish with what |’ mdoing, | have to keep
everybody out of the house.”

“I think it's just a matter of tinme before the police



cone,” said Cathryn. “And I"'mafraid it will be a lot nore
difficult to keep themout. Just by resisting, you Il be
breaking the law, and they m ght feel obligated to use
force.”

“I don’t think so,” said Charles. “There’'s too nuch for
themto |lose and very little to gain.”

“The stimulus could be Mchelle, thinking they need to
reconmence her treatnent.”

Charl es nodded slowy. “You m ght be right, but even if
you are, there’'s nothing else to be done.”

“I think there is,” said Cathryn. “Maybe | can stop the
police fromlooking for you. | net the detective who's
handl i ng the case. Perhaps | should go see himand tell him
that | don't want to press charges. |If there are no charges,
then they would stop | ooking for you.”

Charles took a large gulp of coffee. What Cathryn said

made sense. He knew that if the police cane in force, they
could get himout of the house. That was one of the reasons
he’ d boarded up the wi ndows so carefully; afraid of tear gas
or the like. But he thought they probably woul d have ot her
means whi ch he hadn’'t wanted to consider. Cathryn was right;
the police would be real trouble.

“All right,” said Charles, “but you Il have to use the
rental van in the garage. | don't think the station wagon has
any wi ndshield.”

Putting on their coats, they wal ked hand i n hand through

the inch of new snow to the | ocked barn. They both saw t he
charred remains of the playhouse at the pond’ s edge and both
avoi ded nentioning it. The still-snoldering ashes were too
sharp a rem nder of the terror of the previous night.

As Cat hryn backed the van out of the garage, she felt a
reluctance to leave. Wth Mchelle ostensibly feeling better
and despite the vandals, Cathryn had enjoyed her newy found
cl oseness with Charles. Wth sone difficulty, since driving a
| arge van was a new experience, Cathryn got the vehicle
turned around. She waved good-bye to Charles and drove slowy



down their slippery driveway.

Reaching the foot of the hill, she turned to | ook back at

the house. In the steely light, it | ooked abandoned anong the
| eafl ess trees. Across the front of the house, the word
“Communi st” was painted in careless, large block letters. The
rest of the red paint had been splashed on the front door,
and the way it had splattered and ran off the porch nade it

| ook |ike bl ood.

Driving directly to the Boston Police Headquarters on

Ber kel ey Street, Cathryn rehearsed what she was going to say
to Patrick O Sullivan. Deciding that brevity was the best
approach, she was confident that she’d be in and out in a
matter of m nutes.

She had a great deal of trouble finding a parking spot and
ended up leaving the van in an illegal yellow zone. Taking
the elevator to the sixth floor, she found O Sullivan's
office without difficulty. The detective got up as she
entered and cane around his desk. He was dressed in exactly
the same outfit as he’'d had on twenty-four hours earlier when
she’d met him Even the shirt was the sanme because she
remenbered a coffee stain just to the right of his dark blue
pol yester tie. It was hard for Cathryn to inmagine that this
seem ngly gentle man could nuster the violence he obviously
needed on occasion for his job.

“Wul d you like to sit down?” asked Patrick. “Can | take
your coat?”

“That’ s okay, thank you,” said Cathryn. “I’I|l only take a
nonment of your tine.”

The detective's office |ooked like the set for a TV

mel odrama. There were the obligatory stern photos of sone of
the police hierarchy on the chi pped and peeling walls. There
was al so a cork bulletin board filled with an assortnent of
want ed posters and phot ographs. The detective’s desk was
awash with papers, envel opes, soup cans full of pencils, an
old typewiter, and a picture of a chubby redheaded woman
with five redheaded little girls.

O Sullivan tipped back in his chair, his fingers |inked



over his stomach. H's expression was entirely blank. Cathryn
reali zed she had no idea what the man was t hi nking.

“Well,” she said uneasily, her confidence waning. “The
reason | cane is to tell you that I'’mnot interested in
pressi ng charges agai nst nmy husband.”

Detective O Sullivan’s face did not alter in the slightest
detail .

Cathryn | ooked away for a nonent. Already the neeting was
not goi ng according to plan. She continued: “In other words,
| don’t want guardianship of the child.”

The detective remai ned unresponsi ve, augnenting Cathryn’s
anxi ety.

“I't’s not that | don't care,” added Cathryn quickly. “It’s
just that nmy husband is the biological parent, and he is an
MD., so |l think he’s in the best position to determne the
kind of treatnment the child should receive.”

“Where is your husband?” asked O Sullivan.

Cat hryn blinked. The detective s question made it sound as

i f he hadn’t been listening to her at all. Then she realized
she shoul dn’t have paused. “l don’t know,” said Cathryn,
feeling she sounded | ess than convi nci ng.

Abruptly O Sullivan tipped forward in his chair, bringing

his arms down on the top of his desk. “Ms. Martel, | think
|"d better informyou of something. Even though you initiated
the | egal proceedi ngs, you cannot unilaterally stop them
before the hearing. The judge who granted you energency
tenporary guardi anship al so appointed a guardian ad litim by
t he name of Robert Taber. How does M. Taber feel about
pressi ng charges agai nst your husband in order to get
Mchelle Martel back into the hospital ?”

“I don’t know,” said Cathryn neekly, confused at this
conpl i cati on.

“I had been |l ed to believe,” continued Detective
O Sullivan, “that the child' s |ife was at stake unl ess she



got very specific treatnent as soon as possible.”
Cathryn didn’'t say anyt hing.

“It’s apparent to nme that you have been talking with your
husband. ”

“I”ve spoken wwth him” admtted Cathryn, “and the child
is doing all right.”

“What about the nedical treatnent?”

“My husband is a physician,” said Cathryn, as if stating
Charles’s qualifications answered the detective s question.

“That may be, Ms. Martel, but the court will only agree
to accepted treatnent.”

Cat hryn marshal ed her courage and stood up. “I think I
shoul d go.”

“Per haps you should tell us where your husband is, Ms.
Martel .”

“1’d rather not say,” said Cathryn, abandoning any
pretense of ignorance.

“You do renmenber we have a warrant for his arrest. The
authorities at the Winburger Institute are very eager to

press charges.”

“They’ || get every piece of their equi pnment back,” said
Cat hryn.

“You shoul d not allow yourself to beconme an accessory to
the crine,” said Patrick O Sullivan.

“Thank you for your tinme,” said Cathryn as she turned for
t he door.

“We al ready know where Charles is,” called Detective
O Sul i van.

Cat hryn stopped and turned back to the detective.



“Way don’t you cone back and sit down.”

For a nmonent Cathryn didn’t nove. At first she was going
to | eave, but then she realized she’d better find out what
they knew and nore inportantly, what they planned to do.
Rel uctantly, she returned to her seat.

“l should explain something else to you,” said O Sullivan.
“We didn’'t put out the warrant for your husband’s arrest on
the NCIC teletype until this norning. My feeling was that
this was not a usual case, and despite what the people at the
Wei nburger said, | didn't think your husband stol e the

equi pnent. | thought he’'d taken it, but not stolen it. Wat |
hoped was that sonmehow the case would solve itself. | nean

| i ke your husband woul d call sonebody and say ‘I’msorry,
here’s all the equi pnment and here's the kid; | got carried
away . " and so forth. If that happened | think we could
have avoi ded any indictnents. But then we got pressure from
t he Wei nburger and al so the hospital. So your husband’s
warrant went out over the wires this norning and we heard
back i mredi ately. The Shaftesbury police phoned to say that
they knew Charles Martel was in his house and that they'd be
happy to go out and apprehend him So | said . . .~

“Oh God, no!” exclainmed Cathryn, her face bl anching.
Detective O Sullivan paused in md-sentence, watching
Cathryn. “Are you all right, Ms. Martel ?”

Cathryn cl osed her eyes and pl aced her hands over her
face. After a mnute she took her hands down and | ooked at
O Sullivan. “What a nightrmare, and it continues.”

“What are you tal king about?” asked the detective.
Cat hryn described Charles’s crusade agai nst Recycle, Ltd.
and the attitude of the |ocal police, also the police’s

reaction to the attack on their house.

“They did seema bit eager,” admtted O Sullivan,
remenbering his conversation with Frank Neil son.

“Can you call them back and tell themto wait?” asked
Cat hryn.



“It’s been too long for that,” said O Sullivan.

“Coul d you just call and make contact so that the | ocal
police don't feel they are operating by thenselves,” pleaded
Cat hryn.

O Sullivan picked up his phone and asked the sw tchboard
operator to put himthrough to Shaftesbury.

Cathryn asked if he would be willing to go to New
Hanpshire and oversee things.

“l don’t have any authority up there,” said the detective.
Then as the call went through he directed his attention to
t he receiver.

“We got hi msurrounded,” said Bernie | oud enough so that
when O Sullivan held the phone away fromhis ear, Cathryn
could hear. “But that Martel is crazy. He's boarded up his
house like a fort. He’'s got a shotgun which he knows how to
use and he’'s got his kid as a hostage.”

“Sounds like a difficult situation,” said O Sullivan. “I
suppose you' ve called in the state police for assistance?”

“Hell, no!” said Bernie. “W’|| take care of him W’ve
deputi zed a handful of volunteers. W’ Il give you a call as
soon as we bring himin so you can make arrangenents to ship
hi m down to Boston.”

Patrick thanked Bernie, who in turn told the detective not
to mention it and that the Shaftesbury police force was
al ways ready and willing to help.

O Sul l'ivan | ooked over at Cathryn. The conversation with
Berni e had substantiated her clains. The Shaftesbury deputy
seened a far cry froma professional policeman. And the idea
of deputizing volunteers sounded |ike sonething out of a
Clint Eastwood western.

“There’s going to be trouble,” said Cathryn, shaking her
head. “There is going to be a confrontati on. And because of
Mchelle, Charles is very determned. |I'mafraid he’'ll fight



back.”

“Christ!” said O Sullivan, standing up and getting his
coat froma rack near the door. “God, how | hate custody
cases. Cone on, I'Il go up there with you, but renenber, |
have no authority in New Hanpshire.”

Cathryn drove as fast as she thought she could get away

with in the van while Patrick O Sullivan followed in a plain
bl ue Chevy Nova. As they neared Shaftesbury, Cathryn could
feel her pul se quicken. Rounding the last turn before the
house she was alnbst in a panic. As she cane up to their
property, she saw a |large crowd of people. Cars were parked
on either side of Interstate 301 for fifty yards in both
directions. At the base of their driveway two police cruisers
bl ocked the entrance.

Par ki ng the van as cl ose as she could, Cathryn got out and
waited for O Sullivan, who pulled up behind her. The crowd
gave the scene a carnival aspect despite freezing

tenperatures. Across the road sone enterprising individual

had set up a nakeshift charcoal grill. On it sizzled Italian
sausages which were selling briskly in a pocket of pita bread
for $2.50. Next to the grill was an ash can of Budwei ser beer

and ice. Behind the concession a group of kids were buil ding
opposi ng snow forts in preparation for a snowball fight.

O Sullivan cane up beside Cathryn and said, “Jesus, this
| ooks |i ke a high school outing.”

“Al'l except for the guns,” said Cathryn.

G ouped behind the two police cruisers was a throng of nen
dressed in all manner of clothing, fromarny fatigues to ski
par kas, and each arnmed with a hunting rifle. Sone carried
their guns in one hand, Budweiser in the other. In the center
of the group was Frank Neilson, with his foot on the bunper
of one of the police cars, pressing a small walkie-talkie to
his ear and apparently coordi nati ng unseen, arned nmen as they
conpl et ed surroundi ng the house.

O Sullivan left Cathryn and wal ked up to Frank Neil son,
I ntroduci ng hinself. From where Cathryn was standi ng, she
could tell that the Shaftesbury police chief viewed the



detective as an intruder. As if it were an effort, Neilson
w thdrew his foot fromthe car bunper and assuned his ful

hei ght, towering a foot over O Sullivan. The two nen did not
| ook as if they shared the sane profession. Neilson was
wearing his usual blue police uniform conplete with nmassive
| eat her-hol stered service revolver. On his head he had a
Russi an-style fake fur hat wwth all the flaps tied on top.

O Sul l'ivan, on the other hand, had on a weat her-beat en,

wool -1ined khaki coat. He wore no hat and his hair was

di shevel ed.

“How s it going?” asked O Sullivan casually.

“Fine,” said Neilson. “Everything under control.” He w ped
his snub nose with the back of his hand.

The wal ki e-tal kie crackled and Neil son excused hinself. He
spoke into the machi ne saying that the tontat group should
approach to one hundred yards and hol d. Then he turned back
to O Sullivan. “CGotta make sure the suspect doesn’t sneak out
t he back door.”

O Sullivan turned away from Neil son and eyed the arned
men. “Do you think it’s advisable to have this nuch firepower
on hand?”

“l suppose you want to tell me how to handle this
situation?” asked Neilson sarcastically. “Listen, detective,
this is New Hanpshire, not Boston. You ve got no authority
here. And to tell you the honest truth, | don't appreciate
you big city boys feeling you gotta cone out here and give
advice. I'’min charge here. | know how to handl e a host age
situation. First secure the area, then negotiate. So if
you' Il excuse nme, | got work to do.”

Nei |l son turned his back on O Sullivan and redirected his
attention to the wal ki e-tal ki e.

“Pardon me?” said a tall, gaunt nman tapping O Sullivan on
the shoul der. “Nane’s Harry Barker, Boston d obe. You're

Detective O Sullivan fromthe Boston police, right?”

“You guys don’t waste any tine, do you?” said O Sullivan.



“The Shaftesbury Sentinel was good enough to give us a
jingle. This could be a great story. Lots of human interest.
Can you give ne sone background?”

O Sullivan pointed out Frank Neilson. “There is the man in
charge. Let himgive you the story.”

As O Sul l'ivan watched, Neilson picked up a bull horn and

was preparing to use it when Harry Barker accosted him There
was a brief exchange of words, then the reporter stepped
aside. Pressing the button on the bull horn, Frank Neilson's
husky voi ce thundered out over the winter |andscape. The
deputi zed nen stopped | aughi ng and shouting and even the
children were silent.

“Ckay, Martel, your place is surrounded. | want you to
come out with your hands up.”

The crowd stayed perfectly still and the only novenent was
a few snowfl akes drifting down anong the branches of the
trees. Not a sound emanated fromthe white Victorian house.
Nei |l son tried the sane nessage again with the sanme result.
The only noise was the wind in the pines behind the barn.

“I"’mgoing closer,” said Neilson to no one in particular.
“I"’mnot so sure that’s a good idea,” said O Sullivan,
| oud enough for everyone in the imediate vicinity to hear.

After glaring at the detective, Neilson took the bull horn

in his right hand and with great cerenony started around the
police car. As he passed O Sullivan he was | aughi ng. “The day
that Frank Neilson can’t handle a piss pot of a doctor wll
be the day he turns in his badge.”

Wiile the crowd murnured excitedly, Neilson |unbered up

the driveway to a point about fifty feet beyond the two
police cruisers. It was snowng a little harder now and the
top of his hat was dusted with fl akes.

“Martel,” boomed the police chief through the bull horn,
“I"’mwarning you, if you don’'t cone out, we'll cone in.”

Si | ence descended the instant the |last word i ssued from



the cone of the horn. Neilson turned back to the group and
made an exasperated gesture, |ike he was dealing wth a
garden pest. Then he began wal ki ng cl oser to the house.

Not one of the spectators noved or spoke. There was an
excited anticipation as they all hoped sonethi ng woul d
happen. Neil son was now about a hundred feet fromthe front
of the house.

Suddenly the red-paint-spattered front door burst open and
Charles Martel energed holding his shotgun. There were two
al nost si nul t aneous expl osi ons.

Nei | son dove headfirst into the snowbank lining the drive,
while the spectators either fled or took cover behind cars or
trees. As Charles slanmmed the front door, bird shot rained
harm essly down over the area.

There were a few nurnurs fromthe crowd, then a cheer as
Frank scranbled to his feet. Then he ran as fast as his |egs
woul d carry his overwei ght body. As he neared the cars, he
tried to stop but lost his footing and slid the |ast ten feet
on his buttocks, slamrng into the rear wheel of the police
crui ser. A handful of deputies scurried around the car and
pul I ed hi m up.

“Goddamm not herfucker!” Neil son shouted. “That’s it! That
little bastard is going to get what he deserves.”

Soneone asked if he'd been hit with any bird shot, but the
chi ef shook his head. Meticul ously he shook off the snow, and
adj usted his uniformand holster. “lI was nuch too fast for
him”

A local TV news van pulled up and a canera crew alighted,

qui ckly finding their way over to the police chief. The
conment at or was a bright young woman, dressed in a m nk hat
and a long, down-filled coat. After a brief word with
Nei | son, the canera |ights went on, flooding the i medi ate
area. The young worman nmade a rapid introduction, then turned
to the police chief and stuck the m crophone about an inch
fromhis pug nose.

Frank Neilson’s personality underwent a 180-degree change.



Acting shy and enbarrassed, he said, “I’mjust doing ny job
t he best way | know how. ”

Wth the arrival of the TV canmera, the politically m nded

t own manager, John Randol ph, materialized out of the crowd.
He squeezed his way into the sphere of lights and put an arm
around Neilson. “And we think he’s doing a splendid job.
Let’s hear it for our police chief.” John Randol ph took his
armoff the police chief and began cl apping. The crowd

foll owed suit.

The reporter pulled the mcrophone back and asked if Frank
could give the audi ence an idea of what was happeni ng.

“Well,” began Frank, leaning into the mke, “we got a

crazy scientist holed up here.” He pointed awkwardly over his
shoul der at the house. “He’'s got a sick kid he’s keeping from
t he doctors. The man’s heavily arned and dangerous, and
there’s a warrant for his arrest for child-snatching and
grand | arceny. But there’s no need to panic because
everything is under control.”

O Sullivan wornmed his way back out of the crowd, searching
for Cathryn. He found her near her car, her hands pressed
agai nst her nouth. The spectacle terrified her.

“The outconme of all this is going to be tragic unless you
I ntervene,” said Cathryn.

“I can't intervene,” explained O Sullivan. “1 told you
that before | canme up here. But | think everything will be
all right as long as the press and the nedia are here.
They' || keep the chief from doing anything crazy.”

“I want to get up to the house and be with Charles,” said
Cathryn. “1I’mafraid he mght believe |I brought the police.”

“Are you crazy?” asked O Sullivan. “There nust be forty

men with guns surrounding this place. It’s dangerous.

Besides, they're not going to let you go up there. It just
means one nore hostage. Try to be a little patient. I'll talk
to Frank Neilson again and try to convince himto call in the
state police.”



The detective started back toward the police cruisers,

w shing he’d stayed in Boston where he bel onged. As he neared
t he nmakeshi ft command post, he again heard the police chief’s
voi ce magni fied by the bull horn. It was snow ng harder now
and one of the deputies was asking whether the chief could be
heard up at the house. One way or the other, Charles did not
answer .

O Sullivan went up to Neilson and suggested that it m ght

be easier to use the portable phone and call Charles. The
chi ef pondered the suggestion and al though he didn’t respond,
he clinbed into his cruiser, got Charles’s nunber, and
di al ed. Charles answered i medi ately.

“Ckay, Martel. What are your conditions for letting the
kid go?”

Charles’s reply was short: “You can go to hell, Neilson.”
The |ine went dead.

“Wonder ful suggestion,” said Neilson to O Sullivan as he

put the phone back into the car. Then to no one in particular
he said, “How the fuck can you negotiate when there’'s no
demands? Huh? Sonebody answer ne that!”

“Chief,” called a voice. “How about letting nme and ny
buddi es stormthe place.”

The suggestion horrified O Sullivan. He tried to think of
a way to get the chief to call in the state police.

In front of Neilson stood three nen dressed in white,
hooded mlitaryli ke parkas and white pants.

“Yeah,” said one of the smaller nen, who was m ssing his
front teeth. “W’ ve checked out the place. It would be easy
fromthe back. We’'d run fromthe side of the barn, blow out
the back door. It'd all be over.”

Nei | son renenbered the nen. They were from Recycle, Ltd.
“l haven’t decided what |'’mgoing to do,” he said.

“What about tear gas?” suggested O Sullivan. “That woul d
bring the good doctor out.”



Nei | son glared at the detective. “Look, if | want your

opinion, I'll ask for it. Trouble is that out here we don’t
have all sorts of sophisticated stuff and to get it |I’'d have
tocall inthe state boys. | want to handle this affair

| ocal ly.”

A yell pierced the afternoon, followed by a burst of
shouting. O Sullivan and Neilson turned in unison, seeing
Cathryn run diagonally across the area in front of the cars.

“What the hell ?” excl ai ned Neil son.
“I't’s Martel’s wife,” said O Sullivan

“Jesus Christ!” exclained Neilson. Then to the nearest
group of deputies he yelled, “Get her. Don't |let her get up
to the house!”

The faster Cathryn tried to run, the nore trouble she had

as her feet broke through the crusted snow. Upon reaching the
driveway, the snowdrift left fromthe plowi ng acted like a
barrier, and Cathryn was reduced to scranbling over it on al
fours. Sliding down the opposite side, she got to her feet.

Wth a whoop of excitenent, a half dozen of the idle
deputi es responded and struggl ed around the squad cars. It
was a conpetition to see who got to the prize first. But the
newfallen snow made the going treacherous and the deputies
I nadvertently inhibited each other. Eventually two of them
made it around the cars and began running up the drive as
fast as they could. A murnur of excitenent escaped fromthe
cromd. O Sullivan, on the other hand, found hinmself clenching
his fists and urging Cathryn to greater efforts even though
he knew her presence in the house would only conplicate the
situation.

Cat hryn found herself gasping for breath. She coul d hear

t he heavy breathing of her pursuers and knew t hey were
gaining on her. Desperately, she tried to think of sone
evasi ve maneuver but a growing pain in her side made thinking
difficult.

Ahead she saw the red-spattered door sw ng open. Then



there was a flash of orange |ight and an al nost sinultaneous
expl osion. Cathryn stopped, gasping for breath, waiting to
feel sonething. Looking back, she could see that her pursuers
had dropped into the snow for cover. She tried to run but
couldn’t. Reaching the front steps she had to pull herself up
with her arnms. Charles, holding the shotgun in his right

hand, reached out to her and she felt himyank her forward
and into the house.

Cathryn col | apsed on the floor, her chest heaving. She

could hear Mchelle calling but she didn't nove. Charles was
running fromw ndow to window. After a mnute, Cathryn pulled
herself to her feet and wal ked over to M chelle.

“I mssed you, Mommy,” said Mchelle, putting her arns
around her.

Cat hryn knew she’d done the right thing.

Charl es canme back into the living roomand checked out the
front again. Satisfied, he cane over to Cathryn and M chell e,
and putting gun down, enveloped themin his arnms. “Now | have
both ny wonen,” he said with a tw nkle.

Cathryn imedi ately |launched into an expl anati on of what
happened, saying over and over that she had had nothing to do
with the arrival of the police.

“l never thought for a second you did,” said Charles. “I’m
glad to have you back. It’s hard watching in two directions

at once.”

“lI don’t trust the local police,” said Cathryn. “I think
that Neilson is a psychopath.”

“l couldn’t agree nore,” said Charles.

“I wonder if it wouldn’t be better if we gave up now. |I'm
afraid of Neilson and his deputies.”

Charl es shook his head, silently nouthing, “No.”

“ . . . but listentonme . . . | think they're out there
because they want viol ence.”



“I"’msure they do,” admtted Charl es.

“I'f you give up, give the equipnent back to the

Wei nburger, and explain to Dr. Keitzman what you are trying
to do for Mchelle, maybe you coul d continue your experi nment
at the hospital.”

“No way,” said Charles, smling at Cathryn’s naiveté. “The
conbi ned power of organized research and nedi ci ne woul d bar
me fromdoing anything like this. They'd say that | wasn’t
mentally stable. If | |ose control over Mchelle now, I’I
never get to touch her again. And that wouldn’t be so good,
would it?” Charles tousled Mchelle's hair while Mchelle
nodded her head in agreenent. “Besides,” continued Charles,
“I think ny body is starting to show sone del ayed
hypersensitivity.”

“Real | y?” said Cathryn. It was hard for her to generate
ent husi asm having just witnessed the frenzied crowd outsi de.
Charl es’ s apparent cal m amazed her.

“The last tinme | tested ny T-lynphocytes there was sone
mld reaction to Mchelle's | eukemc cells. It’s happening,
but it’s slow. Even so, | think |I should take another
chal | enge dose of the antigen when things quiet down.”

Qutside Cathryn could hear the bull horn but it was

muffled by the falling snow. She w shed she could stop tine.
For the nmonent she felt secure, even as she sensed the evil
out si de.

Because of the snow, night cane early. Charles chose
dinner-tinme to have Cathryn help himtake another injection
of Mchelle's antigen. He used a different technique,
encouraging Cathryn to slip a catheter into one of his veins.
It took Cathryn several tries but to her surprise she did it.
Wth an intravenous |ine open, Charles gave her explicit

I nstructions how to handl e the expected anaphyl actic
reaction. He took epinephrine alnost imediately after the
antigen and the rather severe reaction was easily controll ed.



Cat hryn made di nner while Charles devised nethods to

secure the house. He boarded up the second-story w ndows and
i ncreased the barricades behind the doors. What worried him
nost was tear gas, and he put out the fire and stuffed the
chimey to prevent soneone fromdropping in a canister.

As evening turned into night, Cathryn and Charles could

see the crowd begin to disperse, disappointed and angry that
there hadn’t been any violence. A few persistent gawkers
remai ned, but they, too, drifted off by nine-thirty as the
thernoneter dipped to a chilling five degrees above zero.

Cat hryn and Charles took turns either watching the w ndows or
reading to Mchelle. Her apparent inprovenent had | evel ed off
and she was again weaker. She also had a mld bout of stonmach
cranps, but they abated spontaneously. By ten she fell

asl eep.

Except for the occasional sound of the oil burner kicking
on, the house was silent, and Charles, who was taking the
first watch, began to have difficulty stayi ng awake. The
wired feeling he'd gotten fromthe dose of epinephrine had
| ong since worn off to be replaced by a powerful exhaustion.
He poured hinself a cup of |ukewarm coffee and carried it
back into the living room He had to nove by feel because
he’d turned out all the indoor lights. Sitting down next to
one of the front wi ndows, he | ooked between the pl anks and
tried to visualize the police cars, but it wasn't possible.
He et his head rest for a nonment and in that nonment fel

I nto a deep, enconpassing sl eep.

FI FTEEN

At exactly 2 AM Bernie Crawford gingerly put his arm

over the front seat of the police cruiser and prepared to
wake the snoring chief as he had been asked. The probl em was
that Frank hated being pulled fromsleep. The last tine
Bernie had tried to wake the chief on a stakeout, the chief
had punched himferociously on the side of the head. When
he’d finally becone fully conscious, he'd apol ogi zed, but
that didn't erase the pain. Pulling his arm back, Bernie
decided on a different ploy. He got out of the car, noticing
t hat the new snow had accunul ated to three inches. Then he
opened the rear door, reached in, and gave the chief a shove.

Nei | son’ s head popped up and he tried to grab Bernie, who



qui ckly backed up. In spite of his bulk, the chief bounded
out of the car, obviously intent on catching his deputy, who
was prepared to flee down Interstate 301. But as soon as
Nei l son hit the five-degree air, he stopped, | ooking

di sori ent ed.

“You all right, chief?” called Bernie fromfifty feet
away.

“OF course I'mall right,” grunbled Frank. “Wat the hel
time is it?”

Back in the front seat of the cruiser, Neilson coughed for
al nrost three mnutes, making it inpossible to light up his
cigarette. After he’d finally taken several puffs, he took
out his wal kie-tal kie and contacted Wally Crabb. Neil son
wasn’'t entirely happy with his plan, but as the deputies
said, he didn’t have a better idea. Mdway through the
eveni ng, everyone had run out of patience and Neil son had
felt obligated to do sonething or | ose respect. It was at
that tine he had agreed to Wally Crabb’s idea.

Wal |y had been a marine and had spent a good deal of tine

in Vietnam He told Frank Neilson that as |long as you went in
fast, the people inside a house never had a chance to resist.
Sinple as that. Then he pointed out that after it was over,
Nei | son coul d personally take the suspect to Boston and the
kid to the hospital. He’'d be a hero.

“What about the guy’s shotgun?” Frank had asked.

“You think he’s going to be sitting there with the thing

in his hot little hand? Naw. After we bl ow t he back door
away, we’'ll just sail in there and grab him They' || be so
surprised they won't nove a nuscle. Believe ne, you' d think
l’d do it if I didn't know it would work? | mght be stupid,
but 1'm not crazy.”

So Neilson had relented. He liked the idea of being a

hero. They decided on 2 A M as the tine and chose Wally
Crabb, G orgio Brezowski, and Angel o DeJesus to hit the door.
Nei |l son didn't know the guys, but Wally Crabb said they'd
been in Namw th himand were “real” experienced. Besides,

t hey’ d vol unt eer ed.



The wal ki e-tal kie crackled in Frank’s hand, and Wally’s
voice filled the cab. “W read you. W’ re all set. As soon as
we open the front door, conme on up.”

“You sure this will work?” asked Neil son.
“Relax, wll you? Jesus Christ!”
“All right, we’re standing by.”

Nei | son switched off the wal kie-talkie and tossed it in
t he back seat. There was nothing nore he could do until he
saw the front door open.

VWally slipped the tiny wal kie-talkie into his parka and
zipped it up. His large frane shivered with anticipatory
excitenment. Violence for Wally was as good as sex, maybe even
better because it was | ess conpli cated.

“You guys ready?” he asked the two fornms huddl ed behind

hi m They nodded. The group had approached the Martel house
fromthe south, noving through the pine trees until they cane
upon the barn. Dressed in white, courtesy of the nanagenent
of Recycle, Ltd., they were alnost invisible in the Iight but
persi stent snow.

Reachi ng the barn, they’ d made their way around the

eastern end until Wally, who was in the | ead, had been able
to | ook around the corner at the house. Except for a |light on
t he back porch, the house was dark. Fromthat point it was
about a hundred feet to the back door.

“Ckay, check the equipnent,” said Wlly. “Were’'s the
shot gun?”

Angel o passed the gun to Brezo who passed it to Wally; the
gun was a two-barrel, twelve-gauge Rem ngton, |oaded with
triple zero magnum shel | s capabl e of blasting a hol e through
a car door. Wally flipped off the safety. Each nman al so had
been issued a police thirty-eight.

“Everybody renenber their job?” asked Wally. The plan was
for Wally to | ead, blast open the rear door, then pull the



door open for Brezo and Angelo to rush inside. Wally thought

It was a good plan, the kind that had kept himalive through
five years of Vietnam He'd made it a habit only to vol unteer
for the safe part of any assault.

Angel o and Brezo nodded, tense with excitenent. They'd
made a bet with each other. The one who got Martel first
woul d be a hundred bucks richer.

“Ckay,” said Wlly. “I"moff. I'll signal for Angelo.”

After checking the dark house once nore, VWally scranbl ed
around the edge of the barn, running lowto the ground. He
crossed the hundred feet quickly and noiselessly, pulling

hi msel f into the shadows below the Iip of the back porch. The
house remai ned qui et so he waved to Angel o. Angel o and Brezo
joined himholding their flashlights and pistols.

Wally gl anced at the two nen. “Renenber he has to be shot
fromthe front, not the back.”

Wth a burst of energy, Wally thundered up the back steps
and ai ned the shotgun at the | ock of the back door. A bl ast
sundered the peaceful night, blowi ng away a section of the
back door. Wally grabbed the edge and yanked it open. At the
same nonent Brezo ran up the steps and past Wally, heading
into the kitchen. Angelo was right behind him

But when Wally opened the door it triggered Charles’s

trap. Acord pulled a pin froma sinple nechani sm whi ch
supported several hundred-pound bags of |daho potatoes which
had been in the root cellar. The potatoes were hung by a
stout rope froma hook directly above the door, and when the
pin was pulled the potatoes began a rapid, sw ngi ng plunge.

Brezo had just snapped on his flashlight when he saw the

SW ngi ng sacks. He raised his hands to protect his face at

t he noment Angelo collided into the back of him The potatoes
hit Brezo square on. The inpact made hi maccidentally pull
the trigger of his pistol as he was knocked strai ght back off
the porch into the snow. The bullet pierced Angelo’'s calf
before burying itself in the floor of the porch. He, too, was
knocked off the porch, but sideways, taking with himpart of
the balustrade with the gingerbread trim Wlly, not sure of



what was happeni ng, vaulted back over the railing and
scranbl ed off toward the barn. Angel o was not aware he’ d been
shot until he tried to get up and his left foot refused to
function. Brezo, having recovered enough to get to his feet,
went to Angel o’ s aid.

Charl es and Cathryn had bolted upright at the blast. Wen
Charl es recovered enough to orient hinself, he reached
frantically for the shotgun. Wien he found it, he ran into
the kitchen. Cathryn rushed over to Mchelle, but the child
had not awakened.

Arriving in the kitchen, Charles could just make out the

two sacks of potatoes still swinging in and out of the open
back door. It was difficult to see beyond the sphere of |ight
fromthe overhead back porch fixture, but he thought he nade
out two white figures heading for the barn. Switching off the
l'ight, Charles could see the nen better. One seened to be
supporting the other as they frantically noved behind the

bar n.

Pul ling the splintered door closed, Charles used sone rope

to secure it. Then he stuffed the hole nmade by the shotgun
blast with a cushion fromone of the kitchen chairs. Wth a
good deal of effort he restrung the potatoes. He knew that it
had been a close call. In the distance he could hear the
sound of an amnbul ance approaching, and he wondered if the man
who' d been hit with the potatoes was seriously hurt.

Returning to the Iiving room he explained to Cathryn what
had happened. Then he reached over and felt Mchelle's
forehead. The fever was back wth a vengeance. Gently at
first, then nore forcibly, he tried to wake her. She finally
opened her eyes and smled, but fell imrediately back to

sl eep.

“That’s not a good sign,” said Charles.
“What is it?” questioned Cathryn.
“Her | eukem c cells mght be invading her central nervous

system” said Charles. “If that happens she’'s going to need
r adi ot her apy.”



“Does that nean getting her to the hospital ?” asked
Cat hryn.

13 Yes. ”

The rest of the night passed uneventfully, and Cathryn and
Charl es nanaged to keep to their three-hour watch schedul e.
When dawn broke, Cathryn | ooked out on six inches of new
snow. At the end of the driveway only one police car

remai ned.

Wt hout waking Charles, Cathryn went into the kitchen and
began maki ng a big country breakfast. She wanted to forget
what was happeni ng around them and the best way was to keep
busy. She started fresh coffee, m xed biscuits, took bacon
fromthe freezer, and scranbl ed eggs. Wen everything was
ready, she loaded it on a tray and carried it into the living
room After awakening Charles, she unveiled the feast.

M chel | e woke up and seened brighter than she had been during
the night. But she wasn’'t hungry, and when Cathryn took her
tenperature, it was 102.

When they carried the dishes back to the kitchen, Charles
told Cathryn that he was concerned about infection and that
If Mchelle's fever didn't respond to aspirin, he would feel
obliged to start sone anti biotics.

When they were done in the kitchen, Charles drew sone

bl ood from hinsel f, |aboriously separated out a popul ati on of
T-1ynphocytes, and m xed themw th his own macrophages and
Mchelle' s | eukem c cells. Then he patiently watched under

t he phase contrast m croscope. There was a reaction,
definitely nore than the previous day, but still not
adequat e. Even so, Charles whooped with a sense of success,
swinging Cathryn around in a circle. Wen he cal mred down, he
told Cathryn that he expected that his delayed sensitivity

m ght be adequate by the foll ow ng day.

“Does that nean we don’t have to inject you today?” asked
Cat hryn hopeful |y.

“I wsh,” said Charles. “Unfortunately, | don’t think we
shoul d argue with success. | think we’'d better inject today,
too.”



Frank Neilson pulled up at the bottomof the Martels’
driveway, skidding as he did so, and bunped the front of the
crui ser that had sat there overnight. Sone of the snow
slipped off with a thunp, and Bernie Crawford energed, heavy
with sleep.

The chief got out of his car with Wally Crabb. “You
haven’t been sl eeping, have you?”

“No,” said Bernie. “Been watching all night. No sign of
life.”

Nei | son | ooked up at the house. It appeared particularly
peaceful with its fresh bl anket of snow.

“How s the guy that got shot?” asked Bernie.

“He’ s okay. They got himover at the county hospital. But
| tell you, Martel is in a lot nore trouble nowthat he's
shot a deputy.”

“But he didn't shoot him?”

“Makes no different. He wouldn’t have got shot if it
hadn’t been for Martel. Rigging up a booby trap is a goddam
crinme initself.”

“Rem nds ne of those gooks in Nam” snarled Wally Crabb.
“lI think we ought to blow the house right off its fucking
foundation.”

“Hold on,” said Neilson. “We got a sick kid and a wonman to
t hi nk about. | brought sone sniper rifles. We’ll have to try
to isolate Martel .”

By midday, little had happened. Spectators fromtown

drifted to the scene and, although as yet there weren't quite
as many as the day before, it was a considerable crowd. The
chief had issued the rifles and positioned the nen in various
spots around the house. Then he'd tried contacting Charl es
with the bull horn, asking himto cone out on the front porch



to tal k about what he wanted. But Charl es never responded.
Whenever Frank Neilson called on the phone, Charles would
hang up. Frank Neilson knew that if he didn't bring the
affair to a successful conclusion soon, the state police
woul d i ntervene and control would slip fromhis hands. That
was sonething he wanted to avoid at all costs. He wanted to
have the credit of resolving this affair because it was the
bi ggest and nost tal ked-about case since one of the mill
owners’ children had been ki dnapped in 1862.

Angrily tossing the bull horn into the back seat of his

crui ser, Neilson crossed the road for an Italian sausage in
pita bread. As he was about to bite into the sandw ch, he saw
a long black Iinmousine cone around the bend and stop. Five
men got out. Two were dressed in fancy city clothes, one with
white hair and a long fur coat, the other with al nost no hair
and a shiny |eather coat cinched at the waist. The other two
men were dressed in blue suits that appeared a size too
small. Neilson recogni zed the second two: they were
bodyguar ds.

Frank took a bite fromhis sandwi ch as the nen approached
hi m

“Neilson, ny nanme is Dr. Carlos |banez. |I'"mhonored to
nmeet you.”

Frank Neil son shook the doctor’s hand.

“This is Dr. Mrrison,” said | banez, urging his coll eague
forward

Nei | son shook hands with Mrrison, then took another bite
of his sausage sandw ch.

“Under stand you got a problem here,” said | banez, | ooking
up at the Martel house.

Frank shrugged. It was never good to admt to problens.
Turning back to the chief, Ibanez said, “W’re the owners

of all the expensive equi pnment your suspect has up there in
hi s house. And we’'re very concerned about it.”



Frank nodded.

“We rode out here to offer our help,” said | banez
magnani nousl y.

Frank | ooked fromface to face. This was getting crazier
by the m nute.

“I'n fact, we brought two professional security nen from
Breur Chemicals with us. A M. Eliot Hoyt and Anthony
Ferrullo.”

Frank found hinself shaking hands with the two security
men.

“OF course we know you have everything under control,”

said Dr. Mrrison. “But we thought you m ght find these nen
hel pful and they have brought sone equi pnment you m ght find
I nteresting.”

M. Hoyt and M. Ferrullo smled.
“But it’s up to you, of course,” said Dr. Morrison.
“Absol utely,” said Dr. |banez.

“I think I have enough manpower at the nonment,” said Frank
Nei | son through a full nouth.

“Well, keep us in mnd,” said Dr. |banez.

Nei | son excused hinself and strolled back to his makeshift
command post, confused after neeting | banez and his friends.
After he told Bernie to contact the men with the rifles and
tell themthere was to be no shooting until further notice,
he got into his car. Maybe help fromthe chem cal conpany
wasn’t a bad idea. Al they were interested in was the

equi pnment, not the glory.

| banez and Morrison wat ched Neil son wal k away fromthem
talk briefly with another policeman, then get into his squad
car. Mrrison adjusted his delicate horn-rimed gl asses.
“Frightening that soneone like that is in a position of
authority.”



“I't’s a travesty, all right,” agreed Dr. |banez. “Let’s
get back into the car.”

They started off toward the linousine. “I don't like this
situation one bit,” said Dr. Ibanez. “All this press coverage
may whip up synpathy for Charles: the quintessential American
guardi ng his hone agai nst outside forces. If this goes on
much | onger, the nmedia is going to plaster this on every TV
screen in the country.”

“l couldn’t agree nore,” said Dr. Mdxrison. “The irony is
that Charles Martel, the man who hates the press, couldn’t
have created for hinself a better platformif he tried. The
way things are going he could cause irreparable damage to the
whol e cancer establishnment.”

“And to Canceran and the Weinburger in particular,” added
Dr. lIbanez. “W' ve got to get that inbecile police chief to
use our nen.”

“We’ve planted the idea in his head,” said Mrrison. “I
don’t think there’s nmuch el se we can do at this point. It has
to l ook like his decision.”

Neil son was jarred froma little postprandial catnap by
someone tapping on the frosted wi ndow of the cruiser. He was
about to leap fromthe car when he regai ned his senses. He
roll ed down the wi ndow and found hinself |ooking into a
sneering face behind thick, mlk-bottle glasses. The guy had
curly hair that stuck out fromhis head in a snow covered
bush; the chief guessed it was another big-city spectator.

“Are you Chief Neilson?” asked the man.
“Who wants to know?”

“l do. My nane is Dr. Stephen Keitzman and this is Dr.
Jordan Wl ey behind ne.”

The chi ef | ooked over Dr. Keitzman’s shoul der at the
second man, wondering what was goi ng on.

“Can we talk to you for a few mnutes?” said Dr. Keitzman,



shielding his face fromthe snow.

Nei | son got out of the car, making it clear that it was an
extraordinary effort.

“We’re the physicians of the little girl in the house,”
explained Dr. Wley. “W felt it was our duty to cone up here
I n case there was anything we could do to help.”

“WIl Martel listen to you guys?” asked the chief.

Dr. Keitzman and Dr. W/ ey exchanged gl ances. “1 doubt
it,” admtted Dr. Keitzman. “l don’t think he'll talk with
anyone. He's too hostile. We think he’s had a psychotic
break.”

“A what ?” asked Neil son.

“A nervous breakdown,” added Dr. W/ ey.

“Figures,” said the chief.

“Anyway,” said Dr. Keitzman, sw nging his arns agai nst the
cold, “we’re nostly concerned about the little girl. | don't
know i f you realize how sick she is, but the fact of the
matter is that every hour she’'s without treatnent, the closer
she is to death.”

“That bad, huh?” said Neilson, |ooking up at the Martel
house.

“Absolutely,” said Dr. Keitzman. “If you procrastinate too
long, I'mafraid you'll be rescuing a dead child.”

“We're al so concerned that Dr. Martel mght be
experinmenting on the child,” said Dr. W ey.

“No shit!” exclainmed Neilson. “That fucking bastard.

Thanks for letting me know. | think I'Il tell this to ny
deputies.” Neilson called Bernie over, spoke to hima mnute,
t hen reached in for the wal ki e-talkie.

By m dafternoon the crowd was even |arger than the
previ ous day. Wrd had drifted back to Shaftesbury that



sonet hi ng was goi ng to happen soon and even the schools were
| et out early. Joshua Wttenburg, the school superintendent,
had decided that the lessons in civil law to be | earned from
t he epi sode shoul d not be passed up; besides, he felt that it
was t he biggest scandal in Shaftesbury since Wdow Wat son’ s
cat had been found frozen solid in Tom Brachman’s freezer.

Jean Paul drifted aimessly on the periphery of the crowd.
He’ d never been subjected to derision before, and the
experience was extrenely disquieting. He'd always felt his
father was a little weird but not crazy, and now that people
wer e accusi ng hi mof being insane, he was upset. Besides, he
couldn’t understand why his famly hadn’t contacted him The
people with whom he was staying tried to confort himbut it
was obvi ous they, too, questioned his father’s behavior.

Jean Paul wanted to go up to the house but he was afraid
to approach the police, and it was easy to see the property
was surrounded.

Ducki ng a snowball thrown by one of his forner friends,

Jean Paul wal ked back through the crowd, crossing the road.
After a few m nutes he thought he saw a famliar form It was
Chuck, dressed in a torn and tattered arny parka with a
fur-tipped hood.

“Chuck!” called Jean Paul eagerly.

Chuck took one look in Jean Paul’'s direction, then turned
and fled into a stand of trees. Jean Paul followed, calling
out several nore tines.

“Chrissake!” hissed Chuck, when Jean Paul caught up to him
in a small clearing. “Whay don’t you yell a little |ouder so
everybody hears you?”

“What do you nean?” asked Jean Paul, confused.
“I"'mtrying to keep a low profile to find out what the
hell is going on,” said Chuck. “And you cone along yelling ny

name. Jesus!”

Jean Paul had never considered the idea of concealing
hi msel f.



“l know what’s going on,” said Jean Paul. “The town is
after Dad because he’'s trying to shut down the factory.
Everybody says he’'s crazy.”

“It’s nore than the town,” said Chuck. “It was on the news
| ast night in Boston. Dad ki dnapped Mchelle fromthe
hospital .”

“Real | y?” excl ai nred Jean Paul .

“Really. Is that all you can say? | think it’'s a goddam
mracle, and all you can say is really. Dad's given the
finger to the whole friggin' establishnent. | love it!”

Jean Paul exam ned his brother’s face. A situation he
found di sturbing Chuck seened to find exhilarating.

“You know, if we worked together, we mght be able to
hel p,” said Chuck.

“Real | y?” said Jean Paul. It was a rare occurrence when
Chuck offered to cooperate w th anyone.

“Jesus. Say sonmething a little nore intelligent.”
“How coul d we hel p?” asked Jean Paul

It took about five mnutes for the boys to deci de what

they woul d do, then they crossed the road and approached the
police cars. Chuck had appointed hinself spokesnman, and he
went up to Frank Neil son.

The chief was overjoyed to find the boys. He did not know
how to proceed when the kids had presented thensel ves.

Al t hough he dism ssed their request to go up to the house to
reason with their father, he convinced themto use the bul
horn, and spent a good thirty m nutes coaching them on what

t hey should say. He hoped that Charles would talk to his sons
and conmuni cate his conditions for resolving the situation.
Frank was pl eased that the boys were so cooperative.

When everything was ready, Frank took the bull horn,
greeted the spectators, then pointed it at the house. H's



voi ce booned up the driveway calling for Charles to open the
door and speak to his sons.

Nei | son | owered the bull horn and waited. There was no

sound or novenent fromthe house. The chief repeated his
nessage, then waited again, with the sanme result. Cursing
under his breath, he handed the instrument to Chuck and told
the boy to try.

Chuck took the bull horn with trenbling hands. Pushing the
button, he started speaking. “Dad, it’s me, Chuck, and Jean
Paul . Can you hear ne?”

After the third tinme, the paint-splattered door opened
about six inches. “I hear you, Chuck,” Charles call ed.

At that nmonent, Chuck cl anbered over the front bunpers of

two squad cars, discarding the bull horn. Jean Paul foll owed
at his heels. Everyone, including the deputies, was intent on
wat chi ng t he house when the boys nade their nove, and for a
nonment they didn’t respond. It gave the boys a chance to
clear the cars and start up the driveway.

“CGet them goddamm it! Get them” shouted Neil son.

A murnmur went up fromthe crowd. Several deputies |ed by
Bernie Crawford sprinted around the ends of the two squad
cars.

Al t hough younger, Jean Paul was the athlete, and he

qui ckly overtook his ol der brother, who was having difficulty
maki ng headway on the slippery driveway. About forty feet
beyond the squad cars, Chuck’s feet went out from under him
and he hit the ground hard. Gasping for breath he struggl ed
up, but as he did so Bernie grabbed a handful of his tattered
arnmy parka. Chuck tried to wench hinself free but instead
managed to yank Bernie off bal ance. The policeman fell over
backwards, pulling the boy on top of him Chuck’s bony

butt ocks knocked the wi nd out of Bernie with an audi bl e
wheeze.

Still entangled, the two slid a few feet back down the
driveway, rolling into the next two deputies on their way up.
The nmen fell in a comcal fashion rem niscent of a



silent-novi e chase sequence. Taking advantage of the
confusion, Chuck pulled hinself free, scranbled out of reach,
and ran after Jean Paul .

Al t hough Bernie was tenporarily w nded, the other two
deputies quickly resunmed pursuit. They m ght have caught
Chuck again had it not been for Charles. He stuck the shotgun
through the door and fired a single round. Any thought of
heroi cs on the deputies’ part vanished, and they instantly

t ook refuge behind the trunk of one of the oaks lining the
driveway.

As the boys reached the front porch, Charles opened the

door, and they dashed inside. Charles slamed the door behind
them secured it, then checked the wi ndows to nake sure no
one el se was comng. Satisfied, he turned to his sons.

The two boys were standing self-consciously near the door,
gasping for breath, and amazed at the transformation of their
living roominto a science-fiction |aboratory. Chuck, an

ol d-novie buff, noticing the boarded-up wi ndows, said it

| ooked I'i ke the set of a Frankenstein novie. They both began
to smle, but becane serious when they saw Charles’s dour
expr essi on.

“The one thing | thought | didn't have to worry about was
you two,” said Charles sternly. “Goddamm it! Wat on earth
are you doi ng here?”

“We thought you needed hel p,” said Chuck lanely. “Everyone
el se i s against you.”

“I couldn’t stand to hear what people were sayi ng about
you,” said Jean Paul .

“This is our famly,” said Chuck. “W should be here,
especially if we can help Mchelle.”

“How i s she, Dad?” asked Jean Paul

Charles didn’'t answer. Hi s anger at the boys abruptly

di ssol ved. Chuck’s comment was not only surprising, it was
correct. They were a famly, and the boys should not be
summarily excluded. Besides, as far as Charles knew, it was



the first unselfish thing Chuck had ever done.
“You little bastards!” Charles suddenly grinned.

Caught off guard by their father’s abrupt change of npod,
t he boys hesitated for a nonent, then rushed to give hima
hug.

Charles realized he couldn’t renenber the last tine he’'d
hel d his sons. Cathryn, who' d been watching since the boys
first appeared, canme up and kissed them bot h.

Then they all went over to Mchelle, and Charles gently
woke her. She gave them a broad grin and Chuck bent over and
put his arns around her.

S| XTEEN

Nei | son had never been in a |inousine before, and he

wasn’'t sure he was going to like it. But once he'd ducked

t hrough the door and settled back in the plush seat, he felt
right at hone: it had a bar. He refused a m xed drink on
account of being on duty but accepted straight brandy for its
nmedi ci nal powers agai nst the cold.

After the Martel boys had managed to get up to the house,
Nei | son had had to admt the situation was deteriorating.

Rat her than rescui ng hostages, he was addi ng them |Instead of
a crazy guy and a sick kid, he was now confronted by a whole
famly barricaded in their honme. Sonething had to be done

ri ght away. Sonmeone suggested calling in the state police but
that was just what Neilson wanted to avoid. Yet it would be

I nevitable if he wasn’t successful in resolving the incident
Wi thin the next twelve hours. It was this tinme pressure that
had nade himdecide to talk to the doctors.

“Knowi ng how sick the little girl is, | felt |I couldn’t
turn down your offer to help,” he said.

“That’s why we’re here,” said Dr. |Ibanez. “M. Hoyt and
M. Ferrullo are ready and willing to take orders fromyou.”

The two security nen, positioned on either side of the
bar, nodded in agreenent.



“That’s great,” said Frank Neilson. The trouble was that

he didn’'t know what kind of orders to give. H's mnd raced in
circles until he renenbered sonething Dr. |banez had said.
“You nentioned speci al equi pnment ?”

“l certainly did,” said Dr. |banez. “M. Hoyt, perhaps
you' d li ke to show us.”

M. Hoyt was a handsone man, |ean but obviously nuscul ar.
Frank recogni zed the bul ge of a shoul der hol ster under his
suit.

“My pleasure,” said Hoyt, |eaning toward Frank. “Wat do
you think this is, M. Neilson?” He handed Frank a wei ghty
obj ect that was shaped like a tin can with a handl e
protrudi ng from one end.

Frank turned it in his hands and shrugged. “Don’t know.
Tear gas? Sonething |ike that?”

M. Hoyt shook his head. “Nope. It’s a grenade.”

“A grenade?” excl ained Frank, hol ding the object away from
hi m

“I't’s called a concussion grenade. It’s what antiterrorist
units use to rescue hostages. It’s thrown into a room or

ai rpl ane and when it detonates, instead of hurting

anyt hi ng—except perhaps for breaking a few eardrunms—t | ust
bef uddl es everyone for ten, twenty, sonetinmes thirty seconds.
| think you could use it to advantage in this situation.”

“Yeah, |’msure we could,” said Frank. “But we got to get
it into the house. And the guy’'s boarded up all the w ndows.”

“Not all the wi ndows,” said M. Hoyt. “W’ ve noticed that

the two attic wi ndows which are easily accessible fromthe
roof are free. Let nme show you what |’ d suggest.” Hoyt
produced fl oor plans of the Martels’ house and, noticing the
chief’s surprise, said: “lIt’s amazi ng what you can get with a
little research. Look how the attic stairs come down to the
main hall on the second floor. Fromthat stairway it would be
easy for soneone |like Tony Ferrullo, who's an expert at this
sort of thing, to toss a concussion grenade into the living



room where the suspect is obviously staying. At that point,
It would be easy to rush both the front and back doors and
rescue the hostages.”

“When could we try it?” asked Frank Neil son.
“You're the boss,” said M. Hoyt.

“Toni ght ?” asked Frank Neil son.

“Tonight it is,” said M. Hoyt.

Neil son left the linousine in a state of suppressed
excitenment. Dr. Morrison reached out and pulled the door
cl osed.

Hoyt | aughed: “It’'s |ike taking candy froma child.”

“WIIl you be able to make it look |ike self-defense?”
asked Dr. | banez.

Ferrull o straightened up. “lI can nake it | ook any way you
want . ”

At 10 P.M exactly, Charles reached over and sw tched off

the dialyzer. Then, as carefully as if he were handling the
nost precious comodity on earth, he reached into the machi ne
and withdrew the dialyzate in a small vial. H's fingers
trenbled as he transferred the crystal clear solution to the
sterilizer. He had no idea of the structure of the small

nol ecul e contained in the vial except that it was dialyzabl e,
whi ch had been the final step inits isolation, and that it
was not affected by the enzynes that broke down DNA, RNA, and
peptide |inkages in proteins. But the fact that the structure
of the nol ecul e was unknown was |l ess inportant at this stage
t han know edge of its effect. This was the nysterious
transfer factor which would hopefully transfer his del ayed
hypersensitivity to Mchelle.

That afternoon, Charles had again tested his T-Iynphocyte
response wth Mchelle' s [ eukemc cells. The reaction had
been dramatic, with the T-|ynphocytes instantly |ysing and



destroying the I eukemc cells. As Charles had wat ched under
t he phase contrast mcroscope, he couldn’t believe the
rapidity of the response. Apparently the T-Iynphocytes,
sensitized to a surface antigen on the | eukemc cell, were
able to pierce the | eukem c cells’ nenbranes. Charles had
shouted with joy the nonent he saw the reaction.

Havi ng found his del ayed hypersensitivity response

adequat e, he had cancel ed the next dose of antigen he'd

pl anned to give hinself. This had pl eased Cat hryn, who had
been finding the procedure increasingly distasteful. |nstead
he had announced that he wanted to draw off two pints of his
bl ood. Cathryn had turned green, but Chuck had been able to
overcone his distaste for blood and, along with Jean Paul,
was able to help Charles with the task.

Bef ore dinner, Charles had slowy separated out the white

bl ood cells in one of the sophisticated machi nes he had taken
fromthe Weinburger. In the early evening he had begun the
arduous task of extracting fromthe white blood cells the
smal | nol ecul e that he was now sterili zing.

At that point, he knew he was flying blind. What he' d
acconpl i shed woul d have taken years under proper research
condi tions where each step woul d have been exam ned
critically and reproduced hundreds of tines. Yet what he'd
acconplished so far had been essentially done before with
different antigens |ike the one for the tubercul osis
baci | lus. But now Charles had a solution of an unknown

nol ecul e of an unknown concentration and of an unknown
potency. There was no tine to determ ne the best way to
admnister it. Al he had was a theory: that in Mchelle's
system was a bl ocking factor, which had to that point kept
her i nmmune system fromresponding to her |eukenmc cells’
antigen. Charles believed and hoped that the transfer factor
woul d bypass that bl ocking or suppressor systemand all ow
Mchelle to becone sensitized to her | eukemc cells. But how
much of the factor should he give her? And how? He was goi ng
to have to inprovise and pray.

M chell e was not happy with the idea but she let Charles
start another 1V. Cathryn sat holding her hand and trying to
di stract her. The two boys were upstairs watching for any
suspi ci ous novenent outside.



Wthout telling Cathryn or Mchelle, Charles prepared for
any eventuality when he gave his daughter the first dose of
the transfer factor. Al though he had diluted the solution
with sterile water, he was still concerned about its side
effects. After giving her a mnute dose, he nonitored her
pul se and bl ood pressure. He was relieved when he could
detect no response what ever.

At m dnight the famly cane together in the living room
Charl es had given Mchell e approxi mately one-sixteenth of the
transfer factor. The only apparent change in her status was a
slight rise in her fever, and she had fallen asleep

spont aneousl y.

They decided to take two-hour watches. Although they were
al | exhausted, Chuck insisted on taking the first watch and
went upstairs. Charles and Cathryn fell asleep al nost

I nstantly. Jean Paul |ay awake for a while, hearing his
brot her wander fromroomto room upstairs.

The next thing Jean Paul knew was that Chuck was gently
nudging him It seened |ike he’d just fallen asleep but Chuck
said it was 2 AM and tine for himto get up. “It’s been

qui et, except a van canme about an hour ago and stopped by the
police cars. But | haven't seen anybody.”

Jean Paul nodded, then went into the downstairs bathroom

to wash his face. Com ng back into the dark living room he
debat ed whether to stay on the ground floor or go upstairs.
Since it was difficult to nove around in the living room he
went up to his own room The bed | ooked inviting but he
resisted the tenptation. Instead he | ooked out between the

pl anks covering the window. He couldn’'t see nmuch, or even
enough to tell if it was snowing or just blowi ng. In any case
there was lots of snowin the air.

Slowy he went fromroomto roomas he’'d heard Chuck do,
gazing out at the dark. It was utterly silent except for an
occasi onal gust of wind which would rattle the storm w ndows.
Sitting in his parents’ bedroom whi ch | ooked down the
driveway, Jean Paul tried to nmake out a van but he was unable
to. Then he heard a sound, |ike netal against stone. Looking
in the direction of the noise, he found hinself facing the



fireplace. It shared the sane chimey as the living room
fireplace. He heard the sound again.

Wth no further hesitation, he ran back down to the living
room

“Dad,” whi spered Jean Paul, “wake up.”
Charl es blinked, then sat up.
“Four o’ clock?” asked Charl es.

“No,” whispered Jean Paul. “1 heard a noise up in your
bedroom Sounded like it came fromthe fireplace.”

Charl es sprang up, waking Cathryn and Chuck.
“Jean Paul thinks he heard a noise,” whispered Chuck.
“l know | heard a noise,” returned Jean Paul, indignant.

“Ckay! OCkay!” said Charles. “Listen, we need at |east one
nore day. If they' re trying to break in, we’ve got to stop
them”

Charl es gave the gun to Cathryn and sent her to the back
door. He positioned the boys by the front door with Jean
Paul ' s basebal |l bat. Taking the poker for hinmself, Charles
clinmbed the stairs and went into the naster bedroom Standing
by the fireplace he congratul ated hinself on having the
foresight to pack the chimeys. But he heard not hi ng except
the wi nd under the eaves.

After several m nutes Charles wal ked out of the master
bedroom crossed the hall, and entered Mchelle’'s room From
here he could see the barn, where the previous night’s
assault had originated, but all he saw now were the pines,
rustling in the w nd.

Ant hony Ferrullo placed an al um num | adder agai nst the
chi mey and clinbed onto the roof. Catlike, he noved al ong
the ridge to one of the attic w ndows. Then, using a rope as



a precaution against slipping, he worked his way down the

sl ope of the roof to the base of one of the dormers, where he
cut out a small circle of glass. Slowy he opened the w ndow,
snelling the nmusty odor of the attic. Turning on his
flashlight, he | ooked inside. There were the usual trunks and
cartons, and he was pleased to see a floor rather than w dely
spaced beans. He dropped into the roomw t hout making the

sl ightest noi se.

Ferrullo waited, listening for sounds of novenent in the
house. He was in no hurry. He was certain Hoyt was already in
position below the front porch, ready to stormthe front

door. Neilson had insisted that two of his deputies
participate. They were to stormthe back door after the
explosion, but if things went the way Ferrull o intended, the
j ob woul d be over before they entered.

Satisfied all was quiet, Anthony noved forward sl owy,
testing each place he put his foot before he shifted his
wei ght onto it. He was directly over Charles’ s head.

Charles stared at the barn for sonme five mnutes, until he
was convinced there was no activity there. Wnderi ng what
Jean Paul could have heard, he turned back toward the hall
Suddenly the ceiling joists above hi msqueaked. Freezing,
Charles |listened intently, hoping he'd i magi ned the sound.
Then it was repeat ed.

A shiver of fear passed through his exhausted body.
Soneone was in the attic!

Gi pping the poker and feeling the perspiration on his
hands, Charles began to foll ow the sounds above him Soon
he’ d advanced to the wall of Mchelle' s room behind which
were the attic stairs. Looking out into the hall, he could
just make out the attic door in the darkness. It was cl osed
but not | ocked. The skel eton key protruded tenptingly from
the nmechanism Hearing the first step on the stairs, his
heart began to pound. He d never experienced such terror.
Frantically he debated whether to | ock the door or just wait
for the intruder to appear.

Whoever was com ng down the stairs was agoni zingly sl ow.
Charles gripped the poker with all the force he could nuster.



Abruptly the furtive steps halted and there was not hi ng but
silence. He waited, his panic grow ng.

Downstairs, Charles heard Mchelle stir in her sleep. He

wi nced, hoping no one would call up to him or worse yet,
come up the stairs. He heard Jean Paul whisper sonething to
Chuck.

The noi ses comng fromthe living roomseened to activate

t he novenent on the attic stairs. Charles heard the sound of
anot her step, then to his horror the knob began to turn very
slowy. He grasped the poker with both hands and lifted it
above hi s head.

Ant hony Ferrullo slowly opened the door about eight

i nches. He could see across the short hall to the bal ustrade
connecting to the banister of the main stairs. Fromthere it
was a straight drop to the living room After checking the
position of his holster, he unclipped the concussi on grenade
fromhis belt and pulled the pin fromthe timng fuse.

Charles could not stand the waiting anot her second,
especially since he was sure he wouldn’'t be able to actually
strike the intruder. Inpulsively he lifted his foot and

ki cked the attic door closed. He felt a slight resistance but
not enough to keep it from slamm ng shut. He | eaped forward,
intending to turn the key in the | ock.

He never got to the door. There was a trenendous

expl osion. The attic door burst open, sending Charles flying
back into Mchelle’s roomwith his ears ringing. Scranbling
on all fours, he saw Ferrullo topple fromthe attic stairs to
the hall floor.

Cathryn and the boys junped at the expl osion, which was
followed by a rush of footsteps on the front and back
porches. In the next instant a sl edgehammer crashed through
the glass panel and its wooden cover next to the front door
just inches from Chuck’s head. A groping hand reached through
t he opening for the doorknob. Chuck reacted by grabbing the
hand and pulling. Jean Paul dropped the bat and | eaped to his
brother’s aid. Their conbined strength pulled the unwilling
armto its limt, forcing it up against the shards of gl ass

| eft in the panel. The unseen man yelled in pain. A pistol



sounded and splinters flew fromthe door, convincing the boys
to let go.

In the kitchen Cathryn tightened her hold on the shotgun

as two nen westled with the already broken back door. They
succeeded in releasing the securing rope and pulled the door
open. The potatoes swung out, but this tine the nen were able
to duck. Wally Crabb grabbed the sack on its return sw ng,
whil e Brezo headed through the door. Wth the gun pointed
downward, Cathryn pulled the trigger. A load of bird shot
roared into the linoleum ricocheting up and spraying the
doorway and Brezo. Brezo reversed direction and foll owed
Wally of f the porch as Cathryn punped another shell into the
chanmber and bl asted the enpty doorway.

As abruptly as the violence started it was over. Jean Paul
ran into the kitchen to find Cathryn i nmobilized by the
experi ence. He closed the back door and resecured it, then
took the gun from her shaki ng hands. Chuck went upstairs to
see if Charles was all right and was surprised to see his

fat her bendi ng over, exam ning a scorched and dazed stranger.

Wth Chuck’s help, Charles got the man downstairs and

bound himto a chair in the living room Cathryn and Jean
Paul came in fromthe kitchen and the famly tried to pul

t hensel ves together after the nerve-shattering excitenent.
There was no hope for sleep for anyone except Mchelle. After
a few mnutes the boys volunteered to resune watch and

di sappeared upstairs. Cathryn went into the kitchen to nake
fresh coffee.

Charles returned to his machines, his heart still

poundi ng. He gave M chell e another dose of the transfer
factor through her 1V, which she again tolerated with no
apparent ill effects. In fact, she didn't even wake up.

Convi nced the nol ecul e was nontoxic, Charles took the rest of
the solution and added it to Mchelle's half-enpty

I ntravenous bottle, fixing it to run in over the next five
hours.

Wth that done, Charles went over to his unexpected

prisoner, who had regained his senses. Despite his burns, he
was a handsonme man with intelligent eyes. He | ooked not hing
at all like the local thug Charles expected. What worried him



was the fact that the man seened to be a professional. Wen
Charl es had exam ned him he’d renoved a shoul der hol ster
containing a Smith & Wesson stainless steel .38 special. That
wasn’t a casual firearm

“Who are you?” asked Charl es.

Ant hony Ferrullo sat as if carved from stone.
“What are you doi ng here?”

Si |l ence.

Sel f-consciously, Charles reached into the man's | acket
pockets, finding a wallet. He pulled it out. M. Ferrullo did
not nove. Charles opened the wallet, shocked at the nunber of
hundred-dollar bills inside. There were the usual credit
cards, as well as a driver’s license. Charles slipped the
driver’s license out and held it up to the light. Anthony L.
Ferrull o, Leonia, New Jersey. New Jersey? He turned back to
the wall et and found a business card. Anthony L. Ferrull o;
Breur Chem cals; Security. Breur Chem cal s!

Charles felt a shiver of fear pass over him Up until that
nonment he had felt that whatever risk he was taking in
standi ng up agai nst organi zed nedi cal and i ndustri al
interests could be resolved in a court of law. M. Anthony
Ferrull o’ s presence suggested the risk was considerably nore
deadl y. And nost disturbing, Charles realized that the risk
extended to his whole famly. In M. Ferrullo s case,
“security” was obviously a euphem smfor coercion and

vi ol ence. For a nonent the security man was | ess an

I ndi vidual than a synbol of evil, and Charles had to keep
himsel f fromstriking out at himin blind anger. Instead he
began turning on lights, all of them He wanted no darkness,
no nore secrecy.

Calling the boys down fromupstairs, the famly gathered
in the kitchen.

“Tonmorrow it’s over,” said Charles. “W’re going to wal k
out of here and give up.”

Cat hryn was gl ad, but the boys | ooked at each other in



consternation. “Wy?” asked Chuck.

“1"ve done what | wanted to do for Mchelle, and the fact
of the matter is that she m ght need sone radi ot herapy at the
hospital .”

“Is she going to get better?” said Cathryn.

“I have no idea,” admtted Charles. “Theoretically there's
no reason why not, but there’'s a hundred questions | haven’t
answered. It’s a techni que outside of all accepted nedi cal
practices. At this point all we can do is hope.”

Charl es wal ked over to the phone and called all the nedia
peopl e he could think of, including the Boston TV stations.
He told anyone who'd listen that he and his fam |y woul d
emer ge at noon.

Then he called the Shaftesbury police, told a deputy who

he was, and asked to speak to Frank Neilson. Five m nutes

| ater the chief was on the phone. Charles told himthat he' d
called the nedia and informed themthat he and his famly
were com ng out at noon. Then he hung up. Charl es hoped that
t he presence of so many newspaper and TV reporters would

el i m nate any possi bl e viol ence.

At exactly 12 o’ clock, Charles renoved the planks securing
the front door and rel eased the lock. It was a glorious day
with a clear blue sky and a pale winter sun. At the bottom of
the drive, in front of a crowd of people, were an anbul ance,
the two police cars, and a handful of TV news vans.

Charl es | ooked back at his famly and felt a rush of pride
and | ove. They’'d stood behind himnore than he coul d have
hoped. Wl king back to the makeshift bed, he scooped Mchelle
into his arns. Her eyelids fluttered but remai ned cl osed.

“All right, M. Ferrullo, after you,” said Charl es.
The security man stepped out onto the porch, his scorched

face gleamng in the sun. Next cane the two boys, followed by
Cat hryn. Charles brought up the rear with Mchelle. In a



tight group they started down the driveway.

To his surprise Charles saw Dr. |banez, Dr. Morrison, Dr.
Keitzman, and Dr. Wley all standing together near the

anbul ance. As they got closer and the crowd realized there
woul d not be any viol ence, a nunber of the nmen began to boo,
particularly those from Recycle, Ltd. Only one person

cl apped, and that was Patrick O Sullivan, who was i mensely
pl eased the affair was comng to a peaceful close.

Standing in the shadow of the trees, Wally Crabb was

silent. He slid his right index finger under the trigger of
his favorite hunting rifle and pressed his cheek against the
cold stock. As he tried to sight, the front of the rifle
shook fromall the bourbon he’d consuned that norning.
Leani ng up agai nst a nearby branch hel ped consi derably, but
Brezo’s urging to hurry made hi m nervous.

The sharp crack of a firearmshattered the w nter

stillness. The crowd strained forward as they saw Charl es
Martel stunble. He didn’t fall but rather sank to his knees,
and as gently as if handling a newborn infant, he laid his
daughter in the snow before he fell facedown besi de her.

Cat hryn turned and screaned, then threw herself to her knees,
trying to see how badly her husband was hurt.

Patrick O Sullivan was the first to react. By professional
reflex, his right hand sought the handle of his service
revolver. He didn't draw the gun but rather held on to it as
he bullied his way between several onlookers and charged up
the driveway. Hovering over Cathryn and Charles |ike a hawk
guarding its nest, his eyes scanned the crowd, | ooking for
suspi ci ous novenent.

SEVENTEEN

Never having been a hospital patient before, Charles found

t he experience agonizing. He'd read sone editorials in the
past about the problens associated with the technol ogi cal

i nvasi on of nedicine, but he never inagined the state of

i nsecurity and powerl essness he would feel. It had been three
days since he’d been shot and then operated on, and as he

| ooked up at the tangle of tubes and bottles, nonitors and
recorders, he felt |like one of his own experinental aninmals.
Thankful Iy, the day before he had been transferred out of the



frenzied terror of the intensive care unit, and deposited
like a piece of neat in a private roomin the fancy section
of the hospital.

Trying to adjust his position, Charles felt a frightening
stab of pain that tightened around his chest |ike a band of
fire. For a nonent he held his breath, wondering if he had
opened his incision, and waited for the pain to return. To
his relief it didn't, but he lay perfectly still, afraid to
nove. Fromhis left side, between his ribs, protruded a
rubber tube that ran down to a bottle on the floor next to
the bed. Hs left armwas strung up in traction by a
conplicated net of wires and pulleys. He was i mobilized and
totally at the nercy of the staff for even the nost basic of
functions.

A soft knock caught his attention. Before he could

respond, the door silently opened. Charles was afraid it was
the technician who cane every four hours to forcibly inflate
his lungs, a procedure Charles was sure had not been equal ed
in pain since the Inquisition. Instead it was Dr. Keitzman.

“Coul d you stand a short visit?” he asked.

Charl es nodded. Although he didn't feel |ike talking, he
was eager to hear about M chelle. Cathryn had not been able
to tell himanything except that she wasn’t worse.

Dr. Keitzman cane into the room sel f-consciously, pulling

a netal and vinyl chair over next to Charles’'s bed. H s face
contorted with the tic that usually connoted tension and he
adj usted hi s gl asses.

“How do you feel, Charles?” he asked.
“Couldn’t be better,” said Charles, unable to keep the
sarcasm from surfaci ng. Tal king, even breathing, were risky

affairs and at any nonent he expected the pain to return.

“Well, | have sone good news. It mght be alittle
premature, but | think you should know. ”

Charles didn't say anything. He watched the oncol ogist’s
face, afraid to let his hopes rise.



“First,” said Dr. Keitzman. “Mchell e responded to the
radi ot herapy extrenely well. A single treatnent seens to have
taken care of the infiltration of her central nervous system
She’s alert and oriented.”

Charl es nodded, hoping that was not all Dr. Keitzman had
come to say.

There was a sil ence.

Then the door to the room burst open and in wal ked the
respiratory technician, pushing the hated |IPPB nmachi ne. “Tine
for your treatnent, Dr. Martel,” said the technician
brightly, as if he were bringing sonme wonderfully pl easurabl e
service. Seeing Dr. Keitzman, the technician skidded to a
respectful halt. “Excuse ne, Doctor.”

“That’s quite all right,” said Dr. Keitzman, seem ngly

pl eased at the interruption. “I’ve got to be going anyway.”
Then | ooki ng down at Charles, he said: “The other thing I
wanted to say was that Mchelle s | eukemc cells have all but
di sappeared. | think she’'s in rem ssion.”

Charles felt a warm gl ow suffuse his body. “God! That's
great,” he said wth enthusiasm Then he got a sharp tw nge
t hat rem nded hi m where he was.

“I't certainly is,” agreed Dr. Keitzman. “We're all very
pl eased. Tell ne, Charles. Wiat did you do to Mchelle while
she was in your house?”

Charl es had trouble containing his joy. H s hopes soared.
Maybe M chell e was cured. Maybe everythi ng worked as he had
guessed. Looking up at Keitzman, Charles thought for a
nonment. Realizing that he didn't want to go into a detailed
expl anation at that point, he said: “l just tried to

stimul ate her immune system”

“You nmean by using an adjuvant |ike BCG?” asked Dr.
Kei t zman.

“Sonmething like that,” agreed Charles. He was in no shape
to get into a scientific discussion.



“Well,” said Dr. Keitzman, heading for the door. “We'll

have to tal k about it. Cbviously whatever you did hel ped the
chenot herapy she’d been given before you took her fromthe
hospital. | don’t understand the tinme sequence, but we’'ll
tal k about it when you feel stronger.”

“Yes,” agreed Charles. “Wen |I’m stronger.”

“Anyway, |’ m sure you know t he custody proceedi ngs have
been canceled.” Dr. Keitzman adjusted his gl asses, nodded to
the technician, and left.

Charles’s elation over Dr. Keitzman’s news dull ed the

pai nful respiratory treatnent, even better than the norphine.
As the technician stood by, the positive pressure nachine
forcibly inflated Charles’ s lungs, sonething a patient would
not do hinsel f because of the severity of the pain. The
procedure lasted for twenty m nutes and when the technician
finally left, Charles was exhausted. In spite of the
lingering pain, he fell into a fitful sleep.

Unsure of how nmuch tine had passed, Charles was roused by

a sound fromthe other side of the room He turned his head

toward the door and was shocked to di scover he wasn't al one.
There, next to the bed, not nore than four feet away, sat Dr.
Carl os | banez. Wth his bony hands folded in his lap and his
silver hair disheveled, he | ooked old and frail.

“l hope I’mnot disturbing you,” said Dr. |banez softly.

Charles felt a surge of anger, but renenbering Keitzman' s
news, it passed. Instead he | ooked with indifference.

“I"'mglad you re doing so well,” said Dr. |banez. “The
surgeons told nme you were very |ucky.”

Luck! What a relative term thought Charles with
irritation. “You think getting shot in the chest is |ucky?”
he asked.

“That’s not what | neant,” said Dr. Ibanez with a smle.
“Htting your left armapparently slowed the bullet so that
when it entered your chest, it m ssed your heart. That was



| ucky.”

Charles felt alittle stab of pain. Al though he didn’t

feel particularly fortunate, he wasn’'t in the nood for an
argunent. He shook his head slightly to acknow edge Dr.

| banez’s comment. In truth, he wondered why the old man had
cone.

“Charles!” said Dr. |Ibanez with renewed enphasis. “I'm
here to negotiate.”

Negoti at e? t hought Charles, his eyes puzzled. Wuat the
hell is he tal king about?

“I”ve given a |lot of thought to everything,” said Dr.
| banez, “and I'mwlling to admt that | nade sone m st akes.
|"d like to nake up for themif you're willing to cooperate.”

Charles rolled his head and | ooked up at the bottles over
hi s head, watching the intravenous fluid drip fromthe
mcropore filter. He controlled hinself fromtelling |banez
to go to hell.

The director waited for Charles to respond, but seeing
that he would not, the old man cleared his throat. “Let nme be

very frank, Charles. | know that you could cause us a great
deal of trouble now that you ve becone a celebrity of sorts.
But that wouldn’t be good for anyone. | have convinced the

board of directors not to press any charges agai nst you and
to give you your job back . "

“The hell with your job,” said Charles sharply. He w nced
Wi th pain.

“All right,” said Ibanez consolingly. “I can understand if
you don’t want to return to the Weinburger. But there are
other institutions where we can help you get the kind of job
you want, a position where you'll be able to do your research
unhi ndered.”

Charl es thought about M chelle, wondering about what he' d
done to her. Had he really hit on sonmething? He didn’'t know
but he had to find out. To do that he needed | aboratory
facilities.



He turned and examned Dr. |Ibanez’s face. In contrast to

Morri son, Charles had never disliked Dr. |banez. “lI have to
warn you that if | negotiate, |I'’mgoing to have a | ot of
demands.” I n actuality Charles had not given one thought to

what he was going to do after he recovered. But |ying there,
| ooking at the director, his mnd rapidly reviewed the
al ternatives.

“I"’m prepared to neet your denmands, provided they are
reasonabl e,” said Dr. I|banez.

“And what do you want from ne?” asked Charl es.

“Only that you won't enbarrass the Wi nburger. W’ ve had
enough scandal .”

For a second, Charles was not sure what Dr. | banez neant.

I f nothing else, the events of the previous week had

I npressed himw th his own inpotence and vul nerability.

| solated first in his house, then in intensive care, he had
not realized the extent to which he had becone a nedia
figure. As a prom nent scientist who had risked his life to
save his daughter, the press would be happy to hear any
criticismhe mght have of the Weinburger, particularly after
the bad notices the institute had al ready received.

Dinmly Charles began to assess his negotiating strength.

“All right,” he said slowy, “I want a research position
where 1’1l be nmy own boss.”
“That can be arranged. |’'ve already been in contact with a

friend in Berkeley.”

“And the Canceran evaluation,” said Charles. “All the
exi sting tests have to be scrapped. The drug has to be
studied as if you d just received it.”

“We already were aware of that,” said Dr. |banez. “W’ ve
started an entirely new toxicity study.”

Charles stared, his face reflecting astoni shnent at what
| banez was saying. “And then there’s the matter of Recycle,
Ltd. Dunping of chemcals into the river nust stop.”



Dr. |banez nodded. “Your |awyer’s activities got the EPA
involved in that affair and | understand the problemw || be
sol ved shortly.”

“And,” said Charles, wondering how far he could go, “I

want Breur Chem cals to nmake a conpensatory paynent to the
Schonhauser famly. They can keep their nanme out of the
affair.”

“I think I can arrange that, particularly if it renmains
anonynous. ”

There was a pause.
“Anyt hi ng el se?” asked Dr. | banez.

Charl es was anmazed that he'd gotten so far. He tried to
think of sonething else but couldn’t. “l guess that’'s it.”
Dr. Ibanez stood up and placed the chair back against the
wall. “I"msorry that we are going to | ose you, Charles.
really am”

Charl es watched | banez as he closed the door silently
behi nd hi m

Charles decided if he ever drove cross-country again, it
woul d be without kids and with air conditioning. And if he
had to choose between those two conditions, it would be

wi t hout children. The three had been at each other’s throats
ever since they left New Hanpshire, though that norning they
had been relatively quiet as if the vast expanse of the Uah
desert awed theminto silence. Charles glanced in the
rearview mrror. Jean Paul was directly behind him gazing
out his side of the car. Mchelle was next to him bored and
fidgety. Way in the back of the refurbished stati on wagon,
Chuck had made a nest for hinself. He had been reading for
nost of the trip—a chemstry text, of all things. Charles
shook his head, acknow edgi ng that he was never going to
under stand t he boy, who now said he wanted to take a sunmer
session at the university. Even if it were a passing fancy,



Charles was inordinately pleased when his ol der son announced
that he wanted to be a doctor.

As they crossed the Bonneville Salt Flats west of Salt

Lake City, Charles hazarded a glance at Cathryn sitting next
to him She’'d taken up needl epoint at the begi nning of the
trip and seened absorbed in the repetitive notion. But
sensing Charles’s stare, she | ooked up and their eyes net.
Despite the annoyance of the kids, they both shared a

buil ding joy as the harrow ng experience of Mchelle's

i1l ness and that |ast violent norning faded into the past.

Cat hryn reached over and placed a hand on Charles’ s | eg.

He’'d lost a | ot of weight, but she thought he appeared
handsonmer than he had in years. And the tension that normally
ti ghtened the skin around his eyes was gone. To Cathryn’s
relief, Charles was at |ast rel axed, hypnotized by the
rushing road and the nunbi ng bl ur of scenery.

“The nore | think about what’s happened, the | ess |
understand it,” said Cathryn.

Charles shifted in his seat to find a position that
accomopdated the fact that his left armwas in a cast.

Al t hough he had yet to cone to ternms wth nost of the

enoti ons engendered by the affair, there was one thing he had
acknow edged. Cat hryn had becone his best friend. If nothing
el se, that nade the experience worthwhile.

“So you’ ve been thinking?” said Charles, letting Cathryn
pi ck up the conversation wherever she w shed.

Cat hryn conti nued pushing her bright-colored yarn through
the canvas nesh. “After all the frenzy of packing and
actually leaving, |I’ve never really sorted out exactly what
happened. ”

“What is it you don’t understand?” asked Charl es.

“Dad!” called Jean Paul fromthe back seat. “Do they play
hockey in Berkeley? | nean is there ice and all that?”

Craning his neck so he could see Jean Paul’s face, Charles
said, “I'"'mafraid there's no ice. It’'s nore |like continuous



spring in Berkeley.”

“How stupid can you be?” groaned Chuck, tapping Jean Pau
on the top of the head.

“Shut up,” said Jean Paul, twisting in his seat to sw pe
at Chuck’s boot. “I wasn’t talking to you.”

“All right, pipe down,” yelled Charles harshly. Then in a
cal mer voice he said, “Mybe you can learn to surf, Jean
Paul .”

“Really,” said Jean Paul, his face brightening.

“They only surf in Southern California,” said Chuck,
“where all the weirdos are.”

“Look who's tal king,” retorted Jean Paul

“Enough!” yell ed Charles, shaking his head for Cathryn’'s
benefit.

“I't’s all right,” said Cathryn. “It reassures ne to hear
t he kids bicker. It convinces ne that everything is normal.”

“Nor mal ?” scoffed Charl es.

“Anyway,” said Cathryn, |ooking back at Charles. “One of

the things | don’'t understand is why the Wi nburger made such
an about-face. They all couldn’'t have been nore hel pful.”

“I1 didn’t understand it, either,” said Charles, “until
remenbered how clever Dr. Ibanez really is. He was afraid the
medi a woul d get hold of the story. Wth all those reporters
mlling around, he was terrified |I'd be tenpted to tell them
ny feelings about their brand of cancer research.”

“God! If the public ever knew what really goes on,” said
Cat hryn.

“l suppose if | were a real negotiator, | should have
asked for a new car,” |aughed Charl es.

M chel l e, who had been vaguely listening to her parents,



reached down in her canvas tote bag and pull ed out her wg.
It was as close a brown to Cathryn’s hair as she had been
able to get. Charles and Cathryn had inplored her to get

bl ack, to match her own hair, but Mchelle had renai ned
adamant. She had wanted to | ook |i ke Cathryn, but now she
wasn’'t so sure. The idea of going to a new school was
terrifying enough without having to deal with her weird hair.
She’d finally realized she couldn’'t be brunette for a few
nont hs and then becone bl ack-haired. “I don’'t want to start
school until my hair grows back.”

Charl es | ooked over his shoulder and saw M chelle idly
fingering her brown wi g and guessed what she was thinking. He
started to criticize her for stupidly insisting on the wong
col or but checked hinmself and said mldly: “Wiwy don't we just
get you anot her wi g? Maybe black this tinme?”

“What’s the matter with this one?” teased Jean Paul,
snatching it away, and jamm ng it haphazardly on his own
head.

“Daddy,” cried Mchelle. “Tell Jean Paul to give ne back
ny wg.”

“You shoul d have been a girl, Jean Paul,” said Chuck. “You
| ook a thousand tines better with a wg.”

“Jean Paul!” yelled Cathryn, reaching back to restrain
Mchelle. “Gve your sister back her wg.”

“Ckay, baldy,” laughed Jean Paul, tossing the wig in
Mchelle s direction and shielding hinself fromthe |ast of
his sister’s ineffectual punches.

Charl es and Cat hryn exchanged gl ances, too pleased to see

M chelle better to scold her. They still renenbered those
dreadf ul days when they were waiting to see if Charles’s
experi ment would work, if Mchelle would get better. And then
when she did, they had to accept the fact that they would
never know whet her she had responded to the i munol ogi cal

I njections or to the chenot herapy she had received before
Charl es took her out of the hospital.

“BEven if they were sure your injections had effected the



cure, they wouldn’t give you credit for her recovery,” said
Cat hryn.

Charl es shrugged. “No one can prove anything, including
nysel f. Anyway, in a year or less | should have the answer.
The institute in Berkeley is content to |let nme pursue ny own
approach to studying cancer. Wth a little luck I should be
able to show that what happened to Mchelle was the first
exanpl e of harnessing the body to cure itself of an
established | eukema. If that . . .~

“Dad!” called Jean Paul fromthe back of the car. “Coul d
you stop at the next gas station?”

Charles drunmed his fingers on the steering wheel, but

Cat hryn reached over and squeezed Charles’s arm He took his
foot off the accelerator. “There won't be a town for another
fifty mles. I'll just stop. We could all use a stretch.”

Charles pulled onto the dusty shoul der of the road. “Ckay,
everybody out for R-and-R and whatever.”

“It’s hotter than an oven,” said Jean Paul w th di smy,
searching for sone sort of cover.

Charles |led Cathryn up a snall rise, affording a viewto
the west, an arid, stark stretch of desert |leading up to
j agged nountai ns. Behind themin the car, Chuck and M chelle
were arguing. Yes, thought Charles. Everything is nornal.

“l never knew the desert was so beautiful,” said Cathryn,
mesneri zed by the | andscape.

Charles took a deep breath. “Snell the air. It nakes
Shaf t esbury seem | i ke anot her planet.”

Charles pulled Cathryn into his right arm “You know what
scares ne the nost?” he said.

13 W]at ?H
“I"’m beginning to feel content again.”

“Don’t worry about that,” laughed Cathryn. “VWait until we



get to Berkeley with no house and |little noney and three
hungry kids.”

Charles smled. “You re right. There is still plenty of
opportunity for catastrophe.”

EPI LOGUE

When the snows nelted in the lofty White Muntains in New
Hanpshire, hundreds of swollen streans fl ooded the Pawt onack
River. Wthin a two-day period, its |level rose several feet
and its |l azy seaward course becane a torrent. Passing the
town of Shaftesbury, the clear water raged against the old
granite quays of the deserted mll building, spraying m st
and mniature rainbows into the crystal air.

As the weat her grew warnmer green shoots thrust up through
the ground along the river, growing in areas previously too
toxic for themto survive. Even in the shadow of Recycl e,
Ltd., tadpoles appeared for the first tinme in years to chase
the skittish water spiders, and rainbow trout mgrated south
t hrough the fornerly poi soned waters.

As the nights becane shorter and hot summer approached, a
single drop of benzene appeared at the juncture of an

of f-1oad pipe in one of the new chem cal holding tanks. No
one supervising the installations had fully understood the
I nsi di ous propensities of benzene, and fromthe nonment the
first nmolecules had flowed into the new system they began
di ssolving the rubber gaskets used to seal the |ine.

It had taken about two nonths for the toxic fluid to eat

t hrough the rubber and drip onto the granite bl ocks beneath
the chem cal storage tanks, but after the first, the drops
came in an increasing tenpo. The poi sonous nol ecul es fol | owed
the path of |east resistance, working their way down into the
nortarless masonry, then seeping laterally until they entered
the river. The only evidence of their presence was a slightly
aromatic, alnost sweet snell.

The first to die were the frogs, then the fish. Wen the
river fell, as the sumrer sun grew stronger, the

concentration of the poison soared.

http://ww. esni ps. con’ web/ eb00ks



