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PROLOGUE
FETAL RESEARCH BANNED

New Regul ati ons for Medical Research

Special to The New York Tines

WASHI NGTON, July 12, 1974—Fresident Richard M Ni xon

signed into | aw today the National Research Act (Pub. L.
93-348). The law calls for the creation of a National

Commi ssion for the Protection of Human Subjects in Bi onedi cal
and Behavi oral Research. There has been grow ng concern about
the ethics of research involving children, retarded persons,
prisoners, the termnally ill, and particularly fetuses.

It is hoped that by creating appropriate guidelines sone

of the shocking abuses that have been exposed of |ate can be
obvi ated, such as the purposeful infecting of a |arge nunber
of retarded children with hepatitis in order to study the
nat ural progession of the disease, or the discovery a few



nont hs ago at a Boston hospital of a dozen di snenbered
aborted fetuses.

The first phase of inplenmenting the |aw includes a
noratoriumon “research in the United States on a living
human fetus, before or after induced abortion, unless such
research is done for the purpose of assuring the survival of
such fetus.” Qoviously the fetal issue is intimately tied to
the highly enotional abortion issue.

Response to the new |l egislation in scientific circles has
been m xed. Dr. George C. Marstons of Cornell Medical Center
wel coned the new | aw, stating that “guidelines for ethical
behavi or in human experinmentation are | ong overdue. The
conpetitive econom c pressure for research breakthroughs
creates an atnosphere where abuse is inevitable.”

Dr. Cyde Harrison of Arolen Pharmaceutical s di sagreed
with Dr. Marstons, saying that “anti-abortion politics are
hol di ng sci ence hostage, preventing needed health care
research.” Dr. Harrison went on to explain that fetal
research has resulted in many significant scientific gains.
Anmong the nost inportant is a possible cure for diabetes.
Fetal tissue injected into the pancreas has been proven to
repopul ate the islet cells that produce insulin. Equally

i nportant is the experinental use of fetal tissue to heal
previously incurable paralysis resulting fromspinal cord
injuries. Injected into the site of the trauma, the tissue
causes spont aneous heal ing by generating growh of new,
heal thy cells.

It is too early to judge the inpact of this bill until the
various conm ssions nandated by | aw nmake their
recommendations to Secretary Caspar Wi nberger. In the area
of research the new law will have an i medi ate inpact by
severely limting the supply of fetal tissue. Apparently

pl anned abortions have been the primary source of such
tissue, though it is not known whether or not this need
played a role in doctors’ decisions to abort.
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JULI AN CLINIC, NEW YORK CITY

Candice Harley felt the needle pierce the skin of her

| oner back, followed by a sharp burning sensation. It was



| i ke a bee sting, only the pain rapidly evaporated.

“I"’mjust putting in sone |ocal anesthetic, Candy,” said
Dr. Stephen Burnham a swarthy, good-I| ooking
anest hesi ol ogi st, who had assured Candy that she was not
going to feel a thing. The trouble was that she had al ready
felt pain—ot a | ot but enough to nmake her | ose a certain
anount of faith in what Dr. Burnham had told her. She had
wanted to be put to sleep. But Dr. Burnham had informed her
t hat epi dural anesthesia was safer and woul d | eave her
feeling better after the abortion and the sterilization
procedure were over.

Candy bit her lower lip. There was another stab of pain.
Again it wasn't severe, but she felt vulnerable and il
prepared for what was happening. At thirty-six, Candy had
never been in a hospital, nuch | ess had an operation. She was
terrified and had told Dr. Burnham as nuch. She felt the
burni ng sensation again, and by reflex she straightened her
back.

“Don’t nobve now,” adnmoni shed Dr. Burnham

“I"'msorry,” blurted Candy, afraid that if she didn’t
cooperate they would not take care of her properly. She was
sitting on the side of a gurney in an alcove next to an
operating room A nurse was standing in front of her and to
the right was a curtain which had been pulled to isolate the
al cove fromthe busy OR corridor. Behind the curtain, Candy
coul d hear nuted voices and the sound of running water.
Directly ahead was a door with a small w ndow t hrough which
she coul d see the operating room

Candy’s only covering was a flinsy hospital gown, open in

t he back where the doctor was busy doi ng whatever he was

doi ng. He had el aborately expl ained to Candy what was goi ng
to happen, but her ability to concentrate was severely
limted by the intimdating surroundi ngs. Everything was new
and frightening.

“Tuohy needl e, please,” said Dr. Burnham Candy wondered
what a Tuohy needle was. It sounded awful. She heard a
cel | ophane package being torn open.



Dr. Burnham eyed the three-inch needle in his gloved hand,
sliding the stylet up and down to nake sure it noved freely.
Stepping to the |l eft so that he could make sure that Candy
was sitting straight, he positioned the needl e over the area
he had injected with the | ocal anesthetic.

Usi ng both hands, he pushed the needle into Candy’s back.

H s experienced fingers could feel the needl e break through
the skin and slide between the bony prom nences of Candy’s

| unmbar vertebrae. He stopped just short of the |iganmentum
flavum the barrier covering the spinal canal. Epidural

anest hesia was tricky and that was one reason Dr. Burnham
liked to use it. He knew not everybody could do it as well as
he could and that know edge gave himsatisfaction. Wth a
flourish he pulled out the stylet. As expected, no
cerebrospinal fluid cane out. Replacing the stylet, he
advanced the Tuohy needl e another millineter and felt it pop
through the |igamentumflavum A test dose of air went in
easily. Perfect! Replacing the enpty needle with one filled
with tetracaine, Dr. Burnham gave Candy a snall| dose.

“l feel a strange sensation on the side of ny leg,” said
Candy with concern.

“That just neans we’'re where we are supposed to be,” said
Dr. Burnham W+th deft hands he renoved the syringe with the
tetracai ne and then threaded a snmall plastic catheter up

t hrough the Tuohy needle. Once the catheter was in place, he
renmoved the needle. A piece of paper tape went over the
puncture site.

“That’s that,” said Dr. Burnham stripping off his sterile
gl oves and putting a hand on Candy’s shoul der to urge her to
lie down. “Now you can’t say that hurt very nuch.”

“But | don't feel the anesthetic,” said Candy, fearful
they woul d go ahead with the surgery even if the anesthetic
wasn’ t wor ki ng.

“That’ s because | haven't given you anything yet,” said

Dr. Bur nham

Candy all owed herself to be lowered to the gurney, the
nurse helping by lifting her legs, then covering her with the



thin cotton bl anket. Candy clutched the cover to her chest as
if it would afford sone protection. Dr. Burnham fussed with a
smal| plastic tube that snaked out from beneath her.

“Do you still feel as nervous?” questioned Dr. Burnham
“Worse!” adm tted Candy.

“I"l'l give you a little nore sedative,” said Dr. Burnham
squeezi ng Candy’ s shoul der reassuringly. Wile she watched,
he injected sonmething into her IV |line.

“OK, let’'s go,” said Dr. Burnham

The gurney with Candy on it rolled silently into the OR

whi ch was bustling with activity. Candy’ s eyes scanned the
room It was dazzlingly white with white tile walls and fl oor
and white acoustical ceiling. X-ray view boxes |ined one
wal |, futuristic electronic nonitoring equipnment another.

“OK, Candy,” said the nurse who' d been hel ping Dr.

Burnham “We'd |ike you to scoot over here.” She was on the
ot her side of the operating table, which she patted

encouragi ngly. For a nonment Candy felt irritation at being
ordered about. But the feeling passed quickly. She really had
no choi ce. She was pregnant wth an ei ghteen-week-old fetus.
She preferred to use the word “fetus.” It was easier to think
about than “baby” or “child.” Dutifully, Candy noved to the
operating table.

Anot her nurse pulled up Candy’s gown and attached m nute

el ectrodes to her chest. A beeping noise began, but it took
Candy a while to realize that the sound corresponded to the
beati ng of her heart.

“I"’'mgoing to tilt the table,” said Dr. Burnham as Candy

felt herself angle so that her feet were |ower than her head.
In that position she could feel the weight of her uterus in
her pelvis. At the sane tine she felt a fluttering which she
had noti ced over the previous week and whi ch she thought

m ght be the fetus noving within her wonb. Thankfully, it

st opped qui ckly.

The next instant the door to the corridor burst open and



Dr. Lawence Fol ey backed in, holding up his dripping hands
just like surgeons did in the novies. “Wll,” he said in his
peculiarly inflectionless voice, “hows ny girl?”

“I don’t feel the anesthetic,” said Candy anxiously. She
was relieved to see Dr. Foley. He was a tall man with thin
features and a long straight nose that sharply tented the
front of his surgical mask. Soon all Candy could see of his
face were his gray-green eyes. The rest was hidden, including
his silver-white hair.

Candy had been seeing Dr. Foley on an infrequent basis for
her routine gynecol ogi cal care and had al ways |iked and
trusted the man. She had not had a checkup for eighteen
nont hs prior to her pregnancy, and when she had gone to his
office a few weeks ago she had been surprised to see how nuch
Dr. Fol ey had changed. She’ d renenbered himas bei ng out goi ng
and not without a touch of dry hunor. Candy wondered how nuch
of his “new personality was due to his disapproval of her
unmarried pregnant state.

Dr. Foley |ooked at Dr. Burnham who cleared his throat: “I
just gave her 8 mlligrans of tetracaine. W re using

conti nuous epidural.” Stepping down to the end of the table,
he lifted the bl anket. Candy could see her feet, which
appeared exceptionally pale in the bright fluorescent |ight
fromthe X-ray view boxes. She could see Dr. Burnham touch
her, but she felt nothing as he worked his way up her body
until he was just under her breasts. Then she felt the prick
of a needle and told himso. He smled and said, “Perfect!”

For a nonment Dr. Foley stood in the center of the room

wi t hout noving. No one said anything; everyone just waited.
Candy wondered what the man was thinking about, since he
seened to be looking directly at her. He' d done the sane

t hi ng when she’d seen himin the clinic. Finally, he blinked
and said, “You ve got the best anesthesiologist in the house.
I want you to relax now. We'll be finished before you know
it.”

Candy coul d hear sone commotion behind her, then the snap

of |l atex gloves as she watched Dr. Burnhamfit a wire frane
over her head. One of the nurses secured her left armto her
side wth the sheet covering the OR table. Dr. Burnhamtaped



her right armsecurely to a board that stuck out fromthe
table at right angles. That was the armwith the IV. Dr.
Fol ey reappeared in Candy’s sight, gowed and gl oved, and

hel ped one of the nurses spread |arge drapes over her,
effectively bl ocking nine-tenths of her view Straight up she
could see her IV bottles. Behind her, if she rolled her head
back, she could see Dr. Burnham

“Are we ready?” asked Dr. Foley.

“You're on,” said Dr. Burnham He | ooked down at Candy and

wi nked. “You're doing fine,” he reassured her. “You may feel
alittle pressure or sone pulling, but you shouldn’t feel any
pain.”

“Are you sure?” asked Candy.
“1"msure.”

Candy could not see Dr. Foley, but she could hear him
especi ally when he said, “Scal pel.” She heard the sound of
t he scal pel slapping the rubber glove.

Cl osing her eyes, Candy waited for the pain. Thank CGod it
didn’t cone. All she could feel was the sensation of people
| eani ng over her. For the first tinme she allowed herself the
| uxury of thinking that this whole nightmare m ght actually
pass.

It had all started about nine nonths previously when she
had decided to go off the pill. She’d been living with David
Kirkpatrick for five years. He had believed she was as
devoted to her dancing career as he was to his witing, but
sonetine after her thirty-fourth birthday she had begun
naggi ng David to marry her and start a famly. Wen he
refused, she decided to try getting pregnant, certain he
woul d change his m nd. But he had renai ned adanant when she
had told himof her condition. If she continued the
pregnancy, he would | eave. After ten days of weeping and
countl ess scenes she had finally agreed to this abortion.

“Oh!” gasped Candy as she felt a stab of white-hot pain
sonewhere deep in her being. It was akin to the feeling when
a dentist finds a sensitive spot in a tooth. Thankfully, the



stab didn’t last |ong.

Dr. Burnham gl anced up fromhis anesthesia chart, then
stood to | ook over the ether screen at the operative site.
“Are you guys pulling on the small bowel ?”

“We just packed it away out of the operative field,”
admtted Dr. Foley.

Dr. Burnham sat back down and gazed directly into Candy’s
eyes. “You're doing just great. It’'s common for soneone to
feel pain when the small intestine is manipul ated, but
they're not going to do that anynore. OK?”

“OK,” said Candy. It was a relief to be reassured that
everything was going as it should. Yet she wasn’'t surprised.
Al t hough Law ence Fol ey’s manner seened to |ack the old
war nt h, she still had every confidence in himas a doctor.
He’ d been wonderful to her fromthe start: understandi ng and
supportive, especially in hel ping her decide about the
abortion. He d spent several sessions just talking to her,
calmy pointing out the difficulties of raising a child as a
singl e parent and underlining the ease of having an abortion,
t hough Candy was already in her sixteenth week.

There was no doubt in Candy’s mnd that it had been Dr.
Fol ey and the people at the Julian Cinic who had nade it
possi ble for her to go through with the abortion. The only
thing that she had insisted upon was that she be sterilized.
Dr. Foley had tried unsuccessfully to change her m nd about
the sterilization. She was thirty-six years old and she did
not want to be tenpted again to beat the biological clock by
becom ng pregnhant, since it was obvious marriage was not in
her imedi ate future.

“Kidney dish,” ordered Dr. Fol ey, bringing Candy’s
attention back to the present. She heard the clank of netal
agai nst netal .

“Babcock clanp,” denmanded Dr. Fol ey.
Candy rolled her eyes back and gl anced up at Dr. Burnham

Al she could see were his eyes. The rest of his face was
hi dden by his surgical mask. But she could tell he was



smling down at her. She let herself drift and the next thing
she heard was Dr. Burnham saying, “lIt’s all over, Candy.”

Wth sone difficulty she blinked and tried to nmake sense

of the scene slowy comng into focus before her eyes. It was
| i ke an ol d-fashioned TV warm ng up: first there were sounds
and voices, then slowy the picture and neani ng energed. The
door to the corridor opened, and an orderly pulled an enpty
gurney into the room

“Where's Dr. Fol ey?” asked Candy.

“He’ll see you in the recovery room” said Dr. Burnham
“Everything went perfectly.” He noved Candy’'s |V bottle to
t he gur ney.

Candy nodded as a tear ran down her cheek. Fortunately,
before she could dwell on the fact that she would renain
childl ess forever, one of the nurses took her hand and said,
“Candy, we’'re going to nove you over onto the gurney now.”

In the adjoining auxiliary room Dr. Foley directed his
attention to the stainless-steel pan neatly covered by a
white towel. To be certain that the speci nen was unharned, he
lifted a corner of the towel. Satisfied, he picked up the
pan, wal ked down the corridor, and descended the stairs to

t he pat hol ogy depart nent.

I gnoring the residents and technicians, though several of

t hem spoke to him by nane, he wal ked through the main
surgical area and entered a long corridor. At the end he
stopped in front of an unmarked door. Bal anci ng the speci nen
pan i n one hand, he got out his keys and opened the door. The
room beyond was a small and w ndow ess | aboratory. Dr. Fol ey
noved slowy but deliberately as he stepped into the room

cl osed the door behind him and put down the pan.

For a few nonents he stood paralyzed until a sharp pain in
his tenpl es made hi m stagger backward. He bunped the
countertop and steadied hinself. 3 ancing at the | arge
institutional clock on the wall, he was surprised to notice
that the mnute hand seened to have junped five m nutes.

Swiftly and silently Dr. Foley perforned several tasks.



Then he stepped over to a | arge wooden crate in the center of
the room and opened it. Wthin was a second, insul ated
container. Releasing the latch, Dr. Foley raised its |lid and
| ooked in. Resting on a bed of dry ice were a nunber of other
speci nens. Dr. Foley carefully placed the newest addition on
the ice and closed the lid.

Twenty mnutes |later, an orderly dressed in a white shirt
and bl ue pants pushed a dolly into the small unnarked

| aboratory and picked up the ice chest and packed it in a
wooden crate. Using the freight elevator, he took it down to
the | oadi ng dock and put it into a van.

Forty mnutes after that, the wooden crate was taken off
the van and placed in the |luggage section of a Gulf Stream
jet at Teterboro Airport in New Jersey.

CHAPTER

1

Adam Schonberg’s eyes blinked open and in the darkness of
hi s bedroom he heard the undul ati ng scream of a siren
announci ng yet anot her catastrophe. G adually, the noise

di m ni shed as the police car or anbul ance or fire truck or
what ever it was receded into the distance. It was norning in
New York City.

Snaki ng a hand out from beneath the warm bl ankets, Adam
groped for his glasses and then turned the face of the clock
radio toward him 4:47 A M Relieved, he flipped off the
alarm which was scheduled to go off at 5:00, then pulled his
hand back under the covers. He had fifteen nore m nutes
before he had to haul hinself out of bed and into the icy

bat hroom Nornmally, he’ d never take the chance of turning off
the alarmfor fear he’ d oversleep. But as charged up as he
was this norning that was not a possibility.

Rolling onto his left side, he pressed against the

sl eeping formof Jennifer, his twenty-three-year-old w fe of
one and a half years, feeling the rhythmcal rise and fall of
her chest as she breathed. Reaching down, Adamran his hand
lightly up her thigh, which was slimand firmfromher daily
dance workouts. Her skin was soft and remarkably snmooth wth
hardly a freckle to mar its surface. It had a delicate olive
tone that suggested southern European descent, but that was



not the case. Jennifer insisted that her geneal ogy was
English and Irish on her father’s side of the famly, Gernman
and Polish on her nother’s side.

Jenni fer straightened out her |egs, sighed, and rolled

over onto her back, forcing Adamto nove out of her way. He
smled; even in her sleep she had a forceful personality.

Al t hough her strong character could at tines present itself
to Adam as frustrating stubbornness, it was al so one of the
reasons Adam | oved her so nuch.

d ancing at the clock, which now said 4:58, Adam forced

hi nsel f out of bed. As he crossed the roomto shower he

st ubbed his toe on an old Pullmn trunk Jennifer had covered
with a throwto serve as a table. Gitting his teeth to keep
fromcrying out, he hobbled to the edge of the tub where he
sat down to survey the damage. He had a renmarkably | ow

tol erance for pain.

The first time Adam had realized this was during his

di sastrously short high school football career. Because he
was one of the | arger boys, everyone includi ng Adam hi nsel f
had expected himto be on the team especially since David,
Adam s deceased ol der brother, had been one of the town
stars. But such was not to be the case. Everything had gone
wel | until Adam had been given the ball and told to run a
play he had dutifully menorized. The instant he was tackl ed
he had felt pain, and by the tine everybody had gotten back
on his feet, Adam had decided this was just another area
where he could not conpete with his brother’s reputation.

Shaki ng of f the nmenory, Adam quickly showered, shaved his
heavy beard whi ch woul d shadow his chin by five that

af ternoon, and brushed his thick black hair. He whi pped on
his clothes, barely glancing in the mrror, oblivious to his
dark good | ooks.

Less than ten mnutes after getting out of bed he was in

t he two-by-four kitchen, heating up his coffee. He gl anced
about the cranped, badly furnished apartnent, vow ng again
that the mnute he finished nedical school he would find
Jennifer a decent place to |ive. Then he went over to the
desk in the living roomand gl anced at the material he d been
wor ki ng on the night before.



A wave of anxiety passed through his body. In |ess than

four hours he was going to be standing in front of the

I nposi ng Dr. Thayer Norton, chief of Internal Mdicine.

G ouped around would be the rest of the third-year nedica
students who were currently rotating on Internal Medicine
with Adam A few of the students, |ike Charles Hanson, m ght
be rooting for him But the rest would be nore or |ess hoping
that he’'d nake a fool of hinself, which was a distinct

possi bility. Adam had never functioned well in front of a
group, another disappointnment for his father, who was a
recogni zed and nuch-sought -after speaker. At the begi nning of
the rotati on Adam had drawn a blank in the m ddle of
presenting a case, and Dr. Norton had never |et himforget

it. Consequently, Adam had postponed his najor case
presentation until the end of this rotation, hoping that he'd
grow nore confident with tine. He did, but not alot. It was
going to be tough and that was why he’d gotten up before the
sun. He wanted to go over the material yet again.

Clearing his throat and trying to shut out the bustling

noi se of a New York norning, Adam began his presentation once
agai n. He spoke out |oud, pretending he was standing in front
of Dr. Norton.

Jenni fer would have slept until ten if it hadn’t been for

two things: one, she had a doctor’s appoi ntnent at nine, and
two, by seven-fifteen the tenperature in the bedroom had
clinmbed to a tropical |level. Perspiring she kicked off the
covers and lay still for a nonent until the shock of
yesterday’ s di scovery had again settled in. Yesterday—after a
nonth of trying to deny the possibility—Jdennifer had finally
gone out and bought a hone pregnancy test. Not only had she
m ssed two periods, she had devel oped norning sickness. It
was the nausea nore than anything else that had driven her to
buy the test. She did not want to upset Adam who had been
irritable and tense for the last few nonths, until she was
absol utely sure. The honme pregnancy test had been positive,
and today she was seei ng her gynecol ogi st.

Carefully she got out of bed, wondering if anyone realized
t hat dancers, despite their |inber grace on stage, were



al ways stiff and sore in the norning. Stretching out her |eg
nmuscl es, she felt the panic wash over her, obliterating the
nausea.

“Ch, God,” she npbaned to herself. If she really was

pregnant, how woul d they nmanage? The noney she earned from

t he Jason Conrad Dancers was their only inconme, except for

t he noney her nother sneaked to her behind her dad's and
Adami s backs. How woul d they ever support a baby? Well, maybe
the test was wong. She was using an | UD, which was supposed
to be the nost effective contraceptive device next to the
pill. At least Dr. Vanderner woul d end the suspense. Jennifer
knew that it was only because Adam was a nedi cal student that
the doctor had agreed to fit her into his crowded schedul e.

She turned to glance at the Sony clock radi o her nother

had gi ven her. She hadn’t told Adam about the gift because
Adam had becone touchy over her parents’ generosity, or, as
he ternmed it, their interference. Jennifer suspected this had
becone a sore spot with Adam only because of his own father’s
stinginess. It was no secret to Jennifer that Dr. David
Schonberg had been so set against Adamis marrying her that
when Adam had willfully gone ahead and done it, he’ d been
essentially disinherited. In one way Jennifer thought that
she’d get a bit of pleasure know ng how mad the ol d doctor
woul d be if she really was pregnant. Reluctantly, pulling her
stiff joints into a steady position, she brushed out her

| ustrous I ong brown hair and carefully checked her face in
the mirror to nmake sure its attractive oval planes and cl ear
bl ue eyes did not reveal her anxiety. No need to upset Adam
bef ore she had to.

Forcing a cheerful smle, she sallied into the living room
where Adam was goi ng over his speech for the tenth tine.

“Isn’t talking to oneself the first sign of denentia?”
teased Jennifer

“Clever!” acknow edged Adam “Especially since | didn't
t hi nk Sl eepi ng Beauty coul d cogitate before noon.”

“How are you doing with the presentation?” she asked,
putting her arnms around himand turning her face up for a
Ki ss.



“l got it down to the required fifteen mnutes. That’s
about all | can say.” He bent and ki ssed her.

“Ch, Adam You'll do just fine. I tell you what: Wy don’'t
you give the presentation to nme?” She poured sone coffee and
then took a seat in the living room “Wat di sease does the
pati ent have?”

“Tardi ve dyskinesia is the current diagnosis.”
“What on earth is that?” asked Jennifer.

“I't’s a neurol ogical disorder involving all sorts of
i nvol untary novenents. It’s associated with certain drugs
given for psychiatric problens . "

Jenni fer nodded, trying to appear interested, but Adam was
only a mnute into his speech when her attention turned back
to her possible pregnancy.

CHAPTER

2

Dr. Cark Vanderner’'s office was just off Park Avenue on
Thirty-sixth Street. Jennifer got there by taking the

Lexi ngt on Avenue subway to Thirty-third Street and wal ki ng
north. The building was a | arge apartnment house conplete with
awni ng and liveried doorman. Entrance to the professional
suites was to the right of the building’s nain entrance. As
Jenni fer opened the front door, the slight snell of nedicinal
al cohol made her flinch. She had never enjoyed going to the
gynecol ogi st, and the idea that she m ght be pregnant nade
this particular visit especially upsetting.

Jenni fer wal ked down a carpeted hall way, readi ng the nanes
painted with gold | eaf on the doors. She passed the entrances
to the offices of two dentists and a pediatrician, and cane
to a door on which was witten “GYN Associates.” Below this
was a |list of names. The second nanme was Dr. dark

Vander nmer’ s.

Jennifer took off the coat that she’d purchased secondhand
In Soho for thirty-five dollars and draped it over her arm
Under the coat she was dressed quite well in a smart Calvin



Klein shirt-dress that her nother had recently bought for her
at Bl oom ngdal e’ s.

As she opened the door, Jennifer renenbered the office
fromher previous visits. On the wall opposite the entrance
was a sliding glass panel beyond which sat the receptionist.

There were a nunber of wonen in the waiting room Jennifer
didn’t count but there had to be nore than twelve. Al were
wel | dressed and nost were either reading or doing

needl epoi nt.

After checking in with the receptionist, who admtted that
she had no idea how |long the wait would be, Jennifer found a
seat near the wi ndow. She picked up a recent copy of The New
Yorker fromthe coffee table and tried to read, but all she
could do was worry about Adamis reaction if she were really
pr egnant .

It was two hours and fifteen m nutes before Jennifer was
finally called. She followed the nurse to an exani ning room
“Take off all your clothes and put this on,” the woman
said, handing Jennifer a paper cover-up. “I’'Il be back and
then the doctor wll be in.”

Bef ore Jennifer could ask any questions, the nurse was
gone and the door cl osed.

The room was about ten feet square with a curtai ned w ndow

at one end, a second door to the right, and bare walls. The
furniture included a scale, a wastepaper basket which was
full to overflowi ng, an exam nation table with stirrups, an
open |l ocker, and a sink. It was hardly cozy, and Jennifer
remenbered that Dr. Vanderner was brusque to the point of
rudeness. Adam had sent her to hi m because he was supposed to
be the best, but “best” did not seemto include an eval uation
of bedsi de manner.

Not know ng how soon the nurse would be back, Jennifer

hurri ed. She deposited her |arge coat and bag on the fl oor
and used the | ocker for her clothes. Once naked, she tried to
figure out the cover-up. She couldn't tell if it should go on
with the opening in the front or the back. She opted for the



front. Then she tried to deci de what she should do with
hersel f. Should she Iie down on the exam nation table or just
stand? Her feet were getting cold fromthe tile floor. She
lifted herself onto the exam nation table and sat on the
edge.

A nonent |l ater the nurse returned in a rush.

“I"’'mso sorry for the long wait,” she said in a pl easant

but harried tone. “W seemto be getting busier and busier.
Must be a new baby boom ” She quickly began checki ng
Jennifer’s weight and bl ood pressure and then sent her to the
bat hroom for a urine specinen. Wien Jennifer returned, Dr.
Vander mer was wai ting.

Jenni fer had al ways been | eery of handsone gynecol ogi sts,

and Dr. Vandernmer evoked that old reservation. He | ooked nore
| i ke an actor playing a role than a real doctor. He was tall
with dark hair silvering on his tenples. H's face was square
with a sharp chin line and a straight nouth. He wore a pair
of reading glasses on the end of his nose and | ooked over
them at Jennifer

“Good norning,” he said in a voice that did not invite
conversation. H's blue eyes swept over her, then her chart.
The nurse shut the door behind them and then busied herself
with the contents of a stainless-steel pan by the sink.

“Ah, yes. You' re Ms. Schonberg, the wife of Adam
Schonberg the third-year nedical student,” Dr. Vanderner
sai d.

Jennifer didn't knowif it were a statenment or a question,
but she nodded and said that she was Adanis w fe.

“I wouldn’t think this was a good tine for you to be
havi ng a baby, Ms. Schonberg,” said Dr. Vanderner.

Jenni fer was shocked. If she hadn’t been naked and

vul nerabl e, she woul d have been angry. Instead she felt
def ensi ve.

“l hope |I’m not pregnant,”
put in an IUD a year ago.”

said Jennifer. “That’s why you



“What happened to the | UD?” asked Dr. Vanderner.
“I think it’s still there,” said Jennifer.

“What do you nean you think it is still there?” questioned
Dr. Vanderner. “You don’t know?”

“l checked just this norning. The strings are there.”

Shaki ng his head, Dr. Vandernmer indicated to Jennifer that
he thought her |ess than responsible. He | eaned over and
qui ckly wote sonething on the chart. Then he raised his
eyes, took off his reading glasses. “On the history you
filled out a year ago you indicated that you had a brother
who' d only lived for several weeks.”

“That’s right,” said Jennifer. “He was a nongol oi d baby.”

“How ol d was your nother at the tine?” asked Dr.
Vander ner .

“I think she was around thirty-six,” said Jennifer.

“That’s sonet hing you should know about,” said Dr.
Vandermer with thinly veiled exasperation. “Find out for
sure. | want that information on the chart.”

Putti ng down his pen, Vanderner took out his stethoscope

and gave Jennifer a rapid but thorough physical exam nati on,
peering into her eyes and ears and listening to her chest and
heart. He tapped her knees and ankl es, scratched the bottons
of her feet, and inspected every inch of her body. He worked
in total silence. Jennifer felt as if she were a piece of

nmeat in the hands of a very conpetent butcher. She knew Dr.
Vander mer was good, but she could have used sone warnth.

When he finished, the doctor sat down and quickly wote

his findings on the chart. Then he asked Jenni fer about her
menstrual history and the date of her |ast period. Before she
coul d ask any questions he notioned her into a prone position
and began the pelvic.

“Just relax now,” said Dr. Vanderner, finally renmenbering



that his patient was probably anxious. Jennifer felt an
object enter her. It was done snoothly and expertly. There
was no pain, just an unpleasant full ness. She could hear Dr.
Vander mer speak with the nurse. She heard the door open and
saw t he nurse | eave.

Dr. Vanderner stood up so that Jennifer could see him
“The ITUD is still in place, but it looks like it is |ow |
think it should be renoved.”

“I's that difficult?” asked Jennifer.

“Very sinple,” said Dr. Vanderner. “Nancy went to get ne
an instrunent. It wll only take a second.”

Nancy returned with something that Jennifer could not see.
She felt a fleeting twinge of pain. Dr. Vandernmer stood up
hol ding a coil of plastic in his gloved hand.

“You definitely are pregnant,” he said, sitting down at
the desk and witing anew on the chart.

Jenni fer experienced a rush of panic simlar to the one
she had felt the nonent she saw that the hone pregnancy test
was positive.

“Are you sure?” she managed with a quivering voi ce.

Dr. Vanderner did not |ook up. “W’' Il confirmit by
| aboratory tests, but |I’msure.”

Nancy finished witing | abels on the specinen tubes and
came around to help Jennifer renove her feet fromthe
stirrups. Jennifer swung around so that she was sitting on
the side of the exam nation table.

“I's everything all right?” she asked.
“Everything is perfectly normal,” assured Dr. Vanderner.
He conpleted the chart, then spun around to face her. Hs

expression was as neutral as when he’'d first entered.

“Can you give nme sone idea of what to expect?” asked
Jenni fer. She fol ded her hands to steady them and put them on



her | ap.

“OF course. Nancy Guenther will be your nurse
practitioner,” Dr. Vanderner said, nodding at the nurse.
“She’ll go over things like that with you. I’'ll be seeing you

for routine visits nonthly for the first six nonths, then
every two weeks until the last nonth. Then weekly unl ess
there’s a conplication.” Dr. Vanderner got up and prepared to
| eave.

“WIIl | be seeing you each tinme I conme?” asked Jennifer.

“CGenerally,” said Dr. Vanderner. “Qccasionally | m ght
have a delivery. Then you would be seen by one of ny
associ ates or Nancy. In either case they would report
directly to ne. Any other questions?”

Jenni fer had so many questions she didn't know where to
begin. She felt like her Iife was com ng apart at the seans.
She al so had the feeling that Dr. Vanderner wanted to | eave
now t hat the exam was over. “Wat about when it cones tine
for ny delivery?” she asked. “I don’t m nd seeing soneone
else for a routine visit, but when it cones to delivering, |
feel differently. You' re not planning a vacation around ny
due date, are you?”

“Ms. Schonberg,” began Dr. Vanderner. “l haven’'t taken a
vacation in five years. | go to an occasi onal nedical neeting
and I'’mplanning to lecture at a cruise semnar in a couple
of nonths. But that certainly will not conflict with your due
date. Now if you have no nore questions, |’Il turn you over
to Nancy.”

“Just one nore thing,” said Jennifer. “You asked about ny
brother. Do you think it is significant that ny nother gave
birth to a defective child? Does it nean | mght do the
sanme?”

“l sincerely doubt it,” said Dr. Vanderner, edging toward

the door. “Leave the nane of your nother’s doctor with Nancy
and we’'ll call and find out the details. Meanwhile, | plan to
do a sinple chronmosomal study on you. But | don’t think there
I's anything to worry about.”



“What about an ammi ocentesi s?” asked Jennifer.

“At this point | don't think there is any need for such a
procedure, and even if there were, it couldn’t be done before
your sixteenth week. Now if you' Il excuse nme, we’'ll see you
in a nonth.”

“What about an abortion?” asked Jennifer anxiously. She
didn't want Dr. Vanderner to leave. “If we decide not to have
this child, is it difficult to arrange for an abortion?”

Dr. Vanderner, who' d had a hand on the door, stepped back
in front of Jennifer, towering over her. “If you are
Interested in an abortion, | think that you are seeing the
wrong doctor.”

“I"’mnot saying that I want one,” said Jennifer, cowering

beneath his glare. “It’s just that this isn't a good tine for
me to be pregnant, as you said yourself. | haven’t told Adam
yet and | don’'t know what his reaction wll be. W depend on
nmy incone.”

“I don’t do abortions unless there’'s a nedical reason for
it,” said Dr. Vander ner.

Jenni fer nodded. The man obviously felt strongly about the

i ssue. To change the subject she asked, “Wat about ny

wor king? 1’ma dancer. How long will | be able to continue to
wor k?”

“Nancy will discuss such questions with you,” said Dr.
Vanderner, glancing at his watch. “She knows nore about that
kind of stuff than | do. Now, if there is nothing else .

Dr. Vanderner noved away fromthe exam nation table.

“There is one other thing,” said Jennifer. “1’ve been
nauseous in the norning. Is that normal ?”

“Yes,” said Dr. Vanderner, opening the door to the
corridor. “Such nausea is present in at least fifty percent
of pregnancies. Nancy will give you sonme suggestions on
handling it by altering your diet.”

“I'sn’t there sonething | could take?” asked Jennifer.



“l don’t believe in using nmedication for norning sickness
unless it’s interfering with the nother’s nutrition. Now if
you Il excuse nme, I'll see you in a nonth.”

Bef ore Jennifer could say another word, Dr. Vanderner was
out the door. He closed it behind him Ieaving Jennifer with
Nancy.

“Diet is a very inportant part of pregnancy,” said Nancy,
handi ng Jennifer several sheets of printed nmaterial.

Jenni fer sighed and | et her eyes drop fromthe cl osed door
to the sheets of paper in her hands. Her mnd was a whirl of
conflicting thoughts and enoti ons.

CHAPTER

3

Adam turned west on Twelfth Street, heading directly into
the wwnd and rain. It was pitch dark already, despite the
fact that it was just seven-thirty. Only a half block to go.
He had an unbrella, but it was in sad shape and he had to
westle with it to keep the wind frominverting it. He was
cold and danp, but worse, he was exhausted, nentally and
physically. The all-inportant presentation had not gone well.
Dr. Norton had stopped himnot once but tw ce for granmmti cal
errors, interrupting Adanis train of thought. Consequently,
Adam had | eft out an inportant part of the case history. At
the end Dr. Norton had nerely nodded and asked the chi ef

resi dent about another patient.

Then, to round out the day, Adam had been called down to

t he emergency room because it was understaffed and had been
given the job of punping out the stomach of a young attenpted
sui ci de. Inexperienced in such a procedure, Adam had nade the
girl vomt, and he’'d caught it smack in the chest. And if
that weren’t bad enough, fifteen mnutes before he was to be
of f duty, he got a conplicated adm ssion: a
fifty-two-year-old man with pancreatitis. That was the reason
he was so |ate com ng hone.

Passing the alley that communicated with the scenic
airshaft outside their apartnent, Adam saw the assortnent of
trash cans that the sanitation departnent noisily enptied



three nornings a week. Today the cans were full to
overflow ng, and a couple of scrawny alley cats had braved
the rain to investigate.

Adam backed t hrough the front door to their building and

cl osed the worthless unbrella. For a nonent he stood in the
ancient foyer and dripped onto the tiled floor. Then he

unl ocked the inner door and began nounting the three flights
of stairs to their apartnent.

To announce his arrival he pressed the doorbell as he

pushed the key into the first of several |ocks. They' d been
broken into twice during the year and a half they' d |ived
there. Nothing had been stolen, though. The thieves probably
realized they’d made a ni stake as soon as they saw t he
beat-up furniture.

“Jen!” called Adam as he opened the door.
“I"'min the kitchen. 1’'Il be out in a second.”

Adam rai sed his eyebrows. Since his hospital hours were so
irregular, Jennifer usually waited until he was honme to start
dinner. Sniffing the savory aroma, he went into the bedroom
and took off his jacket. Wen he wal ked back to the |iving
room Jennifer was waiting. Adam gasped. At first it appeared
that she was only wearing an eyel et apron. Naked | egs
stretched fromthe bottom edge of the apron to high-heel ed
mul es. Her hair was brushed straight but held back from her
face with conbs. Her oval face seened to be illum nated from
wi t hin.

Lifting her arnms and positioning her fingers as if dancing
a classical ballet, Jennifer slowly revol ved. As she turned,
Adam saw t hat under the apron she was wearing a | avender
teddy edged in |ace.

Adam sm | ed. Eagerly he reached out to lift the front edge
of the apron.

“Ch, no!” teased Jennifer, avoiding his grasp. “Not so
fast.”

“What ' s going on?” | aughed Adam



“I"’mpracticing to be the Total Wman,” qui pped Jennifer.

“Where in heaven’s nane did you get that . . . thing?”
“This thing is called a teddy.” Jennifer lifted the front
of the apron and pirouetted again. “l bought it at Bonwit’'s
this afternoon.”

“What on earth for?” asked Adam wondering how nuch it
cost in spite of hinself. He didn't want to deny Jennifer
sonet hi ng she wanted, but they had to be careful on their
budget .

Jenni fer stopped dancing. “I bought it because | always
want to be attractive and sexy for you.”

“I'f you were any nore attractive and sexy for nme |I’'d never
get through nedical school. You don’t have to dress up in
frilly stuff to turn ne on. You' re plenty sexy the way you
are.”

“You don't like it.” Jennifer’s face cl ouded over.

“1 like it,” Adam stamrered. “It’s just that you don’'t
need it.”

“Do you really like it?” asked Jennifer.

Adam knew he was on thin ice. “I love it. You |ook |ike
you bel ong in Playboy. No, Penthouse.”

Jennifer’s face brightened. “Perfect! | wanted it to be

right on the border between sexy and raunchy. Now, | want you
to march right back into the bathroom and take a shower. When
you conme out, we’'ll have a dinner that | hope will make you
feel like a king. Go!”

Jennifer forcibly propelled Adam back into the bedroom
Bef ore he coul d say anything, she shut the door in his face.

Wien he was finished showering, he discovered that the
l'iving room had been transfornmed. The card table had been
brought fromthe kitchen and laid for dinner. Two enpty w ne



bottles with candles stuck in them provided the only |ight.
The silverware sparkled. They only had two place settings.
Each had been a present fromJennifer’s parents, one on their
weddi ng day, the other on their first anniversary. They
rarely used them |eaving the pieces wapped in tinfoil and
hi dden in the freezer conpartnent.

Adam wal ked over to the kitchen and | eaned agai nst the
door. Jennifer was working feverishly, in spite of the
handi cap afforded by her high-heel ed slippers. Adamhad to
smle. This woman tottering around his kitchen did not | ook
i ke the Jennifer he knew. If she noticed him she gave no
I ndi cati on.

Adam cl eared his throat. “Jennifer, I'd like to know
what’s goi ng on.”

Jennifer didn't respond. Instead she uncovered a pot and
stirred the contents. Adam could see fromthe spoon when she
placed it on the counter that it was wild rice. Adam wondered
how nmuch that cost. Then he spotted the roast duck cooling on
t he carving board.

“Jennifer!” called Adama bit nore forcibly.

Jennifer turned around and thrust a wne bottle and
corkscrew into Adamis arns. He was forced to grab both | est
they fall to the floor. “I’m making dinner,” she said sinply.
“I'f you want to nmake yourself useful, open the wne.”

Stunned, Adamcarried the bottle into the |living room and
pul l ed out the cork. He poured a little wwne into a gl ass,
and held it up to the candlelight. It was a deep, rich ruby
color. Before he could taste it, Jennifer called himinto the
ki t chen.

“l need a surgeon in here,” she said, handing hima | arge
kni f e.

“What am | supposed to do with this?” he asked.
“Cut the duck in half.”

Adamtried a few tentative thrusts with little success.



Finally, he put all his strength behind the blow and sliced
t he duck in two.

“Now how about telling me what this is all about.”
“lI just want you to relax and enjoy a good dinner.”
“I's there an ulterior notive for all this?”

“Well, | do have sonething to tell you, but |I’mnot going
to do so until after we have this feast.”

And feast it was. Al though the snow peas were slightly
overdone and the wild rice slightly underdone, the duck was
sensational and so was the wine. As the neal progressed, Adam
found hinself grow ng sl eepy. Jerking hinself awake, he
fastened his attention on his wfe. Jennifer |ooked
extraordinarily beautiful in the candlelight. She’d renoved
the eyel et apron and was now clothed only in the

provocati vely sheer |avender teddy. Her inmage blurred in
Adamis mind, and for a brief nonment he fell asleep sitting at
the card table.

“Are you all right?” asked Jennifer, who was just
begi nning to describe the honme pregnancy test.

“I"'mfine,” said Adam unwilling to admt he’ d been
asl eep.

“So,” continued Jennifer, “I followed the directions. And
guess what ?”

1] W]at ?H
“I't was positive.”

“What was positive?” Adam knew that he nust have m ssed
sonme key phrase.

“Adam haven’'t you been listening to ne?”

“OF course |’'ve been listening. | guess ny m nd wandered
for a noment. |'’msorry. Maybe you' d better start again.”



“Adam |I'mtrying to tell you that | am pregnant.
Yesterday | did one of those hone pregnancy tests and this
norning | went to Dr. Vanderner.”

For a m nute Adam was too shocked to speak.

“You' re kidding,” he said at | ast.

“I"’mnot kidding,” said Jennifer, nmeeting his eyes. She
could feel her heart beating out a rapid rhythm
Involuntarily she’d clenched her hands into fists.

“You' re not kidding?” said Adam uncertain whether he was
about to laugh or cry. “You're serious?”’

“I"’mserious. Believe ne, I’mserious.” Jennifer’s voice
shook. She’d hoped that Adam woul d be happy, at |east at
first. Later they could deal with the host of problens the
pregnancy woul d bring. Jennifer got up, wal ked around to
Adam and put her hands on his shoul ders.

“Honey, | love you very nuch.”

“I love you, too, Jennifer,” said Adam “But that is not
the issue.” He stood up, shrugging off her hands.

“I think it is the issue,” said Jennifer, watching him
nove away. Mre than anything she wanted to be held and
reassured that everything was going to be all right.

“What about your |UD?” asked Adam

“I't didn’t work. | guess we should think of this baby as
sone sort of mracle.” Jennifer forced herself to sml e.

Adam began to pace the small room A baby! How coul d they
have a baby? They were just barely keeping their heads above
water as it was. They were already close to twenty thousand
dollars in debt.

Jenni fer watched Adamsilently. Fromthe nonent she' d |eft
Dr. Vanderner’s office she had feared Adami s reacti on. That
was why she had dreanmed up the idea of the cel ebration

di nner. But now that the neal was over she was left with the



reality that she was pregnant and her husband was not very
pl eased.

“You al ways wanted to have children,” she said
plaintively.

Stopping in the mddle of the threadbare carpet, Adam

| ooked at his wife. “Wiether | want to have children is al so
not the issue. O course | want children, but not now |
mean, how are we going to live? You' |l have to stop dancing
I mredi ately, right?”

“Soon,” admtted Jennifer.

“Well, there you have it! Wiat are we going to do for
noney? It’s not as if | can get a newspaper route after
school. On God, what a ness. | don't believe it.”

“There’s always ny famly,” said Jennifer, fighting back
tears.

Adam | ooked up. Hi s |lips had narrowed.

Jenni fer saw his expression and qui ckly added, “lI know how
you have felt about accepting support fromny famly, but if
we have a child it will be different. | know they woul d adore
hel pi ng us.”

“COh, sure!” said Adam sarcastically.

“Really,” said Jennifer. “I went hone this afternoon and
spoke to them My father said that we are wel cone to cone and
live in their house in Engl ewood. Goodness knows, it’s big
enough. Then as soon as | can get back to dancing or you
start your residency, we can nove out.”

Adam cl osed his eyes and hit the top of his head with a
closed fist. “I don’t believe this is happening.”

“My nother will enjoy having us,” added Jennifer. *Because
of the baby she lost, she's particularly concerned about ne.”

“There’s no connection,” snapped Adam “She had a Down’ s
baby because she was well into her thirties.”



“She knows. It’s just the way she feels. Ch, Adam It
woul dn’t be so bad. W’'ll have plenty of space, and you could
use the attic roomas a study.”

“No!” shouted Adam “Thank you very nuch but we are not
accepting charity fromyour parents. They already interfere
in our life too nuch. Everything in this goddam dunp is from
your parents,” he said, gesturing around the room

In the mdst of her anxiety Jennifer felt anger stirring.

At times Adam could be so frustratingly obstinate, and
certainly less than grateful. R ght fromthe begi nning of
their relationship his rejection of her parents’ generosity
had been out of proportion. She’d gone along with it to a
poi nt, recogni zing his special sensitivities, but now that
she was pregnant it seenmed unreasonably self-centered.

“My parents have not been interfering. | think it is tine

for you to control your pride or whatever it is that gets you
SO0 angry anytine ny parents try to help us. The fact of the
matter is we need help.”

“You can call it what you will. | call it interfering. And

| don’'t want it, today, tonmorrow, ever! W’'re on our own and
we' |l handl e this by ourselves.”

“OK,” said Jennifer. “If you can’t accept help fromny

famly, then ask your father for help. It’s about tinme he did
sonet hi ng.”

Adam st opped pacing and stared at Jennifer. “I’I|l get a
job,” he said softly.

“How can you get a job?” asked Jennifer. “Every second
you' re awake you're either studying or at the hospital.”

“"l'l take a | eave from school,” said Adam

Jennifer’s nmouth dropped open. “You can’t |eave school.
"1l get another job.”

“Sure,” said Adam “Wat kind ofjob? Cocktail waitress? Be
serious, Jennifer. | don’t want you working while you're



pregnant.”
“Then 1’1l get an abortion,” said Jennifer defiantly.

Adam wheel ed around so that he was facing his wife. Slowy
he rai sed his hand and pointed his index flnger at her nose.
“You're not going to get an abortion. | don't even want to
hear that word.”

“Then go to your father,” said Jennifer.
Adam cl enched his teeth. “W wouldn’t have to go to
anybody if you just didn't get yourself pregnant.”

The tears that Jennifer had been hol ding back all day ran
down her cheeks. “It takes two, you know. | didn't do this by
nyself,” she said, and broke into sobs.

“You told nme not to worry about babies,” snapped Adam
I gnoring her tears. “You said that was your departnent. You
did a great job!”

Jennifer didn't even try to answer. Choking, she ran into
t he bedroom and sl ammed t he door.

For a nonment Adam stared after her. He felt sick. H's

nmouth was dry fromall the wine he’d drunk. He | ooked at the
cluttered table with the remains of their dinner spread out
in front of him He didn’t have to |l ook into the kitchen. He
al ready knew what condition it was in. The apartnment was a
mess, and it seened frighteningly synbolic of his life.

CHAPTER

4

Dr. Lawence Foley pulled into his |ong wi nding driveway.
The ranbling stone mansion was still out of sight when he

pressed the button that opened the garage door. Rounding the
final group of elns, he could see the towers sil houetted

agai nst the night sky. The neo-Gothic castle in G eenw ch had
been built in the early twenties by an eccentric mllionaire
who' d | ost everything in the crash of 1929 and bl own his
brains out wth an el ephant gun.

Laura Foley was in the upstairs sitting roomwhen she



heard the Jaguar enter the garage. At her feet, Gnger, their
apricot toy poodle, lifted his head and growed as if he were
a guard dog. Tossing aside the book she was reading, she

| ooked up at the clock. It was quarter to ten and she was
furious. She’d made dinner for eight o clock, but Larry had
never bothered to call to say he was going to be late. It was
the sixth tinme he’d done that this nonth. If she’d told him
once, she’d told hima hundred tines to call. That was all
she asked. She knew doctors had energencies, but phoning only
took a mnute.

Sitting on the couch, Laura contenpl ated what she shoul d

do. She could stay where she was and let Larry fend for
hinmself in the kitchen, though she’'d tried that before with
no results. Until recently, her husband had been sensitive to
her nmoods. But for sone reason, ever since he'd cone back
fromhis nedical neeting four nonths ago, he d been generally
cold and i nconsiderate.

Noi ses drifted up the back stairs fromthe kitchen,
suggesting that Larry was al ready maeki ng hinself sonmething to
eat. Not bothering to cone and say hello added insult to
injury. Laura lifted her legs off the hassock, w ggled her
toes into her sandals, and stood up. Wal king over to a gilt
frame mrror, she peered at herself. For fifty-six she | ooked
pretty darn good. But over the | ast eight weeks Larry had
shown absol utely no sexual interest in her. Could that be the
reason for his new burst of professional enthusiasn? It had
taken Larry and O ark Vanderner twenty years to build their
practice to the point where they could concentrate on

gynecol ogy rather than obstetrics. And then Larry had thrown
it all away. After com ng back fromthat nedical neeting,
he’d cal My announced that he’d quit GYN Associ ates and had
accepted a salaried position at the Julian Cinic. At the
time Laura had been so stupefied that she’d been unable to
respond. And since joining the Julian Cinic, Larry had been
taking on nore obstetrical cases, even though he got the sane
salary no matter how hard he worked.

A crash interrupted Laura’ s thoughts. That was anot her
problem Larry had becone clunsy of |late, as well as having
| apses of attention. Laura wondered if he were on the verge
of sone sort of breakdown.



Deciding that it was tine to confront her husband, Laua
strai ghtened her robe and started down the back stairs.
G nger followed at her heels.

She found Larry at the kitchen counter, eating a | arge
sandwi ch and reading a nedical journal. He'd taken off his
j acket and had thrown it over the back of a chair. \Wen he
heard her enter, he |ooked up. H's face had that curious
sl ackness it had devel oped in recent weeks.

“Hell o, dear,” he said in a flat tone.

Laura stood at the foot of the stairs, allow ng her anger
to build. Her husband | ooked at her for a nonment, then went
back to his journal.

“Why didn’t you call?” snapped Laura, infuriated by his
attenpt to ignore her.

Larry raised his head slowy and turned to face his wfe.
He didn’t speak.

“l asked you a question,” said Laura. “l deserve an
answer. |’ve asked you a dozen tines to call ne if you are
going to be late.”

Larry didn’t nove.

“Did you hear ne?” Laura stepped closer and | ooked into
her husband s eyes. The pupils were |arge, and he seened to
be | ooki ng right through her.

“Hey,” said Laura, waving her hand in front of his face.
“Remenber nme? |I'’myour wife.”

Larry’s pupils constricted and he blinked as if he had
just noticed her.

“I"'msorry | didn't call,” he said. “W decided to open an
evening clinic for the nei ghborhood around the Julian and the
response was better than we' d antici pated.”

“Larry, what is wong with you? You nean to tell ne that
you stayed until after nine o' clock to man a free clinic?”



“Nothing is wong wwth ne. | feel fine. | enjoyed nyself.
| picked up three cases of unsuspected VD.”

“Wonderful ,” said Laura, throw ng up her hands and sitting
down in one of the kitchen chairs. She stared at Larry and

t ook an exasperated breath. “W have to tal k. Sonething weird
I's going on. Either you are going crazy or I am?”

“I feel fine,” said Larry.

“You mght feel fine, but you are acting like a different
person. You seemtired all the tine, as if you hadn’t sl ept

I n weeks. This whole idea of giving up your practice is
insane. I'msorry, but it is crazy to give up what has taken
you a lifetinme to build.”

“I"'mtired of fee-for-service private practice,” said
Larry. “The Julian Cinic is nore exciting and |"mable to
hel p nore people.”

“That’s all well and good,” said Laura, “but the problem

Is that you have a famly. You have a son and daughter in
col |l ege and a daughter in medical school. | don’t have to
tell you how nmuch their tuition is. And keeping up this

ridi cul ous house that you insisted on buying ten years ago
costs a fortune. W don’t need thirty roons, particularly now
that the children are gone. The salary you' re on at the
Julian Cdinic barely keeps us in groceries, nmuch | ess covers
our commtnents.”

“We can sell the house,” said Larry flatly.

“Yes, we can sell the house,” repeated Laura. “But the
kids are in school and unfortunately we have little savings.
Larry, you have to go back to GYN Associ ates.”

“l gave up ny partnership,” said Larry.

“Clark Vandernmer will give it back,” said Laura. “You ve
known hi m|ong enough. Tell himyou nade a m stake. If you
want to change your professional circunstances, you should at
| east wait until after the children’s schooling is conplete.”



Laura stopped tal king and wat ched her husband’s face. It
was as if it were carved fromstone. “Larry,” she call ed.
There was no response.

Laura got up and waved her hand in front of her husband s
face. He didn't nove. He seened to be in a trance. “Larry,”
she yell ed as she shook his shoul ders. H's body was strangely
stiff. Then his eyes blinked and | ooked into hers.

“Larry, are you aware that you seemto blank out?” She
kept her hands on his shoul ders while she studied his face.

“No,” said Larry. “I feel fine.”

“I think that nmaybe you shoul d see soneone. Wiy don't we
call dark Vanderner and have hi mconme over and | ook at you.
He only lives three houses away, and |’ m sure he woul dn’t
mnd. W can talk to himabout getting back your practice at
the sanme tine.”

Larry didn’t respond. Instead, his eyes assuned the bl ank

| ook again while his pupils dilated. Laura stared at himfor
a monent, then quickly wal ked over to the kitchen phone. Her
irritation had becone concern. She | ooked up the Vanderners’
nunber in the address book that hung fromthe cork bulletin
bord and was about to dial when Larry grabbed the phone from
her hand. For the first time in nonths the slackness had gone
fromhis face. Instead, his teeth were bared in an unnatural
gri mace.

Laura screaned. She didn't nean to, but she couldn't help
It. She backed up, knocking over one of the kitchen chairs.
G nger barked and grow ed.

Despite the horrid expression on his face, Larry didn't
respond to Laura’s scream He hung up the phone, then turned.
I n agoni zed sl ow notion he grasped the sides of his head with
bot h hands while an angui shed wail escaped fromhis |ips.
Laura fled up the back stairs in panic.

Reachi ng the top, she passed through the sitting room and
ran down the corridor. The huge house was built |ike the
letter Hwith the upper hallway traversing the crossbar. The
mast er bedroom was over the living roomin the wi ng opposite



t he kitchen

Reachi ng the bedroom Laura closed and |ocked its panel ed
door. She ran to their bed and sat on its edge, her breath
comng in short gasps. On the night table was anot her address
book. She flipped it open to the Vs. Keeping her finger on
Vanderner’s nunber, she lifted the princess phone to her ear
and started dialing. But before the call could go through,
one of the downstairs phones was picked up.

“Laura,” said Larry in a cold, nmechanical voice. “I want
you to cone downstairs imediately. | don’'t want you calling
anybody.”

A wave of terror swept over Laura, constricting her
throat. Her hand hol di ng the phone began to shake.

The connection went through and Laura could hear the
Vander mers’ phone ringing. But as soon as the phone was
answered, the |ine went dead. Laura | ooked at the phone
hel pl essly. Larry nust have cut the wre.

“My God,” she whispered. SlowWy she replaced the receiver

and tried to collect herself. Panicking was not going to

sol ve anything. She had to think. It was obvious that she
needed hel p; the question was how to get it. Turning her
head, she | ooked out of the bedroom w ndow. Lights were on at
her neighbors’. |If she raised the wi ndow and yel |l ed woul d
anybody hear, and if they did, would they respond?

Laura tried to convince herself she was overreacting.
Per haps she should just go downstairs as Larry suggested and
tell himthat he sinply had to get help.

A thunp on the door jolted her upright. She listened and
was relieved when she heard a sharp bark. Going to the door,
she pressed her ear against it. Al she could hear was

G nger’s whining. Hastily she undid the |lock so the poodle
could run inside.

The door slanmmed wi de open, bruising her hand and crashi ng
against the wall. To Laura' s shock, Larry was in the doorway.
G nger rushed to Laura’'s feet and began to junp up and down,
wanting to be picked up.



Laura screaned again. Larry’'s face was still grotesquely
contorted. In his left hand was a Rem ngton 12-gauge punp
gun.

Spurred by utter panic, Laura turned and fled into the

bat hroom sl amm ng and bolting the door. G nger had foll owed
her and was trenbling at her feet. She picked up the shaking
dog and, backi ng up, watched the door. She knew that it was
not nuch of a barrier.

A horrendous bl ast echoed around the tiled roomas part of
the door splintered and tore away. Flying debris stung
Laura’s face and the dog uttered a hel pl ess yel p.

The bat hroom had anot her door and, dropping G nger, Laura
struggled with its latch. She was dazed but got the door open
and ran into a dressing roomthat |ed back into the bedroom
A anci ng over her shoul der, she could see Larry’s hand com ng
t hrough the hol e nade by the shotgun bl ast.

As she raced though the bedroom Laura caught a brief
glinpse of Larry disappearing into the bathroom Know ng she
had only a few nonents’ head start, she dashed into the hal
and half ran and half fell down the staircase. G nger stayed
at her heels.

Vainly she gave the front door a tug, but it was | ocked.
The old man who had originally built the house had been so
paranoi d that he had equi pped all the doors with | ocks that
could be secured fromboth sides. There were keys sonewhere
In the bureau in the foyer, but Laura didn’'t have tine to
search for them Her keys were in her purse in the kitchen.
Hearing Larry start down the stairs, Laura ran down the
gallery on the ground fl oor.

Norrmal |y, she put her purse on the desk beneath the

kitchen phone, but it wasn’t there. She tried the back door
but, as she expected, it too was | ocked. Wth nounting panic,
she tried to think of what to do. The fact that Larry had
actual ly used the shotgun on the bat hroom door nmade her heart
pound. G nger |eaped into her arms, and she hugged himto her
chest. Then she heard Larry’s heels striking the marble of
the gallery floor.



I n desperation Laura opened the cellar door, flipped on
the cellar lights, and pulled the door shut behind her. As
gquietly as she could, she descended the angl ed stairway.
There was a way out of the cellar that was secured with an
oak beamrather than a | ock.

They had never used the basenent because they had such an
over abundance of space upstairs. Consequently, it was musty
and filled with all sorts of junk from previous owners. It
was a warren of little roons, and poorly illumnnated with

i nfrequent 1ight bul bs. Laura stunbl ed over debris in the
hal | way, clutching G nger to herself as she navigated the
strangely tortuous route. She was al nost at the exit when the
lights went out.

The darkness was sudden and conplete. Laura froze in her
tracks, disoriented. The terror consuned her. Desperately,
she swung her left hand in front of her, searching for a
wal | . Her fingers hit rough wood. Stunblingly, she nade her
way along the wall until she cane to a doorway. Behind her
she heard Larry start down the cellar stairs. The sound of
his footsteps was distinct, as if he were noving very slowy
and deliberately. A flickering Iight indicated he was
carrying a flashlight.

Knowi ng that she could never find the exit in the dark,
Laura frantically realized that she’d have to hide. Wth all
the roons and junk that were there, she felt that she had a
chance. She stepped through the doorway she’ d found, and
groped in the darkness. Al nost at once her hands encountered
w ndow shutters | eaning against the wall. Stepping around
them her foot hit a wooden object. It was a | arge barrel
resting on its side.

After first checking to make sure that the barrel was

enpty, Laura got down on her hands and knees and backed into
it, pulling G nger after her. She didn't have long to worry

i f her hiding place were adequate. No sooner had she stopped
novi ng than she heard Larry approach in the hallway. Although
the barrel pointed away fromthe door opening, she could see
di m evi dence of his flashlight.

Larry’s footsteps cane closer and closer, and Laura



struggled to breathe quietly. The flashlight beamentered the
room and Laura held her breath. Then G nger grow ed and

bar ked. Laura’s heart skipped a beat as she heard the punp
action of the shotgun. She felt Larry kick the barrel,
rolling her upside down. G nger yelped and fled. Frantically,
Laura struggled to right herself.

CHAPTER

5

The Eastern shuttle to Washi ngton provided the first peace
Adam had experienced since the previous night. After Jennifer
had sl ammed the bedroom door, Adamtried |ying down on the
unconfortable Victorian couch. He'd attenpted to read about
pancreatitis, but found it inpossible to concentrate. There
was no way he could stay in nedical school if they | ost
Jennifer’s incone. At dawn, after only a couple of hours of
restless sleep, he’'d called the hospital and had a note |eft
for his intern saying he wouldn’t be in that day. One way or
t he other, Adam knew he had to cone up wth a sol ution.

Adam stared out the wi ndow at the tranquil New Jersey
countrysi de. The captai n announced that they were passing
over the Del aware R ver and Adamestinmated it was anot her
twenty mnutes to Washington. That would put himin the city
at eight-thirty; he could be at his father’s office at the
Food and Drug Adm ni stration around nine.

Adam was not | ooking forward to the neeting, especially

under the present conditions. He hadn’'t seen his father since
the mddle of his first year in nedical school, and it had
been a traumatic encounter. At that tinme Adam had i nforned
the old man that he was definitely marrying Jennifer.

Adam was still trying to decide how to open the

conversation as he wal ked through the revol ving door of his
father’s building. As a child, Adam had not visited his
father’s office often, but had gone enough tines to | eave him
wth a feeling of distaste. His father had always acted as if
t he boy were an enbarrassnent.

Adam had been the mddle child, sandw ched between an
overachi eving ol der brother, David, and a younger sister,
Ellen, the darling of the famly. David had been the outgoing
child and had decided as a youngster to becone a doctor |ike



his father. Adam had never been able to nake up his m nd what
he wanted to be. For a long tine he thought he wanted to be a
farmer.

Adam got on the el evator and pushed the button for the

eighth floor. He could renenber going up in the elevator with
Davi d when David was in nedical school. David was ten years
ol der than Adam and, as far as Adam was concerned, seened
nore |ike an adult than a brother. Adamused to be left in
his father’s waiting roomwhile David was taken to neet

doct or col | eagues.

Adam got off at the eighth floor and turned to the right.
As the offices becane |larger and nore attractive, the
secretaries got plainer. Adam could renmenber that it was
David who had pointed that out to him

Hesi tating before the executive offices, Adam wondered

what his relationship with his father would be like if David
hadn’'t died in Vietnam Not too many doctors had been killed
over there, but David had managed it. He’'d al ways been one to
vol unteer for anything. It had been the | ast year of the war
and Adam had been fifteen at the tine.

The event had crippled the famly. Adam s nother had gone
into a terrible depression that required shock therapy. She
still wasn’'t her old self. Adanmis father hadn’t weathered the
news nmuch better. After several nonths of his w thdrawn

sil ence, Adam had gone to himand told himthat he’ d deci ded
to becone a doctor. Instead of being pleased, his father had
cried and turned away.

Adam paused in front of his father’s office, then screw ng
up his courage, wal ked up to Ms. Margaret Weintrob’'s desk.
She was an enornous worman who swanped her swi vel chair. Her
dress was a tentlike affair made froma flower-print cotton
Her upper arnms had enornous rolls of fat, making her sizable
forearns appear slender by conparison.

But, aside from her weight, she was exceptionally well
grooned. She sm | ed when she saw Adam and, w thout getting

up, extended a hand in greeting.

Adam shook the slightly danp hand and returned the smile.



They had al ways gotten along fine. She' d been Adanmis father’'s
secretary as far back as Adam coul d renenber, and she’d
al ways been sensitive to Adami s shyness.

“Where have you been?” she asked, pretending to be angry.
“I't’s been ages since you ve visited.”

“Medi cal school doesn’'t allow for too nmuch free tine,”
said Adam Hi s father kept few secrets from Margaret, and
Adam was sure she knew why he hadn’t been around.

“As usual, your father’s on the phone. He'll be off in a
mnute. Can | get you sonme coffee or tea?”

Adam shook his head no, and hung his coat on a brass
coatrack. He sat down on a vinyl bleacher. He renenbered that
his father did not like to give the inpression that the
governnent was wasting the public’s noney on such frills as
confortable seating. In fact, the whole outer office had a
utilitarian | ook. For Dr. Schonberg Senior it was a matter of
principle. For the sane reason, he refused the car and driver
that cane with his office.

Adam sat trying to marshal his argunments, but he wasn’t

very sangui ne. Wen he had called early that norning to
arrange the neeting, his father had been gruff, as if he knew
t hat Adam was going to ask for noney.

There was a buzz. Margaret smled. “Your father’s waiting
for you.”

As Adamgrimy rose to his feet, she reached out and
pl aced a hand on his forearm

“He’s still suffering fromDavid s death,” she said. “Try
to understand. He does |ove you.”

“David died nine years ago,” said Adam

Mar garet nodded and patted Adanmis arm “I just wanted you
to know what’s going on in his mnd.”

Adam opened the door and went into his father’s office. It
was a large square roomw th tall w ndows that | ooked out



onto a pleasant inner garden. The other walls were covered
w th bookcases and in the mddle of the roomwas a | arge oak
desk. Two good-sized library tables were spaced

perpendi cularly on either side of it, creating a spacious
U-shaped work area. In its center sat Adanis father.

Adam resenbl ed his father closely enough for people to

guess their relationship. Dr. Schonberg, too, had thick curly
hair, though his was graying at the tenples. The greatest

di fference between the two nen was size, the father being
nore than five inches shorter than his son.

As Adam cane in and shut the door, Dr. Schonberg had a pen
in his hand. Carefully he put it in its holder.

“Hello,” said Adam He noted that his father had aged
since he’'d |ast seen him There were |ots of new creases
across his forehead.

Dr. Schonberg acknow edged Adanmi s greeting by nodding his
head. He did not stand up.

Adam advanced to the desk, |ooking down into his father’s
heavi |l y shadowed eyes. Adamdidn’t see any softening there.

“And to what do we owe this unexpected visit?” asked Dr.
Schonber g.

“How i s nother?” asked Adam sensing that his fears had
been correct. The neeting was al ready goi ng poorly.

“Nice of you to ask. Actually, she’'s not too good. She had
to have shock treatnent again. But | don’t want to trouble
you with that news. Especially considering the fact that your
marrying that girl had a lot to do with her condition.”

“That girl’s nanme is Jennifer. | would hope after a year
and a half you could renenber her nanme. Mdther’s condition

started with David s death, not ny marrying Jennifer.”

“She was just recovering when you shocked her by marrying
that girl.”

“Jennifer!” corrected Adam “And that was seven years



after David s death.”

“Seven years, ten years, what does it matter? You knew

what marrying out of your religion would do to your nother.
But did you care? And what about ne? | told you not to marry
so early in your nedical career. But you ve never had
consideration for the famly. It’s always been what you
wanted. Well, you got what you wanted.”

Adam stared at his father. He didn’'t have the energy to
argue in the face of such irrationality. He'd tried that on
their last neeting one and a half years ago with no result
what soever

“Don’t you care what is happening to ne, how nedi cal
school is going?” asked Adam al nost pl eadi ng.

“Under the circunmstances, no,” said Dr. Schonberg.

“Well, then | made a m stake comng,” said Adam “W’'re in
a financial bind and | thought that enough tine had passed to
make it possible for ne to talk to you about it.”

“So now he wants to talk finances!” said Dr. Schonberg,
throwing up his hands. He glared at his son, his heavy-Ilidded
eyes narrowed. “l warned you that if you wllfully went ahead
with the marriage to that girl | was going to cut you off.
Did you think I was joking? Did you think I nmeant for a
coupl e of years only?”

“Are there no circunstances that m ght make you reconsi der
your position?” asked Adam quietly. He knew the answer before
he asked and deci ded not even to bother telling his father
that Jennifer was pregnant.

“Adam you're going to have to learn to take
responsibility for your decisions. |If you decide sonething,
you have to stick to it. There is no latitude for shortcuts
or conprom ses in medicine. Do you hear nme?”

Adam started for the door. “Thanks for the | ecture, Dad.
It will cone in handy.”

Dr. Schonberg canme around from behind his desk. “You ve



al ways been a smart al eck, Adam But taking responsibility
for your decisions is one |esson you have to learn. It’s the
way | run this departnment for the FDA.”

Adam nodded and opened the door. Margaret backed up
clunmsily, not even bothering to pretend that she hadn’'t been
| i stening. Adam went for his coat.

Dr. Schonberg followed his son into the waiting room *“And
| run ny personal life the sane way. So did ny father before
me. And so should you.”

“I"l'l keep it in mnd, Dad. Say hello to Mom Thanks for
everything.”

Adam turned down the corridor and wal ked to the el evator.
After pushing the button, he | ooked back. In the distance
Mar garet was wavi ng. Adam waved back. He never shoul d have
cone. There was no way he was going to get noney out of his
f at her .

It wasn’t raining when Jennifer stepped fromtheir

apartnent building, but the skies | ooked threatening. In many
ways she thought that March was the worst nonth in New YorKk.
Even though spring was officially about to begin, w nter

still held the city firmy inits grip.

Pul ling her coat tighter around her body, she set off

toward Seventh Avenue. Under the coat she was dressed for
rehearsal in an old leotard, tights, |eg-warners, and an
ancient gray sweater with the sleeves cut off. In truth,
Jennifer didn't know if she would be dancing, since she was
pl anning on telling Jason that she was pregnant. She hoped he
woul d all ow her to continue with the troupe for a couple of
nont hs. She and Adam needed the noney so badly, and the

t hought of Adam droppi ng out of nedical school terrified her.
If only he weren’t so stubborn about accepting help from her
parents.

At Seventh Avenue Jennifer turned south, fighting the
rush- hour crowds. Stopping at a light, she wondered what ki nd
of reception Adam was getting fromhis father. Wen she’'d



gotten up that norning she’'d found the note saying he was off
to Washington. |If only the old bastard would hel p, thought
Jennifer, it would solve everything. In fact, if Dr.
Schonberg of fered support, Adam would probably be willing to
accept help from her parents.

She crossed Seventh Avenue and headed into G eenw ch

Village proper. Afew mnutes |ater she turned into the
entrance of the Cézanne Café, descended the three steps in a
si ngl e bound, and pushed through the etched-gl ass door.
Inside, the air was heavy with Gaul oi se cigarette snoke and
the snell of coffee. As usual, the place was jamed.

On her toes, Jennifer tried to scan the crow for a

famliar face. Hal fway down the narrow room she saw a figure
waving at her. It was Candy Harl ey, who used to be one of the
Jason Conrad dancers but who now did admi nistrative work.

Next to her was Cheryl Tedesco, the conpany secretary,

| ooki ng paler than usual in a white junpsuit. It was
customary for the three of themto have coffee together

bef ore rehearsal.

Jenni fer worked her way out of her coat, rolling it upin

a large ball and depositing it on the floor next to the wall.
On top she plopped her linp cloth bag. By the tine she sat
down, Peter, the Austrian waiter, was at the table, asking if
she wanted the usual. She did. Cappuccino and croissant with
butter and honey.

After she’d sat down, Candy | eaned forward and said, “W
have good news and bad news. Wiat do you want to hear first?”

Jenni fer | ooked back and forth between the two wonen. She
wasn’t in the nood for joking, but Cheryl was staring into
her espresso cup as if she’d |lost her best friend. Jennifer
knew her as a rather nelancholy twenty-year-old with a wei ght
probl em whi ch seened of |ate to be getting worse. She had

pi xi ei sh features with a small upturned nose and | arge eyes.
Her di sheveled hair was a dirty blond. In contrast, Candy was
strikingly i mmacul ate in her appearance, her blond hair

tw sted neatly into a French braid.

“Maybe you d better tell nme the good news first,” said

Jenni fer uneasily.



“We’ ve been offered a CBS special,” said Candy. “The Jason
Conrad Dancers are going big tine.”

Jennifer tried to act excited, although she realized she'd
probably be too far along in her pregnancy for television.
“That’s terrific!” she forced herself to say with enthusiasm
“When is it schedul ed for?”

“We're not sure of the exact date, but we’'re supposed to
tape the showin a few nonths.”

“So, what’'s the bad news?” asked Jennifer, eager to change
t he subj ect.

“The bad news is that Cheryl is four nonths pregnant and
she has to have an abortion tonorrow,” Candy stated in a
rush.

Jennifer turned to Cheryl. “I"msorry,” she said
awkwardly. “l didn't even know you were pregnant.”

“No one did,” added Candy. “Cheryl kept it a secret till

she heard that 1'd had an abortion. Then she confided in ne,
and it was a good thing she did. |I sent her to ny doctor, who
suggested ammi ocentesi s because Cheryl said she’d been doing
drugs right through her second nonth. She hadn’t realized she
was pregnant.”

“What did the test show?” asked Jennifer.

“That the baby is defornmed. There's sonething wong with
its genes. That’'s what they | ook for when they do an
ami ocentesi s.”

Jennifer turned back to Cheryl, who was still staring into
her expresso, trying not to cry.

“What does the father think?” asked Jennifer and then was
sorry, for Cheryl put her hands over her face and began to
sob bitterly. Candy put her arm about Cheryl as Jennifer

gl anced around at the nearby tables. No one was paying
attention. Only in New York could you have such privacy in a
public place. Cheryl took a tissue fromher purse and bl ew



her nose | oudly.
“The father’s nanme is Paul,” she said sadly.

“How does he feel about your having an abortion?” asked
Jenni fer.

Cheryl w ped her eyes, exam ning a dark snmudge of mascara

on the tissue. “I don't know. He took off and left ne.”
“Well,” said Candy, “that gives us a pretty good idea

about how he feels. The bastard. | wi sh men could take on the
burden of being pregnant, say every other year. | think they

mght be a little nore responsible if that were the case.”

Cheryl w ped her eyes again, and Jennifer suddenly
realized how terribly young and vul nerable the girl was. It
made t he probl em posed by her own pregnancy seemsnall in
conpari son.

“I"’mso scared,” Cheryl was saying. “lI haven't told anyone
because if ny father finds out, he’' Il kill ne.”
“Well, | hope you' re not going to the hospital by

yourself,” said Jennifer with alarm

“I't won’t be so bad,” said Candy with sone assurance. “l’'d
been worried before my abortion, but it went snoothly. The
people at the Julian Cinic are outstandingly warm and
sensitive. Besides, Cheryl will have the world s best
gynecol ogi st .”

“What’ s his nane?” asked Jennifer, thinking that she could
not say the sanme about Dr. Vanderner.

“Lawr ence Foley,” said Candy. “1’d been turned on to him
by another girl who had to have an abortion.”

“I't seens like he’s doing a |lot of abortions,” said

Jenni fer.
Candy nodded. “lIt’s a big city.”

Jenni fer sipped her cappucci no, wondering howto tell her



friends that she herself had just found out she was pregnant.
She post poned the nonent by turning back to Cheryl and
saying, “Perhaps you' d like it if I went with you tonorrow.
Seens to ne you could use sone conpany.”

“I"d love that,” said Cheryl, her face brightening.

“Not so fast, Ms. Schonberg,” said Candy. “W have
rehearsal .”

Jennifer raised her eyebrows and smled. “Wll, | have
some news nyself. | found out yesterday that I'mtw and a
hal f nont hs pregnant nyself.”

“Ch, no!” exclaimed Candy.

“Ch, yes!” said Jennifer. “And when | tell Jason, he may
not care whether | cone to rehearsal or not.”

Candy and Cheryl were too stunned to speak. In silence,
the three finished their coffee, paid the bill, and set off
for the studio.

Jason was not there when they arrived, and Jennifer felt
relieved and di sappointed at the sane tine. She renoved her
outer clothes and found a free area on the dance fl oor.
Turni ng sideways, she lifted her sweatshirt so that she could
see her profile. She had to admt that she already showed a
little.

Adam washed his hands in the nmen’s roomon the first floor

of the hospital conplex. Catching a glinpse of his haggard
face in the mrror, he realized he | ooked exhausted. Well,
maybe it woul d nake the dean nore synpathetic. After his

di sastrous neeting with his father, Adam had decided his only
recourse was an additional student |oan fromthe nedical
center. Straightening his frayed button-down collar, he

t hought he certainly | ooked poor and deserving, and that he
should go directly to the dean’s office before he lost his
cour age.

Bursting into the secretary’s office to denmand an



appoi nt nrent, Adam was al nost di stayed when the wonan said she
t hought the dean had a few nonents between appoi ntnents. She
went in to check. \Wen she returned, she said Adam could go
right in.

Dr. Markowitz stood as Adam crossed his office threshold.

He was a short, stocky man with dark curly hair not unlike
Adami s. He had a deep tan, even though it was just March. He
approached Adamw th his hand outstretched. Wen they shook
hands, his other hand grasped the back of Adanis.

“Please, sit down.” The dean gestured to a black academc
chair in front of his desk.

From his chair Adam could see a manila folder with his

nanme on the tab. Adam had net the dean only a few tinmes, but
each time Dr. Markowitz had acted as if he were intinmately
aware of Adami s situation. He had obviously pulled the file
In the mnute or two Adam had been kept waiting.

Adam cl eared his throat. “Dr. Markowitz, I'msorry to take
your time, but |I’ve got a problem”

“You’ve cone to the right place,” said Dr. Markow tz,

al though his smle relaxed an appreci abl e anobunt. Adam
recogni zed that the dean was nore politician than doctor. He
had an unhappy feeling that this neeting would be no better
than the one with his father. He crossed his | egs and gri pped
his ankle to keep his hands from shaki ng.

“l just found out ny wife is pregnant,” he began, watching
Dr. Markowtz's face for signs of disapproval. They weren’t
subtle. First, the dean’s snile vani shed. Then his eyes
narrowed as he folded his arns guardedly across his chest.

“Needl ess to say,” continued Adam trying to keep up his
courage, “this is going to put us in a financial bind. My
wife and | depend on her incone, and nowwith a child on the
way . " Adamis voice trailed off. You didn’'t need to be a
fortune-teller to know the rest.

“Well,” said Dr. Markowitz with a forced | augh, “I’m an
I nternist, not an obstetrician. Never was very good at
delivering babies.”



Sonme sense of hunor, thought Adam

“M/ wife sees Dr. Vanderner,” said Adam

“He’s the best,” offered Dr. Markowitz. “Can’t get better
obstetrical care than Dr. Vanderner. He delivered our two
children.”

There was an awkward pause. Adam becane aware of the

ticking of an antique Howard cl ock hanging on the wall to his
left. Dr. Markowitz | eaned forward and opened the fol der on
his desk. He read for a nonent, then | ooked up.

“Adam have you considered that this m ght not be a good
time to start your famly?”

“I't was an accident,” said Adam wanting to avoid a

| ecture if that was what the dean had intended. “A birth
control failure. A statistic. But now that it has happened,
we have to deal with it. W need additional financial support
or I have to drop out of school for a year or so. It’'s as
sinple as that.”

“Have you thought about termnating this pregnancy?” asked
Dr. Markow t z.

“We’ ve thought about it, but neither one of us is willing
to do so.”

“What about fam |y support?” questioned Dr. Markowtz. “I
don’t think that dropping out of school is a w se nove. You
have a | ot invested in getting to where you are today. |'d
hate to see that put in jeopardy.”

“There’s no chance of famly support,” said Adam He

didn't want to get into a conversation about his father’s

I ntransigence or his in-laws’ interference. “My only hope is
to borrow nore noney fromthe school. If not, I'll have to
take a | eave of absence.”

“Unfortunately, you are already borrow ng the maxi num
allowed,” said Dr. Markowitz. “W have [imted resources in
regard to student | oans. W have to spread around what we



have so everyone who needs support has access to it. |I'm
sorry.”

Adam stood up. “Well, | appreciate your tine.”

Dr. Markowitz got to his feet. Hs smle reappeared. “I
wish | could be nore help. | hate to see you | eave us. You
have an excellent record up until now. Maybe you shoul d
reconsi der the advisability of allow ng the pregnancy to go
toterm?”

“We're going to have the child,” said Adam “In fact, now
that the shock of it all is over, I’mlooking forward to it.’

“When woul d you start your |eave?” asked Dr. Markowt z.
“I"'mfinishing Internal Medicine in a few days,” said
Adam “As soon as it is over, |I'll ook for a job.”

“l suppose if you're going to take a leave, it is as good
a tine as any. What do you plan to do?”

Adam shrugged. “1 hadn’t nade any specific plans.”

“l mght be able to get you a research position here at
the nmedical center.”

“l appreciate the offer,” said Adam “but research doesn’'t
pay the kind of noney I’mgoing to need. |’'ve got to get a
job with a decent salary. | was thinking nore about trying
one of the big drug firnms out in New Jersey. Arolen gave our
class all those |eather doctor bags. Maybe |I'Il give them a

try.”

Dr. Markowitz flinched as if he’'d been struck. “That’s

where the noney is,” he said, sighing. “But | nust say | feel
as if you were deserting to the eneny. The pharnmaceuti cal

I ndustry has been exerting nore and nore control over nedical
research recently, and | for one amlegitimtely concerned.”

“I"’mnot wld about the idea,” admtted Adam “But they
are the only people who m ght be seriously interested in a
third-year nedical student. If it doesn’'t work out, maybe
"1l be back for that research position.”



Dr. Markow tz opened the door. “I’msorry we don't have
nore resources for financial aid. Best of luck, and let ne
know as soon as you can when you plan to get back to school.”

Adam |l eft, determned to call Arolen that afternoon. He
woul d worry about pharnmaceutical pressure on research once he
had cashed his first paycheck.

“You're what!” shouted Jason Conrad, the head of the Jason
Conrad Dancers. He threw up his hands in exaggerated despair.

For the four years that Jennifer had known him Jason had
al ways tended toward histrionics, whether he was ordering
| unch or directing the dancers. Consequently, she had
antici pated such a reaction.

“Now, let nme get this straight,” he noaned. “You're
telling me that you're going to have a child. Is that right?
No, tell me I"'mwong. Tell ne that this is just a bad dream
Pl ease!”

Jason | ooked at Jennifer with a pleading expression. He

was a tall man—six feet three—aho | ooked boyish despite his
thirty-three years. \Wether he was gay or not, Jennifer had
no idea. Neither did any of the other dancers. Dance was
Jason’s life, and he was a genius at it.

“I’”’mgoing to have a baby,” confirned Jennifer.

“Ch, ny God!” cried Jason, letting his head sink into his
hands.

Jenni f er exchanged gl ances with Candy, who had hung around
for noral support.

“This is not happening to ne,” wailed Jason. “At the
nonment of our big break, one of the | ead dancers gets herself
pregnant. GOh, ny CGod!”

Jason stopped pacing. Holding up his index finger, he
| ooked at Jennifer. “Wat about an abortion? Surely this



isn't a planned child.”

“I"’'msorry,” said Jennifer.

“But you can al ways have another child,” protested Jason.
Jenni fer just shook her head.

“You won’t listen to reason?” wailed Jason. He pressed a
hand dramatically agai nst his chest and began to take deep
breaths as if he were experiencing severe chest pain. “You
prefer to torture ne like this, straining ny heart. GCh Cod,
the pain is awful.”

Jennifer felt guilty about getting pregnant just when the
troupe was receiving its big break. She hated to | et anyone
down. But Jason’s response was a selfish one, and she
resented his trying to mani pulate her this way into sonething
as serious as an abortion.

Candy took Jason’s arm “l| hope you' re kidding about this
chest pain.”

Jason opened one eye. “Me kidding? | never kid about
sonething like this. This woman’s driving ne to an early
grave and you ask if 1’ m ki ddi ng?”

“l can probably dance for another nonth or so,” offered
Jenni fer.

“Ch, no, no, no!” said Jason, instantly forgetting his

chest pain. He began pacing back and forth in front of the
old ticket booth. “If you, Jennifer, are insensitive enough
to abandon us at this juncture, we have to nmake an adj ust nent
I mredi ately.” He stopped and pointed to Candy. “Wat about
you? Coul d you dance Jennifer’s part?”

Candy was caught off guard. “I don’t know,” she stammered.

Jason watched Jennifer out of the corner of his eye. He
knew t hat Jennifer and Candy were friends. He thought that
j eal ousy m ght acconplish what reason couldn’t. He needed
Jennifer at |least until the TV show was taped, but Jennifer
did not respond. She remained silent as Candy finally



replied, “I guess I'min good shape. |I'll certainly try and
give it ny best.”

“Hooray,” said Jason. “lIt’s good to hear that soneone

around here is willing to make sone sacrifices.” Then to
Jenni fer he said, “Maybe you should head into the office and
have Cheryl take you off the payroll. W aren’t a welfare
organi zation.”

Candy spoke up. “She should get her base salary for
anot her two weeks. That’'s only fair.”

Jason waved his hand as if he didn't care. He started back
for the gymfloor.

“Also,” called Candy after him “I think it would be

easier for our accounting if we put her on maternity | eave.”
“What ever,” said Jason with little interest. He opened the
door into the gym They could hear the other dancers going
through their routines. “Let’s get to work, Candy,” he called
over his shoul der as he di sappeared through the door.

The two wonen | ooked at each other. Both felt a little
awkwar d. Candy shrugged. “lI never guessed that he’'d offer ne
a dance position.”

“I"’m happy for you,” said Jennifer. “Really.”

Toget her, they returned to the gym

Jason’s high-pitched voice reverberated around the |arge
room “OK, let’s take dance variation nunber two fromthe
top. Positions!” He clapped his hands and the echo sounded
| i ke the report of a gun. “Cone on, Candy,” he yelled.

For a few m nutes Jennifer watched the rehearsal. Then,
trying to shake off her feelings of regret, she headed down

the hall to Cheryl’s office.

Cheryl was | eani ng back, reading a paperback romance
novel .

“You' re supposed to put ne on maternity | eave,” said



Jennifer with resignation.

“I"’'msorry,” said Cheryl. “Did Jason throw a fit?” She put
her book down. Jennifer could see the title: The Flanes of
Passi on.

“One of his best,” admtted Jennifer. “But | suppose it’s
understandable. This is a bad tine for ne to take a | eave.”
She sank into the chair in front of the desk. “Jason agreed
to let ne draw base pay for another two weeks. O course, |
still get ny percentages from past performances.”

“What are you going to do?” asked Cheryl.

“I don’t know,” said Jennifer. “Maybe | can get a

tenporary job. Do you have any ideas? How did you find this
position?”

“1 went to an agency,” said Cheryl. “But if you' re | ooking
for part-time work, try one of the tenporary secretari al
servi ces. They al ways need people.”

“I couldn’t type to save ny life,” said Jennifer.

“Then try one of the big departnent stores. A lot of ny
girlfriends have done that.”

Jennifer smled. That sounded prom sing.

“Are you still going to conme with nme tonorrow?” asked
Cheryl .
“Absolutely,” said Jennifer. “I wouldn’t think of letting

you go by yourself. Were you al one when you had the
ami ocent esi s?”

“Yup,” said Cheryl proudly. “It was a breeze. Hardly hurt
at all.”

“Sounds |i ke you have nore courage than |,” said Jennifer.
Jenni fer thought again about her nongol oi d brother and
wondered if she should ask to have the test.

Cheryl |eaned forward, |owering her voice. “Like Candy



said, | used to do a lot of drugs. Pot, acid, you nane it.
Dr. Foley said that | should have the test to check the
chronbsonmes. But he made it easy. If you have to have it,
don’t worry. | was really nervous, but 1'd do it again in a
flash.” She sat back, pleased with herself.

Jenni fer stared at Cheryl, renenbering Dr. Vanderner and
his chauvinistic attitude. “And this Dr. Foley, you like
hi nf”

Cheryl nodded her head. “Dr. Foley is the nicest doctor

|"ve ever net. If it hadn’t been for him | wouldn't have
done anything. And his nurses are nice, too. In fact, the
whole Julian dinic is just great. |I'’msure Candy would call
and make an appointnent for you if you d like.”

Jennifer smled. “Thanks, but ny husband sent ne to
sonmeone at the nedical center. Now, to get back to business.
What do | have to do to put nyself on maternity | eave?”

Cheryl winkled her nose. “I don’t know, to tell you the
truth. I'll have to ask Candy.”

After making plans to neet Cheryl the foll ow ng norning,

Jenni fer got her coat and bag and went out into the street.
Wal king to the subway, she struggl ed agai nst an al nost
overwhel m ng depression. She had al ways expected pregnancy to
be a wonderful experience, but now that she was bearing a
child, instead of feeling happy, she was confused and angry.
And worst of all she knew that she wasn’'t going to be able to
share such feelings with anyone because she was certain no
one woul d under st and.

Biting her lower lip, Jennifer decided to try Macy’'s
first.

It was nearly six o' clock when Jennifer trudged up the
stairs to their apartnent. \Wen she opened the door, she was
surprised to find Adam on the couch. He usually wasn't hone
this early. Then she realized he nust have taken the rest of
the day off after seeing his father.



“How did the neeting go?” she asked, nmaking an effort to
be pl easant. “Was your father hel pful ?”

“He was a delight,” snapped Adam “He gave ne a val uabl e
| ecture about responsibility and consistency.”

Jenni fer hung up her coat and went over and sat next to
Adam His eyes were red with dark circles. “Was it that bad?”

“Wrse,” said Adam “Now he believes |'’mthe cause of ny
not her’ s depression.”

“But her depression started with your brother’s death.”
“He seens to have forgotten that.”

“What did he say when you told himthat we are going to
have a chil d?”

“I didn't,” said Adam “I never had a chance. He nmde it
very clear that | was on ny own before | could even broach
t he subject.”

“I"'msorry,” said Jennifer

Jenni fer exam ned Adami s face. She didn't |ike what she

saw. He seened distant and cold. She wanted to ask hi m about
Dr. Lawence Fol ey but decided to put it off. “I think I’]
take a shower,” she said with a sigh as she stood up and

wal ked i nto the bedroom

At first, Adam sat and brooded. Gadually, he realized

that he was acting |ike an adol escent. Getting up, he went
into the bedroom and stripped off his clothes. Then he opened
the door to the bathroom “Leave the water on,” he shouted
over the sound of the shower. Wiile he was brushing his
teeth, Jennifer got out of the shower and, w thout | ooking at
him took her towel and went into the bedroom Although she

|l eft the water going as he requested, it was obvious that she
was irritated.

Adam had always found it difficult to apol ogi ze. Maybe
t hey should do sonething crazy, |ike go out to dinner.
Stepping into the shower, he decided to take Jennifer to a



restaurant called One by Land, Two by Sea. It was cl ose
enough so they could wal k. They’d never eaten there, but one
of Adanmis classmates had gone with his parents and had said
it was fantastic and expensive. What the hell, thought Adam
He was going to have a real job soon and they needed to

cel ebrate.

“Got a great idea,” said Adam when he cane into the
bedroom “How about going out for dinner?”

Jenni fer | ooked away fromthe TV and gl oom |y shook her
head.

“What do you nean, no?” said Adam “Cone on. W need to
get out. It will be a real treat.”

“W can’t afford it,” said Jennifer. She returned to the
TV as if the natter were cl osed.

Adam towel -dried his hair while he considered this
unexpect ed negative response. Jennifer was usually ready to
try nost anything. He sat down next to her and turned her
head fromthe screen. “Hello,” he said. “I'mtrying to talk
with you.”

Jenni fer raised her face, and he noticed that she | ooked
as exhausted as he did.

“l hear you,” she said. “l bought groceries. As soon as
the news is over, |I'Il make dinner.”

“Toni ght | want sonething different than Hanburger
Hel per,” said Adam

“I didn’t get Hanburger Hel per,” said Jennifer irritably.

“l meant that as a figure of speech,” said Adam *“Cone on.
Let’s go out for dinner. | think we need a break. | went to
see the dean this afternoon and nade sure we can’t borrow any
nore noney. So | told himl’mtaking a | eave of absence.”

“You don’t have to | eave school,” said Jennifer. “I

al ready got another job.”



“What kind of job?” asked Adam

“At Macy’s. In the shoe section. The only problemis that

| will have to work alternate weekends, but hopefully we can
coordinate that with your on-call schedule. Surprisingly,
11 be making the sane salary as | did dancing. Anyway, you
don’t have to drop out of school.”

Adam stood up fromthe bed. “You' re not working at Macy’'s
and that’'s final.”

“Ch,” said Jennifer, w dening her eyes in nock surprise.
“Has the king spoken?”

“Jennifer, this is hardly the tine for sarcasm”

“Isn’t 1t?” said Jennifer. “Seens to ne you were being
sarcastic just a few nonents ago. It’'s OK for you but not for
me?”

“I"’'min no nood for an argunent,” said Adam as he went to
the bureau for clean underwear. “You are not going to work at
Macy’'s. | don’t want you standing for |ong hours while you're
pregnant. Subject’s closed.”

“You are forgetting that this is ny body,” said Jennifer.

“That’s true,” said Adam “But it is also true that it is
our child.”

Jennifer felt the blood rise into her face.

“I'n any case, |’ve nade up ny mnd,” said Adam “I’'m
taking a | eave of absence so that | can work for a year or
two. Your job will be to take care of yourself and the baby,

and that doesn’t nean standing around in a departnent store.”
Hopi ng to end the dial ogue, Adam stepped into the |iving
room Because of the small size of the bedroomcloset, his
clothes were in the hall closet.

“Why can’t you stay here and di scuss this?” Jennifer
call ed out.

Adam cane back into the bedroom “There’'s nothing nore to



di scuss.”

“Oh yes there is,” said Jennifer, giving vent to her

anger. “l have as much to say about all this as you do. No
one agrees with you about |eaving nedical school and the
reason is sinple: you shouldn't. |I'’mperfectly capabl e of

wor king right up until the last nonth, even the | ast week.
Way do both of us have to interrupt our careers? Since |

obvi ously can’t continue dancing, it’s only sensible that |
get the new job. Your staying in school will be best for al

of us in the long run. Besides, | already have a position and
you don’t have any idea of what you could do.”

“Ch yes | have,” snapped Adam “l’m going to Arol en
Pharmaceuticals in New Jersey. | called this afternoon and
they are eager to see ne. | have an interview tonorrow.”

“Why are you being so bull headed about this?” said
Jennifer. “You don’'t have to | eave school. | can work.”

“I'f you call bull headedness ny desire to keep you heal t hy
and keep your parents frominterfering in our life, then,
yes, |’m bull headed. One way or the other, the issue is

cl osed, the discussion is over. |I'’mleaving school and you
are not working at Macy’'s. Any questions?” Adam knew he was
taunting Jennifer, but he felt she deserved it.

“I"ve got plenty of questions,” said Jennifer. “But |
realize that it is useless to ask them | wonder if you
realize how nuch |like your father you are.”

“Just shut up about ny father,” shouted Adam “If anybody
around here is going to criticize nmy father, I'll do it.
Besides, I’'mnot like my father in the slightest.”

He ki cked the bedroom door shut with a bang. For a nonent

he stood in the mddle of the Iiving room wondering what he
coul d break. Then, instead of doing sonething stupid, he
finished dressing and drying his hair. Calnmer, he decided to
try and make peace with Jennifer. He started to open the
bedr oom door and was shocked to find it | ocked.

“Jennifer,” he called over the sound of the TV. “I’m goi ng
to go out and get sonething to eat. I'd like you to go with



ne.

“You go ahead,” called Jennifer. “I want to stay by nyself
for a while.”

Adam coul d tell that she’d been crying and he felt guilty.

“Jenni fer, open the door,” he begged. The TV pl ayed on.
“Jenni fer, open the door.”

Still no answer. Adamfelt his anger return in a rush.

St eppi ng back, he eyed the door. For a second it seened
synbolic of all his problens. Wthout thinking, he raised his
right foot and kicked wth all his strength. The wood around
the | atch gave, and the door flew open, crashing agai nst the
bedroomwal | . Jennifer drew herself up in a tight bal

agai nst the headboard.

Adam could tell that she was terrified, and he i nmedi ately
felt stupid. “They don’t nmake doors the way they used to,” he
said lanely and tried to laugh. Jennifer didn’t say anything.
Adam pul | ed the door away fromthe wall. Were the doorknob
had struck, there was a hole in the plaster.

“Well, that was stupid,” he said, trying to sound
cheerful. “Anyway, as | was saying. Let’'s go out and get
sonmething to eat.”

Jenni fer shook her head no.

Adam | ooked around sel f-consciously, enbarrassed by his
tantrum “OK,” he said neekly. “I'Il be back later.”

Jenni fer nodded but didn’'t speak. She watched Adam | eave

and heard the door to the hall close and | ock. \Wat was
happening to them she wondered. Adam seened |like a different
person. He’'d never been violent, and violence terrified her.
WAs this pregnancy going to change everything?

CHAPTER

6

Cinbing the third and final flight of stairs in Cheryl
Tedesco’ s apartnent building, Jennifer was appalled. She'd
t hought her own building was bad, but Cheryl’'s nmade it seem



li ke the Hel nsl ey Pal ace. A couple of wi nos—Jennifer hoped
they were not residents—had canped in the | obby.

Checki ng the nunmber on Cheryl’s apartnent, Jennifer
hesi t at ed before knocking. Then she had to wait while there
were a nunber of clicks and finally the sound of the chain
bei ng noved before the door swung open.

“H'! Come on in,” said Cheryl. “Sorry it took me so | ong.
My dad insisted on putting on all sorts of |ocks.”

“I think it’s a good idea,” said Jennifer, quickly
stepping inside. Cheryl went into the bathroomto finish
dressing while Jennifer |ooked about the unkenpt apartnent.

“l hope you followed doctor’s orders,” she called, know ng
that Cheryl had been advised not to have food or drink save
for a small anmount of water when she first woke up.

“l haven't eaten a thing,” yelled Cheryl.

Jennifer shifted her weight fromone foot to another.

Sensing that the entire building was filthy, she didn't want
to sit down. The whol e idea of acconpanying Cheryl was

begi nning to upset her, but she couldn’'t let her go al one. At
| east she’d get to see the fabulous Dr. Foley, though she
wasn’t about to chal |l enge Adam about obstetricians just yet.
They had half nmade up the night before, but Jennifer was
still distraught at the thought of Adam | eavi ng nedi cal
school . She had her fingers crossed that this interview at
Arol en woul d be unsuccessful.

“Ready,” said Cheryl, energing fromthe bedroom She had
an overni ght bag slung over her shoulder. “Let’s get the show
on the road.”

The hardest part of the trip to the Julian Cinic was
climbing down Cheryl’s stairs without falling and then
getting by the winos. Cheryl was unconcerned about the buns,
sayi ng that when the super got up he’ d send t hem packi ng.

They wal ked to the Lexi ngton Avenue subway and caught the
No. 6 train to 110th Street. It wasn’t the greatest
nei ghbor hood, but it quickly inproved the closer they got to



the clinic. In fact, an entire city block had been leveled to
accommodat e the new health-care center. The building was a
fifteen-story contenporary structure of mrrored gl ass,
reflecting the imge of the surrounding early

ni net eent h-century tenenents. For a block in all directions,
the ol d buildings had been renovated, sandbl asted, and
refurbished so that they shone with quaint splendor. And for
anot her bl ock beyond that, many of the buildings were fronted
by scaffolding, indicating that they too were being repaired.
It appeared as if the clinic was taking over a whole section
of the city.

Jenni fer went through the front entrance expecting the

usual hospital furnishings but was pleasantly surprised by a
| obby that rem nded her nore of a luxury hotel. Everything
was new and spotlessly clean. The |large reception area was so
wel | staffed that Jennifer and Cheryl did not have to wait

| ong before a pretty black secretary said, “May | help you?”
She was dressed in a white bl ouse and blue junper and wore a
name tag that said “H'! |’ m Louise.”

Cheryl’s answer was barely audible. “I’"'mto see Dr. Fol ey.
|’mto have an abortion.”

Loui se’s face cl ouded over with concern. “Are you al
right, M . . . .7

“Tedesco,” said Jennifer. “Cheryl Tedesco.”
“I"'mfine,” insisted Cheryl. “Really I am”

“We have psychol ogists on call for admtting if you d |like
to talk to one now W’'d |like to nake you as confortabl e as
possi bl e.”

“Thank you,” said Cheryl. “But | have ny friend here.” She
pointed to Jennifer. “I wanted to ask if she will be
permtted to go upstairs with ne.”

“Absol utely,” said Louise. “W encourage patients to have
conpany. But first let me call up your record on nmy conputer
and then alert the admtting people. Wiy don't you two go
over to the lounge and relax. W'll be with you in just a few
m nutes.”



As Cheryl and Jennifer wal ked around to the confortable

sitting area, Jennifer said, “lI’m beginning to understand why
you and Candy are so high on this place. If Louise is any
exanpl e of how they treat you here, I"'mtruly inpressed.”

They barely had tinme to slip out of their coats when an

el derly gentl eman approached them pushing a cart with a
coffee and tea dispenser. He was dressed in a pink jacket,
whi ch he proudly stated was worn by vol unt eers.

“Are the nurses this friendly, too?" asked Jennifer.

“Everybody is friendly here,” said Cheryl, but despite her
smle, Jennifer could tell that she was anxi ous.

“How are you doi ng?” she asked, reaching over and
squeezi ng Cheryl’'s hand.

“Fine,” said Cheryl, nodding her head up and down as if
trying to convince herself.

“Excuse nme, are you Cheryl Tedesco?” asked anot her

pl easant -1 ooki ng young wonman dressed in a white shirt with a
bl ue junper. Her nane tag said “H'! |I’'m Karen.”

“I"’'mKaren Krinitz,” she said, offering a hand which

Cheryl shook uncertainly. “l1’ve been assigned to coordinate

your case and to nmake sure everything runs snoothly. If you

have any problens, just page ne.” She patted a small plastic
device clipped over a blue belt that matched her junper. “W
want your stay here to be as pleasant as possible.”

“Are all the patients assigned a coordi nator?” asked
Jenni fer.

“They certainly are,” said Karen proudly. “The whol e idea
here is that the patient conmes first. W don’t want to | eave
anything to chance. There is too nuch opportunity for

m sunder st andi ng, especially now t hat nedi ci ne has becone so
hi ghly technical. Doctors can sonetines becone so engrossed
in the treatnent that the patient is nonentarily forgotten.
It’s our job to keep that from happening.”



Jenni fer watched as the woman sai d good- bye and

di sappeared around a planter. There was sonet hing about her
that Jennifer found strange, but she couldn’t put her finger
on it.

“Did her speech seemodd to you?” she asked Cheryl.

“l didn’t understand what she was tal king about. Is that
what you nean?”

“No,” said Jennifer, turning to see if she could catch

sight of the woman again. “I just thought there was sonething
odd about the way she tal ked. But it nust be ne. | think
norni ng sickness is affecting nmy brain.”

“At | east she was friendly,” said Cheryl. “Wait until you
neet Dr. Foley.”

A few mnutes |ater a man cane by and i ntroduced hinsel f

as Rodney Murray. He was wearing a blue jacket made of the
same heavy cotton as Karen’s junper with an identical tag
announcing his nane. H's voice also had an odd flat quality,
and as Jennifer stared at him she realized that his eyes did
not seemto blink.

“Everything is ready for you, Ms. Tedesco,” he said,
fastening a plastic I D bracelet around Cheryl’s wist. “I’1]
be acconpanyi ng you upstairs, but first we have to go to the
| ab for your blood work and a few other tests.”

“Can Jennifer conme with us?” asked Cheryl.

“Absol utely,” said Rodney.

The man was extraordinarily attentive to Cheryl, and after

a few mnutes Jennifer dismssed her initial inpression as

t he working of an overw ought i nmagi nati on.

The | ab was expecting Cheryl, so they didn’'t have to wait.
Agai n, Jennifer was inpressed. She’d never been to a doctor’s
office or a hospital where she didn't have to wait for

everything. Cheryl was finished in m nutes.

As they rode up in the elevator, Rodney expl ai ned that



Cheryl was going to a special area the hospital had for
“pregnancy termnation.” Jennifer noted that everyone at the
Julian dinic studiously avoided the word “abortion.” She
felt it was a good idea. Abortion was an ugly word.

They got off at the sixth floor. Again, nothing about the

fl oor resenbled the average hospital. Instead of slick vinyl,
the floor was covered with carpeting. The walls were painted
a pale blue and hung with attractive franmed prints.

Rodney took themto a central area that was carefully
decorated not to look |ike a nurses’ station. In front of the
central station was a tastefully appointed | ounge where five
peopl e dressed in what Jennifer assuned was the Julian
uniformwere waiting. Three of the wonen wore name tags

i ndicating that they were RNs. Jennifer liked the fact that
they were not dressed in the traditional starched white. She
had the feeling that Karen was right: the Julian Cinic had
t hought of everything. She began to wonder if Dr. Vander ner
had adm tting privileges, since she was sure the delivery
floor reflected the sane attention to confort.

“Ms. Tedesco, your roomis right over here,” said one of

the nurses who had introduced herself as Marl ene Pol aski. She
was a broad, big-boned wonan with short blond hair who | ooked
around Cheryl’s roomas if she were checking every detail.
She even opened the door to the toilet. Satisfied, she patted
the bed and told Cheryl to slip out of her clothes and nake
hersel f confortable.

The room |ike the corridor, was as pleasantly furnished

as one in a good hotel, except for the standard hospital bed.
A television was set into the ceiling at an angle so that it
could be viewed confortably fromeither the bed or the easy
chair. The walls were light green with [ots of built-in
cabinets. The floor was covered with green carpet.

After changing into her own pajamas, Cheryl clinbed into
t he bed.

Mar | ene whi sked back into the room pushing an |V cart.
She explained to Cheryl that they needed an IV just for
safety’s sake. She started one deftly in Cheryl’s left arm
carefully attaching a snmall arm board. Jennifer and Cheryl



wat ched the drops falling in the mllipore chanber. Al at
once it didn't seemso nuch |ike a hotel room

“So,” said Marlene, putting on the |last strips of tape.
“W' |l be taking you down to the treatnment roomin a few
nonments.” Then, turning to Jennifer, she said, “You are
wel cone to cone along. That is, of course, if Cheryl wll
permt it. She's the boss.”

“Ch, yes!” said Cheryl, her face brightening. “Jennifer,
you will cone, won’t you?”

The room seened to spin nonentarily. Jennifer felt as if
she’ d expected to go wadi ng but instead was being thrown into
t he deep end of the pool. Both Marlene and Cheryl were

| ooki ng at her expectantly.

“All right, I'll cone,” she said finally.
Anot her nurse swept in with a syringe.

“Here’s a little tranquilizer for you,” she said brightly
as she pulled down Cheryl’s sheet.

Jennifer turned to the w ndow, vaguely studying the

rooftop scene that she could see through the slats of the
bl i nds. Wen she turned back, the nurse with the syringe was
gone.
“Gangway,” cal |l ed anot her voice as a gowned and hooded
nurse pushed a gurney into the roomand positioned it
al ongsi de Cheryl’s bed.

“My nane is Gale Schelin,” she said to Cheryl. “1 know you
don’t really need this gurney and that you could wal k down to
the treatnent room but it’s standard procedure for you to
ride.”

Before Jennifer had time to think, she was hel ping to nove
Cheryl onto the gurney and then push her out of the room

“All the way to the end of the hall,” directed Gal e.

Qutside the treatnent room several orderlies took over the



gurney. After the doors closed behind Cheryl, Jennifer felt
relieved. Then Gale took her arm saying, “You'll have to
enter this way.”

“I don’t think it’s a good idea . began Jennifer.
“Nonsense,” interrupted Gale. “I know what you're going to
say. But this part of the procedure is nothing. The nost

i mportant thing is Cheryl’s outlook. It’s inportant for her
to have the kind of support that famly can bring.”

“But I'"'mnot famly,” said Jennifer, wondering if she
shoul d add “and |’ m pregnant nyself.”

“Famly or friend,” said Gale, “your presence is crucial.
Here. Put this over your clothes and this over your hair.
Make sure that all your hair is tucked in.” She handed
Jennifer a sterile gown and hood. “Then cone on in.” Gale
di sappeared through a connecting door.

Damm, thought Jennifer. She was in a storeroomfllled with
linens and a | arge stainless-steel machine that | ooked |ike a
boiler. Jennifer guessed it was a sterilizer. Reluctantly,
she put on a hood, tucking in her hair as she was advi sed.
Then she put on the gown and tied it across her abdonen.

The connecti ng door opened and Gal e returned, eyeing

Jennifer as she opened the latch on the sterilizer. “You' re
fine. Go right in and stand to the left. If you feel faint or
anything, just cone back in here.” There was a hiss as steam
escaped from the machine.

Taki ng a deep breath, Jennifer went into the treatnent
room

It looked just |ike she had imagined it would. The walls

were white tile and the floor sone sort of white vinyl. There
was a white porcelain sink nounted on the wall and

gl ass-fronted cabinets filled with nedical paraphernalia

al ong one side of the room

Cheryl had been transferred to an exam nation table that
stood in the center of the room Next to it was a stand that
supported a tray with a collection of stainless-steel bow s



and plastic tubing. Against the far wall was an anesthesia
cart wwth the usual cylinders of gas attached.

There were two nurses in the room One of them was washi ng
Cheryl’s abdonen, while the other was busy opening vari ous
packets and dropping the contents onto the instrunent tray.

The door to the treatnent room opened and a gowned and

gl oved doctor canme in. He inmediately went to the instrunent
tray and arranged the instrunments to his liking. Cheryl, who
had been calmy resting, pushed herself up on one el bow.

“Ms. Tedesco,” said one of the nurses, “you nust |ie back
for the doctor.”

“That’s not Dr. Foley,” said Cheryl. “Wiere is Dr. Fol ey?”

For a nmonent no one noved in the room The doctor and the
nur ses exchanged gl ances.

“I"’mnot going through with this unless Dr. Foley is
here,” said Cheryl, her voice cracking.

“I"'mDr. Stephenson,” said the man. “Dr. Fol ey cannot be
here, but the Julian dinic has authorized ne to take his
pl ace. The procedure is very easy.”

“l don’t care,” pouted Cheryl. “I won't have the abortion
unl ess he does it.”

“Dr. Stephenson is one of our best surgeons,” said a
nurse. “Please |lie back and et us get on with this.” She put
her hand on Cheryl’s shoul der and started to push her down.

“Just a mnute,” said Jennifer, surprised at her own
assertiveness. “It is obvious that Cheryl wants Dr. Foley. |
don’t think you should try to force her to accept soneone

el se.”

Everyone in the roomturned to Jennifer as if they'd just
real i zed she was standing there. Dr. Stephenson canme over and

started to | ead her out of the room

“Just a mnute,” said Jennifer. “I"mnot going to | eave.



Cheryl says she doesn’'t want the procedure unless Dr. Fol ey
does it.”

“We understand,” said Dr. Stephenson. “If that is the way

M ss Tedesco feels, then of course we will respect her

wi shes. At the Julian Cinic the patient always cones first.
If you'll just go back to Mss Tedesco’'s room she will be
right along.”

Jenni fer glanced at Cheryl, who was now sitting on the
edge of the exami nation table. “Don’t worry,” she said to
Jennifer. “I won't let themdo anything until Dr. Foley
cones.”

Bewi | dered, Jennifer let herself be | ed out of the

treatment room The gurney that had brought Cheryl was being
rol |l ed back inside, which nade Jennifer feel nore
confortabl e. Renoving the hood and gown, she deposited them
in a hanmper in the corridor.

Al nost i medi ately Marl ene Pol aski appeared. “l just heard
what happened,” she said to Jennifer. “I’mterribly sorry. No
matter how hard you try in a large institution, sometines
things go wong. It’s been chaotic here for twenty-four

hours. W thought that you knew about poor Dr. Foley.”

“What are you tal king about?” asked Jennifer.

“Dr. Foley committed suicide the night before last,” said
Marl ene. “He shot his wife and then hinself. It was in all
t he papers. W thought you knew. ”

Jenni fer stepped into the corridor. Cheryl rolled past
her. Jennifer sighed, glad she was with Dr. Vanderner after
all.

As Adam got off the bus in Mntclair, New Jersey, he

t hanked the driver who | ooked at himas if he were crazy.
Adamwas in fact in an oddly jazzed-up nood, a conbination of
anxi ety about the upcomng job interview and guilt about his
behavi or the previous evening. He'd attenpted to apol ogize to
Jennifer, but the best he’'d been able to do was say he was



sorry that he’d broken the door. He hadn’'t changed his m nd
about her standing up all day throughout her pregnancy
selling shoes.

Adam spotted the Arolen car right where the secretary had
said it would be: in front of the Montclair National Bank.
Adam crossed the busy commercial street and tapped on the
driver’s window. The man was readi ng the New York Daily News.
He reached over his shoul der and unl ocked the rear door.

It was a short ride fromthe town to the newly constructed
Arol en headquarters. Adam sat with his hands pressed between
his knees, taking everything in. They stopped at a security
gate, and a unifornmed guard with a clipboard bent down and
stared at Adam t hrough the wi ndow. The driver said,
“Schonberg,” and the guard, apparently satisfied, lifted the
whi t e- and- bl ack-stri ped gate.

As they went up the sloping drive, Adam was amazed by the
opul ence. There was a reflecting pool in the center of the
wel | -t ended grounds surrounded by trees. The nai n buil ding
was a huge bronzed structure whose surface acted |like a
mrror. The sides of the building tapered as they soared up
into the sky. There were two snaller buildings on either
side, connected to the main building by transparent bridges.

The driver skirted the reflecting pool and stopped

directly in front of the main entrance. Adam thanked the man
and wal ked up toward the door. As he drew cl oser, he checked
hi s appearance in the mrrorlike surface. He had on his best
clothes, a blue blazer, white shirt, striped tie, and gray
sl acks. The only problemwas that there were two buttons
mssing fromthe left sleeve of the jacket.

Inside the front door he was issued a special badge and

told to take the elevator to the twelfth floor. Riding up in
solitary splendor, he noticed a TV canera that slowy noved
back and forth, and he wondered if he were bei ng observed.
When the doors opened, he was greeted by a man about his own
age.

“M. M@ire?” asked Adam

“No, I"'mTad, M. MQire s secretary. Wuld you foll ow



nme, please.”

He | ed Adamto an outer office, told himto wait, and
di sappeared through a door that said “District Sal es Manager,
Nor t heast .”

Adam gl anced around. The furniture was reproduction

Chi ppendal e, the wall-to-wall carpet a |uxurious beige. Adam
couldn’t help but conpare the environnent to the decaying

nmedi cal center he’'d recently left, and recalled the dean’s
warning. He didn’'t have tinme for second thoughts before

Cl arence McCuire opened the door and notioned Adam i nside. He
wal ked over to a couch and sat down as McGuire gave Tad a few
final orders before dism ssing him

McGQuire was a youthful, stocky man an inch or so shorter
than Adam His face had a satisfied air about it, and his
eyes al nost cl osed when he sm | ed.

“Wul d you care for sonething to drink?” he asked.
Adam shook hi s head.

“Then | think we should begin,” said M. MGCuire. “Wat
made you interested in Arol en?”

Adam nervously cleared his throat. “l decided to |eave

nmedi cal school, and | thought that the pharnaceuti cal

i ndustry would find use for ny training. Arolen gave ny cl ass
their black bags and the name stuck in ny mnd.”

M. MQire smled. “I appreciate your candor. OK, tell ne
why you are interested in pharmaceuticals.”

Adam fidgeted a little. He was reluctant to give the real,
hunmbl i ng reasons for his interest: Jennifer’s pregnancy and
hi s desperate need for cash. Instead, he tried out the line
he had practiced on the bus. “l was influenced to a | arge
degree by ny gradual disillusionment with the practice of
nmedicine. It seens to ne that doctors no | onger consider the
patient their prime responsibility. Technol ogy and research
have becone nore rewarding intellectually and financially,
and nedi ci ne has becone nore of a trade than a profession.”
Adam wasn’t sure what he neant by that phrase, but it had a



niceringtoit so helet it stand. Besides, M. MQire
seened to buy it.

“Over the last two and a half years |’ve cone to believe

t he pharmaceuti cal conpani es have nore to offer the patient
than the individual doctor has. | think I can do nore for
people if I work for Arolen than if | stay in nedicine.”

Adam | eaned back on the sofa. He thought what he had said
sounded pretty good.

“Interesting,” said McQuire. “It sounds as if you have
given this a lot of thought. However, | nust tell you that
our usual nethod of starting people like yourself is in our
sales force. Wiat the nedical professional likes to cal
‘detail nmen.’” But | don’t know if that would give you the
sense of service you are seeking.”

Adam | eaned forward. “l1 assuned that | would start in
sales, and | know it would be a nunber of years before |
could really make a contribution.” He watched McGuire for
signs of skepticism but the nman continued to snile.

“One thing that | particularly wanted to ask . " said
McGQuire. “Is your father wiwth the Food and Drug

Adm ni stration?”

Adam felt the nmuscles of his neck tighten. “My father is
Davi d Schonberg of the FDA,” he said, “but that has no
bearing on ny interest in Arolen. In fact, | ambarely on
speaking terns wiwth ny father, so | certainly couldn’t

I nfl uence his decisions in any way."”

“lI see,” said M. MQuire. “But | can assure you that we
are interested in you and not your father. Now, | would like
to hear about your schooling and work experience.”

Crossing his | egs, Adam began from the begi nning, starting
wi th grammar school and | eading up to nedical school. He
described all his sumrer jobs. It took about fifteen m nutes.

“Very good,” said M. MQ@uiire when Adam had finished. “If
you' |l wait outside for a few mnutes, I’'lIl be out shortly.”
As soon as the door closed, MQiire picked up the phone and



called his boss, WIlliam Shelly. Shelly’ s secretary answered,
and McQuire told Joyce to put the VP on the Iline.

“What is it?” asked Bill Shelly, his voice crisp and
commandi ng.

“l just finished interview ng Adam Schonberg,” said M.
MCGuire, “and you were right. He is David Schonberg s son,
and he’s also one of the best candidates |I’ve seen in five
years. He's perfect Arolen executive material, right down to
hi s phil osophi es about current nedical practice.”

“Sounds good,” agreed Bill. “If he works out, you Il get a
bonus.”

“I"'mafraid | can’t take credit for finding him” said
Cl arence. “The kid called ne.”

“You' |l get the bonus just the sane,” said Bill. “Gve him
sonme lunch and then bring himup to ny office. 1'd like to
talk with himnysel f.”

Cl arence hung up the phone and returned to the waiting

area outside his office. “l just spoke with the

vi ce-president in charge of marketing who is ny boss and he' d
like to talk with you after lunch. What do you say?”

“I"'mflattered,” said Adam

Jennifer turned away fromthe wi ndow in Cheryl’s room and

| ooked at her friend. She seened al nost angelic with her
white skin and freshly washed blond hair. The tranquilizer
that she’ d been given had obviously taken effect. Cheryl was
asl eep, her head confortably elevated on a pillow

Jennifer didn't know what to do. Cheryl had been brought
back fromthe treatnment roomand told about Dr. Foley’'s
death. Marl ene Pol aski had tried to convince Cheryl that Dr.
St ephenson was as good a doctor as Dr. Foley and that Cheryl
shoul d go ahead and have the procedure done. She rem nded
Cheryl that every day that passed nade the abortion nore
risky.



Jenni fer eventually had agreed with Marlene and had tried
to change Cheryl’s mind, but the girl continued to insist
that no one was going to touch her except Dr. Foley. It was
as if she refused to believe the man had conm tted suici de.

Staring at the still formon the bed, Jennifer noticed
that her friend s eyes were slowy opening.

“How do you feel ?”

“Fine,” said Cheryl sleepily.

“I think I should be going,” said Jennifer. “lI’ve got to
get dinner ready before Adamgets home. |I’'ll give you a cal
| ater. | can cone back tonmorrow if you' d |ike. Are you sure

you don’t want Dr. Stephenson to do the procedure?”

Cheryl’s head lolled to the side. Wien she spoke, her
words were slurred. “What did you say? | didn’'t hear you
exactly.”

“I said |l think I’'ll be going,” said Jennifer, smling in
spite of herself. “Did they give you sone chanpagne before

t hey brought you back here? You sound drunk.”

“No chanpagne,” murnured Cheryl as she funbled with the

bed covers. “I’'Il walk you to the elevator.” Cheryl threw
back the bl anket, inadvertently jerking the IV line that was
still attached to her left arm

“I think you d better stay where you are,” said Jennifer.
Her sm | e di sappeared, and she felt the initial stirring of
fear. She reached out to restrain Cheryl.

But Cheryl already had her | egs over the side of the bed

and was pushing herself up into a shaky sitting position. At
t hat point she noticed that she had pulled out her IV and was
bl eeding fromthe spot where the tube had entered her arm

“Look what | did,” Cheryl said. She pointed to the IV and
i n doing so, |ost her bal ance.

Jennifer tried to grab her shoulders, but inalinp, fluid



novenent, Cheryl slipped off the bed onto the floor. Al
Jennifer could do was to ease her down. She ended up bent
doubl e, her face resting on her knees.

Jennifer didn't know what to do: call for help or lift
Cheryl. Since Cheryl was in such an unnatural position, she
decided to hel p her back to bed and then get the nurses, but
when she raised Cheryl’'s arnms, all she saw was bl ood.

“Ch God!” she cried. Blood was pouring from Cheryl’s nose

and nmouth. Jennifer turned her on her back and noted that the
skin around her eyes was black and blue, as if she’d been
beaten. There was nore bl ood on her |egs, com ng from beneath
t he hospital gown.

For a few seconds Jennifer was paral yzed. Then she | unged

for the nurse’'s call button and pressed it repeatedly. Cheryl
still had not noved. Abandoning the call button, Jennifer
dashed to the door and frantically called for help. Mrlene
appeared al nost i nmedi ately and pushed past Jennifer, who
flattened herself against the wall of the corridor, her hands
pressed to her nouth. Several other hospital nurses rushed
into the room Then soneone ran out and issued an energency
page over the previously silent PA system

Jennifer felt sonmeone take her arm “Ms. Schonberg. Can
you tell us what happened?”

Jennifer turned to face Marl ene. There was bl ood on the
side of the nurse’s cheek. Jennifer peered into the room
They were giving Cheryl nouth-to-nouth resuscitation.

“W were talking,” said Jennifer. “She didn’t conpl ain
about anything. She just sounded drunk. \Wen she tried to get
out of bed, she coll apsed and then there was all that blood.”

Several doctors, including Dr. Stephenson, ran down the
hal | way and into Cheryl’s room Soon another doctor arrived
wi th what | ooked |Iike an anesthesia machi ne. Marl ene hel ped
hi m maneuver it into the room | eaving Jennifer alone.
Jennifer | eaned against the wall, feeling dizzy. She was
vaguely aware of other patients standing in the doorways of
their roons.



Two orderlies appeared wth a gurney. A nonent |ater

Jenni fer saw Cheryl for the last tine as she was taken back
to the treatnent room She had a bl ack anest hesia nask

cl asped over her shockingly pale face. At | east a dozen
peopl e were grouped around her shouting orders.

“Are you all right?” asked Marl ene, suddenly appearing in
front of Jennifer.

“1 think so,” said Jennifer. Her voice was flat, |ike Dr.
St ephenson’s. “What’s wong with Cheryl ?”

“l don’t think anybody knows yet,” said Marl ene.

“She’ll be all right,” said Jennifer, nore as a statenent
t han a questi on.

“Dr. Stephenson is one of the very best,” said Mrlene.
“Why don’t you cone to the | ounge across fromthe nurses’
station. | don’t want you sitting by yourself.”

“My bag is in Cheryl’s room” said Jennifer.

“You wait here. 1’1l get it,” said Marlene.

After retrieving it, Marlene took Jennifer to the I ounge
and offered her something to drink, but Jennifer assured her

t hat she was fi ne.

“Do you know what they’'re going to do?” asked Jennifer,
not certain she wanted to hear the answer.

“That’s up to the doctors,” said Marlene. “They’l
certainly take out the fetus. OQther than that, | don’'t know.’

“I's the baby causing this bl eedi ng?”

“Most |ikely. Both the bleeding and the shock. That’'s why
they have to get it out.”

Maki ng Jennifer promse to call if she needed anyt hing,
Mar | ene went back to work. Every few m nutes, though, she
woul d wave to Jennifer and Jennifer woul d wave back.



Jenni fer had never |liked hospitals, and this present
experience confirnmed her |ong-standing aversion. She checked
her watch. It was three-twenty.

Al nost an hour passed before Dr. Stephenson reappeared.
H's hair was matted across his forehead, his face drawn.
Jennifer’s heart skipped a beat.

“We did the best we could,” he said, sitting opposite her.
“I's she . " began Jennifer, feeling as if she were
wat chi ng a soap opera.

Dr. Stephenson nodded. “She’s dead. W couldn’t save her.

She had DIC, or diffuse intravascular coagulation. It’'s a
condition that we don’t really understand too well, but it is
occasional ly associated with abortions. W’ ve only had one

ot her case here at the Julian, and fortunately the patient

did well. Wth Cheryl, however, the situation was conplicated
by uncontrol | abl e henorrhagi ng. Even if we had been able to
resuscitate her, I'mafraid she woul d have | ost her ki dney
function.”

Jenni fer nodded, but she didn't understand in the
slightest. It was all too unbelievable.

“Do you know the fam |y?” asked Dr. Stephenson
“No,” said Jennifer

“That’s too bad,” he said. “Cheryl was not willing to give
their address or phone nunber. It’s going to nake it
difficult to track them down.”

Marl ene and Gal e appeared in front of Jennifer. Both had
been crying. Jennifer was astounded. She’'d never heard of
nurses crying.

“W're all very upset about this,” said Dr. Stephenson
“That’s the trouble with practicing nmedicine. You do your
best, but sonetines it is just not enough. Losing a young,
vibrant girl like Cheryl is a tragedy. Here at the Julian
Cinic we take this kind of failure very personally.”



Fifteen mnutes later Jennifer left the clinic by the sane
door she’'d entered with Cheryl only hours before. She could
not quite grasp the fact that her friend was dead. She turned
and | ooked up at the mrrored facade of the Julian dinic.
Depite what had happened, she still had a good feeling about
the hospital. It was a place where peopl e counted.

Following McGQuire off the elevator on the nineteenth floor
after lunch, Adam paused. He was again both inpressed and
appal l ed by the costly furnishings. The appointnents were so
| avi sh they made McCQuire’' s floor seemutilitarian by

conpari son.

Qui ckening his step, Adam caught up with McGuire just as

he was entering the nost spectacul ar office Adam had ever
seen. One entire wall was gl ass, and beyond it the Jersey
countryside unrolled in winter majesty.

“You | i ke the view?” asked a voice. Adamturned. “I’'mBil
Shelly,” the man said, wal king around his desk. “d ad you
could cone out and see us.”

“My pleasure,” said Adam surprised at M. Shelly’s
yout hf ul ness. Adam had expected soneone at |least fifty years
of age as a senior executive. M. Shelly did not appear to be
nore than thirty. He was Adanis height with closely cut blond
hair conbed with a razor-sharp part. Hi s eyes were a
startlingly bright blue. He was dressed in a white shirt with
the sleeves rolled up, pink tie, and tan sl acks.

M. Shelly gestured out the wi ndow. “Those buildings in
the di stance are Newark. Even Newark | ooks good froma
di stance.” Behind Adam MQuire chuckl ed.

Looki ng out the wi ndow, Adamrealized he could al so see

the | ower part of Manhattan. There were |lots of clouds, and
shafts of sunlight slanted down, illum nating some of the New
York skyscrapers while | eaving others in blue shadow.

“How about sone refreshnent,” said M. Shelly, noving over
to a coffee table that supported a silver service. “W’ ve got
coffee, tea, and just about anything el se.”



The three nen sat down. McQGuire and Adam asked for coffee.
Bill Shelly poured hinself a cup of tea.

“M@iire has told ne a little about you,” said Shelly,
si zing up Adam as he tal ked.

Adam began to speak, repeating essentially the sane things
he had told McGuire earlier. The two Arol en executives
exchanged gl ances, nodding inperceptibly. Bill had no doubt
that McGuire' s assessnent had been accurate. The content of
the personality profile that Bill had ordered drawn up during
l unch confirmed Bill's sense that Adamwas a particularly
good choice for their managerial training program Finding
candi dates was a high priority, since the conpany was
expandi ng so rapidly. The only reservation Bill had was that
the boy m ght go back to nedical school, but that could be
handl ed t oo.

When Adam finished, Bill put down his teacup and said, “W
find your attitude about the nedical profession synpathetic
with our own. W too are aware of doctors’ |ack of social
responsibility. | think you ve cone to the right place.
Arolen could very well be a perfect hone for you. Do you have
any questions for us?”’

“I'f | amhired, | would like to stay in the New York
area,” said Adam He was reluctant to nove away fromthe
medi cal school and wanted Jennifer delivered at the center.

Bill turned to MGQuire. “I think we could find an openi ng,
don’t you, C arence?”

“I ndeed,” agreed O arence quickly.
“Any ot her questions?’ asked M. Shelly.

“Not that | can conme up with at the nonent,” said Adam

Thi nking the neeting over, he started to rise, but Bill

| eaned over to stop him “Wait just a little | onger.”

Di smi ssing his coll eague, he said, “Clarence, I'll send him
down to your office shortly.” As the door closed behind
McQuire, Bill rose to his feet.



“First, let ne tell you that we are very interested in

you. Your nedical background is first-rate. Second, | want to
assure you that we would be hiring you on your own nerits,

not because of any influence that you may or may not have

wi th your father.”

“l appreciate your saying that,”
M. Shelly’s frankness.

said Adam i npressed by

Lifting the personality profile that McCGuire had put
toget her, Shelly added, “You d be anazed to know that we have
al ready a conplete report on you.”

Adam felt a nonment’s outrage that Arolen would dare invade
his privacy, but before he could protest, Bill was saying,
“Everything in this report encourages nme not only to hire you
but to offer you a spot in our nmanagerial training program
What do you say?”

Dazed, Adamtried to regain his conposure. Things were
novi ng faster than he’ d ever expected. “lIs the manageri al
trai ning done here as well?” he asked.

“No,” said M. Shelly. “Sales training is |ocated here,
but the managenent programis held at our main research
center in Puerto Rico.”

Puerto Rico! thought Adam And he had been worried about

| eavi ng Manhattan. “That’s a very generous offer,” he said at
last. “But | think I1'd prefer to start out a little slower.
My original idea was to begin as a sales rep so that | could
| earn about the business world.”

“l can appreciate that,” said M. Shelly. “But the offer
remains. | should tell you that Arolen is planning to reduce
Its sales force starting next year. You mght want to keep
that in mnd.”

“Does this nean | have been offered a sal es job?” asked
Adam

“Yes, indeed,” said Bill. “And there’s one nore person in
our organi zation that 1'd like you to neet.” He flipped on
his intercomand asked his secretary to ask Dr. Nachman if he



could conme down and neet the new recruit they had discussed
earlier.

“Dr. Heinrich Nachman is head of our research center in
Puerto Rico. He’'s in town for our board neeting, which was
held this norning. 1'd like you to neet him He's a renowned
neurosurgeon and a fascinating individual. Talking with him
m ght make you consider the Puerto Rico offer nore
seriously.”

Adam nodded, then asked, “When would you like nme to start?
|’ mready now.”

“l do like your attitude,” said Shelly. “I’Il have you
enrolled in our next sales representative course, which |
believe starts in a week. You Il have to spend a day with a
sales rep before then, but I'’msure Carence McQuire can set
that up for you. As for salary, you'll go on the payrol

I mredi ately. Also, after reading your file, | guess you woul d

i ke to know about our maternity benefits.”

Adam coul d feel his face redden. He was saved from
replying by Dr. Heinrich Nachman’s entrance.

The neurosurgeon was exceptionally tall and thin. He had
shaggy dark hair and eyes that appeared to mss very little.
He greeted Adamwith a broad smle and stared intensely at
himfor several m nutes. Adam was about to squirm under the
unwaveri ng gaze when the doctor said, “Are we going to see
this young man in Puerto Rico?”

“Unfortunately, not just yet,” said Shelly. “Adam feels
he’d like to learn a bit about the business before committing
to managerial training.”

“l see,” said Dr. Nachman. “Fromwhat Bill’'s told nme you'd

be a real asset to our organization. Qur research is noving
ahead faster than we had anticipated. It would be a fantastic
opportunity for you. You have no idea.”

“What area does the research invol ve?” asked Adam

“Psychotropic drugs and fetol ogy,” said Dr. Nachman.



There was a pause. Adam | ooked fromone man to the other.
They were both staring at him “That’'s very interesting,” he
sai d sel f-consciously.

“At any rate,” said Dr. Nachman, “wel cone to Arol en
Phar maceuticals.” The researcher stuck out his hand, and Adam
shook it.

On the bus ride back to the city Adamfelt sone

m sgi vings. He renmenbered Dr. Markowi tz’'s statenment about
deserting to the eneny. The idea that a conpany could nmake so
much noney selling drugs to people who were ill seened
contrary to all his ideals. He realized that doctors did
essentially the sanme thing. But there was sonething el se that
bot hered Adam about Arol en, sonmething he couldn’'t quite
define. Perhaps it had to do with the fact that they had done
a “conplete report” on him

In any case, he hadn’t nade a lifetinme conmtnment and for

t he noment he needed the noney. If he and Jennifer saved
carefully, there was no reason he couldn’t be back in nedical
school in eighteen nonths.

As the bus entered the Lincoln Tunnel, Adam pulled out his
worn wal l et and surreptitiously glanced into it. There they
were, ten crisp hundred-dollar bills nestled against the

hal f - dozen ragged singles. Adam had never seen so nmuch noney
in cash. Bill had insisted Adamtake an advance, pointing out
he m ght need sone new clothes. He wouldn't be wearing whites
to work.

But a thousand dollars! Adamstill could not believe it.

Struggling with two Bl oom ngdal e s bags containing shirts

and a jacket for hinself and a gift-wapped new dress for
Jenni fer, Adamtook the Lexington Avenue subway to Fourteenth
Street and wal ked to the apartnent.

As soon as he opened the door he heard Jennifer on the
phone, talking to her nother. He glanced into the kitchen and



saw no preparations for dinner. In fact, he saw no signs of
groceries, either. Promsing hinself that he was not going to
get upset that evening, he wal ked into the bedroom where
Jenni fer was just sayi ng good-bye. She hung up the phone and
turned to face him

She | ooked terrible. Her cheeks were streaked and her eyes
were red fromcrying. Her hair was half in a bun, half out,
hanging |inply over her shoul ders.

“Don’t tell nme,” said Adam “Your parents are noving to
Bangl adesh.”

Large tears welled up in her eyes, and Adam w shed he’'d
kept his big nouth shut. He sat down next to her and put his
arm around her shoul ders.

“l tried to call you earlier,” said Adam “The phone was
busy.”

Jennifer let her hands drop into her lap. “Wy were you
cal ling?”

“Just to tell you | was going to be a little late. | got
you a little surprise. Interested?”

Jenni fer nodded. Adam went out and got the package. She
opened it slowy. Finally, after carefully refolding the
paper, she opened the box.

Expecti ng delight, Adam was upset when Jennifer just sat
hol di ng the pretty Belle France chem se, the tears conti nuing
to roll down her cheeks.

“Don’t you like it?” he asked.

Jenni fer wi ped her eyes and pulled the dress out of the

box, stood up and held it under her chin so she could see
herself in the mrror. “lIt’s gorgeous,” she said. “But where
did you get the noney?”

Adam shrugged his shoulders. “If you don't like it, I'm
sure you can exchange it.”



Jenni fer wal ked back to Adam and, wth the dress stil
pressed agai nst her chest, kissed himon the nouth. “l |ove
it. It’s one of the prettiest dresses |’ve ever seen.”

“Then why are you crying?”

“Because | had such an awful day. D d you ever neet
Cheryl, Jason’s secretary?”

“lI don’t think so,” said Adam
“I't doesn’t matter,” said Jennifer. “But she was only

ni neteen or twenty. Today | went with her to a place called
the Julian dinic . §

“I know of it,” interrupted Adam *“A huge, new HMO

organi zation, kind of |like the Mayo Cinic. Some of the
students that have gone there for various rotations say it’'s
a bit weird.”

“I't wasn’t the place that was strange,” said Jennifer. “It
was what happened. Cheryl went there to have an abortion.”

Adam cringed. “Wnderful!” he said with sarcasm “You went
W th soneone to have an abortion? Jennifer, are you crazy?”

“She didn’t have anybody el se,” explained Jennifer. “I
couldn’t let her go alone.”

“OF course not,” said Adam “But if you don’'t mnd ny
asking, where was her famly or her boyfriend? Wiy did it
have to be you, Jennifer?”

“I don’t know,” admtted Jennifer. “But | went. And then
she died!”

“Died!” repeated Adamwi th horror. “What did she die of?
Was she sick?”

Jenni fer shook her head. *“She was apparently quite

heal t hy. They were just about to do the abortion when Cheryl
real i zed her own doctor wasn’'t present, and she refused to go
ahead with the procedure. She expected a Dr. Foley, but the
man i s dead. He'd commtted suicide. So another doctor was



going to do the abortion.”

“I'n sone group practices the patient can’t choose which
physi cian they see,” said Adam

“That may be true,” said Jennifer, “but it seens to ne
that the patient should be inforned in advance if the doctor
she expected is not going to be there.”

“lI can’t argue with that,” said Adam “But if she refused
t he abortion, how did she die?”

“They said it was diffuse intravascul ar coagul ati on. She
died right in front of ne. One mnute she was all right, and
the next mnute she fell on the floor bleeding. It was
awful .” Jennifer pulled her lower lip into her nouth and bit
on it. Her eyes filled with tears.

Adam put both arnms around her and patted her back.

Nei t her spoke for a few nonments. Adam | et Jennifer calm
down while he puzzled over the story. How could Cheryl have
died of DICif the abortion had been cancel ed? He guessed
that it had been a saline induced abortion and the sol ution
had al ready been started. He was tenpted to ask nore but

t hought it best if Jennifer weren’t made to dwell on the
experi ence.

But Jennifer was unwilling to drop the subject. “Wat is

di ffuse intravascul ar coagul ati on?” she asked. “Is it
conmon?”

“No, no,” assured Adam “It’s very rare. | don’'t know too
much about it. | don’t think anybody does. Sonething starts
the clotting process inside the blood vessels. | think it’s

associ ated with extensive trauma or bad burns and
occasionally wth abortions. But in any case, it is rare.”

“I't doesn’t happen to people who are just pregnant?” asked
Jenni fer.

“Absol utely not!” said Adam “Now | don’t want you to get
medi cal -schoolitis and think you re going to come down with
every exotic di sease you hear about. Right now | want you to



take a shower, try on this new dress, and then we’ll eat.”

“l didn’t get groceries,” said Jennifer.

“I noticed,” said Adam “No matter. | have a wallet ful

of noney and I'mdying to tell you how | got it. You take a
shower and we’ Il go out to a fancy restaurant and cel ebrate,
oxK?”

Jennifer got a tissue and bl ew her nose. “OK,” she
managed. “I hope I’'I|l be good conpany. |I’m so upset.”

Wil e Jenni fer showered, Adam stepped into the living room
and | ooked up DIC. As he expected, the condition was not
related to pregnancy. Putting the nedical text back on the
shelf, he noticed the PDR His curiosity piqued, he slipped
t he vol une out of the bookcase and turned to the section for
Arol en Pharmaceuticals. Except for an extensive |ist of
generic antibiotics, Arolen did not have many excl usive
products in the patented prescription drug category. There
were several tranquilizers that Adam did not recogni ze as
wel | as sone anti-nausea preparations, including one for
pregnant wonen, called pregdol en.

Adam wonder ed how Arol en nanaged to do so well with such a
small |ist of new products. They had to sell a |lot of drugs
to pay for the inpressive headquarters. He put the book back,
deciding Arolen’s financial base was none of his business. At
| east not as |long as they continued to pay his generous

sal ary.

CHAPTER

7

Two days |ater, Adamwas waiting on the street in front of
hi s apartnment house for the Arolen rep to pick himup.
McQuire had called the preceding evening and said that a
Percy Harnmon woul d neet Adam at eight-thirty and take him on
a round of sales calls.

Adam had been standi ng outside for nearly twenty m nutes,
but despite the cold drizzle he was glad to be out of the
apartnent. Al though he and Jennifer had patched up their
quarrel, she was still upset that he had dropped out of
medi cal school and taken a job at a drug conpany. He knew



part of the reason her reaction bothered himso nmuch was his
own anbi val ence about working for Arolen. Still, it wasn't
forever and it did solve their financial problens. Maybe his
in-laws woul d even tell her he’d done the right thing when
she went out to visit today, but he doubted it.

A bl ue Chevy was slowing in front of him The driver
stopped and rolled down the window. “Can you tell ne where
514 is?”

“Percy Harnon?” called Adam

“You betcha,” answered the driver as he | eaned over and
opened t he passenger-si de door.

Closing his jacket against the rain, Adamran down the
steps and ducked into the car.

Percy apol ogi zed for being |late, explaining that traffic
on the FDR Drive had been nmurderous due to an accident at the
Forty-ninth Street exit.

Adam | i ked Percy i mredi ately, appreciating his

friendliness. He was a |little older than Adam and was dressed
in a dark blue suit with a red pol ka-dot tie and mat chi ng
handker chi ef. He | ooked busi nessli ke and successful.

They turned north on Park Avenue and headed uptown.

“Clarence McCGuire was pretty enthusiastic about you on the
t el ephone,” said Percy. “Wat’s your secret?”

“I don’t know for sure,” said Adam “but | suppose it’s
because | was a third-year nedical student at the nedi cal
center.”

“Good God, of course that’'s it!” said Percy. “No wonder
they |l oved you. Wth your background, you Il be way ahead of
us | aynen.”

Adam was far fromconvinced. He'd learned a |lot of facts
about bones and enzynes, and the function of T-I|ynphocytes.
But how useful was that information to Arol en? Besi des, such
facts had a di sturbing way of dropping out of Adamis m nd



after a particular test was over. He glanced around the

I nside of Percy’s car. There were panphlets in boxes on the
back seat. Next to the boxes were | oosel eaf not ebooks,
conmputer printouts, and a pile of order fornms. Printed

menor anda were stuck into the recesses on the dash. The car
had the | ook of a busy office. Adam was not convinced t hat
hi s nedi cal - school background woul d be of any use in his new
j ob. He glanced over at Percy, who was busy navigating the
New York City traffic. The man | ooked rel axed and confi dent
and Adam felt envious.

“How d you get involved with Arol en?” asked Adam

“l was recruited straight out of business school,” said
Percy. “1’d taken sone health econom cs courses in college
and was interested in the health field. Sonehow Arol en found
out and contacted ne for an interview. | researched the
conpany and was inpressed. Being a sales rep has been fun,
but I'’m |l ooking forward to the next step. And thanks to you,
" m heading off for the managerial training in Puerto Rico.”

“What do you nean ‘thanks to ne’ ?”

“Clarence told ne that you were going to be ny
repl acenent. |’ve been trying to go to Puerto Rico for a
year.”

“They offered ne the sanme opportunity,” said Adam

“To go straight to Puerto Ri co?” exclained Percy. “My Cod,
man, take themup onit. | don’'t know if you know it but
Arolen is owned by an extrenely fast-grow ng financial group.
About ten years ago sone clever guys started an organi zati on
called MIITCto invest in the health industry. Arolen was one
of their first acquisitions. Wien they got control of the
conpany, it was an inconsequential drug house. Now it is
chall enging the biggies like Lilly and Merck. Joining now,
you' |l still be getting in on the ground floor. Wo did you
nmeet out at Arolen besides C arence MQiire?”

“Bill Shelly and Dr. Nachman.”

Percy whistled and took his eyes off the traffic |ong
enough to gi ve Adam an appraising glance. “You got to neet



two of the original MIlIC founders. Both are runored to be on
the board of directors of MIIC as well as having executive
positions with Arolen. And how did you neet Nachman? He is

t he head of research down in Puerto Ri co.”

“He was here for sone neeting,” explained Adam curtly.
Percy’ s response nmade hi m wonder anew if Arol en was
Interested in himor, despite their assurances, his father.

“The other thing about Puerto Rico,” Percy was saying, “is
that the center there is as luxurious as a resort. |’'ve only
been there once, but it is out of this world. I’'ml ooking

forward to training there. It’s going to seemlike a paid
vacation.”

Wat ching the rain beat on the w ndshield, Adam wondered

what kind of maternity facilities they had in Puerto R co.
The idea of bright sun as well as the chance to get Jennifer
away from her parents had certain appeal. He sighed. It was
nice to daydream but the fact of the matter was that he
wanted to stay as near to the nedical center as possible.
Puerto Rico was out of the question.

“Here we are,” said Percy, guiding the car over to the

curb in front of a typical m dtown New York City apartnent
bui |l di ng. He parked in a “No Standing” tow zone, opened the
gl ove conmpartnment and took out a small sign that read:
“Visiting Physician.” “This represents a slight distortion of
t he usual neaning of this phrase, but it’s nonetheless true,”
he said, smling at Adam “Now let’s plan the attack. The

I dea here is for you to get sone idea of what it’s like to
call on a typical physician. This fellow s nane is Dr. Jerry
Smth. He happens to be a very successful Park Avenue
obstetrician. He's also a horse’s ass. He thinks of hinself

as sone intellectual giant, so it will be extrenely easy to
butter himup. He also |ikes free sanples, a predilection
which we will be happy to indulge. Any questions before we go

to battl e?”

Adam said no, but Dr. Markowitz's coment about defecting

to the eneny haunted himas he got out of the car. Percy
opened the trunk and gave Adam a large unbrella to hold while
he got out a bunch of drug sanpl es.



“Smth's favorites are tranquilizers,” said Percy.

“What ever he does with themall, | have no idea.” Percy

| oaded a snmal| cardboard box with a variety of drugs, then
cl osed the trunk.

Dr. Smth's office was packed with wonen. The air was
cl ose and snell ed of danp wool.

Adam hurried after Percy, who went straight to the
receptionist. Reluctantly, Adam gl anced around and saw nmany
pairs of eyes regarding himover the tops of magazi nes.

“Hell o, Carol,” Percy was saying. “Wat a stunning outfit.
And your hair! There's sonething different. Don't tell ne.
Let me guess. You got a perm God, it |ooks terrific. And
how s that little boy of yours? Good, huh. Well, let ne

I ntroduce you to Adam Schonberg. He's going to be taking over
nmy custoners. Now, would you mnd if he | ooked at that

dynam te photo you have of your boy? The one on the bear
rug.”

Adam found hi nsel f hol ding a cube of plexiglass with
different photos on each side. Percy adjusted it in his hand
so that he was | ooking at a chubby baby |ying on a bath

t owel .

“And Carol, what about your father?” asked Percy, taking
the picture cube out of Adanmi s hands and putting it back down
on the desk. “Is he out of the hospital yet?”

Two mnutes |ater Percy and Adam were standing in the
doctor’s consultation room waiting for Smth to appear.
“That was an anazi ng perfornmance,” whi spered Adam

“Piece of cake,” said Percy wwth a wave of his hand. *“But
"1l tell you sonmething. The receptionist or nurse is the
person you have to inpress in the doctor’s office. She
controls access to the physician and if you don’t handl e her
properly, you'll die of old age waiting to get in.”

“But you acted like you were good friends with that
woman, ” said Adam “How did you know all those things about
her personal |ife?”



“Arol en provides you with that kind of information,” said
Percy sinply. “Arolen keeps a conplete record on every nenber
of each physician’s staff as well as the doctor hinself. You
feed it into the conputer. Then when you have questions, you
can get the answers. Nothing nysterious about it. It’'s just
attention to detail.”

Adam gl anced around Smth's office. It was elegantly

furni shed, conposed of dark |acquered cabinets and
floor-to-ceiling bookshelves. Facing into the roomwas a

| ar ge mahogany desk, piled high with journals. Adam gl anced
at the date on the top issue of the Anerican Journal of
bstetrics and Gynecology. It was nore than a year old. A
paper mailing binder was still around the magazine. It had
never been opened.

The door opened. Dr. Smth stopped on the threshold and
called down the hall. “Put the next patients into roons siXx
and seven.”

A voi ce answered, but it was too far away to hear

“l know I’ m behi nd schedule,” shouted Dr. Smth. “So what
else is new? Tell them|’ve got an inportant conference.” He
came into the office and kicked the door shut behind him
“Nurses, shit!” He was a big man with an inpressive paunch.
H s heavy jowls made him |l ook |ike an old bull dog.

“Dr. Smth, how are you?” beaned Percy. Smth allowed the

rep to shake his hand and then quickly retreated behind his
desk, where he brought out a pack of filter-tipped Canels. He
lit one and bl ew t he snoke out through his nostrils.

“1"d like you to neet Adam Schonberg,” continued Percy,
gesturing toward Adam “He’s started training for Arolen and
I"’mtaking himaround to neet a few of ny nore prestigi ous
clients.”

The doctor snmiled and said, “Wll, what do you boys have
for me this norning?”

“All sorts of sanples,” said Percy, putting the cardboard
box on the edge of the desk and opening it. Dr. Smth eagerly
noved forward on his chair.



“l know how nmuch you like Marlium Arolen’s top-selling

tranquilizer, so | brought you a good supply. You Il notice
t hat the packagi ng has been inproved. Patients |ove these new
bright yellow bottles. | also have a reprint for you. Studies

just conpleted at the Julian Cinic here in New York indicate
that Marlium has the fewest side effects of any tranquilizer
on the market today. But | don’t have to tell you that.

You’ ve been telling us the sane thing for as long as | can
remenber.”

“Damm right,” said Dr. Smth.

Percy lined up the other drug sanples in neat rows on Dr.
Smth's desk, all the tine maintaining a running commentary
on the proven excellence of the various products. At every
possi ble juncture he conplinented Dr. Smith's perspicacity in
prescribing Arolen drugs for his patients.

“And |l ast but not |least,” said Percy, “lI’ve brought you

fifty starter sanples of pregdolen. | know | don’t have to
convince you of the virtues of this drug for norning

si ckness. You were one of the first to recognize its val ue.
However, | do have a reprint of a recent article that I'd

| i ke you to read when you get a chance. It conpares pregdol en
wWith other simlar drugs on the market and shows that
pregdolen is cleared by the liver faster than anything put
out by the conpetition.”

Percy put a glossy reprint on top of one of the piles on
Dr. Smth's desk.

“By the way, how is that boy of yours, David? Isn’'t he a
junior now up at Boston University? Adam you shoul d neet
this kid. Looks like Tom Selleck, only better.”

“He’s doing very well, thanks,” beaned Dr. Smth. He took
one last drag on his cigarette before crushing it in a

beanbag ashtray. “The kid is premed, you know.”

“I know,” said Percy. “He’s not going to have any trouble
getting into nedical school.”

Fifteen mnutes | ater Adam found hinself clinbing back



I nto the passenger side of the Chevy Celebrity. Percy slid
the unbrella in on the floor of the back seat and then got
behi nd t he wheel. There was a parking ticket under the

wi ndshi el d w per.

“Ch, well,” said Percy. “That sign of mne doesn't always
work.” He turned on the wipers and the ticket disappeared.
“Ta-da!” he said, raising his hands as if he’'d just done a
magic trick. “The car is registered to Arolen and the | egal
departnent takes care of that sort of thing. Now, let’'s see
who' s next.” He picked up the clipboard and turned to the
next conputer printout.

The norni ng passed qui ckly as Adam wat ched Percy expertly
handl e receptioni sts and push Arol en products onto busy
practitioners. Adam was anazed at how effective Percy was

wi th the physicians. Having talked with Percy all norning, he
was aware of how little scientific information Percy had to
draw on. Yet it didn’t seemto nmatter. Percy knew just enough
to make it sound as if he knew a great deal, and arned with a
| ot of current drug information, he was able to snow t he
physi ci an. Adam began to appreciate the | ow regard that
Arolen had for the intelligence of the average doctor.

Around el even-thirty, after |leaving the office of an

I nterni st on Sutton Place South, Percy got into the car and
rested his head on the steering wheel. “1 think I’m having a
hypogl ycem c crisis. | gotta get something to eat. Is it too
early for you?”

“It’s never too early for ne,” said Adam

“Great!” said Percy. “Since Arolen is paying, we' re going
to do it right.”

Adam had joked in the past about the Four Seasons
restaurant as being a synbol of the rich, though he’d never
been in the place. When Percy had suggested they go there,
Adam t hought he was joking. Wen he led the way into the
Gill Room Adam al nost passed out.

Putting his linen napkin on his lap, Adamtried to
remenber what it was like in the crowded hospital cafeteria.
It seemed a mllion mles away. A waiter asked Adamif he



wanted a drink. Not sure of hinself, he | ooked over at Percy
who calmy ordered a martini. What the hell, thought Adam
who qui ckly said he’d have the sane.

“So what is your inpression of the business now that
you' ve gotten your feet wet?”

“It’s interesting,” said Adam evasively. “Do you eat here
every day?”

“No, to tell you the truth. But McQuire said to inpress
you.”

Adam | aughed. He |iked Percy’'s candor. “I’m i npressed
enough with your abilities. You' re very good.”

Percy shook his head. “It’s easy. Like catching fish at a
trout farm For sone inexplicable reason, doctors know very
littl e about drugs. Maybe you can tell ne the reason.”

Adam t hought for a nonment. He’'d had courses in

pharmacol ogy |i ke everyone else, but it was true that he knew
very little about the actual use of the drugs. He' d only been
taught about their action on a cellular level. Wiat little he
knew about prescribing he' d picked up on the wards. Before he
coul d answer Percy’s question, their drinks arrived.

“Here’s to your career with Arolen,” said Percy, holding
up his gl ass.

“What about this pregdol en you' ve been pushi ng?” asked

Adam renenbering Jennifer’s recent conplaints. “My wfe has
been havi ng sonme trouble with norning sickness. Maybe |
shoul d take a couple of those starter sanples.”

“I wouldn’t if | were you,” said Percy, suddenly serious.

“l know Arolen sells a ton of it, and a | ot of people think
it’'s the best thing since sliced bread, but | don’t think the
drug works and there’s a possibility it’'s toxic.”

“What do you nean?” asked Adam

“I't’s been witten up in several of the nore inportant
medi cal journals,” said Percy, taking another sip of his



drink. “OF course, | don't refer to those articles when |
call on the doctors. Cbviously the doctors haven't read them
because they keep prescribing the stuff like crazy. It sure
expl odes the nyth that doctors get their drug information
fromthe nedical journals. For nost practitioners that’'s
bul I shit. They get their drug information, what little they
get, fromthe likes of nme, and | only tell themwhat | want
to tell them”

Percy shrugged when he noticed Adam s shocked expression.
“You nore than anyone nust know that doctors prescribe out of
hunch and habit. Qur job is to try to nake Arolen part of
that habit.”

Adam slowWy turned his glass and watched the olive
revol ve. He was beginning to realize what he’ d have to cl ose
his eyes to in this line of work.

Sensi ng Adanmi s m sgivings, Percy added, “To tell you the
honest truth, it wll be arelief to get away fromthe sales
end of the business.”

“Why?” asked Adam

Percy sighed. “I don’t know how much of this |I should be
telling you. | don’'t want to danpen your enthusiasm But sone
wei rd things have been going on in ny area. For instance, a
nunber of doctors that |I’'d been seeing on a regular basis
have been taken off my sales list. At first | thought that
they’ d noved away or died, but then | found out that nost of
t hem had gone on an Arolen Conference Cruise, cone back, and
given up their practices to go to the Julian Cinic.”

“Julian dinic” evoked a strange response in the pit of
Adami s stomach, as he renenbered the nane fromJennifer’s
story.

“Some of those doctors |'d gotten to know pretty well,”
continued Percy, “so | went to see them even though the
Julian dinic isn't part of ny territory. Wiat struck nme was
that they had all changed sonehow. A good exanple was a Dr.
Law ence Foley |I’'d been seeing since | began working for
Arolen. He didn’t have nuch use for Arol en products, but |
saw hi m because | liked the man. In fact, we played tennis



about twice a nonth.”

“The Lawr ence Foley who just committed suicide?” asked
Adam

“That’s the one,” said Percy. “And his suicide is part of
the kind of change I’'mtal king about. | really felt | knew
the man. He was a partner in one of the busiest OB GYN
practices in town. Then he went away on an Arol en cruise,
came back, and gave up everything to work at the Julian
Cinic. Wien | went to see him he was a different man. He
was so preoccupied with work, he couldn’'t take the tine to
play tennis. And he was not the suicidal type. The man had
never been depressed a day in his life, and he | oved his work
and his wife. Wen | heard what happened, | couldn’t believe
it. After shooting his wife he put the shotgun in his nouth
and . "

“l get the picture,” said Adam quickly. “Wiat’s the story
about these Arolen Conference Cruises?”

“They are very popul ar nedi cal sem nars that are given on

a cruise ship in the Caribbean. The |l ecturers are the nost
famous professors and researchers in their various fields.
The neetings have the best reputation of any nedi cal
conventions in the country,” said Percy. “But that’s all |
know. Being curious, | asked C arence McQuire about them but
he said he didn’'t know nuch nore except that they were

organi zed by MIIC."”

“I'f youre really curious,” said Adam “why not ask Bil
Shelly? If what you told ne is true about Arolen |iking

i nformati on about doctors, it seens to ne they’ d be

fasci nated by your observations. Besides, | can tell you that
Bill Shelly is a surprisingly young and personable guy.”

“No kidding,” said Percy. “Maybe you' re right. Maybe |||
go over there this afternoon. |’'ve always wanted to neet M.
Shelly and this could be nmy chance.”

When Adam asked Percy to drop himoff at the nedical
center late that afternoon, he had the feeling he was not



going to be the sane doctor after working for Arolen. They
had vi sited sixteen physicians’ offices and had, according to
Percy, dispensed over five hundred bottles of sanple drugs.
Most of the doctors had been like Smth: eager to get the
sanpl es, quick to accept Percy’ s pitch.

Adam went into the hospital through the nedical school
entrance and headed up to the periodical roomat the library.
He wanted to | ook up pregdolen in the recent journals.
Percy’s comments had made hi mcurious, and he did not |ike
the idea of selling a drug with really bad side effects.

He found what he wanted in a ten-nonth-old issue of the
New Engl and Journal of Medicine. It would have been hard for
a practicing OB man to have mssed it.

Just as Percy had suggested, pregdol en had proved

I nefficaci ous when tested against a placebo. In fact, in al
but three cases the placebo had done a better job in
controlling norning sickness. Mre inportantly, the studies
showed that pregdol en was often teratogenic, causing severe
devel opnental abnornalities in fetuses.

Turning to the Journal of Applied Pharnmacol ogy, Adam found
that despite the adverse publicity, pregdolen’s sales had
shown a steady increase over the years, with an especially
| npressive surge in the |last year. Adam cl osed the journal,
wondering if he were nore awed by Arolen’s nmarketing
abilities or the average obstetrician’s ignorance.

Putting the magazi ne back, he decided it was a tossup.

Percy Harnon felt |ike he was on top of the world as he
drove out of the parking area of his favorite Japanese
restaurant with a fabul ous neal of steak sukiyaki under his
belt. The restaurant was |ocated in, of all places, Fort Lee,
New Jersey, but at that hour of the night, ten-thirty, it
woul dn’t take nore than twenty mnutes to return to his
apartnent in Manhatt an.

He did not notice the nondescript man in a blue blazer and
tan slacks who'd stayed at the bar the entire tinme Percy had



been in the restaurant. The man watched until the blue Chevy
di sappeared fromsight, then nmade for the nearby phone boot h.
“He’s left the restaurant. Should be at the garage in fifteen
mnutes. |1'Il call the airport.”

Wthout waiting for an answer, the man cut the connection
and dropped in two nore coins. He pushed the buttons slowy,
al nrost nechanical ly.

Driving down the Harlem River Drive, Percy wondered why he
had never thought of going to Bill Shelly before. Not only
had the man wel coned Percy’s observations, he’ d been
downright friendly. In fact, he’'d taken Percy to neet the
executive vice-president, and maki ng those kinds of contacts
Wi thin an organi zation |i ke Arolen was inval uable. Percy felt
that his future had never | ooked so prom sing.

Percy stopped in front of the garage Arolen had found for
himjust four blocks fromhis Seventy-fourth Street

apartnment. The only tinme it was inconveni ent was when it was
raining. It was in a huge warehouseli ke structure that

dom nated the pothol ed street. The entrance was barred by an
I nposi ng netal grate. Percy pressed the renote control device
that he kept in the glove conpartnent and the grate lifted.
Above the entrance was a single sign that said sinply
“Par ki ng, day, week, or nonth,” followed by a |ocal tel ephone
nunber .

After Percy had driven inside, the netal grille

reactivated and with a terrible screeching closed with a
definitive thud. There were no assigned spots, and Percy made
a hopeful sw ng around before heading down the ranp to the
next |evel. He preferred to park on the ground floor; the
i1l-1it spaces of the substreet |evels always nade him

ner vous.

Because of the late hour, Percy had to descend three

| evel s before finding a spot. He | ocked the car and wal ked
toward the stairwell, whistling to keep his spirits up. Hs
heel s echoed against the oil-stained cenent floor and in the
di stance he could hear water dripping. Reaching the stairs,
he yanked open the door and al nost fainted with shock. Two
men w th ol d-fashioned crew cuts and wearing plain blue

bl azers faced him They didn't nove, they didn't speak. They



j ust stood bl ocking his way.

Fear spread through Percy’s body |ike a bolt of

electricity. He let go of the door and stepped backward. One
of the nmen reached out and with a bang sent the door crashing
against the wall. Percy turned and fled, racing for the
stairwell at the opposite end of the garage. H s

| eat her-sol ed shoes skidded on the concrete, nmaking it hard
for himto keep his bal ance.

Looki ng over his shoulder, he was relieved to see that
neither of the two nen was in pursuit. He reached the door of
the far exit and tried to pull it open. The handle didn’'t
budge. H's heart sank. The door was | ocked!

Al'l he could hear was the rasping sound of his own breath

and the constant drip of water. The only other way out was
the ranp and he started toward it. He was al nost there when
he saw one of the nen standing i mobile at the base of the

sl oping driveway, his arns at his side. Percy ducked behind a
parked car and tried to think what to do. Cbviously the nen
had split up; one was watching the stairwell, the other the
ranp. It was then that Percy renenbered the old autonobile

el evator in the center.

Keeping |l ow, he noved toward it stealthily. When he

reached it, he raised the wooden gate, ducked under, then
lowered it after hinmself. The other three walls of the

el evator were enclosed with a heavy wire nesh. The only |ight
came froma bare overhead bulb. Percy’s shaking finger pushed
the button marked “1.”

The el evator activated with a snappi ng noise, followed by
t he hi gh-pitched whine of an electric notor. To Percy’s
relief, the platformjolted, then slowy started to rise.

The el evator noved at an agonizingly slow rate, and Percy
was no nore than six feet fromstreet |evel when the two men
mat eri ali zed beneath him

Wt hout haste, one of them wal ked over to the el evator
control and, to Percy’'s horror, reversed its direction.

Pani c-stricken, Percy repeatedly pushed the button, but the
el evator relentlessly continued its descent. Gadually, he



realized that they had planned for himto use the el evator.
That was why they had not chased him They wanted to trap
hi m

“What do you want ?” he shouted. “You can have ny noney.”
Desperately, he pulled out his wallet and tossed it through
the wooden lattice to the garage floor. One of the nen bent
and picked it up. Wthout |ooking through it, he pocketed it.
The other man had pulled out what Percy first thought was a
gun. But as he drew closer he realized it was a syringe.

Percy backed to the rear of the elevator, feeling like a
trapped animal. As the machinery ground to a stop, one of the
men reached out and rai sed the wooden gate. Percy screaned in
terror and slid to the fl oor.

Just over an hour later, a blue van pulled onto the tarnac
at Teterboro Airport and rolled to a stop in front of a Qulf
Streamjet. Two nen got out, walked to the rear of the van,
and hefted out a sizable wooden crate. Silently, the cargo
door on the plane slid open.

CHAPTER

8

There must have been nore than a hundred people in the
conference room Al had cone to watch their friends and

rel ati ves graduate the Arol en sales course. Arnold W seman,
the man who’ d been in charge of the course, sat in the front
of the podiumnext to Bill Shelly. To their right was a | arge
i np Anerican fl ag.

Adam was sonewhat enbarrassed by the cerenony, aware that
Arol en was maki ng nore of a production than the four weeks of
cl asses deserved. Yet it was fitting, since Adam had | earned
that nine-tenths of what the drug rep sold was pure show.

When he thought about it, Adam was amazed at how qui ckly

t hose four weeks had gone. Fromthe first day, he had
realized that his two and a half years of medical school put
hi m ahead of everyone else. Half of the other twenty students
had degrees in pharnmacol ogy, five had naster’s degrees in
busi ness adm ni stration, and the rest were from vari ous
departnents of Arol en Pharmaceutical s.



Adam searched the crowd for Jennifer, thinking she m ght

have changed her mnd at the last m nute and cone, but even
as he searched he realized it was a vain hope. She’d been
agai nst his working for Arolen fromthe begi nning, and even

i f she had overcone her distaste for his new job, her norning
si ckness had becone so severe that she could rarely | eave the
apartnment before noon. Still, he couldn’'t keep hinself from
staring at all the dark-haired wonen in the audi ence in case
by sone miracle she had arrived.

Suddenly his roving gaze stopped short at a small man with
dark curly hair dressed in a black raincoat. He was standi ng
by the entrance with his hands thrust into his pockets.
Plain, wire-rimed eyegl asses rested on his aquiline nose.

Adam turned away, thinking his eyes were playing a trick
on him Then he slowy turned to | ook at the nan again. There
was no doubt. It was his father.

Adam spent the rest of the cerenpbny in a state of shock.
When the formalities were concluded and the reception had
begun, he pushed his way toward the door where the nan was
standing. It was his father all right.

“Dad?” said Adam

Dr. Schonberg turned around. He was hol ding a shrinp on
the end of a toothpick. There was no smle on his lips or in
hi s eyes.

“What a surprise,” said Adam unsure how to act. He was
flattered that his father had conme, but nervous too.

“So it is true,” said Dr. Schonberg sternly. “You're
wor ki ng for Arol en Pharnmaceutical s!”

Adam nodded.
“What happened to nedi cal school ?” asked Dr. Schonberg
angrily. “What am | going to say to your nother? And after

went to such lengths to be sure you would be admtted!”

“I think ny A average had sonething to do with that,” said
Adam “Besides, |I'lIl go back. |’'ve just taken a | eave of



absence.”
“Why?” demanded Dr. Schonberg.

“Because we need the noney,” said Adam “W are going to
have a child.”

For a nonent Adam t hought he saw a softening in his
father’s expression. Then Dr. Schonberg was | ooki ng about the
roomw th distaste. “So you have allied yourself with this .

" He gestured at the sunptuously appointed hall. “Don’t
tell nme you are unaware that business interests are trying to
take over the nedical profession.”

“Arol en provides a public service,” said Adam def ensively.

“Spare nme,” said Dr. Schonberg. “I"mnot interested in

t heir propaganda. The drug houses and the hol di ng conpani es
that control themare out to nake noney |i ke any other

I ndustry, yet they waste mllions of PR dollars trying to
convince the public otherwise. Wll, it is alie. And to
think that my own son has becone a part of it and because of
that girl he married . "

“Her nane is Jennifer,”
rise to his face.

snapped Adam feeling the bl ood

“Dr. David Schonberg.” Bill Shelly had conme up behind

Adam chanpagne glass in hand. “Wlcone to Arolen. |'’m sure
you are as proud of your son as we are. My nane is Bill

Shel ly.”

Dr. Schonberg ignored the hand. “I know who you are,” he
said. “And to be perfectly honest, | am appall ed rather than
proud to see ny son here. The only reason | responded to your
invitation was to nmake certain that Arolen is not expecting
any special considerations because Adam here has joi ned your
organi zation.”

“Dad,” sputtered Adam
“1’ve al ways appreci ated honesty,” said Bill, w thdraw ng

his hand, “and | can assure you that we did not hire Adam
because his father is wwth the FDA "



“l hope that is true,” said Dr. Schonberg. “I wouldn’t
want you to think that Arolen will have an easier tine
getting new drugs approved.”

Wthout waiting for a reply, Dr. Schonberg tossed his
shrinp into a wast ebasket and pushed through the crowd toward
t he door.

Adam shook his head in disbelief. “I'"'mterribly sorry,” he
said to Bill Shelly.

“There is no need to apol ogize,” interrupted Bill. “You're
not responsible for your father’s beliefs. He's had | ots of
experience with the | ess honest conpanies in our field. I'm

only sorry that he’s not had enough contact with Arolen to
appreciate the difference.”

“That may be true,” said Adam “but it still does not
excuse his behavior.”

“Maybe soneday we coul d convince your father to take one
of the Arolen Conference Crui ses. Have you heard of then®?”

Adam nodded, renenbering Percy Harnon. He had not thought
about the man for over a nonth, but now Adam wondered why the
genial rep had not kept in touch as he d prom sed.

“We've invited your father many tinmes,” continued Bill.

“Not only on the cruise, but also to visit our research
facilities in Puerto Rico. Perhaps you m ght be able to talk
himinto accepting our invitation. I’mcertain that if he
did, his opinion about Arolen would change.”

Adam forced a laugh. “At this point inny life |I couldn't
talk nmy father into accepting a free Renbrandt painting.
We're barely on speaking terns. Frankly, | was shocked to see
hi m here today.”

“That’s a shame,” said Bill. “W’d |ove your father to be
one of our featured lecturers. You know that the sem nars
have the best reputation in the country. And, of course, all
your father’s expenses would be paid if he agreed to speak.”



“Sounds |i ke you should try to appeal to ny nother,”
| aughed Adam

“Spouses are not invited,” said Bill as he gui ded Adam
toward t he chanpagne tabl e.

“Why not ?” asked Adam taking a drink.
“The cruises are strictly academc,” said Bill.
“Yeah, sure,” said Adam

“1 mean it,” said Bill. “The crui ses are sponsored by

Arol en, but they are run by MINIC. The only reason the conpany
chose a ship was to keep the doctors fromtheir usual

i nterruptions: no tel ephone, no patients, and no

st ockbrokers. Each cruise concentrates on a particul ar
clinical or research topic, and we invite the top nen in each
field to lecture. The quality of the semnars is really
superb.”

“So the ship just goes out to sea and anchors?” asked
Adam

“Ch, no,” said Bill. “The ship | eaves fromMam , travels
to the Virgin Islands, then to Puerto Rico, then back to
Mam . Sonme of the guests, usually the lecturers, disenbark
in Puerto Rico to visit our research institute.”

“So it’s all work and no play. Not even any ganbling?”

“Well, just a little ganbling,” admtted Bill with a

smle. “Anyway, your father would enjoy the experience, so if
you have any influence as far as that m ght be concerned, you
mght try to use it.”

Adam nodded, but he was still thinking about Percy Harnon.
He’ d seened so sincere that Adam was surprised that he’' d not
call ed. He was about to ask Shelly when the rep had | eft
Manhattan, but Bill was saying, “Have you given any nore

t hought to our managerial training offer?”

“To tell the truth,” said Adam “I’ve been conpletely
absorbed by the sales course. But | prom se to think about



it.”

“Do that,” said Bill, his eyes gleam ng over the rim of
hi s chanpagne gl ass.

Later that afternoon Adamwas in McQ@iire's office, going
over his sales territory. “You Il be taking over Percy
Harnmon's area,” said McGuire. “Normally we’ d assign a nore
experi enced rep, but as you know we have great confidence in
you. Here, let nme show you.”

Cl arence opened up a map of Manhattan with a | arge portion

of the east side outlined in yellow marking pencil. It
started at Thirty-fourth Street and ran north, bounded on the
west by Fifth Avenue and on the east by the river. Adam was
di sappointed that it did not include his nedical center, but
New York Hospital, Munt Sinai, and the Julian Cinic were

W thin the border.

As if reading Adanis m nd, C arence said, “Cf course you
understand that you are not responsible for hospitals or
| arge heal th mai ntenance organi zations |ike the Julian
Cinic.”

“Why not?” questioned Adam

“You are eager!” Carence | aughed. “But | can assure you
that you will be busy enough with the private MDs in your
area. Al hospitals are handled by the main office.”

“The Julian dinic is nore than a hospital,” said Adam
“That’s true,” said Clarence. “In fact, there is a speci al
rel ati onshi p between Arolen and the Julian, since both are
controlled by MM C Consequently, the Julian provides Arolen
with direct access to clinical information, and Arol en

provi des the Julian with special educational opportunities.”

Leani ng forward, Cl arence picked up a conmputer printout

and put it on Adamis lap. “If you have any concern about not
bei ng busy enough, just take a quick glance at this |ist of
your clients.”



The weight of the material in Adamis | ap was consi derabl e.
The front page said: “Upper East Side Manhattan MD Listing.”
Under that was witten: “Property of Arolen Pharmaceuticals,
Montcl air, New Jersey”; and in the [ ower right-hand corner
was the single word “Confidential.”

Adam fli pped through the sheets and saw an al phabeti cal

i st of physicians followed by their addresses and phone
nunbers. The first nane on the | ast page was C ark Vander ner,
67 East 36th Street.

As Adam considered what it would be like calling on
Jennifer’s obstetrician, McQ@ire |launched into a | ong
description of the kinds of doctors Adam woul d be seeing.

“Any questions?” he said at |ast.
“Yes,” said Adam renenbering the one he’'d forgotten to

ask Shelly that norning. “Do you know what happened to Percy
Har non?”

Cl arence shook his head. “I’d heard that he was to take
t he managerial course in Puerto Rico, but I don't know if he
actually did. I have no idea. Wiy do you ask?”

“No particular reason,” said Adam

“Well, if you don’t have any other questions, you can be

on your way. We're always available if you need us, and don’t
let nme forget, here are the keys to your Arolen car. It’'s a
Bui ck Century.”

Adam t ook the keys.

“And here is the address of a parking garage. It’s as near
to your apartnent as ny staff could arrange. W pick up the
rent.”

Adam t ook the paper, again awed by his conpany’s

generosity. A parking place in the city was worth as nuch as

a car.

“And | ast but not |east, here’ s your conputer access code,



as was explained to you during the sales course. Your
personal conputer is in the trunk of the car. Good luck to
you.”

Adam t ook the final envel ope and shook hands once again
with the district sales manager. He was now officially an
Arol en detail man.

After tuning the radio to an FMrock station, Adamrolled
down the wi ndow and jauntily stuck out an el bow. Traveling at
fifty mles an hour, he felt unaccountably |ight-headed. Then
he recalled his father’'s sneering disbelief and his smle

f aded.

“We need the noney!” he said out loud. “If you d hel ped
us, I'd still be in nmedical school.”

H s nood did not inprove when he reached the apartnent
only to find it enpty, a short note taped to the
refrigerator: “Gone honme.” Adamtore it off and threw it
across the room

He pull ed open the refrigerator door and | ooked i nside.
There was a little | eftover roast chicken. He took it out
along with a jar of mayonnai se and two pieces of rye. After
maki ng a sandwi ch, he went into the |iving roomand set up
his personal conputer. Turning it on, he keyed in his access
code. What doctor should he | ook up? Hesitating a nonment, he
keyed in Vanderner’s nane. Then he took the tel ephone off the
cradl e and hooked it up to the nodem Wen everything was
ready, he pushed the execute button, |eaned back, and took a
hefty bite fromhis sandwich. Snmall red |ights appeared on
the nodem indicating that he was attached to the Arol en

mai nfrane.

The screen in front of Adam shi nmered, then sone text
appear ed. Adam st opped chewi ng for a nonent and | eaned
forward to read.

CLARK VANDERMER, M D., F.A CQOG

____Biographical data



___Personal data
___Econom c data
___Professional data

____Pharmaceuti cal usage data
(press space bar to sel ect)

H s interest aroused, Adam pressed the space bar until the
cursor was next to “Personal data.” Then he pressed the
execute key. Again he got an index:

PERSONAL DATA:

~__Famly history (past) includes parents and siblings
___Famly history (present) includes wife and children
___Interests and hobbies

__Likes and dislikes

___Social history (includes education)

___Health history

___Personality profile
(press space bar to select)

My God, thought Adam this is Owell’s 1984. He noved the
cursor to “Fam ly history (present)” and again pushed the
execute button. Imrediately the screen filled with extensive
text. For the next ten m nutes Adamread about C ark
Vandernmer’s wfe and children. It was nostly insignificant
detail, but there were sone inportant things as well. Adam

| earned that Vanderner’s wi fe had been hospitalized on three
occasi ons for depression following the birth of their third
child. He also discovered that his mddle child, a fenale,
was di agnosed as havi ng anorexi a nervosa.

Adam | ooked up fromthe screen, appalled. There was no
reason for a drug firmlike Arolen to have such a conplete



file on a doctor. He suspected everything they could use was
summari zed under the single category “Pharnmaceutical usage
data.” To prove his point, Adamcalled up that category and
got what he expected, nanely an anal ysis of Vanderner’s
prescribing habits, including the anounts of each type of
drug he prescribed each year.

Returning to the index, Adam asked the conputer to print

out on the high-speed dot-matrix printer a full report on Dr.
Vandermer. The printer sprang to life, and Adam went back to
t he kitchen for a Coke.

It was thirty-two mnutes before the printer fell silent.
Adam tore off the |l ast sheet and gathered the |long train of
paper that had forned behind the conputer. There were al npst
fifty pages. Adam wondered if the good doctor had any idea of
t he anount of material Arolen had amassed on him

The content of the report was dry and tediously conplete.

It even included Vanderner’s investnents. Adam ski mmed until
he got to a description of Vanderner’s practice. He | earned
the doctor was a co-founder of GYN Associates along with

Lawr ence Fol ey! Law ence Fol ey, the doctor who had comm tted
sui ci de so unexpectedly. Adam wondered if Jennifer knew Fol ey
had once been in partnership with her own doctor.

Readi ng on, Adam di scovered that Vanderner’s current
associ ates were Dr. John Stens and Dr. June Baungarten.

H s curiosity piqued, Adam decided that Dr. Vander ner

woul d be his first custonmer. Renenbering Percy Harnon's
advice that the way to the doctor was through his
receptioni st, Adam punched her up on the conputer. Her nane
was Christine Mdrgan. She was twenty-seven, married to David
Morgan, a painter, and had one male child, David Junior,

ni cknamed DJ.

Trying to conjure up Percy Harnon’s confident air, he

di al ed GYN Associ ates. Wien Christine answered, he expl ai ned
that he was taking over for Harnon. He nentioned in passing
that the rep had spoken so warmly of her handsone son. He
nmust have done sonething right because Christine told himto
conme right dowmn. She'd try and get himin.



Five m nutes | ater Adam was headi ng north on Park Avenue,
trying to renenber which Arol en drugs he was supposed to push
on OB-GYNs. He decided he’d concentrate on the generic |ine
of vitam ns that Arolen advertised for pregnancy.

In the nei ghborhood of Thirty-sixth Street and Park Avenue
even unoccupi ed tow zones were hard to cone by. Adam had to
be content with a fire hydrant space between Park and

Lexi ngton. After |ocking the car, he went around the back and
opened the trunk. It was outfitted with a full conpl enent of
Arol en sanples, reprints, and other paraphernalia. There were
a dozen Cross pens enbl azoned with the Arol en insignia. Adam
was to give themout at his discretion.

Adam sel ected an appropriate sanple of the drugs and

reprints and tossed theminto his briefcase. He slipped one
of the Cross pens into the side pocket of his jacket. Locking
the trunk, he set off at a brisk pace for Vanderner’s office.

Christine Morgan was a tightly pernmed woman with
frightened-birdlike mannerisnms. She slid back the glass and
asked if she could help him

“I"’ m Adam Schonberg from Arolen,” he said with as big a
smle as he could nuster as he gave out his first Arol en

busi ness card. She returned the smle and notioned for himto
come into the reception area. After he’'d admired her nost
recent photos of DJ, Christine |ed himback to one of the
enpty exam ning roons, prom sing that she would | et the head
nurse know that he was there.

Adam sat down on the stool in front of the small white
desk. He eyed the exam nation table with its stainl ess-steel
stirrups. It was hard to imagi ne Jennifer there as a patient.

Several nonments |ater the door burst open and Dr. O ark
Vander ner wal ked in. To pass the tine Adam had pull ed out a
desk drawer and was casually | ooking at the collection of
pens, prescription pads, and lab slips. Now flushing a deep
crinmson, he shut the drawer and stood up.

“Was there sonething in particular you were | ooking for?”
asked Dr. Vanderner sarcastically. He was hol ding Adam s
busi ness card and gl anced back and forth between the card and



Adam s enbarrassed face. “Wo the hell let you in here?”
“Your staff,” managed Adam purposeful |y vague.

“I"l'l have to talk to them” said Dr. Vandernmer as he
turned to leave. “1’I|l have sonmeone show you out. | have
patients to see.”

“lI have sonme sanples for you,” said Adam quickly. “Also a
Cross pen.” Hastily he fished out the pen and held it toward
Vander mer who was about to tear Adanis business card in half.

“Are you by chance related to Jennifer Schonberg?” asked
Dr. Vander ner.

“She’s ny wife,” said Adam eagerly, adding, “and a patient
of yours.”

“l thought you were a nedical student,” said Dr.
Vander ner .

“That’s true,” said Adam

“Then what the hell kind of nonsense is this?” Vander ner
sai d, wavi ng the business card.

“1"ve taken a | eave from nedi cal school,” said Adam
defensively. “Wth Jennifer pregnant, we needed the noney.”

“This is not the tine for you people to be having a baby,”
said Vanderner pedantically. “But if you are foolish enough
to do so, your wife can still work.”

“She’s a dancer,” said Adam Renenbering Vandernmer’s own
personal problens, Adamdidn't think it fair for the doctor
to offer easy sol utions.

“Well, it’s a crine for you to | eave nedi cal school. And
working as a detail man for a drug firm M God, what a
wast el ”

Adam bit his Iip. Vanderner was beginning to rem nd hi m of
his father. Hoping to end the |ecture, he asked Vanderner if
there wasn’t sonething that could be done for Jennifer’s



nor ni ng si ckness.

“Fifty percent of ny patients get norning sickness,” said
Dr. Vandernmer with a wave of his hand. “Unless it causes
nutritional problens, it is best to treat it synptonatically.
| don't like to use drugs if | can avoid it, especially not
Arol en’s pregdolen. And don’t you start playing doctor and
give her any of that crap. It's not safe, despite its

popul arity.”

Adami s opinion of Dr. Clark Vandernmer rose a little. He
m ght be unpl easantly brusque, but at |east he was up-to-date
I n his nmedical reading.

“As long as you are here,” said Dr. Vanderner, “you can
save nme a phone call. |I'’m scheduled to | ecture next week on
the Arolen Conference Cruise. Wiat's the |atest | can board
the ship in Mam ?”

“l don’t have the slightest idea,” admtted Adam

“Wonderful ,” said Dr. Vanderner, reassunm ng his sarcastic
tone. “Now would you conme with ne.”

G abbing his briefcase, Adam foll owed the man out of the
exam nati on room and down the narrow corridor. After about
twenty steps Vanderner stopped, opened a door, and stepped
aside to all ow Adamto pass. As he did, Vandermer

uncerenoni ously thrust the Arol en business card into Adanis
hand, then cl osed the door behind him Blinking, Adam found
hi msel f back in the crowded waiting room

“Did you see the doctor?” asked Christine.

“lI did indeed,” said Adam wondering why in hell they

hadn’t di scussed the Arolen cruises during the sal es course.
If he had known the answer to Vanderner’s question, he m ght
have been able to nmake his pitch.

“l told you |l could get you in,” said Christine proudly.
Adam was about to ask if he could see either of the other

doctors in the group, when he noticed the nanepl ates on the
wal | behind the receptionist. In addition to Vanderner,



Baungarten, and Stens, Dr. Lawence Foley and Dr. Stuart
Snyth were also |isted. Adamdidn't renenber seeing a Dr.
Snyth in Vandernmer’'s file.

Reaching into his pocket, Adam pulled out the Cross pen.

“Cot a little surprise for you,” he said, handing it to
Christine. Brushing off her thanks, he pointed to Dr. Snyth’s
nanme. “lIs he a new associ ate?”

“Ch, no,” said Christine. “Dr. Snyth has been an associ ate
for fifteen years. Unfortunately, he's very sick. But | never
did see too nuch of him He schedul ed nost of his patients at
the Julian dinic.”

Adam | ooked back at the naneplates. “Is this the Dr. Fol ey
who comm tted suicide?”

“Yes. What a tragedy,” said Christine. “He was ny favorite
doctor. But we didn’t see too nuch of himeither during the

| ast six nonths. He al so began scheduling his patients at the
clinic.”

Christine’s coment jogged Adam s nenory. Percy Harnon had
been upset that so many doctors, including Foley, were
abandoning their practices to go to the Julian dinic.
“Were you here when Dr. Foley left?” asked Adam
“Unfortunately,” admtted Christine. “It was a nightnmare
because all of his patients had to be called and

reschedul ed.”

“Had he been on a trip before he noved?” asked Adam

“I think so,” said Christine. “If | remenber correctly

he’d been to sone kind of nedical neeting. | think it was a

crui se.”

“What about Dr. Baungarten and Dr. Stens?” asked Adam
“Are they here today?”

“Sorry,” said Christine. “They’'re both in surgery.”



“l don’t understand,” Adamsaid two hours |ater, waving
his chopsticks at Jennifer. “How come you were too sick to
drive out to Arolen this norning, but well enough to go
shopping with your nother all afternoon?”

Jenni fer | owered her eyes, pushing her stir-fried

veget abl es around on her plate. Earlier she had tried to
explain to Adamwhy it was inportant for her to talk with her
not her. But Adam had shrugged off her explanation, and now,
rat her than say anything nasty, she decided to say nothing at
al | .

Adam drumred his fingers on the Form ca tabletop. Ever
since Jennifer had | earned she was pregnant, they seened
unable to talk rationally about anything. Adamwas afraid
that if he criticized her further, she would start to cry.

“Look,” he said, “forget about today. Let’s just enjoy
di nner. You | ook beautiful. |Is that a new dress?”

She nodded, and he guessed it was a present from her
nmot her.

“It’s sure pretty,” he said diplomtically, but Jennifer
was not to be soot hed.

“The dress nmay be OK, but | look awful. | thought being
pregnant would nmake me glow with femninity, but | just feel
fat and unattractive.” When Adam didn’t answer, she added, “I

think a lot of it has to do with this awful nausea. | don’'t
know why they call it norning sickness when it seens to | ast
all day.”

Adam reached across the table and squeezed her hand.

Hopi ng to cheer her up, he began telling her about his

di sastrous visit to Dr. Vanderner. Wiile he tal ked, her face
began to rel ax.

“lI told you he had a dreadful bedside manner,” | aughed
Jennifer. “Did he say anything useful about the nausea.”

“No, just that it would go away and you were doing fine.”



Jenni fer sighed. As they wal ked back fromthe restaurant,
she said |little and as soon as they got hone she got into bed
and turned on Dynasty.

Depressed by his first day as a rep and upset by his

wife's silence, Adamrestlessly turned on his conputer. Idly
he called up GYN Associ ates, thinking he would add Dr.
Snyth’s nanme. To his surprise, it was already there.
Wndering if he had nmade a mi stake that afternoon, he went
back to the printout on Vandermer. Snyth’s name was not
listed. To cross-check, Adam called up the other associ ates,
Stens and Baungarten. Neither Snyth nor Fol ey appeared in
their files.

Adam bit his lower lip. There had to be checks in the
program that would catch such an om ssion. O naybe the
programrers forgot to put in a cross-check. If that were the
case, Adamfelt he should probably tell Arolen.

Wbonderi ng whi ch associ ates appeared in Snyth’'s file, Adam
punched the doctor’s nane. The nonitor blinked, then

di spl ayed a curt nessage: “OB-GYN Crui se course 9/9/83.

Ref resher course scheduled 6/5/84 with planned visit to
Puerto Rico Research Center.” Adam rubbed the corners of his
nmout h. The conputer obviously knew about Snyth but apparently
had no file on him Adam couldn’t understand it.

He opened his list of customers and ran his finger down

the list. Snmyth wasn’t nentioned. Adam deci ded that Arolen
serviced Snyth at the Julian dinic, even though he was
technically a nenber of GYN Associates. Still, it all seened
very peculiar.

Puzzl ed, Adam decided to retrieve Lawence Foley's file.
The machine printed out a single word: “Term nated.”

Pretty sick hunor on the part of sone programer, thought
Adam

Over the next three weeks Adanmis proficiency as a sal esman
| nproved significantly. As long as he | oaded the doctors on
his list wwth sanples, nost of themwere pleased to hear him



extol the virtues of Arolen Pharnmaceuticals. They rarely
questioned his clains or inquired about possible side
effects. Adam cheerfully pushed Arolen’s full line of drugs
Wi th one exception: pregdolen. The journal article and
Vandernmer’s warning had i npressed him and he did not want to
be responsible for encouraging the use of such a potentially
danger ous drug.

In the evenings he would | ook up on the conputer the
doctors he planned to see next, but just for information to
hel p sales. He decided not to worry about any possible

om ssions or inaccuracies |like the one involving GYN
Associ at es.

Then, just when he was relaxing into his new routine,
sonet hi ng happened that aroused his m sgivings. He had an
appoi ntment to see a group of busy internists, but when he
reached the office, the receptionist told himthey all had to
cancel. One of the partners had just returned froman Arolen
crui se and announced he was quitting the practice and goi ng
to work at the Julian Cinic. The other doctors were furious
and at their wits’ end trying to acconmopdate his patients.

Adam wal ked away renenberi ng how Percy Harnon had

described a simlar incident. And that rem nded himthat he
had never |earned why Percy had failed to call him Wen he'd
asked in New Jersey, no one had seened sure where Harnon was,
t hough he apparently had not gone as planned to Puerto Ri co.
Knowi ng how excited Percy had been about the managenent
program Adam found this extrenely disturbing.

One afternoon when he finished his rounds early, he

decided to run out to headquarters and see if Bill Shelly
coul d answer sone of his questions. He d becone increasingly
curious about the nysterious Arolen cruises. Wile he wasn’t
ready to nove to Puerto Rico, he thought a five-day nedical
sem nar at sea mght be fascinating. It would nmake himfeel
as if he were back in nedical school. And maybe a little
vacation woul d put his nmarriage back in perspective.

Jenni fer’s nausea had worsened, and she was spendi ng nore and
nore tinme at her parents’. When Adamtried to interest her in
his new job or to persuade her to call some of her friends,
she just put himoff.



It was nearly three-thirty when Adam pulled into the

Arolen parking lot. Shelly had said on the phone that he’'d be
avail able until four. A unifornmed guard checked with Shelly’s
of fi ce before buzzing Adam t hrough. Wien Adam reached the
executive floor, Bill’'s secretary Joyce was waiting by the
receptionist.

“Good to see you, M. Schonberg,” she said. “Bill is
upstairs. Wuld you foll ow nme?”

At the end of the hall, Joyce unl ocked the door to a small

el evator. She stepped inside and, using the sane key,

sel ected the twenty-first floor. Adamwas startled to find
himself riding up the outside of the building in a glass
cage. It was not a pleasant sensation, and he closed his eyes
to the Jersey countryside until the elevator canme to a stop.

He was greeted by a heavily nuscled man in a tee shirt and
khaki trousers.

“Adam Schonber g?” he asked before | eading Adam down a
sun-drenched corridor. The entire exterior wall was gl ass,

and Adam edged as far away fromit as possible. He wasn’'t
exactly afraid of heights, but he didn't enjoy them He felt
better when they entered an enpty |ounge. A television screen
was turned to the news. Beyond the | ounge was a Nautilus room
and beyond that, a | ocker roomlined with nassage cubicles. A
wi de door at the opposite end led to the pool.

The man in the tee shirt held the door but did not follow
Adam through it. For a nonent the light was so strong, Adam
could barely see. One entire wall was glass, rising for two
stories and curving back to forma portion of the roof. The
fl oor was made of glistening white narble, and the pool
itself was constructed of white tile with blue markings.

A | one swi mmer was vigorously doing | aps. As he turned, he
caught sight of Adam and swam over to the edge. He was
wearing tiny goggles that just covered his eyes and a bl ack
rubber racing cap.

“How about a swn?” said Bill Shelly.

Adam shook his head. “Sorry, but | forgot mnmy bathing



suit.”

“No need for a suit right now It’s the nen’s hour. Cone
on, give it atry. I'msure Paul can rustle up a towel.”

Adam wavered. There really was no reason to refuse, and
the chance to swmtwenty-sone stories off the ground did not
conme al ong every day.

“OK,” said Adam “How do | find Paul ?”

“G back into the | ocker room You'll see a buzzer on the
wall. Push it and Paul will appear |like a genie.”

Adam did as he was told. Paul showed himto a | ocker and
supplied himw th an enornous towel and a white terry-cloth
r obe.

Adam stripped off his clothes and put on the robe. Wl ki ng
back outside, he was acutely aware of his wi nter white body,
and he wondered again how Shelly maintained his tan. Feeling
extrenely sel f-conscious, Adam dropped the protective robe
and dove in. The water was ice cold.

“We keep the pool cool so that it is stimulating,”
expl ained Bill when he caught the pai ned expression on Adanmi s
face.

After he began swi mmng, Adamfelt better, but when he

tried to enulate Bill's tunbling turns, he only succeeded in
getting a nose full of water. He cane up coughing and
sputtering.

Bill took pity on himand |l ed himback to the | ocker room
suggesting they both have a short nassage.

“What is it you wanted to see ne about?” Bill asked when
they were settled on adjoining tables.

Adam hesitated. Even though Bill had al ways been nice to
Adam he never dropped his cool executive nmanner.

“I wanted to |l earn nore about the Conference Cruises,”
said Adam as Paul indicated he should roll on his back. “My



custoners al ways ask about them”
“What do they want to know?”

“Who can go. How you schedul e the various specialties.
Whet her there’s soneone at Arolen they can call for
I nformation.”

“They can call the toll-free MIIC nunber,” said Bil
stiffly. “I was hoping you were going to tell nme you'd
decided to take the managerial training course.”

“Not just yet,” said Adam as Paul continued to knead his
shoul ders. “But | was wondering if you woul d consider sending
me on one of the cruises. Do any of the sales reps go?”

“I"’mafraid not,” said Bill, getting up and starting to
dress. “There are a |l ot of people here who would Iike to go.
Unfortunately, the Fjord is not that big a ship. Anyway,
you'd find it boring. Since the purpose of the programis to
supply continui ng education to the practicing physician, nost
of the entertai nnent areas of the ship have been converted
into lecture halls.”

“I"d still like to go.”
“I"'msorry,” said Bill, who was obviously | osing interest
in the subject. He went to a mrror to put on his tie. “I
think it would be smart for you to concentrate on the work
that you are supposed to be doing.”

Adam deci ded this was not the nonment to ask about the
doctors who had given up their practices after going on a

cruise. It was obvious that Bill Shelly was becom ng
irritated by Adami s questions. As he dressed and fol | owed
Bill to the el evator Adam was careful to answer questions,

not ask them But |ater, driving back to New York, Adam
continued to ponder sone of the strange occurrences he now
associated with the Arolen cruise. Percy Harnon’s

di sappearance in particular was di sturbing. Wwen Adam had

| earned Percy had not gone to Puerto Rico, he'd tried calling
hi m but no one ever answered. As he drove into the city

t hrough the Lincoln Tunnel, Adam decided to stop by Percy’s
apartnent. Maybe one of his nei ghbors knew where he was.



Percy lived in a rundown brownstone four doors in from
Second Avenue. Adam found Percy Harnon’s nanme next to the
button for 3C. He pushed it and waited.

Di agonal |y across the street, a man in a runpled blue suit
threw down a cigarette and ground it under the heel of his
shoe. Looking in both directions, he started across to the
brownst one, his hand noving toward his breast pocket.

Adam shifted his weight and pushed the button for the
superintendent. Al nost imediately the snmall foyer filled
with a raucous buzz and Adam opened the door. The interior
was di | api dated but nuch cl eaner than in Adam s buil ding. On
the floor bel ow, Adam heard a door open. He wal ked to the
head of the stairs and | ooked down. An unshaven man in a

sl eevel ess undershirt was on his way up.

“Whaddaya want ?” said the super.
“I"m 1 ooking for Percy Harnon,” said Adam

“You and everybody el se,” said the super, obviously
uni npressed. “He ain’t here, and | haven’t seen himfor nore
than a nonth.”

“Sorry to bother you,” said Adam as the super went back
down. Turning to | eave, Adam hesitated by the stairs. He
heard the super’s door close and on a sudden inpul se quietly
clinmbed to the third floor. He knocked on 3C, but there was
no answer. He tried the door, but it was | ocked. He was
debating | eaving a note when he noticed a wi ndow at the end
of the corridor leading to the fire escape.

Al t hough he had never done anything like this in his life,
Adam opened the wi ndow and clinbed out. He had an intuitive
feeling sonething had happened to Percy. He wanted to | ook
Into Harnon’s apartnent to see if there was any sign of how
| ong he’ d been away.

The fire escape was old and rusted, and Adamtried not to

| ook down through the netal grate at the concrete courtyard
bel ow. After inching along wth his hands pressed agai nst the
buil di ng, Adamfinally reached Percy’s window. It was ajar



about two inches. Hoping no one would see himand call the
cops, Adamraised the wi ndow. Having cone this far, he
figured he had nothing to | ose and clinbed inside Percy’s
nmusty bedroom

Heart poundi ng, Adam wal ked around t he unmade bed and

opened the closet door. It was filled with clothes. Turning,
he | ooked inside the bathroom The water |level in the toilet
was | ow, suggesting that it had not been used for sone tine.

Adam wal ked back through the bedroomand into the |iving
room There was a newspaper on the coffee table with a
seven-week-ol d date. Mving into the kitchen, Adam saw t hat
the dishes in the sink were covered with a fuzzy bl ack nol d.
Qobvi ously, Percy Harnmon had planned to return. And that was
exactly what Adam had feared. Sonething unexpected mnmust have
happened to the man.

Adam deci ded to get out and call the police. Before he
could | eave the kitchen, a soft noise made himfreeze. It was
the distinctive sound of a door closing.

Adam wai ted. There was only silence. He peered out into
the living room The security chain on the front door was
slowy sw nging back and forth.

Adam al nost passed out. If it had been Percy who' d cone

in, why was he hiding? Adam stayed glued to his spot in the
kitchen, straining to hear additional noise. Wen the
refrigerator kicked on next to him he noaned with fright.
Finally, deciding that at |least ten m nutes had passed, that
maybe it was all his inmagination, he walked into the living
room and gl anced into the bedroom He could see the open

wi ndow to the fire escape. The curtains were slowy billow ng
in the draft. Adamestinmated that it would only take a second
to cross the roomand clinb out.

He never nmade it. As he ran for the wi ndow, a figure
appeared fromthe cl oset. Before Adam could respond, a fi st
sl ammed into his abdonen, sending himsprawing to the floor.

CHAPTER
9
When Jennifer arrived at GYN Associates for her nonthly



checkup, she noticed there were fewer people waiting than on
any of her previous visits. Sitting on one of the couches,

whi ch she had all to herself, she took out a magazine to read
but couldn’t concentrate. Instead, she marvel ed that nothing
unt oward had happened to her or her unborn child while Dr.
Vander mer had been out of town attending his convention.
She’ d been sure that she’ d start bl eeding while he was away,
and even though she still was not reconciled to his gruff
manner, she didn't want to have to see a new doctor.

In less than fifteen mnutes, Jennifer was taken to an

exam nation room As she took off her street clothes and put
on the paper robe, she asked the nurse if Dr. Vanderner had
enj oyed his vacati on.

“l guess so,” said Nancy w thout enthusiasm She handed
Jennifer the urine container and notioned toward the |avatory
door.

Sonething in her tone bothered Jennifer, but when she cane
out of the bathroom Dr. Vandernmer was waiting.

“I haven’t finished with Ms. Schonberg,” said Nancy.

“Pl ease, give ne another few mnutes. | still have to draw
her hematocrit and wei gh her.”

“lI just wanted to say hello.” H's voice was unusually
soft, without his normally brusque overtone. “How are you,
Jennifer? You | ook well.”

“I"'mfine,” said Jennifer, surprised.

“Well, 1I’'ll be back as soon as Nancy’s done.” He cl osed
t he door, and Nancy stood for a nonment staring after him
“CGod!” she said. “If | didn't know himbetter, |I’'d swear he

was on sonet hing. Ever since he cane back, he’'s been weird.
He’s nmuch nicer to his patients, but he’'s nmade ny job ten
times nore difficult. Ch well . . .” Nancy turned back to
Jennifer. “Let’s get your blood and wei ght.”

She had just finished when Dr. Vanderner returned. “I’|
take over,” he said in the sane flat voice. “Your weight is
fine. How have you been feeling in general ?”



“l haven’t exam ned her yet,” interrupted Nancy.

“That’s all right,” said Dr. Vanderner. “Wiy don’t you run
the hematocrit while | talk to Jennifer.”

Wth an audi bl e sigh, Nancy took the hematocrit tubes and
|l eft the room

“So how have you been feeling?” asked Dr. Vandernmer again.

Jennifer stared at the man facing her. He had the sane
pol i shed good | ooks, but his face was slack, as if he were
exhausted. H's hair was also a little different. It seened
bushi er, and instead of his usual hurried manner, he gave
Jennifer the inpression that he actually wanted to know what
was on her m nd.

“l guess |’ve been feeling pretty good,” she said.
“You don’t sound very enthusiastic.”

“Well . . .,” said Jennifer, “I’"mless tired, but the
nor ni ng si ckness has gotten worse, no natter what | do about
diet.”

“How do you feel about this pregnancy?” asked Dr.
Vandernmer. “Sonetinmes enotions play a role in our
wel | - bei ng.”

Jennifer | ooked at Dr. Vanderner’'s face. He seened

genui nely concerned. “To tell the truth,” she said, “I feel
very anbi val ent about being pregnant.” Up until that nonent
she’d been unwilling to admt it, even to her nother. But Dr.
Vandermer did not seem di sapprovi ng.

“Second thoughts are very common,” he said gently. “Wy
don’t you tell me how you really feel.”

Encouraged by his attitude, Jennifer found herself telling
himall of her fears about her career and her relationship
with Adam She admitted that Vandernmer had been right; it
wasn’'t the proper tine for themto have a child. She tal ked
for nearly ten mnutes, saved fromtears only by an odd | ack
of affect in Vanderner’s expression. He was concerned but in



SoOne way renote.

When she finished, he said softly, “l appreciate your
confiding in nme. It’'s not healthy to bottle up your feelings.
In fact, they may be related to your continued norning

si ckness, which should have abated by now | think that we
will have to try you on sone nedication.” Turning to Nancy,
who had just returned to the room he said, “Wuld you go
down to the supply roomand bring back a handful of pregdol en
sanpl es?”

Nancy left w thout a word.

“Now then,” said Dr. Vanderner, “let’s get a good | ook at
you.”

The exam nation included ultrasonography, which Dr.

Vander mer described as a nethod by which i mnages were produced
as ultrasonic waves echoed off the baby' s tissues. Jennifer
wasn’'t sure she understood, but Dr. Vandernmer assured her it
was both painless and harm ess to nother and fetus alike, and
i ndeed it was. Although a technician cane in to run the unit,
Dr. Vanderner insisted on doing the test hinself. On a screen
much like a television's Jennifer saw the outline of her

baby.

“Do you care to know the sex of the child?” asked Dr.
Vander mer, straightening up.

“l guess,”
t hought .

said Jennifer, not having given the matter nuch

“l can’t be sure,” said Dr. Vanderner, “but if | had to
guess it |looks like a boy.”

Jenni fer nodded. For the nonent it didn't nmake any
difference if it were a boy or a girl, but she wondered how
Adam fel t.

Back in the exam nation room Dr. Vandernmer sat down at
the small desk and began to wite up his findings. He
di sm ssed Nancy, who |left w thout a word, obviously

di spl eased to have had her job curtail ed.



Jenni fer sat on the table, wondering whether she shoul d

dress. Finally, Dr. Vanderner turned to face her. “Aside from
t he norning sickness, you re doing fine, and naybe this wll
stop the nausea.” He stacked the sanples next to her and

wote out a prescription as well. “Take one pill three tines
a day.”
Jenni fer nodded. She was willing to try anything.

“Now,” said Dr. Vandermer in his new nonotone voi ce,
“there are two things | want to discuss with you. First, the
next time | see you it will be at the Julian dinic.”

Jennifer felt her heart skip a beat. The image of Cheryl
slumping to the floor flashed before her. She could see the
bl ood and feel the icy panic.

“Jennifer, are you all right?” asked Dr. Vanderner.

“Maybe | should Iie down,” said Jennifer, feeling suddenly
di zzy.

Dr. Vanderner hel ped her to |ie back.

“I"'mterribly sorry,” said Jennifer. “I’mall right now.
Wy will | be seeing you at the Julian dinic?”

“Because |’ ve decided to join their staff,” said Dr.

Vander mer, checking her pulse. “I’mno longer interested in
private practice. And | can assure you that as a patient you
will get better care at the Julian Cinic. Now, do you feel
all right?”

Jenni fer nodded.

“I's this the first time in your pregnancy you' ve felt
faint Iike this?”

“Yes,” said Jennifer and went on to describe Cheryl’s
unexpect ed deat h.

“What an awful experience for you,” Dr. Vanderner said.
“Especially being pregnant. Fortunately, such a clotting
disorder is extrenely rare, and | hope you don't blane the



Julian dinic. | heard about that case and | happen to know
that M ss Tedesco had withheld certain aspects of her nedical
hi story. Her extensive drug usage had caused hemat ol ogic
problenms that did not show up in routine |ab work. Had M ss
Tedesco been nore forthright, she’ d undoubtedly be alive
today. I'monly telling you this so you won’t have any doubts
about the clinic.”

“I"d heard good things about it before |I went with Cheryl.
And | must admit | was inpressed with the staff’s caring
attitude.”

“That’s one of the reasons |I’mgoing there. The doctors
aren’t involved wwth any of the conpetitive nonsense
associate with private practice.”

Jennifer sat up, relieved to find that the dizziness had
conpl etely passed.

“Are you going to be all right now?” asked Dr. Vanderner.
“I think so,” said Jennifer.

“The second thing | wanted to discuss with you is the
possi bility of doing amni ocentesis.”

Jennifer felt another rush of |ight-headedness, but this
time it passed quickly. “You ve changed your mnd,” she said.
It was a statenent, not a question.

“That is true,” said Dr. Vanderner. “Initially, | was

convi nced that your brother’s problem had been congenital,
meani ng a chronosonal change after conception. But | got the
slides fromthe hospital where your brother died, and the | ab
t hi nks the problem may be hereditary. G ven that possibility,
It would be a m stake not to take advantage of all the

t echnol ogy at our disposal.”

“Whul d the test show if ny child had the sanme probl enf?”
asked Jennifer.

“Absol utely,” said Dr. Vanderner. “But we should do it
soon, since it takes several weeks to get the results. If we
wait too long, it wll be difficult to do anything if the



result is positive.”
“By ‘doing anything’ you nean an abortion?” said Jennifer.

“Yes,” said Dr. Vanderner. “The chances of a problemare
very small, but wth the anbival ence you' ve voiced, | think
that you woul d be able to handl e such an eventuality.”

“I"l'l have to talk with ny husband and ny parents,” said
Jenni fer.

She left the office nervous about the prospect of

ami ocentesi s but glad she had a doctor as caring as
Vandernmer. She'd have to tell Adamthat she'd totally
reversed her original inpression of the man.

Adam never quite | ost consciousness. He was vaguely aware

of being dragged into Percy’s living room and uncerenoni ously
dunped onto the couch. He felt his wallet being renoved, and
then replaced. That little sequence didn't jibe with his
expectations, and puzzling it over, he shook off his stupor.

The first thing he did was search for his glasses, which
were suddenly thrust into his hand. He put themon and the
roomcane into focus. Sitting in front of himwas a heavyset
man in a blue suit and a white shirt open at the collar.
“Good norning,” said the man. “Wl cone back.”

Adam noved. Not hing hurt, which was surpri sing.

“Unl ess you want to ride down to the police station, M.
Schonberg, you d better tell ne what you were doing in this
apartment.”

“Not hi ng,” croaked Adam He cleared his throat.

“You're going to have to do better than that,” said the
man, lighting a cigarette and bl ow ng snoke toward the

cei ling.

“l could say the sane for you,” said Adam



The stranger reached over and grabbed Adamis shirt front,
almost lifting himoff the couch. “I’mnot in the nood for
wi secracks,” he snarl ed.

Adam nodded.

As suddenly as he’'d grabbed him the man let himgo. “OK”
said the stranger. “Let’s start again. Wiat were you doing in
this apartnent?”

“I ama friend of Percy Harnon,” said Adam qui ckly. “Well,
sort of a friend. | was starting work for Arolen

Phar maceuti cals and he took ne around to teach ne the
routine.”

The man nodded slightly, as if he accepted the story so
far.

“Percy was supposed to call ne,” Adam said. “He never did
and he never answered his phone. So | cane over to see if he
was here.”

“That doesn’t explain why you broke into the apartnent,”
said the stranger.

“I't was an inpulse,” said Adam neekly. “lI wanted to see if
he was all right.”

The man didn’t say anything. The silence and the tension
qui ckly began to wear on Adam “I| |iked Percy,” he said. “I
was worried about him He was supposed to go to Puerto Rico
for a training course, but he never got there.”

The man remai ned silent.

“That’s all | know,” said Adam “I never saw him again.”

“l believe you,” said the man, after a pause.

“Thank you,” said Adam relieved to the point he could
have cri ed.

The man stubbed out his cigarette. Reaching into his



breast pocket, he pulled out a card and extended it to Adam
It said “Robert Marlow, Private Investigator.” In the |ower
ri ght-hand corner was a tel ephone nunber.

“About six weeks ago Percy Harnon | eft a Japanese
restaurant in Fort Lee, New Jersey. He never got hone. |’ve
been hired by the famly to see what | can find out. |’ve
been wat ching the apartnent. Aside from a couple of young

| adi es, you're the only one to show up.”

“Do you have any idea of what could have happened to hin®?”
asked Adam

“Not the foggiest,” said M. Marlow. “But if you happen to

hear anything, |’'d appreciate a call.”
Adam still felt shell-shocked when he got back to his

enpty apartnment. Jennifer’s absence irritated him He was
upset and he wanted to talk to her, but he guessed she was
off with her nother again. He flung hinmself down on the bed
and turned on the news. Slowly he began to unw nd.

The next thing Adam knew, he heard the front door close
and for a nmonent thought he was back in Harnon's apartnent.

“Well, well,” teased Jennifer. “Lying down on the job.”
Adam di dn’ t answer.
“What’'s the matter?” she asked.

“l suppose you’ ve been to Engl ewood,” Adam snapped
unr easonabl y.

Jennifer stared at him She wasn’t up to one of Adam s

noods. She resented having to apol ogi ze for seeing her
parents. Putting her hands on her hips, she said, “Yes, | did
go hone.”

“l guessed as nmuch,” said Adam turning to the television.

“What is that supposed to nean?” asked Jennifer.



“Nothing in particular,” said Adam

“Look,” said Jennifer, sitting on the edge of the bed, *“I
had good reason to go hone. Dr. Vandernmer suggested | have
ammi ocentesis. | went hone to discuss whether or not to do
it.”

“That’s nice,” said Adam sarcastically. “You discuss it
W th your parents even though it is our child.”

“I knew | couldn't get hold of you during the day,”
expl ai ned Jennifer, trying to be reasonable. “Of course |

pl anned to discuss it wth you. But I wanted to talk to ny
not her because she experienced the trauma of giving birth to
a Down’ s baby.”

“I1 still think the decision is ours alone,” said Adam

He rolled over and put his feet on the floor, know ng he
was being unfair. “Besides, | thought Vanderner said you
didn’t need ami ocentesis.”

“That’s true,” said Jennifer. “But today he told ne that
after checking the slides on ny brother, he thinks I should
have it.”

Adam got to his feet and stretched. Fromthe little he

knew about genetics, he didn’t think that Jennifer needed
ammi ocentesis. “Maybe you should get a second opinion. \Wen
initially asked around for an OB nan, people also recommended
Her bert W ckel man.”

Jenni fer shook her head. “I don’'t need to see anyone el se.
Anot her opinion would just confuse the issue further. |I’'m
happy with Dr. Vanderner and | have confidence in him
particularly since his manner has inproved so nuch.”

“What do you nean?” asked Adam
“Since he returned fromhis nedi cal conference, he seens

to have nore tine and interest,” said Jennifer. “He isn’'t so
rushed.”



Adam forgot his anger. “Has he changed in any other way?”
he asked.

“He says he's tired of private practice,” said Jennifer,
taking off her dress and heading into the bathroom “He’'s
decided to go to the Julian dinic, and I’mto see himthere
from now on.”

Adam sl oW y sank back on the bed.

“I never thought |'d go back to the Julian after Cheryl
died,” Jennifer called out, “but Dr. Vanderner has convinced
me of its excellence. And you know | was inpressed by the
staff.”

Adam heard the sound of water in the bathroom sink. He
didn’t know what to say. He hadn’t nentioned anything to
Jenni fer about Percy Harnon's di sappearance or any of his
ot her suspicions about Arolen, but nowthat it seened as if
Vander mer was invol ved, Adam knew he had to do sonet hi ng.

Adam wal ked to the bathroom where Jennifer was washi ng
her face. “lI’mgoing to insist that you see Dr. Wckel man. |
don’t like the idea of Vanderner going to the Julian dinic.”

Jenni fer | ooked up, surprised. There were tines lately
when Adam acted very strangely.

“I"’m serious,” he began, but stopped in m d-sentence,
glinpsing a famliar bottle on the edge of the sink.

“What the hell is this?” he demanded, grabbing it.

Jennifer glanced fromhis face to the small bottle he held
in his hand. Then she turned and silently hung up her towel.

“l asked you a question,” yelled Adam
“I think the answer is obvious. It’s pregdolen. For ny
norni ng sickness. Now if you'll excuse ne.” She started for

t he bedroom Adam grabbed her arm

“Where did you get this?” he demanded, hol ding the bottle
directly in front of her.



Jenni fer pushed it away. “If you nust know, from Dr.
Vander ner.”

“That’ s inpossible,” said Adam *“Vanderner woul d never
prescribe this stuff.”

Jennifer pulled her armfree. “Are you suggesting that |I'm
| yi ng?”

Adam returned to the bathroom and poured sone of the
bl ue- and-yel | ow capsules into his hand. It was pregdol en al
right.

“Did you hear ne?” demanded Jennifer.

“lI don’t want you taking this drug,” he said. “Do you have
any nore of it?”

“I"’'mgoing to follow nmy doctor’s orders,” said Jennifer.
“Since | started taking these pills, I’ve had the first
nausea-free day in nonths. And renenber, you are the one who
sent me to Dr. Vandernmer in the first place.”

“Well, you' re definitely not going back,” said Adam He
lifted Jennifer's tote bag fromthe shelf above the toil et
and | ooked inside. The additional packages of pregdolen were
ri ght on top.

Trying to grab the purse, Jennifer shouted, “I like Dr.
Vandernmer and | trust him Gve ne ny bag!”

Adam fi shed out the other sanples before letting it go.
“Listen!” he said. “lI don't want you taking this stuff. It’s
danger ous.”

“Dr. Vandernmer wouldn't give it tonme if it were

dangerous,” said Jennifer. “And | intend to take it. After
all, I"'mthe one who is suffering, not you. And | think that
you shoul d renenber that you are not a doctor. In fact, al
you are right nowis a drug sal esnman.”

Adam opened the sanpl e packages while he lifted the lid of
the toilet with his foot.



“Gve ne ny nedicine!” yelled Jennifer, realizing what he
was doi ng.

Adam dunped the contents of the first bottle into the
toilet.

Desperately, Jennifer snatched a bottle from Adam s hand

and ran into the bedroom Stunned, Adam hesitated, then ran
after her. For a mnute they stood face to face. Then

Jenni fer dashed back into the bathroomand tried to | ock the
door. But she wasn't fast enough. Adam got his foot beyond
the door, and a brief shoving match ensued. Slowy the door

I nched open until Jennifer gave way. She backed up agai nst
the shower stall, hiding the bottle behind her.

“A@ve ne the pregdol en,” ordered Adam

Jenni fer shook her head. Her breath was comng in short
gasps.

“OK!'” snapped Adam as he reached out and roughly pulled
her hands from behi nd her back.

“No!” shouted Jennifer.

One by one he peel ed back her fingers, took the bottle,

and enptied it into the toilet. Jennifer began poundi ng his
back. To protect hinself, Adamthrew up his right hand,
accidentally hitting the side of her head. The bl ow sent her
reeling against the wall, nonentarily stunned.

Adam dunped the remaini ng sanples into the bow and

fl ushed them away. Then he turned to apol ogi ze to Jennifer,
but she was so furious she wouldn’t |isten.

“You're not ny doctor,” she screaned. “lI’'mtired of being
sick every day, and if he gives nme nedication to feel better,
|’mgoing to take it.”

She tore into the bedroom and pull ed her suitcase down
fromthe top of the closet.

“Jenni fer, what are you doi ng?” asked Adam though it was



pretty clear what she had in mnd. Jennifer didn't answer but
began rolling up clothes and throwing theminto the case.

“Jenni fer, we can have di sagreenents w thout your running
away, ” sai d Adam

Jennifer turned to face him her cheeks fl ushed.

“I"’'mgoing home. I'mtired, | don't feel well, and | can’'t
stand this bickering.”

“Jennifer, | love you. The only reason | took those pills
away is to protect our child.”

“l don’t care why you did it. | have to get away for a few
days.” She picked up the phone and Adam | i stened while she
call ed her father and nmade arrangenents to take a cab to his
office so he could drive her hone.

“Jennifer, please don’'t do this,” he begged as she went
back to her packing, but she refused to | ook at himwhile she
cl osed the case, picked up her purse, and stal ked out of the
apart nent.

Alone, it took Adama few mnutes to believe she had
actually gone. Dazed, he wandered into the living room and
sat down at the conmputer. Turning it on, he connected with
the Arolen mainframe and tried to call up Vanderner’s file.
He intended to see if Dr. Vandermer’'s prescribing habits had
changed, but the screen renmi ned bl ank save for the stark
nmessage: “Transferred to Julian Cinic.”

Shocked, Adam wondered if any other files had been erased
fromthe conputer. He pulled the printout McGQuire had given
hi m and t hen asked the machine to relist the doctors in his
assigned territory. Not only had the conputer dropped
Vanderner’s file, but six other doctors had been taken off
the |ist.

Frantically, Adam began calling up each of the expunged
doctors’ nanes. None of themhad files! Four had entries I|ike
Dr. Snyth’s—=Refresher course scheduled . . .”-suggesting
that if a doctor went on an Arolen cruise, he didn’t have to
be detailed any longer. Two had entries |ike Vanderner’s:



“Transferred to Julian Cinic.” Adamwondered if the Cruise
Conferences pitched the Julian dinic as well as Arol en
products.

More confused than ever, Adam asked the conmputer to |ist

all the physicians on staff at the Julian Cinic. Dutifully
the dot-matrix printer sprang to life and spewed out a
sizable roster. Adamran his eyes over the list of nanes and
st opped short at an entry hal fway down the sheet: Dr. Thayer
Norton! What the hell was Norton doing at the Julian Clinic?
He was chief of Internal Medicine at the university.

Sl oWy Adam typed Thayer Norton’s nane into the conputer
and requested his file. All he got was “Transferred to Julian
Cinic”!

The idea that the old battle-ax would give up his coveted
medi cal chair at the university was unthinkable. Adam
wondered if Norton had recently taken a Conference Crui se.

CGoi ng back to the conmputer, Adamtried to access

statistical data about the Julian. He discovered that of the
si x doctors who had transferred, four were OB-GYN
speci al i sts. Maybe that proved sonething. For another half
hour Adam fed questions into the conputer, but nobst of his
requests were returned with the nessage that his access code
was not recognized for the material he was requesting.
Switching tactics, he asked for the nunber of tines

ammi ocentesis was done at the Julian in the previous cal endar
year. He got the nunmber: 7,112. Wien he asked how many had
shown an abnormality in the fetus, the conputer again refused
his access code. Adamfinally asked how nmany therapeutic
abortions had been perfornmed during that tinme period: 1,217.

Totally nystified, Adamturned off the conputer and went
to bed, where he spent the night confronting an outraged
Jennifer in his dreans.

CHAPTER

10

The next norning Adam was so upset to wake up and find
Jennifer’'s side of the bed enpty, that he left the apartnent
W t hout even bothering to have a cup of coffee. By
eight-thirty he was pacing restlessly outside GYN Associ at es,



waiting for the office to open. The nonent he saw Christine
he began pressing the bell.

“Hel |l o, Adam Schonberg.”

Adam t hought it was propitious that she'd renmenbered his
name. He adjusted his dark blue knit tie and said with the
sincerest smle he could nuster, “I was in the nei ghborhood
so | thought 1’d drop by and get an update on DJ's batting
aver age.”

“He’s doing terrific,” said Christine. “Better than even
anticipated. In fact, |last Friday . ”

Adam tuned out as he tried to organi ze his thoughts. \Wen
Christine paused for breath, he said, “Wat are the chances
that you can get ne in to see Dr. Vanderner?”

“Dr. Vanderner is at the Julian dinic,” she said.

“He’ s gone al ready?”

“Yup. The whole office is a disaster. Yesterday was his

| ast day here, even though he has hundreds of patients
schedul ed for the next six nonths. I’'ll be on the phone from
now until Christms.”

“So it wasn't expected?” asked Adam
“Hardly,” said Christine. “He cane back fromhis cruise
and told Dr. Stens and Dr. Baungarten that he was | eaving. He

said he’d had it with private practice.”

That was exactly what Percy had said about Fol ey, thought
Adam as Christine turned away to answer the phone.

“What a ness,” she said once she’d hung up. “And all the
patients are mad at ne.”

“Did Dr. Vanderner behave strangely when he got back from
t he cruise?” asked Adam

“I"l'l say,” laughed Christine. “Nothing we did was good
enough for him He drove us all crazy, though in sone ways he



was a | ot nore considerate. Before, he’ d al ways been pretty
abrupt.”

Renmenbering his own neeting with the doctor, Adamfelt

that “abrupt” was a generous description of the man’s manner.
“The strangest thing about the affair,” continued
Christine, “is that Dr. Vanderner’'s partner, Dr. Foley, did
the very sane thing. And at the time it nmade Dr. Vander ner
furious. But it wasn’t so bad when Dr. Foley |eft because
there were four doctors to take up the slack. Now there are
only two because poor Dr. Snyth is still in the hospital with
his weird di sease.”

“What ki nd of di sease?” asked Adam

“lI don’t know the nanme,” she said. “lIt’s sone kind of
trouble with his nerves. | renenber when it started.” She
| onered her voice as if what she was saying were a secret.
“One nonent he was normal, the next he was nmaki ng strange
faces. It was grotesque. And very enbarrassing.”

A woman entered the office and cane up to the reception

desk, and Adam st epped out of the way, thinking that Smyth's
problemwas simlar to the case of tardive dyskinesia that he
had di scussed in his presentation at the nedical school. In

t hat case the cause was an unexpected reaction to

tranquili zers.

“Do you know if Dr. Snyth had any psychiatric probl ens?”
Adam asked once the patient was seated.

“I don’t think so,” said Christine. “He was one of the

ni cest young nen. Looks a little bit |like you. Dark, curly
hair.”

“What hospital is he in?” asked Adam

“He was admitted to University, but | heard one of the
nurses say that he was going to be transferred to the Julian

Cinic.”

The phone rang again, and Christine reached for it.



“One last question,” said Adam “Did Foley or Snmyth go on
a Conference Cruise like Dr. Vanderner?”

“I think they both did,” said Christine, lifting the

phone. “GYN Associ ates, could you pl ease hol d?” Turning back
to Adam she asked, “Wuld you like to see either Dr. Stens
or Dr. Baungarten?”

“Not today,” said Adam “Another tinme, when things aren’t
gquite so hectic. Gve ny best to DJ.”

Christine gave Adam a thunbs-up sign and pushed the
bl i nki ng button on the tel ephone.

Leaving the office, Adamfelt he could no | onger ignore

t he strange coincidences relating to the Julian Cinic. Wy
had so many doctors abruptly left their practices to work
there? And why, after doing so, had Vanderner suddenly
decided to prescribe pregdolen to Jennifer? As unpl easant as
this last interview would be, Adamfelt he had no choi ce but
to confront the obstetrician. He had to convince himeither
to treat Jennifer w thout mnmedication or to relinquish her as
a patient. Adam knew he couldn’t persuade his wife to change
physi ci ans on his own.

As he approached the southern limts of Harlem he saw the
clinic towering over the surrounding tenenments. Admring its
mrrored surface, Adamrealized that it nust have been

desi gned by the sanme architects who had built Arolen
headquarters. The office building was better suited to its
surroundi ngs. The clinic struck Adam as a
twenty-first-century vision flung into a two-hundred-year-old
setting.

A hal f bl ock away Adam found a parking spot and backed

into it. Taking his briefcase in case he needed to disguise
his visit as a sales call, he jogged up the broad steps to
the clinic’ s entrance.

The nonment he wal ked i nside his suspicions dissipated. He

had i ntended to march through the | obby to the OB-GYN section
as if he were a nenber of the staff. Fromhis experience as a
medi cal student he knew that if soneone acted as if he

bel onged, he could go anywhere in a hospital. But the rel axed



at nosphere of the Julian changed his m nd. He wal ked directly
up to the large informati on booth and said he wi shed to speak
with Dr. Vanderner.

“Certainly,” said the receptionist. She picked up a phone
and rel ayed Adanmis request. “The doctor is in,” she said,
smling broadly. “Do you know how to get to the GYN clinic?”

“Maybe | should ask the doctor if he has tinme to see ne. |
want to talk to himabout ny wife.”

“OF course he’'ll see you,” she said, as if Adam had | ost

his senses. “Let nme call one of the orderlies.” She pressed a
smal|l bell on the counter and a young man in blue shirt and
white chino pants appeared. The receptioni st gave him

I nstructions.

He | ed Adam down a | ong central hallway, past a flower
shop, a bookstore, a pleasant-|ooking cafeteri a.

“This is an inpressive place,” said Adam

“Yes,” said the young man nechani cally.

Adam gl anced at himas they wal ked. He had a broad,
expressionl ess face. Looking nore carefully, Adam thought he
seened drugged; he was probably a psychiatric case. A lot of
the chronic patients worked in hospitals. It nade them feel
nore confi dent.

The man left Adamin a | ounge that resenbled a private

living roomrather than a hospital waiting room There was a
couch, two chairs, and a small desk. Strange clinic, thought
Adam as he wal ked to the wi ndow. The darkened gl ass gave a
peculiar cast to the row houses across the street. He felt as
I f he were | ooking at an ol d phot ograph.

He wandered back to the couch and began | eafing through
one of the nmgazines. A few mnutes |ater the door opened and
Dr. Vanderner canme in. Adam got hastily to his feet.

The man was i nposing, especially in his starched white
coat. But he seened |less hostile than at their first neeting.



“Adam Schonberg, welcone to the Julian,” he said.

“Thank you,” said Adam relieved and at the sane tine

t aken aback by Vanderner’s cordiality. “I’msurprised to find
you here. | thought you were very happy in your practice.”

“I was at one tine,” said Dr. Vanderner. “But

fee-for-service nedicine is a thing of the past. Here we try
to keep people well, instead of just trying to cure them when
they are sick.”

Adam noticed that Vanderner’s voice had an oddly fl at
inflection, as if he were reciting fromnenory. “l wanted to
tal k about Jennifer,” he said.

“l assuned as nuch,” said Dr. Vanderner. “l asked the
geneticist to conme by.”

“Fine. But first | want to discuss the pregdolen.”
“Has it hel ped your wife’'s nausea?” asked Dr. Vanderner.

“She thinks so,” said Adam “But | suspect it is sinply a
pl acebo effect. What surprises ne is that you gave it to
her.”

“There are a nunber of drugs on the market,” said Dr.
Vandermer, “but | think pregdolen is the best. Normally, |
don't like to use drugs for norning sickness, but your wife's
had gone on too |long.”

“But why pregdol en?” said Adamtactfully. “Especially
after the negative report in the New Engl and Journal .”

“That was a poorly designed study,” said Dr. Vanderner.
“They didn’'t use the proper controls.”

Umw lling to confront Vandermer directly, Adamfinally
said, “But you told nme the last tinme we spoke that pregdol en
was dangerous. \Wat’'s nmade you change your mi nd?”

Dr. Vanderner shook his head, puzzled. “l1’ve never said
t he drug was dangerous. |’ve been using it for years.”



“I distinctly renmenber began Adam as two ot her
doctors entered the |ounge. One was a tall, thin man with
gray hair. He was introduced as Dr. Benjamn Starr, the
Julian Cinic’ s geneticist.

“Dr. Starr and | were just discussing your wife's case
this norning,” said Dr. Vander ner.

“Indeed,” said Dr. Starr, launching into a detailed
description of the case. H's voice had the sane fl at
I nfl ection as Vanderner’s, naki ng Adam wonder if all the
doctors at the Julian dinic worked thensel ves to death.

Adamtried to understand what Starr was saying, but the

man seened to be speaking deliberately over Adami s head.
After trying to make sense out of the reasons given for
Jenni fer’s ammi ocentesis, Adam deci ded he was wasting his
time. It was as if both Vanderner and Starr were trying to
confuse him As soon as he could, Adam said he had to | eave.
Dr. Vanderner offered to buy himlunch in the cafeteria, but
Adam i nsi sted he had to go.

Wal ki ng down the hall, he decided Jennifer was right. Dr.
Vander mer was a changed man, and it rmade Adam nervous. In
fact, the whole clinic struck a false note. Looking at the
beautifully decorated roons, he could understand why the
Julian had such appeal. It seened the ideal hospital
environnent. At the same tine, it was alnost too nice and, to
Adamis mnd, slightly sinister.

Back in the car, Adam hesitated before turning on the
ignition. There was no doubt in his mnd that Vanderner had
originally proclaimed pregdol en dangerous and all that
super-scientific rhetoric about Jennifer needing

ammi ocentesis alarmed him Wth his wife sequestered at her
parents’, his hands were tied. The only thing he was sure of
was that he did not want Jennifer taking pregdol en, which
meant that he didn’'t want her to keep seeing Vanderner. The
probl em was that she obviously trusted Vanderner and didn’t
want to change doctors.

Pulling out into the street, Adamrealized that Jennifer
was right on two counts: he wasn’t a doctor and he knew
not hi ng about obstetrics. He realized that if he hoped to



change Jennifer’s mnd, he'd better study up on the subject.

There were no parking places within bl ocks of the

uni versity hospital, so Adam pulled the Buick into the

hospi tal parking garage. After he’'d found a space, he went
down to the nedical center. The Irish fellow at the

I nformati on booth recognized himand lent hima white jacket.

In the library, he selected several recent textbooks on
obstetrics and began | ooking up both norning sickness and
ammi ocentesis. When he was finished, he turned to a chapter
on fetoscopy—the visualization of the fetus within the
uterus—and stared in wonder at the photos of what his child
must | ook like at this stage in its devel opnent.

Ret urni ng the books to the desk, Adam nade his way to the
hospital. After the soft carpets and gleam ng paint at the
Julian, the university nedical center |ooked |ike a set for
Dante’s Inferno. It was uniformy drab with peeling paint and
stained floors. The nurses and staff appeared rushed, and
their expressions indicated that their patients’

psychol ogi cal well-being was not high priority.

Adam t ook the main el evator to Neurology on the tenth

floor. Pretending that he was still a student, he marched to
the nurses’ station and positioned hinself squarely in front
of the chart rack. There were three nurses, tw ward cl erks,
and a resident standing about tal king, but none of them so
much as | ooked at Adam

Dr. Stuart Snyth’'s chart was in the slot for room 1066.
After a furtive glance at the nurses, Adam grasped the

net al - backed record, pulled it out of the rack, and stepped
back into the relative quiet of the chart room There was a
doctor there, but he was on the phone making a tennis date.
Adam sat down at the desk.

Curiously, Snyth was di agnosed as havi ng tardive

dyski nesi a. Readi ng over the history, Adam | earned that Dr.
Snyth had no past record of psychotropic drugs. The cause of
his illness was still |isted as unknown, and nost of the

wor kup i nvol ved sophisticated attenpts to isolate a virus.

The only positive test Adam found was the EEG but the



resident had witten that the results, though slightly
abnormal , were nonspecific. In short, Dr. Snyth had been
poked, prodded, and bled for a nyriad of tests, yet the
source of his troubles still had not been di scovered. He'd
been in and out of the hospital for two and a half nonths. On
a happier note, he had started to inprove, though no one knew
why.

Adam returned the chart and wal ked down the hall to room
1066. Unli ke the other roons, the door was shut. Adam
knocked. After hearing what sounded |ike “Cone in,” he pushed
open the door and stepped into the room

Stuart Snyth was seated near the w ndow, surrounded by
books and periodicals. As Adam entered, he | ooked up and
adj usted rinless gl asses.

Adam i mredi ately saw that Christine’ s observation that he
and Snyth | ooked alike was true, and it pleased Adam because
Stuart was a handsone man.

Adam i ntroduced hi nmself as a medi cal student, and Snyth,
whose face was periodically contorted by a grinace, asked
Adamto sit down and expl ained that he was nmaki ng the best of
his confinenent by reviewing the entire field of OB-GYN. H s
speech was difficult to understand because his |ips and
tongue were also affected by distorting spasms.

Despite his inpedinent, Dr. Snyth was eager for conpany

and not at all shy about his illness. Adamwaited patiently
as he slowy recounted the details, nost of which Adam had

al ready gl eaned fromthe chart. He did not nention the Arolen
crui se, and Adam got around to the subject by first
mentioning that Dr. Vanderner was taking care of Jennifer.

“Vanderner is a great obstetrician,” said Dr. Snyth.

“He was recommended by one of the OB residents,” said
Adam “Apparently he handles a | ot of the house staff.”

Dr. Snyth nodded.

“l suppose you’ve heard that he’'s just returned from an
Arol en cruise?”



Dr. Snyth nodded as his face bunched in a spasm
“Did you ever go on one of the cruises?” asked Adam

The book Snyth had been reading slid fromhis |Iap and

t hunped on the floor. He reached down and picked it up, but
when he started to answer, his tongue woul dn’t cooperate and
he ended up just noddi ng his head.

Adam was afraid of tiring Snyth with nore questions, but
when he stood to go the doctor waved hi mback to his seat,
making it clear that he wanted to tal k.

“The crui ses are wonderful,” Snyth managed at last. “I
went on one six nonths ago and was scheduled to go again this
week. This tinme | was invited to stop in Puerto Rico. | was

| ooking forward to it, but obviously I’mnot going to nake
it.”

“When you are discharged,” said Adam “lI’msure you' |l be
able to reschedul e.”

“Maybe,” said Snyth. “But it is difficult to get a
reservation, especially for Puerto Rico.”

Adam next asked about the Julian Cinic. Snyth offered a
few superl atives, but then was taken by a series of
contortions so severe he finally notioned Adamto | eave.

Adam t hought about returning in a few m nutes, but was so
far behind in his Arolen calls that he decided he' d better
get to work. Even if he were suspicious about the drug
conpany, he didn't want to get fired.

When he got hone slightly after six, he found the

apartnment in the sane disorder in which he’d left it. H's
note, which said “Welcone hone. I'"msorry. | |love you,” was
still on the floor by the door where he’'d left it.

G ancing in the refrigerator, he renenbered there was
nothing in it, and he’'d have to go out to eat. Before doing



so, he dialed Jennifer’s parents’ nunber, hoping she’d
answer .

Unfortunately, her nother answered the call. “Adam So
nice of you to call,” she said icily.

“I's Jennifer there?” asked Adam as politely as he coul d.

“She is,” said Ms. Carson. “She’s been trying to call you
since early this norning.”

“I"ve been working,” explained Adam pleased that she
wanted to reach him

“Good for you,” said Ms. Carson. “l should tell you that
Jenni fer had an ammi ocentesis test this norning. Everything
went snoothly.”

Adam al nost dropped the phone. “Oh ny God, howis she.”
“Fine, no thanks to you.”
“Pl ease put her on the phone,” said Adam

“I"msorry,” said Ms. Carson in a voice that suggested
she wasn’t sorry at all, “but Jennifer is sleeping at the
nonment . \When she awakens, |’'|Il nention that you called.”

There was a click as Ms. Carson hung up.

Adam eyed the receiver for a nonent as if it were
responsible for his frustration. Controlling hinself, he
calmy replaced the instrunment in its cradle, but the
nervousness and fear that he'd felt after |eaving the Julian
came back in a rush. Wiy on earth hadn’t Vanderner nentioned
Jennifer was in the clinic that norning?

CHAPTER

11

Jenni fer never called, and the next norni ng Adam awoke
still filled with anxiety. After shaving, he found hinself

paci ng the bedroom floor. Wat was going on at the clinic? He
was terrified at the thought of the strangely nechani cal
Vanderner continuing to treat Jennifer but didn't know how to



stop his wife fromseeing him If only he could figure out
why the doctors changed so nmuch after the cruises. If only he
could go on one hinself, maybe he’d be able to figure out a
way of persuadi ng Jennifer that Vanderner was dangerous.

Snyth had said his cruise was scheduled to | eave from
Mam this week. Adam wondered what woul d happen if he showed
up i nstead.

“They’'d tell me to get ny ass off the boat,” he said out

| oud.

Suddenly he stopped pacing, went into the living room and
turned on the conputer. By the tine he got the phone hooked
up to the nodem he was sure he was right.

In his usual two-fingered style, he called up Dr. Stuart
Snyth's file and was told again that the doctor was schedul ed
for a refresher course, a second cruise, that was to | eave
that very day.

Dressi ng qui ckly, Adam nmade up his mnd. Christine had

said he | ooked like Smyth, and he had seen the resenbl ance

hi nsel f. He picked up the phone and dialed Mam information.
When the operator answered, he requested the nunber for
Arolen Cruises. The operator said in a nasal voice, “Sorry,
but there is nothing |listed under that nane.”

Adam repl aced the phone. Then he had another idea. This
time he asked for a listing for the Ffjord. No |luck. There was
a Fjord Travel Agency, but that didn't sound prom sing.

Adam pi cked up his seersucker jacket and took it into the
kitchen. The iron was on top of the refrigerator and he
plugged it into the wall socket next to the sink. Folding a
bath towel |engthw se, he put it on the kitchen card table
and pressed out the jacket’s worst winkles. That was when he
got the inspiration to call MIIC

“There is no MIICin the directory,” said the M am
operator, “but there is MIIC Cruise Lines.”

El at ed, Adam took the number and tried to call. Wen a
woman answered, he introduced hinself as Dr. Stuart Snyth and



asked if he were still expected on today’'s cruise. His
secretary had failed to confirmhis reservation.

“Just one nonent please,” said the wonan. Adam coul d hear
the faint sounds of a conputer keyboard.

“Here it is,” she said. “Stuart Snyth of New York City.
You' re expected with today’'s OB- GYN group. You should be on
board no later than 6:00 P.M"”

“Thank you,” said Adam “Can you tell nme one other thing?
Do | need a passport or anything?”

“Any type of identification is fine,” said the woman. “You
j ust need proof of citizenship.”

“Thanks,” said Adam hanging up. How the hell was he going
to get proof of Snyth's citizenship?

For ten m nutes Adam sat on the edge of the bed trying to
make a deci sion. Except for the passport problem the idea of
| npersonating Snyth on the Arolen cruise had a | ot of appeal.
There was no doubt in Adamis mnd that in order to change
Jennifer’s inpression of Vanderner he’d have to have dam
good evidence of the man’s instability. Going on the cruise
seened the nost prom sing course of action.

But could he inpersonate a practicing OB man? And what if
there were people on the cruise who were personal friends of
Snyt h? | npul sively, Adam decided he’'d give it a try. Wat
could he lose? If he ran into a personal friend of Snyth,
he’'d tell himthat Snmyth had sent himin his place. And if
Arol en found himout, he’'d sinply say that he coul dn’t
function as a rep without nore information. The worst they
could do was fire him

Wth the decision made, Adam junped into action. H's first
call was to Carence McGuire, whomhe told that a famly
crisis would take himout of town for a few days. C arence
was instantly synpathetic, hoping that things would work out.

Adam s next call was to the airlines to see what flight he
could get to Mam . Between Delta and Eastern, he could go
anyti me he chose.



Finally, he worked up his courage to call Jennifer. Hi's
nouth went dry as he heard the connection go through. One
ring. Another. Then Ms. Carson picked up the phone.

Using all the graciousness he could nuster, Adam said good
norni ng and asked if he could talk with his w fe.

“I"ll see if she is awake,” said Ms. Carson coolly.
Adam was relieved when Jennifer said hello.
“I"'msorry if I woke you,” said Adam

“I wasn’t asleep,” said Jennifer.

“Jennifer,” said Adam “I’m sorry about the other night. |
don’t know what happened to me. But | want you to conme hone.
The only trouble is that | have to go out of town for a few
days for work.”

“l see,” said Jennifer.

“I"d prefer not to explain right now, but it is probably
best for you to stay wth your parents for a few nore days.

“l suppose you’'re going down to Puerto Rico,” said
Jennifer icily.

“No, I"mnot,” said Adam

“Where are you goi ng?” asked Jennifer.

“I"d rather not say,” said Adam

“Fine,” said Jennifer. “Have it your way. Incidentally,
just in case you're interested, | had the amni ocentesis
yest erday.”

“1 know,” said Adam

“How did you know?” asked Jennifer. “I tried calling you
fromseven in the norning on. You were never in.”



Adam realized that Ms. Carson had not even told Jennifer
that he’ d phoned the previous evening. Getting his w fe back
was going to be an uphill battle.

“Well, you have a wonderful tinme on your trip,” said
Jennifer coldly, and she hung up before Adam coul d even tell
her how nmuch he | oved her.

Jenni fer put down the phone wondering what could be so

I nportant that Adam woul d | eave her at this difficult tinme.
It had to be Puerto R co, and yet Adam had never lied to her
bef ore.

“Anyt hi ng new?” questioned Ms. Carson.

Jennifer turned to face her parents.

“Adamis going on sonme kind of trip,” she said.

“How nice for him” said Ms. Carson. “Were is he going?”
“I don’t know,” said Jennifer. “He wouldn’t tell ne.”

“Coul d he be having an affair?” asked Ms. Carson.

“By George, he better not be,” said M. Carson, who
| onered his Wall Street Journal and glared at the two wonen.

“He’s not having an affair,” said Jennifer irritably.

“Well, he’s surely acting inappropriately,” said her
not her.

Jenni fer got sone Raisin Bran cereal and cut up a banana.
Since she’d started the pregdol en, her nausea had all but
di sappeared. She carried her breakfast to the table and sat
in front of the TW.

The phone rang again, and she | eaped up, thinking it was

Adam cal I'i ng, having changed his m nd about the trip. But
when she picked up the phone, it was Dr. Vanderner on the
ot her end.



“I"’'msorry to be calling so early,” he said, “but | wanted
to be certain to get you.”

“I't’s all right,” said Jennifer, her stomach doing a
flip-flop.

“I"d li ke you to cone back to the clinic today,” said Dr.
Vandermer. “I need to talk to you. Could you nake it this
norning sone tinme around ten? I'’mafraid | have surgery this
afternoon.”

“OF course. |I'll be there at ten,” said Jennifer. She hung
up the phone, afraid to ask what he wanted to tal k about.

“Who was it, dear?” asked Ms. Carson.

“Dr. Vanderner. He wants to see ne this norning.”
“What about ?”

“He didn't say,” said Jennifer softly.

“Well, at least it can’t have anything to do with the
ammi ocentesis,” said Ms. Carson. “He told us the results
t ake about two weeks.”

Jenni fer dressed quickly, her mnd trying to guess what

Dr. Vanderner was going to tell her. Her nother’s coment
about the ammi ocentesis test nade her feel a bit better. The
only other thing she could think of was that one of the bl ood
tests had shown she was I ow on iron or sone vitam n.

Ms. Carson insisted on driving Jennifer to the Julian
Clinic and going in with her for her appointnent. They were
escorted imediately to Dr. Vandernmer’s new office, which
snell ed of fresh paint.

Dr. Vanderner stood when they entered and notioned for
Jennifer and her nother to take the two chairs in front of
hi s desk. Looking at his face, Jennifer knew that sonething
was seriously wong.

“I"'mafraid | have sonme bad news, he said in a voice that



betrayed no enoti on.

Jennifer felt her heart leap. Al at once the roomfelt
i ntol erably hot.

“Normally it takes two weeks to get the results of an

ammi ocentesis,” said Dr. Vanderner. “The reason is that
tissue cultures have to be made in order to see the nuclear
mat erial properly. Cccasionally, however, the abnornmality is
so apparent that the free cells in the amiotic fluid tel
the story. Jennifer, |like your nother, you are carrying a
baby with Down’ s syndrone. The karyotype is of the nost
severe type.”

Jenni fer was speechless. There had to be a m stake. She
couldn’t believe that her body woul d deceive her and produce
some sort of nonster.

“Does that nean that the child won't |ive nore than a few
weeks?” Ms. Carson asked, struggling with her own nenori es.

“We believe that the infant wouldn’t survive,” said Dr.
Vandernmer. He wal ked over to Jennifer and put his armon her
shoul der. “I"msorry to be the bearer of such news. | would
have waited for the final results, but it is better for you
to know now. It gives you nore tinme to nake a decision. It
may not seem nuch consol ation to you, but try to renenber
that you are a very young woman. You can have |ots of other
children and, as you nentioned yourself, this is not the best
time for you and Adamto have a baby.”

Jennifer listened in shocked silence. Dr. Vandernmer turned
and caught Ms. Carson’s eye.

“I think you should go hone and di scuss the situation with
your famly,” Dr. Vanderner continued. “Believe ne, it’'s
better to conme to a decision now than after a | engthy and
difficult |labor and delivery.”

“l can vouch for that,” said Ms. Carson. “Dr. Vanderner’s
right, Jennifer. W'lIl go hone and tal k. Everything is going

to work out fine.”

Jenni fer nodded and even nmanaged a smle for Dr.



Vander ner, whose face finally revealed a trace of enotion.

“Pl ease call nme whenever you want,” he said as they left.
The two wonen passed through the clinic, descended into

t he parking garage, and retrieved their car in silence. As
they drove up the ranp, Jennifer said, “I want to go hone to
nmy apartnent.”

“I thought we’d go right back to New Jersey,” said Ms.
Carson. “I think your father should know about this.”

“I"d i ke to see Adam” said Jennifer. “He didn’'t say what
time he was | eaving. Maybe | can catch him”

“Maybe we should call first,” said Ms. Carson.

“I"d prefer just to go,” said Jennifer.

Deciding this was not the tine to argue, Ms. Carson drove
her daughter downtown. When they went up to the apartnent,
Jennifer saw that Adanmis two suitcases were still in the

cl oset and none of his clothes seened to be m ssing. She felt
reasonably confident that he had not left.

“Well, what do you want to do?” asked her nother.

“Wait and talk to him” said Jennifer in a tone that
brooked no further debate.

“I"’mgoing to have to charge you a fee if this happens
again,” teased the porter at the university information
boot h.

Adam took the white coat and slipped it on.

“lI just can’t stay away fromthis place. |’ m honesick.”

The sl eeves were two inches too short and there was a big
yell ow stain on the pocket. “lIs this the best you can do?” he
] oked.

Confident in his nedical disguise, Adamtook the el evator



to Neurology, went directly to the nurses’ station, smled at
the ward clerk, and again pulled Snyth's chart fromthe rack.

Al he really wanted was the information on the front
sheet. Turning his back to the clerk, Adam copi ed down all
t he personal information he could find on Snyth: health

I nsurance information, social security nunber, wfe’'s nane,
and birth date. That was a good start.

Returning the chart to the rack, Adamtook the el evator

back down to the library on the main floor. A research
assistant directed himto a conpendi um of Anerican
physi ci ans. Looking up Stuart Snyth, Adam checked the schools
the man had attended from col | ege through residency and was
interested to note that he’d done a year of surgical training
in Hawaii. Adam al so nenorized all of Snyth’s professional
associ ati ons.

H s final act before | eaving the nedical center was to

call Christine at GYN Associ ates under the pretext of setting
up an appoi ntnent with Baungarten and Stens the foll ow ng
week. He managed to |earn that Smyth was an avid tennis

pl ayer, a lover of classical nusic, and a novie buff.

Back in the Buick, Adam drove across town and tuned right

on Ei ghth Avenue. As he approached Forty-second Street, the
city changed fromoffice buildings and warehouses to garish
novie theaters with harsh neon |ights and adult bookstores
advertising twenty-five-cent X-rated flicks. Streetwal kers in
hi gh- heel ed sandal s and m ni skirts beckoned to himas he
parked his car.

Adam wandered east, lingering in front of magazi ne stands.
After many offers of drugs, he was approached by a thin man
weari ng one of those narrow nustaches that Adam renenbered
fromthirties filns.

“You interested in a real |ady?” asked the man.

Adam wondered if a real lady was the opposite of the kind
that you had to inflate. He was tenpted to ask but wasn’t
sure if the thin man woul d appreciate his hunor.

“I"'minterested in some ID cards,” sald Adam



“What ki nd?” asked the nman as if it were an everyday
request.

Adam shrugged. “1 don’'t know. Maybe a driver’s |license and
a voter’s registration card.”

“A voter’s registration card?” repeated the thin man. “I
never heard of sonmebody asking for that.”

“No?” said Adam “Well, I'msort of new at this. | want to
go on a cruise, and | don’'t want anyone to know who | really
am ”

“Then you want a friggin' passport,” said the man. “Wen

do you need it?”

“Ri ght now,” said Adam

“l trust you got cash.”

“Some,” said Adam He' d been careful to lock nost of his
noney, plus his own identification cards, into the glove

conpartnent of the car.

“I't will cost you twenty-five for the driver’'s |icense and
fifty for the passport,” said the thin man.

“Ww,” said Adam “I only have fifty on ne.”

“Too bad,” said the man. He turned and started toward
Ei ght h Avenue.

Adam wat ched himfor a nonent, then continued wal ki ng
toward Broadway. After a few steps he felt a hand on his
shoul der.

“Si xty bucks for both,” said the thin man.

Adam nodded.

Wt hout another word the man | ed Adam back toward Ei ghth

Avenue and into one of the many stores that were pl astered
with hand-lettered signs reading “Going Qut of Business! Last



Three Days! Everything Reduced!” Adam noticed that the “Last
Three Days!” sign was brittle with age.

The store sold the usual assortnent of caneras,

cal cul ators, and vi deotapes and a handful of “authentic

Chi nese ivories.” A center table supported a |line of
mniature Enpire State Buil dings and Statues of Liberty, plus
coffee nmugs with “1I Love New York” on the sides.

None of the sal esnen even | ooked up as the thin nman |ed
Adam t hrough the |l ength of the store and out the rear door.
In the back of the building was a hall with doors on either

si de. Adam hoped he wasn’t getting hinself into sonething he
couldn’t handle. The thin man knocked on the first door, then
opened it and notioned Adaminto a small, dark room

In one corner was a Polaroid canera on a tripod. In

another was a drafting table, set under a bright fluorescent
light. A man with a shiny bald head sat at the table. He was
wearing one of those green visors Adamrenenbered seeing on
cardpl ayers in old westerns.

The thin man spoke. “This kid wants a driver’s |license and
a passport for sixty bucks.”

“What nanme?” asked the man with the green visor.

Adam qui ckly gave Snyth’'s nane, address, birth date, and
soci al security nunber

There was no nore tal k. Adam was positioned behind the

Pol aroi d canera and several pictures were taken. Next, the
man with the green visor went over to the drafting table and
began to work. The thin man | eaned against the wall and lit a
cigarette.

Ten m nutes | ater Adam wal ked back t hrough the store,
clutching his phony IDs. He didn’t open themuntil he reached
the car, but when he did he found they | ooked entirely
authentic. Pleased, he turned the car toward the Village. He
had only an hour or so to pack.

When he reached the apartnent, he was surprised to find
the police | ock unengaged. He pushed open the door and saw



Jenni fer and her nother.
“H ,” he said, quite amazed. “This is a nice surprise.”

“lI was hoping to catch you before you went to Puerto
Rico,” said Jennifer.

“I’mnot going to Puerto R co,” said Adam

“l don’t think you should be going anyplace,” said Ms.
Carson. “Jennifer has had a shock and she needs your
support.”

Adam put his things on the desk and turned to Jennifer.
She did | ook pale.

“What's the matter?” asked Adam

“Dr. Vanderner gave her sone bad news,” replied Ms.
Car son

Adam did not take his eyes fromJennifer’s face. He wanted
totell Ms. Carson to shut up, but instead he stood directly
in front of his wife. “Wiat did Dr. Vanderner say?” he asked
gently.

“The ammi ocentesis was positive. He said our baby is
severely deforned. I'’mso sorry, Adam | think I'Il have to
have an abortion.”

“That’ s inpossible,” said Adam slammng his fist into his
palm “It takes weeks to do the tissue cultures after an
ammi ocentesis. What the hell is wong with this Vanderner?”

Adam strode to the phone.

Jennifer burst into tears. “It’'s not Dr. Vanderner’s
fault,” she sobbed, explaining that the abnormality was so
severe that tissue cultures weren’t needed.

Adam hesitated, trying to renenber what he’'d read. He
couldn’t recall any cases where tissue culture wasn't needed.

“That’s not good enough for ne,” he said, putting through



acall to the Julian dinic. When he asked for Dr. Vanderner,
he was put on hol d.

Ms. Carson cleared her throat. “Adam | think that you
shoul d be nore concerned about Jennifer’s feelings than about
Dr. Vanderner.”

Adam i gnored her. The Julian Cinic operator canme back on
the line and told Adamthat Dr. Vanderner was doi ng a
procedure but would call back. Adam gave his nanme and nunber
and then dropped the receiver into its cradle.

“This is crazy,” he munbled. “I had a strange feeling
about the Julian Cdinic. And Vanderner . . .” He didn't
finish the sentence.

“I think the Julian Cinic is one of the finest hospitals

| ve ever been in,” said Ms. Carson. “And except for ny own
doctor, I’ve never net a nore caring man than Dr. Vanderner.”
“I"”’m going over there,” said Adam ignoring his
nother-in-law. “I want to talk to himin person.” Picking up
hi s keys, Adam strode toward the door.

“What about your wi fe?” demanded M's. Carson.

“I"l'l be back.” Then he |eft, slamm ng the door behind
hi m

Ms. Carson was furious. She couldn’t believe that she had
originally favored the marriage. Hearing Jennifer weep, she
decided it was better not to say anything. She went over to
her daughter, murmuring, “W’'Ill go hone. Daddy will take care
of everything.”

Jennifer didn't object, but when she got to the door, she
said, “I want to | eave Adam a note.”

M's. Carson nodded and wat ched Jennifer wite a short note
at Adanis desk, then put it on the floor by the door. It said
sinply: “Gone hone. Jennifer.”



Adam drove uptown |i ke an aggressive New York City cabbie,
pulled directly in front of the Julian dinic, and junped out
of the car. A uniformed security guard tried to stop him but
Adam nerely called over his shoul der that he was Dr.
Schonberg and it was an energency.

When he reached Gynecol ogy, the receptionist acted as if
he were expected.

“Adam Schonberg,” she said. “Dr. Vandernmer said for you to
wait in his office.” She pointed down another corridor. “It’s
the third door on the left.”

Adam t hanked the girl and went to the office she’'d

i ndi cated. The room was i npressive, the shelves filled with
books and nedi cal journals. Adam gl anced at a row of nodel
fetuses, feeling an uncharacteristic urge to vandalize the
pl ace. He wandered over to the desk. It was a large, inlaid
affair with claw feet. On top was a pile of typed operative
notes awaiti ng signhatures.

Dr. Vanderner cane in alnost immediately. He was carrying
a manil a fol der under his arm

“Wn't you sit down?” he suggested.

“No, thank you,” said Adam “This won’t take long. | just
wanted to confirmny wife's diagnosis. | understand you
believe she’s carrying a chronosonally defective child.”

“I"'mafraid so,” said Dr. Vander mer.

“I thought it took weeks to do tissue cultures,” said
Adam

Dr. Vanderner | ooked Adamdirectly in the eye. “Normally,
that is true,” he said. “But in your wife’'s case there were
plenty of cells for us to examne directly in the amiotic
fluid. Adam as a nedical student, |I’m sure you understand
t hese things happen. But as | told your wife, you' re both
young. You can have ot her babies.”

“I want to see the slides,” said Adam preparing hinself
for an argunent. But Vanderner just nodded and said, “Wy



don’t you foll ow ne?”

Adam began to wonder if he’d been too hasty in his
judgnment. The man seened genuinely sorry to be the bearer of
such bad news.

On the fourth floor Vanderner | ed Adamto the cytol ogy

| ab. Adam bl i nked as they went through the door. Everything
was white: walls, floor, ceiling, and countertops. At the
back of the roomwas a | ab bench with four mcroscopes. Only
one was in use, and a m ddl e-aged brunette wonman | ooked up as
Dr. Vander mer approached.

“Cora,” he asked, “I hate to bother you, but could you get
us the slides on Jennifer Schonberg?”

Cora nodded and Vandermer notioned for Adamto sit down at
a teaching mcroscope with dual view ng heads.

“l don’t know if you wanted to see the B scan

ul trasonography or not,” said Dr. Vanderner, “but | brought
it anyway.” He opened the fol der he’'d been carrying and
handed the i mages to Adam

As a nedi cal student, Adam had not had any experience with
ul trasonogr aphy, and the pictures |ooked |ike inkblots to
him Dr. Vanderner took the photo that Adam was exani ni ng,
turned it over, and outlined the devel oping fetus with the
tip of his finger. “The technique is getting better and
better,” he said. “Here you can plainly see testicles. A lot
of tinmes at this age you can’'t tell the sex by ultrasound.
Perhaps this little guy takes after his father.”

Adam real i zed Vanderner was doing his best to be friendly.
The door swung open and Cora reappeared with a tray of

slides. Each had a tiny cover glass over its center. Dr.
Vander ner sel ected one that had been | abeled with a grease

pencil. He placed it under the optical head of the

m croscope, put a drop of oil on it, and | owered the
oi Il -imersion | ens. Adam sat up and | ooked through the
eyepi ece.

Dr. Vanderner explained that the speci nens had been



specially stained to make view ng of the chronmatin materi al
as easy as possible. He said they had to find a cell in the
process of division. Finally, he gave up and asked for Cora’s
assi st ance.

“l should have let you do this in the first place,” he
sai d, changing seats with the woman.

It took Cora about thirty seconds to find an appropriate
cell. By manipulating the hairline pointer, she showed Adam
the chronosomal abnormality.

Adam was crushed. He had hoped the results woul d be

anmbi guous, but even to his inexperienced eye, the problem was
clear. Cora continued pointing out other mnor problens that
had been noticed, including the fact that one of the X
chronosones al so appeared slightly abnor mal

Finally, Cora asked if he would Iike to see another case
that denonstrated a nore common type of Down’ s syndrone.

Adam shook his head. “No, but thanks for your tine.” He

put both hands on the |ab bench and started to rise. Hal fway
up he stopped. Sonething was wong. He | eaned forward and
peered into the mcroscope. “Show ne that X chronosone
abnornmal ity again,” said Adam

Cora | eaned forward and put her face to the eyepi ece. Soon
the hairline pointer noved to a pair of identical
chronosones. Cora started to explain the suspected
abnormality, but Adaminterrupted her.

“Are those X chronosones?” asked Adam

“Absolutely,” said Cora. “But . . .~

Adam again interrupted her and asked Dr. Vanderner to take
a | ook. “Do you see the X chronpbsones?”

“l do,” said Dr. Vanderner, “but like you, | can't
appreciate the abnormality that Cora is tal king about.”

“1”’mnot concerned about the abnornmality,” said Adam “I’m
concerned about the two X chronosones. Just a nonent ago on



the ultrasound i mage you pointed out that ny child is a boy.
This slide we are looking at is a girl.”

Dr. Vanderner had strai ghtened up when Adam had begun to
talk. His face wi ped clean of all expression.

Cora immedi ately turned to the mcroscope. “He’s right,”
she said. “This slide is of a girl.”

Slowy Dr. Vanderner raised his right hand to his face.

Cora flipped over the edge of the slide tray and checked the
nunber. Then she checked the nunber on the slide. They

mat ched. Getting the main register, she checked the nunber
there. The nane was Jennifer Schonberg. Looking very pale,
Dr. Vanderner told Adamto wait for a nonent.

“Has anything |ike this ever happened before?” asked Adam
when the doctor had gone.

“Never,” said Cora.

Dr. Vanderner reappeared with a large man in tow. Like Dr.
Vandernmer, he was wearing a long white coat. Dr. Vander ner

i ntroduced himto Adamas Dr. R dley Stanford. Adam

recogni zed the nane. He was the author of the textbook on

pat hol ogy that Adam had used during his second year of

nmedi cal school, and had been chi ef of pathology at University
Hospi t al .

“This is a disaster,” said Dr. Vanderner after Dr.
Stanford had taken a | ook.

“l agree,” said Dr. Stanford, his voice as enotionless as
Vandermer’s. “l1 can’t imagine how this could have happened.

Let ne make sone calls.”

Wthin a few mnutes there were ten other people crowded
around the m croscope.

“How many ammi ocent eses were done yesterday?” asked Dr.
Vander ner .

Cora gl anced at the book. “Twenty-one,” she said.



“They all have to be repeated,” said Dr. Vanderner.
“Absolutely,” said Dr. Stanford.

Turning to Adam Dr. Vanderner said, “W owe you a vote of
t hanks.” The others echoed his sentinents.

Adam felt as if a huge black cloud had been lifted from
over his head. His child was not sone kind of genetic
nonster. The first thing he wanted to do was call Jennifer.

“We woul d be honored if you would stay for lunch,” said
Dr. Stanford. “There’'s a fabul ous pathol ogy | ecture on
retroperitoneal tunors which you mght find interesting.”

Adam excused hinself and hurriedly descended to the main

| obby. He couldn’t believe that in the face of the current

di saster they wanted himto stay for |lunch and a | ecture!
There was no question but the place was weird. Passing the
front door en route to the tel ephone, Adam was pl eased to see
that his car was still where he’'d left it.

Adam first called the apartnent, but there was no answer.
Thi nki ng that Jennifer m ght have gone hone with her nother,
he di al ed t he Engl ewood nunber, but there was no answer
there, either.

After a nmonent’s hesitation, Adam decided to go back to
the apartnent. He ran out of the Julian Cinic, got in his
car, and started for hone.

Hi s excitenent at the good news was begi nning to give way
to a hei ghtened sense of uneasi ness about the Julian Cinic
and Dr. Vanderner. It had been only a |lucky break that he’'d
noticed the discrepancy. Wiat if he hadn’t and Jennifer had
had an aborti on!

Adam felt all his anxieties return in a rush. He'd

narrow y averted one catastrophe, but unless he could get
Jennifer to switch fromboth Vanderner and the clinic, there
m ght be nore. For a while he’ d abandoned the thought of the
Arolen cruise. Now it |ooked again as if it mght be the only
way to get the evidence to prove Vanderner was dangerous.
Adam | ooked at his watch. It was twelve-twenty. Still tinme to



make the Fjord by six o’ clock.

Reachi ng his apartnent door, Adam was di sappointed to find
the police | ock engaged. He found Jennifer’s inpersonal note
and decided to call Engl ewood once again. He was pl eased when
Jenni fer answered instead of her nother.

“l1’ve got good news and bad.”

“I"’'min no nood to play ganes,” said Jennifer.

“The good news is that they got your specinen m xed up at

the clinic. Soneone el se’s baby has the bad chronosones. They
m xed up the slides.”

For a nonent Jennifer was afraid to ask if Adam were

telling the truth or if this were just sone sort of plot to
make her lose faith in Vanderner. The news seened too good to
be true.

“Jenni fer, did you hear ne?”

“I's it true?” asked Jennifer tentatively.

“Yes,” said Adam and he descri bed how he’'d noticed the
di screpancy in relation to the sex of the cell

“What did Dr. Vanderner say?” asked Jennifer.

“He said that all the ammi ocenteses done that day have to
be repeated.”

“I's that the bad news you were referring to?” asked
Jenni fer.

“No,” said Adam “The bad news is that I'mstill going out
of town, unless you prom se ne sonething.”

“What do | have to prom se?” asked Jennifer skeptically.

“Prom se to see Dr. Wckel man for the remai nder of your
pregnancy and stop taking pregdolen.”

“Adam . . .” said Jennifer, drawing out his nane



I npatiently.

“I"’m nore convinced than ever that there is something

strange about the Julian dinic,” said Adam “If you agree to
see Dr. Wckelman, I'Il promse not to interfere with
anyt hi ng he suggests.”

“M st akes happen every day in hospitals,” said Jennifer.
“Just because one happened at the Julian dinic doesn’t mean
| shouldn’t go there. It seens |like the ideal place to have
ny baby now that |’ve gotten over that episode with Cheryl
Tedesco. | like the people there and the atnosphere.”

“Well,” said Adam “1’'ll see you in a few days.”
“Where are you goi ng?” asked Jennifer.
“I"d rather not say,” said Adam

“Under the circunstances,” said Jennifer, “don’t you think
that you should stay here? Adam | need you.”

“That’s a little hard to believe with you at your parents’
and me alone in the apartnent. |’msorry, but | have to run.
| | ove you, Jennifer.”

Adam hung up and called Eastern Airlines before he had
time to have second thoughts. He booked a seat on a flight
| eaving for Mam fromLaCGuardia in forty-eight m nutes.

Adam got his small Sansonite suitcase fromthe closet and
began packing. Just as he was cranmng in his toilet
articles, the phone rang. Adamreached out his hand, but
then, for once in his |ife, ignored the sound. Even a
mnute' s delay would make himm ss his flight.

Jennifer waited, letting the phone ring on and on.

Finally, she hung up. Right after speaking with Adam she’'d
decided that she’d be willing to see this Dr. Wckelman if it
meant so nmuch to Adam She could at |east give the man a
chance, and if she didn't feel confortable with him she
coul d always go back to Dr. Vanderner. But Adam had



apparently left. Jennifer felt abandoned. Before she took her
hand off the receiver, the phone rang again. Hoping it was
Adam she picked it up before the first ring was conplete. It
was Dr. Vanderner.

“l assunme you have heard the good news.”
“Yes, Adam just told ne,” said Jennifer.

“We are very grateful to your husband,” said Dr.

Vandernmer. “It is unusual for soneone to notice a secondary
abnormality in the face of an overwhel m ngly positive
finding.”

“So it is true that | amnot carrying a defective child,”
said Jennifer

“I"’'mafraid | can’t go so far as to say that,” said Dr.
Vanderner. “Unfortunately, we have no idea of the result of
your amni ocentesis. W'l|l have to repeat the procedure. |'m
terribly sorry this happened. There were twenty peopl e

besi des yoursel f who had ammi ocentesis that day, and all of
t hem have to be repeated. Cbviously it will be done at the
clinic's expense.”

“When do you want to repeat the test?” asked Jennifer. She
appreciated Dr. Vanderner’s willingness to accept
responsibility even though the error was undoubtedly nmade by
sonmeone in the | ab.

“As soon as possible,” said Dr. Vanderner. “Renenber, we
are up against a tinme constraint if there really is a
probl em”

“How about if | get back to you in the norning?’ said
Jenni fer.

“That will be fine. There's no rush, but the sooner we do
it, the better.”

CHAPTER

12

The flight to Mam was uneventful. As soon as Adam was
ai rborne, he renoved his own driver’s license fromhis



billfold and replaced it with Snyth’s. Then he studied the
addresses in the passport. If sonmeone asked hi m where he
lived, he wanted to be able to rattle it off by heart.

The plane | anded at five mnutes after four, and since

Adam had carried his |uggage aboard, he was at the taxi stand
by four-fifteen. The taxi was an ol d broken-down Dodge
station wagon and the driver spoke only Spanish, but he
recogni zed the nanme of the Fjord and understood that Adam was
going on a crui se.

Adam stared at the tropical scenery. Mam was nmuch nore
beautiful than he’d imgi ned. Soon they passed over a |ong
causeway and Adam saw the harbor. The cruise ships were tied
up in aline, with the Fjord the last in the row Conpared to
the others, the Fjord seened neither especially |arge nor
particularly small. Like the others, it was painted white. It
had one huge snokestack with an i nage of two intertw ning
arrows on the side. Adam wondered if that were MM C s | ogo.

Adami s driver could not get close to the curb, so Adam

paid himand got out in the mddle of the street. Suitcase in
hand, he made his way toward the entrance of the building.
The din of car horns, voices, and idling notors was terrific,
the air heavy with funes. It was a relief to get inside.

Adam made his way to an information booth where the
receptionists’ uniforns rem nded himof the staff’s dress at
the Julian dinic. They, too, were dressed in white bl ouses
and bl ue junpers.

Adam had to shout to be heard. He asked how he shoul d

check in and was told to go up the escalator to the second
| evel . Adam t hanked the girl who' d directed himby nout hing
t he words.

Getting on the escalator was a trick, especially with the
suitcase. Wile he rode up, he | ooked over the crowd.

Al t hough there were a few wonen, the majority of the people
were nen and they certainly | ooked |Iike doct ors—prosperous
and self-satisfied. Mbst were dressed in business suits,

t hough a few had on sport shirts and sl acks.

On the second floor of the termnal was a | ong



regi stration table, divided into al phabetical segnents. Adam
joined the line marked “N-Z."

A anci ng around the room he suddenly got cold feet. Mybe

he should | eave. No one would notice. He could just catch a
cab to the airport and fly hone. He began counting the nunber
of people between himand the registration desk. At that
nmonment, Adanis eye caught those of a man standing a few feet
away in the neighboring line. Quickly |ooking away, Adam
nervously tapped his foot. There was no reason for sonmeone to
be staring at him Gadually, Adam allowed his eyes to return
to the next line. Unfortunately, the man was still | ooking
directly at him Wen he saw Adam | ook up, he sml ed.

Sel f-consci ously, Adam sm | ed back. Then, to his horror, the
man came over

“My nane is Al an Jackson,” he said, forcing Adamto put
down his suitcase and shake hands. Nervously, Adam i ntroduced
hi msel f as Stuart Snyth. Al an just nodded and sm | ed again.

He was at | east ten years ol der than Adam and had broad
shoul ders and a narrow wai st. Hi s sandy hair was conbed
forward, probably to hide a bald spot.

“You |l ook awfully famliar,”
Yor k?”

said Alan. “Are you from New

Adam felt the blood drain fromhis face. He hadn’t even
checked in yet and already he was in trouble.

At that nonent the |oudspeaker cane to life: “Good
afternoon, | adies and gentlenen. For those of you with
boardi ng cards, the Fjord will be ready to receive you in
just a few mnutes. If you haven't received a boarding card,
we reconmend that you proceed to the registration desk

I medi ately.”

“Aren’t you in orthopedi cs?” asked Al an as soon as the
| oudspeaker fell silent.

“No,” said Adam relieved. Qobviously the man didn't know
the real Snyth. “1’m OB-GYN. How about you?”

“Othopedics. I'mwith the University of California, San



Di ego. This your first Arolen cruise?”
“No,” said Adam qui ckly. “How about you?”

“I't’s ny second,” said Alan, turning suddenly. “My Cod,
there’s Ned Janson. Hey, Ned, you old bastard. Over here!”

Adam saw a stocky, dark-haired man who was with one of the
few wonmen in the crowd | ook up. Seeing Alan, his face lit up
wth a smle. He took the wonan by the arm and rmade his way
over.

While Alan and Ned had a back- sl appi ng reuni on, Adam

I ntroduced hinself to the woman. Her nane was Cair Gsborn.
She was a handsone | ady, about thirty, with a round, healthy
face, and |long, muscul ar | egs. She was dressed in a short

bl ack-and-white skirt. Adam was enjoying hinself until she
told himshe was a gynecol ogi st.

“What ' s your specialty?’” asked Clair. “Othopedics or
OB- GYN?”

“Why limt the choices to those two?” joked Adam trying
to change the subject.

“I't’s ny brilliant intuition,” said air. “Plus the fact
that this cruise is for orthopods and obstetricians only.”

Adam | aughed nervously. “Well, I'mOB.”

“Real ly?” said Clair with delight. “Then we’l|l be going to
the sane functions.”

“That will be nice,” said Adam “Is this your first

crui se?” Adamwanted to tal k about anything other than
OB-GYN. He didn’'t fool hinself into thinking he could hold up
his end of a professional conversation.

“Sure is,” said Clair. “It’s Ned’ s first tinme, too. Right,
Ned?” Clair yanked on Ned’s armto get his attention. Hearing
bits and pieces of their conversation, Adam understood that

Al an and Ned had trained at the sane hospital.

“Hey! This is great,” said Ned after neeting Adam “Wy



don’t we all have dinner tonight?”

Al an shook his head. “The Arol en people do the seating.
They consider neals an extension of the scientific sessions.”

“Oh, bullshit,” said Ned. “Wat is this supposed to be,
sunmer canp?”

The man in front of Adam noved away with his boarding card

i n hand. Adam stepped up to the counter and faced a young man
nattily dressed in a white blazer. On the breast pocket was
the same | ogo Adam had seen painted on the side of the
Fjord s snokestack. On his |l apel was a nane tag that said
“Juan.” Below the name and in small letters was printed
“MIIC.”

“Your name, please?’” asked Juan. His voice sounded as if
he’ d asked the question so often that he was speaki ng by
rote.

“Stuart Snyth,” said Adam and funbled with his billfold to
get out the driver’s license. In the process his Arolen card
dropped on the counter. Luckily, Juan was already busy
entering Stuart Snyth into the conputer so he didn't see it.
Adam turned around to see if any of his new friends had

noti ced, but they were busy tal king. Adam turned back to face
Juan, thinking that by the time this cruise was over, he was
going to be a nervous weck. Furtively, he slipped the Arol en
card into his jacket pocket.

“Passport?” asked Juan.

After a nmonent of panic Adam found the passport in his

I nsi de jacket pocket and handed it over. Juan opened it. Adam
felt a stab of terror, but Juan just |ooked at it for two
seconds and handed it back, saying, “Here’s your boarding
card. Please present it to the purser and he wll assign you
your stateroom If you |l eave the ship during the cruise, be
sure to have the card on your person. Next, please.”

Adam st epped aside so the man behind hi m coul d approach
the counter. So far so good.

After Al an had obtained his boarding card, he, Ned, and



Cl air acconpanied Adamto the Arol en desk. There they were

gi ven a package of “goodies” as Ned called them The process
starts, thought Adam as he took the gift, a | eather shoul der
bag with the MM C |logo on the side. Inside the bag were a
Cross pen and pencil set, a legal-sized, |eatherbound note
pad, and a | ecture schedule for the cruise. There was al so an
array of Arolen products which conprised a small pharnacy.
Adam gl anced at the loot with interest, but knew that he'd
have to wait to examne it in detail

The | oudspeaker crackled to life and it was announced t hat
the ship was ready to board. A cheer rose fromthe crowd as
Adam and his newly nmade friends slowy wal ked outside. A

uni formed policeman checked their boarding cards at docksi de,
and they all trooped up the gangway.

St eppi ng off the ranp, Adam found hinself on the nmain

deck. It wasn’t a new ship by any stretch of the inagination,
but it appeared to be well cared for and certain sections
seened to have been recently renovated. The personnel were
all dressed like the man at the registration desk, in white
bl azers and bl ack slacks. Their uniforns were spotlessly

cl ean and carefully pressed.

Adam was approached by one of the stewards who politely
checked his boarding card and directed himto a desk to the
right. Apparently, there were different col ored boarding
cards for those who had been on a previous cruise. Ned and
Clair were sent to a different desk.

Adam was assi gned stateroom 407 on A deck, which was the
fl oor below the main deck. As he took his key, he noticed
that the purser had the same nonotonous inflection in his
voi ce as the man at the registration desk.

Al an, who was right behind Adam was assi gned stateroom
409. As they wal ked away, Adam comented on the flat speech
pattern.

“l suppose they say the sane thing over and over again,”
said Al an.

A steward approached Adam and relieved himof his snall
suitcase and his new Arol en shoul der bag.



“Thank you,” said Adam

The man didn’t respond except by indicating that Adam was
to follow him

“See you | ater, Stuart,” called Al an.

It took Adam a nonent to renenber that that was his nane.
“Yes, of course,” he called.

The steward was | eading himpast a gift shop filled with
Qucci bags and Japanese caneras. At the back were w nes,
l i quors, and tobaccos as well as a drug section. For the
first time, Adam thought about the possibility of

seasi ckness.

“Excuse nme,” he said. “When will the store be opened?”’

“About an hour after departure.”

“Do they sell Dramam ne or those ear patches for notion
si ckness?” asked Adam

The steward | ooked at himw th a bl ank expression. “I

don’'t know if they sell Dramam ne or those ear patches.” The
way he echoed Adanmi s question didn’'t invite further
conversati on.

St ateroons 407 and 409 were adjacent on the port side of
the ship. Alan was nowhere in sight. Adamis steward opened
the door to 407 and | ed Adam i nsi de.

To Adam who’ d never been on a luxury liner, the room
seened small. There was a single bed on the right with a
night table. On the left were a small desk and a chair. The
bathroomwas a tiny affair with a shower, toilet, and sink
crammed next to a narrow cl oset.

The steward stuck his head in the bathroom entered, and
reappeared a nonent later with a glass of water, which he
handed to Adam

“For nme?” asked Adam He took the glass and sipped the



water. It had a rather chem cal taste.

The steward reached into his side pocket and pulled out a
yel | ow capsul e, which he extended toward Adam “Wel cone
back,” he said.

Adam sm | ed uneasily. “Sure is good to be here,” he said,
eyeing the yellow capsule. It becane obvious that the steward
expected himto take the pill.

Adam put out his hand and the steward dropped the capsule
into his palm It didn’t |ook |ike Dramam ne, but how was he
to know?

“I's this for notion sickness?” he asked.

The steward said nothing, but his unblinking stare made
Adam acut el y unconfort abl e.

“I"1l bet it is for notion sickness,” said Adam tossing

the pill into his nmouth. After a swallow, he gave the water
glass to the steward, who returned it to the bathroom Wile
he was out of the room Adamtook the yell ow capsul e out of
his nmouth and dropped it into his pocket.

The steward pulled down the covers on the bed as if he
expected Adamto take a nap. Then he set Adanmis suitcase on a
stand and began to unpack.

Amazed at such service, Adam sat on the bed and wat ched
the man silently go about his business. Wen the steward was
fini shed, he thanked Adam and | eft.

For a nonment Adam sat puzzling over the steward' s
behavi or. Then he got up and upended his new Arol en shoul der
bag. The drugs spilled onto the bl anket.

Taki ng the yell ow capsul e out of his pocket, he checked to
see if it matched any of the sanples. It didn't. Adam
wondered if he would be able to find a PDR on board. There
should be a library with basic reference books. He was
curious about the yellow capsule. It had to be for notion

si ckness. Adam gl anced at it one last tine, then put it into
a small bottle of aspirin.



He picked up the | ecture schedule and began to read. It

was nearly twenty-five pages long. The first half dealt with
ort hopedi cs, the second with OB-GYN. Adam noted that nost of
the |l ectures were clinically oriented, which he thought
accounted for the conferences’ popularity.

Adam was convinced that if anything were done in the

nature of brai nwashing, it had to be done during the

| ectures. But what could they say to nmake a doctor |ike
Vander mer change his m nd about a drug? Could it be sone kind
of sublimnal hypnosis? Adam tossed the schedul e aside. He
guessed he’d find out soon enough.

The bl ast of a horn nmade Adam junp. Then he heard the
engi nes start. He decided to go on deck to watch.

Hangi ng up hi s seersucker jacket and renoving his tie,
Adam st epped into the corridor. He paused outside of room
409, realizing that although they shared a conmon wall, he'd
heard not hi ng from Al an. Adam rapped on the door and waited,
but there was no answer. Another steward canme past, and Adam
had to flatten hinself against the wall. Then he knocked
again. He was about to | eave when he heard a thunp from

I nside the room Wth the heel of his hand, he pounded on the
door, thinking perhaps Alan was in the bathroom Still there
was no answer. Reaching down, Adamtried the |latch. The door
was unl ocked and swung i nward.

Alan was sitting on the edge of the bed. At his feet was a
wat er gl ass that had apparently just fallen to the floor.

“l beg your pardon,” said Adam enbarrassed. Al an nunbl ed
that it didn't matter, but Adam saw that he nust have been
asl eep.

“Sorry to have disturbed you,” said Adam “l was going to
wat ch the departure and thought that maybe you . . .” Adam
didn’t finish his sentence. Alan was slowy falling forward.
Entering the room Adam grabbed hi mbefore he hit the floor
and eased hi m back onto the bed.

“Hey, are you OK?” asked Adam



Sl eepily, Alan nodded. “lI’mjust tired.”

“I think you d better have a snooze,” |aughed Adam

gl anci ng around at the night table, suspecting that Al an

m ght have taken a drink or two. But there was no liquor in
evi dence. He debated if he should cover the man, but since
Alan was fully dressed, he just left himon top of the

spr ead.

Back at the reception area there were still a few people

wai ting for room assi gnnents. The gangpl ank, however, had
been rai sed. Adam continued up two levels to what was call ed
t he pronenade deck and went outsi de.

The change from air-conditioned cool ness to the torpid

M am heat was a shock. Adam went to the railing and | ooked
down at the quay. Stevedores were busy casting off the |ines,
freeing the ship fromits nooring. The vibrations of the

engi nes increased, and side thrusters noved the ship slowy
away fromthe pier. Fromthe stern Adam heard a cheer and
then the noise of a Dixieland band.

Wal ki ng forward, Adam soon cane to a teak barrier with a
door leading to the bow A sign cautioned: “Crew Only.
Passengers Not Permitted Forward.” Adamtried the door. It
was unl ocked, but he decided not to test his luck by going
t hr ough.

The horn blared again and at the sane tine the vibration
of the ship changed. Adam guessed that the main screws had
started to turn. Slowy, the ship began to nove forward.

Adam net ot her passengers exploring the ship. Everyone was
friendly and outgoing. A vacation nood prevail ed.

Adam descended a deck and found hinself surrounded by
conference roons of all sizes, ranging froma full-fl edged
theater to sem nar roons for |ess than a dozen people. Al nost
all the roons were equi pped with bl ackboards and slide

proj ectors.

Am dshi ps, Adam cane to a door marked “Library.” He wanted
to go in and | ook for a PDR, but the door was | ocked.
Assum ng that it would be open in the norning, he continued



forward. Soon the central corridor ended at a | ocked door,
whi ch Adam guessed led to the crew s quarters.

Descendi ng anot her | evel, Adam cane out on the main deck.

He wandered past the store and the reception area and stopped
to look into the main dining room It was huge, with crystal
chandeliers and | arge picture wi ndows. At one end was a
raised platformw th a podium for speakers. On either side of
the platformwere sw nging doors which apparently led to the
kitchen. Stewards busy |aying the tables were going in and
out of the doors with their trays. A sign near the entrance
stated that dinner would be served at nine o’ clock.

Adam descended anot her level to the A deck where his
stateroom was | ocated. A nunber of cabin doors were open, and
Adam coul d see the doctors unpacking and going in and out of
each other’s roons.

Wal ki ng down still another |evel, Adam found nore
conference roons, a small gym the ship’ s doctor’s office,
and an indoor sw mm ng pool. Deciding he had explored the
ship as much as he coul d, Adam made his way back to the
pronenade deck, where a noisy cocktail party was well under
way.

Ned Janson spotted himand rushed himover to a group next
to the pool. There was no way Adam coul d refuse, and soon he
found hinmself drinking an ice-cold Hei neken.

“Where the hell is Al an?” asked Ned over the babbl e of
VOi ces.

“I'n his room sleeping,” said Adam

Ned nodded as if it were expected and then started
sl apping his thigh as the band struck up “Wen the Saints
Conme Marchin’ In.”

Adam sm | ed across the table at Cair, who seened to be
enj oyi ng herself, and then glanced around the party. It
seened a typical gathering of MDs. It was boi sterous,
physical with | ots of back-slapping, jokes, and booze. The
m nute Adam fini shed his beer, Ned thrust another into his
hand.



Rat her suddenly the ship began to pitch. Adam | ooked back
and saw that the lights of Mam had vani shed. The ship was
now out into the Atlantic. His stomach did a flip-flop, and
he hastily put down the beer.

The other doctors at the table seened oblivious to the
ship’s notion, and Adam wi shed he’d been able to find an
anti-nauseant. Once again he wondered if the yell ow capsul e
were for seasickness. He was tenpted to ask but then deci ded
he couldn’t stay in the |loud, |aughing group a m nute |onger.

He excused hinself and quickly wal ked forward to a qui et

spot by the rail. After a few mnutes he felt better but
decided to lie down for a while in his cabin. dosing his
eyes, he felt OK although the beer was still sloshing around

in his stonmach.

Jenni fer and her father had gone for a walk in the field
behi nd their house. She knew he wanted to di scuss her
pregnancy, and for the |last half hour she had held himoff
wWith a barrage of chatter. Finally, turning back to the
house, Jennifer decided it was tine to face the subject.

“What do you think |I should do, Father?”

M. Carson put his armaround her. “Watever you think is
right.”

“But what is your opinion?” asked Jennifer.

“That’s a different question,” said M. Carson. “Your

nother really trusts this Dr. Vanderner. The m x-up with the
ami ocent esi s sanpl es was unfortunate, but | |ike the way he
handled it. My feeling is that you should follow his
recommendati ons.”

“Dr. Vanderner wants ne to repeat the ammi ocentesis
I mredi ately,” said Jennifer.

“I'f he thinks there is a chance you m ght want to consi der
an abortion, then | think you should do it. Your nother and |



don’t believe that a severely defective child should be
brought into this world. It’s not fair to anyone, including
the child. But that’s just the way we feel.”

“l suppose | feel the sane way,” said Jennifer. “It just
makes nme feel so bad.”

M. Carson gave his daughter a squeeze. “OfF course, honey.
And your husband isn’t making things any easier. | don't I|ike
to make judgnents, but | don’'t appreciate the way he is
acting. He should be here hel ping nake these deci sions, not
gal livanting off on some nysterious trip.”

They reached the screen door at the back of the house.

They could hear Ms. Carson in the kitchen, preparing dinner.
“You're probably right,” said Jennifer, opening the door.
“I"l'l call Dr. Vandermer and have the amni ocentesis repeated
t onorrow. ”

“Good evening, |adies and gentlenen. D nner is now being
served.”

Adam woke from a sound sleep, and it took himseveral
mnutes to realize that the voice was comng froma snall
speaker in the wall of the cabin. He | ooked at his watch. It
was ni ne o’ cl ock.

Struggling to his feet, Adamfelt the ship rolling as well

as pitching. The idea of dinner wasn't all that appealing. He
took a quick shower, trying to maintain his balance, then
dressed and left the cabin. He paused a m nute and knocked on
Al an’ s door, but there was no answer. Either the man was
still asleep or he had al ready gone to dinner. In either

case, it wasn’t any of Adani s busi ness.

He noticed the ship’s store was open and went in to buy
Dramam ne, but the man behind the counter said they were out
and woul d have to wait until norning to get nore fromthe
storeroom Disappointed, Adam nmade his way to the dining
room where a steward asked if he was an obstetrician or an
orthopedist. Adamtold himOB and the steward led himto a



tabl e near the speaker’s platform

There were five other doctors already seated. Adam was so
busy renmenbering that his nane was Stuart, he only caught two
of his conpanions’ nanmes during the introductions: Ted and

Ar chi bal d.

The conversation was al nost exclusively nedical, although
nore about the profession’s econonmics than its practice.

Adam said little, preoccupied with his queasy stomach. As
soon as he could, he notioned for the steward to renove his
pl ate, wondering how the others could ignore the rolling
notion of the ship. After coffee was served, a tall, dark man
nount ed the speaker’s platform

“Hello, hello,” he said, testing the m crophone. “My nane
I's Raynond Powel |, and | amyour official MIC host. Wl cone
to the Arol en Pharmaceuticals Medical Conference Cruise.”

Conversation ceased as people turned their attention to

t he podium Powell gave a typical welcom ng speech and then
handed the m crophone to Dr. Goddard, who was in charge of
t he actual nedical program

When Goddard finished speaki ng, Powell| stepped back to the
m crophone and said, “And now we have a surprise. For your
enjoynent, |let nme present the Cari bbean Dancers.”

Doors on either side of the speaker’s platform burst open
and a dozen scantily clad dancers swept into the room Adam
noticed only two nen. The rest were unusually pretty young
girls. Behind the dancers was a rock group with electric
guitars. This band quickly set up speakers on the plaform

As the girls worked the audi ence, Adam saw t hat Powel | and
Goddard were standing to one side as if trying to assess the
effect of the dancers on the usually restrained nedical

group. After a few m nutes Adam found his attention held by a
particularly attractive brunette. She had narrow hi ps and
firm upstandi ng breasts. She caught Adanis eye for just a
nonment and he could have sworn that she w nked at him
Unfortunately, Adanmis stonach was not cooperative, and in the
m ddl e of the performance, Adamreluctantly decided that he'd



better visit the deck.

Excusi ng hinsel f, he fought his way through the boi sterous
cromd in nore and nore of a hurry to get away. He barely
reached the rail of the pronenade deck before his stonmach
turned over and he vomted violently over the side. After a
m nute he gl anced around to check if anyone had seen him
Thankfully, the deck was deserted. Lowering his eyes, he

i nspected the front of his shirt. It was clean. Relieved,
Adam wandered forward into the wind. He wasn't ready to go
bel ow yet .

After a few mnutes he felt a little better, and when he
reached the door forbidden to passengers, he sinply opened it
and wal ked through. The lights were scarcer in this part of
the ship and the deck was a plain unvarni shed gray. Adam

wal ked all the way to the bow and | ooked down on a tangle of
ropes and chains. The sea | eaped and tw sted on either side.
The starry sky stretched out above him

A hand suddenly fell on Adanis shoul der.

“This is an unauthorized area,” said a man with a Spani sh
accent.

“I"’msorry,” said Adam nervously, trying to nmake out the
man’s face. “This is ny first cruise and | was just wandering
around. Any chance of visiting the bridge?” Adam renenbered

t he adage that the best defense was of fense.

“Are you stoned?” asked the man.

“Me?” said Adam taken aback. “No. I'mfine.”

“No offense,” said the man, “but we’ve had sone bad
experiences with passengers in the past. The captain happens
to be on the bridge. 1'lIl see if he'll let you up.”

After asking for Adami s name, the man di sappeared as
silently as he’d arrived. A nonent |ater a voice shouted

down, inviting himup. There was a | adder to starboard.

Adam wal ked around the side and found a stairway. He
guessed that on a ship a |ladder and a stairway were the sane



thing. At the top, the man with the Spanish accent was
hol di ng open the door to the bridge.

I nsi de, Adam saw that the instrunments were illum nated by
red lights, giving the rooma surrealistic air. The man at
t he wheel ignored Adanmis presence, but another man stood up
and i ntroduced hinself as Captain Eric Nordstrom He seened
younger than Adam woul d have expected and, at first, seened
rat her wary of his guest.

“José said this is your first cruise, Dr. Snyth.”

“That’s right,” said Adam uneasily, renenbering that Snyth
had al ready been on an Arol en cruise. The captain nmade no
comrent, and Adam asked, “Wio owns the ship?”

“I"’mnot sure,” said Nordstrom “The crew works for a
conpany called MIIC. Wether they own the ship or lease it, |
don't really know”

“I's MIIC a good enpl oyer?”

Captai n Nordstrom shrugged. “W get our paychecks on tine.
It’s a bit boring running the sanme route over and over, and
socializing wwth this crew has its limtations.”

“Don’t you get to neet the passengers?” asked Adam

“Never,” said Captain Nordstrom “MIICis strict about
keepi ng the passengers and the ship’s crew from fraternizing.
You're the first person |I’ve had on the bridge in a |l ong
tinme. W&’ ve had sone unfortunate experiences wth the
passengers getting drunk.”

Adam nodded. |If the anmount of al cohol that the doctors had
consuned toni ght was any indication, he wasn't surprised.

Away fromthe sea breeze, the pitching of the ship began
to bot her Adam again, and he decided to say good-bye.

“José, acconpany Dr. Snmyth back to the passenger section,”
said Captain Nordstrom

José noved quickly, preceding Adam out the door. He went



down the steep | adder, oblivious to the novenent of the ship.
Adam fol | owed but nuch nore cautiously.

“I'n a day or so you'll have your sea |legs,” said José with
a | augh.

Adam wonder ed.

As they wal ked aft, José offered sone technical details

about the ship. Adam nodded dutifully, but nost of the terns
went over his head. Wien they got to the barrier, José
hesitated, shifting his weight fromone foot to the other. In
the better |light Adam could see the man’s face, which was

dom nated by a | uxurious nustache.

“Dr. Snyth . . .” began José. “I was wondering if you
woul d do nme a favor.”

“What do you have in m nd?” asked Adam suspiciously. From
what the captain had said, crew and passengers were not
supposed to m x, and Adam was not interested in any trouble.
On the other hand, the idea of having a friend anong the crew
was appealing and could cone in handy.

“They sell cigarettes in the ship’s store,” said José. “If
| gave you the noney, would you buy sone for ne?”

“Why don’t you get themyoursel f?” asked Adam
“We're not allowed beyond this door.”

Adam consi dered the request. It seened sufficiently
I nnocuous. “How many packs do you want ?”

“As many as you can get for this.” José reached into his
pocket and pulled out a fifty-dollar bill.

Adam had the feeling that José’ s request wasn’'t so
i nnocent after all. José was probably running a little
shi pboard bl ack narket.

“Let ne start with ten dollars’ worth,” said Adam

José quickly substituted a ten for the fifty.



Adam t ook the noney and told José that he’d neet him at

the same | ocation the next day at el even. He renenbered from
the |l ecture schedule there was a coffee break schedul ed at
that tine. José sniled broadly, his teeth startlingly white
agai nst hi s nustache.

Taking a few deep breaths of sea air, Adam went inside and
headed for his stateroom

CHAPTER

13

Adam heard the voice calling Dr. Snyth but ignored it. The
name had nothing to do with him and he preferred remaining
I mmobi |l e. Then sonmeone grasped his armand with great effort
he opened his eyes.

“My gl asses,” said Adam surprised to find he was slurring
hi s words.

Slowy and carefully he swng his feet over the side of

t he bunk and groped around on the night table. H's hand hit
t he gl asses and knocked them on the floor. Reaching over to
pi ck them up, he suddenly renenbered he was Dr. Snyth.

The steward handed him a gl ass of water.
“Thank you,” said Adam puzzl ed.

Then the steward held out another one of the yell ow
capsul es. Wthout hesitating, Adamtook it and put it into
his nouth. But as he had done the day before, he didn't
swallow it, taking a little water instead.

Satisfied, the steward took the glass into the bathroom
Adam sl i pped the capsule from his nouth.

“Excuse nme,” he said, his words nuch clearer. “Wat are
t hese yellow pills?”
“They are to relax you,”
mechani cal voi ce.

the steward said in his oddly

“Hey,” said Adam “I amrelaxed. Alittle seasick maybe,



but relaxed. Whuldn't it be better if you gave ne sonet hing
for nmy stomach?”

“The yellow pills are to make you nore rel axed and
receptive,” the steward sai d, opening the door.

“Receptive to what?” called Adam

“To instructions,
cl osed.

said the steward as he pulled the door

Adam got up feeling unusually tired and weak. He’d had no
| dea that seasickness could be so debilitating. Forcing
hi mself into the bathroom he showered and dressed, stil
puzzling over the steward’ s coment.

On his way to breakfast, he decided to see if Al an were
up. This tinme, instead of knocking, he just turned the knob
and the door swung open.

Al an was still stretched out on the bed, his eyes closed,
hi s breat hing deep and even.

“Alan,” called Adam Slowy the man’s eyes fluttered open,
only to cl ose again. Adam bent down and gently lifted Alan’s
eyelids. At first, all he saw was sclera, but then the
corneas descended and seened to focus.

“Wake up,” said Adam He took his hands from Alan’s eyes
and, grabbing his shoulders, pulled himinto a sitting
posi tion.

“What’s the matter with you?” he asked.
“Nothing,” said Alan in a flat voice that rem nded Adam of

the steward’s. “I’"mjust tired. Let nme sleep.” He started to
sag backward, but Adam caught him

“Tell me,” demanded Adam “What is your nane?”
“Al an Jackson.”

“Where are you?” asked Adam



“I"’mon an Arol en cruise.
what soever

Al an spoke wth no inflection

“What nonth is this?”
“June,” said Al an.
“Rai se your right hand,” said Adam

Dutifully, Alan raised his right hand. He was |ike an
automaton or a patient under heavy sedation. In fact, he
rem nded Adam of his patient wth tardive dyskinesia. Wen
the man had first conme into the hospital, he d been so
heavily nmedicated that he’'d slept around the clock, although
i f aroused he’d been oriented to tinme and pl ace.

Adam al | owned Al an to slunp back onto his bed. After

wat ching himfor a nonent or two, he returned to his own
stateroom C osing the door, Adamfelt really afraid for the
first time. Alan had been drugged. There was little doubt of
t hat .

Qoviously, the yellow pills were sone kind of

tranquilizer. Al at once Adamrecall ed how drowsy he’'d felt
when the steward had awakened him He had attributed his
condition to the aftermath of seasickness, but maybe he, too,
had been drugged. Yet how could that have happened? He hadn’t
taken the yellow pills and what little dinner he’ ' d eaten he' d
vom ted al nost imedi ately. Maybe it was the water

Adam went into the bathroomand filled his glass. It had
no snell. Gngerly, he tasted it. It had a chem cal flavor
but that could be fromchlorination. Dunping it down the
drain, Adam decided to go to breakfast.

The dining roomheld no trace of |ast night’s raucous

party. A buffet had been set up in the center of the room
with an inpressive array of food. People were |ined up,
patiently awaiting their turn. Adam strolled anong the tables
and | ooked for Ned and Cair but didn't see them

H s stomach not only felt better, he was actually hungry.
The only trouble was, now that he had an appetite, he was
terrified to eat. He eyed the buffet. There was the usual



sel ection of scranbl ed eggs, bacon, sausage, and Dani sh. Then
Adam saw sonet hi ng even better: a large bow of fruit.

Thi nking that unpeeled fruit had to be safe, he took

several bananas, two oranges, and a grapefruit and nmade his
way to an enpty table. Just as he sat down, Ned and Cair
appeared. Adamcalled out to them and they cane over to his
table. They said they would join him

Adam wat ched them go through the buffet |ine. They seened
tired, and when they cane and sat down, Adam noticed t hat
they hadn’t taken nuch food. He was puzzled. If the drug were
In the food and water, why weren’t they and the other doctors
I n the room knocked out |ike Al an? Maybe it was the yell ow
pill. Maybe it was only given to guests on their second

crui se. Maybe it was the conbination of the capsule and

what ever was put in the food .

“Quite an affair last night,” said Ned interrupting Adani s
t hought s.

Adam nodded.

“I’”mexhausted,” said Cair. “lI didn't think I'd drunk as
much as | nust have. | slept |like the dead.”

“Sane with nme,” said Ned. “Must be the salt air.”

Trying to sound casual, Adam said, “Have you peopl e been
gi ven any yel |l ow capsul es for seasickness?”

“l haven't,” said Ned, sipping his coffee. He | ooked at
dair.

“Nor have |I,” she said. “Wiy do you ask?”

“Well, I'"m 1l ooking for an anti-nauseant. | just wondered .

.” He let his voice trail off, not wanting to arouse their
suspicion. If he nentioned anything about the doctors being
drugged, they would think he was crazy. Ned and Cair drank
their coffee in silence. Qobviously, neither of themfelt very
wel | .

After breakfast Adam stopped at the ship’'s store. It had a



new supply of Dramam ne and anti-notion patches. Adam bought
sonme of the patches, and before he left he renenbered to pick
up ten dollars’ worth of Marl boros for José.

Back in his cabin he found another yellow capsule with a
gl ass of water on his night table. This tinme he flushed both
down the toilet.

The first lecture of the norning was schedul ed for the

| arge auditorium G ven by a Col unbi a pathol ogist, it was
stultifyingly dull. Adam noticed that a nunber of the doctors
wer e dozi ng and wondered whether it was because they were
bored or drugged. The second | ecture was given by Dr. Goddard
and was far nore interesting. Adam noticed a nunber of the
doctors straightening up in their chairs. Goddard was

summari zing a recent experinent that showed that fetal tissue
that was injected into adults was not rejected. The guess was
that the fetal tissue had not devel oped anti gens strong
enough to elicit an antibody response. The potential for the
t herapy was i nmmense. Repopulating islet cells in the
pancreases of diabetics was only one of the revolutionary
possibilities.

At the coffee break, Adam went back to his stateroom got

the cartons of Marl boros, and headed up to the pronenade
deck. He waited until no one seened to be around, then wal ked
up to the barrier and stepped through the door. José was

wai ting. He had a canvas bag over his shoul der and the
cartons di sappeared into it in a flash. At |east he s not
drugged, thought Adam and he handed back José’ s ten-doll ar
bill.

Confused, the sailor exam ned the bill, thinking somnething
was wong wth it.

“l have a deal you can’t refuse,” said Adam “I1'Il get you
cigarettes if you get nme food and water.”

José raised his eyebrows. “Wiat’s the matter with the food
back there? | thought it was pretty fancy.”

“Part of the deal is no questions,” said Adam “I won’t
ask you what you do with so many cigarettes, and you don’t
ask me what | do with the food.”



“Fine by ne,” said José. “Wen do you want to nmeet agai n?”
“At four this afternoon, but 1'd |like some food now.”

José gl anced over his shoulder, then told Adamto foll ow
him They wal ked forward to a bul khead door, which José
opened. Making sure they were al one, José | ed Adam down to
his cabin in the bowels of the ship. It was like a jail cell.
There was a shower and a toilet with no door and the air was
heavy with the odor of sweat and stale cigarettes.

José told Adamto make hinself confortable, |aughing at
his own joke as he went out the door. Adam eyed the bunk and
sat down on it.

Wthin five mnutes José returned with a paper bag full of
food, including bread, cheese, fruit and juice. He handed the
parcel to Adam who pointed at an enpty container in the
corner of the room which he asked José to fill at the sink.

“Do you have the sane water as the rest of the ship?”
asked Adam

“I don’t know,” said José. “lI’mnot an engi neer.” He

opened the door and peered out. “W have to be careful. There
are sone people who wouldn’t like the fact that we are doing
busi ness.”

Adam t ook the hint and scuttled back to his cabin, where

he opened his suitcase and hid the food. He put the two juice
containers into the closet and covered themwith a soil ed
shirt. Checking his watch, he realized he was |late for the
third |l ecture and hurried back.

Stretched out on an examning table in the Julian dinic,
Jenni fer was anazed at her own calm Decidi ng whether or not
to repeat the ami ocentesis had been far harder than the
actual return to the hospital. Dr. Vandernmer had schedul ed
her for an early appointnent, and she and her nother were
waiting for his arrival. He didn’'t keep themlong, but he

| ooked so haggard, Jennifer decided the ammiocentesis m x-up



had worse ram fications for himthan for herself. Vanderner’s
face was puffy and his speech brief and halting, yet he
performed the procedure even nore snoothly than the first
time. The only problemfor Jennifer was that she felt her
child nove soon after the needl e had been placed. It
frightened her, but Dr. Vanderner assured her that there was
no cause for alarm

Afterward, Jennifer sat up on the table and said, “l guess
| don’t have to tell you to contact nme as soon as you learn
anyt hi ng.”

“No, you don’t,” he said. “I’mtaking personal interest in
how t he | aboratory handles this. You try to relax, and don’t
worry.”

“I"1'l try,” said Jennifer. She appreciated the attention
Dr. Vanderner was giving her, but she wi shed he didn’'t | ook
SO serious. It nmade her nore nervous than she al ready was.

At | unch Adam bought another ten dollars’ worth of
cigarettes and took them back to his cabin. On his way out,
he decided to check again on Al an.

The door was still unlocked, but when Adam opened it, Al an
was gone! Adam checked the bathroom thinking that perhaps
the man had col | apsed there, but the cabin was conpletely
enpty. Adam was certain that the man he’'d seen before
breakfast was in no shape to go for a walk. But it was
possi bl e he had i nproved, and Adam hoped that was the
explanation. Yet it was al so possi ble that he had been taken
out, and the inplications of that were frightening. One way
or another, Adamfelt it was inportant to find Al an.

He first checked the dining room then the sun deck, where

an outdoor grill had been set up for hanburgers and hot dogs.
A nunber of passengers were stretched out on deck chairs,

sl eepi ng. Adam wal ked back through the enpty conference roons
and made his way down to the gym and doctor’s office. A sign
on the door said: “For Energency, See Steward.”

Adam was getting nore and nore anxious. He had to calm



down or soneone woul d notice and becone suspicious. He
decided to go back to the dining room He wouldn’'t eat, but
he’d watch the other doctors.

As soon as he found his table, he realized that the girl

on his right was the brunette dancer he’d adm red the night
before. She was dressed in a denure suit and coul d have been
m st aken for a passenger.

Gazi ng around the room Adam spotted a nunber of other
dancers. Feeling a tug on his sleeve, he turned his attention
to the brunette next to him

“My nane is Heather,” she said in that oddly
i nfl ectionless voice Adam was beginning to associate with the
cruise. She didn't offer her |ast nane.

The other guests at the table seened to be concentrating

on their neal. A bowl of savory mnestrone was placed in
front of Adam As he pretended to eat a little, Heather
rewarded himw th her undivided attention. Adam kept noddi ng
and smling until she finally said, “You re not eating nuch.

Adam who had been toying with his food, said sinply, “I’'m
afraid |’'ve been seasick.” It was the only excuse that cane
to m nd.

“It’s better to eat,” said Heather. “Strangely enough, an
enpty stomach is nore vul nerable.”

“Real | y?” said Adam evasively. Then as an afterthought, he
added, “You haven't eaten much yourself.”

Heat her | aughed a hi gh-pitched, granting |augh. “That’'s a
probl em of being a dancer. | always have to watch ny weight.”
Adam nodded. He knew from Jennifer that dancers were
obsessed with their weight.

“Whul d you like me to cone to your cabin tonight?” Heather
asked as casually as she would if inquiring about the

weat her .

Adam was gl ad he hadn’t been eating. If he’d had anything



in his nmouth, he would have choked. As it was, he coughed and
gl anced around to see if anyone el se had heard, but his
fell ow guests just continued eating in their silent

hal f - stupor. Adamturned to Heat her. Although her voice was
strange, she certainly didn’t seem drugged. Adam decided to
pl ay al ong. She m ght be able to answer sone questions about
this increasingly odd cruise.

“Conme after your |ast performance,” he whi spered.
“I"l'l be in your cabin at eleven,” she agreed
ent husi astical | y.

Adam turned beet red. Fortunately, the other diners seened
too out of it to notice. Wth a quick smle Adam nodded to
her .

He went down to his cabin and hastily ate sone of José’s
bread and cheese. At the afternoon | ecture Adam noticed nore
and nore enpty seats. There was no sign of Al an, though |ater
on Adam caught up with Ned and Clair. They smled but hadn’t
seen Alan and had very little to say. Adam guessed they were
receiving | ow dosages of tranquilizers. By the third | ecture,
a good nunber of people in the audi ence were asl eep, and Adam
was convinced it wasn’t just because they were bored.

At four he left and went to neet José. Maybe the sail or
woul d have an idea where Al an m ght be found.

“I"d like to talk,” said Adam when José | et himthrough
the barrier.

“What’ s the matter?” asked José.

“Nothing,” said Adam “1'd just |like to ask you sone
guestions.”

José | ed himback to his cabin and shut the door. From an
upri ght | ocker he produced two gl asses and a bottle of dark
rum Adam declined, but José filled both gl asses anyway.
“What’ s on your m nd?” he said.

“Have you been around the entire ship?” asked Adam



José downed his rumin a single gulp. “Nope,” he said,

Wi ping his nmouth with the back of his hand. “Not all of it. |
haven’t seen where all those pricks with the white coats
berth.”

“I thought they lived up here with the crew,” said Adam

“What, are you crazy?” asked José. “We never see those
wei rd guys. They have cabins on C deck.”

“Where is that? | thought B was the | owest deck.”

José |ifted the second glass. “You sure you don’t want
sonme runf”

Adam shook hi s head.

“The stairs to the stewards’ quarters are in the

passengers’ mness,” said José, sipping the second drink. “The
only reason | know that is because | went there |ooking for
sonmet hing to eat one day when we were in port. Unfortunately,
| got caught and | al nost |lost ny job. But what do you care
about those guys?”’

“The reason |’ m asking these questions,” explained Adam

“iI's because a passenger in the roomnext to mne seens to
have di sappeared. First he seemed ill, and now he’s

vani shed.”

“Did you try the sick bay?” asked José. “One of the crew
told me they have a fully equi pped hospital. He knew because
he hel ped bring in the equi pnent.”

“Where is it?” asked Adam

“On B deck,” said José. “Behind the doctor’s office.”

Adam pi cked up the food José had wapped for him The sick
bay sounded like a prom sing place to find Al an.

“What about nore cigarettes?” asked José.

“Sure,” said Adam *“Tonorrow norning. Sane tine.”



“Sounds good,” said José. “Let nme check the hall.” He put
down his enpty glass and started to open the door.

“One nore question,” said Adam “Do you know anyt hi ng
about the dancers?”

José | ooked back at Adamwi th a broad smle. “Not as nuch
as I'd like to know.”

“Are they prostitutes?” asked Adam thinking it would be
good to know for sure before Heather’s visit.

José shook his head, |aughing. “No, they' re college girls
wor king for extra credit. What kind of question is that?”

“Do you ever get to see then?” asked Adam

“I wish,” said José. “Listen, they never let us mngle

with those weirdos who run the cruise. But | did see one of
the girls on a beach in Puerto Rico about a year ago. | tried
to get sone action, but she wasn't interested. | was pretty
drunk and tried to grab her. That’s when | found out she was
wearing a wig. It cane off, and her head was shaved. On
either tenple there were big round scars. Now tell ne that
isn't weird.”

“What had happened to her?” asked Adam

“l never found out,’
| lost interest.”

said José. “She kneed ne and suddenly

“What a cruise,” said Adam picking up his parcel.

“What's the matter?” asked José. “You' re not enjoying
your sel f?”

When the phone rang, Jennifer had a prenonition it was Dr.
Vandermer. She heard her nother answer and then a nonent

| ater give a little shriek. That was when Jennifer knew. She
started downstairs before her nother could call her. \Wen she
reached the kitchen, Ms. Carson wordlessly held out the
recei ver.



“Hell o, Dr. Vanderner,” Jennifer said, controlling her
Voi ce.

“Hell o, Jennifer,” he said. There was a | ong pause. “I’'m
afraid | have bad news.”

“l expected it,” she said. She could sense that Dr.
Vandermer was struggling to find the right words.

“The ammi ocentesis is definitely positive,” he said. “This
time | supervised the straining of the amiotic fluid nyself.
There was no chance of error. The sane naj or chronpbsonal
abnormality is there. In fact, the specinens were never m xed
up. I'mafraid that in addition to Down’s syndrome, your
fetus must have significant devel opnental abnormality of its
sex organs.”

“Ch God,” said Jennifer. “That’s terrible.”

“I't is,” agreed Dr. Vandermer. “Look, if we are going to
do sonething, | think we should act quickly.”

“l agree. |’ve thought it over carefully, and I want to
have an abortion. The sooner the better.”

“I'n that case I'll try to arrange it for tonorrow.”

“Thank you, Dr. Vanderner,’
up.

said Jennifer. Then she hung

M's. Carson put her arnms around her daughter and said, “I
know how you nust feel, but |I believe you are doing the right
thing.”

“I' know !l am | just want to talk to Adam”

Ms. Carson’s nouth tightened angrily.

“Mot her, he's still ny husband, and I don’t want to do
this without telling him”

“Well, dear, whatever you think best.” Her nother left the
kitchen and went upstairs, probably to conplain about Adamto



her husband on the ot her phone.

As soon as she was al one, Jennifer dialed the apartnment

just in case Adam had returned. She let it ring twenty tines
bef ore hanging up and dialing information for Arol en

Phar maceuticals in Montclair, New Jersey. \Wen the Arol en
swi t chboard answered, she demanded to speak to C arence
McQuire. She wasn't put through until she’ d had a shouting
match with his secretary.

“How are you, Ms. Schonberg?’” McGQuire said when he
finally came on the line.

“Not very well,” said Jennifer coldly. “I want to know
where ny husband is.”

“I"’msorry, but | don’'t know nyself. He called in and said
he had to go out of town because of fam |y problens.”

“You wouldn’t lie to ne, would you?” asked Jennifer. “I
t hought you’'d sent himto Puerto Rico.”

“He turned down the offer,” said MQuire. “And there’'s no
reason for me to lie to you.”

Jenni fer hung up feeling confused. She’d been so certain
that Adamwas on a trip for Arolen and hadn’t wanted to tel
her, she had troubl e conceiving of any other possibility.

| mpul sively, she placed a call to Adanmis father.

“I’"’msorry to bother you, Dr. Schonberg,” said Jennifer,
who' d never called the man before, “but |I'’m 1l ooking for Adam
and | thought you m ght know where he is.”

“I haven't the slightest idea,” said Dr. Schonberg, “and

you of all people should know that.”

Jenni fer hung up the phone as her nother cane back into

the kitchen. She nust have overheard Jennifer’s conversation
with McQuire. “Better not tell your father this,” she said.
“He already thinks Adamis having an affair.”



Adam was nervous. He’d been handed anot her yell ow capsul e
about six o'clock, and the stewards were watching him
carefully during dinner. Afraid that they were realizing he
was avoiding their treatnment, Adamresorted to hiding food in
his napkin to make it | ook |ike he was eating. As soon as he
could, he left the dining room On the way back to his cabin
he checked out the infirmary. It was an inpressive setup with
a full operating roomand fancy radi ol ogi cal equi pnent. But
there were no patients in the small ward.

As he passed Alan’s room he opened the door, expecting to
see an enpty cabin. To his surprise, Alan was in bed and in
essentially the sanme condition as he’d been in before his

di sappearance. Adamroused him Al an seened to know where he
was but insisted he had never left his room Adam eased him
back onto the bed and returned to his own cabin.

Com ng on the cruise to discover why Vanderner had changed
his position on pregdolen had seened |ike a good idea in the
safety of New York. Now Adamonly wanted to get hone safe and
sound to his wife. He renenbered soneone explaining to him
that the reason Arolen sent the doctors on a cruise was to
get themaway fromtheir usual cares. But drugging them so
they didn't know what they were doing was nore than extrene.
It was terrifying.

A knock on Adani s door sent his pulse racing. He hoped it
wasn’t the blank-faced steward with another pill.

“Ch God,” said Adam when he saw it was Heat her.

“I"'mso glad they let ne off the last set,” she said,

com ng in and | ooki ng about the small cabin. She was weari ng
a see-through bl ouse and what nust have been the shortest
skirt Adam had ever seen. She did have a marvel ous figure.

" mcrazy, thought Adam unable to take his eyes off her. How
on earth would he go about explaining this scene to Jennifer?

“Heat her, why don’t you sit down so | can talk with you?”

Heat her stopped the little dance she was doi ng about the
room “Sure,” she said, dropping onto the bed next to Adam
and pressing her bare thigh against his leg. Wth two dainty
ki cks she sent her high heels across the room



“What woul d you |ike to tal k about?”

“You,” said Adam finding it difficult not to | ook down at
the curve of her breasts.

“1"d rather talk about you,” said Heather, putting her
arns around hi s neck.

“That’s what you told ne at lunch,” said Adam gently
pushi ng her away, “but | really want to get to know you.”

“There’s not a whole lot to tell,” insisted Heather.
“Look, this isn't a run-of-the-mll job for a young girl.
How di d you happen to end up here?”

Heat her didn’'t answer. At first Adam believed she was
t hi nki ng, but when he | ooked at her, she appeared to be in a
t rance.

“Heat her?” said Adam waving his hand in front of her
eyes.

“Yes,” she said, blinking.

“l asked you a question.”

“Ch, yeah. How did I end up on the Fjord? Well, it’s a

|l ong story. | was a secretary at Arol en Pharmaceuticals in
New Jersey. They liked nme and offered nme a job with MIC in
Puerto Rico. | started as a secretary there, too, but then
they found out | |liked to dance, so | got this job.”

That expl ai ned the dancing, thought Adam but not the
prostitution, if she actually was a prostitute. Adam was
willing to give her the benefit of the doubt.

“Are you enjoying yourself on the cruise?” Heather asked,
changi ng the subj ect.

“I"’m having a wonderful time,” said Adam

“I"’'mgoing to nmake it even better,” prom sed Heather. “But



first I have a present for you.”

“Real ly,” said Adam

“You wait right here.” Getting up, she went over to the
little purse she’d put on the desk. \Wen she turned around,
Adam saw she was hol ding out two nore of the yell ow capsul es.
He felt a tw nge of panic.

“Coul d you get ne sone fruit juice fromthe closet?” he
asked. “l can’t stand the water.”

“OK,” said Heather agreeably. She put the pills down on
the desk and fetched the juice. Renoving the top of the
contai ner, she handed it to Adam who palnmed the pills and
dr opped t hem behi nd the bed when she put the juice back.

“Now | "mreally going to nmake you enjoy this cruise,” she
said, sitting on his |ap.

“Wait just a second,” said Adam avoiding her lips. “Wat
were the capsul es you just gave ne?”

“I't was for enjoynent,” said Heather. “To nake you rel ax
and forget your troubles.”

“Do you take thenP” asked Adam

“No,” said Heather with her high-pitched |augh. “I don’t
have any troubles.”

“What makes you think | do?” asked Adam
“All the doctors have troubl es,” said Heather.

“Do you visit all the doctors?” asked Adam “You and the
ot her dancers?”

“No,” said Heather. “Just the ones M. Powel|l and Dr.
Goddard tell us to see.”

“And they told you to see ne?”

Heat her nodded.



“Do you know why?”

“Because you haven’'t rel axed enough,” sai d Heat her
petulantly. “Aren’t you interested in nme?”

“Yes, indeed,” said Adam He bent her head and ki ssed her,
while his fingers probed her hairline to see if she was
wearing a wig. She wasn’t, but as he rubbed the skin above
her tenples he felt little ridged |ines.

“Heather, | want to ask you a question. Are those scars?”

“l don’t think so,” said Heather, soundi ng annoyed.
“Wher e?”

“Along your tenples,” said Adam GCently, he turned her

head to one side and separated her hair so he could see.
There were snmall scars, about a centineter long, just as José
had descri bed.

Heat her rai sed her hand and felt the spot. Then she
shrugged.

“Do you have any idea how you got those?” asked Adam
“No,” said Heather. “And what’'s nore, | don't care.”

“I"'msorry if I’mnot nuch fun,” said Adam “I guess |’'m
just too rel axed.”

Heat her | ooked di sappointed. “Maybe | shoul d have waited
to give you the capsules.”

“WIl M. Powell be pleased that |I've finally forgotten ny
worries?” asked Adam

Heat her nodded, gently rubbing his shoul ders.
“Why does M. Powell care if |I'’mrelaxed?” asked Adam
“So you can go to the instruction room” said Heat her.

Adam stared at the girl. She caught his glance and said



qui ckly, “Are you sure you're too rel axed?”

“Absol utely,” said Adam “Do you know where this
I nstruction roomis?”

“OF course. In fact |’ m supposed to take you there. But
not until you' re ready.”

“I’”ve never been this rel axed before,” said Adam allow ng
his arms to go linp. “Wiy don’t you take ne now?”

| nst ead of answering, Heather seemed to go into another
trance. A few mnutes |ater she picked up the conversation as
I f she were unaware of the pause. “l could take you to the

i nstruction roomif you take another pill. |’ m supposed to
make sure you fall asleep.”

“@ve it to ne,” said Adam “I can hardly keep ny eyes
open now.”

It was curious how easy it was to fool Heather. Like the
steward, she seemed al nost childlike in her trust. After a
whi |l e Adam | ay back and cl osed his eyes. Ten minutes |ater,
Heat her hel ped himto his feet and gui ded hi mout the door.
They went back to the central stairs, clinbed to the nain
deck, and entered the dining room Just beyond one of the
doors to the side of the podiumwas a pantry with
tabl ecl oths, flatware, and trays. To the right was anot her
door that opened onto a stairway that descended deep into the
ship. Adam guessed it led to C deck.

As they went down, they passed several stewards com ng up.
Adamtried to avoid their eyes. He didn’'t want anyone to
notice that he was faking his sedation.

When they reached the bottom of the stairs, they went down
a long hall to a pair of double doors.

“Stuart Snyth,” said Heather to the steward who was
guarding the entrance. “He’s a repeat.”

“Bench 47,” said the steward, handi ng Heat her sonethi ng
that | ooked like a credit card. She and Adam went i nsi de.



When Adami s eyes adjusted to the dark, he saw he was in

what appeared to be the | obby of a theater. Peering over the
chest-high wall, he saw a novie screen. There was no sound,
but he thought he saw i nages of doctors flickering in the
dar k.

A steward took the card from Heat her and wi thout a word
grasped Adam by the armand pulled himinto the theater. Even
in the dark Adam could see that the seats were very different
fromthose in a regular novie house. Each one | ooked |ike a
mniature electric chair wwith a nyriad of el ectrodes and
straps. There were fifteen to twenty seats in each row and
nore than twenty rows.

Hol ding his armin an unconfortably firmgrip, the steward

| ed Adam down the center aisle. Adam was shocked to see that
the doctors were stark naked and were restrai ned by | eather
straps. They all wore helnets fitted with earphones and
surface el ectrodes for stinmulation. They all seened to be
heavi |y drugged, like Alan, to a point between sl eeping and
wakef ul ness. More wires snaked around their bodies and were
attached with needl e el ectrodes to various nerve sites.

The steward stopped by an enpty chair in the front row
Then he inserted the card into a slot on the side of the
chair and started to adjust the wres.

Adam was al nost afraid to breathe. He felt as if he d been
dropped into a horror novie. 3 ancing up at the huge screen,
he saw the image of a doctor offering a patient a generic
brand of nedicine. The nonent the nane flashed on the screen,
the doctor’s face contorted in pain and he dropped the
bottle. At the sanme tinme Adam heard an eerie wail rise from
the doctors in the room Then the doctor on the screen
reached for an Arol en product and a broad smle crossed his
face. Adam gl anced at the doctor next to himand saw that he,
too, was smling blissfully.

Wat ching the steward position the straps, Adamrealized he
was seeing the very latest in mnd-control techniques

I nvol ving adverse conditioning and positive reinforcing. As
nore clinical situations were enacted on the screen, Adam saw
the faces of the doctors near himcontorting in either pain
or pleasure, depending on the circunstances projected.



My God, thought Adam [|'min a nightmare where the doctor
has becone the patient! No wonder Vandernmer had changed his
m nd about pregdolen. And to think he is in charge of

Jenni fer!

The steward began unbuttoning Adamis shirt, and the touch

of his fingers made Adam aware of his own vulnerability. He
wasn’t an observer. They neant to wire himup and subject him
to the sane treatnent.

Studyi ng the blank face of the steward as he awkwardly
struggled with the buttons, Adamrealized the man was drugged
| i ke the doctors, just less heavily. In fact, Adam deci ded,
all the stewards nust be drugged. Maybe sone had even had
psychosurgery, as Adam suspected Heat her had.

A sequence that condemmed unnecessary surgery cane on the
screen. Apparently, MIIC wanted to do nore than sinply
brai nwash the doctors into prescribing Arol en products.

The steward had taken off Adamis shirt and was funbling
with his belt.

“Do you know what you are doing?” rasped Adam unable to
remai n silent any | onger.

“We are helping the doctors learn,” said the steward,
t aken aback by Adam s unexpected questi on.

“At what cost?” said Adam grabbing the man’s wri st.

Slowy but with great strength, the steward peel ed Adani s
fingers off his arm Adam was amazed at the man’s strength in
light of the amount of drugs he’ d undoubtedly been given.

“Pl ease,” said the steward. “You nust cooperate.” He
lifted the helnmet device with the intention of slipping it
over the top of Adanis head.

Knowi ng surprise was his only weapon, Adam snatched the

hel mret and jammed it down on the steward’s head. G asping the
mass of wires, Adam w apped them around the man’s neck, then
turned and fled, hoping the steward woul d be unable to shout



bef ore Adam coul d get out of the room

As Adamran up the central aisle, the doctors issued

anot her angui shed wail, sending a new spike of terror down
his spine. He rushed for the door, bursting into the hallway
at full speed. As he shot by the guard in the booth, the man
gave a shout.

Adam raced up the stairs to the nmain deck so quickly that
he al nost fell. A steward com ng down reached out a hand to
hel p, but he nade no attenpt to stop Adam

In the dining room Adam had to choose whether or not to go
farther up. He decided he would, since the areas bel ow nade
hi m cl austrophobi c. Running past the lecture halls, he heard
a series of bells. Then the ship’s PA systemcrackled to
life.

“Now hear this. Passenger Snyth is in distress and nust be
det ai ned.”

Pausing at the top of the stairs, Adam began to shake with
fright. Desperately, he tried to control his panic and think
of a place to hide. The various | ockers and cl osets seened

t oo obvious. Besides, he'd be trapped. He continued up
another flight of stairs. As he passed the pronenade deck, he
heard nmen shouting on the | evel bel ow

Gipped by terror, he enmerged on the sun deck and ran by

the swi nm ng pool. Suddenly the inposing white snokestack

| oonmed in front of him He could see a netal |adder set into
the near side. Wthout thinking, he grabbed the | owest rung
and began clinbing. As he rose fromthe shelter of the deck
the wind buffeted his naked chest. He had gone about fifty
feet when he heard his pursuers on the sun deck bel ow.

| magi ning a spotlight pinning himagainst the white wall,
Adam cl osed his eyes with fear.

After several seconds had passed with no shout of

di scovery, Adam hazarded a downward gl ance. Several stewards
were nethodically lifting the canvas covers of the |ifeboats
and opening the various | ockers. At |east they hadn’t guessed
hi s hiding spot, but seeing how high he was above the deck
made him di zzy. Wien he | ooked up, it wasn’'t any better. The



stars seened to be careening back and forth across the sky.

After a few m nutes Adam | ooked down agai n. Several

stewards were mlling about at the base of the stack. Despite
his fear of heights, Adam began inching his way farther up
the | adder. He estinmated that he had another twenty-five feet
or so before the top. Just below the top on either side of
the stack were two dark openi ngs, each about the size of a
man. He decided to see if he could hide in one. Trying to
keep his mnd off the possibility of falling, Adamreached

t he openings. Wthin each was a netal grate fl oor.

Know ng he couldn’t remain in his exposed position any

| onger, he grasped the edge of the opening on the left and
wor ked his foot over to the |ip. Suspended between the | adder
and the opening, he alnost lost his nerve. It was a | ong drop
to the deck. Marshaling his courage, he |let go of the |adder
and pulled hinself inside the stack.

Adam wal ked around on the catwal k i nside of the snpkestack
once he’ d regai ned his balance. He had no idea what the space
could be used for, but he was happy it was there. Feeling
nore secure now that no one could see him he began trying to
figure out what to do next. The inage of those doctors
noani ng i n pain haunted him Now he understood what Vander nmer
and Fol ey had endur ed.

Renenbering Dr. Goddard s |ecture about Arolen’ s interest

in fetology, he realized the conpany nust have a grow ng need
for fetal tissue. He suddenly knew why the Julian Cinic had
such an active amni ocentesis program The m x-up with

Jenni fer’s speci nen was probably not an acci dent. Adam broke
into a cold sweat. What if they tal ked Jennifer into
repeating the amni ocentesis before he got back to New Yor k!

Adam sank to his knees. If he had only run forward, he

m ght have gotten to the crew s quarters and sonehow used the
radi o. No, he thought, that was pure fantasy. He was trying
to think how he could get back to the deck when there was a

t hud agai nst the outside of the stack.

Carefully Adam pulled hinself to the edge of the opening
and | ooked over the rim About halfway up the | adder was a
steward. Adam pani cked again. He was trapped. Maybe the man



woul d not clinb into the opening, but that seened unlikely.

Adam coul d hear the man’s | abored breathing, and a second

| ater a hand gripped the rim followed by a foot and then the
steward hinself. Adamwaited until the man was sil houetted
agai nst the opening, his arns apart for bal ance. Lunging
forward, Adam used both hands to grab the nman’s head and ram
It as hard as he could against the steel plate of the
chimey. Adam had to grab the steward’ s jacket to keep him
fromtunbling backward out of the opening. He pulled himin
and allowed the man to crunble onto the catwal k. He bent down
to look at the man’s head. At |east there was no bl ood.

Pulling the steward into a sitting position, Adam

struggled to renove the man’s shirt and white jacket. The bow
tie was easy to take off, since it was just a clip-on.

St andi ng up, Adamtried on the clothes. They were big but
servi ceable. Buttoning the top button of the shirt, he put on
the bow tie. Stepping over the nman, Adam si ghted down the

| adder, deciding that he’'d better |eave before the nman

regai ned consci ousness. Adam figured his best bet was to hide
in the crew s quarters.

He was hal fway down the | adder when a nunber of stewards
appeared on the deck below. He'd just have to bluff his way
t hrough. When he got to the deck, he straightened his tie,
snoot hed his jacket, and started forward.

He had to fight the urge to run as he passed one of the
stewards who was checki ng deck-chair | ockers near the nmain
stairs. Fortunately, the stairway itself was enpty, and Adam
reached the pronenade deck ot herw se unobserved. The rest of
t he stewards had di spersed, no doubt searching for himin

ot her parts of the ship. Adamexited on the starboard side
and wal ked forward. As he slipped through the door in the
barricade, he realized his disguise mght nmake him]l ook
suspicious in that part of the ship. Pulling off the jacket,
he threw it overboard.

Movi ng qui ckly, Adam wal ked to the door that he d entered
with José. Qpening the door, he | ooked down a corridor

i1lum nated by bare |ight bul bs which threw grotesque shadows
on the walls. Fromthe far end of the hall, Adam heard voi ces
and the clink of cutlery. He guessed it was the crew s ness.



Moving as silently as the netal floor would all ow, Adam
tiptoed to José’ s door and knocked. There was no answer. He
tried the knob, which turned easily, then stepped inside,
qgui ckly closing the door behind him

Unfortunately, there was no light in the room He ran his
fingers along the wall by the door but didn’t encounter any
switches. Cautiously, he advanced farther into the room
trying to recall the floor plan. He renenbered there was a
| anp fixed to the wall above the suspended bed.

Suddenly a hand canme out of the blackness and grabbed Adam
by the throat.

“José!” he gasped before the hand tightened its grip,

cutting off his air. Adamwas just about to pass out when the
grip on his neck | oosened. There was a click, and |ight
filled the room José was standing in front of Adam | ooking
at himwth disgust.

“Are you trying to get yourself killed?” he asked, taking
his hand away and sitting on the edge of the bed.

“l knocked,” Adam managed to say, rubbing his throat. “You
didn’t answer.”

“I was fucking asleep,” said José.

“I"'msorry,” said Adam “but it was an energency.”

“One of the college girls after you?” asked José
sarcastically.

“Not quite,” said Adam “It’s the weirdos in the white
j ackets.”

“What the hell do they want with you?” asked José.

“You wouldn’t believe ne if | told you. But there's a
chance for you to nmake sone noney. Does that interest you?”

“Money always interests ne,” said José. “Wiat do you have
I n m nd?”



“When do we get to St. Thomas?”

“What time is it?”

Adam | ooked at his watch. “One-thirty.”

“I'n four or five hours. Sonething |ike that.

“Well, | need to stay hidden until we dock, and then I’I]
have to sneak off the ship.”

José wiped his face with the back of his hand. “Wat kind
of noney are we tal king about ?”

Adam t ook out his wall et and counted the cash. Al told,
he had close to three hundred doll ars.

“1”1'l need sone for a taxi, but two hundred seventy-five

I's yours,” said Adam

José raised his eyebrows. “I can’t guarantee anything, but
"Il give it atry. If you get caught, though, 1I'll swear we
never net.”

Adam handed over a hundred dollars. “You'll get the rest

when | get ashore.”

José nodded agreenent and went over to his |ocker. He

pul l ed out a pair of grease-stained khaki trousers and a torn
flannel shirt. Tossing themto Adam he said, “Put them on
and you pass for crew. | got a couple of friends who hate the
stewards as nmuch as | do. Maybe they’' |l help. You stay here.
No one shoul d bother you.”

Adamtried to tell José how nmuch he appreciated his help,
but José stopped himand said the noney was all he want ed.
Then he pulled on a pair of pants and left the room

Adam put on the filthy clothes and stashed his own in the
back of the | ocker. Then he | ooked at hinself in the mrror
above the sink. He | ooked terrible, but for once he

appreci ated his rapid-growi ng beard. He certainly no | onger
| ooked |i ke one of the passengers.



The door opened again and Adam al nost fainted, but it was
only Jose.

“Next time, why don’t you knock,” Adam sai d.
“Hey, this is ny fucking cabin,” said José irritably.
Adam coul dn’t argue that point.

José sat back down on the bed. “l just talked to a friend

of m ne about getting you off the ship. He knows a way. Seens
he used it hinself one day when the crew wasn’'t supposed to
go ashore in St. Thomas. The problemis that it requires all
your noney up front. | got to pay off two other guys.”

Adam shook hi s head.

“Listen,” said José, “if you re not happy with the
arrangenent, why don’t you | eave?”

Adam got the point. He didn’'t have any |leverage at all. If
José wanted to, he could take the noney by force.

Wth a sigh of resignation, Adam pulled out his wallet.
Keepi ng twenty-five dollars for hinself, he handed the rest
to Joseé.

“You act as if you' re doing ne a favor,” the sailor said,
stuffing the notes into his pocket. “But let ne tell you, we
woul dn’t be sticking our necks out for this kind of noney
except we hate those steward bastards.”

“l appreciate it,” said Adam wondering what the chances
were that José was just taking himfor a ride.

“You can hide here for the rest of the night. In the
norni ng, after we dock, I'll cone and get you. Understand?”

Adam nodded. “Can you give ne an idea of your plans?”

José smiled. “lI'd rather let that be a surprise. You nake
yourself confortable and don’t worry about a thing.”



Adam coul d hear José | aughing as he cl osed the door.

Looki ng at his watch, Adam guessed that it was going to be
a long night. He thought he was nuch too tense to sleep, but
after a while he drifted off. He didn’t know how many hours
had passed when he was awakened by | oud shouts in the
corridor. Adam recogni zed the voice at once.

“I'n this part of the ship, | amin conmand, and no one is
going to search without ny permssion.” It was the captain
speaki ng.

A deeper voice responded, “I’min charge of the ship, so

pl ease | et ne through.”
Adam t hought it m ght have been Raynond Powel | .

Ot her voi ces began shouting, and Adam coul d hear doors
bei ng opened and sl amred shut.

I n pani c, Adam gl anced around the tiny roomfor sonepl ace

to hide. There was nowhere. Even the | ocker was too narrow to
squeeze into. Then he had an idea. He pulled his hair forward
over his forehead and yanked t he grease-stained pants down
around his ankl es. Hobbling over to the exposed toilet, he
sat down. A Penthouse nmagazine was |aying next to the toilet,
and he picked it up and put it on his lap. In a couple of

m nutes he heard a key in the | ock and the door swung open.

Adam | ooked up. A steward was standing in the doorway.

Adam saw M. Powel |l right behind himand heard Captain
Nordstrom who was still protesting. Powell gave Adam a | ook
of di sgust and noved on. The steward sl ammed the door behind
hi m

For a nonent, Adam didn’t nove. He could hear the group
noisily noving farther down the corridor. Finally, he stood
up and pulled up his pants. Taking the Penthouse over to the
bunk, he tried to read but was too scared the search party
would return. In the end, he fell back to sleep until a | oud
bangi ng announced the ship had docked. It was five-fifteen.

The next hour and a quarter were the | ongest in Adam s
life. People would occasionally pass in the passageway, and



each tinme Adam was sure they were comng to find him

At six-thirty José cane back.
“Everything is ready,” he said, going over to the | ocker
and getting out the bottle of dark rum “First, | think you
better have a drink.”

“Do you think I need it?”

“Yup,” said José as he handed Adam a glass. “lI woul d take
it if I were you.”

Adam took a small sip, but the |Iiquor was rough and
bitter. He shook his head and handed the gl ass back to José.
Unconcer ned, José tossed it down.

Returning the bottle to the | ocker, José rubbed his hands.
“Your nanme’s Angel in case soneone asks. But | don’t think
you' || have to do nuch talking.”

José opened the door to the corridor and noti oned Adamto
follow him

CHAPTER

14

Jennifer had a restless night and was in the kitchen when

t he phone rang at seven forty-five. She answered it quickly,
t hi nking that her parents were still sleeping, but her nother
had al ready picked up.

“I"ve got it, nother,” said Jennifer when she heard Dr.
Vandernmer’s voi ce.

“Good norning, Jennifer,” he said. “W're all set to take

you at three-thirty. I"'msorry it’s so late, but we're so
busy we had trouble even fitting you in. Just stick to clear
liquids and by tonight it will be all over and you can order

what ever you want for dinner.”

“OK,” said Jennifer without nmuch feeling. “How long will |
be stayi ng?”

“Probably just overnight. I’'Il explain things to you when



you are here.”
“What time should |I check in?”

“Why not drive over later this norning? That way we can do
the routine adm ssion work. And if the surgical schedule

| i ghtens up, maybe we can take you earlier. Meanwhile, just
relax and et nme worry about the details.”

Jenni fer made herself sonme coffee and wal ked out into the
garden. For a nonent she had second thoughts, but then she
deci ded she was doing the right thing. Both Dr. Vanderner and
her parents felt she had no other choice. She just w shed
Adam was there to share in the decision

Adam fol |l owed José, trying to make hinsel f as unobtrusive

as possi ble. They wal ked the I ength of the passageway,
passi ng the ness, and descended a steep flight of stairs. The
crew nmenbers they encountered seened to take Adam s presence
for granted. Even so, it was a nerve-racking experience for
Adam He kept expecting sonmeone to recognize himand sound
the al arm

When they reached the | owest |evel, they began to wal k aft
down a narrow corridor that was |ined with pipes and snell ed
of diesel fuel. They passed roons filled wth machi nes, which
Adam guessed were the generators. A nunber of nmen were

wor king there, stripped to their waists, their bodies
glistening wwth sweat. The noi se was deaf eni ng.

They wal ked until they cane to a |large dark roomfilled

Wi th painted netal dunpsters on casters that stank fromthe
gar bage they contai ned. José went in and guided Adamto the
far corner, where two nmen were sitting on the floor playing
bl ackj ack. As José approached, the larger fellow glanced up
and then went back to his gane.

“Ht nme easylike,” he said to the smaller nan as José
squatted down.

In the wall behind the player was a w de openi ng t hrough
whi ch Adam coul d see a portion of the bustling pier. A swath



of radiant sunlight, which | ooked heavenly in the hellish
surroundi ngs, slanted into the room

“Hal | el ujah,” he nuttered as he noved over to the | ower

door, shielding his eyes fromthe intensity of the tropical
sun. He felt so close to | and—and freedom Never mnd that he
still didn't see how he’'d get there. He gl anced outside at
the concrete pier again and his elation vanished. To his

i mredi ate right was a passenger gangway carefully guarded by
a brace of white-jacketed stewards who were carefully
screeni ng anyone | eaving the ship.

“José, there’s no way | can wal k out there wi thout being
stopped,” said Adam trying to control his voice.

Wt hout |ooking up fromthe card gane, José said, “Just
wait.”

Adam stood there for a few m nutes, wondering what to do.
“José,” he said, “is this howyou re getting ne off the
shi p?” He nodded toward the gangway.

“Nope,” said José, “the best is yet to cone.”
“What are you planning?” said Adam angrily.

José didn't answer. Going back to the openi ng, Adam stared

|l ongingly at the green hills rising gently fromthe harbor.
They were dotted with small cottages. He was about to
guestion José again when a |line of yell ow garbage trucks
started down the pier, belching diesel snoke fromverti cal
exhaust pipes. They cane to a halt not far fromthe ship's

si de, one behind the other. Then there was a fearful blast of
an air horn.

The cardpl ayers cursed, threw down their cards, and went

over to the nearest dunpster. Wth the big fell ow pushing and
the other two pulling, they rolled it down the ranp and up to
the lead truck. While the nmen returned for another dunpster,
the truck went to work. Large hydraulic arns canme forward and
gr abbed the dunpster, lifting it high over the truck’s cab
and dunping the contents in back. It was all done very neatly
because the dunpster had a netal lid that did not open until



the last nonent. By the tinme the dunpster was sl ammed back
onto the concrete, José and the others had the next one out
on the quay. After a few nore | oads had been swal | owed by the
truck, José shouted to Adam “OCK, cone over here.”

Adam foll owed himto the next dunpster in |ine.

“You' re going out with the trash,” said José. The three
men began to | augh.

“You want nme to get into that?” asked Adamw th horror.

“You’ve no time to argue,” said José. “This is the |ast
| oad for the first truck.”

“I's this the only way off the ship?” asked Adam

“The only way,” said the huskier cardplayer. “I did it
nmysel f once. Not the fanciest way to ride around town, but it
ain"t crowded.”

“Where will it take nme?” asked Adam consi dering what he
should do if he went through with their plan.

“Right out to a landfill near the airport.”
“Jesus,” said Adam “Wiy didn't you tell me you were going
to send nme out with the garbage.”

“This ain’t garbage,” said the cardplayer. “W dunp that
into the ocean. This is trash.”

The truck’s air horn inpatiently sounded.

“You have to go,” said José. “You can’t hang around ny

cabin forever. Put your foot here.” He nade a platformof his
hands and, against his better judgnent, Adamused it as a
step. The big cardplayer lifted the dunpster’s lid, and with
a swft nmovenent José tossed Adam headfirst into the ness of
boxes, paper, waxed containers, and other debris. And
contrary to what the cardplayer had said, there was garbage,
too. The |id banged down, and Adam was pl unged i nto darkness.
He felt the dunpster roll down the ranp onto the pier. Then
there was a violent jolt and Adam vi sualized his rise from



the ground. The dunpster shook, tilted upside down, and with
a flash of |ight Adam screaned and flew into the back of the
truck. He ended up on his hands and knees, covered with
trash.

Al nost at once the truck began to roll. It was well away
fromthe pier before Adam worked his head clear of the trash.
The junk cushioned his ride, and he was not disturbed by the
bunmpy road. But after a few mnutes the tropical sun turned
the truck’s netal shell into a broiling oven. Adam began to
sweat, and by the tinme the truck got to the landfill he
didn’t care what happened to himas |Iong as he could get out.
He was dimy aware of a diesel whining beneath himas the
back of the truck began to lift. A nonent |ater he shot onto
an enornmous pile of trash. He got to his feet intime to see
his truck | unber away.

No one had seen him | eave the ship. He was safe. Looking
about, he could see the tiny island airport two hundred yards
to his right. To his left, the blue Caribbean stretched as
far as he could see.

Dusting hinself off as best he could, Adam started wal ki ng
to the term nal.

The airport was a casual affair with an entrance crowded

with colorfully painted taxis. As Adam started inside, he saw
a group of tourists eyeing himnervously. It was clear that
he coul d not casually buy a ticket unless he did sonething
about his appearance. Ducking into a small store, he charged
a pair of jeans and a tee shirt that cheerfully proclai ned:
“Come to St. Thomas.” In the crowded nen’s room Adam found an
enpty stall and changed his shirt and pants. On the way out,
he tossed José old clothes into the trash where they
certainly bel onged.

Looki ng about, Adam spotted the flight schedul es, which

were displayed on felt boards with white plastic letters.
There were two major carriers: American and Eastern. To his
delight, Adamrealized that he could easily nmake Anerican’s
nonstop flight to New York, which would | eave at nine-twenty.
He got at the end of the line to buy his ticket.

The line crept forward at a snail’s pace, and Adam began



to fear he would m ss the pl ane.

“One-way ticket to New York,” he said when he finally
reached the counter.

The girl glared at himas if she thought his casual dress,
unshaved face, and |lack of luggage a little odd, but all she
said was, “How do you plan to pay?”

“Credit card,” said Adam as he pulled out his wallet,
whi ch had sonehow snagged a pi ece of |enon peel. Enbarrassed,
Adam flicked it off and extracted his Visa card.

The girl | ooked at the card and requested sone

i dentification. Adam went back to his wallet and pulled out
his driver’s license. The girl checked it, then showed it to
t he heavyset clerk at the next counter.

“The Visa card is for Schonberg, but the |icense reads
Snyth,” the man said, com ng over to Adam

Beet red, Adam got out his real license plus his Arolen

enpl oynent card that had his picture and handed them over. He
tried to explain that a friend had entrusted himw th his

i cense.

“Wul d you step to the side, please?” the nman said, taking
Adami s cards and di sappearing through a door. Adamtried not
to appear nervous as the girl continued to sell tickets to
the rest of the people in line, eyeing Adamfromtine to tine
to make sure he was not about to | eave.

It was nearly ten mnutes before the clerk returned with
an airline agent who told Adam he was Bal dwi n Jacob, the
supervi sor. He was hol di ng Adam s cards.

“We' |l issue you a ticket,” he said, “but the flight is
full. You'll have to go standby.”

Adam nodded. There was not hing el se he could do. The clerk
made out the ticket and pointedly asked Adamif he had any

| uggage.

“No,” said Adam “I travel light when |I'mon vacation.”



He wal ked over to a cafeteria and bought a couple of

donuts and a cup of coffee, happy not to have to worry about
the possibility of being drugged. Then he put through a call
to the Carsons’. Just as he'd feared, Jennifer didn’t answer
t he phone. Instead, M. Carson’s baritone echoed over the
Wire.

“Hell o,” said Adam nore cheerfully than he felt. “This is
Adam 1Is Jennifer awake yet?”

“Jennifer is not here,” said M. Carson in a distinctly
unfriendly voi ce.

“Where i s she?”

“lI don’t think you can reach her.”

“Look, | know you | ove your daughter,” said Adam “but the
fact of the matter is that | am her husband, and it is urgent
that | speak with her.”

There was a pause as M. Carson apparently nmade up his
mnd. “She’s not here. She and her nother just left for the
Julian Cdinic. They are admtting her this norning.”

“Admitting her?” repeated Adamwith alarm “Wy is she
being admtted? Is she all right?”

“She’s fine,” said M. Carson. “And that’s why | think you
shoul d | eave her alone for a few days. After that, you two
can iron out your differences. But frankly, Adam your being
away at this tinme is very upsetting.”

“Why? What’' s going on?” said Adam trying to control his
fear.

“Jenni fer had a repeat ammiocentesis,” said M. Carson,
“and it was again positive. She's decided to have an
abortion.”

Adam felt sonething snap. “She doesn’'t need an abortion,”
he shout ed.



“That’ s your opinion,” said M. Carson calmy. “It is not
ours or Jennifer’s, and under the circunstances, there' s not
a lot you can do about it.”

There was a click. The |ine was dead.

In a panic, Adamtried to call Jennifer at the clinic,
only to learn that she had not been assigned a roomyet and,
no, patients could not be paged.

Adam sl ammed t he phone down. There was still a half hour
before flight tine. He tried calling Vanderner, but was told
he was in surgery.

Leavi ng the phone booth, Adamran back to the American
Airlines counter, which was now jammed with people trying to
check in for the flight. Pushing and shovi ng, he managed to
get to the front of the line and asked to speak to the
super vi sor

It was several mnutes before M. Jacob appeared. Not even
trying to conceal his rising hysteria, Adamtold the nan he
had to get to New York because his wife was going to have a
baby.

The supervisor took Adamis ticket and w thout saying
anyt hi ng checked the conmputer. “W’Ill do the best we can,
but, as | said, the flight is fully booked.”

Adam di dn’t know what to do. Jacob obviously wasn’t going

to put out any extraordinary effort for his sake. Adam stood
there, trying to think what he could do. Then he ran back to
the tel ephone and put in a call to an old friend from

coll ege, Harvey Hatfield. Harvey had finished | aw school and
was working at a big Wall Street firm Wthout going into
details, Adamtold Harvey that his wfe was going to have an
abortion and he wanted to stop her.

Harvey seened to think he was kidding. “So why are you
calling a firmthat specializes in corporate nergers?” he

asked.

“Jesus, Harvey, |’'m serious.”



“Well, you d better get soneone who specializes in
litigation. Try Emmet Redford. He's a friend of ny father.”

“Thanks,” said Adam as his flight was announced over the

| oudspeaker, the flight he hoped to be on. He dropped the
receiver and ran back to the counter, where he practically
flung hinself at the clerk he’d originally approached.

“Please, Mss, |I've got to get on the plane. My wife is
having a baby and it's going to die unless | get to New
York.”

For the first time, Adam had the feeling that sonmeone was
taking pity on him The girl stared into his frantic eyes and
said, “I’ll put you on top of the standby list.”

Adam al |l owed hinself a little hope, but a few nore
passengers arrived breathlessly and were given boarding
passes. Then a portly man showed up with a wal kie-tal kie. He
went through the boarding gate and pulled it closed behind
hi m

“M. Schonberg,” called Carol, the airline clerk.

Adam dashed back to the desk, but Carol was shaking her
head. “Sorry, but the plane is conpletely full. No standbys
at all.”

Crushed, Adam col |l apsed into a seat. He could hear the

whi ne of the jet engines starting up outside. Then the
boar di ng door reopened and a stewardess appeared, hol ding up
one finger.

The clerk turned to Adam “Seens |ike there is one seat,
but it is in snmoking. Do you want it?”

Unfortunately, the receptionist who greeted Jennifer at

the Julian dinic was the sane girl who had hel ped admt
Cheryl Tedesco. Seeing Karen Krinitz in her white bl ouse and
bl ue junper, Jennifer renenbered the whol e awful episode.
Karen, however, acted as if they’ d never net. She greeted
Jenni fer and her nother with the sane nechanical smle.



“H'! |I"mKaren. |’ve been assigned to your case. |'mhere

to help if you have any questions or problens. W want your
stay to be as pleasant as possible, so please call ne if you
need anyt hi ng.”

“Well, isn't that nice,” said Ms. Carson, but Jennifer
had the strange feeling she had heard the entire speech
bef ore—aord for word.

Karen went on, explaining the Julian philosophy. When she

was done, Ms. Carson thanked her enthusiastically, saying,
“I"'mnot sure I’'ll ever be satisfied with Engl ewood Menori al
after this. There is so nmuch concern for the patient here.”

Jenni fer nodded. The clinic certainly cared about people.
Yet Karen’s speech bothered Jennifer. She had felt it was a
little too pat the first tinme she’'d heard it.

Jenni fer sighed. She decided the experience with Cheryl
was upsetting her. Wio cared if a woman nenorized a speech
that she was required to give to all the patients?

“Are you all right, dear?” asked Ms. Carson.
“I"'mfine, nother,” said Jennifer as she watched Karen
recede down the hall. “Thanks for comng with ne today. It
means a lot to ne.”

M's. Carson reached over and gave her daughter a hug. She
didn’t want Jennifer to know how worried she really was.

The nonment Adani s plane | anded at Kennedy he ran for the

near est phone booth. First, he called the Julian Cinic and
asked to be put through to Jennifer’s room There was no
answer. Then he di al ed again and asked when Jennifer’s
procedure was schedul ed. Wien the operator asked who want ed
to know, he said Dr. Snyth. The operator seened to accept his
answer, and a nonment |ater a nurse cane on the |line and said
that Jennifer Schonberg was set for that afternoon.

“So she hasn’t been done yet?” said Adam



“Not yet, but she’'s been called for the OR Dr. Vander ner
is al nost ready for her.”

Adam funbled with his coins and dialed the Julian dinic a
third tinme, this tinme asking to have Dr. Vanderner paged. An
OR nurse picked up and said the doctor was unavail abl e, but
shoul d be done with his current case in thirty m nutes.

Wth renewed panic, Adamcalled the |lawer that Harvey had
recommended, Emmet Redford. Shouting that it was a
|ife-or-death situation, he finally got put through. As
briefly as possible, Adamtold the lawer that his wfe was
going to have an abortion and that he wanted to stop her.
“There’s not much you can do, ny friend,” said M.

Redf ord. “According to the Suprene Court, a husband cannot
bl ock his wife's abortion.”

“That’s incredible,” said Adam “It’s ny child, too. Isn't
t here anyt hing you can do?”

“Well, I mght be able to delay it.”
“Do it!” shouted Adam “Watever you can!”

“@ve ne her nane and all the particulars,” said M.
Redf or d.

Adam did so as quickly as he coul d.

“When i s she schedul ed to have the abortion?” asked M.
Redf or d.

“I'n thirty mnutes or so,” said Adam desperately.

“Thirty m nutes! What do you expect nme to do in half an
hour ?”

“lI’ve got to go,” said Adam “She’'s at the Julian dinic.
There’s no tine to |l ose.”

Adam dr opped the phone and ran through the termnal to the
taxi stand. Leaping into the first cab in line, he yelled for



the driver to take himto the Julian dinic.

“You got noney?” the cabbie asked, eyeing Adanis casual
dr ess.

Adam pul l ed out his twenty, hoping it woul d be enough.
Satisfied, the man put the car in gear and pulled away from
t he curb.

Jennifer was lying on a gurney just outside the treatnent
room Her nother was standi ng beside her, and Jennifer was
again forcibly rem nded of her earlier visit to the Julian
with Cheryl. Ms. Carson was sniling, feigning confidence,
but it was clear she was as nervous as her daughter.

“Why don’t you go back to the |ounge?” suggested Jennifer.
“1"1l be fine. Fromwhat Dr. Vanderner says, it’s going to be
easy.”

M's. Carson glanced at her daughter, undecided as to what
she shoul d do.

“Pl ease,” said Jennifer. “Don’t make a big deal out of
this. Go back and read a magazi ne.”

Rel enting, Ms. Carson bent down, kissed Jennifer on her
f orehead, and headed back toward the | ounge. Jennifer watched
her go wth m xed enoti ons.

“OK,” said the nurse, energing fromthe treatnent room
“W're all ready for you.” She released the brake on the
gurney and pushed Jennifer through the door. In contrast to

t he room where she’d had her amiocentesis, this room | ooked
very nmuch like an OR Jennifer renenbered the white floor and
| arge white gl ass-fronted cabi nets.

Two nurses were waiting. As they noved her to the table,
one said, “It wll all be over very soon, and you'll be able
to forget the whol e epi sode.”

As she | ay back, Jennifer thought she felt the child nove.
She struggled not to cry as one of the nurses prepped her



| ower abdonen.

The door to the corridor opened, and Dr. Vanderner cane
in, dressed in a surgical scrub suit. Jennifer felt better
t he nonment she saw him

“How are you doi ng?” he asked.

“OK, | guess,” said Jennifer faintly.

Jennifer wanted himto say sonething el se, but he just

stared at her wi th unblinking eyes. She | ooked questioningly
at the nurses, but they didn't seemto think there was
anyt hi ng odd about his silence. Then Vanderner seened to cone
out of his trance and asked the nurses to hand himthe

anest heti c.

“You' Il just feel alittle sting now,” said Dr. Vanderner
flatly. Wth a deft jab he slipped the needl e beneath
Jenni fer’s skin.

Cl osing her eyes, Jennifer tried also to close her mnd to
what was about to happen.

The cab ride from Kennedy Airport to the Julian Cinic was
hair-rai sing. Once Adam had flashed his twenty, the driver
acted as if he were in a race for his life. He screeched to a
halt in front of the hospital in less than thirty m nutes.
Adam tossed himthe twenty and dashed up the stairs w thout
wai ting for change.

Interrupting the girls chatting at the reception desk, he
demanded to know where Vanderner was operating.

“He’s performng an abortion on ny wife,” he gasped.

“Pregnancy term nations are done on the sixth floor, but

Adam didn’t wait for her to finish. He ducked into an
el evator just as the doors were closing, ignoring the
receptioni st who yelled after himthat he was not allowed to



go to six unacconpani ed.

When the el evat or stopped, Adam got out and made for the
doubl e doors at the end of the hall marked “Treat nent Roons.”
As he passed the nurses’ station, he noticed the el aborate
antique furniture and wondered what the Julian was trying to
prove.

One of the nurses yelled for himto stop, but Adam kept
runni ng. He went through the doubl e doors and opened the
first treatnment roomdoor. It was enpty. He went on to the
next. A nurse tried to bar his way, but he was able to | ook
over her shoulder at the patient’s face. It wasn't Jennifer.

Adam crossed the hall and tried anot her door.

“Exactly what do you think you are doi ng?” asked a nurse
with a German accent.

Adam rudely shoved the wonan aside. He saw Dr. Vander ner
bendi ng over the table. He was hol ding a hypoderm c whose
needl e sparkl ed under the overhead |ight.

“Jenni fer!” shouted Adam relieved that the surgery had
proceeded no further than her being given the | ocal
anesthetic. “Don’t do it, please. Don’'t have the abortion.
Not without further tests.”

Jennifer started to sit up as two orderlies rushed through

t he door and pinned Adami s arns behind his back. Adam saw
that both nen had the sane unblinking stares as the stewards
on the shinp.

“OK, OK,” said Adam “You ve nmde your point. You're
stronger than I am Now kindly let ne go.”

“Adam Schonberg?” said Dr. Vanderner. Until he d heard

Adam s voice, he'd thought they were dealing wth a psychotic
stranger. “Wat are you doing here? Jennifer just told ne you
were out of town.”

“Pl ease don’t go ahead with the procedure. There’'s
sonmething | nust tell you.”



As if suddenly renenbering the orderlies, Dr. Vanderner

t apped the nearest on the shoulder and said, “I know this
man. You can let go of him” He undid his mask and let it
fall on his chest.

The orderlies rel eased Adam as the door to the corridor
opened and a nunber of clinic staff nmenbers peered in to see
what was happeni ng.

“Everything is under control,” said Dr. Vanderner.
Addressing the orderlies, he said, “Wiy don't you two wait
out si de.”

As soon as they left, he guided Adamto a snall anteroom
prom sing Jennifer they would both be back in a m nute.

As soon as the door was cl osed, Adam blurted out, *“I
managed to get on one of the Arolen cruises.”

Dr. Vanderner stared at himas if just noticing the jeans
and St. Thonas tee shirt for the first tinme. If he knew what
Adam was t al ki ng about, he gave no indication.

“I"m happy you got to go,” was all he said. “W can

conpare notes later. Right now | need to take care of your
wi fe. Wiy don’t you go down to the | ounge and wait for nme? |
won't be long.”

“But you don’t understand,” said Adam “The Arolen cruises
are nore than continuing educati on sessions. They’'re a cover
for an el aborate behavi or-nodification schene.”

Dr. Vander ner debated what to do. Adam was obvi ously
psychotic. Maybe he coul d persuade himto go over to
Psychi atry, where soneone wi th experience could help him
Taking a step forward, Dr. Vanderner put his arm around
Adam s shoul der. “I think the person you should be talking
wthis Dr. Pace. Wy don't we go downstairs and |’ ||

i ntroduce you to hinP”

Adam pushed Dr. Vanderner’s armaway. “l don’t think you
heard what | said. |I'mtal king about drug-induced behavi or
nodi fication. Dr. Vanderner, you were a victim You were
drugged. Do you understand ne?”



Dr. Vanderner sighed. “Adam | know you believe what you
are saying, but | was not drugged on ny cruise. | gave

| ectures. It was a delightful tinme, as were the days | spent
in Puerto Rico.”
“l sawit all,” said Adam “lI was on the Ford. | saw how

t hey drugged the doctors’ food and kept giving themyellow
pills. Then they were subjected to these filns. It was m nd
control. Look, you' ve got to believe ne. Think. Wiy did you
change your m nd about pregdol en? Before you went on the
crui se, you thought the drug was unsafe. You told ne you'd
never prescribe it.”

“l’”ve never changed ny m nd about pregdol en,” protested

Dr. Vanderner. “1’ve always thought it was the best product
on the market if one were forced to use nedication for
nmor ni ng si ckness.”

Real i zi ng he was nmaki ng no headway, Adam grabbed Dr.
Vandermer’s hand. Looking directly into the doctor’s eyes, he
said, “Please, even if you don't believe ne, please don't
abort ny child. | think the lab m xup that occurred with the
ami ocentesi s slides was deliberate. | think Arolen is trying
to increase its supply of fetal tissue, and this is howit is
done.”

The door to the room opened.

“Dr. Vanderner,'’
we to do?”

said the nurse in the doorway, “what are

Dr. Vanderner waved her away.

“Adam” he said kindly, “lI can appreciate how upset you
must be with the way things have turned out.”

“Don’t be condescendi ng,” warned Adam as he rubbed his
eyes. “All | want is to delay the abortion. That’s all.
don’t think that’'s asking too nuch.”

“I't depends from whose point of view you re talking
about.” He pointed toward the treatnent room “Jennifer m ght
feel differently. To delay at this point would be cruel for



her. She’s al ready been through nore than enough.”

Adam real i zed he was | osing the battle. Desperately, he
sought sone way to get through to the doctor.

“Now,” Vanderner said firmy. “Wiy don’t you go down to
the | ounge and wait. 1'Il be there shortly.”

“No,” shouted Adam bl ocking the way. “You haven't heard
everything.”

“Adam ” shouted Dr. Vanderner. “Mwve out of nmy way or 1’|
be forced to have you renoved.”

“Listen, | think sone of the people running the cruise

have had psychosurgery. I'mtelling you the truth. They had
scars on the sides of their heads. Right here.” Adam reached
out to touch the spot he neant on Vanderner’s head. Wen he
did, he junped back in horror. Tiny ridged |lines were on
either side of the doctor’s skull. Adam could just see the
heal i ng incisions. Dr. Vanderner reacted angrily.

“Thi s has gone far enough.” He opened the door and
notioned for the two orderlies to take Adam away. “Pl ease
show M. Schonberg down to the | ounge. He can wait there if
he behaves hinself, but if he gives you any trouble, call
Psychiatry.”

Adam put up his hands. “I won’t cause any trouble,” he
said softly. The last thing he wanted was to be given sone
kind of tranquilizer. He realized that if Vanderner had
under gone sone sort of psychosurgery, there was no way he
coul d be persuaded of Arolen’s treachery.

“May | speak to ny wife?” he said.

Dr. Vanderner eyed Adam for a nonent and then shook his
head. “lI don’t think it is in Jennifer’s best interests, but
| will let her make the decision.”

He opened the door to the treatnent room and stepped
i nside. Jennifer pushed herself up on her el bow “Wat is
happeni ng?” she asked anxi ously.



Dr. Vanderner briefly described his scene with Adam

ending with Adamis request to talk with her. “He seens to
have been unable to deal with the stress of your pregnancy”
was the only thing Vanderner had to offer by way of an
opi ni on.

“Well, he certainly hasn’t nade the situation any easier
for me,” said Jennifer. “l’msorry he’s caused you so nuch
trouble.”

“There’s no need to apol ogi ze,” said Dr. Vanderner. *“I
t hi nk we should get on with the procedure. You can deal with
Adam when we are done.”

Jenni fer nodded. “Why did he have to conme back? You' re
right. | don’'t think I can handl e Adam just now. Wy don’t
you just go ahead while I'"mstill in control ?”

Dr. Vanderner smled reassuringly and notioned for the
nurse to begin setting up again. Then he returned to the
anteroom and told Adamthat Jennifer would speak to him
af t erwar d.

Adamrealized there was no use in protesting further.
Numbly, he followed the orderlies down the corridor.

Dr. Vanderner rescrubbed and went back into the treatnent
room Picking up the hypoderm c, he gave Jennifer the | ocal
anesthetic. He was just about to begin the procedure when the
door opened agai n.

“Dr. Vandernmer, |I'mafraid you Il have to hold up on this
case.”

Jenni fer opened her eyes. Standing at the door was a
stocky woman dressed in a scrub suit. Jennifer didn't
recogni ze her, but Dr. Vanderner did. It was Hel en O ark,
director of the ORs at the Julian dinic.

“We have just been served with an energency restraining
order. W cannot proceed with Jennifer Schonberg s abortion.”

“On what grounds?” asked an astoni shed Dr. Vanderner.



“l don’t know the details,” said Ms. Cark, “but it is
signed by a New York Suprene Court judge.”

Dr. Vanderner shrugged and turned back to Jennifer.

“Don’t do anything foolish,” warned Ms. Cark. “Defying a
court order would get us all in trouble.”

“This is ridiculous,” said Dr. Vanderner. “Litigation in
the operating room” But he took off his mask and gl oves.

Seei ng that he was about to | eave, Jennifer bit down on
her lower |ip to keep from scream ng.

After Vandernmer had thrown himout of the treatnent room
Adam had i mredi atel y phoned Emmet Redford. The | awyer told
himthat he’d called in an old favor and had gotten a
restraining order. It was on its way to the clinic as they
spoke. Adam went back to the | ounge, praying that the papers
woul d be served in tinme. Seeing Ms. Carson bent over a
magazi ne, he took a chair out of her line of vision.

Less than five mnutes later a nurse hurried over to Ms.
Carson. She bent and whi spered sonething to the ol der woman
who then threw up her hands and cried, “Her abortion has been
cancel ed!”

Adam felt |ike cheering until he heard Jennifer’s sobs as

she was wheel ed down the corridor. He and Ms. Carson both
ran over to her and ended up standing on opposite sides of
t he gur ney.
“Jennifer,” said Adam grasping her hand. “Everything is
going to be all right.”

She wrenched her hand away, crying hysterically, “Leave ne
al one. You' ve gone crazy. Leave ne al one.”

Adam st epped away and sadly watched the gurney continue
down the corridor.

“Are you responsible for this disaster?” sputtered Ms.



Car son

Adam was too upset to answer. Was it a disaster to prevent
an unnecessary abortion? Close to tears hinself, he turned
and wal ked blindly to the elevator. Once out on the street,
he checked his wallet. Only three dollars and sonme change

| eft. He decided he’d better take the subway to Emret
Redford’s Fifth Avenue office.

“Sorry about mny clothes,” said Adam when the secretary
ushered himin. “l didn't want to waste any tine goi ng hone
to change.”

M. Redford nodded, although he was disturbed by Adam s
appearance. In fact, he was disturbed by the whol e case.
Though he’d arranged for the restraining order, he felt
Adami s clains were dubi ous at best, especially in |ight of
the information he’'d just received fromthe assistant he had
assi gned the case to.

“I think I should be frank,” Redford began. “I agreed to
hel p out as a favor to Harvey, but there are a nunber of
points that seriously trouble ne.”

“l couldn’t agree nore,” said Adam “I think the Julian
Adinic is deliberately doing unnecessary abortions.”

“l see,” said Redford, taking in Adam s unkenpt hair and
unshaven face.

“But the real problem” continued Adam “is that Arolen
Phar maceuticals and its parent conpany, MIIC, have an

el aborate program i nvol ving drugs and even brain surgery to
i nfluence the way doctors practice nedicine.”

This man is nuts, thought Redford with dismay.

Adam s voi ce becane nore urgent. “But now that |’ve
| earned all this,” he said, “l don’'t know what to do about
it.”

“l can understand your dilenm,” said Redford, wondering
I f Adam were potentially violent. He certainly seened
excitable. Redford pressed a conceal ed button under his desk



and said, “M. Schonberg, do you mnd if | ask a personal
guestion?”

“Not at all,” said Adam

“Have you ever sought professional help for your
obsessions? | think that mght be in everyone’'s best
I nterest.”

“What |'mtelling you is true,” protested Adam

There was a soft knock on the door. Redford got up to open
It and told his secretary to ask M. Stupenski to join them
“I"’'mafraid a grand jury wouldn’t give nmuch credence to your
al l egations,” he said to Adamwhile they waited.

Adam searched the lawer’s face for sone hint that the man
believed him There was none.

“l guess you're right,” admtted Adam “The only proof |
have is what | saw.”

The door opened again and a young man wearing a
pin-striped suit identical to Redford s cane into the room

“This is ny associate, M. Stupenski,” said Redford.

Adam said hello and then tried once nore to convince
Redford that his story was true. “They drug the food on the
crui ses and suppl enment those doses with yellow pills that
have to be sone kind of tranquilizer.”

“So you say, M. Schonberg, but the problemis you have no
proof,” repeated Redford.

The | awyers exchanged know ng gl ances. Adam stared at them
in frustration

“I think I should tell you that given the ami ocentesis
report that the clinic showed M. Stupenski, I'msorry we
went about getting the restraining order,” said Redford. “As
it is, it remains in force only until the enmergency hearing
three days fromnow, and since I'’mcertainly not going to
argue for the notion, you can expect it will be rescinded at



that tine. Good day, M. Schonberg.”

It took Adam a nonent to realize that the intervi ew was
over.

Four hours |ater, washed and shaved and dressed in his
best suit, Adamwas sitting outside his father’s office
waiting for Dr. Schonberg to finish with his |ast
appointnment. It was after six o' clock.

When Dr. Schonberg was finally free, he |listened wth sone
| npatience to what even Adam had to admt sounded farfetched.

“I sinply can’t believe this,” he told Adam *“Look, if it

wi Il make you feel better, let ne call Peter Davenport of the
AVA. He’'s the guy who certifies the courses for CME credits.
He’ s been on several of the cruises hinself.”

Dr. Schonberg di al ed Davenport at hone and jovially asked
his opinion of the Arolen cruises. After listening for a few
m nutes, he thanked the man and hung up.

“Pete says the seminars on the Fjord are conpletely above
board. Some of the evening entertainnent was a little risqueé,
but ot herwi se the conferences were anong the best he's
attended.”

“He was probably drugged like the rest of them” said
Adam

“Adam please,” said Dr. Schonberg. “You are being
ridi cul ous. MIl C has been sponsoring sem nars and nedi cal
conventions either under its own auspices or through Arolen
Phar maceuti cals for over a decade. The crui ses have been
going on for five years.”

“That may be,” said Adam | osing hope of convincing even

his own father, “but | swear to you they are drugging the
doctors and subjecting themto rigorous behavior

nodi ficati on. They even operate on certain people. | saw the
scars on Dr. Vanderner nyself. | think they are controlling
hi m t hrough sonme ki nd of renote-control device.”



Dr. Schonberg rolled his eyes. “Even given the snal
anount of psychiatry that you' ve had, Adam | would think you
woul d be able to recogni ze how paranoid your story sounds.”

Adam abruptly stood up and started for the door.

“\Wait,” called Dr. Schonberg. “Cone back here for a
m nute.”

Adam hesitated, wondering if his father would rel ent.

Dr. Schonberg tilted back his chair. “Let’s say for the
sake of discussion that there is sonething to your story.”

“That’ s gracious of you,” said Adam

“What woul d you have ne do? |I'’mthe director of new
products for the FDA and | can’'t espouse a wld theory |ike
yours. But seeing you are so upset, perhaps | should go on
one of these cruises and see for nyself.”

“No,” interrupted Adam “Don’t go on the cruise. Please.”

“Well, what would you like ne to do?”

“l guess | want you to start an investigation.”

“I"l'l make you a deal,” said Dr. Schonberg. “If you agree
to see a psychiatrist and explore the possibility that you
may be experiencing sone sort of paranoid reaction, |I’'ll nake

further explorations into Arolen.”

Adam took off his glasses and rubbed his eyes. If one nore
person suggested that he see a shrink, he’ d scream

“Thanks, Dad,” he said. “I'll give your offer sone serious
t hought . ”

As he rode back to the airport, Adam wondered just what

kind of treatnent Arolen had given Pete Davenport of the AMA
and how much of the nedical profession was under MIIC s
control.



Adam | anded at LaGuardi a around nine and took a cab back

to the city. The thought of returning to his enpty apartnent
was depressing, and he was very concerned about Jennifer.

Al t hough he dreaded having to drive out to Engl ewood and
brave the Carsons’ anger, he didn’t feel he had nmuch choi ce.
He had to talk to Jennifer.

There were no lights on at the Carson house when he pull ed
into the drive. Cautiously, he wal ked up the front steps and
pressed the doorbell. He was surprised when the door opened
al nost 1 medi ately.

“Your headlights shone right into our bedroom” M. Carson
said angrily. “What on earth do you want at this hour?”

“I"'msorry if I woke you,” said Adam “but | need to speak
to Jennifer.”

M. Carson folded his sizable arnms across his chest.

“Well, you have sonme nerve. |'Il give you credit for that,
but nmy daughter refuses to speak to you. Maybe she’ |l change
her mnd after a few days, but for the nonent ”

said Adam “You see, |

“I"'mafraid that | nust insist,’
don’t believe she needs an abortion .

M. Carson grabbed Adanis shirt and shouted, “You wl|
I nsi st on nothing!” He shoved Adam back from the doorway.

Adam regai ned hi s bal ance, cupped his hands over his
nout h, and began calling, “Jennifer! Jennifer!”

“That’ s enough,” yelled M. Carson. He grabbed Adam agai n,
intending to march himto his car. But Adam si destepped his
father-in-law and ran inside. At the foot of the steps he
shouted again for his wfe. Jennifer appeared in her

ni ghtgown in the upstairs hall. She | ooked down at her
husband wi th di smay.

“Listen to ne,” shouted Adam agai n, but before Jennifer
coul d speak, M. Carson had grabbed Adam from behi nd and
carried himback out the door. Unwilling to fight back, Adam



tri pped when he was shoved toward his car and fell off the
porch into the bushes. He heard the door slam before he could
scranble to his feet. He was beginning to get the nessage
that M. Carson would never |let himspeak to Jennifer that

ni ght .

Cinbing into his car, Adamtried to figure out what he
could do to keep Jennifer from having the abortion, at |east
until she got a second opinion. He only had three days to
per suade her.

He was hal fway back across the George Washi ngton Bridge

bef ore he knew what he had to do. Everyone wanted proof.
Well, he’d go to Puerto Rico to get proof. He was certain
everything he’d seen on the cruise would be replicated there
i n spades.

CHAPTER

15

Bill Shelly rose fromhis desk and cl asped Adani s hand.
“Congratul ations,” he said. “You’ ve probably just nade the
best decision of your life.”

“I"’'mnot saying I'll definitely take the position,”

cauti oned Adam “But |’ve been giving Puerto Rico a |ot of
thought, and I'd like to take you up on the offer to go down
there and see the facility firsthand. Jennifer’s not happy
about the idea, but if | really want to go, she’'ll support ne
In the decision.”

“That rem nds nme; Cl arence |eft a nessage that he’d gotten
a rather strange call fromyour w fe. She thought you were
away on Arol en business.”

“I'n-1aw problens,” said Adamw th a wave of his hand. “She
and ny father have never gotten al ong.”

Even Adam wasn’t sure what he neant, but fortunately

Shel | y nodded understandi ngly and said, “Getting back to the
matter at hand, |I'’mcertain you will be thrilled with the
Arol en research center. Wien would you like to go?”

“I'medi ately,” said Adam brightly. “My bag is packed and
in the car.”



M. Shelly chuckled. “Your attitude has al ways been
refreshing. Let ne see if the Arolen plane is available.”

Wiile Shelly waited for his secretary to check, he asked
Adam what had changed his m nd about the managenent training
program “lI was afraid | hadn’'t been convinci ng enough,” he
sai d.

“Quite the contrary,” said Adam “If it hadn’t been for

you, | never would have considered it.” As he spoke, Adam
eyed Bill Shelly's skull, resisting the urge to see if he,

t oo, had been subjected to surgery. At this point Adam had no
I dea if anybody at Arolen could be trusted.

There were two Arol en executives on the |uxurious Gl f
Streamjet. One had gotten on the plane with Adam and the
ot her came aboard in Atlanta. Though both offered friendly
greetings, they spent the trip working, |eaving Adamto
distract hinself with sone old magazi nes.

When they | anded in San Juan, the two executives headed

for the Arolen m nibus, which was waiting at the curb. Adam
was wondering if he should join themwhen he was greeted by
two nen in blue blazers and white duck pants. Both had

cl ose-cropped hair: one blond, the other dark. Their MIIC
nanme tags said “Rodman” and “Dunly.”

“Good afternoon, M. Schonberg,” said Rodman. “Wel cone to
Puerto Rico.”

As Dunly relieved Adam of his shoul der bag, Adamfelt
gooseflesh formon his back and arns in spite of the tropical
heat. Rodman’s voice had the sane inflectionless quality of
the stewards on the Fjord, and as they wal ked to an awaiti ng
| i mousi ne, Adam noticed that both nen noved with the sane
mechani cal step

The |inousine was not new, but it was a |inousine
nonet hel ess, and Adamfelt self-consci ous when they put him
I n the back seat by hinself.



Leani ng forward, he | ooked out at the rush-hour traffic.
They drove out of the city, apparently paralleling the

nort hern coast of the island, although Adam could not see the
ocean. They passed shopping centers, gas stations, and

aut onobi | e body shops. Everything appeared to be both

begi nning to decay and in the process of construction at the
same tine. It was a strange conbi nation. Rusting rods stuck
out of the concrete in various |locations as if additional
roons or floors had been originally planned but the workers
had failed to return. And there was litter everywhere. Adam
wasn’'t i npressed.

Gradual ly, the shabby comrercial buildings gave way to
equal | y shabby housi ng, although on occasion there was a

wel | - appoi nted and cared-for honme am d the general squal or.
There was no separation between rich and poor, and goats and
chi ckens ran free everywhere.

Eventual ly, the road narrowed from four |anes to two, and
Adam caught glinpses of the ocean beyond the green hills. The
air becanme fresh and cl ean.

Finally, after about an hour and a half, they turned off

the main road onto a well-paved | ane that tw sted and turned
t hrough the | ush vegetation. At one point there was a gap in
the foliage, and Adam had a spectacul ar view of the sea. The
sky was shot with red, and Adam knew t he sun was about to
set.

The road plunged down a hill and tunnel ed beneath a dark
canopy of exotic trees. About a quarter mle farther, the

| i mousi ne sl owed and then stopped. They had arrived at a
gat ehouse. On either side and extending off into the forest
was an inpressive chain link fence, topped with spirals of
barbed wire. Resisters on the wire suggested the fence was
el ectrified.

An arned guard canme out of the house and approached the

car. After taking a sheet of paper fromthe driver, he

gl anced at Adam and opened the gate. As the |inousine drove
onto the MII C grounds, Adamtw sted in his seat and wat ched
the gate close. He wondered if the security was there to keep
peopl e out or to keep people in. He began to question what he
was getting hinself into. As when he was on the Fjord, he had



no real plan and didn’'t delude hinself that he had any tal ent
as a detective. H's only consolation was that in Puerto Rico
he wasn’t hiding behind a assunmed nane.

The car suddenly swept around a bend, and he was

confronted by sone of the nost magnificent architecture he
had ever seen, set against a background of rolling | awmms and
cl ear turquoi se sea.

The main buil ding was a hexagonal | y shaped gl ass structure
of the sane mrrored bronzed gl ass as Arol en headquarters. To
the left and closer to the beach was another building, only
two stories high, which appeared to be a club. Tennis courts
and a generous sw mm ng pool were off to one side. Beyond it
was a white sand beach with a volleyball court and a row of
Hobi e Cats and surf sailers. Several of the craft were in
use, and their colorful sails stood out sharply against the
water. On the other side of the clearing were beachfront
condom niuns. Al in all, the conpound appeared |like a

wor | d-cl ass resort. Adam was i npressed.

The |inmousine pulled up beneath a | arge awni ng at the
front of the main building.

“Good evening, M. Schonberg,” said the doorman. *“Wel cone
to MM C. This way, please.”

Adam got out of the car and followed the man to a
regi stration desk. It was |like signing into a hotel. The
chief difference was that there was no cashier.

After Adam signed in, another blue jacketed clerk, whose
nanme tag said “Craig,” picked up his bag and led himto the
el evator. They got out at the sixth floor and wal ked down a
|l ong corridor. At the very end was anot her el evator.

“WIl you be wwth us Iong?” asked Craig in the now
famliar inflectionless speech.

“Just a few days,” said Adam evasively as Craig pulled out
hi s key and opened one of the doors.

Adam didn’t have a room he had a suite. Craig went around
| i ke a bell hop, checking all the lighting, making sure the TV



wor ked, glancing at the full bar, and opening the drapes.
Adamtried to give hima tip, but he politely refused.

Adam was amazed by the accommobdati ons. He had a

magni ficent view of the ocean, which had darkened with the
approaching night. On the distant islands pinpoint |ights
sparkl ed. Adam watched as a single Hobie Cat beat its way
toward the shore. Hearing sounds of Caribbean nusic, he
stepped out onto the terrace. A band seened to be playing in
t he buil di ng Adam t hought was a club. The weat her was
perfect, and Adam wi shed Jennifer was with him Even the
honeynoon suite they'd had in the Poconos, with the
heart - shaped bath, hadn’t been so | uxurious.

Adam decided to try to call her. To his delight, she
answered the phone herself, but when she realized who it was,
her voi ce becane cool .

“Jennifer, please promse ne one thing,” said Adam “Don’t
have the abortion until | get back.”

“Get back?” questioned Jennifer. “Wiere are you?”

Adam hadn’t neant to tell her where he was, but it was too
|late to think of alie. “Puerto Rico,” he said reluctantly.

“Adam” said Jennifer, making it obvious that she was
furious, “if you want to tell ne what to do, you can't keep
running off. The nonent the court gives ne clearance, |
intend to go back to the clinic.”

“Pl ease, Jennifer,” said Adam

“l hope you’'re enjoying yourself,’
sl ammed down the receiver.

said Jennifer, and she

Adam sank back on the bed totally depressed. He only had
two nore days. The phone rang and Adam grabbed the receiver,
thinking it mght be Jennifer, but it was just the
receptionist, telling himthat dinner was in half an hour.

The dining roomwas in the club overl ooking the beach. The



row of Hobie Cats stood in the sand just beyond the sliding
doors. A full noon had risen, casting a glittering path al ong
the surface of the water.

The room had dark green walls and matching carpet with
pi nk tabl ecl ot hs and pi nk uphol stery. The waiters were
dressed in white jackets with black pants.

Adam was seated at a round table for eight. To his

i mredi ate right was Dr. Heinrich Nachman, whom Adam had net
the day he’d had his interview at Arolen. Next to Dr. Nachman
was Dr. Sinclair Gover, a short, portly, red-faced man who
sai d he supervised fetal research

Next to Dr. G over was Dr. Wnfield Mtchell, a bearded

but bald m ddl e-aged man wearing wire-ri med gl asses. Nachman
said Mtchell was in charge of psychotropic drug devel opnent.
Adam had the distinct inpression the man was a psychiatri st,
judging by how calmy he listened to the conversation w thout
contributing anything, yet at the same tine maintaining a
superior-than-thou attitude.

Beyond Dr. Mtchell was a business executive, a WIlIliam
sonebody; Adam m ssed his |ast nane. He was strictly Ivy
League, with sandy bl ond hair and a boyi sh conpl exi on. Al so
at the table were Brian Hopkins, who was in charge of
managenment training, M. Linda Aronson, who handl ed PR, and a
jovial older nman nanmed Harry Burkett, who was the manager of
the Puerto Ri can conpound.

Renmenbering his experience on the Fjord, Adamwas at first
reluctant to try the food, but everyone else was eating with
gust o, and none of them appeared to be drugged. Besides, Adam
reasoned, if they had intended to drug him they could have
done so on the plane.

The atnosphere at the table was rel axed, and everyone nade

a point of making Adam feel wel conme. Burkett explained the
reason MIl C chose Puerto Rico for its research center was
because the governnent offered excellent tax incentives as
well as a policy of noninterference. It turned out that nmany
drug firnms had large installations on the island.

Adam asked about the heavy security.



“That’s one of the prices we have to pay for living in

this paradise,” said Harry Burkett. “There’s always a chance
of terrorist activity fromthe snmall group chanpi oning Puerto
Ri can i ndependence.”

Adam wondered if that were the whole story, but he did not
pursue the issue.

WIlliam the Ml C executive, |ooked over at Adam and sai d,
“MIl C has a certain phil osophy about the nedical profession.
We feel that economc interests have supplanted service. |’ve
heard that you agree with that prem se.”

Adam noticed that the rest of the table was listening. He
swal l oned a bite of dessert and said, “Yes, that’'s true. In
the brief tine | was at nmedical school | was dismayed by the
| ack of humanism | felt that technol ogy and research were
consi dered nore rewardi ng than patient care.”

There were several doctors at the table and Adam hoped he
wasn’t of fending them but he did notice that Dr. Nachman was
smling. Adam was pl eased, since he thought the nore

ent husi astic they were about him the better his chance of

| earni ng what they were doi ng.

“Do you think your attitude would make dealing with
doctors difficult?” asked Linda Aronson.

“Not at all,” said Adam “I think my understandi ng of
medi cal reality makes it easier. As a sales rep |’ve been
reasonably successful .”

“Fromwhat Bill Shelly has reported,” said Nachman, *“I
think that M. Schonberg is being nodest.”

“Adam has anyone described our plans should you decide to
enlist in our managenent training progran?” asked Dr. d over.

“Not specifically,” said Adam
Dr. Nachman fol ded his hands and | eaned forward. “Arolen

I's about to release a whole new generation of drugs or
treatnment nodalities as a result of our fetal research. W



are | ooking for soneone to work with Linda to educate the
nmedi cal profession in these new concepts. W feel that you
have t he perfect background and attitudes for the job.”

“Precisely,” said Linda. “But we don’t nmean to overwhel m
you. At first, all you would be doing would be fam liarizing
yourself with Arolen’s research.”

Adam wi shed he had nore than two days. The job they had in
m nd woul d undoubtedly put himin a position to | earn what he
needed.

“That’s not quite true,” said Brian Hopkins. “M.
Schonberg must first take our managenent training course.”

“Brian, we all know that M. Schonberg has to take your
course first.”

“Please,” said Dr. Nachman. “Let’s not display our
departnental jealousies yet. There wll be plenty of tine for
that.”

Everyone | aughed except Hopki ns.

Adam finished his dessert and put down his spoon. Looking
at Dr. Nachman, he said, “That was a wonderful dinner, but
|’ meager to see the research facility.”

“And we are eager to show it to you. Tonorrow we plan to .

“Why not tonight?” interrupted Adam ent husi astically.

Dr. Nachman | ooked at d over and Mtchell, who smled and
shrugged. “1 suppose we could show you sone of the facilities
tonight,” said Dr. Nachman. “Are you sure you are not too
tired?”

“Not in the slightest,” said Adam
Dr. Nachman stood up, followed by Dr. 3 over and Dr.

Mtchell. The others excused thenselves, preferring to remain
at the table for nore coffee and after-di nner drinks.



Dr. Nachman | ed Adam back to the main building, where
guests signed in. Then the four went through another set of
doubl e doors to the research center. This part of the

buil ding was floored in white tile, the walls painted in
bright primary col ors.

“These are the adm nistration offices,” explained Dr.

Nachman. A nonent | ater Adam found hinself crossing a

gl ass-wal | ed bridge. He could see palmtrees waving on either
side and realized that there were two concentric buil di ngs,
one nestled inside of the other, nuch |like the Pentagon in
Washi ngt on.

Turni ng down anot her hal I way, Adam snelled the

unm st akabl e odor of caged animals. Dr. d over opened the
first door and for the next half hour led Adamfromroomto
room explaining the conplicated nachi nery and exam ni ng an
endl ess nunber of rats and nonkeys. This was where Arol en was
doing its basic fetol ogy research.

To Adami s surprise, white-gowned technicians were working
in sone of the |abs, despite the late hour. Dr. d over
expl ai ned that ever since they d begun to get positive
results with fetal inplants, they' d been working around the
cl ock.

“Where do you get your material ?” asked Adam pausing by a
cage of pink mce.

“Most of the research is done with ani mal systens,”
explained Dr. dover, “and we breed our animals right here at
the center.”

“But surely you' re doing sone human inplants. Where do you
get your tissue?” persisted Adam

“Very good question,” said Dr. Gover. “W did run into a
bit of a problemafter restrictive | aws were passed, but

we’ ve managed one way or another. Mst of our material cones
fromthe Julian Cinic.”

Adam wanted to pound the glass cases in frustration. Wy
couldn’t he get anyone to listen to hinf? Qoviously, doctors
| i ke Vanderner were increasing the supply of fetal tissue by



merely increasing the nunber of therapeutic abortions.

“Tonmorrow,” continued Dr. d over, pleased that Adam was
denmonstrating such interest, “we will take you into our
hospital wing. W’'ve had sone amazing results, particularly
in treating diabetics with fetal pancreatic extracts.”

“I know how interesting this is, but |I think Dr. Mtchel
would like to describe sonme of his work,” said Nachnman
smling at d over.

“Indeed,” echoed Dr. Mtchell. “A year from now, when the
sales figures are in, we'll see whose departnent accounts for
t he bi ggest increases.”

Mtchell devoted the next thirty mnutes to a nonstop

nonol ogue on psychotropic drugs, particularly a new brand of
phenot hi azine. “lIt’s effective for every type of psychotic
condition. It’s essentially nontoxic, and it changes the nost
di sturbed individual into an exenplary citizen. O course,
some spontaneity is sacrificed.”

Adam started to protest, but thought better of it. He was
certain that “sonme spontaneity is sacrificed” was the
conpany’ s way of downplaying the drug’s side effects.
Certainly the stewards on the Fjord and the orderlies at the
Julian had | acked “spontaneity.”

“What' s the nane of this new drug?” Adam asked i nstead.

“Scientific, generic, or trade nane?” asked Dr. Mtchell
out of breath from his nonol ogue.

“Trade nane.”
“Conformn,” said Dr. Mtchell.

“Woul d it be possible for me to get a sanpl e?”

“You'll be able to get all the sanples you want when the
drug is released,” said Dr. Mtchell. “Wre waiting for FDA
cl earance.”

“Just a small anmount ?” asked Adam “l1’'d |ike to see how



It's packaged. As a sales rep, |’'ve | earned how i nportant
that is.”

Dr. Mtchell |ooked at Adam strangely. “Perhaps a snall
anmount,” he rmur nur ed.

Adam didn’t push the issue, saying, “If the drug is close
to being released, then you' ve started human testing.”

“My word, yes,” said Dr. Mtchell, brightening. “W’ ve

been using the drug on humans for several years, on patients
with intractable psychiatric problens brought in from al

over the world, in fact. The drug has proved one hundred
percent effective.”

“I"d like to visit the ward,” said Adam

“Tonorrow,” said Dr. Mtchell. “Right now, I'd like to
show you our main chem stry | aboratory. It’s one of the nbst
advanced in the world.”

There was no doubt in Adanmis mnd that Arolen’s research
facilities were superb, especially when conpared with those
at University Hospital, where noney was so tight that every
No. 2 Mongol pencil had to be included in grant requests. But
after seeing so many | abs, Adam becane bored. He tried to

| ook interested, but the | onger the tour went on, the nore
difficult that becane.

“I think that will be enough for tonight,” said Dr.
Nachman finally. “W don’'t want to exhaust M. Schonberg on
his first evening with us.”

“I"I'l second that,” said Dr. Gover. “W only spent half
an hour in ny departnent.”

“That’ s because there is nore to see here,” said Dr.
M t chel |

“Gentlenen!” interjected Dr. Nachman, lifting his hands.
“I"ve enjoyed all of it,” protested Adam careful to use

the past tense so as not to encourage an encore from Dr.
M t chel |



They wal ked down the main corridor and crossed the

connecting bridge to the outer building. Adam stopped to | ook
behind him He could see that the bridge continued beyond the
corridor to a third interior building, which was bl ocked of f
by heavy steel doors.

“What ' s back there?” asked Adam

“The clinical wards,” said Dr. Nachnan. “You' |l see them
tonorrow. ”

That nust be where the psychiatric ward is | ocated,
t hought Adam He hesitated a mnute, then foll owed Nachman
out to the nain | obby where they all said good night.

It was quarter to twelve, and even though Adam had had a

busy day, he was not sleepy. A dull headache was begi nni ng
behi nd his eyes, and he could not forget he had only two nore
days to cone up wth convincing, concrete evidence. Even if
he got a sanple of Conformn, it would take tine to have it
anal yzed, and then even nore tinme to try to convince soneone
| i ke Vandernmer to have hinself checked to see if he'd
received it. Know ng sleep was out of the question, Adam
opened his door and wal ked the length of the corridor to the
far elevator. A small Form ca sign said “Bathers’ Elevator.”

Descending to the ground floor, Adam found hinsel f outside

i n a dense garden of pal ms, banboo, and ferns. A curving
pat hway | ed through the |lush vegetation. Following it, Adam
arrived at the beach.

Taki ng off his shoes, he stepped onto the cool sand. The
full nmoon made the night al nost as bright as day. The sand
was snooth and soft as powder. A slight wind rattled the
rigging of the Hobie Cats so that they sounded |ike Japanese
wi nd chi mes. Adam coul d understand why people |like Bill
Shelly were so enchanted wth the place.

Passing the club, Adam could see into the dining room A
few of the busboys were still laying the tables for the next

meal .

About a hundred yards beyond the club Adam saw t he



condom ni uns. They were designed in a pseudo-Spani sh style

Wi th stuccoed walls and red tile roofs. Lights were burning
in sone of the residences, and Adam caught glinpses of nen
and wonen watching television or reading. The whol e scene was
so peaceful it was hard to believe it could be the center of
some gigantic conspiracy. Yet apparently it was. Al drug
firms spent mllions of dollars attenpting to influence the
pur chasi ng behavi or of doctors, but MINIC wanted nore. It
wanted to control the doctors. It was no wonder that Arolen
was planning to reduce its sales force.

Adam turned and retreated al ong the beach to where he’'d

| eft his shoes, then made his way back to the main buil ding.
Hal f way down the hallway, he noticed an exit sign. He tried
t he door, which opened onto a staircase that wound up toward
the roof. After making sure that he could get back in, Adam
followed the steps to a door, which was al so unl ocked.
Turni ng the knob, he found hinself gazing out across the top
of the main building. The wi nd was whi pping in off the sea.
Adam wal ked over to the four-foot-high wall that marked the
edge of the roof. Fromthis vantage point, he had a clear

vi ew of the compound. The residential structures ended at a
small rocky hill, beyond which was dense forest. As |arge as
the center was, Adamrealized that there could well be nore
bui | di ngs hi dden from si ght.

Turni ng, he | ooked back at the first interior building. In
the bright noonlight he could clearly see its outline, and he
realized that it was an excellent architectural solution for
el i mnati ng wi ndow ess offices. Looking down, Adam could see
that the space between the buil dings had been carefully

| andscaped with pools, greenery, and palmtrees. Both
bui | di ngs were of equal height, and there was a bridge from
one to the other on each fl oor.

The core building, which Dr. Nachman had sai d housed the
hospital, was not visible. Adamcrossed the bridge to the
second building, wal ked to the inner edge, and | ooked down.
Bel ow hi mwas the hospital. It was only three stories, which
was why Adam had been unable to see it before. Directly bel ow
hi m was the connecting bridge that Ied to the steel doors
he’d seen on his way out of the |ab.

The roof bristled wth antennae, wires, and satellite



di scs, which Adam guessed were related to sone conplicated
communi cations center. There were a nunber of bubble
skylights, the largest being in the exact center of the
bui | di ng. The roof al so contained a cooling tower for
air-conditioning and a shedli ke access door simlar to the
one Adam had used to get to the roof of the outer buil ding.
Light fromthe central skylight gave the whol e conpl ex an
alien, futuristic appearance.

For a few m nutes Adam stood with his palns resting on the
concrete wall, which was still warmfromthe day’ s sun. The
ni ght breeze tousled his hair. Wth a sigh he wondered what

I nsane i npul se had taken himto Puerto Rico. There was no way
MM C would let himleave with its secrets. Frustrated and
depressed, he decided he m ght as well go to bed.

CHAPTER

16

The next day, despite Adanis inpatience to see the
hospital, he found it wasn’t on his schedule until the
afternoon. Most of the norning was spent with M. Burkett,
who showed Adam not only the condo where he and Jennifer
would live, but also all the facilities MIIC offered

enpl oyees’ spouses and children. He wondered what Burkett’s
response would be if he suddenly confronted the man with the
knowl edge that MIIC was doing its best to see that Adanm s
child was never born. It took all of his willpower to snile
admringly as they wal ked about the conmpound. Adam was
relieved when Burkett finally released himjust outside of
Li nda Aronson’s offi ce.

Li nda greeted Adam wi th ent husi asm and showed hi mthe
conputer termnals that distributed Arolen’s information al
over the world in a matter of mnutes. She al so introduced
Adamto M. Crawford, who organi zed the Arol en cruises. Adam
t hought the man a dead ringer for the con artist who' d

provi ded Snyth’s fake passport.

Crawf ord showed Adam a graph anal yzi ng where the doctors

who took the cruises practiced. Mdst canme fromthe New York
City area, though in recent nonths there had been a nunber of
doctors from Chi cago and Los Angeles as well. Adam noted that
a good ten percent of the doctors who'd been on nore than one
crui se now worked at the Julian dinic.



“The crui ses have certainly becone popul ar,” said Adam

conceal ing his dismy.

“Popular isn't the word,” said Crawford proudly. “Wth our
present facilities, there is no way that we can keep up with
t he demand. MII C has al ready purchased a second cruise ship

on the west coast. We estimate it will be in service within
the year. The eventual plan is to have five ships in
operation, which will nean we will be able to acconmpdate the

entire nedical profession.”

M. Crawford folded his arnms across his chest and gave
Adam a what - do- you-t hi nk- of -t hat | ook, a proud parent
describing his child s acconplishnments. Adamfelt sick. An
entire generation of doctors programed to be unknow ng
representatives of a pharnmaceutical house.

Dr. Nachman net Adam for |unch and afterward | ed hi m down
to Dr. Aover’'s office, where dover and Mtchell were
argui ng over who should show Adam around first.

“It’s getting so | can't |leave the two of you in the sane
room” said Nachman irritably.

Adam wondered if the center’s isolation was responsible

for their bickering. The conpetition between the two doctors
had a neurotic quality. But Adam was pl eased that he woul d at
| ast be seeing the hospital. He didn’t relish another hour of
Mtchell’ s comentary, though, and hoped to escape it.

When they reached the doubl e doors to the innernost

bui | di ng, Dr. Nachnan opened them by gently pressing his

t hunb against a snmall el ectronic scanner. Beyond the doors,
the covered bridge was gl assed on both sides, and Adam saw
the attractive | andscaping he’'d appreciated fromthe roof the
ni ght before.

There was a second set of double doors at the end of the
wal kway, which Dr. Nachman again opened with his thunmb. The
m nute the men went through, Adam recognized the famliar
snell of a hospital. After passing through a three-story
foyer illum nated by sone of the bubble skylights Adam had
seen the night before, they wal ked past a series of snall



operating roons to a nurses’ station that boasted all the
| atest telenetry equipnment. One of the nurses showed them
into the | ocked ward beyond. Dr. G over introduced Adamto
several of the patients.

The doctor presented each case, inpressing Adamw th the
anount of information he had committed to nenory. The few
details he couldn’t renenber, he was able to call up on one
of the conputer termnals that were in each room

There were several diabetics who had received fetal

I slet-cell infusions and who were now conpl etely off insulin.
Adam was i npressed in spite of hinself, though he knew the
ends could never justify the neans.

On the far side of the ward were the patients with central
nervous systeminplants. Adam net a young wonman whose spi nal
cord had been severed in an autonobil e accident. After having
been a paraplegic for over a year, she now was able to nove
her 1 egs, thanks to infusions of fetal central nervous system
ti ssue. Her novenent was uncoordi nated as yet, but the
results were astoundi ng when conpared with the hopel essness
of traditional treatnent.

She greeted Dr. dover with a hug. “Thank you for giving
me hope,” she said.

“You're wel cone,” said Qover, beaming with pride, while
Dr. Mtchell glanced through the chart.

“Bacteria count is going up in the urine,” Mtchel
criticized.

“We are quite aware of that,” said Dr. d over.
“Let’s nove on,” said Dr. Nachman

They saw another ten or fifteen patients before Dr.

Nachman | ed them back to the foyer, where they took the

el evator to the next level. This was the psychiatric fl oor,
and the mnute they wal ked down the hall Dr. Mtchell seened
to cone alive. Stroking his beard, running his hand over the
snooth crown of his head, he described his patients with the
ent husi asm of a born teacher.



“Qur main treatnent nodality is psychopharmacol ogy,” he
stated. “Once therapeutic psychotropic drug |levels are
achi eved, we then use a type of behavior nodification.”

They cane to a set of double doors simlar to those that
bl ocked access to the hospital proper. Dr. Mtchell pressed
his thunb agai nst the scanner.

“This, of course, is the nurses’ station,” said Dr.

Mtchell as he waved to two m ddl e-aged wonen dressed in

whi te bl ouses and bl ue junpers. They just nodded, but two
orderlies in blue blazers junped to their feet. Adam

I mredi ately noticed their stiff smles and unblinking stares.

“Some spontaneity is sacrificed,” thought Adam wyly.

As they continued down the hall, Mtchell described al

the technical devices, until Dr. dover interrupted, saying,
“Adam understands all this, for God' s sake. He's been to
medi cal school .”

But Dr. Mtchell didn't even pause in his narrative. Using
his thunb, he opened the double doors |eading to the ward,
and Adam and the others filed in.

For such a nodern hospital facility, Adamwas surprised to
find the ward laid out identically to the one at University
Hospital. But aside fromthe floor plan, everything el se was
different. At University Hospital the beds, the nightstands,
and even the ceilings were about to collapse fromlack of
mai nt enance. In sharp contrast, the ward at MIl C was so
spotlessly clean that it looked as if it had just opened.
Even the patients were lying well cared for in their beds,
their covers uniformy pulled up to their chests. They were
awake but inmmobile. Only their eyes noved as they followed
the visitors’ progress down the ward. Adam had never seen
such a peaceful ward and certainly not such a peaceful
psychi atric one.

Adami s eyes roved over the blank faces. Dr. Mtchell had
begun another of his interm nable |ectures. Adam was
wondering how I ong he’d have to listen when his eyes fell on
the patient in the second bed to the right. It was Al an



Jackson! Adami s heart began to pound. He was horrified that
Alan m ght recognize him He turned quickly to hide his face,
but when he gl anced back, Al an’s expression had not changed.
He was obviously heavily sedated. Adam permtted hinself a

cl oser | ook. Alan’s head was swat hed i n bandages, and there
was an IV dripping clear fluid into his right arm Adam
realized that the Fjord nust have stopped in Puerto Rico the
day before. No wonder they had kept Al an so heavily sedated.
They had schedul ed himfor involuntary surgery all al ong.

When Mtchell paused in his patient survey, Adam pointed
to Alan and asked, “What was this man’s probl enf”

Dr. Mtchell |ooked at Dr. Nachman, who nodded. M tchel

pi cked up the chart at the foot of Alan’s bed and read the
summary out loud. “ ‘ Robert |seman of Sandusky, OChio;
admtted for intractable tenporal | obe epilepsy with
crimnally violent episodes; unresponsive to traditional
treatnent.’ Iseman had been conmtted to a psychiatric prison
W t hout hope of parole. He volunteered to participate in the
Arolen treatnent series.” Dr. Mtchell placed the chart back
inits rack

“Has he been here | ong?” asked Adam

“A few days,” said Dr. Mtchell vaguely. “Wy don't we .

“Excuse me,” said Adam interrupting, “but sonetinmes it’s
easier to learn froma specific case than fromgeneralities.
What kind of treatnment has this man had? It would seem from
hi s bandages that he’'s had sone formof brain surgery.”

“He has indeed,” said Mtchell after another quick glance

at Dr. Nachman. “We know fromhis history that he was a
particularly intractable case, and after a course of
Conformn we inplanted mcroel ectrodes into the |linbic system
of his brain. That was his only hope for a lasting cure. You
remenber the classic experinments in which el ectrodes were

I mbedded in a bull’s head and used to stop it from chargi ng?
Well, we’ve perfected the technique. W can do a |lot nore
than nerely stop a bull from charging.”

Adam nodded slowy, as if trying to understand, but his



mnd recoiled in horror.

“Keep in mind that M. |Iseman’s treatnent has just begun,”
Dr. Nachman said. “After he’s nore fully recovered fromthe

operation, he will undergo conditioning.”
“Absol utely,” echoed Dr. Mtchell. “In fact, treatnent
w Il begin tonorrow, and he can anticipate discharge in about

four days. Wiy don’t we go down to the conditioning roons so
you can see exactly what we do.”

Adam took a final glance at Al an’s expressionless face and
foll owed the doctors through the ward.

“M. Iseman will be given a conbination of reinforced
operant conditioning and adversive conditioning,” Dr.
Mtchell was saying. “A conputer-guided programw || be able

to detect undesirable nental processes and reverse them
before they mani fest thenselves in outward behavior.”

Adami s mind whirled. He wondered what Mtchell neant by
“undesi rabl e nmental processes.” It probably ranged from
refusing to prescribe Arolen products to belief in
fee-for-service nedicine.

“Here is one of our conditioning roons,” said Mtchell

sw ngi ng open a door and allowing Adamto | ook inside. It was
a mniature of the theater on the Fjord. There was a | arge
projection screen on the far wall facing two chairs that were
fully equi pped with el ectrodes and straps. Adam turned away
in horror, allowng the door to swi ng shut.

“I's there much effect on the personality?” he asked.

“OF course,” said Dr. Mtchell. “That is part of the
program W select only the nost desirable personality
traits.”

“What about intell ect?” asked Adam

“Very little adverse effect,” said Dr. Mtchell, |eading

t he way back through the ward. “W’ ve been able to docunent
some mnor decrease in creativity, but nenory retention is
normal . In fact, in sone regards nenory i s enhanced,



particularly for technical information.”

Adam | ooked at Al an as they passed. The nan’s expression

still hadn’t changed. He had been reduced to sone kind of
zonbi e.
“The research is progressing well,” said Dr. Nachman as he

| et them through the steel doors. “Of course, application is
limted.”

“The fetology work certainly can be put to nore general
use,” said Dr. d over.

“That’s a matter of opinion,” said Dr. Mtchell. “Wth the
behavi or - nodi fi cation techni ques we are perfecting, there
will eventually be no | ocked wards either in hospitals or in
prisons. In fact, both the National Institute of Mental

Heal th and the Prisons Adm nistration Board are fundi ng our
experinents.”

They emerged into the three-story | obby with the bubble
skylights. Dr. dover was not about to let Mtchell get in
the | ast word. He began to enunerate the various governnent
agenci es that were funding fetol ogy.

Adamwas in a state of shock. MIIC planned the ultinmte
destruction of an independent nedi cal profession. Doctors
woul d no | onger be free-thinking professionals. They woul d be
enpl oyees of the MII C Arol en nedi cal enpire.

“Adam ” said Dr. Nachman, trying to get Adanmis attention.
“Are you still with us?”

“Yes, of course,” said Adam quickly. “1’mjust
over whel med. ”

“Qui te understandable,” said Dr. Nachman. “And | think

that we should give you sone tine to enjoy our recreational
facilities. A few hours at the beach will do you a world of
good. Shall we neet for dinner at eight?”

“What about visiting the operating roons for
psychosurgery? If possible, 1'd like to see them?”



“I"mafraid that is out of the question,” said Dr.
Nachman. “They’re getting ready for a case this evening.”

“Could | watch?” asked Adam

Dr. Nachman shook his head. “W appreciate your interest,

but unfortunately there is no viewing gallery. If you decide
to take the job down here, though, |I'’mcertain we can get you
into the OR”

As Adam went back to his roomto change, he realized that
he’'d better figure out sonme way of snuggling tangible

evi dence out of the center. But what evidence? Wat coul d he
bring back to New York that not only would convince Jennifer
not to have an abortion, but would cause the nedical

prof ession to put MIIC out of business?

After several hours of lying in the sun, Adam thought he

had an idea. It was wild, and probably inpossible to execute,
but if successful, Adam knew he woul d have no trouble

convi nci ng anyone to take his warnings seriously.

Cocktails and di nner were an ordeal for Adam Dr. Nachnman
seened to want to introduce himto as many people as

possi ble, and it was al nost el even before he could escape to
his room after pleading fatigue.

He had deci ded he could not start to put his plan into
effect until mdnight. Too restless to lie down in the
meantime, he took off his suit and dressed in a dark bl ue
shirt and jeans, then carefully opened his shoul der bag and
checked the supplies he'd organi zed that afternoon.

At eleven fifty-five he could stand the suspense no

| onger. He left his roomand took the stairway to the roof.
The noonl i ght was again al nost as bright as day. He quickly
crossed the bridge to the first inner building and then

wal ked across to | ook down at the second. The skylights

bl azed, but Adam wasn’t certain that indicated any speci al
activity inside.

Setting his bag on the roof, Adam opened it and pull ed out
the rope he’'d stolen that afternoon fromone of the
sai |l boats. Then he searched for an appropriate ventilation



pi pe. After testing to see if it were securely fastened to
the roof, he tied the rope to it and dropped the free end
down three floors onto the bridge to the innernost building.

Unaccustoned to clinbing and terrified of heights, Adam
summoned all his fortitude to clinb up on the four-foot wal
and |l ower his |legs over the side. After a short prayer, Adam
grasped the rope and let go of the wall. Hanging on for dear
life, he inched his way down until his feet touched the roof
of the bridge. He dropped to his hands and knees and
scranbled to the roof of the hospital building, where he nade
his way over to the |arge central skylight. A novenent bel ow
made hi m hol d up.

Slowy, he inched to the edge and | ooked down. Bel ow him

was a scene straight out of a science fiction horror film
The area under the skylight was an enornous operating room
but instead of being staffed with doctors and nurses, it was
fully automated. Two patients were being worked on at once by
robotli ke machines with Iong flexible arns.

On the far side of the roomseveral patients were |ying on

a conveyor-beltlike system their heads |ocked into
stereotaxic vises. At present, there were only four, but Adam
could see that the system was designed to accomopdat e at

| east a dozen at a tine.

Adam remai ned glued to the skylight, nmesnerized by the

sheer scope of the horror. One of the patients on the belt
began to nove forward and was fed into a | arge CAT scanner,
which started to rotate around the patient’s head. Wen the
rotation was conpl ete, the machi ne paused while robotlike
arnms extended and incised the patient’s head at the sane

poi nts at which Vandernmer’s scars were nade. A small anount
of bl ood appeared and pool ed bel ow the patient’s head. O her
arnms appeared and snoothly bored into the patient’s skull.
Adam coul d hear the whine of the drill through the skylight.
Then the scanner began to function again, while a third set
of arms extended and pushed into the patient’s brain. Adam
guessed that the systemwas inserting the controlling

el ectrodes into the patients’ brains using the CAT scanner to
ensure proper placenent.

A novenent at the |eft of the room caught Adami s eye and



he pull ed back. Behind a | eaded-gl ass partition, a group of
peopl e were seated at a control panel. They woul d have had a
clear view of Adamif they cared to | ook up. Adam | ay down.
He coul d see in by peeking over the edge of the skylight, but
was pretty sure now that he couldn’'t be seen.

He saw Dr. Nachman reach out and slap Dr. Mtchell on the
back. One of the patients had been conpl eted and was bei ng
noved off in preparation for the next. Adam thought he was
going to be sick. MIlIC Arolen was definitely planning
psychosurgery on a nassive scal e.

After ducking away fromthe skylight, Adamclinbed to his
feet and crossed the roof to the access door. Luckily, it was
not | ocked. He entered a stairwell simlar to the one he had
used to reach the roof of his building. Except for a steady
hum of the autonmated machinery fromthe OR everything was
qui et. Mving quickly, he descended to the second floor and
carefully opened the door. As he had expected, he was just
beyond the conditioning room He | ooked down the hall into

t he darkened ward. The only light came fromthe

gl ass-encl osed nurses’ station on the opposite side of the
ward. The nurse on duty appeared to be eating. Beyond her
were two i mmobile orderlies sitting in straight-back chairs.

Staying close to the wall, Adam noved into the ward and
ducked down behind the first bed. In the half |ight he caught
a glinpse of the patient’s face. To his surprise, the man was
awake. Adam wai ted, wondering if the patient would sound an
alarm but he just lay still, his unblinking gaze fixed on
Adam

Taki ng a deep breath, Adam began to crawl the |ength of

the ward under the beds. Wen he got to the second fromthe
end, he raised his head to | ook at the nurses’ station. He
was surprised how close he was to it. The nurse was stil
wor ki ng on her sandw ch, and the two orderlies hadn’t noved.

It was now or never for his plan. Adamturned to the
pati ent on the bed above him Al an gave no sign of
recognition.

“Alan, | want to take you out of here,” Adam whi spered.
“Can you nmake it?”



There was no response. Adam m ght as well have been

talking to the IV pole. Alan didn’t even blink as Adam
carefully undid the tape that held the IV in place and pulled
out the catheter.

“1'f I get you up, do you think you can wal k?”
Agai n, there was no response.

Grasping Alan’s covers, Adam was about to yank them back

when he saw a flashlight beam dance across the ceiling of the
ward. Looking at the double entry doors, Adam saw the nurse
pressing her thunb against the scanner. As the doors hissed
open, Adamslid to the floor and ducked under the bed.

The nurse wal ked up the center aisle, shining her

flashlight at each patient. Adam held his breath as she
passed Al an’s bed, hoping she wouldn’t spot the detached IV.
She didn’t pause. Adam could see her feet nove to the end of
the ward, pivot, then return. The doubl e doors hissed open,
and the nurse went back outside.

@Quessi ng she wouldn’t be back for a while, Adamfelt it

was an opportune tinme to nake his nove. Pulling back Al an’s
covers, Adam grabbed him by the arns and eased himover to

the side of the bed. Then, as gently as he could, he lifted
Alan’s torso and | owered the man to the floor. There was a

slight thud when his legs hit the floor, but no one at the

nurses’ station seened to hear

“Can you crawl along the floor?” Adam whispered in Alan’s
ear.

There was no response.

Refusing to give up, he grasped Al an’s hand and began to

pull himalong the floor. To his surprise, Al an responded and
soon began to crawl on his own. It was as if he couldn't act
unl ess he were shown what to do.

They made it to the end of the ward. Wien Adam | ooked
back, all was quiet at the nurses’ station. The next fifty
feet were going to be the nost dangerous. Leaving the



protection of the beds, they craw ed down the hall toward the
stairs. |If anyone | ooked in their direction, they would be
seen. Wen they reached the door, Adam opened it a few i nches
and was al armed when light spilled out fromthe stairwell.
Hol di ng his breath, he opened the door w der and urged Al an

t hrough. A nonent |ater they were safe.

Adam st ood up and stretched. Then he bent over and lifted
Alan to his feet. He was unsteady at first but regained his
bal ance after a few seconds.

“Can you understand ne?” asked Adam There was a

suggestion of a nod, but Adamwasn’'t sure. “W’'re getting out
of here!” Taking Alan by the hand, Adam|ed the way up the
stairs. Alan wal ked as if he had no i dea where his feet were,
but by the tine they reached the third floor his novenents
becane snoother. It seened that the nore he had to do, the
easier it becane. By the tine they got to the roof, Al an
seened to be operating under his own power. Such rapid

| nprovenent nmade Adam think that Al an had been receiving a
smal | but constant dose of tranquilizer through the IV. Wen
they emerged onto the roof, Al an seened al nost awake, and
Adam noticed that the pupils of his eyes were no longer fully
dilated. But there still seenmed no way Al an woul d be able to
climb the rope three stories to the outer building. Adam
wasn’'t sure he could even do it hinself and cursed his |ack
of foresight in not planning better for their escape.

Looki ng at the | andscaped space between the hospital and

t he next buil ding he knew they could probably go down easier
t han up, but he suspected there was no way of escaping from
t he encl osed garden.

Afraid Alan’s absence would be noticed, Adamrealized he

had to act. For lack of a better idea, he took the end of the
rope and tied it under Alan’s arnms. Then, grasping the rope,
Adam began to pull hinself up the side of the building. The
nost difficult part was at the top when Adam had to |l et go of
the rope and grasp the top of the wall. His feet flailed in
the air as he tried to get purchase on the sheer concrete.
Finally, he nade it onto the roof.

After catching his breath, he bent over the wall. Al an was
still standing with his back agai nst the side of the



bui | di ng.

Adam tensed the rope but was only able to lift Alan a few

I nches. He realized he needed nore | everage. Suddenly, he
remenber ed seeing pictures of Egyptian slaves hauling stones
up the pyramds. They' d held the ropes over their shoul ders

| i ke beasts of burden. Adam decided to do the sane. Straining
forward wwth all his mght, he staggered back to the far wal
and quickly tied the slack onto the sanme pi pe where the rope
had initially been fastened. Wen he ran back to the side, he
saw Al an dangling about a third of the way up

Adam repeat ed his maneuver three nore tines. On the fourth
tug the rope stuck, and when Adam | ooked, he saw Al an was
caught directly under the lip of the wall surrounding the
roof . Reaching down, he pulled the doctor sideways and got
hold of his legs, and with great effort, he heaved hi mover.
The two nen fell onto the roof.

When Adam got his breath back, he untied the rope and
stuffed it into his shoul der bag. Then he hel ped Al an up.
There was an angry abrasion on the man’s right cheek, but
ot herwi se he seened to have weat hered the ordeal admrably.

Slinging his bag over his shoul der, Adam | ed Al an across
the roof to the outer building and then down the stairwell.
At that point Adam was stunbling nore than Alan. Hi s arns
felt linp, his thighs quivered fromexertion, and the pal ns
of his hands were raw. When they reached Adanis room he
dropped the doctor on the bed and col | apsed beside him

Adam was out of shape for such rigorous physical activity.

He woul d have |liked to have rested, but he knew t he danger of
di scovery increased with every mnute that passed. He hel ped
Al an out of his hospital gown and quickly dressed him
Fortunately, the two nen were approxi mately the sane size.
Then he tucked Alan into bed and prayed that he was still
sufficiently drugged to go back to sleep. As a precaution,
Adam | ocked t he door behind himwhen he |eft the roomto see
if he could find a car. As he hurried down the hall, he

wi shed once again that he had nade better plans for escape.



Sel ma Par kman yawned and gl anced at the cl ock over the

medi cation |locker. It was only one-fifteen. She had over five
hours’ nore duty, and she was al ready bored to death.

@ ancing over at the two orderlies, she wi shed she had a
little of their patience. Fromthe nonent she had arrived at
the center she had been anazed at the staff’s placid
acceptance of the dull routine.

“I think I'll take a walk,” she said, flipping closed her
Robert Ludl um novel. The orderlies didn't answer.

“Did you hear ne?” she asked petul antly.
“W’'ll watch the ward,” said one of themat | ast.

“You do that,” said Selma, working her feet into her

shoes. She knew t hat not hi ng woul d happen whil e she was gone.
Not hi ng ever happened. Wen she’'d taken the job, she'd
expected a bit nore excitenent than baby-sitting a bunch of
automatons. She'd left a good job in Phil adel phia at the
Hobart Psychiatric Institute to come down to Puerto Rico, and
she was beginning to wonder if she had nade a m st ake.

Selma | eft the nurses’ station and, desperate for sone
conversation, took the elevator to the OR floor and entered
the gallery. Dr. Nachman sm | ed when he saw her. “Bored?” he
said. “lI can see we’ll have to get you a nore exciting
schedule.” In reality, he was irritated by her restlessness
and had put her on the list for a course of Conformn

treat ment.

Sel ma wat ched the conputer-generated i nrages appearing on
the screen in front of the operators, but she had no idea
what she was seeing and soon becane as bored as she’ d been
downstairs. She said good-bye, but no one responded.
Shruggi ng her shoul ders, she left the gallery, descended a
floor, and retraced her steps to the nurses’ station. The
orderlies were as she’'d left them It wasn't time for her
rounds, but since she was already up, she got the flashlight
and went into the ward.

The job wasn’t demanding to say the |east. About half of
the patients were on |IVs, and she was supposed to check them
at least twce during her shift. Gherwse all she had to do



was shine her flashlight into the face of each patient to
make sure he was still alive.

Sel ma stopped, her light playing on an enpty pillow.

Bendi ng down, she | ooked along the floor. Once a patient had
fallen out of bed, but that did not seemto be the case here.
She noved over to the chart and read the nane: |seman.

Still thinking that the patient nust be nearby, she went
back to the nurses’ station and flipped on the ward’s
overhead |ights. A harsh fluorescent glare flooded the room
Sumoni ng the orderlies, Selma quickly checked the room
hersel f. There was no doubt about it: |seman had vani shed.

Sel ma began to worry. Nothing like this had ever happened.
Telling the orderlies to keep searching, she hurried back up
to the OR

“A patient is mssing,” she said, spotting Nachman and
Mtchell as they were about to | eave.

“That’ s inpossible,” said Dr. Mtchell

“I't may be inpossible,” said Selma, “but M. Iseman’s bed
Is enpty, and he’s nowhere in sight. | think that you'd
better conme down and see for yourselves.”

“That’s the patient that was operated on yesterday,” said
Dr. Nachman. “WAsn’t he on a continuous Conformn drip?”

Wthout waiting for Mtchell’s answer, he hurried off
downstairs. As they entered the ward, Selna gestured
triunphantly toward the enpty bed.

Dr. Mtchell picked up the IV Iine and | ooked at the
catheter. It was still slowy dripping. “Well, he can’t be
far.”

After exhausting all possible hiding places on the fl oor,
Dr. Nachman and Dr. Mtchell tried the fetology floor, then
the roof, and finally the garden.

“I think we’d better call out all the orderlies,” said Dr.
Nachman. “We have to find |Iseman i medi ately.”



“This is incredible,” said Dr. Mtchell with disbelief.
“I"’m surprised the nman could even wal k.”

“I'f we don't find himright away,” asked Dr. Nachman,
“what woul d happen if we were to activate his inplanted
el ectrodes? Whuld that |et us honme in on hinP”

Dr. Mtchell shrugged. “The patient has not started
conditioning. If we activate him the signals could cause
ei ther pain or pleasure but w thout any specific control on
behavior. It could be dangerous.”

“Dangerous to whon?” asked Dr. Nachman. “The patient or
peopl e around hi nP”

“That | can’t answer,” admtted Dr. Mtchell

“Well, that's a worst-case scenario,” said Dr. Nachman. “I
hope he’ll be found in short order. Maybe the dosage in his
IV was wong. In any case, let’s alert all the orderli es.

Tell themto carry full hypoderm cs of Conformn so that when
he is found there’s no trouble.”

Adam was begi nning to get desperate. There were plenty of
cars in the parking |l ot opposite the nmain building, but no
keys. Adam had assuned that with the tight security, people
woul d be carel ess. But unfortunately, that was not the case.
He cursed hinself again for his casual planning.

Not quite sure what he m ght find, he nade his way down

the secluded walk to the beach and over to the club. A
handful of cars were in the parking |ot behind the clubhouse,
and Adam went from one to another w thout |[uck. Then he

noti ced a good-sized Ford truck parked at the delivery
entrance.

The door was open and Adam swung hinself into the cab. He
started to search for the ignition, but before he could find
it, an alarmwent off wth an ear-piercing wail. Adam funbl ed
for the door and | eapt out in panic.



The club door opened and Adamran around the building to

the shelter of a stand of pines. The alarmwas turned off,
but the sound of approaching voi ces nade Adamrealize he
woul d have to keep noving. Seeing the nasts of the Hobie
Cats, Adamraced to the beach and slid under the nearest one.

He could hear the nen returning to the club. They had
obviously decided it was a false alarm but Adam knew he only
had a few nore hours before daylight to figure out how to get
Al an out of the conmpound. He wondered if anyone had noti ced
the patient was m ssing.

Dr. Nachman’s face appeared nore haggard than usual. H's
eyes seened to have visibly sunk into their sockets.

“He has to be here,” said Dr. Mtchell.

“I'f he’s here, then he should have been found,” said Dr.
Nachman hunorl essly.

“Perhaps he's in the garden. It’s the only place left.”

“We have twenty orderlies searching,” snapped Dr. Nachman.
“I'f he were there, they would have found hi mby now.”

“He’ll be found,” said Mtchell, nore to convince hinself
t han anyone el se. “Maybe we’'ll have to wait until it gets
light.”

“I"’mwondering if he could have gotten out of the
hospital ,” said Dr. Nachman. “He’s not the kind of patient
we'd Iike to have found on the outside.”

“He can’t have escaped, even if he’'d wanted to,” said Dr.
Mtchell. “He couldn’t have opened the security doors. And
besi des, Ms. Parkman has been here. She said she definitely
saw t he patient when she made her earlier rounds.”

“She wasn’t here when she canme up to the OR " said Dr.
Nachman.

“But that was just for a few mnutes,” said Sel ma. “And



the two orderlies on duty said that everything was quiet.”

“I want the search extended to the main building,” said

Dr. Nachman, ignoring Selnma. “I’m beginning to fear that
soneone el se is involved, sonmeone with access to the ward. |f
that is the case, | think we should try to activate the

patient’s el ectrodes. That mght allow us to trace the nan
via the transmtter.”

“I1 don’t knowif it will work,” said Dr. Mtchell. “W' ve
never tried to activate froma di stance.”

“Well, try it now,” ordered Dr. Nachman. *“Also, cal
security and tell themthat no one goes through the main
gate.”

Dr. Mtchell went to the tel ephone and called Security.

Then he call ed the head of programm ng, Edgar Hofstra,
telling himthat there was an energency and he was needed in
the control room Then he and Nachman went upstairs.

The control roomwas on the sanme floor as the autonated
operating room At one end, protected by a glass wall, was

t he MIl C mai nfranme conputer. About a half dozen white-coated
technicians were in evidence, performng a w de range of
oper ational and mai ntenance procedures.

Hof stra arrived about ten mnutes later, his eyes still
puffy with sl eep.

Not even bothering to apol ogi ze, Mtchell outlined the
problem “If we can activate the patient’s el ectrodes, |
think security can trace the patient by the transmtter. Do
you think you can activate himfrom|ong range?”

“I"’'mnot certain,” said Hofstra, seating hinself at the
termnal. As soon as he punched in Iseman’s nane, the
conput er responded by saying that there was an error and that
the patient was not engaged. Hofstra overrode the signal.

Everyone in the room watched anxiously. After a mnute the
screen flashed “el ectrodes activated,” followed in anot her
m nute by the word “proceed.”



“So far, so good,” said Hofstra. “Now let’s see if his
battery has any power.” He entered the conmand for |seman’s
el ectrodes to transmt. The result was a very weak signal
that was unintelligible to the conputer.

Hof stra swung around in his chair. “Well, the el ectrodes
activated, but the signal is so weak, | doubt we can trace
the location.”

Adam never knew where he found the courage to go back into
the main building, particularly when he saw that nost of the
| i ghts had been turned on and that groups of nen in blue

bl azers, carrying hypoderm c syringes, were swarnng over the
ground floor. Only the thought of Jennifer and her inpending
abortion had forced himto risk the conparative safety of the
outdoors. Now he sinply wal ked through the main buil ding

| obby as if nothing was wong. When he got out of the

el evator on six, the hall was quiet and Adam guessed t hat
they hadn’t begun to search the guests’ roons.

He turned on the |ight when he got to his room and was
relieved to find Alan still sleeping peacefully.

“lI don’t know if you can understand ne,” said Adam
tensely, “but we have to get the hell out of here.”

He pulled Alan to a sitting position and checked the rolls

of gauze covering his head. Once he’d carefully unwound them
he was pl eased to see that the automated surgery had only
shaved a small area on either side of the man’s head. Adam
grabbed his conb and carefully covered the bald patches with
Al an’s renai ning hair.

Wth his heart pounding, he helped Alan to his feet and

qui etly opened the door. Three orderlies were entering a
suite at the end of the corridor. Adam knew that if he
hesitated he wouldn’t get a second chance. The nonent they

di sappeared into the suite he grabbed Al an’s hand and hurried
hi m down to the bathers’ elevator. As the doors closed, Adam
heard voi ces, but no one seened to be shouting al arm

He pressed the ground-floor button. To his horror, after



descending briefly, the elevator stopped on three!

Adam gl anced at Al an. He | ooked better w thout his
bandage, but his face still had that telltal e drugged
bl ankness.

The doors opened and a scarfaced orderly stepped into the

el evator. d ancing nechanically at Adam and Al an, he turned
to face the closing doors. He was so close, Adam coul d see
the individual hairs on his neck. Adam held his breath as the
el evator recomenced its descent.

They were just passing two when the orderly seened to
recogni ze their presence. He nade a slow turn. In his |eft
hand he held a hypoderm c syringe without its protective
pl astic cap.

Adam reacted by reflex with speed that surprised him He
went for the syringe, westing it fromthe orderly’s grip
with a quick twst, and then pushed the orderly forward into
Alan. As the nen collided, Adamjamed the needle into the
man’ s back just to the side of the spine, depressing the

pl unger with the heel of his hand.

Al three of themfell against the wall of the el evator

and collapsed in a heap with Alan on the bottom The orderly
arched his back, rolled to the side, and opened his nouth to
scream Adam cl anped his hand over the man’s nouth to nuffle
the cry. The el evator stopped and the doors opened.

The orderly grabbed Adamis armin a tight grip and began
to pry his hand fromhis face. Adam strained to keep the
man’ s nmouth covered. Then he saw the man’s eyes cross.

Abruptly, the man’s grip | oosened and his body went I|inp.

Adam renoved his hand and then recoiled in horror. He

pushed hinself away and stared at the man, whose eyes had now
rolled up into his head. Al though he appeared to have had
some kind of plastic surgery to mar his facial features, Adam
still recognized him It was Percy Harnon!

For a second Adam was too startled to react. Then the
el evat or doors started to close, and Adam knew he had to keep
novi ng. Wedgi ng Al an against the door to keep it ajar, he



dragged Harnon outside and dropped hi m behind the dense
ferns. He had a nonent’s hope of taking himalong, then
realized it would be hard enough just handling Alan. He | ed
t he doctor out the back door to the path that led to the
beach. H s vague plan was to head over to the condom ni uns
and see if he could find a car there.

The noon was now partially conceal ed, and the beach was
not the bright | andscape it had been before. The pal ns and
pi ne trees provided deep conceal i ng shadow.

Hal fway to the club, Adam and Al an canme upon the Hobi e Cat
Adam had hi dden under. Adam halted. An idea stirred in the
back of his mnd. He | ooked out at the ocean and wondered. He
wasn’t a good sailor by any stretch of the imagination, but
he knew a |ittle about small boats. And he was pleased to
note that the |last person to use the Hobie Cat had beached it
wi t hout taking off the sails.

The sound of a man’s shout fromthe area of the main

bui | di ng made hi m deci de for sure. Tinme was runni ng out.
First, Adam dragged the boat to the water. Next, he led Al an
to it and helped himclinb on, forcing himto lie down on the
canvas. Wth the bowine, Adamtied Al an | oosely to the mast.
Wading into the water, Adam pulled the Hobie off the sand and
into the surf. The waves were only two or three feet high,

but they made it hard to control the boat. Wien he was

wai st - deep, he haul ed hi nsel f aboard.

H's original idea was to paddl e the boat out of sight

around the point, but he saw that was going to be inpossible.
He woul d have to raise the sail. As quickly as he could, he
haul ed up the mainsail. He winced in pain fromhis raw pal ns,
but he kept at it. Finally the sail billowed out, and the
boomlifted with a clatter. To his relief, the boat
stabilized the nonent it was under sail. Turning around, he
snapped the rudders into position, then pushed the tiller to
the right.

For an agoni zing mnute, the boat seenmed to drift back
toward the beach. Then, falling off the wind, it shot
forward, smacking the incom ng waves as it headed away from
t he beach. There was little Adam could do but grab Alan with
one hand and hold the tiller with the other.



The boat passed directly in front of the club, but Adam
was afraid to try to change his course. He heaved a sigh of
relief when they got beyond the breakers. Soon after, they
were around the point and safely out of sight.

Rel axi ng to a degree, Adam | ooked up at the parabolic

curve of the sail contrasted agai nst the star-strewn tropical
sky. G ancing to the west, he saw the noon intermttently
veiled with small, scuddi ng cl ouds. Bel ow the nobon was the
dark sil houette of Puerto Rico s craggy nountains. The beauty
was overwhel m ng. Then the boat hit the long Atlantic swells
and Adam had to turn his full attention to the tiller.

Cl eating the mai nsheet securely, he raised the jib and the
Hobi e Cat shot through the water at even greater speed. He
started to feel optimstic that within a few hours he’ d be
far enough up the coast to find help.

Dr. Nachman turned fromthe conputer in a rage. Harry
Burkett had conme to update the research director on the
search, but Nachman wasn’t content with fal se assurances.

“Are you telling ne that all you' ve learned with forty nen
and a mllion dollars’ worth of security equipnment is that
one of the orderlies has been found unconsci ous and one of
our guests, M. Schonberg, is mssing fromhis roon®?”

“That’s correct,” said M. Burkett.

“And the orderly,” continued Dr. Nachman, “was presunably
injected in the back with his own syringe of Conform n?”

“Exactly,” said M. Burkett. “He was injected with such
force that the needle broke off and is inbedded in the man’s
skin.” M. Burkett wanted to inpress the research director
Wi th the conpl eteness of his investigation, but Nachman
wasn’t having any of it. He found it inconceivable that M.
Burkett, with his huge staff and sophisticated resources,
could not locate a heavily sedated patient. Thanks to
Burkett’'s inefficiency, what had started as an i nconveni ence
was rapidly becomng a serious affair.



Dr. Nachman angrily lit his pipe, which had gone out for
the tenth tinme. He couldn’t decide whether or not he should
informthe inner circle of MIIC. If the problem got worse,
the earlier he reported it, the better off he’'d be. But if
the problemresolved itself, it would be best to remain
silent.

“Has there been any evidence of anyone touching the
peri meter fence?” he asked.

“Absolutely not,” said Burkett. “And no one has been

al l owed out of the main gate since Dr. Mtchell called.” He
gl anced at the psychiatrist, who was nervously exam ning his
cuticles.

Dr. Nachman nodded. He was certain the patient was stil

on the grounds and that the electrified fence was an

I nsurnountabl e barrier, but he still worried about the
conpetence of Burkett’s security force. There was no reason
to take chances.

“I want you to send soneone to the airport to check the
departing flights,” he ordered.

“I think that’'s going a bit far,” said Burkett. “The
patient won’t get off the conpound.”

“lI don’t care what you think,” interrupted Dr. Nachman.
“Everyone told ne the patient couldn’'t have left the
hospital, and obviously he has. So cover the airport.”

“OK,” said Burkett with an exasperated sigh.

Dr. Mtchell, who was well aware that he was the man who

had i nsisted the patient couldn’t have left the hospital,
stood up, saying, “Even if the transmtter is too weak to use
to trace the patient, maybe if we stinulate his el ectrodes,
he’ Il reveal hinself.”

Dr. Nachman | ooked at M. Hofstra. “Could we do that?”
“l don’t know,” said Hofstra. “The position of his

el ectrodes hasn’t been neurophysiol ogically mapped. | don’t
know what woul d happen if we stinmulated him It mght kil



him”

“But could we stinulate hinP” asked Dr. Nachman again
“Maybe,” said Hofstra. “But it wll take sone tine. The
present program has been witten with the expectation that
the patient would be initially present.”

“What kind of time are you tal ki ng about ?”

Hof stra spread his hands apart. “I should knowif 1’1l be
able to do it in an hour or so.”

“But you didn’t have any trouble activating the
el ectrodes.”

“That’s true,” said Hofstra. “But actual stinulation is
much nore conplicated.”

“Try it,” said Dr. Nachman wearily. Then, gesturing with

his hands toward M. Burkett, who was still on the phone, he
said, “I'd like to have sone kind of backup for his Keystone
Kops.”

Looki ng at his watch, Adamrealized that they' d been

sailing for nearly two hours. Once they’'d rounded the point
north of the MIIC- Arol en beach, they’ d encountered
increasingly high swells that occasionally crested and broke
over the canvas tranpoline. A couple of tines when they were
in the rough of a particularly high wave, Adam was afraid
they woul d be buried by tons of seawater. But each tine the
boat had bobbed up and ridden Iike a cork over the top of the
wave.

They headed due west along the northern coast. Unsure if
there were any reefs or not, Adam stayed about two or three
hundred yards offshore. By far the hardest part of the
adventure was dealing with his inmagination. Each mnute, his
concern grew about sharks lurking beneath themin the dark
swirling water. Every time he gl anced down, he expected to
see a huge black fin break the surface.



Certain that they had | ong since passed the |[imts of the

MTl C- Arol en conpound, Adam began to aimthe Hobie Cat toward
land. In the past fifteen mnutes or so he’d begun to see
occasional lights along the shore. He now coul d hear the
waves poundi ng on the beach. He tried not to think about what
that m ght nean.

A scream shattered the silence. Al at once Al an grabbed
his head with both hands and shrieked into the night. Adam
was caught totally off guard. A large bolus of adrenaline
shot into his system

Alan’s screanms increased to full lung capacity, and he

tried to stand up, straining against the rope that secured
himto the mast. He began to throw hinself fromside to side,
threatening to capsize the boat. Adam abandoned the tiller
and the mainsail sheet and tried to restrain the crazed man.
The boat imediately fell off the wnd and the nainsail

| uf f ed.

“Alan!” yell ed Adam above the sound of the wind. “Wuat’s
the matter?” He grabbed Al an by the shoul ders and shook him
as hard as he could. Alan was still clasping his head with
his hands with such force that his face was distorted. H's
shrieks cane am d gasps for breath

“What’'s the matter?” shouted Adam agai n.

Alan let go of his head, and for a second Adam coul d see
his face. The man’s previously blank expression had tw sted
I nto one of pain and rage. Like a mad dog, Al an |unged for
Adam s throat.

Shocked at Alan’s strength, Adamtried to scranble out of

his reach, but there was little roomon the Hobie Cat’s
tranpoline. Alan twisted within his bonds and flailed his
arnms, catching Adamin the face with a forceful punch.
Scream ng hinself, Adamteetered on the edge of the Hobie
Cat, his hands frantically grabbing for a purchase. Hs
fingers found the uncoiled nmainsail halyard, but it did not
provi de any support. In a kind of agonizing slow notion Adam
toppled into the forbiddi ng ocean.

He plunged beneath the surface of the icy water.



Desperately clawing at the water, Adam fought back up to the
air, terrified that at any nonent he woul d be bitten by a sea
nonster. His | eg brushed the rope in his hand and he
screaned.

Al t hough the sails were luffing, the strong trade w nd
continued to push the boat through the water. Adam held on to
the mai nsail hal yard and was dragged behind |like bait on the
end of a fish line. He could feel his right eyelid swelling,
but worst of all, there was trailing warnth fromhis nose,

whi ch he guessed was bl ood. He expected his legs to be
snapped off at any nonent. Hand over hand, he frantically
pull ed hinself back to the boat. On the tranpoline A an was
still shrieking in pain. Adam grabbed a pontoon and started
to scranble out of the water.

The snapping of the uncleated mainsail sounded like rifle
shots. The boat had rotated to wi ndward, and suddenly the
boomw I dly traversed the back of the boat, slammng into the
side of Alan’s head and pitching himface dowward onto the

t ranmpol i ne.

Adam haul ed hi nsel f out of the water and, watching out for

t he swi ngi ng boom approached the man uneasily, half
expecting himto expl ode anew. But Al an was unconsci ous and
breat hi ng deeply. Steadying hinself on the bobbing boat, Adam
felt Alan’s head for a fracture. Al he found was an actively
swel | i ng egg- shaped | unp.

Carefully Adamrolled Al an over, wondering what had
possessed the man. He’'d been so peaceful until that
terrifying nonent. Adam noticed that one of the sutured

i nci sions had pull ed open, and suddenly he guessed what ni ght
have happened.

Scranbl i ng back to the stern, Adam grabbed the tiller and
then pulled in on the mainsail tackle. The boat responded and
the sails filled. Falling off the wnd, Adam headed for the
shore. He now had anot her, unanticipated problem He had no

| dea what Al an could be nade to do. Adam shivered, nore from
fear than fromthe chill of his danp cl ot hes.



Edgar Hofstra gl anced up at Dr. Nachman, whose eyes had
becone bl ood red. The man’s |ower lids hung away from his

gl obes while he bent over Hofstra' s shoulder, staring at the
conput er screen.

“l can’t be one hundred percent sure that the el ectrodes
responded,” said Hofstra, “but that was the strongest signal
| could send at the nonent. If you give ne a couple of hours,
| will be able to increase the power.”

“Well, see if you can speed things up,” said Dr. Nachman.
“And maybe you can renmenber if any of our early experinents
w t h nonkeys gave us clues as to how the subject wl
respond.”

“I hate to tell you,” said Mtchell, “but in addition to
destroying everything around them the nonkeys in such
situations ended up killing thensel ves.”

Dr. Nachman got up and stretched. “Listen, that may be the
good news.”

“I"l'l have to take the whole systemoff |line while we work
on it,” said Hofstra.

“That’s OK,” said Dr. Nachman. “At this hour | can’t
I magi ne anybody wanting to send instructions to any of the
‘controlled doctors.”

“Too bad the patient hadn’'t at | east been conditioned for
the self-destruct node,” said Dr. Mtchell

“Yeah, too bad,” agreed Dr. Nachman.

By the time Adamgot within a hundred feet of shore, the

ni ght had becone significantly darker. He turned the boat to
the west and paralleled the island while he |istened
carefully to the waves crashing on the shore. He hoped that
the type of sound woul d enable himto guess the conposition
of the beach. Wth the heavy surf, he was afraid of coral.

Al an had noaned a few tinmes but had not tried to get up.



Adam t hought that he was either still unconscious fromthe
blow to his head or in sone kind of post-ictic state from
what had been a seizure of sorts. In any case, Adam hoped
that he’d stay quiet until they reached the shore.

The sound of a dog barking agai nst the noise of the ocean
caught Adamis attention, and he strained his eyes shoreward.
He coul d nmake out, nestled anong the graceful trunks of a
forest of coconut palns, a group of dark houses. Thinking
that they were a good indication of a sand beach, Adam shoved
the tiller over, ducked under the jibing mainsail, and headed
t he boat toward | and.

Al t hough Adam |l et the sail out and was spilling the w nd,

the boat seened to be flying. Holding the tiller with his

| eg, he reached up and let | oose the jib, which began to flap
angrily in the wind. Ahead, he could see where the waves were
cresting, a white line of foam agai nst the bl ackness of the

I sl and.

The closer they got, the | ouder was the noise of the

breakers poundi ng the shoreline. Adam prayed silently for a
sand beach, although at that speed even sand woul d be
trouble. A huge wave passed under the boat, then a | arger one
bui It behind. The Hobi rode up the face of the wave, and with
terror, Adam thought they were about to flip end over end.

But the boat righted itself as the wave rolled under. Looking
behi nd agai n, Adam saw anot her wave bearing down on them It

| ooked as big as a house. Its upper edge feathered agai nst

t he sky, suggesting it was about to break. Adam saw the top
begin to curl. Holding the tiller with one hand and the side
of the tranpoline wth the other, he closed his eyes and
braced hi nsel f for submersion.

But the tons of water that Adam expected didn't cone.

| nstead, the Hobie Cat shot forward with an exhilarating
burst of speed. Adam opened his eyes and saw that they were
racing toward shore in front of the torrent of white water.

Bef ore he knew what was happeni ng, the speeding boat hit

t he backwash of the previous wave and bounced into the air,
throw ng himover the side into the water. He cane up
sputtering, but happily surprised that the water was only
wai st deep. Al an had remained on the boat’s tranpoline,



secured by the Iine around his chest, but he had rotated
around the mast and his | egs dangl ed over the side. Adam
grabbed the boat and pulled it toward shore, straining

agai nst the undertow. The pontoons finally hit the bottom
and Adam waited for the next wave before running the boat up
onto dry | and.

He i medi ately col |l apsed onto the sand to catch his

breath, then fished out his glasses and slipped them on.
Looki ng around, he saw that they had | anded on a narrow and
rat her steep sand beach that was strewn with all sorts of
debris. A nunber of old wood-pl anked boats were drawn up from
the water’s edge and secured around the trunks of nearby
coconut palnms. Wthin the darkness of the trees was a vill age
of ramshackl e houses.

A wel coming commttee of two scraggy dogs appeared at the
edge of the beach and began to bark loudly. A light went on
I n the nearest house. When Adam struggled to his feet, the
dogs dashed out of sight for a nonent, only to reappear and
bark nore insistently. Adamignored them He untied Al an and
got the man standi ng.

Al an held his head as Adam | ed himup the beach. Just

within the shelter of the palns, they cane upon a ranmshackl e
house with a beaten-up half-ton pickup parked outside. Adam
peered hungrily inside the cab. No keys were dangling from
the ignition. He decided to knock on the door of the house
and take his chances. The dogs were barking w ldly now,

ni pping at his |egs.

As he wal ked up the steps, a light went on and a face
appeared at the wi ndow. Adam checked his back pocket to make
sure his wallet was safe. A nonent |ater the door opened. The
man who opened it was stripped to the wai st and barefoot. He
had a gun in his hand, an old revolver with a nother-of - pear
handl e.

“No habl o nmuch espaiol,”
man did not smle back.

said Adam trying to smle. The

“Me puede dar un ride al aeropuerto,” said Adam turning
slightly and pointing toward the truck.



The man | ooked at Adamas if he were crazy. Then he nade a
wavi ng notion of dismssal with the pistol and started to
cl ose the door.

“Por favor,” pleaded Adam Then, in a conbination of

Spani sh and English, he rapidly tried to explain how he'd
been | ost at sea on a sailboat with a sick friend and t hat
they had to get to the airport imediately. Pulling out his
wal | et, he began counting out soggy bills. That finally
perked the man’s interest. He put the gun into his pocket and
all oned Adamto | ead hi mdown to the beach.

In the mdst of his frantic attenpts to capture the man's

I nterest, Adam had had an idea. Wen he got to the beach, he
pi cked up the bowline of the Hobie Cat and put it into the
Puerto Rican’s hand. At the sane tine he struggled to explain
to the man that the boat was his if he took themto the
airport.

The Puerto Rican finally seened to conprehend. A broad
sm | e appeared on his face. deefully, he pulled the boat
hi gher on the beach and | ashed it to one of the coconut

pal ns. Then he went back to the house, presunmably to dress.

Adam lost no tine in getting Alan into the cab of the
truck. Al nost imrediately the Puerto Rican reappeared,
swinging his keys. He started up the truck, glancing warily
at Al an, who was slunped in his seat, and at the point of
drifting off to sleep again. Adamtried to explain that his
friend was sick, but he soon gave up, deciding it was easier
to pretend that he, too, had fallen asleep. He sat with his
eyes closed until they reached the airport. Indicating that
he wanted to be dropped at the Eastern departure area, he
began to worry how on earth he could explain Alan’s and his
appearance to the ticket clerk.

The truck cane to a stop, and Adam touched Al an’s
shoul der. This tine it was easier to wake him up.

“Muchas gracias,” Adam said as they got out.
“De nada,” called the driver, and roared away.

“OK,” said Adam taking Alan by the arm “This is the |ast



| ap.” He wal ked into the al nost enpty termnal. A few taxis
and an anbul ance idled by the entrance, but it was too early
for many departing tourists. Adam surveyed the ol d-fashi oned
bui | di ng and seated Al an at an enpty shoeshi ne stand. Then he
went over to the ticket counter.

Looki ng up at the schedule, he saw that the next Eastern
flight to Mam was in two hours. A small sign said “For
After Hours, Use Phone.” Adam picked up the receiver next to
the sign. Wien the agent answered, he told Adamthat he'd be
right out. Sure enough, by the tinme Adam hung up, a man in a
cl ean and pressed brown uniformenerged froma door behind
the counter. When he saw Adam his smle faltered.

Adam was acutely conscious of his ragged appearance. The

ride in the truck had al nost dried his clothes, but seeing
the agent’s reaction, he decided he'd better conme up with a
good story. Hesitating only a nonent, he launched into a | ong
expl anation that featured an end-of-vacation party with |ots
of booze and a last-mnute sail. He and his friend had washed
up on a beach mles fromtheir hotel and then had hitched a
ride to the airport. Adam said they had to be at work the
next day and that their |uggage would foll ow when the rest of
their group flew back

“It’s been a hell of a vacation,” he added.

The agent nodded as if he understood and said there was

pl enty of space avail able. Adam asked if there were any
earlier flights to the States and was told that Delta had a
flight to Atlanta in an hour.

As far as Adam was concerned, the sooner they got off the

I sland the better. He asked for directions to Delta and was
told to go to the next building. Deciding Alan was best off
where he was, Adam hurried to the next termnal, where there
were a nunber of travelers waiting to check in.

Adam j oi ned the end of the |ine. Wien he got to the
counter, the agent eyed himuneasily, but Adam repeated his

now practiced story. Again, the agent seened to believe him

“First-class or coach?” he asked.



Adam | ooked at the man, wondering if he were trying to be
funny. But then, remenbering that Arolen paid his Visa card
charges, he said, “First-class, of course.”

Adam scanned the term nal nervously as the man wote up
the tickets, but he didn’'t spot anyone who appeared to have
been sent by MIIC

When the agent had finished, Adam said, “W could use a
wheel chair. My friend really got banged up when we tipped
over in the surf.”

“Ch ny gosh,” said the agent. “I’I|l see what | can do.”
In ess than five m nutes he was back with the wheel chair.

Adam t hanked hi mand set off for the other building to get
Al an.

From a vantage point on the nezzani ne overl ooki ng the

Delta ticket counter, two anbul ance attendants dressed in
white uni forns wat ched as Adam di sappeared from sight. The
fact that he was pushing a wheel chair suggested that |senan
could not be far away.

The two nmen qui ckly descended to the termnal floor and
hurri ed outside to the anbul ance, where they told the driver
to radio M. Burkett that the subjects had been spotted. The
taller of the attendants, a burly man with a bl ond crew cut,
pul l ed two col | apsi bl e gurneys fromthe back of the

anbul ance, while his partner stuffed a nunmber of syringes
into a nedi cal bag.

Back in the termnal, they checked the gate nunber for the
Delta flight to Atlanta and set out for Concourse B

When Adam got back to the shoeshi ne stand, he was

horrified to find the bench enpty. Frantically, he ran the
wheel chair back toward the Eastern counter, where he spotted
Alan trying to talk to the agent, who was telling himthat he
was in Puerto Rico, not Mam, but that he could give hima
reservation to Mam if he wanted one.



“He’s with nme,” explained Adam helping Alan into the
chair.

“The man thinks he’s in Mam ,” said the agent.

“He’ s been through a lot,” said Adam *“You know, the
shi pwreck . " He let his voice trail off and started back
to Delta.

“What am | doing in Puerto Rico?’” asked Alan. Although his
diction was still slurred, he was the nost alert he d been
since Adam had talked to himat the F ord departure term nal

Wth only twenty m nutes before flight tinme, Adam pushed

Alan at a rapid pace. A tour group with gaudy shirts was
noisily assenbled in front of the Delta counter. Having the
peopl e around gave Adam a sense of safety. Coing through
security before boarding the plane, Adam hel ped Al an out of

t he wheel chair so he could go through the netal detector. The
guard eyed them suspiciously but didn’t say a word. Once they
were through and on their way to the gate, Adamfelt a
growi ng sense of excitenment. He’'d done it. In a few hours
they’d be landing in the States.

The fl oor of the concourse angl ed downward and Adam now

had to restrain the wheelchair fromrolling forward on its
own accord. Ahead was a water fountain and rest roons, and
Adam consi dered stopping; they had nearly twenty mnutes to
spare. He noticed a small sign on the floor next to the nmen's
room door, indicating that the rest roons were being cl eaned.
Adam deci ded to do his drinking and peeing on the pl ane.

He had slowed to a normal wal k and was about to continue

on when out of the corner of his eye he caught a sudden
novenent. Just as he began to turn his head, soneone grabbed
hi m from behi nd, crushing his arns against his torso. Before
Adam coul d respond, he was lifted off the fl oor.

Adamtried to twist as he cried out, but he was ranmed
directly against the closed door of the nen’s room hitting
It with his chest and forehead. The inpact threw open the
door, and both Adam and his attacker fell headfirst onto the
tile floor.



The force of the fall released the man’s strangl ehold on
Adam Al t hough dazed, Adam got his arns free and scranbled to
his feet, only to be tripped again when the man grabbed him
around the ankles. Again Adamfell, his head narrowly m ssing
the edge of the sink, but this tine his hands were free to
cushion the fall

Behind him Adamwas dimy aware of Alan in the wheel chair
bei ng propelled by a second nman in white. Al an had been
pushed agai nst the nen’s room door as Adam had, his head
snappi ng forward on inpact. Wen the door had opened, he was
forcibly shoved forward, his head hyperextendi ng. The

ungui ded wheel chair now sped through, arcing to the left and
then colliding with the bank of urinals, spilling Al an out of
the chair.

The second man turned and | ocked the door behind him then
cane to the aid of his partner. Together, the two nen bore
down on Adam quickly overwhel m ng himand pinning himto the
floor.

Marshal i ng his strength, Adam gave a powerful kick with

his | egs and succeeded in getting one armfree. Sw nging

wi dely, he connected with the |lower jaw of the larger of his
two attackers. The man cried out. H's partner snapped back
and, in a fit of anger, punched Adamsolidly in the stonach.

Adami s breath left himw th an audi bl e whoosh, naking him
gag and |l eaving himnmonentarily hel pl ess. The two nen held
Adam on the floor with their conbined weight. The smaller
medi ¢ pulled a syringe fromhis pocket. Using his teeth, he
removed the plastic cover fromthe needle. Wth one hand he
snoot hed out the cloth covering Adamis thigh and then pl unged
the needle into Adanis flesh, all the way to the hilt.

Adamtried to nove but w thout success. The nedic pulled
back on the plunger to make certain that the needl e was not
in a blood vessel, then, regrasping the syringe, prepared to
I nj ect.

Suddenly, a fearsone shriek reverberated around the tiled
room The unworldly sound nonentarily paral yzed the two nen
hol ding Adamto the fl oor.



Al an grabbed his head as he’'d done on the Hobie Cat and

| eapt to his feet. H's eyes snapped open and his lips rolled
back to expose his teeth. Wth a ripping sound, his hands
came away from his head, clutching tufts of hair fromhis
scalp. Like a rabid animal, he sprang fromthe urinals toward
the threesone spraw ed on the floor. He grasped his hands
together to forma club and after swnging themin a great
arc, pounded the man who had just inserted the syringe into
Adam The bl ow caught the man on the side of the head with
such force that he was propelled fromastride Adaminto the
mout h of an open toilet stall, rammng into the divider with
a sickening crunch.

The smaller nedic stood up in shock, his eyes reflecting
the horror of having witnessed the materialization of a
nonster. He took a step backward and rai sed his hands, but
Alan was on himin a flash, biting off nost of the man’s ear
with a snap of his jaws. The nedic’'s terror made it

| npossible for himto defend hinself. Al an grabbed his head
and began to beat it against one of the mrrors above the

si nks, whipping frothy spirals of blood onto the glass in
graceful arcs. The mrror cracked, splintered, and then
shattered in a cascade of shards.

Adam had al so been initially transfixed by the unexpected
transformati on of Al an, but having seen it once before, he
was better able to recover. He yanked the syringe fromhis
thigh and, scranbling to his feet, quickly assessed the
chances of being able to pass Al an, who continued to smash
the nedic’'s head against the mrror. Unfortunately, at that
noment the nedic’s body went linp and he fell to the floor.
Alan imedi ately lost interest in him Throw ng his head back
and shrieking again, A an now cane after Adam

Adam s only recourse was to dash into a toilet stall and

try to close the door behind him Al an got his hand around

t he edge of the door though, and began to prevail in the
shoving match that ensued. As Adam sensed that he was | o0sing
the test of strength, he lifted his | egs agai nst the door.
Wth his back against the wall, he thrust the door closed,
catching Alan’s fingers in the janb. Al an shrieked anew and
pull ed his hand free.



Adam | at ched the door and backed agai nst the wall, the
toilet between his legs, Hs mnd raced as to what he could
do next.

Al an began to throw his body agai nst the door repeatedly.
Each tinme the latch bent a little nore. Finally it snapped,
and the door burst open.

Adam screaned Al an’s nane, but Alan cane at himlike a
| oconotive, his pupils pinpoints and his eyes crazed. More
out of pure defense than thought, Adam held out the syringe
whi ch he had been clutching. Alan ran directly onto the
needl e, which pierced his abdonen. The force of his charge
depressed the plunger, sending the contents into his flesh.

Al an did not even feel the needle. He grabbed Adami s head

W th seem ngly superhuman strength and practically lifted
Adam of f the floor. But then, as Adam wat ched, his crazed
eyes fluttered and his pupils dilated. H's right eye wandered
like a child' s lazy eye, and his |eft one assuned a
guestioning look. Hi's grip relaxed and he slowy sagged to
his knees. Finally, he coll apsed backward and fl opped out of
the stall onto the floor in front of one of the sinks.

For a nonment Adam could not nove. He felt he' d cone cl ose
to death. Slowy he lowered his eyes to | ook at the tip of
the needle that was still in his hand. A drop of fluid had
coll ected there and now dropped off. Adamlet go of the
syringe, and it clattered to the fl oor.

St eppi ng out of the stall and pushing aside two gurneys

that were at the back of the room Adam knelt beside Al an and
felt his pulse. It was strong and nornmal. To Adanis surprise,
the man’s eyes fluttered open. In a very slurred voice he
conpl ai ned that his hands hurt.

“At that |evel of energy, there is no doubt that our
patient’s el ectrodes were stinulated to maxi nrum” said
Hof stra. “The result has to have been devastating.”

“But now we nay have a new problem” said Dr. Nachman. “If
the patient is dead, no one can exam ne the body. W can’'t



| et anyone find the inplants. We nust find himat once.”

The phone rang, and Dr. Mtchell answered. After |istening
and saying “good” several tinmes, he turned to Nachman with a
t hunbs-up sign

“Your idea of covering the airport was a good one,” he
said. “Burkett says the patient and M. Schonberg were
sighted and are being picked up by the anbul ance nedics.”

“What if they were already in the anbul ance when the
stimulus was given?” asked Nachman.

“I't could have been big trouble. | think we'd better
search the road between here and the airport.”

Dr. Nachman threw up his hands. “Wen is this going to
end?”

Adam had no doubt that Al an’s psychotic epi sodes were due
to renote stinulation, and he prayed that once they were

ai rborne Alan woul d be out of range. Their one hope was to
get aboard, but Adam was now afraid they both | ooked so bad
that the Delta agents mght turn them away. There were only
five nore mnutes until their flight was due to take off.

Adam washed his face quickly and tried to wi pe Alan’s

hands, which were coated with bl ood. Wrse still, there were
several raw patches on his head, where Al an had torn out
clunmps of his hair. Adam nopped at themwth little result.
Vell, there was nothing nore he could do. He |lifted Al an onto
t he wheel chair and was about to push himout the door when he
spotted a full hypodermc Iying on the floor. He picked it

up, deciding it would be useful if Al an had another fit.

As he approached the gate, Adam saw the plane was in the
final boardi ng process.

“Hold it,” he yelled. Two Delta agents eyed him curiously.
Then one of themsaid, “Are you the two who were stranded on
t he sail boat ?”



“That’s right,” said Adam handing over the tickets.

“The agent at the ticket counter said to expect you. W
t hought that perhaps you' d changed your mnds.”
“Heavens, no,” said Adam “It’s just been hard getting ny
friend notivated.”

The agent | ooked at Al an, whose head was | olling sideways.
“He’s not drunk, is he?”

“Hell, no,” said Adam “He got pretty scraped up when we
capsi zed. They had to give hima painkiller, and it seens to
have knocked hi mout.”

“Ch, | see,” said the agent, handi ng Adam t he boardi ng
cards. “Seats 2A and 2B. WIIl you need a wheelchair in
At | ant a?”

“That woul d be nice,” said Adam “Actually, we’'ll be going
on to Washington. Could you rmake those arrangenents for us?”

“Absol utely,” said the agent.

Adam wheel ed Al an down the jetway with a sense of relief.

The stewardesses were | ess than enthusi astic when they saw
the pair board, but they hel ped Al an out of the wheel chair
and |istened politely as Adamran through his shipweck story
one nore tine. The plane was only half full, and nost of the
ot her passengers were asl eep. Adam decided to close his eyes
too and slept all the way to Atlanta except for the few

m nut es when he woke to wol f down breakf ast.

Adam dreaded the transfer, thinking that there m ght be
trouble. But a Delta agent had a wheel chair waiting and
ticketed them strai ght through to Washi ngton. The | ayover was
only forty mnutes, but it gave Adam a chance to cal

Jenni fer. Luckily, she answered herself.

“Jennifer, everything is going to be all right. | can
expl ain everything.”

“Oh,” she said vaguely.



“Just prom se nme you won’t have the abortion until | get
there.”

“The hearing is this norning,” said Jennifer, “and | won’t
do anything today, but if you' re not here by tonorrow
Her voice trailed off.

“Jennifer, | love you. | have to get to the plane now.
W’'re just taking off fromAtlanta.”

“Atl anta?” said Jennifer, conpletely confused. “And who's
1] \,\el ?”

“Adan®?” asked Margaret Weintrob, her ninble fingers com ng
to an abrupt halt on her typewiter. “Is that you?”

Armin arm |ike drunken buddi es, Adam and Al an st aggered
past the startled secretary’ s desk.

“Adam” shouted Ms. Weintrob, starting to rise. “You
can’'t go in your father’'s office. He has . "

But Adam had al ready opened the door.

The two wel |l -dressed nmen sitting across fromDr. Schonberg
turned in surprise. Mnentarily speechless, Dr. Schonberg sat
hel pl essly as Adam asked the two nmen to wait outside.

“Adam” said Dr. Schonberg finally, “what on earth is the
meani ng of this?”

“Did you take any action on the charges we di scussed the
last time | was here?” asked Adam

“No, not yet.”

“I"’mnot surprised,” said Adam “You said that you needed
nore evidence. Well, |’ve brought all the proof you'll ever
want. Conme over here and neet Dr. Al an Jackson of the
University of California. He has just cone fromone of the
fanous Arol en cruises. And nade a short stop at the research
center in Puerto Rico.”



“I's the man drunk?” asked Dr. Schonberg.

“No,” said Adam “Drugged and a victimof psychosurgery.
Conme over here. I'Il show you.”

Dr. Schonberg approached Al an cautiously, as if he
expected the man to | eap suddenly out of his chair.

Adam gently tilted Alan’s head so his father could see the
smal | incisions where the el ectrodes had been i npl ant ed.

“They inplanted sone kind of renote-control device there,”
said Adam his voice softer and shaded with conpassi on. *“But
| got Alan out before they ‘conditioned” him As soon as his
drug wears off, he’'ll be able to tell you at |east sone of
what happened. And | know he will agree to have the

el ectrodes renoved and exam ned.”

Dr. Schonberg | ooked up at his son after exam ning the

i ncisions on the sides of Alan’s head. He was silent for a
nonment and then turned on the intercomand said, “Mrgaret, |
want you to call Bernard Ni epold at the Justice Departnent.
Tell himit is urgent that | see himimedi ately. And call

t he Bet hesda Naval Hospital and tell themto expect a
confidential patient under ny signature. And | want a

t went y-f our-hour guard.”

EPI LOGUE

Jenni fer was exhausted. Despite all of the childbirth

cl asses she’'d attended, she’d not been prepared for the real
thing. Gving birth was both better and worse than she'd
expected. No anount of reading or hearing about other wonmen’'s
experi ences could have readied her for this uni que and

passi onate event.

The pain of | abor had been intense yet strangely

thrilling, but as the hours had gone by, she had felt
progressively drai ned. She wondered if she would find the
strength. Then the pain cane nore often and for | onger
periods until finally, fromsonmewhere deep in her being, cane
a new burst of energy. She felt an irresistible urge, half
voluntary, half involuntary, to push and bear down. A
crescendo of pressure nmade her feel she was stretched to her



limt, yet still she pushed and hel d her breath.

Suddenly, there was an al nost sensuous rel ease,
acconpani ed by a gush of fluid and the thrilling squeal of a
newborn infant exercising its vocal cords for the first tinme.

Openi ng her eyes, Jennifer gripped Adami s hand w th what
little strength she had remaining. Looking up into his face,
she could see that his attention was directed down between
her outstretched legs. Wth a terrible feeling of dread, she
wat ched him No test had been able to dispel the worry she
had about the health and well-being of the child within her.
Doctors at University Hospital had repeated the ami ocentesis
and had reported that the baby was normal, but with all that
had happened, Jennifer had had trouble believing it.

She wat ched Adam to see what glinpse of disaster woul d
register on his face. She wanted to know how their child was
fromhim not fromseeing for herself. As she expected, he
didn't smle and didn’'t blink. After what seened too long a
time, he lowered his eyes to neet hers, cradling her head
with his hands as he did so. He spoke softly, sensitive to
her feelings. First he told her he | oved her!

Jennifer’s heart seened to stop. She held her breath,

al t hough the physical pain had ceased, and waited for the

i nevitabl e, dreaded news. In her heart she had known al

al ong. She shouldn’t have |listened to anyone, she told
herself. She’d had a bad feeling ever since the m xup at the
Julian | ab, never mnd that it had been done on purpose.

Adam wetted his dry lips with the tip of his tongue. “W
have a beautiful, healthy boy, Jennifer. Luckily, he | ooks
i ke you.”

It took a nonent for Adamis words to sink in. Wen she
finally conprehended, tears of happi ness and t hanksgi vi ng

wel led in her eyes. She tried to speak but couldn’'t. She
swal | owed. Then she reached up and pulled Adam down and
hugged his head as hard as she could. H s |augh gave voice to
the joy and relief in her heart. Al she could think to do
was t hank God.



Adam col | ected hinsel f, snpbothed out his surgical scrub

suit, and stepped fromthe delivery area into University
Hospital s obstetrical waiting room One glance was enough.

It was hard to believe, but the nmessage he’' d gotten during
the | ast stages of Jennifer’s |abor had been correct. Sitting
anong a group of expectant fathers was his own, Dr. David
Schonber g.

Dr. Schonberg nmet his son as soon as he entered the room
“Hell o, Adam” he said in his usual cool manner.
“Hell o, father,” said Adam

Dr. Schonberg adjusted his gl asses higher on his nose.
“What's it |ike being back in nedical school?”

“Just fine,” said Adam “lI’'mso glad to be back. |’ ve
hardly m nded the catch-up work.”

“That’s good to hear,” said Dr. Schonberg. “How s
Jenni fer?”

Adam stared at his father. It was the first time the nman
had ever called Jennifer by nane.

“She’s just fine,” answered Adam
“And what about the baby?”
“The baby’s a healthy, beautiful boy,” said Adam

To Adami s utter astoni shment he saw sonet hing he’ d never

seen before: tears in his father’s eyes. Before the shock
could register, his father’'s arns were around him huggi ng
him Another first. Adam hugged back. Tears forned in Adam s
eyes as well, and the two nmen stood there, hol ding each other
for so long that sonme of the soon-to-be fathers began to
stare.

Finally, a sonewhat enbarrassed Dr. Schonberg pushed Adam
back, but lovingly held onto his arns. Each | ooked at the
other’s tears, then both | aughed.



“l wasn’t crying,” said Dr. Schonberg.
“Neither was |,” said Adam

“You know what | think?” said Dr. Schonberg.
“What ?” asked Adam

“I think we're both lousy liars.”

“I think I'd have to agree.”

AUTHOR S NOTE

Since | graduated from nedi cal school in 1966, | have

heard the term*“crisis in nedicine” so often that it conjures
up the allegory of the shepherd boy who cried wolf too many
times. But until now the crises have all been voiced by
particular interest groups and were often contradictory: too
few hospital beds, too many hospital beds; not enough
physi ci ans, too many physicians. It was enough to make anyone
confused and apat heti c.

But now | have cone to believe that “crisis in nedicine”

Is applicable in a truly general sense. Unfortunately,
because so nmany people have cried wolf in the past, the nedia
have only just begun to take note of this very real crisis.
What we are witnessing today is the gradual but quickening
pace of the intrusion of business into nedicine. It nust be
understood that the corporate nentality of the bal ance sheet
Is dianetrically opposed to the traditional aspects of
altruismthat have forned the foundation of the practice of
nmedi ci ne, and this dichotony augers disaster for the noral
and ethical foundations of the profession. Big Business views
the nedical field as a high-cash-flow, high-profit, |owrisk,
and | owcapital investnment industry that is now particularly
ri pe for takeover.

Evi dence of this shift toward business interests in the
nmedical field is reflected in the newly interl ocking
ownership of proprietary (for profit) hospitals and nursing
home chai ns, nedical suppliers, and a del uge of other
heal t h-care organi zations |i ke dialysis centers,

surgi -centers, etc. Even research has gone in the direction



of business as evidenced by the new bi otech conpani es.

Response to this activity has been surprisingly slight,
despite the insidious effect it has on the practice of
medi ci ne. Professional journals have viewed the process with
curious academ c disinterest, doctors have either joined the
entrepreneurial bandwagon or ignored it, the public has

remai ned silent, and the nedia have only just begun to run
articles sounding the alarm It is ny hope that M ndbend wi ||
hel p focus public attention. By couching the problemin an
enotional framework, it brings the process into personal
perspective and allows the reader to understand the

I nplications of the situation through identification with the
mai n character, which I believe is one of the key val ues of
fiction.

For nme, the realization of the intrusion of business into
medi cine canme with a letter | received froma hospital
informng nme that its census was |ow and that | should admt
nore patients for surgery, as if | had a group of people in
t he wi ngs who were bei ng deni ed appropriate operations. That
| etter, nore than any ot her experience, nmade nme realize that
our nedical system had i nadvertently been constructed to
depend upon and reward overutilization of facilities and
services, thereby fostering its own rising costs. No wonder
busi nessnen becane i nterested.

For M ndbend | chose the drug industry as the focal point

not because it has been any worse than any ot her group, but
because it has been around | onger than nost businesses
associated with nedicine and it exerts a powerful and grow ng
I nfluence. The inportant point is that the drug firns are
corporations which do not exist for the public weal, no
matter how nmuch they try to convince the public otherw se.
Their goal is to provide a return on their investors’

capi tal

The overriding conmercial interest of the drug firns is
underlined by the ungodly anmount of noney (billions of

doll ars per year) that they spend on pronotion of their
products, primarily attenpting to influence the physician,
who unfortunately is rather easy prey. There are very few
doctors who have not accepted sonme gift or service fromthe
drug industry. | still have the black bag given to ne as a



third-year nedical student, and | have attended a nunber of
synposi a sponsored by a drug conpany. The drug industry
currently spends nore on pronotion and adverti sing each year
than it does on research! According to Pills, Profits, and
Politics, the anount is also nore than the total spent on al
educational activities conducted by all the nmedical schools
in the United States to train nedical students.

It would be unfair to suggest that the pharnaceuti cal

i ndustry has not contributed to society. But this has been
t he by-product, not the goal. And there have been cases in
whi ch the public good has been ignored. One need only to
mention the thalidom de disaster or the DES calamty to
recogni ze that the record is variegated and that conmerci al
i nterests can have unfortunate consequences. Drug conpani es
have nmar keted products that they knew m ght be dangerous or
i neffective or both merely to turn a profit.

Medi cal practice as it has been known in this country for

the last thirty years or so is changing. The doctor-patient
relationship used to be the fulcrum but it is |losing ground
to econom ¢ and business interests. The Anerican public has a
right and an obligation to know what kind of systemis
evol vi ng.

For those people interested in pursuing the issue,
recommend t he foll ow ng books:

Ainsworth, T. H, MD., Live or Die (Macm || an, 1983).
Witten by a physician who | ooks at the problemfromthe

vant age point of having been both a practitioner and a
hospital nedical director, this book is particularly poignant
in its appeal for physicians to recognize what is happening
to the profession and to reexert their | eadership.

Silverman, MIton, et al., Pills, Profits, and Politics
(University of California Press, 1974). This book gives an
overal |l view of the pharmaceutical industry, and it nmakes for

interesting reading. |'’mconfident it will arouse sone
unexpect ed enotions. Although it was witten over ten years
ago, it is still strikingly rel evant.

Starr, Paul, The Social Transformation of American
Medi ci ne (Basic Books, 1982). This book provides an



| npressive overview of the history of nmedicine in Arerica and
gives one a realistic conprehension of how the current
situation has devel oped.

Wh!, Stanley, MD., The Medical Industrial Conplex

(Har mony Books, 1984). This readabl e, concise book discusses
the issues with few enbel | i shnents.

http://ww. esni ps. conf web/ eb00ks



