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PROLOGUE
OCTOBER 11, WEDNESDAY P. M

The sudden appearance of the foreign proteins was the
nmol ecul ar

equi val ent of the Black Plague. It was a death sentence
wi th no chance

of reprieve, and Cedric Haning had no idea of the drama
about to happen

I nside him

In sharp contrast, the individual cells of Cedric Haning's
body knew

exactly what di sastrous consequences awaited them The
nysteri ous new

proteins that swept into their mdst and through their
menbr anes were

overwhel m ng, and the small anpbunts of enzynes capabl e of
dealing with

the newconers were totally inadequate. Wthin Cedric's
pituitary gl and,

the deadly new proteins were able to bind thenselves to
the repressors

t hat covered the genes for the death hornone. Fromthat
nonment, with the

fatal genes exposed, the outcone was inevitable. The death
hor none began

to be synthetized in unprecedented anounts. Entering the
bl oodst r eam



t he hornone coursed out into Cedric's body. No cell was
| mmune. The end

was only a matter of tinme. Cedric Harring was about to
disintegrate into

his stellar el enents.

The pain was |like a white-hot knife starting sonewhere in
his chest and

qgui ckly radiating upward in blinding paroxysns to paralyze
his jaw and

|l eft arm Instantly Cedric felt the terror of the nortal
fear of death.

Cedric Harring had never felt anything like it.

By reflex he gripped the steering wheel of his car nore
tightly and

somehow managed to stay in control of the weaving vehicle
as he gasped

for breath.

He'd just entered Storrow Drive from Berkeley Street in
downt own Bost on,

and had accel erated westward, nerging with the nmaddeni ng
Boston traffic.

The i mages of the road swam before himand then receded,
as if, they
exi sted at the end of a |ong tunnel.

By sheer strength of will, Cedric resisted the darkness

t hat threatened

to engulf him Gadually, the scene brightened. He was
still alive.

I nstead of pulling over, instinct told himhis only chance
was to get to

a hospital as fast as possible. By |lucky coincidence the
Good Heal th

Plan dinic was not too far off..Hold on, he told hinself.

Along with the pain cane a drenching sweat that started on
Cedric's

forehead but soon spread to the rest of his body. Sweat
stung his eyes,

but he dared not | oosen his grip on the steering wheel to



W pe it away.

He exited the highway onto the Fenway, a parklike conpl ex
i n Boston, as

the pain returned, squeezing his chest like a cinch of
steel wire. Ahead

cars were slowng for a traffic light. He couldn't stop.
There was no

time.

Leani ng forward, he depressed the horn and shot through
t he
I ntersection.

Cars went by, mssing himby inches. He could see the
faces of the

startled, and enraged drivers. He was now on Park Drive
wi th the Back

Bay Fens and the scruffy victory gardens on his left. The
pai n was

constant now, strong and overpowering. He could hardly

br eat he

The hospital was ahead on the right, on the previous site
of a Sears

building. Only a little further. Please ... A large white
sigh wth a

red arrow and red letters that said EMERGENCY | ooned
above.

Cedric managed to drive directly up to the energency room
pl atform

braki ng belatedly and crashing into the concrete abutnent.
He sl unped

forward, hitting the horn and gaspi ng for breath.

The first person to reach his car was the security guard.
He yanked open

the door and after a glance at Cedric's frightening pallor
yel l ed for

hel p.

Cedric barely choked out the words, "Chest pain." The head
nurse, Hlary
Barton, appeared and called for a gurney. By the tine the



nurses and the

security man had Cedric out of the car, one of the

ener gency room

resi dents had appeared and hel ped maneuver himonto the
stretcher. H's

name was Em | Frank and he'd been a resident for only four
nont hs. A

few years previously he woul d have been called an in-,
term He too

noticed Cedric's creamcol ored skin and prohise

per spiration.

"Di aphor-esis,"” he said with authority. "Probably a heart
attack."

Hilary rolled her eyes. O course it was a heart attack.
She rushed the

patient inside, ignoring Dr. Frank, who'd plugged his

st et hoscope into

his ears and was trying to listen to Cedric's heart.

As soon as they reached the treatnent room Hilary ordered
oxygen, |V

fluids and el ectrocardi ographic nonitoring, attaching the
three mai n EKG

| eads hersele As soon as Em | had the IV going, she
suggested to him

that he order 4 ng. of norphine to be given IV

I mredi at el y.

As the pain receded a little, Cedric's mnd cleared. Even
t hough no one

had told him he knew he'd had a heart attack. He al so
knew he'd cone

very close to dying. Even now, staring at the oxygen nask,
the 1V, and

the EKG machine as it spewed paper out onto the fl oor,
Cedric had never

felt so vulnerable in his life.

"We're going to nove you to the coronary care unit,"
Hi |l ary said.

"Everything is going to be okay." She patted Cedric's



hand. He tried to
smle. "W've called your wife. She's on her way."

The coronary intensive care unit was simlar to the

emer gency room as

far as Cedric was concerned-and just as frightening. It
was filled with

esoteric, ultranodern electronic technol ogy. He could hear
hi s heart beat

bei ng echoed by a nechani cal beep, and when he turned his
head he could

see a phosphorescent blip trace across a round TV screen.

Al t hough the machines were frightening, it was a source of
sone

reassurance to know all that technol ogy was there. Even
nore reassuring

was the fact that his own doctor, who had been paged
shortly after

Cedric's arrival, had just cone into the | CU.

Cedric had been a patient of Dr. Jason Howard's for five
years. He had

begun goi ng when his enployers, the Boston National Bank,
I nsi sted that

seni or executives have yearly physicals. When Dr. Howard
suddenly sol d

his private practice several years previously and joined
the staff of

the Good Health Plan (GHP), Cedric had dutifully foll owed.
The nove

requi red changing his health plan fromBlue Cross to the
prepai d

variety, but it was Dr. Howard that had attracted him not
GHP, and

Cedric had let Dr..Howard know it in no uncertain terns.

"How are you doi ng?" Jason asked, grasping Cedric's arm
but payi ng nore
attention to the EKG screen.

"Not ... great," Cedric rasped. It took several breaths to
get out the
two words.



"I want you to try to relax."
Cedric closed his eyes. Relax! Wat a joke.
"Do you have a | ot of pain?"

Cedric nodded. Tears were runni ng down his cheeks.

"Anot her dose of norphine," Jason ordered.

Wthin mnutes of the second dose, the pain becane nore
tolerable. Dr.

Howard was talking wwth the resident, making sure all the
appropriate

bl ood sanpl es had been drawn and aski ng for sonme kind of
cat heter.

Cedric watched him reassured just seeing Howard's
handsonme, hawkl i ke

profile and sensing the man's confidence and authority.
Best of all, he

could feel Dr. Howard's compassion. Dr. Howard cared.

"We have to do a little procedure,” Jason was saying. "W
want to insert

a Swan- Ganz catheter so we can see what's going on inside.
We'll use a

| ocal anesthesia so it won't hurt, okay?"

Cedric nodded. As far as he was concerned, Dr. Howard had
carte -blanche

to do whatever he felt was necessary. Cedric appreciated
Dr. Howard's approach. He never tal ked down to his

pati ents-even when Cedric had had

hi s physical three weeks ago and Howard had | ectured him
about hi s high

chol esterol diet, his two-pack-a-day cigarette habit, and
his | ack of

exercise. If only Id |listened, Cedric thought. But despite
Dr. Howard's

doonsday approach to Cedric's lifestyle, the doctor had
adm tted that

the tests were okay. H's chol esterol was not too high, and
hi s



el ectrocardi ogram had been fine. Reassured, Cedric. put
off attenpts to
stop snoking and start exercising.

Then, less than a week after his physical, Cedric felt as
i f he were

com ng down with the flu. But that had been only the

begi nning. H s

di gestive system began acting up, and he suffered terrible
arthritis.

Evenhi s eyesi ght seened to deteriorate. He renenbered
telling his wfe

It was as though he had aged thirty years. He had all the
synptons his

father had endured during his final nonths in the nursing
hone.

Soneti nes when he caught an unexpected glinpse of his
reflection, it was

as if he were staring at the old man's ghost.

Despite the norphine, Cedric felt a sudden stab of
whi t e- hot, crushing

pain. He felt hinself receding into a tunnel as he had in
the car. He

could still see Dr. Howard, but the doctor was far away,
and his voice
was fading. Then the tunnel started to fill with water.

Cedric choked
and tried to swmto the surface. Hs arns frantically
grappled the air.

Later, Cedric regained consciousness for a few nonents of
agony. As he

struggl ed back to awareness, he felt intermttent pressure
on his chest,

and sonething in his throat. Soneone was kneeling beside
hi m crushing

his chest with his hands. Cedric started to cry out when
there was an

explosion in his chest and darkness descended |ike a | ead
bl anket .

Deat h had al ways been Dr. Jason Howard's eneny. As a
resi dent at



Massachusetts Ge n*eral, he'd carried that belief to the
extrene, never

giving up on a cardiac arrest until a superior ordered him
to stop.

Now he refused to believe that the fifty-six-year old man
whom he' d

exam ned only three weeks earlier and had decl ared
general ly heal t hy was

about to die. It was a personal affi-ont.

G ancing up at the nonitor, which still showed normal EKG
activity,

Jason touched Cedric's neck. He could feel no pul se. "Let
nme have a
cardi ac needl e,
pressure." A

| arge cardi ac needle was thrust into his hand as he
pal pated Cedric's

chest to locate the ridge on the sternum

he demanded. "And soneone get a bl ood

“No bl ood pressure,” reported Philip Barnes, an
anest hesi ol ogi st who had

responded to the code call that automatically went out
when Cedric

arrested. He' A, placed an endotracheal tube into Cedric's
trachea and

was ventilating himw th oxygen by conpressing the Anmbu
bag.

To Jason, the diagnosis was obvious: cardiac rupture. Wth
the EKG stil

bei ng recorded,. yet no punping action of the heart, a
situation of el ectromechanical dissociation prevailed. It
could nean only one thing. The

portion of Cedric's heart that had been deprived of its
bl ood supply had

split open |ike a-squashed grape. To prove this

hor t endous, di agnosi s,

Jason plunged the cardiac needle into Cedric's chest,

pi ercing the

heart's pericardial covering. Wien he drew back on the

pl unger, the

syringe filled with blood. There was no doubt. Cedric's



heart had bur st

open inside his chest.
"Let's get himto surgery,"
end of the bed.

Jason shout ed, grabbing the

Philip rolled his eyes at Judith Reinhart, the coronary
care head nurse.
They both knew it was futile.

At best they might get Cedric on the heart-1ung machi ne,
but what then?

Philip stopped ventilating the patient. But instead of

hel ping to push

t he bed, he wal ked over to Jason and gently put an arm on
hi s shoul der,

restriaimng: him "It's got to be cardiac rupture. You
know it. | know

it.

We've lost this one, Jason."

Jason made a notion to protest, but Philip tightened his
hol d. Jason

gl anced at Cedric's ivorycolored face. He knew Philip was
right. As nuch

as he hated to admt it, the patient was | ost.

"You're right,"
Judith | ead him
fromthe unit, leaving the other nurses to prepare the
body.

he said, and reluctantly let Philip and

As they wal ked over to the central desk, Jason admttea
that Cedric was

the third patient to die just weeks after having a cl ean
physi cal. The

first had been anot her heart attack, the other a massive
stroke. "Maybe

| shoul d think about changi ng professions,
hal f seriously.

"Even ny inpatients have been doi ng poorly."

Jason sai d



"Just bad luck, Philip said, giving Jason a playful poke
In the
shoul der.

"We all have our bad tinmes. It'Il get better.”
"Yeah, sure," Jason said.
Philip left to return to surgery.

Jason found an enpty chair and sat down heavily. He knew
he'd have to

get ready to face Cedric's wife, who would be arriving at
the hospita

at any nonent. He felt drained. "You'd think by now I'd
have gotten a

little nore accustoned to death,” he said al oud.

"The fact that you don't is what nmakes you a good doctor,"
said Judith,

attending to the paperwork associated with a death.

Jason accepted the conplinent, but he knew his attitude
toward death

went far beyond the profession. Just two years ago death
had destroyed

all that Jason held dear. He could still renmenber the
sound of the phone

at quarter past mdnight on a dark Novenber night. He'd
fallen asleep in

the den trying to catch up on his journals. He thought it
woul d be his

wife, Danielle, calling fromChildren's Hospital, saying
she' d be

del ayed. She was a pedi atrician and had been call ed back
to the hospital

that evening to attend to a preem e in respinatory
distress. But it had

been the turnpi ke police. They called to say that a sem
com ng from

Al bany with a | oad of alum num siding had junped the
central divider and

rammed into his wife's car head-on. She had never had a
chance.



Jason could still renmenber the trooper's voice, as if it
had been

yesterday. First there'd been shock and di sbeli ef,

foll owed by anger.

Then his own terrible guilt. If only he'd gone with
Dani el l e as he

sonetinmes had,. and read at county Medical Library. O if
only he'd

I nsisted she sleep at the hospital.

A few nonths later he'd sold the house that was haunted by
Danielle's

presence and his private practice and the office he'd
shared with her.

That was when he had joined the Good Health Plan. He'd
done everything

Patrick Quillan, a psychiatrist friend, had suggested he
do. But the

pain was still there, and the anger, too.

"Excuse me, Dr. Howard?"

Jason | ooked up into the broad face of Kay Ramm, the unit
secretary.

"Ms. Harring is in the waiting. room" Kay said. "I told
her you'd be
out to talk with her."

"Oh, God," Jason said, rubbing his eyes. Speaking to the
relatives after

a patient died was difficult for any doctor, but since
Dani el | e' s deat h,

Jason felt the famlies' pain as if it were his own.

Across fromthe coronary care unit was a small sitting
roomwth

out dat ed nmgazi nes, vinyl chairs and plastic plants. Ms.
Harri ng was

staring out the window that faced north toward Fenway Park
and the

Charles River. She was a slight woman with hair that had
been allowed to



go naturally gray.

When Jason entered, she turned and | ooked at himwth
red-ri nmed,
terrified eyes.

"I mDr. Howard," Jason said, notioning for her to sit.
She did, but on
the very edge of the chair.

"So it is bad ..." she began. Her voice trailed off.

"I'"'mafraid it is very bad," Jason said. "M . Harring has
passed away.

W did all we could. At least he didn't suffer." Jason
hat ed hi nsel f for

voi ci ng those expected lies. He knew Cedric had suffered.
He' d seen the

nortal fear in his face. Death was al ways a struggl e,
rarely the

peaceful ebbing of life portrayed in film

The color drained fromMs. Harring's face, and for a
nmoment Jason

t hought she would faint. Finally, she said, "I can't
believe it."
Jason, nodded. "I know." And know he did.

"I't's not right," she said. She | ooked at Jason defiantly,
her face

reddening. "I nean, you just gave hima clean bill of
heal t h. You gave

himall those tests and they were normal! Wiy didn't you
find sonethi ng?

You m ght have prevented this."

Jason recogni zed the anger, the famliar precursor to
grief. He felt

great conpassion for her. "I didn't exactly give hima
clean bill of

health," he said gently. "Hi s |lab studies were

sati sfactory, but |

warned himas | always did about his snoking and diet. And



| rem nded

himthat his father had died of a heart attack. Al these
factors put

himin a highrisk category despite his |ab val ues."

"But his father was seventy-four when he died. Cedric is
only fifty-six!

What's the point of a physical if my husband di es just
t hree weeks
| at er ?"

"I" msorry," Jason said softly. "Qur predictive abilities
are limted.
W know that. We can only do the best we can.”

Ms. Harring sighed, letting her breath out. Her narrow
shoul ders sagged

forward. Jason could see the anger fading. In its place
came the

crushi ng sadness. Wen she spoke, her voi ce was shaki ng.
"I know you- do

the best you can. I"'msorry."

Jason | eaned forward and put his hand on her shoul der. She
felt delicate

under her thin silk dress. "I know how hard this is for
you. "

"Can | see hinP" she asked through her tears.
"OfF course." Jason got to his feet and offered her a hand.

"Did you know Cedri c had nmade an appoi ntnent to see you?"
M's. Harring

said as they wal ked into the corridor. She w ped her eyes
wth a tissue

she'd taken from her purse.

"No, | didn't," Jason adm tted.
"Next week. It was the first avail abl e appoi ntnment. He

wasn't feeling
wel | ."



Jason felt the unconfortable stirring of defensive
concern. Although he

was certain no nal practice had been conmtted, that was no
guar ant ee

against a suit.

"Did he conplain of chest pain when he called?" Jason
asked. He stopped
Ms. Harring in front of the CCU door.

"No, no. Just a lot of unrelated synptons. Mstly
exhaustion."

Jason breathed a sigh of relief.

"H's joints ached,” Ms. Harring continued. "And his eyes
wer e bot hering
him He was having trouble driving at night."

Troubl e driving at night? Al though such a synptom di d not
relate to a
heart attack, it rang sonme kind of a bell in Jason's m nd.

"And his skin got very dry. And he had | ost a great deal
of hair-"

"Hair naturally replaces itself,"
It was

obvious that this litany of nonspecific conplaints had
not hing to do

with the man's nmassive heart attack. He pushed open the
heavy door to

the unit and notioned Ms. Harring to follow him He
gui ded her into the

appropriate cubicle.

Jason sai d nmechani cal ly.

Cedric had been covered with a clean white sheet. Ms.
Harri ng put her
t hin, bony hand on her husband' s head.

"woul d you like to see his face?" Jason asked.

M's. Harring nodded, tears reappearing and stream ng down



her face.
Jason fol ded back the sheet and stepped back.

"Ch, God!" she cried. "He looks like his father did before
he di ed!" She

turned away and nurnured, "I didn't realize how death aged
a person."

It doesn't usually, Jason thought. Now that he wasn't
concentrating on

Cedric's heart, he noticed the changes in his face. Hs
hai r had

t hi nned.

And his eyes appeared to have receded deep into their
orbits, giving the

dead man's face a hollow, gaunt |ook, a far cry fromthe
appear ance

Jason renenbered..when he'd done Cedric's physical three
weeks earlier.

Jason replaced the sheet and led Ms. Harring back to the
small sitting

room He sat her back down and took a seat across from
her .

"I knowit's not a good tinme to bring this up," he said,
"but we woul d

| i ke perm ssion to exam ne your husband's body. Maybe we
can |l earn

sonething that will help soneone in the future.”

"I suppose if it could help others Ms. Harring bit her
lip. It was hard
for her to think, nmuch | ess make a deci sion.

"I't wll. And we really appreciate your generosity. If
you' d just wait
here, 1'l1 have soneone bring out the forns."

"All right," Ms. Harring said, with resignation.

"' msorry," Jason told her again. "Please call nme if
there i s anything
| can do."



Jason found Judith and told her that Ms. Harring had
agreed to an
aut opsy.

"We called the nedical examner's office and spoke to a
Dr. Danforth.
She said they want the case,"” Judith told him

"Well, make sure they send us all the results.” Jason
hesitated. "D d

you notice anything odd about M. Harring? | nean, did he
appear

unusually old for a man of fifty-six?"

"I didn't notice,"
with el even

patients, she was already involved in another crisis.

Judith said, hurrying away. In a unit

Jason knew that Cedric's enmergency was putting hi m behind
schedul e, but

Cedric's unexpected death continued to disturb him Making
up his m nd,

he called Dr. Danforth, who had a deep resonant voice, and
convi nced her

to let the postnortem be done in house, saying death was
due to a |l ong

famly history of heart disease and that he wanted to
conpare the heart

pat hol ogy with the stress EKGs that had been done. The
medi cal exam ner

graciously rel eased the case.

Before | eaving the unit, Jason used the opportunity to
check anot her of
his patients who was not doing well.

Si xty-one-year-old Brian Lennox was another heart attack
victim He had

been adm tted three days previously, and although -he'd
done well initially, his course had taken a sudden turn for
t he worse. That norning

when Jason had made rounds he had planned to nove Lennox
from CCU, but



the man was in the early throes of congestive heart
failure. It was an

acut e di sappoi ntnent for Jason, since Brian Lennox had to
be added to

the list of Jason's inpatients who had recently gone sour.
| nst ead of

transferring the patient, Jason had instituted aggressive
treatnment for

the heart failure.

Any hope of a rapid return by M. Lennox to his previous
state was

dashed when Jason saw him He was sitting up, breathing
rapi dly and

shallowy in an oxygen mask. H's face had an evil grayness
t hat Jason

had | earned to fear. A nurse attending him strai ghtened up
fi-om

adjusting the IV.

"How are things going?" Jason asked, forcing a smle. But
he didn't have

to ask. Lennox lifted a linp hand. He couldn't talk. All
his attention

was directed toward his breathing efforts.

The nurse pulled Jason fromthe cubicle into the center of
the room Her

nanme tag said Mss. Levay, RN. "Nothing seens to be
wor ki ng, " she said,

concernedly. "The pul nonary wedge pressure has gone up
despite

everyt hi ng.

He's had the diuretic, the hydral ai zine and the
nitroprusside. | don't
know what to do."

Jason gl anced over M ss. Levay's shoulder into the room
M. Lennox was

breathing |ike a mniature |oconotive. Jason didn't have
any ideas save

for a transplant, and of course, that was out of the
question. The man



was a heavy snoker and undoubtedly had enphysema as wel |
as heart

trouble. But M. Lennox should have responded to the
medi cati on. The

only thing Jason could i nmagi ne was the area of the heart
I nvol ved with

the heart attack was extendi ng.

"Let's get a cardiology consult stat,"”
they' Il be

able to see if the coronary vessels are nore invol ved.
It's the only

thing I can think of. Maybe he's a candidate for bypass."”

Jason sai d. "Maybe~

"Well at least it's sonething," said Mss. Levay. Wt hout
hesi tati on,
she went to the central desk to call

Jason returned to the cubicle to di spense sone conpassi on
to Brian
Lennox.

He wi shed he had nore to give but the diuretic was
supposed to reduce

fluid while the hydral azine and nitroprussi de were
supposed to reduce

pre-load and after-load on the heart. Al of this was
geared to | ower

the effort the heart had to expend to punp the blood. This
woul d al | ow

the heart to heal after the insult of the heart attack.
But it wasn't

wor ki ng. Lennox was slipping downhill despite all the
efforts and all

the technol ogy. H s eyes now had a sunken, gl azed
appear ance.

Jason put his hand on Brian's forehead and pushed the hair
back from his

perspiring brow To Jason's surprise, sonme of the hair
came out in his

hand. Monentarily confused, Jason stared at it, then he
carefully pull ed

on a few other strands. They cane out as well w th al nost



no resistance.

Checking the pillow behind Brian's head, Jason noticed
nore hair. Not

anenor nous anount but nore than he woul d suspect. It made
hi m wonder if

any of the nedications he'd ordered had hair |loss as a
potential side

ef fect.

He made a nental note to | ook that up in the evening.

Obvi ously hair

| oss was not a nmajor concern at the tinme. But it rem nded
him of Ms.

Harring's comment. Curious!

After leaving word that he should be called after the
cardi ol ogy consult

on Brian Lennox and after one nore masochistic glance at
t he

sheet - wr apped corpse of Cedric Harring, Jason left the
coronary care

unit and took the elevator down to the second floor, which
connected the

hospital wth the outpatient building. The GHP Medi cal
Center was the

i npressive central facility, of the large prepaid health
plan. It

I ncorporated a four-hundred-bed hospital with an

anbul atory surgery

center, separate outpatient departnent, a small research
W ng, and a

fl oor of adm nistrative offices. The mai n buil ding,
originally designed

as a Sears office building, had an art deco flair. It had
been gutted

and totally renovated to incorporate the hospital and the
adm ni strative

of fices. The outpatient and research buil di ng was new, but
it had been

built to match the old structure, with the sane carefu
details. It

was built on pillars over a parking lot. Jason's office
was on the third



floor, along with the rest of the departnment of internal
medi ci ne.

There were sixteen internists at the GIP Center. Mst were
speci al i sts,

t hough a few |li ke Jason nmai ntai ned a generalized practice.
Jason had

al ways felt that the whol e panoply of human ill ness

i nterested him not

just specific organs or systens.

The doctors' offices were spread around the perineter,
wth a centra

desk surrounded by a waiting area with confortable
seating. Exam ni ng

rooms were clustered between the offices. At one end were
smal

treatnment roons. There was a pool of support personnel who
wer e supposed

to rotate positions, but in actual fact the nurses and
secretaries

tended to work for one or another of the doctors. Such a
situation

pronoted efficiency since there could be sone adaptation
to each

doctor's eccentricities. A nurse by the nane of Sally

Bat man and a

secretary by the nane of O audia Modckel berg had ali gned

t hensel ves with

Jason. He got along well with both wonen, but particularly
C audi a, who

took an alnost notherly interest in Jason's well-Dbeing.
She had | ost her

only son in Vietnam and contended that Jason | ooked | ust
i ke him

despite the age difference.

Bot h wonen saw Jason coming and followed himto his
office. Sally had an

arm oad of charts of waiting patients. She was the
conmpul si ve one, and

Jason's absence had di sturbed her carefully planned
routi ne. She was

eager to "get the show on the road," but d audi a



restrai ned her and sent
her out of the room

"Was it as bad as you | ook?" C audi a asked.

"I's it that obvious?" Jason said as he washed his hands at
the sink in
the coner of the room

She nodded. "You | ook |ike you' ve been run over by an
enotional train."”

"Cedric Harring died," he said. "Do you renenber hinf"

"Vaguely," Claudia admtted. "After you got called to the
emer gency
room | pulled his chart. It's on your desk."

Jason gl anced down and saw it. Claudia' s efficiency was
soneti nmes
unnervi ng.

"Why don't you sit down for a few nonments,” C audia
suggested. More than

anyone el se at GHP, O audi a knew Jason's reaction to
deat h. She was one

of only two people at the Center in whom Jason had
confi ded about his

wife's fatal accident.

"We nust be really behind schedule,”
wi |l get her

nose bent out of shape.”

Jason said. "Sally

"COh, screw Sally." Caudia cane around Jason's desk and
pushed him

gently into the seat. "Sally can hold her water for a few
m nutes."

Jason snmiled in spite of hinself. Leaning forward, he
fingered Cedric

Harring's chart. "Do you renmenber |ast nonth the two
ot hers who di ed

just after their physical s?"



"Briggs and Connoly," Caudia said w thout hesitation.
"How about pulling their charts? | don't like this trend."

"Only if you promse nme you're not going to let yourself
"-C audi a

paused, struggling for a word$4 get into a dither over
this. People die.

Unfortunately it happens. It's the nature of the business.
You

under stand? Why don't you just have a cup of coffee.”

"The charts," Jason repeat ed.

"Ckay, okay," Caudia said, going out.

Jason opened Cedric Harring's chart, glancing through the
hi st ory and

physi cal . Except for his unhealthy living habits, there
was not hi ng

remar kabl e. Turning to the EKG and the stress EKG Jason
scanned t he

tracing, |ooking for sonme sign of the inpending disaster.
Even arned as

he was wi th hindsight, he could find nothing.

Cl audi a canme back and opened the door w thout knocki ng.
Jason coul d hear

Sally whine, "Claudia ..." but C audia shut the door on
her and cane

over to Jason's desk. She pl opped down Briggs's and
Connoly's charts in

front of him

"The natives are getting restless,” she said, then left.

Jason opened the two charts. Briggs had died of a massive
heart attack

probably simlar to Harring's. Autopsy had shown extensive
occl usi on of

all of the coronary vessels despite the EKG done during
hi s physi cal

four weeks prior to his death being as nornal -1 ooking as



Harring's.

Also like Harring's, his stress EKG had been nornal. Jason
shook his

head in dismay. Even nore than the nornmal EKG the stress
EKG was

supposed to pick up such potentially fatal conditions. It
certainly

suggested that the executive physical was an exercise in
futility. Not

only was the examnation failing to pick up these serious
probl ens, but

It was giving the patients a false sense of security. Wth
the results

being normal, there wasn't notivation for the patients to
change their

unhealthy lifestyles. Briggs, |like Harring, had been in
his |ate

fifties, was a heavy snoker, and never exerci sed.

The second patient, Rupert Connoly, had died of a nassive
stroke. Agai n,

it had been a short tinme after an executive-style
physical, which in his

case had also revealed no alarm ng abnormalities. In
addition to a

general ly unhealthy lifestyle, Connoly had been a heavy
drinker, though

not an al coholic. Jason was about to close the chart when
he noti ced

sonet hi ng he had m ssed before. In the autopsy report the
pat hol ogi st

had recorded significant cataract devel opnent. Thi nking

t hat he'd not

remenbered the man's age correctly, Jason flipped to the
i nformation

page. Connoly was only fifty-eight. Now cataracts were not
entirely

unknown at fifty-eight, but it was nonethel ess rare.
Turning to the

physi cal, Jason checked to see if he'd noted cataracts.
Enbarrassi ngly

he'd failed to include them noting he described the
"eyes, ears,



nose, and throat" as being within normal |imts.

Jason wondered if he were getting sloppy in his "old" age.
But then he

noti ced he described the retinas as appearing nornmal as
well. In order

to have visualized the retinas, Jason would have had to
have si ghted

t hrough a cataract. Not being an opht hal nol ogi st, he knew
hi s

limtations in this regard. He wondered if certain kinds
of cataracts

| npede the passage of light nore than others. He added
that question to

his mental list of things to investigate.

Jason stacked the charts. Three apparently healthy nen had
all died a

nonth after their physicals. Jesus, he thought. People
were often scared

of going to hospitals. If this got out, they m ght stop
getting

checkups.

G abbing all three charts in his arns, Jason energed from
his office. He

saw Sally stand up in the central desk area and | ook at

hi m expectantly.

Jason silently nouthed "two m nutes" as he wal ked the

| engt h of the

wai ting area. He passed several patients whom he treated
wi th nods and

smles. He slipped into the hall |eading to Roger
Wanameker's offi ce.

Roger was an internist who specialized in cardi ol ogy and.
whose opi ni on

Jason held in high esteem He found the man | eaving one of
t he

exam nation roons. He was an obese man with a face |like an
ol d hound dog

wth wattles and [ ots of extra skin.

"How about a sidewal k consult?" Jason asked.



"I't"Il cost ya," Roger teased. "Watcha got?"

Jason followed the man into his di shevel ed office.

"Unfortunately, sone pretty enbarrassing evidence." Jason
opened t he

charts of his three late patients to the EKG sections and
pl aced themin

front of Roger. "I'm ashaned to even discuss this, but
|"ve had three

m ddl e-aged nen die right after their fancy executive
physi cal s showed

themin pretty good health. One was today. Cardiac rupture
after a

massive M. | did the physical examthree weeks ago. This
I's the one.
Even knowi ng what | do now, | can't find even a bit of

trouble or any of
the tracings. Wiat do you think?"

There was a nonent of silence while Roger studied the
EKGs. "Wl cone to
the club,"” he finally said.

“Cl ub?"

It "These EKGs are fine , Roger said. "All of us have had
t he sane
experi ence.

|'ve had four such cases over the |last few nonths. Just
about everybody
who's willing to bring it up has had at | east one or two."

"How cone it's not cone up?"

"You tell nme," Roger said, with a wy smle. "You haven't
exactly been

advertising your experience, have you? It's dirty |aundry.
Wwe'd all

rather not call attention to it. But you're acting chief
of service. Wy

don't you call a neeting?"



Jason nodded glumy. Under the aegis of the GHP

adm ni strati on, which

made all of the major organizational decisions, chief of
servi ce was not

a desirable position. It was rotated on a yearly basis
anong all the

Internists, and had fallen onto Jason's shoul ders two
nont hs previously.

"I guess | should,"” Jason said, collecting his charts from
Roger' s desk.

“I'f nothing else, the other doctors should know they're
not alone if
t hey' ve had the sanme experience."

"Sounds good," Roger agreed. He heaved his considerabl e
bulk to his
feet.

"But don't expect everybody to be quite as open as you
are."

Jason headed back to the central desk, notioning to Sally
to ready the

next patient. Sally took off like a sprinter. He then
turned to C audi a.

"Claudia, | need a favor. | want you to make a |ist of all
t he annual

physicals |I've done over the |ast year, pull their charts,
and check on

their state of health. I want to be sure none of the

ot hers have had

serious nedi cal problens. Apparently sone of the other
doctors have been

having simlar episodes. | think it's sonmething we should
| ook into."

"It's going to be a big list,"” C audia warned.

Jason was aware of that. In its desire to pronote what it
call ed



preventive nedicine, GHP had been strongly advocating such
physi cal s and

had stream |lined the process to take care of the naxi mum
nunber of

peopl e. Jason knew that he did, on the average, between
five and ten a

week.

For the next several hours, Jason devoted hinself to his
patients, who

treated himto an endl ess stream of problens and
conplaints. Sally was

re lentless, filling exam ning roons the nonent the
previ ous patient

vacat ed. By skipping lunch, Jason was actually able to
catch up.

in the mddle of the afternoon, as Jason was returning
fromone of the

treatnent roons where he had done a sigrnoi doscopy on a
patient with

recur rent ulcerative colitis, Caudia caught his
attention and noti oned

for himto cone over to the central desk. She was sporting
a cocky smile

as Jason approached. He knew sonet hi ng was brew ng.

"You have an honored visitor,"
lips, imtating

a Lily Tomin character.

Cl audia said with pursed

"Who?" Jason asked, reflexly scanning the adjacent waiting
room ar ea.

"He's in your office,"” O audia said.

Jason shifted his eyes toward his office. The door was
closed. It wasn't

| i ke Claudia to put sonmeone in there. He | ooked back at
his secretary.

"Cl audi a?" he questioned, extending her nane out as if it
were nore than
three syllables. "How cone you al |l owed soneone in ny



of fice?"
"He insisted," said Caudia, "and who am | to refuse? PV

Qobvi ously whoever it was had of fended her. Jason knew her
that well. And

whoever it was certainly had sone kind of stature at GHP
But Jason was

tiring of the ganme. "Are you going to tell nme who it is or
am | supposed

to be surprised?”

"Dr. Alvin Hayes," C audia said. She batted her eyes and
made a sneer.

Agnes, the secretary who worked for Roger, snickered.

Jason waved at themin disgust and headed for his office.
A visit by Dr.

Al vin Hayes was a uni que occurrence. He was the GHP token
and star

researcher, hired by the Plan to pronote its inage. It had
been a nove

rem ni scent of the Humana Corporation's hiring Dr. WIIliam
Devries, the

surgeon of artificialheart fane. GHP, as a

heal t h- mai nt enance

organi zation (HMD, did not support research per se, yet

It had hired

Hayes at a prodigious salary in order to expand and
augnent its inmage,

especially in the Boston academ c community. After all

Dr. Alvin Hayes

was a worl d-cl ass nol ecul ar bi ol ogi st who had been on the
cover of Tine

magazi ne after havi ng devel oped a net hod of maki ng human
growt h hor none

from reconbi nant DNA technol ogy. The growth hornone he had
made was

exactly like the human variety. Earlier attenpts had
resulted in a

hor none that was simlar but not exactly the sane. It had
been

consi dered an i nportant breakthrough.



Jason reached his office and opened the door. He coul d not
f at hom why

Hayes woul d be paying hima visit. Hayes had all but

I gnored Jason from

the day he had been hired over a year previously, despite
t he fact

they'd been in the sanme Harvard Medi cal School cl ass.
After graduation

they had gone their separate ways, but when Al vin Hayes
had been hired

by GHP, Jason had sought the man out and personally

wel conred him Hayes

had been distant, obviously inpressed by his own celebrity
status and

openly contenptuous of Jason's decision to stay in
clinical nedicine.

Except for a few chance neetings, they ignored each other.
In fact,

Hayes ignored everyone at the GHP, becom ng nore and nore
what peopl e

referred to as the mad scientist. He'd even gone to the
extrene of

l etting his personal appearance suffer by wearing baggy,
unpressed

clothes and allow ng his unkenpt hair to grow long like a
t hrowback to

the turbul ent sixties. Al though people gossiped, and he
had few friends,

everyone respected him Hayes worked | ong hours and
produced an

unbel i evabl e nunber of papers and scientific articles.

Al vin Hayes was sprawled in one of the chairs facing
Jason' s anti que
desk.

About Jason's height, with pudgy, boyish features, Hayes's
unkenpt hair

hung about his face, which appeared nore sallow than ever.
He' d al ways

had that peculiar academ c pallor that characterizes
scientists who

spend all their tinme in their |aboratories. But Jason's



clinical eye
noted an increased yell ow shness -as well as a | axness
t hat made Hayes

| ook ill and overly exhausted. Jason wondered if this was
a prof essi onal
visit.

"Sorry to bother you," Hayes said, struggling to his feet.
"I know you
nmust be busy."

"Not at all, Jason lied, skirting his desk and sitting
down. He renoved

t he stethoscope draped around his neck. "What can we do
for you?" Hayes

appeared nervous and fatigued, as if he hadn't slept for
several days.

"I have to talk to you," he said, lowering his voice and
| eani ng forward
in a conspiratorial fashion.

Jason flinched back. Hayes's breath was fetid and his eyes
had a gl assy,

unf ocused | ook that . gave hima slightly crazed
appearance. H's white

| aboratory coat was winkled and stai ned. Both sl eeves
wer e pushed up

above his elbows. His watch fitted so | oosely that Jason
wonder ed how he

kept fromlosing it.

"What's on your m nd?"

Hayes | eaned farther forward, knuckles resting on Jason's
blotter. He

whi spered, "Not here. | want to talk with you tonight.
Qut si de of GHP. ™"

There was a nonent of strained silence. Hayes's behavi or
was obvi ously
abnormal , and Jason wondered if he should try to get the
man to talk to
his friend Patrick Quillan, thinking a psychiatrist m ght



have nore to

offer him |If Hayes wanted to talk away fromthe hospital
it couldn't

be about his health.

f'It's inportant,"” Hayes added, striking Jason's desk
I npatiently.

"All right," Jason said quickly, afraid Hayes m ght throw
atantrumif

he hesitated any | onger. "How about dinner?" He wanted to
meet the man

in a public place.

"All right. \Were?"
"Doesn't matter."
for some

Italian food?"

Jason shrugged. "How about the North End

"Fi ne. When and where?"

Jason ran down the list of restaurants he knew in the
North End section

of Boston, a warren of crooked streets that nmade you feel
you' d been

nystically transplanted to southern Italy. "How about

Car bonar a?" he

suggest ed.

"It's on Rachel Revere Square, across from Paul Revere
House. "

"I know it," Hayes said. "Wat tinme?"
10 Ei ght ?"

"That's fine." Hayes turned and wal ked sonmewhat unsteadily
toward the

door.
"And don't invite anyone else. | want to talk with you
al one."” Wt hout

waiting for a reply, he left, pulling the door shut behind



hi m

Jason shook his head in amazenent and went back to his
patients.

Wthin a few mnutes, he was again absorbed in 'his work,
and the

bi zarre episode with Hayes slipped into his unconsci ous.
The afternoon

drifted on without unwel come surprises. At |east Jason's
out patients

seened to be doing well and responding to the various
regi nens he'd

ordered. That gave a needed boost to his confidence that
the Harring

affair had underm ned.

Wth only two nore patients to be seen, Jason crossed the
wai ting room

after having done a m nor surgical procedure in one of the
t r eat ment

r oons.

Just before he disappeared into his office to dictate the
procedure, he

caught sight of Shirley Mntgonery | eaning on the central
desk and

chatting with the secretaries. Wthin the clinical
environnent, Shirley

stood out like Cinderella at the ball. In contrast to the
ot her wonen,

who were dressed in white skirts and bl ouses or white
pants suits,

Shirley wore a conservative silk dress that tried but
failed to hide her

attractive figure. Although few people could guess when
seei ng her,

Shirley was the chief executive officer of the entire Good
Heal t h Pl an

organi zation. She was as attractive as any nodel, and she
had a Phd in

hospi tal adm nistration from Colunbia and a naster's
degree fromthe

Har vard Busi ness School .



Wth her physical and nental attributes, Shirley could
have been

i ntimdating, but she wasn't. She was out goi ng and
sensitive and as a

result she got along with everyone: maintenance peopl e,
secretaries,

nurses, and even the surgeons. Shirley Montgonery could
t ake personal

credit for providing a good portion of the glue that held
GHP t oget her

and made it work so snoothly.

When she spotted Jason, she excused herself fromthe
secretaries. She

noved toward himw th the ease and grace of a dancer. Her
t hi ck brown

hair was swept back from her forehead and | ayered al ong
the side into a

heavy mane.

Her makeup was applied so expertly that she didn't seemto
be weari ng
any.

Her | arge blue eyes i &ne with intelligence.

"Excuse nme, Dr. Howard," she said fornally. At the very
conmers of her

nouth there was the faint hint of a'smle. Unknown to the
staff, Shirley

and Jason had been seeing each other on a social basis for
sever al

nonths. It had started during one of the sem annual staff
nmeeti ngs when

they had net each other over cocktails. Wen Jason | earned
t hat her

husband had recently died of cancer, he felt an i medi ate
bond.

During the dinner that foll owed, she told Jason that one
nmorni ng three

years ago her husband had awakened with a severe headache.
Wt hin nont hs



he was dead froma brain tunor that had been unresponsive
to any

treatnment. At the tinme they had both been working at the
Humana Hospita

Cor por ati on.

Afterward, |ike Jason, she had felt conpelled to nove and
had cone to

Bost on. When she told Jason the story, it had affected him
so deeply

t hat he'd broken his own wall of silence. That sane
eveni ng he shared

hi s own angui sh concerning his wife's accident and deat h.

Fuel ed by this extraordi nary comonal ity of enotional
experience, Jason

and Shirley began a rel ationship that hovered sonewhere
bet ween

friendship and romance. Each knew the other was too
enotionally raw to

nove too quickly.

Jason was perpl exed. She had never sought himout in such
a fashion. As

usual , he had only the vaguest notion of what was going on
I nsi de her expansive mnd. In so many ways she was the nost'
conpl i cated woman he'd

ever nmet. "Can | be of assistance?" he asked, watching for
some hint of

her intent.

"1 know you nust be busy," she was saying now, "but | was
wondering if

you were free tonight.'
back on

Cl audi a's unwavering stare. "I'm having an i npronptu
di nner party

tonight wth several Harvard Busi ness School

acquai ntances. |I'd |ike you

to join us. How about it?"

She | owered her voice, turning her

Jason immedi ately regretted having nade plans to eat with
Al vi n Hayes.
If only he'd agreed to see the man for drinks.



"I know it's short notice," Shirley added, sensing Jason's
hesitati on.

"That's not the problem The trouble is that | promi sed to
have di nner
with Alvin Hayes."

"Qur Dr. Hayes?" Shirley said with obvious surprise.

“None other. | know it sounds peculiar, but he seened
al nost di straught.

And t hough he's hardly been friendly, |I felt sorry for the
man. Di nner
was my suggestion.”

"Dam!" Shirley said. "You' d have enjoyed this group.
Vell, next tine ..

"I"Il take a rain check," Jason said. She was about to

| eave when he

remenbered his conversation with Roger Wananmaker. "I
probably shoul d

tell you I'"'mgoing to call a staff -neeting. A nunber of
patients have

di ed of coronary di sease whi ch our physicals have m ssed.
As acting

chief of service | thought | should lIook into it. Dropping
dead within a

nonth of receiving a clean bill of health fromus doesn't
make for good
PR "

"Dear God," Shirley said. "Don't go spreading runors |ike
that!"

"Well, it's a bit unnerving when soneone you've exam ned
with all your

resources and decl ared essentiary healthy cones back to
the hospita

with a catastrophic condition and dies. Avoiding such an .
44



event is the whol e purpose of the executive physical. |
t hi nk we shoul d
try to increase the sensitivity of our stress testing."”

"“,Am adm rable goal ," Shirley agreed. "All | ask is that
you keep it | ow

key. Qur executive physicals play a najor role in our
canpaign to lure

some of the larger corporate clients in the area. Let's
keep this an

I n- house issue.”

"Absol utely," said Jason. "Sorry about tonight."
The too," Shirley said, |owering her voice. "I didn't

think Dr. Hayes
soci alized nmuch. What's up with hinf"

"It's a nystery to ne," Jason admtted, "but I'll let you
know. "
"Please,” Shirley said. "lI'mone of the main reasons GHP

hired the man.

| feel- responsible. Talk to you soon.
smling to nearby

patients.

She noved off,

Jason watched her for a nmonment, then caught C audia's
stare. She

guiltily | ooked down at her work. Jason wondered if the
secret was out.

Wth a shrug he went back to his last two patients.

Late fall in Boston was an exhilarating season for Jason
despite the

bleak winter it heral ded. Dressed in his Indiana
Jones-styl e fedora and

his "lived-in" Burberry trench coat, he was adequately
protected fi-om

the chilly Qctober night.

Qusts of wind blew the yell owed remains of the elml eaves
around Jason's
feet as he trudged up M. Vernon Street and passed through



t he col umed

passageway under the State House. Crossing the Governnent
Cent er

pronenade, he skirted the Faneuil Hall Marketplace with
Its street

performers and entered the North End, Boston's Little
Italy. People were

everywhere: nen standing on street coners and talking with
ani mat ed

gestures; wonen | eaning out the wi ndows gossiping wth
their friends on

the opposite side of the street. The air was filled with
the snell of

ground coffee and al nond-fl avored baked goods. Like Italy
itself, the

nei ghbor hood was a delight to the senses..

Two bl ocks down Hanover Street, Jason turned right and

qui ckly found

hi msel f in sight of Paul Re- vere's nodest wood cl apboard
house. The

cobbl estoned square was defined by a heavy bl ack nauti cal
chai n | ooped

bet ween netal stanchions. Directly across from Pau
Revere's house was

Car bonara, one of Jason's favorite restaurants. There were
two ot her

restaurants in the square but neither was as good as the
Car bonara. He

nounted the front steps and was greeted by the maltre d',
who led himto

his table by the front window, affording hima view of the
guai nt

square. Like many Boston |ocations the scene had an unreal
gquality, as

though it were the set for sone thene park.

Jason ordered a bottle of Gavi white wi ne and nunched on a
di sh of

antipasto while waiting for Hayes to appear. Wthin ten

m nutes, a cab

pul l ed up and Hayes got out. For a few nonents after the
cab had left,

he just stood on the sidewal k and -peered back up North



Street fromthe

direction he had cone. Jason wat ched, wondering what the
man was waiting

for. Eventually, he turned and entered the restaurant.

As the mattre d' escorted himto the table, Jason noted
how out of place

Hayes seened in the el egant decor and anong the

fashi onably dressed

di ners.

In place of his stained | ab coat, Hayes was wearing a
baggy tweed j acket

wth a torn el bow patch. He seened to be having trouble
wal ki ng, and

Jason wondered if the man had been dri nki ng.

Wt hout acknow edgi ng Jason's presence, Hayes threw

hi mself into the

enpty seat and stared out the w ndow, again | ooking up
North Street. A

coupl e had appeared, strolling armin arm Hayes watched
themuntil they

di sappeared fromview down Prince Street. H s eyes stil
appear ed

gl assy, and Jason noted that a web of new, red capillaries
had spread

out over his nose like a sea fan. H s skin was pale as

I vory, not too

dissimlar to Harring's when Jason had seen himin the
CCU. It seened

certain that Hayes was not well.

Funbling in one of the bul ging pockets of his tweed

j acket, Hayes

brought out a crunpled pack of unfiltered Canels. He lit
one with

trenbling hands and said, his eyes glittering with sone
strong enoti on,

"Sonmeone is followi ng ne."

Jason wasn't sure how to react. "Are you sure?"

"No doubt," Hayes said, taking a long drag on his



cigarette. A
snol dering ash fell onto the white tablecloth. "A dark
guy, snoot h-a

sharp dresser, a foreigner,’

he added with venom

"Does that nmake you concerned?" Jason asked, trying to

pl ay
psychi atri st.

Apparently, on top of everything el se, Hayes was acutely
par anoi d.

"Christ, yes!" Hayes shouted. A few heads turned and Hayes
| onered his

voi ce. "Wuldn't you be upset if soneone wanted to Kkill
you?"

"Kill you?" Jason echoed, now sure Hayes had gone nad.

"Absol utely positive. And ny son, too."
"I didn't know you had a son,"
hadn't even been

aware Hayes was married. It was runored in the hospital

t hat Hayes

frequented the disco scene on the rare occasi ons he wanted
di straction.

Jason said. In fact, he

Hayes nmashed out his cigarette in the ashtray, cursed
under his breath,

and |lit another, blow ng the snoke away in short, nervous
puffs. Jason

realized that Hayes was at the breaking point and he'd
have to tread

carefully. The man was about to deconpensate.

"I'"'msorry if I sound dunb," Jason said, "but I would like
to help. |

presune that's why you wanted to talk to ne. And frankly,
Al vin, you

don't | ook too well."

Hayes | eaned the back of his right wist on his forehead,
hi s el bow on



the table. His |lit cigarette was dangerously close to his
di shevel ed
hai r.

Jason was tenpted to nove either the hair or the
cigarette; he, didn't

want the man lighting hinself- |like a pyre. But fearful of
Hayes' s

di straught state, he did neither.

"Wul d you gentlenen like to order?" asked a waiter,
silently
materializing at the table.

"For Christ's sake!" Hayes snarled, his head poppi nhg up.
"Can't you see
we' re tal king?"

"Excuse ne, sir," the waiter said, bow ng and noving off.
After taking a deep breath, Hayes returned his attention
to Jason. "So |

don't | ook well?"

"No. Your color isn't good, and you seem exhausted as wel |
as upset."

"Ah, the clairvoyant clinician,"
castically. Then he

Hayes said sarm

added, "lI'msorry-1 don't nmean to be nasty. You're right.
' m not
feeling well. In fact, I"'mfeeling terrible."

"What's the probl enf”

"Just about everything. Arthritis, G upset, blurred
vision. Even dry
ski n.

My ankles itch so nuch they're driving nme insane. My body
is literally

falling apart.”

"Perhaps it would have been better to neet in ny office,”



Jason sai d.
"Maybe we shoul d check you po out.

“"Maybe | ater-but that's not why I wanted to see you. It
may be too |ate

for me, anyway, but if | could save ny son ..." He broke
of f, pointing

out the wi ndow. 'There he is!"

Twisting in his seat, Jason barely caught sight of a
figure di sappearing

up North Street. Turning back to Hayes, Jason asked, "How
coul d you tel

it was hinP"

"He's been following me fromthe nonent | left GHP. |
t hi nk he plans on

Killing me."

Wth no way to tell fact from del usion, Jason studied his
col | eague. The

man was acting weird, to put it mldly, but the old cliche
"even

par anoi ds have enenmi es" echoed in his brain. Maybe soneone
was in fact

foll owi ng Hayes. Fishing the chilled bottle of Gavi Erorn
the ice

bucket, Jason poured Hayes a glass and filled his own.
"Maybe you'd

better tell me what this is all about."

Tossing back the wine as if it were a shot of aquavit,
Hayes wi ped his

mouth with the back of his hand. "It's such a bizarte
story ... How

about a little nore of the w ne?"

Jason refilled the gl ass as Hayes continued. "I don't
suppose you know

too nuch of what ny research interests are ..."l have sone
| dea. "

"G -owth and devel opnent,"” Hayes said. "How genes turn on



and off. Like

puberty; what turns on the appropriate genes. Solving the
probl em woul d

be a nmajor achievenent. Not only could we potentially

I nfl uence growth

and devel opnent, but we'd probably be able to '"turn off'
cancers, or,

after heart attacks,'turn on'cellular division to create
new car di ac

nmuscl e.

Anyway, in sinmplified ternms, the turning on and off of
growt h and

devel opnent genes has been ny major interest. But |ike so
often in

reseanmh, serendipity played a role. About four nonths ago,
in the

process of ny reseanh | stunbled onto an unexpected

di scovery, ironic

but astounding. |'mtal king about a major scientific

br eakt hr ough.

Believe ne: it is Nobel material."

Jason was willing to suspend disbelief, although he
wondered i f Hayes

was exhi biting synptons of a del usion of grandeur to go
along with his

par anoi a.

"What was your discovery?"

"Just a nonent," Hayes said. He put his cigarette in the
ashtray and
pressed his right hand agai nst his chest.

"Arr. you all right?" Jason asked. Hayes appearrd to have
becone a shade

grayer, and a |line of perspiration had fornmed at his

hai rli ne.
“1"'" m okay, "
table. "I
didn't report this discovery because | realized it was the
first step

Hayes assured him He let his hand drop to the



toward an even bigger breakthrough. |'mtalking about
sonmet hing akin to

antibiotics or the helical structure of DNA |[|'ve been so
excited |'ve

been wor ki ng around the clock. But then |I found out ny
ori gi nal

di scovery was no |longer a secret. That it was bei ng used.
When |

suspected this, |
stared at Jason
Wi th an expression that started out as confusion but
rapi dly changed to

fear.

Hayes stopped in m dsentence. He

"Alvin, what's the matter?" Jason asked. Hayes didn't
reply. His right

hand agai n pressed agai nst his chest. A npan escaped from
his |ips,

t hen both hands shot out and gripped the tablecloth,
clawing it toward

him The wi ne glasses fell over. He started to get to his
feet but he

never made it. Wth a violent choking cough, he spewed a
stream of bl ood

across the table, drenching the cloth and sprayi ng Jason,
who | unped

backward, knocking over his chair. The bl ood didn't stop.
It came in

successi ve waves, splattering everything as nearby diners
began to

scream

As a physician, Jason knew what was happeni ng. The bl ood
was bright red

and was literally being punped out of Hayes's nouth. That
meant it was

comng directly fromhis heart. In the seconds that

foll owed, Hayes

remai ned upright in his chair, confusion and pain

repl acing the fear

in his eyes. Jason skirted the table and grabbed hi m by
t he shoul ders.

Unfortunately there was no way to staunch the fl ow of

bl ood. Hayes was



ei ther going to exsangui nate or drown. There was not hi ng
Jason coul d do
but hold the man as his life fl owed out of him

When Hayes's body went flaccid, Jason let it slunp to the
fl oor.

Al t hough t he human body contains about six quarts of

bl ood, the anount

on the table and fl oor appeared to be considerably nore.
Jason turned to

a nei ghboring table that had been vacated and took a
napkin to wi pe his

hands.

For the first time since the initial 'catastrophe, Jason
became awar e of

hi s surroundi ngs. The ot her patrons of the restaurant had
all | eaped

fromtheir tables and were crowded at the other end of the
room

Unfortunately, several people had gotten sick.

The mattre d'° hinself, with a green conpl exi on, was
swayi ng on his feet.

"lI"ve called for an anbul ance,"” he managed to say through
a hand cl anped
over his nouth.

Jason | ooked down at Hayes. Wthout an operating room
right there, with

a heart and lung machine prinmed and ready to go, there was
no chance of

saying him An anbul ance at this point was futile. But at

| east it

could take the body away. G ancing again at the still

body, Jason

deci ded the man nust have had a | ung cancer. A tunor could
have eroded

t hrough his aorta, causing the bleeding. Ironically,
Hayes's cigarette

was still lit in the ashtray that was now full of frothy
bl ood. A bit of

snoke | anguidly rose to the ceiling.



In the distance Jason heard the undul ati ng sound of an
appr oachi ng

anbul ance. But before it arrived, a police cruiser with a
fl ashi ng bl ue

l'ight pulled up outside, and two unifornmed policenen cane
bounding into

the dining room They both pulled up short when confronted
by the bl oody

scene.

The younger one, Peter Carbo, a blond-haired boy who

| ooked about

ni neteen, imedi ately turned green. H's partner, Jeff
Mari o, quickly

sent himto interview the patrons. Jeff Mario was Jason's
age, give or

take a couple of years. "Wat the hell happened?” he
asked, astounded at

t he amount of bl ood.

“I"'ma physician," Jason offered. "The nman is dead. He
bl ed out. There

was not hing that could have been done."

After squatting over Hayes, Jeff Mario gingerly felt for a
pul se.

Satisfied, he stood up and directed his attention to
Jason. "You a

friend?"

"More a coll eague,"” said Jason. "W both work for Good
Health Pl an."

"He a physician al so?" Jeff Mario asked, notioning toward
Hayes with his

t hunb.

Jason nodded.

"Was he sick?"

"I mnot certain," Jason said. "If | had to guess, |I'd say



cancer. But |
don't know. "

Jeff Mario took out a pad and a pencil. He opened the pad.
"What' s the
man' s nanme?"

"Alvin Hayes."

"Does M. Hayes have a fam|y?"
"l guess," Jason said. "To tell you the truth, I don't
know t oo nuch

about his private life. He nentioned a son, so | presune
he has a

famly."

"Do you know his hone address?”
“I'"'mafraid not."

O ficer Mario regarded Jason for a nonent, then reached
down and

carefully searched Hayes's pockets, comng up with a
billfold. He went

t hrough Hayes's cards.

"The guy doesn't have a driver's license , Jeff Mario
said. He | ooked at
Jason for confirmation.

"I wouldn't know. " Jason could feel hinself begin to
trenble. The horror
of the episode was starting to affect him

The sound of the anbul ance, ~ which had gotten
progressively | ouder,

trailed off outside the window. There was now a red
flashing light in

addition to the blue. Wthin a mnute two uniforned

emer gency techs came

into the room one carrying a netal case that |ooked Iike
a tackl e box.



They went directly over to Hayes.

"This man's a doctor, "
with his
penci | .

Jeff Mario said, pointing at Jason

"He says it's all over. He says the guy bled out from
cancer."

“I"'mnot sure it was cancer,"” Jason said. H's voice was*
hi gher than he

I ntended. He was visibly trenbling now, so he clasped his
hands

t oget her.
The EMIs exam ned Hayes briefly, then stood up.

The one who'd been carrying the case told the other to go
down and get
the stretcher

"Ckay, here's his address," said Jeff Mario, who had gone
back to

searching Hayes's wallet. He held up a card. "He |ives
over near Boston

Cty Hospital." He copied the address down on his note
pad. The younger

pol i ceman was taki ng down nanes and addresses, including
Jason's.

Wen they Were ready to | eave, Jason asked if he could go
along with the

body. He felt bad sending Hayes to the norgue all al one.
The cops said

it was fine with them As they energed onto the square,
Jason coul d see

that a considerable crowd had fornmed. News like this
travel ed around the

North End like wildfire, but the crowd was silent, awed by
t he presence

of death.

Jason's eye caught one nattily dressed nan who seened to
nmelt backward



into the cromd. He | ooked |ike a businessman-nore Latin
Anmeri can or

Spani sh than Italian-particularly his clothing-and for a
nmonment Jason

wondered at hinself for even noticing.

Then one of the energency techs said, "Want to ride with
your friend?"

Jason nodded and clinbed into the back of the anbul ance.
Jason sat on a

| ow seat across from Hayes, down near his feet. One of the
EMIs sat on

a simlar seat closer to Hayes's head.,Wth a lurch, the
anbul ance

noved.

Thr ough the back wi ndow Jason saw the restaurant and the
crowd recede.

As they turned onto Hanover Street, he had to hold on. The
siren had not

been turned on, but the flashing Iight was still
functioning. Jason

could see it reflected in the glass of the store w ndows.

The trip was short; about five mnutes. The EMI tried to
make smal |

tal k, but Jason nmade it apparent he was preoccupi ed.
Staring at the

covered body of Hayes, Jason attenpted to cone to terns
wth the

experience. He couldn't help but think that death was
stalking him It

made him feel curiously responsible for Hayes, as if the
man woul d stil

be alive if he'd not had the msfortune of neeting with
Jason. Jason

knew such thoughts were ridiculous on a rational |evel.
But feelings

didn't always rely on rationality.

After a sharp turn to the left, the anmbul ance backed up,
t hen st opped.
When the rear door was opened, Jason recogni zed where they



were. They'd
arrived at the courtyard of the Massachusetts Ceneral

Hospital. It was a
famliar place for Jason. He'd done his internal nedicine
resi dency

there years ago.

Jason clinbed out. The two EMIs unl oaded Hayes efficiently
and the

wheel s dropped down under the stretcher. Silently, they
pushed t he body

into the energency room where a triage nurse directed
themto an enpty

trauma room

Despite his being a physician, Jason did not know the
protocol for

handling a situation |like Hayes's death. He was a bit
surprised they'd

even conme to an energency room since Hayes was beyond
care. But

t hi nking about it, he realized Hayes had to be formally
pronounced dead.

He'd renenbered doing it when he'd been a house officer.

The trauma roomwas set up in the usual fashion, with al
sorts of

equi pnment ready for instant use. In a coner was a scrub
si nk. Jason

washed Hayes's bl ood off his hands. A snmall mrror over
t he sink

reveal ed a significant anmount of dried blood that had
splattered his

face as well.

After rinsing his face, he dried hinself w th paper
towel s. There was

bl ood on his jacket and shirt front as well as his pants,
but there was

little he could do about that. As he was finishing

washi ng, a house

officer breezed into the roomwth a clipboard. He

uncer enoni ousl y



yanked back the sheet covering Hayes, then pulled his
st et hoscope from

around his neck. Hayes's face | ooked eerily pale in the
raw fl uorescent

l'ight.

"You rel ated?" asked the resident casually as he |istened
to Hayes's

chest.

When the resident took the stethoscope fromhis ears,
Jason spoke. " No,
|'"'ma coll eague. W worked together at Good Health."

"You an MD?" the resident asked, sounding a degree nore
deferenti al .

Jason nodded.

"What happened to your friend?" He shined a penlight into
Hayes' s eyes.

"He exsangui nated at the dinner table,"
deliberately

blunt, mldly offended at the callous attitude of the
resi dent.

Jason sai d, being

“No kidding. Far out! Well, he sure is dead." He pulled
t he sheet back
over Hayes's head.

It took all of Jason's self-control not to tell the
resi dent what he

t hought of his insensitivity, but he knew it would be a
waste of tine.

| nstead, he wandered out into the hallway and watched the
bustl e of the

energency room remenbering his own days as a resident. It
seened a | ong

time ago, but nothing had really changed.

Thirty mnutes |ater, Hayes's body was wheel ed back out to
t he



anbul ance.
Jason foll owed and watched as it was rel oaded.

"Do you mind if I still tag along?" he asked, uncertain as
to his
notives, realizing he was probably acting out of shock.

"We're just going to the norgue,” the driver said, "but be

my guest.”

As they pulled out of the courtyard, Jason was suddenly
surprised to see

what | ooked |ike the sane sharply dressed busi nessnan he'd
spotted

outside the restaurant. Then he shrugged. That woul d be
too nmuch of a

coi nci dence.

Qdd, though, the man's face had the sane H spanic cast.

Jason had never been to the city norgue. As they wheel ed
Hayes' s body

t hrough scarred and battered sw ngi ng doors and entered
t he storage

room he w shed he had not cone on this occasion. The

at nrosphere was as

unpl easant as his imginati on had suggested it would be.
The storage

roomwas |arge and lined on both sides with square,
refrigerator- |ike

doors that had once been white. The walls and floor were
surfaced with

ol d, stained, and cracked tiles. There were a nunber of
gur neys, sone occupi ed by corpses covered with sheets, a few
of which were bl oody. The

roomreeked with an antiseptic, fishy snell that made
Jason reluctant to

br eat he

A heavyset, florid man wearing a rubber apron and gl oves
came over to

Hayes and hel ped transfer the corpse to one of the

nor gue' s anci ent and



stai ned gurneys. Then they all disappeared to attend to
t he necessary
paper wor K.

For a few nonents Jason stood in the body room and thought
about the

sudden end to Hayes's distinguished |life. Then, pursued by
a vivid i mage

of his trip to the hospital after Danielle's death, he

wal ked after the

ener gency technici ans.

At the tinme the Boston City Mdrgue had been built a half
century ago, it

had been considered a state-of the-art facility. As Jason
nmount ed the

w de steps leading up to the offices, he noticed sone
archi tectural

detail work with ancient Egyptian notifs. But the building
had suffered

over the years.

Now it was dark, dirty, and inadequate. What hortors it
had seen was
beyond Jason's i magi nati on.

In a shabby office he found the two EMIs and the florid
nor gue wor ker.

They had finished the paperwork and were | aughi ng about
sonet hi ng,

conpletely oblivious to the oppressive atnosphere of
deat h.

Jason interrupted their conversation to ask if any of the
medi cal

exam ners were there at the nonent. "Yup", said the

at t endant .

"Dr. Danforth's finishing up an energency case in the
aut opsy room"”

"I's there soneplace | can wait for her?" Jason asked. He
was in no
condition to visit the autopsy room



"There's a library upstairs,” the attendant said. "R ght
next to Dr.
Danforth's office."

The library was a dark, mnmusty place with |arge bound

vol umes of aut opsy

reports that dated back to the eighteenth century. In the
center of the

roomwas a |large oak table with six captain's chairs. Mre
| mportant,

there was a tel ephone. After sone thought, Jason deci ded
to call

Shirley. He knew she was in the mddle of entertaining,
but he thought

she woul d want to know.

"Jason!" she exclained. "Are you com ng over?"
"Unfortunately, no. There's been sone trouble."
“Troubl e?"

"This is going to be a shock," Jason warned. "I hope
you're sitting
down. "

"Stop teasing ne," Shirley said. The concern in her voice
rose a notch.

"Alvin Hayes is dead."

There was a pause. | nappropriate-sounding | aughter could
be heard in the
backgr ound.

"What happened?"

“I"'mnot entirely sure,” Jason said, wanting to shield her
fromthe
horrible details. "Some kind of internal nedical

cat astrophe. "

"Li ke a heart attack?"



"Something like that," Jason said evasively.

"My God! The poor man."

"Do you know anyt hing about his famly? They've asked ne,
but | don't

know anyt hi ng. "

"I don't know much either. He's divorced. He has childivn,
but | believe

the wife has custody. She |lives sonewhere near Manhattan
and that's

about all | know. The man was very private about his
personal life."

“I"'msorry to bother you about this now "

"Don't be silly. \Were are you?"

"At the norgue."”

"How did you get there?"

"l rode in the anmbul ance with Hayes's body."

“I'"'l'l come and pick you up."

"No need," Jason said. "I'Il get a cab after |I talk to the
medi cal

exam ner."

"How are you feeling?" Shirley asked. "It nust have been
an awf ul

experience. "

"Well," Jason admtted, "I've been better.”

"That settles it. I'"'mconmng to pick you up."

"What about your guests?" Jason protested hal fheartedly.
He felt qguilty

ruining her party, but not guilty enough to refuse her
of fer. He knew he



wasn't ready to be alone with tonight's nenory.
"They can take care of thenselves,"
are you

exact|y?"

Shirley said. "Were

Jason gave her directions, then hung up. He let his head
sink into his
hands and cl osed his eyes.

"Excuse me, said a deep voice softened by a slight brogue.
"Areyou Dr.
Jason Howar d?"

"That's cortect,"” Jason said, sitting up with a start.

A heavyset figure advanced into the room The man had a
broad face with

| i dded eyes, wi de nose, and square teeth. His hair was
dark with glints

of red. "I"mDetective Mchael Curran, Hom cide." He stuck
out a broad,

cal | used hand.

Jason shook it, flustered by the sudden appearance of the
pl ai ncl ot hes

detective. He realized he was bei ng evaluated as the
detective's eyes

went fromhis face to his feet and back agai n.

"Officer Mario reported that you were with the victim"
Det ective Curran
said, taking a chair.

"Are you investigating Hayes's deat h?"

"Just routine," Curran said. "Rather a dramatic scene,
according to

Oficer Mario's description. | don't want ny detective
sergeant on ny

back if there's any questions |later on."

d, Oh, | see,"” Jason said. In truth, Detective Curran's
appear ance made



hi m remenber Hayes's insistence that soneone was trying to
Kill him

Though the man's death seenmed a natural disaster rather

t han nurder,

Jason realized Hayes's fear in part had notivated Jason to
come to the

norgue to check the cause of death.

"Anyway, " Detective Curran said, "I got to ask the usual
guestions. In

your opinion, was Dr. Hayes's death expected? | nean, was
he ill?"

“"Not that | know of," Jason said, "though when | saw him
this afternoon

and then again this evening, | did have the feeling he
wasn't well."

Detective Curran's heavy eyelids lifted slightly. "Wat do
you nean?"

"He | ooked terrible. And when | mentioned the fact to him
he adm tted
he wasn't feeling well."

"What were the synptons?" asked the detective. He'd taken
out a small
pad.

"Fati gue, stomach upset, joint disconfort. | thought he
m ght have had a
fever, but | couldn't be of sure.

"What did you think about these synptons?"

"They worried nme," Jason admtted. "I told himthat it
m ght be better
iIf we net in ny office so | could have run a few tests.
But he insisted

we neet away fromthe hospital.”
"And why was that ?"

""" mnot sure." Then Jason went on to descri be what was



probably Hayes's
paranoi a and his statenents about having nmade a
br eakt hr ough.

After witing all this down, Curran |ooked up. He seened
nore alert.
"What do you nean, ' paranoi at!

"He said that soneone was follow ng himand wanted hi m and
his son
dead. "

"Did he say who?"

"No." Jason said. "To be honest, | thought that he was
del usi onal . He
was acting strangely. | thought he was about to

deconpensate. "

"Deconpensat e?" Curran asked.

"Nervous breakdown, " Jason said.

"I see,"” Curran said, returning to his note pad. Jason
wat ched as he

wr ot e.

He had the curious habit of licking the end of his pencil
at odd
I nterval s.

At that nonent another figure appeared in the doorway. She
wal ked ar ound

the table to Jason's right. Both Jason and the detective
got to their

feet.

The newconmer was a dimnutive woman barely five feet tall.
She

i ntroduced herself as Dr. Margaret Danforth. In contrast
to her size,

her voice re sounded in the small room

"Sit down," she commanded, smling at Curran, whom she



obvi ously knew.

Jason guessed the woman to be in her upper thirties. She
had smal |,

delicate features with highly arched eyebrows that gave
her an i nnocent

appeal . Her hair was short and very curly. She wore a
dark, demure dress

with a lace collar. Jason had troubl e associating her
appearance with

her position as one of the nedical exam ners of the city
of Bost on.

"What' s the probl en?" she asked, getting right to

busi ness. There were

dark circles under her eyes, and Jason guessed she'd been
wor ki ng si nce

early that norning.

Detective Curran tipped his chair back and teetered.
"Sudden death of a

physician in a North End restaurant. Apparently he vomted
a large

anount of blood ...

"Coughed up would be a better term" intertupted Jason.

"How so?" Detective Cur-ran asked, conming forward with a
t hunp. He
| icked the end of his pencil to make a correction.

"Vom ting would nean it came from his digestive system"
Jason sai d.

"This bl ood obviously cane fromhis lungs. It was bright
red and

frothy."

"Frothy! | like that word," Curtan said. He bent over his
pad, neking a
cortection.

"I presune it was arterial blood," Dr. Danforth said.

in believe so," Jason said.



"Which neans ... ?" Curran questioned.

"Probably a rupture of the aorta,"” Danforth answered. She
had her hands

folded in her lap as if she were at a tea party. "The
aorta is the main

vessel that |eaves the heart," she added for Curtan's
benefit. "It

carries oxygenated bl ood out to the body."

"Thank you," Curran said.

"Sounds |i ke either |lung cancer or aneurysm" Danforth
added. "An

aneurysmis an abnormal out pocketing of the bl ood vessel.™
"Thank you again,"
know |''m

I gnorant . "

Curran said. "It's so handy when peopl e

Jason had a nonentary flash of Peter Fal k playing
Det ecti ve Col unbo. He
was quite sure that Curran was anything but ignorant.

"Woul d you agree, doctor?" Danforth asked, | ooking
directly at Jason.

“I"d vote for lung cancer,"” Jason said. "Hayes was a
prodi gi ous snoker."

"That does raise the probability."

"Any possibility of foul play?" Curran asked, |ooking at
t he nedi ca
exam ner fromunder his heavy lids.

Dr. Danforth gave a short laugh. "If the diagnosis is what
| think it

is, the only foul play involved woul d have been
perpetrated by his

Maker-or the tobacco industry.”

"That's what | thought,"” Curtan said, flipping his



not ebook cl osed and
pocketing his pencil.

“"Are you going to do an autopsy now?" Jason asked.

"Heavens no," Dr. Danforth said. "If there were sone
pressi ng reason, we

could. But there isn't. We'll get to it first thing in the
nor ni ng. W

shoul d have sone answers by ten-thirty or so, if you'd
like to call

about then."

Curran put his hands on the table as if he were about to
st and. | nstead,

he said, "Dr. Howard has alleged that the victimthought
sonmeone was

trying to kill him AmI right, doctor?"

Jason nodded.

"."So ..." Curran said. "Could you keep that in m nd when
you do the
aut opsy?"

"Absolutely," Dr. Danforth said. "W keep an open mnd in
all cases we
do.

That's our job. Now, if you'll excuse ne, I1'd |like to get
home. |
haven't even had a chance to eat dinner."

Jason felt -a mld wave of nausea. He wondered how

Mar garet Danforth

could feel hungry after spending her day cutting up
corpses. Curran

actually said as nuch to Jason as they descended to the
first floor. He

offered Jason a lift, but Jason told himhe was expecting
a hiend. No

sooner had he said it than the street door opened and
Shirley wal ked in.



"Some friend," Curtan whispered with a wwnk as he left.

Once again Shirley stood out |ike a mrage. For
entertaining she'd

dressed in ared, fitted, silk shirtdress, cinched with a
wi de bl ack

| eat her belt.

Her appearance bespoke so strongly of life and vitality

t hat her

presence in the dirty norgue was a collision of opposites.
Jason had the

unnatural urge to get her out of there as soon as
possi bl e, | est sone

evil force touch her. But she was resistant to his urging.
She' d t hrown

her arms around hi mand pressed his head against hers in a
genui ne show

of synpat hy.

Jason nelted. H's response surprised him He found hinself
fighting back
tears |ike an adol escent. It was enbarrassing.

She pull ed back and | ooked himin the eyes. He nmanaged a
crooked sm |l e.

"What a day," he said.

"What a day!" she agreed. "Any reason you have to stay
her e?"

Jason shook his head.

"Conme on, |I'mtaking you hone," she said, hurtying him
outside to where

her BMVWwas parked in a no-parking zone. They got in and
the car roared

to life.

"Are you okay?" Shirley asked as they headed toward
Massachusetts
Avenue.



"I'"'mmuch better now. " Jason | ooked at Shirley's profile
as the city

lights illumnated it in flashes. #Tm just overwhel ned by
all the

deaths. As if | should be doing sonething better.™

"You're too hard on yourself. You can't take
responsibility for
everyone.

Besi des, Hayes wasn't your patient.”

dli know. pt They drove for a while in silence. Then
Shirley said, "It

is a tragedy about Hayes. He was pretty close to a geni us,
and he

couldn't have been nore than forty-five."

"He was ny age,"
medi cal school . "

Jason said. "He was in ny class in

"I didn't know that," Shirley said. "He | ooked a | ot
ol der."
"Especially lately,"
Hal | . Sonme affair
was just getting out, and nen in black tie were energing
on the front

st eps.

Jason said. They passed Synphony

"What did the nedical exam ner have to say?" Shirl ey
asked.

"Probably cancer. But they aren't going to do the autopsy
until m'

orning."

" Aut opsy? Who gave the authorization?"

"No need if the medical exam ner thinks there is sone
guesti on about the

death. "

"But what kind of question? You said the man had a heart



attack. "

"I didn't say it was a heart attack. | said it was
sonmet hing |like that.

At any rate, it's apparently protocol for themto do a
post nortem on any

unexpect ed death. A detective actually questioned ne."
"Seens |ike a waste of taxpayers' noney, "
t hey turned

| eft on Beacon Street.

Shirley said as

"Where are we goi ng?" Jason asked suddenly.

“I"'mtaking you home with me. My guests will still be
there. It wll be
good for you."

"No way," Jason said. "I'min no shape to be social."

"Are you sure? | don't want you broodi ng. These peopl e
wi || understand.”

"Pl ease, " Jason said. "lI'mnot strongenough to argue.
just need to

sl eep.

Besi des, look at ne, I"'ma weck."

"Ckay, If you put it that way," Shirley said. She turned
left on the

next block, then left again on Commonweal th Avenue,
headi ng back to

Beacon Hill.

After a period of silence, she said, "I'mafraid Hayes's
death is going

to be a big blowto GHP. W were counting on himto
produce sone

exciting results. The fallout is going to be especially
tough for ne,

since | was responsible for his being hired.”

"Then take sone of your own advice," Jason said. "You



can't hold
yoursel f responsible for his nedical condition."”

"I know. But try telling that to the board."

"In that case | guess | should tell you. There's nore bad
news, " Jason

said. "Apparently Hayes believed he'd nade a real
scientific

br eakt hr ough.

Sonet hi ng extraordi nary. Do you know anyt hi ng about it?"

"Not a thing," Shirley said with alarm "Did he tell you
what it was?"

"Unfortunately no," Jason said. "And | wasn't sure whet her
to believe

hi mor not. He was acting rather bizarre, to say the

| east, cl aimng

sonmeone want ed hi m dead. "
"Do you think he was having a nervous breakdown?"
"It crossed ny mnd."

"The poor man. |f he did make sone sort of discovery, then
GHP is going
to have a double | oss.”

"But if he had nmade sone dramatic discovery, wouldn't you
be able to

find out what it was?"

"Qbviously you didn't know Dr. Hayes,"
was an

extraordinarily private man, personally and
professionally. Half of what

he knew he carried around in his head."

Shirley said. "He

They skirted the Boston Garden, then navigated the
roundabout route to

get into Beacon HIl, a residential enclave of

bri ck-fronted t ownhouses



In the center of Boston, whose one-way streets nade
driving a nightnmare.

After crossing Charles Street, Shirley drove up M. Vernon
Street and

turned into the cobbl estoned Loui sburg Square. Wen he'd
decided to give

up suburban living and try the city, Jason had been | ucky
enough to find

a one- bedroom apartnent overl ooking the square. It was in
a |large

t ownhouse whose owner had a unit in the building, but was
rarely there.

It was a perfect location for Jason, since the apartnent
came with a

true urban prize: a parking place.

Jason got out of the car and | eaned in the open w ndow
"Thanks for

picking nme up. It neant a lot." He reached in and gave
Shirley's

shoul der a squeeze.

Shirley suddenly reached out and grabbed Jason by the tie,
pulling his

head down to her. She gave hima hard kiss, gunned the

not or, and was

of .

Jason stood at the curb in a pool of light fromthe gas

| anp and wat ched

her di sappear down Pinckney Street. Turning to his door,
he funbl ed for

his keys. He was pl eased she had cone into his life, and
for the first

time considered the possibility of a real relationshinp.

It had not been a good night. Every tinme Jason had cl osed
his eyes, he'd

seen Hayes's qui zzical expression just before the

cat astrophe and

re-experienced the awful feeling of hel pl essness as he
wat ched Hayes's

i febl ood. punp out of his nouth.



The scene haunted himas he drove to work, and he
remenber ed sonet hi ng

he'd forgotten to tell either Curran or Shirley. Hayes had
said his

di scovery was no |longer a secret and it was being used.
VWhat ever t hat

meant. Jason planned to call the detective when he reached
GHP, but the

nonment he entered he was paged to cone directly to the
coronary care

unit.

Bri an Lennox was much worse. After a brief exam nation,
Jason realized

there was little he could do. Even the cardiac consult
he' d request ed

t he day before was not optim stic, though Harry Sarnoff
had schedul ed an

energency coronary study for that norning. The only hope
was if

I mredi ate surgery might have sonething to offer

Qutside Brian's cubicle the nurse asked, "If he arrests,
do you want to code hinf? Even his kidneys seemto be
failing."

Jason hated such decisions, but said firnmy that he wanted
t he man

resuscitated at |least until they had the results fromthe
coronary

st udy.

The remai nder of Jason's rounds were equally as
depressing. Hi s diabetes

cases, all of whom had nultisysteminvol venment, were doing
very poorly.

Two of themwere in kidney failure and the third was

t hreat eni ng. The

depressing part was that they had not entered the hospital
for that

reason.

The ki dney failure had devel oped while Jason was treating



them for other
pr obl ens.

Jason's two | eukem a patients were also not responding to
treatnent as

he' d expected. Both had devel oped significant heart

condi tions even

t hough they had been admtted for respiratory synptoips.
And his two

Al DS sufferers had nmade very distinct turns for the worse.
The only

patients doing well were two young girls wth hepatitis.
The | ast

patient was a thirty-five-year-old man in for an

eval uation of his heart

val ves. He'd had rheumatic fever as a child. Thankfully he
was

unchanged.

Arriving at his office, Jason had to be firmwth d audi a.
News of

Hayes's death had al ready perneated the entire GHP

conmpl ex, and C audi a

was beside herself with curiosity. Jason told her that he
wasn't goi ng

to talk about it. She insisted. He ordered her out of his
of fice. Later

he apol ogi zed and gave her an abridged version of the
event. By ten-

thirty he got a call fromHenry Sarnoff w th depressing
news. Brian

Lennox's coronary arteries were nuch worse but w thout
focal bl ockage.

In other words, they were uniformy filling up with
atherosclerosis at a

rapid rate, and there was no chance for surgery. Sarnoff
said he'd never

seen such rapid progression and asked Jason's perm ssion
to wite it up.

Jason said it was fine with him

After Sarnoff's call, Jason kept hinmself | ' ocked in his
office for a
few m nutes. Wien he felt enotionally prepared, he called



the coronary

care unit and asked for the nurse taking care of Brian
Lennox. Wen she

canme on the line, he discussed with her the results of the
coronary

artery study.

Then he told her that Brian Lennox should be a no-code.

W t hout hope,

the man's suffering had to be curtailed. She agreed. After
he'd hung up,

he stared at the phone. It was nonents |ike that that nmade
hi m wonder

why he'd gone into nedicine in the first place.

When the |unch break cane, Jason decided to check out
Hayes' s aut opsy

results in person. In the daylight, the norgue was not
such an eerie

pl ace just another aging, run-down, not-too-clean
bui | di ng. Even the

Egyptian architectural details were nore comical than

| nposi ng. Yet

Jason avoi ded the body storage roomand went directly to
find Margaret

Danforth's nartow office next to the library. She was
hunched over her

desk eating what |ooked |ike a Big Mac. She waved himi n,
sm ling.

"Wl cone. "

"Sorty to bother you," Jason said, sitting down. Once
again he marvel ed

how snmal | and fem nine Margaret seened in |ight of her
j ob.

"No bother," she said. "I did the post on Dr. Hayes this
nor ni ng." She

| eaned back in her chair, which squeaked softly. "I was a
little

surprised.

It wasn't cancer.



"What was i1t?"

"Aneurysm Aortic aneurysmthat broke into the
tracheobronchial tree.
The man never had syphilis, did he?"

Jason shook his head. "Not that | know of. |'d kinda doubt
it."

"Well, it |ooked strange,"”
that | continue

eating? | have another autopsy in a few mnutes."

Margaret said. "Do you m nd

"Not at all," Jason said, wondering how she could. H's own
stomach did a

little flip-flop. The whole building had a slightly fishy
odor. "What

| ooked strange?"

Mar gar et chewed, then swall owed. "The aorta | ooked kind of
cheesy,
friable.

So did the trachea, for that matter. |'d never seen
anything quite like

It, except in this one guy |I'd posted who was one hundred
and fourteen.

Can you believe it? It was witten up in The d obe. He was
forty-four

when the First Wrld War started. Amazing."

"When w Il you have a m croscopic report?"

Mar garet nmade a gesture of enbarrassnent. "Two weeks , she
said. "W're

not funded for adequate support personnel. Slides take
quite a while."

"If you could give ne sone sanples, | could have our path
depart nent
process them"

"We have to process themourselves. |'msure you
under - st and. "



"I don't nean for you not to do it," Jason said. "I just
meant we coul d
too. It would save sone tine."

"I don't see why not." Standing up, Margaret took anot her
| ar ge bite out

of her hanburger and notioned for Jason to follow her.
They used the

stairwell and went up a floor to the autopsy room

It was a long rectangular roomw th four stainless steel
tabl es oriented

perpendi cular to the long axis. The snell of formal dehyde
and ot her

unspeakabl e fl uids was overpowering. Two tables were
occupi ed, and the

two others were in the process of being cleaned. Margaret,
perfectly at

home in the environnent, was still chewng her last bite
of lunch as she

| ed Jason over to the sink. After scanning through a

prof usi on of

pl asti c- capped speci nmen bottles, she separated a nunber
fromthe rest.

Then, taking each in turn, she fished out the contents,

pl aced themon a

cutting board, and sliced off a piece of each with a bl ade
t hat | ooked

very nmuch |ike a standard kitchen carving knife. Then she
got new

speci nen bottles, |abeled them poured in fornal dehyde,
and dropped in

t he respective sanples. Wen she was done, she packed them
in a brown

paper bag and handed it to Jason.

It had all been done with renmarkable efficiency.

Back at GHP, Jason headed to pat hol ogy, where he found Dr.
Jackson

Madsen at his mcroscope. Dr. Madsen was a tall, gaunt man
who at sixty

was still proudly running marathons. As soon as he saw



Jason, he
comm serated with hi mabout Jason's experience with Hayes.

“Not many secrets around here,"” Jason said a little

sourly.

"OF course not," Jackson said. "Socially, the nedical
center is like a

small town. It thrives on gossip.'
bag, he added,

"You have sonething for ne?"

Eyei ng the brown paper

"I'n a manner of speaking.
t he speci nens

were, and added that since it was going to take tw weeks
for the slides

to be processed at the city |ab, he wondered if Jackson
woul d m nd

running themat the GHP | ab.

Jason went on to explain what

“I"d be happy to,’
way, are you
interested in hearing the results of the Harring case
now?"

Jackson said, taking the bag. "By the

Jason swal | owed. "OF course."

"Cardiac rupture. First case |'ve seen in years. Split
open the |eft

ventricle. It appeared as if nost of the heart had been
I nvolved in the

I nfarct, and when | sectioned the heart, | had the

| npression that all

of the coronary vessels were involved. That man had the
wor st coronary

heart disease |I've seen in years."

So much for our wonderful predictive tests, Jason thought.
He felt

def ensi ve enough to explain to Jackson that he'd gone back
and revi ewed

Harring's record and still couldn't find any evidence of

t he i npendi ng

probl em on an EKG taken |l ess than a nonth before Harring's



deat h.

"Maybe you'd better check your machines,” Jackson sai d.
"I"'mtelling

you, this man's heart was in bad shape. The m croscopic
sections shoul d

be ready tonorrow if you're interested."

Leavi ng the pat hol ogy departnent, Jason consi dered
Jackson's coment.

The idea of a defective EKG machi ne hadn't occurred to
him But by the

time he got to his office, he discarded the notion. There
woul d be too

many ways to tell if the EKG machine wasn't functioning
properly.

Besi des, two different machines were used for the resting
EKG and t he

stress EKG But in thinking about it, he renenbered
sonet hi ng. Like

Jason hinmself, on joining the GHP staff, Hayes woul d have
been given a

conpl ete physical. Everyone was.

After C audia had gi ven Jason his phone nessages, he asked
her to see if

Dr. Alvin Hayes had a patient chart, and if he did, to get
it.

Meanwhi | e, he avoided Sally and headed up to radiol ogy.
Wth the help of

one of the departnent secretaries, he |ocated Al vin
Hayes's fol der. As

he'd expected, it contained a routine chest X ray taken
si x nmont hs

previously. He | ooked at it briefly. Then, arnmed with the
film he

sought out one of the four staff radiologists. MIton

Per| man, MD, was

energing fromthe fluoroscopy room when Jason buttonhol ed
hi m descri bed

Hayes's death and the results of the autopsy, and handed
MIlton the

chest film MIlton took the filmback to his office,
placed it on the



view ng box, and flipped on the light. He scanned the film
for a full
m nute before turning to Jason.

"There ain't no aneurysm here,” he said. lie was from West
Virginia and

liked to talk as if he'd left the farmthe day before.
"Aorta | ooks

normal, no calcification."”
"I's that possible?" Jason asked.

"Must be." MIton checked the nane and unit nunber on the
film "l guess

there's always a chance we coul d have m xed up the nanes,
but | doubt

it.

If the man died of an aneurysm then he developed it in
the | ast nonth."

"I never heard of that happening."
"What can | say?" MIton extended his hands, pal nms up.

Jason returned to his office, nulling over the problem An
aneurysm

coul d ball oon quickly, especially if the victimhad a
conbi nati on of

vessel disease and hi gh bl ood pressure, but when he
checked Hayes's

physi cal exam his blood pressure and heart sounds were,
as he

suspected, normal. Wth no signs of vascul ar di sease,
Jason realized

that there was little he could do at that point besides
wait for the

m croscopi ¢ sections. Maybe Hayes had contracted sone
strange infectious

di sease that had attacked his bl ood vessels, including his
aorta. For

the first tinme, Jason wondered if they were seeing the
begi nni ngs of a

new and terrible di sease.



Changing his suit jacket for a white coat, Jason left his
office,
practically bunping into Sally.

-"You' re behind schedul e!" she scol ded.

"So what else is new?" Jason said, heading for examroom
A

By a conbi nation of hard work and | uck, Jason caught up to
hi s schedul e.

The | uck involved not having any new patients that needed
ext ensi ve

wor kups or old patients with new problens. By three there
was even a

break. Sonmeone had cancel ed.

The whol e afternoon, Jason could not get the Hayes affair
out of his
m nd.

And with a little extr-a tinme on his hands, he headed up
to the sixth

floor. That was where Dr. Alvin Hayes's |ab was | ocated.

Jason t hought

per haps Hayes's assi stant woul d have sone idea if the big
br eakt hr ough

Hayes had nentioned had any basis in fact.

As soon as he stepped fromthe el evator, Jason felt as if
he were in

anot her world. As part of Hayes's incentive to cone to
GHP, the GHP

board had built hima brand new | ab whi ch occupi ed a good
portion of the

sixth floor.

The area near the elevator was furnished with confortable
| eat her

seating, deep pile carpets, and even a |arge glass-fronted
bookcase

filled with current references in nolecul ar biol ogy.



Beyond this

reception roomwas a clean roomwhere visitors were
expected to don | ong

white coats and protective coverings over their shoes.
Jason tried the

door. It was open, so he entered.

Jason put on the coat and booties and tried the inner

door. As he

expected, it was |ocked. Next to the door was a buzzer. He
pushed it and

wai t ed.

Above the lintel a small red light blinked on over a
closedcircuit TV
canmera. Then the door buzzed open and Jason entered.

1 83

The | ab was divided into two main sections. The first
section was

constructed of white Form ca and white tile and included a
| ar ge central

roomw th several offices on one side. Wth overhead

fl uor escent

lighting, the effect was dazzling. The roomwas filled
with

sophi sticated equi pnent, nost of which Jason did not
recogni ze. A | ocked

steel door separated the first section fromthe second. A
sign next to

the door read: AN MAL ROOM AND BACTERI AL | NCUBATORS: NO
ENTRY!

Sitting at one of the extensive |ab benches in the first
section was a

very bl ond wonman Jason had seen on several occasions in
the GHP

cafeteria. She had sharp features, a slightly aquiline
nose, and her

hair was tightly pulled back into a French knot. Jason saw
t hat her eyes

were red, as if she had been crying.



"Excuse nme, |I'mDr. Jason Howard," he said, extending his
hand. She t ook

it. Her skin was cool., "Hel ene Brennquivist,"
with a slight

Scandi navi an accent.

she sai d

"Do you have a nonent ?"

Hel ene didn't answer. |Instead, she closed her notebook and
pushed away a
stack of petri dishes.

"I"'d i ke to ask a few questions,"” Jason conti nued. He saw
t hat she had
an uncanny ability to maintain an absolutely neutral

facial expression.

"This is, or was, Dr. Hayes's | ab?" Jason asked, with a
short wave of
his hand to the su'r-roundi ngs.

She nodded.
"And | presunme you worked with Dr. Hayes?"

Anot her nod, |ess perceptible than the- first. Jason had
the feeling
he'd al ready evoked a defensiveness in the wonman.

"I"massum ng that you've heard the bad news about Dr.
Hayes," Jason
sai d.

This tinme she blinked, and Jason thought he saw the glint
of tears.

"I was with Dr. Hayes when he died," Jason expl ai ned,
wat chi ng Hel ene

carefully. Except for the watery eyes, she seened
strangely devoi d of

enotion, and Jason wondered if it was a formof grief.
"Just before

Hayes died, he told ne that he'd made a major scientific
br eakt hr ough



Jason let his cooment hang in the air, hoping for sone
appropriate

response. There was none. Hel ene nerely stared back at
hi m

"Well, was there?" Jason said, |eaning forward.

"I didn't know you were finished speaking," Hel ene said.
"It wasn't a

guestion, you know. "

"True, 00 Jason admtted. "I was nerely hoping you'd
respond. | do hope
you know what Dr. Hayes neant."

“I"'mafraid | don't. Oher people in the adm nistration
have al ready

been up here asking nme the sane question. Unfortunately, I
have no i dea

what Dr. Hayes coul d have been referting to."

Jason i magi ned that Shirley had been to see Hel ene first
t hi ng that
nor ni ng.

“"Are you the only person besides Dr. Hayes who works in
this | ab?"

"That's right," Helene said. "W had a secretary, but Dr.
Hayes
di sm ssed her three nonths ago. He thought she tal ked too
much. "

"What was he afraid she'd tal k about ?"

"Anyt hing and everything. Dr. Hayes was an intensely
private person.

Especi al | y about his work."

"so I'mlearning," Jason said. H s initial inpression that
Hayes had



becone paranoid seened to be substantiated. Yet Jason
persi sted: "Wat
exactly do you do, M ss. Brennquivist?"

“I"'ma nol ecul ar biologist. Like Dr. Hayes, but nowhere
near his
ability.

| use reconbinant DNA techniques to alter E. coli bacteria
to produce
various proteins that Dr. Hayes was interested in."

Jason nodded as if he understood. He'd heard the term
"reconbi nant DNA, "

but had only the vaguest notion what it really neant.
Since he'd been in

nmedi cal school there had been a virtual expl osion of
know edge in the

field. But there was one thing he did renenber, and that
was a fear that

reconmbi nant DNA studi es m ght produce bacteria capabl e of
causi ng new

and unknown di seases. Wth Hayes's sudden death in m nd,
he asked, "Had

you cone up with any new and potentially dangerous

strai ns?"

"No," Hel ene said w thout hesitation.
"How can you be so sure?"

"For two reasons. First of all, | did all the reconbi nant
bact eri al

wor k, not Dr. Hayes. Secondly, we use a strain of E. col
bacteria that

cannot grow outside of the | aboratory."

"Oh," Jason said, nodding encouragingly.

"Dr. Hayes was interested in growth and devel opnent. He
spent nost of

his tinme isolating the growh factors fromthe

hypot hal am c-pituitary

axi s responsible for puberty and sexual devel opnent.



G owth factors are

proteins. |I'msure you know that."
4dof course,"” Jason said. What a curious wonan, he

t hought. At first,

conversation had been |like pulling teeth. Now that she was
on scientific

ground, she was extrenely vocal .

"Dr. Hayes would give ne a protein and |I'd set out to
produce it by

reconbi nant DNA techni ques. That's what |'m doing here."
She turned to

the stacks of petri dishes, and, lifting one, renoved the
cover. She

extended it toward Jason. On the surface were whitish

cl unps of

bacterial col oni es.

Hel ene repl aced the dish on its appropriate stack. "Dr.
Hayes was

fascinated by the on/off swi tching of genes, the bal ance
bet ween

repressi on and expression, and the role of repressor
protei ns and where

they bind to the DNA. He's used the growth hornone gene as
t he

prototype. Whwuld you |like to see his |atest nmap of
chronmosone 177"

"Sure," Jason said, forcing a smle.

A buzzer resounded in the lab, nonentarily drowning out
t he | ow hum of

the el ectronic equipnent. A screen in front of Hel ene
flashed to life,

showi ng four people and a dog in the foyer. Jason
recogni zed two of them

i mredi at el y-Shirl ey Montgonery and Detective M chael
Curtan. The ot her

two were strangers.

"Oh, dear," Helene said, as she reached for the buzzer.



Jason stood as the new arrivals filed into the room
Shirley registered

a nmonentary flash of surprise when she saw Jason, but
calmy introduced

Detective Curran to Hel ene. As he began to question her,
Shirley took

Jason by the arm and steered himinto the nearest office,
whi ch Jason

real i zed nust have been Hayes's. Covering the walls were
progressi ve

cl ose-up photos of human genitalia going through the
anat om cal

evol ution of puberty. They were all nicely franed in

st ai nl ess st eel

squar es.

“Interesting decor,"” Jason commented wyly.

Shirley acted as if she didn't even see the photos. Her
usual ly calm

face wore an expression of concern and irritation. "This
affair is

getting out of hand."

"What do you nean?" Jason asked.

"Apparently last night the police got an anonynous tip
that Dr. Alvin

Hayes dealt drugs. They searched his apartnent and found a
si gni fi cant

anount of heroin, cocaine, and cash. Now they have a
warrant to search

his |ab."

"My God!" Jason suddenly understood the dog's presence.

"And as if that's not enough, they found out he's been
living wwth a
wonan by the nane of Carol Donner.

"That name sounds famliar," Jason said.

"Well, it shouldn't be,"” Shirley said sternly. "Carol
Donner is an



exotic dancer at the Club Cabaret in the Conbat Zone."
"Well, 1'Il be dammed." Jason chuckl ed.

"Jason!" Shirley snapped. "This is not a |laughing natter."

"I mnot |aughing," he protested. "I'mjust astounded."”
"I'f you think you' re astounded, what's the board of
directors going to

say?

And to think | insisted on hiring Hayes. The man's death
al one was bad

enough. This is fast becom ng a public relations

ni ght mare. "

"What are you going to do?" Jason asked.

"I haven't the slightest idea," Shirley admtted. "At the
nmonent ny
intuition tells ne the less we do, the better."

"What are your thoughts about Hayes's supposed
br eakt hr ough?"

"I think the man was fantasi zing,"
he was

i nvol ved with drugs and an exotic dancer, for God' s sake!"

Shirley said. "I nean,

Exasperated, she returned to the main part of the I|ab,
where Detective

Curran was still talking intently with Hel ene. The ot her
two nmen and the

dog were nethodically searching the |l ab. Jason watched for
a few

nonments, then excused hinself to finish office hours. He
still had a

handful of outpatients to see as well as hospital rounds
to do.

On the way hone, even though he was nore convinced than
ever that Hayes
had been on the verge of a nervous breakdown, rather than



a

br eakt hr ough, Jason stopped at the library and took out a
slimvol une

titled Reconmbi nant DNA: An Introduction for the

Nonsci enti st.

Rush hour traffic was the usual dog-eat-dog Boston rally,
and when Jason

st epped on the energency brake in his parking place in
front of his

t owmnhouse, he felt the usual relief that he'd survived
unscat hed. He

carried his briefcase up to his apartnent, and put it on
the desk in the

smal| study that | ooked out onto the square. The now

| eafl ess el ms were

| i ke skel etons agai nst the night sky. Daylight Saving was
al ready over,

and it was dark outside even though it was only six
forty-five. Changing

into his jogging clothes, Jason ran down M. Vernon
Street, crossed over

Storrow Drive on the Arthur Fiedler Bridge, and ran al ong
t he Charl es.

He ran to the Boston University Bridge before turning. In
contrast to

the sumer, there were few joggers. On the way back he

st opped at De

Luca's Market and picked up sone fresh, |ocal bluefish,
maki ngs for a

salad, and a cold bottle of California Chardonnay.

Jason |liked to cook, and after taking his shower, he
prepared the fish

by broiling it wwth a small anobunt of garlic and virgin
olive oil. He

tossed the salad, then rescued the wine fromthe freezer
where he'd put

it to give it an icy kick. He poured hinself a glass. Wen
all was ready

he carried it into the study on a tray. Thus prepared, he
opened the

smal | book on reconbi nant DNA and settled in for the

ni ght.



The first part of the book served as a review Jason was
wel | aware that

deoxyri bonucl ei c acid, better known as DNA was a

nol ecul e, shaped |i ke

a twi sted, double-stranded string. It was made up of
repeating subunits

call ed bases that had the property of pairing wth each
other in very

speci fic ways. Particular areas of the DNA were call ed
genes, and each

gene was associated with the production of a specific
pr ot ei n.

Jason felt encouraged as he took a sip of his wine. The
book was wel |

witten and nade the subject matter seemclear. He |iked
the little

tidbits like the fact that each human cell had four
billion base pairs.

The next part of the book dealt with bacteria, and the
fact that

bacteria reproduce easily -and rapidly. Wthin days,
trillions of

I dentical cells could be made froma single initial cell
Thi s was

| nportant, because in genetic engineering bacteria served
as the

reci pient of small fragnents of DNA

This "foreign" DNA was incorporated into the bacteriuns
own DNA, and

then, as the cell divided, it nmanufactured the original
fragnents. The

bacteriumwi th the newly incorporated DNA was called a

r econbi nant

strain and the new DNA nol ecul e was cal |l ed reconbi nant
DNA. So far so

good.

Jason ate sone of his fish and sal ad and washed it -down
wth wne. The

next chapter got a little nore conplicated. It tal ked
about how t he



genes in the DNA nol ecul e went about producing their
respective

proteins. The first part entailed making a copy of the
segnent of DNA

with a nol ecul e call ed nessenger RNA. The nmessenger RNA
then directed

the production of the protein in a process called
transcription. Jason

drank a little nore wine. The |last part of the chapter got
particularly

I nteresting, since it explained the el aborate nechani sns
t hat turned

genes on and off.

Getting up fromhis desk, Jason wal ked' across his |iving
roominto the

kitchen. Opening the freezer, he poured hinself another
gl ass of wi ne.

Back in his study he stared out the wi ndow, seeing the

| ights across the

square in St. Margaret's Convent. It always anused him
that there was a

convent on the nost desirable residential square in
Boston: G ve up the

material world, beconme a nun, and nove to Louisburg! Jason
smled, then

| ooked back down at the reconbi nant DNA book. Sitting down
agai n, he

reread the section on the timng of gene expression. It
was conpli cated

and fascinating. Apparently, a host of proteins had been
di scovered t hat

served as repressors of gene function. These proteins
attached to the

DNA or caused the DNA to coil, to cover up the invol ved
genes.

Jason cl osed the book. He'd had enough for one night.

Besi des, the

section on the control of gene function was what he'd been
unconsci ously

| ooki ng for. Reading that section brought back Hayes's
comrent that his

mai n interest was "how genes turned on and how they turned



of f." Hel ene
had said the sanme thing but in different words.

Taking his w ne, Jason wandered into his living room
Absently fondling

the cut-glass sconces over the fireplace, he allowed his
mnd to

consi der the possibilities. What could Hayes have neant
when he said

he'd nade a maj or scientific breakthrough? For the nonent
Jason

di sm ssed the i dea of Hayes havi ng del usi ons of grandeur.
After all, he

was a world class researcher, and he was worKki ng
prodi gi ous 92

hours. So there was a chance he'd been telling the truth,
If he'd made a

di scovery, it would be in the area of turning genes on and
of f, and

probably have to do with growth and devel opnent. The i nage
of the photos

of the genitals clouded Jason's mnd for a nonent.

Jason was brought out of his reverie by the phone. It was
t he head nurse

in the coronary care unit. "Brian Lennox just died. He had
a termna

epi sode of V-tack that progressed to asystole.”

“I''l'l be right over,"
of the nurse's
scientific jargon, recognizing that it was an enoti onal
def ense. Once

agai n the shadow of death hung over himlike a noxious
cl oud.

Jason said. He hung up and t hought

The radio alarm bl asted Jason out of bed. He'd turned up
t he volunme for

fear of oversleeping. He'd spent a good portion'of the
ni ght consol i ng

Brian Lennox's wife. Retrieving his newspaper fromthe
front steps, he

shaved and showered while his M. Coffee perforned its



usual norni ng

mracle. By the tinme he was dressed, the apartnent was
filled with the

aromatic snell of the freshly brewed coffee. Wth nug in
hand, he

retreated to the den, slipping the Boston G obe out of its
protective

cl ear plastic sheath.

Planning to turn directly to the sports section, he
stopped at a

front - page headl i ne- DOCTOR, DRUGS AND DANCER. It was not
a flattering

article about Dr. Alvin Hayes. It played up Hayes's
shocki ng deat h and

unfairly associated it with the drugs found in his
apartnent, even

i kening his affair with the dancer to the case involving
the Tufts

Medi cal School professor who had been convicted of

mur dering a

prostitute. Along with the article there were two phot os:
the Tinme cover

shoot of Hayes and an- other of a woman entering the C ub
Cabar et

captioned, "Carol Donner entering her place of business.”
Jason tried to

see what Carol Donner |ooked |ike, but it was inpossible.
She had one

hand up, shielding her face. In the background was a sign
t hat said,

TOPLESS COLLECGE G RLS. Sure, thought Jason with a smle.

He read the rest of the article, feeling sorry for
Shirley. The police

reported that a significant anmount of heroin and cocai ne
was found at

the South End apartnent that Hayes had shared with Carol
Donner .

Jason went to the hospital to find his inpatients
generally in poor
shape.



Mat t hew Cowen, who had had a cardi ac catheterization the
day before, displayed odd synptons alarmngly like the late
Cedric Harring: arthritis,

consti pation, and dry skin. None of these would normally
cause Jason

much concern. But in view of recent events, they nmade him
feel uneasy.

They agai n brought up the specter of sone new unknown

i nfectious disease

that he could -not control. He had the feeling Matthew s
course was

about to change for the worse.

After ordering a dermatol ogy consult for Cowen, Jason

gl oom |y went down

to his office, where Caudia greeted himw th the

I nformati on that she

had pull ed the executive physicals through the letter P.
She had call ed

the patients and di scovered that only two conpl ai ned of
heal t h probl ens.

Jason reached for the charts and opened t hem

The first one was Holly Jennings, the other Paul Klingler.
Bot h had had

their physicals within a nonth. "Call them back," Jason
said, "and ask

both to cone in as soon as they can w thout alarm ng
them"

"It's going to be hard not to upset them Wat should I
say?"

"Tell themwe want to repeat sone test. Use your
| magi nation."

Later in the day he decided to see if he could charm sone
nor e

i nformati on on Hayes out of his lab technician, but the
nonment he saw

Hel ene she nmade it clear she was not about to be char ned.

"Did the police find anything?" he asked, already know ng



t he answer was

no. Shirley had called himand told himafter the police
had depart ed,

sayi ng, "Thank God for snall favors."

Hel ene shook her head.

"1 know you're busy," Jason said, "but do you think you
coul d sparea
mnute? I'd like to ask a few nore questions.”

She finally stopped working and turned toward him

"Thank you," he said, and smled. Her expression didn't
change. It

wasn't unpl easant, just neutral.
"I hate to bel abor the subject,™
t hi nki ng of

what Dr. Hayes said about a significant breakthrough. Are
you sure you

have no idea what it could be? It would be tragic if a
real nedi cal

di scovery were lost."

Jason said, "but | keep

"I told you what | know," Helene said. "I could show you
the | atest map
he did of chronosone 17. Wuld that hel p?"

"Let's give it a try."

Hel ene | ed the way into Hayes's office. She ignored the
phot os t hat

covered the walls, but Jason couldn't. He wondered what
ki nd of man

could work in such an environnent. Hel ene produced a | arge
sheet of

paper covered with mnute printing, giving the sequence of
base pairs of

t he DNA nol ecul e conprising a portion of chronosone 17.
There was a

staggering nunber of base pairs: hundreds and hundreds of
t housands.



"Dr. Hayes's area is here.
where the

pairs were done in red. "These are the genes associ at ed
with growth

hornone. It's very conplex."”

She pointed to a | arge section

"You're right there, Jason said. He knew he'd have to do a
| ot nore
reading to make any sense of it all.

"I's there any chance this mapping could have led to a
maj or scientific
br eakt hr ough?"

Hel ene t hought for a nonent, then shook her head. "The
t echni que has
been known for some tine."

"What about cancer?" Jason asked, giving the idea a shot.
"Coul d Dr.
Hayes have di scovered sonet hi ng about cancer?"

"We didn't work with cancer at all, Hel ene said.

"But if he was interested in cell division and maturation,
It's possible he could have di scovered sonet hi ng about
cancer.

Especially with his interest in the swtching on and off
of genes."

"I suppose it's possible," Helene said w thout enthusiasm

Jason was sure that Hel ene was not being as hel pful as she
could be. As

Hayes's assi stant, she should have had a better idea of
what Hayes was

doing. But there was no way he could force the issue.

"What about his | ab books?"
Hel ene returned to her spot at the | ab bench. Opening the

second drawer
at the table, she pulled out a ledger. "This is all



have, " she sai d,
and handed it to Jason.

The book was three-quarters filled. Jason could see it was
only a data

book wit hout experinental protocols, and w thout those,

t he data was

meani ngl ess.

"Aren't there other | ab books?"

"There were sone," Helene admtted, "but Dr. Hayes kept
themwith him

especially over the last three nonths. Mstly he kept
everything in his

head. He had a fabul ous nmenory, especially for figures For
a brief

nonment Jason saw a light in Helene's eyes and t hought she
m ght open up,

but it didn't |ast.

She trailed off into silence. She took the data book from
Jason and
replaced it in its drawer.

"Let nme ask one other question," Jason said, struggling
over the
wor di ng.

"As far as you could tell, did Dr. Hayes act normally over
the |ast few

weeks? He seened anxi ous and overtired when | saw him"
Jason

del i berately understated Hayes's condition.

"He seened normal to ne," said Helene flatly.

Ch, brother, Jason thought. Now he was sure Hel ene wasn't
bei ng open

with him Unfortunately, there was nothing he could do
about it.

Thanki ng her and excusing hinself, he retreated from
Hayes's | ab. He

descended in the el evator, avoi ded being seen by Sally,



crossed to the
mai n buil di ng, and rode up to pathol ogy.

He found Jackson Madsen in the chem stry |ab, where there
was a probl em

with one of the auto mated nmachi nes. Two conpany reps were
t here, and

Jac , kson was happy to return to his office with Jason to
show hi mthe

slides of Harring' s heart.

"Wait until you see this," he said as he positioned a
slide under his

m croscope. He peered through the eyepiece, noving the
slide deftly with

his thunb and i ndex finger. Then he stepped back and | et
Jason take a

| ook.

"See that vessel ?" he asked. Jason nodded. "Notice the
lumen is all but

obliterated. It's sonme of the worst atherosclerosis |'ve
seen. That pink

stuff | ooks like anyloid. it's amazing, especially if you
say his EKG

was okay. And |l et ne show you sonething else." Jackson
substituted

anot her slide. "Take a | ook now. "

Jason peered into the mcroscope. "Wiat am | supposed to
see?"

"Notice how swoll en the nuclei are," Jackson said. "And

the pink stuff.

That's anyloid for certain.”

"What does that nmean?"

"It's as if the guy's heart was under siege. Notice the
I nfl ammat ory

cells.”

Unaccustoned to | ooking at m croscopic sections, Jason



hadn't noti ced

themat first, but now they junped out at him "Wat do
you make of it?"

he asked.

“I"'mnot sure. How old did you say this guy was?"

"Fifty-six." J ' ason straightened up. "Is there any
chance, in your

estimation, that we are seeing sone new i nfectious
di sease?"

Jackson thought for a nonent, then shook his head. "I
don't think

there's enough inflammtion for that. It |ooks nore

met abol i ¢, but

that's all | can say. Oh, one nore thing," he added,
putting in another

slide. While he focused he said: "This is part of the red
nucl eus in the

brain. Tell me what you see.'
Jason peered

into the scope. He saw a neuron. Wthin the neuron was a
prom nent

nucl eus as well as a darkly stained granular area. He
described it to

Jackson.

He | eaned back for Jason.

"That's lipofuscin,” said Jackson. He renoved the slide.
Jason strai ghtened up. "Wat does it all nean?"

"Wsh I knew," said Jackson. "Al'l nonspecific, but
certainly a

suggestion that your M. Harring was a sick cookie. These
slides could

have bel onged to ny grandfather.”

"That's the second tinme |I've heard sonething |ike that,"
sai d Jason
slowy. "Can't you give ne anything nore specific?"

"' msorry," said Jackson. "I wish | could be nore
cooperative. I'Il be



runni ng sone tests to be sure these deposits in the heart
and el sewhere
are anyloid. I'lIl let you know. "

09 Thanks," said Jason. "What about the slides on Hayes?"

"Not ready yet," said Jackson.

Jason returned to the second fl oor and wal ked over to the
out pati ent

ar ea.

As a doctor he'd always had questions about the efficacy
of certain

tests, procedures and drugs. But he had never had reason
to question his

general conpetence. In fact, in nost situations he'd

al ways thought of

hi mrsel f as wel|l above average. Now, he wasn't so sure.
Such m sgi vi ngs

wer e di sturbing, especially because he'd been using work
as his major

sense of self since Danielle's death.

"Where have you been?" demanded Sally, catching up to
Jason as he tried

to slip into his office. Wthin mnutes Sally had Jason
buri ed beneath a

host of m nor problens that thankfully absorbed his
attention. By the

time he could catch his breath, it was just after twelve.
He saw his

| ast patient, who wanted advice and shots for a tripto
I ndia, and then

he was free.

Claudia tried to get himto join her and sone ot her
secretaries for

| unch, but Jason declined. He retreated to his office and
brooded. The

wor st part for Jason was the frustration. He felt
sonmething was terribly

wrong, but he didn't know what it was or what to do about
it. A



| onel i ness descended over him

"Damm, " said Jason, slapping the top of his desk with his
open pal m

hard enough to send unattached papers flying. He had to
avoi d sli ppi ng

Into a depression. He had to do sonething. Changing from
his white coat

to his jacket, he grabbed his beeper and descended to his
car. He drove

around the Fenway, passing the Gardner Museum and then the
Miuseum of

Fine Arts on his right. Then, heading south on Storrow
Drive, he got off

at Arlington..H s destination was Boston Police
Headquarters.

At police headquarters a policeman directed Jason to the
fifth floor. As

soon as he got off the elevator, he saw the detective

com ng down the

hal |, balancing a full nug of coffee. Curran was

j acketl ess, with the

top button of his shirt open and his tie | oosened. Under
his left arm

dangl ed a worn | eather hol ster. When he saw Jason he
seened perpl exed

until Jason rem nded himthat they'd net at the norgue and
at GHP.
"Ah, yes," Curran said, with his slight brogue. "Avin
Hayes busi ness."

He invited Jason into his office, which was starkly
utilitarian with a

netal desk and netal file cabinet. On the wall was a
cal endar with the

Celtics' basketball schedul e.

"How about sone coffee?" Curran suggested, putting his nug
down.

"No, thank you," Jason said.
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"You're smart,"” Curran said. "I know everybody conpl ai ns
about
institutional coffee, but this stuff is lethal." He pulled

a netal chair
away fromthe wall and notioned to it for Jason to sit.

"So what can 1 do for you, doctor?"

“I"'mnot sure. This Hayes busi ness disturbs ne. Renenber |
tol d you that

Dr. Hayes said he'd nmade a mmjor discovery? Well, now
think there's a
good chance he did. After all, the man was a worl df anous

resear cher, and
he was working in a field with a |ot of potential."

"Wait a, mnute. Didn't you also tell ne you thought Hayes
was having a
nervous breakdown?"

"At the tinme | thought he was displaying i nappropriate
behavi or, " Jason

said. "I thought he was paranoid and delusional. Now I'm
not sure. Wat

if he did nake a mmj or discovery which he hadn't reveal ed
because he was

still perfecting it? Suppose soneone found out and for
SOMe reason

wanted it suppressed?”

"And had himkilled)" Curran interrupted patronizingly..
Doctor, you're

forgetting one major fact: Hayes died of natural causes.
There was no

foul play, no gunshot wounds to the head, no knife in the
back. And on

top of that, he was dealing. W found heroin, coke, and
cash in his

Sout hi e pad. No wonder he acted paranoid. The drug scene
IS a serious

wor | d. "



"Wasn't that anonynous tip a bit strange?" Jason asked,
suddenly
curious.

"It happens all the tinme. Sonebody's pissed about
sonet hi ng so they cal
us to get even."

Jason stared at the detective. He thought the drug
connecti on was out of

character, but didn't know why. Then he renenbered that
Hayes had been

living wwth an exotic dancer. Maybe it wasn't so out of
character after

al | .

As if reading Jason's thoughts, Curran said, "Listen,
doctor, |

appreciate you taking the tine to conme down, but facts are
facts. |

don't know if this guy nmade a di scovery or not, but let ne
tell you

sonet hing. If he was dealing drugs, he was taking them
too. That's the

pattern. | had the Vice departnent run his nane through
their conputers.

They cane up with zip, but that just neans he hadn't been
caught vyet.

He's lucky he got to die of natur-al causes. In any case,

| can't

justify spending Hom cide tinme on the death."

"I still think there's nore to it."

Cur-ran shook his head.

"Dr. Hayes was trying to tell nme sonething,” Jason
persisted. "I think
he wanted hel p. "

"Sure," Curran said. "He probably wanted to pull you into
his drug ring.

Li sten, doctor, take ny advice. Forget this affair." He



st ood up,
I ndi cating the interview was over.

Descending to the street, Jason renoved the parking ticket
fromhis

wi ndshield wper. Sliding in behind the wheel, he thought
about his

conversation wth Detective Curran. The man had been
cordi al, but he

obvi ously gave little credence to Jason's thoughts and
intuition. As

Jason started his car, he renenbered sonething el se Hayes
had- said

about his discovery. He'd said it was "ironic." Now that
was a weird way

to characterize a major scientific breakthrough,
especially if soneone

were contriving the story.

Back at the GHP, Jason returned to his patients, going
fromroomto

room | i stening, touching, synpathizing, and advising. That
was what he

| oved about nedici ne. Peopl e opened thenselves to him
literally and

figuratively. He felt privileged and needed. Sone of his
confi dence

ebbed back.

It was close to four when he approached examroom C and
took the chart.

He renmenbered the nane. It was Paul Klingler, the man
whose physi cal

exam he had done. Before entering the room Jason quickly
reviewed his

wor kup. The man appeared to be healthy, with | ow nornal
chol esterol and

triglycerides and normal EKG Jason entered the room

Kl i ngl er was sl ender, with sandy bl ond hair and the qui et
confi dence of

an ol d noneyed Yankee. "Wiat was wong with nmy tests?" he
asked,

concer ned.



"Nothing, really."

"But your secretary told nme you wanted to repeat sone.
That | had to
conme today."

"Sorty about that. There was no need for alarm Wen she
heard you

weren't feeling well, she thought we should take a | ook."
"I"'mjust getting over the flu,"
It honme from

school. |I'mnmuch better. The only problemis that it has
kept ne from

exerci se for over a week."

Paul said. "Kids brought

The flu didn't scare Jason. Healthy people didn't die of
It. But he

still exam ned Paul Klingler carefully and repeated the
various cardi ac

tests.

Finally he told Klingler that he'd call if the bl ood work
reveal ed any
abnormalities.

Two patients later, Jason confronted Holly Jennings, a
fifty-four-year-old executive fromone of the | argest
Bost on adverti sing

firms. She was not happy and certainly not shy about
expressing her

feelings. And although there was a sign specifically
forbidding it,

she'd been snoking in the examroom while she had been
wai ting.

"What the hell is going on?" she demanded as Jason entered
the room Her
physi cal a nonth ago had given her a clean bill of health,

t hough Jason

had warned her to stop snoking and take off the twenty to
thirty extra

pounds she had put on in the |ast five years.



"1"d heard you weren't feeling well,"” Jason said mldly.
He noticed she
| ooked tired, and saw the dark circles under her eyes.

"I's that what ' this is all about?" she snapped. "The
secretary told ne
you wanted to repeat sone tests.

What was wrong with thenP"

“Not hing. W just wanted to do sone followup. Tell ne
about your
heal th. "

"Jesus Christ! You drag ne down here, scaring the hell out
of me, making

me mss two inportant presentations, just to have a
conversati on.

Coul dn't this have been done on the phone?"

"Well, since you're here, why don't you tell ne how you've
been
feeling."”

"Tired. "

"Anyt hi ng el se?"

"Just generally lousy. | haven't been able to sleep. MWy
appetite's been

poor. Nothing specific ... well, that's not true. My eyes
have been

bothering ne. |I've had to wear sunglasses a lot, even in

the office."

"Anyt hi ng el se?" Jason asked, feeling an unconfortable
prickle of fear.

Hol |y shrugged. "For sone goddamm reason ny hair's been
t hi nning."

As carefully as possible, Jason exam ned the wonan. Her
pul se and bl ood



pressure were up, although that could have been due to
stress. Her skin

was dry, particularly on her extremties. Wen he repeated
her EKG, he

t hought there m ght have been sone very mld ST changes
suggesti ng

reduced oxygen to her heart. Wien he suggested they do
anot her stress

test, she decli ned.

"Can | come back for that?"

"I"d rather do it now," Jason said. "In fact, would you
consi der staying
in the hospital for a couple, of days?"

"Are you kidding? | don't have tine. Besides, | don't feel
t hat bad. Wy
do you even suggest it?"

"Just to get everything done. I'd |ike you to see a
cardi ol ogi st and an
opht hal nol ogi st as well."

"Next week. Monday or Tuesday. But |'ve got sone big
deadl i nes. "

Rel uctantly, Jason let Holly go after draw ng sone bl ood.
There was no

way he could force her to stay, and he had not hi ng
specific enough to

convince her she was in trouble. it was just a feeling: a
bad feeling.

Fol l owi ng his usual routine after returning hone, Jason

j ogged, stopped

into De Luca's Market where he got a Perdue chicken, put
his neal in the

oven, showered and retreated to his den with an ice-col d
beer. Maki ng

hi nsel f confortable, he continued his reading on DNA. He
began to

under st and how Hayes coul d isolate specific genes. That

was what Hel ene



Brerinqui vist had probably been doing that norning. Once
an appropriate

bacterial colony was found, it was cultivated to produce
trillions of

bacteria. Then, using enzynes, the bacteria DNA was
separ at ed,

fragnented, and the desired gene was isol ated. and
purified. Later, it

could be spliced back into different bacteria into regions
of the DNA

that could be "switched on" by the researcher. In that
form the

reconbi nant strain of bacteria acted |like mniature
factories to produce

the protein the gene was coded for. It had been this

nmet hod t hat Hayes

had used to produce his human growth hornone. He had
started with a

pi ece of human DNA, the gene that made growt h hornone,
cloned it by the

hel p of bacteria, then spliced it into bacteria DNA in an
area

controlled by a gene responsi ble for digesting | actose. By
addi ng

| actose to the culture, Hayes's reconbi nant strain of
bacteria had been

"turned on" to produce human growth hornone.

Jason drained his beer and went into the kitchen and
popped anot her. He

was overwhel med by what he'd | earned. No wonder scientists
| i ke Hayes

were strange. They knew they had the power to manipul ate
life. This

conprehension thrilled Jason and di sturbed himat the sane
time. The DNA

t echnol ogy had awesone potential to do good and harm The
direction, he

t hought, was a toss-up. Armed with this information, Jason
was even nore

inclined to believe that Hayes, though under general
stress, had been

telling the truth-at | east about the scientific

br eakt hr ough. Jason was



not so sure about Hayes's statenent that soneone wanted
hi m dead. He

wi shed he'd spent nore tine with the man over the | ast
nont hs. He wi shed

he knew nore about him

Openi ng the oven, Jason checked his chicken. It was

br owni ng nicely and

| ooked delicious. He put water on to boil for rice, then
went back to

the den. Lifting his legs onto the desktop and tilting
back his chair,

he started the next chapter on the | aboratory techni ques
of genetic

-engi neering. The first part dealt with the nmethods by
whi ch DNA

nol ecul es were fragnented with enzynes called restriction
endonucl eases.

Jason had to read the section several tines. It was
difficult material.

The shrill whine of the snoke detector startled Jason.
Leapi ng up from

the desk where he'd fallen fast asl eep, he dashed into the
kitchen. The

water for the rice had boiled away, and the Teflon |ining
was snoki ng,

filling the kitchen with acrid vapors. Jason shoved it
under runni ng

water, where it spattered and hissed. Turning on the
exhaust fan and

openi ng one of the living roomw ndows slowy enptied the
kitchen of

snoke, and finally the snoke detector fell silent. Jason
was gl ad the

| andl ord was out of town as usual.

When his dinner was finally prepared, wthout rice, Jason

carried it to

his desk in the den, pushing papers and books aside. As he
started

eating he found hinself |ooking at the front of the Boston
G obe with

the article "Doctor, Drugs and Dancer" staring himin the



face. Picking

the paper up in his left hand, he | ooked at Carol Donner
agai n. The idea

t hat Hayes woul d have been living with the we an
confounded him Jason

wondered if Hayes had fallen prey to the age-old nmale
fant asy of

rescuing the prostitute who, despite her work, had a heart
of gol d.

Thi nki ng of Hayes as a colleague with simlar background
I ncludi ng the

same nedi cal school, Jason found the idea of himfalling
for such a

clichd farfetched. But as Curran had said, facts were
facts. Cbviously

Hayes had been living with the girl. Jason tossed the
paper asi de.

After reading what he could find about dry skin, which
wasn't nuch,

Jason carried his soiled dishes to th& kitchen and rinsed
them The

I mage of Carol Donner with her hand in front of her face
kept poppi ng up

in his mnd. He |ooked at his watch. It was ten-thirty.
"Why not," he

said aloud. After all, if Hayes had been living with the
wonan, naybe

she knew sonet hing that could give Jason a clue about
Hayes' s

breakt hrough. At any rate, he had nothing to | ose. Donning
a sweater and

a tweed jacket, Jason left the. apartnent.

From Beacon Hill it was only a fifteen-mnute walk to the
Conmbat Zone.

But fifteen m nutes took Jason an enor nous soci al

di stance. Beacon Hil

was the epitone of confortable wealth and propriety, with
its

cobbl estone streets and gas | anps. The Conbat Zone was the
sordi d

opposite. To get there, Jason skirted the edge of the
Bost on Common '



reachi ng Washi ngton Street wwth its row of bottom ess bars
by way of

Boyl ston Street. There were roam ng packs of street people
m Xi ng

uneasily with groups of boisterous students and

| eat her-j acket ed

bl ue-col l ar workers from Dorchester. The C ub Cabaret was
in the mddle

of the bl ock, nestled between an X-rated ci nena and an
adult bookstore

with a variety of supposed sexual aids on display inits
W ndow.

The TOPLESS COLLEGE G RLS sign glowed wth fluorescent
pai nt .

Jason wal ked up to the door and went inside. He found
hi mself in the

bar, a long, dark roomillumnated in the center to
spotlight a wooden
runway.

The bar itself was U shaped and surrounded the runway.
Behi nd there were

smal | boot hs, and rock nusic thudded into the roomfrom

| ar ge speakers

flanking the stairs that led to the runway fromthe fl oor
above.

The air was foul with cigarette snoke and that peculiar
chem cal odor

which snells |ike cheap room deodorant. The place was
almost filled with

men hunched over drinks at the bar. It was difficult to
see into the

boot hs, but as Jason passed, he glinpsed nunmerous wonen in
| ow cut

spaghettistrap dresses. He found a stool at the bar. A

wai tress wearing

a white shirt and tight black shorts took his order al nost
I nstantly.

As she brought his beer and a glass, a sem nude dancer
cane down the



stairs and pranced al ong the runway. Jason gazed up at
her, catching her

eye for a brief instant. She | ooked bored. Her face was
heavi | y made up,

and her bl eached hair had the consistency of straw. Jason
guessed her

age to be ovethirty, certainly no coed.

A anci ng around the room he noticed equival ent
expressi ons of boredom

on the faces of the nmen as their eyes reflexively followed
t he progress

of the dancer up and down the runway. Jason sipped his
beer fromthe

bottle. There was no way he'd allow his lips to touch a

gl ass in that

pl ace.

When the rock-and-roll piece ended, the dancer a . cted as
I f she'd been

nonmentarily stranded. Self consciously, she shifted her
wei ght from one

four inch heel to the other, waiting for the next nunber.

Jason noticed a tattooed heart on her right thigh.

Her al ded by the heavy beat of druns, the next nunber
began, and the

bl onde i medi ately reconmenced her gyrations. As she did
so, she slipped

off her brief top. Now all she had on was a G string and
her shoes.

Still, the nen at the bar appeared carved in stone. The
only novenents

were those necessary to bring their drinks or cigarettes
to their |ips.

At least until the dancer began noving al ong the runway.
Then a few

customers would hold out dollar bills.

Jason watched for a while, then scanned the room agai n.
About twenty
feet away was a booth occupied by a man in a dark suit
with a cigar,



studyi ng a | edger through dark gl asses. Jason had no idea
how t he man

could see anything at all, but decided he was managenent.
Sever a

body- bui | der types with ei ghteen-inch necks, wearing white
T-shirts,

stood on either side of the booth, their beefy arns
crossed and their

heads constantly turning to survey the room

As the nusic ended, the blond stripper picked up her

t hi ngs and ran up

the stairs. There was scattered appl ause. Wen the nusic
began again, a

new dancer descended the stairs and whirl ed about the
runway. Dressed in

a flashy, volum nous gypsy costune, she could have been
the first

dancer's sisterher older sister.

Very qui ckly, Jason got the hang of the program A girl
woul d appear in

some wild costune and dance, taking off nore of her
clothes as the

nunber progressed. Forty-five m nutes passed and Jason
wondered if

Carol Donner was schedul ed to appear that night. He asked
one of the

wai t r esses.

"She shoul d be next. Want anot her round, m ster?"

Jason shook his head. He was content to nurse his first
beer for the

entire visit. Looking around, he noticed that several of
the strippers

had conme back down to the floor. They would stop and talk
to the man in

t he dark gl asses and then wander around the room chatting
up the

custoners. Jason tried to i magi ne Hayes, the fanous

nol ecul ar bi ol ogi st

there at the bar.



Try as he mght, he couldn't.

There was a pause in the nusic and the runway |ights

di mred. A PA system

crackled to life for the first tine and announced the next
per former:

the famous Carol Donner. The bored patrons propped up on

t he bar

suddenly seened to wake up. There were a few catcalls.

The nusic changed to a softer rock and a figure appeared
on the runway.

As the lights came up, Jason was stunned. To his
amazenent, Carol Donner

was a beautiful young woman. Her skin had a healthy gl ow
and her eyes

spar kl ed.

She was dressed in a body suit, headband, and | eg warners
as though she

were in an aerobics class. Her feet were bare. She noved
down t he runway

with effortless grace, and Jason noticed that her smle
hel d genui ne

enj oynent .

As her nunber progressed, she renoved her |l eg warners, a
sil k sash

around her waist, and then the body suit. The sodden

audi ence actually

cheered as she danced topl ess back up the stairs. As soon
as she

di sappeared, the custoners sank back into their torpor.
Jason kept

wai ting for Carol to appear on the floor |ike the other
girls, but after

twenty m nutes he deci ded she m ght not. He pushed off his
st ool and

wal ked back to the man in the sungl asses. One of the
body- bui | ders

noticed his approach and unfol ded his arnms. "Excuse ne,"
Jason said to

the man with the |edger. "Wuld it be possible to talk

w th Car ol



Donner ?"

The man renoved his cigar. "Who the hell are you?" Jason
was rel uct ant

to give his real nane, and while he hesitated, the man in
t he dark

gl asses notioned to one of the b9dy-builders. Jason felt

| ar ge hands

take hold of his armand urge himtoward the door. "I only
want ..." But

he didn't get to say any nore. He was grabbed by his

j acket and hastily

escorted the length of the bar and through the dark
curtain, his feet

barely touching the floor. Wth a good deal of
hum | i ati on, he found

hi nsel f propelled out into the street.

After the radio al arm had awakened him Jason had to stand
under the

shower for several mnutes to feel capable of facing the
day. The ni ght

before, after he'd returned fromthe unpleasant visit to
the Cdub

Cabaret, he'd been called back to the hospital. One of his
Al DS

patients, a man naned Harvey Rachnman, had arrested. Wen
Jason had

arrived, the staff had been giving CPR for fifteen

m nutes. They'd kept

It up for two hours before conceding defeat. The head
nurse's coment

that at |least the man didn't have to suffer anynore was
not much

consolation to a stricken Jason. For Jason it seened that
deat h was

W nni ng the conpetition.

The only positive side of inpatient rounds |ater that
nor ni ng was the

di scharge of one of his hepatitis cases. Jason was sorry
to see the girl

go. Now he had only a single patient who was doi ng wel | .



In the CCU, Matthew Cowen was no better. In addition to
hi s ot her

conpl ai nts, he was now havi ng troubl e seeing. The synptom
bot her ed

Jason.

Harring and Lennox had al so conpl ai ned of inpaired vision
I n the weeks

before their deaths, and again the possibility of sonme new
mul ti system

I 1l ness crossed Jason's m nd. He ordered an opht hal nol ogy
consult. After

finishing rounds, Jason headed to pathology to see if the
slides from

Hayes' s aut opsy were done. Maybe they woul d hel p explain
why so nmany

seenm ngly heal thy people were suffering cardiovascul ar
cat astr ophe.

He had to wait while Jackson called a report on a frozen
section down to
the OR It was a breast biopsy and it was positive.

"That al ways makes ne feel terrible,” Jackson said,
hangi ng up the
phone.

Then, in a nore cheerful voice, he added, "I bet you want
to see the

Hayes slides."” He searched around on his desk until he
foundt he ri ght

f ol der.

Qpening it up, he took out a slide and focused it for
Jason. "WAit until
you see this.

"That's Alvin Hayes's aorta," Jackson explained as Jason
| ooked in. The

cellul ar death and di sorgani zati on were evident even to
hi s unpracticed

eye. "It's no wonder it blew " Jackson continued. "Il've
never seen such

deterioration in anyone under seventy except with



established aortic

di sease. And let ne show you sonething else." He repl aced
the slide with

another. "That's Hayes's heart. Look at the coronary
vessel. It's like

Cedric Harring's. Al the coronary vessels are al nost
closed. If Hayes's

aorta hadn't blown, he'd have died of a heart attack. The
man was a

wal ki ng ti me bonb. And not only that, he had inflammation
in the

thyroid, again |like Harring.

In fact, there were so many parallels that I went back and
| ooked at

Harring's aorta. And guess what? Harring's aorta was on
the verge of

bl owi ng too."

"What exactly are you sayi ng?" Jason asked.

Jackson spread his hands. "I don't know. There are strong
simlarities

bet ween these two cases. The wi despread inflammation-but |
don't think

It's infectious. It has nore the | ook of autoimmunity, as
if their

I mmune system had started attacking their own organs.

"You nean |ike |upus?"

"Yeah, sonething |like that. Anyway, Al vin Hayes was in
terribl e shape.

Just about every organ was in a state of deterioration. He
was falling

apart at the seans.

"He said he wasn't feeling too well,"” Jason said.

"Ha! " Jackson exclained. "That's the understatenent of the
year."

Jason | eft pathol ogy, trying to nake sense of Jackson's
statenent. Again



he considered the possibility of an unknown infectious
di sease despite

Jackson's opinion. After all, what kind of an autoi mmune
di sease coul d

wor k so qui ckly? Jason answered his own question: none.

Before starting the office patients, Jason decided to stop
by Hayes's
| ab.

Not that he expected Hel ene to be hel pful, but he thought

she m ght be

Interested in the fact that Hayes had been so ill the | ast
f ew weeks of

his life. To his surprise, he saw Hel ene had been cryi ng.

"What's the matter?"

Hel ene shook her head. "Nothing."
"Aren't you wor ki ng?"

i f, finished," Helene said.

Al at once Jason realized that wthout Hayes there to
gi ve her

i nstructions, she was | ost. Apparently she'd not been
appri sed of the

big picture, a fact that nade Jason pessim stic that she
woul d have

knowl edge of Hayes's breakthrough, if there'd been one.
The man's

penchant for secrecy was to be society's | oss.

"Do you mind if I talk with you for a few m nutes?" Jason
asked.

"No," Helene said in her usual |aconic manner. She
notioned himinto

Hayes's office. Jason foll owed, assaulted once again by
t he graphic

geni tal photos.

“I'"ve just cone from pathol ogy," Jason began, once they



wer e seat ed.

"Dr. Hayes apparently was a very sick man. Are you sure he
didn't

conplain of feeling ill?"

"He did," Helene admtted, reversing her previous stand.
"He kept saying
he felt weak."

Jason stared across at her. She seened softer, nore open,
and he

realized that in contrast to the previous tines he'd seen
her, her hair

was | oose, falling to her shoulders instead of severely
pul | ed back.

"Last time you said his behavior was unchanged," he said.
"I't was. But he said he felt terrible.”
MORTAL FEAR

Frustrated by this semantic distinction, Jason again was
convi nced t hat

she was covering up sonething. He wondered why, but he
felt he'd get

nowhere by confronting her.

"M ss. Brennquivist," Jason said, speaking patiently, "I
want to ask

once again. Are you absolutely certain you have no idea

what Dr. Hayes

coul d have been referring to when he told ne he'd nade a
maj or

scientific breakthrough?"

She shook her head. "I really don't know. The truth was
t hat things had

not been going well in the |ab. About three nonths ago,
the rats

recei ving growt h hornone-rel easing factors had
nysteriously begun to
die."



"Where did the releasing factors cone fronf"

"Dr. Hayes extracted them hinmself fromrat brains. Mstly
t he
hypot hal anus.

Then | produced them by reconbi nant DNA techni ques."

"So the experinents were a failure?"
"Completely," Helene said. "But, |ike any great
researcher, Dr. Hayes

was not daunted. Instead he worked harder. He tried
di fferent proteins,

but unfortunately with the sane fatal results.”

"Do you think Dr. Hayes was |ying when he told ne he'd
made a
br eakt hr ough?"

"Dr. Hayes never lied , Helene said indignantly.

"Well, how do you explain it? p' Jason asked. "At first |
t hought Hayes
was having a nervous breakdown. Now I'm not so sure. Wat
do you thi nk?"

"Dr. Hayes was not having a nervous breakdown, " Hel ene
said, rising to

nmake it clear the conversation was over. Jason had hit a
raw nerve. She

was not about to listen to her |ate boss be cal umi at ed.

Frustrated, Jason went down to his office, where Sally

al ready had two

patients waiting for physicals. Between them Jason escaped
Sally | ong

enough to check the | aboratory values on Holly Jennings.
The only

significant change fromher earlier tests was an el evated
gamma

gl obul i n, agai n maki ng Jason consi der a non- Al DS-r el at ed
epi dem ¢

I nvol ving the autoi mune system Instead of turning the



| Mrune system

off, as with AIDS, this problemseened to turnit onin a
destructive

fashi on.

M dnor ni ng Jason got a call from Margaret Danforth, who
stated w thout
preanbl e, "Thought you should know that Dr. Hayes's urine
showed
noderate | evel s of cocaine."”

So Curran was right, Jason realized, hangi ng up. Hayes was
usi ng drugs.

But whether that was related to his claimof discovery,
his fear of

bei ng at tacked, or even his actual death, Jason coul dn't
tell.

He was forced to put aside his specul ation as the heavy
pati ent | oad

pushed hi mfurther and further behind. the pressure was
hei ght ened by a

call from Shirley, who had apparently |learned of his visit
to Hel ene.

"Jason," she said with an edge to her voice, ov pl ease
don't stir the
pot .

Just let the Hayes affair cal mdown."

"1 think Hel ene knows nore than she's telling us", Jason
sai d.

"Whose side are you on?" Shirl ey asked.
"kay, okay,"
confronted by
Madal i ne Kranmmer, an old patient who had been squeezed in
as an

emer gency.

he said, rudely cutting her off as he was

Up until now her heart condition had been stable. Suddenly
she was



presenting swollen ankles and chest rales. Despite strong
medi cati on,

her congestive heart disease had increased in severity to
t he point that

Jason insisted on hospitalization.

"Not this weekend," Madaline protested. "My son is com ng
from

California with his new baby. |'ve never seen ny

gr anddaughter. Pl ease!"

Madal i ne was a cheerful woman in her md-sixties with
silvergray hair.

Jason had al ways been fond of her, since she rarely
conpl ai ned and was

extraordinarily grateful for his mnistrations.

“"Madaline, I'msorry. | wouldn't do this unless | thought
It was
necessary.

But the only way we can adjust your nedications is with
constant nonitoring."

G unbling but resigned, Midaline agreed. Jason told her
he'd see her

| ater, and left her in the capable hands of C audia. By
four P. m,

Jason had just about caught up to his appoi nt nent
schedul e. Energi ng

fromhis office, Jason ran into Roger Wanameker, whose
| npressive bul k

conpl etely bl ocked the narrow hal | way.

"My turn,” Roger said. "Got a mnute for a chat?"

"Sure," said Jason, who never said no to a colleague. He

| ed the way

back to his office. Roger cerenoniously dropped a chart on
hi s desk.

"Just so you don't feel lonely,"” he said. "That's the
chart of a

fifty-three-year-old executive from Data General who was
j ust brought



I nto the energency room deader than a doorknob. 1'd given
hi m one of our

full -scal e executive physicals |less than three weeks ago."
Jason opened the chart and gl anced through the physical,

I ncl udi ng the

EKG and | aboratory values. The chol esterol was high but
not terrible.

"Anot her heart attack?" he asked, flipping to the report
of the chest X

ray. It was nornal.

"Nope," Roger said. "Massive stroke. The guy had a sei zure

right in the
m ddl e of a board neeting. His wife is nadder'n hell. Made
me feel

terrible. She said he'd been feeling crunmy ever since
he'd seen us.

"What were his synptons?"

“Not hi ng specific,"” Roger said. "Mstly insomia and
tension, the kind
of stuff executives conplain about all the tine."

"What the hell is going on?" Jason asked rhetorically.

"Beats ne," Roger said. "But |I'mgetting a bad
feeling-like we're on the
edge of sone kind of epidem c or sonething."

"l1'"ve tal ked with Madsen in pathol ogy. | asked hi m about
an unknown

I nfectious disease. He said no. He said it was netabolic,
maybe

aut oi nmune. "

"I think we'd better do sonething. Wat about the neeting
you

suggest ed?"

"I haven't called it yet," Jason admtted. "
d audia pull all

ny physicals over the |last year and checking to see how

r In having



the patients are
doi ng. Maybe you should do the sane.”

"Good idea."

"What about the autopsy on this case?" Jason asked,
handi ng the chart
back to Roger.

"The nedi cal exam ner has it."
"Let nme know what they find."

When Roger left, Jason nmade a note to call a neeting of
t he ot her

internists early the follow ng week. Even if he didn't
want to know how

wi despread the problemwas, he knew he couldn't sit back
and watch while

patients wth seem ngly healthy checkups ended up in the
nor gue.

Enroute to his final patient, Jason found hinself again
t hi nki ng of

Carol Donner. Suddenly getting an idea, he nade a detour
to the centra

desk and found C audia. He asked her to go down to

per sonnel and see if

she could get Alvin Hayes's honme address. Jason was
confident that if

anybody could do it, C audia could.

Once again heading for his |ast outpatient, Jason wondered
why he'd not

t hought of getting Hayes's address sooner. |f Carol Donner
had been

living wwth the man, it would be vastly easier to talk

wi th her at her

apartnment than at the C ub Cabaret, where they obviously
felt rather

protective.

Maybe she'd have sone ideas about Hayes's breakt hrough, or
I f not hi ng



el se, his health. By the tine Jason had finished with his
| ast patient,
Cl audi a had the address. It was in the South End.

After all the outpatients had been seen, and Jason had
dictated the

necessary correspondence, he headed up the nmain el evator
to begin his

i npatient rounds. He saw Madal i ne Kramrer first.

She was al ready | ooking better. An increased diuretic had
reduced her

swol l en feet and hands consi derably, but when he went over
her again he

was disturbed to find that her pupils seened w dely

dil ated and

unreactive to light. He made a note on her chart before
continuing his

rounds.

Before he went in to see Matthew Cowen, Jason pulled his
chart to see

what the ophthal nol ogy consult -had said about his eyes.
Shocked, Jason

read, "M I1d cataract formation in both eyes. Check again
In six nmonths."”

Jason coul dn't believe what he was seeing. Cataracts at
thirty-five? He

remenbered the autopsy had noted cataracts in Connoly's
eyes. He al so

remenbered just seeing Madaline Krammer's dil ated pupils.
What the hell

were they dealing with? He was further confused when he
went down the

hall to see Matthew.

"Are you giving me any weird drugs?" he demanded as soon
as he glinpsed
Jason.

“No. Wiy do you ask?"

"Because ny hair is comng out.'
tugged on a few

To make his point, he



strands, which indeed cane right out. He scattered them on
the pillow

Jason picked one up, rolling it slowy between his thunb
and i ndex
finger. it | ooked normal save for a grayness at the root.

Then he exam ned Matthew s scalp. It too was normal, with
no
i nfl ammati on or soreness.

"How | ong has this been going on?" he asked, renenbering
Bri an Lennox

with startling vividness, as well as Ms. Harring's
comrent that her

husband's hair had started to fall out.

"It's gotten nmuch worse today," Matthew said. "I don't
mean to sound

par anoi d, but everything seens to be happening to ne."
"It"s just coincidence,"
own confi dence

as nmuch as Matthew s. "I'll have the dermatol ogi st take
anot her | ook.

Maybe it's associated with your dry skin. Has that

i mproved?"

Jason said, trying to buoy his

"It's worse, if anything. | shouldn't have cone into the
hospital ."

Jason tended to agree, especially since so many of his
patients were

doing poorly. By the tinme he finished rounds, he was
exhausted. He

al nrost forgot that sone well-neaning friends had insisted
he attend a

di nner party that night so they could fix himup wth a
cute

thirty-four-year-old | awer naned Penny Lanbert. Wth an
hour to kill,

Jason decided it wasn't worth going hone. |nstead, he
pul |l ed out the

Boston map he ~kept in his car and | ocated Springfield



Street, where

Hayes's apartnent was |ocated. It was off WAshi ngton
Street. Thinking it

woul d be a good tine to catch Carol Donner, he decided to
drive directly

there. But that was easier said than done. Headi ng sout h,
he found

hi msel f caught in bunper-to-bunper traffic on
Massachusetts Avenue. Wth

persi stence, he reached Washington Street and turned |eft,
then |eft

again at Springfield. He |located Hayes's building, then
found a parking

spot.

The nei ghborhood was a m xture of renovated and
unr enovat ed bui | di ngs.

Hayes's was in the latter category. Gaffiti was
spray-painted on the

front steps. Jason entered the foyer and noted that
several of the

mai | boxes were broken and that the inner door was

unl ocked. In fact, the

| ock had been broken sonetine in the distant past and
never replaced.

Hayes's apartnent was on the third floor. Jason started up
t he poorly

lit steps. The snell was nusty and danp.

The building was | arge, with single apartnents on each
floor. On three
Jason tripped over several Boston G obes still in their
pl astic covers.

There was no bell so Jason knocked. Hearing no response,
he knocked

agai n, harder. The door squeaked open about an inch.
Looki ng down, Jason

saw that the | ock had recently been forced and that part
of the doorjanb

was m ssing. Using his index finger, Jason gingerly pushed
t he door

open. It squeaked again as if in pain. "Hello," he called.



There was no

answer. He stepped into the apartnent. "Hello." There was
no noi se

except a running toilet. He cl osed the door behind himand
started

across a dark hall toward a partially opened door.

Jason took one | ook and al nost fled. The place had been
trashed. The

living room once decorated with attractive anti ques and

r epr oducti ons,

was a weck. Al the drawers in the desk and si deboard had
been pul | ed

out and dunped. The sofa cushi ons had been sl ashed, and
the contents of

a | arge bookcase were strewn about the floor.

Picking his way carefully through the ness, Jason peered
into a small

bedroom which was in the sanme condition as the living
rx)om then went

down the hall to what he assuned was the master bedroom
It too was a

wreck. Every drawer had been dunped, and the clothes in
the wal k-in

cl oset had been ripped from hangers and thrown on the

fl oor. Picking

some up, he noted they were all nen's cl ot hes.

Suddenly the front door squeaked, sending a shiver down
Jason' s spine.

He let the clothes fall to the floor. He started to cal
out again,

hoping that it was Carol Donner, but for a nonent he was
too scared to

speak. He froze, his ears straining for sound. Maybe a
draft had pushed

the door ... Then he heard a thud, |ike the sound of a
shoe knocki ng

agai nst a book or an overturned drawer. Soneone was
definitely in the

apartnent, and Jason had the feeling whoever it was knew
he was there.

Perspirati on appeared on his forehead and ran down the



si de of his nose.

Detective Curran's warning that the drug world was
dangerous fl ashed

through his mnd. He wondered if there was a way to sneak
out. Then he

realized he was at the end of a |ong hall way.

All at once a large figure filled the door-way. Even in
t he darkness
Jason could tell that it was carrying a gun.

Panic filled Jason as his heart raced. But still he did
not nove. A

second, smaller figure joined the first and together they
stepped into

the room Then they advanced toward Jason, inexorably,
step by step. It

seened |like an eternity. Jason wanted to cry out or run.

The next instant Jason thought he'd died. There was a
flash. But then he

realized it was not the gun, but a light bulb over his
head. He was

still alive. Two uniformed policenen stood before him
Jason coul d have

hugged themin his relief.

"Am| glad to see you guys," Jason said.

"Turn around,
conment .

the larger cop ordered, ignoring Jason's

"I can explain ...
up and put his
hands on the wall, his feet spread apart.

Jason began, but he was told to shut

The second cop searched him renoving his wallet. Wen

t hey were

satisfied Jason was unarned, they pulled his arns off the
wal I and

handcuf f ed hi m

Then they marched hi m back through the apartnment, down the
stairs, and



into the street. Sone passersby stopped to watch as Jason
was forced
into the back seat of an unmarked car.

The cops remained silent during the ride to the

st ati onhouse, and Jason

decided there was no point trying to explain until they
got there. Now

that he had cal ned down, he began to think of what he
shoul d do. He

guesscd he'd be able to nake a phone call, and he wondered
i f he should

call Shirley or the lawer he'd used when he'd sold his
house and

practi ce.

But when they arrived, the cops just marched Jason to a
smal |, bare room

and left himthere. The door clicked when they went out
and Jason

realized he was | ocked in. He'd never been in jail before
and it did not

feel good.

As the mnutes slipped by, Jason realized the gravity of
the situation.

He renenbered Shirley's request that he not stir the pot.
God knows the

effect his arrest would have on the clinic if it becane
publ i c.

Finally the door to the room opened and Detective M chael
Curtan cane

in, followed by the smaller policeman. Jason was glad to
see Curran, but

he was i medi ately aware the detective did not reciprocate
t he enoti on.

The lines on his face seened deeper than ever.

"Uncuff him" Curran said without smling. Jason stood up
whil e the

uni formed policeman rel eased his hands. He watched
Curran's face, trying

to fathom his thoughts; but he remai ned inpenetrable.



"I want to talk wwth himalone," he said to the policeman,
who nodded
and left.

"Here's your goddamm wal let,"” Curtan said, slapping it
I nto Jason's
pal m

"You don't take advice too well, do you? What do | have to
do to
convince you this drug business is serious stuff?"

"I was only trying to talk with Carol Donner "Wnderful.
So you butt in
and screw things up for us.”

"Li ke what ?" Jason asked, beginning to feel his tenper
rise.

"Vice has been staking out Hayes's apartnent since we
| earned it had

been searched. We hoped to pull in soneone a bit nore

I nteresting than

you. "

Il msorr Y.

Curtan shook his head in frustration. "Well, it could have

been wor se.

You coul d have gotten yourself hurt. Please, doctor-would
you get back

to your doctoring?"

"Am| free to go?" Jason asked with disbelief.

"Yeah," Curran said, turning to the door. "I'm not going
to book you. No
sense wasting our tine."

Jason left the police station and took a cab back to
Springfield Street,

where he retrieved his car. He glanced up at Hayes's
bui | di ng and



shi ver ed.
It had been an unnerving experience.

Wth enough adrenaline in his systemnowto run a
four-mnute mile,

Jason was glad he had plans for the evening. H's friends
the Alics had

invited a |ively group of people, and the food and w ne
were really

good. The girl they wanted himto neet, Penny Lanbert,
struck himas a

bit of a yuppie, conservatively dressed in a blue suit
wi th a vol um nous

silk bow tie.

Luckily, she was cheerful and tal kative and willingly
filled the gap

|l eft by Jason's inability to stop thinking about Hayes's
apartnent and

his need to speak to Carol Donner.

When coffee and brandy were cleared away, Jason had an

| dea. Maybe if he

offered to take Penny hone, he could persuade her to stop
at Carol's

cl ub.

Qovi ously, Carol was no longer living at Hayes's
apartnent, and Jason

figured he m ght have a better chance talking to her if he
wer e

acconpani ed by anot her woman. Penny happily accepted his
of fer of a

lift, and when they were in the car, he asked her if she
were feeling

advent ur ous.

"What do you nean?" she asked cauti ously.
"I thought you mght like to see another side of Boston."

"Li ke a disco?"



"Sonmething like that," Jason said. In a mldly perverse
way, Jason

t hought the experience m ght be good for Penny. She was
ni ce enough, but

a bit too predictable.

She rel axed, smling and chatting until they pulled up in
fi-ont of the

Club Cabaret. "Are you sure this is a good idea?" she
asked.

"Conme on," Jason urged. He'd given her a little background
enrout e,

explaining that he wanted to see the girl Dr. Hayes had
been i nvol ved

with.

Penny had renenbered the story fromthe newspapers and it
had not buoyed
her confidence, but with a bit nore cajoling he persuaded
her to let him
park and go in.

Friday was obviously a big night. Gipping Penny's hand,
Jason wor ked

his way down the room hoping to avoid the man with the
dark gl asses and

his two he-man bodyguards. Wth the help of a five-dollar
bill he got

one of the waitresses to give thema booth against the
side wal |,

several steps up fromthe floor. They could see the runway
whi | e

remai ning partially concealed fromthe dancers by the dark
si | houettes

of men standing two deep at the bar.

They' d entered between nunbers.' They had just ordered
drinks when the

speakers roared to |ife. Jason's eyes had adjusted to the
dar kness, and

he coul d just nmake out Penny's face. Wiat he coul d see
best were the

whites of her eyes. She wasn't doing nuch blinking.



A stripper appeared in a swirl of diaphanous crepe. There
were a few

catcalls. Penny remained silent. As he paid the waitress
for their

drinks, Jason asked if Carol Donner was dancing that

ni ght. The waitress

said her first set was at el even. Jason was relieved-at

| east she hadn't

been trashed al ong with Hayes's apartnent.

When the waitress |eft he saw the dancer was down to her
G string and
that Penny's lips were tightly pursed.

"This is disgusting," she spat.

"It's not the Boston Synphony," Jason agreed.

"She even has cellulite.™

Jason | ooked nore carefully -when the dancer went back up
the stairs.

Sure enough, the backs of her thighs were heavily dinpl ed.
Jason sm | ed.

It was curious what a wonman noti ced.

"Are these nen really enjoying thensel ves?" Penny asked
with distaste.

"Good question. | don't know. Most of them | ook bored.7
But not one was

bored when Carol cane out. Like the night before, the
crowd cane alive

when she began her routi ne.

"what do you think?" Jason asked.
04 She's a good dancer, but | can't believe your friend
was i nvol ved

wth her."

"That's exactly what | thought," Jason said. But now he
wasn't so sure.



Carol Donner prujected a very different personality than
he had
expect ed.

After Carol finished, and again did not appear anong the
patrons, Jason

had had enough. Penny was eager to | eave, and Jason

noti ced she had

little to say on the way hone. He guessed the C ub Cabar et
hadn't nmade a

great inpression. Wien he left her at her door, he didn't
even bother to

say he'd call. He knew the Alics would be di sappoi nt ed,
but he figured

t hey shoul d have known better than to fix himup with a
bow ti e.

Back in his own apartnent, Jason undressed and picked up
t he DNA book

fromthe den. He got into bed and started reading.
Renmenbering his

exhaustion that afternoon, he thought he'd drop off to

sl eep qui ckly.

But that wasn't the case. He read about bacteri ophages,
the viral

particles that infected bacteria, and how they were used
i n genetic

engi neering. Then he read a chapter on plasm ds, which
he'd never even

heard of before he'd started readi ng about DNA. He

mar vel ed t hat

pl asm ds were snmall circular DNA nol ecul es that existed in
bacteria and

reproduced faithfully when the bacteria reproduced. They,
t oo, served an

enornously inportant function as vehicles for introducing
segnent s of

DNA i nto bacteri a.

Still w de awake, Jason | ooked at the tine. It was after
two A m, and

sl eep was out of the question. CGetting up, he went into
his living room



and stared out at Louisburg Square. A car pulled up. It
was t he tenant

who occupi ed the garden apartnent in Jason's buil ding. He,
too, was a

doctor and al though they were friendly, Jason knew little
about the man

ot her than he dated a | ot of beautiful wonen. Jason
wonder ed where he

found themall.

True to form the man energed fromhis car with an
attractive bl onde and

am d soft | aughter disappeared out of sight bel ow. Jason
heard the front

door to the building close. Silence returned. He could not
get Carol

Donner out of his mnd, w shing he could speak with her.
Looki ng at the

clock on the mantel, Jason had an idea. Quickly, he
returned to the

bedroom redressed, and went out to his car.

Wth sone m sgivings about the possible consequences,
Jason drove back

to the Conbat Zone. In contrast to the rest of the city,
It was stil

very much awake. He drove past the Club Cabaret once, then
circled and

backed into a side street and parked. He switched off the
notor. There

were sone unsavory types lingering in doorways and on the
si de street

who made Jason feel unconfortable. He nade sure all his
doors were

| ocked.

Wthin a quarter hour of his arrival, a |large group of
peopl e energed

fromthe club and went their separate ways. About ten

m nutes |ater, a

group of dancers appeared. They chatted together in front
of the club,

then split up. Carol was not anong them Just when Jason
had begun to



worry that he'd m ssed her, Carol cane out with one of the
body bui |l ders.

He wore a | eather jacket over his T-shirt, but it was not
zi pped up.

They turned right, heading up Washi ngton Street toward

Fi | ene' s.

Jason started his car, unsure of what to do. Luckily there
was pl enty of

traffic, both cars and pedestrian. To keep Carol in sight,
he nudged out

into the street, staying to the side. A policeman saw him
and waved him

on.

Carol and her friend turned | eft on Boylston Street,
wal ked i nto an open
parking lot, and got into a |large black Cadill ac.

Well, at least he'll be easy to keep in sight, Jason

t hought. But, never

havi ng fol |l owed anyone, he discovered. it wasn't as easy
as he'd

| magi ned, especially if he didn't want to be observed. The
Cadi | | ac

-skirted the edge of the Common, went north on Charles
Street, then nade

a left on Beacon, passing the Hanpshire House. Several

bl ocks |l ater, the

car pulled over to the left side of the street and

doubl epar ked. This

was an area of town call ed Back Bay, conposed of | arge,
turn-of -the-century brownstones, nost of which had been
converted into

rental units or condos. Jason passed the Cadillac as Carol
al i ght ed.

Sl ow ng, he watched in the rearview mrror as she ran up
the steps of a

building with a | arge bay wi ndow. Jason turned left on
Exeter, then |eft

on Marl borough. After waiting about five mnutes, he
rounded the bl ock.

Arriving back on Beacon Street, he | ooked for the bl ack
Cadillac. It was



gone.

Jason parked in front of a fire hydrant half a bl ock from
Carol's
bui | di ng.

At three A M Back Bay was peaceful -no pedestrians and
only an

occasi onal passing car. Turning into the walk leading to
Carol's

bui | di ng, Jason surveyed the six-story facade and saw no
l'ights in anyof

t he wi ndows.

Entering the building' s outer foyer, he scanned the nanes
opposite the

buzzers. There were fourteen. To his disappointnment there
was no Donner

| i sted.

St eppi ng back outside, Jason debated what he shoul d do.
Renenberi ng

there was an all ey running between Beacon and Marl bor ough,
he wal ked

around the bl ock, counting the buildings until he |ocated
Carol's. There

was a light in the window on the fourth floor. He guessed
that had to be

Carol's since it was unlikely anyone el se woul d be up.

Intending to go back to the entrance and press the
appropriate buzzer,

Jason turned and headed back up the alley. He saw the | one
figure

| mredi ately, but he kept wal king, hoping the man woul d
nmerely pass by.

As the distance between them cl osed, Jason's steps sl owed,
t hen st opped.

To his dismay he realized it was the body-builder. H's

| eat her

not orcycl e jacket was unzi pped, showing a white T-shirt
stretched tight

across powerful nuscles.



It was the sane individual who had thrown hi mout of the
Cl ub Cabar et
t he ni ght before.

The man kept com ng at Jason, his fingers flexing in
appar ent
anti ci pati on.

Jason guessed himto be in his md-twenties, with a full
face that

suggested he took steroids. It obviously spelled trouble.
And Jason's

hope that the man mi ght not recognize himwas bani shed as
t he goon

grow ed, "What the fuck you doing, creep?"

That was all Jason needed. He spun on his heels and
started for the

other end of the alley. Unfortunately, his |eather-soled
| oaf ers were no

conpetition for the body-builder's N kes. "You goddamn
pervert!" he

shouted, pulling Jason to a stop.

Jason ducked a roundhouse | eft hook and grabbed the goon's
t hi gh, hoping

totrip him Unfortunately, it was |ike grabbing a piano

| eg. | nstead,

Jason was jerked upright. The unevenness of the match was
al ready

apparent to Jason, who decided he'd prefer sone kind of

di al ogue. "Wy

don't you find soneone your own size!" he yelled in
exasper ati on.

i flelecause | don't |ike perverts,” the body-builder said,
practically
lifting Jason off his feet.

Twi sting to one side, then the other, Jason wiggled out
of his jacket

and shot off down the alley, knocking over a garbage can
as he fled.



“"I''l'l teach you not to cone sniffing around Carol!"

t he goon shout ed, kicking aside the garbage can as he
started off after

Jason. But Jason's years of jogging paid off. Although the
body- bui | der

was qui ck despite his size, Jason could hear the man's

br eat hi ng

becom ng i ncreasingly |abored. Jason was al nbst at the end
of the alley

when he ski dded on | oose pebbles, nmonentarily ' losing his
bal ance. He

scranbl ed back to his feet just as a heavy hand grabbed
hi s shoul der and

spun hi m ar ound.

"Hold it! Police!™ A voice shattered the stillness of the
Bost on ni ght.

Jason froze and so did the bodybuil der. The doors of an
unmar ked police

car parked next to the nouth of the alley suddenly opened
and three

pl ai ncl ot hesnen | eaped out. Once agai n Jason was ordered,
"Up agai nst

the wall. Feet apart!" He obeyed, but the body- buil der

t hought about it

for a monment. Finally he grow ed to Jason, "You're a | ucky
son of a

bitch." He then conpli ed.

"Shut up!" a policeman yelled. Jason and his pursuer were
gui ckly

searched, then turned around and told to put their hands
behi nd their

heads. One cop took out a flashlight and checked their

I denti fication.

"Bruno Denmarco?" questioned the nman holding the |ight on
t he
body- bui | der.

Bruno nodded. The |light switched to Jason.



"Dr. Jason Howard?"
"That's correct."
"What's going on here?" the policenman asked.

"This little creep was trying to bother ny girlfriend,"”
Bruno i nf or ned
himin an outraged voice. "He foll owed her."

The policeman | ooked back and forth between Jason and
Bruno, then wal ked

over to the car, opened the door, and took sonething from
t he back seat.

When he returned, he handed Bruno his wallet and told him
to go hone and

get sone sleep. At first Bruno acted as though he hadn't
under st ood, but

t hen he took his wallet.

, "I"lIl remenber you, asshol e! he shouted at Jason as he
di sappear ed

t oward Beacon Street.

"You," the policeman said, pointing to Jason. "In the
car!"

Jason was stunned. He couldn't believe they let the
bouncer go and not
hi m

He was about to conplain when the policenman grasped his
arm and forced
himinto the back seat.

"You are becomi ng one big pain in the ass," Detective
Curran said. He

was sitting stolidly, snoking. "I should have |et that
hunk wor k you

over."

Jason was at a | oss for words.



"I hope you have sone idea,
how nuch you are

screwing up this case. First we have Hayes's apart nent
covered. You bl ew

that. Then we're watching Carol Donner and you bl ow that.
W m ght as

wel |l bag the whol e operation. W're certainly not going to
| earn

anything fromher at this point. Wiere the hell is your
car? | presune

you canme in a car?"

Curran continued, "of just

"Just around the coner,"” Jason said neekly.

"l suggest you get in it and go hone,"
"Then |

suggest you get back to doctoring and | eave this
I nvestigation to us.

You' re maki ng our job inpossible."

Curran said slowy.

"I msorry," Jason began. 'ldidn't think..

"Just leavel"” Curran said with a wave of di sm ssal.

Jason clinbed out of the police car, feeling pretty dunb.
O course

they'd be watching Carol. If she had been living with
Hayes, she was

probably involved with drugs too. In fact, with her |ine
of work, it

was al nost a given. CGetting into his own car, Jason

t hought about his

jacket, said the hell with it, and drove hone.

It was three-thirty when he trudged up the stairs to his
apartnent and

dutifully called his service. He hadn't taken his beeper
w t h hi mwhen

he left to follow Carol Donner, and he hoped there had
been no calls. He

was too tired to handl e an energency. There was not hi ng
fromthe

hospital, but Shirley had left a nessage asking himto
call the nonent



he got in, no matter what tinme. The page operator told him
It was
urgent.

Per pl exed, Jason dialed. Shirley answered on the first
ring. 'Where on
earth have you been?"

"That's a story initself" "I want you to do ne a favor
Conme over ri ght
NOW.

"It's three-thirty," Jason pl eaded.
"I wouldn't ask if it weren't inportant."”

Jason put on another jacket, returned to his car, and
drove out to

Br ookl i ne, wondering what energency couldn't have waited a
little

| onger.

The only certainty was that it invol ved Hayes.

Shirley lived on Lee Street, a road that curved around

Br ookl i ne

Reservoir and wound its way up into a residential area of
fine old

homes. Her house was a field stone building of confortable
proportions

with a ganbrel roof and twin gables. As Jason entered the
cobbl est one

driveway, he saw that the house was ablaze with light. He
pul | ed up

across fromthe entrance, and by the tinme he was out of
the car, Shirley

had t he door open.

"Thank you for com ng," she said, giving hima hug. She
was dressed in a

whi te cashnere sweater and faded jeans and seened, for the
first tine

since Jason had net her, totally distraught.



She led himinto a large living roomand introduced himto
two GHP

executives who al so seenmed visibly upset. Jason shook
hands first with

Bob Wl throw, a small, balding man, and then Fred

| ngel nook, a Robert

Redf ord | ookal i ke.

"How about a cocktail?" Shirley asked. "You |l ook |like you
need it."

"Just soda," Jason said. "lI'mdead on ny feet. Wat's
goi ng on?"
“"More trouble. | got a call fromsecurity. Hayes's |ab was

broken into
toni ght and practically denolished.”

"Vandal i sn?"
"We're not sure."
"Hardly," Bob Walthrow said. "It was searched.”

"Was anyt hing taken?" Jason asked.
"We don't know yet,"
probl em W want

to keep this out of the papers. Good Health can't take
much nore bad

publicity. We have two | arge corporate clients on the
fence about

joining the Plan. They m ght be scared off if they hear
that the police

think Hayes's | ab was searched for drugs."”

Shirley said. "But that's not the

"It's possible,"” Jason said. "The nedi cal exam ner told ne
Hayes had

cocaine in his urine."

"Shit," Bob Walthrow said. "Let's hope the newspapers
don't get ahold of
this."



"We've got to limt the damage!" Shirley said.

"How do you propose to do that?" Jason asked, wonderi ng
why he'd been
cal | ed.

"The governing board wants us to keep this |atest incident
qui et."

"That mght be difficult,” Jason said, taking a sip of his
soda. "The
papers will probably get it fromthe police blotter."

"That's exactly the point," Shirley said. "W've decided
not to tell the
police. But we wanted your opinion."

"M ne?" Jason asked, surprised.

Vell," Shirley said, "we want the opinion of the nedical
staff. You're a

current chief. W thought you could quietly find out how
t he ot hers

felt."

441 suppose,” said Jason, wondering how he'd go about
pol ling the other

internists and still keep the epi sode undercover.

"But if you want ny personal opinion, | don't think it's a
good i dea at

all.

Besi des, you won't be able to collect insurance unless you
i nform t he
police."

"That's a point," Fred |Ingel nook said.

"True," Shirley said, "but it's still mnor inrelation to
the "public

rel ati ons problem For now we will not report it. But

we'll check with

I nsurance and hear fromthe departnent chiefs."



"Sounds good to ne," Fred Ingel nook said. "Fine," Bob
Wal t hr ow sai d.

The conversati on wound down and Shirley sent the two
executives hone.

She hel d Jason back when he tried to follow, suggesting he
nmeet her at

eight o' clock that norning. "l1've asked Helene to conme in
early. Maybe

we can nmake sonme sense out of what's going on."

Jason nodded, still wondering why Shirley couldn't have
told himal

this on the phone. But he was too tired to care, and after
giving her a

brief kiss on the cheek, he staggered back out to his car,
hopi ng for

two or three hours' sl eep.

It was just after eight that Saturday norni ng when Jason,
bl eary- eyed,

entered Shirley's office. It was paneled in dark nmahogany,
W th dark

green carpet and brass fixtures, and | ooked nore like it
bel onged to a

banker than to the chief executive of a health care plan.
Shirley was on

t he phone tal king to an insurance adjuster, so Jason sat
and wai t ed.

After she hung up she said, "You were right about the

I nsurance. They

have no intention of paying a claimunless the break-in is
reported.”

"Then report it."

"First let's see how bad the danmage is and what's
m ssi ng. "

They crossed into the outpatient building and took the

el evator up to

the sixth floor. A security guard was waiting for them and
unl ocked t he



I nner door. They dispensed with the booties and white
coat .

Li ke Hayes's apartnent, the |lab was a ness. Al the
drawers and cabi nets

had been enptied onto the floor, but the high-tech

equi pnent appear ed

unt ouched, so it was obvious to both of themthat it had
been a search

and not a destructive visit. Jason glanced into Hayes's
offic6e. It was

equally littered, wwth the contents of the desk and
several file

cabi nets strewn about the floor.

Hel ene Brennqui vi st appeared in the doorway to the anim

room her face

white and drawn. Her hair was again severely pulled back

from her face,

but wi thout her usual shapeless |ab coat, Jason could see
she had an

attractive figure.

"Can you tell if anything is m ssing?" Shirley asked.

"Well, | don't see ny data books," Hel ene said. "And sone
of the E. col

bacterial cultures are gone. But the worst is what's
happened to the

animal s. "

"What about thenf" Jason asked, noting that her usually
enpti onl ess face
was trenbling with fear

"Maybe you shoul d | ook. They've all been killed!"

Jason stepped around Hel ene and through the steel door
into the ani mal

area. He was inmmediately confronted with a pungent,
zool i ke stench. He

turned on the light. It was a |arger room sone fifty feet
| ong and

thirty feet wde. The ani nal cages were organized in rows



and st acked
one on top of the other, sonetinmes as many as six high.

Jason started down the nearest row, glancing into

I ndi vi dual cages.

Behi nd himthe door closed with a decisive click. Hel ene
had not been

exaggerating: all the animals that Jason saw were dead,
hi deously curl ed

in contorted positions, often with bl oodi ed tongues as if
t hey' d chewed

themin their final agony.

Suddenly Jason stopped short. Staring into a group of

| ar ge cages, he

saw sonet hing that nade his stomach turn: rats the |likes
of whi ch he had

never seen. They were huge, alnost the size of pigs, and
t heir bald,

whiplike tails were as thick as Jason's wists. Their
exposed teeth were

four inches |ong. Myving along, Jason cane to rabbits the
same size, and

then white mce the size of small dogs.

This side of genetic engineering horrified Jason. Although
he was afraid

of what he m ght see, norbid curiosity drove himon.
Slowy, he | ooked

I nto other cages, seeing distortions of famliar creatures
t hat nmade him

si ck.

It was science gone nad: rabbits with several heads and
mce wth

supernunerary extremties and extra sets of eyes. For
Jason, genetic

mani pul ation of primtive bacteria was one thing;

di stortion of mamal s

was quite anot her.

He retreated back to the central part of the |ab, where
Shirley and
Hel ene had been checking the scintillation cultures.



"Have you seen the animal s?" Jason asked Shirley with
di sgust.

“"Unfortunately. Wien Curran was here. Don't remmnd ne."

"Did the GHP aut horize those experinents?" Jason
demanded., "No,"

Shirley said. "W never questioned Hayes. W never thought
we had to."

"The power of celebrity,"” Jason said cynically.

"The animals were part of Dr. Hayes's growth hornone
wor k, " Hel ene sai d

def ensi vel y.
"What ever, " Jason said. He was not interested in any
et hi cal argunent

wth Hel ene at the nonent. "At any rate, they're al
dead. "

"All of then?" Shirley questioned. "How bizarre. Wat do

you t hi nk

happened?"

"Poi son," Jason said grinmy. "Though why anyone searchi ng
for drugs

woul d bother to kill I|ab animals beats ne."

40 Do you have any explanation for all of this?" Shirley
said angrily,
turning to Hel ene.

The younger wonman shook her head, her eyes darting
nervously about the
room

Shirley continued to stare at Hel ene, who was now shifting
unconf ortably

fromfoot to foot. Jason watched, intrigued, by Shirley's
suddenl y

aggr essi ve behavi or.



"You'd better cooperate,"” she was sayi ng,
to be in a

| ot of trouble. Dr. Howard is convinced you're keeping
somet hing from

us. If that's true and we find out, | hope you realize
what that can do

to your career."

or you're going

Hel ene's anxiety was finally apparent. "I just followed
Dr. Hayes's
orders," she said, her voice breaking.

"What orders?" Shirley asked, |owering her voice
t hreateni ngly.

"We did sone free-lance work here .
"What ki nd?"

"Dr. Hayes noonlighted for a conpany called Gene, Inc. W
devel oped a

reconmbi nant strain of E. coli to produce a hornone for

t hem "

"Were you aware that noonlighting was specifically
f or bi dden under Dr.
Hayes's contract ?"

"That's what he told nme," Hel ene adm tted.

Shirley glared at Hel ene for another mnute. Finally she
said, "I don't

want you to speak of this to anyone. | want you to nake a
detailed |ist

of every animal and item m ssing or damaged in this |ab
and bring it

directly to ne. Do you understand?"

Hel ene nodded.

Jason followed Shirley out of the | ab. She had obviously
succeeded where

he had failed, in breaking through Hel ene's facade. But
she hadn't asked



the right questions.

"Why didn't you press her about Hayes's breakthrough?" he
said as they

arrived at the elevator. Shirley hit the down button
repeat edl y,

obvi ously furious.

"I didn't think of it. Every time |I think the Hayes
probl emis under

control, sonething new cones up. | had specifically
demanded t he

no- noonl i ghting clause in his contract."

"It doesn't nmuch matter now," Jason said, boarding the
el evator after
Shirley. "The man is dead."

She sighed. "You're right. Maybe |'m overreacting. | just
wi sh this
whol e affair was over."

"I still think Hel ene knows nore than she's telling."
“I'"'ll talk to her again."

"And after seeing those animals, you don't think you
shoul d call the
pol i ce?"

"Wth the police cone the newspapers,”, Shirley rem nded
him "Wth the

newspapers cones trouble. Aside fromthe animals, it
doesn't appear that

anything terribly valuable is danaged."

Jason held his tongue. Cbviously, reporting the break-in
was an

adm ni strative decision. He was nore concerned about

di scoveri ng Hayes's

br eakt hr ough, and he knew the police and newspapers

woul dn't help in

finding that. He wonderled if the breakthrough could have
I nvol ved t he



nonstrous ani mals. The thought gave him a shiver.

Jason started rounds with Matthew Cowen. Unfortunately,
there'd been a

new devel opnent. Besides his other problens, Mtthew was
now acti ng

bi zarrely.

Only a few mnutes earlier the nurses had found him
wandering in the

hal | s, munbl i ng nonsense to hinself. Wen Jason entered
the room he was

restrained in the bed, regarding Jason as a stranger. The
man was

acutely disoriented as to tinme, place, and person. As far
as Jason was

concerned, that could have neant only one thing. The man
had t hr own

enbol i, probably blood clots, fromhis injured heart
valves into his

brain. In other words he'd had a stroke or perhaps even
mul tiple

strokes.

Wt hout del ay, Jason placed a call for a neurol ogy
consult. He also

call ed the cardiac surgeon who' d seen the case. Although
he debat ed

| mredi ate anti- coagul ation, he decided to wait for the
neurol ogi st's

opinion. In the interim he started the patient on aspirin
and

Persantine to reduce platel et adhesiveness. Strokes were a
di st urbi ng

devel opnment and a very bad sign.

Jason did the rest of his rounds quickly and was about to
| eave for hone

and for some much-needed sl eep when he was paged by the
ener gency room

for one of his patients. Cursing under his breath, he ran
downstairs,

hopi ng what ever the problemwas, it could be easily

sol ved.



Unfortunately, that was not to be the case.

Arriving breathless in the nain treatnent room he found a
group of

residents giving CPR to a conatose patient. A quick |ook
at the nonitor

screen told himthere was no cardiac activity at all.

Jason stepped over to Judith Reinhart, who told himthe
pati ent had been

found unconsci ous by her husband when he tried to waken
her in the

nor ni ng.

"Did the EMIs see any cardiac or respiratory activity?"
"None," Judith said. "In fact, she feels cold to ne.#

Jason touched the wonan's | eg and agreed. Her face was
turned away from
hi m

"What's the patient's nane?" Jason asked, intuitively
braci ng hi nsel f
for the bl ow

"Holly Jennings."

Jason felt like he'd been hit in the stomach. "My God!" he
mur mur ed.

“"Are you all right?" Judith asked.

Jason nodded, but he insisted that the ER team nmai ntain
the CPR | ong

past any reasonable tinme. He'd suspected trouble when he'd
seen Holly on

Thursday, but not this. He just couldn't accept the fact
that, |ike

Cedric Harring, Holly would die less than a nonth after
her fancy GHP

physical told her she was okay, and two days after he'd
seen her again.



Shaken, Jason picked up the phone and call ed Margar et
Danf ort h.

"So once again there's no cardiac history?" Margaret asked
hi m

"That's correct.”
"What are you peopl e doi ng down there?" Margaret demanded.

Jason didn't answer. He wanted Margaret to rel ease the
case so they
could do the autopsy at GHP, but Margaret hesitated.

"We'll do the case today," Jason said. "You'll have a
report early next

week. "

""" msorry, "
questions in
nmy mnd, and | think I"mobligated by law to do the

aut opsy. "

Mar garet said, making a decision. "There are

"I understand. But | suppose you wouldn't mnd supplying
us with
speci nens so we can process themhere as well."

"l suppose," Margaret said without enthusiasm "To tel
the truth, |
don't even know the legality. But I'lIl find out. I'd

rather not wait two
weeks for the mcroscopic."”

Jason went hone and fell into bed. He slept for four

hours, interrupted

by a call fromthe neurol ogi st concerning Matthew. He
wanted to

anti coagul ate and CAT-scan the patient. Jason inplored him
to do

what ever he t hought was best.

Jason tried to go back to sleep, but he couldn't. He felt
shel | - shocked
and anxious. He got up. It was a gloony, late fall day



with a slight

drizzle that nmade Boston | ook dreadful. Fighting a
depressi on, he paced

his apartnment, searching for sonething to occupy his m nd.
Real i zi ng he

couldn't stay there, he put on casual clothes and went
down to his car

Knowi ng he was probably asking for trouble, he drove over
t o Beacon
Street and parked in front of Carol's apartnent.

Ten mnutes later, as if God had finally decided to give
hi m a break,

Carol energed. Dressed in jeans and a turtl eneck, with her
t hi ck brown

hair gathered in a ponytail, she seened the young coll ege
student the

Cl ub Cabaret advertised. Feeling the light drizzle, she
opened a fl ower

print unbrella and started up the street, passing within a
few feet of

Jason, who scrunched down in his car seat, unreasonably
afraid she'd

recogni ze him

G ving her a good | ead, Jason got out of his car to foll ow
on foot. He

| ost sight of her on Dartnmouth Street, but picked her up
at Commonweal t h

Avenue.

As he continued to follow her, he kept a sharp eye out for
the |ikes of

Bruno or Curran. At the coner of Dartnouth and Boyl ston,
Jason st opped

at a nmgazi ne stand and thunbed through a peri odical.
Carol passed him

waited for the light, then hurried across Boyl ston. Jason
studi ed the

peopl e and the cars, |ooking for anything suspicious. But
there was no

I ndi cation that Carol was not al one.



She was now passi ng the Boston Public Library, and Jason
guessed she was

headi ng for the Copley Plaza Shopping Mall. After buying
t he nagazi ne,

whi ch turned out to be The New Yorker, Jason conti nued
after her. Wen

she fol ded her unbrella and went into the Copley Plaza,
Jason qui ckened

his step. It was a | arge shoppi ng and hotel conplex, and
he knew he

could easily | ose her.

For the next three-quarters of an hour, Jason busied
hi msel f by

pretendi ng to study w ndow di spl ays, readi ng his New
Yor ker, and eyeing

t he crowds.

Carol happily hopped fromLouis Vuitton to Ral ph Lauren to
Victoria's

Secret. At one point Jason thought she was being tail ed,
but it turned

out the man in question was sinply trying to pick her up.
She apparently

rebuffed his advance when he finally approached her,
because he quickly

di sappear ed.

At alittle after three-thirty, Carol took her bags and
unbrell a and

retreated into Au Bon Pain. Jason followed, standing next
to her as they

waited to order and taking the opportunity to note her

| ovel y oval face,

snoot h olive conplexion, and dark liquid eyes. She was a
handsonme young

woman. Jason guessed she was about twenty-four.

"Good day for coffee,”
conversati on.

he said, hoping to start a

"I prefer tea.”

Jason sm | ed sheepishly. He wasn't good at pickups or



small talk. "Tea's
good, too," he said, afraid he was maki ng a fool of
hi msel f.

Carol ordered soup, tea, and a plain croissant, then
cartied her tray to
one of the | arge communal tabl es.

Jason ordered a cappuccino and then, hesitating as though
he could find
no place to sit, approached her table.

"Do you m nd?" he asked, pulling back a chair.

Several of the people at the table | ooked up, including
Carol. A man

noved several of his packages. Jason sat down, givVing
everyone a |linp

smle.

"What a coi ncidence,"” Jason said to Carol. "W neet

again."

Carol eyed himover her teacup. She didn't say anyt hing,
but she didn't
have to. Her expression reflected her irritation.

At once Jason recogni zed that his whol e act appeared to be
a come-on and

that he was about to be sent packing. "Excuse ne," he
said. "I don't

nmean to be a bother. My nane is Dr. Jason Howard. | was a
col | eague of

Dr. Alvin Hayes. You're Carol Donner, and I'd |ike very
much to talk

with you."

"You're wwth GHP?" Carol asked suspiciously.

"I"'mthe current chief of the nmedical staff.” It was the
first time

Jason had ever used the title. At a regular academ c
hospital it had

great significance, but at GHP the job was a bot hersone



Si necure.

"How can | be sure?" Carol asked.
"I can show you ny |icense."
"Ckay. "

Jason reached behind for his wallet, but Carol grasped his
arm

"Never mnd," she said. "I believe you. Alvin used to
speak of YOU. Said

you were the best clinician there."

"I"'mflattered,"
consi dering the
little contact he'd had with Hayes.

Jason said. He was al so surprised,

"Sorry to be so suspicious," Carol said, "but | get
hassl ed a | ot

especially the last few days. What would you like to talk
about ?"

"Dr. Hayes," Jason said. "First, I1'd like to say that his
death was a
real |loss to us. You have ny synpathy."

Car ol shrugged.

Jason wasn't sure what to nmake of her response. "I still
have troubl e

believing Dr. Hayes was involved with drugs. Did you know
about that?"

he asked.

"I did. But the newspapers had it wong. Alvin was a

m ni mal user,

usual |y marijuana but occasionally cocaine. Certainly not
heroi n. "

"Not a deal er ?"

"Absolutely not. Believe ne, | would have known."



"But a lot of drugs and cash were found in his apartnent."”

"The only explanation | can think of is that the police
put both the

drugs and the noney in the apartnent. Alvin was al ways
short of both. If

he ever had extra cash, he sent it to his famly."

"You nmean his ex-w fe?"
"Yes. She had custody of his children.”

"Why woul d the police do such a thing?" Jason asked,
t hi nki ng her
comrent echoed Hayes's paranoi a.

"I don't know, really. But I can't think of any other way
t he drugs

could have gotten there. | can assure you, he didn't have
t hem when |

| eft at nine o' clock that evening."

Jason | eaned forward, |lowering his voice. "The night Dr.
Hayes di ed he

told nme he'd nade a major discovery. Did he tell you
anyt hi ng about it?"

"He nentioned sonething. But that was three nonths ago.
For a nonent Jason allowed hinself to feel optimstic.
Then Car ol

expl ai ned that she didn't know what the di scovery was.
"He didn't confide in you?"

“"Not lately. W'd kinda drifted apart."”

"But you were living together-or did the newspapers get
that wong too?"

"We were living together,"” Carol admtted, "but in the end
j ust as
roommates. Qur relationship had deteriorated. He really



changed. It

wasn't just that he felt physically ill; his whole
personality was

different. He seened w thdrawn, al nost paranoid. He kept
tal ki ng about

seeing you and | tried to get himto do it."

"You really have no idea what the discovery was?" Jason
per si st ed.

"Sorry," Carol said, spreading her hands in apol ogy. "The
only thing I renenber was that he said the breakthrough was
ironic. | renmenbered because it seened an odd way to
descri be success."

"He said the sane to ne."

"At | east he was consistent. H's only other coment was
that if all went

well, | would appreciate it because | was beautiful. Those
were his

exact words."

"He didn't el aborate?"
"That was all he said."”

Taking a sip of his cappuccino, Jason stared at Carol's
face. How coul d

an ironic discovery help her beauty? Hs mnd tried to
reconcil e that

statenment with his guess that Hayes's discovery had
something to do with

a cancer cure. It didn't fit.

Fi ni shing her tea, Carol stood up. "lI"'mglad to have net
you, " she said,
t hrusti ng out her hand.

Jason stood up, awkwardly catching his chair to keep it
fromfalling

over.

He was nonpl ussed by her sudden departure.



"I don't nean to be rude," she said, "but | have an

appoi ntnment. | hope
you solve the nystery. Alvin worked very hard. It would be
a tragedy if

he' d di scovered sonething inportant and it was |lost."

"My, feelings exactly," said Jason, frantic not to see her
di sappear.

"Can we neet again? There's so much nore I'd like to

di scuss. "

"l suppose. But I'mquite busy. Wien did you have in
m nd?"

"How about tonortow?" Jason suggested eagerly. "Sunday
brunch. "

"I't would have to be late. | work at night and Saturday is
t he busiest.™

Jason could well imagine. "Please,"” he said. "It could be
| nportant.”

"All right. Let's say two P. m Were?"
"How about the Hanpshire House?"

"Ckay," Carol said, gathering up her bags and unbrell a.
Wth a final
smle she left the cafe.

A ancing at her watch, Carol quickened her step. The

| mpronptu neeting

wi th Jason hadn't figured in her tight schedule, and she
didn't want to

be late for the neeting with her Phd adviser. She'd spent
the late

eveni ng and early afternoon polishing the third chapter of
her

di ssertation and she was eager to hear her professor's
response. Carol

took the escalator down to the street |evel, thinking
about her



conversation with Dr. Howard.

It had been a surprise to neet the nman after hearing about
himfor so
| ong.

Alvin had told her that Jason had |lost his wfe and had
reacted to the

tragedy by conpl etely changi ng his environnment and
subnmerging hinself in

his work. Carol had found the story fascinating because
her thesis

I nvol ved the psychol ogy of grief. Dr. Jason Howard sounded
li ke

perfect case study.

The Weston Hotel doorman blew his whistle with shriek
that hurt

Carol's ears, making her wince. As the taxi |unbered
toward her, she

adm tted that her response to Dr. Jason Howard went a bit
further than

pure professional interest. She'd found the man unusually
attractive,

and realized that her know edge of his vulnerabilities
contributed to

hi s appeal. Even his social awkwardness had an endeari ng
quality.

"Harvard Square," Carol said as she got into the cab. She
found herself
| ooki ng forward to brunch the foll ow ng norning.

Still seated in front of his cooling coffee, Jason
admtted to being

totally bow ed over by Carol's unexpected intelligence and
charm He'd

expect ed an unsophisticated small-town girl who' d sonehow
been | ured

away from hi gh school by noney or drugs. Instead she was a
| ovel y,

mat ure woman qui te capabl e of hol ding her own in any
conversati on. Wat

a tragedy that a person with her obvious assets had becone



m xed up in

the sordid world she inhabited ... The insistent and
jarring sound of

hi s beeper snapped Jason back to reality. He switched it
of f and | ooked

at the LCD display. The word "urgent" blinked tw ce,
followed by a

t el ephone nunber Jason did not recognize. After. seeing
hi s medi cal

i dentification, the Au Bon Pain manager allowed Jason to
use the phone

behi nd the cash register.

"Thank you for calling, Dr. Howard. This is Ms. Farr. My
husband,

Gerald Farr, has devel oped terrible chest pains and he's
havi ng troubl e

br eat hi ng. "

"Call an anbul ance," Jason said. "Bring himto the GHP
energency. |Is M.
Farr a patient of m ne?"

Jason t hought the nanme sounded famliar but he couldn't
pl ace it.

"Yes," Ms. Farr said. "You did a physical on himtwo
weeks ago. He's
the senior vice president of the Boston Banki ng Conpany."

Ch, no, Jason thought as he hung up the receiver. It's
happeni ng agai n.

Deciding to | eave his car on Beacon Street until he'd
handl ed t he

energency, he ran. fromthe cafe, dashed over the
pedestrian connection

to the hotel side of the Copley Plaza conplex, and | eaped
into a cab.

Jason arrived at the GHP enmergency room before the Farrs.
He told Judith

what he expected and even call ed anesthesia, pleased to

| earn Philip



Bar nes was on cal l

When he saw Gerald Farr, Jason knew i mmedi ately that his
wor st fears

were realized. The man was in agoni zing pain and was pal e
as skimmlk,

with crystalline beads of perspiration on his forehead.

The initial EKG showed that a |arge area of the nman's
heart had been

damaged. It was not going to be an easy case. Morphine and
oxygen hel ped

to calmthe patient, and |idocai ne was given for
prophyl axi s agai nst

i rregul ar heartbeats. But, despite everything, Farr wasn't
r espondi ng.

Studyi ng an ot her EKG Jason had the feeling that the

i nfarcted area of

the heart was expandi ng.

In desperation, he tried everything. But it was all for
naught. At five

mnutes to four, Cerald Farr's eyes rolled up inside his
head and his

heart stopped. Unwlling as usual to give up, Jason
commanded t he

resuscitative efforts. They got the heart to start several
nore times,

but each tinme it would slip back into a deadly pattern and
fail again.

Farr never regai ned consciousness. At six-fifteen, Jason
finally
decl ared the patient dead.

" Shit! " said Jason with disgust at hinself and life in
general . He was

unaccustoned to swearing, and the effect of his doing so
was not | ost on

Judith Reinhart. She | eaned her forehead agai nst Jason's
shoul der and

put her arm around his neck.

"Jason, you did the best you could," she said softly. "You



did the best

anybody coul d. But our powers are limted."
"The man's only fifty-eight,"
tears of

frustration

sai d Jason, choking back

Judith cleared the roomof the other nurses and residents.
Com ng back

to Jason, she put her hand on his shoul der, "Look at ne,
Jason!" she

sai d.

Rel uctantly, Jason turned his face toward the nurse. A
single tear had

run down fromthe coner of his eye, along the crease of
his nose. Softly

but ' firmy she told Jason that' he could not take these
epi sodes so

personally. "I know that two in one day is an awf ul
burden," she added.

"But it's not your fault."

Jason knew intellectually that she was right, but
enotionally it was

anot her story. Besides, Judi-th had no idea how badly his
I npatients

wer e doi ng, especially Matthew Cowen, and Jason was
enbarrassed to tel

her. For the first time, he seriously contenplated giving
up nedi ci ne.

Unfortunately, he had no idea of what el se he could do. He
wasn't

trained for anything el se.

After prom sing Judith that he was okay, Jason went out to
face Ms.

Farr, steeling hinself against the expected anger. But

Ms. Farr, in the

dept hs of her grief, had decided to take the burden of
guilt on herself.

She said her husband had been conpl aining of feeling il

for a week, but

that she'd ignored his conplaints because, frankly, he'd



al ways been a

bit of a hypochondriac. Jason tried to confort the wonman
as Judith had

tried to confort him He was about equally successful.

Confident that the nedical exam ner woul d take the case,
Jason didn't

burden Ms. Farr wth an autopsy request. By law, the ME
didn't need

aut horization to do a postnortemin cases of questionable
death. But to

be sure, he called Margaret Danforth. The response was as
expect ed: she

I ndeed wanted the case, and while she had Jason on the
phone, she spoke

to himabout Holly Jennings.

"I take back that snide comment | nade this norning,"
Mar gar et sai d.

"You people are just having bad | uck. The Jenni ngs wonan
was as bad off

as Cedric Harring. Al her vessels |ooked terrible, not
just the heart."

"That's not a |ot of consolation,"”
given her a

physi cal showi ng everything was fine. | did a follow up
EKG on Thur sday,

but that showed only m nimal changes."”

Jason said. "I had just

"No kidding? Wait till you see the sections.

G ossly the coronary vessel s | ooked ni nety percent
occluded, and it was

di ssem nated, not focal. Surgery wouldn't have done a damm
thing; Oh, by

the way, | checked and it's okay for us to give you snall
speci nens from

Jennings's case. But | should have a formal request in
witing."

“"No problem" Jason said. "Sane with Fan®"

"Sure thing."



Jason took a cab back to his car and drove hone. Despite
the fog and

rain, when he got honme, he went for a jog. Getting

mud- spat t ered and

soaked had a mld cathartic effect, and after a shower he
felt sone

relief fromhis burdensone enotions and depressive
feelings. Just when

he was starting to think about food, Shirley called and
asked hi m over

for dinner. Jason's first response was to say no. But then
he recogni zed

he felt too depressed to be alone, so he accepted. After
changing into

nore reasonabl e cl othes, he went down to his car and
headed west toward

Br ookl i ne.

Eastern's flight #409, nonstop from Mam to Boston,
banked sharply

before Iining up for the final approach. It touched down
at seven

thirty-seven as Juan Dfaz cl osed his magazi ne and | ooked
out at the

f og- shrouded Boston skyline. It was his second trip to
Bost on and he

wasn't all that pleased.

He wondered why anyone woul d choose to live in such
predi ctably bad

weat her. It had rained on his previous trip just a few
days ago. Looking

down on the tarmac, he saw the wind and rain in the
puddl es and

t hought nostalgically of Mam, where late fall had
finally put an end

to the searing summer heat.

Getting his bag fromunder the seat in front of him Juan
wonder ed how

|l ong he'd be in Boston. He renenbered that on the previous
trip he'd

been there only two days, and he hadn't had to do a thing.



He wonder ed

I f he'd have the sane good fortune. After all, he got his
five thousand

no matter what.

The plane taxied toward the term nal. Juan | ooked around
t he conpart nent

wth a sense of pride. He wished his famly back in Cuba
could see him

NOW.

Wul d they be surprised! There he was, flying first class.
After being

sentenced to life in prison by the Castro governnent, he'd
been rel eased

after only eight nonths and sent first to Mariel and then,
to his

astoni shnent, to the USA. That was to be his puni shnent
for having been

convicted of nmultiple nurder and rape-being sent to the
USAl |t was so

much easier to do his type of work in the United States.
Juan felt that

t he one person in the world whose hand he'd nost |like to
shake was a

peanut farner soneplace in Georgia.

The plane gave a final lurch, then was still. Juan rose to
his feet and

stretched. Taking his carry-on bag, he headed for baggage.
After

retrieving his suitcase, he caught a cab to the Royal
Sonesta, Hotel,

where he registered as Carlos Hernfindez from Los Angel es.
He even had a

credit card in that nanme, with a |legitimte nunber. He
knew t he nunber

was good, since he'd taken it off a receipt he'd found at
t he Bal

Har bour shopping plaza in Mam.

Once he was confortably relaxed in his room with his
second silk suit
hanging in the closet, Juan sat at the desk and called a



nunber he'd

been given in Mam . Wen the phone was answered, he told
t he person he

needed a gun, preferably a 22 caliber. Wth that business
t aken care of,

he got out the name and address of the hit and | ooked up
the | ocation on

the map supplied by the hotel. It wasn't far away.

The evening with Shirley was a great success. They dined
on roast

chi cken, artichokes, and wild rice. Afterward they had
Gand Marnier in

front of the fire in the living roomand tal ked. Jason

| ear ned t hat

Shirley's father had been a doctor and that back in
col |l ege she'd

entertained the idea of followng in his footsteps.

"But ny father talked nme out of it," Shirley said. "He
said that
nedi ci ne was changi ng. "

"He was right about that."

"He told ne that it would be taken over by bi g business
and that soneone

who cared about the profession should go into managenent.
So I switched

to business courses, and | believe | nade the right

choi ce. "

“I"msure you did, too," Jason agreed, thinking about the
expl osi on of

paperwork and the nmal pracfice dilemma. Mdicine had i ndeed
changed. The

fact that he now worked for a salary for a corporation
stood as

testament to that change. When he'd been in medical school
he' d al ways

I magi ned he'd work for hinself. That had been part of the
appeal .

At the end of the evening, there was a bit of awkwardness.



Jason said
he' d best be going, but Shirley encouraged himto stay.

"You think that woul d be a good idea?" Jason asked.
She nodded.

Jason wasn't so sure, saying he'd have to get up early for
rounds and

woul dn't want to disturb her. Shirley insisted she was up
at

seven-thirty as a matter of course, Sundays i ncl uded.

They stared at each other for a tinme, the firelight making
Shirley's

face gl ow.

"There's no obligation,™
bot h have to be

sl ow about this. Let's just be together. W' ve both been
under stress.”

Shirley said softly. "I know we

"Ckay, " Jason said, recognizing he did not have the
strength to resist.

Besi des, he was flattered that Shirley was so insistent.
He was becom ng

nore open to the idea that not only could he care about
anot her person

but anot her person could care about him

But Jason did not get to sleep the whole night through. At
three-thirty

he felt a hand on his shoul der, and he sat up, nonentarily
confused as

to his whereabouts. In the half light, he could just nake
out Shirley's

face.

“I"'msorry to have to bother you,"
I"mafraid the
phone is for you.'
ni ght st and.

she said gently, "but

She handed himthe receiver fromthe



Jason took the phone and thanked her. He hadn't even heard
t he phone
ring.

Proppi ng hinself on one el bow, he put the receiver to his
ear. He was

certain it would be bad news, and he was right. Matthew
Cowen had been

found dead in his bed, apparently having suffered a final,
massi ve

stroke.

"Has the famly been notified?" Jason asked.
"Yes," said the nurse. "They live in Mnneapolis. They
said they'd cone
I n the norning."

"Thanks," Jason said, absently giving the phone back to
Shirley.

"Troubl e?" Shirley asked. She set the receiver back in the
cradl e.

Jason nodded. Trouble had becone his m ddl e nane. "A young
patient died.

Thirty-five or so. He had rheumatic heart di sease. He was
in for
eval uation for surgery."

"How bad was his heart disease?" asked Shirley.

$ 1t was bad," Jason said, seeing Matthew s face,
remenbering him as

he'd been when he entered the hospital. "Three of his four
val ves were

af f ect ed.

They woul d have had to replace all of them"”

"So there were no guarantees,” Shirley said.

."No guarantees," Jason agreed. "Three val ve repl acenents



can be tricky.

He's had congestive heart failure for a long, tine,
undoubt edl y

affecting his heart, . lungs, kidneys and |iver. There
woul d have been

probl ens, but he had age on his side.”

"Maybe it was for the best,"”
he's been spared

froma lot of suffering. Sounds |ike he would have been in
and out of

the hospital for the rest of his life."

Shirl ey suggested. "Maybe

"Maybe so," Jason said w thout conviction. He knew what
Shirl ey was

doing: she was trying to make himfeel better. Jason
appreci at ed her

effort. He patted the thigh through the thin cover of her
robe. "Thanks

for your support.”

The night seened awfully cold when Jason ran out to his
car. It was

still raining, in fact, harder than before. Turning up the
heat, he

rubbed his thighs to get his circulation going. At |east
t here was no

traffic. At, four A M, Sunday norning, the city was
deserted. Shirley

had tried to get himto stay, arguing that there was
not hi ng for Jason

to do if the man had died and the famly was not

avail able. As true as

this was, Jason felt an obligation to his patient that he
coul d not

di sm ss. Besides, he knew he'd not be able to get back to
sl eep. Not

with yet another death on his conscience.

The GHP parking |l ot was nostly enpty. Jason was able to
park close to

the hospital entrance rather than under the outpatient
bui | di ng where he



usual |y parked. As he stepped out of his car, preoccupied
wi th thoughts

of Matthew Cowen, he didn't notice a darkened figure
hunched over at the

side of the hospital door. Rounding the front of his car,
the figure

| unged at Jason. Caught conpletely unaware, Jason
screanmed. But the

figure turned out to be one of the drunken street people
who frequented

the GHP energency room asking for spare change. Wth a
shaki ng hand,

Jason gave hima dollar, hoping he'd at |east buy hinself
alittle food.

Shirley had been right. There was nothing for Jason to do
but wite a

final note in Matthew Cowen's chart. He went in and vi ewed
hi s body. At

| east Matthew s face | ooked calm and as Shirley
suggest ed, he was now

spared further suffering. Silently, Jason apol ogi zed to

t he dead nan.

Pagi ng the resident on * call, Jason instructed himto ask
the famly

for an autopsy. Jason expl ai ned he m ght not be

I mredi at el y avai |l abl e.

Then, feeling as ineffectual as ever, after these deat hs,
he left the

hospital and returned to his apartnment. He lay for sone
time, staring

at the ceiling, unable to sleep. He wondered what kind of
j ob he could

get in the pharmaceutical industry.

Cedric Harring, Brian Lennox, Holly Jennings, Gerald Farr,
and now

Mat t hew Cowen. Jason had never |ost so many patients in
such a short

period of tinme.

Al'l night the parade of their faces had interrupted his
dreans, and when



he awakened about el even he was as exhausted as though
he'd never sl ept
at all.

He forced hinself to do his regular Sunday six mles, then
shower ed and

dressed carefully in a pale yellow shirt with white collar
and cuffs,

dark brown pants, and a nuted brown plaid jacket of Iinen
and sil k. He

was gl ad he had the neeting with Carol to distract him

The Hanpshire House was on Beacon Street, overlooking the
Boston Public

Gardens. In contrast to Saturday's rain, the sky was
filled with bright

sunshi ne and scuddi ng cl ouds. The Anerican flag flying
over the

Hanpshire entrance snapped in the | ate autunn breeze.
Jason arrived

early and asked for a table in the fi-ont roomon the
first floor. A

fire crackled confortably and a piano player kept up a
stream of old

favorites.

Jason regarded the people around him They were all
respectably dressed

and were engaged in lively conversation, obviously unaware
of what ever

new nedi cal horror was sweeping their city ... Then Jason
war ned hi nsel f

not to let his imagination run wild. Half a dozen deaths
didn't nean an

epi demi c.

Besi des, he wasn't even sure it was infectious. Still, he
couldn't get
the fatalities out of his m nd.

Carol arrived at five mnutes after tws. Jason stood up,
wavi ng to get

her attention. She was appealingly dressed in a white silk
bl ouse with



bl ack wool pants. Her fresh, young i nnocent appearance
away fromthe

cl ub al ways amazed Jason. Noticing him she sml|ed broadly
and made her

way over to the table. She acted mldly out of breath.

"Sorry I"'mlate," she said, arranging her things, which
I ncl uded a suede

j acket, a canvas bag full of papers, and a shoul der
handbag. As she did

so, she glanced frequently at the entrance.

"Are you expecting soneone?" Jason asked.

"I certainly hope not. But | have this crazy boss who

I nsi sts on being

overprotective. Especially since Alvin died. He's keeping
sonmeone with

me nost of the time, supposedly for nmy protection. At
night | don't

m nd, but during the day |I don't like it. M. Miscle
showed up this

norning, but | sent himon his way. He may have fol | owed
me anyway. "

Jason wondered if he should mention he'd net Bruno, but
deci ded agai nst
it.

It was only after they had been served w thout glinpsing
Bruno' s hul k
that they both began to relax a bit.

"l probably should be nore grateful to nmy boss," Carol
said. "He's been

so good to ne. Right nowl'mliving in one of his
apartments on Beacon

Street.

| don't even pay rent."
Jason didn't want to consider all the reasons for which

Carol's boss
m ght want her to have a nice apartnent. Enbarrassed, he



turned his
attention to his onelette.

"So ..." Carol said, brandishing her fork. "Wat else did
you want to
ask nme?" She took a sizable bite of her French toast.

"Have you renenbered anything el se about Alvin Hayes's
di scovery?"

"Nope," Carol said, swallow ng. "Besides, even when he
used to discuss

his work with nme, | found it inconprehensible. He al ways
forgot that not

every one is a nuclear physicist." Carol |aughed, her eyes
spar Kkl i ng

attractively.

"I"ve been told that Alvin free-lanced for another
- bi oengi neering
conpany, " Jason said. "Did you know anyt hi ng about that?"

"I guess you're referring to Gene, Inc." Carol paused, her
sm | e fading.

"That was supposed to be a big secret." She cocked her
head to the side.

"But now that he's gone, | guess it doesn't matter. He'd
wor ked for them
for about a year."

"Do you know what he did for then?"

“"Not really. Sonmething with growmh hornone. But l|ately
they'd gotten

into a row Sonmething to do with finances. | don't know
the details ..."

Jason realized that he'd been right after all.
Hel ene had been hol di ng back. |f Hayes had been feuding

wth Gene, Inc.,
she nust have known.



"What do you know about Hel ene Brennqui vi st ?"

"She's a nice lady." Carol put down her fork. "Well
that's not quite

sincere. She's probably okay. But to tell you the truth,
Hel ene is the

reason Alvin and | stopped being | overs. Because they
wor ked t oget her so

much, she started com ng over to the apartnent. Then |
found out they

were having an affair., That | couldn't handle. It irked
me she'd been

SO0 secret about it, especially right under ny nose in ny
own house. "

Jason was amazed. He' d guessed that Hel ene was w t hhol di ng
I nformati on,

but it had never dawned on himthat she was sleeping with
Hayes. Jason

studied Carol's face. He could see that nentioning the
affair had

brought back unpl easant feelings. Jason wondered if Carol
had been as

angry with Hayes as she was with Hel ene. "Wat about
Hayes's famly?" he

asked, deliberately changing the subject.

"I don't know nuch about them | spoke to his ex-wife on
t he phone once

or twice, but never in person. They'd been divorced for
five years or

so."

"Did Hayes have a son?"

"Two. Two boys and a girl."

"Do you know where they |ived?"

"A small town in New Jersey. Leonia or sonething |ike
that. | renmenber

the street though-Park Avenue. | renenbered that because
It sounded so



pre tentious."

"Did he ever say anything about one of his sons being
si ck?"

Carol shook her head. Mdtioning to a waitress, Carol
I ndi cated she

wanted nore coffee. They ate in silence for a while,
enj oyi ng the food

and the atnosphere.

When Jason's beeper went off, it startled them both.
Luckily, it was

just his service saying Cowen's famly had finally arrived
from

M nneapolis and hoped to neet himat the hospital around
four.

Returning fromthe phone, Jason suggested they take
advant age of the

nice weather and walk in the garden. After they'd crossed
Beacon Street,

she surprised himby taking his arm He surprised hinself
by enj oyi ng

it.

Despite her somewhat dubi ous profession, Jason had to
admt he enjoyed

her conpany i nmensely. Aside from her whol esone good
| ooks, her vitality

was i nfectious.

They skirted the swan boat pond, passed under the nounted
bronze statue

of Washington, then crossed the bridge spanning the
central neck of the

wat erway. The swan boats had been retired for the season.
Fi ndi ng an

enpty bench under a now naked willow tree, Jason turned

t he conversation

back to Hayes.

"Did he do anything out of the ordinary over the |ast
t hree nont hs?



Anyt hi ng unexpected ... out of character?"

Carol picked up a pebble and tossed it into the water.
"That's a hard

guestion,"” she said. "One of the things | |iked about
Alvin was his

| mpul si veness.

W would do a ot of things on the spur of the nonent,
i ke taking
trips."”

"Had he done nmuch traveling recently?"

"COh, yes," Carol said, searching for another stone. "Last
May he went to
Australia."

"Did you go?"

“"No. He didn't take ne. He said it was strictly

busi ness-and t hat he

needed Hel ene to help himw th various tests. At the tine
| believed

him chunp that | was."

"Did you ever find out what his business was?"

"Sonmet hing involving Australian mce. | renmenber him
sayi ng they had

peculiar habits. But that's all | knew. He had | ots of
mce and rats in

his |ab."

"I know, " Jason said, vividly picturing the revolting dead
ani mal s.

Jason had asked if Hayes had been behaving oddly. A sudden
trip to

Australia m ght be considered bizarre, but w thout know ng
his current

studies it was hard to be sure. He'd have to take the

I ssue up with

Hel ene.



"Any other trips?"
"l got to go to Seattle.™
"When was that ?"

“I'n the mddle of July. Apparently old Hel ene wasn't
feeling up to par,
and Alvin needed a driver."

"A driver?"

"That was another weird thing about Alvin," Carol said.
"He coul dn't
drive.

He said he'd never |earned gnd never woul d."

Jason recal led the police commenting the night he died
t hat Hayes had no
driver's |icense.

"What happened in Seattle?"

“"Not a lot. We were only in the city a couple of days. W
did visit the

Uni versity of Washington. Then we headed up into the
Cascades. Now,

that's beautiful country, but if you think it rains a | ot
I n Boston,

wait until you visit the Pacific Northwest. Have you?"

“No." Jason said absently. He tried to i magine a di scovery
t hat woul d

i nvol ve trips to Seattle and Australi a.

"How | ong were you away?"

"Which tinme?"

"You went nore than once?"

"Twice," Carol said. "The first trip was for five days. W



visited the

Uni versity of Washi ngton and saw the sights. On the second
trip, which

was several weeks |ater, we only stayed two nights.”

"Did you do the sane things both tines?"

Carol shook her head. "The second trip we bypassed Seattle
and went
directly into the Cascades."”

"What on earth did you do?"

"I just hung out, relaxed. W went to a |lodge. It was
gor geous. "

"What about Al vin? What did he do?"

"About the sanme. But he was interested in the ecol ogy and
all that
stuff.

You know, always the scientist.”

"So it was |ike a vacation?" Jason asked, thoroughly
per pl exed.

"l suppose." She tossed anot her stone.
"What did Alvin do at the University of Washi ngton?" Jason
asked.

"He saw an old friend. Can't think of his name. Soneone he
trained with
at Col unmbi a.”

"A nol ecul ar geneticist |ike Al vin?"

"I believe so. But we weren't there very long. | visited
t he Psychol ogy

Departnment while they were tal king."

"That nust have been interesting."”
t he Psychol ogy

Jason sm | ed, thinking



Depart nent woul d have enjoyed getting their academ ¢ hands
on the likes
of Carol Donner.

"Damm, " she said, suddenly checking her watch. "I've got
to run. | have
anot her appoi nt nent."

Jason stood up, taking her hand. He was inpressed by the
delicacy with

whi ch Carol described her work. "An appointnent” sounded
SO

pr of essi onal .

They wal ked to the edge of the park.

Refusing a ride, Carol said good-bye and started up Beacon
Street. Jason

wat ched as her figure receded in the distance. She seened
so carefree

and happy. Wat a tragedy, he thought. Tinme, which seens
boundl ess to

her youthful mnd, will soon catch up with her. Wat kind
of Iife was

t opl ess dancing and dates with nmen? He didn't like to

t hi nk about it.

Turning in the opposite direction, Jason wal ked to De
Luca's Mar ket and

bought the makings for a sinple supper: barbecued chicken
and sal ad

greens. All the while he went over his conversation with
Carol. He had a

| ot nmore information, but it provided nore questions than
concl usi ons.

Still, he was now sure of two things. One, Hayes had
definitely nade a

di scovery, and two, the key was Hel ene Brenfiquivist.

In less than twenty-four hours, Juan had the whol e
scenari o pl anned out.

Since this was not supposed to |ook Iike a traditional
hit, it required
nore thought. The usual ploy was to nail the victimin a



crowd, putting

a lowcaliber pistol to the head, and pow, it was all
over. That kind of

operation needed little planning, only the right

ci rcunstances. The

whol e performance relied on the peculiar nentality of
crowds. After any

shocki ng event, everyone was so intent on the victimthat
t he

perpetrator could nelt away unnoticed, even pretending to
be one of the

curious onl ookers. Al he had to do was drop the gun.

But the instructions on this job were different. The hit
was to be

staged as a rape, Juan's specialty. He smled to hinself,
amazed that he

could get paid for sonething he used to do as a sport. The
United States

was a strange and wonderful place, where the |aw often
gave the felon

nore consideration than the victim | This tinme Juan
reali zed he'd have

to get his victimalone. That was what nmade it a

chall enge. It was al so

what made ' it fun, because w thout w tnesses he could do
what he |iked

with the woman, as |ong as when he | eft she was dead.

Juan decided to follow the victimand accost her in the
foyer of her

bui l ding. The threat of imediate bodily injury nade in a
soft,

reasonabl e voi ce shoul d be enough to persuade her to take
himup to her

apartnent. Once inside, it would be all fun and ganes.

He followed the mark on a short shopping excursion in

Har vard Squar e.

She bought a nmgazine at a coner kiosk, then headed for a
grocery store

call ed Sages. Juan |ingered across the street, exam ning
t he wi ndow of a

bookstore, surprised the place was open on Sunday. The



mar k came out of

the grocery store with a plastic shopping bag, cut

di agonal |y across the

street, and di sappeared into a bakery cam Juan

f ol | owed- cof f ee sounded

good, even if it was the American kind. He preferred Cuban
cof f ee:

thick, sweet ' and rich.

Whil e he sipped the watery brew, he stared at his victim
He was

astounded at his good | uck. The woman was beautiful. He
guessed

m d-twenties. What a deal, he thought. He could already
feel hinself

getting hard. He wouldn't have to fake this one.

Hal f an hour later, the mark finished, paid, and wal ked
out of the cam

Juan tossed a ten-dollar bill on the table. He felt
generous. After all,
he'd be five thousand richer when he got back to Mam.

To his delight, the woman continued up Brattle Street.
Juan sl owed his

pace, content to just keep her in view Wen she turned
onto Concord, he

speeded up, knowi ng she was al nost hone. When she reached
Craigie Arns

Apart ment Conpl ex, Juan was right behind her. A quick
gl ance up and down

Concord Avenue suggested the timng was perfect. Now it
depended on what

was happeni ng i nside the buil ding.

Juan paused | ong enough to be sure the inner door had been
opened. Wth

split-second timng he was in the foyer and had one f oot
over the

threshold of the inner door. It was then that he spoke.

"M ss. Brennquivist?"



Monentarily startled, Helene |ooked into Juan's darkly
handsone Hi spanic
face.

"Ja," she said with her Scandi navi an accent, thinking he
must be a

fell ow tenant.

"“I"ve been dying to neet you. My nane is Carlos."”

Hel ene paused fatally, her keys still in her hand. "Do you
live here?"

she asked.

~"Sure do," Juan said with practiced ease. "Second fl oor.
How about

you?"

"Third," Hel ene said. She stepped through the door, Juan
directly behind
her .

“"Nice to neet you," she added. She debated using the
stairs or the
el evator. Juan's presence nade her feel unconfortable.

"I was hoping we could talk,"” Juan said, com ng al ongsi de
her. "How
about inviting nme up for a drink?"

"l don't wink that ..." Helene saw the gun and gasped.

"Pl ease don't nake ne angry, miss,"” Juan said in a
soot hing voice. "I do

things | regret when I'mangry."” He hit the el evator
button. The doors

opened.

He notioned for Helene to enter and stepped in behind her.
Everyt hi ng
was wor ki ng perfectly.

As the el evator clanked and thunped upward, Juan sm | ed
warmy. It was



best to keep everything calm

Hel ene was paral yzed by panic. Not know ng what to do, she
di d not hi ng.

The man terrified her, yet he seened reasonabl e, and he
was very well

dr essed.

He | ooked |i ke a successful businessman. Maybe he was
associ ated with

Gene, Inc., and they wanted to search her apartnent. She
t hought briefly

about screamng or trying to run, but then she renenbered
t he gun.

The el evator grated open on the third floor. Juan

graci ously notioned

for her to proceed. Wth her keys in her shaking hand, she
wal ked t owar d

her door and opened it. Juan imedi ately put his foot over
t he

threshol d, just as he'd done downstairs. After they'd both
entered, he

cl osed the door and | ocked it, using all three | atches.

Hel ene stood

dunbly in the small entrance hall, unable to nove.

"Pl ease," Juan said, politely notioning for her to enter
the living
room

To his surprise, a plunp blonde was sitting on the sofa.
Juan had been

told Hel ene |ived al one. Never mnd, he thought. "Wat is
t hat sayi ng

you peopl e have?" he nmurnmured. "Wien it rains, it pours.
This party is

going to be twice as good as | expected.”

He brandi shed his weapon, notioning for Helene to sit
opposi te her

roommat e. The wonen exchanged anxi ous | ooks. Then Juan
yanked t he

tel ephone line fromthe wall, |eaving the three



color-coded wires to

dangl e nakedly in the air. He went over to Hel ene's stereo
and turned on

the tuner. A classical station canme on.

Figuring out the digital controls, he switched to a
hard-rock station
and turned up the vol une.

"What kind of party is it w thout some nusic?" he shouted
as he took
sonme thin rope out of his pocket.

Jason got to the hospital early Monday norning and
suf fered through
rounds.

No one was doing well. After he got to his office, he
began cal |i ng

Hel ene at every spare nonent. She never answered. At

m dnor ni ng he even

ran up to the sixth floor lab only to find it dark and
desert ed.

Returning to his office, Jason was irritated. He felt that
Hel ene had

been obstructive fromthe start, and now by not maki ng
her sel f

avai | abl e, she was conpoundi ng the problem Jason picked
up the

t el ephone, called personnel, and got Hel ene's hone address
and phone

nunber. He called imediately. After the phone rang about
ten times, he

sl amred the receiver down in frustration. He then called
per sonnel and

asked to speak to the director, Jean C arkson. Wen she
came on the

i ne, Jason inquired about Hel ene Brennquivist: "Has she
called in sick?

|'ve been trying to reach her all norning."

"1, msurprised,” Ms. Oarkson said. "W haven't heard
fromher, and
she' s al ways been dependabl e.



don't think she's mssed a day in a year and a half."

"But if she were ill,’
to call?"

Jason asked, "you woul d expect her

"Absol utely."

Jason hung up the phone. His irritation changed to
concern. He had a bad

feeling about Hel ene's absence.

His office door opened and C audia stuck her head in. "Dr.
Danforth's on

line two. Do you-want to talk with her?"

Jason nodded.

"Do you need soneone's chart?"

"No, thanks, Jason said as he lifted the phone.

Dr. Danforth's resonant voice canme over the line: "I'd say
Good Heal th
had better start screening their patients. |I've never seen

corpses in

such bad shape. Gerald Farr is as bad as the rest. He
didn't have an

organ that appeared |ess than one hundred years old!"

Jason didn't answer.

"Hel | 0?" WMargaret said.
“I"'mhere,"” Jason said. Once again he was enbarrassed to
tell Margaret

that a nonth ago he'd done a conpl ete physical on Farr and
found not hi ng

wrong despite the man's unhealthy lifestyle.

“I"'msurprised he didn't have a stroke several years ago,"
Mar gar et
sai d.



"All his vessels were atheronatous. The carotids were
barely open."

"What about Roger Wanamaker's patient?" Jason asked.
"What was the nane?"

"l don't know," he admtted. "The nman died on Friday of a
stroke. Roger
said you were getting the PP 'ase.

"Oh, yes. He al so presented al nost total degeneration.

t hought health

pl ans were supposed to provide |largely preventive
nmedi ci ne. You peopl e

aren't going to make much noney if you sign up such sick
patients."

Mar garet | aughed. "Kidding aside, it was another case of
mul ti system
di sease. "

"Do you people do routine toxicol ogy?" Jason asked
suddenl y.

"Sure. Especially nowadays. W test for cocaine, that sort
of stuff.™

"What about doi ng nore toxicology on Gerald Farr? Wuld
t hat be

possi bl e?"

"I think we still have bl ood and urine,"
"What do you

want us to | ook for?"

Mar garet said

"Just about everything. I'mfishing, but |I have no idea
what's goi ng on
here."

“I'"'l'l be happy to run a battery of tests;' Mrgaret said,
"but Cerald

Farr wasn't poisoned, | can tell you that. He just ran out
of time. It



was as if he were thirty years ol der than his actual age.
| know t hat
doesn't sound very scientific, but it's the truth.”

"I'"d appreciate the toxicology tests just the sane."

"WIIl do," Margaret said. "And we'l|l be sending sone

speci nens for your

people to process. I'msorry it takes us so long to do our
m croscopi cs. "

Jason hung up and went back to work, vacillating between
sel f - doubt and

the disconfiting sense that sonethingwas goi ng on that was
beyond hi s

conprehensi on. Every tinme he got a nonent, he dialed
Hayes's | ab. There

was still no answer. He called Jean O arkson again, who
said that she'd
call if she heard from M ss. Brennquivist and to pl ease

st op bot heri ng

her. Then she sl amed down the phone. Nostal gically Jason
remenber ed

t hose days when he got nore respect fromthe hospital
staff.

After seeing the |ast norning patient, Jason sat at his
desk nervously

drumm ng his fingers. Al at once a wave of certainty
spread through

him telling himthat Hel ene's absence was not only
significant, it was

seri ous.

In fact, he was convinced that it was so serious that he
shoul d i nform
the police inmmediately.

Jason traded his white coat for his suit jacket, and went
to his car. He

decided he'd better see Detective Curran in person. After
their | ast

encounter, he didn't think Curran woul d take him seriously
over the



phone.

Jason renmenbered the way to Curran's office w thout
difficulty. d ancing

into the sparsely furnished room he saw the detective
wor ki ng over a

format his netal desk, his large fist gripping his pencil
as if it were

a prisoner trying to escape.

“Curran," Jason said, hoping the man would be in a better
nood t han he'd
been the ot her night.

Curran glared up. "Ch, no!" he exclainmed, tossing his
pencil onto the

unconpleted form "M favorite doctor!" He nade an
exagger at ed

expressi on of exasperation, then waved Jason into his
of fice.

Jason pulled a netal -backed chair over to Curran's desk.
The detective
eyed himw th obvi ous m sgi vi ng.

"There's been a new devel opnent,"” Jason said. "I thought
you shoul d
know. "

"l thought you were going back to doctoring."

I gnoring the cut, Jason went on. "Hel ene Brennqui vi st
hasn't been at
work all day."

"Maybe she's sick. Maybe she's tired. Maybe she's been
sick and tired of
you and all your questions."

Jason tried to hold on to his tenper. "Personnel says
she's extrenely

reliable. She'd never take a day off w thout calling. And
when | tried

her apartnent, there was no answer."



Det ective Curran gave Jason a di sdai nful |ook. "Have you
consi dered the

possibility that the attractive young | ady m ght have
taken a | ong

weekend with a boyfriend?"

"l don't think so. Since | saw you |'ve |earned she was
havi ng an affair
wi th Hayes."

Curran sat up and for the first tinme gave Jason his ful
attention.

"I always felt she was covering for Hayes," Jason
continued. "Now | know

why. And | al so believe she knows a | ot nore about his
wor k than she's

saying, and why his places were searched. | think Hayes
made a nmj or

br eakt hr oughand soneone is after his notes-*
“If there was a breakthrough.”
"I msure themwas," Jason said. "And it adds to ny

suspi ci ons about
Hayes's death. It was too convenient."

"You're junping to conclusions."

"Hayes said sonmeone was trying to kill him" Jason said.

"1 think he

made a maj or scientific discovery and was nurdered because
of it."

"Hold on!" Curtan shouted, banging his fist on his desk.
"The nedi cal

exam ner determined that Dr. Al vin Hayes died of natural
causes. "

"An aneurysm to be exact. But he was still being
foll oned. "

"He thought he was," Curran corrected, his voice rising in



anger .

"I think he was too,"
"That woul d

expl ain why soneone ransacked his apartnent and his-"

Jason said with equal vehenence.

"We know why his apartnent was tossed,"” Curtan
interrupted. "Only we

found the drugs and the noney first!"

"Hayes may have used cocaine.”
"But he wasn't a

dealer! And | think those drugs were planted, and-" He
started to

mention his conversation with Carol, then stopped. He
wasn't ready to

tell Curtan that he had persisted in seeing the dancer.
"I n any case,"

he said nomquietly, "I think the reason the |lab was torn
apart was that

someone was searching for his |ab books."

Jason was shouting now.

"What was that about a |l ab?" Curran's heavy-
| i dded eyes opened wi de and his face turned a nottled red.
Jason swal | owed.

"Damm t!" Curran yelled. "You nean to tell ne Hayes's | ab
was tossed and

It wasn't reported? What do you people think you're

doi ng?"

"The clinic was concerned about negative press," Jason

said, forced to

defend t he deci sion he did not condone.
"When did this happen?”

“Friday night."

"What was taken?"

"Several data books and some bacterial cultures. But none



of the

val uabl e equi pnrent. And it wasn't a robbery." Jason

wat ched Curran's

hound-dog face for sone sign his concern for Hel ene was
vi ndi cat ed.

"Any damage, vandalisn?" was all he said.

"Well, they turned the place upside down 'and dunped
everything on the

floor. So the ab was a ness. But the only deliberate
destruction

I nvol ved those, uh, aninmals."

"Good," Curtan said. "Those npbnsters shoul d have been
destroyed. They
made ne sick. How were they killed?"

"Probably poisoned. Qur pathol ogy departnment is checking
that out."

Detective Curtan ran his thick fingers through his
once-red hair. "You

know sonet hi ng?" he asked rhetoxically. "Wth the anount
of cooperation

|'ve gotten fromyou eggheads, |I'm god damed glad 1

turned this case over to Vice. They can have it. Mybe
you'd like to go

down the hall and rant and rage at them Maybe they'l| get
a charge out

of the fact that your mad scientist was hunping his | ab
assi stant as

wel | as the exotic dancer-* "Hayes and the dancer were no
| onger

| overs. ™

"Oh, really?" Cur-ran asked with a short, hollow | augh
that ended in a

bel ch. "Wy don't you go over to the Vice departnent and
| eave ne al one,

doctor. | have a |l ot of genuine homcides to ponder."

Curran picked up his pencil and went back to his forns.



Enraged, Jason

returned to the ground floor and surrendered his visitor's
pass. Then he

went out to his car. Driving along Stortow Drive, with the
Charles River

| azily spread out on the right, Jason finally began to
cal m down. He was

still convinced sonet hing had happened to Hel ene, but he
decided that if

the police weren't concerned, there was little he could
do.

He pulled into the GHP parking | ot and went back to his
office. daudia

and Sally hadn't returned fromtheir lunch break yet. A
few patients

were already waiting. Jason changed back to his white coat
and called to

check on Madaline Krammer's cardi ac consult. Harry Sarnoff
had agreed

wi th Jason's apprai sal, and Madal i ne was having -an

angi ogr am

As soon as Sally returned, Jason went to work seeing his
schedul ed

patients. He was on his third afternoon patient when

Cl audi a ducked into

t he exam room

"You have a visitor," she announced.

d4who? p Jason asked, tearing off a prescription.

"Qur fearless |eader. And she's foam ng at the nouth. |
t hought | shoul d
warn you. "

Jason handed the prescription to the patient, tossed his
st et hoscope

around his neck, and wal ked down the corridor to his
office. Shirley was

standi ng by the wi ndow. The nonent she heard Jason she
turned to face

him She was w thout question furious.



"I certainly hope you have a good expl anation, Dr.

Howard, " she said. "I

just got a call fromthe police. They're on their way here
to get a

formal statenment on why | didn't report the break-in of
Hayes's | ab.

They said they heard about it fromyou-and they're

t hr eat eni ng

obstruction of justice."

"I"msorry, said Jason. "It was an accident. | was at
the police
station.

| didn't nmean to nention it

"And just what the hell were you doing down at the
station?"

"I wanted to see Curran," Jason said guiltily.

ed, fty?"
"There was sone information | thought he should have."
"About the break-in?"

"No," Jason said, letting his hands fall to his sides.
"Hel ene

Brennqui vi st hasn't shown up today. | found out that she
and Hayes were

having an affair, and | guess | junped to' concl usions.
The break-in

just slipped out.™

"I think it would be best if you stayed with doctoring,"
Shirley said,
her voice softening a degree.

"That's what Curran said,"” sighed Jason.

"Well," Shirley said, reaching out and touching Jason's
arm "at | east



you didn't do it on purpose. For a while there | was
wonder i ng whose

side you were on. | tell you, this Hayes affair has a life
of its own.

Every time | think the problemis contained, sonething

el se breaks."

"I"'msorry," Jason said sincerely. "I didn't nean to nake
t hi ngs worse. "

"It's okay. But renenber-Hayes's death is already hurting
this

I nstitution.

Let's not conpound our difficulties."
hand a squeei €,

t hen wal ked to the door.

She gave Jason's

Jason went back to his patients, determned to | eave the

I nvestigation

to the police. It was nearly four when C audia interrupted
agai n.

"You have a call," she whi spered.

"Who is it?" Jason asked nervously. The usual nodus
operandi was for

Cl audia to take nessages and for Jason to return the calls
at the end of

the day. Unless, of course, it was an energency. But

Cl audia didn't

whi sper when it was an energency.

"Carol Donner," she said, Jason hesitated, then said he'd
take it in his

office. Claudia followed, still whispering.

"I's that the Carol Donner?"

"Who is the Carol Donner?"

"The dancer in the Conbat Zone," C audi a sai d.

"I wouldn't know," Jason said, entering his office. He



cl osed the door
on C audi a and picked up the phone. "Dr. Howard," he said.

"Jason, this is Carol Donner. |I'msorry to bother you.

“No bother." Her voice br-ought back the pleasant inmage of
her sitting

across Erom himat the Hanpshire House. He heard a cli ck.
"Just a

nonment, Carol." He put the phone down, opened the door,
and | ooked

across the roomat Caudia. Wth an ix-ritated expression,
he noti oned

for her to hang up.

"Sorry," Jason said, returning to the phone.

"I wouldn't call you unless | thought it m ght be
I nportant,"” Carol

sai d.

"But | cane across a package in ny |locker at work. I'ma
dancer at the

Cl ub Cabaret, by the way ..."Ch," Jason said vaguely.
"Anyway," Carol said, "I had to go in to the club today

and | found it.

Alvin had asked nme to put it in ny |ocker several weeks
ago and 1'd
forgotten all about it."

"What's in it?"

"Bound | edgers, papers and correspondence. That type of
stuff. There
were no drugs, if that's what you were wondering."

"No," Jason said, "that's not what | was wondering. But
"' mglad you

call ed. The books m ght be inportant. 1'd |ike to see

t hem "

"Ckay," Car-of said. "I'll be at the club tonight. [|'1I



have to think of

some way to get themto you. My boss is giving ne a | ot of
t roubl e about

protection. Sonmething weird is going on, which they won't

tell nme about,

but 1'mstuck with this goon following ne around. |'d just
as soon not

I nvol ve you in that."

“Maybe | could cone and pick it up?"

"No, | don't think that would be a good idea. I'Il tell
you what. if you
give nme your nunber, 1'Il call when | get home tonight."

Jason gave her the nunber

"One other thing," Carol said. "Last night | realized

t here was

sonmething else | didn't tell you. About a nonth ago, Alvin
said he was

going to break up with Hel ene. He said he wanted her to
concentrate on

their work."

"Do you think he told her?"
"Haven't the slightest idea.”
"Hel ene hasn't shown up for work today."

"No kidding!" Carol said. "That's strange. Fromwhat |'d
heard, she was

compul si ve about work. Maybe she's the reason ny boss is
acting so

crazy."

"How woul d your boss know about Hel ene Brennqui vi st ?"

"He has a great informational network. He knows what's
going on in the

whole city." | Hangi ng up, Jason pondered the confusing
I nconsi st enci es

between Carol's job and her intellectual sophistication.



"1 nformati onal
net wor k" was a conputer-age term unexpected froman exotic
dancer.

Goi ng back to his patients, Jason studiously avoi ded

Cl audi a's

questioni ng gaze. He knew she was overwhel m ngly curious,
but he wasn't

about to give her any satisfaction.

Toward the very end of the afternoon, Dr. Jerone
Washi ngton, a burly

bl ack physician who specialized in gastrointestinal
di sorders,

i nterrupted Jason, asking for a quick consult..

"Sure," Jason said, taking himback to his office.

"Roger WAnamaker suggested | speak to you about this
case." He took a

bul ky chart fromunder his armand put it on the desk. "A
few nore |ike

this and |'mgoing into the al um num si di ng busi ness.”

Jason opened the chart. The patient was nale, sixty years
ol d.

"I did a physical on M. Lanborn twenty-three days ago,"
Jerone said.

"The guy was a little overweight, but aren't we all?

O herwi se | thought

he was okay and told him SO Then, a week ago, he cones in
| ooking |ike

deat h warned over. He'd dropped twenty pounds. | put him
in the

hospital, thinking he had a malignancy |I'd m ssed. | gave
hi m every test

I n the book.

Not hi ng. Then three days ago he died. | put a | ot of
pressure on the
famly for an autopsy. And what did it show?"

"No mal i gnhancy. "



"Right," Jerone said. "No malignancy-but every organ he
had was totally

degenerated. | told Roger and he said to see you, that
you' d

comm serate.”

"Well, |1'"ve had sonme simlar problens,"” Jason said. "So
has Roger. To be

truthful, I"'mworried we're on the brink of some unknown
nmedi cal di sas

pt ter.

"What are we going to do?" Jerone asked. "I can't take too
much of this
ki nd of enotional abuse."

"I agree. Wth all the deaths |I've had lately, |'ve been

t hi nki ng of

changi ng professions too. And | don't understand why we're
not pi cking

up synptonms on our physicals. | told Roger |I'd call a

nmeeti ng next week,

but now | think we can't afford to wait.
Hayes' s bl ood

punpi ng over the dinner table flashed through Jason's
mnd. "Let's get

toget her tonorrow afternoon. 1'Il have O audia set it up,
and 'l tell

the secretaries to put together a list of all the

physi cal s we've done

over the | ast year and see what's happened to the
patients."

An i mage of

"sounds good to ne," Jerone said. "Cases like this don't
do much for a

man's confi dence. "

After Jerone |left, Jason went out to the central desk to
make pl ans for

the staff conference. He knew that a few people would have
to put in

sonme over tinme, and he thanked providence for providing
conputers. There



were a few groans when he expl ai ned what was needed,

I ncl udi ng rebooki ng

all the afternoon patients, but Caudia took it on herself
to be the

ri ngl eader.

Jason was confident things would get done as well as the
short tine
woul d permt.

At five-thirty, after seeing his last patient, Jason tried
Hel ene' s hone

nunmber. Still no answer. |npul sively, he decided to stop
by her

apartnment on his way hone. He | ooked at the address he'd
gotten from

personnel and noted she lived in Canbridge on Concord Aven
' ue. Then he

recogni zed the address. It was the Craigie Arns apartnent
bui | di ng.

What a coi nci dence, he thought. Before neeting Danielle
he'd dated a
girl at the Craigie Arns.

Descending to his car, Jason headed over to Canbridge. The
traffic was

terrible, but thanks to his famliarity with the area he
had no trouble

lo - eating the address. He parked his car and went into
the famliar

| obby. Scanning the nanes, he found Brennquivist and
pressed the buzzer.

There was al ways the outside chance Hel ene wasn't picking
up her phone,

but would respond to the door. There was no answer. Jason
| ooked at the

tenant |ist, but Lucy Hagen's nane was gone. After all, it
had been

fifteen years.

| nst ead, he reached for the supers buzzer and pressed it.
A smal |
speaker above. the door buzzers crackled to life, and the



gruff voice of
M. Gatz grated out into the tiled foyer

"There's no soliciting."

Jason quickly identified hinself, admtting that M. Gatz
m ght not

remenber himsince it had been a few years. He said he was
concer ned

about a coll eague who was a tenant. M. Gatz didn"t say
anyt hi ng, but

t he door buzzed open. Jason had to run a few steps to get
It. Inside,

Jason confronted the unm st akabl e odor, which he'd
remenber ed for

fifteen years.

It was the snell of grilled onions. A netal door opened
down the tiled

hall and M. G atz appeared dressed, as always, in a
tank-top

undershirt and soiled jeans. He sported a two-day growth
of beard. He

studi ed Jason's face, demanded his nane again, then asked,
"Didn't you

used to date the Hagen girl in 2-J?"

Jason was inpressed. The man certainly wouldn't win any
beauty contests,

but he apparently had a nenory |ike a steel trap. Jason
had gotten to

know hi m because Lucy had chronic problenms with her
dr-ains and Larry

Gratz was in and out of her apartnent.

"What can | do for you?" Larry asked.

Jason expl ai ned that Hel ene Brennquivist hadn't shown up
for work and

wasn't answering her phone. Jason said he was worri ed.

"I can't let you in her apartnent.”

"Ch, | understand,"” Jason said. "I just want to nmake sure



everything is
okay. "

Gatz regarded himfor a nonent, grunted, then started
toward the
el evat or.

He pulled a ring of keys out of his pocket that | ooked
adequat e enough

to open half the doors in Canbridge. They rode the

el evat or w t hout

speaki ng.

Hel ene' s apartnent was at the end of a long hall. Even
bef ore they got

to the door, they could hear |oud rock and roll.

| "Sounds |ike she's having a party,"
the bell for a

full mnute, but there was no response. Gratz put his ear
to the door

and rang again. "Can't even hear the door chines,"” he

sai d.

G atz said. He rang

"Wonder no one's conpl ai ned about the nusic.”

Lifting a hairy fist, he pounded on the door. Finally he
sel ected a key

and turned the |lock. As the door opened, the volune of the
nmusi c

I ncreased dramatically. "Shit," Gatz said. Then he
yel | ed,

Vel l o!". There was no answer.

The apartnent had a small foyer with an arched opening to
the left, but

even from where he stood Jason recogni zed the unm st akabl e
snmel | of

deat h.

He started to speak, but Gatz stopped him

"You better wait here," Gratz said over the pounding nusic
as he



advanced toward the living room

"Ch, Ch? 1st!" he shouted a second |later. H s eyes opened
wi de as his

face contorted with horror. Jason | ooked between the arch
and Larry's

body. The room was a ni ght mare.

The super ran for the kitchen, his hand cl asped over his
nout h. Even

with his nmedical training, Jason felt his own stomach turn
over. Hel ene

and anot her woman were side by side on the couch, naked,
with their

hands tied behind their back. Their bodi es had been
unspeakabl y

nmutilated. A large, stained kitchen knife was jamed into
the coffee

t abl e.

Jason turned and | ooked into the kitchen. Larry was bent
over the

kitchen sink, heaving. Jason's first response was to help
him but he

t hought better of it. Instead, he went to the door to the
hal | and

opened it, thanv4l for the fi-esh air. In a few m nutes
Larry stunbl ed

past him

"Way don't you go call the police,"”
the door to

cl ose behind him The relative quiet was refreshing. Hs
nausea abat ed.

Jason said, allow ng

Thankful for sonething to do, Larry ran down the stairs.
Jason | eaned
against the wall and tried not to think. He was trenbling.

Two policenen arrived in short order. They were young and
turned several

shades of green when they | ooked into the |iving room But
t hey set

about sealing off the scene and carefully questioning



Jason and G atz.

Wth care not to disturb anything else, they finally
pull ed the plug on

t he stereo.

More police arrived, including plainclothes detectives.
Jason suggest ed

Det ective Curran m ght be interested in the case and
sonmeone called him

A pol i ce photographer arrived and began snappi ng shot
after shot of the

devastated apartnment. Then the Canbri dge nedi cal exam ner
arrived.

Jason was waiting in the hall when Curran came | unbering
toward Hel ene's
apart nent.

Seei ng Jason, he paused only to shout, "Wat the hell are
you doi ng
here?"

Jason held his tongue, and Curran turned to the policeman
st andi ng by

the door. "Wlere's the detective in charge?" he snapped,
flashing his

badge.

The policeman jerked his thunb in the direction of the
l'iving room
Curran went in, |eaving Jason in the hall.

The press appeared with their usual tangle of caneras and
spiral
not ebooks.

They tried to enter Hel ene's apartnent, but the uniforned
pol i ceman at

t he door restrained them

That reduced themto interview ng anybody in the area,
I ncl udi ng Jason.

Jason told them he knew nothing, and they eventually |eft



hi m al one.

After a while Curran reappeared. Even he |looked a little

green. He cane

over to Jason. He took a cigarette out of a crunpled pack
and made a

production out of finding a match. Finally, he |ooked at

Jason.

“"Don't tell me 'l told you so," he said.
"It wasn't just a rape nurder, was it?" Jason asked
qui etly.

"That's not for me to say. Sure, it was a rape. \Wat nakes
you think it
was nore?"

"The nmutil ati on was done after death.”
"Ch? Why do you say that, doctor?"

"Lack of blood., If the wonen had been alive, there would
have been a
| ot of bl eeding."

“I"' minpressed,” Curran said. "And while | hate to adm t
it, we don't

think it was your ordinary |oony. There's evidence | can't
di scuss but

It looks like a professional job. A small-caliber weapon

was i nvol ved. "

"Then you agree Hele death is tied to Hayes."

"Possi bly,"
t he bodies.”

Curran said . "I They told ne you di scovered

"Wth the help of the superintendent."”
"What brought you over here, doctor?"

Jason didn't answer immediately. "I'mnot sure," he said
finally. "As |



told you, | had an unconfort- able feeling when Hel ene
didn't show up

for work." Curran scratched his head, letting his
attenti on wander

around the hallway. He took a long drag on his cigarette,
l etting the

snoke out through his nose. There was a crowd of police,
reporters, and

curious tenants. Two gurneys were |ined up agai nst the
wal |, waiting to

take the bodi es away.

"Maybe I won't turn the case over to Vice", Curran said at
| ast. Then he
wander ed of f.

Jason approached the policeman standing guard at the door
to Hel ene's

apartnment. "I was wondering if | could go now. "
"Hey, Rosati!" yelled the cop. The detective in charge, a
t hi n,

hol | ow-faced man with a shock of dark, unruly hair,
appear ed al nost
I mredi at el y.

"He wants to | eave," said the cop, nodding at Jason.
"We got your nane and 'address?" Rosati asked.

."Nane, address, phone, social security, driver's
| i cense-everything."
"l suppose it's okay," Rosati said. "We'll be in touch.”
Jason nodded, then wal ked down the hallway on shaky | egs.
When he

energed outside on Concord Avenue, he was surprised it had
al ready

gotten dark. The cold evening air was heavy w th exhaust
funmes. As one

final slap in the face, Jason found a parking ticket under
hi s

w ndshield wiper. Irritated, he pulled it out, realizing



he'd parked in
a zone that required a Canbridge resident sticker.

it took much longer for himto return to GHP than it had
taken to drive

to Helene's apartnent. The traffic on Storrow Drive was
backed up

exiting at Fenway, so it was about seven-thirty P. m when
he finally

par ked and entered the building. Going up to his office,
he found a

| arge conputer printout on his desk listing all the GHP
pati ents who had

recei ved executive physicals in the |ast year, along with
a notation of

the patient's current physical status. The secretaries did
a great job,

Jason thought, putting the printout in his briefcase.

He went up to the floor for inpatient rounds. One of the
nurses gave him

the results of Madaline Kranmer's arteriogram All the
coronary vessels

showed significant, diffuse, nonfocal encroachnment. Wen
the results

were conpared wwth a simlar study done six nonths
previously, it showed

significant deterioration. Harry Sarnoff, the consulting
cardi ol ogi st

did not feel she was a candidate for surgery, and wth her
current | ow

| evel s of both cholesterol and fatty acids, had little to
suggest with

regard to her managenent. To be one hundred percent
certain, Jason

ordered a cardiac surgery consult, then went in to see
her .

As usual, Madaline was in the best of noods, mnimzing
her synptons.

Jason told her that he'd asked a surgeon to take a | ook at
her, and

prom sed to stop by the next day. He had the awful sense
that the woman



was not going-to be around nuch | onger. \Wen he checked
her ankl es for
edenn, Jason noted sonme excoriations.

"Have you been scratching yoursel f?" he asked.

"Alittle," Madaline admtted, grasping the sheet and
pulling it up as
i f she were enbarrassed.

"Are your ankles itchy?"
"I think it's the heat in here. It's very dry, you know. "

Jason didn't know. In fact, the air-conditioning system of
the hospita
kept the humdity at a constant, normal |evel.

Wth a horrible sense of deja vul Jason went back to the
nurses' staiion

and ordered a dermatol ogy consult as well as a chem stry
screen that

I ncl uded sone forty automated tests. There had to be
sonet hi ng he was

m ssi ng.

The rest of rounds was equally depressing. It seened al
his patients

were in decline. Wien he | eft the hospital he decided to
take a run out

to Shirley's. He felt like talking and she'd certainly
made it clear she

enj oyed seeing him He also felt he should break the news
of Hel ene's

nmur der before she heard it fromthe press. He knew it was
going to

devast ate her.

It took about twenty m nutes before he pulled into her
cobbl est one
driveway. He was pleased to see |ights on.

"Jason! What a pleasant surprise,” Shirley said, answering
the bell. She



was dressed in ared leotard with black tights and a white
headband. "I
was just on ny way to aerobics."

"l should have called."”

"Nonsense, " Shirley said, grabbing his hand and pul ling
hi m i nsi de.

"I'"'m always | ooking for an excuse not to exercise." She
led himinto

the kitchen, where a nountain of reports and nenoranda
covered the

tabl e. Jason was rem nded of what an enornous anount of
wor k went into

runni ng an organi zation |like GHP. As al ways, he was

| npressed by

Shirley's skills.

After she brought hima drink, Jason asked if she'd heard
t he news.

$1 don't know," Shirley said, pulling off her headband and
shaki ng out
her thick hair. "News about what ?"

"Hel ene Brennquivist," Jason said. He let his voice trai
of f.

"I's this news I'"'mgoing to |ike?" Shirley asked, picking
up her drink.

"I hardly think so," Jason said. "She and her roonmate
wer e nurdered. "

Shirley dropped her drink on the couch and then
mechani cal |y occupi ed

hersel f cleaning up the ness. "Wat happened?"” she asked
after a long

si | ence.

"It was a rape nurder. At least ostensibly.” He felt il
as he recalled
t he scene.



"How awful ," Shirley said, clutching her hand to her
chest.

"It was gruesone,” agreed Jason.
"I't's every woman's worst nightmare. Wien did it happen?”
"They seemto think it happened | ast night."

Shirley stared off into the mddle distance. "1'd better
phone Bob
Wal throw. This is only going to add to our PR woes."

Shirley heaved herself to her feet and wal ked shakily to

t he phone.

Jason coul d hear the enption in her voice as she expl ai ned
what had

happened.

"I don't envy you your job," he said when she hung up. He
coul d see her
eyes were bright with unshed tears.

"I feel the sane about yours," she said. "Every tine | see
you after a
patient dies, I'mglad | didn't go into nedicine nyself."

Al t hough neither Shirley nor Jason was particularly
hungry, they nade a

qui ck spaghetti dinner. Shirley tried to talk Jason into
stayi ng the

ni ght, but though he had found confort being wth her,
hel ping himto

endure the horror of Hel ene's death, he knew he coul dn't
stay. He had to

be honme for Carol's call. Pleading a |oad of unfinished
wor k, he drove

back to his apartnent.

After a late jog and a shower, Jason sat down with the
printouts of al

patients who'd had GHP physicals in the |last year. Feet on
hi s desk, he

went over the list carefully, noting that the nunber of



physi cal s had

been divided evenly anong all the internists. Since the

| i st had been

printed in al phabetical order rather than chronol ogically,
It took sone

time for Jason to realize that the poor predictive results
wer e nuch

nore common in the last six nonths than in the begi nning
of the year. In

fact, w thout graphing the naterial, it appeared that 212
1

there had been a nmarked increase in unexpected deat hs over
the last few
nont hs.

Taking a pencil, Jason began witing down the unit nunbers
of the recent

deat hs. He was shocked by the nunber. Then he called the
mai N oper at or

at GHP and asked to be connected to Records. Wen he had
one of the

ni ght secretaries on the Iine, he gave the list of unit
nunbers and

asked if the outpatient charts could be pulled and put on
hi s desk. The

secretary told himthere would be no problemat all.

Putting the computer printout back into his briefcase,
Jason t ook down

his WIIlianms' Textbook of Endocrinology and turned to the
chapters on

growt h hornone. Like so nany other subjects, the nore he
read, the |ess

he knew.

G owt h hornone and its relation to growmh and sexua

mat urati on were

enornously conplicated. So conplicated, in fact, that he
fell asleep,

t he heavy textbook pressing against his abdonen.

The phone shocked hi m awake-so abruptly that he knocked
the book to the



fl oor. He snatched up the receiver, expecting his service.
It took

anot her nonent before he realized the caller was Carol
Donner. Jason

| ooked at the time-eleven nmnutes to three.

"1 hope you weren't asleep,"” Carol said.

“No, no!" Jason lied. Hs legs were stiff from being
propped up on the
desk. "lI've been waiting for your call. \Were are you?"

"I mat honme," Carol said
“Can | cone get that package?"

“It's not here," Carol said. "To avoid problens, | gave it
to a friend

who works with ne. Her nane is Mel ody Andrews. She |ives
at 69 Revere

Street on Beacon Hill." Carol gave him Ml ody's phone
nunber. "She's

expecting a call and should just be getting honme. Let ne
know what you

think of the material, and if there's any trouble, here's

my
nunmber ~- whi ch she recited.

"Thanks," said Jason, witing everything down. He was
surprised how
di sappointed he felt not to be seeing her.

"Take care," Carol said, hanging up.

Jason remained at his desk, still trying to fully wake up.
As he did so,

he realized he hadn't nentioned Hel ene's death to Carol.
Vel |, that

m ght be a good excuse to call Carol back, he reflected as
he di al ed her

friend s nunber.

Mel ody Andrews answered her phone with a strong South
Bost on accent. She



told Jason that she had the package, and he was wel cone to
conme over and
get it. She said she'd be up for another half hour or SO

Jason put on a sweater and down vest, |eft the house,

wal ked down

Pi nckney Street, along Wst Cedar, and up Revere. Ml ody's
bui | di ng was

on the left.

He rang her bell, and she appeared at the door in pin
curls. Jason

didn't think anyone still used those things. Her face was
tired and

dr awn.

Jason introduced hinself. Melody nerely nodded and handed
over a parcel

wrapped in brown paper and tied with string. It wei ghed
about ten

pounds.

When Jason thanked her she just shrugged and said, "Sure."

Ret ur ni ng hone, Jason pulled off his vest and sweater.
Eagerly eyeing

t he package, he got scissors fromthe kitchen and cut the
string. Then

he carried the package into the den and placed it on his
desk. Inside he

found two | edgers filled with handwitten instructions,
di agrans, and

experi nental data. One of the books had Property of Gene,
Inc. printed

on the cover; the other nerely the word Notebook. In
addition there was

a large manila envelope filled with correspondence.

The first letters Jason read were from Gene, Inc.,
demandi ng that Hayes

live up to his contractual agreenents and return the
Somat onedi n

prot ocol and the reconbinant E. coli strain of bacteria
that he'd



illegally renoved fromtheir |aboratory. As Jason
continued reading, it

was apparent that Hayes had a significant difference of
opi ni on

concerning the ownership of the procedure and the strain,
and that he

was in the process of patenting the sane. Jason al so found
a nunber of

|l etters froman attorney by the nane of Sanuel Schwartz.
Hal f of them

i nvol ved the application for the patent on the

Somat onedi n- produci ng E

coli and the rest dealt with the formation of a
corporation. It seened

that Alvin Hayes owned fifty-one percent of the stock,
while his

children shared the other forty-nine percent along with
Sanmuel Schwart z.

So much for the correspondence, Jason thought. He returned
the letters

to the manila envel ope. Next he took up the | edger books.
The one t hat

had "Gene, Inc." on the cover seened to be the protocol
referred to in

t he correspondence. As Jason flipped through it, he
realized that it

detailed the creation of the reconbinant strain of
bacteria to produce

Somat onedi n.

From hi s readi ng, he knew that Somat onedi ns were growh
factors produced

by the liver cells in response to the presence of growth
hor none.

Putting the first book aside, Jason picked up the second.
The

experinments outlined were inconplete, but they concerned
t he production

of a nonocl onal antibody to a specific protein. The
protei n was not

named, but Jason found a diagramof its am no-acid
sequence. Most of the



materi al was beyond his conprehension, but it was clear
fromthe

crossing out of large sections and the scribbling in the
mar gi ns t hat

the work was not progressing well and that at the tine of
t he | ast

entry, Hayes had obviously not created the anti body he'd
desi red.

Stretching, Jason got up from his desk. He was

di sappoi nted. He had

hoped the package from Carol would offer a clearer picture
of Hayes's

break through, but except for the docunentation of the
controversy

bet ween Hayes and Gene, Inc., Jason knew little nore than
he had before

openi ng the package. He did have the protocol for
produci ng the

Somatonedin E. coli strain, but that hardly seened a major
di scovery,

and all the other |ab book outlined was failure.

Exhaust ed, Jason turned out the lights and went to bed. It
had been a
| ong, terrible day.

Ni ght mares invol ving gross pernutations of the terrible
scene in

Hel ene' s apartnent drove Jason out of bed before the sun
pal ed t he

eastern sky. He put on coffee and as he waited for it to
filter through

hi s machi ne, he picked up his paper and read about the
doubl e nurder.

There was not hi ng new.

As he'd expected, the enphasis was on the rape. Putting
the Gene, Inc.,

| edger in his briefcase, Jason started out for the
hospi t al .

At least there was no traffic at that early hour as he
drove to the GHP,



and he had his choice of parking places. Even the surgeons
who usual ly
arrived at such an uncivilized hour were not there yet.

Wien he arrived at GHP, he went directly to his office. As
he' d

requested, his desk was piled with charts. He took off his
| acket and

began to go through them Keeping in mnd these were

pati ents who had

died within a nonth of getting a fairly clean bill of
health from

doctors who'd conpl eted the nost extensive physicals GHP
had to offer,

Jason searched for commonal ities. Nothing caught his eye.

He conpared EKGs and the | evels of cholesterol, fatty
aci ds,

I mmunogl obul i ns, and bl ood counts. No common group of
conpounds,

el ements, or enzynes varied fromthe normal in any
predi ctabl e pattern.

The only shared trait was nost of the patients' deaths
occurred within a

nont h of having the physical. Mre upsetting, Jason
noticed, was that in

the | ast three nonths the nunber of deaths increased
dramati cal | y.

Readi ng the twenty-sixth chart, one correl ation suddenly
occurred to
Jason.

Al t hough the patients did not share physical synptons,
their charts

showed a predom nance of high-risk social habits. They
wer e overwei ght,

snoked heavily, used drugs, drank too nmuch, and failed to
exerci se, or

conmbi ned any and all of these unhealthy practices; they
were men and

wonen who were eventually destined to have severe nedi cal
probl ems. The

shocki ng fact was that they deteriorated so quickly. And



why t he sudden
upswi ng i n deat hs?

People weren't indulging in vices nore than they were a
year ago. Maybe

It was a kind of statistical equalizing: they'd been | ucky
and now t he

nunbers were catching up to them But that didn't nmake a
whol e | ot of

sense, for there seened to be too nmany deat hs. Jason was
not an

experienced statistician, so he decided to ask a better
mat hemat i ci an

than he was to | ook at the nunbers.

When he knew he woul dn't be waking the patients, Jason
left his office

and made rounds. Nothing had changed. Back in his office
and before he

saw the first schedul ed patient, he called Pathol ogy and
i nqui red about

the dead animals from Hayes's | ab, and waited sever-al

m nutes while the

techni cian | ooked for the report.

"Here it is," the woman said. "They all died of strychnine
poi soni ng. "

Jason hung up and called Margaret Danforth at the city
nor gue. A

techni ci an answered, since Margaret was busy doing an
aut opsy. Jason

asked if the toxicology on Gerald Fart reveal ed anything
I nt eresting.

"Toxi col ogy was negative," the tech said.

"One nore question. Wuld strychni ne have shown up?"
"Just a nmonent," the technician said.

I n the background Jason could hear the woman shouting to

t he nedi ca
exam ner. She returned to the phone. "Dr. Danforth said



yes, strychnine
woul d have shown up if it had been present.”

"Thank you," Jason said.

He hung up the phone, then stood up. At the w ndow, he
exam ned t he

devel opi ng day. He could see the traffic snarled on the
Ri verway from

his wi ndow. The sky was light but overcast. It was early
Novenber. Not a

pretty nonth for Boston. Jason felt restless and anxi ous
and

di sconsol ate. He thought about the parcel from Carol and
wondered if he

should turn it over to Curran. Yet for what purpose? They
weren't even

I nvestigati ng Hayes except as a drug pusher.

Wal ki ng back to the desk Jason took out his phone
directory and | ooked

up the phone nunber of Gene, Inc. He noted the conpany was
| ocated on

Pi oneer Street in east Canbridge next to the MT canpus.

| mpul sively, he sat down and dial ed the nunber. The |ine
was answer ed by

a woman receptionist with an English accent. Jason asked
for the head of

t he conpany.

"You nean Dr. Leonard Dawen, the president?"

"Dr. Dawen wll be fine," Jason said. He heard the

extension ring. It

was picked up by a secretary.
"Dr. Dawen's office."

“I"d like to speak to Dr. Dawen.™

"Who may | say is calling?"

"Dr. Jason Howard."



"May | tell himwhat this is in reference to?"

"It's about a | ab book I have. Tell Dr. Dawen I'mfromthe
Good Heal th
Plan and was a friend of the late Alvin Hayes."

"Just a nonent, please," the secretary said in a voice
t hat sounded |i ke
a recording.

Jason opened the center drawer to his desk and toyed with
his collection

of pencils. There was a click on the phone, then a

power ful voice cane

over the line, "This is Leonard Dawen!"

Jason expl ai ned who he was and then described the | ab
book.

“"May | ask how it came into your possession, sir?"

"I don't think that's inportant. The fact is | have it."
He was not
about to inplicate Carol.

"That book is our property,” Dr. Dawen said. H's voice was
cal mbut with

a commandi ng and t hreateni ng undercurrent.

"I''l'l be happy to turn the book over in exchange for sone
I nformation
about Dr. Hayes. Do you think we mght neet?"

"When?"

"As soon as possi bl e,
before [unch."

Jason said. "I could get over just

"WIIl you have the book with you?"
"I wll indeed."

For the rest of the norning Jason had trouble



concentrating on the

steady stream of patients. He was pleased Sally hadn't
schedul ed him

t hrough lunch. The m nute he finished his [ast exam he
hurtied out to

his car.

Reachi ng Canbri dge, Jason threaded his way past M T and
anong the new

East Canbri dge corporate skyscrapers, sonme with
dramatical |l y nodem

architecture that contrasted sharply with the ol der and
nore traditiona

New Engl and brick structures. Making a final turn on

Pi oneer Street,

Jason found Gene, Inc., housed in a startlingly nodem
bui | di ng of

pol i shed bl ack granite.

Unlike its neighbors, the structure was only six floors
high. Its

w ndows were nartow slits alternating with circles of
bronze mrrored

glass. It had a solid, powerful ook, like a castle in a
science fiction
novi e.

Jason got out of his car with his briefcase and gazed up
at the striking

facade. After reading so nuch about reconbi nant DNA and
seei ng Hayes's

grossly defornmed zoo, Jason was afraid he was about to
enter a house of

horrors. The front entrance was circul ar, defined by
radi ati ng spi kes of

granite, giving the illusion of a giant eye, the bl ack
doors being the
pupil. The | obby was al so black granite: walls, floor,

even ceiling. In

the center of the reception area was a dramatically

I 1l um nat ed nodern

scul pture of the double helix DNA nol ecul e opening |ike a
Zi pper.



Jason approached an attractive Korean woman sitting behind
a glass wall

and in front of a control panel that | ooked Iike sonething
out of the

Starship Enterprise. She wore a tiny earpiece along with a
smal |

m cr ophone that snaked around from behi nd her neck. She
greeted Jason by

name and told himhe was expected in the fourth-fl oor
conference room

Her voice had a netallic sound as she spoke into the

m cr ophone.

The mnute the receptionist stopped speaking, one of the
granite panels

opened, revealing an elevator. As he thanked her, Jason
suddenly fanci ed

that she was a lifelike robot. Smling, he boarded the

el evator and

| ooked for the floor buttons. The door cl osed behind him
There was no

fl oor-sel ector panel, but the elevator started upward.

When the doors reopened, Jason found hinself in a doorless
bl ack foyer.

He assuned the entire building was controlled froma
central |ocation,

per haps by the receptionist downstairs. To his left a
granite panel slid

open.

Wthin the doorway stood a man with coarse features,

| npeccabl y dressed

in a dark pinstripe suit, white shirt, and red paisley
tie.

"Dr. Howard, |'m Leonard Dawen, "
Jason into the

room He didn't offer to shake hands. Hi s voice had the
same comrandi ng

guality Jason renenbered fromthe phone conversati on.
Conpared to the

tonbli ke austerity of the rest of the building, the
conference room

the man said, notioning



| ooked nore |i ke a wood-paneled |ibrary and seened
positively cozy until

you | ooked at the fourth wall, which was glass. It | ooked
out on what

appeared to be a |large ultranodern | ab. There was anot her
man in the

room an Oriental, wearing a white zi ppered junpsuit.
Dawen i ntroduced

the man as M. Hong, a Gene, Inc., engineer. After they
were all seated

around a small conference table, Dawen said, "I assune you
have the | ab
book ... Jason opened his briefcase and handed the | edger

to Dawen, who

handed it to Hong. The engi neer began studying it page by
page. A heavy

sil ence ensued.

Jason | ooked back and forth between the two nen. He'd
expected things to

be a bit nore cordial. After all, he was doing them a
favor.

He turned and peered through the glass wall. The floor of
t he room

beyond was a story below. Mich of the area was filled with
st ai nl ess

steel vats, rem nding Jason of a visit he'd once nade to a
brewery. He

guessed they were the incubators for the culture of the
reconbi nant

bacteria. There was a | ot of other equipnment and
conpl i cat ed pi ping.

People in white junpsuits with white hoods were noving
about checki ng

gauges, meki ng adj ustnents.

Hong cl osed the |lab book with a snap. "It seens conplete,"”
he sai d.

"That's a nice surprise,"”
he said, "I

hope you realize everything in this book is confidential."

Dr. Dawen said. Turning to Jason



"Don't worr-y,
under st and nuch

of it. What I"'minterested in is Dr. Hayes. Just before he
died he said

he'd nmade a mmj or discover-y. |I'mcurious to know if what

I s descri bed

I n those pages woul d be considered as such.™

Jason said, forcing a smle. "I didn't

Dawen and Hong exchanged gl ances. "It's nore of a
comer ci al

br eakt hr ough,” Hong said. "There's no new technol ogy
here."

"That's what | suspected. Hayes was so di straught |
couldn't tell if he

was entirely rational. But, if he made a nmjor
breakt hrough, 1'd hate to

have it lost to humanity."

Dawen's blunt features softened for the first time since
Jason had
arrived.

Jason continued, dir-ecting his attention to the engi neer.
"Any idea
what Hayes coul d have been tal ki ng about ?"

"Unfortunately, no. Hayes was al ways rather secr, etive."
Dawen f ol ded

his hands on the table and | ooked directly at Jason. "W
were aft-aid

you were going to extort us with this material -make us pay
to get it

back," he said, touching the cover of the |ab book. "You
have to

understand that Dr. Hayes had been giving us a rather
difficult tine."

"What was Dr. Hayes's role here?" Jason asked.

"We hired himto produce a reconbi nant strain of
bacteria,"” Dawen

expl ai ned. "W wanted to produce a certain growth factor
I n conmer ci al



quantities."
Jason guessed that was the Somat onedi n.

"We agreed to pay hima flat fee for the project, as well
as letting him

use the Gene, Inc., facilities for his own research. W
have sone very

uni que equi pnent . "

"Any idea what his own research involved?" Jason asked.

Hong spoke up. "He spent nost of his tine isolating
growt h-factor
pr ot ei ns.

Sonme of themexist in such mnute quantities that the nost
sophi sticat ed
equi pnent is required to isolate them™

"Woul d the isolation of one of these growth factors be
consi dered a
maj or scientific discovery?" Jason asked.

"I can't see how," Hong replied. "Even if they've never
been i sol at ed,
we know their effects."

Anot her dead end, Jason thought wearily.

"There's just one thing | renmenber that m ght be
significant," Hong

said, pinching the bridge of his nose. "About three nonths
ago Hayes got

very excited about sone side effect. He said it was
Ironic."

Jason strai ghtened. There was that word again. "Any idea
what caused hi s
excitenment ?" he asked.

Hong shook his head. "No," he said, "but after that we
didn't see him
for atime. Wien we did see him he said he'd been to the



Coast. Then he

set up an el aborate extraction process on sone materi al
he' d brought

back with him | don't knowif it worked, but then he
abruptly sw tched

to nonocl onal anti body technol ogy. At that point his
exci tenent seened

to die."

The words "nonocl onal anti body" rem nded Jason of the
second | ab book,

and he wondered if he shouldn't have brought it after all.
Maybe M.

Hong coul d have nade nore out of it than he had.

"Did Dr. Hayes | eave any other research material here?"
Jason asked.

"Not hi ng significant," Leonard Dawen answered. "And we
checked

carefully, because he'd wal ked off with our |ab book and
t he cul tures.

In fact, we were suing Dr. Hayes. W never anticipated he
would try and

contend he owned the strains that we'd hired himto

produce. "

"Did you get your cultures back?" Jason asked.
"W did."

"Where did you find thenf"

"Let's say we |ooked in the right place,” Dawen said

evasi vel y. "But

even though we have the strain, we still appreciate
getting the

prot ocol book back. On behalf of the conpany, I'd like to
t hank you. |

hope we have hel ped you in sone snmall way."

"Per haps," Jason said vaguely. He had an idea he'd
I nadvertently found
out who had searched Hayes's | ab and apartnent. But why



woul d the scientists from Gene, Inc., want to kill the
ani mal s? He wondered if the

huge ani mal s had been treated with Gene, Inc.
Sonmat onmedi n. "I
appreci ate your tine,
| Mpressi ve setup
here."

S,

he said to Dawen. "You have an

"Thank you. Things are going well. W plan to have
reconbi nant strains
of farm ani mals soon."”

"You nean |ike pigs and cows?"

"That's right. CGenetically we can produce | eaner pigs,
cows that produce

nore m |k, and chickens that have nore protein, just to
give you a few

exanpl es. "
"Fasci nating, "
could they be
from genetically engineering people? He shivered again,
seei ng Hayes's

outsi zed rats and mce, especially those with
supernunerary eyes.

Jason said without enthusiasm How far away

Back in the car, Jason glanced at his watch. He still had
an hour before

the staff nmeeting being held to go over recent patient
deat hs, so he

decided to visit Sanuel Schwartz, Hayes's attorney.

Starting the car, Jason backed out of the Gene, Inc.,
parking | ot and

wor ked his way over to Menorial Drive. He crossed the
Charles River,

stopping at Philip's Drug Store on Charles Crcle.
Doubl e- parking with

his energency light blinking, he ran into the store and
| ooked up

Schwartz's address. Ten minutes |later he was in the

| awyer's waiting

room flipping the pages of an outdated Newsweek.



Sanmuel Schwartz was an enornously obese man with a
glistening bald head.

He notioned Jason into his office as if he were. directing
traffic.

Settling hinmself into his chair and adjusting his
wre-rinmmed gl asses,

he studi ed Jason, who had seated hinself in front of the
nmassi ve

mahogany partner's desk.

"So you are a friend of the late Alvin Hayes ..."W were
nor e

col | eagues than friends."

"What ever," Schwartz said with another wave of his chubby
hand. "So what

can | do for you?"

Jason retold Hayes's story of a purported breakthrough. He
expl ai ned

that he was trying to figure out what Hayes had been
wor ki ng on and had

conme across cortespondence from Sanuel Schwartz.

"He was a client. So what ?"
"No need to be defensive."

"I'"'mnot defensive. I'mjust bitter. |I did a lot of work
for that bum
and I'mgoing to have to wite it all off."

"He never pai d?"

"Never. He conned ne into working for stock in his new
conpany. "

" St ock?"

Sanmuel Schwartz | aughed wit hout hunor. "Unfortunately, now
that Hayes is

dead, the stock is worthless. It m ght have been worthl ess
even if he



had lived. | should have ny head exam ned."

"Was Hayes's corporation going. to sell a service or a
product ?" Jason
asked.

"A product. Hayes told ne he was on the verge of
devel opi ng t he nost

val uabl e health product ever known. And | believed him |
figured a guy

who' d been on the cover of Tine had to have sonething on
the ball."

"Any idea what this product was?" Jason asked, trying to
keep the
exci tenent out of his voice.

"Not the foggiest. Hayes wouldn't tell ne.

[11[)o you know if it involved nonocl onal anti bodi es?"
Jason asked,

unwi Il ling to give up.
Schwartz | aughed again. "I wouldn't know a nonocl onal
anti body if |

wal ked into it."

“Mal i gnanci es?" Jason was only fishing, but he hoped he
could jog the

| awyer's nmenory. " Coul d the product have involved a cancer
treat nent ?"

The obese man shrugged- "I don't know. Possibly."

" '"Hayes told soneone that his discovery would enhance
t heir beauty.

Does that nean anything to you?"

"Listen, Dr. Howard. Hayes told ne nothing about the
product. | was just

setting up the corporation.”

"You were also applying for a patent.™



"The patent had nothing to do with the corporation. That
was to be in
Hayes's nane."

Jason's beeper startled both nmen. He watched the tiny
screen. The word

"urgent"” blinked twice, followed by a nunber at the GHP
hospital. "Wuld

it be possible to use your phone?" Jason asked.

Schwartz pushed it across the desk. "Be ny guest, doctor."

The call was from Madal ine Krammer's floor. She'd arrested
and they were

giving her CPR Jason said he'd be right there. Thanking
Sanuel

Schwartz, Jason ran fromthe | awer's office and

i mpatiently waited for

t he el evator.

When he got to Madaline's room he saw an all too famliar
scene. The

pati ent was unresponsive. Her heart refused to respond to
anyt hi ng,

I ncl udi ng external pacing. Jason insisted they continue
life support

while his mnd went over various drugs and treatnents, but
after an hour

off~antic activity, even he was forced to give up and he
reluctantly

called a halt to the proceedi ngs.

Jason remai ned at Madal ine's bedside after everyone el se
had | eft. She'd

been an old friend, one of the first patients he'd treated
in his

private practice. One of the nurses had covered her face
with a sheet.

Madal i ne' s nose poked it up like a mniature snowovered
nmount ai n.

Gently, Jason turned it back. Even though she had been
only in her early

sixties, he couldn't get over how old she | ooked. Since
she'd entered



the hospital, her face had lost all its cheerful plunpness
and taken on
t he skel etal cast of those nearing death.

Needi ng sone tine by hinself, Jason retreated to his

of fice, avoiding

both C audia and Sally, who each had a hundred urgent
questi ons about

the up com ng conference and the problens of rescheduling
SO many

patients. Jason | ocked his door and settled hinself at his
desk. As such

an old patient, Madaline's passing seened |like the
severing of one nore

connection to Jason's forner life. Jason felt poignantly
al one, fearful,

yet relieved, that Danielle's nenory was recedi ng.

Jason's phone rang, but he ignored it. He | ooked over his
desk, which

was a mass of stacked hospital charts of deceased
patients, including

Hayes's.

I nvoluntarily, Jason's m nd went back to the Hayes affair.
It was

frustrating that the package Enm Carol, which had- held
such hope, had

added so little information. It did give a bit nore
credence to the idea

Hayes had nade a di scovery that at |east he thought was

st upendous.

Jason cursed Hayes's secrecy.

Leani ng back, Jason put his hands behind his head and
stared up at the

ceiling. He was running out of ideas about Hayes. But then
he renmenbered

the Oriental engineer's comment that Hayes had brought
sonet hi ng back

fromthe Coast, presumably Seattle. It nust have been a
sanpl e of

sonet hi ng because Hayes had subjected it to a conplicated
extraction



process. From Hong's comments, it seened to Jason that
Hayes had

probably been isolating sone kind of growh factor which
woul d stimul ate

growh, or differentiation, or maturation, or all three.

Jason cane forward with a thunp. Renenbering that Caro
had sai d Hayes

had visited a coll eague at the University of WAashi ngton,
Jason suddenly

entertained the idea that Hayes had obtai ned sone kind of
sanple from

t he man.

Al'l at once, Jason decided he'd go to Seattle, provided,
of course,
Carol would go al ong. She might.

After all, she'd be the key to finding this friend.

Besi des, a few days

away sounded extrenely therapeutic to Jason. Wth a little
time left

before the staff neeting, Jason decided to stop by and see
Shirl ey.

Shirley's secretary at first insisted that her boss was
too busy to see

Jason, but he convinced her to at |east announce his
presence. A nonent

| ater he was ushered inside. Shirley was on the phone.
Jason took a

seat, gradually catching the drift of the conversation.
She was deal i ng

with a union | eader, handling the person with inpressive
ease. Absently

she ran her fingers through her thick hair. It was a
wonderful |y

fem nine gesture, rem nding Jason that underneath the
pr of essi onal

surface was a very attractive wonan, conplicated but

| ovel y.

Shirley hung tip and smled. "This is a treat," she said.

"You are



filled with surprises these days, aren't you, Jason? |
suppose you're

here to apol ogi ze for not having spent nore tine with ne
| ast night."

Jason | aughed. Her directness was di sarm ng. "Mybe so.
But there's

sonet hing else. I'mthinking of taking a few days off. |
| ost anot her

patient this norning and | think I need sone tine away."

Shirley clicked her tongue in synpathy. "Was it expected?”

"I guess so. At |least over the last few days. But when I'd
adm tted her
| had no idea she was termnal . "

Shirley sighed. "I don't know how you deal with this sort
of thing."

"It's never easy,"
particularly hard
|ately is the frequency."”

Jason agreed. "But what's nade it

Shirley's phone rang, but she buzzed her secretary to take
a nessage.

" Anyway, "
off."

Jason said, "l've decided to take a few days

"I think it's a good idea,
doi ng the

same if these dammed uni on negoti ati ons concl ude. \Were
are you pl anni ng

to go?"

Shirley said. "I wouldn't m nd

"1 , mnot sure,
such a | ong shot
t hat he was ashaned to nention it.

Jason lied. The trip to Seattle was

"I have sone friends who own a resort in the British
Virgin Islands.
lcould give thema call,’

Shirley offered.



"No, thanks. I'mnot a sun person. \Wat's happened about
t he
Br ennqui vi st tragedy? Miuch Eal | out ?"

"Don't remnd ne," Shirley said. "To tell you the truth, |
couldn't face
it. Bob Walthrow is handling that."

"I had nightmares all night,"” admtted Jason.

“Not surprising,” Shirley said.

"Well, |'ve got a neeting,
feet.

Jason said, getting to his

"Wul d you have tinme for dinner tonight?" Shirley asked.
"Maybe we can
cheer each other up."

"Sure. What tinme?"
"Let's say around eight."

"Eight it is," Jason said, heading for the door. As he
| eft, Shirley
called after him

“I"'mreally sorry about your patient.”

The staff neeting was better attended than Jason had
expected, given

such short notice. Fourteen of the sixteen internists were
t here, and

several had brought along their nurses. It seenmed obvi ous
they all

recogni zed they were facing a serious problem

Jason started with the statistics that he'd extracted from
t he comput er

printout listing all patients who'd died within a nonth of
a conplete

physical. He pointed out that the nunber of deaths had

I ncreased in the

| ast three nonths, and said he was trying to check up on



all GHP clients
who' d had -executive physicals in the |ast sixty days.

"Were the physicals evenly distributed anong us?" Roger
Wanamaker asked.

Jason nodded.

A nunber of the doctors spoke out, naking it clear they
feared the start

of a nationw de epidem c. No one could understand the
connection with

t he physicals, and why the deaths were not being

antici pated. The acting

chief of cardiology, Dr. Judith Rolander, tried to take
much of the

bl ane on herself, admtting that in nost of the cases
she' d revi ewed,

t he EKG done during the physical did not predict the

I mm nent probl ens,

even when she was armed wth hindsight.

The conversation then switched to stress testing as the
main key to

predi cti ng catastrophic cardiac events. There were many
opi nions on this

i ssue; all were duly discussed. Upon reconmendation fi-om
the floor, an

ad hoc conmttee was forned to | ook into specific ways to
alter their

stress testing in hopes of increasing its prognostic

val ue.

Jerone Washi ngton then took the floor. Getting heavily on
his feet, he

said, "I think we're overlooking the significance of
unheal t hy

lifestyles.

That's one factor that all these patients seemto share.”
There were a few joking references to Jerone's wei ght and

his affection
for cigars. "All right, you guys," he said. "You know



patients should do

what we say and not what we do." Everyone | aughed.
"Seriously," he

conti nued.

"We all know the dangers of poor diet, heavy snoking,
excess al cohol and

| ack of exercise. Such social factors have far nore
predictive val ue

than a m|ld EKG abnormality."

"Jerone is right," Jason said. "The poor riskfactor
profile was the only

negative commonality | could find."

By a vote, it was decided to forma second committee to
I nvestigate

ri sk-factor contribution to the current problem and cone
up with

speci fic reconmendati ons.

Harry Sarnoff, the current nonth's consulting
cardi ol ogi st, raised his

hand, and Jason recogni zed him Wen he got to his feet,
he began to

tal k about noticing an increase in norbidity and nortality
for his

I npati ents.

Jason interrupted him

"Excuse ne, Harry," Jason said. "I can appreciate your
concern, and

frankly |1've had experience apparently simlar to yours.
However, this

current nmeeting involves the problemw th the outpatient
executive

physicals. W can schedul e a second neeting if the staff
desires to

di scuss any potential inpatient problem They very well
may be related.™

Harty threw up his hands, and reluctantly sat back down.



Jason then encouraged the staff to be sure to autopsy any
patients who

net unexpected deaths if the nedical exam ner didn't take
them Jason

then told the audience that the results fromthe nedical
exam ner's

office on his patients suggested that the people were
suffering

mul ti systern di sease includi ng extensive cardi ovascul ar
probl ems. O

course, that fact only underm ned the concern that their
condi ti ons had

not been picked up on either resting or exercise EKGs.
Jason added t hat

Pat hol ogy t hought there was an aut oi nmune conponent.

After the neeting broke up, the doctors gravitated to
smal |l er groups to

di scuss the problem Jason collected his printout and
searched for Roger

Wananaker. He was in an ani nated conversation with Jerone.

“"May 1-interrupt?" Jason asked. The two nen separated to
al l ow Jason to
join them "I'mabout to | eave town for a few days."

Roger and Jeronme , exchanged gl ances. Roger spoke: "Seens
i ke a poor
time to be | eaving."

"l need it," Jason said without elaborating. "But | have
five patients

i n house. Wuld either of you gendenen be willing to
cover? I'll admt

right up front that they're all pretty sick."

"Woul dn't nmuch matter,"” Roger said. "I've been in here
ni ght and day
trying to keep ny own half dozen alive. I'I|l be happy to

cover."

Wth that problem solved, Jason went into his office and
called Caro
Donner, thinking late afternoon would be a good tine to



catch her. The

phone rang a long tinme and he was about to give up when
she answer ed,

out of breath. She told himshe'd been in the bath.

"I want to see you tonight," Jason said.

"Oh," Carol said noncommttally. She hesitated. "That
m ght be

difficult."”

Then she added angrily, "Wy didn't you tell ne about

Hel ene

Brennqui vist last night? | read in the paper that you were
t he one who

found the bodies."

"' msorry," Jason said defensively. "To be perfectly
honest, you woke

me |last night and all | could think about was the
package. "

"Did you get it?" Carol asked, her voice softening.
"1 did," Jason said. "Thank you."

"And ... ?"

"The material wasn't as enlightening as I'd hoped. ™

"1 , msurprised,” said Carol. "The | edgers nust have
been i nportant or

Alvin woul dn't have asked nme to keep them But that's
besi de t he point.

What an awful thing about Hel ene. My boss is so distressed
he won't | et

me go anywhere without one of the club bouncers. He's
out si de the

building at this very nonment."

"I't's inportant that | see you al one,"” Jason said.

"I don't knowif | can. This behenoth takes orders &orn ny



boss, not nme.

And | don't want any trouble."

“"Well, call me the mnute you get honme," Jason said.
"Prom se! W'l

t hi nk of sonething."

“It'll be late again," Carol warned.

"That doesn't matter. It's inportant.”

"Al'l right," Carol agreed before hangi ng up.

Jason made one nore call, to United Airlines, and checked
on service

from Boston to Seattle. He | earned there was a daily
flight at four P.

m

Gat hering his stethoscope, Jason left his office and
headed for the

hospital to make rounds. He knew he needed to thorouoly
update his

charts if Roger was going to cover. None of his patients
was doi ng very

wel |, and Jason was disturbed to find that another patient
had devel oped

advanced cataracts. Troubl ed, he arranged an opht hal nol ogy
consult. This

time he was certain he hadn't noticed the problemon

adm ssi on. How

could the cataracts have progressed so far so fast?

At honme, he changed into jogging clothes and ran a good
hour, trying to

sort out his thoughts. By the tinme he showerefl, changed,
and drove over

to Shirley's, he was in a better nood.

Shirley outdid herself with the dinner, and Jason began to
t hi nk she'd

fit into the Superwonan category. She'd worked all day
runni ng a



multimllion dollar conpany and conducting crucial union
negoti ati ons,
yet sonmehow she'd gotten home, put to- MORTAL FEAR

gether a fabul ous feast of roast duck with fresh pasta and
arti choke.

And on top of that she'd dressed herself in a black silk
chem se t hat

woul d have been appropriate for the opera. Jason felt
enbarrassed t hat

he'd put on jeans and a rugby shirt over a turtleneck
after his shower.

"You wore what you wanted and so did L" Shirley said with
a |l augh. She

gave hima Kir Royale and told himto wash the radicchio
and the arugul a

for their salad. She checked the duck and said it was
about done. To

Jason, it snelled heavenly.

They ate in the dining room sitting at opposite ends of a
| ong table

with six enpty chairs on either side. Every tine Jason
poured nore w ne,

he had to get up and wal k several steps. Shirley thought

it was anusing.

As they ate, Jason described the staff neeting and added
that all the

doctors were going to intensify the quality of their
stress testing.

Shirley was pl eased, rem nding Jason that the executive
physi cal was an

i nportant part of GHP's sales pitch to corporate clients.
She told Jason

that there would be a new enphasis on preventive nedicine
for executive

cust oners.

Later, over coffee, she said, "M chael Curran cane by this
afternoon. "



"Reafly," said Jason. "I'msure that was unpl easant. What
did he want ?"

"Background material on the Brennquivist woman. W gave
hi m ever yt hi ng

we had. He even interviewed the woman in personnel who'd
hired her."

"Did he mention if they had any suspects?"
"He didn't say,"” Shirley said. "I just hope it's all over.

"I wwsh I'd gotten to talk with Helene again. | stil
t hi nk she was
covering for Hayes."

"Do you still think he discovered sonethi ng?"
"Absol utely." Jason went on to describe the |ab |edgers
and his visit to

Gene, Inc., and to Sanuel Schwartz. He told Shirley that
Schwart z had

set up a corporation for Hayes that was to market the new
di scovery,

what ever it was.

"Didn't the | awer know what the product was?"
"Nope. Apparently Hayes trusted no one."
"But he woul d have needed seed capital. He woul d have had

to trust
sonmeone if he was planning to manufacture and distribute. ™

"Maybe so," Jason admtted. "But | can't find anyone he
tol d-at | east

not yet. Unfortunately, Helene was the best bet."

"Are you still 1ooking?"

"l guess so," he admtted. "Does that sound stupid?"

"Not stupid,"” Shirley said, "just disturbing. it would be
a tragedy if



an inportant discovery were lost, but |I definitely think
iIt's time to

put the Hayes afeair to rest. | hope you're taking tine
off to rel ax,

not to continue this wld-goose chase."

"Now why woul d you suggest that?" Jason asked, surprised
at his own

t ransparency.

"Because you don't give up easily."
her hand on

hi s shoul der.-"Wiy don't you go to the Cari bbean? Maybe |
coul d get away

over the weekend and join you ... Jason experienced an
excitenent he'd

not felt since Danielle's death. The idea of the hot sun
and cool, clear

wat er sounded wonderful, especially if Shirley were there
t0oo. But then

he hesitated. He didn't know if he was ready for the
enot i onal

commitnent that would entail. And, nore inportant, he'd
prom sed hinsel f

he'd visit Seattle.

She noved over and put

" | want to go out to the Wst Coast,’
"There's an old

friend out there I'd like to "That sounds innocent enough.
But the

Cari bbean sounds better to ne."

he said finally.

"Maybe soon.'’
a cognac?"

He gave Shirley's arma squeeze. "How about

As Shirley got up to get the Courvoisier, Jason studi ed
her figure with
I ncreasing interest.

When Carol called at two-thirty in the norning, Jason was
wi de awake.

He' d been so worried that she m ght forget, he hadn't been
able to

sl eep.



"1''m exhausted, Jason,"” Carol announced, instead of saying
hel | o.

“I"'msorry, but | nmust see you," he said. "I can be over
in ten

m nut es. "

"I don't think that would be a good idea. As | told you
this. afternoon,

"' mnot al one. There's soneone outside watching ny
bui | di ng. Way do you

have to see ne toni ght? Maybe we can work sonet hing out of
t onor r ow.

Jason t hought about asking her on the phone to go to
Seattle, but

deci ded he'd have a better chance convincing her in
person. It was a bit

out of the ordinary asking a young woman to acconpany him
to Seattle

after only two neetings.

"I's this bodyguard al one?"

"Yes. But what difference does that make? The guy's built
li ke an ox."

"There's an alley in back of your building. I could cone
up the fire
escape. "

"The fire escape! This is crazy! What on earth is so
| nportant that you
have to see nme toni ght?"

"if I told you, I wouldn't have to see you."

"Well, I"mnot crazy about nen coming to nmy apartnent at
ni ght.".

Oh, sure, Jason thought. "Look," he said aloud, "I'Il tel
you this

nmuch.



|'"ve been trying to figure out what Hayes coul d have
di scovered and |I'm
down to ny last idea. | need your help."

"That's quite a line, Dr. Jason Howard."
“"It"s true. You're the only one who can help ne."

Carol | aughed. "Wen you put it that way, who could
refuse? Al right,

come along. But you're comng at your own risk. | have to
warn you, |

don't have much control over Atlas outside."

"My disability insurance is all paid up.”
"I live at ..." Carol began.

"I know where you live," Jason interrupted. "In fact, |'ve
al ready had a

run-in with Bruno, if that's the charm ng fell ow guarding
your door."

"You've nmet Bruno?" Carol asked incredul ously.
"Lovely man. Such a wonderful conversationalist."”

$' Let nme warn you, then,” Carol said. "It was Bruno who
wal ked ne hone."

"Luckily he's pretty easy to spot. Watch out your back
wi ndow. | don't
want to be stranded on your fire escape.”

"This is really insane," Carol said.

Jason changed into a dark slacks and sweater. He'd be

vi si bl e enough on

the fire escape without wearing light colors. He donned
runni ng shoes and

went down to his car. Driving al ong Beacon Street, he kept
an eye out

for Bruno.



He went left on G oucester Street and | eft again on
Commonweal t h. When

he crossed Marl borough, he slowed. He knew there was no
chance to find a

par ki ng place, so he pulled in at the nearest hydrant. He
| eft the doors

unl ocked; if need be the firenmen could run the hoses right
t hrough the

car.

Getting out of his car, Jason peered down the alleyway
bet ween Beacon

and Marl borough streets. Intermttent |ights formed pools
of

i1 lum nation.

There were |ots of dark areas, and trees threw
spi der - webl i ke shadows.

Jason could vividly renenber his last attenpted flight
from Bruno down
the same all ey.

Marshal i ng his courage, Jason started into the alley as
tense as a sprinter waiting for the starting gun. A sudden
novenment to his left nade himgasp. It was a rat the size
of a small

cat, and Jason felt the hairs on the back of his neck
spring up. He kept

wal ki ng, happy to see no sign of Bruno. Itwas so qui et he
could hear his

br eat hi ng.

Arriving at Carol's building, he noted the famliar |ight
in the
fourth-fl oor wi ndow before taking a good | ook at the fire
escape.

Unfortunately, it had one of those | adder nechani sns that
have to be

| onered fromthe first floor. Jason glanced around for
sonething to

stand on. The only thing available was a trash can, and



t hat neant

turning it over and dunping it. Despite the fact it would
make a | ot of

noi se, he realized he had no choice. But he shuddered as
t he netal

cl anged agai nst the pavenment and a nunber of beer cans
clattered down

the street.

Hol di ng his breath, he | ooked up. No lights had conme on.
Satisfied, he

clinmbed up on the garbage can and got hold of the | owest
rung of the

rai sed | adder.

"Hey!" soneone yell ed. Jason's head turned and he saw a
fam | iar bul ky

figure comng down the alley on the run, his thick arns
punpi ng, his

breaths comng in puffs |Iike a steam engi ne. At that
nonment Bruno | ooked

li ke a fullback for the Washi ngt on Redski ns.

$I Shit," Jason said. Wth all his strength he pulled

hi msel f up on the

| adder, half expecting it to drop under his weight.
Luckily it didn't.

Hand over hand, he lifted hinself until he could put his
foot on the

first rung and scanper up to the first floor.

"Hey, you god dammed little pervert!" Bruno was yelling.
"You get the
hell down here!"

Jason hesitated. He could hold the man off by stepping on
his fingers if

he tried to come up, but that wouldn't get himin to see
Carol . And

sonmebody would call the police if there were enough
ruckus. Jason

decided to take the 6ance. He ran up the next two flights
of the fire

escape, arriving at Carol's wi ndow. She was | ooki ng out



and raised the

sash the second she spotted him Before she could speak,
Jason gasped,

"Your neo-Nazi is on his way up. Do you think he has a
gun?" Jason found

hi nsel f standing in a | arge kitchen.

"l don't know. "

"He's going to be here in a nonent,"
down t he

wi ndow and | ocking it. That was going to delay Bruno just
about ten

seconds.

Jason sai d, slammng

“Maybe | should talk to him" Carol suggest ed.

"WIIl he |isten?"

"I mnot sure. He's kinda bull headed ..."That's ny
| mpression," Jason
said. "And | know he's not fond of nme. | think | need

sonmething like a
basebal | bat."

"You can't hit him Jason."

"I don't want to, but | don't think Bruno wants to sit
down and tal k

this over. | need sonething to threaten himwith to keep
hi m away from
me. "

"I have a fire poker."

"Get it." Jason turned the light out in the kitchen.
Putting his nose to

the glass, he could see Bruno struggling to pull hinself
onto the first

| adder. He was strong but he was al so bul ky. Carol
returned with the

fire poker. Jason hefted it. Wth a little luck he m ght
be able to

convince the guy to listen.



"I knew this was a bad idea," Carol said.

Jason gl anced around the room and noticed that the fl oor
was

ol d-fashi oned linoleum He | ooked at the door |eading from
the kitchen

to the rest of the apartnent. It was thick and solid, wth
a |l ock and

key. At one point the room had been sonething other than a
ki t chen.

"Carol, would you mnd if |I made a ness? | nean, |I'Il be
happy to pay to
have it cleaned up."

What are you tal ki ng about ?"

"Do you have a big can of vegetable oil ?"
"l suppose."

"Can | have it?"

Per pl exed, Carol opened the pantry door and lifted out a
gal l on can of
i mported Italian olive oil.

"Perfect,” Jason said. After another quick check out the
w ndow, he

hurriedly pulled the two chairs and table out of the
kitchen. Caro

wat ched himw th grow ng confusion.

"Ckay, out," Jason ordered. Carol stepped into the hall.

Jason uncorked the olive oil and began pouring the
contents over the

floor in wde, sweeping novenents. As he cl osed and | ocked
t he door, he

heard bangi ng on the kitchen wi ndow, followed by the crash
of gl ass.

He wedged the kitchen table between the door and the



opposite hall.
."Conme on," he said, taking Carol's hand. In his other he
still held the

poker. He led her to the front door of the apartnent,

whi ch was

adequately secured with double | atches and a netal -pol e
police lock. In

the kitchen' they heard a trenmendous crash. Bruno had
fall en down for

the first tine.

"That was ingenious," |aughed Carol.

"When you' re one hundred and sixty pounds, you have to
conpensate. "

Jason's heart was still racing. "Anyway, | have no idea
how | ong Bruno
will be entertained in there, so this has to be fast. |

need you. The

| ast chance | have of reconstructing Alvin Hayes's

di scovery is to go to

Seattle and try to find out what he did there. Apparently,
he ...", There

was anot her crash followed by a volley of swear words,
some of which

were appropriately in Italian.

"He's going to be in a foul nood," Jason said as he undid
the | ocks on

the front door.

"So you want me to go to Seattle with you. That's what
this is all
about ?"

"1 knew you'd understand. Hayes brought back a bi ol ogi cal
sanple from

there, which he processed at Gene, Inc. | have to find out
what it was.

The best bet is the man he saw out at the University of
Washi ng ton.

"The man whose nane | can't renenmber."



"But you saw himand coul d recogni ze hi nf?"
"Probably."

"I know it's presunptuous to ask you to cone,” Jason
said."But | really

do believe Hayes made sone sort of breakthrough. And
considering his

previous track record, it has to be significant."

"And you really think going to Seattle m ght solve it?"
"I't's a long shot. But the only one left."

The door to the kitchen rattled and they heard Bruno begin
a steady
poundi ng.

"I think I've overstayed ny wel cone,"” Jason said. "Bruno
won't hurt vyou,
will he?"

"Heavens, no. My boss would skin himalive. That's why
he's so rabid
NOW.

He thinks I'min danger. #~ "Carol, would you cone with ne
to Seattle?"
Jason asked while renoving the pole to the police |ock.

"When woul d you want to go?" Carol asked, vacillating.

"Late today. W wouldn't stay long. Wuld it be possible
for you to get
of f on short notice?"

"I have in the past. | just say | want to go hone.

Besi des, after

Hel ene' s murder ny boss mght be relieved to have ne out
of town."

"Thensay you'll go?" Jason pl eaded.



"All right." Carol gave himone of her heartwarm ng
smles. "Wy not?"

"There's a flight to Seattle at four this afternoon. W'l
meet at the
gate. I'll get the tickets. How does that sound?"

"I nsane," Carol said, "but fun."

"See you there;" Jason ran down the stairs to his car,
fearful that
Bruno m ght have reversed direction and gone back out the

w ndow.

Jason woke early and called Roger to brief himon his
patients. He

wasn't going to the hospital today. He had another trip he
wanted to

take before neeting Carol for the four o' clock flight to
Seattle. He

packed qui ckly, being careful to take clothes for rainy,
chilly weat her,

and called a cab to the airport, getting there just in
time to store his

bag in a |l ocker and take the ten o' clock Eastern shuttle
to La Guardi a.

At La Guardia he rented a car and drove to Leonia, New
Jersey. It was

probably even |less of a possibility than Seattle, but
Jason was going to

see Hayes's fornmer wife. He was not about to | eave even
the smal | est

st one unt ur ned.

Leonia turned out to. be a surprisingly sleepy little town
t hat belied

Its proximty to New York. Wthin ten mnutes of the
Geor ge Washi ngton

Bri dge, he found hinself on a wide street lined with
one-story

comrerci al establishnments fronted by angled parking. It
coul d have been

Main Street, USA. Instead, it was called Broad Avenue.
There was a



drugstore, a hardware store, a bakery, and even a
| uncheonette.

It |ooked |ike a novie set fromthe fifties. Jason went
into the

| uncheonette,- ordered a vanilla nalted, and used the
phone directory.

There was a Loui se Hayes on Park Avenue. Wil e he drank
his mal ted,

Jason debated the wi sdom of calling or just dropping by.
He opted for

the latter.

Par k Avenue bisected Broad and rose up the hillside that
bordered Leoni a

on the east. After Pauline Boulevard, it arched to the
north. That was

where Jason found Loui se Hayes's house. It was a nodest,
dar k- br own,

shingled structure, nmuch in need of repair. The grass in
the front yard

had gone to seed.

Jason rang the bell. The door was opened by a smling,

m ddl e- aged wonman

In a faded red housedress. She had stringy brown hair, and
alittle girl

of five or six, a thunb buried to the second knuckle in
her nout h, clung

to her thigh.

"Ms. Hayes?" Jason asked. The woman was a far cry from
Hayes's two
other girlfriends.

n YeS_ n
"I mDr. Jason Howard, a colleague of your |ate husband."
He' d not

rehear sed what he was going to say.

"Yes?" Ms. Hayes repeated, reflexly pushing the young
gi rl behind her.



"I"'d like to talk to you if you have a nonent." Jason took
out his

wal | et and handed over his driver's license with its photo
and his GHP

staff identity card. "I went to nedical school wth your
husband, " he

added for good neasure.

Loui se | ooked at the cards and handed t hem back. "Wuld

you like to cone
in?"

"Thank you."

The interior of the house also | ooked in need of work. The
furniture was

worn and the carpet was threadbare. Children's toys
littered the floor.

Loui se hastily cleared a spot on the couch and noti oned
for Jason to sit
down.

"Can | offer you sonething? Coffee, tea?"

"Coffee would be nice," he said. The woman seened anxi ous,
and he

t hought the activity would cal mher. She went into the
kitchen, where

Jason coul d hear the sound of running water. The little
gi rl had hung

behi nd, regarding Jason with |arge brown eyes. Wen Jason
smled at her,

she fled into the kitchen.

Jason gazed around the room It was dark and cheerl ess,
wth a few

mai | -order prints on the walls. Louise returned with her
daughter in

t ow.

She gave Jason a nug of coffee and placed sugar and cream
on the small
coffee table. Jason hel ped hinself to both.



Loui se sat down across fromJason. "lI'msorry if | didn't
seem

hospitable at first,"
vi sitors aski ng about
Alvin."

she said. "I don't have nany

"I understand," Jason said. He | ooked at her nore
careful ly. Underneath

the frowsy exterior, Jason could see the shadow of an
attracti ve wonman.

Hayes had good taste, that was for sure. "lI'msorry to
barge in |like

this, but Alvin had spoken of you. Since | was in the area
| thought I'd

drop by." He thought a few untruths m ght help.

"Did he?" Louise said indifferently.

Jason decided to be careful. He wasn't there to dredge up
pai nf ul
enoti ons.

"The reason | wanted to talk to you," he said, "is that
your husband

told ne he'd nmade an inportant scientific discovery."
Jason went on to

explain the circunstances of Alvin Hayes's-death, and how
he, Jason, had

made it a personal crusade to try to find out if her
husband had i ndeed

made a scientific breakthrough. He explained that it would
be a tragedy

if Alvin had cone across sonething that could help

manki nd, only to have

it |ost.

Loui se nodded, but when Jason asked if she had any idea of
what the
di scovery coul d have been, she said she didn't.

"You and Alvin didn't speak nmuch?"

"No. Only about the children and financial matters.



"How are your children?" Jason asked, renenbering Hayes's
concern about
his son.

"They are both fine, thank you."

" Two?"
"Yes," Louise said. "Lucy here7-she patted her daughter's
head-"and John
Is in school."

"I thought you had three children."

Jason saw the woman's eyes filmover. After an
unconfortabl e silence she

said, "Well ... there is another. Alvin Junior. He s
severely retarded.

He lives at a school in Boston."

msorry.

“I't's all right. You' d think |I'd have adjusted by now, but
| guess |

never will. | guess it was the reason Alvin and | got

di vor ced- |

couldn't deal with it."

"Where exactly is Al vin Junior?" Jason asked, know ng he
was probing a
pai nful area.

"At the Hartford School ."

"How i s he doi ng?" Jason knew of the Hartford School. It
was an

I nstitution acquired by GHP when the corporation purchased
an associ at ed

acute-care proprietary hospital. Jason al so knew t he
school was for

sale. It was a noney-loser for GHP.

"Fine, | guess," Louise said. "I'mafraid | don't visit



too often. It
breaks my heart."

101 understand," Jason said, wondering if this was the son
Hayes had

been referring to the night he died. "Wuld it be possible
for us to

call and inquire how the boy is doing?"

"l suppose," Louise said, not reacting to the

extraordi nary nature of

t he question. She got stiffly to her feet and, with her
daughter still

clinging to her, went to the tel ephone and called the
school . She asked

for the pre-teen dormtory and, when they answered, talked
for a while

about her son's condition. When she hung up, she said,
"They feel he's

doing as well as can be expected. The only new problemis
some

arthritis, which has interfered with his physical

t herapy. "

"Has he been there | ong?"

"Just since Alvin went to work for GHP. Being able to
pl ace Al vin Juni or
at Hartford was one of the reasons he accepted the job."

"And your other son? You Say he's fine."

"Couldn't be better," Louise said with obvious pride.
"He's in the third
grade and consi dered one of the brightest in the class.”

"That's wonderful ," Jason said, trying to think back to
t he ni ght Hayes

died. Alvin had said that soneone wanted hi mand his son
dead. That it

was too late for himbut nmaybe not for his son. Wat on
earth had he

meant ?



Jason had assuned one of his sons had been physically
si ck, but
apparently that was not the case.

"More cof fee?" Louise asked.

"No, thank you," Jason said. "There's just one nore thing
| wanted to
ask.

At the tinme of his death, Alvin was involved in setting up
a
cor porati on.

Your children were to be stockholders. Did you know
anything at all
about that?"

"Not a thing."

"Oh, well," Jason said. "Thanks for the coffee. if there's
anyt hing |

can do for you in Boston, like look in on Al vin Junior,
don't hesitate

tocall." He got up and the little girl buried her head

I nl oui se's

skirt.

"I hope Alvin didn't suffer,"” she said.

"No, he didn't," Jason lied. He could still renenber the
| ook of agony
on Alvin's face.

They were at the door when Loui se suddenly said, "On,

t here's one thing

| didn't tell you. A few days after Alvin died, soneone
broke in here.

Luckily we were out."

"Was anyt hi ng taken?" Jason wondered if it could have been
Gene, Inc.

"No, " Louise said. "They probably saw t he usual ness and

j ust noved on."



She smled. "But they seened to have searched through
everything. Even
the children's bookcases."

As Jason drove out of Leonia, New Jersey, and made his way
back to the

George Washington Bridge, he thought about his neeting

wi th Louise

Hayes.

He shoul d have been nore di scouraged than he was. After
all, he'd

| earned not hing of inportance to have justified the trip.
But he

realized there had been nore to his wanting to go. He'd
been genui nely

curious about Hayes's wife. Having had his owm w fe rudely
t aken away

fromhim Jason couldn't understand why soneone |ike Hayes
woul d split

up voluntarily. But Jason had never experienced the trauna
of a retarded

chi | d.

Jason was able to catch the two o' cl ock afternoon shuttle
back to
Bost on.

He tried to read on the plane, but couldn't concentrate.
He began to

worry that Carol wouldn't neet himat the Boston airport,
or, worse yet,

that she'd show up with Bruno.

Unfortunately, the two o' clock shuttle that was supposed
to land in

Boston at two-forty didn't even | eave La Guardia until
two-thirty. By

the time Jason got off the plane it was three-fifteen. He
got his lug-

gage fromthe | ocker and ran Eromthe Eastern term nal
over to United.



There was a long |line at the ticket w ndow, and Jason
couldn't i magi ne

what the airline agents were doing to nake each
transaction so | engthy.

It was now twenty to four and no sign of Carol Donner.

At last it was Jason's turn. He tossed over his Anerican
Express card,

asking for two round-trip tickets to Seattle for the
flight |eaving at

four, with open returns.

At | east wth Jason the agent was efficient. Wthin three
m nut es Jason

had the tickets and boardi ng cards and was running for
Gate 19. It was

now five mnutes to four. The flight was in the final
stages of

boarding. Arriving at Gate 19, Jason breathlessly asked if
anyone had

asked for him When the girl at the desk said no, he

gui ckly descri bed

Carol and asked if the agent had seen her.

".She's very attractive," he added.
"I"msure she is,"
haven't noti ced
her.

smled the agent. "Unfortunately, |

But if you are planning to go to Seattle you'd better
board. "

Jason wat ched the second hand sweep around the face of the
wal I cl ock

behi nd the check-in counter. The agent was busy counting
the tickets.

Anot her agent nmde the final announcenent for the
departure to Sinttle.
It was two m nutes before four.

Wth his carry-on bag draped over his shoul der, Jason
| ooked up the



concourse toward the term nal proper. At the point he was
about to give

up all hope, he saw her. She was running in his direction.
Jason shoul d

have been el at ed.

The only problemwas that a few steps behind her was the
| npressive hul k

of Bruno. Farther down the hall was a policeman, |ounging
at the point

where bags were picked up fromthe X-ray machi ne. Jason
made a nent al

note: that would be his direction of flight if the need
ar ose.

Wth her own carry-on shoul der bag, Carol was having sone
difficulty

runni ng. Bruno nmade no attenpt to assist her. Carol cane
directly up to

Jason. Jason saw the expression on Bruno's broad face go
from vexation

to confusion to anger.

"Did | make it?" she panted.

The agent was now at the door to the jetway, kicking out
t he door st op.

"What the hell are you doing here, creep?" Bruno shout ed,
| ooki ng up at

the destination sign. He turned accusingly on Carol. "You
said you were

goi ng home, Carol."

"Conme on," Carol urged, grasping Jason's armand pulling
himtoward the
] etway.

Jason stunbl ed backward, his eyes on Bruno's pudgy face,
whi ch had

turned an unattractive shade of red. The veins in his
tenple swelled to

the size of cigars.



"Just a nmonent!" Carol called to the agent. The agent
nodded and shout ed

somet hi ng down the jetway. Jason watched Bruno until the
very | ast

second.

He saw him | unber over to a bank -of telephones.
"You people like to cut it close,"”
off a part of

each boarding card. Jason finally turned to face ahead, at
| ast

convi nced that Bruno had deci ded not to cause a scene.
Carol was still

pul ling Jason's armas they descended the jetway. They had
to wait while

the jetway operator pounded on the side of the plane to
get the cabin

attendant inside to reopen the already sealed aircraft.
"This is about

as close as you can make it,"'

the agent said, ripping

he said, frowning.

Once they were seated, Carol apologized for being |ate.
“I'"' mfin-ious,"

she said, jammi ng her carry-on under the seat ahead of

her. "I

appreciate Arthur's concern for ny well-being, but this is
ridicul ous. ™"

"Who's Art hur?"

"He's ny boss,"” Carol said disgustedly. "He told ne if |
| eft now he

m ght actually fire me. | think I'Il quit when we' get
back. "

"Wul d you be able to do that?" Jason asked, wondering
just what Carol's

wor k i nvol ved besides dancing. It was his understandi ng
t hat wonen |ike

Carol lost control of their Iives.

"l was planning on stopping soon anyway," said Carol.



The plane lurched as it was towed backward out of the
gat e.

"You do know what kind of work |I do?" Carol asked.
"Well, sort of," Jason said vaguely.

"You've never nentioned it," Carol said. "Mst people
bring it up."”

"I figured it was your business, Jason said. Who was he to
j udge?

"You're a little strange , Carol said, "likable but
strange. "

"I thought | was pretty normal,"” Jason sai d.

"Ha!" Carol said playfully.

There was a good bit of air traffic and they waited for
over twenty
m nutes before they lifted off the ground and headed west.

"I didn't think we were going to nmake it," Jason said,

finally beginning

to rel ax.

"1, msorry," Carol said again. "I tried to | ose Bruno,
but he stuck

like glue. | didn'"t want himto know | wasn't headi ng back

to | ndi ana.

But what could I do?"
"It doesn't matter,"
his mnd it

di sturbed himthat anyone but Shirley knew where he was
going. He'd

neant it to be a secret. At the sane tine he couldn't
figure out how it

woul d make any difference.

Jason sai d, although in the back of

, Taking notes on a yellow pad, Jason began qui zzi ng Car ol
as to Hayes's



schedul e on each of his two trips to Seattle. The first
visit was the

nore interesting. They'd stayed at the Mayfair Hotel and
anong ot her

things had visited a club called the Totem simlar to the
Cabaret in

Boston. He asked her what it was |ike.

"It was okay," Carol said, "nothing special. But it didn't
have t he

excitement of the Club Cabaret. Seattle seens a bit
conservative."

Jason nodded, wondering why Hayes would waste his tine at
a place like

that when he was traveling with Carol. "Did Alvin talk to
anyone there?"

he asked.

"Yes. Arthur arranged for himto speak to the owner."
"Your boss did? Did Alvin know your boss?"
"They were friends. That was how | net Avin."

Jason recall ed the runors about Alvin's taste for discos
and the |ike.

Apparently they'd been true. But the idea of a

wor | d- f anmous nol ecul ar

bi ol ogi st being chummy with a man who nmanaged a topl ess
bar seened

| udi crous.

"Do you know what Alvin spoke to this man about ?"

"No, | don't," Carol said. "They didn't talk very | ong.
was busy

wat chi ng the dancers. They were quite good."

"And you visited the University of Washington, correct?"

"That's right. We did that the first day."



"And you think you can find the man Al vin saw t here?"
Jason asked, just
to be sure.

"I think so. He was a tall, good-looking fellow"

"And t hen what ?"

"W went up into the nountains.”

"And that was vacation tine?"

"l suppose."

"Did Alvin neet anyone up there?"

“"No one in particular. But he talked to a | ot of people.”

Jason settled back after the cocktail service. He thought
about what

Carol had told him believing the nost critical event was
the visit to

the University of Washington. But the visit to the club
was al so curi ous

and deserved to be checked out.

"One other thing," Carol said. "On the second trip we had
to spend sone
time |looking for dry ice.”

"Dry ice? What on earth for?"

"I didn't know and Alvin didn't tell ne. Alvin had a
cool er and he
wanted it full of dry ice.”

Perhaps to transport the specinmen, Jason thought. This
sounds prom Si ng.

When they touched down in Seattle, they dutifully changed
t heir wat ches

to Pacific Coast tine. Jason | ooked out the airplane

w ndow. True to

expectations, it was raining. He could see the drops in



t he dar kened

pool s of water on the runway. Soon, even the w ndow was
streaked with

noi st ure.

They rented a car and once they were clear of the airport
traffic, Jason

said, "In case it hel ps your nenory, | thought we'd stay
at the sane

hotel you did last tine. Separate roons, of course.”

Carol turned to eye himin the half-light of the car.
Jason wanted it
very clear this trip was all business.

Two cars behind Jason and Carol was a dark blue Ford
Taurus. Behind the

wheel was a m ddl e-aged man dressed in a turtl eneck
sweat er, suede

| acket, and checked sl acks. He'd gotten a call only about
five hours

earlier to neet the United flight from Boston. He was
supposed to spot a

forty-five-year- old doctor who'd be arriving wwth a
beauti ful young

woman. The nanes were Howard and Donner, and he was to
keep t hem under

survei |l l ance. The operation had been easier than he'd
expected. He'd

confirmed their identity sinply by com ng up behind them
at the Avis

count er.

Now all he had to do was keep themin sight. Supposedly
he' d be

contacted by sonebody who'd be comng fromMam. For this
he was bei ng

paid his usual fifty dollars an hour plus expenses. He
wondered if it

were sone kind of donestic problem

The hotel was el egant. Judgi ng from Hayes's usual
di shevel ed appear ance,
Jason woul dn't have expected the man to have such



expensi ve tastes. They
got separate roons, but Carol insisted they open the
connecting door.

"Let's not be prudish,” she said. Jason didn't know how to
take that.

Since they'd barely touched the airplane food, Jason
suggest ed they have

di nner before heading out to the Totem C ub. Car ol
changed, and as they

entered the dining room Jason was pl eased at how young
and | ovely she

| ooked. The maltre d' even checked her | D when Jason
ordered a bottle of

California chardonnay. The episode thrilled Carol, who
conpl ai ned of

| ooking as if she were already over the hill at age
twenty-five.

By ten P. m, one o0'clock East Coast tinme, they were ready
to | eave for

the Totem O ub. Jason was al ready beginning to feel

sl eepy, but Carol

felt fine. To avoid difficulty, they left the rental car

I n the hotel

parking lot and took a taxi. Carol admtted she had
trouble finding the

pl ace wi th Hayes.

The Totem C ub was outside of the downtown area of

Seattle, on the

border of a pleasant residential nei ghborhood. There was
none of the

sordid color of the Boston Conbat Zone. The cl ub was
surrounded by a

| ar ge asphalt parking area that wasn't even littered, and
there were no

street people panhandling. It |ooked |ike any restaurant
or bar, except

for several ersatz totem poles flanking the entrance. Wen
Jason got out

of the car, he could feel the beat of the rock nusic. They
ran through



the rain to the entrance.

| nsi de, the club seened nuch nore conservative than the
Cabaret. The

first thing Jason noticed was that the crowd consi sted
nostly of couples

rat her than the heavy-drinking nen who |lined the runway in
Boston. There

was even a snmall dance floor. The' only real simlarity
was the

configuration of the bar, which was Al so U-shaped with a
runway for the

dancers in the center.

"They don't dance topless here,” Carol whispered.

They were shown to a booth on the first |evel, away from
the bar. There

was anot her | evel behind them A waitress placed a
cardboard coaster in

front of each and asked for their drink order.

After they'd been served, Jason asked if Carol saw the
owner. At first

she didn't, but after a quarter hour she grasped Jason's
arm and | eaned

across the table.

"There he is." She pointed to a young man, probably in his
early thirties, dressed in a tuxedo with a red tie and
cumrer bund. He had olive skin and thick blue-black hair.

"Do you renmenber his nanme?"
She shook her head.

Jason eased out fromthe booth and wal ked toward the
owner, who had a

friendly, boyish face. As Jason canme up to him he | aughed
and patted

the back of a man sitting at the bar.

"Excuse ne," Jason said. "I'mDr. Jason Howard. From
Boston." The owner



turned to him He wore a plastic smle.

"1''m Sebasti on Frahn," the owner said. "Wl cone to the

Totem "

"Could | speak to you for a nonment?"

The man's smle waned. "Wat's on your m nd?"

“I't will take a mnute or two to explain.™

“I'"'mawful Iy busy. Maybe | ater.™

Unprepared for such a quick brush-off, Jason stood for a
nonment wat chi ng

Frahn nove anong his custoners. His smle had i medi ately
r et ur ned.

"Any luck?" Carol asked when Jason returned to their booth
and sat down

agai n.

“"None. Three thousand mles and the guy won't talk to ne."

"Peopl e have to be careful in this business. Let ne to
try.

Wthout waiting for Jason's reply, she slid fromthe
boot h. Jason

wat ched her gracefully nake her way over to the owner. She
touched his

arm and spoke briefly Jason saw himnod, then gaze in his
direction. The

man nodded again and noved off. Carol r-turned.

"He'll be over in a mnute."

"What did you say?"

"He renenbered ne," Carol said sinply.

Jason wondered what that neant. "Did he renenber Hayes?"

"OCh, yes," Carol said. "No problem"”



Sure enough, within ten m nutes Sebastion Frahn nmade a
swi ng around the
r-oom and stopped at their table.

"Sorr-y to have been so curt. | didn't know you people
were friends."

"That's all right,"” Jason said. He didn't know exactly
what the man

meant, but it sounded cordi al .

"What can | do for you?"

"Carol says you renenber Dr. Hayes."

Sebastion turned to Carol. "Was that the man you were here
W th | ast

time?"

he asked.

Car ol nodded, .

"Sure | renmenber him He was a friend of Arthur Koehler."
"Do you think you could tell ne what you tal ked about? It
m ght be

| nportant.”

"Jason worked with Alvin," Carol interjected.

"I don't have any problemat all telling you what we

di scussed. The nman

wanted to go sal non fishing."

"Fishing!" Jason excl ai ned.

"Yup. He said he wanted to catch sone big chuns but he
didn't want to

drive too far. | told himto go to Cedar Falls."

"Was that all?" Jason asked, his heart sinking.



"We tal ked about the Seattle Supersonics for a few
nmlnut es. "

"Thank you," Jason said. "I appreciate your tine."

"Not at all," Sebastion said with a smle. "Wll, got to
circulate." He

stood up, shook hands, and told themto cone back again.
Then he noved

of f.

"I can't believe it," Jason said. "Every tine | think I
have a lead, it
turns out to be a joke. Fishing!"

At Carol's request they stayed for another half hour to
wat ch the show,

and by the tinme they got back to the hotel, Jason was
totally exhausted.

By East Coast tinme it was four o'clock Thursday norning.
Jason got ready

for bed and clinbed between the sheets with relief. He'd
been

di sappoi nted by the results of his visit to the Totem

Cl ub, but there

was still the University of Washington. He was about to
drop off to

sl eep when there was a soft knock on the connecting door.
It was Carol.

She said she was starving and couldn't sleep. Could they
order room

service? Feeling obliged to be a good sport, Jason agreed.
They ordered

a split of chanpagne and a plate of snoked sal non.

Carol sat on the edge of Jason's bed in a terrycloth robe,
eating sal non

and crackers. She described her chil dhood grow ng up
out si de of

Bl oom ngton, Indi- ana. Jason had never heard her talk so
much. She'd

lived on a farmand had to m |k cows before going to
school in the

nor ni ng. Jason coul d see her doing that. She had that



freshness about
her that suggested such a l|ife.

What he had trouble with was relating that fornmer life to
her current
one.

He wanted to know how t hings got on the wong track, but
he was afraid

to ask. Besides, exhaustion took over and try as he m ght,
he coul d not

keep his eyes open. He fell asleep and Carol, after
covering himwth a

bl anket, returned to her own room

Awakening with a start, Jason checked his watch, which
said five A m

That neant eight in Boston, the tinme he usually left for
t he hospital

He opened the drapes and | ooked out on a crystal-cl ear
day. In the

distance a ferry was nmaking its way across Puget Sound
toward Seattl e,

| eavi ng a sparkling wake*.

After showering, Jason knocked on the adjoi ning door.
There was no
answer .

He knocked again. Finally he opened it a crack, allowi ng a
swat h of

bright sunlight to fall into the cool, darkened room

Carol was still

fast asleep, clutching her pillow Jason watched her for a
nmonent. She

| ooked an gelically lovely. Silently, he closed the door
so as to not

waken her.

He went back to his bed, dialed roomservice, and ordered
fresh orange

juice, coffee, and croissants for two. Then he called GHP
and paged

Roger WAananuker .



"Everyt hi ng okay?"

“"Not quite," Roger admitted. "Marge Todd threw a big
enbol us | ast night.
She went into a coma and died. Respiratory arrest."

"my God," Jason said.

"Sorry to be the bearer of sad tidings," Roger said. "Try
to enjoy
yoursel f."

“I'"l'l give you a call in a day or so," Jason said.

Anot her death. Except for one young woman with hepatitis,
he was

beginning to think the only way his patients could | eave
t he hospita

was feet first.

He wondered if he should fly directly back to Boston. Yet
Roger was
right.

There was not hing he could do, and he m ght as well see
t he Hayes
busi ness throu. h, even though he wasn't very optimstic.

1 9 Two hours | ater Carol knocked at the door and cane in,
her hair

still wet fromthe shower. "Top of the norning," she said
i n her

cheerful voice.

Jason ordered fresh coffee.

"@Quess we're lucky," he said, pointing out at the bright
sunl i ght.

"Don't be so sure. The weat her around here can change
m ghty quickly."

Wi |l e Carol breakfasted, Jason had another cup of coffee.



"Hope | didn't talk your ear off last night," Carol said.
"Don't be silly. I"'msorry | fell asleep.™

"What about you, doctor?" Carol asked, putting jamon a
croissant. "You

haven't told nme nmuch about yourself." She didn't nention
t hat Hayes had

told her a good deal about him

"Not nuch to tell."

Carol raised her eyebrows. \Wen she saw his smle, she
| aughed. "For a
second | thought you were serious."

Jason told Carol about his boyhood in Los Angeles, his
educati on at

Ber kel ey and Harvard Medi cal School, and his residency at
Massachusetts

General. Wthout neaning to, he found hinmself describing
Dani el |l e and

t he awful Novenber night when she'd been killed. No one
had ever drawn

hi m out the way Carol did, not even Patrick, the
psychiatri st he'd seen

after Danielle' s death. Jason even heard hinself

descri bing his current

depression over his increased patient nortality and then
Roger' s news

t hat norni ng about Marge Todd's deat h.

"I"'mflattered that you've told ne this,"” Carol said
sincerely. She

hadn't expected such openness and trust. "You' ve had a | ot
of enoti onal

pain."

"Life can be like that,"” Jason said with a sigh. "I don't
know why |'ve

bored you with all this."

"I't hasn't been boring," Carol said. "I think you' ve nade



an

extraordinary adjustnent. | think it was difficult yet
very positive

t hat you changed your work and living environnent."

"Do you?" Jason asked. He hadn't renenbered saying that.
He hadn't

expected to be so personal with Carol, but now that he'd
done so, he

felt better.

Enjoying their time together, it wasn't until ten-thirty
t hat they

energed fromtheir respective roons dressed for the day.
Jason asked the

bellman to bring their car to the front entrance, and they
took the

el evator down to the | obby. True to Carol's prediction,
when t hey

energed fromthe hotel the sky had darkened and a steady
rain was

falling.

Wth the help of an Avis map and Carol's nenory, they
drove out to the

Uni versity & Washi ngton's Medical School. Carol pointed
out the research

bui | di ng Hayes had visited. They went in the front
entrance and were

I mredi ately chall enged by a unifornmed security man. They
had no

Uni versity of Washington identity badges.

"I"'ma doctor from Boston,"
wal l et to show his

| D.

Jason said, renoving his

"Hey, man, | don't care where you're from No badge, no
entry. Sinple as

that. If you want to cone in here, you have to go to
Central Adm nistration.™

Seeing it was fruitless to argue, they went to Central
Adm ni strati on.



Enroute, Jason asked how Hayes had handl ed security.

"He called his friend beforehand," Carol said. "The man
met us in the
parking lot."

The woman at Central Adm nistration was friendly and
accommodat i ng, and

even showed Carol a faculty book to see if she could pick
out Hayes's

friend. But faces weren't enough, and Carol couldn't
identify him

I nstead, arned with security badges, they returned to the
research

bui | di ng.

Carol led Jason up to the fifth floor. The corridor was
crowded with

spare equi pnent, and the walls were in need of fresh
pai nt .

There was a pungent chem cal snell, akin to formal dehyde.

"Here's the lab," Carol said, stopping by an open doorway.
The nanmes to

the left of the door were Duncan Sechler, M), Phd; and
Rhett Shannon,

MD, Phd.

The departnent was, as Jason m ght have guessed, nol ecul ar
geneti cs.

"Whi ch name?" Jason asked.

"I don't know," Carol said, going up to a young technician
and asking if
ei ther of the doctors was in.

"Both. They're in the animal room" He pointed over his
shoul der, then

turned as Carol wal ked by so he could catch the view from
the rear.

Jason was surprised by his bl atancy.



The door to the aninmal room had a | arge gl ass panel.
I nside were two nen
in white coats drawi ng bl ood from a nonkey.

"It was the tall one with the gray hair," Carol said,

poi nting. Jason

noved cl oser to the window. The man Carol indicated was
handsone and

athletic appearing, of approximtely Jason's age. His hair
was a

uniformsilver color that gave hima particularly

di sti ngui shed | ook.

The other man, in contrast, was al nost bald. Wat hair he
had was conbed

over the top of his head in a vain attenpt to cover the

t hi nni ng spot.

will he renmenber you?"

"Possibly. W only net for a nonent before | went off to
t he Psychol ogy
Depart nent . "

They waited until the doctors finished their task and
energed fromthe

animal room The tall grayhaired man was carrying the vial
of bl ood.
"Excuse ne," Jason said. "Could I possibly have a nonent
of your tinme?"

The man gl anced at Jason's badge. "Are you a drug rep?"

"Heavens, no." Jason smled. "I'"'mDr. Jason Howard and
this is Mss.

Carol Donner."
"What can | do for you?"

“I'"'l'l see you in a mnute, Duncan," interrupted the
bal di ng man.

"Ckay," Duncan said. "I'll run the blood i mediately."
Then, turning to



Jason, he said, "Sorry."

| "Quite all right. | wanted to talk to you about an old
acquai nt ance. "

n d]?ll

"Alvin Hayes. Do you renenber himvisiting you here?"
"Sure," Duncan said, turning to Carol. "And weren't you
wi th hi n"

Carol nodded. "You have a good nenory."
"I was shocked to hear he'd died. Wiat a | oss.”

"Carol said Hayes canme to ask you sonething inportant,”
Jason sai d.
"Could you tell ne what it was about ?"

Duncan | ooked upset, gl ancing nervously around at the
t echni ci ans.

"I"'mnot sure | want to talk about it."

"I"'msorry to hear that. Was'it business or a personal
mat t er ?"

"Maybe you'd better cone into ny office.”

Jason had trouble containing his excitenent. It finally
sounded as if
he'd stunbl ed onto sonething significant.

After entering the office, Duncan cl osed the door. There
were two

net al - backed chairs. Renoving stacks of journals, he
notioned for Jason

and Carol to sit.

"To answer your question,"”
for personal

reasons, not business."

he said, "Hayes cane to see ne



"We've cone three thousand mles just to talk with you,"
Jason said. He

wasn't going to give up so easily, but it wasn't sounding
encour agi ng.

"If you' d called, |I could have saved you the trip." Sone
of Duncan's
friendliness had di sappeared fromhis voice.

"Maybe | should tell you why we are so interested, Jason
said. He

expl ai ned the nystery of Hayes's possible discovery and
his own futile

attenpts to figure out what it m ght have been.

"You think Hayes cane to ne for help in his research?"
Duncan asked.

"That's what |'d hoped.™

Duncan gave a short, unpleasant |augh. He | ooked at Jason
out of the
comer of his eye. "You wouldn't be a narc, would you?"

Jason was conf used.

"All right, I'lIl tell you what Hayes wanted. A place to
buy marij uana.

He said he was terrified to fly with the stuff and
couldn't bring any

wth him As a favor, | set himup with a kid on canpus."

Jason was stunned. H s excitenent dwindled like air
seepi ng out of a
bal | oon, |eaving hi mdefl at ed.

"I" msorry to have taken your tinme ..."Not at all."

Carol and Jason wal ked out of the research buil ding,
surtendering their
visitor's badges to the security guard. Carol was smling

slyly.

Il "It isn't so funny, you know," Jason said as they got



into the car.

"But it is," Carol said. "You just can't see it right at
this nonent."

"We mght as well go hone," he said gloomly.

"Ch, no! You dragged ne all the way out here, and we're
not | eaving

until you see the nountains. It's only a short drive."

"Let nme think about it," Jason told her noodily.

Carol prevailed. They went back to the hotel, got their
bel ongi ngs, and

bef ore Jason knew it, they were on a fi-eeway headi ng out
of town. She

I nsisted on driving. Soon the suburbs gave way to m sty
green forest,

and the rolling hills becane nountains. The rain stopped
and Jason '

coul d see snowcapped peaks in the distance. The scenery
was so beauti ful

he forgot his di sappoi ntnent.

"It gets even prettier,"” Carol said as they left the
freeway, heading

toward Cedar Falls. She renenbered the route now and
happi | y poi nted out

the sights. Taking an even smaller road, Carol drove al ong
t he Cedar

Ri ver.

It was a nature fairyland, with deep forests, craggy
rocks, distant

nount ains, and rushing rivers. As dusk fell, Carol turned
of f the road

and bunped across a crushed stone driveway, comng to a
halt in front of

a picturesque nountain | odge constructed |ike an enornous
five-story | og

cabin. Snoke curled up lazily froma huge field stone

chi mey. A sign

over the steps leading to the porch said SALMON | NN



"I's this where you and Al vin stayed?" Jason asked, peering
t hrough the

wi ndshi el d. There was a huge porch with raw pi ne

furniture

"This is it." Carol reached around to get her bag fromthe
back seat.

They got out of the car. There was a chill to the air and
t he pungent

snel | of woodsnoke. Jason heard a di stant sound of rushing
wat er .

"The river's on the other side of the |odge," Carol said,
nounti ng the

steps. "Just a little way up there's a cute waterfall.
You'll see it

tonorrow. "

Jason foll owed her, suddenly wondering what the hell he
was doi ng. The

trip had been a m stake; he bel onged back in Boston with
his critically

i1l patients. Yet here he was in the Cascade Muntai ns
wth a girl he

had no business admrifig.

The interior of the inn was every bit as charmng as the
exterior. The

central roomwas a large, two story affair dom nated by a
gar gant uan

fireplace. It was furnished with chintz, animal heads, and
scattered

bearskin rugs. There were several people reading in front
of the fire

and a fam ly playing Scrabble.

A few heads turned as Jason and Carol approached the
regi strati on desk.

"Do you peopl e have a reservation?" asked the man behi nd
t he desk.



Jason wendered if the man was j oking. The pl ace was
I mrense, it was in

the mddle of nowhere, it was early Novenber, and it
wasn't a weekend.

He coul dn't imagine the demand woul d be very hi gh.

"No reservations , Carol said. "Is that a probl en?"
"Let nme see," said the man, bendi ng over his book.

"How many roons are there in the hotel ?* Jason asked,
still bemnused.

"Forty-two and six suites," the receptionist said wthout
| ooki ng up.

"I's there a shoe convention in town?"

The man | aughed. "It's always full this tine of year. The
sal non are
runni ng. "

Jason had heard of the Pacific sal non and how they'd
nysteriously return

to the particular freshwater breeding grounds that had
spawned t hem But

he' d t hought the phenomenon occurred in the spring.

"You're in luck," the receptionist said. "W have a room
but you mi ght

have to nove tonorrow night. How nmany nights are you

pl anning to stay?"

Carol |ooked at Jason. Jason felt a rush of anxiety-only
one room He

didn't know what to say. He started to sl anmer.

"Three nights," Carol said.

"Fine. And how will you settle your bill?"

There was a pause.

"Credit card," Jason said, funbling for his wallet. He



couldn't believe
what was happeni ng.

As they foll owed the bell boy down the second fl oor
hal | way, Jason

wondered how he'd 'gotten hinself into this. He hoped

t here woul d at

| east be twin beds. Much as he admred Carol's | ooks, he
wasn't prepared

for an affair with an exotic dancer who did God knows what
el se on the

si de.

"You peopl e have a wonderful view, " the bellboy said.

Jason went in, but his eyes shifted imediately to the
sl eepi ng

arrangenents, not the windows. He was relieved to see
separ at e beds.

When the boy left, Jason finally went over to adnire the
dramatic vista.

The Cedar River, which at that point w dened to what
appeared to be a

smal | | ake, was bordered by tall evergreens that glowed a
dark purple in

the fading light. I mediately bel ow was a | awn that sl oped
down to the

wat er's edge. Extending out into the river was a maze of
docks used to

nmoor twenty to thirty rowboats. On racks, out of the

wat er, were canoes.

Four | arge rubber boats with outboard notors were tied to
the end of a

dock. Jason could tell there was a significant current in
the river

despite its placid appearance, since all four of the

r ubber boats had

their stens pointed down river, their bowines taut.

"Well, what do you think?" Carol said, clapping her hands.
"Isn"t it
cozy?"



The room was papered wwth a flower print. The floor was
br oad- pl anked

pine with scattered rag rugs. The beds were covered with
conforters

printed to appear like quilts.

"I't's wonderful," Jason said. He glanced into the
bat hroom hopi ng for
robes. "You seemto be the tour director. What now?"

"I vote for dinner immediately. I'mstarved. And | think
t he dining room
only serves until seven. People turn in early here."

The restaurant had a curved, w ndowed wall facing the
river. In the

center of the wall were double doors |eading to a w de
porch. Jason

guessed that in the sumer the porch was used for dining.
There were

steps fromthe porch down to the lawn, and at the docks
the |ights had

come on, illumnating the water.

About half of the two dozen tables in the roomwere
filled. Mdst of the

people were already on their coffee. It seenmed to Jason
t hat everyone

stopped tal king the nonent he and Carol appear ed.

"Wwy do | feel we're on display?" Jason whi spered.

"Because you're anxi ous about sleeping in the same room
with a young

woman whom you barely know, " Carol whispered. "I think you
f eel

def ensi ve and a.

little guilty and unsure of what's expected of YQOU
Jason's lower jaw slowy sank. He tried to |ook into

Carol's warmy
liquid eyes to conprehend what was in there. He knew he



was bl ushi ng.

How on earth could a girl who danced half nude be so
per ceptive? Jason

had al ways prided hinmself on his ability to eval uate
people: after all,

It was his job.

As a physician, he had to have a sense of his patients'

I nner dynani cs.

Yet why did he feel there was sonet hing about Carol that
didn't fit?

@ ancing at Jason's red face, Carol |aughed. "Wy don't
you just relax

and enjoy yourself. Let down your hair, doctor-1'm
certainly not going

to bite."

"Ckay," Jason said. "I'll do just that."

They di ned on sal non, which was offered in bew |l deringly
tenpting

varieties. After great deliberation, they both had it
baked in a pastry

shell. For authenticity, they sanpled a Washington State
char dor may

whi ch Jason found surprisingly good. At one point he heard
hi nsel f

| aughing aloud. It had been a long tine since he'd felt so
free. It was

at that point they both realized they were alone in the
di ni ng room

Later that night when Jason was in bed, |ooking up at the
dark ceiling,

he again felt confuged. It had been a conedy of sorts
getting to bed,

juggling towels as coverups, flipping a coin to see who
used t he

bat hroom first, and having to get out of bed to turn out
the |ight.

Jason had never renenbered feeling quite so body

consci ous. Jason rolled

over. In the darkness, he could just nmake out the outline



of Carol's

form She was on her side. He could hear the faint sound
of her

rhyt hm cal breathing agai nst the background sound of the
di st ant

waterfall. She was obviously asleep. Jason envi ed her
honest accept ance

of herself and her untroubl ed slunber. But what confused
Jason was not

the inconsistencies of Carol's personality, but rather the
fact that he

was enjoying hinself. And it was Carol who was making it
happen.

Weat herwi se, their luck held. Wen they opened the drapes
in the

norning, the river sparkled with the brilliance of a
mllion genstones.

The m nute they finished breakfast, Carol announced they
were going on a

hi ke.

Wth box lunches fromthe hotel, they wal ked up the Cedar
Ri ver on a

wel | -marked trail alive wwth birds and small ani mals.
About a quarter of

a mle fromthe | odge they cane upon the waterfall Carol
had nenti oned.

It was a series of rocky | edges, each about five feet

hi gh. They j oi ned

several other tourists on a wooden view ng platform and
wat ched in awed

silence as the wild water cascaded downward. Just bel ow
them a

magni fi cent rai nbow colored fish, three to four feet |ong,
br oke the

turbul ent surface of the water, and in defiance of gravity
| eaped up the

face of the first ledge. Wthin seconds it had | eaped
again, clearing

the second | edge by a w de nargin.

"My God," Jason exclainmed. He'd renenbered readi ng that
sal non were



capabl e of running through rapids against the current, but
he had no

i dea that they could navigate such high falls. Jason and
Carol stayed

mesneri zed as several other salnon | eaped. He could only
marvel at the

physi cal stamna the fish were displaying. The genetically
det er m ned

urge to procreate was a powerful force.

“I't"'s unbelievable,"”
began to swim

the watery gauntlet.

he said as a particularly large fish

"Alvin was fascinated too," Carol said.

Jason could well imagine, especially with Hayes's interest
I n
devel opnental and growt h hornones.

"Come on," Carol said, taking Jason's hand. "There's
nore."

They continued up the trail, which left the river's edge
for a quarter

of a mle, taking themdeep into a forest. Wen the trai
returned to

the river, the Cedar had wi dened into another snmall |ake
li ke the one in

front of the Salnmon Inn. It was about a quarter of a mle
across and a

mle long, and its surface was dotted with fishernen.

A cabin nmuch like a mniature Salnon Inn lay nestled in a
stand of |arge

pines. in front of it at the water's edge was a short dock
with half a

dozen rowboats. Carol took Jason up the flagstone wal k and
t hrough the

front door.

The cabin was a fishing concession run by the Sal non I nn.
There was a
| ong, glass-fronted counter to the right, presided over by



a bearded man

In a red-checkered wool shirt, red suspenders, faded
trousers, and

caul ked boots. Jason guessed he was in his late sixties,
and that he

woul d have nmade a perfect departnent store Santa C aus.
Arranged al ong

the wall behind hi mwas an enornous sel ection of fishing
pol es. Carol

i ntroduced Jason to the ol der man, whose nane was St ooky
Giffiths,

saying that Alvin had enjoyed visiting with Stooky while
she fi shed,

"Hey," Carol said suddenly. "How about trying your hand at
some sal non

fishing?"

"Not for ne," Jason said. Hunting and fishing had never
I nterested him

“I think "Il try. Conme on-be a sport."
"You go ahead," Jason urged. "l can entertain nyself."

"Ckay." She turned to Stooky and nmade arrangenents for a
pol e and sone

bait, then tried once nore to talk Jason into joining her,
but he shook

hi s head.

"I's this where you and Alvin fished?" he asked, | ooking
out the w ndow

at the river.

"Nope," Carol said, collecting her gear. "Alvin was |ike
you. He

woul dn't join nme. But | caught a big one. R ght off the
dock. "

"Alvin didn't fish at all?" Jason asked, surprised.

"No," said Carol. "He just watched the fish."

"I thought Alvin told Sebastion Frahn he wanted to go



fishing."

"What can | say? Once we got here, Alvin was content to
wander around
and observe. You know, the scientist."

Jason shook his head in confusion.

“I'"'l'l be on the dock," Carol said brightly. "If you change
your m nd,
come on down. It's fun!"

Jason watched her run down the flagstone wal k, wondering
why Al vin woul d

have nade such el aborate inquiries about fishing and then
never cast a

line. It was weird.

Two nen cane into the cabin and nade arrangenents wth

St ooky for gear,

bait, and a boat. Jason stepped outside onto the porch.
There were

several rocking chairs. Stooky had hung a bird feeder from
t he eaves and

dozens of birds circled it. Jason watched for a, while,

t hen wander ed

down to join Carol. The water was crystal clear and he
coul d see rocks

and | eaves on the bottom Suddenly, a huge sal non fl ashed
out of the

dark ener-ald green of the deeper water and shot under the
dock, headi ng

for a shallow, shady area fifty feet away.

- Looking after it, Jason noticed a disturbance on the
surface of the
wat er .

Curious, he wal ked over along the shore. Wen he got

cl ose, he saw

another large salnon lying on its side in a few feet of
water, its tail

fl appi ng weakly. Jason tried pushing it with a stick into
deeper water,



but it didn't help. The fish was obviously ill. A few feet
away he

spotted another salnon lying immobile in just a few inches
of water,

and, still closer to shore, a dead fish being eaten by a

| ar ge bi rd.

Jason wal ked back up the flagstone path. Stooky had cone
out of the

cabin and was sitting in one of the rockers with a pipe
stuck between

his teeth.

Leaning on the rail, Jason asked hi m about the sick fish,
wondering if
there was sone problemw th pollution upriver.

"Nope,',"' Stooky said. He took several puffs on his

wel | - chewed pi pe.

“"No pollution here. Themfish just spawned and now it's
time for "emto

die."

"Oh, yeah," Jason said, suddenly renenbering what he'd
read about the

salmon's life cycle. The fish pushed thenselves to their
limts to

return to their spawning grounds, but once they laid their
eggs and

fertilized them they died. No one knew exactly why. There
had been

t heori es about the physi ol ogi cai probl ens of going fi-om
saltwater to

freshwater, but no one knew for certain. It was one of
nature's

nysteries.

Jason | ooked down at Carol. She was busy trying to cast
her |ine out

fromthe dock. Turning back to Stooky, he asked, "Do you
by any chance

remenber talking wwth a doctor by the nane of Alvin
Hayes?"



"Nop, e.”

"He was about ny height,"
Pal e skin."

Jason continued. "Had | ong hair.

"I see a |lot of people.™

"I bet you do," Jason said. "But the man |I'mtal ki ng about
was w th that

girl." He pointed toward Carol. Jason guessed Stooky
didn't see too many

girls who | ooked |ike Carol Donner.

"The one on the dock?"

"That's right. She's a | ooker."

Snmoke canme out of Stooky's nmouth in short puffs.

Hi s eyes narrowed. "Could the fella you're tal king about
cone from

Bost on?"

Jason nodded.

"I remenber him" Stooky said. "But he didn't |ook |like no
doctor."

"He did research.™

"Maybe that explains it. He was real strange. Paid ne a
hundred bucks to
get himtwenty-five sal non heads."

"Just the heads?"

"Yup. Gave ne his tel ephone nunber back in Boston. Told ne
to call

collect when | had 'em™

"Then he cane back here to get thenP" Jason asked,
remenberi ng Hayes and

Carol had nmade two tri ps.



"Yup. Told ne to clean 'em good and pack 'emin ice."

"Why did it take so | ong?" Jason asked. Wth all the fish
avail able, it

seened twenty-five heads coul d have been collected in a
singl e

af t er noon.

"He only wanted certain sal non,"
have | ust

spawned- and spawni ng sal non don't take bait. You have to
net 'em Them

peopl e fishing out there are catching trout."

St ooky said. "They had to

"A particular species of sal non?"

"Nope. They'd just had to have spawned.™

"Did. he say why he wanted those heads?"

"He didn't and | didn't ask," Stooky said. "He was payin
and | figured

It was his business."

"And just fishheads-nothing else.™

"Just fishheads."

Jason left the porch frustrated and nystified. The idea
t hat Hayes had

come three thousand mles for fishheads and nmarijuana
seened

pr epost er ous.

Carol spotted himat the edge of the dock and waved at him
to join her.

"You have to try this, Jason," she said. "I alnbost caught
a sal non."
"The sal non don't bite here," Jason said. "It nust have

been a trout."

Carol | ooked di sappoi nt ed.



Jason studi ed her |ovely, high-cheekboned face. If his
original premse

was correct, the sal non heads had to have been associ at ed
W th Hayes's

attenpts to create a nonoclonal antibody. But how coul d
that hel p

Carol's beauty as Hayes had told her? It didn't nake any
sense.

"l guess it doesn't matter whether it's trout or sal non,”
Carol said,

turning her attention back to her fishing. "I'm having
fun."

A circling. hawk -plunged down into the shall ow water and
tried to grasp

one of the dying salnmon with its talons, but the fish was
too big and

the bird et go and soared back into the sky. As Jason
wat ched, the

sal non stopped struggling in the water and di ed.

"I got one!" Carol cried as her pole arched over.

The excitenent of the catch cleared Jason's mnd. He

hel ped Carol |and a

good-si zed trout-a beautiful fish with steely bl ack eyes.
Jason felt

sorry for it. After he'd gotten the hook out of its |ower
lip, he tal ked

Carol into thromng it back into the water. it was gone in
a flash.

For lunch they wal ked al ong the banks of the w dened river
to a rocky

pronontory. As they ate, they could not only see the
entire expanse of

the river, but, the snow capped peaks of the Cascade
Mountains. It was

br eat ht aki ng.

It was | ate afternoon when they started back to the Sal non
Inn. As they



passed the cabin they saw another large fish in its death
throes. It was
on its side, its glistening white belly visible.

"How sad," Carol said, gripping Jason's arm "Wy do they
have to die?"

Jason didn't have any answers. The old cliche, "It's
nature's way, "

occurred to him but he didn't say it. For a few nonents

t hey wat ched

t he once magnificent salnon as several smaller fish darted
over to feed

onits living flesh.

"Ugh!" Carol said, giving Jason's arma tug. They

conti nued wal ki ng. To

change the subject, Carol started tal king about another
di version the

hotel had to offer. it was white-water rafting. But Jason
didn't hear.

The horrid inmage of the tiny predators feeding fromthe
dying | arger

fish had started the germof an idea in Jason's m nd.
Suddenly, like a

revel ati on, he had a sense of what Hayes had di scover ed.
It wasn't

ironic-it was terrifying.

The col or drained from Jason's face and he stopped
wal ki ng.

"What's the matter?" Carol asked.
Jason swal |l owed. Hi s eyes stared, unblinking.

"Jason, what is it?"

W have to get back to Boston,"
his voice. He

set off again at a fast pace, alnobst dragging Carol with
hi m

he said with urgency in

"What are you tal king about?" she protested.



He didn't respond.

"Jason! What's going on?" She jerked himto a stop.
"I"'msorry," he said, as if waking froma trance. "I
suddenl y have an

| dea of what Alvin may have stunbled onto. W have to get
back. "

"What do you nean-toni ght ?"
"Ri ght away."

“"Now wait just a mnute. There won't be any flights to
Bost on toni ght.

It's three hours later there. W can stay over and | eave
early in the

norning if you insist."”

Jason didn't reply.
"At | east we can have dinner," Carol added irritably.

Jason allowed her to calmhimdown. After all, who knows?
| could be

wrong, he thought. Carol wanted to discuss it, but Jason
told her she

woul dn't under st and.

"That's pretty patronizing."

"' msorry. I'lIl tell you all about it when | know for
sure.

By the time he had showered and dressed, Jason realized
Carol was right.

If they'd driven to Seattle, they'd have gotten to the
ai rport around

m dni ght Boston tine. There woul dn't have been. any
flights until

nmor ni ng.

Descending to the dining room they were escorted to a



table directly in

front of the doors leading to the veranda. Jason sit Carol
facing the

doors, saying she deserved the new. After they'd been

gi ven their nenu,

he apol ogi zed for acting so upset and gave her full credit
for being

ri ght about not |eaving i medi ately.

“I"'minpressed you're willing to admt it," Carol said.

For variety, they ordered tr4ut instead of salnon, and in
pl ace of the
Washi ngton state wine, they had a Napa Val |l ey chardonnay.
Cut si de, the
evening slowy darkened into night and the |lights went on
at the docks.

Jason had troubl e concentrating on the neal. He was
beginning to realize

that if ' his theory was correct, Hayes had been nurdered
and Hel ene had

not been the victimof random viol ence. And if Hayes was
ri ght and

someone was using his accidental and terrifying discovery,
the result

could be far worse than any epi dem c.

Wil e Jason's m nd was churning, Carol was carrying on a
conversati on,

but when she realized he was of f sonepl ace, she reached
across and

gripped his arm "You are not eating,'

she said.

Jason | ooked absently at her hand on his arm his

plate, and then Carol. "I'm preoccupied, |I'msorry."

"It doesn't matter. |If you're not hungry, naybe we shoul d
go and find

out about flights to Boston in the norning."

"We can wait until you're through eating," Jason sai d.



Carol tossed her napkin on the table. "lI've had nore than
enough, thank
you. "

Jason | ooked for their waiter. Hi s eyes roaned the room
and then
st opped.

They becane riveted on a man who had just entered ' the
di ni ng room and

paused by the maltre d's lectern. The man was slowy
scanni ng the room

his eyes noving fromtable to table. He was dressed in a
dark blue suit

with a white shirt open at the collar. Even fromthe

di stance, Jason

could tell the man wore a heavy gol d neckl ace. He could
see the sparkle

fromthe over head |ights.

Jason studied the man. He | ooked fam liar, but Jason
couldn't place him

He was Hi spanic, with dark hair and deeply tanned skin. He
| ooked |ike a

successful businessman. Suddenly, Jason renenbered. He'd
seen the -face

on that awful night when Hayes had di ed. The nan had been
out si de the

restaurant and then outside the Massachusetts General
Hospi t al

ener gency room

Just then the nman spotted Jason, and Jason felt a sudden
chill descend

his spine. It was apparent the man recogni zed Jason
because he

I mredi ately started forward, his right hand casual ly
thrust into his

j acket pocket. He wal ked deliberately, closing the

di stance qui ckly.

Havi ng just thought of Helen Brennquivist's nurder, Jason
pani cked. H $
Intuition told himwhat was com ng, but he couldn't nove.



Al'l he could

do was ook at Carol. He wanted to screamand tell her to
run, but he

couldn't.

He was paral yzed. Qut of the coner of his eye, he saw the
man round the
near by tabl e.

"Jason?" questioned Carol, tilting her head to one side.

The man was only steps away. Jason saw his hand cone out
of his pocket

and the glint of netal as his hand covered the gun. The
sight of the

weapon finally gal vani zed Jason into action. In a sudden
expl osi on of

activity, he snatched the tablecloth fromthe table,
sendi ng the di shes,

gl asses, and silverware flying to the floor. Carol |eaped
to her feet

with a scream

Jason rushed the man, flinging the tablecloth over his
head, pushing him

backward i nto a nei ghboring table and knocking it over in
a shower of

china and gl ass. The people at the table screanmed and
tried to get away,

but several were caught in the tangle of overturned
chairs.

In the commotion, Jason grabbed Carol's hand and yanked
her through the

doors to the porch. Having managed to break his

pani c-filled paralysis,

Jason was now a torrent of directed action. He knew who

t he

H spani c-1 ooki ng busi nessnan had been: the killer Hayes

cl ai med was on

his trail. Jason. had no doubt his next targets were Carol
and hi nsel f.

He pulled Carol down the front steps, intending to run



around the hot el

to the parking lot. But then he realized they'd never nake
it. They had

a better chance running for one of the boats at the dock.

"Jason!" Carol yelled as he changed direction and dragged
hi m down t he
|l awn. "What's wong with you?"

Behi nd t hem Jason could hear the doors to the dining room
crash open,
and assuned they were being chased.

When they reached the dock, Carol tried to stop. "Cone on,
damm t, "

Jason shouted through gritted teeth. Looking back at the

i nn, he could

see a figure run to the porch railing, then start down the
stairs.

Carol tried to jerk her hand free, but Jason tightened his
clasp and

yanked her forward. "He wants to kill us!" he shouted.
Stunbl i ng ahead,

they raced to the end of the dock, ignoring the rowboats.
Jason shout ed

to Carol to help untie three of the rubber boats and push
them of f. They

were already drifting dowstream by the tinme their pursuer
hit the dock.

Jason hel ped Carol into the fourth boat and scranbl ed
after her, pushing

them away fromthe dock with his foot. They too drifted
downst r eam

slowy at first, then gathering speed. Jason forced Carol
to lie down,

t hen covered her body with his own.

An i nnocent-soundi ng pop was i nmediately followed by a
dull thud

somewhere in the boat. Al nost sinultaneously there was the
sound of

escaping air. Jason groaned. The man was shooting at them
wth a



silenced pistol. Another pop was followed by a ringing
sound as a bull et

ri cocheted of f the outboard notor, and another made a
sl appi ng sound in

t he wat er.

To Jason's relief, he realized the rubber boat was
conpartnental i zed.

Al t hough a bull et had defl ated one section, the boat
woul dn't sink. A

few nore shots fell short, then Jason heard a thunp of
wood agains t the

dock.

Jason lifted his head cautiously and | ooked back. The man
had pul | ed one

of the canoes fromthe rack and was pushing it into the
wat er .

Jason was again gripped with fear-the man coul d paddl e
much faster than

they were drifting. Their only chance was to start the
not or-an ol d

fashi oned outboard with a pull cord. Jason shifted the
gear lever to

"start" and tugged the cord. The engine didn't even turn
over. The

killer had al ready boarded the canoe and was starting
toward them Jason

pul l ed the cord again: nothing. Carol |ifted her head and
said

nervously, "He's getting closer."

For the next fifteen seconds, Jason frantically jerked the
starter cord

over an dover. He could see the silhouette of the oncom ng
canoe novi ng

silently through the water. He checked to nake sure the

| ever was at

"start," then tried again wthout success. Hi s eyes
drifted to the gas

tank, which he prayed was full. Its black cap appeared to
be | oose, so



he tightened it. Just to its side was a button he guessed
was to

i ncrease pressure in the tank. He pushed it a half dozen

times, noticing

that it becane increasingly harder to depress. Looking up
agai n, he saw

t he canoe was al nost to them

Grasping the starter cord again, Jason pulled with all his
strength. The

notor roared to |life. Then he reached for the |ever and
pushed it to

"reverse," as they were floating downstream backward. He

| amred t he

throttle forward and threw hinself back onto the bottom of
t he boat,

pi nni ng Carol beneath him As expected, there were several
nore shots,

two of which hit the rubber boat. When Jason dared to | ook
out again,

the gap had wi dened. In the darkness, he could barely see
t he canoe.

"Stay down," he commanded to Carol, while he checked the
extent of the

damage. A section of the right side of the bow was soft,
as was a

portion of-the left gunwale. O herw se the boat was

I ntact. Mving back

to the outboard, Jason cut the throttle, put the notor
into "forward,"

then angled the tiller to head downstream steering out to
t he center of

the river. The last thing he wanted to do was hit rocks.

"Ckay," he called to Carol. "It's safe to sit up."

Carol rose gingerly fromthe -bottom of the boat and ran
her fingers

t hrough her hair. "I really don't believe this," she
shout ed over the

noi se of the outboard. "Just what the hell are we going to
do?"



"We' Il head down river until we see sone lights. There's
got to be plenty
of places al ong here.™

As they notored al ong, Jason wondered if it would be safe
to stop at

anot her dock. After all, their pursuer mght get into his
car and drive

along the river. Maybe there's a light on the opposite

si de, he thought.

Fromthe sil houettes of the trees lining the |akelike
expanse of the

river, Jason could gauge their speed. It seened to be
about a fast wal k.

He al so had the feeling the river was again gradually
narr ow ng,

especially when it appeared that their speed was

I ncreasi ng. After a

hal f hour, there were still no lights. Just a dark forest
bordering a

star-strewn, noonl ess sky.

$1, don't see a thing," yelled Carol.
"It's okay," reassured Jason.

After traveling another quarter hour, the bordering trees
closed in

rat her suddenly, suggesting the |akelike expanse was
comng to an end.

When the trees were closer, Jason realized he had

m sj udged their speed;

they were noving nuch faster than he'd thought. Reachi ng
back he cut the

throttle.

The snmal |l out board whi ned down. As soon as the sound of
t he out board

fell, Jason heard another nore om nous noise. It was the
deep grow i ng

roar of white water.

"Oh, God," he said to hinself, renenbering the falls



upriver fromthe

Sal non I nn. He pushed the small outboard to the side and
turned the boat

around. Then he gave it full throttle. To his surprise and
consternation, it slowed, but did not stop their rush down
river. Next he

tried to angle the boat to- ward shore. Slowy, it noved

| ateral | y. But

then all hell broke |oose. The river narrowed to a rocky
gorge, and

Jason and Carol were unwittingly sucked into it.

Around the top edge of the rubber boat was a short rope
secured at

intervals by eyelets. Jason grabbed a hold on either side,
spanni ng t he

craft with his outstretched arns. He yelled for Carol to
do the sane.

She coul dn't hear over the roar of the water, but when she
saw what he

was doi ng, she attenpted to do the same. Unfortunately,
she coul dn't

gquite reach. She held on to one side and hooked a | eg
under one of the

wooden seats. At that nonment, they hit the first real

t ur bul ence, and

the boat was tossed into the air like a cork. Water cane
into the boat

in a blinding, drenching sheet. Jason sputtered. The

dar kness and wat er

in his eyes made it all but inpossible to see. He felt
Carol's body hit

up against his and he tried to anchor her with his | eqg.
Then t hey

t hudded into a rock and the boat spun countercl ockw se.
Through all this

violent activity, Jason kept seeing the inmage of the
falls, know ng that

at any second they could plumet to their death.

Jason and Carol clutched at the ropes in utter terror.
They bounced from

side to side and end to end, in rapid gyrations,
conpletely at the nercy



of the water. At every nonent he thought they were going
over. Water
filled the cockpit. It was stingingly cold.

After what seened like an eternity of bell, the water
snoot hed out. They
were still spinning and careening down river, but w thout

t he sudden

vi ol ent upheaval s. Jason gl anced out. He could nmake out
t he sheer falls

of rock on either side. He knew it wasn't over.

Wth a trenendous upward surge, the violent dubbing
recommenced. Jason

could feel his fingers begin to pain him a conbination of
const ant

muscul ar contraction and the cold was having its effect.
He gripped the

rope holds with all his strength, trying to tighten his
hol d on Car ol

with his legs. The pain in his hands was so intense that
for an instant

he thought he'd have to |l et go.

Then, as suddenly as the nightmare began, it was over.
Still spinning,

t he boat shot out onto relatively placid water. - The

t hunderi ng noi se

of the rapids | essened. The sides of the river fell away,
opening up a

clear viewto the starry sky. Inside the boat there was a
hal f foot of

icy water, but Jason realized the outboard was chuggi ng as
snoot hly as

I f not hing had happened.

Wt h shaki ng hands, Jason strai ghtened the boat and
stopped its

nauseating rotation. H's fingers touched a button just

I nsi de the

transom He took a chance and pressed it; the water in the
boat slowy

receded.



Jason kept his eye on the sil houettes of the bordering
trees. Ahead, the

river bent sharply to the left, and as they rounded the
poi nt, they

finally saw | ights. Jason steered to shore.

As they approached, he could see several well-Ilit

bui | di ngs, docks, and

a nunber of rubber boats like their owmn. He was still
afraid the killer

m ght have driven down to intercept them but he knew they
had to | and.

Jason pul |l ed al ongsi de the second dock and cut the engine.

"You. sure know how to entertain a girl," Carol said

t hrough chattering

teet h.

"' mglad you still have your sense of hunor," Jason said.

"Don't count on it lasting nuch longer. | want. to know
what in heaven's
name i s going on."

Jason stood up stiffly, holding on to the dock. He hel ped
Carol out of

the boat, got out hinself, and tied the line to a cleat.
The sound of

country music drifted fromone of the buildings.

"I't nust be a bar," said Jason. He took her hand "W have
to get warm

bef ore we get pneunonia.' Jason |led the way up the gravel
pat h, but

I nstead of going inside, he wal ked into the parking | ot
and began

| ooki ng in the parked vehicl es.

"Hold on," said Carol with irritation. "Wat are you doing
now?"

“I"'mlooking for keys," Jason said. "W need a car.

"l don't believe this,"” said Carol, throw ng up her hands,



"1 thought we

were going to get warm | don't know about you, but I'm
going in that

restaurant."” Wthout waiting for a response, she started
for the

entrance.

Jason caught up to her and grabbed her arm "I'mafraid
he' Il be
back-the' nman who was shooting at us.

"Then we'll call the police,"” Carol said. She pulled out
of Jason's
grasp and entered the restaurant.

The Hispanic was not in the restaurant, so, follow ng
Carol's

suggestion, they called the police, who happened to be a
| ocal sheriff.

The proprietor of the restaurant refused to believe that
Jason and Car ol

had navigated Devil's Chute in the dark- "Nobody ain't
done t hat

before," he said. He found chef's snocks and oversized
bl ack and white

checkered kitchen pants for themto change into, and a
pl asti c gar bage

bag for their wet clothes.

He al so insisted they have steam ng hot rum toddi es, which
finally
st opped their shivering.

"Jason, you've got to tell ne what's going on," Carol

I nsi sted as they

waited for the sheriff. They sat at a table across froma
Wirlitzer

j ukebox playing fifties nusic.

"I don't know for sure,"”
at us was

outside the restaurant where Alvin died. My guess is that
Alvin was a

victimof his own discovery, but if he hadn't died that

Jason said. "But the man shooti ng



ni ght, the sane

man woul d have eventually killed himanyway. So Al vin was
telling the

truth when he said soneone wanted hi m dead."

"This doesn't sound real,"” Carol said, trying to snooth
her hair, which
was drying in tangled ringlets.

"I know. Most conspiracies don't."
"What about Hayes's discovery?”

"l don't know for sure, but if ny theory is right, it's
al nost too scary
to contenplate. That's why | want to get back to Boston."

Just then the door opened and the sheriff, Marvin Arnold,
wal ked in. He

was a nountain of a man dressed in a winkled brown

uni form that sported

nore buckl es and straps than Jason had ever seen. Mre

I nportant to

Jason was the 357 Magnum strapped to Marvin's oversi zed

| eft thigh. That

was the kind of cannon Jason w shed he'd had back at the
Sal non | nn.

Marvin had al ready heard about the commotion at the Sal non
I nn, and had

been there to check things out. Wiat he hadn't heard about
was any man

with a gun, and no one had heard any gunshots. When Jason
descri bed what

had happened, he could tell that Marvin regarded himwth
a good deal of

skepticism Marvin was surprised and i npressed, however,
when he heard

t hat Jason and Carol had cone down Devil's Chute by

t hensel ves in the

dar k.

"Ain't alot of people going to believe that," he said,

shaki ng his



massi ve head in admration.

Marvi n drove Jason and Carol back to the Sal non | nn, where
Jason was

surprised to find out there was a question of charges
being filed

against him holding himresponsible for the damages in

t he dining room

No one had seen any gun. And even nore shocking, no one
remenbered an

olive-conmplex ioned man in a dark blue suit. But in the
end, the

managenent decided to drop the issue, saying they' d |et
their insurance

take care of the damages. Wth that decided, Marvin tipped
hi s hat,

preparing to | eave.

"What about protection?" asked Jason.

"From what ?" asked Marvin. "Don't you think it is alittle
enbarrassi ng

that no one can corroborate your story? Listen, | think
you peopl e have
caused enough trouble tonight. | think you should go up to

your room and
sleep this whole thing off."

"We need protection,” said Jason. He tried to sound
aut horitative. "Wat
do we do if the killer returns?"

"Look, friend, | can't sit here all night and hold your
hand. |I'mthe

only one on this shift and I got the whol e dammed county
to keep ny eye

on. Lock yourself in your roomand get sone shut-eye."

Wth a final nod toward the manager, Marvin | unbered out
t he front door.

The manager in turn smled condescendingly at Jason and
went into his
of fice.



"This is unreal," Jason said with a m xture of fear and
irritation. "I

can't believe nobody noticed the Hispanic guy.'
the public

phone booth and | ooked up private detective agencies. He
found several

in Seattle, but when he dialed he just got their answering
machi nes. He

| eft his name and the hotel nunber, but he didn't have
much hope of

reachi ng soneone that night.

He went to

Enmergi ng fromthe phone booth, he told Carol that they
wer e | eavi ng

I mredi ately. She followed himup the stairs.

"I't's nine-thirty at night,"
room behi nd

hi m

she protested, entering the

"I don't care. W're leaving as fast as we can. Get your
t hi ngs
t oget her."

"Don't | have any say in the matter?"

"Nope. It was your decision to stay tonight and your
deci sion to cal

t he hel pful local police. Nowit's ny turn. W're

| eaving." | For a

m nute, Carol stood in the center of the room watchi ng
Jason pack, then

she deci ded he probably had a point. Ten mnutes |ater,
changed into

their own clothes, they carried their |uggage downstairs
and checked,

out .

"I have to charge you for tonight," the man at the desk
I nformed them

Jason didn't bother to argue. Instead, he asked the man if
he'd bring



their car around to the front entrance. He tipped himfive
dol I ars and
the clerk was happy to oblige.

Once in the car, Jason had hoped he'd feel |ess anxious
and -1ess

vul nerabl e. Neither was the case. As he pulled out of the
hot el parKki ng

| ot and started down the dark nmountain road, he quickly
recogni zed how

I solated they were. Fifteen mnutes later, in the rearview
mrror, he

saw headl i ghts appear. At first Jason tried to ignore
them but then it

becanme apparent that they were relentlessly gaining on

t hem despite

Jason's gradual acceleration. The terror Jason had felt
earlier crept

back. Hi s pal ns began to perspire.

"There's soneone behind us," Jason said.

Carol twsted in the front seat and | ooked out the back.
They rounded a

curve and the headlights di sappeared. But on the next
strai ght away t hey

reappeared. They were closer. Carol faced forward. "I told
you we shoul d

have stayed."

"That's hel pful!" said Jason sarcastically.

He inched the accelerator closer to the floor. They were

al ready goi ng

wel | over sixty on the curvy road. He tightened his grip

on the steering

wheel, then | ooked up at the rearview mrror. The car was
close, its

lights Iike eyes of a nonster. He tried to think of what

he coul d do,

but he could think of nothing other than trying to outrun
t he car behind

them They cane to another curve. Jason turned the wheel.
He saw Carol's



nmouth open in a silent scream He could feel the car start
to jackknife.

He braked, and they skidded first to one side and then to
t he ot her.

Carol grabbed the dash to steady herself. Jason felt his
seat belt

tighten.

Fighting the car, Jason managed to keep it on'the road.
Behi nd hi mthe

pursui ng car gained considerably. Now it was directly
behind, its

headl i ghts filling Jason's car with unearthly light. In a
pani ¢, Jason

fl oored the accelerator, pulling his car out of its
careeni ng course.

They shot forward down a small hill. But the car behind
stayed ri ght

with them hounding themlike a hunting dog at the heels
of a deer.

Then to both Jason and Carol's bew | dernent, their car
filled with

flashing red light. It took thema nonent to realize that
the |ight was

comng fromthe top of the car behind them Wen Jason
recogni zed what

it was, he slowed, watching in the rearview mrror. The
car behind

sl owed proportion lately. Ahead, at a turnout, Jason
pul l ed off the road

and stopped. Sweat stood out in little droplets along his
hairline. H's

arms were trenbling fromhis death grip on the steering
wheel . Behi nd

them the other car stopped as well, its flashing |ight

Il lum nating the

surtounding trees. In the rearview mrror, Jason saw the
door open, and

Marvin Arnol d stepped out. He had the safety strap off his
357 Magnum

"Well, 1'll be a pig's ass,"”
flashlight into

he said, shining his



Jason's enbartassed face. "It's [ over boy."

Furious, Jason shouted, "Way the hell didn't you turn on
your blinker at
the start?"

"Wanted to catch ne a speeder."” Marvin chuckled. "D dn't
know | was
chasing nmy favorite lunatic."”

After an unsolicited lecture and a ticket for reckless
driving, he let

Jason and Carol continue. Jason was too angry to tal k, and
they drove in

silence to the freeway, where Jason announced, "I think we
shoul d drive

to Portland. God knows who nay be waiting for us at the
Seattle

airport.”

"Fine by ne," Carol said, much too tired to argue.

They stopped for a couple hours' sleep at a notel near
Portl and, and at

the first I ' ight of dawn, went on to the airport, where
t hey boarded a

flight to Chicago. From Chicago, they flew to Boston,
touching down a little after

five-thirty Saturday eveni ng.

In the cab in front of Carol's apartnent, Jason suddenly
| aughed. "I

woul dn't even know how to apol ogi ze for what |'ve put you
t hr ough. "

Carol picked up her shoulder bag. "Well, at least it
wasn't bori ng.

Look, Jason, | don't nean to be sarcastic, or a nag, but
pl ease tell ne
what's going on."

"As soon as |'msure,"
Just do nme one

favor. Stay put tonight. Hopefully, no one knows we're

Jason 'said. "I prom se. Really.



back, but all
hell m ght break | oose if and when they find out."

"I don't plan on going anywhere, doctor." Carol sighed.
“I've had it."

Jason never even stopped at his apartnent. As soon as
Carol disappeared

into her building, he told the cabdriver to drop him at
his car and

drove directly to GHP. He crossed imrediately into the
out pati ent

building. It was seven P. m and the large waiting room
was desert ed.

Jason went directly to his office, pulled off his jacket,
and sat down

at his conputer term nal.

-GHP had spent a fortune on their conputer system and was
proud of it.

Each station accessed the |arge mai nframe where al

pati ent data was

ent er ed.

Al t hough the individual charts were still the best source
of patient

informati on, nost of the material could be obtained from
t he conputer.

Best of all, the sophisticated machinery could scan the
entire patient

base of GHP and graphically display the data on the
screen, analyzed in

al rost any way one could w sh.

Jason first called up the current survival curves. The
graph that the

conmputer drew was shaped |like the steep slope of a
nountain, starting

hi gh, then rounding and -falling off. The graph conpared

t he surviva

rate of GHP users by age. As one m ght ex~ect, subscribers
at the ol dest

end of the graph had the | owest survival rate. Over the
past five years,



al t hough the nedi an age of the GHP popul ati on had
gradual Iy increased,
the survival curves stayed about the sane.

Next, Jason asked the conmputer to print nonthby-nonth
graphs for the

| ast' hal f year. As he had feared, he saw the death rate
rise for

patients in their late fifties and early sixties,
particularly during

the |l ast three nonths.

A sudden crash made himjunp fromhis seat, but when he
| ooked out in
the hall he saw it was just the cleaning service.

Rel i eved, Jason returned to the conputer. He w shed he
coul d separate

the data on patients who had been given executive.

physi cal s, but he

couldn't figure out howto do it. Instead, he had to be
content with

crude death rates. These graphs conpared the percentages
of deaths

associ ated with age.

This tinme the curve went the other way. It started | ow,
then as the age

i ncreased the percentage of deaths went up. But then Jason
asked the

conputer to print out a series of such graphs over the
previ ous sever al

nont hs, nonth by nonth. The results were striKking,
particularly over the

| ast two nonths. The death curves rose sharply starting at
age fifty.

Jason sat at the conputer termnal for another half hour,
trying to coax

the machine into separating out the executive physicals.
What he

expected he would see if he'd been able, was a rapid

I ncrease in death

rates for people fifty an dover who had highrisk factors



such as

snoki ng, al cohol abuse, poor diets, and | ack of exercise.
But the data

was not available. It had not been programred to be
extracted en nasse.

Jason woul d have to take each individual nane and

| aboriously obtain the

data hinself, but he didn't have tine to do that. Besides,
t he crude

death-rate curves were enough to corroborate his
suspi ci ons. He now knew

he was right. But there was one nore way to prove it. Wth
enor mous

unease, he left his office and returned to his car.

Driving out the Riverway, Jason headed for Roslindale. The
cl oser he

got, the nore nervous he becane. He had no idea what he
was about to

confront, b ut he suspected it was not going to be

pl easant. H's

destination was the Hartford School, the institution run
by GHP for

retarded children. If Alvin Hayes had been right about his
own

condition, he nmust have been right about his retarded

son' s.

The Hartford School backed onto the Arnold Arboretum an
idyllic setting

of graceful wooded hills, fields, and ponds. Jason turned
Into the

parking |lot, which was all but deserted, and stopped
within fifty feet

of the front entrance. The handsone, Col oni al style
bui |l di ng had a

deceptively serene | ook that belied the personal famly
tragedies it

housed. Severe retardation was a hard subject even for
prof essionals to

deal with. Jason vividly renenbered exam ni ng sonme of the
children on

previous visits to the school. Physically many were
perfectly forned,



which only nmade their low | @ that nmuch nore disturbing.

The front door was closed and | ocked, so Jason rang the
buzzer and
wai t ed.

The door was opened by an overwei ght security guard in a.
soi | ed bl ue
uni f orm

“"Can | help you?" he said, nmaking it clear he had no w sh
to.

"I"ma doctor," Jason said. He tried to push by the
security man, who
st epped back to bar his way.

"Sorry-no visitors after six, doctor."

“I"'mhardly a visitor," Jason said. He pulled out his
wal | et and
produced his GHP identity card.

The guard didn't even look at the ID. "No visitors after
six," he
repeat ed, adding, "and no exceptions."

"But | ..." Jason began. He stopped in mdsentence. From
the man's
expression, he knew di scussion was futile.

"Call in the norning, sir," the guard said, slanm ng the
door.

Jason wal ked back down the front steps and gazed up at the
five-story

building. It was brick, wth granite w ndow casi ngs. He
wasn't about to

gi ve up. Assum ng the guard was wat chi ng, Jason went back
to his car and

drove out the driveway. About a hundred yards down the
road, he pulled

over to the side. He got out, and with sonme difficulty
made -his way



t hrough the Arboretum back to the school.
He circled the building, staying in the shadows.

There were fire escapes on all sides but the front. They
went right up

to the roof. Unfortunately, as at Carol's building, none
was at ground

| evel , and Jason couldn't find anything to stand on to
reach the first

rung.

On the right side of the building, he spotted a flight of

stairs that

went down to a | ocked door. Feeling with his hands in the

dark, he

di scovered the door had a central glass pane. He went back
up the stairs

and felt around the ground until he found a vock the size

of a

softbal | .

Hol di ng his breath, Jason went back to the door and
smashed t he gl ass.

In the quiet evening, the clatter seened | oud enough to
wake the dead.

Jason fled to the nearby trees and hid, watching the
bui | di ng. When no

one appeared after fifteen m nutes, he ventured out and
returned to the

door.

G ngerly, he reached in and undid the latch. No al arm
sounded.

For the next half hour Jason stunbled around a |arge
basenent he guessed

was a storage~area. He found a stepladder and debat ed
taking it outside

to use to reach a fire escape, but gave up that idea and
conti nued

feeling about blindly for a light. H's hands finally
touched a swtch

and he flicked it on.



He was in a maintenance roomfilled with | awnnowers,
shovel s, and ot her

equi pment. Next to the light switch was a door. Slowy,
Jason eased it

open. Beyond was a nuch |arger furnace roomthat was dimy
I 1 um nat ed.

Movi ng qui ckly, Jason crossed the second room and nount ed
a steep steel

stairway. He opened the door at the top and inmedi ately
realized he had

reached the front hall. Fromhis previous visits he knew
the stairs to

the wards were to his right. On his left was an office
where a

m ddl e-aged worman in a bul ging white uni form was readi ng
at a desk.

Looki ng down toward the front entrance, Jason coul d see
the guard's feet
perched on a chair. The man's face was out of sight.

As quietly as possible, Jason slipped through the basenent
door and | et

It ease back into place. For a nonment he was in full view
of the wonan

in the office, but she didn't | ook up from her book.
Forcing hinself to

nove slowy, he silently crossed the hall and entered the
stairwell. He

breathed a sigh of relief when he was conpletely out of

si ght of both

the woman and the guard. Taking the stairs on tiptoe two
at a tine, he

headed for the third floor, where the ward for boys aged
four to twelve

was | ocat ed.

The stairs were marble, and even though he tried to be
quiet, his

f oot steps echoed in the otherwi se silent, cavernous space.
Above hi m was

a skylight, which at that tinme | ooked |ike a black onyx



set into the
ceiling.

On the third floor, Jason carefully opened the stairwell
door. He

remenbered there was a glassedin nurses' office to the
right at the end

of a long hallway and noticed that although the corridor
was dark, the

office still blazed with light. A nmale attendant was, |ike
t he woman

downst airs, busy readi ng.

Looki ng di agonal ly across the hall, Jason eyed the door to
the ward. He

noted it had a |large central w ndow with enbedded w re.
After one | ast

check on the attendant, Jason tiptoed across the hall and
| et hinself

into the darkened room |mmedi ately, he was confronted by
a nusty snell.

After waiting a nonment to be sure the attendant hadn't
been di sturbed,

he began searching for the light. To confirmhis

suspi cions, he would

have to turn it on even if it meant being caught.

The drab room was suddenly flooded with raw, white
fluorescent |ight.

The ward was sone fifty feet long, with low iron beds

|l i ned up on either

side, leaving a narrow aisle. There were w ndows, but they
wer e hi gh,

near the ceiling. At the end of the roomwere tiled toil et
facilities

with a coiled hose for cleaning and a bolted door to the
fire escape.

Jason wal ked down the aisle |ooking at the nanepl ates
attached to the

ends of beds: Harrison, Lyons, Gessner ... The children,

di sturbed by

the light, began to sit up, staring with w de, vacant, and
unknow ng

eyes at the intruder.



Jason stopped, and a terrible sense of revul sion that
expanded to terror

gripped him It was worse than he'd inmagined. Slowy, his
eyes went from

one pitiful face to another of the unwanted creatures.

| nst ead of

| ooking |ike the children they were, they all |ooked Iike
m ni at ure

senil e centenarians with beady eyes, winkled dry skin,
and t hi nned

white hair, show ng scaly patches of scalp. Jason spotted
t he nane

Hayes. Like the others, the child appeared prematurely
aged. He'd | ost

nost of his eyelashes and his |Iower |ids hung down. In

pl ace of his

pupils were the glass-white reflection of dense cataracts.
Except for

| i ght perception, the child was blind.

Sonme of the children began getting out of their beds,

bal anci ng

precariously on wasted |inb6s. Then, to Jason's horror they
began to nove

toward him One of them began to say feebly the word

"pl ease" over and

over in a high-pitched, grating voice. Soon the others
joined in a

terrifying, unearthly chorus.

Jason backed up, afraid to be touched. Hayes's son got out
of his bed

and began to feel his way forward, his bony, uncoordinated
little arns

maki ng hel pless swirling notions in the air.

The nmob of children backed Jason up agai nst the ward door
and began to

tug at his clothes. Frightened and nauseated, Jason pushed
open the ward

door and retreated into the hall. After he closed the
door, the children

pressed their nmumyli ke faces against the glass, stil



silently voi cing
the word "pl ease.”

"Hey, you!" Jason heard a rasping voice behind him

Turning his head, he saw the attendant standi ng outside
his office,

wavi ng his open book in astonishnment. "What's goi ng' on?"
the man yell ed.

Jason ran across the hall to the stairwell, but he'd
descended only a

few steps before a second voice echoed Up from bel ow
"Kevi n? What

gi ves?"

Looki ng over the railing, Jason saw the. guard down on the
first-floor
| andi ng.

“"Well, I'll be damed," the guard said, and charged up the
stairs, club
i n hand.

Reversing direction, Jason returned to the third fl oor.
The attendant

was still standing in the doorway of his office,
apparently too

dunbf ounded to nove as Jason sprinted across the hall and
back into the

ward. Sonme of the children were wandering ai m essly about
t he room

ot hers had col | apsed back on their beds. Jason frantically
beckoned t hem

over, opened the door, and as the attendant and guard
appeared, they

were i medi ately surrounded by a swarm of boys.

They tried to shove their way through the crowd, but the
children clung

to them shouting their eerie, nonotonous chorus of

pl ease.

Reachi ng the energency door at the opposite end of the



room Jason

depressed its |lever which, for safety's sake, was
positioned six feet

off the floor. At first the door wouldn't open. Cbviously,
It had not

been used for years. Jason could see that paint had seal ed
It shut.

Putting his shoulder against it, Jason finally got it to
swing fr~e.

Stepping out into the dark night, he pushed several of the
boys back

into the ward before closing the heavy door.

Wasting no tine, he clanbered down the fire escape. There
was no need to

be quiet now He was at the second | evel when the door
above hi m opened.

Once again he heard the shrieking of the children.

Then he felt the vibration of heavy boots on the fire
escape.

Pul ling out a pin caused the final |adder to descend with
a deep thud,

as it hit the asphalt of the parking | ot below Even
before it had

t ouched down, Jason was on it. The slight delay enabl ed

t he guard behi nd

Jason to close the distance between them

Once on the lawn, though, Jason's running ability soon

| eft the beefy

guard far behind, and by the time Jason reached his car,
he had pl enty

of time to start the engine, put it in gear, and pul

away. In his

rearview mrror he could barely see the man just reaching
t he edge of

the road, shaking his fist in the light of a street |anp.

Jason coul d barely control his disgust and fury at what
he'd seen. He

drove directly to Boston police headquarters and brazenly
| eft his car



In a no-parking zone in front of the building.

"I want to see Detective Curran,"” Jason told the officer
at the desk,

then identified hinself.

The policeman calmMy checked his watch, then called up to
Hom ci de. He

spoke for a mnute, then covered the receiver with his
hand. "Wul d

anyone el se do?"

"No. | want Curran. And now, please.”

The policeman spoke into the phone a few m nutes nore,
t hen hung up.

"Detective Curran isn't available, sir.
“I think he'll talk wwth ne. Even if he's off duty."

"That's not the problem™ the policeman said. "Detective
Curtan is on a

doubl e hom cide in Revere. He should be calling in within
an hour or so.

If you want, you can wait or |eave your nunber. It's up to
you, sir."

Jason thought for a nonent. He'd been up nost of the

ni ght, his nerves

were shot, and the idea of a shower, a change of cl othes,
and food had a

| ot of appeal. Besides, once he got together with Curtan,
he woul d be

busy for sone tine. He |eft his honme nunber, asking that
Curran call as

soon as possi bl e.

The United flight from Seattle had been dela yed

consi derably, and by

the time*it | anded At Logan, Juan Diaz was in a sour nood.
He' d not

screwed up an assignnent so badly since he hit the wong
man i n New



York. That fiasco was excusable, but his current one was
not. He'd been

within a few seconds of popping both the doctor and the

ni ght cl ub puta

when Jason, an amateur, had outsnmarted him Juan had no
excuse and had

told the contact as rmuch. He knew he had to redeem hi nsel f
or else, and

he | ooked forward to it eagerly.

As soon as he got off the plane, he went to the phone. It
was answer ed
on the second ring.

Jason drove the short distance fromthe police station to
Loui sbur g

Square, trying to erase the horrible image of the
prematurely aged

children at the school. He didn't even want to think about
Hayes and his

di scovery until he was safely in Curran's presence.

When he got to his building, he drove around the bl ock a
coupl e of tines

to make sure no one was watching it. Finally, convincing
hi msel f t hat

the guard at the school had not | ooked at his I D, and
hence had no idea

who he was, Jason parked his car, carried his |uggage up
to his

apartnment, and turned on the lights. To his relief, the
pl ace was

exactly as he'd left it.

Wien he gl anced out at the square, it seened as peacef ul
as ever.

Jason was about to get into the shower when he renenbered
t he one ot her

person he shoul d speak to besides the detective. He dialed
Shirley. She

finally answered on the eighth ring. Jason coul d hear

ani mated voices in

t he backgr ound.



"Jason!" she exclained. "Wen did you get back from
vacati on?"

"I got in tonight."

"What's the nmatter?" she asked, picking up on the
exhaustion and worry
in his voice.

"Big trouble. I think I've figured out not only Hayes's
di scovery, but

how it was being msused. It involves the GHP in a far
wor se way than

you coul d ever imgine."

"Tel | me.
"Not over the phone.”

"Then come right over. | have guests here, but 1'll get
rid of them™

"I"'mwaiting to speak to Curran in Hom cide."
"l see you' ve already contacted hinf"
"He's out on a case, but he should be calling shortly."

"Then why don't | conme to your apartnent? You' ve got ne
really terrified
now. "

"Wel cone to the club,” Jason said with a short, bitter

| augh. "You m ght

as well conme over. You probably should be present when |
talk to

Curran."

"I"mon ny way."
"COh, one other thing. Do you renmenber who's currently

medi cal director
at the Hartford School ?"



"Dr. Peter-son, | believe," Shirley said. "I can find out
for certain
t onorrow. "

"Wasn't Peterson closely involved in Hayes's clinical
studi es?" Jason

asked, suddenly renenbering that Peterson was the. doctor
who had done

t he physical on Hayes.

"I think so. Is it inportant?"

"I mnot sure," Jason said. "But if you' re com ng, hurry.
Curran shoul d
be calling any mnute."

Jason hung up and was agai n about to take*his shower when
he realized

Carol too m ght be in danger. Picking up the phone again,
he di al ed her

nunber .

"I want you to be sure to stay at hone," he said the
nonment she

answer ed.

“I"'mnot fooling. Don't answer -your door-don't go out."

"Now what is it?"

"The Hayes conspiracy is worse than anything | coul d
| magi ne. "

"You sound anxi ous, Jason."

In spite of hinself, Jason smled. Sonetines Carol could
sound |ike a
psychiatri st.

“I"'mnot anxious, |I'mscared to death. But |I'll be talking
with the
police shortly."



"WIIl you let me know what's goi ng on?" Carol denanded.
"I prom se." Jason hung up and finally went into the
bat hr oom and t ur ned

on the shower.

The buzzer sounded and Jason ran downstairs to see Shirley
smling at

hi m t hrough the gl ass side panel of his front door. He

st epped back to

| et her in, admring her usual inpeccable dress. Tonight
she was weari ng

a black leather mniskirt and a | ong, red suede jacket.

"Has Curran call ed?" she asked as they wal ked upstairs-.

"Not yet," Jason said, carefully doubl e-1ocking his
apartnment door.

"Now fill me in," Shirley said, slipping out of her

j acket. Under neath

she was wearing a soft cashnere sweater. She sat on the
edge of Jason's

sofa, her hands clasped in her lap, and waited.

"You're not going to like this," Jason said, sitting next
to her.

“I"ve tried to prepare nyself. Shoot."

"First let me give you a little background. If you don't
under stand t he

current research on aging, what |'m about to say may not
make Mich

sense.

"In the last few years, scientists |ike Hayes have spent a
|l ot of tine

trying to sl ow the aging process. Mist of their work has

f ocused on

cells in cell cultures, although sone work has been done
with rats and

m ce. Mbst of the researchers have concluded that aging is
a natural



process with a genetic basis regul ated by neuroendocri ne,
| mmune, and
huroral factors."

"You've lost ne already," Shirley admtted, lifting her
hands in nock
surrender.

"How about a drink, then?" Jason suggested, getting to his
feet.

"What are you havi ng?"
"A beer. But | have wine, hard stuff, you nane it."
"“A beer m ght be nice."

Jason went to the kitchen, opened the refrigerator, and
t ook out two
col d Coors.

"You doctors are all the sane,” Shirley conplai ned, taking
a sip. "You
make everything sound conplicated.”

"It is conplicated," Jason said, sitting back down.

"Ml ecul ar genetics

concerns the fundamental basis of life. Research in this
area i s scary,

not just because scientists mght accidentally create a
new and deadly

bacteriumor virus. It is just as scary if it goes right,
because we are

playing with |ife itself. Hayes's tragedy was not that he
failed; the

probl em was that he succeeded.”

"What did he di scover?"
"I'n a nonent, "
W ping his
mouth with the back of his hand. "Let ne put the story
anot her way. W

all reach puberty at about the sane tinme, and if disease

Jason said, taking a long drink of beer and



or acci dent
doesn't intervene, we all age and die in about the sane
life-span.™

Shirl ey nodded.

"Ckay," Jason said, |leaning toward her. "This happens
because our bodies

are genetically programed to follow an internal
tinmetable. As we

devel op, different genes are turned on while others are
turned off. This

Is what fascinated Hayes. He had been studyi ng the ways.
hunoral signals

fromthe brain control growmh and sexual maturation. By

I sol ating one

after anot her of these hunoral proteins, he discovered
what they did to

peri pheral tissues. He was hoping to find out what caused
cells to

either start dividing or stop dividing."

"That much | do understand,”
t he reasons we

hired him W hoped he'd nmake a breakthrough in cancer
treatnent."”

Shirley said. "It's one of

“"Now |l et ne digress a nonent," Jason said. "There was
anot her researcher

by the nane of Denckla, who was experinenting on ways to
retard the

agi ng process. He took out the pituitary glands of rats,
and after

repl aci ng the necessary hornones, found that the rats had
an increased

l'ife-span.™

Jason stopped and | ooked expectantly at Shirley.

"Am | supposed to say sonethi ng?" she asked.

"Doesn't Denckl a's experinent suggest sonething to you? "

"Way don't you just tell ne."



"Denckl a deduced that not only does the pituitary secrete
t he hor nones

for growh and puberty, but it also secretes the hornone
for aging.

Denckl a called it the death hornone."

Shirley | aughed nervously. "That sounds cheerf "Well, |
bel i eve that

whi | e Hayes was researching growth factors, he stunbled
onto Denckl a's

postul at ed death hornone," Jason said. "That was what he
meant by an

"nic discovery. Wiile |ooking for growh stimulators, he
finds a hornone

t hat causes rapid aging and death."

"What woul d happen if this hornone were given to soneone?"
Shirl ey
asked.

“If it were given in isolation, probably not nuch. The
subj ect m ght

experi ence sone synptons of aging, but the hornone would
probably be

met abolized and its effect limted. But Hayes wasn't
studyi ng the

hornone in isolation. He realized that in the sanme way the
secretion of

the sex and Frowth hornone is triggered, there had to be a
rel easi ng

factor for the death hornone. He was immedi ately drawn to
the life cycle

of sal non, which die within hours of spawning. | believe
he col | ect ed

sal non heads and isol ated the death hornone's rel easing
factor fromthe

brains. This was the free-lance work | think he did at
Gene, Inc. Once

he had isolated the rel easing factor, he had Hel ene
reproduce it in

guantity by reconbi nant DNA techniques at his GHP | ab. "

"Wy woul d Hayes want to produce it?"



"l believe he hoped to devel op a nonocl onal anti body that
woul d prevent

the secretion of the death hornone and halt the aging
process.” Al at

once Jason realized what Hayes neant about his discovery
becom ng a

beauty aid.

It would preserve youthful good | ooks, |ike Carol's.

"What woul d happen if the releasing factor were given to
soneone?"

“I't would turn on the death gene, releasing the aging

hor none just the

way it is in salnmon-with pretty much the sane results. The
subj ect woul d

age and die in three or four weeks. And nobody woul d know
why. And this

brings me to the worst thing of all. | believe soneone
obt ai ned t he

artificially created hornone Hel ene was produci ng at our

| ab and started

giving it to our patients. \Wwoever it is nmust be

I nsane-but that's what

| think has been happeni ng. Hayes caught on-probably when
he visited his

son-and was given the aging factor hinself. if he hadn't
di ed that

night, | think he'd have been killed sone other way."
Jason shudder ed.

"How did you find out?" Shirley whispered.

"I foll owed Hayes's experinental trail. Wen Hel ene was
mur dered |

guessed that Hayes had been telling the truth both about
hi s di scovery

and the fact that sonmeone wanted hi m dead."

"But Hel ene was raped by an unknown i ntruder."

"Sure. But only to mslead the police as to the notive for



her nurder. |

al ways felt she knew nore than she was telling about
Hayes's wor k. Wen

I

| earned that she'd been having an affair wwth him | was
sure.

"But who would want to kill our patients?" Shirley asked
desperately.

"A sociopath. The sanme kind of nut who puts cyanide in

Tyl enol . Toni ght

at the clinic I had the conmputer print out survival curves
and death

curves.

The results were incredible. There's been a significant
i ncrease in the
death rate at GHP for patients over fifty who are

chronically ill or who
have high-risk lifestyles."” Suddenly Jason stopped.
"Dam! "

"What's the matter?" Shirley asked, | ooking about
nervously, as if the
danger were just around the comer.

"I forgot sonething. | printed the curves nonth by nonth-|
didn't | ook
at them doctor by doctor."

"You think a physician's behind this?" Shirley asked
i ncredul ously.

"Must be. A doctor-or maybe a nurse. The rel easing factor
woul d be a

pol ypeptide protein. It would have to be injected. If it
was

adm ni stered orally, the gastric juices would degrade it."
"Oh, ny God." Shirley dropped her head into her hands.
"And | thought we

had troubl es before." She took a breath and | ooked up.



"Isn't there a

chance you could be wong, Jason? Maybe the conputer nade
a m stake. God

knows, data processing breaks down often enough ..."
Jason put his hand on her shoul der. He knew that her
har d- won enpire was

about to cone crashing down. "lI'mnot wong," he said
-gently. "l also

did sonething else tonight. | saw Hayes's son at Hart
ford."

"And ... 11 "It's a horror. Al the kids on his ward nust
have been

given the releasing factor. Apparently it acts nore slowy
on

prepubescent subjects, so the boys are still alive. There
must be sone

ki nd of hornonal conpetition with growth hornone. But they
all | ook one

hundred years ol d."

Shirl ey shudder ed.

"That's why | wanted to know the nane of the current
nmedi cal director.™

"You think Peterson's responsi bl e?"

"He'd have to be a prine suspect."”

"Maybe we should go to the clinic and doubl echeck the
conmputer. W could

even rerun your survival curves by doctor."

Bef ore Jason coul d answer, the door buzzer shattered the
sil ence and

made them both junp. Jason got to his feet, his heart

poundi ng.

Shirley dropped her drink on the table. "W could that
be?"

"I don't know. " Jason had told Carol not to | eave her



apartnent, and
Curran woul d have call ed before com ng over.

-"What should we do?" Shirley asked urgently.

"“I'"'m going downstairs and have a | ook."

"I's that such a good idea?"

"Cot a better one?"

Shirley shook her head. "Just don't open the door."

"What do you think I amcrazy? Ch-and one thing | didn't

tell you.
Soneone tried to kill me."
"No! Were?"

“In a renote country inn east of Seattle."

He unl ocked hi s apartnent door.

"Maybe you'd better not go down," Shirley said hurriedly.
"I"ve got to find out who it is." Jason went out to the
rail ed | andi ng

and | ooked down at the front door. He could see a figure
t hrough one of

t he gl ass panels.

"Be careful," Shirley said.

Jason silently started down the stairs. The cl oser he got,
t he bi gger

t he shadow of the individual in the foyer becane. He was
facing the

namepl ates and angrily hitting the buzzer. Suddenly he
whi rl ed around

and pressed his face to the glass. For a nonent, Jason's
and the

stranger's faces were only inches apart. There was no

m st aki ng t he

massi ve face and tiny, closely set eyes. Their visitor was



Bruno, the

body- bui | der. Jason turned and fled back upstairs as the
door rattled

furiously behind him

"Who is it?"

"A nuscl e-bound thug | know," Jason told her,
doubl e-1 ocki ng his door,

"and the only person who knew | went to Seattle." That
poi nt had | ust

occurred to himwi th tertifying force. He ran into the den
and snat ched

up the phone. "Damm!" he said after a m nute. He dropped

t he receiver

and tried the one in the bedroom Again, there was no di al
tone. "The

phones are dead," he said with disbelief to Shirley, who
had fol | owed

him sensing his panic.

"What are we going to do?"

"We're leaving. I'mnot getting trapped here.”
I n the hal

closet, he found the key to the gate separating his
buil di ng fromthe

narrow all ey that ran out to Wst Cedar Street. He opened
t he bedroom

wi ndow, clinbed onto the fire escape, and hel ped Shirley
out after him

Rummagi ng

Single file, they descended to the small garden where the
| eafl ess white

bi rches stood out |ike ghosts in the dark. Once in the
all ey, they ran

to the gate, where Jason fi-antically funbled to insert
t he key. Wen

they enmerged onto the narrow street, it was quiet and
enpty, the gl oom

pierced at intervals by the soft Beacon Hill gas | anps.
Not a soul was

stirring.



"Let's-go!" Jason said, and started down West Cedar to
Charl es.

"My car is back on Loui sburg Square,"” Shirley panted,
struggling to
mat ch Jason' s pace.

"So is mne. But obviously we can't go back. | have a
friend whose car |
can take."

On Charles Street there were a few pedestrians outside the
7- El even.

Jason thought about calling the police fromthe store, but
now t hat he

was out of his apartnent he felt |ess trapped. Besides, he
wanted to

check the GHP conputer again before he spoke with Curran.

They wal ked down Chestnut Street, lined with its old
Federal buil dings.

There were several people wal king dogs, which made Jason
feel safer

Just before Brimrer Street, Jason turned into a parking
garage where he

gave the attendant ten dollars and asked for the car that
bel onged to a

friend.

Luckily, the man recogni zed Jason and brought out a bl ue
BMW

"I think it would be a good idea to go to ny place,"”
Shirley said,

sliding into the front seat. "W can call Curran from
there and let him

know where you are.

"First | want to go back to the clinic."
Wth alnost no traffic, they reached the hospital in |ess

t han ten
m nut es.



"'l only be a mnute," Jason said, pulling up to the
entrance. "Do you
want to cone in or wait here?"

"Don't be silly," Shirley said, opening her side of the
car. "I want to
see these graphs nyself."

They waved I D cards at the security guard and took the
el evator, even
t hough they were going up only one fl oor.

The cl eaning service had left the clinic in pristine
condi ti on- magazi nes

I n racks, wastepaper baskets enpty, and the fl oor
glistening with fresh

wax.

Jason went directly into his office, sat down at his desk,
and booted up
his conmputer term nal.

“I''l'l call Curran,” Shirley said, going out to the
secretaries' station.

Jason gave a wave to indicate he'd heard her. He was

al ready engrossed

in data on the conputer. First he called up the various
clinic

physi ci ans' identification nunbers. He was particularly
Interested in

Pet erson's. When he had all the nunbers, he instructed the
conmputer to

separate the GHP patient popul ation by doctor and then
start draw ng

death curves on each group for the past two nonths, nonths
t hat had

shown t he greatest changes when all the patients had been
listed. He

expected Peterson's patients to show either a higher or

| ower death

rate, believing that a psychopath woul d experinent either
significantly



nore or less with his own patients.

Shirley came back into the office and stood wat ching him
enter the data.

"Your friend Curran's not back yet," she said. "He called
in to the
station and said he mght be tied up a couple nore hours."

Jason nodded. He was nore interested in the energing
curves. It took

about fifteen mnutes to produce all the graphs. Jason
separated the

conti nuous sheets and |ined them up.

"They all look the sanme,"” Shirley said, |eaning on his
shoul der.
"just about," Jason admtted. "Even Peterson's. It doesn't

rule out his

i nvol venent, but it doesn't help us either.’
t he conmputer,

trying to think of any other data that m ght be useful. He
drew a bl ank.

Jason eyed

"Well, that's all the bright ideas for the nonent.
The police will have to take over from here."
"Let's go, then," Shirley said. "You | ook exhausted."

"I am" Jason admtted. Pushing hinself out of the chair
was an effort.

"Are these the graphs you produced earlier?" Shirley
asked, pointing to
the stack of printouts by the term nal.

Jason nodded.

"How about bringing themalong? I'd |ike you to explain
themto ne."

Jason stuffed the papers into a large manil a envel ope.



"I gave Curran's office ny phone nunber,” Shirley said. "I
think that's

the best place to wait. Have you had a chance to eat
anyt hi ng?"

"Sonme dreadful airplane food, but that seens |ike days
ago. "

"I have a little |leftover cold chicken."
"Sounds great."

When they got to the car, Jason asked Shirley if she'd
m nd driving so
he could relax and think a little.

"Not at all," she said, taking his keys.

Jason clinbed into the passenger side, tossing the

envel ope into the

back seat. He fastened his seat belt, |eaned back, and

cl osed his eyes.

He let his mnd play over the various ways the clinic
patients m ght

have been given the releasing factor. Since it couldn't be
adm ni stered

orally, he wondered how the crimnal could have injected
the patients

under goi ng executive physicals. Blood was drawn for |ab
wor kups, but

vacuum t ubes provided no way to inject a substance. For

i npatients it

was a different story-they were always getting injections
and

I ntravenous fl ui ds.

He had reached no pl ausi bl e concl usi on when Shirley drew
up before her

house. Jason staggered and al nost fell as he got out of
the car. The

short rest had exaggerated his fatigue. He reached into
t he back seat

for the envel ope.



"Make yourself at hone,"” Shirley said, leading himinto
the living room

"First let's nmake sure Curran hasn't called.”

"'l check ny service in a nonent. Way don't you make
yoursel f a drink
while | rustle up that chicken."

Too tired to argue, Jason went over to the bar and poured
sone Dewar's

over ice, then retreated to the couch. Wiile he waited for
Shirley, he

agai n pondered the ways the rel easing factor m ght have
been

adm ni stered. There weren't many possibilities. If it
wasn't injected,

it had to be through rectal suppositories; or sone other
di rect contact

Wi th a nucous nenbrane.

Most of the patients having a conpl ete executive physi cal
got a barium
enema, and Jason wondered if that was the answer.

He began sipping his Scotch as Shirley cane in with a cold
chi cken and
sal ad.

"Can | make you a drink?" Jason asked. Shirley put the
tray down on the

coffee table. "Why not?" Then she added, "Don't nove. |'|
get it."

Jason watched her add a drop of vernouth to her vodka, and
t hat was when

he t hought of eyedrops. Al patients having executive
physi cal s had

conpl ete eye exans, including eyedrops to dilate their
pupils. If

sonmeone W shed to introduce the death gene's rel easing
factor, the

mucous nenbrane in the eye would absorb it perfectly. Even



better, since

the releasing factor could be secretly introduced to the
regul ar eye

nmedi cation, the fatal drops could be adm nistered

unwi ttingly by any

Il nnocent doctor or technician.

Jason felt his head begin to pound. Finding a plausible
expl anati on of

what m ght what have been the key to it all made the
possibility of a

psychopat hi c mass nurderer suddenly real. Shirley returned
fromthe bar

swrling her drink. For the nonent, Jason decided to spare
her this

newest revel ation.

"Any nessage from Curran?" he asked i nstead.

"Not yet," Shirley said, |ooking at himoddly. For a
nonment he wonder ed

i f she could read his m nd.

"I have a question,”
supposed rel easi ng
factor for the death hornone part of a natural process?"

she said hesitantly. "lIsn't this

"Yes," Jason said. "That's why pathol ogy hasn't been nuch
hel p. Al the

victinms, including Hayes, died of what are called natural
causes. The

rel easing factor nerely takes the gene activated at
puberty and turns it

on full force."

"You nean we start aging at puberty?" Shirley asked with
di smay.

"That's the current theory,"
I s gradual ,

pi cking up speed only in later |life, as the | evels of
growt h hor none and

sex hornones fall. The releasing factor apparently
switches on the death

said Jason. "But obviously it



hor none gene all at once, and in an adult w thout high
titers of growth

hornone to counter itj it causes rapid aging just like the
sal ron. My

guess is about three weeks. The limting factor seens to
be the

cardi ovascul ar system That's what apparently gives out
first and causes

death. But it could be other organ systens, as well."

"But aging is a natural process,"” she repeated.

"Aging is a part of life," agreed Jason. "Evolutionarily
It is as

i nportant as growth. Yes, it is a natural process.'
| aughed

hollow y. "Hayes certainly was right when he described his
di scovery as

ironic. Wth all the work being done to slow agi ng down,
his work on

growh resulted in a way to speed it UP."

Jason

"If aging and death have an evol utionary val ue,
per si st ed,
"perhaps they have a social one as well."

Shirl ey

Jason | ooked at her with a growing sense of alarm He

wi shed he weren't

so tired. His brain was sendi ng danger signals he felt too
exhausted to

decode. Taking his silence as assent, Shirley continued.
"Let me put it

anot her way. Medicine in general is faced with the
chal | enge of

providing quality care at | ow cost. But because of

I ncreasi ng

| ife-spans, hospitals are swanped with an elderly
popul ati on that they

keep alive at an enornous price, draining not just their
econom ¢

resources, but the energy of the nedical personnel as
well. GHP, for

exanmple, did very well when it first started, because the
bul k of the



subscri bers were young and heal thy. Now, twenty years

| ater, they are

all older and require a great deal nore health care. If
agi ng were

speeded up in certain circunstances, it mght be best for
both the

patients and the hospitals.

"The inportant point,"
old and infirm

shoul d age and die rapidly to avoid suffering as well as
to avoid the

over utilization of expensive nedical care."

enphasi zed Shirley, "is that the

As Jason's nunb brain began to understand Shirley's
reasoni ng, he felt

hi nsel f becom ng paral yzed with horror, Al though he wanted
to shout that

what she was inplying was | egalized nurder, he found

hi msel f sitting

dunbly on the edge of the couch |like a bird confronted by
a poi sonous

snake and frozen with fear.

"Jason, do you have any idea how nmuch it costs to keep
peopl e alive

during their last nonths of life in a hospital?" Shirley
said, again

m staking his silence for acquiescence. "Do you? If
medi ci ne didn't

spend so nuch on the dying, it could do so nuch nore to
hel p the living.

If GHP wasn't swanped with m ddl e-aged patients destined
to be ill

because of their unhealthy lifestyles, think what we could
do for the

young. And aren't patients who fail to take care of

t hensel ves, |ike

heavy snokers and drinkers, or people who use drugs,
voluntarily

speeding up their own demse? Is it so wong to hasten
their deaths so

they don't burden the rest of society?"



Jason's nmouth finally opened in protest, but he couldn't
find the words

to refute her. All he could do was shake his head in

di sbel i ef .

"I can't believe you won't accept the fact that nedicine
can no | onger

survive under the crushing burden of the chronic health

probl ens

presented by physically unfit peopl e-those very patients
who have spent

thirty or forty years abusing the bodies God gave them™

"That's not for nme or you to decide,” Jason shouted at
| ast .

It Even if the aging process is sinply speeded up by a
nat ur al
subst ance?"

"That's murder!" Jason stunbled to his feet. Shirley rose
t 00, novi ng

swftly to the double doors leading to the dining room
"Conme in, M.

Diaz," she said, flinging themopen. "I've done what |
coul d. "

Jason's nmouth went dry as he turned to face the man he'd

| ast seen at

the Sal non I nn. Juan's darkly handsone face was alive with
anti ci pati on.

He was carrying a small, Gernman-nade automatic nuzzl ed
wth a

cigar-sized silencer.

Jason backed up clunsily until his back struck the far
wall. Hi s eyes

went fromthe gun to the killer's strikingly handsone
face, to Shirley,

who eyed himas calmy as if she were in a board neeti ng.

"No tablecloth this tinme," Diaz said, grinning to show
novi e-star-petfect white teeth. He advanced on Jason,
putting the nmuzzle



of the gun six inches fromJason's head. "Good-bye," he
said wth a
firiendly flick of his head.

"M. Diaz," Shirley said.

"Yes," Juan answerrd wi thout taking his eyes off Jason.
"Don't shoot himunless he forces you to. It, will be
better to deal

with himthe way we did with M. Hayes. I'll bring you the

material from
the clinic tonorrow

Jason breathed out. He hadn't realized he was hol ding his
br eat h.

The sm |l e vanished fromJuan's face. His nostrils' flared;
he was

di sappoi nted and angry. "I think it would be nuch safer if
| killed him

ri ght now, Mss. Montgonery."

"I don't care what you think-and |'m paying you. Now let's
get himinto
the cellar. And no rough stuff-1 know what |'m doing."

Juan noved the pistol so the cold nmetal touched Jason's
tenpl e. Jason

knew t he man was hoping for the slightest excuse to shoot;
he remai ned

perfectly still, petrified by fear.

"Conme on!" called Shirley fromthe front hall

"Go!" said Juan, pulling the gun back from Jason's head.
Jason wal ked stiffly, his arns pressed against his sides.
Juan fell in

behi nd, occasionally touching Jason's back with the gun.
Shirl ey opened a door under the staircase across fromthe

front
ent rance.



Jason could see a flight of steps leading to the basenent.

As Jason approached, he tried to catch Shirley's eye, but
she turned
away.

He stepped through the door and started down, Juan
directly behind him

"Doctors amaze ne," said Shirley, turning on the cellar

l'i ght and

cl osing the door behind her.. "They thinknmedicine is just
a question of

hel ping the sick. The truth is unless sonmething is done
about the

chronically unhealthy, there won't be noney or nmanpower to
hel p t hose

who can actually recover."

Looking at her calm pretty face, the perfect clothes,
Jason coul dn't
believe it was the sane wonman he'd al ways admired.

She interrupted herself to direct Juan down a | ong narrow
hal lway to a

heavy oak door. Squeezi ng by Juan and Jason, she unl ocked
it and flicked

on the light, illumnating a | arge square room Jason was
pushed i nsi de,

where he saw an open doorway to the |left, a workbench, and
anot her heavy

cl osed door to the right. Then the light went out, the
door sl ammed, and

total darkness surrounded him

For a few m nutes, Jason stood still, immobilized by shock
and | ack of

vision. He could hear small sounds; water coursing through
pi pes, the

heati ng system ki cking on, and footsteps above his head.
The darkness

remai ned absol ute: he could not- even tell if his eyes
wer e open or



cl osed.

When Jason was finally able to nove, he stepped back to

t he door through

whi ch he'd entered. He grabbed the door knob ' and tried
to turn it. He

pul l ed on the door. There was no doubt it was secure.
Runni ng hi s hands

around the janmb, he felt for hinges. He gave that up when
he renenbered

t he door opened into the hall.

Leavi ng the door, Jason worked his way laterally, taking
baby steps and

gingerly sliding his hands along the wall. He canme to the
comer and

turned ninety degrees. He continued noving step by
mniature step until

he felt the doorway of the open door. Carefully reaching
I nside, he felt

for a wall switch. On the left side, about chest height,
he found one.

He threw the sw tch. Nothing happened.

Advancing into the side room he began to feel the walls,
trying to

ascertain the dinensions. His fingers hit on a netal

obj ect on the wal

whose front was gl ass. Feeling down at wai st height he
touched a si nk.

Over to the right was a toilet. The roomwas only about
five by seven.

Returning to the nmain room Jason continued his slow
circuit. He

encountered a second small roomw th a cl osed door just
beyond t he

bat hroom Wen he opened the door, his nose told himit
was a cedar

cl oset.

I nside he felt several garnent bags filled with clothes.

Back in the nmain room Jason cane to another conmer, and he



turned agai n.

Wthin a dozen small steps, he gently hit against the
wor kbench, whi ch

stuck out about three feet into the room

Skirting the end of the bench, he felt beneath it, finding
cabi nets. The

wor kbench, he estimted, was about ten to fifteen feet

| ong. Beyond t he

wor kbench, he returned to the wall, encountering shelving
with what felt

| i ke paint cans. Beyond the shel ving was another coner.

In the mddle of the fourth wall, Jason cane to anot her
heavy door t hat

was tightly closed and secured. He could feel a | ock, but
It needed a

key.

There were no hinges. Continuing his circuit, Jason cane
to the fourth
coner. After a few m nutes, he was back at the entrance.

Getting down on his hands and knees, Jason felt the floor.
It was poured

concrete. Standing up again, he tried to think of what

el se he coul d

do.-He had no good ideas. Suddenly, he felt an
overwhel m ng sense of

nortal fear |ike he - was being snothered. He'd never
suffered from

cl austrophobia, but it descended on himw th crushing
severity. "HELP'"

he shouted, only to have his voice echo back to his ears.
Losi ng

control, he groped nadly for the entrance door and pounded
onit with

closed fists. "PLEASE!" he shouted. He pounded until he
becanme aware of

pain in his hands. He stopped abruptly with a wince and
clutched his

brui sed hands to his chest. Leaning forward, Jason touched
the door with

his forehead. Then the tears cane.



Jason coul d not renmenber crying since he'd been a child.
Even after

Danielle's death. And all those years of denying that
enoti on canme out

as he crouched in the bl ackness of Shirley's basenent. He
| ost conpl ete

control and slowy sank to the floor, where he curled up
in front of the

door like an inprisoned dog, choking on his own tears.

The ferocity of Jason's enotional reaction surprised him
And after ten

m nut es of sobbing, he began to regain his conposure. He
was enbarrassed

at hinself, having always believed he had nore
selfcontrol. Finally, he

sat up with his back against the door. In the darkness, he
w ped his

tears fromhis danp cheeks.

I nstead of surrendering to utter despair, he thought about
t he room he

was in. He tried to guess the dinensions and picture the
| ocati on of

things he'd encountered on his exploratory circuit. He
began to wonder

if there were any other light witches. Getting to his
feet, he slowy

returned to the second | ocked door that was to his right.
When he got

there, he felt along the walls on both sides, but there
was no |ight

swi t ch.

Striking out across the room he returned to the bathroom
He tried the

switch in there several nore tinmes. Then he felt for the
fixture,

t hi nki ng he coul d exchange the bul b provided he could

| ocate the lights

in the ceiling of the main room But there was no fixture,
ei ther as

part of the medicine cabinet or as part of the ceiling.



Di scour aged,
Jason returned to the | arge room

“Ahhh!" cried Jason, as he wal ked directly into a lolly
colum, hitting
hi s nose against the six-inch diameter netal surface.

Monentarily off balance, he felt his nose al ready

begi nning to swell.

There was a bony ridge along the right side: he'd broken
it. Once

nore,.tears involuntarily filled his eyes, but this tine
It was from

refl ex, not enotion. Wien he recovered enough to proceed,
Jason had

becone di sori ent ed.

Reverting to baby steps, he noved until he encountered a
wall. Only then
was he able to find the workbench.

Bendi ng down, Jason began openi ng the cabinets, then
careful ly expl oring

each with his hands. Each cabi net was about four feet w de
and cont ai ned

a single renovable shelf. He found nore cans of what he

t hought was

pai nt, but no tools whatsoever. Standing up, Jason | eaned
over the

wor kbench and felt the wall above it. There was sone
narrow shelving to

the right with small jars and boxes. Moving to the central
part, Jason

felt the wall again, hoping to encounter a pegboard or the
like with

screwdrivers, hammers and chisels. Instead, his hand
encountered a gl ass

bow facing away fromhim Curious as to what it was,
Jason felt around

it, ascertaining that the glass bowl was secured to a
nmetal box. Pipes

entered the netal box. Jason realized it was the electric
met er .



Moving down to the left end of the workbench, Jason again
felt the wall.

There was nore shelving containing plastic and ceramc
fl ower pots, but
there were no tools.

Di scouraged, Jason wondered what el se he could do. He
t hought about

finding sonmething to stand on so that he could explore the
wal I s cl ose

to the ceiling in case there was a bl acked-out w ndow.
Then his mnd

went back to the electric nmeter. Cinbing up on the
wor kbench, he

| ocated the neter and traced the wires to a second
rect angul ar net al

box.

Feeling the surface, Jason imedi ately encountered a
hi nged netal ring.

Gving it a slight tug, Jason opened the box.

I nside was the service panel for the house. Slowy he
reached i nside,

hopi ng he was not about to touch a live wire. Instead, his
fingers

touched the low row of circuit breaker sw tches.

For the next five m nutes Jason thought about how to nmake
use of his

di scovery. Getting off the bench, he opened the door to

t he cabi net

underneath and renoved its contents, storing the cans in
the two side

cabi nets. Then he renoved the single shelf, which luckily
was not nail ed

down, and clinbed in. He had plenty of room

He got out, clinbed back on the workbench and, one by one,
threw all the

circuit breakers. Then he cl osed the service panel,
scranbled into the



enpty cabi net, pulled the door shut behind him and
prayed. |f they'd

al ready gone to bed, the lack of power wouldn't bother
t hem

After what Jason guessed was another five m nutes, he
heard a door
openi ng.

Then he heard voices, and through a crack in the cabi net
door saw a |ine

of flickering light. Then there was the sound of a key in
t he entrance

door and it swung open. His eye to the crack, he could
plainly see two

figures. One was holding a flashlight which slowy swung
around the

room

"He's hiding," said Juan.

"I don't need you to tell nme that,"
imtation.

said Shirley with

"Where is your fuse box?" asked Juan.
The flashlight swung around above the workbench.

"You stay here," said Juan. He started into the room
com ng between

Jason and the light which Shirley nust have been hol di ng.
Jason

suspected Juan's hands were busy with his gun.

Jason | eaned agai nst the back wall of the cabinet and
lifted his feet.

As soon as he heard the circuit breakers being turned back
on, Jason

ki cked the cabinet doors with all the force and power his
runner's | egs

could nuster. The doors caught Juan Diaz entirely by
surprise, hitting

himin the groin. He gasped with pain and staggered back
agai nst the



cedar cl oset.

Jason lost no tinme. He crawl ed out and raced across the
room catching

t he door before Shirley had a chance to close it. He hit
it with full

force, running directly into Shirley and knocking the two
of themonto

the floor.

Shirley cried as her head hit the concrete. The flashli ght
roll ed out of
her hand.

Scranbling to his feet, Jason raced down the hal |l way
toward the stairs,

t hankful that this area of the house again had |lights. He
gr abbed t he

bani ster and used it to catapult hinself up, the first
steps. That was

when he heard the dull pop. Sinultaneously he felt a pain
in his thigh

and his right |l eg crunbled beneath him Pulling hinself
upright, he

hopped up the rest of the stairs. He was al nbost at the
foyer; he could

not give up.

H's right | eg draggi ng, Jason struggled over to the front
door. Bel ow,
he heard soneone start up the stairs.

The dead bolt opened and Jason stunbled out into the raw
Novenber ni ght.

He knew he'd been shot. He could feel the blood fromhis
bul I et wound

runni ng down his leg into his shoe.

Jason only got as far as the center of the driveway when
Juan caught up

to himand knocked himto the cobbl estones with the butt
of his pistol.

Jason fell to his hands and knees. Before he could rise,
Juan ki cked him



over onto his back. Once again, the pistol was pointed
directly at
Jason' s head.

Suddenly, both nmen were bathed in brilliant Iight. Keeping
t he gun on

Jason, Juan tried to shield his eyes fromthe glare of two
hi gh- beam

headl i ghts. A second | ater, there was the sound of car
door s openi ng,

foll owed by the om nous sound of shotguns bei ng cocked.
Juan backed up

several steps like a cornered ani nal.

"Hold it, Diaz," called a voice unfamliar to Jason. It
was thick with a

Sout h Boston accent. "Don't do anything stupid. W don't
want trouble

with you or Mam. Al we want you to do is walk to your
car nice and

easy and | eave. Can you do that?"

Juan nodded. His |eft hand was still vainly trying to
shield his eyes
fromthe |ight.

"Then do it!" commanded the voi ce.

After t~king two or three uncertain steps backward, Juan
turned and fled

to his car. He started the engine, gunned it, then roared
out of the

driveway., lawn rolledonto his stonmach. As soon as Juan

| eft, Carol

Donner ran out of the circle of Iight and dropped to her
knees in front

of him

"My God, you're hurt!"™ A large bl oodstain had formed on
Jason' s thigh.

"l suppose," said Jason vaguely. Too nuch had happened too
qui ckly. "But
It doesn't hurt too much," he added.



Anot her figure energed fromthe glare; Bruno canme up
hefting a
punp-acti on W nchester shotgun.

"COh, no!" said Jason, trying to sit up.

"Don't worry," said Carol. "He knows you're a friend
now. "

At that nmonent, Shirley appeared on her front porch. Her
cl ot hi ng was

di shevel ed and her hair spiked up Iike a punk rocker. For
a second, she

took in the scene. Then she stepped back and sl anmed the
door. Locks

wer e heard bei ng engaged.

"We have to get himto a hospital," said Carol, pointing
to Jason.

A second body- bui | der appeared. G ngerly they picked Jason
up.

"I don't believe this," said Jason.

Jason found hinself carried behind the glare of the
lights. The vehicle

turned out to be- a white stretch Lincoln with a
"V'-shaped TV antenna

on the rear deck. The two nuscle nen eased Jason into the
back seat

where a man with dark gl asses, slicked-back hair, and an
unlit cigar was

waiting. It was Arthur Koehler, Carol's boss. Carol junped
in after

Jason and introduced himto Arthur. The nuscle nen got in
the front seat

and started the |ino.

"Am| glad to see you two," said Jason. "But what in God's
name brought

you here?" Jason winced as the car bunped out of the
driveway.



"Your voice," explained Carol. "That |last tinme you called,
| knew you
were in trouble again.”

"But how did you know | was here in Brookline?"

"Bruno followed you, " said Carol. "After you call ed,
called ny
| ovabl e boss here." Carol slapped Arthur's |eg.

Arthur said, "Cut it out!"™ It had been his voice that had
terrified Juan
D az.

"I asked Arthur if he would protect you and he said he
woul d under one

condition. | have to dance for at |east another two nonths
or until he

finds a ieplac ent. 11 "Yea , but she got nme down to one
nont h, "

conpl ained Al ur.

"' mvery *ateful said Jason. "Are you really going to
st op danci ng,
Car ol ?"

"She's a god4ci alun brat,"” said Arthur.

"I'"'manmazed," said Jason. "I didn't think girls |like you
could stop
whenever you wanted."

"What are you tal king about?" asked Carol indignantly.

“I''l'l tell you what he neans," |aughed Arthur, reaching
forward and

returning Carol's slap on the thigh. "He thinks you're a
goddamm

hooker . "

Arthur coll apsed into paroxysns of |aughter that changed
t o coughi ng.
Carol had to pound himon the back several tinmes before he



got control

of hinself. "I used to have nore fits like that when | it
t hese

things," said Arthur, holding up his cigar. Then he | ooked
at Jason in

the half-light of the car. "You think I would have |et her
go to Seattle

If she were a prostitute? Be reasonable, man."

“I"'msorry.," Jason said. "I just thought

"You thought because | was dancing at the club | was a
hooker," said

Carol with sonmewhat |ess indignation. "Well, | suppose
that's not

entirely unfair. A couple of themare. But nobst aren't.
For nme, it was a

great opportunity. My famly nane isn't Donner. It's

Ki konen. We're

Fi nni sh and we've always had a healthier attitude to
nudity than you

Aneri cans. "

"And she's ny wife's sister's kid," said Arthur. "So I
gave her a job."

"You two are rel ated?" asked Jason, anmzed.

"We don't like to admt it," said Arthur, starting to
| augh agai n.

"Cone on," Carol said.

But Arthur continued, saying, "W hate the idea of any of
our people

going to Harvard. It hurts our inmage."

"You're going to Harvard?" asked Jason, turning to Carol.
"For ny doctorate. The dancing covers ny tuition."

"I guess | should have known Alvin would never have |ived

W th your
average, exotic dancer," said Jason. "In any case, |I'm



grateful to you

bot h. God knows what woul d have happened if you hadn't
come al ong. |

know the police will take care of Shirley Montgomery, but
| wish you

hadn't | et Juan go.

Don't worr. y said Arthur with a wave of his cigar.
"Carol told ne
what happened in Seattle. He won't be around for |ong. But
| don't want
trouble with ny people in Mam. W'II|l deal with Juan
t hrough channel s
or | can give you enough information for the Mam police
to pick him

up. They'll have enough stuff on himdown there to put him
away. Believe

me. "

Jason | ooked at Carol. "I don't know how | can nmake it up
to you."

"I have a few ideas," she said brightly.

Arthur had another laughing fit. Wen he was finally under
control,

Bruno | owered the glass to the front conpartnent.

"Hey, pervert,"
want us to take
you? GHP energency?"

he called with a chuckle. "Were do you

"Hell,-no," said Jason. "For the nonent, I'ma little down
on prepaid
health care. Take me to Mass General ."

EPI LOGUE

Jason had never enjoyed ill health, as the saying goes,
but currently he

was loving it. He'd been hospitalized for three days
foll owi ng surgery

on the wound in his leg. The pain had | essened
significantly and the



nursing staff at General was superbly conpetent and
attentive. Several
of them even renenbered Jason as a resident.

But the best part of his hospitalization was that Carol
spent nost of

each day with him reading out loud, regaling himwth
funny stories, or

just sitting in conpani onabl e silence.

"When you're all better," she said on the second day as
she rearranged

flowers that had conme from d audia and Sally, "I think we
shoul d go back

to the Sal non Inn."

rth for?" Jason said. After their experience, he couldn't
I magi ne wanting to revisit the place.

"I'"'d like to try Devil's Chute again," Carol said
cheerfully. "But this
time in daylight.”

"You' re kidding!"

"Really. | bet it's a gas when the sun's shining." A soft
cough nade

themturn to the doorway. Detective Curran's di shevel ed
bul k | ooked

di stinctly out of place in the hospital. H s |arge hands
were cl utching

a khaki rain hat that |ooked as if it had been run over by
a truck.

"I hope I'mnot bothering you, Dr. Howard," he said with
uncharacteristic politeness.

Jason guessed that Curran was as intimdated by the
hospital as Jason
had been by the police station.

"Not at all," Jason said, 'pushing hinself up to a sitting
posi tion.
"Cone in. Sit down."



Carol pulled a chair away fromthe wall and positioned it
next to the
bed.

Curtan lowered hinself into it, still clutching the hat.

"How s the | eg com ng?" he asked.

"Fine," Jason said. "Mostly nuscle injury. Not going to be
a probl em at

all."

"I"' mglad."

"Candy?" Carol asked, extending a box of chocol ates that
the GHP
secretaries had sent.

Curran exam ned them carefully, chose a chocol ate-covered
cherry, and

pl opped it whole into his nouth. Swallow ng, he said, "I

t hought you'd

i ke to know how the. case is devel opi ng."

"Absol utely," Jason said. Carol went around to the other
si de of the bed
and sat on the edge.

"First of all, they picked Juan up in Mam . He has a
sheet a mle |ong.

You nane it. He's one of Castro's gifts to Anerica. We're
going to try

to get himextra- dited to Massachusetts for

Brennqui vist's and Lund's

murders, but it'll be tough. Seens four or five other
states want the

creep for simlar capers, including Florida."

"Can't say | feel very sorry for him" Jason said.

"The guy's a psychopath,” Curran agreed.



"What about GHP?" Jason asked. "Have you been able to
prove that the

rel easing factor for the death gene was introduced into
t he eyedrops

used by the ophthal nol ogi cal office?"

"We're working closely with the DA's office onit," Curran
said. "It's

turning out to be quite a story."

"How nmuch do you feel will be made public?"

"At this point we aren't certain. Sone will have to cone
out. The

Hartford School's cl osed and the parents of those kids
aren't blind.

Furthernore, as the DA points Qut,. there's a slew of

| ocal famlies

with mllion-dollar lawsuits to file against the GHP
Shirley and her

crew are finished."

"Shirley ..." Jason said wistfully. "You know, there was a
time, if I

hadn't met Carol, |I mght have gotten involved with the

| ady. "

Carol shook a playful fist at him

"I guess | owe you an apol ogy, doctor,"” Curran said. "At
first | thought

you were just a pain in the ass. But it turns out you're
responsi bl e for

busting the deadliest conspiracy |'ve ever heard of."

"I't was nostly luck," Jason said. "If | hadn't been with
Hayes t he ni ght

he di ed, we doctors would have thought we were battling
sone new

epi demc."

"This guy Hayes nust have been a smart cookie,” Curran

sai d.



"A genius," Carol said.

"You know what bugs nme the nost)" Curran said. "Until the
end Hayes

t hought he was working on a discovery to hel p manki nd.
Probabl y t hought

he'd be a hero, |ike Sal k. Nobel prizes and all that. Save
t he worl d.

|"'mnot a scientist, but it seenms to nme Hayes's whol e
field of research

Is pretty dammed scary. You know what | nean?"

"I know exactly what you nean," Jason said. "Medical

sci ence has al ways

assuned its research woul d save |ives and reduce

suffering. But now science, has awesone potential. Things can

go either way."

"As | understand it," Curran said, "Hayes found a drug
t hat nmakes peopl e

age and die in a couple of weeks-and he wasn't even

| ooking for it.

Makes nme think you eggheads are out of control. Am
wr ong?"

"l agree," Jason said. "Maybe we're getting too smart for
our own good.

It's like eating the forbidden fruit all over again."”

"Yeah, and we're going to get kicked right out of
paradi se," Curran

added. "lIncidentally, doesn't Uncle Sam have wat chdogs
over seei ng guys

| i ke Hayes?"

"They don't have a very good record on this sort of

t hing," Jason

expl ai ned. "Too many conflicts of interest. Besides, both
doctors and

| aynen tend to believe all nedical research is inherently
good. "

Wonderful ," snorted Curran. "It's like a car barreling



down t he freeway
at a hundred mles an hour with no driver."

That's probably the best analogy |'ve ever heard,"” Jason

sai d.

"Oh, well." The detective shrugged his huge shoul ders. "At
| east we can

deal with GHP. Formal indictnments are com ng down soon. O
course, the

whol e pack is out on bail. But the case has broken w de
open, with all

the principals stabbing each other in the back and trying
to plea

bar gai n.

Seens that friend Hayes originally approached sonme guy by
t he nanme of
I ngel brook. "

"I ngel nook. He's one of the GHP vice presidents,” Jason
said. "I think

he's in finance."

"Must be," Cur-ran said. "Apparently Hayes approached him
for seed
capital to front a conpany."”

011 know', Jason sai d.

The detective | ooked hard at him "D d you, now? And j ust
how di d you
know about that, Dr. Howard?"

., It's uninportant. Go on."
"Anyway, " Curran said, "Hayes nust have told |Ingel nook
t hat he was about

to devel op sone kind of elixir of youth."

"That woul d have been an anti body to the deat hhornone
rel easing factor,"
Jason sai d.



1. Hold it a mnute," Curran said. "Maybe you shoul d be
telling me this
stuff rather than vice versa.

"I"'msorry," Jason said. "It's all finally making sense to
me. Pl ease-go
on."

"I ngel nook nust have |liked the death hornone better than
the elixir of

youth,” Curran continued. "For sone tine he'd been racking
hi s brains

about lowering costs at GHP to keep them conpetitive. So
far the

conspiracy only involves six people, but there nmay be
nore. They've been

responsible for elimnating a | ot of patients they thought
were going to

use nore than their fair share of nedical services. N ce,
huh?"

"So they killed them" Carol said with horror.

"Well, they kept telling thenselves that the process was
natural ,"
Curran said.

"Sonme excuse for nurder-we're gill going to die anyway,"
Jason comment ed

bitterly. The faces of sonme of his recently deceased
patients rose to

haunt him

“In any case, it's the end of GHP," Curran said. "The
crimnal charges

notwi t hst andi ng, mal practice clains are through the roof.
GHP is al ready

filing for Chapter Eleven. So I think you'll be | ooking
for a job."

"Looks like it." Then, |ooking up at Carol, Jason added,
"Carol's

finishing her studies in clinical psychology. W thought
we' d open an



office together. | think | want to get back to private
practice. No nore

corporations for a while."

"That sounds cozy, "
and ny ticker

fixed at the sane place.”

Curran said. "Then | can get ny head

"You can be our first patient."”
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