| will prescribe regimen for the good of my pa-tients, according to my judgment and ability, andnever do
harm to anyone. To please no onewill | prescribe adeadly drug, nor give advice which maycause his
death. Nor will | give awoman a pessaryto procure abortion. But | will preserve the purity of my lifeand
my at. . ..

-FROM THE HIPPOCRATIC OATHDEMANDED OF THE YOUNG PHY SICIANABOUT TO
ENTER UPON THE PRACTICEOF HIS PROFESSION.

Thereisno mora obligation to conserve DNA.

—Garett Hardin
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ONE
ALL HEART SURGEONS ARE BASTARDS, and Conway is
no exception. He came storming into the path labat 8:30 in the morning, till wearing his green sur-gicd
gown and cap, and he was furious. WhenConway is mad he clenches his teeth and speaksthrough them

in aflat monotone. Hisface turnsred, with purple blotches at the temples.

"Morons," Conway hissed, "goddamned morons." He pounded the wall with hisfigt; bottlesin the
cabinetsrattled.

Wedl knew what was happening. Conway doestwo open-heart procedures aday, beginning the firstat
6:30. When he shows up in the path |ab twohours | ater, there's only one reason.

"Stupid clumsy bastard,” Conway said. He kickedover awastebasket. It rolled noisily acrossthefloor.

"Beat hisbrainsin, hisgoddamned brains," Conway said, grimacing and Staring up at the cell-ing asif
addressing God. God, like the rest of us,

had heard it before. The same anger, the sameclenched teeth and pounding and profanity. Conway
awaysran trueto form, like the rerun of

amovie.

Sometimes his anger was directed againgt thethoracic man, sometimes againgt the nurses, some-times
againg the pump technicians. But oddlyenough, never against Conway.



"If I liveto beahundred,” Conway hissedthrough histeeth, "I'll never find adecent anesman. Never.
They don't exist. Stupid, shit-egtingbastards, al of them.”

We glanced at each other: thistime it wasHerbie. About four times ayear the blamefell onHerbie. The
rest of the time he and Conway weregood friends. Conway would praise him to the sky, cdl him thefinest
anesthesiologigt in the country, better than Sonderick at the Brigham, better thanLewis at the Mayo, better
than anyone.

But four timesayear, Herbert Landsman was re-sponsiblefor aDOT, the surgical dang for adeathon
thetable. In cardiac surgery, it happened alot: fifteen percent for most surgeons, eight percent foraman
like Conway.

Because Frank Conway was good, because hewas an el ght-percenter, a man with lucky hands, aman
with the touch, everyone put up with histem-per tantrums, his moments of anger and destruc-tiveness.
Once he kicked over a path microscopeand did a hundred dollars worth of damage. No-

body blinked, because Conway was an e ght-percenter.

Of course, there was scuttlebutt in Boston abouthow he kept his percentage, known privately among
surgeons asthe "Kill rate," down. They saidConway avoided cases with complications. Theysad
Conway avoided jerry cases.1They saidConway never innovated, never tried anew anddangerous
procedure. The arguments were, of course, whally untrue. Conway kept hiskill ratelow because hewas a
superb surgeon. It was as Smple as that.

Thefact that he was a S0 a miserable person wascons dered superfluous.

"Stupid, stinking bastard,” Conway said. Helooked angrily about the room. "Who's on today ?*

"l am," | sad. | wasthe senior pathology staff member in charge for the day. Everything had to becleared
through me. "Y ou want atable?'

"Yeeh. Shit."

"When?'

"Tonight."

It was a habit of Conway's. He dways did hisautopsies on the dead cases in the evening, oftengoing long
into the night. It was asif he wanted topunish himsdf. He never alowed anyone, not evenhisresdents, to
be present. Some said he criedwhile he did them. Others said he giggled. The factwas that nobody really
knew. Except Conway.

' Geriatrics.

"I'll tell the desk,” | said. "They'll hold alockerfor you.”

"Yeah. Shit." He pounded the table. "Mother of four, that'swhat shewas."

"I'll tell the desk to arrange everything." "Arrested before we got into the ventricle. Cold. We massaged
for thirty-five minutes, but nothing.Nothing."



"What'sthe name?' | said. The desk would needthe name.

"McPherson,” Conway said, "Mrs. McPherson." He turned to go and paused by the door. Heseemed to
fdter, hisbody sagging, his shouldersdumping.

"Jesus," he said, "amother of four. What the hellam | going to tell him?"

He held his hands up, surgeon-style, pamsfac-ing him, and stared a hisfingers accusingly, asifthey hed
betrayed him. | suppose in asense theyhad.

"Jesus," Conway said. "'l should have been a der-matologist. Nobody ever dies on adermatologist.”
Then hekicked the door open and |eft the lab.

when we were aone,one of the firs-year resi-dents, looking very pae, said to me, "Ishe dwayslike
thet?"

"Yes" | sad. "Always."

| turned away, looking out at the rush-hour traffic moving dowly through the October drizzle. It would
have been easier to fed sympathy for Conway if |

didn't know that his act was purely for himself, akindof ritua angry decderation that he went through

ev-ery time helost a patient. | guess he needed it, butstill most of usin thelab wished he could belike

Deongin Ddlas, who did crossword puzzlesinFrench, or Archer in Chicago, who went out and hada
haircut whenever helost someone.

Not only did Conway disrupt the lab, he put usbehind. In the mornings, that was particularly bad,
because we had to do the surgical specimens andwe were usualy behind schedule anyway.

| turned my back to the window and picked upthe next specimen. We have a high-speed tech-niquein
thelab: the pathol ogists stand beforewai st-high benches and examine the biopsies. A mi-crophone hangs
from the celling before each of us,and it's controlled by afoot pedal. Thisleaves yourhandsfree;
whenever you have something to say, you step on the peda and speak into the mike, re-cording your
comments on tape. The secretariestype it up later for the charts.2

I've been trying to stop smoking for the pastweek, and this specimen helped me: it was awhite lump
imbedded in adice of lung. The pink tag at-tached gave the name of the patient; he was down in the OR
now with his chest cut open. The sur-geons were waiting for the path dx3before proceed-

2Thefiles containing the history of trestment of patientsin the hospitd.
Cdled a"chart" because the bulk of thefile conssts of daily charts of tem-
perature, blood pressure, pulse and respiration, the so-caled "vital sgns.”
3 Diagnosis.

ing further with the operation. If thiswas abenign tumor, they'd smply remove onelobe of hislung. If it
was maignant, they'd take the whole lung and dl hislymph nodes.

1 stepped on the floor pedal." Patient AO—four-five-two-three-three-six. Jo-seph Magnuson, The
gpecimen isasection of rightlung, upper lobe, measuring”—I took my foot off the peda and measured



it—"five centimeters by seven point five centimeters. Thelung tissueispae pink in color and
crepitant.4The pleurd surface issmooth and glistening, with no evidence of fibrous materid or adhesions.
Thereis some hemorrhage. Within the parenchymais an irregular mass, white in color, messuring'—

| measured the lump—"approximately two centi-metersin diameter. On cut surface, it appears whit-ish
and hard. Thereis no apparent fibrous capsule,and there is some distortion of surrounding tissue
sructure. Grossimpression . . . cancer of the lung,suggestive of maignancy, question mark metastatic.
Period, sgned, John Berry."

| cut adice of the white lump and quick-froze it. There was only one way to be certain if the masswas
benign or malignant, and that was to check itunder the microscope. Quick-freezing thetissue d-lowed a
thin section to be rapidly prepared. Nor-maly, to make amicroscope dide, you had to dunk

4Crepitant meansit iscrackly and filled with ar. Thisisnormdl.

your Stuff into six or seven baths; it took at least sxhours, sometimes days. The surgeons couldn't wait.
When the tissue was frozen hard, | cranked out asection with the microtome, stained the dice, andtook it
to the microscope. | didn't even need to go to high dry: under the low-power objective, | could seethe
lacy network of lung tissue formed into ddlicateal veolar sacs for exchange of gas between blood andair.
The white mass was something else again. | stepped on the floor button.”Micro examination, frozen
section. The whitish mass gppears composed of undifferentiated paren-chymacellswhich have invaded
the norma sur-rounding tissue. The cells show many irregular, hyperchromatic nuclel and large numbers
of mi-toses. There are some multinucleate giant cells. Thereis no clearly defined capsule. Impressionis
primary maignant cancer of the lung. Note markeddegree of anthracosisin surrounding tissue.”

Anthracosisis accumulation of carbon particlesin the lung. Once you gulp carbon down, either as
cigarette smoke or city dirt, your body never getsridof it. It just Staysin your lungs.

The telephone rang. | knew it would be Scanlondown in the OR, wetting his pants because wehadn't
gotten back to himin thirty secondsflat. Scanlonislike dl surgeons. If he's not cutting, he'snot happy. He
hates to stand around and look at the big hole he's chopped in the guy while he waits forthe report. He
never stopsto think that after hetakes abiopsy and dropsit into asted dish, an or-

derly hasto bring it dl the way from the surgical wing to the path |abs before we can look at it. Scanlon
aso doesn't figure that there are elevenother operating roomsin the hospita, al going like hdll between
seven and eleven in the morning. We have four residents and pathologists at work duringthose hours, but
biopsies get backed up. There'snothing we can do about it—unless they want torisk amisdiagnosis by
us

And they don't. They just want to bitch, likeConway. It gives them something to do. All sur-geons have
persecution complexes anyway. Ask the

psychiatrigts.

As| went to the phone, | stripped off one rubberglove. My hand was swesty; | wiped it on the seat of
my pants, then picked up the receiver. We are careful about the phone, but just to be safe it gets
swabbedwith acohol and Formalin at the end of each day. "Berry spesking.”

"Berry, what's going on up there'?* After Conway, 1 fet like taking him on, but 1didn't. | just said,
"Y ou've got amdignancy.”



"| thought s0," Scanlon said asiif the whole pathwork-up had been awaste of time."Yeah," | said and
hung up.l wanted a cigarette badly. I'd only had one atbreskfast, and | usualy have two.

Returning to my table, | saw three specimenswere waiting: akidney, agalbladder, and an appen-dix. |
gtarted to pull my glove back on when the in-tercom clicked.

"Dr. Berry?'

IIYS?I

The intercom has a high pickup. Y ou can speakin anormd voice anywherein the room, and thegirl will
hear you. They mount the microphone highup, near the ceiling, because the new residents usualy rush
over and shout into it, not knowinghow sensitiveit is. That blasts the ears off the girl at the other end.
"Dr. Berry, your wifeison the telephone.”

| paused. Judith and | have an understanding: nocallsin the morning. I'm aways busy from seven to
eleven, six days aweek, sometimes seven if one of the staff gets sick. She's usudly very good about it.
She didn't even cdl when Johnny drove histricycleinto the back of atruck and had to have fifteen
ditchesin hisforeheed.

"All right,” | said, "I'll takeit." | looked down amy hand. The glove was hdf on. | stripped it off and went
back to the phone.

"Helo?"

"John?' Her voice was trembling. | hadn't heardher sound that way in years. Not since her fatherdied.
"What isit?"

"John, Arthur Leejust cdled.”

Art Leewas an obgtetrician friend of ours; he had been best man at our wedding.
"What's the problem?”

"He cdled here asking for you. He'sin trouble.”

"What kind of trouble?' As| spoke, | wavedto a

resident to take my place at the table. We had to

keep those surgica specimens moving.

"l don't know," Judith said, "but he'sinjail." My firgt thought was that it was some kind of
mistake. "Areyou sure?'

"Yes. Hejud cdled. John, isit something



"I don't know," | said. "'l don't know any morethan you do." | cradled the phonein my shoulderand
stripped away my other glove. | threw themboth in the vinyl-lined wastebasket. "I'll go see himnow," |
said. "You gt tight and don't worry. It's prob-ably aminor thing. Maybe he was drinking again." Al
right,” shesadinalow voice."Don't worry," | repeated."All right.”

"I'll speak to you soon."

I hung up, untied my apron, and placed it on thepeg by the door. Then | went down the hal to
Sanderson's office. Sanderson was chief of the pathlabs. He was very dignified looking; at forty-eight, his
hair wasjust turning gray at the temples. Hehad ajowly, thoughtful face. He also had as muchto fear as|
did.

"Art'sinjail," | said.
Hewasin themiddle of reviewing an autopsy case. He shut thefile. "Why?'

"I don't know. I'm going to see him." "Do you want me to come with you?' "No," | said. "It's better if |
godone"

Cdl me, Sanderson sad, peering over his halfframes, "when you know."
"I will."

He nodded. When | |eft him, he had opened thefile again, and was reading the case. If he had been
upset by the news, he wasn't showing it. But thenSanderson never did.

In the hospita lobby | reached into my pocketfor my car keys, then redized | didn't know wherethey
were holding Art, so | went to the informationdesk to call Judith and ask her. The girl at the deskwas
Sdly Planck, agood-natured blonde whose name was the subject of endlessjokes among theresidents. |
phoned Judith and asked where Artwas, she didn't know. It hadn't occurred to her toask. So | called
Arthur'swife, Betty, abeautiful andefficient girl with aPh.D. in biochem fromStanford. Until afew years
ago, Betty had done re-search at Harvard, but she stopped when she hadher third child. Shewas usudly
very cam. Theonly time | had seen her upset was when George K ovacshad gotten drunk and urinated
al over her patio.

Betty answered the phone in astate of stonyshock. Shetold me they had Arthur downtown, onCharles
Street. He had been arrested in his homethat morning, just as he was|eaving for the office. The kids were
very upset, and she had kept them home from school that day, and now what did shedo with them?
What was she supposed to tellthem, for Pete's sake?

| told her to say it was dl amistake and hung up.

| drove my Volkswagenout of the doctors parkinglot, past al the shiny Cadillacs. The big cars aredl
owned by practicing physicians, pathologistsare paid by the hospital and can't afford dl those

glistening horses.
It was 8:45, right in the middle of rush-hour traf-fic, which in Boston means alife-and-death propo-

gtion. Boston hasthe highest accident rate in theU.S., even higher than Los Angeles, asany EW5Sin-tern
cantdl you. Or pathologists: we see alot of automobile trauma at autopsy. They drive like mani-acs, like



gtting in the EW asthe bodies comein,you think theré'sawar going on. Judith saysit's be-cause they're
repressed. Art has aways said it wasbecause they're Catholic and think God will lookafter them asthey
wander across the double stripe, but Art isacynic. Once, a amedical party, a sur-geon explained how
many eyeinjuries occur fromplastic dashboard figurines. People get into acci-dents, pitch forward, and
have their eyes put out by the six-inch Madonna It happens alot; Art thoughtit wasthe funniest thing he
had ever heard.

Helaughed until hewas crying. "Blinded by reli-gion," he kept saying, doubled over in laughter."Blinded
by reigion.”

The surgeon did plagtic stuff, and he didn't seethe humor. 1 guess because held repaired too many
punched-out eyesockets. But Art was convulsed.

5 Emergency ward.

Most people at the party were surprised by hislaughter; they thought it was excessve and inrather poor
taste. | suppose of all the people therel was the only one who understood the significanceof thisjoketo
Art. | was aso the only one who knew the great strains under which he worked.

Artismy friend, and he has been ever snce wewent to medical school together. HEs abright guy and a
skilled doctor, and he believesin what he'sdoing. Like most practicing doctors, he tendsto be alittle too
authoritarian, alittle too autocratic. Hethinks he knows what's best, and nobody can knowthet dl the
time. Maybe he goes overboard, but | can't really knock him. He serves avery importantfunction. After
all, somebody around here has to dothe abortions.

| don't know exactly when he started. | guess itwas right after he finished his gynecology resdency.It's
not aparticularly difficult operation—awell-trained nurse can do it with no problem. Theré'sonly one
smdl caich.

Itsillegal.

| remember very well when [ first found outabout it. There was some talk among some of the path
residents about Lee; they were getting alot of D & C'sthat were positive. The D & C's had been
ordered for avariety of complaints—menstrud ir-regularity, pain, mid-period bleeding—but quite afew
were showing evidence of pregnancy in thescrapings. | got concerned because the residentswere young
and loose-mouthed. | told them right

therein the lab that it wasn't funny, that they couldseriously damage a doctor's reputation by suchjokes.
They sobered up quickly. Then | went to seeArthur. | found him in the hospital cafeteria."Art," | said,
"something's bothering me" He wasin ajovia mood, eating a doughnut andcoffee. "Not agynecologica
problem, | hope." He

laughed.

"Not exactly. | overheard some of the residentssay that you had a half-dozen pregnancy-positive
scrapingsin the last month. Have you been noti-fied?"

Immediately, the hearty manner wasgone. "Yes,"

hesad, "l have"



" just wanted you to know. There might be trou- blein the tissue committee when these things
come up, and—"

He shook hishead. "No trouble." "Wdl, you know how it looks." "Yes" hesaid. "It lookslike I'm
performing abor-tions.”

Hisvoice waslow, dmost dead calm. He waslooking directly at me. It gave me astrange feding."Wed
better have atalk," he said. "Areyou freefor adrink about six tonight?'"'l guess so.”

"Then meet mein the parking lot. And if you getsome free time this afternoon, why don't you havealook
at acase of mine?'"All right,” | sad, frowning.

"The nameis Suzanne Black. The number isA O—two-two-one-three-six-five."

| scribbled the number on anapkin, wonderingwhy he should have remembered it. Doctors re-member
alot about their patients, but rarely thehospital number.

"Takeagood look at thiscase," Art said, "anddon't mention it to anyone until you talk to me."

Puzzled, | went back to work inthelab. | was up for an autopsy that day, so | wasn't free until four inthe
afternoon. Then | went to the record room andpulled the chart for Suzanne Black. | read it rightthere—it
wasn't very long. She was Dr. Lee's pa-tient, first admitted at age twenty. Shewasajuniorat alocd
Boston college. Her CC6was menstruad irregularity. Upon questioning, it was reved ed that she had
recently suffered about of German mea-des, had been very tired afterward, and had beenexamined by
her college doctor for possible mono-nucleosis. She reported irregular spotting approxi-matdy every
seven to ten days, but no norma flow. This had been going on for the last two months. She was il tired
and |lethargic.

Physical examination was essentially norma, ex-cept that she had amild fever. Blood tests werenormd,
though hematocrit7was somewhat low.

Dr. Leeordered aD & Cto correct her irregular-ity. Thiswasin 1956, before the advent of estrogen

6 Chief complaint, the term for the medical disorder that brings the pa-
tient to seek trestment.
7 A test of the amount of hemoglobin, or red cells, in the blood.

therapy. The D & C was normal; no evidence of tu-morsor pregnancy. The girl seemed to respond well
to this trestment. She was followed for the next three months and had normal periods.

It looked like astraightforward case. I1Iness oremotiond stress can disrupt awoman's biological clock,
and throw off her menses; the D & C resetthat clock. | couldn't understand why Art hadwanted meto
look at it. | checked the path reporton the tissue. It had been done by Dr. Sanderson. The write-up was
brief and smple: gross appear-ance normad, micro examination normd.

| returned the chart and went back to the lab.When | got there, | ill couldn't imagine what thepoint of
the case was. | wandered around, doingodds and ends, and finally began the work-up on



my autopsy.
| don't know what made me think of the dide.Like most hogpitals, the Lincoln keeps pathdidesonfile.

We savethem dl; it is possible to go back twenty or thirty years and reexamine the mi-croscopic dides
from a patient. They're stored inlong boxes arranged like card catalogsin alibrary. We had awhole room

full of such boxes.

| went to the appropriate box and found dide1365. The label gave the case number and Dr. Sanderson's
initids. Itdso sad inlarge | etters,

"D&C"

| took the dlide back to the micro room, wherewe have ten microscopesin along row. One was

free; | dipped the dide onto the stage and had alook.

| saw it immediately.

Thetissue was a uterine scraping, dl right. Itshowed arather normal endometrium in the prolif-erative
phase, but the stain stopped me. This didehad been stained with Zenker-Formdin tain, givingeverything

abrilliant blue or green color. It was arather unusud stain, employed for specid diagnos-tic problems.

For routine work, the Hematoxylin-Eosin stain isused, producing pink and purple colors. Almost ev-ery
tissuediceissained with H & E, and if thisis not the case, the reasons for the unusual stain arenoted in

the pathologicd summary.
But Dr. Sanderson had not mentioned that thedide was Zenker-Formalin.

The obvious conclusion was that the dides had been switched. | looked at the handwriting on thelabd. It
was Sanderson's, no doubt about it. Whathad happened?

Almost immediatdly, other possbilities came to mind. Sanderson had forgotten to notein his reportthat
an unusua stain was used. Or two sectionswere made, one H & E, the other Zenker-Formalin,and only
the Zenker was saved. Or that there had been some legitimate mixup.

None of these dternatives was particularly con-vincing. | thought about it and waited impatiently until Sx
that evening, when | met Art in the park-ing lot and got into his car. He wanted to go some-

place away from the hospital to talk. As he drove, he said, "Read the case?'
"Yes" | sad. "Vey interesting.”

"Y ou checked the section?'

"Yes Wasit theorigind?'

"Y ou mean, wasit a scraping from Suzanne

Black? No."



"Y ou should have been more careful. The sainwas different. That kind of thing can get you intotrouble.
Where did the dide come from?"

Art smiled thinly. "A biologica supply house.'Slide of norma endometria scraping.” ™
"And who made the switch?'

" Sanderson. We were new to the game, in thosedays. It was hisideato put in aphony dide and writeit
up as normal. Now, of course, were muchmore refined. Every time Sanderson getsanormal scraping,
he makes up afew extra dides and keepsthem around.”

"l dont understand,” | sad. "You mean Sandersonisin thiswith you?'
"Yes" Art said. "He has been for severd years." Sanderson was avery wise, very kind, and very
proper man.

"Yousee" Art sad, "that whole chart isalie. Thegirl wastwenty, dl right. And she had German
meedes. And she had menstrud irregularity, too,but the reason was she was pregnant. She had been
knocked up on afootball weekend by aguy she saidshe loved and was going to marry, but she wantedto
finish collegefirgt, and ababy would get in the

way. Furthermore, she managed to get meades dur-ing the first trimester. She wasn't aterribly brightgir,
but she was bright enough to know what itmeant when you got meades. She was very worriedwhen she
cameto see me. She hemmed and hawed for awhile, and then blurted it all out and asked foran
abortion.

"I was pretty horrified. | was fresh from my res-idency, and | till had alittle sarry idedismin me.She
wasin aterrible fix; shewas awreck and actedasif the world had collgpsed around her. | guessin away
it had. All she could see was her problemas a college dropout, the unwed mother of a possi- bly
deformed child. She was anice enough girl, andl felt sorry for her, but | said no. | sympathized withher,
fedling rotten insde, but | explained that myhands weretied.

" S0 then she asked meif it was adangerous op-eration, to have an abortion. At first | thought she was
planning to try it on herself, so | said it was. Then she said she knew of aman in the North Endwho would
do it for two hundred dollars. He hadbeen amedica orderly in the Marines, or some- thing. And she said
that if | wouldn't do it for her,sheld go to this man. And she walked out of my of-fice

He sighed and shook his head as he drove.

"1 went homethat night fedling like hell. | hatedher: | hated her for intruding on my new practice, for
intruding on my neetly planned life. | hated herfor the pressure she was putting on me. | couldn't

deep; | kept thinking al night. | had avision of hergoing to a smelly back room somewhere andmedting a
leering little guy who would letch herand maybe even manageto kill her. | thought aboutmy own wife and
our year-old baby, and how happyit could dl be. | thought about the amateur abor-tions1'd seen asan
intern, when the girls came inbleeding and foaming a threein the morning. Andlet'sfaceit, | thought

about the sweats I'd had incollege. Once with Betty, we sat around for sixweekswaiting for her period. |
knew perfectly wellthat anybody can get pregnant by accident. It's nothard, and it shouldn't be acrime.”

| smoked a cigarette and said nothing.” So | got up in the middle of the night andfought it out with Six



cups of coffee, garing at thekitchen wall. By morning | had decided that thelaw was unfair. | had decided
that adoctor couldplay God inalot of crappy ways, but thiswas agood way. | had seen apatient in
trouble and | hadrefused to help her when it was within my power. That was what bothered me—I had
denied hertreatment. It was just as bad as denying penicillinto asick man, just as cruel and just asfoolish.
Thenext morning, | went to see Sanderson. | knew he had liberd ideas about alot of things. | explained
the whole situation and told him | wanted to do aD & C. He said he would arrange to do the path
examinaion himsdf, and hedid. That washow it

al sarted.”

"And you've been doing abortions ever Snce?"

"Yes" Art said. "When I'vefdt that they were warranted.”

After that, we went to abar in the North End, asimple place, filled with Italian and German |abor-ers.
Art wasin atakative, amost confessona mood.

"| often wonder," he said, "about what medicinewould belikeif the predominant religiousfeding in this
country were Chrigtian Scientist. For most of history, of course, it wouldn't have mattered; medi-cine was
pretty primitive and ineffective. But sup-posing Christian Science was strong in the age of penicillin and
antibiotics. Suppose there were pres-sure groups militating againg the adminigtration of these drugs.
Suppose there were sick people insuch asociety whoknew perfectly well that they didn't haveto die
from their illness, that asmpledrug existed which would cure them. Wouldn'tthere be aroaring black
market in these drugs?Wouldn't people die from home administration of overdoses, from impure,
smuggled drugs? Wouldn'teverything be an unholy mess?'

"I seeyour andogy,” | sad, "but | don't buy it."

"Ligen," hesad. "Mordity must keep up withtechnology, because if a person is faced with thechoice of
being mora and dead or immoral anddive, they'll choose life every time. People today know that
abortions are safe and easy. They know itisn't along, tedious, dangerous operation. Theyknow it'ssmple
and they want the persona happi-nessit can give them. They demand it. And one

way or another they get it. If they'rerich, they go to Japan or Puerto Rico; if they're poor, they go to the
Marine orderly. But one way or another, they getthat abortion.”

"Art," | sad. "It'sillegd."
He smiled. "I never thought you had so much re-spect for the law.”

That was areference to my career. After college,| entered law school and stuck it out for ayear anda
half. Then | decided | hated it and quit to trymedicine. In between, | did some army time.

"But thisisdifferent,” | said. "If they catch you, they'll tossyou in the clink and take away your li-cense.
Y ou know that."

"I'm doing what | haveto do." "Don't be an ass."

"l believe," hesaid, "that what I'm doing isright.” Looking at hisface, | saw he meant it. And astimewent



on, | persondly encountered several cases where an abortion was the obvious, humaneanswer. Art
handled them. | joined Dr. Sandersonin covering up in the path department. We fixedthings so that the
tissue committee never knew. That was necessary because the tissue committeeof the Lincoln was
composed of dl the chiefs of service, aswell asarotating group of six doctors. The average age of the
men on the tissue commit-tee was Sixty-one, and, a any given time, at least athird were Cathalic.

Of course it was not awell-kept secret. Many of the younger doctors knew what Art was doing, and

most agreed with him, because he exercised careful judgment in deciding his cases. Most would have
performed abortions too, if they had dared.

A few didn't agree with Art and would have beentempted to turn himinif they'd had the guts. Andl
retentives like Whipple and Gluck, men whose re-ligion precluded compassion and common sense.

For along time, | worried about the Whipplesand the Glucks. Later on | ignored them, turningaway
from their nasty knowing glances andpinched, disapproving faces. Perhaps that was amistake.

Because now Art was down, and if his headrolled, so would Sanderson's. And so would mine.

there was no place to parknear the police sta-tion. Finally | cameto alot four blocks away andwalked
quickly back to find out why Arthur Leewasinjail.

TWO

when Iwasinthearmyafew years back, | servedasan MP in Tokyo, and the experience taught mealot.
MPswere the most unpopular people in thecity in those days, during the last phases of the oc-cupation.
In our white helmets and uniforms, we

represented the find reminders of atiresome mili-tary authority to the Japanese. To the Americanson
the Ginza, drunk with sake or whiskey if they couldafford it, we represented all that was frustrating or
congtricting about rigid military life. We were there-fore a challenge to anyone who saw us, and morethan
one of my friends ran into trouble. One wasblinded by aknifein the eye. Another waskilled.Of course,
we were armed. | remember when wewere first issued our guns, ahard-nosed captainsaid to us "You
have your wegpons, now take myadvice: never use the gun. Y ou shoot arowdy drunk,evenin
sef-defense, and you'll find out later hisuncleisacongressman or agenerd. Keep the guninsght, but
keepitin your holster. Period.”

In effect we were ordered to bluff our waythrough everything. We learned to do it. All cops
learnto doit.

| remembered thisas| faced the surly police ser-geant in the Charles Street Station. He looked up a me
asif hed enjoy bresking my skull.

"Yeah? Wha isit?"
“I'mhereto seeDr. Leg" | said.
Hesmiled. "Thelittle chink's uptight, ishe? Too



"I'm hereto seehim," | repeated.
"Cant.”

Helooked back at his desk and shuffled the pa-person it in abusy, irritable dismissal."Would you care
to explainthat?'"No," he said. "1 wouldn't care to explain that."

| took out my pen and notebook. "1'd like your badge number, please.”

"What are you, afunny guy? Best it. Y ou can'tseehim.”

"You arerequired by law to give your badgenumber upon request.”

"That'snice."

| looked at his shirt and pretended to write downthe number. Then | started for the door.
He sad casudly, "Going somewhere?!

"Theré's a phone booth right outside.” So?

"It'sashame. I'll bet your wife spent hours sew-ing those stripes on your shoulder. It takes themten
seconds to get them off. They use arazor blade: doesn't even damage the uniform.”

He stood up heavily behind the desk. "What'syour business here?'

"I'vecometo seeDr. Lee."

Helooked at me evenly. He didn't know if | could have him busted, but he knew it could bedone.
"You hislawyer?'

"That'sright."

"Wl for Chrigt's sake, you should have said sobefore.” He took a set of keys from his desk drawer.
"Comeon." Hesmiled a me, but his eyes were still hodtile.

| followed him back through the station. He saidnothing, but grunted a couple of times. Findly he
said over his shoulder, "Y ou can't blame mefor be-ing careful. Murder is murder, you know.""Yes" |
sad.

art was locked in anice cell. It wastidy anddidn't smell much. Actudly, Boston has some of thenicest
cdlsin America They haveto: lots of fa-mous people have spent time in those cells. May-ors, public
officids, peoplelikethat. Y ou cantexpect aman to run adecent campaign for redec-tionif hesina
lousy cdl, can you? It just wouldn't [ook right.

Art was Sitting on his bed, staring a a cigarettebetween hisfingers. The stone floor was littered with
butts and ash. He looked up as we came downthe hdlway.



"John!"

"Y ou have him for ten minutes" the sergeant

sad.

| entered the cell. The sergeant locked the doorbehind me and stood there, leaning against the

bars.

"Thank you," | said. ™Y ou can go now." He gave me a mean look and sauntered off, rat-tling the keys.
Whenweweredone, | sadto Art,"You dl

right?'

"] think s0."

Artisasmall, precise man, afastidious dresser. Originaly he's from San Francisco from alargefamily of
doctors and lawyers. Apparently his

nese. His skinismore olive than yellow, hiseyeslack epicanthic folds, and his hair islight brown.Heis
very nervous, congtantly moving his handsinfluttering movements, and the tota effect is moreL atin than

anythingese.
He was pale now and tense. When he got up topace the cell, his movements were quick and ab-rupt.
"It was good of you to come.”

"In case there's any question, I'm the representa-tive of your lawyer. That'show | got in here.” | took out
my notebook. "Have you caled your lavyer?'

"No, not yet."
"Why not?"

"l don't know." He rubbed his forehead and mas-saged hiseyeswith hisfingers. "I'm not thinkingstraight.
Nothing seemsto makesense. . . ."

"Tel meyour lavyer's name."

Hetold me, and | wrote it in the notebook. Arthad agood lawyer. | guess he figured held needone,
ometime.

"Okay," | sad. "I'll call himwhen | leave. Nowwhat'sgoing on?"
"I've been arrested,” Art said. "For murder.”
"So | gathered. Why did you cal me?’

"Because you know about these things.”



"About murder? 1 don't know anything."

"Y ou went to law schoal."

"For ayear," | said. "That wasten yearsago. | a-

most flunked out, and | don't remember athing Ilearned.”

"John," hesaid, "thisisamedica problem and alegd problem. Both. | need your help.”
"Y ou'd better start from the beginning.”

"John, | didnt doiit. | swear | didn't. | nevertouched that girl."

Hewas pacing faster and faster. | gripped hisarm and stopped him. "Sit down,” | said, "and start from
the beginning. Very dowly."

He shook his head and stubbed out his cigarette.Immediately helit another, then said, "They pickedme
up a home this morning, about seven. Brought mein and started questioning me. At first they saidit was
routine, whatever that means. Then they turned nasty.”

"How many were there?'

"Two. Sometimesthree.”

"Did they get rough? Sap you around? Brightlights?"

"No, nothing likethat."

"Did they say you could cdl alawyer?"

"Y es. But that was | ater. When they advised me of my condtitutiond rights.” He smiled that sad,cynicd
amileof his. "At fird, you see, it was just forroutine questioning, so it never occurred to metocdl one. |
had done nothing wrong. They talked tome for an hour before they even mentioned thegirl.”

"What girl?"

"Karen Randdl.”

"Y ou don't meanthe Karen—"

Henodded. "J. D. Randd|'s daughter.”

"They began by asking me what 1 knew abouther, and whether 1'd ever seen her asa patient. Thingslike
that. | said yes, that she had come tome aweek ago for consultation. Chief complaint of amenorrhea.”

"What duration?"



"Four months."

"Did youtdl them the duration”?"

"No, they didn't ask me."

"Good," | sad.

"They wanted to know other details about hervist. They wanted to know if that was her onlyproblem,
they wanted to know how she had acted.| wouldn't tell them. | said that the patient had spo-kenin
confidence. So then they switched tacks: they wanted to know where | waslast night. | toldthem | had
made evening rounds & the Lincolnand then taken awalk in the park. They asked meif | had gone back
to my office. | said no. Theyasked meif anyone had seen mein the park thatnight. | said | couldn't
remember anyone, certainly nobody | knew."

Art sucked deeply on his cigarette. His handswere trembling. "Then they started to hammer atme. Was 1
sure | hadn't returned to my office?What had | done after making rounds? Was| surel hadn't seen Karen
since last week? | didn't under-stand the point of the questions.”

"And what wasthe point?*

"Karen Randall was brought to the Mem EW atfour this morning by her mother. She was bleeding
profusd y—exsanguinating actualy—and was in astate of hemorrhagic shock when she arrived. 1don't
know what trestment they gave her, but any-way she died. The police think | aborted her lastnight.”

| frowned. It just didn't make sense. "How canthey be so sure?!

"They wouldn't say. | kept asking. Maybe the kidwas ddlirious and mentioned my name at the Mem.|
don't know."

| shook my head. "Art, copsfear false arret likethey fear the plague. If they arrest you and cantmake it
stick, alot of people are going to lose theirjobs. Y ou're a respected member of the professiona
community, not some drunken bum without apenny or afriend in the world. Y ou have recourse to good
legd advice, and they know you'll get it. Theywouldn't dare charge you unlessthey had a strongcase.”
Art waved his hand irritably. "Maybe they're juststupid.”

"Of coursethey're stupid, but not that stupid.”

"Wdll," hesaid, "I don't know what they've got onme"

"Y ou mugt know."

"l don't," he said, resuming his pacing. "'l can'teven begin to guess.”

| watched him for amoment, wondering when to

ask the question, knowing that | would have to,sooner or later. He noticed | was staring.

"No," hesad.



“"No what?'

"No, | didn't do it. And stop looking at me that way." He sat down again and drummed hisfingerson the
bunk. "Chrig, | wish | had adrink.”

"You'd better forget that,” | said.

"Oh, for Christ's sske—"

"You only drink socidly,” | said, "and in modera-tion.”

"Am | ontria for my character and persond hab-its, or for—"

"Yourenot ontrid at dl," | said, "and you don'twant to be."

He snorted.

"Tell me about Karen'svist," | sad.

"Theré's nothing much to tell. She came askingfor an abortion, but | wouldn't do it because shewas four
months pregnant. | explained to her why| couldn't do it, that she wastoo far along, and that an abortion
would now require abdominal section.”

"And she accepted that?"

"She seemed to."

"What did you put in your records?"

"Nothing. | didn't open afile on her.”

| Sighed. "That," | said, "could be bad. Whydidn't you?'

"Because she wasn't coming to mefor treatment, she wasn't becoming my patient. | knew I'd neversee
her again, so | didn't open afile.”

"How are you going to explain that to the police?"

"Look," hesaid, "if I'd known that she was goingto get me arrested, | might have done lots of things
differently."

I lit acigarette and leaned back, feding the coldstone against my neck. | could dready seethat itwasa
messy stuation. And the small details, inno-cent in another context, could now assume greatweight and

importance.
"Who referred her to you?'

"Karen? | assumed Peter.”

"Peter Randdl|?"



"Y es. Hewas her persond physician.”

"You didn't ask her who referred her?" Art wasusudly careful about that.

"No. She arrived latein the day, and | wastired. Besides, she cameright to the point; shewasavery
direct young lady, no foolishness about her. When I heard the story, | assumed Peter had sent her to me
to explain the situation, since it was obvioudy toolate to arrange an abortion.”

"Why did you assume that?"

He shrugged. "I just did.”

It wasn't making sense. | was sure he wasn't tell-ing me everything. "Have other members of the Randall
family been referred to you?'

"What do you mean?"'

"Just whet | said."

"l don't think it'srelevant,” he said.
"It might be."

"l assureyou," hesaid, "it'snot.”

| sghed and smoked the cigarette. | knew Artcould be stubborn when he wanted to. "O.K.," | said.
"Then tell me more about the girl.”

"What do you want to know?"

"Had you ever seen her before?"

"No."

"Ever met her socidly?!

"No."

"Ever helped any of her friends?"

"No."

"How can you be sure?’

"Oh, hell," hesaid, "I can't be sure, but | doubtit very much. She was only eighteen.”

"O.K.," | said. Art was probably right. | knew heusudly aborted only married women, intheir late
twenties and thirties. He had often said he didn'twant to get involved with the younger ones, thoughhe did
on occasion. Older women and marriedwomen were much safer, more closemouthed and redlistic. But |

also knew that he had recently beendoing more young girls, calling them "teeny-bopper scrapes,” because
he said to do only marriedwomen was discrimination. He meant that partly asajoke, and partly not.



"How was she," | said, "when she came to youroffice? How would you describe her?!

"She seemed likeanicegirl," Art said. "She'spretty and intelligent and well poised. Very direct,as| sad
before. She came into my office, satdown, folded her handsin her 1ap, and reded it dll off. She used
medica termstoo, like amenorrhea. |

suppose that comes from being in afamily of doc-tors”

"Was she nervous?'

"Yes" hesad, "but they dl are. That'swhy thedifferentid isso hard.”

The differentia diagnosis of amenorrhea, partic-ularly in young girls, must consider nervousness asa
gtrong etiologic possibility. Women often delay ormisstheir menstrua periods for psychologica rea-sons.

"But four months?'

"Well, not likely. And shéld dso had aweightgan.”

"How much?'

"Fifteen pounds."

"Not diagnostic,” | said.

"No," hesad, "but suggestive.”

"Did you examine her?'

"No. | offered to, but she refused. She had cometo mefor an abortion, and when | said no, sheleft.”
"Did she say what her planswere?"

"Yes" Art sad. "Shegavealittle shrug and said,'Wdll, | guessI'll just haveto tell them and have the
kid."

"So you thought she would not seek an abortionel sewhere?"

"Exactly. She seemed very intelligent and percep-tive, and she seemed to follow my explanation of the
Stuation. That'swhat | try to do in thesecases—explain to awoman why it isimpossible for

her to have a safe abortion, and why she must rec-oncile hersdf to having the child.”
"Obvioudy she changed her mind."

"Obvioudy."

"l wonder why."

He laughed. "Ever meet her parents?”



"No," | said, and then seeing my chance, "haveyou?'

But Art was quick. He gave me adow, apprecia-tive grin, akind of subtle slute, and said, "No.Never.
But I've heard about them.”

"What have you heard?'

At that moment, the sergeant came back and be-gan clanking the key into the lock.
"Timesup, hesad.

"Fivemoreminutes,” | said,limesup.

Art said, "Have you spoken to Betty?"

"Yes" | sad. "Shesfine I'll call her when | leavehere and tell her you'redl right.”
"She'sgoing to beworried," Art said.

"Judith will stay with her. Itll be O.K."

Art grinned ruefully. "Sorry to cause dl thistrou-ble"

"No trouble." | glanced at the sergeant, standingwith the door open, waiting. " The police can't holdyou.
Y oull be out by the afternoon.”

The sergeant spit on the floor.
| shook handswith Art. "By theway," | said,"where'sthe body now?”
"Perhaps at the Mem. But it's probably gone tothe City by now."
"I'll check," | said. "Don't worry about athing." | stepped out of the cell and the sergeant locked up
behind me. He said nothing as he led me out, butwhen we reached the lobby, he said, " Captainwantsto
seeyou.”
"All right.”
"Captain'svery interested in having alittle talk.”
"Just leed theway," | sad.

THREE
THE SIGN ON THE FLAKING GREEN DOOR SAID HOMI-CIDE, and underneath, on a
hand-printed namecard, " Captain Peterson." He turned out to be agtiff, burly man with close-cropped
gray hair and aterse manner. He came around the desk to shake hands with me, and | noticed he had a
limpin hisright leg. He made no effort to hideit; if anything,he exaggerated it, alowing histoe to scrape

loudlyover the floor. Cops, like soldiers, can be proud of ther infirmities. Y ou knew Peterson hadn't
receivedhisin an auto accident.



| was trying to determine the cause of Peterson'sinjury and had decided that it was probably abullet
wound—rarely does anyone get cut with aknifein

the calf—when he stuck out his hand and said,"I'm Captain Peterson.”
"John Berry."
His handshake was hearty, but his eyes were coldand inquiring. He waved meto achair.

"The sergeant said he hadn't seen you around be-fore and | thought | ought to meet you. We knowmost
of thecrimina lawyersin Bogton.”

"Don't you meantrid lawyers?'

"Of course" hesaid easily. "Trid lawyers" Helooked at me expectantly.

| said nothing at dl. A short sllence passed, thenPeterson said, "Which firm do you represent?”
"Hrm?'

"Wes"

"I'm not alawyer," | said, "and | don't know whatmakesyou think | am.”

He pretended to be surprised. "That's not the im-pression you gave the sergeant.”

"No?"

"No. You told him you were alawyer."

"l did?"

"Yes" Peterson said, placing his handsflat on hisdesk.

"Who says 07"

He says so.

"Then heswrong."

Peterson leaned back in his chair and smiled atme, avery pleasant, |et's-not-get-all-excited amile.
"If we had known you weren't alawyer, you'dnever have been alowed to see Lee.”

"That's possible. On the other hand, | was not asked for my name or my occupation. Nor was | asked to
dgninasavigtor."

"The sergeant was probably confused.”

"That'slogicd," | sad, "consdering the sergeant.”



Peterson smiled blankly. | recognized histype: hewas a successful cop, aguy who had learned whento
takeit and whento dish it out. A very diplomaticand polite cop, until he got the upper hand.

"Wdl?' hesad at last.

"I'macolleague of Dr. Lee"

If he was surprised, he didn't show it. "A doctor?”
"That'sright.”

"Y ou doctors certainly stick together," he said, still smiling. He had probably smiled morein thelast two
minutesthan he had in the last two years.

"Not redly,” | said.

The smile began to fall, probably from fatigueand unused muscles. "'If you are adoctor," Petersonsaid,
"my adviceto you isto stay the hell away fromLee. The publicity could kill your practice.”

"What publicity?"

"The publicity fromthetrid."

"Theresgoing to be atriad ?'

"Yes," Peterson said. "And the publicity could kill your practice.”

"| don't have apractice,” | said.

"You'rein research?’

"No," | said. "I'mapathologist.”

He reacted to that. He started to Sit forward,

caught himsdf, and leaned back again. "A patholo-gist," he repeated.
"That's right. | work in hospitals, doing autopsiesand things.”

Peterson was silent for some time. He frowned, scratched the back of his hand, and looked at hisdesk.

Findly hesad, "l don't know what you're try-ing to prove, Doctor. But we don't need your help,and Lee
istoo far goneto—"

"That remainsto be seen.”
Peterson shook his head. "Y ou know better thanthat.”

"I'mnot surel do."

"Do you know," Peterson said, "what adoctor could claim in afdse-arrest suit?!



"A millionddlars” | sad.

"Well, let's say five hundred thousand. It doesn'tmatter much. The point isessentialy the same.”

"Y ou think you have acase.”

"We have acase." Peterson smiled again. "Oh,Dr. Lee can cdl you as awitness. We knowthat. And
you can talk up astorm using the bigwords, trying to fool the jury, to impress them withyour weighty
scientific evidence. But you can't getpast the centrd fact. You just can't get past it.”

"And what fact isthat?"

"A young girl bled to degth in the Boston Memo-rid Hospital thismorning, from anillegd abortion. That
fact, sraight and smple.”

"Andyou dlegeDr. Leedidit?'

"Thereissome evidence," Peterson said mildly.

"It had better be good,” | said, "because Dr. Leeis an established and respected—"

"Ligten," Peterson said, showing impatience forthe first time, "what do you think thisgirl was, aten-dollar
doxy? Thiswasanicegirl, ahdl of anicegirl, from agood family. She was young and prettyand swest,
and she got butchered. But she didn't goto some Roxbury midwife or some North Endquack. She had
too much sense and too muchmoney for that."

"What makesyou think Dr. Leedid it?"

"That's none of your business.”

| shrugged. "Dr. Leeg'slawyer will ask the samequestion, and then it will be hisbusness. And ifyou don't
have an answver—"

"We have an answer."

| waited. In asense, | was curious to see justhow good, just how diplomatic Peterson was. Hedidn't
haveto tell me anything; he didn't have tosay another word. If he did say more, it would be amistake,

Peterson said, "We have awitnesswho heard thegirl implicate Dr. Lee"

"Thegirl arrived a the hogpitd in agtate of shock, ddirious and precomatose. Anything shesad will
condtitute week evidence."

"At thetime she said it, she wasn't in a state of shock. She said it much earlier.”
"Towhom?'
"To her mother," Peterson said, with agrin of sat-isfaction. "Shetold her mother that Leedidit. As

they were leaving for the hospital. And her motherwill swear to that.”



FOUR
Itried to play it Peterson'sway. | tried to keep myface blank. Fortunately you have alot of practice at
that in medicine; you are trained to show no sur-priseif apatient tels you they make love ten timesa
night, or have dreams of stabbing their children,or drink agalon of vodkadaily. It is part of themystique
of the doctor that nothing surpriseshim.”l see” | said.

Peterson nodded. "'A religble witness," he said.” A mature woman, stable, careful in her judg-ments. And
very dtractive. Shewill make an excd-lent impression on thejury." " Perhgps.”

"And now that | have been so frank," Petersonsaid, " perhaps you would tell me your specid inter-etin
Dr. Lee"

"I have no specid interest. Heismy friend.""He caled you before he cdled hislawyer.” "Heis dlowed
two telephone calls.” "Yes," Peterson said, "but most people use themto cdl their lawyer and their wife.”
"Hewanted to talk to me."

"Yes" hesad. "But the questioniswhy.”

"I have had somelegd training,” | said, "aswell asmy medica experience.”

"YouhaveanL.L.B.?"

"No," | said.

Peterson ran hisfingers across the edge of hisdesk. "I don't think | understand.”

"I'm not convinced,” | said, "that it isimportantthat you do."

"Could it be you areinvolved in this businessinsome way?"

"Anythingispossble" | sad.

"Doesthat mean yes?'

"That meansanythingisposshble.”

He regarded me for amoment. "Y ou take a verytough line, Dr. Berry."

"Skeptica."

"If you are so skeptical, why are you convincedDr. Lee didn't doit?!

"I'm not the defense attorney."

"You know," Peterson said, "anyone can make amistake. Even adoctor.”

when I got outsideinto the October drizzle, | de-cided thiswasahdl of atime to quit smoking. Peterson

had unnerved me; | smoked two cigarettesas | walked to the drugstore to buy another pack. | had
expected him to be stupid and pointlesdytough. He was neither of those things. If what he had said was



true, then he had acase. It might notwork, but it was strong enough to protect his job.

Peterson was caught in aquandary. On the onehand, it was dangerousto arrest Dr. Lee; on theother, it
was dangerous not to arrest him, if thecase seemed strong enough. Peterson was forcedinto adecision,
and he had made it. Now he wouldstick by it aslong as he could. And he had an es-cape: if things began
to go bad, he could blameital on Mrs. Randall. He could use the familiar lineso famous among surgeons
and internigts that itwas abbreviated DHJ: doing hisjob. That meantthat if the evidence was strong
enough, you actedand did not care whether you were right or not; youwere judtified in acting on the
evidence.1In thatsense, Peterson's position was strengthened. He was taking no gambles: if Art was
convicted, Peterson would receive no accolades. But if Art wasacquitted, Peterson was covered.
Because he was doing hisjob.

| went into the drugstore, bought two packs of cigarettes, and made some phone calls from a pay phone.
Firg | called my lab and told them I'd begone the rest of the day. Then | called Judith andasked her to go
over to the Lees house and staywith Betty. She wanted to know if I'd seen Art, andl said | had. She
asked if hewasadl right, and | said

This happensalot in medicine. For example, apatient presents with fe-ver, leukocytos s—increased
numbers of white cells—and pain in theright-lower quadrant of the abdomen. The obvious diagnosisis
gppendici-tis. The surgeon may perform an gppendectomy only to find that the ap-pendix isnormal. But
heisvindicated, o long as heis not overhasty, because the evidence is cons stent with gppendicitis, and
delay may befa-td.

everything wasfine, that hed be out in an hour orso.

| don't usualy keep things from my wife. Justone or two smdll things, like what Cameron Jack-son did at
the conference of the American Societyof Surgeons afew years back. | knew she'd be up-set for
Cameron'swife, as she was when they gotdivorced last spring. The divorce was what isknown localy as
an MD, amedicd divorce, and ithad nothing to do with conventions. Cameron is a busy and dedicated
orthopedist, and he began miss-ing meds a home, spending hislifein the hospita. Hiswife couldn't take
it after awhile. She began by resenting orthopedics and ended by resentingCameron. She got the two
kids and three hundreddollars aweek, but she's not happy. What she redllywantsis Cameron—uwithout
medicine

Cameron's not very happy, either. | saw him lastweek and he spoke vaguely of marrying anurse hed
met. He knew people would talk if hedid, but you could see hewasthinking, "At least this one will
understand—"

| often think of Cameron Jackson and the dozenpeople | know like him. Usudly, | think of him lateat
night, when I've been held up at the lab or whenl've been so busy | haven't had timeto call homeand say
I'll belate.

Art Leeand | oncetaked about it, and he hadthelast word, in hisown cynica way. "I'm begin-ning to
understand,” he said, "why priests dontmarry.”

Art'sown marriage has an almost tifling sort of stability. | suppose it comes from hisbeing Chi-nese,
though that can't be the whole answer. BothArt and hiswife are highly educated, and not vis-bly tied to
tradition, but | think they have bothfound it difficult to shake off. Art isawaysguiltridden about the little
time he spends with hisfam-ily, and lavishes gifts on his three children; they aredl spoiled slly. He



adoresthem, and it's often hardto stop him once he begins talking about them. His attitude toward his
wifeismore complex and am-biguous. At times he seemsto expect her to revolvearound him likea
trusting dog, and at times she seemsto want this as much as he does. At othertimes sheismore
independent.

Betty Leeisone of the most beautiful womenl've ever seen. Sheis soft-spoken, gracious, and dender;
next to her Judith seemsbig, loud, and a-most masculine.

Judith and | have been married eight years. We met whilel wasin medical school and she was asenior
at Smith. Judith wasraised on afarm in Ver-mont, and is hardheaded, as pretty girls go.

| said, "Take care of Betty."

"I will."

"Keep her cam.”

"All right."

"And keep the reporters away.”

"Will there be reporters?’

"l don't know. But if there are, keep them away."

She said shewould and hung up.

| then called George Bradford, Art's lawyer. Brad-ford was a solid lawyer and aman with the proper
connections; he was senior partner of Bradford, Stone and Whitlaw. Hewasn't in the officewhen | called,

0 | left amessage.

Finaly | called Lewis Carr, who was clinical pro-fessor of medicine a the Boston Memorial Hospi-tdl.
It took awhile for the switchboard to page him,and as usua he came on briskly.

"Carr gpesking.”

"Lew, thisis John Berry."

"Hi, John. What's on your mind?"

That wastypical of Carr. Most doctors, whenthey receive calsfrom other doctors, follow akindof ritua
pattern: first they ask how you are, thenhow your work is, then how your family is. But Carrhad broken
this pattern, as he had broken otherpatterns.

| said, "I'm calling about Karen Randdll."

"What about her?' Hisvoice turned cautious. Ob-vioudy it was a hot potato at the Mem these days.

"Anything you can tel me. Anything you'veheard.”

"Ligten, John," he said, "her father isabig manin this hospita. I've heard everything and I've heard



nothing. Who wants to know?"

"l do."

"Persondlly?"

"That'sright."

"Why?

"I'mafriend of Art Lee"

"They got him on this? | heard that, but | didn'tbelieveit. | dways thought Lee wastoo smart—"
"Lew, what happened last night?"

Carr dghed. "Chrigt, it'samess. A red stinkinghdll of amess. They blew it in outpatient.”

"What do you mean?"

"l can't talk about thisnow," Carr said. "Y ou'dbetter come over and see me."

"All right,” | said. "Whereisthe body now? Doyour people haveit?'

"No, it'sgoneto the City."

"Have they performed the post yet?'

"I haven't any idea."

"O.K.," I said. "I'll op by inafew hours. Anychance of getting her chart?'

"l doubt it," Carr said. "The old man hasit now."

"Can't soring it free?!

" doubt it," he said.

"O.K.," | said, "Il seeyou later."

| hung up, put in another dime, and called themorgue at the City. The secretary confirmed that they had
received the body. The secretary, Alice,was a hypothyroid; she had avoice asif she hadswalowed a
bassfiddle.

"Donethe post yet?' | said.

"They'rejust garting.”

"Will they holdit?1'd liketo be there.”

"l don't think it'spossible” Alice said, in herrumbling voice. "We have an eager beaver from theMem.”



She advised meto hurry down. | said | would.
FIVE

IT ISwidely believed in boston that the best med-ical carein the world isfound here. It is o univer-sly
acknowledged among the citizens of the citythat thereis hardly any debate.

The best hospitd in Boston is, however, aques-tion subject to hot and passionate debate. There are
three mgjor contenders. the Generd, the Brigham, and the Mem. Defenders of the Mem will tell you that
the Generd istoo large and the Brigham toosmdll; and the Generd istoo coldly clinical and the Brigham
too coldly scientific; that the Genera neg- lects surgery at the expense of medicine and theBrigham the
reverse. And findly, you will be toldsolemnly that the house gt&ffs of the Generd andthe Brigham are
amply inferior intraining and in-telligence to those of the Mem.

But on anybody'slist of hospitals, the BostonCity comes near the bottom. | drove toward it,passing the
Prudentia Center, the proudest monu-ment to what the politicians cal the New Boston.It isavast
complex of skyscrapers, hotels, shops,and plazas, with lots of fountains and wastedspace, giving it a
modern look. It stands within afew minutes lustful walk of thered-light didrict,

which is neither modern nor new, but like the Pru-dentid Center, functiond initsway.

Thered-light digtrict lies on the outskirts of theNegro dums of Roxbury, as does the Boston City. |
bounced aong from one pothole to another andthought that | was far from Randall territory.

It was naturd that the Randalls would practice atthe Mem. In Boston the Randd s were known asan old
family, which meant that they could claim atleast one seasick Pilgrim, straight off the May-flower,

contributing to the gene pool. They hadbeen afamily of doctors for hundreds of years: in1776, Wilson
Randall had died on Bunker Hill.

In more recent history, they had produced alongline of eminent physicians. Joshua Randal hadbeen a
famous brain surgeon early in the century, aman who had done as much as anyone, evenGushing, to
advance neurosurgery in America. Hewas a stern, dogmatic man; afamous, though apoc-ryphd, story
had passed into medica tradition.

Joshua Randall, like many surgeons of his period,had arule that no resident working under himeoould
marry. One resident sneaked off and did; afew months later, Randa | discovered what had hap-pened
and called ameeting of dl hisresidents. He lined them up in arow and said, "Dr. Jones, pleasetake one
step forward.”

Theguilty doctor did, trembling dightly.

Randdl said, "I understand you have gotten mar-ried.” He made it sound like a disease.

"Yes gr."

"Before| discharge you from the staff, do you have anything to say in your defense?”

The young doctor thought for amoment, thensaid, "Yes, gr. | promiseI'll never do it again.”

Randall, according to the story, was so amused bythisreply that he kept the resident after all.



After Joshua Randd| came Winthrop Randal,the thoracic surgeon. J. D. Randall, Karen'sfather,wasa
heart surgeon, specidizing in vavular re-placements. | had never met him, but I'd seen himonce or
twice—alfierce, patriarcha man, with thick white hair and a commanding manner. He was theterror of
the surgica resdents, who flocked to himfor training, but hated him.

Hisbrother, Peter, was an internist with his of-ficesjust off the Commons. He was very fashion-able,
very exclusive, and supposedly quite good,though | had no way of knowing.

J. D. had ason, Karen's brother, who was in med-ica school a Harvard. A year ago therewasaru-
mor that the kid was practically flunking out, butnothing recently.

In another town, at another time, it might seemodd that ayoung boy with such a distinguished medica
tradition would choose to try and live itdown. But not Boston: in Boston the wedlthy oldfamilieshad long
felt only two professions wereworthy of one's attention. One was medicine andthe other waslaw;
exceptions were made for the ac-ademic life, which was honorable enough so long asone became a
professor at Harvard.

But the Randalls were not an academic family, oralega family. They wereamedicd family, and any
Randall who could, contrived to get himsalfthrough medical school and into a house officer- shiplat the
Mem. Both the medica school and theMem had, in the past, made alowances for poorgradeswhen it
cameto the Randals, but over theyears, the family had more than repaid the trust. Inmedicine, aRandal
was agood gamble.

And that was about dl 1 knew about the family,except that they were very weadlthy, firmly Episco-pd,
determinedly public spirited, widdy respected,and very powerful.

| would haveto find out more.
THREE BLOCKS FROM THE HOSPITAL, | passed through

the Combat Zone at the corner of Mass and Co-lumbus avenues. At night it teemswith whores pimps,
addicts, and pushers; it got its name be-cause doctors at the City see so many stabbingsand shootings
from thisareathey regard it asthelocation of alimited war.2

The Bogton City itsdlf isan immense complex of buildings sprawling over three city blocks. It hasmore
than 1,350 beds, mostly filled with alcoholicsand derdlicts. Within the Boston medica establish-

1Position as an intern or resdent, where oneisan M.D. but not licensed
to practice, and still completing education.

2Formerly the most violent areain Boston was Scollay Square, but it was
demolished five years ago to make way for government buildings. Some
consider that an improvement; some a step backward.

ment, the City isknown as the Boston Shitty be-cause of its clientele. But it is considered agood
teaching hospital for residents and interns, because one sees there many medica problems one would
never seein amore affluent hospital. A good exam-pleis scurvy. Few peoplein modern America
con-tract scurvy. To do so requires generd manutritionand a complete abstinence from fruit for five
months. Thisis so rare that most hospitals see acase every three years, at the Boston City there area
haf-dozen each year, usudly in the soringmonths, the "scurvy season.”



There are other examples: severe tuberculosis tertiary syphilis, gunshot wounds, stabbings, acci-dents,
self-abuse, and personal misfortune. What-ever the category, the City sees more of it, in amore
advanced state, than any other hospital inBoston.3

THEINTERIOR OF THE CITY HOSPITAL isamaze builtby amadman. Endless corridors, above
ground andbelow, connect the dozen separate buildings of thehospital. At every corner, there are large
greensgns

3The frequently bizarre cases mean that every doctor and surgeon has abacklog of strange stories. One
surgeon isfond of telling how he was on the Accident FH oor—the City's EW—when two victims of an
auto acci-dent were brought in. One man had logt hisleg at the knee. The other had massive crush injury
to the chest, so bad that the degree of damage couldnot at first be ascertained from the heavy bleeding.
Onan X ray of thechest, however, it was seen that one man's foot and lower leg had been rammed into
the second man's chest, where it was lodged at the time of admission.

pointing directions, but they don't help much; it istill hopeesdy confusing.

Asl| cut through the corridors and buildings, | remembered my rotation through the hospital as aresident.
Small details came back. The soap: astrange, cheap, peculiar-smelling soap that was used everywhere.
The paper bags hung by each sink, one for paper towels, the other for rectal gloves. As an economy, the
hospital saved usedgloves, cleaned them, and used them again. Thelit-tle plastic name tags edged in
black, blue, and reddepending on your service. | had spent ayear inthis hospita, and during that time |
had done sev-erd autopsesfor the medica examiner.

THERE ARE FOUR MEDICAL SITUATIONS in which thecoroner claimsjurisdiction and an autopsy
isre-quired by law. Every pathology resident knowsthelist cold:

If the patient dies under violent or unusua cir-cumstances.

If the patientisDOA .4

If he dieswithin twenty-four hours of admission.

If apatient dies outside the hospital while notunder adoctor's care.

Under any of these circumstances, an autopsy isperformed at the City. Like many cities, Boston has no
separate police morgue. The second floor of the Malory Building, the pathology section of the hos-

4Dead on arivd at hospitd.

pitd, isgiven over to the medica examiner's offices.In routine cases, most of the autopsies are per-
formed by first-year resdents from the hospital inwhich the patient died. For the residents, new tothe
game and till nervous, a coroner's autopsy canbe atense business.

Y ou don't know what poisoning or eectrocutionlooks like, for instance, and you're worried about
missing something important. The solution, passeddown from resident to resident, isto do ameticu-lous
PM, to take lots of pictures and notes as yougo, and to "'save everything," meaning to keeppieces of
tissuefrom all the gross organsin case thereisa court action that requires reexaminationof the autopsy



findings. Saving everything is, of course, an expensive business. It requires extrajars, extra preservative,
and more storage space in the freezers. But it is done without question in policecases.

Y et even with the precautions, you worry. As youdo the pogt, there is dways that fear, that dreadful
thought at the back of your mind that the prosecu-tion or the defense will demand some piece of in-
formation, some crucid it of evidence eitherpositive or negative, that you cannot supply becauseyou did
not consider al the possihilities, al the var-idbles, dl the differentids.for some long-forgotten reason,there
aretwosmal stone sphinxes just insde the doors of Mdlory. Each time | see them, they bother me;

somehow sphinxesin a pathology building smack of Egyptian emba ming chambers. Or something.

| went up to the second floor to talk to Alice. She was grumpy; the post hadn't been started be- cause of
some dday; everything was going to hdll inawheelbarrow these days, did | know that aflu ep-idemic
was expected thiswinter?

| said 1 did, and then asked, "Who's doing thepost on Karen Randall?"

Alice gave adisgpproving frown. "They sent someone over from the Mem. Hisname, | believe,is
Hendricks."

| was surprised. | had expected someone big to do this case.
"Heinsde?' | asked, nodding toward the end of the hdll.
"Umm," Alicesad.

| walked down toward the two swinging doors, past the freezers on the right which stored the bod-ies,
and past the neatly labeled sgn: authorized

PERSONNEL ONLY BEYOND THIS POINT. The doors

were wood, without windows, markedin andout.! pushed through into the autopsy room. Two menwere
talking in afar corner.

Theroom waslarge, painted adull, ingtitutiona green. The celling was low, the floor was concrete,and
the pipes overhead were exposed; they don'tspend much on interior decoration here. In aneatrow were
five sanless-sted tables, each six feetlong. They weretilted dightly and made with alip.Water flowed
congtantly down thetablein athin

sheet and emptied into asink at the lower end. Thewater was kept running al during the autopsy, to
carry away blood and bits of organic matter. Thehuge exhaust fan, three feet across and built intoone
frosted-glass window, was a so kept on. So wasthe smal chemica unit that blew scented ersatz
ar-freshener into the room, giving it aphony pine-woods odor.

Off to one sSde was a changing room where pa-thologists could remove their street clothes and puton
surgical greensand an gpron. There were fourlarge sinksin arow, the farthest with asign thatsaidthissnk
for washing hands only. The otherswere used to clean instruments and specimens. Along onewall wasa
row of smple cabinets con-taining gloves, bottles for specimens, preservatives,reagents, and a camera.
Unusua specimens wereoften photographed in place before removal.

Asl| entered the room, the two men looked overat me. They had been discussing a case, a body onthe



far table. | recognized one of the men, aresi-dent named Gaffen. | knew him dightly. Hewas very clever
and rather mean. The other man | didnot know at dl; | assumed he was Hendricks.

"Hdlo, John," Gaffen said. "What brings youhere?"

"Post on Karen Randall.”

"They'll gartinaminute. Want to change?'

"No, thanks," | said. "I'll just watch."

Actualy | would have liked to change, but itseemed like abad idea. The only way | could be

certain of preserving my observer'srole would be toremain in street clothes. The last thing | wanted todo
was to be considered an active participant in the autopsy, and therefore possibly influencing the find-ings

| said to Hendricks, "I don't think we've met. I'mJohn Berry."

"Jack Hendricks." He smiled, but did not offer toshake hands. He was wearing gloves, and had been
touching the autopsy body before them.

"I've just been showing Hendricks afew physicafindings,” Gaffen said, nodding to the body. Hestepped
back so | could see. It was ayoung Negrogirl. She had been an attractive girl before some-body put
three round holesin her chest and ssom-ach.

"Hendricks here has been spending dl histimeat the Mem," Gaffen said. "He hasn't seen much ofthis sort
of thing. For instance, we were just dis-cussing what these little marks might represent.”

Gaffen pointed to severa flesh tears on the body. They were on the arms and lower legs.
Hendricks said, "1 thought perhaps they werescratches from barbed wire.”
Gaffen smiled sadly. "Barbed wire," he repeated.

| said nothing. | knew what they were, but | alsoknew that an inexperienced man would never beableto
guess.

"When was she brought in?" | said.

Gaffen glanced at Hendricks, then said, "Fiveam.But the time of desth seemsto be around midnight.”
To Hendricks he said, "Doesthat suggestanything?'

Hendricks shook his head and bit hislip. Gaffenwas giving him the business. | would have objected but
thiswas standard procedure. Browbesating oftenpasses for teaching in medicine. Hendricks knew it.|
knew it. Gaffen knew it.

"Where," Gaffen said, "do you suppose she wasfor those five hours after death?”

"I don't know," Hendricks said miserably.

"Guess."



"Lyinginbed."

"Impossible. Look at the lividity.5She wasn't ly-ingflat anywhere. She was haf seated, half rolledover
on her sde.”

Hendricks looked at the body again, then shookhis head again.

"They found her in the gutter,” Gaffen said. "OnCharleston Street, two blocks from the CombatZone. In
the guitter.”

lla,].ll

"So," Gaffen said, "what would you cal thosemarks now?"

Hendricks shook hishead. | knew this could goon forever; Gaffen could play it for al it wasworth.]
cleared my throat and said, "Actualy, Hendricks, they'rerat bites. Very characteridtic: aninitia punc-
ture, and then awedge-shaped tear."

5The seeping of blood to the lowest portions of the body after degth. It of-ten helps establish the
position of the body.

"Rat bites," hesaid in alow voice.

"Liveand learn,” Gaffen said. He checked hiswatch. "1 have a CPC now. Good to see you again,John.”
He stripped off his gloves and washed hishands, then came back to Hendricks.

Hendrickswas gtill looking at the bullet holesand the bites.
"Shewasin the gutter for five hours?'

"Wes"

"Didn't the policefind her?"

"Yes eventudly.”

"Who did it to her?’

Gaffen snorted. "Y ou tell me. She hasa history of aprimary luetic ord lesion, treated at this hospita, and
five episodes of hot tubes, treated at this hos-pitd.”

"Hot tubes?'
"P.1.D."6
"When they found her," Gaffen said, "she had forty dollarsin cash in her bra."

Helooked at Hendricks, shook his head, and |eftthe room. When we were alone, Hendricks said to me,



"| till don't get it. Doesthat mean she was aprodtitute?”

"Yes" | said. "Shewas shot to death and lay in the gutter for five hours, being chewed by sewerras™

6Pdvic Inflammatory Disease, usudly infection of the falopian tubes by Neisseria gonococcus, the agent
of gonorrhea. Gonorrheais considered tobe the most common infectious disease of mankind. Twenty

percent of prostitutes are thought to be infected.
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"It happens" | said. "A lot."

The swinging door opened, and a man whedledin awhite-shrouded body. He looked at us and said,
"Rendd|?"

"Yes" Hendrickssaid.
"Which table you want?'

"Themiddle”

"All right." He moved the cart close, then siwung the body over onto the stainless-sted table, shiftingthe
head firdt, then the feet. It was dready quite tiff. He removed the shroud quickly, folded it, andset it on

the cart.
"You gottasign,” he said to Hendricks, holdingout aform.

Hendricks signed.

"I'm not very good at this," Hendricks said to me." Thislegd stuff. I've only done one before, and that
was an indugtrid thing. Man hit on the head atwork and killed. But nothing likethis. . ."

| said, "How did you get chosen for thisone?"

Hesaid, "Just lucky, | guess. | heard that Westonwas going to do it, but apparently not.”

"Leand Weston?"

"YS,"

Weston wasthe chief pathologist of the CityHospital, agreat old man and probably the best pa-thologist
in Boston, bar none.

"Waell," Hendricks said. "We might aswell getstarted.”
He went to the sink and began along and thor-

ough scrub. Pathologists who scrub for a post d-ways annoy me. 1t makes them too much like
par-odies of surgeons: theidiotic reverse of the coin, aman dressed in asurgica uniform—baggy pants,



V-neck short-deeve blouse—cleaning his hands be-fore operating on a patient who was past caring
whether he received sterile treatment or not.

But in Hendricks case, | knew he wasjust stal-ing.autopsies are never very pretty. They are particu-
larly depressing when the deceased is as young andas attractive as Karen Randall was. She lay nude on
her back, her blonde hair streaming down in the water. Her clear blue eyes stared up at the celling.While
Hendricks finished scrubbing, | looked atthe body and touched the skin. It was cold andsmooth, the
color gray-white. Just what you'd ex-pect for agirl who had bled to death.

Hendricks checked to see that there was film inthe camera, then waved me aside while he tookthree
picturesfrom different angles.

| said, "Have you got her chart?'

"No. The old man hasthat. All I've got isasum-mary of the OPD discharge.”

"Which was?'

"Clinica diagnoss of degth secondary to vagina hemorrhage complicated by systemic anaphylaxis.”

" Systemic angphylaxis? Why?'

"Beatsme," Hendricks said. " Something hap-pened in the OPD, but | couldn't find out.”

"That'sinteresting,” | said.

Hendricks finished with his pictures and went tothe blackboard. Most 1abs have a blackboard, on which
the pathologist can write his findings as hemakes them—surface markings of the body, weightand
appearance of organs, that sort of thing. He went to the board and wrote, "Randal, K." and thecase
number.

At that moment, another man entered the room. | recognized the bald, stooping figure of Leland
Wes-ton. Hewasin hissixties, about to retire, and despitehis stoop he had akind of energy and
vigorousness.He shook hands with me briskly, then withHendricks, who seemed very relieved to see
him.

Weston took over the autopsy himsalf. He began,as | remembered he dways did, by waking aroundthe
body ahdf-dozen times, saring at it intently, and muttering to himsdlf. Findly he sopped andglanced at
me.

"Observed her, John?!

IIYSIII

"What do you make of it?"

"Recent weight gain,”" | said. "There are striationmarks on her hips and breasts. Sheis aso over-weght.”
"Good," Wegton sad. "Anything else?!

"Yes" | said. "Shehasaninteresting hair ditribu-tion. She hasblond hair, but thereisathin line of dark



hair on her upper lip, and some more on herforearms. It looks sparse and fine to me, new look-ing."

"Good," Weston said, nodding. He gave me adight, crooked grin, the grin of my old teacher. Forthat
matter, Weston had trained most of the pathol-ogistsin Boston at one time or another. "But,” hesaid,
"you've missed the most important finding."

He pointed to the pubic area, which was cleanly shaven. "That," he said.
"But she's had an abortion,” Hendricks said. "Weal know that."

"Nobody," Weston said gernly, "knows anythinguntil the post is completed. We can't afford to
prediagnose.” He smiled. "That isarecreation re-served for the clinicians.” He pulled on a pair of gloves
and said, "Thisautopsy report is going to be the best and most accurate we can make. Because J.D.
Randdl will be going over it with afine comb.Now then." He examined the pubic areaclosdy. "The
differentid of ashaved groinisdifficult. It may implyan operation, but many patientsdo it for purely per-
sonal reasons. In this case, we might note that it wascarefully done, with no nicks or small cutsat dl. That
issgnificant: thereisn't anursein the world who can do a pre-op shave on afleshy region likethiswithout
making at least one small dip. Nursesarein ahurry and small cuts don't matter. So. . "

"She shaved hersdf," Hendricks said.

"Probably,” Weston nodded. "Of course, thatdoesn't rulein or out an operation. But it should bekept in
mind."

He proceeded with the autopsy, workingsmoothly and quickly. He measured the girl &t five-

four and weighed her at one-forty. Considering thefluid she had logt, that was pretty heavy. Weston
wrote it on the blackboard and made hisfirst cut.

The standard autopsy incisionisa'Y -shaped cutrunning down from each shoulder, meeting a themidine
of the body at the bottom of the ribs, andthen continuing asasingle incision to the pubicbone. The skin
and muscleisthen peded away inthree flaps; the ribs are cut open, exposing thelungs and heart; the
abdomen iswidely incised. Then the carotid arteries are tied and cut, the colonistied and cut, the trachea
and pharynx are cut— and the entire viscera, heart, lungs, ssomach, liver, spleen, kidneys, and intestine
areremoved in asin-glemation.

After that, the eviscerated body is sewn shut. The isolated organs can then be examined at lei-sure, and
sections cut for microscopic examination.While the pathologist is doing this, the deaner cutsthe scalp
open, removes the skullcap, and takes outthe brain if permission for brain remova has been obtained.

Then | realized: there was no deaner here.7l mentioned thisto Weston.

"That'sright,”" he said. "Were doing this one by ourselves. Completely.”

| watched as Weston made his cut. His hands

7Deaner isatraditiona term for the man who takes care of the dissecting room. It isan ancient term,

dating back to the days when anatomy dissec-tions were done by horse gelders and butchers. The
deaner keeps therooms clean, caresfor the corpses, and aids in the dissection.



trembled dightly, but histouch was dtill remarkablyswift and efficient. As he opened the abdomen,blood
welled out.

"Quick," hesaid. "Suction.”

Hendricks brought a bottle attached to a suctionhose. The abdomina fluid—dark red-black, mostly
blood—was removed and measured in the bottle. Altogether, nearly three liters were withdrawn.

"I wish we had the chart,” Weston said. "1I'd like to know how many unitsthey gave her inthe EW."

| nodded. The normal blood volume in an aver-age person was only about five quarts. To have somuch
in the abdomen implied a perforation some-where.

When the fluid was drained, Weston continued thedissection, removing the organs and placing themina
stainless-sted pan. He carried them to the sink and washed them, then examined them one by one, be-
ginning at thetop, with the thyroid.

"Peculiar,” hesaid, holding it in hishands. "Itfedslikefifteen gramsor 0."
The normd thyroid weighed between twenty andthirty.

"But probably anorma variation,” Weston said. He cut it open and examined the cut surface. Wecould
see nothing unusud.

Then heincised the trachea, opening it down tothe bifurcation into the lungs, which were ex-panded and
paewhite, instead of their normd pink-purple.

"Anaphylaxis," Weston said. "' Systemic. Any ideawhat she was hypersensitive to?
"No," | said.

Hendricks was taking notes. Weston deftly fol-lowed the bronchi down into the lungs, thenopened the
pulmonary arteriesand veins.

He moved on to the heart, which he opened by making two looping incisonsinto theright and leftsides,
exposing al four chambers. " Perfectly nor-ma." Then he opened the coronary arteries. Theywere normd
too, patent with little atheroscleross.

Everything ese was norma until we got to theuterus. It was purplish with hemorrhagic blood, andnot
very large, about the size and shape of alightbulb, with the ovaries and fallopian tubesleadinginto it. As
Weston turned it in his hands, we sawthe dice through the endometrium and muscle. That explained the
bleeding into the peritoned cav-ity.

But | was bothered by the size. It just didn't |looklike a pregnant uterusto me, particularly if the girl was
four months pregnant. At four months, the fe-tus was six incheslong, with apumping heart, de-veloping
eyes and face, and forming bones. The uterus would be markedly enlarged.

Weston thought the same thing. "Of course,” he said, "she probably got some oxytocin8at the EW, but
dill, it'sdamned peculiar.”



8Adrug to contract the uterus, useful for initiating birth and for stoppinguterine bleeding.

He cut through the uterine wall and opened itup. The inside had been scraped quite well andcarefully; the

perforation was obvioudy alate devel-opment. Now, the insde of the uterus was filledwith blood and
numerous trand ucent, yellowishclots.

"Chicken-fat clots,"9Weston said. That meant itwas postmortem.
He cleaned away the blood and clots and exam-ined the scraped endometrid surface carefully.

"Thiswasn't done by atotal amateur,” Westonsaid. " Somebody knew at least the basic principles of
Curettege.”

"Except for the perforation.”

"Yes," hesad. "Except for that.”
"Wadl," hesad, "at least we aready know onething. Shedidn't do it to hersdlf.”
That was an important point. A large proportionof acute vagina hemorrhages are the result of women

attempting salf-abortion, with drugs, or satsolutions, or soaps, or knitting needles and otherdevices. But

Karen couldn't have done thiskind of scraping on hersalf. Thisrequired agenerd anes-thetic for the
patient.

| said, "Doesthislook like a pregnant uterus toyou?"
"Questionable," Weston said. "Very questionable. L et's check the ovaries.”
Weston incised the ovaries, looking for the cor-

9See Appendix |: Delicatessen Pathologidts.

pus luteum, the yellow spot that persists after theovum has been released. He didn't find one. In it-sdlf,

that proved nothing; the corpus luteum beganto degenerate after three months, and this girl was
supposedly in her fourth month.

The deaner camein and said to Weston, "Shall | close up now?"

"Yes" Weston said. "Y ou might aswell.”

The deaner began to suture the incision andwrap the body in a clean shroud. | turned to Wes-ton.
"Aren't you going to examinethe brain?'

"No permission,” Weston said.

The medica examiner, though he demanded anautopsy, usudly did not insst on brain examinationunless
the Situation suggested possible neuropathy.

"But | would have thought afamily like the Ran-dalls, medicdly oriented . . ."



"Oh, J D.isdl forit. It'sMrs. Randdl. She justrefusesto have the brain removed, absolutely re-fuses.
Ever met her?'

| shook my head.
"Quiteawoman," Weston said dryly.

He turned back to the organs, working down theGl tract from esophagus to anus. It was completely
normdl. | left before he finished everything; | hadseen what | wanted to see and knew that the fina report
would be equivoca. At least on the basis of the gross organs, they would be unable to say thatKaren
Randal was definitely pregnant.

That was peculiar.
SIX

1HAVE TROUBLE BUYING LIFE INSURANCE. Most pathologists do: the companiestake one
look at you and shudder—constant exposure to tuberculosis, maignancies, and lethd infectious disease
makesyou avery poor risk. The only person | know whohas more trouble getting insured isabiochemist
named Jm Murphy.

When he was younger, Murphy played halfback for Y de and was named to the All-East team. Thatin
itsdlf isan accomplishment, but it isamazing ifyou know Murphy and have seen hiseyes. Murphyis
practicaly blind. He wears lenses an inch thick and walks with his head drooping, asif the weightof the
glass burdened him down. Hisvison isbarely adequate under most circumstances, butwhen he gets
excited or tight, he walksinto things.

On the surface it would not seem that Murphy had the makings of ahafback, even a Y ade. Toknow his
secret, you have to see him move. Mur-phy isfast. He a so has the best balance of anyonel know. When
he was playing footbdl, histeam-mates devised a series of plays especialy designedto dlow the
quarterback to point Murphy in theproper direction and send him on hisway. This

usualy worked, though on severa occasons Mur-phy made brilliant runsin the wrong direction, twice
charging over thegod linefor asafety.

He has dways been drawn to unlikely sports. Atthe age of thirty, he decided to take up mountain
climbing. Hefound it very agreegble, but hecouldn't get insured. So he switched to sports-carracing and
was doing very well until he drove a Lo-tus off the track, rolled it four times, and brokeboth davidesin
severd places. After that, he de-cided held rather be insured than active, so he gaveit al up.

Murphy is s0 fast he even speaksin akind of shorthand, asif he can't be bothered putting al the articles
and pronouns into his sentences. He driveshis secretaries and technicians mad, not only be-cause of his
gpeech, but also because of the win-dows. Murphy keeps them wide open, even inwinter, and heisan
unrelenting opponent of whathe cals"bad air."

When | walked into hislab in onewing of theBLI11l found it filled with gpples. There were ap-plesinthe
refrigerators, on the reagent benches, ondesks as paperweights. His two technicians, wear-ing heavy
swesters under their lab coats, were botheating apples as| entered.

"Wife" Murphy said, shaking hands with me."Makes a specialty. Want one? | have Ddlicious and



Cortland today."

1Bogton Lying-in Hospitd.

"No, thanks" | said.
Hetook abite from one after polishing it brisklyon hisdeeve. "Good. Redly."
"l havent got time," | said.

"Alwaysinarush,” Murph said. "Jesus Chrigt, d-waysin arush. Haven't seen you or Judith formonths.
What've you been up to? Terry's playingguard on the Belmont first deven.”

Helifted apicture from his desk and held itunder my nose. It showed his son in afootbal uni-form,
growling into the camera, looking like Murph:smdl, but tough.

"WEell haveto get together soon,” | said to him,"and talk about families.

"Ummmm." Murph devoured his gpple with re-markable speed. "L et's do that. How's bridge game?
Wifeand | had an absolutdly devastating time lastweekend. Two weekends ago. Playing with—"

"Murph," | said. "l have aproblem.”

"Probably an ulcer,” Murph said, selecting an-other gpple from arow aong his desk. "Nervousguy |
know. Alwaysinarush."

"Actudly," | sad, "thisisright up your dley."

He grinned in sudden interest. " Steroids? Firsttime in history a pathologist'sinterested in seroids, | bet.”
He sat down behind his desk and proppedhisfeet up. "Ready and waiting. Shoot.”

Murphy's work concerned steroid production in pregnant women and fetuses. He was located in theBLI
for apractica, if somewhat gridy, reason—heneeded to be near the source of supply, whichin

his case was clinic mothers and the occasiond till-births2assgned to him.

"Can you do ahormonetest for pregnancy at au-topsy?' | asked.

He scratched his head in swift, nervous, flutterymovements. "Hell. Suppose so. But who'd want to?”
"l want to."

"What | meanis, can't you tell at autopsy if she'spregnant or not?"

"Actualy, no, inthis case. It's very confused.”

"Well. No accepted test, but | imagineit couldbe done. How far dong?!

"Four months, supposedly.”



"Four months? And you can't tdl from theuterus?"

"Murph—"

"Y eah, sure, it could be done at four months,” hesaid. "Won't stand up in a courtroom or anything, but
yeah. Could be done."

"Canyoudoit?

"That'sal wegot inthislab,” he said. "Steroidassays. What've you got?'
| didn't understand; 1 shook my head.

"Blood or urine. Which?*

"Oh. Blood." | reached into my pocket and drewout atest tube of blood | had collected at the au-topsy.
I'd asked Weston if it was O.K ., and he saidhe didn't care.

2StilIbirths, abortuses, and placentas are in hot demand at the BLI for thedozen or so groups doing
hormone research. Sometimes rather bitter argu-ments break out over who needs the next dead baby

most for their sudies.

Murph took the tube and held it to the light. Heflicked it with hisfinger. "Need two cc's" he said."Plenty
here. No problem.”

"When will you let me know?'
"Two days. Assay takes forty-eight hours. Thisis post blood?"
"Yes. | was afraid the hormones might be dena-tured or something . . ."

Murph sighed. "How little we remember. Only proteins can be denatured, and steroids are not pro-teins,
right? Thisll be easy. See, the normal rabbittest is chorionic gonadotrophinin urine. But in thislab were
geared to measure that, or progesterone, or any of anumber of other eleven-beta hydroxyl-ated
compounds. In pregnancy, progesterone levelsincrease ten times. Egtriol levelsincrease athou-sand
times. We can measure ajump like that, noswest." He glanced at histechnicians. "Even inthislab.”

One of the technicianstook up the challenge. "l used to be accurate,” she said, "before | got frost-bite on
my fingers”

"Excuses, excuses,” Murphy grinned. He turnedback to me and picked up the tube of blood."Thisll be
easy. WEl just pop it onto the old frac-tionating column and let it perk through,” he said."Maybe well do
two independent aiquots, just incase one gets fouled up. Who'sit from?”

"What?'

Hewaved the test tube in front of meimpa-tiently. "Whose blood?!



"Oh. Just acase" | said, shrugging.

"A four-month pregnancy and you can't be sure?John boy, not leveling with your old buddy, your old
bridge opponent.”

"It might be better,” | said, "if | told you after-ward."

"O.K., O.K. Far from meto pry. Y our own way, but youwill tel me?'

"Promise”

"A pathologist's promise,”" he said, standing up, “rings of the eternd.”
SEVEN

the last time anyone counted, there were 25,000named diseases of man, and curesfor 5,000 ofthem. Yet
it remainsthe dream of every young doc-tor to discover anew disease. That isthe fastestand surest way
to gain prominence within the med-ica profession. Practically speaking, it is much bet-ter to discover a
new disease than to find a cure for an old one; your cure will be tested, disputed, andargued over for
years, whileanew diseaseis readilyand rapidly accepted.

Lewis Carr, while gill anintern, hit the jackpot: he found a new disease. It was pretty rare—a he-reditary
dysgammaglobulinemiaaffecting the betar

fraction which hefound in afamily of four—but that was not important. The important thing wasthet
Lewisdiscovered it, described it, and pub-lished hisresultsin theNew England Journal of Medicine.

Six yearslater he was made clinica professor atthe Mem. There was never any question he wouldbe;
amply amatter of waiting until somebody onthe staff retired and vacated an office.

Carr had agood office in terms of status at the Mem; it was perfect for ayoung hotshot internist. For one
thing, it was cramped and made evenworse by the stacks of journalss, texts, and researchpapers scattered
all around. For another, it wasdirty and old, tucked away in an obscure corner of the Cader Building,
near the kidney research unit. And for the finishing touch, amid the squalor and mess sat a beautiful
secretary, looking sexy, effi- cient, and wholly unapproachable: anonfunctiona beauty to contrast with the
functiond ugliness ofthe office.

"Dr. Carr ismaking rounds,” she said withoutsmiling. "He asked for you to wait ingde.”

| went in and took a seat, after removing a stackof back issues of theAmerican Journal of Experi-
menta Biologyfrom the chair. A few moments|later, Carr arrived. He wore awhite lab coat, open at the
front (aclinica professor would never button hislab coat) and a stethoscope around his neck. His shirt
collar wasfrayed (clinical professorsaren't paid much), but his black shoes gleamed (clinical

professors are careful about things that really count). Asusud, his manner was very cool, verycollected,
very politicd.

Unkind souls said Carr was more than political, that he shamelessly sucked up to the senior staff men.
But many people resented his swift successand his confident manner. Carr had around and childlike
face; his cheeks were smooth and ruddy. He had an engaging boyish grin that went over verywell withthe
female patients. He gave methat grin



now.

"Hi, John." He shut the door to his outer officeand sat down behind his desk. | could barely seehim over
the stacked journas. He removed thestethoscope from his neck, folded it, and dipped itinto his pocket.
Then helooked a me.

| guessit'sinevitable. Any practicing doctor whofaces you from behind a desk gets a certain man-ner, a
thoughtful-probing-inquigitive air which isunsettling if there's nothing wrong with you. LewisCarr got that
way now.

"Y ou want to know about Karen Randall," hesaid, asif reporting aserious finding.

"Right."

"For persond reasons.”

"Right."

"And anything | tdl you goes no further?"

"Right."

"OK.," hesad. "Il tdl you. | wasn't present, but | have followed things closdy.”

1 knew that hewould have. Lewis Carr followed

everything at the Mem closdy; he knew more loca gossip than any of the nurses. He gathered his
knowledge reflexively, the way some other peoplebreathed air.

"The girl presented in the outpatient ward at four this morning. She was moribund on arrival; whenthey
sent astretcher out to the car she was deliri-ous. Her trouble was frank vagina hemorrhage. Shehad a
temperature of 102, dry skin with decreased turgor, shortness of breath, aracing pulse, and lowblood
pressure. She complained of thirst."1

Carr took a deep breath. "The intern looked at her and ordered a cross match so they could starta
transfusion. He drew asyringe for a count andcrit2and rapidly injected aliter of D 5.3He d so at-tempted
to locate the source of the hemorrhage buthe could not, so he gave her oxytocin to clampdown the uterus
and dow bleeding, and packed the vagina as atemporary measure. Then he found outwho the girl was
from the mother and shit in hispants. He panicked. He called in aresident. Hestarted the blood. And he
gave her agood dose of prophylactic penicillin. Unfortunately, he did thiswithout consulting her chart or
asking the mother about dlergic reactions.”

"She was hypersengtive."4

1 Thirgt isan important symptom in shock. For unknown reasons, it ap-
pearsonly in severe shock dueto fluid loss, and is regarded as an ominous
aon.

2 White count and hematocrit.



3 Five percent dextrose in water, used to replace lost fluid volume.

4 Penicillin reactions occur in 9—10 percent of normal patients.

"Severdy,” Carr said. "Ten minutes after givingthe penicillini.m.5the girl went into chokingspasms and
appeared unable to breathe despite apatent airway. By now the chart was down from therecord room,
and the intern redlized what he had done. So he administered amilligram of epineph-rinei.m. When there
was no response, he went toadow 1V, benadryl, cortisone, and aminophylline. They put her on postive
pressure oxygen. But shebecame cyanotic,6convulsive, and died withintwenty minutes.”

| lit acigarette and thought to myself that | wouldn't like to be that intern now.

"Probably," Carr said, "the girl would have died anyway. We don't know that for sure, but there's ev-ery
reason to think that at admission her blood lossalready approached fifty percent. That seemsto bethe
cut-off, as you know—the shock isusudly ir-reversible. So we probably couldn't have kept her. Of
course, that doesn't change anything.”

| sad, "Why'd theintern give penicillin in thefirst place?"

"That's a peculiarity of hospital procedure,” Carr said. "It'sakind of routine around herefor certain
presenting symptoms. Normally when we get agirlwith evidence of avagina bleed and ahigh fever—
possibleinfection—we givethegirl aD & C, puther to bed, and stick her a shot of antibiotic. Send

Sintramuscularly. 6Blue.

her home the next day, usually. And it goes down on the charts as miscarriage.”

"Isthat thefina diagnosis on Karen Randd|'srecord? Miscarriage?!

Carr nodded. " Spontaneous. We aways put itdown that way, because if we do that, we don't haveto
fool with the police. We see quite afew sdlf-induced or illegally induced abortions here. Some-timesthe
girlscomein with so much vagind soapthey foam like overloaded dishwashers. Othertimes, it's bleeding.
In every case, the girl ishyster-ical and full of wild lies. We just teke care of it qui-etly and send her on
her way."

"And never report it to the police?'7

"We're doctors, not law-enforcement officers. We see about a hundred girlsayear thisway. If were-
ported every one, wed al spend our timein courttestifying and not practicing medicine.”

"But doesn't the law require—"
"Of course,” Carr said quickly. "Thelaw requiresthat we report it. The law aso requires that we re-port
assaults, but if we reported every drunk whogot into abar brawl, we'd never hear the end of it.No

emergency ward reports everything it should.Y ou just can't operate on that basis.”

"But if there's been an abortion—"



"Look a it logicdly,” Car said. "A dgnificantnumber of these cases are spontaneous miscar-riages. A
sgnificant number aren't, but it doesn't

7See Appendix 11: Cops and Doctors.

make sense for usto treat it any other way. Supposeyou know that the butcher of Barcelonaworked on
agirl; supposeyou cal in the police. They show upthe next day and the girl tellsthem it was sponta-
neous. Or shetdlsthem shetried it on herself. Buteither way she won't talk, so the police are an-noyed.
Mostly, with you, because you caled them

in

"Doesthis happen?'

"Yes" Carr said, "l've seen it happen twice my-self. Both times, the girl showed up crazy with fear,
convinced she was going to die. She wanted to nail the abortionist, so she demanded the police becaled
in. But by morning, shewasfeding fine,she'd had anice hospital D & C, and she redizedher problems
were over. She didn't want to fool with the police; she didn't want to get involved. Sowhen the cops
came, she pretended it was dl abigmigake.”

"Are you content to clean up after the abortion-istsand let it go?"

"We aretrying to restore people to health. That'sall. A doctor can't make value judgments. We cleanup
after alot of bad drivers and mean drunks, too.But it isn't our job to dap anybody's hand and givethem a
lecture on driving or dcohol. Wejust try tomakethemwell again.”

| wasn't going to argue with him; | knew itwouldn't do any good. So | changed the subject.

"What about the charges against Lee? What hap-pened there?!

"Whenthegirl died,” Carr sad, "Mrs. Randal became hysterica. She started to scream, so theygave her
atranquilizer and sedative. After that, she settled down, but she continued to claim that her daughter had
named L ee as the abortionist. So shecdled the police.”

"Mrs. Randdl did?’

"That'sright.”

"What about the hospitd diagnoss?!

"It remains miscarriage. Thisisalegitimate med-ical interpretation. The changetoillega abortionismade
on nonclinica grounds, so far as we are con-cerned. The autopsy will show whether an abortionwas

performed.”

"The autopsy showed it," | said. "Quite agoodabortion, too, except for asingle laceration of the
endornetrium. It was done by someone with skill—but not quite enough skill.”

"Have you talked with Lee?"



"Thismorning,”" | said. "He dlamshe didn't do it.On the basis of that autopsy, | believe him."
"A mistake—"
"l don't think so. Art'stoo good, too capable.”

Carr removed the stethoscope from his pocketand played with it, looked uncomfortable. "Thisisavery
messy thing," hesad. "Very messy.”

"It hasto be cleared up,” | said. "We can't hideour headsin the sand and let Leego to hell.”
"No, of course not,” Carr said. "But J. D. wasvery upset.”
"l imagine s0."

"He practicaly killed that poor intern when hesaw what treatment had been given. | wasthere,and |
thought he was going to strangle the kid withhis bare hands."

"Who wastheintern?'
"Kid named Roger Whiting. Nicekid, even though hewenttoP& S."
"Whereishe now?'

"At home, probably. He went off at eight thismorning." Carr frowned and fiddled once morewith his
stethoscope. "John," he said, "are you sureyou want to get involved inthis?'

"l don't want anything to do with it," | said. "If Ihad my choice, I'd be back in my |ab now. But | don't see
any choice."

"Thetroubleis" Carr said dowly, "that thisthinghas gotten out of control. J. D. isvery upset.”
"Y ou sad that before.

"I'm just trying to help you understand howthings are.” Carr rearranged things on his desk anddid not
look a me. Finaly he sad, "The caseisinthe proper hands. And | understand Lee has agoodlavyer.”

"Therearealot of dangling questions. | want tobe sure they're dl cleaned up.”
"It'sin the proper hands,” Carr said again.

"Whose hands? The Randalls? The goons | sawdown &t the police station?"
"We have an excellent police forcein Boston," Carr said.

"Bullshit."

He sighed patiently and said, "What can youhope to prove?’

"That Leedidn'tdoit.”



Carr shook hishead. "That's not the point.”

"It ssemsto methat's precisely the point.”

"No," Carr said. "The point isthat the daughterof J. D. Randall waskilled by an abortionist, and
somebody hasto pay. Lee's an abortionist—thatwon't be hard to provein court. In aBaoston court,the
jury islikely to be more than haf Catholic. They'll convict him on generd principles”

"On generd principles?’

"Y ou know what | mean,” Carr said, shifting inhischair.

"You mean Legsthegoat.”

"That'sright. Lee'sthe goat."

"Isthat the official word?"

"Moreor less" Carr said.

"And what are your fedings about it?'

"A man who performs abortions puts himsdf indanger. He's breaking the law. When he aborts the
daughter of afamous Boston physician—"

"Leesayshedidntdoit.”
Carr gaveasad smile. "Doesit matter?'
EIGHT

it takes thirteen yearsfrom the time you leavecollege to the time you become a cardiac surgeon. Y ou have
four years of medica schoal, ayear of in-ternship, three of genera surgery, two of thoracicsurgery, two
of cardiac surgery. Somewhere dongthe line, you spend two years working for UncleSam.1

It takes a certain kind of man to assume this bur-den, to set his Sghts on such adistant god. By thetime
he is ready to begin surgery on his own, he hasbecome another person, amost a new breed, es-tranged
by his experience and his dedication fromother men. In asense, that is part of the training: surgeons are
londly men.

| thought of thisas| looked down through theglass-overhead viewing booth into OR 9. The boothwas
built into the ceiling, alowing you agood viewof the entire room, the staff, and the procedure. Students
and residents often sat up here andwatched. There was amicrophone in the OR, so that you heard
everything—the clink of instru-ments, the rhythmic hiss of the respirator, the quiet

1See Appendix I11: Battlefields and Barberpoles.

voices—and there was a button you could presstotalk to the people below. Otherwise they could not
hear you.



| had cometo thisroom after going to J. D. Ran-ddl's office. | had wanted to see the chart on Ka-ren,
but Randall's secretary said she didn't haveit.J. D. had it, and J. D. wasin surgery now. That had
surprised me. | had thought he would have takenthe day off, considering. But gpparently it had not
entered hismind.

The secretary said the operation was probably a-most over, but onelook through the glasstold meit
was not. The chest of the patient was till openand the heart was till incised; they had not evenbegun
suturing. There | was not going to interrupt them; 1'd have to come back later to try and get thechart.

But | stlayed amoment to watch. There is some-thing compelling about open-heart surgery, some-thing
fantagtic and fabulous, a mixture of dreamand nightmare, al come true. There were sixteen peoplein the
room below me, including four sur-geons. Everyone was moving, working, checking insmooth,
coordinated movements, like akind of ba-let, like asurredigtic ballet. The patient, draped ingreen, was
dwarfed by the heart-lung machinea ongside him, a giant complex aslarge as an auto-mobile, shining
ged, with smoothly moving cylin-ders and whedls.

At the head of the patient was the anesthetist, surrounded by equipment. There were severd

nurses, two pump technicians who monitored thedial s and gauiges on the machine, nurses, orderlies,and
the surgeons. | tried to tell which was Randdl,but | could not; in their gowns and masks, they allooked
the same, impersond, interchangeable. Thatwas not true, of course. One of those four men had
respongbility for everything, for the conduct of all sixteen workers present. And responsbility for the
seventeenth person in that room, the man whose heart was stopped.

In one corner, displayed on atelevision, was thedectrocardiogram. The norma EKG isabriskly
bouncing line, with spikesfor every heartbeet, everywave of dectricd energy that fires the heart mus-cle.
Thisonewasflat: just ameaningless squiggle. That meant that according to one maor criterion of
medicine, the patient was dead. | looked at thepink lungs through the open chest; they were notmoving.
The patient was not bresthing.

The machinedid dl that for him. It pumped hisblood, oxygenated it, removed the carbon dioxide.Inits
present form, the machine had been in usefor about ten years.

The people below me did not seem in awe of themachine or the surgical procedure. They worked
matter-of-factly at their jobs. | suppose that wasone reason why it all seemed so fantastic.

| watched for five minutes without redizing thetime. Then | left. Outside, in the corridor, two res-idents
douched in adoorway, sill wearing theircaps with their masks hanging loosely around their

necks. They were esting doughnuts and coffee, andlaughing about ablind date.
NINE
roger whiting, m.d.,lived near the hospita in athird-floor walk-up on the deazy side of BeaconHill, where
they dump the garbage from LouisburgSquare. His wife answered the door. She was aplain girl, about
seven months pregnant. Shelooked worried.
"What do you want?"

"I'd liketo talk to your husband. My name'sBerry. I'm a pathologist & the Lincoln.”



She gave me ahard suspicious glance. "My hus-band istrying to deep. He's been on call for thelast two
days, and he'stired. He'strying to deep.”

"It'svery important.”

A dim young man in white ducks appeared be-hind her. He looked more than tired; he looked ex-
hausted and afraid. He said, "What isit?

"I'd liketo talk to you about Karen Randall.”

"l've been over it," he sad, "adozen times. Takto Dr. Carr about it."

"l did."
Whiting ran his hands through his hair, then said

to hiswife, "It's O.K., honey. Get me some coffee, would you?' He turned to me. "Want some coffee?"

"Pleasg" | said.

We sat in the living room. The gpartment wassmall, the furniture chegp and rickety. But | felt athome: it
had been only afew years since | had done my own internship. | knew al about themoney problems, the
stresses, the hdllish hours,and the dop work you had to do. | knew about theirritating calsfrom nursesin
the middle of thenight, asking you to okay another aspirin for patientJones. | knew how you could drag
yoursdf out of bed to see a patient and how you could, in thesmall hours of the morning, make amistake.
| hadnearly killed an old man with heart fallure when | was an intern. With three hours of deep during the

last two days, you could do anything and not give adamn.

"I know you'retired," | said. "l won't stay long."

"No, no," he said very earnestly. "Anything | cando to help. 1 mean, now . . ."

The wife camein with two cups of coffee. Shelooked at me angrily. The coffee was weak.

"My questions,” | said, "have to do with the girlwhen shefirst arrived. Were you in the ward?'

"No. | wastrying to deep. They caled me."
"What time wasthis?'
"Almogt exactly four."

"Describe what happened.”

"l was deegping in my clothes, inthat little roomjust off the OPD. | wasn't adeep long when they

cdled me; I'd just gotten through putting another |V into alady who pulls them out. She says shedoesn't,
but she does." He sighed. "Anyway, when they called me, | was bleary ashell. | got up anddunked my
head in cold water, then toweled off. When | got to the ward, they were bringing the girlinona

dretcher.”



"Was she conscious?"

"Y es, but disoriented. She was pae, and sheldlost alot of blood. She was feverish and delirious.We
couldn't get agood temperature because shekept gnashing her teeth, so wefigured it was about102 and
got to work on the cross-matching.”

"What &lse was done?'

"The nurses got a blanket over her and proppedher feet up with shock blocks.1Then | examinedthe
leson. It was very dearly vagind hemorrhageand we diagnosed it as miscarriage.”

"About the bleeding,” | said, "was there any dis-charge accompanying it?"
He shook his head. "Just blood."
"No tissue? No signs of a placenta?'

"No. But sheld been bleeding for along time.Her clothes .. . ." Helooked across the room, seeingit agan
inhismind. "Her clotheswere very heavy. The nurses had trouble getting them off."

"During thistime, did the girl say anything coher-ent?'

1Shock blocks are smply wooden blocks used to elevate the legs in casesof shock, helping to get blood
to the head.

"Not redly. She was mumbling every once in awhile. Something about an old man, | think. Herold man,
or an old man. But it wasn't clear, and no-body wasredly paying any attention.”

"Did she say anything es=?"

He shook his head. "Just when they were cuttingher clothes off her. She would try to pull them back.
Once she said "Y ou can't do thisto me." And then later she said, "Where am 17?7 But that was justddirious
talk. Shewasn't redly coherent.”

"What did you do abouit the bleeding?”

"| tried to locdlizeit. It was hard, and things werepretty rushed. And we couldn't angle the lightsdown
properly. Finally | decided to pack it withgauze pads and concentrate on getting her bloodvolume back

up.”
"Wherewas Mrs. Randdl during dl this?"

"Shewaited by the door. She seemed al right un-til we had to tell her what had happened. Then she
went to pieces. Just went to pieces.”

"What about Karen's records? Had she ever beenadmitted to the hospita before?!
"l didn't see her chart,” he said, "until . . . later. They had to be pulled from the record room. But she had

been in before. Papp smears every year since she was fifteen. Usud blood tests from hertwice-yearly
physicals. Shewaswell looked aftermedicaly, asyou might expect.’



"Woasthere anything unusud in her past history?Besides the hypersenstivity, | mean.”

He gave asad smile. "lsn't that enough?”

For aflegting moment | was angry with him. Hewas soaking in salf-pity, despite hisnaturd fright. But |
wanted to tell him he'd better get used to theidea of people dying in front of him, lots of people. And he'd
better get used to the ideathat he couldmake amistake, because they happened. Some-timesthe
mistakes were balder than others, but itwas just degree. | wanted to tell him if held askedMrs. Randall
about Karen's hypersengtivity, andsheld said the girl was O.K., that Whiting would have been free and
clear. The girl would still havedied, of course, but Whiting would be clear. His mistake was not killing
Karen Randdl; it was not asking permission first.

| thought about saying this, but | didn't.

"Any indication in the chart of psychiatric prob-lems?" | asked.

"No."

"Nothing unusud &t al?’

"No." Then hefrowned. "Wait aminute. Therewas one strange thing. A complete set of skull filmswere
ordered about six months ago."

"Did you seethefilms?"

"No. | just read theradiologist's dx."

"And what wasthat?"'

"Norma. No pathology."

"Why were the films taken?'

"It didn't say."

"Was shein an accident of somekind? A fall, oran auto accident?'
"Not that | know of."

"Who ordered the films?*

"Probably Dr. Randall. Peter Randdll, that is. Hewas her doctor."
"And you don't know why the X rayswere taken?"'

"No."

"But there must be areason,” | said.

"Yes" hesad, but he didn't seem very interested.He stared moodily at his coffee, then spped it. Fi-ndly
he said, "I hope they take that abortionist andscrew him to the wall. Whatever he gets, he de-serves



worse."

| stood. The boy was under stress and almost onthe verge of tears. All he could see was apromising
medical career jeopardized because he had made amistake with the daughter of a prominent phys-cian.
In hisanger and frustration and self-pity, he,too, was looking for agoat. And he needed oneworse than
mod.

"Areyou planning to settlein Boston?' | asked."l was," he said with awry look.

when | left theinternl called Lewis Carr. wanted to see Karen Randall's chart more than ever.l had to
find out about those X rays.

"Lew," | said, "I'm going to need your help again.”
"Oh?"' He sounded thrilled by the prospect.

"Yes. I've got to get her chart. It'simperative.”

"| thought we went over that.”

"Y es, but something new has come up. Thisthingis getting crazier by the minute. Why were X rays
ordered——"

"I'm sorry,” Carr said. "'l can't help you."
"Lew, even if Randall does have the chart, hecant keep——"

"I'm sorry, John. I'm going to betied up here forthe rest of the day and most of tomorrow. I'm justnot
going to havetime.”

He was speaking formally, a man counting hiswords, repesting the sentences over to himself be-fore
Spesking them doud.

"What happened? Randall get to you and buttonyour mouth?'

"| fed," Carr said, "that the case should be | eft inthe hands of those best equipped to ded with it.I'm nat,
and | don't think other doctors are, either.”

| knew what he was saying and what he meant. Art Lee used to laugh about the elaborate way doc-tors
back out of things, leaving behind aspoor of double-talk. Art caled it The Pilate Maneuver.

"OK.," | sad, "if that'stheway you fed."
| hung up.

Inaway, | should have expected it. Lewis Carr dways played the game, following al therulesjustlikea
good boy. That was the way he always hadbeen, and the way he alwayswould be.

TEN

my route from whitingto the medical school tookme past the Lincoln Hospital. Standing out in frontnear



thetaxi stand was Frank Conway, hunchedover, his handsin his pockets, |ooking down at thepavement.
Something about his stance conveyedsadness and a deep, dulling fatigue. | pulled over tothe curb.

"Need aride?’

"I'm going to Children's," he said. He seemedsurprised that | had stopped. Conway and | aren'tclose
friends. Heisafine doctor but not pleasantas aman. Hisfirgt two wives had divorced him, thesecond
after only Sx months.

"Children'sisontheway," | said.

It wasn', but I'd take him anyway. | wanted to talk to him. He got in and | pulled out into traffic.

"What takes you to Children's?’ | said.

"Conference. They have acongenita CPC onceaweek. Y ou?'

"Jugt avigt," | sad. "Lunch with afriend.”

He nodded and sat back. Conway was young,only thirty-five. He had breezed through hisresi-dencies,
working under the best men in the coun-try. Now he was better than any of them, or so it

was said. Y ou couldn't be sure about aman likeConway: he was one of the few doctors who be-come
S0 famous so fast that they take on some as-pects of politicians and movie stars; they acquireblindly loyd
fansand blindly antagonidtic critics;one ether loves them or |oathes them. Physical-ly, Conway wasa
commanding presence, a stocky, powerful man with gray-flecked hair and deep, piercing blue eyes.

"| wanted to gpologize,” Conway said, "about thismorning. | didn't mean to blow up that way."
"It'sO.K."

"l haveto apologize to Herbie. | said somethings..."

"Hell undergtand.”

"| fed like hell," Conway said. "But when youwatch a patient just collgpse under you, just fall apart
before your very eyes. . .. You don't know howitis"

"l don't,” | admitted.

Wedrovefor awhilein slence, then | said, "Can | ask you afavor?’ Sure.
"Tell me about J. D. Randdll."

He paused. "Why?'

"Just curious.”

"Bullshit."

“All right,” | ssid.



"They got Lee, didn't they?' Conway said.

IIYall
"Did hedoit?'

“No."

"Areyou sure?'

"l believewhat hetdlsme," 1 said. Conway sighed. "John," he said, "you're not afool. Suppose
somebody hung thisthing on you.Wouldn't you deny it?' " That's not the question." " Sureit is. Anybody'd
deny it.""Isnt it possble Art didn't do it?'"It'snot merdly possible. It'slikely.""Wdl then?’

Conway shook hishead. "Y oureforgetting theway it works. J. D. isabig man. J. D. lost adaugh-ter.
There happens to be a convenient Chinaman inthe neighborhood, who is known to do the nasty deed. A
perfect Stuation.”

"I've heard that theory before. | don't buy it.""Then you don't know J. D. Randall.""That'strue."

"J. D. Randdll,” Conway said, "isthe arch-prickof the universe. He has money and power and pres-tige.
He can have whatever he wants—even alittleChinaman's head.”

| said, "But why should hewant it?' Conway laughed. "Brother, where have youbeen?"

| must have looked puzzled."Don't you know about . . ." He paused, seeingthat | did not. Then hevery
deliberately folded hisarms across his chest and said nothing. He staredstraight ahead.

"Wel?' | said.

"Better ask Art."

"I'maskingyou," | said.

"Ask Lew Carr,' Conway said. "Maybe hell tdll you. | won't."
"Well then," | said, "tell me about Randall.”

"Asasurgeon.”

"All right, asasurgeon.”

Conway nodded. "Asasurgeon,” he said, "heisn't worth shit. He's mediocre. He loses people he
shouldn't lose. Y oung people. Strong people.”

| nodded.
"And he'smean as hell. He chews out hisres-dents, puts them through al sorts of crap, keepsthem

miserable. He has alot of good young menworking under him, and that's how he controlsthem. | know; |
did two years of thoracic underRandall before| did my cardiac a Houston. | was twenty-nine when |



firs met Randall, and he was forty-nine. He comes on very strong with his busy manner and his Bond
Street suits and hisfriends with chateaux in France. None of it means hel's agood surgeon, of course, but
it carries over. Itthrowsahao around him. It makes him look good.”

| said nothing. Conway was warming to his sub-ject, raising hisvoice, moving his strong hands. I didn't
want him to stop.

"Thetrouble," Conway said, "isthat J. D. isinthe old line. He started surgery in the forties andfifties, with
Gross and Chartriss and Shacklefordand the boys. Surgery was different then; manual

skill wasimportant and science didn't really count. Nobody knew about electrolytes or chemistry, and
Randdl's never felt comfortable with it. The new boys are; they've been weaned on enzymes and se-rum
sodium. But it'sall atroublesome puzzle toRanddl."

"He hasagood reputation,” | said.

"So did John Wilkes Booth," Conway said. "For awhile™

"Do | senseaprofessond jealousy?'

"I can cut circlesaround him with my left hand,” Conway said. "Blindfolded.”

| smiled.

"And hung over," he added. "On a Sunday.”

"What's he like persondly?

"A prick. Just aprick. Theresidents say he waksaround with ahammer in his pocket and a haf-dozen
nails, just in case he sees the opportunity tocrucify somebody.”

"He can't be that unpleasant.”
"No," Conway admitted. "Not unless he'sin es-pecidly good form. Like dl of us, he has hisoff days."
"Y ou make him sound very grim.’
"No worse than the average bastard,” he said."Y ou know, the residents say something else, too."
"oh?"
"Yes They say J. D. Randdl likes cutting heartsbecauise he never had one of hisown."”
ELEVEN
NO ENGLISHMAN IN HISRIGHT MIND would ever goto
Boston, particularly in 1630. To embark on alongseajourney to a hostile wilderness took more than

courage, more than fortitude—it required despera-tion and fanaticism. Above dl it required adegpand
irreconcilable bresk with English society.



Fortunately, history judges men by their actions,not their motivations. It isfor that reason that
Bos-tonians can comfortably think of their ancestors asproponents of democracy and freedom,
Revolution-ary heroes, libera artists and writers. It isthe city of Adams and Revere, acity that il
cherishestheOld North Church and Bunker Hill.

But thereis another face to Boston, a darkerface, which lies hidden in the pillory, the stocks, the dunking
stool, and the witch hunts. Hardly aman now dive can look at these devices of torturefor what they are:
evidences of obsession, neurosis,and perverse cruelty. They are proofs of asocietyencircled by fear of
sn, damnation, hdllfire, dis-ease, and Indians—in roughly that order. A tense,fearful, suspicious society.
In short, asociety of re-actionary rdigiousfanatics.

Thereisaso ageographica factor, for Boston

was once a swamp. Some say this accounts for itsoutstandingly bad weather and uniformly humid cli-
mate; others say it is unimportant.

Bostonians are inclined to overlook much of thepast. Like asum kid who makes good, the city has
swung far fromits origins, and attempted to conced them. Asa colony of common men, it has established
an untitled aristocracy to rival the most ancient andrigid of Europe. Asacity of religion, it has developeda
scientific community unrivaed in the Eadt. It isaso strongly narcissstic—atrait it shares with another city
of questionable origin, San Francisco.

Unfortunately for both these cities, they cannever quite escape their past. San Francisco cannot quite
shake off its booming, crude, gold-rush spiritto become a gented Eastern town. And Boston, nomaiter
how hard it tries, cannot quite elude Puri-tanism and become English again.

Wearedl tied to the past, individualy andcollectively. The past showsthrough in the very structure of
our bones, the distribution of our hair,and the coloring of our skin, aswell asthe way wewalk, stand, eat,
dress—and think.

| wasreminded of thisas | went to meet WilliamHarvey Shattuck Randall, student of medicine.

ANYONE NAMED AFTER WILLIAM HARVEY 1to say noth-ing of William Shattuck, must fed like
adamned

1The English court physician who, in 1628, discovered that blood circu-lated in aclosed loop.

fool. Like being named after Napoleon or Cary Grant, it places too great a burden on achild, too much
of achdlenge. Many thingsin life are diffi-cult to live down, but nothing is more difficult thana name.

George Gall isa perfect example. After medica school, where he suffered through countless jokesand
puns, he became a surgeon, specidizing in liverand gallbladder disease. It was the worst possiblething he
could do with aname like that, but hewent into it with astrange, quiet certainty, asif ithad al been
foreordained. In a sense perhapsithad. Y earslater, when the jokes began to wear verythin, he wished he
could change his name, but thatwasimpossible.2

| doubted that William Harvey Shattuck Randall would ever change his own name. Though aliabil-ity, it
was aso an ass4t, particularly if he remainedin Boston; besides, he seemed to be bearing upwell. Hewas
husky and blond and open-faced in apleasant way. There was an Ail-American whole-somenessabout
him which made hisroom incon-gruous and faintly ridiculous.



William Harvey Shattuck Randal lived on thefirgt floor of Sheraton Hall, the medical-school dor-mitory.
Like most roomsin the dorm, hiswas a sin-gle, though rather more spacious than most. Cer-

2A doctor cannot change his name after receiving his M.D. degree with-out invaidating that degree. This

meansthat thereisagreat rush in the fi-na weeks of med school among doctors flocking into court to
change theirnames before they receive their diplomas.

tainly more spacious than the fourth-floor pigeonhole | had occupied when | was a student. The top-floor
rooms are cheape.

They'd changed the paint color since my day. Itwas dinosaur-egg gray, then; now it was vomitgreen. But
it was till the same old dorm—thesame bleak corridors, the same dirty stairs, thesame stale odor of
swesat socks, textbooks, and hex-achlorophene.

Randd| had fixed hisroom up nicely. The decor was antique; the furniture looked asif it had beenbought
a aVersallesauction. There was afaded, nostalgic splendor about it, with its tattered red vel-vet and
chipped gilded wood.

Randal stood back from the door. "Comein," hesaid. He didn't ask who | was. He had taken onelook
and smelled doctor. Y ou get so you can do it,when you've been around them long enough.

| cameinto the room and sat down.

"Isit about Karen?' He seemed more preoccu- pied than sad, asif he had just returned fromsomething
important or were about to leave.

"Yes" | said. "'l know thisisabad time. . ."

"No, go ahead."

| lit acigarette and dropped the match into agilded Venetian-glass ashtray. It was ugly but expensve,
"] wanted to talk to you about her." Sure.

| kept waiting for him to ask who | was, but hedidn't redlly seem to care. He sat down in an arm-
chair across from me, crossed hislegs, and said,"What do you want to know?"

"When did you see her lag?!

"Saturday. She camein from Northampton onthe bus, and | picked her up at the termind after lunch. |
had a couple of hoursfree. | drove her outto the house.”

"How did she seem?'

He shrugged. "Fine. There was nothing wrongwith her, she seemed very happy. Taked dl about Smith
and her roommate. Apparently she had thiswild roommate. And she talked about clothes, that sort of

thing."



"Was she depressed? Nervous?'
"No. Not at dl. She acted the same as dways.Maybe alittle excited about coming home after be-ing

away. | think she was alittle worried aboutSmith. My parentstreat her asthe baby of the fam-ily, and
she thought they didn't have confidence inher ability to makeit. Shewasalittle. . . defiant,| guessyou'd

sy.

"When did you see her before last Saturday?"

"l don't know. Not since late August, | guess.”

"So thiswas areunion.”

"Yes" hesaid. "l wasadways glad to see her. Shewas very bubbly, with alot of energy, and she wasa
good mimic. She could give you an imitation of aprofessor or a boyfriend and she was hysterical. Infact,

that was how she got the car.”

"Thecar?'

"Saturday night,” he said. "Wewere dl at dinner.Karen, mysdf, Ev, and Uncle Peter."

N

"My stepmother,” hesaid. "Weadl cal her Ev."

"So there werefive of you?"

"No, four."

"What about your father?'

"Hewas busy at the hospital .

Hesaid it very matter-of-factly, and | let it drop.

"Anyway," William said, "Karen wanted a car forthe weekend and Ev refused, saying she didn't wanther
to be out dl night. So Karen turned to UnclePeter, who is a softer touch, and asked if she couldborrow
his car. He was reluctant, so she threstened to imitate him, and he immediately loaned her thecar.
"What did Peter do for transportation?"

"| dropped him off at his place that night, on myway back here.”

" S0 you spent severa hourswith Karen on Satur-day.”

"Y es. From around one o'clock to nine or ten."

"Then you left with your uncle?!



"YS"

"And Karen?'

"Shesayed with Ev."

"Did shego out that night?'

"l imagine so. That was why she wanted the car.”

"Did she say where she was going?'

"Over to Harvard. She had some friendsin thecollege”

"Did you see her Sunday?"

"No. Just Saturday."

"Tdl me" | said, "when you were with her—didshe look any different to you?'

He shook his head. "No. Just the same. Of course, sheld put on alittle weight, but | guess all girls do that
when they go to college. She was veryactive in the summer, playing tennis and svim-ming. She stopped
that when she got to school, andl guess she put on afew pounds.” He smiled dowly."We kidded her
about it. She complained about thelousy food, and we kidded her about eating somuch of it that she il
ganed weight.”

"Had she dways had aweight problem?"

"Karen? No. Shewas dwaysaskinny little kid, ared tomboy. Then shefilled out in ared hurry. Itwas
like acaterpillar, you know, and the cocoon.”

"Then thiswasthefirg time sheld ever beenoverweight?'

He shrugged. "1 don't know. To tell you the truth, | never paid that much attention.”

"Wasthere anything e se you noticed?”

"No, nothing e se."

I looked around the room. On his desk, next tocopies of Robbins Pathology and Surgical Anatomy,
was a photograph of the two of them. They bothlooked tanned and healthy. He saw me looking andsaid,

"That waslast spring, in the Bahamas. Foronce the whole family managed to get aweek offtogether. We
hed agreat time."

| got up and took a closer look. It was aflattering
picture of her. Her skin was darkly tanned, con-trasting nicely with her blue eyes and blonde hair.
"I know it'sapeculiar question,” | said, "but hasyour sister dways had dark hair on her lips andarms?*

"That wasfunny,” he said, inadow voice. "Nowthat you mention it. She had just alittle bit there,on



Saturday, Peter told her sheld better bleach it orwax it. She got mad for acouple of minutes, andthen she
laughed.”

"Soit was new?'

"l guess 0. She might have had it dl aong, butl never noticed it until then. Why?"

"l don't know," | said.

He stood and came over to the picture. Y ou'dnever think she would be the type for an abortion," he
sad. "Shewas such agreat girl, funny andhappy and full of energy. She had ared heart of gold. | know
that sounds stupid, but she did. Shewas kind of the family mascot, being the youngest. Everybody loved
her."

| said, "Where was she this summer?”

He shook his head. "1 don't know."

"Y ou don't know?"

"W, not exactly. In theory, Karen was on theCape, working in an art gdlery in Provincetown." He
paused. "But | don't think she was there much. | think she spent most of her time on the Hill. Shehad
some kooky friends there; she collected oddball types.”

"Men friends? Women friends?'

"Both." He shrugged. "But | don't redlly know. She only mentioned it to me once or twice, in ca-sud
references. Whenever | tried to ask her aboutit, she'd laugh and change the subject. She was verydever
about discussing only what she wanted to.”

"Did she mention any names?"

"Probably, but | don't remember. She could be maddening about names, talking about people ca-sudly
asif you knew them intimately. Using justtheir first names. It was no good reminding her thatyou'd never
heard of Herbie and Su-su and Alliebefore.” Helaughed. "I do remember she once didan imitation of a
girl who blew bubbles.

"But you can't remember any names?”’

He shook his head. " Sorry."

| sood to go. "Well," | said, "you must be verytired. What are you on these days?'

"Surgery. Wejust finished OB-GYN."

"Likeit?"

"It'sO.K.," hesaid blandly.

Asl wasleaving, | said, "Where did you do yourOB?"'



"At the BLI." Helooked at me for amoment andfrowned. "And to answer your question, | assistedon
severd. | know how to do one. But | was onduty at the hospitd Sunday night. All night long. Sothereit

is
"Thanksfor your time," | said.
"Sure" hesad.

as | left thedormitory,l saw atal, lean, slver-haired man walking toward me. Of course | recog-nized
him, even from adistance.

J. D. Randdl was, if nothing ese, didtinctive.
TWELVE

The sun was stting,and the light on the quadran-gle was turning yellow-gold. | lit a cigarette andwaked
up to Randall. His eyeswidened dightly ashe saw me, and then he smiled.

"Dr. Berry."

Very friendly. He held out hishand. | shook it:dry, clean, scrubbed to two inches above the elbowfor ten
minutes. A surgeon's hand.

"How do you do, Dr. Randall."

Hesaid, "Y ou wanted to see me?"

| frowned.

"My secretary,” he said, "told me you had stoppedby my office. About the chart.”

"Oh, yes" | sad, "the chart."

He amiled benignly. He was hdf ahead taler thanl. "I think we had better clear up afew things."
"All right.”

"Comewithme"

Hedidn't intend it as acommand, but it cameout that way. | was reminded that surgeons were

thelast autocratsin society, the last class of menwho were given totd control over a Situation. Sur-geons
assumed the respongbility for the welfare of the patient, the staff, everything.

We walked back toward the parking lot. | had thefedling that he had come especially to seeme. Ihad no
idea how he knew | was there, but the fed-ing was very strong. As he walked, he swung hissrmsloosdy
at hissides. For some reason, | watched them; | remembered the neurologist's lawof swinging ams 1l
saw his hands, which werehuge, all out of proportion to the rest of his body, huge hands, thick and hairy
and red. His nails weretrimmed to the required one-millimeter surgica length. His hair was cut short and
his eyeswerecold, gray, and businesdike.



"Severd people have mentioned your nameto melately," he said.

lla.]?l

"Yes"

We came into the parking lot. His car was asil-ver Porsche; he stopped beside it and leaned casu-dly
againg the polished fender. Something abouthis manner told me | was not invited to do thesame. He
looked at me for amoment in silence, hiseyesflicking over my face, and then he said, " They spegk highly
of you."

"I'm glad to heer that."

"A man of good judgment and good sense.”

1A pardyzed man will swing aparalyzed arm lessthan agood arm.

| shrugged. He smiled at me again, then said,"Busy day?'
"Buger than some days.”

"Yourea theLincoln, isthat right?'

"Wes"

"Y ourewell thought of there."

"| try to do agood job."

"I'm told your work isexcdlent.”

"Thank you." His approach was throwing me off; | didn't see where he was going. | didn't have towait
long.

"Did you ever think of changing hospitals?!
"What do you mean?"

"There may be other . . . possibilities. Openings.”
"Oh?"

"Indeed."

"I'm quite happy wherel am.”

"For the present,” he said.

"Yes, for the present.”



"Do you know William Sewd|?'

William Sewall was chief pathologist of theMem. He was sixty-one and would shortly retire. | found
myself disgppointed in J. D. Randdll. Thelast thing | had expected him to be was obvious.

"Yes, | know Sewadl," | said. "Slightly."

"Hewill soon retire—"

"Timothy Stoneis second man there, and he's ex-cdllent.”

"l suppose," Randall said. He stared up at thesky. "I suppose. But many of us are not happy withhim."
"1 hadn't heard that."

Hesmiled thinly. "It isn't widely known.”

"And many of you would be happier with me?’

"Many of us"" Randall said carefully, "arelookingfor a new man. Perhaps someone from the outside, to
bring anew viewpoint to the hospital. Changethings around a bit; shake thingsup.”

"oh?"
"That isour thinking," Randd| sad.

"Timothy Stoneisaclosefriend,” | said.

"| don't see the relevance of that."

"Therelevance," | said, "isthat | wouldn't screwhim.”
"I would never suggest that you do."

"Redly?'

"No," Randdl said.

"Then maybe I'm missing the point,” | said.

He gave his pleasant smile. "Maybeyou are."

"Why don't you explain?"

He scratched the back of hishead reflectively. | could see he was about to change tactics, totry a
different approach. He frowned.

"I'm not apathologi<t, Dr. Berry," he said, "but | have somefriendswho are.”

"Not Tim Stone, I'll bet."



"Sometimes | think pathologists work harderthan surgeons, harder than anyone. Being apathol-ogist
seemsto beafull-timejob."

"That may beright,” | sad.

"I'm surprised you have so much freetime," hesaid.

"Wall, you know how itis" | said. | was begin-ning to be angry. First the bribe, then the threat. Buy him
off or scare him off. But along with my an-ger, | had a strange curiosity: Randall was not afool, and |
knew he wouldn't be talking thisway to me unless he was afraid of something. 1 wonderedfor amoment
whether he had done the abortionhimsdf, and then hesaid, 'Y ou have afamily?*

"Yes'" | sad.

"Been in Boston sometime?”’

"I can dwaysleave," | sad, "if | find the patho-logicad specimenstoo distasteful.”

Hetook that very well. He didn't move, didn'tshift hisweight on the fender of the car. He justlooked at
me with those gray eyesand said, "'l see.”

"Maybe you'd better comeright out and tell mewhat's on your mind."

"It'squite smple," he said. "I'm concerned aboutyour motives. | can understand the ties of friend-ship,
and | can even see how persond affection canbe blinding. | admire your loyaty to Dr. Lee,though |
would admire it moreif you chose alessreprehensible subject. However, your actions seemto extend
beyond loyalty. Whatare your motives,Dr. Berry?'

"Curiogty, Dr. Randall. Pure curiosity. | want toknow why everybody's out to screw an innocent guy. |
want to know why a profession dedicated to theobjective examination of facts has chosen to bebiased
and uninterested.”

He reached into his suit pocket and took out a

cigar case. He opened it and withdrew asingle dimcigar, clipped off theend, and lit it.

"Let'sbe sure” he said, "that we know what we'retalking about. Dr. Leeis an abortionis. Isthat cor-
rect?'

"Youretadking," | said. "I'm ligtening.”

"Abortionisillega. Furthermore, like every surgi-cal procedure, it carrieswith it afiniterisk to the
patient—even if practiced by acompetent person,and not adrunken . . ."

"Foreigner?' | suggested.

Hesmiled. "Dr. Lee" he said, "isan abortionist,operating illegdly, and his persond habits are ques-
tionable. Asadoctor, his ethics are questionable. As a citizen of the state, his actions are punishableina
court of law. That'swhat's on my mind, Dr.Berry. | want to know why you are snooping around,
molesting membersof my family—"



"I hardly think that's the word for it."

"—and making agenerd nuisance of yourself inthis matter when you have better things to do, thingsfor
which the Lincoln Hospitd paysyou asdary. Like every other doctor, you have duties and
respongbilities. Y ou are not fulfilling those duties.Instead you are interfering in afamily meatter, cregt-inga
disturbance, and attempting to throw a smokescreen around areprehensible individua, amanwho has

violated dl the codes of medicine, aman who has chosen to live beyond the limits of the law, to thumb his
nose at the dictates of theframework of society—"

"Doctor," | said. "Looking at thisas purely afam-ily matter: What would you have doneif yourdaughter
had come to you with the news that shewas pregnant? What if she had consulted you in-stead of going
directly to an abortionist? Whatwould you have done?"

"Thereisno point in mindless conjecture,” hesaid.

"Surely you have an answer."

Hewasturning abright crimson. The veinsinhis neck stood out above his starched collar. Hepursed his
lips, then said, "Isthisyour intention?To dander my family in thewild hope of hel pingyour so-called
friend?'

| shrugged. "It strikes me as alegitimate ques-tion,” | said, "and there are severd possibilities.” Iticked
them off on my fingers. "Tokyo, Switzerland, Los Angeles, San Juan. Or perhaps you have agood friend
in New Y ork or Washington. That would bemuch more convenient. And chegper.”

Heturned on his hed and unlocked the door tohis car.

"Think about it," | said. "Think hard about whatyou would have donefor that family name."

He started the engine and glared at me.

"Whileyoureat it," | said, "think about why shedidn't cometo you for help.”

"My daughter,” he said, his voice trembling with rage, "my daughter isawonderful girl. Sheis sweetand
beautiful. She doesn't have amdiciousor dirty

thought in her head. How dare you drag her downto your—"

"If shewas so sweet and pure,” | said, "how didshe get pregnant?'

He dammed the door shut, put the car in gear, and roared off in acloud of angry blue exhaust.
THIRTEEN

when I returned home, the house was dark andempty. A notein the kitchen told me that Judithwas il

over a the Leeswith thekids. | walked around the kitchen and looked into the refrigerator; | was hungry

but restless, unwilling to St down andmake a sandwich. Findly | settled for aglass of milk and some

|eftover cole daw, but the silence of the house depressed me. | finished and went over to the Lees; they
livejust ablock away.



From the outside, the Lee houseis brick, mas-sive, New England, and old, like dl the otherhouseson
the Street. It had absolutely no distin-guishing characterigtics. | had dways wonderedabout the house; it
didn't seem suited to Art.

Insde, things were grim. In the kitchen, Betty sat with arigid smile on her face as she fed theyear-old
baby; shelooked tired and ragged; normally she wasimmaculately dressed with an unwilting,

indefatigable manner. Judith was with her and Jane, our youngest, was holding on to Judith's skirt. She
had begun that just afew weeks earlier.

From theliving room, | heard the sound of theboys playing cops and robbers with cap pistols. With
every bang, Betty shuddered. "1 wish they'dstop,” she said, "but | haven't the heart. . . ."

| went into the living room. All the furniture was overturned. From behind an easy chair Johnny, our
four-year-old, saw me and waved, then fired hisgun. Across the room the two L ee boys were hud-dled
behind the couch. The air was acrid withsmoke and the floor littered with rolls of papercaps.

Johnny fired, then cdled, "1 got you."

"Did not," said Andy Lee, who was SiX.

"| did too. You're dead."

"I'm not dead," Andy said and fanned his gun.He was out of caps, though, and made only aclick-ing
noise. He ducked down and said to Henry Lee,"Cover mewhilel reload.”

"O.K., partner.”

Andy reloaded, but hisfingers were dow, and hegrew impatient. Hafway through he stopped,amed his
gun, and shouted "Bang! Bang!" Then hecontinued.

"Nofair," Johnny caled, from behind the chair."Y ou're dead.”
"Soareyou,” Henry said. "'l just got you."

"Oh, yeah?" Johnny said and fired three morecaps. Y ou only winged me."
"Oh, yesh?' Henry said. "Takethat."

The shooting continued. | walked back to thekitchen, where Judith was standing with Betty. Betty said,
"How isit?'

| smiled. "They're arguing over who got whom."

"Wheat did you find out today?'

"Everything'sgoing to bedl right," | said. "Don'tworry."
She gave meawry smile. Art'ssmile. "Yes, Doc-tor."

"I'm serious.”



"I hope you'reright," she said, putting a Spoon of gpple sauce into the baby's mouith. It dribbled out over
her chin; Betty scooped it up and tried again.

"Wejust had some bad news," Judith said.

"on?"

"Bradford caled. Art'slawyer. Hewon't take thecase."

"Bradford?"

"Yes" Betty said. "He called hdf an hour ago.”

"Wheat did he say?"

"Nothing. Just that he couldn't take it at thistime™

| lit acigarette and tried to be calm. "I'd bettercal him," | said.
Judith looked at her watch. "It's five-thirty. He probably won't be—"

"I'll try anyway," | said. | went into Art's study. Ju-dith came with me. | shut the door, closing off the
sounds of gunfire.

Judith sad, "What'sredly happening?’

| shook my head.

"Bad?'

"It'stoo early to say," | said. | sat down behindArt's desk and started to call Bradford.
"Areyou hungry? Did you get anything to eat?'

"| stopped for abite," | said, "on my way over."

"You look tired."

"I'mO.K.," | said. Sheleaned over the desk and| kissed her cheek.

"By theway," she sad, "Fritz Werner has beencdling. He wantsto tak to you."

| might have expected that. Count on Fritz toknow everything. Still, he might have somethingimportant;
hemight be very hdpful. "I'l cal himlater.”

"And before | forget," she said, "ther€sthat partytomorrow.”
"l don't want to go."

"Wehaveto," shesad. "It's George Morris.”



| had forgotten. "All right," | said. "What time?"
"Six. We can leave early.”
"All right," | said.

She went back to the kitchen as the secretary an-swered the phone and said, "Bradford, Wilson and
Surges”

"Mr. Bradford, please.”

"I'm sorry,” the secretary said. "Mr. Bradford hasgonefor the day."
"How can | reach him?'

"Mr. Bradford will bein the office a nine tomor-row morning.”

"| can't wait that long."

"I'msorry, Sr."

"Dont besorry,” | said. "Just find him for me.Thisis Dr. Berry cdling.” | didn't know if the namewould
mean anything, but | suspected it might.

Her tone changed immediately. "Hold the lineplease, Doctor."

There was a pause of severd seconds while I waited in the mechanica humming silence of the "Hold"
button. Being on the "Hold" button isthetechnologica equivaent of purgatory. That waswhat Art used to
say. He hates telephones andnever uses them unless he hasto.

The secretary came back on. "Mr. Bradford isjust leaving, but he will spesk to you now."

"Thank you."

A mechanicd dlick.

"George Bradford spesking.”

"Mr. Bradford, thisis John Berry."

"Yes, Dr. Berry. What can | do for you?'

"I'd like to speak to you about Art Lee."

"Dr. Berry, I'mjust leaving—"

"Y our secretary told me. Perhaps we could meetsomewhere.”

He hesitated and sighed into the phone. I1tsounded like ahissing, impatient serpent. " Thatwon't serve any
purpose. I'm afraid my decision isquite firm. The matter is out of my hands.



"Just ashort meeting.”
He paused again. "All right. I'll meet you a my
club in twenty minutes. The Trafagar. See youthen."

| hung up. The bastard: his club was downtown.l would haveto run like hell to makeitintime. |
graightened my tie and hurried off to my car.

the Trafagar clubislocated in asmdl, dilgpi-dated house on Beacon Street, just down from the Hill.
Unlike the professiona clubs of larger cities,the Trafalgar is so quiet that few Bostonians evenknow of its
exigence.

| had never been there before, but | could havepredicted the decor. The roomswere paneled in
mahogany; the callings were high and dusty; thechairs heavy, padded tan leather, comfortable and
wrinkled; the carpets were worn Orientals. In atmo-sphere, it reflected its members—tiff, aging, and
masculine. As 1 checked my coat, | saw asignwhich stated crisply,female guests may be enter-tained
BETWEEN THE HOURS OF 4 AND 5:30 O'CLOCK on Thursdays only.Bradford met mein the

lobby.

He was a short, compact man, impeccablydressed. His black chalk-gtripe suit was unwrinkledafter a
day of work, his shoes gleamed, and hiscuffs protruded the proper length beyond hisjacketdeeves. He
wore a pocket watch on asilver chain, and his Phi Beta Kappa key contrasted nicely withthe dark
materid of hisvest. | didn't have to lookhimupinWho's Who to know that he lived some-placelike
Beverly Farms, that he had attended Har-vard College and Harvard Law Schoal, that hiswife

had goneto Vassar and till wore pleated skirts, cashmere swesaters, and pearls, or that his children
attended Groton and Concord. Bradford wore it all,quietly and confidently.

"I'm ready for adrink," he said as we shook hands. "How about you?' "Fine."

The bar was on the second floor, alarge roomwith high windows looking out on Beacon Streetand the
Commons. It was a subdued room, smell-ing faintly of cigar smoke. Men spokein low voicesand talked
insmall groups. The bartender knewwhat everyone drank without being told: everyone that is, except
me. We sat in two comfortable chairsby the window and | ordered a vodka Gibson. Brad-ford just
nodded to the bartender. While we waited for the drinks, he said, "'l am sure you must be dis-appointed
inmy decison, but frankly——"

"I'm not disgppointed,” | said, "because I'm notontrid.”

Bradford reached into his pocket, looked at hiswatch, and put it back.

"Noone" hesad crisply, "isontrid at thismo-ment.”

"| disagree. | think agreat many people are ontrid.”

He rapped the table irritably and frowned acrossthe room at the bartender. The psychiatrists call thet
displacement.

"And what," he said, "isthat supposed to mean?'



"Everybody in thistown isdropping Art Lee asif he had bubonic plague.”
"And you suspect adark conspiracy?'
"No," | said. "I'mjust surprised.”

"I have afriend,” Bradford said, "who claimsthat al doctors are essentialy naive. Y ou don't strike me as

nave
"Isthat acompliment?’
"That's an observation.”
"l try," | said.

"Well, theresredly no mystery and no congpiracy here. In my case, you must redize that | have many
clients, of whom Mr. Leeisjust one."

"Dr. Lee"

"Quiteright. Dr. Lee. Heisjust one of my cli-ents, and | have obligationsto al of themwhich |
discharge as| am best able. It happensthat | spoke with the district attorney's office this afternoon, to
determine when Dr. Lee's case would come up forhearing. It seemsthat Dr. Lee's case will conflictwith
another | have previoudly accepted. | cannotbe in two courtrooms at once. | explained thistoDr. Lee."
The drinks came. Bradford raised his glass."Cheers”

"Chegrs

He sipped his drink and looked at the glass."When | explained my position to him, Dr. Lee ac-cepted it.
| dso told him that my firm would makeevery effort to see that he had excellent legal coun-

sdl. We have four senior partners, and it is quitelikely that one of them will be able to——"
"But not certan?'

He shrugged. "Nothing is certain in thisworld."

| Spped thedrink. It waslousy, mostly vermouthwith atouch of vodka.

"Areyou agood friend of the Randalls?' | asked.

"l know them, yes."

"Doesthat have anything to do with your deci-Son?'

"Certainly not." He sat up quite siffly. "A lawyerlearns very early to separate clients and friends. It's
frequently necessary.”

"Especidly inasmdl town.”



He smiled. "Objection, Y our Honor."

He sipped hisdrink again. " Off the record, Dr.Berry, you should know that | am in complete sym-pathy
with Lee. We both recognize that abortion isafact of life. It happensdl thetime. Thelast fig-ures| saw
listed American abortionsat amillionyearly; it's very common. Spesking practicdly, it isnecessary. Our
laws relating to abortion are hazy, ill-defined, and absurdly strict. But | must remind youthat the doctors
are much more grict than the lawitself. The abortion committeesin hospitals areovercautious. They refuse
to perform abortionsunder circumstances where the law would never in-tervene. In my opinion, before
you can change theabortion laws, you must change the prevailing cli-mate of medica opinion.”

| said nothing. The Passing of the Buck isatime-

honored ceremony, to be observed in silence. Brad-ford looked at me and said, "Y ou don't agree?’

"Of course" | sad. "But it strikes me as an inter-esting defense for an accused man.”

"I wasn't proposing it asadefense.”

"Then perhaps | misunderstood you.”

"I wouldn't be surprised,” he said dryly.

"Neither would I," | said, "because you haven'tbeen making much sense. | dways thought lawyers got
right to the problem, instead of running circlesaround it.”

"l amtrying to clarify my postion.”

"Your pogitionisquiteclear,” | said. "I'mworriedabout Dr. Lee."

"Very well. Let'stalk about Dr. Lee. He has beenindicted under a seventy-eight-year-old

M assachu-setts law which makes any abortion afelony pun-ishable by fines and imprisonment up to five
years.If the abortion resultsin desth, the sentence may be from seven to twenty years.”

"Is it second-degree murder or mandaughter?'

"Neither, technicdly. In terms of ——"

"Then the chargeis bailable?'

"Conceivably so. But in this case not, becausethe prosecution will attempt amurder charge under a
common law act which says any deeth resultingfrom afelony ismurder.”

"l "

"In terms of the progress of the case, the prose-cution will bring forth evidence—good evidence, I'm
sure—that Dr. Leeisan abortionist. They will

show that the girl, Karen Randdll, previoudy visitedDr. Lee and that he inexplicably kept no records of
her vigt. They will show that he cannot account forseverd crucid hours during Sunday evening. And they
will present Mrs. Randall's testimony that thegirl told her Lee performed the abortion.



"Intheend, it will come down to a conflict of testimony. Lee, aproven abortionist, will say hedidn't do it;
Mrs. Randdl will say hedid. If youwere the jury, whom would you believe?

"Thereisno proof that Dr. Lee aborted that girl. The evidenceiswholly circumgtantid.”

"Thetrid will beheldin Boston.”

"Then hold it elsewhere” | said.

"Onwhat grounds? That the mord climate hereisunfavorable?!

"You'retaking technicalities. I'm talking about saving aman.”

"In the technicalities liesthe strength of the law.”

"And the wesknesses."

He gave me athoughtful look. "The only way to'save Dr. Lee, asyou say, isto demonstrate that he did

not perform the operation. That means the real abortionist must be found. | think the chances of doing so
aedim.

Why?

"Because, when | talked to Leetoday, | cameaway convinced he waslying through histeeth. I think he
didit, Berry. | think hekilled her."

FOURTEEN
WHEN | RETURNED TO THE HOUSE, | found that Ju-

dith and the kidswere till at Betty's. | made myself another drink—a strong one, thistime—and sat inthe
living room, dead tired but unable to relax.

| have abad temper. | know that, and | try tocontrol it, but thetruth is1 am clumsy and abruptwith
people. | guess| dont like people much; maybe that'swhy | became a pathologist in the firstplace.
Looking back over the day, | realized | hadlost my temper too often. That was stupid; therewas no
percentagein it; no gain, and potentialy agreat dedl of loss.

Thetelephone rang. It was Sanderson, head of the path labs at the Lincoln. Thefirgt thing he saidwas,
"I'm cdling from the hospita phone.”

"OK." | sad.

The hospita phone had at least Six extensions. Inthe evening, anyone could ligen in.
"How was your day?" Sanderson said.

"Interesting,” | said. "How wasyours?"

"It had its moments," Sanderson said.



| could imagine. Anyone who wanted me out of his hair would put the squeeze on Sanderson. Itwasthe
most logica thing to do, and it could be

managed quite subtly. A few jokes: "Say, | hearyou're shorthanded these days.” A few earnest in-quiries:
"What'sthis | hear about Berry being sick?Oh? | heard that he was. But he hasn't been in, has he?" Then
afew choice words from the chiefs of service: " Sanderson, how the hell do you expect meto keep my
medica gaff in linewhen you'reletting your path peopletake off dl thetime?' And findly someonefrom
the adminigtration: "We run a ship-shape hospita here, everybody has hisjob and ev-erybody doesit, no
deadwood on board."

The net effect would be an intense pressure toget me back in the lab or find anew man.
"Tdl them I've got tertiary syphilis™ | said. "Thatshould hold them.”

Sanderson laughed. "Thereés no problem,” hesaid. "Y et. I've got a pretty tough old neck. | cankeep it
stuck out awhile longer.”

Then he paused, and said, "How much longer doyou think it will be?"

"l don't know," | said. "It's complicated.”

"Come by and see me tomorrow," he said. "We can discussit."

"Good," | said. "Maybe by then I'll know more.Right now, it's just as bad asthe Peru case.”
"l see," Sanderson said. "Tomorrow, then."

"Right."

| hung up, certain he knew what | was talkingabout. | had meant that there was something wrong with
the Karen Randal business, something out of place. It was like a case we had three months ago,

ararething caled agranulocytos's, the completeabbsence of white cellsin the blood. It'sa serious
condition because without white cdlls, you can'tfight infection. Most people are carrying disease
or-ganisms around in their mouth or body normally—staph or strep, sometimes diphtheriaand pneumo-
coccus—and if your bodily defenses go down, you infect yoursdif.

Anyhow, the patient was American, adoctorworking for the Public Hedlth Service in Peru. Hewas
taking a Peruvian drug for asthma, and one day he began to get sick. He had soresin his mouthand a
temperature, and he felt lousy. He went to adoctor in Limaand had ablood test. His whitecount was
600.1The next day it was down to 100,and the next day it was zero. He got a plane to Bos-ton and
checked into our hospitdl.

They did abone-marrow biopsy, sticking ahollowneedleinto his slernum2and drawing out some mar-
row. | looked at it microscopicaly and was puzzled. He had lots of immature cells of the granulocyte se-
riesin hismarrow, and whileit was abnormd, it was not terribly bad. | thought, "Hell, something iswrong
here," so | went to see his doctor.

His doctor had been tracing the Peruvian drugthe patient was taking. It turned out to contain asubstance
removed from the American market in1942 because it suppressed white-cell formation.



The doctor figured thiswas what was wrong withhis patient—he had suppressed his own white cells,and
now hewasinfecting himsdf. The trestmentwas smple: take him off the drug, do nothing, andwait for his
marrow to recover.

| told the doctor that the marrow didn't ook so bad on the dide. We went to see the patient andfound
hewas gtill sick. He had ulcersin his mouth,and staph infections on hislegs and back. He hadahigh
fever, waslethargic, and answered questionsdowly.

We couldn't understand why his marrow should seem so basically norma when he was so damnedsick;
we puzzled over thisfor most of the afternoon. Finally, about four, | asked the doctor if there had been
any infection a the Site of biopsy, where they had made the puncture to draw marrow. The doctorsaid he
hadn't checked. We went to the patient andexamined his chest.

Surprise: unpunctured. The marrow biopsyhadn't been taken from this patient. One of thenurses or
residents had screwed up the tags, midabeling amarrow sample from aman with sus-pected leukemia.
Weimmediatdly drew asamplefrom our patient and found a very suppressed mar-row indeed.

The patient later recovered, but | would never forget our puzzling over the lab results.

1Norma white count is4-9,000 cells/cubic centimeter. With infection,
thismay doubleor triple.

2Breastbone.

I had the same fedling now— something waswrong, something was out of place. | couldn't put

my finger onit, but | had the suspicion that peoplewere working at cross-purposes, dmost asif wewere
talking about different things. My own posi-tion was clear: Art wasinnocent until proven guilty,and that
wasn't proven yet.

Nobody else seemed to care whether Art wasguilty or not. Theissuethat was crucia to mewas
irrelevant to them.

Now why wasthat?
TUESDAY

OCTOBER 11

ONE

WHEN | AWOKE IT FELT LIKE A NORMAL DAY . | was exhausted and it was drizzling outsde,



cold, gray, anduninviting. | pulled off my pgamas and took a hotshower. While | was shaving, Judith
camein andkissed me, then went to the kitchen to make break-fast. | smiled into the mirror and caught
mysdfwondering what the surgical schedule would belike.

Then | remembered: | wasn't going to the hospi-ta today. The whole business came back to me.

It was not anormal day.

| went to the window and stared at the drizzle onthe glass. | wondered then for the first timewhether |
ought to drop everything and go back to work. The prospect of driving to the lab, parking inthelat,
hanging up my coat, and putting on mygpron and gloves—all the familiar details of routine—seemed
suddenly very appedling, dmostenticing. It was my job; | was comfortable at it; there were no stresses or
grains; it was what | wastrained to do. | had no business playing amateur detective. In the cold morning
light, the ideaseemed ludicrous.

Then | began to remember the faces | had seen.Art'sface, and the face of J. D. Randall, and
Brad-ford's smug confidence. And | knew that if | didn'thelp Art, nobody would.

In one sense, it was afrightening, amost terrify-ing thought.

judith sat with me at breakfast. The kids werestill adeep; we were adone.
"What are you planning today?' she said.

“I'm not sure.”

| had been asking mysdlf that very question. | had to find out more, lots more. About Karen, and Mrs,
Randall particularly. | dill didn't know verymuch about either of them.

"I'll gart withthegirl," | said.

"Why?

"From what |1've been told, shewas dl sweetnessand light. Everybody loved her; she was awonder-fu
grl."

"Maybe shewas."

"Yes" | sad, "but it might be good to get theopinion of someone besides her brother and her fa-ther .
"How?"

"I'll begin,”" | said, "with Smith College.”

amith college, Northampton, Massachusetts, 2,200 girls getting an exclusive education in the middle of
nowhere. It was two hours on the turn-pike to the Holyoke exit; another haf-hour on small roads until |
passed under the train tracks andcame into the town. I've never liked Northampton. It has a peculiarly
repressed atmosphere for a col-lege town; you can amost smell irritation and frus-tration in the air, the
heavy combined frugtration of 2,200 pretty girls consigned to the wildernessforfour years, and the
combined irritation of the na-tiveswho are forced to put up with them for thattime.



The campusis beautiful, particularly in autumn,when the leaves are turning. Evenintherain, it's beautiful.
| went directly to the college informationoffice and looked up Karen Randall in the paper-back directory
of students and faculty. | was givena map of the campus and set out for her dorm,Henley Hall.

It turned out to be awhite frame house onWilbur Street. There wereforty girlsliving ingde.On the
ground floor was aliving room done inbright, small-print fabric, rather foolishly feminine. Girlswandered
around in dungarees and long,ironed hair. There was abell desk by the door.

"I'd liketo see Karen Randall,” | said to thegirl.

She gave me adtartled look, asif she thought I might be amiddie-aged rapist.

"I'm her uncle" | sad. "Dr. Berry."

"I've been away al weekend," the girl said. "l

haven't seen Karen since | got back. She went toBoston thisweekend.”

| wasin luck: thisgirl gpparently didn't know. | wondered whether the other girlsdid; it wasimpos-sible
totel. It seemed likely that her housemotherwould know, or would find out soon. | wanted toavoid the
housemother.

"Oh," said the girl behind the desk. "TheresGinnie. Ginni€s her roommate.”

A dark-haired girl waswalking out the door. Shewore tight dungarees and atight poor-boy swester, but
the overdl effect remained oddly prim. Some-thing about her face disowned the rest of her body.

The desk girl waved Ginnie over and said, "Thisis Dr. Berry. He'slooking for Karen."

Ginnie gave me ashocked look. She knew. I quickly took her and steered her to the living room,and sat
her down.

"But Karen's—"
"I know," | said. "But | want to talk to you."

"l think 1'd better check with Miss Peters,” Ginnie said. She started to get up. | pushed hergently back
down.

"Beforeyou do,” | said, "I'd better tell you that | attended Karen's autopsy yesterday."
Her hand went to her mouth.

"I'm sorry to be so blunt, but there are serious questions that only you can answer. We both knowwhat
Miss Peterswould say."

"Shedsay | can't talk to you," Ginniesaid. She
was looking at me suspicioudy, but | could see I had caught her curiosity.

"Let's go someplace private,” | said.



"l don't know . . ."
“I'll only keep you afew minutes."

She got up and nodded toward the hdl. "Men aren't normaly alowed in our rooms," she said,"but
youre areldive, aren't you?'

"Yes" | sad.

Ginnie and Karen shared aroom on the groundfloor, &t the back of the building. It was small and
cramped, cluttered with feminine mementos—pi ctures of boys, letters, joke birthday cards, pro-grams
from Ivy footbal games, bits of ribbon,schedules of classes, bottles of perfume, stuffed toyanimas
Ginnie sat on one bed and waved meto adesk chair.

"Miss Peterstold melast night,” Ginnie said,"that Karen had . . . died in an accident. She askedme not to
mention it to anyonefor awhile. It'sfunny. | never knew anybody who died—I mean,my age, that kind of
thing—and it'sfunny. | meanpeculiar, | didn't fed anything, | couldn't get veryworked up. | guess| don't
redly believeit yet."

"Did you know Karen before you were room-mates?’

"No. The college assigned us."

"Did you get dong?'

She shrugged. Somehow, she had learned tomake every bodily gesture awiggle. But it was un-

redl, like a practiced gesture perfected before themirror.

"I guesswe got aong. Karen wasn't your typical freshman. She wasn't scared of the place, and shewas
always going away for aday or the weekend. She practically never went to class, and she dwaystaked
about how she hated it here. That's the thingto say, you know, but she meant it, sheredlly did.| think she
redlydid hateit."

"Why do you think so?'

"Because of the way she acted. Not going toclass, aways|eaving campus. Sheld sign out forweekends,
saying she was going to visit her parents. But she never did, she told me. She hated her par-ents.”

Ginnie got up and opened a closet door. Inside, tacked to the door, was alarge glossy photograph of J.
D. Randdl. The picture was covered with minutepunctures.

"Y ou know what she used to do? She used tothrow darts at this picture. That's her father, he's asurgeon
or something; shethrew darts at him everynight, before going to deep.”

Ginnie closed the door.
"What about her mother?"

"Oh, sheliked her mother. Her real mother; she died. Theré's a stepmother now. Karen never likedher



very much.”
"What else did Karen talk about?"
"Boys," Ginniesad, Stting on the bed again." That's al any of ustalk about. Boys. Karen went to

private school around here someplace, and sheknew alot of boys. Y aies were always coming tosee
her."

"Did she date anyonein particular?"
"I don't think so. She had lots of guys. They weredl chasing her."
"Popular?'

"Or something,” Ginnie said, wrinkling her nose."Listen, it isn't nice to say things about her now,you
know? And | have no reason to think it'strue. Maybe it'sdl abig story.”

"What's that?'

"W, you get here as afreshman and nobody knows you, nobody's everheard of you before, andyou
can tell people anything you like and get awaywith it. | used to tell people | was a high-school
cheerleader, just for the fun of it. Actudly | went toprivate school, but | aways wanted to be ahigh-
school cheerleader.”

llI %ll

"They're so wholesome, you know?"

"What kind of storiesdid Karen tell you?”

"l don't know. They weren't exactly stories. Justsort of implications. She liked people to believethat she
waswild, and dl her friendswere wild.Actudly, that was her favorite word:wild. And sheknew how to
make something sound redl. Shenever just told you straight out, in awholelong thing. It waslittle
comments here and there. Abouther abortionsand all.”

"Her abortions?"

" She said she had had two before she ever got tocollege. Now that's pretty incredible, don't youthink?
Two abortions? She was only seventeen, af-ter dl. | told her | didn't believeit, so she went into this

explanation of how it was done, the completeexplanation. Then | wasn't so sure.”

A girl fromamedica family could easly acquirea knowledge of the mechanicsof aD & C. Thatdidn't
prove she'd had an abortion hersdlf.

"Did shetell you anything specific about them?Where they were done?’

"No. Shejust said she'd had them. And she kept saying things like that. She wanted to shock me, | know
that, but she could be pretty crude when shewanted. | remember the firs—no, the secondweekend we
were here, she went out Saturday night, and she got back late. | went to amixer. Karencameindl a
mess, crawled into bed with the lights out, and said, 'Jesus, | love black meset.' Justlike that. | didn't know



what to say, | mean, | didn'tknow her well then, so 1 didn't say anything. | justthought shewastrying to
shock me."

"What e se did she say to you?'

Ginnie shrugged. "'l can't remember. It was a-ways little things. One night, as she's getting readyto go
out for the weekend, and sheswhigtling infront of the mirror, she saysto me, 'I'm really goingto get it this
weekend.' Or something like that, | don't remember the exact words."

"And what did you say?'

"l sad, 'Enjoy yoursdlf." Whatcan you say when

you get out of the shower and somebody saysthatto you? So she said, 'l will, | will." Shewas aways
coming up with shocking little comments.™

"Did you ever believe her?"

"After acouple of months, | was beginning to."

"Did you ever have reason to think she was preg- nant?'

"While she was here? At school ? No."

"You'resure?'

"She never said anything. Besides, she was onthepill."

"Areyou certain of that?'

"Yeah, | think so. At least, she made this big cer-emony of it every morning. The pillsarerightthere.”

"Where?'

Ginnie pointed. "Right there on her desk. In that little bottle."

I got up and went to the desk, and picked up theplastic bottle. The label was from Beacon Phar-mecy;
there were no typed directions. | took out my notebook and wrote down the prescription numberand the
name of the doctor. Then | opened the bot-tle and shook out apill. There were four I€ft.

"She took these every day?"

"Every Sngleday,” Ginniesad.

| was no gynecologist and no pharmacologist, butl knew severa things. First, that most birth-control pills
were now sold in adispenser to help awomankeep track of the days. Second, that theinitia hor-mone
dosage had been cut from ten milligramsa

day to two milligrams. That meant the pills weresmadl.

These pills were huge in comparison. There wereno surface markings of any kind; they were chalkywhite



and rather crumbly to the touch. | dippedoneinto my pocket and replaced the othersin the bottle. Even
without checking, | had a pretty goodideawhét the pills were.

"Did you ever meet any of Karen's boyfriends?"' 1asked.
Ginnie shook her head.
"Did Karen ever talk about them? Talk about her dates?'

"Not redly. Not persondly, if you know what | mean. She'd talk about how they'd been in bed, butit was
usudly just gross stuff. She was dwaystryingto gross you out. Y ou know, the earthy bit. Wait aminute”

She got up and went to Karen's dresser. Therewas amirror over the dresser; stuck into the frame were
severa pictures of boys. She plucked out twoand handed them to me.

"Thisguy was one she talked about, but | don'tthink she was seeing him anymore. She used todate him
over the summer or something. He goesto Harvard.”

The picture was a standard publicity pose of aboy inafootbal uniform. He had the number 71,and was
crouched down in athree-point stance, snarling into the camera

"What's hisname?'
"] don't know."

| picked up aHarvard-Columbiafootball pro-gram and looked up the roster. Number 71 was aright
guard, Alan Zenner. | wrote the name in mynotebook and gave the picture back to Ginnie.

"Thisother one," she said, handing me the sec-ond picture, "isanewer guy. | think she was seeinghim.
Some nights, sheld come back and kiss thepicture before she went to bed. His name wasRaph, | think.
Raph or Roger."

The picture showed ayoung Negro standing in atight, shiny suit with an eectric guitar in one hand.He
was amiling rather diffly.

"Y ou think shewas seeing him?"

"Yes, | think so. He's part of agroup that playsinBoston.”

"And you think hisnameis Raph?"

"Something like that."

"Y ou know the name of the group?"'

Ginnie frowned. " She told me once. Probably more than once, but | don't remember. Karen sortof liked
to keep her boys amystery. It wasn't likesome girl Stting down and telling you every littlething about her

boyfriend. Karen never did that, itwas dways bits and snatches.”

"Y ou think she was meeting thisfellow when shewent away for weekends?'



Ginnie nodded.

"Where did she go on weekends? Boston?"

"l imagine. Boston or New Haven."

| turned the picture over in my hands. On theback it said, "'Photo by Curzin, Washington Street.”

"Can | tekethis picture with me?"

"Sure," shesaid. "l don't care.”

| dipped it into my pocket, then sat down again.

"Did you ever meet any of these people? Any of the boys?*

"No. | never met any of her friends. Oh—wait aminute. | did, once. A girl."

"Agil?

"Y es. Karen told me one day that this good friendof hers was coming up for aday. Shetold me al about
how cool thisgirl was, how wild. Thisbigbuild-up. | wasreally waiting for something spec-tacular. Then
when sheshowed up . . ."

"y e

"Redly drange,” Ginniesaid. "Very tal, with rea long legs, and dl the time Karen kept saying howshe
wished she had long legslike that, and the girljust sort of sat there and didn't say anything. Shewas

pretty, | guess. But redly strange. She actedlike she was adegp. Maybe she was up on some-thing; |
don't know. Finally she began to talk, afterabout an hour of just Sitting there, and she saidthese weird

"Likewhat?"

"I don't know. Weird things. Therainin Spainismainly down the drain." And she made up poetry about
people running in spaghetti fields. It waspretty dull, | mean, not what you'd call good.”

"What wasthisgirl's name?"

"l don't remember. Angie, | think."

"Was shein college?’

"No. She was young, but she wasn't in college. She worked. | think Karen said shewasanurse.”
"Try to remember her name,” | said.

Ginniefrowned and stared at the floor, thenshook her head. "'l can't,” shesaid. "I didn't pay thatmuch
atention.”

| didn't want to let it go, but it was getting late. | said, "What else can you tell me about Karen?Was she



nervous? Jittery?"

"No. She was dways very cam. Everybody €l sein the house was nervous, especialy around hourlytime,
when we have our exams, but she didn't seemto care,”

"Did she have alot of energy? Was she bouncyand talkative?"

"Karen? Areyou kidding? Listen, she was alwayshalf dead, except for her dates, when she'd perk up,
but otherwise she was dwaystired and always com-plaining about how tired shewas."

"Shedept alot?’

"Y es. She dept through most of her classes”

"Did sheeat alot?'

"Not particularly. She dept through most of hermedls, too."
"She must havelost weight, then.”

"Actudly, it went up,” Ginnie said. "Not too much, but enough. She couldn't get into most of her dresses,
after six weeks. She had to buy somemore”

"Did you notice any other changes?'
"Widl, only one, but I'm not sureit redly matters.] mean, it mattered to Karen, but nobody el secared.”
"What wasthat?'

"Well, she had the idea that she was gettinghairy. Y ou know, arms and legs and on her lip. She
complained that she was shaving her legs dl thetime”

| looked at my watch and saw that it was nearlynoon. "Well, | don't want to keep you from your
classes”

"Doesn't matter," Ginniesaid. ‘Thisisinterest-ing.”

"How do you mean?"

"Watching you work, and al."

"Y ou must have talked with adoctor before."

She dghed. "You mugt think I'm stupid,” shesaid, in apetulant voice "l wasn't born yesterday.”
"l think you're very intdligent,” | said.

"Will you want meto testify?"

"Testify?Why?"



"In court, a thetrid."

Looking at her, | had the fedling she was practic-ing before the mirror once again. Her face had ase-
cretly wise expression, likeamovie heroine.

"I'mnot sure | follow you.”
"You can admit it tome," shesaid. "l know you'realavyer."

llm.ll

" figured it out ten minutes after you arrived. Y ou want to know how?"

"How?'

"When you picked up those pills and looked atthem. Y ou did it very carefully, not like adoctor atdl.
Frankly, I think you'd make aterrible doctor.”

"You're probably right,” | said.
"Good luck with your case," she said as| wasleaving.
"Thanks."

Then shewinked a me.

TWO

The x-ray roomon the second floor of the Memhad afancy name: Radiological Diagnoss. It didntmaiter
what they cdled it, it was the same insde asevery other X-ray room anywhere. The walls wereshests of
white frosted glass, and there were littlejam-clipsfor the films. It was quite alarge room, with sufficient
space for ahaf-dozen radiologists towork at once.

| camein with Hughes. He was aradiologist atthe Mem that I'd known for along time; he and hiswife
sometimes played bridge with Judith and me. They were good players, blood players, but | didntmind.
Sometimes| get that way mysdif.

| hadn't called Lewis Carr because | knew hewouldn't help me. Hughes was |ow on the Generd totem
pole and didn't give adamn whether Iwanted to look at films from Karen Randd| or theAgaKhan, who
had come here for akidney opera-tion some years ago. He took meright up to theX-ray room.

Ontheway | sad, "How's your sex life?"

That'sastandard rib for aradiologigt. It's wellknown that radiologists have the shortest lifespan of any
medica specidist. The exact reasons are un-known, but the natura assumption isthat the Xrays get to
them. In the old days, radiol ogists usedto stand in the same room as the patient when thefilmswere
taken. A few years of that, and they'd soak up enough gammacto finish them. Then, too, in the old days
thefilm was less sengtive, and ittook a whopping big dose to get a decent contrastexposure.

But even now, with modern techniques and bet-ter knowledge, aribald tradition remains, and radi-
ologists are condemned to suffer through alifetimeof jokes about their lead-lined jockstraps and their



shriveled gonads. The jokes, likethe X rays, are anoccupationa hazard. Hughestook it well.
"My sex life" he sad, "isadamn sght betterthan my bridge game.”

Aswe cameinto the room, three or four radiol-ogists were at work. They were each seated in frontof
an envelopefull of films and atape recorder; they took out filmsindividualy and read off the pa-

tient's name and unit number, and thekind of filmit was—AP or LAO, IVP, or thorax, and so forth—
and then they dapped it up againgt the frosted glassand dictated their diagnosis.1

Onewall of the room was given over to the in-tensive care patients. These were serioudy ill peo-ple,
and their filmswere not stored in manilaenvel opes. Instead they were hung on revolvingracks. Y ou
pressed a button and waited until therack came around to the films of the patient youwanted to see. It
meant you could get to acriticalyill patient'sfilmsrapidly.

The film storeroom was adjacent to the X-rayroom. Hughes went in and pulled Karen Randdl'sfilms,
and brought them back. We sat down in front of a sheet of glass, and Hughes clipped up the firstpicture.

"Laterd skull film," he said, peering at it. "Knowwhy it was ordered?’

"No," | said.

I, too, looked at the plate, but | could make littleof it. Skull films—X rays of the heed—are difficultto
interpret. The cranium isacomplex piece of bone, producing aconfusing interlocking pattern of light and
dark. Hughes examined it for some time, occasionaly tracing lineswith the cap of hisfoun-tain pen.

1AP isanteroposterior, indicating that the X rays penetrated from front toback, where they struck the

plate. LAO isleft anterior oblique and 1V P is contrast mediain the genitourinary tract, afilm showing
kidneys, ureters,and bladder.

"Seemsnormal,”" hesaid at last. "No fractures, no abnormal calcification, no evidence of air or
hematoma. Of course, it'd be nice to have an arteriogramor aPPEG."2

"Let'shave alook at the other views," he said. Hepulled down the lateral view and put up theface-on,
APfilm. "Thislooksnormd, too," hesaid."l wonder why they were taken—was she in an autoaccident?'

"Not that | know of."
Herummaged in thefile. "No," he said. "Obvi-oudy. They didn't do facefilms. Only skull films."
Facefilmswere a separate series of angles, uti-lized to check for fractures of the facia bones.

Hughes continued to examine the AP film, then put the lateral back up. He il could find nothing
abnormal.

"Damned if | canfigureit," he said, tapping theplate. "Nothing. Not agoddamned thing there, forny

"All right," | said, standing up. Thanksfor yourhdp.”



Asl| left | wondered whether the X rays hadhelped clear things up or just made everythingworse.
2These areways of making skull films eadier to interpret. An arteriogramisan X ray taken after the
cerebrd arteries have been filled with radioopague liquid. A PEG, or pneumoencepha ogram, cong sts of
draining al the cerebrospina fluid and pumping in air to increase contrast in the ven-tricles. It isapainful
procedure which cannot be done under anesthesia. Both techniques are considered minor surgery, and
are not done unlessthere is good evidence for their necessity.
THREE

| stepped into A phone booth near the hospita lobby. | got out my notebook and found the phar-macy
number and the prescription number. | dsofound the pill | had taken from Karen'sroom.

| chipped off aflake with my thumbnail andground it into the palm of my hand. It crushed eas-ily intoa
soft powder. | was pretty sure what it was, but to be certain | touched the tip of my tongue tothe powder.

There was no mistaking the taste. Crushed aspi-rin on your tongue tastesterrible.
| dialed the pharmacy.

"Beacon Pharmeacy.”

"ThisisDr. Berry at the Lincoln. I'd like to knowadrug asfollows—"

"Just aminute while | get apencil.”

A short pause.

"Go ahead, Doctor.”

"The nameis Karen Randdl. The number is one-four-seven-six-six-seven-three. Prescribing doctor
Peter Randall.”

"I'll check that for you."
The phonewas put down. | heard whistling andpages flipping, then: "Y es, hereit is. Darvon, twenty

capaules, 75 milligram. Orders—'Once every fourhours as needed for pain.' It was refilled twice. Doyou
want the dates?’

"No," | said. "That'sfine."

"Isthere anything e se?'

"No, thanks. Y ou've been very helpful "
"Any time"

| replaced the receiver dowly. Things were get-ting more and more screwy. What kind of girl pre-
tended to take birth-control pills but actually tookaspirin, which she stored in an empty bottle thatonce



contained pillsfor mengrud cramps?
FOUR

Degth from abortionisareatively rare event. Thisbasic fact tends to be obscured in dl the fan-fareand
datistics. The gatitics, likethe fanfare, are emotiond and imprecise. Etimates vary widdly, but most
people agree that about amillion illega abortions are performed each year, and about 5,000women die as
aresult of them. This meansthat theoperative mortality is about 500/100,000.

Thisisavery high figure, especidly in thelightof mortdity in hospita abortions. Deeth in hospita
abortions ranges from 0-18/100,000, which makes

it, a worst, about as dangerous as atonsllectomy(17/100,000).

All thismeansisthat illega abortions are abouttwenty-five times as deadly asthey have to be.Most
people are horrified by this. But Art, whothought clearly and carefully about such things, wasimpressed
by the statistic. And he said somethingvery interesting: that one reason abortion remainedillegd was
because it was so safe.

"Y ou haveto look at the volume of business" heonce said. "A million women isameaninglessnumber.
What it comesdown to isoneillega abor-tion every thirty seconds, day in, day out, year afteryear. That
makesit avery common operation, andfor better or worsg, it's safe.”

Inhiscynical way, he talked about the Desth Threshold, as he called it. He defined the Desth Threshold
as the number of people who must dieeach year of needless, accidental causes before any-one gets
excited about it. In numerica terms, the Death Threshold was set at about 30,000 a year—the number of
Americanswho died of automobileaccidents.

"Therethey are" Art said, "dying on the high-ways at the rate of about eighty a day. Everybody accepts
it asafact of life. So who's going to careabout the fourteen women who die every day of abortions?”

He argued that in order to force doctors and law-yersinto action, the abortion desth figures wouldhave
to approach 50,000 a year, and perhaps more.

At the current mortality rates, that meant ten mil-lion abortionsayear.

"Inaway, you see" hesaid, "I'm doing adisserv-ice to society. 1 haven't lost anybody in abortion, so
I'm keeping those death figures down. That's goodfor my patients, of course, but bad for society asa
whole. Society will only act out of fear and gross guilt. We are attuned to large figures, smal datis-tics
don't impress us. Who'd give adamn if Hitlerhad only killed ten thousand Jews?'

He went on to argue that by doing safe abortions he was preserving the status quo, keeping the
pres-sure off legidators to change the laws. And then hesaid something dse.

"The trouble with this country,”" he sad, "is thatthe women have no guts. They'd rather dink offand have
adangerous, illega operation performedthan change the laws. Thelegidatorsare dl men,and men don't
bear the babies; they can afford tobe moraigtic. So can the priests: if you had womenpriests, you'd seea
hdll of aquick changein reli-gion. But politics and religion are dominated by themen, and the women are
reluctant to push toohard. Which is bad, because abortion is theirbusiness—ther infants, their bodies,
their risk. If amillion women ayear wrote |ettersto their con-gressmen, you might seealittle action.
Probablynot, but you might. Only the women won't doiit.”



| think that thought depressed him more thananything else. It came back to me as| droveto

meet awoman who, from dl reports, had plenty of guts: Mrs. Randall.

north of cohasset,about haf an hour fromdowntown Boston, is an exclusive residential com-munity built
along agtretch of rocky coast. It israther reminiscent of Newport—old frame houseswith eegant lawns,
looking out &t the sea.

The Randall house was enormous, afour-story Gothic white frame building with elaborateba conies and
turrets. The lawn doped down to the water; atogether there were probably five acres of land surrounding
the house. | drove up the longgravel drive and parked in the turnabout next totwo Porsches, one black,
the other canary-yellow. Apparently the whole family drove Porsches. Therewas a garage tucked back
to the left of the housewith agray Mercedes sedan. That was probably forthe servants.

| got out and was wondering how | would everget past the butler when awoman came out of thefront
door and walked down the steps. She waspulling on her gloves as she went, and seemed in agreet hurry.
She stopped when she saw me.

"Mrs. Randd|?'

"Yes'" shesad.

| don't know what | was expecting, but certainlynothing like her. Shewastall, and dressed in abeige
Chanel suit. Her hair was jet black andglossy, her legslong, her eyesvery large and dark. She couldn't
have been older than thirty. Y ou couldhave cracked ice-cubes on her cheekbones, she wasso hard.

| stared at her in dumb silence for severa mo-ments, feding likeafool but unable to hep mysdf.She
frowned a meimpatiently. "What do youwant? | haven't got al day."

Her voice was husky and her lips were sensual . She had the proper accent, too: flattened inflectionand
the dightly British intonation.

"Comeon, comeon,” shesaid. "Speak up.”

"I'dliketo talk to you," | said, "about your daugh-ter.”

"My stepdaughter,” she said quickly. She wassweeping past me, moving toward the black Porsche.
"Y es, your stepdaughter.”

"I'vetold everything to the police," she said. "Andl happen to be late for an gppointment, so if youwill
excuseme. . ." She unlocked the door to hercar and opened it.

| sad, "My nameis—"

"l know who you are," she said. " Joshua was talk-ing about you last night. Hetold me you might tryto
seme”

HAm?l



"And he told me, Dr. Berry, to suggest that you go to hell.”

She was doing her best to be angry, but I couldsee she was not. There was something else showingin
her face, something that might have been curios-ity or might have been fear. It struck me as odd.

She Started the engine. "Good day, Doctor.”

| leaned over toward her. "Following your hus-band's orders?’
"l usudly do."

"But not dways," | said.

She was about to put the car in gear, but shestopped, her hand resting on the shift. "I beg yourpardon,”
shesaid.

"What | mean isthat your husband doesn't quiteunderstand everything,” | said.
"| think he does."
"Y ou know he doesn't, Mrs. Randall.”

She turned off the engine and looked at me. "I'll give you thirty secondsto get off this property,” shesaid,
"before | cal the police. But her voice wastrembling, and her face was pale.

"Cdl the palice?| don't think that'swise."

She wasfdtering; her sdf-confidence drainingaway from her.

"Why did you come here?"

"I want you to tell me about the night you took Karen to the hospital. Sunday night.”

"If you want to know about that night," she said,"go look at the car.” She pointed to the yellowPorsche.
| went over and looked inside.

It was like abad dream.

The upholstery had once been tan, but now itwas red. Everything was red. The driver's seat wasred.
The passenger seat was deep red. The dash-

board knobs were red. The steering wheel was redin places. Thefloor carpet was crusty and red.
Quarts of blood had been logt in that car.

"Open the door,” Mrs. Randall said. "Fed theseat.”

| did. The seat was damp.

"Threedayslater,” shesaid. "It ftill hasn't driedout. That's how much blood Karen lost. That'swhathe



didto her."
| shut the door. "Isthis her car?'

"No. Karen didn't have a car. Joshuawouldn't lether have one until she was twenty-one."

"Then whose car isit?"

"It'smine" Mrs. Randall said.

| nodded to the black car shewas sitting in. "Andthis?"
"It's new. Wejust bought it yesterday."

Ve

"| did. Joshuaagreed.”

"And theydlow car?’

"We have been advised by the policeto keep it, in case it is needed as evidence. But as soon aswe

can

| said, "What exactly happened Sunday night?

"l don't haveto tell you anything," she said, tight-ening her lips

"Of coursenot." | smiled politely. | knew | hadher; the fear was dtill in her eyes.

She looked away from me, staring straight for-ward through the glass of the windshield.

"l wasaoneinthehouse" she said. " Joshuawas

at the hospita with an emergency. William was atmedica school. 1t was about three-thirty at nightand
Karen was out on adate. | heard the hornblowing on the car. It kept blowing. | got out of bedand put on
abathrobe and went downgtairs. My car was there, the motor running and the lights on. Thehorn was il
blowing. | went outside.. . . and sawher. She had fainted and fallen forward onto thehorn button. There

was blood everywhere."

She took a deep breath and fumbled in her pursefor cigarettes. She brought out apack of Frenchones. |
lit onefor her.

on.

"Thereisn't any moretotell. | got her into the other seat and drove to the hospital.” She smokedthe
cigarette with a swift, nervous movement. "Ontheway, | tried to find out what had happened. | knew
where she was bleeding from, because her skirt was al wet but her other clothes weren't. Andshe said,
‘Leedidit. Shesad it threetimes. I'llnever forget it. That pathetic, wesk little voice. . ."

"She was awake? Ableto talk to you?"



"Yes" Mrs. Randall said. "She passed out againjust as we got to the hospitd.”
"How do you know it was an abortion?" | said."How do you know it wasn't amiscarriage?"

"Il tell you," Mrs. Randall said. "Because when | looked at Karen's purse, | found her checkbook. The
last check she had made out wasto 'cash.’ Andit was for three hundred dollars. Dated Sunday. That's

how | know it was an abortion."

"Was the check ever cashed? Have you in-quired?'

"Of courseit wasn't cashed,” she said. "The manwho hasthat check isnow injail.”

"l s2e" | said thoughtfully.
"That'sgood,” she said. "And now you must ex-cuseme.”

She got out of the car and hurried back up thesteps to the house.

"| thought you were late for an gppointment,” 1 said.

She paused and looked back at me. "Go to hell," she said, and then dammed the door behind her.

| walked back to my car, considering her per-formance. It was very convincing. There were onlytwo
flawsthat | could spot. One was the amount of blood in the yellow car. | was bothered that therewas

more blood on the passenger sedt.

Then too, gpparently Mrs. Randd| didn't knowthat Art'sfee for an abortion was $25—just enoughto
cover the lab costs. Art never charged more. Itwasaway, in hisown mind, of kegping himself honest.

HVE

The sign was battered: curzin photos. Under-neath, in smal, yellowing print, "Photos for al Purposes.
Passports, Publicity, Friends. One-Hour Service."

The shop stood on a corner at the north end of Washington Street, away from the lights of themovie
houses and the big department stores. | wentinsde and found alittle old man and allittle oldwoman,

gtanding sde by side.
"Yes?' said the man. He had agentle manner, a-most timid.

"I have apeculiar problem,” | said.

"Passport? No problem at al. We can have thepicturesfor you in an hour. Less, if you'rein arush.
We've done it thousands of times."

"That'sright," said the woman, nodding primly."More than thousands."

"My problemisdifferent,” | said. "Y ou see, mydaughter is having her sweet-sxteen party, and—"

"We don't do engagements,” said the man." Sorry."



"Noindeed," thewoman said.

"It's not an engagement, it's a sweet-sixteenparty.”

"We don't do them,” the man said. "Out of thequestion.”

"Weusad to," explained the woman. "In the olddays. But they were such afright.”

| took adeep breath. "What | need,” | said, "is some information. My daughter is mad about a
rock-'n-"roll group, and you took their picture. 1want thisto be asurprise, so | thought that I'd—"

"Y our daughter is Sixteen?' He seemed suspi-cious.
"That's right. Next week."

"And we took a picture of agroup?'

"Yes" | said. | handed him the photograph.

Helooked at it for along time.

"Thisisnt agroup, thisisone man," he said fi-ndly.

"l know, but he's part of agroup.”

"It'sjust one man."

"Y ou took the picture, so | thought that perhgpos—"

By now the man had turned the picture over in his hand.

"Wetook thispicture,” he announced to me."Here, you can see our stamp on the back. Curzin Photos,
that's us. Been here since 1931. My fatherhad it before | did, God rest his soul.”

"Yes" sad thewoman.

"You say thisisagroup?' the man asked, wavingthe picture a me.

"One member of agroup.”

"Possibly," he said. He handed the picture to thewoman. "Did we do any groupslike that?'
"Possbly," shesaid. "I can never keep themclear.”

"l think it wasapublicity picture,” | offered.

"What's the name of this group?"

"l don't know. That'swhy | cameto you. The pic-ture had your stamp—"



"l saw it, I'm not blind," the man snapped. Hebent over and looked under the counter. "Have tocheck
thefiles" he sad. "We keep everything onfile”

He began producing sheafs of pictures. | wassurprised; heredly had photographed dozens of groups.
He shuffled through them very fagt. "My wifecan never remember them, but | can. If | can seethem dl, |
remember them. Y ou know? That'simmy and the Do-Dahs." Heflipped through rap-idly. "The
Warblers. The Coffins. The Cliques. TheSkunks. The names stick with you. Funny thing. The Lice. The
Switchblades. Willy and the Willies. The Jaguars.”
| tried to glance at the faces as he went, but hewas going very fast.
"Wait aminute," | said, pointing to one picture. "'l think that'sit."
The man frowned. "The Zephyrs," he said, histone disapproving. "That'swhat they are, the Zeph-yrs”
| looked at the five men, adl Negro. They were

dressed in the same shiny suitsthat 1'd seen in thesingle photo. They were dl smiling uneesily, asifthey
didiked having their picture taken.

"Y ou know the names?' | said.

He turned the picture over. The names werescrawled there. "Zeke, Zach, Roman, George, andHappy.
That'sthem.”

"O.K.," I said. | took out my notebook and wrotethe names down. "Do you know how | can reach
them?'

"Listen, you sure you want them for your girl'sparty?*
"Why not?'

The man shrugged. "They're alittletough.”

"Well, | think they'll be O.K. for one night."

"I don't know," he said doubtfully. "They're prettytough.”
"Know wherel can find them?"

"Sure," the man said. He jerked his thumb down the street. "They work nights at the Electric Grape. Al
the niggers hang out there.”

"O.K.," | said. | went to the door.
"You be careful " the woman advised me.
"I will "

"Have anice party," the man said.



| nodded and shut the door.

ALAN ZENNER WAS A HUGE MOUNTAIN OF A KID. Hewasn't ashig asaBig Ten tackle, but
he was plentylarge. | guessed he was about six-one and two-twenty.

Giveor take.

| found him as he wasleaving the Dillon Field House at the end of practice. It was |ate afternoon; the sun
was low, cagting agolden glow over Sol-diers Fidd stadium and the buildings nearby—theField House,
the Hockey Rink, the indoor tenniscourts. On aside field, the freshman squad wasdtill scrimmeaging,
rasing acloud of yellow-browndust inthefading light.

Zenner had just finished showering; his shortblack hair was till damp and he was rubbing it, asif
remembering the coach's admonition not to goout with wet hair.

He said hewasin ahurry to eat dinner and Sartstudying, so we talked as we crossed over the Lars
Anderson bridge toward the Harvard houses. For awhile | made smdl tak. Hewas a senior inLeverett
House, the Towers, and he was mgoring in history. He didn't like histhesis topic. He wasworried about
getting into law school; the law school didn't give athletes abreak. All they caredabout were grades.
Maybe he would go to Y alelawinstead. That was supposed to be more fun.

We cut through Winthrop House and walked uptoward the Varsity Club. Alan said he was eatingtwo
meals aday there, lunch and dinner, during the season. The food was O.K. Better than the regularcrap

anyway.

Finaly, | shifted the conversation to Karen.

"What, you, too?"

"l don't understand.”

"Y ou're the second one today. Foggy was hereearlier.”
"Theold man. That'swhat she used to cal him."
"Why?

"l don't know. It was her namefor him, that's al. She had lots of namesfor him."
"Y ou tlked with him?"

Zenner sad carefully, "He cameto seeme”

"And?"

Zenner shrugged. "l told him to go away."

“Why isthat?"



We came to Massachusetts Avenue. Thetrafficwas heavy. "Because," he said, "I didn't want to get
involved.”

"But you dready areinvolved.”

"Likehdl | am." He arted across the street, deftly maneuvering among the cars.

| said, "Do you know what happened to her?”'

"Listen,” he said, "I know more about it than any-body. Even her parents. Anybody.”
"But you don't want to get involved.”

"That'sthe picture.”

| said, "Thisisvery serious. A man has been charged with murdering her. Y ou have to tell mewhat you
know."

"Look," hesaid. "Shewasanicegirl, but she had problems. We had problems together. For awhileit
was O.K., and then the problems got too big, and itwas over. That'sal. Now get off my back.”

| shrugged. "During thetrid," | said, "the defense

will cal you. They can make you testify underoath.”

"I'm not testifying inany trid."

"Youwon't haveachoice" | said. "Unless, per-haps, there never isatrid."

"Meaning what?"

"Meaning weld better have atalk.”

Two blocks down Massachusetts Avenue towardCentral Square was adirty little tavern with an out-

of-focus color TV over the bar. We ordered two beers and watched the weather report while wewaited.
The forecaster was achearful little pudgy fellow who smiled as he predicted rain tomorrow,and the next

day.

Zenner sad, "What'syour interest in al this?!

" think Leeisinnocent.”

Helaughed. "Y ou're the only one who does."

The beers came. | paid. He sipped his and lickedthe foam off hislips.

"O.K.," hesaid, sttling back in the booth. "I'lItell you how it was. | met her at a party last spring,around
April. We got aong well, right off. Itseemed just grest. | didn't know anything about herwhen | met her,

shewasjust agood-looking girl. I knew shewasyoung. | didn't know how young until the next morning
when | practicdly flipped. Imean, Chrigt, sixteen. . . . But | liked her. Shewasn't cheap.”



Hedrank hdf the glassinasingle gulp.
" S0, we started seeing each other. And little bylittle, | found out about her. She had away of ex-

plaining thingsin bits and snaiches. It was verytantalizing, like the old movie serials. Come backnext
Saturday for the next ingalment, that kind of thing. Shewas good at it."

"When did you stop seeing her?"

"June, early June. She was graduating from Con-cord, and | said I'd come out to see the graduation. She
didn't want that. | said why. And then thewhole thing came out about her parents and how | wouldn't get
aong. You see" he said, "my name wasZemnick before, and | grew up in Brooklyn. It'sthat way. She
made her point, and | kissed her off. | wasredlly pissed at the time. Now, | don't care any-more.”

"Y ou never saw her again?'

"Once. It must have been late duly. | had a con-struction job on the Cape, ared soft one, and alotof my
friends were out there. I'd heard some thingsabout her, things | hadn't heard when | was dating her. And
how she collects jocks. About her prob-lems with her parents and how she hated her oldman. Things
began to make sense when they hadn't made sense before. And | heard that she'd had anabortion and
wastelling peopleit wasmy kid."

He finished his beer and motioned to the bar-tender. | had another with him.

"Oneday | runinto her out by Scusset. She'sinagas station getting her car filled and | happen topull in.
Sowe havealittletalk. | ask her if it was true about the abortion, and she saysyes. | ask herif it wasmy
kid, and she saysin areal steady voice

that she doesn't know who thefather is. So | tell her to go to hell and walk off. Then she comes run-ning
up and says she's sorry, can't we be friendsagain and see each other. | say no we can't. So shedtartsto
cry. Wdll, hel, that'sawful to have agirlcrying in agas sation. So | said I'd take her outthet night.”

"Did you?'

"Yeah. It wasterrible. Alan, do this; Alan, dothat; faster, Alan, now dower. Alan, you sweat somuch.
She never shut up.”

"Was sheliving on the Cape last summer?"

"She said shewas. Working in an art gdlery orsomething. But | heard she spent most of her timein
Beacon Hill. She had some crazy friends.

"What friends?'
"1 don't know. Friends."
"Did you ever meet any of them?'

"Only one. At aparty onetime on the Cape. Somebody introduced meto agirl named Angelawho was
supposed to be afriend of Karen's. AngelaHarley or Hardy, something like that. Damnedgood-looking



girl, but srange.”

"How do you mean?"

"Just strange. Far out. When | met her, she washigh on something. She kept saying strange thingslike
"The nose of God has the power of sour.' Y ou couldn't talk to her; she was out of it. Too bad, shewas
damned good-looking."

"Did you ever meset her parents?’

"Yeah," hesaid. "Once. Quiteapair. Old stiff upper lip and warm lower lips. No wonder she hated
them.”

"How do you know she hated them?”

"What do you think she talked about? Her par-ents. Hour after hour. She hated Foggy. She some-times
caled him Good Old Dad, because of theinitids. She had namesfor her ssiepmother, too, butyou
wouldn't believe them. The funny thing is, though, that she was very closeto her mother. Herred mother.
She died when Karen was about four-teen or fifteen. | think that waswhen it al started.”

"What sarted?’

"Thewild stuff. All the drugs and the action. Shewanted people to think she was wild. She wantedto be
shocking. Asif she had to prove it. She wasvery big on drugs and dways took them in public. Some
people said she was addicted to ampheta-mines, but | don't know if that wastrue. A lot of people on the
Cape had been stung by her, andthere were lots of nasty stories. They used to saythat Karen Randdl
would go up on anything, anddown on everything." He grimaced dightly ashesaid it.

"Youliked her," | said.

"Yeah," hesad, "aslong as| could.”

"That time on the Cape, wasit the last time yousaw her?'

"Yegh"

The next beer came. Helooked at his glass andtwisted it around in his hands for afew seconds.

"No," he said, "that's not true."

"Y ou saw her again?'

He hesitated. "Yes™"

"When?'

"Sunday," he said, "last Sunday."

SIX

It wasadmost lunchtime," Zenner said. "I washung over from aparty after the game. Redly hung.Too



hung. | was worried about looking good atpractice Monday, because | had missed afew playson
Saturday. The same play: an end sweep. | wasn'tpulling fast enough, it kept happening. So | was alittle
worried.

"Anyway, | wasin my room trying to get dressedfor lunch. Tying my tie. | had to do it threetimes,
because | kept getting it crooked. | wasreally hung.And | had abad headache; and in she walks, right
into theroom, just like | was expecting her."

"Wereyou?'

"I never wanted to see anyonelessin my life. Ihad findly gotten over her, you know, worked it all out of

my system. Then she shows up again, look-ing better than ever. A little heavy, but till good.My
roommeates had al goneto lunch, so | wastheonly one there. She asked meif | would take her tolunch.”

"Wheat did you say?"'

"l sad no."

"Why’?'

"Because | didn't want to see her. She was likethe plague, sheinfected you. | didn't want her around. So
| asked her to please leave, but shedidn't. She sat down and lit a cigarette and said she knew it was all
over with us, but she needed some-body to talk to. Well, I'd heard that one before, andl wasn't having
any. But shewouldn't leave. She satthere on the couch and wouldn't leave. She said | was the only person

she could talk to.

"Sofindly | just gave up. | sat down and said,'O.K., talk." And | kept telling myself that | was afool and
that I'd regret it, just the way | regrettedthe last time. There are some people you just can'tbe around.”

"What did you talk about?"
"Her. That was dl she ever talked about. Hersdlf, her parents, her brother—"
"Was she close to her brother?!

"Inaway. But he'skind of straight arrow, like Foggy. Fired for the medical bit. So Karen never told him
alot of things. Like the drugs and stuff. She just never mentioned it to him." "Go on."

"So | sat there and listened to her talk. Shetalked about school for awhile, and then aboutsome mysticd
thing she was starting where youmeditated twice aday for half an hour. It was sup-posed to belike
washing out your mind, or dipping

aclothinink, or something. She had just started itbut she thought it was grest.”

"How did she act during thistime?"

"Nervous," Zenner said. " She smoked a pack just while she sat there, and she kept fiddling with her
hands. She had a Concord Academy ring. She kept pulling it off, and putting it on, and twisting it. The
whole damned time."

"Did she say why she had come down fromSmith for the weekend?"



"| asked her," Zenner said. "And shetold me."

"Told you what?'

"That she was going to have an abortion.”

| sat back and lit acigarette. "What was your re-action?'

He shook hishead. "'l didn't believe her." Heglanced quickly at me, then sipped the beer. "I didn't believe
anything about her anymore. Thatwas the trouble. | was just turned off, | wasn't pay-ing attention. |
couldn't let mysdlf, because she dill.. . had an effect on me.”

"Was she aware of that?'

"Shewas aware of everything," he said. "Shedidn't miss anything. She was like a cat; she workedby her
ingtincts and they were dways right. Shecould walk into aroom and just look around, andshe
immediately knew everything about everyone. She had this sense for emotions.”

"Did you talk to her about the abortion?"
"No. Because | didn't believe her. | just let itdrop. Only she came back to it, about an hour |ater.

She said she was scared, that she wanted to be with me. She kept saying she was scared.” "Did you
believetha?'

"l didn't know what to believe. No. No, | didn'tbelieve her." Hefinished hisbeer in agulp and putthe
mug down. "But look," he said, "what the hellwas | supposed to do? She was nuts, that girl. Ev-erybody
knew it and it was true. She had thisthingwith her parents and with everybody ese, and itpushed her
over the brink. She was crazy.""How long did you talk with her?' " About an hour and ahdf. Then | said
| had toeat lunch and study and that she'd better go. So she left.”

"Y ou don't know where she was going?'"No. | asked her, and she just laughed. She saidshe never knew
where shewasgoing."

SEVEN

ItWAS LATE INthe day when | |eft Zenner, but | called Peter Randdl's office anyway. He wasn'tthere. |
sad it was urgent so his nurse suggested I try hislab. He often worked late in his lab on Tues-day and
Thursday nights.

| didn't cdl. | went right over.

Peter Randall was the only member of the Ran-

ddl family | had ever met before. I'd run into him once or twice at medica parties. It wasimpossibleto
miss him—firgt, because he was so physcalyoutstanding, and second because he liked partiesand
attended every one he heard about.

Hewasatitanic fat man, jowled and jovid, witha hearty laugh and aflushed face. He smoked con-
tinuoudy, drank exorbitantly, talked amusingly, andwasin genera the treasure of every hostess. Peter



could make a party. He could revive one ingtantly. Betty Gayle, whose husband was chief of medicine a
the Lincoln, had once said, "l1sn't heamarveloussocid animad?' She was dways saying thingslike that,
but for once she wasright. Peter Randall was asocia anima—gregarious, extroverted, relaxed,
good-humored. Hiswit and his manner gave him aremarkable kind of freedom.

For instance, Peter could successfully tell themost foul and revolting dirty joke, and you wouldlaugh.
Inside, you would be thinking, "That's apretty dirty joke," but you would be laughing, spite yourself, and
al thewiveswould belaughing,too. He could aso flirt with your wife, spill hisdrink, insult the hostess,
complain, or do anythingelse. Y ou never minded, never frowned.

| wondered what he would have to say aboutKaren.

HISLAB WAS ON THE FIFTH FLOOR of the biochemwing of the medicd schoal. | waked down
the cor-ridor, smelling the smell of laboratories—a combi-

nation of acetone, Bunsen burners, pipette soap,and reagents. A clean, sharp smell. Hisofficewassmall.
A girl behind the desk was typing aletter,wearing awhite [ab coat. She was strikingly attract-ive, but |
suppose | should have expected that.

"Yes?May | help you?' She had adight accent.

"I'mlooking for Dr. Randall."

"Ishe expecting you?'

"I'mnot sure,” | said. "'l caled earlier, but he maynot have gotten my message.”

She looked at me and sized me up for aclinician. There wasthat dightly superciliouslook in her eyesthat
all researchers get when they are around clini-cians. Clinicians don't use their minds, you see. They fool
with dirty, unscientific thingslike pa-tients. A researcher, on the other hand, inhabits aworld of pure,
sidyingintdlectudism.

"Comewith me," she said. She got up andwalked down the hall. She wore wooden shoeswithout
hedls—that explained her accent. Follow-ing behind her, | watched her bottom and wishedshe was not
wearing alab coat.

"He's about to start anew incubation run,” shesaid over her shoulder. "Hell be very busy.”

"I canwait."

We entered the lab. It was bare, at acorner of the wing, looking down over the parking lot. So lateinthe
day, most of the cars were gone.

Randal was bent over awhiterat. Asthegirlcamein, hesad, "Ah, Brigit. Yourejugt intime." Then he
saw me. "Well now, what have we here?'

"My nameisBerry," | sad. "l——"

"Of course, of course. | remember you well." He dropped the rat and shook hands with me. Therat
scampered across the table but stopped at the edge,looking down at the floor and sniffing.



"John, isnt it?" Randall said. "Y es, weve met sev-eral times." He picked up the rat again and chuck-led.
"In fact, my brother just called me about you. Y ou've got him quite ruffled—a snot-nosed snoop, | believe
hiswordswere."

He seemed to find this very amusing. Helaughed again and said, "It'swhat you get for pes-tering his
dearly beloved. Apparently you upsether.”

"I'm sorry about that."

"Don't be," Peter said cheerfully. He turned toBrigit and said, "Cal the others, will you? We haveto get
thisthing going."

Brigit wrinkled her nose, and Peter winked ather. When she was gone, he said, "Adorable crea-ture,
Brigit. She keepsmein shape.”

"In shagpe?'

"Indeed," he said, patting his ssomach. "One of the greet pitfallsto modern, easy living iswesk eye
muscles. Televison'sto blame; we St there anddon't exercise our eyes. The result isflabby eyes, aterrible
tragedy. But Brigit prevents dl that. Preven-tive medicine of thefinest sort.” He sighed happily."But what
can | do for you? | can't imagine whyyou'd want to see me. Brigit, yes, but not me."

| said, "Y ou were Karen's physician.”

"Sol was, so| was."

He took therat and placed it in asmall cage. Then helooked among arow of larger cagesfor an-other.

"Those damned girls. | keep teling them dye ischeap, but they never put enough on. There!" Hishand
darted in and brought out a second rat. "We'retaking dl the oneswith dye on thetall,” he ex-plained. He
held therat so | could see the spot of purple color. "They were injected with parathyroidhormone
yesterday morning. Now," hesaid, "'l re-gret to say they are going to meet their Maker. Know anything
about killing rats?!

"Alittle”

"Y ou wouldn't care to digpatch them for me,would you? | hate to sacrifice them.”

"No, thanks."

He sighed. "I thought so. Now, about Karen: yes,| was her physician. What can | tell you?'

He seemed apparently friendly and open.

"Did you treat her in the middle of the summer for an accident?'

"An accident? No."

The girlscamein. Therewerethree, includingBrigit. They were dl atractive, and whether by chance or

design, one was blonde, one brunette,and one redhead. They stood in alinein front of him, and Peter
amiled benignly at each of them, asif he were about to bestow presents.



"We have sx tonight," he said, "and then we canall go home. Isthe dissecting equipment set out?"

'Yes," Brigit said. She pointed to along table withthree chairs. In front of each chair was a cork pad,
some pins, apair of forceps, ascalpel, and an icebath.

"What about the agitation bath? All ready?"

"Yes," sad another girl.

"Good," Peter said. "Then let's get Sarted.”

The girlstook their places at the table. Randalllooked at me and said, "'l guess I'll have to gothrough with
it. | redly hatethis. Someday I'll getso worried about the little beasts |ast momentsthat!'ll chop off my
fingersaswedl astheir heads."

"What do you use?'

"Well, that'salong tory." He grinned. ™Y ou seebefore you the squeami sh connoisseur of rat-
dispatching. | have tried everything—chloroform, neck bresking, squeezing. Even alittle guillotinethat the
British are so fond of. | have afriend inLondon who sent me one—he swears by it—but itwas dways
getting clogged with fur. So," he said, picking up onerat and examining it thoughtfully, "l went back to
basics. | useamest cleaver.”

"Yourekidding."

"Oh, | know it sounds bad. It looks bad, too, butit's the best way. Y ou see, we have to get the dis-
section done quickly. The experimenta designdemandsthat.”

Hetook therat over to the sink. A heavy butch-er's block wasthere, by the rim of the basin. He set the
rat on the block and put awax bag in the sink. Then he went over to the cabinet and brought out

amest cleaver, aheavy, subby thing with a solidwooden handle.

"They sl thesethings” he said, "in the chemica supply houses. But they're too delicate and they never
stay sharp. | bought this one secondhand from a butcher. It's superb.”

He sharpened the edge on a stone briefly, thentested it on apiece of paper. It cut through cleanly.

The telephone rang a that moment, and Brigit jumped up to answer it. The other girlsrelaxed,
ob-vioudy glad for adelay. Peter dso seemed relieved.

Brigit spoke for amoment, then said, "It's therenta agency. They are going to deliver the car.”

"Good," Peter said. "Tdl themto leaveit in theparking lot and |eave the keys over the sun visor."
While Brigit was relaying the ingtructions, Peter said to me, "Damned nuisance. My car's been so-len.”
"Solen?’

"Y es. Quite annoying. It happened yesterday.”



"What kind of acar wasit?'

"A little Mercedes sedan. Battered, but | wasfond of it. If | had my way," he said with agrin, "I'dsee the
thieves arrested for kidnapping, not cartheft. | was very fond of that car.”

"Have you reported it to the police?’
"Yes" He shrugged. "For whatever it'sworth.”

Brigit hung up and returned to her seat. Petersighed, picked up the cleaver, and said, "Well, bet-ter get
onwithit."

Heheld therat by thetail. Therat tried to pull

away, spread-eagling its body on the block. In aswift motion, Peter lifted the cleaver over hisheadand
brought it down. There was aloudthump! asthe blade struck the block. The girls stared away. |1ooked
back and saw Peter holding the wrigglingdecapitated body over the sink. The blood drained out for a
few moments. Then he carried it over toBrigit and placed it on the cork pad.

"Number one," he said briskly. He returned tothe block, pushed the head into the paper bag, and
selected a second rat.

| watched Brigit work. With swift, practicedmoves she pinned the body on its back to the cork. Then she
cut into thelegs, clearing away the fleshand muscle around the bones. Next she clipped thebones free of
the body and dropped them into theice bath.

"A minor triumph,” Peter said, preparing the nextrat on the block. "In thislab, we perfected the firgtin
vitrobone cultures. We are able to keep isolated bone tissue dive for aslong as three days. The red
problem is getting the bone out of the anima andinto the bath before the cells die. We've got it downto a
fineart now."

"What exactly isyour fidd?"

"Cacium metabolism, particularly asit relates toparathyroid hormone and thyrocalcitonin. | want to
know how those hormones work to release calciumfrom bone."

Parathyroid hormone was a little-understood sub-stance secreted by four smal glands attached to the

thyroid. Nobody knew much about it, except that the parathyroids seemed to control calcium levelsin
the blood, and that these level s were strictly regulated—much more so than, say, blood sugar orfreefeatty
acid. Blood calcium was necessary fornorma nerve transmission and norma muscle con-traction, and it
was theorized that calcium wasshunted to and from the bone, as occasion de-manded. If you had too
much caciuminyour blood, you deposited it in bone. If you had too lit-tle, you drew it out of bone. But
nobody knew quitehow this was accomplished.

"Thetime courseiscrucia,” Peter continued. "'l once performed an interesting experiment. | took adog
and put in an arteria bypass. | was able to take his blood, treat it with chemicasto removeal cal-aum,
and put it back again. | ran thisthing forhours, taking out literaly pounds of cacium. Y etthe blood levels
remained normd, readjusting in-stantly. That dog was draining large quantities of calcium out of hisbone
and into hisblood & averyrapid rate.”



The cleaver svung down again with aheavysound. Therat wriggled and was till. It was givento the
second girl.

"I gotinterested in dl this" Peter said. "Thewhole problem of calcium storage and release. It'sfineto say
you can put your calcium into bone, ortakeit out; but boneisacrystd, it's hard and rigidly structured. We
can apparently build it up or tear it

down in fractions of a second. | wanted to knowhow."

He reached into a cage and produced another ratwith apurpletail.

"So | decided to set up anin vitro system tostudy bone. Nobody thought | could do it. Bonemetabolism
was too dow, they said. Impossible tomeasure. But | succeeded, severa hundred ratslater.” He sghed.
"If therats ever take over theworld, I'll betried for my war crimes.”

He positioned the rat on the block.

"Y ou know, I've dwayswanted to find agirl to do thiswork for me. | kept looking for a cold-blooded
German girl, or asadist of some sort. Never foundone. All of those'—he nodded to the three at the
table—"cameto work only after | agreed that theywould never haveto kill theanimas.

"How long have you been doing thiswork?*

"Seven years now. | started very dowly, half aday aweek. Then it got to be every Tuesday. Pretty
soonit was Tuesdays and Thursdays. Then it was dlweekend aswadll. I've cut down my practice asmuch
as| can. Thiswork isredly addicting.”

"Youlikeit?'

"| adoreit. It'sagame, abig wonderful game. A puzzle where nobody knows the answer. If you'renot
careful, though, you can become obsessed withthe answer. Some people in the biochem depart-ment
work longer hours than any practicing doctor. They drive themsdlves. But | won't let that happento me.”

"How do you know?"

"Because whenever | fed the symptoms comingon—the urge to work round the clock, to keep go-ing
until midnight, or to comein a fivein themorning—I say to mysdlf, it'sjust agame. | repegtthat over and
over. And it works: | settle down.”

The deaver finished thethird rat.

"Ah," Peter said, "hafway there." He scratched his scomach reflectively. "But enough about me. What
about you?'

"I'mjudt interested in Karen."
"Ummm. And you wanted to know about an ac-cident? There was none, thet | recall.”

"Why were skull filmstaken last summer?



"Ohthat." He stroked the fourth victim sooth-ingly and set it on the block. "That wastypica Ka-ren.”

"What do you mean?"

"She cameinto my officeand sad, 'I'm goingblind.' She was very concerned, in her own breath-less
way. Y ou know how sixteen-year-old girls canbe: shewaslosing her vison, and her tennis gamewas
suffering. She wanted me to do something. Sol drew some blood and ordered afew tests. Draw-ing
blood aways impresses them. And | checkedher blood pressure and listened to her and generaly gave
the impression | was being very thorough.'

"And you ordered skull films."

"Yes. That was part of the cure.

"| dont follow you."

"Karen's problems were purely psychosomatic,”
he said. "She'slike ninety percent of the women | see. Somelittle thing goes wrong—Ilike your tennis
game—and bang! you have amedica problem. Y ougo to see your doctor. He can find nothing physi-
caly wrong with you. But doesthis satisfy you? No:on to another doctor, and till another, until youfind
onewho will pat your hand and say, 'Y es, you'reavery sick woman." Helaughed.

"So you ordered dl these testsasadiverson?”

"Largely," hesad. "Not entirely. | believein cau-tion, and when one hears a complaint as serious as
vison loss, one mugt investigate. | checked her fundi. Normal. | did avisud fields. Normd, butshe said it
came and went. So | took a blood sam-ple and ordered tests of thyroid function and hor-monelevels.
Normd. And the skull films. Theywere normd, too, or have you aready seen them?”

"l saw them," | said. | lit acigarette asthe next rat died. "But I'm gtill not sure why—"

"Well, put it together. She'syoung, but it's still possible—vision and headache, dight weight gain,lethargy.
That could be pan hypopituitarism withoptic nerve involvement.”

'Y ou mean a pituitary tumor?”

"It'spossible, just possible. | figured the testswould show if she was pan hypopit. The skull filmsmight
show something if shewasredly badly off.But everything came back negative. It wasdl in hermind.

"Areyou sure?

"Wes"

"Thelabs might have made amistake." " That's true. | would have run a second test, justto be sure."
"Why didn't you?'

"Because she never came back," Peter said." That'sthe key to it al. One day she comesin nearhyderia

because she's going blind. | say come back in aweek, and my nurse makes the appointment. Aweek
later, no show. She's out playing tennis, hav-ing afinetime. It wasdl in her mind.""Was she mengruating



when you saw her?'" She said her periods were norma,” he said. "Of coursg, if she were four months
pregnant at thetime of her death, she would just have conceivedwhen | saw her."

"But she never came back to you?'"No. She was rather scatterbrained, actualy.” He killed the last rat.
All the girlswere nowbusily working. Peter collected the carcasses andput them into the paper bag, then
dropped the baginto awastebasket. "Ah," he said, "at last." Hewashed his hands vigoroudy.

"Wel," | said, "thanksfor your time.""Not at al." He dried his hands on a paper towel, then stopped. "I
suppose | ought to make some sortof officid statement,” he said, "since I'm the uncleand so forth.” |
waited.

"J. D. would never speak to me again if he knew 1'd had this conversation with you. Try to keep thatin
mind if you talk to anybody ese."

"OK.," I sad.

"l don't know what you're doing,” Peter said, "and | don't want to know. Y ou've adways struck me as
pretty level and sensible, and | assume you're notwasting your time."

| didn't know what to say. | couldn't see what hewas leading up to, but | knew he was leading up to
something.

"My brother, at thismoment, is neither level norsensible. He's paranoid; you can't get anything outof him.
But | understand that you were present atthe autopsy.”

"That'sright."

"What's the dx1there?'

"It'suncertain on the basis of thegross,” | said."Nothing clear a dl.”
"And the dides?'

"I haven't seen them yet."

"What was your impression a autopsy?"

| hesitated, then made my decision. He had beenhonest with me; 1'd be honest with him.
"Not pregnant,” | said.

"Hmmm," hesad. "Hmmmm."

He scratched his ssomach again, then held outhis hand.

"That'svery interesting,” he said.

We shook hands.

1See Appendix 1V: Abbreviations.



EIGHT

whenlgot home, abig squad car with aflashing light was waiting at the curb. Captain Peterson, till
crew-cut and tough-looking, leaned againgt thefender and stared at me as| pulled into my drive-way.

| got out of my car and looked at the nearby houses. People had noticed the flasher and werestaring out
of their windows.

"l hope" | said, "that | didn't keep you waiting.”

"No," Peterson said with alittle smile. "Just ar-rived. | knocked at the door and your wife said you
weren't back yet, so | waited out here."

| could see hisbland, smug expression in the d-ternating flashes of red from the light. | knew hehad kept
thelight ontoirritate me.

"Something on your mind?*
He shifted his position on the car. "Wdll, yes, ac-tualy. Weve had a complaint about you, Dr. Berry."
"On?"
"Wes"
"From whom?'
"Dr. Randall."
| said innocently, "What kind of complaint?’
"Apparently you have been harassing members of
hisfamily. His son, hiswife, even his daughter'scollege friends.”
"Harassing?"
"That," said Peterson carefully, "waswhat hesad.”
"And what did you say?"
"l said I'd see what could be done."
"So hereyou are”

He nodded and smiled dowly.

The flasher was beginning to get on my nerves. Down the block, one or two kids were standing inthe
dreet, watching in silence.

| said, "Have | broken any law?'



"That hasn't been determined yet."

"If | have broken alaw,” | said, "then Dr. Randallmay go to court about it. Or he may go to court ifhe
feds he can show materiad damage as aresult of my aleged actions. He knows that, and so do you.” |
gmiled a him, giving him some of hisown. "Andso do I."

"Maybe we should go down to the station andtalk about it."

| shook my heed. "Haven' got time."

"| can take you in for questioning, you know."

"Yes" | sad, "but it wouldn't be prudent.”

"It might be quite prudent.”

"l doubt it,” | said. "l am aprivate citizen actingwithin my rights asa private citizen. | did not forcemysdf
upon anyone, did not threaten anyone. Any person who did not wish to speak with me did nothaveto.”

"Y ou trespassed on private property. The Randall home"

"That was quite inadvertent. | waslogt, and | wanted to ask directions. | passed alarge building,so large
it never occurred to me it might be a pri-vate dwelling. | thought it was somekind of ingtitu-tion.”

"Inditution?'

"Y es. Like an orphanage, you know. Or anursnghome. So | drovein to ask questions. Imaginemy
surprise when | discovered that by purestchance—"

"Chance?'

"Can you prove otherwise?'

Peterson gave afair imitation of a good-naturedchuckle. 'Y ou're being very clever.”

"Not redly,” | said. "Now why don't you turn offthat flasher and stop drawing attention? Because
otherwise | will fileacomplaint of harassment by the police. And I'll fileit with the Chief of Police the
Didlrict Attorney's office, and the Mayor's of -fice™

He reached indolently through the window andflicked a switch. The light stopped.

"Someday," hesaid, "dl thismay catch up withyou.

"Yes" | said. "Me, or somebody else.”

He scratched the back of his hand, as he haddonein hisoffice. "There aretimes,” he said,"when | think
you're either an honest man or acompletefool.”

"Maybe both.”

He nodded dowly. "Maybe both." He opened thedoor and swung into the driver's seat.



| went up to the front door and let myself in. Asl closed the door, | heard him pull away from thecurb.
NINE

| DIDNT FEEL MUCH LIKE ATTENDING A COCKTAIL

party, but Judith inssted. Aswe drove to Cam-bridge, she said, "What wasit al about?'

"What?'

"The business with the police?"

"It was an attempt to call me off."

"Onwhat grounds?'

"Randal filed acomplaint. Harassment."

"Judtified?'

" think s0."

| told her quickly about the people 1 had seenthat day. When | was finished, she said, "It sounds
complicated.”

"I'm sure I've barely scratched the surface.”

"Do you think Mrs. Randal was lying about thecheck for three hundred dollars?'

"She might have been," | admitted.

Her question stopped me. | redlized then that

things had been happening so fast, | hadn't hadtime to consider everything | had learned, to Sift itout and
put it together. | knew there were incon-s stencies and trouble spots—severa of them—butl hadn't
worked onthemin any logical way.

"How's Betty?

"Not good. There was an article in the paper to-day. . . ."

"Wasthere?| didn't seeit.”

"Just asmdl article. Arrest of physician for abor-tion. Not many details, except his name. She's got-tena
couple of crank calls"

"Bad?'

"Pretty bad. | try to answer the phone, now."



"Good girl."

"She'strying to be very brave about it, trying togo on asif everything was normd. | don't know ifthat's
worse or better. Because she can't. Thingsaren't normd, and that'sall thereistoit.”

"Going over there tomorrow?"
] IY SIll

| parked on aquiet resdentia block in Cam-bridge not far from the Cambridge City Hospitd. Itwasa
pleasant area of old frame houses and mapletrees aong the road. Brick-paved sidewalks; the |whole
Cambridge bit. As| parked Hammondpulled up on hismotorcycle.

Norton Francis Hammondl 1 represents thehope of the medica professon. He doesn't know it, and it's
just aswell; if hedid, hed be insufferable. Hammond comes from San Francisco, from what

he calls"along line of shipping.” He looks like awaking advertisement for the Cdifornialife—tal,blond,
tanned, and handsome. He is an excellentdoctor, a second-year resident in medicine at theMem, where
heis consdered so good that the staff overlooks thingslike his hair, which reechesalmost to his
shoulders, and his moustache, which islong, curling and flamboyant.

What isimportant about Hammond, and the fewother young doctors like him, isthat they are break-ing
old patterns without rebelling againgt the Estab-lishment. Hammond is not trying to antagonizeanyone with
hishair, his habits, or his motorcycle;he smply doesn't give adamn what the other doc-torsthink of him.
Because he takes this attitude, the other doctors cannot object—he does, after al,know hismedicine.
Though they find his appear-anceirritating, they have no ground for complaint.

So Hammond goes hisway unmolested. And be-cause heisaresident, he has ateaching function.He
influences the younger men. And therein liesthe hope of future medicine.

Since World War 11, medicine has undergone great change, in two successive waves. The firswas an
outpouring of knowledge, techniques, andmethods, beginning in the immediate postwar pe-riod. It was
initiated by the introduction of antibiot-ics, continued with understanding of e ectrolytebalances, protein
sructure, and gene function. Forthe most part, these advances were scientific andtechnicd, but they
changed the face of medica

practice drasticdly, until by 1965 three of the fourmost commonly prescribed drug classes—antibi-otics,
hormones (mostly The Rill), and tranquil-izers—wered| postwar innovations.1

The second wave was more recent and involvedsocid, not technical, change. Socia medicine, and
socidized medicine, becamerea problemsto be solved, like cancer and heart disease. Some of theolder
physicians regarded sociadized medicine as acancer inits own right, and some of the youngerones agreed.
But it has become clear that, like it ornot, doctors are going to have to produce bettermedica carefor
more people than they ever havebefore.

It isnaturd to expect innovation from the young, but in medicine this has not been easy, for the old
doctorstrain the young ones, and too often the stu- dents become carbon copies of their teachers. Then,
too, thereisakind of antagonism betweengenerationsin medicine, particularly now. Theyoung men are
better prepared than the old guard; they know more science, ask deeper questions, de-mand more
complex answers. They are dso, likeyoung men everywhere, hustling for the older men's



jobs.
That was why Norton Hammond was so remark-

1Thefourth class, andgesics, was mostly that old sandby, aspirin, synthe-sized in 1853. Aspirinisas

much awonder drug as any other. It isapainkiller, a swelling-reducer, afever-breaker, and an antialergic
drug.None of its actions can be explained.

able. He was effecting arevol ution without arebe-lion.

He parked his motorcycle, locked it, patted itfondly, and dusted off hiswhites.2Then he saw us.
"Hiya, kids" Asnearly as| could tell, Hammondcalled everyone kid.

"How areyou, Norton?'

"Hangingin." Hegrinned. "Againg dl obstacles" He punched my shoulder. "Hey, | hear you've goneto
war, John."

"Not exactly."

"Any scarsyet?'

"A few bruises" | said.

"Lucky,” hesad, "takingonold A. R."

Judithsaid, "A. R.?'

"And Retentive: that's what the boys on the third floor cal him."
"Randd|?'
"None other." He smiled at Judith. "The kid's bit-ten off quite achunk.”

"I know."

"They say A. R. prowlsthe third floor like awounded vulture. Can't believe anybody'd opposehis
maetic sf."

"l canimagine” | said.

"He'sbeen in aterrible sate," Hammond said."He even chewed out Sam Carlson. Y ou know Sam?He's
aresident up there, working under A. R., root-ing about in the nether regions of surgica politics.

2See Appendix V: Whites.

SamisA.R.'sgolden boy. A.R. loves him, and no-body can figure out why. Some say it's because heis
gupid, Samis, blindingly stupid. Crushingly,awesomey stupid.”



"Ishe?' | said.

"Beyond description,” Hammond said. "But Samgot chewed out yesterday. He was in the cafeteria,
eating a chicken-salad sandwich—no doubt afterasking the serving ladies what a chicken was— when
Randal camein, and said, 'What are youdoing here? And Sam said, 'Eating a chicken-saladsandwich.’
AndA. R. sad, "What the hell for? "

"What did Sam say?'

Hammond grinned broadly. "'l haveit on good au-thority, that Sam said, 'l don't know, sir." And he put
aside the sandwich and walked out of the cafete-ria”

"Hungry,” | said.

Hammond laughed. "Probably." He shook hishead. "But you can't redly blame A. R. He'slived inthe
Mem for ahundred years or so, and never hada problem. Now, with the headhunt, and then hisdaughter
"Headhunt?" Judith said.

"My, my, the grapevineis collgpsing. Thewivesare usudly thefirst to know. All hell's broken out atthe
Mem over the Clinic pharmacy.”

| sad, "They lose something?"

"You bet."

"What?'

"A gross of morphine ampoules. Hydromorphine

hydrochloride. That's three to five times more pow-erful on aweight basisthan morphine sulfate.”
"When?'

"Last week. The pharmacist nearly got theax—he was off hustling a nurse when it happened. It was
lunchtime”

"They haven't found the suff?'
"No. Turned the hospital upside down, but noth-ing."
"Hasthis ever happened before?' | said.

"Apparently it has, afew years back. But only acouple of ampoules were taken then. Thiswas amgor
haul.”

| said, "Paramedica ?'

Hammond shrugged. " Could be anybody. Person-dly, | think it must have been acommercia move.



They took too much. The risk wastoo great: canyou imagine yoursaf watzing into the Mem outpa-tient
clinic and watzing out with abox of morphinebottles under your arm?’

"Not redly.”

"GUiS”

"But surely that's too much for one person,” Isaid.

"Of course. That'swhy | think it was commercid.| think it was arobbery, carefully planned.”

"By somebody outside?!

"Ah," he said. "Now you get down to the ques-tion.”

"wdl?'

"Thethinking isthat somebody did it from theinsde.”

"Any evidence?'

"No. Nothing."

We walked up the stairs to the wooden framehouse. | said, "That's very interesting, Norton.”

"Y ou bet your assit'sinteresting.”

"Know anybody who's up?'

"On the &ff? No. Theword isthat one of thegirlsin cardiac cath used to shoot speeds,3but she kicked
it ayear ago. Anyhow, they went over her pretty hard. Stripped her down, checked for needlemarks.
Shewasclean.”

| said, "How about—"

"Doctors?!

I nodded. Doctors and drugs are a taboo subject. A reasonable number of doctors are addicts; that'sno
secret, any more than it's a secret that doctorshave a high suicide rate.4Lesswiddy knownisaclassc
psychiatric syndromeinvolving adoctor andhis son, in which the son becomes an addict andthe doctor
supplies his needs, to the mutual satis-faction of both. But nobody talks about these things.

"The doctors are clean," Hammond said, "asfaras| know."

"Anybody quit their job? Nurse, secretary, any-body?"

3Injected amphetamines, such as methedrene, intravenoudy.

4Psychiatrigts have the highest suicide rate of dl, more than ten times
that of the GP.



Hesmiled. "Y ou'reredly hot on this, aren't you?"

| shrugged.

"Why?Think it'srelated to the girl ?*

"l don't know."

"There's no reason to connect the two," Hammond said. "But it would beinteresting.”

”YSI"

"Purely speculaive.

"Of course."

"Il cdl you,” Hammond said, "if anything turnsup.”

"Dothat," | said.

We came to the door. Inside, we could hear party sounds: tinkling glasses, talk, laughter.

"Good luck with your war," Hammond said. "1 hopeto hell you win."

"Sodol."

"Youwill," Hammond said. "Just don't take any prisoners.”

| smiled. "That's against Geneva Conventions.”

"This"" Hammond sad, "isavery limited war."

THE PARTY WASHELD BY GEORGE MORRIS, chief res-dent in medicine a the Lincoln. Morris
was aboutto finish hisresidency and begin private practice, soit was akind of coming-out party, given for
himsdlf.1t was done very wdll, with an understated comfortability that must have cost him more thanhe
could afford. I was reminded of those lavish par-ties given by manufacturers to launch anew prod-uct, or
anew line. In asense, that waswhat it was.

George Morris, twenty-eight, with awife and twochildren, was deeply in debt: any doctor in his position
would be. Now he was about to startburrowing out from under, and to do that heneeded patients.
Referras. Conaults. In short, heneeded the good will and help of established physi-ciansin the area, and
that waswhy he had invited200 of them to his home and filled them to theneck with the best booze he
could buy and the bestcanapes the caterers could provide.

Asapahologis, | wasflattered to have received aninvitation. | couldn't do anything for Morris;
pa-thologists deal with corpses and corpses don't need referrals. Morris had invited Judith and me
becausewe were friends.

| think we were hisonly friends at the party thatnight.

| looked around the room: the chiefs of service from most of the big hospitals were there. So werethe



residents, and so were the wives. The wives hadclustered in a corner, talking babies, the doctorswere
clustered into smaller groups, by hospital orby specidty. It wasakind of occupationd divison,very
griking to see.

In one corner, Emery was arguing the therapeu-tic advantage of lower 1131doses in hyperthyroidism;in
another, Johnston was talking about hepatic pres-suresin porto caval shunts; in ill another, Lewiston
could be heard muttering hisusua lineabout the inhumanity of eectroshock therapy for

depressives. From the wives, occasiona wordslike"lUD" and "chickenpox” drifted out.

Judith stood next to me, looking sweet and ratheryoung in ablue A-line. She was drinking her Scotch
quickly—she's a gulper—and obvioudy pre-paring to plunge into the group of wives.

"l sometimeswish,” she said, "that they'd talk about politics or something. Anything but medi-cine”

| smiled, remembering Art'sline about doctorsbeing illpolitical. He meant it the way you usedwords like
illiterate. Art aways said doctors notonly held no redl political views, but aso were inca-pable of them.
"It'slikethe military,” he had oncesaid. "Politica views are consdered unprofes-dond." Asusud, Art
was exaggerating, but therewas something to what he said.

| think Art likesto overgtate his case, to shockand irritate and goad people. It isa characteritic of his
But | think heisaso fascinated by the thinline that separates truth from untruth, statementfrom
overstatement. It isacharacteristic of histoconstantly throw out his comments and see whopicks them up
and how they react to them. Hedoes this particularly when heisdrunk.

Artisthe only doctor | know who will get drunk. The others can apparently pour back fantasticquantities
of dcohol without redlly showing it; theyget talkative for awhile, and then deepy. Art getsdrunk, and
when heisdrunk heis particularly an-gry and outrageous.

| have never understood this about him. For awhile | thought he was a case of pathologica
intox-ication,5but later | decided it was a sort of persond indulgence, awillingnessto let himsdlf go when
others kept themsealvesrigidly in control. Perhapshe needs thisindulgence; perhaps he can't hdp it;
perhaps he actively seeksit as an excuse to blow off steam.

Certainly heishitter toward his professon.Many doctors are, for various reasons: Jones be-cause heis
hooked on research and can't make asmuch money ashed like; Andrews because urology cost him his
wife and ahappy family life; Telser be-cause heis surrounded in dermatology by patientswhom he
considers neurotic, not sick. If you talk toany of these men, the resentment shows itself sooner or later.
But they are not like Art. Art isre-sentful againgt the medicd professon itsdf.

| supposein any profession you meet men whodespise themsalves and their colleagues. But Artisan
extreme example. Itisamog asif he went into medicine to spite himsdf, to make himsdlf unhappyand
angry and sad.

In my blackest moments, | think he does abor-tionsonly to jar and irritate his colleagues. That isunfair, |
think, but I can never be sure. When heissober, hetaksintdlectudly, unreding arguments

5Defined as a person who becomes more inebriated than his blood aco-hol levelswould explain. In the
most extreme cases, asingle drink may make aman araving, destructive lundtic.



for abortion. When he is drunk, he talks emotions, attitudes, stances, complacency.

| think he fed's hodtility toward medicine andgets drunk so that he can release his hodtility withan
excuse—he's drunk. Certainly he has gotten intobitter, dmost vicious fights with other doctors whenhe
was drunk; he once told Janis that he'd abortedhiswife and Janis, who didn't know, looked asifhed
been kicked in the bdls. Janisis Catholic buthiswifeisn't. Art managed to end a perfectly happy dinner

party right on the spot.

| attended that party, and | was annoyed with Artafterward. He apologized to me afew days later, andl
told him to gpologize to Janis, which he did. Forsome strange reason, Janis and Art subsequently be-
came close friends, and Janis became a convert to abortion. | don't know what Art said to him or howhe
convinced him, but whatever it was, it worked.

Because | know Art better than most people, | attach a great importance to his being Chinese. 1think his
origin and his physical appearance havebeen agrest influence on him. Thereare alot of Chineseand
Japanese men in medicine, and there are alot of jokes about them—half-nervous jokesabout their energy
and their cleverness, their driveto success. It is precisely the kind of jokes onehears about Jews. | think
Art, as a Chinese- American, has fought thistradition, and he has a sofought his upbringing, which was
essentialy con-servative. He swung the other way, became radica and leftist. One proof of thisishis
willingnessto

accept al things new. He has the most modern of-fice equipment of any OB man in Boston. When-ever
anew product comes out, he buysit. Thereare jokes about this, too—the gadget-oriented Orienta s—but
the mativation isdifferent. Art isfighting tradition, routine, the accepted way.

When you talk to him, he seems burgting withideas. He has a new method for doing the Pappsmear.6He
wants to abandon the routine, digita pelvic exam as awaste of time. He thinks that basal temperature as
anindicator of ovulation is more ef-fective than reported. He thinks forceps should bediminated from dll
deliveries, no matter how com- plicated. Hethinksthat generd anesthesiain ddliv-eries should be
abandoned in favor of heavy dosesof tranquilizers.

When you first hear these ideas and theories, you areimpressed. Only later do you redizethat heis
compulsvely attacking tradition, finding fault whenever and wherever he can.

| supposeitisonly natural that he should begin performing abortions. And | supposethat | should
question hismotives. But | don't usudly, because Ifed that aman's reasons for doing something areless
important than the ultimate value of what hedoes. It isahistorical truth that aman may do thewrong thing
for theright reasons. In that casehe loses. Or he may do the right thing for thewrong reasons. In that
case, heisahero.

6The Papp smear isthe most accurate diagnostic test in al of medicine.

Of dl the people at the party, one might be ableto help me. That was Fritz Werner, but | didn't seehim; |
kept looking.

Instead | ran into Blake. Blake isasenior pathol-ogist at the Generd, but heis principaly known forhis
head, which is enormous, round, and smooth. The features of hisface are smdl and childlike, atiny jawv
and wide-set eyes, so that Blake looks likeeverybody's vison of future man. Heis coldly, sometimes



maddeningly intellectua man, and heisfond of games. He and | have played one game, off and on, for
years.

He greeted me with awave of hismartini glassand, "Ready?' "Sure.”
"Moansto Rocky," he said.

It sounded easy. | took out my notebook and pen-cil and tried it out. At the top of the page | wrote
MOANS and at the bottom, ROCKY . Then | tried to fit things together.

MOANS
LOANS
LOINS

LOONS
BOONS
BOOKS
ROOKS
ROCKS

ROCKY

It took only afew moments."How many?' Blake said."Nine"

Hesamiled. "I'mtold it can bedonein five. | haveseven." Hetook the pad from me and wrote:

MOANS
LOANS
LOONS
LOOKS
ROOKS

ROCKS



ROCKY

| reached into my pocket and gave him a quarter.He had won the last three in arow, and over theyears,
he had beaten me congstently. But thenBlake beat everybody.

"By theway," he said, "I heard another argument.Do you know the DNA template one?'7
"Yes" | sad.

He shook hishead. "Pity. | enjoy it. Springing iton people, | mean.”

| smiled a him, barely able to conced my plea-sure.

"Y ou know the latest on Y outh in Asia? The oneabout the right to refuse medication? Y ou can fit itinto
the fluoride arguments, very neetly."8

7See Appendix VI: Arguments on Abortion. 8See Appendix VII: Medica Mords.

I'd heard that one, too, and | told him so. Thisseemed to depress him. He wandered off to try hisluck
with someone dse.

Blake collects arguments on medical philosophy. Heis never happier than when heislogically dem-
ongtrating to asurgeon that he has no right to op-erate, or to an internist that heis ethically bound tokill
every patient he can. Blake likes words andtosses around ideas the way small children playsoftball in the
dreet. It iseasy for him, effortlessand amusing. He and Art get dong well together.Last year the two of
them had afour-hour argu-ment over whether an obstetrician was moraly re- spongblefor dl children
born under his direction,from the time they were born until they died.

In retrogpect, dl of Blake's arguments seem nomore useful or important than watching an athleteexercise
inagym, but at the time they can be fas-cinating. Blake has a keen sense of the arbitrary,and it stands
him in good stead when working withmembers of the most arbitrary profession on earth.

Wandering around the party, | heard snatches of jokes and conversations; it was, | thought, atypical
medica party.

"Did you hear about the French biochemist whohad twins. He baptized one and kept the other asa
control."

"They dl get bacteremiasooner or later, any-way...."

"And he was walking around—walking around,

mind you, with ablood pH of seven-point-six and apotassum of one. . . ."
"Well, what the hell do you expect of a Hopkinsmen?'

"Sohesad, 'l gave up smoking, but I'll bedamned if I'll give up drinking.™



"Sure, you can correct the blood gases, but it doesn't help the vasculature. . . "
"Shewasadwaysanicegirl. Very well dressed. They must have spent afortune on her clothes. . . ."
"...course he's pissed. Anybody'd be pissed. . . ."

". .. oliguric my ass. Hewasan uric for five days,and he fill survived. . . ."

". .. inaseventy-four-year-old man, we just ex-cised it localy and sent him home. It's dow grow-ing,
anyhow. .. ."

". .. liver reached down to his knees, practically.But no hepatic falure. . . ."

"She said sheld sign hersdlf out if we didn't oper-ate, so naturally, we. . ."

". .. but the students are always bitching; it's anonspecific response. . . ."

"Wdll, goparently thisgirl had bitten it off ofhim. . . ."

"Redly? Harry, with that little nursein Seven?The blonde?"

"...dont believeit. He publishes more journa articles than most people canread in alife-time. . . ."

". .. metastasesto theheart . . "

"Anyway, it goeslikethis theresthis desert

prison, see, with an old prisoner, resigned to hislife, and ayoung one just arrived. The young onetaks
constantly of escape, and, after afew months, he makes a break. He's gone aweek, and then he'sbrought
back by the guards. He's half deed, crazy with hunger and thirst. He describes how awful itwasto the old
prisoner. The endless stretches of sand, no oasis, no signs of life anywhere. The oldprisoner ligtensfor a
while, then says, "Yep. | know.l tried to escape myself, twenty years ago.’ The young prisoner says, 'Y ou
did? Why didn't you tellme, al these months | was planning my escape?Why didn't you let me know it
wasimpossible? And the old prisoner shrugs, and says, 'So who pub-lishes negative results?"

At eight,| was beginning to get tired. | saw FritzZWerner comein, waving to everyone and talkinggally. |
started over toward him, but Charlie Frank caught me on the way.

Charlie stood half hunched over, with atwisted, painful expresson on hisface asif hed just been
stabbed in the ssomach. His eyes were wide andsad. Altogether, it was quite adramatic effect, but
Charlie dways|ooked that way. He wore an air ofimpending criss and imminent tragedy on hisshoulders,
and it burdened him, crushing him to thefloor. | had never seen him amile.

In atense, half whisper, he said, "How ishe?!

"Who?'

"Art Lee"

"He'sdl right." | didn't want to talk about Lee with Charlie Frank.



"Isit true he's been arrested?’

"Wes"

"Oh, my God." He gavealittle gasp.

"I think it will turn out dl right intheend,” | said.
"Doyou?"'

"Yes" | sad, "l do."

"Oh, my God." Hehit hislip. "Isthere anything | can do?'
"l don't think so0."

Hewas dill holding on to my arm. | lookedacross the room at Fritz, hoping Charli€d noticeand let go.
Hedidn'.

"Say, John. . ."
v

"What'sthis | heard about you, ah, getting in-volved?'
"Let'ssay I'minterested.”

"l ought totell you," Charlie said, leaning close, "that therestalk in the hospitals. People are saying that
you're concerned because you're mixed up inityoursdf.”

"Tdk ischeagp."
"John, you could make alot of enemies.”

Inmy mind, | wasthinking over Charlie Frank's friends. He was a pediatrician, and very successful: he
worried over hisyoung patients more than theirmothers and that comforted them.

"Why do you say that?'

"It'sjust afeding | get," he said with asad look.
"What do you suggest | do?"

"Stay away fromit, John. It'sugly. Redly ugly.”
"Il remember that.”

"A lot of peoplefed very strongly—"

"Sodol."



"—that thisis something to bel€ft to the courts.”

"Thanksfor the advice."

Hisgrip on my arm hardened. "I'm saying this asafriend, John."
"OK., Chatlie. I'll remember."

"It'sredly ugly, John."

"Il remember.”

"These people won't stop at anything," he said.

"What people?"

Quite abruptly, he let go of my arm. He gave anembarrassed little shrug. "Well, you have to do whatyou
think isbest, inany case"

And heturned away.

Fritz werner was standing, as usua, by the bar.Hewasatdl, painfully thin, amost emaciatedman. He
kept his hair trimmed short, and this em-phasized hislarge, dark, brooding eyes. He had abirdiike
manner, agawky walk, and ahabit of cran-ing histhin neck forward when he was addressed, asif he
could not hear well. There was an intensity about him, which might have semmed from hisAudtrian
ancestry or from his artistic nature. Fritz painted and sketched as a hobby, and his office d- wayshad a
cluttered, studiolike appearance. But he

made hismoney asapsychiatrig, listening patientlyto bored, middle-aged matrons who had decided ata
|ate date that there was something wrong withtheir minds.

He smiled aswe shook hands. "Wdll, well, if itisn't poisonivy."

"I'm beginning to think so mysdf."

He looked around the room. "How many lecturesso far?"

"Just one. Charlie Frank."

"Yes," Fritz said, "you can dways count on him for bad advice."

"And what about you?'

Hesad, "Y our wifeislooking very charming to-night. Blueis her color.”
"'l tell her."

"Very charming. How isyour family?'

"Good, thanks. Fritz—"



"And your work?'

"Ligten, Fritz. | need help.”

Helaughed softly. ™Y ou heed more than help. Y ouneed rescue.”
"Fitz—"

"Y ou've been seeing people,” he said. "'l imagine you've met them al by now. What did you think of
Bubbles?'

"Bubbles?'
IIYall
| frowned. | had never heard of anyone namedBubbles. ™Y ou mean, Bubbles the stripper?”

"No. | mean Bubblesthe roommate."

"Herroommate?"
”YS"
"Theonea Smith?"

"God, no. The onefrom last summer, on the Hill. Three of them shared an agpartment. Karen, and
Bubbles, and athird girl who had some kind of medical connections—nurse, or technician, orsomething.
They made quite agroup.”

"What'sthe red name of thisgirl Bubbles? Whatdoes she do?’

Someone came up to the bar for another drink. Fritz looked out at the room and said in aprofes-sond
voice, "This sounds quite serious. | suggestyou send him to see me. Asit happens, | have afree hour
tomorrow at two-thirty."

"Il arrangeit,” | said.

"Good," he said. "Niceto see you again, John."

We shook hands.

JUDITH WAS TALKING TO NORTON HAMMOND, whowasleaning againgt thewall. Asl
walked up, | thought to myself that Fritz was right: she was|ook-ing good. And then | noticed that
Hammond was smoking a cigarette. There was nothing wrong withthat, of course, except that Hammond

didn'tsmoke.

Hedidn't have adrink in his hand, and he wassmoking rather dowly and deeply."Say," | said, "you want
to watch that." He laughed. "My socid protest for the night.”



Judith said, "I tried to tel him somebody wouldsmdl it."

"Nobody here can smdl anything,” Hammondsaid. It was probably true; the room was thick withblue
smoke. "Besides, remember Goodman andGilman."9

"Still. Be Careful."

"Think of it," he said, taking a deep drag. "No bronchogenic carcinoma, no oat-cell carcinoma, no
chronic bronchitis and emphysema, no arterioscle-roticheart disease, no cirrhosis, no Wernicke-
Korsakoff. It's beautiful "

“Itsillegd.”
He smiled and pulled at his moustache. ™Y ou'reup for abortion but not maryjane, isthat it?'
"I can only take one crusade a atime.”

A thought cameto me as| watched him suck inamouthful of smoke and exhde clear air. "Norton,you
liveon the Hill, don't you?'

"es"
"Do you know anybody named Bubbles?'
Helaughed. "Everybody knows Bubbles. Bubblesand Superhead. They're dwaystogether.”
"Superhead?'
"Y eah. That's her bag at the moment. He's anelectronic musician. A composer. Helikesthings
9Goodman and Gilman, The Pharmacol ogical Basis of Therapeutics, the definitive text of
pharmacology used by doctors. Thereisadiscussion of the effects of marijuanaon page 300 which has
been widdly quoted in re-cent lega proceedings.
that sound like ten dogs howling. They'reliving to-gether.”
"Didn't shelive with Karen Randal?'
"l don't know. Maybe. Why?'
"Whét's her redl name? Bubbles"
He shrugged. "I never heard her cdled anythingelse. But the guy: hisnameis Samuel Archer.”
"Where does he live?'
"Over behind the State House somewhere. In abasement. They haveit fixed up like awomb."

"A womb?'

"You haveto seeit to believeit,” Norton said,and he gave arelaxed, satisfied sigh.



TEN

JUDITH SEEMED TENSE ON THE DRIVE BACK. She satwith her knees together and her hands
claspedaround them. She was squeezing her hands hard; the knuckles were white,

"Something wrong?"
"No," shesaid. "Just tired."
| sad, "Wasit the wives?'

She amiled dightly. "Y ou've become very famous Mrs. Wheatstone was so upset that she missed abid at
this afternoon’'s game, | understand.”

"What elsedid you hear?'

"They dl asked mewhy you were doing it, help-ing Art. They thought it was amarvel ous exampleof a
man sticking by hisfriend. They thought it washeartwarming and humane and wonderful .

"Uh-huh."

"And they kept asking why."

"Wédll, | hope you told them it's because I'm aniceguy.”
She smiled in the darkness. "'l wish I'd thought of that."

Her voice was sad, though, and her face in thereflected light of the headlights was drawn. | knew it
wasn't easy for her to be with Betty dl the time.But somebody had to do it.

For some reason, | remembered my student days and Purple Néll. Purple Néll was a seventy-eight-
year-old former a coholic who had been dead a yearbefore she became our cadaver. We caled her Nédll,
and alot of other things, smal grim jokesto help us get through our work. | remembered my desireto
quit, to stop cutting the cold, damp, stinkingflesh, to stop peeling away the layers. | dreamed ofthe day |
would befinished with Nell, when | could forget her, and the smdlls, and the fed of greasy, long-dead
flesh. Everyone said it got easier.| wanted to stop, to be finished and done. But | never quit until dl the
dissections had been com-pleted, al the nerves and arteries traced out andlearned.

After my initid harsh experience with cadavers, Iwas surprised to find | was interested in pathol ogy.

| like the work and have learned to push from mymind the smells and the sight of each new corpse, each
new postmortem. But somehow autopsies aredifferent, in some strange sense more hopeful . Atautopsy
you are degling with aman, newly dead,and you know his story. Heis not afacel ess, anon-ymous
cadaver but a person who had recentlywaged avery private bettle, the only private battlein life, and los.
Y our jobisto find out how, andwhy, helogt, in order to help otherswho will soondo battle—and
yoursdlf. It isafar cry from the dis-section cadavers, which exist in akind of sickening, professiona
desth, asif their only purposein thertwilight, embamed afterlifeisto be thoroughly,inspectably dead.

when we got home, Judith went in to check onthe kids and call Betty. | took the Sitter home. Shewasa
short, pert girl named Sally, a cheerleader atBrookline High. Normally, when | drove her homewe talked



about neutra, safe things: how she likedschool, where she wanted to go to college, things like that. But
tonight | wasfedling inquisitive, and old, and out of touch, like aman returning to his country after an
extended time abroad. Everythingwas different, even the kids, even youth. Theyweren't doing what we
had done. They had differ-ent chalenges and different problems. At least,they had different drugs.
Perhaps the problemswere il the same. At leadt, that was what youwanted to think.

Findly | decided | had had too much to drink atthe party, and had better keep my mouth shut. Sol let
Sdly talk about passing her driver'stest, andnothing more. As shetalked, | felt both cowardlyand
relieved. And then | thought that it was foolish, that there was no reason for me to be curious aboutmy
babysitter, no reason to get to know her, andthat if | tried it might be interpreted wrongly. It wassafer to
talk about drivers licenses; solid, respecta-ble, reasonable ground.

Then, for some reason, | thought of Alan Zenner.And something Art had said. "'If you want to know
about thisworld, turn on your television to an inter-view program, and turn off the sound.” | did, afew
dayslater. It was bizarre: the faces moving, the tongues going, the expressions and the hands. Butno
sound. Nothing &t al. Y ou had no ideawhat theywere saying.

I found the address in the phone book: Samud F.Archer, 1334 Langdon Street. | dided the number. A
recorded voice came on.

"l am sorry, S, the number you have dided isnotin service at thistime. If you hold the line, an op-erator
will giveyou further informetion.”

| waited. Therewas a series of rhythmic clicks, like the beat of atelephone heart, and then the op-
erator. "Information. What number are you cdling?'

" Seven-four-two-one-four-four-seven.”

"That number has been disconnected.”

"Do you have another liging?"

"No, ar."

Probably Samuel F. Archer had moved, but per-haps he hadn't. | drove there directly. The apart-ment
was located on a steep hill on the east dopeof Beacon Hill, in abattered apartment building. The hdlway
smelled of cabbage and baby formula.l went down aflight of creaking wooden stairs tothe basement,
whereagreen light flashed, illumi-nating adoor painted flat black.

A dgn said,God Grows His Own.

| knocked.

Frominside, | could hear screeches, whines,warbles, and something that sounded like groans. The door
opened and | faced ayoung man in histwentieswith afull beard and long, damp blackhair. He wore
dungarees, sanda's, and a purplepolka-dot shirt. He looked a me blandly, showingneither surprise nor
interest. "Yes?'

"l am Dr. Berry. Areyou Samuel Archer?' "No."

"IsMr. Archer in?"



"He's busy right now."
"I'dliketo seehim."
"Y ou afriend of his?'

He was staring at me with open suspicion. | heard more sounds—agrating, arumble, and along,
drawnout whistle.

"I need hishelp,” | said.

He seemed to rdax dightly. "Thisisabad time."

"It'surgent.”

"Y ou're adoctor?'

"Wes"

"You haveacar?'

"Wes"

"What kind?'

"Chevrolet. Nineteen-sixty-five."

"What's the license?"

"Two-one-one-five-sixteen.”

Henodded. "O.K.," he said. "Sorry, but you knowhow it is these days. Y ou can't trust anyone.1Come
in." He stepped back from the door. "But don't sayanything, dl right?I'll tell him first. He's compos-ing,
and he gets pretty wrapped up. It's the seventhhour and it should be O.K. But he doesflip outeasy. Even

late"

We walked through what seemed to be aliving room. There were studio couches and afew cheap
lamps. Thewallswere white, and painted in weird,flowing designsin fluorescent colors. An ultraviolet
lamp heightened the effect.

"Wild," | said, hoping that wasthe right thing.

"Yegh, man."

We went into the next room. The lighting was low. A pale, short boy with animmense head of curly
blond hair squatted on the floor surroundedby € ectronic equipment. Two speakers stood by the far wall.
A tape recorder was running. The pale boy was working with his equipment, twirling knobs, producing

the sounds. He did not look up at us as

1The Federa narcotics agents, or "narcs,” are known in Boston to favor Chevroletswith licenses



beginning with 412 or 414.
we entered. He seemed to be concentrating hard, but his movements were dow.
"Stay here," said the bearded boy. "I'll tell him."
| stood by the door. The bearded boy approachedthe other and said gently, " Sam. Sam.”
Sam looked up at him. "Hi," he said.
"Sam, you have avistor.”
Sam seemed puzzled. "1 do?' He il had not no-ticed me.
"Yes. Heisavery niceman. A very nice man. Doyou understand that? Heis very friendly."
"Good," Sam said dowly.
"He needs your help. Will you hep him?'
"Sure," Sam said.
The bearded boy beckoned to me. | came over and said to him, "What isit?"
"Acid," hesaid. "Seventh hour. He should becoming down now. But go easy, right?"
"OK." | sad.
| squatted down so | was on Sam's level. Samlooked at me with blank eyes.
"l don't know you," he said findly.
“I'm John Berry."
Sam did not move. "You're old, man," he said."Redlyold.”
"Inaway," | sad.
"Y eah, man, wow. Hey, Marvin," he said, lookingup at hisfriend, "did you seethisguy? Hesredly
old:
"Yes" Mavinsad. "Hey, wow, old."
"Sam," | sad, "I'myour friend."

| held out my hand, dowly, so asnot to frightenhim. He did not shake it; he took it by the fingersand held
it tothelight. He turned it dowly, looking at the pam, then the back. Then he moved thefin-gers.

"Hey, man," hesad, "you're adoctor.”



"Yes" | sad.

"Y ou have doctor's hands. | can fedl it."
"es"

"Hey, man. Wow. Beautiful hands."

Hewas slent for atime, examining my hands,squeezing them, stroking them, feding the hairsonthe
back, thefingernails, thetips of thefingers.

"They shing" hesaid. "l wish | had handslikethat."

"Maybe you do,” | said.

He dropped my hands and looked at his own. Fi-ndly hesaid, "No. They're different.”
"Isthat bad?"

He gave me apuzzled look. "Why did you comehere?!

"l need your help.”

"Yeah. Hey. OK."

"l need someinformation.”

| did not redize thiswas amistake until Marvingtarted forward. Sam became agitated; | pushedMarvin
back.

"It'sO.K., Sam. It'sO.K."

"Youreacop," Sam said.

"No. No cop. I'm not a cop, Sam."

"Youare, yourelying."

"He often gets paranoid,” Marvin said. "It's his bag. He'sworried about fresking out."
"You'reacop, alousy cop."

"No, Sam. I'm not acop. If you don't want tohelp me, I'll leave."

"You're arock, acop, asock, alock."

"No, Sam. No. No."

He settled down then, hisbody relaxing, hismuscles softening.

| took a deep bregth. "Sam, you have afriend.Bubbles”



"Wes"

"Sam, she has afriend named Karen."

Hewas staring off into space. It was along time before he answered. "Y es. Karen.”

"Bubbleslived with Karen. Last summer.”

Yes.

"Did you know Karen?'

"Wes"

He began to breathe rapidly, his chest heaving,and his eyes got wide.

| put my hand on his shoulder, gently. "Easy, Sam. Easy. Easy. |s something wrong?'

"Karen," he said, staring across the room. "Shewas. . . terrible.”

"She was the worst, man. Thewors."

"Sam, whereis Bubbles now?"

"Out. Shewent tovist Angea. Angda. . ."

"AngelaHarding,” Marvin said. "She and Karenand Bubbles al roomed together in the summer.”

"WhereisAngdanow?' | asked Marvin.

At that moment, Sam jumped up and began toshout " Cop! Cop!" at the top of hislungs. Hesvung a
me, missed, and tried to kick me. | caughthisfoot, and hefell, striking some of the € ectronic equipmen.
A loud, high-pitched whee-whee-whesfilled the room.

Marvinsad, "I'll get thethorazine."2

"Screw thethorazine," | said. "Help me." | grabbed Sam and held him down. He screamed over the
howl of the € ectronic sound.

"Cop! Cop! Cop!"

He kicked and thrashed. Marvin tried to help,but he wasineffectud. Sam was banging his headagaing
thefloor.

"Get your foot under his head.”

Hedidn't understand.



"Move!" | said.

He got hisfoot under, so Sam would not hurt hishead. Sam continued to thrash and twist in mygrip.
Abruptly, | released him. He stopped writhing,looked at his hands, then looked at me.

"Hey, man. What's the matter?"

"You canrdax now," | sad.

2Thorazineisatranquilizer, universaly used as an antidote to L SD and employed to end bad trips.
However, when other psychedelic compounds such as STP are used, thorazine heightens the drug effect

instead of abol-ishing it. Thus physicians who see LSD psychosisin the EW no longer au-tometicaly
adminigter thorazine.

"Hey, man. You let mego.”

| nodded to Marvin, who went and unpluggedthe e ectronic equi pment. The howls stopped. Theroom
became strangedly silent.

Sam sat up, staring at me. "Hey, you let mego.You redly let mego.”
He looked at my face.

"Man," he said, touching my cheek, "you're beau-tiful."

And then he kissed mewhen | got home, Judith was lying awake in bed.
"What happened?’

As| undressed, | said, "I got kissed."

"By Sdly?' She sounded amused.

"No. By Sam Archer."

"The compos?"

"That'sright.”

"Why?

"It'salong story," | said.

"I'mnot deepy,” shesad.

| told her about it, then got into bed and kissedher. "Funny,” | said, "I've never been kissed by aman
before.”

She rubbed my neck. "Likeit?'



"Not much."

"That'sstrange,” shesaid, "l likeit fing," and shepulled me down to her.

"I bet you've been kissed by men dl your life" | said.

"Some are better than others.”

"Who's better than others?'"Y ou're better than others.""Isthat a promise?’

She licked the tip of my nose with her tongue."No," she said, "that's a come-on."

WEDNESDAY

OCTOBER 12

ONE

Once amonth,the Lord takes pity on the Cradleof Liberty and lets the sun shine on Boston. Todaywas
that day: cool, bright and clear, with an autumn crispnessin the air. | awoke feeling good, with thesharp
expectation that things would happen.

| had alarge breskfast, including two eggs, whichl ate with guilty relish, savoring their cholesterol. Then |
went into my study to plan the day. | beganby drawing up alist of everyone | had seen and try-ingto
determineif any of them were suspects. No-body redly was.

The first person to suspect in any abortion ques-tion isthe woman hersdf, snce so many are
self-induced. The autopsy showed that Karen must havehad anesthetic for the operation; therefore she
didntdoit.

Her brother knew how to do the procedure, buthe was on duty at the time. | could check that, and235
might, later on, but for the moment, there was noreason to dishelieve him.

Peter Randall and J. D. were both possibilities,technically speaking. But somehow | couldn't imag-ine
ether of themdoing it.

That left Art, or one of Karen's Beacon Hillfriends, or somebody | hadn't met yet and didn'teven know
exigted.

| stared at the list for awhile, and then calledthe Mdlory Building at the City. Alicewasn't there;| talked
with another secretary.



"Have you got the path diagnosis on Karen Ran-ddl?'
"What's the case number?"

"l don't know the case number."

Very irritably, shesad, "It would help if you did."
"Please check it anyway,” | said.

| knew perfectly well that the secretary had afilecard system right in front of her, with dl thefin-ished
posts for amonth arranged a phabetically andby number. It would be no trouble for her.

After along pause, she said, "Hereit is. Vagina hemorrhage secondary to uterine perforation and
lacerations, following attempted dilation and curet-tagefor three-month pregnancy. The secondary
diagnogsis systemic angphylaxis.”

"l see" | sad, frowning. "Areyou sure?’

"I'm just reading what it says," she said.

"Thanks" | said.

| hung up, fedling odd. Judith gave me a cup of coffee and said, "What happened?’
"The autopsy report says Karen Randa| was preg-nant.”

"oh?"

"Wes"

"Waan't she?'

"I never thought s0," | said.

| knew | could bewrong. It might have been proven in the micro exam, where the gross hadshown
nothing. But somehow it didn't seem likely.

| called Murph'slab to seeif he had finishedwith the blood-hormone assay, but he hadn't; itwouldn't be
finished until after noon. | said I'd callhim back.

Then | opened the phone book and looked upthe address of AngelaHarding. She was living onChestnut
Street, avery good address.

| went over to see her.

chestnut street | Soff Charles,near the bottomof the Hill. It'savery quiet area of town houses, an-tique
shops, quaint restaurants, and small grocery stores; most of the people who live here are young
professional s—doctors and lawyers and bankers—who want agood address but can't yet afford to
move out to Newton or Welledey. The other peoplewho live here are old professonds, menin ther fif-
ties and sixties whose children are grown and mar-ried, permitting them to move back to the city. Ifyou



are going to live anywhere in Boston, you haveto live on Beacon Hill. There were, of course, some
sudentsliving here,

but usualy they were stacked three or four deep insmall apartments; it was the only way they could af-
ford the rents. Older residents seemed to like thestudents; they added alittle color and youth to the
neighborhood. That is, they liked the students solong as the students |ooked clean and behaved
themsdves.

AngelaHarding lived on the second floor of awalk-up; | knocked on the door. It was answered bya

dim, dark-haired girl wearing aminiskirt and aswesater. She had aflower painted on her cheek,and large,
blue-tinted granny glasses.

"AngdaHarding?'

"No," said thegirl. "You'retoo late. She's aready gone. But maybe shell cal back.”
| said, "My nameisDr. Berry. I'm apathologist.”

Thegirl bit her lip and Stared at me uncertainly.

"Areyou Bubbles?'

"Yes," shesad. "How did you know?" And thenshe snapped her fingers. "Of course. Y ou were theone
with Superhead last night."”

IIYall
"l heard you'd been around.”
”YS"

She stepped back from the door. "Come in." The gpartment had dmost no furniture a al. Asingle couch
in theliving room, and acouple of pil-lows on the floor; through an open door, | saw anunmade bed.

"I'mtrying to find out about Karen Randdll," Isad.

"I heard."

"Isthiswhereyou dl lived last summer?"

"Yegh"

"When did you last see Karen?”

"I haven't seen her for months. Neither hasAngela," she said.
"Did Angelatdl you that?'

"Yes. Of course."



"When did she say that to you?"

"Last night. We weretalking about Karen lastnight. Y ou see, we'd just found out about her, uh,
accident."

"Who told you?'

She shrugged. "The word got around.”

"What word?"

"That she got abad scrape.’

"Do you know who did it?"

She said, "They've picked up some doctor. Butyou know that."
Yes'" | sad.

"He probably did it," she said, with a shrug. Shebrushed her long black hair avay from her face. She had
very padeskin. "But | don't know."

"How do you mean?"

"Wadl, Karen was no fool. She knew the score. Like, sheld been through the routine before. In-duding
last summer.”

"An abortion?"

"Yeah. That'sright. And afterward shewasred

depressed. Shetook a couple of down-trips, rea freaks, and it shook her up. She had this thingabout
babies, and she knew it was rotten because itgave her freak trips. We didn't want her to fly for awhile
after the abortion, but sheinsisted, and itwas bad. Real bad.”

| said, "How do you mean?"'

"One time she became the knife. She was scrap-ing out the room and screaming the whole timethat it
was bloody, that al the walls were coveredwith blood. And she thought the windows were ba-bies and
that they were turning black and dying.Redlly bad news."

"What did you do?'

"Wetook care of her." Bubbles shrugged. "Whatelse could we do?

She reached over to atable and picked up ajarand asmall wire loop. She swung the loop in theair and
astream of bubblesfloated out and driftedgently downward. She watched them. One after an-other, they
fell to the floor and popped.

"Red bad."



"Last summer,” | said, "who did the abortion?"
Bubbleslaughed. "I don't know."
"What happened?’

"Well, she got knocked up. So she announcesthat she's going to get rid of it, and she takes off for aday,
and then comes back al smiling and happy.”

"No problems?'

"None." She swung out another stream of bub-

bles and watched them. "None at dl. Excuse me aminute”

She went into the kitchen, poured a glass of wa-ter, and swalowed it with apill.
"l was coming down," she said, "you know?'

"What wasit?'

"Bombs."

"Bombs?'

"Sure. Y ou know." Shewaved her hand impa-tiently. " Speed. Lifts. Jets. Bennies."
"Amphetamine?'

"Methedrene."

"Youonitdl thetime?'

"Just like adoctor.” She brushed her hair backagain. "Always asking questions.”
"Where do you get the stuff?"

| had seen the capaule. It was at least five milli-grams. Most of the black-market materid isone
milligram.

"Forget it,” shesad. "All right? Just forget it."

"If you wanted meto forget it,”" | said, "why didyou let me see you teke it?"
"A ghrink, too."

"Just curious.”

"I was showing off," shesaid.



"Maybeyou were."

"Maybe | was." Shelaughed.

"Was Karen on speed, too?"

"Karen was on everything." Bubbles sighed. " Sheused to shoot speed.”

I must have looked puzzled, because she made

jabbing motions at her elbow with her finger, imi-tating intravenousinjection.
"Nobody else shootsit,” Bubbles said. "But Ka-ren went dl out."

| said, "Her trips. . ."

"Acid. Once, DMT."

"How did shefed afterward?'

"Like hell. Shewasredly turned off. Wired out. Down, you know, they were redly down-trips."
"Did she sayed turned off?"

"Y eah. Therest of the summer. Never made itonce with aguy for the rest of the summer. Likeshe was
afrad."

"Areyou sure about that?"

"Yegh," shesad. "Sure"

| looked around the gpartment. "Where isAngda?'
"out.”

"Wheredid shego?I'd liketo tak to her."
"Sheredly needsto talk to you, right now."

| said, "Isshein somekind of trouble?"

"No."

"I'dliketo tak to her."

Bubbles shrugged. "'If you can find her, talk toher.”
"Wheredid shego?'

"| told you. Out."



"| undertand shesanurse” | said.
"That'sright,” Bubblessaid. " ou got the—"

At this point, the door opened and atdl girl

burst into the room. She said, "That bastard isn'tanywhere, he's hiding, the rotten—"

She stopped when she saw me.

"'Lo, Ang," Bubbles said. She nodded to me."Y ou got an oldie but goodie here to seeyou.”

AngdaHarding swept into the room andd umped on the couch, and lit a cigarette. She woreavery short
black dress, black-net stockings, andpatent-leather black boots. She had long dark hairand a hard,
classcaly beautiful face with bones that |ooked chiseled; the face of amodd. | hadtrouble picturing her

asanurse.

"Y ou're the one who wants to know about Ka-ren?"

| nodded.
"Sit down," shesad. "Take aload off."

Bubblessad, "Ang, | didn't tell him—"

"Get me a Coke, would you, Bubbles?' Angelasaid. Bubbles nodded quietly and went into thekitchen.
"Y ou want a Coke?"'

"No, thanks."

She shrugged. " Suit yoursdlf." She sucked on thecigarette and stubbed it out. Her movements werequick
but she kept her composure, acam in her face. She lowered her voice. "I didn't want to talkabout Karen

infront of Bubbles. She's pretty upset about it."
"Karen?'

"Yes. They wereclose."

"And you?'

"Not so close.”

"How'sthat?'

"She came on gtrong, in the beginning. Nice girl, alittlewild, but fun. Very strong in the beginning.So we
decided to share aroom, the three of us. Then later Bubbles movesin with Superhead, andl'm stuck with

Karen. It wasn't so easy."

“Why?

"Shewas acrazy kid. Shewas nuts.”



Bubbles came back with the Coke. " She wasn't."
"Not around you. She had an act for you."
"Y ou're just mad because of—"

"Yeah. Right. Sure." Angdlatossed her head andshifted her long legs. She turned to me and said,” She's
talking about Immy. Jmmy was aresident | knew, in OB."

"That was the service you were on?"

"Yes" shesad. "Jmmy and | had athing, and | thought it was good. Itwas good. Then Karenstepped
in"

Angdalit another cigarette and avoided my eyes.| could not redly tell whether she wastalking to me or
to Bubbles. Obvioudy the two girls did notagree.

"I never thought shed doit,” Angdasad. "Notyour own roommate. | mean, there arerules.’..”
"Sheliked him," Bubbles said.

"Sheliked him. Y eah, | suppose so0. For a quick seventy-two hours."

Angela stood up and paced up and down theroom. Her dress barely reached to mid thigh. She
wasadrikingly beautiful girl, much more beautiful than Karen.

"Yourenot fair," Bubblessaid.

"| don'tfed far."

"Y ou know what you're saying isalie. Y ou know that Jmmy—"

"l don't know anything,” Angdasaid. "All | knowisthat Immy'sin Chicago now finishing hisres-dency,
and | am not with him. Maybeif | was—" She stopped.

"Maybe," Bubbles said.

"Maybewha?' | sad.

"Skipit," Angelasad.

| said, "When did you last see Karen?"

"I don't know. It must have been August some-time. Before she started school .
"You didn't see her last Sunday?'

"No," shesad, till pacing. She didn't even breakstep. "No."



"That'sfunny. Alan Zenner saw her last Sunday.”

"Who?'

"Alan Zenner. Hewas afriend of hers”

"Uhrhuh."

"He saw her, and she told him she was comingover here.”

Angelaand Bubbles exchanged looks. Bubblessad, "Thedirty little—"

"It'snot true?" | asked.

"No," Angdasadtightly. "Wedidn't see her."

"But he was positive—"

"She must have changed her mind. Sheusudly

did, you know. Karen changed her mind so oftenyou wondered if she had one.”
Bubblessad, "Ang, ligen ... ."

"Get me another Coke, will you?"

There was no mistaking the command in thevoice. Bubbles got up meekly for another Coke.

"Bubblesisnice" Angdasad, "but alittle naive. She likes everything to be sweet and nice in theend.
That'swhy what happened to Karen bothersher so much.”

"l see”

She stopped pacing and stood in front of me.Her body took on arigidity that melted dowly intoanicy
cadm. "Wasthere anything in particular youwanted to ask me?"

"Jugt if you'd seen Karen."
"No. Theanswer isno."
| stood. "Well then, thank you for your time."
Angelanodded. | went to the door. As| left I heard Bubbles say, "Is he leaving?'
And Angelasad, "Shut up.”
TWO

Shortly before noonl called Bradford's office andwas told that one of the staff wastaking Dr. Lee'scase.
The man was named George Wilson. My call



was put through to him. Over the phone hesounded smooth and self-confident; he agreed tomeet me for
drinks at five, but not at the Trafagar Club. We would meet at Crusher Thompson's, abar downtown.

After that, | had lunch in adrive-in and read the morning papers. The story about Art's arrest had fi-naly
broken, big, hitting dl the front pages, thoughthere was till no link to Karen Randall's death. Along with
the story was a picture of Art. Therewere dark, sadistic circles under his eyes. Hismouth drooped in a
snigter way and his hair wasdishevel ed. He could have been any cheap hood.

The stories didn't say much, just abare outline ofthe facts of hisarrest. They didn't have to saymuch: the
picturesadit al. Inaway it was clever.Y ou couldn't movefor aprgudicid pretrid publicityon the basis
of an unflattering picture.

After lunch | smoked acigarette and tried to puitit dl together. | didn't have much success. The de-
scriptions | had heard of Karen were too conflict-ing, too uncertain. | had no clear picture of her, orwhat
she might have done. Particularly what shemight have doneif she arrived in Boston for aweekend,
pregnant, and needing an abortion.

At onel caled Murphy'slab again. Murph an-swered the phone.

"Hormones Unlimited."

"Hello, Murph. What's the word?"

"On Karen Randdl?'

"Murph, you've been doing homework."

"Not exactly,” he said. "The City just caled. Wes-ton was on the phone. Wanted to know if you'd
brought in ablood sample.

"And what did you say?"

Yes.

"And what did he say?'

"Wanted to know the results. | told him."
"What arethe results?'

"All the hormone and excretion metabolite levelsare flat low. She wasn't pregnant. Absolutely impos-
ghle"

"OK." I sad. "Thanks"
Murph had just put some life back into my the-ory. Not much, but some.
"You goingto explain dl this, John?"

"Not now," | said.



"Y ou promised.”

"l know," | said. "But not now."

"l k_nevv you'd do thisto me,” Murph said. " Sarahwill hate me." Sarah was hiswife. Shethrived on
gossp.

"Sorry, but | just can't.”

"Hell of athingto doto an old friend." "Sorry."

"If shedivorcesme," Murph said, "I'm naming you as co-defendant.”

THREE

| ARRIVED AT THE MALLORY PATH LABSAT THREE. The

first man | ran into was Weston, who was lookingtired. He gave me alopsided smile of greeting.
"What did you find out?" | said.

"Thefindings are negative," he said, "for preg-nancy.”

"oh?"

"Yes" Hepicked up thefolder containing thepath protocol and thumbed through it. "No ques-tion."
"| caled here earlier and was told the report was three months pregnancy.”

Weston said carefully, "Whom did you talk with?"

"A secretary.”

"There must have been some kind of mistake."

"l guess" | said.

He handed me the folder. "Want to see thedides, too?"

"Yes I'dliketo."

We waked to the pathologists reading room, along room divided into individua cubicles, wherethe
pathol ogists kept their microscopes and dides,and wrote up their autopsies.

We stopped at one booth.

"Thereitis" Weston said, pointing to abox of dides. "I'll be curious to have your opinion on themwhen
you're through.”

Heleft me, and | sat down in front of the scope, switched on the light, and began work. There were thirty
didesin the box, made from dl the mgor or-gans. Six had been made from different parts of theuterus |



began with them.

It wasimmediately clear that the girl was notpregnant. The endometrium was not hyperplastic. If
anything, it appeared dormant and atrophic, withathin proliferative layer, few glands, and decreased
vascularity. | checked several other didesto be sure. They were al the same. Some contained
thromboses from the scraping, but that was the only difference.

As| looked at the dides | considered their mean-ing. The girl had not been pregnant, yet she hadbeen
convinced she was. Therefore her periodsmust have stopped. That could account for the dor-mant
appearance of the endometrium. But whathad caused the periods to stop? | ran through thedifferentid in
my mind.

Inagirl of this age, neurogenic factors cameim-mediately to mind. The pressures and excitementof
beginning school and moving to anew environ-ment might have temporarily suppressed
mengtruation—but not for three months, and notwith the associated Signs. obesity, changein hair
distribution, and so on.

Then there were hormond disorders. Adrend vir-

ilizing syndromes, Stein-Leventhd, irradiation. Allof them seemed unlikely for one reason or another, but
there was one quick way to find out.

| put the adrena dide under the stage. Therewas good evidence of cortical atrophy, particularlyinthe
cdlsof the zonafascicularis. The zonaglo-merulosaappeared normal.

Rule out virilizing syndromes and adrend tumor.

Next | looked at the ovaries. Here the changeswere striking. Thefollicdleswere smdl, immature,
withered-looking. Thewhole organ, like the uterineendometrium, had a dormant appearance.

Rule out Stein-Levantha and ovarian tumor.

Findly, | put the thyroid dide under the stage. Even under the lowest power, the atrophy of thegland was
goparent. Thefollicleswere shrunkenand the lining cellswerelow. Clear hypothyroidism.

That meant that the thyroid, adrends, and ova-rieswere dl atrophic. The diagnosis was clear,though the
etiology was not. | opened the folderand read through the officia report. Weston haddoneit; the style
was brisk and direct. | came tothe micro write-ups. He had noted the endome-trium was low and
aberrant-looking, but he had considered the other glandsto be "of normal ap-pearance, question mark
early atrophic changes."

| shut the folder and went to see him.

his office was large, lined with books, and veryneat. He sat behind an old, heavy desk smoking a briar
pipe, looking scholarly and venerable.

"Something wrong?' he asked.
| hesitated. | had been wondering whether hehad covered up, whether he had joined the otherswho

were out to frame Art. But that was ridicul ous; Weston couldn't be bought, not at his age, not withhis
reputation. Nor was he particularly close to the Randdl family. He would have no reason to fasifythe



report.

"Yes" | said. "l wondered about your micro diag-noss™

He puffed the pipe cdmly. "Oh?"

"Yes. I'vejudt reviewed the dides, and they seempretty atrophic to me. | thought perhaps—"

"Wel, John," Weston said, chuckling, "1 knowwhat you're going to say. Y ou thought perhaps I'dwant to
review them." He amiled a me. "I have re-viewed them. Twice. Thisisan importantpostmortem and | did
it ascarefully as| know how. Thefirg time | examined the dides, | felt asyoudid, that they seemed to
show pan hypopituitarismaffecting dl three target organs—thyroid, adrends,gonads. | felt that very
strongly, so | went back tothe gross organs. Asyou yoursdlf say, the gross or-ganswere not strikingly

"It might have been recently acquired,” | said.

"Yes" hesad, "it might. That'swhat makesit sodifficult. Then, too, we'd like alook at the brain, to
check for evidence of neoplasm or infarction. Butthat's not possible; the body was cremated this
morning.”

"l e

He smiled up a me. "Sit down, John. It makesme nervous to have you standing like that." Whenl was
gtting, he said, "Anyway | looked at the gross,and then went back to the dides. Thistime | wasless
certain. | wasn't fully convinced. So | checkedsome old cases of pan hypopit, reviewed the olddides, and
finaly looked a the Randdl didesathird time. By then | felt | could not be certain of adiagnosis of
pituitary dysfunction. The more Ilooked, the less certain | felt. | wanted some kindof corroboratory
evidence—brain pathology, or Xrays, or blood hormones. That waswhy | caled JmMurphy."

IIOI,]?I

"Yes." Hispipewent out; herdlit it again. "l sus-pected you'd taken the blood sample to do estradiol
tests, and that you'd get Murphy to do it. | wantedto know if you'd also decided to have other hor-mone
levels checked—TSH, ACTH, T4, anythingthat might help.”

"Why didn't you just cal me?"

"I did, but your lab didn't know where you were."

| nodded. Everything he had said made perfect sense. | felt my body dowly relaxing.

"By theway," Weston said, "1 understand someskull films of Karen Randall were taken awhileback.
Any ideawhat they showed?'

"Nothing," | said. "They were negative.”
Weston sighed. "Pity."

"I'll tell you something interesting though,” | said.



"What'sthat?'

"They were ordered because she complained of blurring vison.”

Weston sighed. " John, do you know the mostcommon cause of blurring vison?!

"No."

"Lack of deep,” Weston said. He pushed the pipe to the side of his mouth and held it in histeeth. "What
would you do if you werein my pos-tion? Make a diagnosis on the basis of acomplaintwhich led to
negative X rays?'

"Thedidesare suggedtive,” | reminded him.

"But only suggestive." He shook hishead dowly."Thisisaready aconfused case, John. I'm not go-ingto
make it more confused by throwing in adi-agnosis|'m not sure about. After dl, | may becalled into court
to defend it. I'd rather not stickmy neck ouit. If the prosecution or the defensewantsto find a pathologist
to review the materia and stickhis neck out, that'sfine. The materia is here for anyoneto see. But I'm
not going to do it. My yearsin the courtroom have taught me onething, at leest.”

"What'sthat?'

"Never take a position unless you are certain itcan be defended againgt any ondaught. That may sound
like good adviceto agenerd,” he said, smil-ing, "but then, acourtroom is nothing more than avery
cavilizedwar."

FOUR

I had to see Sanderson. | had promised to seehim, and now | needed his advice badly. But as| entered
the lobby of the Lincoln Hospitd, thefirstperson | saw was Harry Fallon.

He was dinking down acorridor, wearing arain-coat and hat pulled down over hisforehead. Harry is
an internist with alarge suburban practice inNewton; he is aso aformer actor and something of aclown. |
greeted him and heraised the brim of hishat dowly. His eyes were bloodshot and hisfacesdlow.

"l hab acode," Harry said.

"Who areyou seeing?'

"Gordon. The cheeb residend.” He took out aKleenex and blew his nose loudly. "Aboud my batcode.”

| laughed. "Y ou sound like you've swallowed cot-ton."

"Thang you bery mugh.” He sniffled. "Thisis nolabbing madder.”

Hewasright, of course. All practicing doctorsfeared getting sick. Even smal coldswere consid-ered
bad for your image, for what isloosdly caled"patient rapport,” and any seriousillness becamea

meatter for the utmost secrecy. When old Henley fi-naly developed chronic glomerulonephritis, hewent to



elaborate lengths to be sure his patientsnever found out; he would visgit his doctor in themiddle of the
night, sneaking about like athief.

"It doesn't sound like abad cold,” | told Harry.

"Hah. Y ou thingh so? Listen to me." He blew hisnose again, along, honking sound, somewhere be-
tween afoghorn and the death rattle of a hippopot-amus.

"How long have you had it?"
"Du days. Du miberable, miberable days. Mypadends are nodicing.”
"What are you taking for it?"

"Hod toddies," he said. "Besd thing for avirus.Bud the world is againsd me, John. Today, on tob ovimy
code, | got atickud.”

"A thickud?'
"Y es. For double-barking."

| laughed, but at the back of my mind, some-thing was bothering me, something | knew 1 shouldbe
remembering and thinking about, something | had forgotten and ignored.

It was astrange and irritating feding.
| MET SANDERSON IN THE PATH LIBRARY . It'sasquare

room with lots of chairs, the folding kind, and aprojector and screen. Path conferences are heldhere, in
which autopsies are reviewed, and they areso frequent you can practicaly never get into usethelibrary
books.

On the shelves, in boxes, were autopsy reportsfor every person donein the Lincoln since 1923, the year
we began to keep good records. Prior tothat time, nobody had avery good idea of howmany people
were dying from what diseases, but asknowledge of medicine and the human body in-creased that
information became vitally important. One proof of increased interest was the number of autopsies
performed in 1923 al the reportsfilledone dim box—but by 1965 it required haf ashdffor al the
records. At present, more than seventy percent of al patientswho died in the hospital were autopsied, and
therewastak of microfilmingthe reports for thelibrary.

In one corner of the room was a portable e ectriccoffeepot, abowl of sugar, a stack of paper cups,and
adgnthat said, "5 cents a cup. Scout's honor." Sanderson was fussing with the pat, trying to get itto
work. The pot represented an ancient challenge: it was said nobody was permitted to finish his path
resdency at the Lincoln until he had mastered itsworkings.

"Someday," Sanderson muttered, "'I'm going tod ectrocute mysdlf on this damned thing." Heplugged itin;
crackling sounds were heard. "Me, orsome other poor bastard. Cream and sugar?'

"Pleasg" | said.

Sanderson filled two cups, holding the pot atarm'’s length. Sanderson was notorioudy bad withanything



mechanical. He had a superb, amost in-gtinctive understanding of the human body and its

functions of flesh and bone, but mechanical, sted,and electrical objects were beyond him. Helivedin
constant fear that his car, or his TV, or his stereowould break down; he regarded them al as poten-tid
traitors and deserters.

Hewasatal, powerfully built man who hadonce rowed stroke for the Harvard heavyweights.His
forearms and wrists were as thick as mostmen's calves. He had a solemn, thoughtful face: hemight have
been ajudge, or an excellent pokerplayer.

"Did Weston say anything else?' he asked.No.

"Y ou sound unhappy.”

"Let'ssay I'mworried.”

Sanderson shook hishead. "1 think you're barkingup the wrong tree here," he said. "Weston wouldn't
fake areport for anybody. If he says he was unsure,then hewas."

"Maybe you should examine the dides yourself.”
"I'd liketo," Sanderson said, "but you know that'simpossible”

Hewasright. If he showed up at Mdlory andasked to see the dides, it would be taken as a per-sond
insult by Weston. That kind of thing justwasn't done.

| said, "Maybeif heaskedyou'. . ."

"Why should he?"

"l don't know."

"Weston has made his diagnosis and signed his

nameto it. The matter closesthere, unlessit comesup again during thetrid.”

| felt asinking feeling. Over the past days, | hadcometo believe very strongly that there must notbe a
trid. Any trid, even an acquitta, would seri-oudy damage Art's reputation, his standing, and hispractice.
A trid had to be prevented.

"But you think she was hypopit,” Sanderson said.

"Wes"

"Etiology?"

"Neoplasm, | think."

"Adenoma?'1

"l imagine. Maybe craniopharyngioma.”



"How long?'

"It couldn't be very long," | said. "X raysfour months ago were normal. No enlargement or ero-sion of
the sdllaturcica. But she did complain of vi-gon trouble.

"What about pseudotumor?’

Pseudotumor cerebri isadisorder of women andyoung children. Petients get all the symptoms of a
tumor, but don't actualy have one. It isrelated towithdrawa of steroid therapy; women sometimesget it
when taking birth-control pills. But asfar asl knew, Karen wasn't taking pills. | told Sanderson.

"Too bad we don't have dides of the brain," hesaid.

| nodded.

1A chromophobe adenoma s the most common tumor of the pituitary. Itisdow-growing and relatively

benign, but it presses on the optic nerve, causing visua symptoms, and it may create endocrine
dysfunction.

"On the other hand," Sanderson said, "an abor-tion was performed. We can't forget that.”

"I know," | said. "But it'sjust another indicatorthat Art didn't do it. He wouldn't have aborted herwithout
doing abunny test first, and such atestwould have been negetive.”

"That'sonly circumstantia evidence, at best.""1 know," | said, "but it'ssomething. A dart.""Thereis
another possbility," Sanderson said." Supposing the abortionist was willing to takeK aren's word that she
was pregnant.”

| frowned. "I don't understand. Art didn't knowthe girl; he had never seen her before. He would

never-

"I'm not thinking of Art," Sanderson said. He wasstaring at hisfeet, asif he had something embar-rassng
on hismind.

"What do you mean?"

"Well, thisisdl highly speculdive. . . ."

| waited for him.

"A lot of muck has been thrown dready. | hatetoadd toit,” he said.

| said nothing.

"I never knew it before," Sanderson continued. "I thought | was pretty well informed about thesethings,

but I never knew it until today. Asyou canimagine, the whole medica community isbuzzing.J. D.
Randd|'sgirl diesfrom an abortion—you can'tkeep other doctors from talking aboutthat.” Hesghed.



"Anyway, it was something one of the wivestold my wife. | don't even know if it'strue.”

| wasn't going to push Sanderson. He could takehistimein telling me; | lit acigarette and waited
patiently.

"Oh hell," Sanderson said, "it's probably just aru-mor. | can'timagine I'd never heard of it before.”

"What?' | sadfindly.

"Peter Randall. Peter does abortions. Very quietand exclusive, but he doesthem.”

"Jesus” | said, gtting downinachair.

"It'shard to believe," Sanderson said.

| smoked a cigarette and thought it over. If Peterdid abortions, did J. D. know? Did he think Peterhad
doneit, and was covering up for him? Wasthat what he meant by "afamily matter"? If so, why hadArt
been dragged into this?

And why would Peter abort the girl in the firstplace? Peter had evidence that there might be something
wrong with the girl. He was a goodenough doctor to think of a pit tumor. If the girlcameto him saying she
was pregnant, held certainlythink back to her vison trouble. And held run tests,

"Peter didntdoit," | said.

"Maybe she put pressure on him. Maybe she wasin ahurry. She only had one weekend."

"No. He wouldn't respond to pressure from her."

"Shewasfamily.”

"Shewas ayoung and hysterica girl," | said, re-membering Peter's description.

Sanderson said, "Can you be sure Peter didn't doit?'

"No," | admitted.

"Let's suppose he did. And let's suppose Mrs.Randall knew about the abortion. Or that the girltold her,
as she was bleeding to degath, that Peterhad doneit. What would Mrs. Randall do? Turn inher
brother-in-law?"

| could see where he was leading me. It certainly provided an explanation for one of the puzzles ofthe
case—why Mrs. Randdl had called in the po-lice. But | didn't likeit, and | told Sanderson so.

"The reason you don't likeit isyou're fond of Pe-ter."
"“That may be."
"Y ou can't afford to exclude him or anyone else. Do you know where Peter was last Sunday night?”

"NO_"



"Neither do1," Wes Sanderson said, "but | thinkit's worth checking."

"No," | said, "it's not. Peter wouldn't do it. Andeven if he did, he wouldn't have botched it so badly.No
professond would have."

"Y ou're prgudging the case," Sanderson said.
"L ook, if Peter could have done it—without tests, without anything—then so could Art.”
"Yes," Sanderson said mildly. "That has occurredto me.”

HVE

Iwasfedingirritable when | |eft Sanderson. | couldn't decide exactly why. Perhaps he was right; perhaps
| was unreasonably and illogically search-ing for fixed points, for things and people to believein.

But there was something e se. In any court ac-tion, there was always the chance that Sanderson and |
could beimplicated, and our role in foolingthe tissue committee brought out. Both Sanderson and | had a
large stake in this business, a stake aslarge as Art's. We hadn't talked about that, but it wastherein the
back of my mind, and | was surein the back of hisaswell. And that put a differentinterpretation on things.

Sanderson was perfectly correct: we could putthe squeeze on Peter Randall. But if we did, we'dnever
know why we did. We could always say it washecause we believed Peter was guilty. Or because itwas
expedient, to save afasdy accused man.

But we would aways wonder whether we did itsmply to protect ourselves.

Before | did anything, | would have to get moreinformation. Sanderson's argument made no dis-tinction
between Mrs. Randall knowing that Peter

had done the abortion and merely suspecting that he had.

And there was another question. If Mrs. Randall suspected that Peter had done the abortion andwished
to keep him from being arrested, why hadshe named Art? What did she know about Art?

Art Leewas a circumspect and cautious man. Hewas hardly a household word among the pregnant
women of Boston. He was known to afew physi-ciansand arelatively smal number of patients. His
clientele was carefully chosen.

How had Mrs. Randall known he performedabortions? There was one man who might know theanswer:
Fritz Werner.

fritz wernerlived in atown house on BeaconStreet. The ground floor was given over to hisoffice—an
anteroom and alarge, comfortable room with desk, chair, and couch—and to hislibrary. Theupper two
floors comprised hisliving quarters. | went directly to the second floor and entered theliving room to find
it the same asdways. alargedesk by the window, covered with pens, brushes, sketchbooks, pastels,
drawings by Picasso and Miro on the walls; a photograph of T. S. Eliot gloweringinto the camera; an
informa, signed portrait of Marianne Moore talking with her friend FloydPatterson.

Fritz was gtting in aheavy armchair, wearingd acks and an enormous bulky sweater. He had



stereophonic earphones on his head, was smoking a

thick cigar, and crying. Thetearsrolled down hisflat, pale cheeks. He wiped his eyes when he sawvme,
and took off the earphones.

"Ah, John. Do you know any Albinoni?"

"No," | said.

"Then you don't know the adagio.”

"I'm &fraid not.”

"It dways makes me sad,” he said, dabbing hiseyes. "Inferndly, inferndly sad. So sweet. Do stdown."

| sat. Heturned off his record player and took offthe record. He dusted it carefully and replaced it inthe
jacket.

"It was good of you to come. How was your day?'

"Interedting.”

"Y ou've looked up Bubbles?'

'Yes, | did."

"How did you find her?'

"Confusng.”

"Why do you say that?"

| smiled. "Don't analyze me, Fritz. | never pay my doctor bills.”

"No?'

"Tell me about Karen Randdll," | said.

"Thisisvery nagy, John."

"Now you sound like Charlie Frank.”

"Charlie Frank is not acomplete fool," Fritz said."By theway, did | tell you | have anew friend?"
"No," | said.
"I do, amarvelous creature, most amusing. Wemust talk about him sometime.”
"Karen Randall,” | said, bringing him back to the point.

"Yes, indeed." Fritz took adeep breath. "Y oudidn't know the girl, John," he said. "Shewas not anice



child. Not at al. Shewasamean, lying, un-pleasant little child with severe neuroses. Borderingon
psychosis, if you ask me."

Hewaked into the bedroom, stripping off hisswester. | followed him in and watched as he puton aclean
shirt and atie.

"Her problems,” Fritz said, "were sexud in na-ture, semming from arepressed childhood withher
parents. Her father is not the most well-adjusted man | know. Marrying that woman is aperfect example.
Have you met her?'

"The present Mrs. Randdl|?'

"Y es. Ghastly,ghastly woman."

He shuddered as he knotted histie and straight-ened it in the mirror.

"Did you know Karen?" | asked.

"It was my misfortune to do so. | knew herparentsaswell. We first met at that marvelous, glo-rious
party given by the Baroness de—"

"Judt tell me" | said.

Fritz 9ghed. "Thisgirl, thisKaren Randall," hesaid, "she presented her parents with their ownneuroses.
In a sense she acted out their fantasies.”

"What do you mean?"

"Breaking the mold—being sexudly free, not car-ing what people said, dating the wrong kinds of
people, and awayswith sexua undertones. Ath-letes. Negroes. That sort of thing."

"Was she ever your patient?"

He sighed. "No, thank God. At one point it was suggested that | take her, but | refused. | had threeother
adolescent girls a the time, and they were quite enough. Quite enough.”

"Who asked you to take her?'

"Peter, of course. HE'sthe only one with anysenseinthefamily.”

"What about Karen's abortions?'

"Abortions?"

"Comeon, Fritz."

He went to a closet and found a sports coat, pulled it on, and tugged &t the lapels. "' People never
understand,” he said. "Thereisacycle here, apat-tern which is as eadly recognizable, asfamiliar, asan

MI.1Y ou learn the pattern, the symptoms, the trouble. Y ou seeit acted out before you again and again.
A rebdlious child chooses the weak point of its parent—with unfailing, uncanny accuracy—and proceeds



to explait it. But then when punishmentcomes, it must be in terms of the same weak point. It must al fit
together: if someone asks you a ques-tion in French, you must answer in French.”

"] don't understand.”

"For agirl like Karen, punishment was important. She wanted to be punished, but her punishment, like
her rebdlion, had to be sexua in nature. She

1Myocardid infarction, aheart attack.

wanted to suffer the pain of childbirth, so shecould compensate for breaking with her family, her society,
her mordlity. . . . Dylan put it beautifully; | have the poem here somewhere.” He began rum-maging
through abookshdf.

"It'sdl right," | said.

"No, no, alovely quotation. You'd enjoy it." Hesearched for afew more moments, then straight-ened.
"Can't find it. Wdl, never mind. The point isthat she needed suffering, but never experienced it. That was

why she kept getting pregnant.”

"Youtak likeapsychiarist.”

"Weadl do, these days."

"How many times did she get pregnant?’

"Twice, that | know of. But that isjust what | hear from my other patients. A great many womenfdt
threatened by Karen. She impinged upon theirsystemn of vaues, their framework of right andwrong. She
chdlenged them, sheimplied that theywere old and sexless and timid and foolish. A middle-aged woman
can't tand such achdlenge; itisterrifying. She must respond, must react, mustform an opinion which
vindicates hersdf—andtherefore condemns Karen."

"So you heard alot of gossip.”

"l heard alot of fear."

He samoked his cigar. The room wasfilled withsunlight and blue smoke. He sat on the bed and began
pulling on hisshoes.

"Frankly," he said, "after awhile | began to resent

Karen mysdlf. She went overboard, she did toomuch, she went too far."
"Perhaps she couldn't hep it."

"Perhaps,” Fritz said, "she needed a good spank-ing.”

"Isthat aprofessona opinion?"

Heamiled. "That isjust my human irritationshowing through. If | could count the number of women who
have run out and had affairs—disastrous affairs—just because of Karen. . . ."



"l don't care about the women," | said, "I careabout Karen."
"She'sdead now,” Fritz said.

"That pleasesyou?’

"Don't beslly. Why do you say that?' Fritz . . .

"Judt aquedtion.”

"Fritz," | said, "how many abortions did Karenhave before last weekend?”
"Two."

"Onelast summer," | said, "in June. And one be-fore thet?"
"Wes"

"And who aborted her?'

"l haven't the dightest,” he said, puffing on hiscigar.

"1t was somebody good,” | said, "because Bubblessaid that Karen was only gone for an afternoon. It
must have been very skillful and nontraumetic.”

"Vey likdy. Shewasarich girl, after dl."

| looked a him, sitting there on the bed, tying

his shoes and smoking the cigar. Somehow, | wasconvinced he knew.
"Fritz, wasit Peter Randall?'

Fritz grunted. "'If you know, why ask?"

"1 need confirmation.”

"Y ou need a strong noose around your neck, ifyou ask me. But yes: it was Peter.”
"Did J. D. know?"

"Heaven help usl Never!"

"Did Mrs. Randall know?'

"Hmmm. Therel am not certain. It is possiblebut somehow | doubt it."
"Did J. D. know that Peter did abortions?'

"Y es. Everyone knows that Peter does abortions. Heisthe abortionigt, believeme.”



"But J.D. never knew Karen had been aborted.”

"That's correct.”

"What's the connection between Mrs. Randalland Art Lee?!
"You arevery acutetoday,” Fritz said.

| waited for an answer. Fritz puffed twice on hiscigar, producing adrameatic cloud around hisface,and
looked away from me.

"Oh," | sad. "When?"
"Last year. Around Chrigtmas, if | recdl.”
"J. D. never knew?'

"If you will remember," Fritz said, "J. D. spentthe months of November and December in Indialast year
working for the State Department. Somekind of goodwill tour, or public heglth thing."

"Then who wasthefather?'

"Well, there is some speculation about that. Butnobody knows for sure—perhaps not even Mrs.
Randdl."

Onceagain, | had the fedling that he waslying.

"Come on, Fritz. Areyou going to help me ornot?'

"Dear boy, you areimmensdly clever." He stood,waked to the mirror, and straightened his jacket. He
ran hishands over his shirt. It was somethingyou aways noticed about Fritz: he was continuallytouching
his body, asif to assure himsef that hehad not disappeared.

"I have often thought,” Fritz said, "that the pres-ent Mrs. Randall might aswell have been Karen's
mother, sincethey are both such bitchesin heat."

| lit acigarette. "Why did J. D. marry her?’

Fritz gave a helpless shrug and fluffed a handker-chief in his pocket. He tugged his shirt cuffs downhis
jacket deeves. "God only knows. There wasgrest talk at the time. She comes from agood fam-ily, you
know—a Rhode Idand family—but they sent her to a Swiss school. Those Swiss schools willdestroy a
girl. In any event, shewas a poor choicefor aman in hissixties, and abusy surgeon. Shegrew rapidly
bored sitting around her cavernoushome. The Swiss schools teach you to be bored inany case.”

He buttoned his jacket and turned away from themirror, with afina glance over his shoulder a him-sdif.
"S0," hesad, "she anused hersdf.”

"How long has this been going on?"

"Morethan ayear."



"Did she arrange Karen's abortion?"

"l doubt it. One can't be sure, but | doubt it.Morelikely it would be Sgne.”

"Sgne?

"Yes. J. D.'smistress.”

| took a deep breath and wondered if Fritz waskidding me. | decided he wasn't.

"J. D. had amistress?"

"Oh, yes. A Finnish girl. Sheworked in the car-diology lab of the Mem. Quite astunner, I'm told.”

"You never met her?'

"Alas"

"Then how do you know?"

He amiled enigmatically.

"Karen liked this Signe?’

"Y es. They were good friends. Rather close inages, actudly.”

| ignored theimplicationsin that.

"You see" Fritz continued, "Karen was very closeto her mother, the first Mrs. Randall. She died two
years ago of cancer—rectum, | think—and it was agreat blow for Karen. She never liked her father
much, but had always confided in her mother. Theloss of a confidante at the age of sixteen wasagresat
blow to her. Much of her subsequent . . . activitycan be attributed to bad advice."

"From Signe?'

"No. Signe was quite a proper girl, from what I'mtold.”

"l don't getit."

"One of the reasons Karen didiked her fatherwas that she knew about his propensties. Y ou see he has
aways had women friends. Y oung ones. Thefirst was Mrs. Jewett, and then there was—"

"Never mind,” | said. | had dready gotten thepicture. "He cheated on hisfirst wife, too?"
"Wandered," Fritz said. "Let us say wandered.”
"And Karen knew?'

""She was quite a perceptive child.”



"Thereésonething | don't understand,” | said. "If Randdl likes variety, why did he remarry?"

"Oh, that's quite clear. One look at the presentMrs. Randdl and you'd know. Sheisafixturein hislife a
decoration, an ornament to his existence. Rather like an exatic potted plant—which is not farfrom the
truth, consdering how much she drinks."

"It doesn't make sense,” | said.

He gave me an amused, askance look. "Whatabout that nurse you have lunch with twice aweek?'

"Sandraisafriend. Shesanicegirl." Asl sad it,it occurred to methat he was astonishingly well in-
formed.

"Nothing further?'

"Of coursenat,” | sad, alittle fiffly.

"Y ou just happen to run into her at the cafeteriaon Thursdays and Fridays?”
"Yes. Our schedules—"

"What do you think thisgirl feels about you?'

"She'sjust agirl. She'sten years younger than lam.”

"Arent you flattered?"

"What do you mean?" | said, knowing exactlywhat he meant.

"Don't you derive stisfaction from talking withher?'

Sandrawas a nurse on the eighth-floor medical service. She was very pretty, with very large eyesand a
very smal waist, and away of walking, . ..

"Nothing has happened,” | said.
"And nothing will. Y et you meet her twice aweek."

"' She happens to be awel come change from mywork," | said. "Twice aweek. A rendezvousin the
intimate, sexually charged atmaosphere of the Lin-coln Hospital cefeteria”

"There's no need to raise your voice."
"I'm not railsng my voice," | said, lowering it.

"Yousee" Fritz sad, "men handle things differ-ently. Y ou fed no compulsion to do more than talkto this
girl. It isenough that she be there, hanging on your every word, mildly in love with you—"

"Fritz—"

"Look," Fritz said. "Let'stake a case from my ex-perience. | had a patient who felt adesireto kill



people. It was avery strong desire, difficult to con-trol. It bothered the patient; he wasin congtant fear of
actudly killing someone. But thisman findly gotajob in the Midwest, working as an executioner. He
electrocuted people as hislivelihood. And hedid it very well; he was the best eectrocutioner inthe history
of the state. He holds severd patents,

little techniques he has developed to do the jobfaster, more painlesdy. Heis a student of death. Helikes
hiswork. Heis dedicated. He sees his meth-ods and his advances much as a doctor does:. are-lief of
suffering, an improvement, a bettering.”

II%?I

"So | am saying that normal desires can takemany forms, some legitimate, some not. Everyonemust find
away to ded with them."

"Werealong way from Karen," | said.

"Not really. Have you ever wondered why shewas so close to her mother and so estranged fromher
father? Have you ever wondered why, when hermother died, she chose the particular mode of be-hayior
she did? Sex, drugs, saf-humiliation? Evento the point of befriending her father's misiress?!

| sat back. Fritz was being rhetorica again.

"Thegirl," he said, "had certain stresses andstrains. She had certain reactions, some defensive, some
offensve, to what she knew was going onwith her parents. She reacted to what she knew. She had to. In
asense, she stabilized her world.”

"Some gtability."

"True," Fritz said. "Unpleasant, nasty, perverse.But perhapsit wasdl she could manage.”

| sad, "I'd liketo talk with this Signe.”

"Impossible. Sgne returned to Helsinki Sxmonths ago.”

"And Karen?'

"Karen," Fritz said, "became alost soul. She had

no oneto turn to, no friends, no aid. Or so she

fet."

"What about Bubbles and AngdaHarding?"

Fritz looked a me steadily. "What about them?"

"They could have helped her."

"Can the drowning save the drowning?"

Wewaked downgairs.



SIX
Crusher Thompsonused to be awrestler in thefif-ties. He was distinguished by aflat, spatulaikehead,
which he used to press down on his oppo-nent's chest once the man was down, and thuscrush him. For a
few years, it was good for somelaughs—and enough money to buy a bar which hadbecome a hangout

for young professona men. Itwas awell-run bar; Thompson, despite the shape of his head, was no foal.

He had some cornytouches—you wiped your feet on awrestling mat as you entered—and the inevitable
picturesof himsdfon the wdls, but the overall effect was pleasing.

There was only one person in the bar when | ar-rived, a heavyset, well-dressed Negro sitting at thefar
end, hunched over amartini. | sat down and or-dered a Scotch. Thompson himsdlf was bartending,

his deevesrolled up to expose massive, hairy fore-arms.

| said, "Y ou know afelow named George Wil-son?'

"Sure," Thompson said, with acrooked grin.

"“Tdl mewhen he comesin, will you?'

Thompson nodded to the man at the far end of the bar. "That's him, right there.”

The Negro looked up and smiled at me. It was ahalf-amused, half-embarrassed look. | went over and
shook his hand.

"Sorry," | said. "'I'm John Berry."
"It'sdl right," hesad, "thisisnew for me, too."

Hewas young, in hislate twenties. There was apae scar running down hisneck from hisright ear,
disappearing below his shirt collar. But his eyeswere steady and calm as he tugged at hisredstriped tie
and said, "Shall we go to abooth?’

"All right.”

Aswe waked to abooth, Wilson turned over hisshoulder and said, "Two more of the same, Crusher."
The man behind the bar winked.
| said, "Yourewith Bradford'sfirm, isthat it?"

"Yes. | was hired alittle over ayear ago."

| nodded.

"It wasthe usud thing," Wilson said. "They gaveme a good office with aview out to the receptiondesk,
S0 that people coming in and out could see me. That kind of thing."

| knew what hewas saying, but | ill felt atwist



of irritation. | had severa friends who were younglawyers, and none of them had gotten an office of any
kind for severd years after joining afirm. Byany objective standard, this young man was lucky,but it was
no good telling him that, because weboth knew why he was lucky—he was a kind of freak, a product
which society had suddenly deemed vauable, an educated Negro. His horizonswere now open and his
future was good. But hewas till afresk.

"What kind of work have you been doing?

"Tax, mogtly. A few estates. One or two civil pro-ceedings. The firm doesn't have many criminal cases,
asyou might expect. But when | joinedthem, | expressed an interest in tria work. | neverexpected they'd
drop thisoneon me."

III %ll

"l just want you to understand.”

"I think I do. They've stuck you with adeadhorse, isthat it?'

"Maybe." He amiled. "At leadt, that's what theythink."

"And what do you think?"

"l think," he said, "that a caseis decided in thecourtroom, not before.”

"Y ou have an approach?’

"I'm working on one," Wilson said. "It's going to take alot of work, becauseit will have to be good.
Because that jury's going to see an uppity Negro de-fending a Chinese abortionist, and they won't likeit."”

| sipped my drink. The second round wasbrought and set at one side of the table.
"On the other hand,” Wilson said, "thisisabig bregk for me."

"If youwin."

"That," he said evenly, "ismy intention.”

| suddenly thought that Bradford, whatever hisreasonsfor giving Wilson the case, had made averywise
decision. Because this kid was going to wantto win. Badly.

"Have you talked with Art?"
"Thismorming."

"What was your impresson?'
"Innocent. I'm sure of it."

“Why?



"l understand him," Wilson said.

Over the second drink, I outlined what | haddone for the last few days. Wilson listened in S-lence, not
interrupting me, though he occas ondlymade notes. When | was through, he said, "Y ou'vesaved me alot
of work."

"Inwhat way?'

"From what you've aready told me, we can closethe case. We can get Dr. Lee off easily.”

"Y ou mean because the girl wasn't pregnant?”

He shook his head. "In severa cases, anongthemCommonweal th versus Taylor, it was con-cluded
that pregnancy is not an essentia dement.Nor does it matter if the fetus was aready deadprior to the
abortion.”

"In other words, it makes no difference thatKaren Randall wasn't pregnant?’

"None_"

"But isn't it evidence that the job was done by an amateur, a person who did not first run a pregnancy
test? Art would never perform an abortion withoutchecking firg.”

"Isthat going to be your case? That Dr. Leeistoo skilled an abortionist to make so smple amis-take?"
| was chagrined. "No, | guessnot.”

"Look," Wilson said, "you can't conduct a defensebased on the character of the accused. It won'twork,
no matter how you try it." Heflipped throughhis notebook. "L et me give you arundown on thelegd
stuation. In 1845, a Massachusetts Genera Law stated that it was an offense to procure an abortion, by
any means. If the patient did not die, the sentence was not more than seven years; if thepatient did die, it
was five to twenty. Since then thelaw has been enlarged upon. Some years later, itwas decided that an
abortion, if necessary to savethe life of the mother, was not an unlawful abor-tion. That doesn't gpply in
thiscase"

"No."

“Later revisonsincludeCommonweal th ver susVierawhich decided that use of an instrumentwith intent
congtituted a crime, even without proof that miscarriage or degth resulted. This might bevery important. If
the prosecution attempts, as| am sure they will, to show that Dr. Leeis an abortionist

of many years standing, they will then imply thatan abbsence of direct evidence is not sufficient toget Lee
off thehook."

"Can they do that?"
"No. But they cantry, and it would be immensdly damaging to our case." Go on.

"There are two other rulings that are important,because they show how the laws are danted against the
abortionist, with no interest in the women in-volved. Commonweal th ver sus Wood ruled that theconsent



of the patient wasimmaterial and did notcondtitute ajustification of abortion. The samecourt dso
concluded that the ensuing death of awoman isonly an aggravation of the offense. In ef-fect, thismeans
that your investigation of KarenRanddll is, from alegd standpoint, awaste oftime”

"But | thought—"
"Yes" hesaid, "l said that the caseis closed. Anditis”
"How?"'

"There aretwo dternatives. Thefirgt isto pre-sent the Randall family with the materid at hand,before the
trial. Point out the fact that Peter Ran-dall, the deceased's persona physician, is an abor-tionist. The fact
that he aborted her previoudy. Thefact that Mrs. Randall, the wife, had had an abor-tion from Dr. Leeg,
and hence might be bearing agrudge againgt him, causing her to lie about whatKaren had said. The fact
that Karen was an unsta-

ble and unsavory young lady, whose dying wordsinany case were open to question. We could present
al thisto thefamily, in the hope of persuadingthem to drop charges before the trial.”

| took adeep breath. Thiskid played rough. "Andthe second aternative?"

"The second is an extension, within the court-room. Clearly, the crucial questions concern there-
lationships of Karen, Mrs. Randdl, and Dr. Lee. The prosecution's case now stands on Mrs. Ran-ddl's
testimony. We must discredit it, and her. We must destroy her until no juror dares believe awordshe
says. Then we must examine Karen's persond-ity and behavior. We must demondtrate that shewas an
habitua drug-user, a promiscuous person,and a pathologicd liar. We must convince the jurythat anything
Karen said, whether to her step- mother or anyone else, is of doubtful veracity. We can also demonsirate
that she was twice aborted by Peter Randall and that in al likelihood he per-formed the third abortion.”

"I'm certain Peter Randdll didn't doiit,” | said.

"That may be" Wilson said, "but it isimmate-rid.”

IIWI,V?I

"Because Peter Randdl isnot ontrial. Dr. Leeis,and we must use anything we can to free him."

| looked a him. "1'd hate to meet you in adarkdley.”

"Y ou don't like my methods?' He smiled dightly.

"No, frankly."

"Neither do1," Wilson said. "But we are forcedinto this by the nature of the laws. In many in-stances,
laws are danted against adoctor in thedoctor-patient relationship. We had acase only last year of an
intern at the Gorly Clinic who performeda pelvic and rectal exam on awoman. At leat, thatwas what he
said. The woman claimed he rapedher. There was no nurse present a the examination; no witnesses. The
woman had been treated threetimesin mentd inditutions for paranoiaand schiz- ophrenia. But shewon

the case, and the intern wasout of luck—and out of aprofession.”

"l dill dont likeit."



"View it rationdly," Wilson said. "Thelaw isclear.Right or wrong, it isclear. It offers both the prose-
cution and the defense certain patterns, certain ap-proaches, certain tacticsin regard to the present
satutes. Unfortunately, for both prosecution and defense, these approaches will come down to char-
acter assassinations. The prosecution will attemptto discredit Dr. Lee asthoroughly asthey knowhow.
We, the defense, will attempt to discredit the deceased, Mrs. Randall, and Peter Randall. Theprosecution
will have, as an advantage, the innatehogtility of aBoston jury to anyone accused of abor-tion. We will
have as an advantage the desire of any random jury from Boston to witness the defilementof an old
family.”

"Dirty."

Henodded. "Very dirty."

"lan't there another way to handleit?”

"Yes" hesaid. "Of course. Find the real abortion-ig."

"When will thetrid be?"'

"A preliminary hearing next week."

"Andthetrid itsdf?'

"Perhaps two weeks later. It's gotten some kind of priority. | don't know how, but | can guess.”
"Randd| pushing hisweight around.”

Wilson nodded.

"And if an abortionist isn't found by thetrid?" | asked.

Wilson smiled sadly. "My father," he said, "was apreacher. In Raleigh, North Carolina. He was theonly
educated man in the community. He liked to read. | remember once asking him if adl the peoplehe read,
like Keats and Shelley, were white. He saidyes. | asked him if there were any coloredsthat heread. He
said no." Wilson scratched hisforehead, hiding his eyeswith hishands. "But anyway, he was a preacher,
and he was a Baptist, and he was strict.He believed in awrathful god. He believed in thun-derbolts from
heaven gtriking asinner to theground. He believed in hdllfire and damnation foreternity. He believed in
right and wrong."

"Doyou?'

"I believe" Wilson sad, "in fighting firewithfire™

"Isthefiredwaysright?'

"No," hesad. "But it isadways hot and compd-ling"

"And you beieveinwinning."

He touched the scar long hisneck. "Yes."



"Even without honor?"

"Thehonor," hesad, "isinwinning."

"Isit?"

He stared at me for amoment. "Why are you soeager to protect the Randalls?’
"I'mnot.”

"Y ou sound likeyou are.”

"I'm doing what Art would want."

"Art," Wilson said, "wantsto get out of jail. I'mtelling you | can get him out. Nobody esein Bos-ton will
touch him; he'sahot potato. And I'm tell-ing you | can get him out.”

"Itsdirty.”

"Yes, Chrig, it'sdirty. What did you expect—acroquet game?' Hefinished hisdrink and said,"L ook,
Berry. If you were me, what would you do?"

"Wait," | sad.

"For what?'

"Thered abortionig.”

"And if he doesn't turn up?’

| shook my head. "I don't know," | said.

"Then think about it," he said and |eft the bar.

SEVEN

wilson had irritated me, but he had aso left mewith plenty to think about. | drove home, pouredmysdf a
vodka on the rocks, and sat down to put ittogether. | thought about everyone| talked to, andl redized
that there were significant questions | had never asked. There were gaps, big gaps. Likewhat Karen had
done Saturday night, when shewent out in Peter's car. What she had said to Mrs.Randall the next day.
Whether she had returned Pe-ter's car—it was now stolen; when had Peter gotten it back?

| drank the vodka and felt acalm settle over me.l had been too hasty; | had lost my temper too of -ten; |
had reacted more to people than to informa-tion, more to persondities than to facts.

| would be more careful in the future.
The telephone rang. It was Judith. She was overat the Lees.

"What's going on”?"



In avery steady voice, she said, "Y ou'd bettercome over here. There's some kind of demonstra-tion
outsde.

"Oh?'

"Therésamab,” Judith said, "on thelawn.”

"I'll beright over,” | said and hung up. | grabbedmy coat and started for the car, then stopped.

It was timeto be more careful.

| went back and quickly diaed the city desk of theGlobe. | reported ademonstration at the Lees
address. | madeit abresthless and melodramaticcdl; | was surethey'd act onit.

Then | gotin my car and drove over.

When | got to the Lees, the wooden cross wasstill smoldering on the front lawn. A police car wasthere
and alarge crowd had gathered, mostly neigh-borhood kids and their stunned parents. It was still early
evening; the sky was degpening blue and thesmoke from the cross curled straight upward.

| pushed through the crowd toward the house. Every window that | could see had been smashed.
Someone was crying insde. A cop stopped me atthe door.

"Whoreyou?'
"Dr. Berry. My wifeand children areingde.”

He stepped asideand | went in.

They were dl inthe living room. Betty Lee wascrying; Judith wastaking care of the children. Therewas
broken glassdl around. Two of the chil-dren had been cut deeply but not serioudly. A po-liceman was
guestioning Mrs. Lee. He wasn'tgetting anywhere. All she said was, "We asked forprotection. We asked

for it. We pleaded with you, but you never came. . . ."

"Jesus, lady,” said the cop.

"We asked. Don't we have any rights?*

"Jesus, lady," he said again.

| helped Judith bandage the kids.

"What happened?'

Suddenly the cop turned on me. "Who're you?"

"I'm adoctor."

"Yeah, well, high time," he said and turned backto Mrs. Lee.



Judith was subdued and pale. "It started twenty minutes ago,” she said. "Weve been getting threatsdl
day, and letters. Then it findly happened: fourcars pulled up and abunch of kids got out. Theyset up the
cross and poured gasoline over it andlighted it. There must have been about twenty of them. They dll
stood there and sang 'Onward Chris-tian Soldiers.' Then they started to throw rockswhen they saw us
looking at them through the win-dow. It waslike anightmare.”

"What did the kidslook like? Were they well-dressed? What were the cars like?”

She shook her head. "That was the worst part. They were young, nice-looking kids. If they hadbeen old
bigots, | could understand, but they werejust teen-agers. Y ou should have seen their faces.”

Wefinished bandaging the children and got themout of the room.
"I'd like to see the letters you've received,” | said.

Just then the Lees year-old baby crawled intotheliving room. Hewas smiling and making little gurgling,
drooling noises. The glinting glass on thecarpet obvioudy intrigued him.

"Hey!" | said to the cop at the door. "Get him!™

The cop looked down. He had been watching thebaby dl dong.

Now he bent over and stopped the baby by hold-ing onto his pudgy ankle.
"Pick him up,” | said to the cop. "He can't hurtyou.”

Reuctantly, the cop picked him up. He handledthe baby asif he might be diseased. Y ou could seethe
distaste on hisface: abortionist's baby.

Judith walked over, her shoes crunching on theglass. She took the baby from the cop. The babydidn't
know how the cop felt. He had been happily playing with the cop's shiny buttons and droolingon hisblue
uniform. Hedidn't like it when Judithtook him away from those buttons.

| heard the other cop say to Mrs. Lee, "Well,look, we get threats all the time. We can't respondto them
al”

"But we called when they burned that . . . thatthingon the lawn.”

"That'sacross.

"I know what it is" she said. She was no longer crying. She was mad.

"We came asfast aswe could,” the cop said." That'sthe truth, lady. Asfast aswe could.”

Judith said to me, "It took them fifteen minutes. By that time, al the windows were broken and the
teenagers were gone."

| went over to the table and looked at the letters. They had been carefully opened and stacked in aneat
pile. Most were handscrawled; afew were type-

written. They were dl short, some just a sentence,and they al had the bresthless hiss of acurse.



Dirty comminist Jewlover Nigger lover killer. Y ou and youre kind will get what you deserve, baby
killers. Y ouare the scum of the earth. Y ou may think you are inGermany but you are not. Unsigned.

Our Lord and Saviour spake this'Suffer the littlechildren to cometo me." Y ou have sinned againgt the
Lord Jesus Our God and you will suffer theretrobution at his Almighty Hands. Praise God in hisirfinite
wisdom and mercy.Unsigned.

The decent Godfearing people of the Commonwed thwill not st idly by. We shdl fight you wherever the
fight isto be. We shdl drive you from your homes, weshall drive you from this country. We shdl driveal
ofyou out, until our Commonwealth is adecent placefor al to live. Unsgned.

We caught you. Well catch dl your friends. Doctorsthink they can do anything, &) Driving those big
Cadillacs. b) charging high costs. ¢) making patients,wait that'swhy they call them patients because they
wait patiently. d) But you are dl evil. Y ou will bestopped. Unsigned.

You liketo kill kids? See how it fedsto have yourskilled. Unsigned.

Abortion isacrime against God and man and society and the newborn yet to be. Y ou will pay on this
earth.But the Lord in hisinfinite way will burn you in hellforever.Unsgned.

Abortion isworse than murder. What did they ever doto you? Answer that and you will see |l amright.
Mayyou rotinjal and your family die. Unsigned.

Therewasafind letter, written in anest femi-nine hand.

lam sorry to hear of your misfortune. | know thismust be atrying timefor al of you. | only wanted to
say that | am very grateful for what you did for melust year, and that | believe in you and what you are
doing. Y ou are the most wonderful doctor | have everknown, and the most honest. Y ou have made my
life much better than it would be otherwise, and my hus-band and | are eterndly grateful. | shall pray for
youevery night.

Mrs. Allison Banks

| dipped it into my pocket. It wouldn't do tohave that one lying around.

| heard voices behind me.

"Well, well, well. Fancy that."

| turned. It was Peterson.

"My wifecdled me."

"Fancy that." He looked around the room. Withal the broken windows, it was getting chilly as night fell.
"Quiteamess, ignt it?'

"Y ou might say s0."

"Yes, indeed." He waked around the room."Quite amess."



Watching him, | had asudden horrifying visonof auniformed man in heavy boots strugglingamong ruins.
It was ageneralized vision, nongpe-cific, attached to no particular time or place or era.

Another man pushed into the room. He wore araincoat and had apad in his hand.

"Who'reyou?' Peterson said.

"Curtis. From theGlobe, Sr."

"Now who caled you, fella?'

Peterson looked around the room. His eyesrested on me.

"Not nice," Peterson said. "Not niceat al.”

"It's areputable newspaper. This boy will reportthe facts accurately. Y ou surely can't object to that.”
"Ligen,” Peterson said. "Thisisacity of two andahaf million and the police department is under-staffed.
We can't investigate every crackpot com- plaint and lunatic threet that comes dong. We can't do that if
we want to do the regular things, like di-rect traffic.”

"Family of an accused,” | said. | was aware that

the reporter was watching me closdly. "Family of anaccused receives threats by telephone and | etter.
Wife and young family. She'safraid. Y ou ignore her.”

"That's not fair and you know it."

"Then something big happens. They start to burn across and tear the place agpart. The wife cdlsforhelp.
It takes your boys fifteen minutesto get here.How far away isthe nearest station?”

"That's not the point.”
The reporter was writing.

"Youll look bad,” | said. "Lotsof citizensin thistown are opposed to abortion, but still more areagang
the wanton, lawless destruction of privateproperty by aband of young hoodlums—"

"They werent hoodlums.”

| turned to the reporter. " Captain Peterson ex-presses the opinion that the kids who burned thecross and
broke every window in the house werenot young hoodlums.™

"That's not what | meant,” Peterson said quickly.

"Itswhat hesaid,” | told the reporter. "Further-more, you may be interested to know that two chil-dren
were serioudy lacerated by flying glass. Children agesthree and five, serioudy lacerated.”

"That's not what | wastold," Peterson said. "The cuts were only—"

"I believe," | said, "that | am the only doctorpresent at thistime. Or did the police bring a doc-tor when



they findly answered the call for help?

Hewasslent.

"Did the police bring adoctor?' the reporterasked."No.""Did they summon adoctor?"
"No."

The reporter wrote swiftly.

"I'll get you, Berry," Peterson said. "I'll get you for this"

"Careful. You'rein front of areporter.”

His eyes shot daggers. He turned on his hed.

"By theway," | said, "what stepswill the policenow take to prevent arecurrence?’

He stopped. "That hasn't been decided yet.”

"Besure" | said, "to explain to thisreporter how unfortunateit dl isand how you'll post atwenty-
four-hour guard. Be sureto make that clear.”

Hecurled hislips, but | knew hewould do it. That's all | wanted—jprotection for Betty, and alit-tle
pressure on the police.

EIGHT

judith took the kids home; | stayed with Bettyand hel ped her board up the windows. It took nearly an
hour, and with each onel did, | got an-grier.

Betty's kids were subdued, but would not go to

deep. They kept coming downstairsto complainthat their cuts hurt or that they wanted a glass of water.
Y oung Henry in particular complained abouthisfoot, so | removed the bandage to be certain 1 had not
missed any glass. | found asmal diver dilllodged in the wound.

Sitting there, with hissmall foot in my hand, andBetty telling him not to cry as| cleaned the woundagain,
| suddenly fdt tired. The house smelled of burning wood, from the cross. It was chilly anddrafty from the
broken windows. Everything was ashambles; it would take daysto clean it up.

All so unnecessary.

When | finished with Henry's foot, | went backto the letters Betty had received. Reading themmade me
fed moretired. | kept wondering howpeople could do it, what they must have beenthinking. The obvious
answer was that they werethinking nothing. They were Smply reacting, as |1 had been reacting, as
everyone had been reacting.

| suddenly wanted it finished. | wanted the let-ters to stop, the windows to be fixed, the wounds tohed,
and lifeto return to normd. | wanted it verybadly.



So | caled George Wilson.

"1 thought you might cal,” Wilson said.

"How'd you like to teake atrip?"

"Where?'

"J. D. Randdl's"

"Why?

"Tocdl off thedogs," | said.

"Meet meintwenty minutes," he said and hungup.

Aswe drove toward the South Shore and theRandall house, Wilson said, "What made youchange your
mind?'

"A lot of things"
"Thekids?'
"A lot of things" | repeated.

We drove for awhilein slence, then he said,"Y ou know what this means, don't you? It means weput the
sgueeze on Mrs. Randal and on Peter.”

"That'sdl right," | said.

"| thought he was your buddy."

"I'mtired.”

"| thought doctors never got tired."

"Lay off, will you?'

It was |ate, approaching nine. The sky was black.
"When we get to the house," Wilson said, "I'll dothetalking, right?"
"OK." | sad.

"It'sno good if we both talk. It hasto bejustone.”
"Y ou can have your moment,” | said.

He amiled. ™Y ou don't like me much, do you?'

"No. Not much."



"But you need me."

"That'sright,” | said.

"Just S0 we understand each other,” he said.

"Just S0 you do thejob,” | said.

| did not remember exactly where the house was,

s0 | dowed the car as | approached. Findly | foundit and was about to turn into the drive when |
stopped. Up ahead, in the gravel turnabout in frontof the house, were two cars. Onewas J. D. Ran-ddl's
slver Porsche. The other was agray Mercedessedan.

"What's the matter?'

| doused my lights and backed away.

"What's going on?' Wilson said.

"I'm not sure,” | said.

"Well arewegoingin, or not?'

"No," | said. | backed across the road and parked on the opposite side, near the shrubs. | had agood
view up the drive to the house and could see bothcars clearly.

"Why not?'

"Because," | said, "there's a Mercedes parkedthere”

"y

"Peter Randall owns aMercedes.”

"All the better,” Wilson said. "We can confrontthem together.”
"No," | said. "Because Peter Randall told me hiscar was stolen.”
"oh?"

"That'swhat he said."

"When?'

"Yesterday."

| thought back. Something was beginning tobother me, to pick a my mind. Then | remem-

bered: the car | had seen in the Randall garagewhen | had visited Mrs. Randall.



| opened my door. "Come on."

"Where arewe going?"

"l want to seethat car,” | said.

We stepped out into the night, which was dampand unpleasant. Waking up the drive, | reachedinto my
pocket and felt my little penlight. | dwayscarried it; athrowback to my daysasanintern. 1 wasglad to
haveit now.

"Youredize" Wilson whispered, "that were tres-passing on private property.”

"l redize”

We moved from the crunching gravel to the softgrass and climbed the hill toward the house. Therewere
lights burning on the ground floor, but theshades were drawn, and we could not see inside.

We came to the cars and stepped onto the gravel again. The sounds of our footsteps seemed loud. |
reached the M ercedes and flicked on my penlight. The car was empty; there was nothing in the back sedt.

| stopped.
Thedriver's seat was soaked in blood.
"Wdl, wdl," Wilson sad.

| was about to speak when we heard voi ces anda door opening. We hurried back to the grass and
dipped behind abush near the drive.

J. D, Randall came out of the house. Peter waswith him. They were arguing about something inlow
voices, | heard Peter say, "All ridiculous" and

J.D. sad, "Too careful"; but otherwise their voiceswere inaudible. They came down the stepsto the
cars. Peter got into the Mercedes and started theengine. J. D. said, "Follow me," and Peter nodded. Then
J. D. got into the silver Porsche and starteddown the drive.

At theroad, they turned right, heading south.

"Comeon," | sad.

We sprinted down the drive to my car, parked onthe opposite side of the road. The other two carswere
aready far away; we could barely hear theirengines, but we could see their lights moving downthe coast.

| started the car and followed them.
Wilson had reached into his pocket and was fid-dling with something.
"What have you got there?'

Hehdd it over so | could see. A smadll, slvertube.



"Minox."

"Y ou dways carry acamera?'

"Always" hesad.

1 stayed back a good distance, so the other carswould not suspect. Peter wasfollowing J. D. closdly.

After afive-minute drive, the two cars enteredthe ramp for the southeast expressway. | cameona
moment |ater.

"1 don't get it,"” Wilson said. " One minute you'redefending the guy, and the next minute you'retracking
him like abloodhound.”

" want to know," | said. "That'sdll. | just want toknow."

| followed them for half an hour. The road nar-rowed at Marshfield, becoming two lanesinstead of three.
Trafficwaslight; | dropped even fartherback.

"This could be completely innocent,” Wilsonsaid. " The whole thing could be a—"

"No," | said. | had been putting things togetherin my own mind. "Peter |oaned this car to Karenfor the
weekend. The son, William, told me that. Karen used that car. There was blood on it. Thenthe car was
garaged in the Randall house, and Peterreported it as stolen. Now . . ."

"Now they're getting rid of it," Wilson said.

"Apparently.”

"Hot damn,” he said. "Thison€esin the bag.”

The cars continue south, past Plymouth, downtoward the Cape. The air here was chilly and tangywith
sdt. There wasdmost no treffic.

"Doing fine" Wilson said, looking &t thetaillightsahead. " Give them plenty of room.”

"Asthe road became more deserted, the two carsgained speed. They were going very fast now, near
eighty. We passed Plymouth, then Hyannis, and outtoward Provincetown. Suddenly, | saw their brake
lights go on, and they turned off the road to the right, toward the coast.

We followed, on adirt road. Around us were scrubby pinetrees. 1 doused my lights. The windwas
gusty and cold off the ocean.

"Deserted around here," Wilson said.
| nodded.

Soon | could hear the roar of the breakers. | pulled off the road and parked. We walked on foottoward
the ocean and saw the two cars parked, sideby sde.



| recognized the place. It wasthe east Side of theCape, where there was along, one-hundred-footsandy
drop to the sea. The two cars were at theledge, overlooking the water. Randall had gotten out of his
Porsche and was talking with Peter. They ar-gued for amoment, and then Peter got back in thecar and
droveit until the front whedlswere inchesfrom the edge. Then he got out and walked back.

J. D. had meanwhile opened the trunk to thePorsche and taken out a portable can of gasoline. Together
the two men emptied the can of gaso-lineinsde Peter'scar.

| heard aclick near me. Wilson, with the littlecamera pressed to his eye, was taking pictures.
"Y ou don't have enough light."

"Tri-X," hesad, till taking pictures. ™Y ou canforce it to 2400, if you have theright 1ab. And | have the
right lab."

I looked back at the cars. J. D. was returning thetank to histrunk. Then he started the Porsche en-gine
and backed the car around, o it was facingthe road, away from the ocean.

"Ready for the getaway," Wilson said. "Beautiful.”

J. D. caled to Peter and got out of the car. Hestood by Peter, then | saw the brief flare of a
match. Suddenly the interior of the Mercedes burgtinto flames.

The two men immediately ran to the rear of thecar and leaned their weight against the car. Itmoved

dowly, then fagter, and findly began thedide down the sandy dope. They stepped back and watched its
descent. At the bottom, it apparently exploded, because there was aloud sound and a bright red flash of

light.
They sprinted for the car, got in, and drove past
us.

"Comeon," Wilson said. He ran forward to the edge with his camera. Down below, at the edge of the
water, was the burning, smashed hulk of the Mercedes.

Wilson took severd pictures, then put his cameraaway and looked at me.
Hewas grinning broadly. "Baby," he said, "havewe got a case.”
NINE
On theway back, | turned off the expressway at theCohasset exit.
"Hey," Wilson sad, "what're you doing?"'
"Going to see Randall.”
"Now?"

”YS,"



"Areyou crazy? After what we saw?'
| said, "I came out tonight to get Art Lee off thehook. | till intendto doiit.”

"Uh-uh,” Wilson said. "Not now. Not after whatwe saw." He patted the little camerain his hand."Now
we can go to court."

"But there's no need. We have an iron case. Un-beatable. Unshakable."
| shook my head.

"Ligten," Wilson said, "you can réttle awitness.Y ou can discredit him, making him look like afool. But
you can't discredit a picture. Y ou can't beat aphotograph. We have them by the balls."

"No," | said.

He sghed. "Before, it was going to be abluff. Iwas going to walk in there and bullshit my way throughiit.
| was going to scare them, to frightenthem, to make them think we had evidence whenwe didn't. But
now, it'sal different. We have theevidence. We have everything we need.”

"If you don't want to talk to them, | will."

"Berry," Wilson said, "if you talk to them, you'll blow our whole case.”

"I'll makethem quit.”

"Berry, you'll blow it. Because they've just donesomething very incriminating. They'll know it. They'll be
taking ahard line."

"Thenwell tdl them what we know."
"Andif it comesto trid ? What then? Well have blown our cool."
"I'm not worried about that. It won't cometotrid."

Wilson scratched his scar again, running hisfin-ger down hisneck. "Listen,” he said, "don't youwant to
win?'

"Yes" | sad, "but without afight."

"Therés going to be afight. Any way you cut it,therell beafight. I'm telling you."

| pulled up in front of the Randall house anddrove up the drive. "Don't tel me," | said- "Tellthem.”
"Y ou're making amistake," he said.

"Maybe" | said, "but | doubt it."

We climbed the steps and rang the doorbell.



Reuctantly,the butler led usinto the living room. It was no larger than the average-size basketball court,
an immense room with a huge fireplace. Seated around the roaring fire were Mrs. Randall,inlounging
pajamas, and Peter and J. D., both withlarge snifters of brandy in their hands.

The butler stood erectly by the door and said,"Dr. Berry and Mr. Wilson, Sir. They said they were
expected.”

J. D. frowned when he saw us. Peter sat backand allowed asmall smileto cross hisface. Mrs.Randdl
seemed genuingly amused.

J. D. sad, "What do you want?'

| let Wilson do thetalking. He gave adight bowand said, "I believe you know Dr. Berry, Dr. Randal. |
am George Wilson. | am Dr. Lee's defenseaitorney.”

"That'slovely," J. D. said. He glanced at hiswatch. "But it's nearly midnight, and | am relaxingwith my
family. | have nothing to say to either of you until we meet in court. Soif you will—"

"If you will pardon me, gr," Wilson said, "wehave come along way to seeyou. All the way fromthe

Cape, infact.”

J. D. blinked once and et hisfacerigidly. Petercoughed back alaugh. Mrs. Randall said, "Whatwere
you doing on the Cape?"’

"Watching abonfire" Wilson said.
"A bonfire?'
"Yes," Wilson said. Heturned to J. D. "Wed likesome brandies, please, and then alittle chat.”

Peter could not suppress alaugh thistime. J. D. looked at him sternly, then rang for the butler. He
ordered two more brandies, and as the butler wasleaving, he said, "Small ones, Herbert. They won'tbe

stayinglong.”

Then heturned to hiswife. "If you will, mydear."
She nodded and |&ft the room.

"Sit down, gentlemen.”

"We prefer to stand,” Wilson said. The butlerbrought two smdl crystal snifters. Wilson raised hisglass.
"Y our hedth, gentlemen.”

"Thank you," J. D. said. His voice was cold."Now what's on your minds?"
"A smdl legd matter,” Wilson sad. "Webdieve
that you may wish to reconsider charges against Dr.Lee"

"Recondder?'



"Yes. That wastheword | used.”

"Thereisnothing to reconsider,” J. D. said.

Wilson sipped the brandy. "Oh?"

"That'sright,” J. D. said.

"Webdieve," Wilson said, "that your wife may have been mistaken in hearing that Dr. Lee aborted
Karen Randall. Just aswe bdieve that Peter Ran-dal was mistaken when he reported his automobile
stolen to the police. Or hasn't he reported it yet?!

"Nether my wife, nor my brother, were mistak-en,” J. D. said.

Peter coughed again and lit acigar.

" Something wrong, Peter?' J.D. asked.

"No, nothing."

He puffed the cigar and spped his brandy.

"Gentlemen,” J. D. said, turning to us. "Y ou arewasting your time. There has been no mistake, andthere
isnothing to reconsder.”

Wilson said softly, "In that case, it must go tocourt.”
"Indeed it mugt," Randal said, nodding.
"And you will be cdled to account for your ac-tionstonight,” Wilson said.

"Indeed we may. But we will have Mrs. Randall'sfirm testimony that we spent the evening playingchess.”
He pointed to a chessboard in the corner.

"Who won?" Wilson asked, with afaint amile.
"l did, by God," Peter said, speaking for thefirsttime. And he chuckled.
"How did you doit?' Wilson said.

"Bishop to knight'stwelve," Peter said and chuck-led again. "Heisaterrible chess player. If I've toldhim
once, I'vetold him athousand times."

"Peter, thisisno laughing matter."
"Youreasoreloser," Peter said.
"Shut up, Peter.”

Quite abruptly, Peter stopped laughing. Hefolded his arms across his massive belly and saidnothing
more.



J. D. Randall savored amoment of slence, thensaid, "Wasthere anything e se, gentlemen?’
"You son of abitch,"| said to Wilson. "Y ou blewit"

"1 did my best."

"You got himangry. Y ou wereforcing him intocourt.”

"I did my best."

"That wasthe louses, rottenest—"

"Easy," Wilson said, rubbing hisscar.

'Y ou could have scared him. Y ou could have toldthem how it would go—the way you explained it to me
inthe bar. Y ou could have told them about the pictures. . . ."

"It wouldn't have done any good,” Wilson said.
"It might."
"No. They are determined to take the case tocourt. They—"

"Yes" | said, "thanksto you. Strutting around likea self-satisfied bastard. Making cheap threatslike a
penny tough. Demanding a brandy—that was beau-tiful, that was."

"| attempted to persuade them,” Wilson said.

"Crap."

He shrugged.

"I'll tell you what you did, Wilson. Y ou pushedthem into atrid, because you want one. Y ou want an
arena, a chance to show your stuff, achance tomake aname for yoursdlf, to prove that you're aruthless
hotshot. Y ou know, and | know, that if thecase ever comesto tria, Art Lee—no matter whatthe
outcome—will lose. Hell lose his prestige, his patients, maybe even hislicense. And if it comestotrid, the
Randdlswill dsolose They'll be smeared, shot through with haf-truths and implications, de-stroyed.
Only one person will come out on top.”

IIYS?I
"Y ou, Wilson. Only you canwinin atrid."

"That's your opinion,” he said. He was getting an-gry. | was getting him.

"That'safact."

"You heard J. D. Y ou heard how unreasonable hewas"

"Y ou could have made him ligten."



"No," Wilson said. "But helll listen in court.”" Hesat back in the car and stared forward for a mo-ment,
thinking over the evening. "Y ou know, I'msurprised at you, Berry. Y ou're supposed to be a sci-entis.
Y ou're supposed to be objective about evidence. Y ou've had abelyful of evidence tonightthat Peter
Randd| isguilty, and youre till un-happy.”

"Did hegrikeyou,” | said, "asaguilty man?'He can act.

"Answer the question.”

"l did," Wilson said.

"So you believe hes guilty?'

"That'sright,” Wilson said. "And | can make ajury believeit, too."

"What if yourewrong?'

"Thenit'stoo bad. Just theway it'stoo bad thatMrs. Randall waswrong about Art Lee."

"Y ou're making excuses."

"Am |?' He shook his head. "No, man. You are.Y ou're playing the loya doctor, right down theline.
Y ou're sucking up to the tradition, to the conspiracyof slence. Y ou'd like to see it handled nice and qui-
ely, very diplomatic, with no hard fedings at theend.”

"lan't that the best way? The business of alaw-yer," | said, "isto do whatever isbest for hisclient.”

"The busness of alawyer istowin his cases.”

"Art Leeisaman. He hasafamily, he has goas,he has persond desires and wishes. Your jobisto
implement them. Not to stage abig tria for yourown glory.”

"Thetrouble with you, Berry, isthat you'relikea | doctors. Y ou can't believe that one of your ownis
rotten. What you'd really liketo seeisan ex-amymedica orderly or anurseontrid. Or anicelittle

old midwife. That'swho you'd like to stick with thisrap. Not a doctor."
"I'd liketo gtick the guilty person,” | said, "no-body dse.”
"Y ou know who's guilty,” Wilson said. "Y ou knowdamned well."

I dropped wilson off, then drove home andpoured mysdf avery stiff vodka The house was S-lent; it
was after midnight.

| drank the vodka and thought about what | hadseen. AsWilson had said, everything pointed to Pe-ter
Randall. There had been blood on his car, and he had destroyed the car. | had no doubt that a gal-lon of
gasoline on the front seat would eliminate all evidence. He was clean, now—or would be, if wehadn't
seen him burning the car.

Then, too, as Wilson had said, everything madesense. Angelaand Bubbleswereright in claming that



they hadn't seen Karen; she had gone to Peterthat Sunday night. And Peter had made amistake; Karen
had gone home and begun to bleed. She hadtold Mrs. Randall, who had taken her to the hospi-ta in her
own car. At the hospital, she hadn'tknown that the EW diagnosiswould not cdl in the police; to avert a
family scanda she had blamed the abortion on the only other abortionist she knew: Art Lee. She had
jumped the gun, and dl hell had bro-ken loose.

Everything made sense.

Except, | thought, for the origina premise. Peter

Randall had been Karen's physician for years. Heknew she was a hysterical girl. Therefore hewould
have been certain to perform arabbit test on her. Also, he knew that she had had a prior complaint of

vigon trouble, which suggested a pituitary tumorwhich could mimic pregnancy. So he would cer-tanly
have tested.

Then again, he had apparently sent her to ArtLee. Why? If he had been willing to see her abor-ted, he
would have doneit himsdlf.

And il again, he had aborted her twice without complications. Why should he make amistake—a
magor and serious mistake—the third time?

No, | thought, it didn't make sense.
And then | remembered something Peterson hadsaid: ™Y ou doctors certainly stick together.” | red-ized
he, and Wilson, were right. | wanted to believethat Peter wasinnocent. Partly because he was adoctor,
partly because | liked him. Even in the faceof serious evidence, | wanted to believe he was in-nocent.
| sighed and sipped my drink. Thefact was| had seen something very serious that night, something
clandestine and incriminating. | could not overlookit. | could not passit off as accident or coinci-dence. |
had to explainit.
And the most logica explanation was that Peter Randall was the abortionist.
THURSDAY
OCTOBER 13
ONE
| awoke feding mean. Like acaged animal,trapped, enclosed. | didn't like what was happeningand didn't
see any way to stop it. Worgt of dl, 1didn't see any way to beat Wilson. It was hardenough to prove Art
Lee was innocent; to prove Pe-ter Randal wasinnocent aswell wasimpossible.
Judith took onelook at me and said, "Grumpy."
| snorted and showered.
Shesad, "Find out anything?'

"Y eah. Wilson wantsto pinit on Peter Randall.”



She laughed. "Jolly old Peter?’

"Jolly old Peter," | said.

"Hashegot acase?' Yes.

"That'sgood," she said.

"No," | sad, "it'snot."

| turned off the shower and stepped out, reach-ing for atowel. "I can't believe Peter would doit,” | said.
312

"Charitable of you."

| shook my head. "No," | said, "it'sjust that get-ting another innocent man for it solves nothing.”

"It servesthemright,” Judith said.

"Who?'

"The Randdls."

"ltisn'tjust,” | said.

"That'sfinefor you to say. Y ou can immerse your-self in the technicdities. I've been with Betty Leefor
three days."

"l know it's been hard—"
"I'm not talking about me," she said. "'I'm talkingabout her. Or have you forgotten last night?”

"No," | sad, thinking to mysdlf that last nighthad started it al, the whole mess. My decison tocdl in
Wilson.

"Betty hasbeen through hdll," Judith said." There's no excuse for it, and the Randalls are toblame. So let
them boail in their own oil for awhile. Let them see how it feds”

"But Judith, if Peter isinnocent—"

"Peter isvery amusing,” shesaid. "That doesntmake him innocent.”

"It doesn't make him guilty.”

"| don't care who's guilty anymore. | just want itfinished and Art st free”
"Yes" | sad. "l know how you fed."

Whilel shaved, | stared at my face. A rather or-dinary face, too heavy inthe jowls, eyestoo small,har
thinning. But dl in dl, nothing unusua about me. It gave me a strange fedling to know that | had



been at the center of things, at the center of a crisisaffecting a haf-dozen people, for three days. | wasn't
the sort of person for that.

As| dressed and wondered what | would do that morning, | aso wondered if | had ever been at the
center of things. It was an odd thought. Suppose | had been circling at the periphery, digging up unim-
portant facts? Suppose the real heart of the matterwas till unexplored?

Trying to save Peter again.

Wéll, why not? He was as much worth saving asanyone else.

It occurred to me then that Peter Randall was asmuch worth saving as Art. They were both men, both

doctors, both established, both interesting, both alittle noncomformist. When you came downto it, there

was nothing redly to choose betweenthem. Peter was humorous, Art was sarcagtic. Peterwasfat and Art
wasthin.

But essentidly the same.

| pulled on my jacket and tried to forget thewhole thing. | wasn't the judge; thank God for that. It
wouldn't be my job to unsnarl things at thetrid.

Thetelephonerang. | didn't answer it. A mo-ment later, Judith caled, "It'sfor you."

| picked up thereceiver.

"Hdlo?'

A familiar, booming voice said, "John, thisis Pe-ter. I'd like you to come by for lunch.”

"Why?' | said.

"I want you to meet the dibi | haven't got,’ hesaid.

"What does that mean?"" Twelve-thirty?' he asked.” See you then,” | said.

TWO

PETER RANDALL LIVED WEST OF NEWTON, in amod-em house. It was smd| but beautifully
furnished: Breuer chairs, a Jacobsen couch, a Rachmann cof-fee table. The style was deekly modern. He
met meat the door with adrink in his hand.

"John. Comein." Heled the way into the livingroom. "What will you drink?"

"Nothing, thanks."

"| think you'd better," he said. "' Scotch?"

"On therocks."

"Have asedt," he said. Hewent into the kitchen;1 heard ice cubesin aglass. "What did you do this



morning?"

"Nothing," | said. "l sat around and thought.”

"About what?'

"Everything."

"You don't haveto tel me, if you don't want to," he said, coming back with a glass of Scotch.
"Did you know Wilson took pictures?’

"l had asuspicion. That boy isambitious.”

"Yes" | said.

"And I'min hot water?'

"It looksthat way," | said.

He stared a me for amoment, then said, "Whatdo you think?"
"I don't know what to think anymore.”

"Do you know, for example, that | do abortions?"

"Yes" | sad.

"And Karen?'

"Twice" | said.

He sat back in aBreuer chair, his rounded bulk contrasting with the sharp, linear angles of thechar.
Threetimes," hesaid, "to be precise.

IITI,my:| I n

"No, no," hesaid. "Thelast wasin June.

"And thefirg?'

"When she wasfifteen." He sghed. "Y ou see, I'vemade some mistakes. One of them wastrying tolook
after Karen. Her father wasignoring her, andl was. . . fond of her. She was a sweet girl. Lostand
confused, but sweset. So | did her first abortion,as | have done abortions for other patients fromtimeto
time. Doesthat shock you?"

"No."

"Good. But the trouble was that Karen kept get-ting pregnant. Threetimesin three years; for agirl of that
age, it wasn't wise. It was pathological. So I findly decided that she ought to bear the fourthchild.”



“Why?

"Because she obvioudy wanted to be pregnant. She kept doing it. She obviousy needed the shameand
trouble of anillegitimate child. So | refusedthe fourth time.”

"Areyou sure she was pregnant?'

"No," hesaid. "And you know why | had mydoubts. That vision business. One wonders about primary
pituitary dysfunction. | wanted to do tests,but Karen refused. She was only interested in anabortion, and
when | wouldn't giveit to her, she be-cameangry.”

"So you sent her to Dr. Lee”

"Yes" hesad.

"And hedidit?'

Peter shook hishead. "Art isfar too clever forthat. He would have ind sted on tests. Besides, shewas
four months pregnant, or so she claimed. Sohe wouldn't have doneit.”

"And you didn't, either,” | said.

"No. Do you believe that?'

"I'dliketo."

"But you aren't fully convinced?'

| shrugged. "Y ou burned your car. It had blood init."

"Yes" hesad. "Karen'sblood."

"How did it happen?’

"l lent Karen my car for the weekend. | did notknow at the time that she planned an abortion.”

"Y ou mean she drove your car to the abortion, had it, and drove it back to her home, bleeding? Then
she switched to the yellow Porsche?’

"Not exactly," Peter said. "But you can get a bet-ter explanation from someonedse." He caled,"Daling.
Comeonout."

Hesmiled & me. "Meet my dibi."

Mrs. Randal cameinto the room, looking tautand hard and sexy. She sat in achair next to Peter.
"You see" Peter said, "what abind | amin.”

| sad, "Sunday night?'

"l am afraid 0."



"That'sembarrassng,” | said, "but dso conve-nient."

"Inasense” Randdl said. He patted her handand lifted himsdlf heavily out of the chair. I don'tcdl it
ether embarrassing or convenient.”

"Y ouwerewith her dl night Sunday?"

He poured himself another Scotch. "Yes."

"Doing what?'

"Doing," Peter said, "what | would rather not ex-plain under oath.”

"With your brother'swife?" | said.

Hewinked at Mrs. Randdl. "Areyou my broth-er'swife?'

"I've heard arumor,” she said, "but | don't believeit.”

"Y ou seg, I'm letting you into some quite privatefamily affars,” Peter sad.
"They arefamily affairs, if nothing dse."

"Youreindignant?'

"No," | said. "Fascinated."

"Joshug," Peter said, "isafool. Y ou know that, of course. So does Wilson. That iswhy he could be so
confident. But unfortunatdly, Joshua marriedEvdyn.”

"Unfortunatdly,” Evelyn said.

"Now we areinabind,” Peter said. " She cannotdivorce my brother to marry me. That would beim-
possible. Sowe areresigned to our lifeasitis.”

"Difficult, | imagine

"Not redly," Peter said, Stting down again with afresh drink. "Joshuais very dedicated. He oftenworks
long into the night. And Evelyn has many clubs and civic functions to attend.”

"Hell find out sooner or later.”

"He dready knows," Peter said.

| must have reacted, because he said quickly,"Not conscioudy, of course. J. D. knows nothing
conscioudy. But in the back of hismind, he redlizesthat he has ayoung wife whom he neglects andwho is
finding . . . satisfaction e sewhere.”

| turned to Mrs. Randall, "Would you swear Pe-ter waswith you Sunday night?"



"If | had to," she said.

"Wilson will makeyou. Hewantsatrid.”

"l know," shesaid.

"Why did you accuse Art Lee?'

She turned away from me and glanced at Peter.
Peter said, " She wastrying to protect me."

"Art was the only other abortionist she knew?!
"Yes" Evdynsad.

"He aborted you?'

"Yes. Last December.”

"Wasit agood abortion?"

She shifted in the chair. "It worked, if that's whatyou mean.”

"That'swhat | mean," | said. "Do you know Artwouldn't implicate you?'

She hesitated, then said, "I was confused. | wasfrightened. | didn't know what | was doing.”

"Y ou were screwing Art."

"Yes" shesad, "that was how' it turned out."
"Wdl," | sad, "you can clear him now."
"How?"

"Drop the charges.”

Peter said, "It's not that easy.”

"Why not?"

"Y ou saw for yoursdlf last night, J. D. isfixed onthe battle, once the lines are drawn. He has a sur-geon's
view of right and wrong. He sees only blackand white, day and night. No gray. No twilight.’

"No cuckolds."

Peter laughed. "He may bealot likeyou."

Evelyn got up and said, "Lunch will be ready infive minutes. Will you have another drink?"



"Yes" | sad, looking at Peter, "I'd better."

When Evelyn had gone, Peter said, "'Y ou see meas acruel and heartless beast. Actudly I'm not. There
has been along chain of errors here, alonglist of mistakes. | would like to seeit cleaned up—"

"With no harm done."

"Moreor less. Unfortunately my brother is nohelp. Once hiswife accused Dr. Lee, hetook it asgospe
truth. He pounced upon it astruth the waya man grasps alife preserver. He will never rlent.”

"Goon," | sad.

"But the centra fact remains. | ings—and youcan believe it or not—that | did not do the abor-tion. You
are equally certain that Dr. Lee did not doit. Who is|eft?"

"] don't know," | said.

"Can you find out?"

"Y ou're asking meto help you?'

"Yes'" hesad.

Over lunch,l said to Evelyn, "What did Karen re-ally say to you inthe car?"
"She said, That bastard.' Over and over again.Nothing ese.”
"She never explained?’

"No."

"Did you have any ideawho she meant?'

"No," Evelynsad, "l didn't."

"Did she say anything se?

"Yes," shesad. "Shetaked about the needle. Something about how she didn't want the nee- dle, didn't
want it in her, didn't want it around her. The needle.”

"Wasit adrug?
"l couldnt tell," Evelyn said.
"What did you think at thetime?'

"l didn't think anything,” Evelyn said. "'l was driv-ing her to the hospita and she was dying right be-fore
my eyes. | wasworried that Peter might havedoneit, even though | didn't think he had. | was

worried that Joshuawould find out. | was worriedabout alot of things.”



"But not her?"
"Yes" shesad, "her, too."
THREE

The med was good. Toward the end, staring at thetwo of them, | found mysalf wishing | had notcome
and did not know about them. | didn't wantto know, didn't want to think about it.

Afterward, | had coffee with Peter. From thekitchen | heard the sounds of Evelyn washingdishes. It was
hard to imagine her washing dishes,but she acted differently around Peter; it was al-most possibleto like
her.

"l suppose,” Peter said, "that it was unfair to askyou heretoday."

"ltwas" | said.

He sighed and straightened histie down hismas-sive bdly. "I've never beeninthiskind of Stuation
before.”

"How'sthat?'
"Caught," hesaid.

| thought to mysdlf that he had doneit to him-sdlf, going in with both eyeswide open. | tried toresent him
for that but could not quite manageit.

"Theterriblething,” he said, "isto think backand wonder what you'd do differently. | keep doing that.
And | never find the point I'm looking for, thatone crucid point in time where | made the wrongturnin the
maze. Getting involved with Ev, | sup-pose. But I'd do that again. Getting involved withKaren. But I'd do
that again, too. Each individud thing was dl right. It wasthe combination. .. ."

| said, "Get J. D. to drop the charges."

He shook his head. "My brother and |," he said,"have never gotten along. For aslong as| can
remember. We are different in every way, evenphysicaly. Wethink differently, we act differently. When |
was young | used to resent the fact that hewas my brother, and | secretly suspected that hewas not, that
he had been adopted or something. | suppose he thought the same thing.”

Hefinished his coffee and rested his chin on hischest. "Ev hastried to convince J. D. to drop char-ges,”
hesad. "But he'sfirm, and she can't redly—"

"Think of an excuse?"
IIYSIH
"It'stoo bad she ever named Leein thefirst place.”

'Yes" hesad. "But what's doneis done.”



He walked with meto the door. | stepped out-side into agray, pale sunlight. As| went down tomy car,
hesad, "If you don't want to get involved, I'll understand.”

| looked back at him. ™Y ou knew damned well I'dhave no choice."

"l didnt," hesaid. "But | was hoping."

when I got into my car,| wondered what | woulddo next. | had no idea, no leads, nothing. Perhapsl
could cal Zenner again and seeif he could re-member more of his conversation. Perhaps| couldvist

Ginnieat Smith, or Angelaand Bubbles, andsee if they remembered more. But | doubted theywould.

| reached into my pocket for the keys and feltsomething. | brought it out: apicture of aNegro inashiny
suit. Roman Jones.

| had forgotten dl about Roman. Somewhereaong the line he had disappeared in the rush, thestream of
faces. | stared at the picture for alongtime, trying to read the features, to measure theman. It was
impossible; the pose was standard, thecocky look of aslver-suited stud, swaggering, half grinning, haf
leering. It was a pose for the crowds,and it told me nothing at all.

| am not good with words, and it has always beensurprising to me that my son, Johnny, is. When heis
alone, he playswith histoys and makes up wordgames, he rhymes or telshimsdlf stories. He hasvery
sharp ears and dways comes to me for expla-nations. Once he asked me what an ecdysiast was,
pronouncing the word perfectly but carefully, asif itwerefragile.

So | was not really surprised when, as | wasminding my own business, he came up and said," Daddy,
what's an abortionist mean?'

"“Why?
"One of the policemen said Uncle Art was anabortionist. Isthat bad?

"Sometimes," | said.

Heleaned against my knee, propping his chin onit. He has large brown eyes, Judith's eyes.
"But what's it mean, Daddy?*

"It'scomplicated,” | said, saling for time.

"Doesit mean akind of doctor? Like neurolo-gist?"

"Yes" | sad. "But an abortionist does otherthings.” | hoisted him up on my knee, feding the weight of his
body. He was getting heavy, growingup. Judith was saying it was time for another.

"It hasto do with babies" | said.
"Like obsetrician?"
"Obgetrician," | said. "Yes."

"He takes the baby out of the mommy?"



"Yes" | sad, "but it isdifferent. Sometimes thebaby isn't norma. Sometimesit isborn so it can'ttalk—"

"Babiescan't tdk," hesaid, "until later."

"Yes" | said. "But sometimesit isborn withoutarms or legs. Sometimesit is deformed. So adoctorstops
the baby and takesit away early."

"Beforeit'sgrown up?'

"Yes, beforeit'sgrown up.”

"Was| taken away early?

"No," | said and hugged him.

"Why do some babies have no arms or legs?

"It'san accident,” | said. "A mistake."

He stretched out his hand and looked at it, flex-ing thefingers.
"Armsarenice" hesad.

"Wes"

"But everybody hasarms.”

"Not everybody."

"Everybody | know."

"Yes" | said, "but sometimes people are bornwithout them.”
"How do they play catch without arms?

"They can't."

"I don't likethat," he said. He looked at his handagain, closing hisfingers, watching them.
"Why do you have arms?" he asked.

"Because." It wastoo big aquestion for me.

"Because what?"

"Because insde your body thereisacode.”

"What's a code?'

"It'singtructions. It tellsthe body how it is goingto grow."



"A code?’

"It'slikeasat of ingtructions. A plan.”

He thought abouit this.

"It'slike your erector set. Y ou look at the picturesand you make what you see. That'saplan.”

| couldn't tell if he understood or not. He consid-ered what | had said, then looked at me. "'If youtake
the baby out of the mommy, what happens toit?'

"It goes away."

"Where?'

"Away," | sad, not wanting to explain further.

"Oh," he said. He climbed down off my knee. "IsUncle Art redly an abortionist?"

"No," | said. | knew | had to tell him that, oth-erwise | would get acal from his kindergartenteacher
about hisunclethe abortionist. But | fetbadly, dl the same.

"Good," hesad, "I'mglad.”

And hewalked off.

JUDITH SAID, "YOU'RE NOT EATING."

| pushed my food away. "I'm not very hungry."

Judith turned to Johnny and said, "' Clean yourplate, Johnny."

Hehddthefork inasmdl, tight fist. "I'm nothungry,” he said and glanced at me.
"Sureyou are,”" | said.

"No," hesad, "I'm not."

Debby, who was barely big enough to see overthetable, threw her knife and fork down. "I'm nothungry
ather," shesad. "Thefood tastesicky."

"| think it tastes very good," | said and dutifullyate amouthful. The kids looked a me suspicioudy.
Especidly Debby: at three, shewas avery level-heaeded littlegirl.

"You just want usto eet, Daddy."



"l likeit," | said, esting more.

"You're pretending.”

"No, I'm not."

"Then why aren't you smiling?' Debby said.

Fortunately, Johnny decided at that moment to eat more. He rubbed his stomach. "It'sgood,” hesaid.
"Itis?' Debby said.

"Yes" Johnny said, "very good."

Debby nibbled. She was very tentative. She tookanother forkful, and as she moved it to her mouth,she
spilled it on her dress. Then, like anorma woman, she got mad at everyone around her. Sheannounced

that it wasterrible and she didn't like it; she wouldn't eat any more. Judith began to cdl her"Young lady,” a

sure 9gn that Judith was gettingmead. Debby backed off while Johnny continued toeet until he held up his
plate and showed it to usproudly: clean.

It was another half-hour before the kidswerein bed. | stayed in the kitchen; Judith came back andsad,
"Coffeg?"'

"Yes. I'd better."

"Sorry about the kids," she said. "They've had awearying few days."
"Wedl have

She poured the coffee and sat down across thetable from me.

"I keep thinking," she said, "about the |etters. The ones Betty got.”

"What about them?"

"Just what they mean. There are thousands of people out there, al around you, waiting for theirchance.
Stupid, bigoted, smdl-minded—"

"Thisisademocracy," | said. "Those peoplerun

the country.”

"Now you're making fun of me""No," | said. "I know what you mean.""Wéll, it frightensme," Judith
said. She pushed

the sugar bowl acrossthe tableto me and said, "I
think | want to leave Boston. And never come

back.""It'sthe same everywhere," | said. "Y ou might aswell get used toiit.”



I killed two hoursin my study, looking over oldtexts and journd articles. | so did alot of think-ing. |
tried to put it together, to match up KarenRandall, and Superhead, and Alan Zenner, andBubbles and
Angela. | tried to make sense of Wes-ton, but in the end nothing made sense.

Judith camein and said, "It'snine."

| got up and put on my suit jacket.

"Areyou going out?"

"Wes"

"Where?'

| grinned & her. "To abar,” | said. "Downtown."
"Whétever for?'

"Damned if | know."

The Electric Grape waslocated just off Washing-ton Street. From the outside it was unimpressive,an old
brick building with large windows. The win-dows were covered with paper, making it impossibleto see
insde. On the paper was written: "The Zeph-

yrsNightly. Go-Go Girls." | could hear jarring rock-"n"-roll sounds as | approached.

It was tenp.m. Thursday night, adow night. Veryfew sailors, acouple of hookers, down the block,
gtanding with their weight on one hip, their pelvisesthrust outward. One cruised by in alittle sports carand
batted her mascaraat me. | entered the build-ing.

It was hot, damp, smelly, animal heat, and thesound was deafening: vibrating thewalls, filling theair,
making it thick and liquid. My ears began toring. | paused to alow my eyesto adjust to thedarkness of
the room. There were cheap woodentablesin the center booths along onewall, and abar aong another.
A tiny dancefloor near the band-stand; two sailors were dancing with two fat, dirty-looking girls.
Otherwise the place was empty.

On stage, the Zephyrswere beating it out. Fiveof them—three sted guitars, adrummer, and asinger who
caressed the microphone and wrappedhis legs around it. They were making alot of noise,but their faces
were oddly bland, asif they werewaiting for something, killing time by playing.

Two discotheque girls were stationed on eitherside of the band. They wore brief costumes, bikiniswith
fringes. One was chubby and one had a beau-tiful face on agraceless body. Their skinswere
chaky-white under the lights.

| stepped to the bar and ordered straight Scotchon the rocks. That way, 1'd get Scotch and water,which
waswhat | wanted.

| paid for my drink and turned to watch thegroup. Roman was one of the guitarists, awiry mus-cular
man in hislate twenties, with athick head of curly black hair. The grease shonein the pink stagelights. He
stared down at hisfingers as he played.



"They're pretty good,” | said to the bartender.

He shrugged. "Y ou like thiskindamusic?"

"Sure. Don't you?"

"Crap," the bartender said. "All crap.”

"What kind of music do you like?"

"Opera," he said and moved down to anothercustomer. | couldn't tdll if he was kidding me ornot.

| stood there with my drink. The Zephyrsfin-ished their piece, and the sailors on the dance floor clapped.
Nobody esedid. The lead singer, still swaying from the song, leaned into the microphoneand said,
"Thank you, thank you," in a breathlessvoice, asif thousands were wildly gpplauding.

Then he said, "For our next song we want to doan old Chuck Berry piece.”

It turned out to be"Long Tal Sdly." Redlly old. Old enough for meto know it was a Little Richard song,
not Chuck Berry. Old enough for me to re-member from the days before my marriage, when 1took girls
to placeslikethisfor awild evening, fromthe days when Negroes were sort of amusing, notpeopleat dl,
just amusica sdeshow. The dayswhen white boys could go to the Apollo in Harlem.

Theold days.

They played the song well, loud and fast. Judithloathes rock 'n' roll, which is sad; I've dways kepta taste
for it. But it wasn't fashionable when ourgeneration was growing up. It was crude and lowerclass. The
deb set was till fixed on Lester Laninand Eddie Davis, and Leonard Bernstein hadn'tlearned the twist
yet.

Timeschange.

Findly the Zephyrsfinished. They hooked arec-ord player to their amplifiers and Sarted the rec-ords
going. Then they climbed down off the stage and headed for the bar. As Roman walked towardme, |
came up to him and touched hisarm.

"Buy you adrink?'

He gave me a surprised look. "Why?*

"I'mafan of Little Richard.”

His eyes swept up and down me. "Get off it," hesaid.

"No, serioudy.”

"Vodka," he said, sitting down next to me,

| ordered avodka. It came, and he gulped itdown quickly.

"WEell just have another,” he said, "and then wecan go talk about Little Richard, right?'



"O.K." | sad.

He got another vodka and carried it to atableacrossthe room. | followed him. His silver suitshimmered
in the near darkness. We sat down, andhe looked at the drink and said, "L et's see the Slver plate.”

"What?'
He gave me apained look. "The badge, baby. The
little pin. I don't do nothing unless you got thebadge.”
| must have looked puzzled.
"Chrig," he said, "when they gonna get somebright fuzz?
"I'mnot fuzz," | said.
"Sure." Hetook hisdrink and stood up.
"Wait aminute," | said. "Let me show you some-thing.”
| took out my wallet and flipped to my M.D. card. It was dark; he bent down to look at it.
"No kidding," he said, hisvoice sarcadtic. But he sat down again.

"It'sthe truth. I'm a doctor."

"O.K.," hesad. "Youreadoctor. You smel like acop to me, but you're adoctor. So let's have therules
you see those four guys over there?' He nod-ded toward his group. "If anything happens, they all testify
you showed me a doctor's card and no badge. That's entrapment, baby. Don't hold in court.Clear?"

"l just want to talk.”

"No kidding," he said and sipped the drink. Hesmiled dightly. "Word sure does get around.”
"Doesit?"

"Yeah," hesaid. He glanced at me. "Who told you about it?"

"l haveways."

"What ways?'

| shrugged. "Just . . . ways."

"Who wantsit?'

"l do."

Helaughed. "Y ou? Get serious, man. Y ou don'twant nothing.”



"All right," | said. | stood up and started to go."Maybe | got the wrong man.”
"Just aminute, baby.”
| stopped. He was Sitting at the table, looking atthe drink, twisting the glassin his hands. "Sitdown.”

| sat down again. He continued to stare at theglass. "Thisisgood stuff," he said. "We don't cut itwith
nothing. It'sthe finest quality and the priceishigh, see?’

"OK." | sad.

He scratched hisarms and hishandsin aquick, nervous way. "How many bags?'

"Ten. Fifteen. Whatever you have.”

"l got as much asyou want."

"Thenfifteen," | said. "But | want to seeit firg."

"Yeah, yeah, right. You can seeit firg, it'sgood.”

He continued to scratch his arms through the sil-ver materid, then smiled. "But onething firs.”
"What'sthat?'

"Who told you?'

| hesitated. "AngdlaHarding,” | said.

He seemed puzzled by this. | could not decidewhether | had said something wrong. He shifted inhis
chair, asif making up hismind, then said, " Sheafriend of yours?'

"Sort of "
"When did you see her lag?!
"Yesterday," | said.

He nodded dowly. "The door,” he said, "is overthere. I'll give you thirty secondsto get out of herebefore
| tear you to pieces. Y ou hear me, cop?Thirty seconds.”

| said, "All right, it wasn't Angdla. It was afriendof hers™
"Who'sthat?'

"Karen Randdl."

"Never heard of her."

"l understand you knew her quite well.”



He shook his head: "Nope."

"That'swhat | wastold.”

"Y ou was told wrong, baby. Dead wrong."

| reached into my pocket and brought out his picture. "Thiswasin her room at college.”
Before | knew what was happening, he hadsnatched the picture from my hand and torn it up.
"What picture?' he said evenly. "I don't know nopicture. | never even seen the girl."

| sat back.

Heregarded mewith angry eyes. "Best it," hesaid.

"I came hereto buy something,” | sad. "I'll leavewhen | haveit.”

"You'l leave now, if you know what's good foryou.”

He was scratching hisarms again. | looked athim and redlized that | would learn nothing more.He wasn't
going to talk, and | had no way to makehim.

"All right," | said. | got up, leaving my glasses onthe table. "By the way, do you know where | can get
some thiopentd ?'

For amoment, his eyeswidened. Then he said, " Some what?*

"Thiopentd."

"Never heard of it. Now best it," he said, "before one of those nice fellas at the bar picks afight withyou
and beats your head in."

1 walked out. It was cold; alight rain had startedagain. | looked toward Washington Street and the
bright lights of the other rock-"n"-roll joints, stripjoints, clip joints: | waited thirty seconds, thenwent back.

My glasses were gill on thetable. | picked themup and turned to leave, my eyes sweeping theroom.
Roman was in the corner, talking on a pay phone.
That wasdl | wanted to know.

FOUR
Around the cornerat the end of the block was astand-up, self-service greasy spoon. Hamburgerstwenty
cents. It had alarge glasswindow in front.Insde | saw afew teen-age girls giggling astheyate, and one

or two morose derdlictsin tattered

overcoats that reached dmost to their shoes. At one Side, three sailors were laughing and dapping each
other on the back, reliving some conquest or plan-ning the next. A telephone wasin the back.



| called the Mem and asked for Dr. Hammond.| wastold he was on the EW that night; the desk put the
cdl through.

"Norton, thisis John Berry."
"What'sup?'
"l need moreinformation,” | said, "from the rec-ord room."

"Yourelucky," hesad. "It ssemsto be adownight here. One or two lacerations and a couple of
drunken fights. Nothing else. What do you need?'

"Takethisdown," | said. "Roman Jones, Negro,about twenty-four or -five. | want to know whetherhe's
ever been admitted to the hospital and whetherhe's been followed in any of the clinics. And | wantthe
dates."

"Right," Hammond said. "Roman Jones. Admis-sonsand clinic vigts. I'll check it out right away."
"Thanks" | sad.

"Y ou going to call back?"

"No. I'll drop by the EW later."

That, asit turned out, was the understatement of the year.

When Ifinished thecall | was feding hungry, sol got ahot dog and coffee. Never ahamburger in aplace
likethis. For onething, they often use horse-mest or rabbit or entrails or anything el se they can

grind up. For another, there's usualy enough path-ogensto infect an army. Take trichinoss—Bostonhas
gx timesthe nationd rate of infection fromthat. Y ou can't be too careful.

| have afriend who's a bacteriologist. He spends his whole time running ahospita [ab where they culture
out organismsthat have infected the pa- tients. By now this guy is so worked up that hepracticaly never
goes out to dinner, even to Jo- seph's or Locke-Ober. Never eats a steak unlessit'swell done. Heredly
worries. I've been to dinnerwith him, and it'sterrible—he sweeats dl throughthe main course. Y ou can see
himimagining ablood agar petri dish, with those little colonies streaked out. Every bite he takes, he sees
those col-onies. Staph. Strep. Gram negative bacilli. Hislifeisruined.

Anyway, hot dogs are safer—not much, but some—so | had one and took it over to the stand-up
counter with my coffee. | atelooking out the win-dow at the crowd passing by.

Roman cameto mind. | didn't like what hed toldme. Clearly, he was selling stuff, probably strongguff.
Marijuanawas too easy to get. L SD was nolonger being made by Sandoz, but lysergic acid, the
precursor, is produced by theton in Italy, and any college kid can convert it if he stedls afew reagents
and flasks from his chem lab. Pslocybin and DM T are even easier to make.

Probably Roman was dedling in opiates, mor-phine or heroin. That complicated matters a grest

ded—particularly in view of hisreaction to men-tion of AngelaHarding and Karen Randall. | wasn'tsure



what the connection was but | felt, somehow, that I'd find out very soon.

| finished the hot dog and drank my coffee. AsIlooked out the window, | saw Roman hurry by. Hedid
not see me. He was looking forward, his faceintent and worried.

| gulped the rest of my coffee and followed him.

[Ed note: the three-step synthesis of lysergic acid diethylamine (LSD) from common precursors has been
omitted from thismanuscript.]

HVE

| LET HIM GET HALF A BLOCK AHEAD OF ME. He washurrying through the crowds, pushing
and shoving.l kept him in sight as he walked toward Stuart Street. There he turned left and headed for the
ex-pressway. | followed him. Thisend of Stuart wasdeserted; | dropped back and lit acigarette. | pulled
my raincoat tighter and wished | had a hat.If helooked back over his shoulder, he would cer-tainly
recognize me.

Roman walked one block, then turned left again.He was doubling back. | didn't understand, but | played
it more cautioudy. He waswalking in aquick,jerky way, the movements of afrightened man.

We were on Harvey Street now. There were acouple of Chinese restaurants here. | paused tolook at
the menu in one window. Roman was notlooking back. He went another block, then turnedright.

| followed.

South of the Boston Commons, the character of the town changes abruptly. Along the Commons, on
Tremont Street, there are € egant shops and high-class theaters. Washington Street is one block over,and
it'salittle deazier: there are bars and tarts and nude movie houses. A block over from that, thingsget even
tougher. Then therésablock of Chineserestaurants, and that'sit. From then on, you're inthewholesde
digrict. Clothes mostly.

That's where we were now.

The storeswere dark. Bolts of cloth stood upright in the windows. There were large corrugated doors
where the trucks pulled up to load and unload. Sev-erd little dry-goods stores. A theatrica supply shop,
with costumesin the window—chorus girl stock-ings, an old military uniform, severa wigs. A base-ment
pool hdl, from which camethe soft clickingof balls.

The streets were wet and dark. We were quitealone. Roman walked quickly for another block,then he
stopped.

| pulled into a doorway and waited. He looked

back for amoment and kept going. | wasright afterhim.

Severd times, he doubled back on his own path,and he frequently stopped to check behind him.Once a
car drove by, tires hissing on the wet pave-ment. Roman jumped into a shadow, then steppedout when
the car had gone.

Hewas nervous, al right.



| followed him for perhaps fifteen minutes. | couldn't decide whether he was being cautious or just killing
time. He stopped severd timesto lookat something he held in his hand—perhaps awatch, perhaps
something ese. | couldn't be sure.

Eventudly he headed north, skirting along sidestreets, working hisway around the Commons andthe
State House. It took me awhile to redlize thathe was heading for Beacon Hill.

Another ten minutes passed, and | must havegotten careless, because | lost him. He dartedaround a
corner, and when | turned it momentslater, he was gone: the street was deserted. | stopped to listen for
footsteps, but heard nothing. 1 began to worry and hurried forward.

Then it happened.

Something heavy and damp and cold struck myhead, and | felt acoal, sharp pain over my fore-head,
and then astrong punch to my stomach. 1fell to the pavement and the world began to spingckeningly. |
heard a shout, and footsteps, andthen nothing.

SIX

IT WASONE OF THOSE PECULIAR VIEWS YOU HAVE, likeadream where everything is
distorted. The build-ingswere black and very high, towering above me, threatening to collapse. They
seemed to rise for-ever. | felt cold and soaked through, and rain spat-tered my face. | lifted my head up
from thepavement and saw that it was all red.

| pulled up on one elbow. Blood dripped downonto my raincoat. | looked stupidly down at thered
pavement. Hell of alot of blood. Mine?

My stomach churned and | vomited on the sde-walk. | was dizzy and the world turned green for awhile
Findly, | forced mysdlf to get to my knees.

Inthedistance, | heard Sirens. Far off but gettingcloser. | stood shakily and leaned on an automobile
parked by the curb. | didn't know where | was; the street was dark and silent. | looked at the bloody
sdewak and wondered what to do.

The Srenswere coming closer.

Stumbling, | ran around the corner, then stoppedto catch my breath. The Srenswere very close now;a
bluelight flashed on the street | had just Ieft.

| ran again. | don't know how far | went. | don'tknow where | was.

| just kept running until 1 saw ataxi. It wasparked at a stand, the motor idling.
| said, "Take meto the nearest hospitd.”

He looked at my face.

"Not achance," hesad.



| started to get in.
"Forget it, buddy." He pulled the door shut and drove away, leaving me standing there.
In the distance, | heard the Srens again.

A wave of dizziness swept over me. | squattedand waited for it to pass. | was sick again. Bloodwasdill
dripping from somewhere on my face. Lit-tle red drops spattered into the vomit.

Therain continued. | was shivering cold, but ithelped me to stay conscious. | got up and tried toget my
bearings, | was somewhere south of Wash-ington Street; the nearest signpost said CurleyPlace. It didn't
mean anything to me. | started walking, unsteady, pausing frequently.

| hoped | was going in the right direction. | knew! waslosing blood, but | didn't know how much. Every
few steps, | had to stop to lean on a car andcatch my breeth. The dizziness was getting worse.

| sumbled and fell. My knees cracked into thepavement and pain shot through me. For anin-gant, it
cleared my head, and | was able to getback to my feet. The shoes, soaked through,

sueaked. My clothes were damp with sweat and
ran.

| concentrated on the sound of my shoes andforced myself to walk. One step at atime. Three blocks
ahead, | saw lights. | knew | could makeit.

One dep at atime.
| leaned againgt a blue car for amoment, just amoment, to catch my bregth.

"That'sit. That'sthe boy." Somebody waslifting meup. | wasin acar, being lifted out. My arm was
thrown over ashoulder, and | waswalking. Brightlights ahead. A sign: "Emergency Ward." Blue-lighted
sign. Nurse at the door.

"Just go dow, boy. Just take it easy." My head was 0ose on my neck. | tried to speakbut my mouth was
too dry. | wasterribly thirsty andcold. | looked at the man helping me, an old manwith agrizzled beard
and abald head. | tried tostand better so he wouldn't have to support me, butmy knees were rubber, and
| was shivering badly."Doing fine, boy. No problem at dl." His voice was gruffly encouraging. The nurse
cameforward, floating in the poal of light near the EW door, saw me, and ran back insde. Two interns
came out and each took an arm. They were strong; | felt mysdlf lifted up until my toeswere scraping
through the puddles. | felt rain on the back of myneck as my head drooped forward. The bald manwas
running ahead to open the door.

They helped meinsde where it waswarm. They

put me on a padded table and started pulling off my clothes, but the clothes were wet and blood- soaked;
they clung to my body, and findly they hadto cut them off with ascissors. It was dl very dif-ficult and it
took hours. | kept my eyes closed be- cause the lights overhead were painfully bright.

"Get acrit and cross-match him," said one of theinterns. "And set up afour kit with suturesin roomtwo."



People were fussing with my head; | vaguely felthands and gauze pads being pressed against myskin. My
forehead was numb and cold. By nowthey had me completely undressed. They dried mewith ahard
towel and wrapped me in ablanket, then transferred me to another padded table. Itstarted to roll down
the hal. | opened my eyes andsaw the bald man looking down at me solicitoudly.

"Wheréd you find him?" one of theinternsasked.

"Onacar. Hewaslying on acar. | saw him andthought he was adrunk passed out. He was half in the
street, you know, so | figured he could get runover and stopped to move him. Then | saw hewas nicely
dressed and all bloody. | didn't know whathappened, but he looked bad, so | brought himhere."

"Y ou have any ideawhat happened?’ the internasked.

"Looks best up, if you ask me," the man said.

"Hedidn't haveawdlet," theintern said. "Heowe you money for thefare?"

"That'sdl right,”" the bald man said. "I'm sure helll want to pay you.""That'sdl right," the cabby said. "I'll
just gonow."

"Better leave your name at the desk,” theintern
sad.
But the man was dready gone.

They wheded meinto aroomtiled in blue. Thesurgica light over my head switched on. Facespeered
down at me. Rubber gloves pulled on, gauzemasksin place.

"WEell stop the bleeding,” theintern said. "Thenget some X rays." He looked at me. "Y ou awake,Sr?"
| nodded and tried to speak.

"Don't talk. Y our jaw may be broken. I'm just go-ing to close thiswound on your forehead, and then
well see”

The nurse bathed my face, first with warm soap. The sponges came away bloody.
"Alcohol now," shesad. "It may ging alittle.”

Theinterns were talking to each other, looking atthe wound. "Better mark that as a Six-centimeter
supeficid ontheright temple.”

| bardly felt the dcohal. It felt cool and tingled dightly, nothing more.

Theintern held the curved suture needle in aneedle holder. The nurse stepped back and hemoved over
my head. | expected pain, but it wasnothing more than adight pricking on my forehead.

Theintern who was sewing said, "Damned sharpincison here. Looksamogt surgica.”

"Knife?"



"Maybe, but | doubt it."

The nurse put atourniquet on my arm and drewblood. "Better give him tetanustoxoid aswell,” theintern
sad, gl sawing. "And ashot of penicillin."He said to me, "Blink your eyes oncefor yes, twicefor no. Are
you dlergicto penicillin?'

| blinked twice.

"Areyou sure?'

| blinked once.

"O.K.," said theintern. He returned to his sew-ing. The nurse gave metwo injections. The other intern
was examining my body, saying nothing.

I must have passed out again. When | openedmy eyes, | saw ahuge X-ray machine poised by myhead.
Someone was saying, "Gently, gently,” in anirritated voice.

| passed out again.

| awokein another room. Thiswas painted light green. The interns were holding the dripping-wet Xrays
up to thelight, talking about them. Then oneleft and the other came over to me.

"You seem dl right," he said. ™Y ou may have afewloose teeth, but no fractures anywhere that we can
%‘ll

My head was clearing; | was awake enough toask, "Has the radiologist |ooked at those films?

That stopped them cold. They froze, thinkingwhat | wasthinking, that skull filmswere so hard

to interpret and required atrained eye. They aso didn't understand how | knew to ask such a ques-tion.
"No, theradiologist is not hereright now."

"Wdl, whereishe?'

"Hejust stepped out for coffee.”

"Get him back,” | said. My mouth was dry andstiff; my jaw hurt. | touched my cheek and felt alarge
swdling, very painful. No wonder they hadbeen worried about a fracture.

"What'smy crit?' | said.

"Pardon, Sir?"

It was hard for them to hear me, my tongue wasthick and my speech unclear.
"l sad, what's my hematocrit?'

They glanced at each other, then one said, "Forty,



qr.
"Get me some water."

One of them went off to get water. The otherlooked at me oddly, asif he had just discovered Iwasa
human being. "Areyou adoctor, Sr?"

"No," | sad, "I'm awdl-informed Pygmy."

He was confused. He took out his notebook andsaid, "Have you ever been admitted to this hospita
before, Sr?'

"No," | said. "And I'm not being admitted now."
"Sir, you came in with alaceration—"

"Screw the laceration. Get meamirror.”

"A mirror?'

| sighed. "1 want to see how good your sewing is,”
| said.

"Sir, if you're adoctor—"
"Get themirror.”

With remarkable speed, amirror and a glass of water were produced. | drank the water first,quickly; it
tasted marvelous.

"Better go easy on thet, Sir."

"A crit of forty isn't bad,” | said. "And you know it." I held up the mirror and examined the cut on my
forehead. | was angry with the interns, and it helpedme forget the pain and sorenessin my body. | looked
at the cut, which was clean and curved, doping downfrom above one eyebrow toward my ear.

They had put about twenty gtitchesin.

"How long sincel camein?' | said.

"An hour, Sr."

"Stop cdling mesdir,” | said, "and do another he-matocrit. | want to know if I'm bleeding internaly.”
"Your pulseisonly seventy-five, sir, and your skincolor—"

"Doit," | sad.



They took another sample. Theintern drew fivecc'sinto asyringe. "Jesus” | said, "it'sonly ahemat-
ocrit.'

He gave me afunny gpologetic look and quickly left. Guys on the EW get doppy. They need only a
fraction of acc to do acrit; they could get it from adrop of blood on afinger.

| said to the other intern, "My nameis JohnBerry. | am apathologit a the Lincoln.”

"Yes, gr."

"Stop writing it down."

"Yes, gr." He put his notebook aside." Thisisn't an admission and it isn't going to beofficialy recorded.”

"Sir, if you were attacked and robbed—""| wasn't," | said. "I sumbled and fell. Nothing else. It was just
astupid mistake."

"Sir, the pattern of contusions on your bodywould indicate—"
"l don't careif I'm not atextbook case. I'm tellingyou what happened and that'sit.”" " Sr—"

"No," | said. "No arguments.” | looked at him. He was dressed in whites and hehad some spatterings of
blood on him; | guessed itwas my blood.

"Y ou're not wearing your nametag,” | said."No."

"Well, wesar it. We patients like to know whoweretaking to."

Hetook a deep breath, then said, "Sir, I'm afourth-year sudent.” "Jesus Chrigt." " Sr—"

"Look, son. Y ou'd better get somethings sraight.” | was grateful for the anger, the fury, which gave me
energy. "Thismay be akick for you to spend onemonth of your rotation in the EW, but it's no kicksat dl
for me. Cdl Dr. Hammond.""Who, Sr?'

"Dr. Hammond. Theresdent in charge.""Yes, gr."

He started to go, and | decided | had been too hard on him. He was, after dl, just a student, andhe
seemed anice enough kid.

"By theway," | sad, "did you do the suturing?'

Therewasalong, guilty pause. "Yes, | did."

"Youdid agood job," | said.

Hegrinned. "Thanks, gr."

"Stop cdling megr. Did you examine the inci-son before you sutured it up?!

"Yes s—. Yes"



"What was your impresson?’

"It was aremarkably clean incision. It looked likearazor cut to me.”

| smiled. "Or ascapd ?'

"l don't understand.”

"I think you'reinfor an interesting night,” 1 said. "Call Hammond."

Alone,| had nothing to think about but the pain.My stomach was the worst; it ached asif | had
swalowed abowling ball. | rolled over onto myside, and it was better. After awhile, Hammondshowed
up, with the fourth-year student trailingalong behind.

Hammond said, "Hi, John."

"Hello, Norton. How's business?'

"l didn't see you comein,” Norton said,"otherwise—"

"Doesn't matter. Y our boysdid agood job."

"What happened to you?"'

"l had an accident.”

"Y ou were lucky," Norton said, bending over thewound and looking at it. " Cut your superficid tem-
pord. Y ou were spurting like hell. But your crit doesn't show it.”

"l have abig spleen,” | said.
"Maybe s0. How do you fed ?'
"Likeapieceof shit."
"Headache?'

"A little. Getting better."

"Fed deepy? Nauseated?'
"Come on, Norton—"

"Just liethere," Hammond said. He took out hispenlight and checked my pupils, then looked intothe
fundi with an ophthal moscope. Then hechecked my reflexes, arms and legs, both Sides.

"Yousee?' | said. "Nothing."
"Y ou gill might have ahematoma.”

"Nope."



"We want you to stay under observation fortwenty-four hours,” Hammond said.
"Not achance." | sat up in bed, wincing. My stomach was sore. "Help me get up.”
"I'm afraid your clothes—"

"Have been cut to shreds. | know. Get me somewhites, will you?"

"Whites? Why?'

"I want to be around when they bring the othersin,” | said.

"What others?'

"Wait and see," | said.

Thefourth-year sudent asked me what size

whites | wore, and | told him. He started to getthem when Hammond caught hisarm.
"Just aminute." Heturned to me. ™Y ou can havethem on one condition.”

"Norton, for Christ's sake, | don't have ahema-toma. If it's subdural, it may not show up for weeksor
months anyway. Y ou know that."

"It might be epidurd,” he said.

"No fractures on the skull films" | said. An epi-durd hematomawas a collection of blood ingdethe skull
from atorn artery, secondary to skull frac-ture. The blood collected in the skull and could kill you from
the compression of the brain.

"Y ou said yoursdlf, they haven't been read by ara-diologist yet.”

"Norton, for Christ's sake. Y ou're not talking toan eighty-year old lady. |—"

"Y ou can havethewhites" he said cdmly, "if youagree to stay here overnight.”

"l won't be admitted."

"O.K. Just so you stay hereinthe EW."

| frowned. "All right,” | said findly, "I'll stay.”

Thefourth-year student left to get me theclothes. Hammond stood there and shook his headat me.

"Who beat you up?'

"Wait and see”

"You scared hdll out of the intern and that stu-dent.”



"I didn't mean to. But they were being kind of casua about things."
"Theradiologit for the night is Harrison. He's afuck-off."

"Y ou think that mattersto me?"

"You know how itis" hesaid.

"Yes" | sad, "l do."

Thewhites came, and | climbed into them. Itwas an odd fedling; | hadn't worn whitesfor years.l'd been
proud of it then. Now the fabric seemedstiff and uncomfortable.

They found my shoes, wet and bloody; | wipedthem off and put them on. | felt weak and tired,but | had
to keep going. It was dl going to be fin-ishedtonight. | was certain of it.

| got some coffee and asandwich. | couldn'ttaste it, it was like eating newspaper, but | thought the food
was necessary. Hammond stayed with me.

"By theway," hesaid, "I checked on RomanJonesfor you."
llAmt?l

"He was only seen once. In the GU1clinic. Camein with what sounded like rena colic, sothey did a
urindyss”

"YS?I
"He had hematuria, al right. Nucleated red cdlls." 1 see.

It was aclassc sory. Patients often showed up in clinic complaining of severe pain in the lower abdo-
men and decreased urine output. The most likelydiagnosis was a kidney stone, one of the five most

1Genitourinary.

painful conditionsthere are; morphineisgiven a-most immediately when the diagnosisis made. Butin
order to proveit, one asksfor aurine sample and examinesit for dight blood. Kidney stones are usu-
dly irritating and cause alittle bleeding in the uri-nary tract.

Morphine addicts, knowing the relative ease of getting morphine for kidney stones, often try tomimic
rena colic. Some of them are very good at it;they know the symptoms and can reproduce themexactly.
Then when they're asked for a urine sam-ple, they go into the bathroom, collect the sample, prick their
fingers, and dlow asmdl drop of bloodtofdl in.

But some of them are squeamish. Instead of usingtheir own blood, they use the blood of an animd, likea
chicken. The only troubleisthat chicken red cellshave nuclei, while those of humans do not. So nucle-
ated red cellsin a patient with rend colic amost a-ways meant someone faking the symptoms, and that
usualy meant an addict.



"Woas he examined for needle marks?'

"No. When the doctor confronted him, he leftthe clinic. HE'S never been seen again.”
"Interesting. Then he probably isan addict.”

"Yes. Probably."

After thefood, | felt better. | got to my feet, fed-ing the exhaustion and the pain. | called Judith andtold
her | was at the Mem OPD and that | wasfine, not to worry. | didn't mention the besting or

the cut. | knew she would have afit when | gothome, but | wasn't going to excite her now.

| walked down the corridor with Hammond, try-ing not to wince from the pain. He kept asking mehow |
fdt, and | kept telling him | fdt fine. Infact,| didn't. The food was beginning to make me nau-sested, and
my headache was worse standing up.But the worst thing wasthe fatigue. | wasterribly, terribly tired.

We went to the emergency entrance of the EW.It was akind of stal, an open-ended garage where the
ambulances backed up and unloaded their car-goes. Swinging, automatic doors, operated by
foot-pressure pads, led into the hospital. We walked out and breathed the cool night air. It wasarainy,
midynight, but the cool air felt good to me.

Hammond said, "Yourepae.

“I'mO.K."

"We haven't even begun to evauate you for inter-na hemorrhage.”

“I'mO.K.," | said.

"Tdl meif yourenot,” Hammond said. "Don't bea hero.”

"I'm not ahero,” | said.

We waited there. An occasional automobile drovepast us, tires hissing on the wet streets; otherwiseit
wasslent.

"What's going to happen?' Hammond said.

"I'm not sure. But | think they're going to bringin aNegro and agirl.”

"Roman Jones? Isheinvolved in dl this?'

"l think s0."

Infact, | wasdmost certain that it had been Ro-man Jones who had beaten me up. | didn't remember
exactly any more; the eventsright before the accidentwere hazy. | might have expected that. | didn't have

true retrograde amnesia, which is common with con-cussions and extends back for fifteen minutes before
the accident. But | wasalittle confused.



It must have been Roman, | thought. He was theonly logical one. Roman had been heading for Bea-con
Hill. And there was only one logical reason forthat, too.

We would have to wait.

"How do you fed?"

"You keep asking,” | said. "And | keep telling youl'mfine"
"Y ou looked tired."

"l amtired. I've been tired al week."

"No. | mean you look drowsy."

"Don't jumpthegun,” | said. | glanced at my watch. Nearly two hours had passed since | hadbeen
beaten up. That was plenty of time. Morethan enough time.

| began to wonder if something had gone wrong.

At that moment, a police car came around thecorner, tires squealing, Sren going, blue light flash-ing.
Immediately afterward an ambulance pulledup, followed by athird car. As the ambulancebacked in, two
men in business suits jumped out of the third car: reporters. Y ou could tdll by their eagerlittle faces. One
had acamera

"No pictures,” | sad.

The ambulance doors were opened and a body on a stretcher was brought out. Thefirgt thing | saw was
the clothes—dashed and ripped across thetrunk and upper limbs, asif the body had beencaught in some
kind of monstrous machine. Then,in the cold fluorescent light of the EW entrance, | saw the face: Roman
Jones. His skull was caved inon the right side like a deflated footbal, and hislips were purple-black. The
flashbulbs popped.

Right therein the dleyway, Hammond went towork. He was quick: in asingle movement, hepicked up
the wrist with hisleft hand, put his earover the chest, and felt the carotids in the neckwith hisright hand.
Then he straightened and with-out aword began to pound the chest. He did itwith one hand flat and the
hed of the other thump-ing againgt the flat hand in sharp, hard, rhythmicbesats.

"Cdl anesthesia," he said, "and get the surgica resident. Get an arrest cart here. | want aramine,
one-in-a-thousand solution. Oxygen by mask. Posi-tive pressure. Let'sgo.”

We moved him insde the EW and down to oneof thelittle treatment rooms. Hammond continuedthe
cardiac massage dl the time, not bresking his rhythm. When we got to the room the surgical res-ident
was there." Arrested?"

"Yes," Hammond said. "Apneic, no pulses any-where.”
The surgeon picked up a paper packet of size-eight gloves. He didn't wait for the nurse to open them for

him; he took them out of the paper him-sdlf and yanked them over hisfingers. He nevertook his eyes off
the motionlessfigure of RomanJdones.



"WEell open him up,” the surgeon said, flexing hisfingersin the gloves.

Hammond nodded, continuing his pounding of the chest. It didn't seem to be doing much good: Roman's
lips and tongue were blacker. His skin, especidly inthe face and ears, was blotchy and dark.

An oxygen mask was dapped on.

"How much, Sr?" said the nurse,

"Seven liters" said the surgeon. He was given ascalpdl. Roman's dready shredded clothes weretorn
away from his chest; nobody bothered to striphim down completely. The surgeon stepped for-ward, his
face blank, the scalpel held tightly in hisright hand with hisindex finger over the blade.

"All right,” he said and made theincison, dop-ing, acrosstheribs on the left Side. It wasadeep incison
and there was bleeding, which he ignored. He exposed the whitish glistening ribs, cut betweenthem, and
then applied retractors. The retractorswere pulled wide and there was a crunching, snap-ping sound as
the ribs snapped. Through the gapingincision, we could see Roman's lungs, collapsed

and wrinkled-looking, and his heart, large, bluish, not begting, but wriggling like abag of worms.

The surgeon reached into the chest and began tomassage. He did it smoothly, contracting hislittle finger
firg, then dl the othersin his hand up to theindex finger, expelling blood from the heart. Hesqueezed very
hard and grunted rhythmicaly.

Someone had dapped on a blood-pressure cuff and Hammond pumped it up to take areading. He
watched the needle for amoment, then said,"Nathing.”

"Hesfibrillating," the resdent said, holding theheart. "No epinephrine. Let'swait.”

The massage continued for one minute, thentwo. Roman's color turned darker till.

"Getting wesker. Give mefivecc'sinonetoa [thousand.”

A syringe was prepared. The surgeon injected itdirectly into the heart, then continued squeezing. Severd
more minutes passed. | watched thesgueezing heart, and the rhythmic inflation of thelungsfrom the
respirator. But the patient was de-dining. Findly, they stopped.

"That'sit," the surgeon said. He removed hishand from the chest, looked at Roman Jones, andstripped
off hisgloves. He examined the lacerationsacross the chest and arms and the dent in the skull." Probably
primary respiratory arrest,”" he said."He was hit pretty hard over the head.” To Ham-mond: "Y ou going to
do the desth certificate?'"Yeah,” Hammond said, "I'll doiit.”

At that moment, a nurse burst into the room." Dr. Hammond," she said, " Dr. Jorgensen needsyou.
They've got agirl in hemorrhagic shock.”

Out inthe hal,thefirst onel saw was Peterson.He was standing there in a suit, looking both con-fused
and annoyed. When he saw me he did a dou-ble take and plucked at my deeve.

"Say, Beny—"

"Later," | said.



| was following Hammond and the nurse downto another treatment room. A girl wasthere, lyingflat, very
pale. Her wrists were bandaged. She wasconscious, but just barely—her head rolled back and forth, and
she made moaning sounds.

Jorgensen, theintern, was bent over her. "Got asuicide here," he said to Hammond. "Sashedwrids.
Weve stopped the bleeding and we're get-ting whole blood in."

Hewasfinding avein for the IV feeder. Workingon theleg.

"She's cross-matched,” he said, dipping theneedlein. "We're getting more blood from thebank. Shelll
take at least two units. Hematocrit's O.K ., but that doesn't mean anything.”

"Why thelegs?' Hammond said, nodding tothe V.

"Had to bandage her wrigts. Don't want to fool with upper extremities”

| stepped forward. The girl was Angela Harding. She did not look so pretty now; her face wasthe
color of chak, with agrayish tinge around themouth.

"What do you think?" Hammond said toJorgensen.

"WEell keep her," he said. "Unless something goeswrong.”

Hammond examined the wrists, which werebandaged.

"Isthistheleson?'

"Y es. Both Sdes. We've sutured it.”

Helooked at the hands. The fingers were staineddark brown. He looked at me. "Isthisthe girl youwere
talking about?"

"Yes'" | sad, "AngdaHarding."

"Heavy smoker,” Hammond said.

“Try again.”

Hammond picked up one hand and smelled thestained fingers.
"These aren't tobacco,” he said.

"That'sright."

"Then..."

| nodded. "That'sright.”

" . .shesanurse."
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The stains were from tincture of iodine, used asa disinfectant. It was abrownish-yelowish liquid,and it
stained tissuesit came in contact with. Itwas employed for scrubbing asurgica incision be- fore cutting,
and for such other practices asintro-duction of an 1V feeder.

"l don't get it," Hammond said.

| held up her hands. The bals of the thumb andthe backs of the hands were covered with minutedashes
which were not deep enough to draw blood.

"What do you make of this?'

"Tegting." A dasscfinding in suicides by wrig-dashing isone or more preiminary cuts on thehand asif
the suicide victim wishes to test thesharpness of the blade or the intengity of the painthat would result.

"No," | said.

"Then what?'

"Ever seen afelow who'sbeen in aknifefight?'

Hammond shook his head. Undoubtedly, he neverhad. It was the kind of experience one had only asa
pathologist: smal cuts on the hands were the hall-mark of aknifefight. The victim held up his handsto
ward off the knife; he ended up with small cuts.

"|sthisthe pattern?”

"Wes"

"Y ou mean shewasin aknifefight?'

"Wes"

"But why?'

"Tel you later," | said.

| went back to Roman Jones. He was still in thesame room, along with Peterson and another manina
suit, examining the eyes of the body.

"Berry," Peterson said, "you show up at thedamnedest times.”
"So do you."

"Yeah," Peterson said, "but it'smy job."

He nodded toward the other man in the room.

"Since you were so worried the last time, | brought adoctor aong. A police doctor. Thisisacoroner's



case now, you know."
"l know."
"Fellow by the name of Roman Jones. We gotthat from thewallet.”
"Whered you find him?"

"Lying on the street. A nice quiet street in Bea-con Hill. With his skull bashed in. Must have falenon his
head. There was a broken window two floorsup, in an agpartment owned by agirl named AngelaHarding.
She's here, t0o."

"l know."
"Y ou know alot tonight, don't you?"

| ignored him. My headache was worse; it wasthrobbing badly, and | felt terribly tired. | wasreadytolie
down and go to deep for along, long time.But | wasn't relaxed; my stomach was churning.

| bent over the body of Roman Jones. Someonehad stripped off the clothing to expose multiple, deep
lacerations of the trunk and upper arms. The legswere untouched. That, | thought, was characterigtic.

The doctor straightened and looked at Peterson."Hard to tell now what the cause of deasth was," hesaid.
He nodded to the gaping chest wound." They've messed it up pretty bad. But I'd say crush injury to the
cranium. You sad hefdl from awin-dow?"

"That'sthe way wefigureit," Peterson said, glanc-ing & me.

"I'll handle the forms" the doctor said. "Give methe wallet.”

Peterson gave him Roman Jones wallet. The doc-tor began to write on aclipboard at one side of the
room. | continued to look at the body. | was partic-ularly interested in the skull. | touched the inden-
tation, and Peterson said, "What're you doing?'

"Examining the body."

"On whose authority ?*

| sighed. "Whose authority do | need?

He looked confused then.

| said, "I'd like your permission to conduct asu-perficid examination of the body."

Asl sadit, | glanced over at the doctor. He wasmaking notes from the wallet, but | was sure hewas
ligening.

"Therell be an autopsy,” Peterson said.

"I'd like your permission,” | said.



"You can't haveit."
At that point, the doctor said, "Oh, for shit'ssake, Jack."

Peterson looked from the police doctor, to me,and back again. Findly he said, "Okay, Berry. Exam-ine.
But don't digturb anything.”

| looked at the skull lesion. It was a cup-shaped indentation roughly the size of aman'sfigt, but ithadn't

been made by any fig. It had been made by the end of a stick, or apipe, swung with consider-able
force. | looked more closdly and saw small brown divers of wood sticking to the bloody scalp.| didn't

touch them.

"Y ou say this skull fracture was caused by afal?!

"Yes" Peterson said. "Why?"

"Jugt asking.”

"Why?

"What about the lacerations of the body?' | said.

"We figure he got those in the gpartment. Appar-ently he had afight with thisgirl, AngelaHarding. There
was abloody kitchen knifein the apartment. She must have gone after him. Anyway, hefdl outof the
window or was pushed out. And he got thisfracture, which killed him."

He paused and looked at me.

"Goon," | sad.

"That'sdl thereistotell," hesad.

| nodded, |eft the room, and returned with anee-dle and syringe. | bent over the body and jabbedthe
needle into the neck, hoping for the jugularvein. There was no point in fooling with arm veins, not now.

"What're you doing?'
"Drawing blood," | said, pulling back the syringeand drawing out severd milliliters of bluish blood.

"What for?"

"l want to know whether he was poisoned,” 1said. It wasthefirst thought, the first answer, thatcameinto
my heed.

"Poisoned?’
"Ya"
"Why do you think he was poisoned?’

"Jugt ahunch," | said.



| dropped the syringe into my pocket and started

to leave. Peterson watched me, then said, "Just wait aminute.”
| paused.

"l have one or two questions for you."

"oh?"

"Theway wefigureit," Peterson said, "thisfellowand AngdaHarding had afight. Then Jonesfell,and the
girl attempted suicide.”

"Y ou dready told methat.”

"There's only one problem,” Peterson said. "Jonesis abig fellow. He must have gone one-ninety, two
hundred. Y ou think alittle girl like Angela Hardingcould have shoved him out?!

"Maybe hefdl."

"Maybe she had help."

"Maybe shedid.”

Helooked a my face, at the bandage coveringmy cut. "Have some trouble tonight?"
"Wes

"What happened?’

"l fell onthe wet streets.”

"Then you have an abrason?'

"No. | fell againgt one of the city's excellent park-ing meters. | have alaceration.”
"A jagged lacerdtion.”

"No, quitefine"

"Like Roman Jones?'

"l don't know."

"Ever met Jones before?!

"Ves"

"Oh?When?'



"Tonight. About three hours ago.”
"That'sinteresting,” Peterson said.

"Do your best withit," | said. "l wish you luck."
"I could take you infor questioning.”

"Sureyou could,” | said. "But on what charge?"
He shrugged. "Accessory. Anything.”

"And I'd have alawsuit on you so fast your headwould swim. I'd have two million dollars out of yourhide
before you knew what hit you."

"Jugt for questioning?'

"That'sright,” | said. "Compromising a doctor'sreputation. A doctor's reputation is hislife, youknow.
Anything, even the dightest shadow of suspi-cion, is potentialy damaging—financialy damag-ing. | could
very easly prove damagesin court.”

"Art Lee doesn't take that attitude.”

| smiled. "Want to bet?'

| continued on. Peterson said, "How much doyou weigh, Doctor?"

"One hundred and eighty-five pounds,” | said." The same as | weighed eight years ago."

"Eight years ago?'

"Yes" | sad, "when | wasacop.”

MY HEAD FELT ASIFIT WERE IN A VISE. The pain wasthrobbing, aching, agonizing. On my way

down thecorridor, | felt sudden and severe nausea. | stoppedin the men'sroom and vomited up the

sandwichand coffee | had eaten. | felt weak, with cold sweat afterward, but that passed and | was better.
| wentback and returned to Hammond.

"How do you fed?"

"Y ou're getting monotonous,” | said.

"Youlook likehdl," hesaid. "Like you're about tobe sick.”
"I'mnot," | said.

| took the syringe with Jones blood from my pocket and set it on the bedside table. | picked upafresh
syringe and went.

"Canyou find meamouse?' | said.



"A mouse?'

”YSI"

Hefrowned. "There are someratsin Cochran's [ab; it may be open now."

"l need mice"

"l cantry,” hesad.

We headed for the basement. On the way, anurse stopped Hammond to say that AngelaHarding's
parents had been called. Hammond saidto let him know when they arrived or when the girl recovered
CONSCIOUSNESS.

We went down to the basement and movedthrough a maze of corridors, crouching beneath pipes.
Eventudly we came to the animal-storage area. Like most large hospitals connected with auniversity, the
Mem had aresearch wing, and many animalswereused in experiments. We heard barking dogs and the

soft flutter of birds wings as we passed room afterroom. Findly we came to one which saidminor sub-
jects.Hammond pushed it open.

It was lined, floor to celling, with row after rowof rats and mice. The smell was strong and distinc-

tive. Every young doctor knew that smell, and it was just aswell, becauseit had clinica sgnifi-cance.
The breath of patientsin hepatic failurefrom liver disease had a peculiar odor known asfe-tor hepaticus;
it was very smilar to the smdl of aroom full of mice.

We found one mouse and Hammond plucked itfrom the cage in the accepted manner, by thetall. The
mouse sguirmed and tried to bite Hammond'shand, but had no success. Hammond set it down onthe
table and held the anima by afold of looseflesh just behind the head.

"Now what?"'

| picked up the syringe and injected some of the blood from Roman Jones body. Then Hammond
dropped themouseinaglassjar.

For along time, the mouse did nothing but runaround the jar in circles.

"WdI?' Hammond said.

"It'syour failing,” | said. "Y ou aren't a pathologist. Have you ever heard of the mouse tet?"
"No."

"It'san old test. It used to be the only bicassay avallable™

"Bioassay? For what?'

"Morphine" | said.

The mouse continued to run in circles. Then itseemed to dow, its muscles becoming tense, andthetall
duck sraight up intheair.



"Postive | said.
"For morphine?"
"Right."

There were better tests now, such as naorphine, but for adead person, the mouse test remained asgood
asany.

"He'san addict?' Hammond said.Yes.
"Andthegirl?"
"We're about to find out," | said.

She was conscious when we returned, tired andsad-eyed after taking three units2of blood. But shewas
no moretired than | was. | felt adeep, over-powering fatigue, akind of genera weakness, agreat desire

to deep.
Therewas anursein the room who said, "Her pressure's up to one hundred over sixty-five."

"Good," | said. | fought back the fatigue andwent up to her, patted her hand. "How are you fedl-ing,
Angda?'

Her voice wasflat. "Like hel."

"Youregoingto bedl right.”

"| failed," shesaid in adull monotone.

"How do you mean?"

A tear ran down her cheek. "| failed, that'sdl. Itriedit and | failed."
"You'redl right now."

"Yes" shesad. "l falled.”

"Weld liketotalk toyou,” | said.

Sheturned her head away. "Leave medone.”

"Angda, thisisvery important.”

2A liter and ahdlf.

"Damn dl doctors," shesad. "Why couldn't youleave me done? | wanted to be left done. That'swhy |
didit, to beleft done”



"The police found you."

She gave achoking laugh. "Doctors and cops.”

"Angela, we need your help.”

"No." Sheraised her bandaged wrists and lookedat them. "No. Never."
"I'm sorry, then." | turned to Hammond and said, " Get me some ndorphine.”
| was certain the girl had heard me, but she didnot react.

"How much?'

"Tenmilligrams" | said. "A good dose'

Angdagave adight shiver, but said nothing.

"Isthat dl right with you, Angda?'

Shelooked up a me and her eyes were filledwith anger and something else, amost hope. Sheknew
what it meant, al right.

"What did you say?" she asked.
"l sad, isit dl right if we giveyou ten milligramsof naorphine”
"Sure" shesad. "Anything. | don't care.”

Nalorphine was an antagonist of morphine.3Ifthis girl was an addict, it would bring her downwith brutal
swiftness—possbly fatd swiftness, ifwe used enough.

A nurse camein. She blinked when she did not

3Actudly apartia agonist, meaning that in low dosesit has amorphineike effect, but in high dosesin an
addict, it induces withdrawa symptoms.

recognize me, but recovered quickly. "Doctor, Mrs.Harding is here. The police called her."

"All right. I'll seeher.”

| went out into the corridor. A woman and manwere standing there nervoudy. The man wastall,wearing
clothes he had obvioudy put on hurriedly—his socks didn't match. The woman was handsomeand
concerned. Looking at her face, | had the strangefeding | had met her before, though | was certain | had
not. There was something very, dmost hauntingly, familiar about her festures.

"I'mDr. Berry."

"Tom Harding." The man held out his hand andshook mine quickly, asif hewerewringing it. "AndMrs.
Harding."



"How do you do."

| looked at them both. They seemed like nicefifty-year-old people, very surprised to find them-selvesin
ahospital EW at four in the morning witha daughter who'd just dashed her wrists.

Mr. Harding cleared histhroat and said, "The, uh, nurse told us what happened. To Angda.”
"She'sgoing to bedl right,” | said.

"Can we see her?' Mrs. Harding said.

"Not right now. Were till conducting sometests.”

"Thenitisnt—"

"No," | said, "these areroutine tests.”

Tom Harding nodded. "I told my wifeit'd be dlright. Angelasanursein this hospital, and | toldher
they'd take good care of her."

"Yes" | said. "Were doing our best.”

"Issheredly dl right?" Mrs. Harding said.

"Yes, shesgoing to befine"

Mrs. Harding said to Tom, "Better cal Leandand tell him he doesn't have to come over.”
"He's probably aready on hisway."

"Well, try," Mrs. Harding said.

"Theré's aphone a the admitting desk,” | said.

Tom Harding left to call. | said to Mrs. Harding,"Are you caling your family doctor?”

"No," shesaid, "my brother. He's adoctor, and hewas always very fond of Angela, ever since shewasa
littlegirl. He—"

"Leland Weston,” | said, recognizing her face.
"Yes," shesad. "Do you know him?'
"He'sanold friend."

Before she could answer, Hammond returnedwith the nalorphine and syringe. He said, "Do youredly
think we should—"

"Dr. Hammond, thisisMrs. Harding," | saidquickly. "Thisis Dr. Hammond, the chief medical resdent.”



"Doctor." Mrs. Harding nodded dightly, but hereyes were suddenly watchful.

"Y our daughter's going to befine" Hammondsaid.

"I'm glad to hear that," she said. But her tonewas cool.

We excused ourselves and went back to Angela.

"Ihopeto hdl you know what you're doing,” Hammond said as we wal ked down the hall.

"l do." | paused at awater fountain and filled acup with water. | drank it down, thenfilled it again. My
headache was now very bad, and my deepinesswasterrible. | wanted to lie down, to forget every-thing,

todeep....
But | didn't say anything. | knew what Hammondwould do if hefound out.
"I know what I'm doing,” | said.
"l hope s0," he said, "becauseif anything goeswrong, I'm responsible. I'm the resident in charge.”
"I know. Don't worry."

"Worry, hdl. Ten milligrams of this stuff will shove her into cold turkey so fast—"

"Don't worry."

"It could kill her. We ought to be doing gradeddoses. Start with two, and if there's no effect intwenty
minutes, go to five, and so on.”

"Yes" | said. "But graded doses won't kill her."
Hammond looked a me and said, "John, are youout of your mind?'
"No," | said.

We entered Angela's room. She was turned awayfrom us, rolled over on her side. | took the ampoulecf
nalorphine from Hammond and set it with thesyringe on the table just alongside her bed; |wanted to be

sure sheread the label .

Then | walked around to the other side of thebed, so her back was to me.
| reached across her and picked up the ampoule

and syringe. Then | quickly filled the syringe withwater from the cup.

"Would you turn around, Angela, please?’

Sherolled onto her back and held out her arm.Hammond was too astonished to move; | put the
tourniquet on her arm and rubbed the veinsin thecrook of her elbow until they stood out. Then | dipped
the needlein and squeezed out the con-tents. She watched mein silence.



When it was done, | stood back and said, "Therenow."
Shelooked at me, then &t Hammond, then back to me.
"It won't belong,” | said.

"How much did you give me?*

"Enough.”

"Wasit ten? Did you give meten?"'

She was becoming agitated. | patted her arm re-assuringly. " There's nothing to worry about.”
"Wasit twenty?"

"Wel, no," | sad. "It was only two. Two milli-grams.”

"Two!"

"Itwon't kill you," | ssaid mildly.

She groaned and rolled away from us.

"Disgppointed?’ | said.

"What are you trying to prove?' she said.

"Y ou know the answer to that, Angela.”

"But two milligrams. That's—"

"Just enough to give you symptoms. Just the cold

sweats and the cramps and the pain. Just the begin-nings of withdrawa."

"It won't kill you," | said again. "And you know it."

"You bastards. | didn't ask to come here, | didn'task to be—"

"But you are here, Angela. And you have naor-phinein your veins. Not much, but enough.”
She began to break out into a swedt. "Stop it," she said.

"We can use morphine.”

"Stopit. Please. | don't want it."

"Tel us" | sad. "About Karen."



"Frg sopit."No.

Hammond was bothered by all this. He startedforward toward the bed. | pushed him back.
"Tdl us Angda”

"l don't know anything."

"Then well wait until the symptoms start. Andyou'll haveto tdl uswhile you scream from thepain.”
Her pillow was soaked with swest. "1 don't know, | don't know."

"Tel us"

"l don't know anything."

She began to shiver, dightly at first, and thenmore uncontrollably, until her whole body shook.
"It'sdarting, Angda.”

She gritted her teeth. "I don't care.”

"It will get worse, Angela.”

"No...no...no...."

| produced an ampoule of morphine and et it onthe tablein front of her.

"Tdl us"

Her shivering got worse, until her whole bodywas wracked with spasms. The bed shook violently. |

would have fdt pity if | had not known that shewas causing the reaction hersdlf, that | had not in-jected
any nadorphineat dl.

"Angda”
"All right," shesaid, gasping. "l did it. | had to."
"Why?

"Because of the hest. The heat. The clinic andthe hegt."
"Y ou'd been gedling from the surgery?"

"Yes...not much, just alittle. . . butenough. . ."



"How long?"

"Threeyears. .. maybefour..."

"And what happened?’

"Roman robbed the clinic . . . Roman Jones."
"When?'

"Last week."

N

"The heat was on. They were checking every-body . . ."
"So you had to stop steding?”

"Yes..."

"What did you do?"

"| tried to buy from Roman."

N

"Hewanted money. A lot."

"Who suggested the abortion?"

"Romen."

"To get money?'

"Wes"

"How much did he want?'

| dready knew the answer. She said, "Three hun-dred dollars.”
"So you did the abortion?”
"Yes...yes...yes. .. ."

"And who acted as anesthetist?'

"Roman. It was easy. Thiopenta.”

"And Karen died?"

"Shewasadl right when sheleft. . .. Wedid it onmy bed . . . thewholething....It was dl right, ev-



erything...onmy bed. .. ."

"But later shedied.”

"Yes. .. Oh God, give me some stuff. . . ."
"Wewill," | said.

| filled asyringe with more water, squeezedout the air until afine stream shot into the air,and injected it
intravenoudy. Immediately she calmed. Her breathing became dower, more re-laxed.

"Angela" | sad, "did you perform the abortion?"
"Wes"

"And it resulted in Karen's desth?'

A dull voice."Yes"

"All right." | patted her arm. " Just rlax now."

we walked down the corridor. Tom Harding waswaiting there with hiswife, smoking a cigarette and
pacing up and down.

"Isshedl right, Doctor? Did the tests—"

"Fing" | sad. "Shell recover beautifully.”

"That'sardief," hesad, his shoulders sagging.

"Yes" | said.

Norton Hammond gave me aquick glance, and | avoided hiseyes. | fdlt like hell; my headache was
much worse and | was beginning to have momentswhen my vison blurred. It seemed much worseinmy

right eyethan my left.

But someone had to tell them. | said, "Mr.Harding, | am afraid your daughter has been impli-cated in
businessthat involvesthe police.”

He looked at me, stunned, disbelieving. Then I saw hisface melt into a peculiar acceptance. Al-mogt asif
he had known it al dong. "Drugs,” hesad, in alow voice.

"Yes" | said and felt worse than ever.
"Wedidn't know," he said quickly. "I mean, if wehad . . ."

"But we suspected,” Mrs. Harding said. "Wenever could control Angela. She was a headstronggirl, very
independent. Very sdf-rdiant and sure of herself. Even asachild, she was sure of hersdf.”

Hammondwiped the sweet from hisface with hisdeeve. "Wel," he sad, "that'sthat.”



"YS,"

Even though he was close to me, he seemed faraway. His voice was suddenly faint and insgnifi-cant.

Everything around me was inggnificant. The people seemed small and faded. My headache nowcamein
bursts of severe pain. Once, | had to stopfor amoment and rest.

"What's the matter?"
"Nothing. Just tired."

Henodded. "Wdll," hesaid, "it'sal over. Youshould be pleased.”

"Areyou?'

We went into the doctors conference room, asmal cubbyhole with two chairs and atable. Therewere
chartson thewalls, detailing procedure foracute emergencies: hemorrhagic shock, pulmonaryedema, Ml,
burns, crush injuries. We sat down andl lit acigarette. My left hand felt wesk as| flickedthelighter.

Hammond stared at the chartsfor awhile; nel-ther of us said anything. Findly, Hammond said,"Want a
drink?'

'Yes" | said. | wasfedling sick to my stomach, dis-gusted, and annoyed. A drink would do me good,
snap meout of it. Or eseit would make me sicker.

He opened alocker and reached into the back, producing aflask. "Vodka," he said. "No smell. Foracute
medica emergencies." He opened it and tooka swallow, then passed it to me.

Asl drank, he said, "Jesus. Tunein, turn on,drop dead. Jesus.”
"Something likethat."

| gave the flask back to him.

"Shewasaniceqgirl, too."

"Yau

"And that placebo effect. Y ou got her into with-drawal on water, and you snapped her out of it with
water."

"Y ou know why," | said.
"Yeah," hesad, "she bdieved you."
"That'sright," | said. "She believed me."

| looked up at achart illustrating the pathol ogical lesion and emergency steps for diagnosis and treat-ment
of ectopic pregnancy. | got down to the place where they talked about menstrud irregularity and
cramping right-lower-quadrant pain when the wordsbegan to blur.

"John?'



It took me along timeto answer. It seemed asifit took me along timeto hear the words. | wasdeepy,
dow-thinking, dow-acting.

"John?'

"Yes" | said. My voice was hollow, avoicein atomb. It echoed.
"YouO.K.?'

"Yes fine"

| kept hearing the words repeated in akind of dream: fine, fine, fine. . . .
"You look terrible.”

"I'mfine...." Fine fine fine. ..

"John, don't get mad—"

"I'mnot mad,”" | said and shut my eyes. Thelidswere hard to keep open. They stuck down, wereheavy,
gicking to the lower lids. "I'm happy.”

IIwa?I
"Whet?'

"Areyou happy?'

"No," | said. He wastalking nonsense. It meantnothing. His voice was squeaky and high like ababy, a
chattering, childish voice. "No," | said, "I'mnot mad a all."

"Sop caling me John."

"That's your name," Norton said. He stood up,dowly, moving in dreamy downess, and | fdt verytired as
| watched him move. He reached into hispocket and produced hislight and shined it into myface. |
looked away; the light was bright and hurtmy eyes. Especidly my right eye.

"Look at me."

Thevoicewasloud and commanding. Drill ser-geant's voice. Snappish and irritable.

"Fuck off," | said.

Strong fingers on my head, holding me, and thelight shining into my eyes.

"Cut it out, Norton."

"John, hold till."



"Cutitout." | closed my eyes. | wastired. Verytired. | wanted to deep for amillion years. Seepwas
beautiful, like the ocean washing the sand, lap-ping up with adow, beautiful, hissng sound, clean-ing
everything.

"I'm O.K., Norton. I'm just mad."

"John, hold till."

John, hold ill.

John, holdstill.

John, hold ill.

"Norton, for Christ's sske—"

"Shut up,” hesad.

Shut up, shut up.

He had hislittle rubber hammer out. He wastapping my legs. Making my legs bounce up and down. It
tingled and irritated me. | wanted to deep.| wanted to go fast, fast adeep.

"Norton, you son of abitch.”

"Shut up. Y ou're as bad as any of them.”

Asany of them, asany of them. The wordsechoed in my head. Asany of what? | wondered. Then the
deep, creeping up on me, fingers stretch-ing out, plagtic, rubbery fingers, closing over myeyes, holding
themshut. . . .

“I'mtired.”

"l know you are. | can see.”

"l can't. | can't see anything.”

Anything.

Can't see.
| tried to open my eyes. "Coffee. Need coffee.”

"No," he said.

"Givemeafetus" | said and wondered why 1said it. It made no sense. Did it? Didn't it? So con-fusng.
Everything was confused. My right eye hurt. The headache was right behind my right eye. Likealittle man

with ahammer, pounding the back of my eyebal.

"A littleman," | sad.



"What?'

"A littleman,” | explained. It was obvious. Hewas stupid not to understand. It was perfectly obvi-ous, a
reasonabl e statement from a reasonable man.Norton wasjust playing games, pretending hedidn't
understand.

"John," he said, "'l want you to count backwardfrom one hundred. Subtract seven from one hun-dred.
Can you do that?"

| paused. It wasn't easy. In my mind, | saw apiece of paper, a shining white piece of paper, withpenal
on it. One hundred minus seven. And aline,for the subtraction.

"Ninety-three."

"Good. Continue."

That was harder. It needed a new piece of paper.

| had to tear the old one off the pad before | could

begin with anew piece. And when | had torn the old one off, | had forgotten what was oniit.
Compli-cated. Confusing.

"Go on, John. Ninety-three."
"Ninety-three minus seven." | paused. "Eighty-five. No. Eighty-gix."

"Goon."

" Seventy-three. No. Seventy-four. No, no. Wait aminute”

| was tearing off pieces of paper. So hard. And sovery confusing. It was so muchwork to concentrate.
"Eighty-seven.”

"No."

"Eighty-five

"John, what day isthis?' Day?

What aslly question. Norton wasfull of sillyquestionstoday. What day isthis?

"Today," | said.

"What isthe date?'



"The date?"
"Yes, the date."

"May," | said. It wasthe date of May.

"John, where are you?'

"l aninthehospitd,”" | said, looking down a mywhites. | opened my eyes afraction, because theywere
heavy and | was groggy and the light hurt myeyes. | wished hewould keep quiet and let medeep. |
wanted to deep. | needed the deep. | wasvery, very tired.

"What hospitd ?*

"The hospitd."

"What hospitd ?*

"The—" | started to say something, but couldn'tremember what | intended to say. My headachewas

fierce now, pounding on theright eye, on thefront of my head on the right side, aterrible pound-ing
headache.

"Raiseyour left hand, John."
"What?'
"Raise your left hand, John."

I heard him, heard the words, but they were fool-ish. No one would pay attention to those words. No
one would bother.

"What?'

The next thing | felt was avibration, on therightside of my head. A funny rumbling vibration. 1 opened my
eyesand saw agirl. She was pretty, butshe was doing strange things to me. Brown fluffythingswere
fdling off my head. Drifting down. Norton was watching and calling for something, but | did not
understand the words. | was nearly adeep,it wasdl very srange. After the fluff came alather.

And therazor. | looked at it, and the lather, and | was suddenly sick, no warning, no nothing, but vomital
over and Norton was saying, "Hurry it up, let'sgo.”

And then they brought in the drill. | could bardlyseeit, my eyeskept closing, and | was sick again.
Thelast thing | said was"No holesin my head.”
| said it very clearly and dowly and digtinctly.

I think.



FRIDAY, SATURDAY & SUNDAY
OCTOBER 14,15 & 16
ONE
ITfelt like somebody had tried to cut off my headand hadn't done a very good job. When | woke upl
buzzed for the nurse and demanded more mor-phine. She said | couldn't haveit inasmiling,
difficult-patient way and | suggested she go to hdl.She didn't much like that but | didn't much likeher. |
reached up and felt the bandages on the sideof my skull and made afew comments. She didn'tlike those
any better so sheleft. Pretty soon NortonHammond camein.
"You'reahell of abarber," | said, touching myhead.
"| thought we did pretty well."
"How many holes?'
"Three. Right parieta. We took out quite abit of blood. Y ou remember any of that?"
"No," | said.
'Y ou were deepy, vomiting, and one pupil was di-388
lated. We didn't wait for the X rays, we put the bun-holesright in."
"Oh," | said. " Whendo | get out of here?"
"Three or four days, a most."
"Areyou kidding? Three or four days?"
"Anepidurd,” hesad, "isarugged thing. Wewant to be sure you rest.”
"Do | have any choice?'
"They dwayssay," he sad, "that doctors makethe worst patients.”
"Moremorphing,” | said.
"No," hesad.
"Davon."
"No."
"Agirin?’

"All right," he said. ™Y ou can have some aspirin.”



"Red aspirin? Not sugar pills?'

"Watchit," hesad, "or well cal apsychiatricconsult.”
"You wouldn't dare."

Hejust laughed and | eft the room.

| dept for awhile, and then Judith came in tosee me. She acted annoyed with me for awhile, but not too
long. | explained to her that it wasn't my fault and she said | was a damned fool andkissed me.

Then the police came, and | pretended to beadegp until they Ieft.

In the evening, the nurse got me some newspa-pers and | searched for news about Art. Therewasn't
any. Some lurid stories about AngelaHard-

ing and Roman Jones, but nothing el se. Judithcame again during evening visiting hours and told me that
Betty and the kids were fine and that Artwould be rel eased the next day.

| said that was great news and she just smiled.

THERE ISNO SENSE OF TIME IN A HOSPITAL. One dayblendsinto the next; the
routine—temperatures,meal's, doctors rounds, more temperatures, moremea s—was everything.
Sanderson came to see me,and Fritz, and some other people. And the police,only thistime couldn't
fake deep. | told them ev-erything | knew and they listened and made notes. Toward the end of the
second day | felt better. | was stronger, my head was clearer, and | was deep-ingless.

| told Hammond and he just grunted and said towait another day.

Art Lee cameto see mein the afternoon. He hadthe old, wry grin on hisface but he looked tired. And
older.

"Hi," | said. "How'sit fed to be out?'

"Good," he said.

He looked at me from the foot of the bed andshook hishead. "Hurt much?!

"Not anymore."

"Sorry it happened,” he said.

"It'sdl right. It wasinteresting, in away. My firsepidurd hematoma.”

| paused. Therewas aquestion | wanted to askhim. | had been thinking about alot of thingsand

kicking mysdlf for my foolish mistakes. The worsthad been calling that reporter into the Lees housethat
night. That had been very bad. But there wereother bad things. So | wanted to ask him.

Instead, | said, " The police have things wrappedup now, | imagine.”



He nodded. ""Roman Jones was supplying Angela.He made her do the abortion. When it failed—andyou
got curious—he went over to Angela's house, probably to kill her. He decided he was being fol-lowed
and caught you. Then hewent to her placeand went after her with arazor. That was what hap-pened to
your forehead.”

"Nice"

"Angeafought him with akitchen knife. Sashedhim up alittle. It must have been a pleasant scene,hm
with the razor and her with the knife. Finaly she managed to hit him with achair and knock him out the
window."

"She sad that?'

"Y es, gpparently.”

| nodded.

We looked at each other for awhile.

"| appreciateyour hdp,” hesad, "indl this."

"Any time. You sureit was hdp?'

Hesmiled. "I'm afree man."

"That'snot what | mean,”" | said.

He shrugged and sat down on the edge of thebed.

"The publicity wasn't your fault,” hesad. "Be-

Sdes, | was getting tired of thistown. Ready for achange.”

"Wherewill you go?'

"Back to Cdlifornia, | guess. I'd liketo livein LosAngees. Maybe I'll ddliver babiesfor movie sars.”
"Movie stars don't have babies. They have agents.”

He laughed. For amoment, it was the old laugh, the rnomentary sdlf-pleasure that came when he had just
heard something that amused him and hadhit upon an amusing response. He was about tospeak, then
closed hismouth and stared at thefloor. He stopped laughing.

| said, "Have you been back to the office?!

"Just to closeit up. I'm making arrangements forthe movers.”

"Whenwill you go?'

"Next week."



"So soon?'

He shrugged. "I'm not eager to stay."

"No," | sad, "l imagineyou're not."

| SUPPOSE EVERYTHING THAT HAPPENED afterwardwasthe result of my anger. It was dready
arottenbusiness, sinking rotten, and | should have left italone. There was no need to continue anything. |
could let it go and forget about it. Judith wanted tohave afarewe| party for Art; | told her no, that he
wouldn't likeit, not redly.

That made me angry, too.

On the third hospital day | bitched to Hammonduntil he finaly agreed to discharge me. | guessthe

nurses had been complaining to him aswell. Sothey let me go a 3:10 in the afternoon, and Judithbrought
me clothes and drove me home. On theway, | said, "Turn right at the next corner.”

"Why?

"l haveto make astop.”

"Comeon, Judith. A quick stop.”

She frowned, but turned right at the corner. | directed her across Beacon Hill, to AngelaHarding's strest.
A police car was parked in front of her apartment. | got out and went up to the secondfloor. A cop stood
outside the door.

"Dr. Berry, Mdlory Lab," | said in an officia tone. "Have the blood samples been taken yet?!

The cop looked confused. "Blood samples?

"Y es. The scrapings from the room. Dried sam-ples. For twenty-six factor determinations. Y ouknow.”

He shook his head. He didn't know.

"Dr. Lazareisworried about them," | said. "Wantedme to check."

"I don't know anything about it,” the cop said." There were some medica guys here yesterday. Those the
ones?'

"No," | said, "they were the dermatology people.”

"Uh. Oh. Wdll, you better check for yourself." Heopened the door for me. "Just don't touch anything.
They're dugting.”

| entered the gpartment. It was a shambles, fur-niture overturned, blood spattered on couches and

tables. Three men were working on aglass, dustingpowder onto it and blowing it off, then photo-



graphing the fingerprints. Onelooked up, "Help

you?"

"Yes" | sad. "The char—"

"Over there" he sad, jerking histhumb towardthe chair in the corner. "But don't touch it.”

| went over and stared at the chair. It was notvery heavy, a cheap wood kitchen chair, rather non-
descript. But it was urdily made. There was someblood on oneleg.

| looked back at the three men. "Y ou dusted thisone yet?"

"Y eah. Funny thing. There's hundreds of printsinthis room. Dozens of people. It's going to take usyears
to unrave it al. But there were two things wecouldn't get printsfrom. That chair and the door-knob to
the outside door."

"How'sthat?'

The man shrugged. "Been wiped.”

"Wiped?'

"Y eah. Somebody cleaned up the chair and thedoorknob. Anyhow, that's the way it looks. Damned
funny. Nothing ese was wiped, not even the knifeshe used on her wrigs.”

| nodded. "The blood boys been here yet?'

"Y eah. Came and went."

"OK.," I said. "Can | make acall?| want tocheck back with the [ab."

He shrugged. "Sure.”

| went to the phone, picked it up, and dialed the

weather bureau. When the voice cameon, | said,"GivemeDr. Lazare."
"—saunny and cool, with ahigh in the mid-fifties.Partly cloudly in late afternoon—"
"Fred? John Berry. I'm over a the room now."

"—uwith fifty-percent chance of showers—"

"Y eah, they say the samples were taken. Y ou sureyou haven't gotten them yet?"
"—tomorrow, fair and colder with ahigh in theforties—"

"Oh. | see. O.K. Good. Right. Seeyou.”

—"wind from the east & fifteen miles perhour—"



| hung up and turned to the three men."Thanks" | said.
"Sure”

Nobody paid any attention to me as| left. No-body redly cared. The men who were there were doing
routine duty. They'd done thingslike this be-fore, dozens of times. It wasjust routine.

POSTSCRIPT:MONDAY
OCTOBER 17
Iwasin abad mood Monday. | sat around for most of the morning drinking coffee and smoking
cigarettesand tasting alousy sour taste in my mouth. | kepttelling mysdlf that | could drop it and nobody

wouldcare. It was over. | couldn't help Art and | couldn't undo anything. I could only make thingsworse.

Besides, none of thiswas Weston's fault, not re-aly. Even though | wanted to blame somebody, |
couldn't blame him. And he was an old man.

It asawaste of time. | drank coffee and told my-self that, over and over. A waste of time.

| did it anyway.

Shortly before noon | drove over to the Mdloryand waked into Weston's office. He was going over
some microscopic dides and dictating hisfindingsinto asmall desk recorder. He stopped when | camein.

"Hello, John. What brings you over here?"
| said, "How do you fed?' 396

"Me?' Helaughed. "I fed fine. How do youfed ?* He nodded to the bandages on my head. "' heard what
happened.”

"I'mokay," | said.

| looked at his hands. They were under the table,in hislap. He had dropped them down as soon asl had
come into the room.

| sad, "Hurt much?'
"What?'
"Y our hands."

He gave me apuzzled look or tried to. It didn'twork. | nodded to his hands and he brought themott.
Two fingersof hisleft hand were bandaged.

"Accident?"



"Y es. Clumsy of me. | was chopping an onion athome—he ping out in the kitchen—and | cut my-<df.

Just asuperficid wound, but embarrassng. Y ou'd think after all these years|'d know how to handlea
knife"

"Y ou bandaged it yourself?'
'Yes. It wasjust asmal cut.”

| sat down in the chair opposite his desk and lita cigarette, aware that he was watching me care-fully. |
blew a stream of smoke out, toward the cell-ing. He kept hisface cam and blank; he wasmaking it hard
for me. But that was hisright, I guess. I'd probably do the same.
"Was there something you wanted to see meabout?' he asked.
"Yes" | said.
We stared at each other for amoment, and then
Weston pushed his microscope to one side andturned off the recorder.
"Wasit about the path diagnosis on Karen Ran-dal? 1'd heard you were concerned.”
"l was," | sad.
"Would you fed better if someone elselookedthem over? Sanderson?”
"Not now," | said. "It doesn't really matter now.Not legdly, anyway."

"I supposeyoureright," hesad.

We stared at each other again, along silencefal-ing. | didn't know how to bring it up, but the Si-lence
waskillingme.

"Thechair," | said, "waswiped. Did you knowthat?"

For amoment, he frowned, and | thought he was going to play dumb. But he didn't; instead, he nod-
ded.

"Yes" hesad. "Shetold me shed wipeit."
"And the doorknob."

"Yes. And the doorknob."

"When did you show up?"

Hesdghed. "It waslate," he said. "I had workedlate at the labs and was on my way home. | stoppedby
Angelas apartment to see how shewas. | oftendid. Just stopped in. Looked in on her."

"Wereyou treating her addiction?"



"Y ou mean, was | supplying her?"

"l mean, were you tregting her?"

"No," hesad. "I knew it was beyond me. | con-sidered it, of course, but | knew that | couldn't

handleit, and | might make thingsworse. | urgedher to go for treatment, but . . ."

He shrugged.

"So ingtead, you vidted her frequently.”

"Just to try and help her over the rough time. Itwastheleast | could do."

"And Thursday night?'

"He was dready therewhen | arrived. | heard scuf-fling and shouts, so | opened the door, and found
him chasing her with arazor. She had akitchen knife—along one, the kind you use for bread—and she
wasfighting back. He wastrying to kill her because shewas awitness. He said that, over and over.

Y ou're awitness, baby,' in alow voice. | don't remember ex-actly what happened next. | had dways
been fond of Angela. He said something to me, some words, andstarted at me with the razor. He looked
terrible Angelahad dready cut him with the knife, or a least,hisclothes. . ."

"So you picked up the chair.”

"No. | backed off. He went after Angela. He wasfacing her, away from me. That waswhen...| picked
up the chair.”

| pointed to hisfingers. "And your cuts?'

"l don't remember. | guess he did it. There wasalittle dash on the deeve of my coat, too, when I got
home. But | don't remember.”

"After thechar—"

"Hefdl down. Unconscious. Just fell.”

"What did you do then?'

"Angdawas afraid for me. Shetold meto leave

immediately, that she could take care of everything. She wasterrified that | would beinvolved. And 1 ..."
"Youleft," | said.

Helooked at hishands. "Yes."

"Was Roman dead when you left?"

"I don't redly know. He had falen near the win-dow. | guess she just pushed him out and then wipedup.
But | don't know for sure. | don't know for sure.”



| looked at hisface, at the linesin the skin and thewhite of the hair, and remembered how he had been
as ateacher, how he had prodded and pushed andcgjoled, how | had respected him, how he had taken
the residents every Thursday afternoon to anearbybar for drinks and talk, how he used to bring abig
birthday cakein every year on his birthday and shareit with everyone on thefloor. It al came back, the
jokes, the good times, the bad times, the questions and explanations, the long hoursin the dissecting
room, the points of fact and the matters of uncer-tainty.

"Wdl," hesaid with asad amile, "thereit is"

| lit another cigarette, cupping my hands around it and ducking my head, though there was no breezein
the room. It was gtifling and hot and airless, like agreenhouse for delicate plants.

Weston didn't ask the question. He didn't have to.

"Y ou might get off," | said, "with sdlf-defense.”

"Yes" hesad, very dowly. "l might.”

outside, cold autumnal sun splashed over the barebranches of the skeleta trees along Massachusetts

Avenue. As| came down the steps of Mdlory, an am-bulance drove past me toward the Boston City
EW.Asit passed | glimpsed aface propped up on abedin the back, with an oxygen mask being held in
placeby an attendant. | could see no featuresto the face; | could not even tell if it was aman or awoman.

Severd other people on the street had paused towatch the ambulance go by. Ther expressons were
fixed into attitudes of concern, or curiogity, or pity. But they all stopped for amoment, to look, and to
think their private thoughts.

Y ou could tell they were wondering who the per-son was, and what the disease was, and whetherthe
person would ever leave the hospital again. They had no way of knowing the answers to thosequestions,

but I did.

This particular ambulance had itslight flashing, but the siren was off, and it moved with amost ca-sud
downess. That meant the passenger was notvery sick.

Or dse he was dready dead. It wasimpossibleto tell which.

For amoment, | fet astrange, compelling curiosity,amost an obligation to go to the EW and find out
who the patient was and what the prognosis was.

But | didn't. Instead | walked down the street, gotinto my car, and drove home. | tried to forget about
the ambulance, because there were millions of ambu-lances, and millions of people, every day, a every
hos-pitd. Eventualy, 1 did forget. Then| wasal right.

As unpleasant as cancer may be described as food,as in the case of oat-cell carcinomaof the lung.

APPENDIX |:Délicatessen Pathologists



Part of any pathologist's jobisto describe whathe sees quickly and precisely; agood path reportwill
alow thereader to seein hismind exactly whatthe pathologist saw. In order to do this, many pa
thologists have taken to describing diseased organsasif they werefood, earning themselves the name,
delicatessen pathologidts.

Other pathologists are revolted by the practice; they deplore path reports that read like restaurantmenus.
But the deviceis so convenient and useful that nearly al pathologists useit, at onetime or an-other.

Thusthere are currant jely clots and postmor-tem chicken-fat clots. Thereisripe raspberrymucosaor
srawberry galbladder mucosa, whichindicates the presence of cholesterol. There arenutmeg livers of
congestive heart failure and Swiss-cheese endometriaof hyperplasa Even something

APPENDIX II:Cops and Doctors
DOCTORSARE GENERALLY MISTRUSTFUL of the police
and try to avoid police business. One reason:

A brilliant resdent at the Generd was called out of bed one night to examine adrunk brought in by the
police. The police may know that certain med-ica disorders—such as diabetic coma—may closdy
imitate inebriation, even including an "adcohalic” breath. So this was routine. The man was exam-ined,
pronounced medically sound, and carted offto jall.

He died during the night. At autopsy, he wasfound to have aruptured spleen. The family suedthe
resident for negligence, and the police were ex-traordinarily helpful to thefamily in attempting toput the
blame on the doctor. At thetrial, it was de-cided that the doctor had indeed been negligent,but no
damages were awarded.

Thisdoctor later tried to obtain certification fromthe Virginia State Board to practice in that state,and
succeeded only with the greatest difficulty. Thisincident will follow him for the rest of hislife

Whileit is possible that he missed the enlargedor ruptured spleen in hisexamination, it ishighly unlikely
consdering the nature of theinjury and ex-tremely high cdiber of doctor. The conclusion of the hospita
staff was that probably the man had re-ceived a good kick in the scomach by the police, af-ter he had
been examined.

Thereis, of course, no proof either way. Butenough incidents such as this have occurred thatdoctors
mistrust police amost as amatter of gen-erd policy.

APPENDIX I11:Battlefields and Barberpoles

Throughout history,surgery and war have beenintimately related. Even today, of dl doctors, young
surgeons are the oneswho least object to beingsent to the battlefield. For it isthere that surgeonsand
surgery have traditionally devel oped, innovated,and matured.

The earliest surgeons were not doctors at dl;they were barbers. Their surgery was primitive, con-94ing

largely of amputations, blood-letting, andwound-dressing. Barbers accompanied the troopsduring maor
campaigns and gradudly cametolearn more of their restorative art. They were ham-pered, however, by
alack of anesthesia; until



1890, the only anesthetics available were a bullet clenched between the victim's teeth and a shot of
whiskey in his ssomach. The surgeons were awalyslooked down on by the medical doctors, men who did
not deign to treat patients with their hands, but took amore lofty and intellectua approach. The at-titude,
to some extent, perssts to the present day.

Now, of course, surgeons are not barbers, or vice versa. But the barbers retain the symbol of their old
trade—the red-and-white-striped pole which repre-sents the bloody white dressings of the battlefield.

But if surgeonsno longer give haircuts, they stillaccompany armies. Wars gives them vast experi-encein
tresting trauma, wounds, crush injuries,and burns. War aso alowsinnovation; most of thetechniques now
common to plastic or reconstruc-tive surgery were devel oped during World War 11.

All this does not necessarily make surgeons ei-ther prowar or antipeace. But the historical back-ground
of their craft does give them a somewhatdifferent outlook from other doctors.

APPENDIX 1V:Abbreviaions

Doctors love abbreviations,and probably noother major profession has so many. Abbreviationsserve an
important time-saving function, but there

seemsto be an additiona purpose. Abbreviationsare a code, a secret and impenetrable language, the
cabaligtic symbols of medica society.

For ingtance: "The PMI, corresponding to theL BCD, was located in the 5th ICS two centimeterslaerd
tothe MCL." Nothing could be more myste-rious to an outsider than that sentence.

X isthe most important letter of the aphabet in medicine, because of its common usein abbrevia-tions.
Useranges from the sraightforward "Poliox3" for three polio vaccinations, to "Discharged toWard X," a
common euphemism for the morgue. But there are many others: dx isdiagnosis; px, prog-noss, Rx,
therapy; sx, symptoms; hx, history; mx, metastases; fx, fractures.

L etter abbreviations are particularly favored incardiology, with itsendlessusage of LVH, RVF, ASMR
to describe heart conditions, but other specia-ties have their own.

On occasion, abbreviations are used to makecomments which one would not want to write outinfull.
Thisisbecause any patient's hospital recordisalega document which may be caled into court; doctors
must therefore be careful what they say,and awhole vocabulary and series of abbreviationshave sorung
up. For instance, a patient is not de-mented, but "disoriented” or "severely confused”; a patient does not
lie, but "confabulates’; apatient is not stupid, but "obtunded.” Among surgeons, afa-vorite expresson to
discharge apatient who is ma-lingering is SHA, meaning " Ship hisass out of

here" And in pediatricsis perhaps the mostunusua abbreviation of dl, FLK, which means
"Funny-looking kid."

APPENDIX V:Whites
EVERYBODY KNOWS DOCTORS WEAR WHITE UNIFORM S, and nobody, not even the

doctors, knowswhy. Cer-tainly the "whites," asthey are cdled, are distinc-tive, but they serveno red
purpose. They are noteven traditiond.



In the court of Louis X1V, for example, al phys-cianswore black: long, black, imposing robeswhich
were as striking and awe-inspiring in their day asshining whites are now.

Modern arguments for whites usudly invoke ste-rility and cleanliness. Doctors wear white becauseitisa
"clean" color. Hospitas are painted white forthe same reason. This sounds quite reasonable un-til one
sees agrubby intern who has been on dutyfor thirty-six consecutive hours, has dept twiceinhisclothes,
and has ministered to dozens of pa-tients. Hiswhites are creased, wrinkled, dirty, andno doubt covered
with bacteria

Surgeonsgiveit al avay. The epitome of aseptic conditions, of germ-freeliving, isfound in the oper-
ating room. Y et few OR's are white, and the sur-

geons themsalves do not wear white clothing. Theywear green, or blue, or sometimes gray.

So one must consider the medica "whites' as auniform, with no morelogic to the color than the
designation of bluefor anavy uniform or green foran army uniform. The andogy is closer than the ca-sud
observer might expect, for the medica uniformdesignates rank aswell as service. A doctor canwak into
award and can tell you the rank of every-one on the ward team. He can tell you who istheresident, who
the intern, who the medical student,who the male orderly. He doesthis by reading smdl cues, just asa
military man reads stripes and shoul-der insignias. It comes down to questionslike: 1sthe man carrying a
stethoscope? Does he have onenotebook in his pocket or two? File cards held by ametd clip?Ishe
carrying ablack bag?

The process may even be extended to indicatethe speciaty of adoctor. Neurologists, for example,are
reedily identified by the three or four straightpins stuck through their left jacket lapels.

APPENDIX VI:Argumentson Abortion

THERE ARE GENERALLY CONSIDERED to be sx argu-mentsfor abortion, and six
counterarguments. The first argument considersthe law and anthro-

pology. It can be shown that many societies rou-tingy practice abortion and infanticide without pa-rental
guilt or destruction of the moral fiber of thesociety. Usualy examples are drawn from margina societies,
living in aharsh environment, such astheAfrican Pygmies or Bushmen of the Kadahari. Orfrom societies
which place agreat premium on sonsand kill off excessfema e infants. But the same ar-gument hasused
the example of Japan, now thesixth-largest nation in the world and one of themaost highly indudtridized.

The reverse argument states that Western society haslittlein common with either Pygmiesor the
Japanese, and that what is right and acceptable forthem is not necessarily so for us.

Lega arguments are related to this. It can beshown that modern abortion laws did not always ex-ig;
they evolved over many centuries, in reponseto avariety of factors. Proponents of abortion claimthat
modern laws are arbitrary, foolish, and irrdle-vant. They arguefor alegd system which accu-rately
reflects the mores and the technology of thepresent, not of the past.

The reverse argument points out that old lawsare not necessarily bad laws and that to changethem
thoughtlesdy invites uncertainty and flux inan aready uncertain world. A less sophiticatedform of the
argument opposes abortion smply be-causeitisillegd. Until recently, many otherwisethoughtful doctors
felt comfortable taking this pos-tion. Now, however, abortion is being debated inmany circles, and such
asgmplidic view isunten-able.



The second argument concerns abortion as aformof birth control. Proponents regard abortion on de-
mand asahighly effective form of birth control andpoint to its successin Japan, Hungary,
Czechodo-vakia, and elsewhere. Proponents see no essential difference between preventing a conception
andhalting a process which has not yet resulted in afully viable infant. (These same people see no dif-
ference between the rhythm method and the pill,since the intention of both practicesisidentical.)In
essence, the argument claimsthat "it's thethought that counts.”

Those who disagree draw aline between preven-tion and correction. They believe that once concep-
tion has occurred, the fetus has rights and cannotbe killed. Thisviewpoint isheld by many who favor
conventiond birth-control measures, and for thesepeople, the problem of what to do if birth control
fals—asit doesin a certain percentage of cases— istroublesome.

Thethird argument considers socid and psychiatricfactors. It has variants.

Thefirg statesthat the physical and menta health of the mother aways takes precedence overthat of the
unborn child. The mother, and her d-ready exigting family, may suffer emationaly and fi-nancidly by the
birth of another infant, and

therefore, in such cases the birth should be pre-vented.

The second statesthat it isimmora and crimina to bring into the world an unwanted child. It statesthat, in
our increasingly complex society, the properrearing of achild isatime-consuming and expen-sve
process demanding materna atention and parterna financia support for education. If afamilycannot
provide this, they do agrave disserviceto the child. The obvious extreme caseisthat of theunwed
mother, who is frequently unprepared torear an infant, either emationaly or financialy.

The counterargument is vague here. Thereistalkof mothers who unconscioudy wish to conceive; talk of
the maternal urge to procreate; flat statements that "there never was a child born who wasn't wanted.” Or
an ex-post-facto approach: once the child is born, thefamily will adjust and love him.

The fourth argument states that awoman shouldnever, under any circumstances, be required to bear a
child if she does not wish to do so. Abortion on de-mand should be aright of every woman, liketheright
to vote. Thisisan interesting argument, but its use-fulness has been diluted by many of its proponents,
who often express arather paranoid feding that theworld is dominated by men who cannot be expected
to show any sympathy for the opposite sex.

Those who disagree with this argument usualy point out that a modern, emancipated woman neednot
become pregnant if she doesnot wishit. A wide

variety of birth-control methods and devicesis availa-bleto her, and they believe that abortionisnot a
subgtitute for birth control. The case of birth-control failure and inadvertent pregnancy—such as
rape—aredifficult to handle within thisframework, however.

Thefifth argument states that abortion is safe, easy,smple, and cheap; thus there can be no practical
objection to legdizing termination of pregnancy.

The counterargument states that abortion carriesafiniterisk of mortaity, which, though smal, none-
thelessexists. Unfortunately for thisviewpoint, it isnow perfectly clear that a hospitd abortion is one-sixth
to one-tenth as dangerous as a hospital ddliv-ery. Thismeansit is safer to abort achild than tocarry it to
term.



The sixth argument isthe newest and the most in-genious. It wasfirst proposed by Garrett Hardin, andit
attacksthe problem at a crucial question: |'s abor-tion murder? Hardin says no. He arguesthat the em-
bryo does not become human until after birth and along period of training. He states that the embryois
nothing but atemplate, ultimately derived fromDNA, the information-carrying genetic substance. In-
formation initself, he says, isof novaue. Itislike ablueprint. The blueprint of abuilding, he says, is
worthless; only the building has vaue and signifi-cance. The blueprint may be destroyed with impunity,for
another can easily be made, but a building cannotbe destroyed without careful deliberation.

Thisisaswift and overamplified summary of hisargument. Hardin was trained both as an anthropolo-gist
and asabiologist, and hisviewpoint isunique. Itisinteresting because it consders the question of whenisa
person human in terms of what isahumanbeing? Returning to the analogy of blueprint andbuilding, the
blueprint specifies Size, shape, and gen-erd structure, but it does not state whether the build-ing will be
erected in New Y ork or Tokyo, whether inadum or an affluent area, whether it will be used ef-fectively
or fdl into disrepair. By implication, Hardinis defining a human being not only asan animal that walks on
itshind legs, has alarge brain, and an op-posable thumb; he includes in the definition enough materna
care and education to make a person awell-adjusted and functioning unit of asocia grouping.

The counterargument says that Hardin assumes DNA isa"non-unique’ copy of information, whenin fact
itisquite unique. All children of agiven mother and father are not identical; thereforetheDNA cannot be
"non-unique.”

TothisHardin repliesthat we dready, quite bychance, salect only some of the potentiad DNA
combinations of sperm and egg and alow these toreach maturation. He notes that an average womanhas
30,000 eggsin her ovaries, yet will bring only afew to term. The others are destroyed just as surely asif
they had been aborted. And, as he says, one of them might have been "a super Begthoven.”

Hardin'sargument is<till new and strikes many asabstruse. But undoubtedly hisisjust the first of many

new arguments, for and againg abortion, which will be proposed on an increasingly subtle scientific basis.
It isacommentary on modern man that he mustjustify hismordity on the basis of the molecular
mechanisms a work withinasingle cdl of hisbody.

There are other arguments, but they are mostly eva-sive and petty. There are economic arguments con-
cerning the cost of turning hospitasinto abortionmills; there are vague and wild-eyed arguments of un-
leashed libertinism, similar to the arguments heardbefore the introduction of birth-control pills. Thereare
aso reflex liberad argumentsthat anything freer is by definition good and meritocratic arguments that the
outpouring of children from the lower classesshould be semmed. Thereisno point in considering these
viewpoints. They are advanced, for the mostpart, by thoughtless and irritablelittle men.

APPENDIX VII:Medicd Mords

In medicinetoday,there are four great moral ques-tionsinvolving the conduct of medical practice.Oneis
abortion. Another iseuthanasia, the killingof a patient with atermina and incurableillness. Athird
concernsthe socia respongbility of the doc-

torsto administer care to as many people as possi-ble. A fourth concernsthe definition of degth.

Theinteresting thing isthat al these problemsare new. They are products of our technology, moral and
legd problemswhich have sprung up withinthe last decade or so.

Hospital abortion, for example, must now be re-garded as arelatively inexpensive and safe proce-dure,



carrying amortdity rate roughly smilar to atooth extraction. Thiswas not dwaystrue, but inthe modern
context it is, and we must thereforeded withiit.

Euthanasiawas once much less serious a prob-lem. When doctors had fewer "supportive' aids, ar-tifiad
respirators, and knowledge of electrolyte balances, patientswith termind illnesses tended todie quickly.
Now, medicine faces the fact that aperson can be kept technicaly aive for an indefi-nite period, though
he can never be cured. Thusthe doctor must decide whether supportive therapy should be ingtituted and
for how long. Thisis aproblem because doctors have traditiondly felt that they should keep their patients
alive aslong as pos-sible, usng every available technique. Now, themoraity—and even the humanity—of
such an ap-proach must be questioned.

Thereisacorollary: whether the patient facingan incurable disease has the right to refuse support-ive
therapy; whether a patient facing weeks ormonths of termind pain has aright to demand aneasy and
painless death; whether a patient who has

put himself in adoctor's hands still retains ultimatelife-and-death control over his own existence.

Socid responghility in its modern terms—respong bility to acommunity, not an individua—is something
rather new to medicine. Formerly patientswho were indigent were treated by kind doctors, ornot at dl;
now, thereisagrowing feding that medica careisaright, not aprivilege. Thereisaso agrowingnumber
of patients who were once charity cases butare now covered by health insurance or Medicare. The
physicianistoday being forced to reconsider hisrole, not in terms of those patients who can afford to
seek hishelp, but in terms of dl the people in thecommunity. Related to thisis the increased medica
emphasis on preventive care.

The definition of death isaproblem with asingle cause: organ transplants. As surgeons become more
skilled in trangplanting parts from the dead to theliving, the question of when aman is dead becomes
crucia, because transplantable organs should be re-moved as rapidly as possible from adead man. The
old, crude indicators—no pulse, no breathing—have been replaced by no EKG activity, or aflaEEG,
but the question is il unresolved, and maynot be for many yearsto come.

Thereisancther problem involving medical eth-ics, and that concerns the doctor and the drug
companies. Thisis currently being fought over in afour-way tug-of-war involving patient, doctor, gov-
ernment, and drug manufacturer. The issues, and the eventua outcome, are ill unclear.
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