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What cannot be cured with nmedicanents is cured by the

kni fe, what the knife cannot cure is cured with the searing
iron, and whatever this cannot cure must be consi dered

i ncur abl e.

- Hi ppocrates, circa 480 b.c.

There are three cl asses of human bei ngs: nmen, wonen, and
wonen physi ci ans.
-Sir WIlliam Gsler



Pr ol ogue

San Francisco Spring 1995

District Attorney Carl Andrews was in a fury. "What the

hell is going on here? ' he demanded. "W have three doctors
living together and working at the sane hospital. One of them
al nost gets an entire hospital closed down, the second one
kills a patient for a mllion dollars, and the third one is
mur der ed. "

Andrews stopped to take a deep breath. "And they're al

wonen! Three goddam wonen doctors! The nedia is treating them
| i ke celebrities. They're all over the tube. 60 Mnutes did a
segnment on them Barbara Wal-ters did a special on them |
can't pick up a newspaper or nmagazi ne without seeing their

pi ctures, or reading about them Two to one, Hollywood is

going to nake a novie about them and they'll turn the
bitches into sone kind of heroines! |I wouldn't be surprised
I f the governnent put their faces on postage stanps, |ike

Pres-ley. Well, by God, | won't have it!" He slammed a fi st
down agai nst the photograph of a wonman on the cover of Tine
magazi ne. The caption read: "Dr. Pai ge Taylor- Angel of Mercy
or the Devil's Disciple?"

"Dr. Paige Taylor." The district attorney's voice was
filled with disgust. He turned to Gus Venable, his chief

prosecuting attorney. "I'mhanding this trial over to you,
GQus. | want a conviction. Murder One. The gas chanber."
"Don't worry," @us Venable said quietly. "I'Il see to it."

Sitting in the courtroomwatching Dr. Paige Taylor, Qus
Venabl e thought: She's jury-proof. Then he smled to hinself.
No one is jury-proof. She was tall and slen-der, with eyes
that were a startling dark brown in her pale face. A

di sinterested observer woul d have di s-m ssed her as an
attractive woman. A nore observant one woul d have noticed
sonet hing else-that all the different phases of her life
coexi sted in her. There was the happy excitenent of the



child, superinposed onto the shy uncertainty of the

adol escent and the wi sdom and pain of the woman. There was a
| ook of innocence about her. She's the kind of girl, Cus
Venabl e t hought cynically, a man woul d be proud to take hone
to his nother. If his nother had a taste for col d-bl ooded
kill-ers.

There was an al nost eerie sense of renoteness in her eyes,
a look that said that Dr. Paige Taylor had retreated deep
i nside herself to a different place, a different tine, far
fromthe cold, sterile courtroomwhere she was trapped.

The trial was taking place in the venerable old San

Franci sco Hall of Justice on Bryant Street. The buil di ng,
whi ch housed the Superior Court and County Jail, was a

f or bi ddi ng-| ooki ng edifice, seven stories high, nmade of
square gray stone. Visitors arriving at the courthouse were
funnel ed through el ectronic security checkpoints. Upstairs,
on the third floor, was the Superior Court. In Courtroom 121
where nmurder trials were held, the judge's bench stood
against the rear wall, with an Aner-ican flag behind it. To
the |l eft of the bench was the jury box, and in the center
were two tables separated by an aisle, one for the
prosecuting attorney, the other for the defense attorney.

The courtroom was packed with reporters and the type of
spectators attracted to fatal highway accidents and nurder
trials. As nurder trials went, this one was spectacul ar. Cus
Venabl e, the prosecuting attorney, was a showin hinself. He
was a burly man, larger than life, with a mane of gray hair,
a goatee, and the courtly manner of a Southern plantation
owner. He had never been to the South. He had an air of vague
bew | dernment and the brain of a conputer. H's tradenark,
sumrer and winter, was a white suit, with an ol d-fashi oned
stiff-collar shirt.

Pai ge Taylor's attorney, Al an Penn, was Venable's
opposite, a conpact, energetic shark, who had built a
reputation for racking up acquittals for his clients.

The two nmen had faced each other before, and their
rel ati onship was one of grudging respect and total m s-trust.



To Venabl e's surprise, Al an Penn had cone to see himthe week
before the trial was to begin.

"I came here to do you a favor, QCus."

Bewar e of defense attorneys bearing gifts. "Wat did you
have in m nd, Al an?"

"Now understand-1 haven't discussed this with ny client

yet, but suppose-just suppose-| could per-suade her to plead
guilty to a reduced charge and save the State the cost of a
trial?"

"Are you asking ne to pl ea-bargain?"

"Yes."
@Qus Venabl e reached down to his desk, searching for
sonething. "I can't find ny damm cal endar. Do you know what

the date is?"

"June first. Wiy?"

"For a mnute there, | thought it nust be Christnmas

al ready, or you wouldn't be asking for a present like that."
"@Qus .. "

Venabl e | eaned forward in his chair. "You know, Al an
ordinarily, I'd be inclined to go along with you. Tell you
the truth, I'd like to be in Al aska fishing right now But
the answer is no. You're defending a col d-bl ooded killer who
murdered a hel pl ess patient for his noney. |I'm demandi ng the
death penalty."

"I think she's innocent, and |-"

Venabl e gave a short, explosive [augh. "No, you don't. And
nei t her does anyone else. It's an open-and-shut case. Your
client is as guilty as Cain."

"Not until the jury says so, CGus."

"They wll." He paused. "They will."

After Alan Penn |l eft, Qus Venable sat there thinking about
their conversation. Penn's comng to himwas a sign of
weakness. Penn knew there was no chance he could win the
trial. Gus Venabl e thought about the irre-futable evidence he
had, and the wi tnesses he was going to call, and he was

sati sfied.

There was no question about it. Dr. Paige Tayl or was going
to the gas chanber.

It had not been easy to inpanel a jury. The case had
occupi ed the headlines for nonths. The col d- bl ooded- ness of



the nurder had created a tidal wave of anger.

The presiding judge was Vanessa Young, a tough, brilliant

bl ack jurist runored to be the next nomi nee for the United
States Suprenme Court. She was not known for being patient
with | awyers, and she had a quick tenper. There was an adage
anong San Francisco trial lawers: |If your client is guilty,
and you're | ooking for nercy, stay away from Judge Young's
courtroom

The day before the start of the trial, Judge Young had
summoned the two attorneys to her chanbers.

"We're going to set sonme ground rules, gentlenen. Because

of the serious nature of this trial, I"'mwlling to nake
certain allowances to nake sure that the defen-dant gets a
fair trial. But I'mwarning both of you not to try to take
advantage of that. Is that clear?"

"Yes, your honor."

"Yes, your honor."

GQus Venabl e was finishing his opening statenent. "And so,

| adi es and gentlenmen of the jury, the State will prove-yes,
prove beyond a reasonabl e doubt-that Dr. Paige Taylor killed
her patient, John Cronin. And not only did she commt nurder,
she did it for noney . . . a lot of noney. She killed John
Cronin for one mllion dollars.

"Believe ne, after you' ve heard all the evidence, you w ||
have no trouble in finding Dr. Paige Taylor guilty of nurder
in the first degree. Thank you."

The jury sat in silence, unnoved but expectant.

@Qus Venable turned to the judge. "If it please your honor,
| would like to call Gary Wllianms as the State's first

W t ness. "

When the witness was sworn in, Gus Venable said, "You're
an orderly at Enbarcadero County Hospital ?"

"Yes, that's right."

"Were you working in Ward Three when John Cronin was
brought in | ast year?"

"Yes."

"Can you tell us who the doctor in charge of his case

was ?"

"Dr. Taylor."

"How woul d you characterize the relationship be-tween Dr.



Tayl or and John Croni n?"

"Qbjection!™ Alan Penn was on his feet. "He's call-ing for
a conclusion fromthe witness."
" Sust ai ned. "

"Let nme phrase it another way. Did you ever hear any
conversations between Dr. Taylor and John Croni n?"

"Oh, sure. | couldn't helpit. I worked that ward all the
time."

"Wul d you describe those conversations as friendly?"

"No, sir."

"Real | y? Why do you say that?"

"Well, | renmenber the first day M. Cronin was brought in,

and Dr. Taylor started to examne him he said to keep her
."He hesitated. "I don't know if | can repeat his

| anguage. "

"Go ahead, M. WIllians. | don't think there are any
children in this courtroom"

"Well, he told her to keep her fucking hands off him"

"He said that to Dr. Tayl or?"

"Yes, sir."

"Please tell the court what el se you nay have seen or
heard. "

"Well, he always called her '"that bitch.' He didn't want

her to go near him Wenever she cane into his room he would
say things like 'Here cones that bitch again!' and 'Tell that
bitch to | eave ne alone' and 'Wiy don't they get ne a real
doctor?' "

@Qus Venabl e paused to | ook over to where Dr. Tayl or was
seated. The jurors' eyes followed him Venable shook his
head, as though saddened, then turned back to the w tness.
"Dd M. Cronin seemto you to be a man who wanted to give a
mllion dollars to Dr. Tayl or?"

Al an Penn was on his.feet again. "Qbjection! He's calling
for an opinion again."

Judge Young said, "Overruled. The w tness nmay an-swer the
guestion.”

Al an Penn | ooked at Pai ge Taylor and sank back in his

seat .

"Hell, no. He hated her guts.”



Dr. Arthur Kane was in the w tness box. GQus Venabl e said,
"Dr. Kane, you were the staff doctor in charge when it was
di scovered that John Cronin was nur..." He |ooked at Judge
Young. " killed by insu-lin being introduced into his |V.
I's that correct?"

"It is."

"And you subsequently discovered that Dr. Tayl or was
responsi bl e."

"That's correct."

"Dr. Kane, I'mgoing to show you the official hospi-tal
death formsigned by Dr. Taylor." He picked up a paper and
handed it to Kane. "Wuld you read it al oud, please?"

Kane began to read. "John Cronin. Cause of Death:
Respiratory arrest occurred as a conplication of nyocardi al
i nfarction occurring as a conplication of pul no-nary

enbol us.' "

“"And in |ayman's | anguage?"

"The report says that the patient died of a heart
at-tack."

"And that paper is signed by Dr. Tayl or?"

"Yes."

"Dr. Kane, was that the true cause of John Cronin's

deat h?"

"No. The insulin injection caused his death."

"So, Dr. Taylor admnistered a fatal dose of insulin and
then falsified the report?”

"Yes."

"And you reported it to Dr. Wallace, the hospital

adm ni strator, who then reported it to the authorities?"
"Yes. | felt it was ny duty.” H's voice rang with

ri ghteous indignation. "I'ma doctor. | don't believe in
taking the life of another human bei ng under any

ci rcunst ances. "

The next witness called was John Cronin's w dow. Hazel

Cronin was in her late thirties, with flamng red hair, and a
vol uptuous figure that her plain black dress failed to
conceal .

@Qus Venable said, "I know how painful this is for you,

Ms. Cronin, but | nust ask you to describe to the jury your
relationship with your |ate husband."

The wi dow Croni n dabbed at her eyes with a |arge | ace
handkerchief. "John and | had a loving nmarriage. He was a



wonderful man. He often told nme | had brought himthe only
real happi ness he had ever known."

"How | ong were you narried to John Cronin?"

"Two years, but John always said it was |ike two years in
heaven. "

"Ms. Cronin, did your husband ever discuss Dr. Tayl or

with you? Tell you what a great doctor he thought she was? O
how hel pful she had been to hin? O how nuch he |iked her?"
"He never nentioned her."

"Never ?"

"Never."

"Did John ever discuss cutting you and your brothers out

of his will?"

"Absolutely not. He was the nobst generous man in the

world. He always told nme that there was nothing | coul dn't

have, and that when he died ..." Her voice broke. "... that
when he died, | would be a wealthy woman, and ..." She could
not go on.

Judge Young said, "W'll have a fifteen-mnute re-cess."”

Seated in the back of the courtroom Jason Curtis was
filled with anger. He could not believe what the w tnesses
wer e saying about Paige. This is the woman | | ove, he

t hought. The woman |I'mgoing to nmarry.

| medi ately after Paige's arrest, Jason Curtis had gone to
visit her in jail.

"We'll fight this,” he assured her. "I'Il get you the best
crimnal lawer in the country.”™ A nane imedi-ately sprang
to m nd. Alan Penn. Jason had gone to see him

"1've been follow ng the case in the papers,” Penn said.
"The press has already tried and convicted her of nurdering
John Cronin for a bundle. What's nore, she admts she killed
him "

"I know her," Jason Curtis told him "Believe ne, there's

no way Pai ge coul d have done what she did for noney."

"Since she admts she killed him" Penn said, "what we're
dealing with here then is euthanasia. Mercy killings are
against the lawin California, as in nost states, but there
are a lot of mxed feelings about them | can nmake a pretty
good case for Florence N ghtingale listening to a Higher
Voice and all that shit, but the problemis that your |ady

| ove killed a patient who left her a mllion dollars in his
will. Which cane first, the chicken or the egg? Did she know



about the mllion before she killed him or after?"

"Paige didn't know a thing about the noney," Jason said
firmy.

Penn's tone was noncommttal. "Right. It was just a happy

coi ncidence. The DA is calling for Murder One, and he wants

t he death penalty.”

"WIIl you take the case?"

Penn hesitated. It was obvious that Jason Curtis be-lieved

in Dr. Taylor. The way Sanson believed in Deli-lah. He | ooked
at Jason and thought: | wonder if the poor son of a bitch had
a haircut and doesn't know it.

Jason was waiting for an answer.

"1"ll take the case, as long as you knowit's all uphill

It's going to be a tough one to win."

Al an Penn's statenent turned out to be overly opti-mstic.

When the trial resuned the follow ng norning, Gus Venable
called a string of new w t nesses.

A nurse was on the stand. "I heard John Cronin say, 'lI
know I'Il die on the operating table. You' re going to kil
nme. | hope they get you for nurder.' "

An attorney, Roderick Pel ham was on the stand. CGus
Venabl e said, "Wen you told Dr. Tayl or about the mllion
dollars fromJohn Cronin's estate, what did she say?"
"She said sonething like "It seens unethical. He was ny
patient.' "

"She adm tted it was unethical ?"

"Yes."

"But she agreed to take the noney?"

"Oh, yes. Absolutely.™

Al an Penn was cross-exam ni ng.

"M . Pelham was Dr. Tayl or expecting your visit?"

"Why, no, I . . ."

"You didn't call her and say, 'John Cronin left you one
mllion dollars'?"

“"No. | ..."

"So when you told her, you were actually face-to-face with
her ?"

"Yes."

"In a position to see her reaction to the news?"

"Yes."



"And when you told her about the noney, how did she
react ?"

"Wl | -she-she seened surprised, but
Pel ham That's all."

"Thank you, M.

The trial was nowin its fourth week. The spectators and
press had found the prosecuting attorney and de-fense
attorney fascinating to watch. Gus Venabl e was dressed in
white and Al an Penn in black, and the two of them had noved
around the courtroom|like players in a deadly, choreographed
gane of chess, wth Paige Taylor the sacrificial pawn.

GQus Venabl e was tying up the | oose ends.

“If the court please, | would like to call Al ma Rogers to
the w tness stand.”

Wien his witness was sworn in, Venable said, "Ms. Rogers,
what is your occupation?”

"I't's Mss Rogers."

"I do beg your pardon.”

"I work at the Corniche Travel Agency."

"Your agency books tours to various countries and nakes
hot el reservati ons and handl es ot her acconmoda-i tions for
your clients?"

"Yes, sir."

"I want you to take a | ook at the defendant. Have you ever
seen her before?"

"Oh, yes. She cane into our travel agency two or three
years ago."

"And what did she want ?"

"She said she was interested in atrip to London and Paris
and, | believe, Venice."

"Did she ask about package tours?"

"Oh, no. She said she wanted everything first cl ass-

pl ane, hotel. And | believe she was interested in charter-ing
a yacht."

The courtroom was hushed. Gus Venabl e wal ked over to the
prosecutor's table and held up sone folders. "The police
found these brochures in Dr. Taylor's apartnent. These are
travel itineraries to Paris and Lon-don and Venice, brochures
for expensive hotels and airlines, and one |isting the cost
of chartering a private yacht."



There was a |oud nurmur fromthe courtroom
The prosecutor had opened one of the brochures.

"Here are sone of the yachts listed for charter,” he read
aloud. "The Christina O. . . twenty-six thousand dollars a
week plus ship's expenses ... the Resolute Tinme, twenty-four
t housand five hundred dollars a week ... the Lucky Dream

twenty-seven thousand three hundred dollars a week." He

| ooked up. "There's a check nark after the Lucky Dream Paige
Tayl or had al ready sel ected the

t went y- seven-t housand-t hr ee- hun- dr ed- a- week yacht. She j ust
hadn't sel ected her victimyet.

"We'd |i ke to have these marked Exhibit A " Venable turned

to Alan Penn and smled. Alan Penn | ooked at Pai ge. She was
staring down at the table, her face pale. "Your wtness."

Penn rose to his feet, stalling, thinking fast.

"How is the travel business these days, M ss Rog-ers?"
"1 beg your pardon?"

"l asked how business was. |Is Corniche a | arge travel
agency?"

"It's quite large, yes."

"I imagine a | ot of people cone in to inquire about
trips."”

"Ch, yes."

"Wul d you say five or six people a day?"

"Ch, no!" Her voice was indignant. "We talk to as many as
fifty people a day about travel arrangenents.”

"Fifty people a day?" He sounded inpressed. "And the day
we' re tal king about was two or three years ago. If you
multiply fifty by nine hundred days, that's roughly
forty-five thousand people."

"l suppose so."

"And yet, out of all those people, you renenbered Dr.
Tayl or. Wiy is that?"

"Well, she and her two friends were so excited about

taking a trip to Europe. | thought it was |ovely. They were
|l i ke schoolgirls. Oh, yes. | renenber themvery clearly,
particul arly because they didn't ook Iike they could afford
a yacht."

"I see. | suppose everyone who cones in and asks for a
brochure goes away on a trip?"



"Well, of course not. But-"

"Dr. Taylor didn't actually book a trip, did she?"

"Well, no. Not with us. She--"

“"Nor with anyone el se. She nerely asked to see sone
brochures. ™

"Yes. She-"

"That's not the same as going to Paris or London, is it?"
"Wel'l, no, but-"

"Thank you. You nmay step down."

Venabl e turned to Judge Young. "I would like to call Dr.
Benjam n Wall ace to the stand. "

"Dr. Wallace, you're in charge of adm nistration at
Enbar cader o County Hospital ?"

"Yes."

"So, of course, you're famliar with Dr. Tayl or and her
wor k?"

"Yes, | am"

"Were you surprised to learn that Dr. Tayl or was indicted
for nurder?"

Penn was on his feet. "Qbjection, your honor. Dr.
Wal | ace's answer would be irrel evant.™

“I'f I may explain,” interrupted Venable. "It could be very
relevant if you'll just let me ..."
"Well, let's see what devel ops," said Judge Young. "But no

nonsense, M. Venable."

"Let me approach the question differently," contin-ued
Venable. "Dr. Wallace, every physician is required to take
the Hi ppocratic Cath, is that not so?"

"Yes."

"And part of that oath is"-the prosecutor read froma

paper in his hand-" "that | shall abstain fromevery act of
m schief or corruption'?"

"Yes."

"Was there anything Dr. Taylor did in the past that nade
you believe she was capabl e of breaking her Hi ppocratic
Cat h?"

"Obj ection.”

"Overrul ed.”

"Yes, there was."

"Pl ease explain what it was."

"We had a patient who Dr. Tayl or deci ded needed a bl ood
transfusion. His famly refused to grant perms-sion."



"And what happened?"

"Dr. Tayl or went ahead and gave the patient the
transfusi on anyway." "lIs that |egal ?"

"Absolutely not. Not without a court order."” "And then
what did Dr. Taylor do?" "She obtained the court order
afterward, and changed the date on it."

"So she perfornmed an illegal act, and falsified the
hospital records to cover it up?"

"That is correct."”

Al an Penn gl anced over at Paige, furious. Wat the hell
el se has she kept from ne? he wonder ed.

If the spectators were searching for any telltale sign of
enotion on Paige Taylor's face, they were di sap-pointed.
Cold as ice, the foreman of the jury was thinking.

@Qus Venable turned to the bench. "Your honor, as you know,
one of the witnesses | had hoped to call is Dr. Lawence
Barker. Unfortunately, he is still suffer-ing fromthe
effects of a stroke and is unable to be in this courtroomto
testify. Instead I will now question sone of the hospital
staff who have worked with Dr. Barker."

Penn stood up. "I object. | don't see the relevance. Dr.
Barker is not here, nor is Dr. Barker on trial here. If. . ."
Venabl e interrupted. "Your honor, | assure you that ny

line of questioning is very relevant to the testinony we have
just heard. It also has to do with the defendant's conpetency
as a doctor."

Judge Young said skeptically, "W'l|l see. This is a

courtroom not a river. I won't stand for any fishing
expedi tions. You may call your w tnesses."

"Thank you."

@Qus Venable turned to the bailiff. "I would |ike to cal

Dr. Matthew Peterson.”

An el egant-1ooking man in his sixties approached the

W tness box. He was sworn in, and when he took his seat, Gus
Venabl e said, "Dr. Peterson, how | ong have you worked at
Enbar cader o County Hospital ?"

"Ei ght years.™

"And what is your specialty?"

"I'"ma cardi ac surgeon."

"And during the years you' ve been at Enbarcadero County



Hospital, did you ever have occasion to work with Dr.

Lawr ence Bar ker ?"

"Ch, yes. Many tines."

"What was your opinion of hinP"

"The sane as everyone else's. Aside, possibly, from

DeBakey and Cool ey, Dr. Barker is the best heart sur-geon in
the world."

"Were you present in the operating roomon the norn-ing

that Dr. Taylor operated on a patient naned ..." He pretended
to consult a slip of paper. " Lance Kel | y?"

The witness's tone changed. "Yes, | was there." "Wuld you
descri be what happened that norning?" Dr. Peterson said
reluctantly, "Well, things started

to go wong. W began |losing the patient." "Wen you say

"l osing the patient " " "H s heart stopped. W were
trying to bring himback, and ..."

"Had Dr. Barker been sent for?"

"Yes."

"And did he conme into the operating roomwhile the

operation was goi ng on?"

"Toward the end. Yes. But it was too |ate to do anything.

W were unable to revive the patient.”

"And did Dr. Barker say anything to Dr. Taylor at that
time?"

"Well, we were all pretty upset, and ...
"I asked you if Dr. Barker said anything to Dr. Tay-lor."
"Yes."

"And what did Dr. Barker say?"

There was a pause, and in the mddle of the pause, there
was a crack of thunder outside, like the voice of God. A
nonment | ater, the storm broke, nailing raindrops to the roof
of the courthouse.

"Dr. Barker said, 'You killed him"' "

The spectators were in an uproar. Judge Young sl amed her
gavel down. "That's enough! Do you peo-ple live in caves? One
nore outburst like that and you'll all be standing outside in
the rain."

GQus Venable waited for the noise to die down. In the

hushed silence he said, "Are you sure that's what Dr. Barker
said to Dr. Taylor? 'You killed hinm?

"Yes."

"And you have testified that Dr. Barker was a man whose

medi cal opi nion was val ued?"



lld,]’ yes. 1]
"Thank you. That's all, doctor.'
"' Your wtness.'

He turned to Al an Penn.

Penn rose and approached the w tness box.

"Dr. Peterson, |'ve never watched an operation, but |

| magi ne there's enornous tension, especially when it's
sonmet hing as serious as a heart operation.”

"There's a great deal of tension."

"At atime |ike that, how many people are in the roonf
Three or four?"

"Ch, no. Always half a dozen or nore."

"Real | y?"

"Yes. There are usually two surgeons, one assisting,
sonmeti mes two anest hesi ol ogi sts, a scrub nurse, and at | east
one circulating nurse.”

"I see. Then there nust be a | ot of noise and excite-nent
goi ng on. People calling out instructions and so on."
"Yes.
"And | understand that it's a conmon practice for nusic to
be playi ng during an operation.”

"It is."

"When Dr. Barker cane in and saw that Lance Kelly was

dyi ng, that probably added to the confusion.™

"Well, everybody was pretty busy trying to save the
patient."

“Making a | ot of noise?"

"There was plenty of noise, yes."

"And yet, in all that confusion and noise, and over the
musi c, you could hear Dr. Barker say that Dr. Tayl or had
killed the patient. Wth all that excitenent, you could have
been wrong, couldn't you?"

“"No, sir. | could not be wong."

"What nmkes you so sure?"

Dr. Peterson sighed. "Because | was standing right next to
Dr. Barker when he said it."

There was no graceful way out.

“"No nore questions.”

The case was falling apart, and there was nothing he could
do about it. It was about to get worse.
Deni se Berry took the w tness stand.



"You're a nurse at Enbarcadero County Hospital ?"

"Yes."

"How | ong have you worked there?"

"Five years."

"During that tinme, did you ever hear any conversa-tions
between Dr. Taylor and Dr. Barker?"

"Sure. Lots of tines."

"Can you repeat sonme of thenf"

Nurse Berry | ooked at Dr. Taylor and hesitated. "Wll, Dr.
Bar ker coul d be very sharp ..."

"I didn't ask you that, Nurse Berry. | asked you to tel
us sone specific things you heard himsay to Dr. Taylor."
There was a | ong pause. "Well, one tinme he said she was

i nconpetent, and ..."

@Qus Venabl e put on a show of surprise. "You heard Dr.

Bar ker say that Dr. Tayl or was inconpetent?"

"Yes, sir. But he was always ..."

"What other comrents did you hear hi mnake about Dr.

Tayl or ?"

The witness was reluctant to speak. "I really can't
remenber. "

"Mss Berry, you're under oath."

"Well, once | heard himsay ..." The rest of the sentence

was a nmunbl e.

"We can't hear you. Speak up, please. You heard hi msay
what ?"

"He said he ... he wouldn't let Dr. Taylor operate on his
dog. "

There was a collective gasp frorn the courtroom

"But |'msure he only neant "

"I think we can all assune that Dr. Barker neant what he
said."”

Al'l eyes were fixed on Pai ge Tayl or.

The prosecutor's case agai nst Pai ge seened over-whel m ng.
Yet Al an Penn had the reputation of being a nmaster nagici an
in the courtroom Now it was his turn to present the
defendant's case. Could he pull an-other rabbit out of his
hat ?

Pai ge Tayl or was on the w tness stand, being ques-tioned

by Alan Penn. This was the nonent everyone had been waiting
for.



"John Cronin was a patient of yours, Dr. Taylor?"
"Yes, he was."

"And what were your feelings toward hinP" "I |iked him He
knew how il he was, but he was very courageous. He had
surgery for a cardiac tunor." "You perforned the heart
surgery?"

"Yes."

"And what did you find during the operation?" "Wen we
opened up his chest, we found that he had nel anoma that had
met ast asi zed. "

“I'n other words, cancer that had spread throughout

hi s body."

"Yes. It had netastasized throughout the |ynph glands."
"Meani ng that there was no hope for hin? No heroic
neasures that could bring himback to health?"

"None. "

"John Cronin was put on life-support systens?"

"That's correct."

"Dr. Taylor, did you deliberately admnister a fatal dose
of insulin to end John Cronin's |ife?"

"I did."

There was a sudden buzz in the courtroom

She's really a cool one, Gus Venabl e thought. She makes it
sound as though she gave hima cup of tea.

"Woul d you tell the jury why you ended John Cronin's

life?"

"Because he asked ne to. He begged ne to. He sent for ne

in the mddle of the night, in terrible pain. The nedications
we were giving himwere no | onger working." Her voice was
steady. "He said he didn't warn to suffer anynore. Hi s death
was only a few days away He pleaded with ne to end it for

him | did."

"Doctor, did you have any reluctance to |let himdie? Any
feelings of guilt?"

Dr. Pai ge Tayl or shook her head. "No. If you could have
seen . . . There was sinply no point to letting himgo on
suffering.'

"How did you adm nister the insulin?"

"I injected it into his IV."

"And did that cause himany additional pain?"



"No. He sinply drifted off to sleep.”

GQus Venable was on his feet. "Cbjection! | think the

def endant nmeans he drifted off to his death! I-"

Judge Young sl amred down her gavel. "M . Ven-able, you're
out of order. You'll have your chance to cross-exanine the
W tness. Sit down."

The prosecutor |ooked over at the jury, shook his head,
and took his seat.

"Dr. Taylor, when you adm nistered the insulin to John
Cronin, were you aware that he had put you in his will for
one mllion dollars?"

"No. | was stunned when | |earned about it."

Her nose shoul d be grow ng, Gus Venabl e t hought.

"You never discussed noney or gifts at any tine, or asked
John Cronin for anything?

A faint flush came to her cheeks. "Never!"

"But you were on friendly terns with hinf"

"Yes. When a patient is that ill, the doctor-patient

rel ati onship changes. W di scussed his business prob-lens and
his famly problens."

"But you had no reason to expect anything from hinP"

"NO. "

"He left that noney to you because he had grown to respect
you and trust you. Thank you, Dr. Taylor." Penn turned to CGus
Venabl e. "Your wtness."

As Penn returned to the defense table, Paige Tayl or

gl anced toward the back of the courtroom Jason was seated
there, trying to | ook encouragi ng. Next to himwas Honey. A
stranger was sitting next to Honey in the seat that Kat
shoul d have occupied. |If she were still alive. But Kat is
dead, Paige thought. | killed her, too.

@Qus Venable rose and slowy shuffled over to the w tness
box. He glanced at the rows of press. Every seat was filled,
and the reporters were all busily scrib-bling. I"'mgoing to
gi ve you sonething to wite about, Venabl e thought.

He stood in front of the defendant for a | ong nonent,
studying her. Then he said casually, "Dr. Taylor . . . was
John Cronin the first patient you nurdered at Enbarcadero



County Hospital ?

Al an Penn was on his feet, furious. "Your honor, [|-!"

Judge Young had al ready sl ammed her gavel down. "Cbjection
sustai ned!" She turned to the two attorneys. "There will be a
fifteen-mnute recess. | want to see counsel in ny chanbers."

When the two attorneys were in her chanbers, Judge Young
turned to Gus Venable. "You did go to |aw school, didn't you,
Qus?"

“I"'msorry, your honor. |-"

"Did you see a tent out there?"

"1 beg your pardon?"

Her voice was a whiplash. "My courtroomis not a circus,

and | don't intend to let you turn it into one. How dare you
ask an inflammatory question like that!"

"1 apol ogi ze, your honor. I'Il rephrase the question and-"
"You'll do nore than that!" Judge Young snapped. "You'll
rephrase your attitude. |I'mwarning you, you pull one nore
stunt like that and I'I|l declare a mstrial."

"Yes, your honor."

When they returned to the courtroom Judge Young said to

the jury, "The jury will conpletely disregard the
prosecutor's last question." She turned to the prose-cutor.
"You may go on."

GQus Venabl e wal ked back to the witness box. "Dr. Tayl or,

you must have been very surprised when you were inforned that
the man you nurdered | eft you one mllion dollars."

Al an Penn was on his feet. "Objection!"

"Sust ai ned." Judge Young turned to Venable. "You're trying
ny patience.”

"1 apol ogi ze, your honor." He turned back to the wt-ness.
"You nust have been on very friendly terns with your patient.
| nmean, it isn't every day that an al nost conpl ete stranger

| eaves us a mllion dollars, is it?"

Pai ge Tayl or flushed slightly. "Qur friendship was in the
context of a doctor-patient relationship."

"Wasn't it alittle nore than that? A man doesn't cut his
bel oved wife and famly out of his will and |leave a mllion
dollars to a stranger w thout sone kind of persuasion. Those
tal ks you clainmed to have had wth himabout his business
problenms ..."



Judge Young | eaned forward and said warningly, "M.

Venable ..." The prosecutor raised his hands in a gesture of
surrender. He turned back to the defen-dant. "So you and John
Cronin had a friendly chat. He told you personal things about
hi nsel f, and he |iked you and respected you. Wuld you say
that's a fair summation, doctor?"

"Yes."

"And for doing that he gave you a mllion dollars?"

Pai ge | ooked out at the courtroom She said nothing. She
had no answer.

Venabl e started to wal k back toward the prosecutor's
tabl e, then suddenly turned to face the defendant again.

"Dr. Taylor, you testified earlier that you had no idea

that John Cronin was going to | eave you any noney, or that he
was going to cut his famly out of his will."

"That's correct."

"How nuch does a resident doctor nake at Enbar-cadero

County Hospital ?"

Al an Penn was on his feet. "Cbjection! | don't see..."

"It's a proper question. The w tness nay answer."
"Thirty-ei ght thousand dollars a year." Venable said

synpat hetically, "That's not very nmuch these days, is it? And
out of that, there are deductions and taxes and |iving
expenses. That wouldn't | eave enough to take a | uxury
vacation trip, say, to London or Paris or Venice, would it?"
"l suppose not."

"No. So you didn't plan to take a vacation |like that,

because you knew you couldn't afford it." "That's correct.”

Al an Penn was on his feet again. "Your honor

Judge Young turned to the prosecutor. "Were is this

| eadi ng, M. Venabl e?"

"I just want to establish that the defendant coul d not

plan a luxury trip without getting the noney from soneone."
"She's al ready answered the question.™

Al an Penn knew he had to do sonething. Hi s heart wasn't in
it, but he approached the witness box with all the good cheer
of a man who had just won the lottery.

"Dr. Taylor, do you renenber picking up these travel

brochur es?"



"Yes."

"Were you planning to go to Europe or to charter a yacht?"
"OF course not. It was all sort of a joke, an inpossible
dream M friends and | thought it would lift our spirits. W
were very tired, and ... it seened |like a good idea at the
time." Her voice trailed off.

Al an Penn gl anced covertly at the jury. Their faces

regi stered pure disbelief.

@Qus Venabl e was questioni ng the def endant on
reex-amnation. "Dr. Taylor, are you acquainted with Dr.
Lawr ence Bar ker ?"

She had a sudden nenory flash. I'mgoing to kill Lawence
Barker. 1'll do it slowy. I'lIl let himsuffer first.
then "Il kill him "Yes. | know Dr. Barker."

"I'n what connection?"

"Dr. Barker and | have often worked together during the
past two years."

"Woul d you say that he's a conpetent doctor?"

Al an Penn junped up fromhis chair. "I object, your honor.
The witness ..."

But before he could finish or Judge Young could rule,

Pai ge answered, "He's nore than conpetent. He's brilliant."
Penn sank back in his chair, too stunned to speak.

"Wbul d you care to el aborate on that?"

"Dr. Barker is one of the nost renowned cardi ovas-cul ar
surgeons in the world. He has a |large private practice, but
he donates three days a week to Enbarcadero County Hospital."
"So you have a high regard for his judgnent in nedi-cal
matters?"”

"Yes."

"And do you feel he would be capabl e of judgi ng anot her
doctor's conpetence?”

Penn willed Paige to say | don't know.

She hesitated. "Yes."

@Qus Venable turned to the jury, "You've heard the

defendant testify that she had a high regard for Dr. Barker's
nmedi cal judgnment. | hope she listened carefully to Dr.

Bar ker's judgnment about her conpetence ... or the | ack of
it."

Al an Penn was on his feet, furious. "Cbjection!"

"Sust ai ned. "



But it was too |late. The damage had been done.

During the next recess, Alan Penn pulled Jason into the
men''s room

"What the hell have you gotten ne into?" Penn de-nanded
angrily. "John Cronin hated her, Barker hated her. | insist
on ny clients telling nme the truth, and the whole truth.
That's the only way | can help them Wll, | can't help her.
Your lady friend has given ne a snow job so deep | need skis.
Every tinme she opens her nouth she puts a nail in her coffin.
The fucking case is in free fall!l"

That afternoon, Jason Curtis went to see Pai ge.

"You have a visitor, Dr. Taylor."

Jason wal ked into Paige's cell

"Paige ..."

She turned to him and she was fighting back tears. "It
| ooks pretty bad, doesn't it?"

Jason forced a smle. "You know what the man said-'It's
not over till it's over." "

"Jason, you don't believe that | killed John Cronin for
hi s noney, do you? What | did, | did only to help him"

"1 believe you," Jason said quietly. "I |ove you."

He took her into his arns. | don't want to | ose her, Jason
thought. | can't. She's the best thing in ny life.
"Everything is going to be all right. | prom sed you we would

be together forever.'
Pai ge held himclose and thought, Nothing |asts for-ever.

Not hi ng. How coul d everythi ng have gone so wong . . . SO
wong . . . SO wong .

Book |



Chapter One

San Francisco July 1990

Hunter, Kate." "Here."

"Taft, Betty Lou.” "lI'mhere." "Taylor, Paige." "Here."
They were the only wonen anong the | arge group of incom ng
first-year residents gathered in the large, drab auditorium
at Enbarcadero County Hospital

Enbar cadero County was the ol dest hospital in San

Franci sco, and one of the oldest in the country. During the
eart hquake of 1989, God had played a joke on the residents of
San Francisco and left the hospital standing.

It was an ugly conpl ex, occupying nore than three square

bl ocks, with buildings of brick and stone, gray with years of
accunul ated gri ne.

Inside the front entrance of the main building was a | arge
wai ting room wth hard wooden benches for pa-tients and
visitors. The walls were flaking fromtoo nmany decades of
coats of paint, and the corridors were worn and uneven from
too many thousands of patients in wheelchairs and on crutches
and wal kers. The entire conplex was coated with the stale
patina of tinme.

Enbar cadero County Hospital was a city within a city.

There were over nine thousand peopl e enployed at the
hospital, including four hundred staff physicians, one
hundred and fifty part-tinme voluntary physicians, eight
hundred residents, and three thousand nurses, plus the
technicians, unit aides, and other technical person-nel. The
upper floors contained a conplex of twelve operating roons,
central supply, a bone bank, central scheduling, three
energency wards, an AIDS ward, and over two thousand beds.



Now, on the first day of the arrival of the new resi-dents
in July, Dr. Benjanmin Wallace, the hospital ad-m nistrator,
rose to address them Wallace was the quintessenti al
politician, a tall, inpressive-looking man with small skills
and enough charmto have ingratiated his way up to his
present position.

"I want to wel cone all of you new resident doctors this
norning. For the first two years of nedical school, you

wor ked with cadavers. In the last two years, you have wor ked
wi th hospital patients under the supervi-sion of senior
doctors. Now, it's you who are going to be responsible for
your patients. It's an awesone responsibility, and it takes
dedi cation and skill."

H s eyes scanned the auditorium "Sonme of you are pl anning
to go into surgery. O hers of you wll be going into internal
medi ci ne. Each group will be assigned to a senior resident
who will explain the daily routine to you. From now on,
everything you do could be a natter of l[ife or death."

They were listening intently, hanging on every word.

"Enbarcadero is a county hospital. That nmeans we admt
anyone who cones to our door. Myst of the pa-tients are

i ndi gent. They conme here because they can't afford a private
hospital. Qur energency roons are busy twenty-four hours a
day. You're going to be overworked and underpaid. In a
private hospital, your first year would consist of routine
scut work. In the second year, you would be allowed to hand a
scal pel to the surgeon, and in your third year, you would be
permtted to do sone supervised mnor surgery. Wll, you can
forget all that. Qur notto here is 'Watch one, do one, teach
one.'

"We're badly understaffed, and the quicker we can get you
Into the operating roons, the better. Are there any

questi ons?"

There were a mllion questions the new residents wanted to
ask.

"None? Good. Your first day officially begins tonor-row.
You will report to the main reception desk at five-thirty



t omorrow norni ng. Good | uck!"

The briefing was over. There was a general exodus toward
t he doors and the | ow buzz of excited conversations. The
three wonen found thensel ves standi ng to-gether.

"Where are all the other wonen?" "I think we're it."

"It's a lot |Iike nedical school, huh? The boys' cl ub.

have a feeling this place belongs to the Dark Ages." The
person talking was a flawl essly beautiful black woman, nearly
six feet tall, l|arge-boned, but intensely graceful.
Everyt hi ng about her, her wal k, her carriage, the cool,

qui zzi cal look she carried in her eyes, sent out a nessage of
al oof ness. "lI'mKate Hunter. They call nme Kat."

"Pai ge Taylor." Young and friendly, intelligent-Iooking,

sel f-assured.

They turned to the third wonan.

"Betty Lou Taft. They call ne Honey." She spoke with a

soft Sout hern accent. She had an open, quileless face, soft
gray eyes, and a warm sm | e.

"Where are you fronP?" Kat asked.

"Memphi s, Tennessee."

They | ooked at Pai ge. She decided to give themthe sinple
answer. "Boston."

"M nneapolis,"” Kat said. That's cl ose enough, she thought.

Paige said, "It looks Iike we're all a long way from hone.
Where are you stayi ng?"
“I"'mat a fleabag hotel,"” Kat said. "I haven't had a

chance to |l ook for a place to live."

Honey said, "Neither have |."

Pai ge brightened. "I | ooked at sone apartnents this

norni ng. One of themwas terrific, but I can't afford it. It
has three bedroons ..."

They stared at one another. "If the three of us shared...”
Kat sai d.

The apartnent was in the Marina district, on Filbert

Street. It was perfect for them 3Br/2Ba, nu cpts, |ndry,
prkg, utils pd. It was furnished in early Sears Roebuck, but
It was neat and cl ean.

When the three wonen were through inspecting it, Honey



said, "I think it's lovely."
"So do I!" Kat agreed.

They | ooked at Pai ge.

"Let's take it."

They noved into the apartnent that afternoon. The janitor
hel ped them carry their |uggage upstairs.

"So you're gonna work at the hospital," he said. "Nurses,
huh?"

"Doctors,"” Kat corrected him

He | ooked at her skeptically. "Doctors? You nean, |ike
real doctors?"

"Yes, like real doctors,” Paige told him

He grunted. "Tell you the truth, if |I needed nedical
attention, | don't think I'd want a woman exam ning ny body."
"We'll keep that in mnd."

"Where's the television set?" Kat asked. "I don't see
one."

"I'f you want one, you'll have to buy it. Enjoy the

apartnent, |adies-er, doctors." He chuckl ed.
They wat ched hi m | eave.

Kat said, imtating his voice, "Nurses, eh?" She snort ed.
“"Mal e chauvinist. Well, let's pick out our bed-roons."
"Any one of themis fine with ne," Honey said softly.
They exam ned the three bedroons. The master bed-room was
| arger than the other two.

Kat said, "Wiy don't you take it, Paige? You found this
pl ace. "

Pai ge nodded. "All right."

They went to their respective roons and began to unpack.
From her suitcase, Paige carefully renoved a franed

phot ograph of a man in his early thirties. He was attractive,
wear i ng bl ack-franmed gl asses that gave hima scholarly | ook.
Pai ge put the photograph at her bedside, next to a bundle of
letters.

Kat and Honey wandered in. "How about going out and

getting some dinner?"

“I"mready," Paige said.

Kat saw t he photograph. "Wo's that?"

Paige smled. "That's the man |'mgoing to marry. He's a
doctor who works for the Wrld Health Organiza-tion. H s nane
Is Alfred Turner. He's working in Africa right now, but he's



com ng to San Francisco so we can be together."

"Lucky you," Honey said wistfully. "He | ooks nice."

Pai ge | ooked at her. "Are you involved with any-one?"

"No. I"'mafraid | don't have nuch luck with nmen."

Kat said, "Maybe your luck will change at Enbarcadero.”

The three of them had dinner at Tarantino's, not far from
their apartnent building. During dinner they chat-ted about
their backgrounds and lives, but there was a restraint to
their conversation, a holding back. They were three
strangers, probing, cautiously getting to know one anot her.

Honey spoke very little. There's a shyness about her,
Pai ge thought. She's vul nerable. Sonme man in Menphis probably
br oke her heart.

Pai ge | ooked at Kat. Self-confident. Geat dignity. | like
the way she speaks. You can tell she canme froma good famly.

Meanwhi | e, Kat was studying Paige. Arich girl who never
had to work for anything in her life. She's gotten by on her
| ooks.

Honey was | ooking at the two of them They're so
confident, so sure of thenselves. They're going to have an
easy tinme of it.

They were all m staken.

When they returned to their apartnent, Paige was too
excited to sleep. She lay in bed, thinking about the future.
Qutside her window, in the street, there was the sound of a
car crash, and then people shouting, and in Paige's mnd it
di ssolved into the nenory of African natives yelling and
chanting, and guns being fired. She was transported back in
time, to the small jungle village in East Africa, caught in
the mddle of a deadly tribal war.

Pai ge was terrified. "They're going to kill us!"

Her father took her in his arnms. "They won't harm us,
darling. We're here to help them They know we're their
friends."

And wi t hout warning, the chief of one of the tribes had
burst into their hut.



Honey lay in bed thinking, This is sure a long way from
Menphi s, Tennessee, Betty Lou. | guess | can never go back
there. Never again. She could hear the sheriffs voice saying
to her, "Qut of respect for his famly, we're going to |ist
the death of the Reverend Douglas Lipton as a 'suicide for
reasons unknown,' but | woul d suggest that you get the fuck
out of this town fast, and stay out.

Kat was staring out the wi ndow of her bedroom 1|istening

to the sounds of the city. She could hear the raindrops

whi spering, You made it. . . you made it. . . | showed them
all they were wong. You want to be a doctor? A black woman
doctor? And the rejections from nedi cal schools. "Thank you
for sending us your appli-cation. Unfortunately our
enrollment is conplete at this tine."

“I'n view of your background, perhaps we m ght sug-gest

that you woul d be happier at a smaller university."'’

She had top grades, but out of twenty-five schools she had
applied to, only one had accepted her. The dean of the school
had said, "In these days, it's nice to see someone who cones
froma normal, decent back-ground.”

If he had only known the terrible truth.

Chapter Two

At five-thirty the follow ng norning, when the new

residents checked in, nmenbers of the hospital staff were
standing by to guide themto their various assignnents. Even
at that early hour, the bedl am had begun.

The patients had been conming in all night, arriving in
anbul ances, and police cars, and on foot. The staff called
themthe "F and J's"-the flotsam and jetsamthat streaned
into the enmergency roons, broken and bl eeding, victins of
shooti ngs and st abbi ngs and auto-nobil e accidents, the
wounded in flesh and spirit, the honel ess and the unwanted,



the ebb and flow of human-ity that streaned through the dark
sewers of every large city.

There was a pervasive feeling of organized chaos, frenetic
novenents and shrill sounds and dozens of unexpected crises
that all had to be attended to at once.

The new residents stood in a protective huddle, get-ting
attuned to their new environnent, listening to the arcane
sounds around t hem

Pai ge, Kat, and Honey were waiting in the corridor when a
seni or resident approached them "Wich one of you is Dr.
Taf t ?"

Honey | ooked up and said, "I am"
The resident smled and held out his hand. "It's an honor
to nmeet you. |'ve been asked to | ook out for you. Qur chief

of staff says that you have the hi ghest nedical school grades
this hospital has ever seen. W're de-lighted to have you
here."

Honey sm | ed, enbarrassed. "Thank you."

Kat and Pai ge | ooked at Honey in astoni shnment. | woul dn't
have guessed she was that brilliant, Paige thought.

"You're planning to go into internal nedicine, Dr. Taft?"
"Yes."

The resident turned to Kat. "Dr. Hunter?"

"Yes."

"You're interested in neurosurgery."”

"1 am"”

He consulted a list. "You'll be assigned to Dr. Lews."

The resident | ooked over at Paige. "Dr. Tayl or?"

"Yes."

"You're going into cardiac surgery."

"That's right."

"Fine. W'll assign you and Dr. Hunter to surgical rounds.
You can report to the head nurse's office. Mar-garet Spencer.
Down the hall."

"Thank you."

Pai ge | ooked at the others and took a deep breath. "Here |
go! I wish us all luck!"

The head nurse, Margaret Spencer, was nore a battle-ship
than a wonman, heavyset and stern-looking, with a brusque
manner. She was busy behind the nurses' sta-tion when Pai ge



appr oached.

"Excuse ne ..."
Nur se Spencer | ooked up. "Yes?"
"I was told to report here. I'mDr. Taylor."

Nur se Spencer consulted a sheet. "Just a nonent." She

wal ked through a door and returned a mnute |later with sone
scrubs and white coats.

"Here you are. The scrubs are to wear in the op-erating

t heater and on rounds. Wen you're doi ng rounds, you put a
white coat over the scrubs.™

"Thanks. "

"Ch. And here." She reached down and handed Pai ge a netal
tag that read "Paige Taylor, MD." "Here's your nane tag,
doctor."

Paige held it in her hand and | ooked at it for a |ong

time. Paige Taylor, MD. She felt as though she had been
handed t he Medal of Honor. Al the long hard years of work
and study were sumred up in those brief words. Paige Tayl or,
M D.

Nur se Spencer was watching her. "Are you all right?"

"I"'mfine." Paige smled. "I'"mjust fine, thank you. Were
do! . . .?"

"Doctors' dressing roomis down the corridor to the left.
You'll be making rounds, so you'll want to change."

"Thank you."

Pai ge wal ked down the corridor, anazed at the anount of
activity around her. The corridor was crowded wi th doctors,
nurses, technicians, and patients, hurrying to various
destinations. The insistent chatter of the public address
system added to the din.

"Dr. Keenan ... OR Three. ... Dr. Keenan . . . OR Three."
“"Dr. Talbot . . . Energency RoomOne. Stat. . . . Dr.

Tal bot . . . Energency Room One. Stat."

"Dr. Engel . . . Room212. ... Dr. Engel . . . Room 212."

Pai ge approached a door marked doctors' dressing room and
opened it. Inside there were a dozen doctors in various
stages of undress. Two of themwere totally naked. They
turned to stare at Pai ge as the door opened.

"Oh! I... I'"'msorry," Paige munbl ed, and quickly cl osed
t he door. She stood there, uncertain about what to do. A few



feet down the corridor, she saw a door narked nurses'
dressing room Paige wal ked over to it and opened the door.
I nsi de, several nurses were changing into their uniforms.

One of them | ooked up. "Hello. Are you one of the new
nur ses?"

"No," Paige said tightly. "I"'mnot." She cl osed the door
and wal ked back to the doctors' dressing room She stood
there a nmonent, then took a deep breath and entered. The
conversation cane to a stop

One of the nen said, "Sorry, honey. This roomis for
doctors. "
"I"ma doctor," Paige said.

They turned to | ook at one another. "Ch? Well, er
wel cone. "
"Thank you." She hesitated a nonent, then wal ked over to

an enpty | ocker. The nen watched as she put her hospital
clothes into the | ocker. She | ooked at the nen for a nonent,
then slowy started to unbutton her bl ouse.

The doctors stood there, not sure what to do. One of them
said, "Maybe we should-er-give the little | ady sonme privacy,
gent | enen. "

The little |l ady "Thank you," Paige said. She stood there,
wai ting, as the doctors finished dressing and left the room
Am | going to have to go through this every dayl she

wonder ed.

In hospital rounds, there is a traditional formation that
never varies. The attendi ng physician is always in the |ead,
foll owed by the senior resident, then the other residents,
and one or two nedical students. The at-tendi ng physician
Pai ge had been assigned to was Dr. WIIliam Radnor. Pai ge and
five other residents were gathered in the hallway, waiting to
meet him

In the group was a young Chi nese doctor. He held out his
hand. "Tom Chang," he said. "I hope you're all as nervous as
| am"

Pai ge |iked himimedi ately.

A man was approaching the group. "Good norn-ing," he said.
"I mDr. Radnor." He was soft-spoken, wth sparkling blue
eyes. Each resident introduced himself.



"This is your first day of rounds. | want you to pay close
attention to everything you see and hear, but at the sane
time, it's inportant to appear rel axed."

Pai ge made a nental note. Pay close attention, but appear
to be rel axed.

"If the patients see that you're tense, they're going to
be tense, and they'll probably think they're dying of sone
di sease you aren't telling them about."

Don't make patients tense.

"Renmenber, fromnow on, you're going to be re-sponsible
for the lives of other human beings."

Now responsi ble for other lives. Ch, ny God! The | onger

Dr. Radnor tal ked, the nore nervous Pai ge becane, and by the
time he was finished, her self-confidence had conpletely

vani shed. |I'mnot ready for this. she thought. | don't know
what |'m doing. Who ever said | could be a doctor! What if |
kill sonmebody!

Dr. Radnor was going on, "I wll expect detail ed notes on

each one of your patients-lab work, blood, electrolytes,
everything. |Is that clear?"

There were nurnmurs of "Yes, doctor."

"There are always thirty to forty surgical patients here

at one tine. It's your job to nmake sure that every-thing is
properly organized for them W'I|l start the norning rounds
now. In the afternoon, we'll make the sanme rounds again."

It had all seemed so easy at nedical school. Paige thought
about the four years she had spent there. There had been one
hundred and fifty students, and only fifteen wonen. She would
never forget the first day of Gross Anatony class. The
students had wal ked into a large white tiled roomwth twenty
tables lined up in rows, each table covered with a yellow
sheet. Five students were assigned to each table.

The professor had said, "Al right, pull back the sheets.™
And there, in front of Paige, was her first cadaver. She had
been afraid that she would faint or be sick, but she felt
strangely calm The cadaver had been preserved, which somehow
removed it one step from humanity.

In the beginning the students had been hushed and
respectful in the anatony | aboratory. But, incredibly to
Paige, within a week, they were eating sandw ches dur-ing the



di ssections, and making rude jokes. It was a form of

sel f-defense, a denial of their owm nortality. They gave the
corpses nanmes, and treated themlike old friends. Paige tried
to force herself to act as casually as the other students,

but she found it difficult. She | ooked at the cadaver she was
wor ki ng on, and thought: Here was a man with a home and a
famly. He went to an office every day, and once a year he
took a vacation with his wife and children. He probably | oved
sports and enjoyed novies and plays, and he | aughed and
cried, and he watched his children grow up and he shared
their joys and their sorrows, and he had big, wonderful
dreans. | hope they all canme true. ... A bittersweet sadness
engul f ed her because he was dead and she was ali ve.

In tinme, even to Paige, the dissections becane routine.
Open the chest, examne the ribs, lungs, pericar-dial sac
covering the heart, the veins, arteries, and nerves.

Much of the first two years of nedical school was spent
menorizing long lists that the students referred to as the
Organ Recital. First the cranial nerves: ol factory, optic,
ocul onotor, trochlear, trigem nal, abducens, fa-cial

audi tory, gl ossopharyngeal, vagus, spinal, and hypogl ossal.

The students used menonics to help themrenem ber. The
classic one was "On old Aynpus's towering tops, a French and
German vended sone tops."” The nodern nmal e version was "Ch,

oh, oh, to touch and feel a girl's vagi na-such heaven."

The | ast two years of nedical school were nore
Inter-esting, with courses in internal nedicine, surgery,
pedi -atrics, and obstetrics, and they worked at the | ocal
hospital. | renmenber the time . . . Paige was thinking.
“"Dr. Taylor ..." The senior resident was staring at her.
Paige canme to with a start. The others were already
hal f way down the corridor.

"Com ng," she said hastily.

The first stop was at a large, rectangular ward, with rows

of beds on both sides of the room with a small stand next to
each bed. Paige had expected to see cur-tains separating the
beds, but here there was no privacy.

The first patient was an elderly man with a sall ow



conpl exi on. He was sound asl eep, breathing heavily. Dr.
Radnor wal ked over to the foot of the bed, studied the chart
there, then went to the patient's side and gently touched his
shoul der. "M. Potter?"

The patient opened his eyes. "Huh?"

"Good norning. I"'mDr. Radnor. |'mjust checking to see

how you're doing. Did you have a confortabl e night?"

"I't was okay."

"Do you have any pai n?"

"Yeah. My chest hurts.”

"Let ne take a look at it."

When he finished the exam nation, he said, "You' re doing

fine. 1'lIl have the nurse give you sonething for the pain."
"Thanks, doctor."
"We'll be back to see you this afternoon.™

They noved away fromthe bed. Dr. Radnor turned to the
residents. "Always try to ask questions that have a yes or no
answer so the patient doesn't tire hinself out. And reassure
hi m about his progress. | want you to study his chart and
make notes. We'll conme back here this afternoon to see how
he's doing. Keep a run-ning record of every patient's chi ef
conpl aint, present illness, past illnesses, famly history,
and social history. Does he drink, snoke, etc.? Wen we nake
the rounds again, |I'll expect a report on the progress of
each pa-tient."

They noved on to the bed of the next patient, a man in his
forties.

"Good norning, M. Rawings."

"Good norning, doctor."

"Are you feeling better this norning?"

"Not so good. | was up a lot last night. My stomach's
hurting."

Dr. Radnor turned to the senior resident. "Wiat did the
proct oscopy show?"

"No sign of any problem"™

"G ve hima bariumenema and an upper G, stat."”

The senior resident nmade a note.

The resident standing next to Paige whispered in her ear,

"l guess you know what stat stands for. 'Shake that ass,
tootsiel" "

Dr. Radnor heard. " 'Stat' conmes fromthe Latin, statim

| medi ately."

In the years ahead, Paige was to hear it often.



The next patient was an elderly woman who had had a bypass
oper ati on.

"Good norning, Ms. Turkel."

"How | ong are you going to keep ne in here?"

“"Not very long. The procedure was a success. You'll be
goi ng honme soon."

And they noved on to the next patient.

The routine was repeated over and over, and the norning
went by swiftly. They saw thirty patients. After each
patient, the residents frantically scribbled notes, praying
that they would be able to deci pher them | ater.

One patient was a puzzle to Paige. She seened to be in
perfect health.

When they had noved away from her, Paige asked, "Wat's

her problem doctor?"

Dr. Radnor sighed. "She has no problem She's a goner. And
for those of you who forgot what you were taught in nedical
school, goner is an acronymfor 'Get out of ny energency
room' Goners are people who enjoy poor health. That's their
hobby. 1've admitted her six tines in the |ast year."

They noved on to the |ast patient, an old woman on a
respirator, who was in a cona.

"She's had a nmassive heart attack," Dr. Radnor ex-plained
to the residents. "She's been in a coma for six weeks. Her
vital signs are failing. There's nothing nore we can do for
her. We'll pull the plug this afternoon.™

Pai ge | ooked at himin shock. "Pull the plug?"

Dr. Radnor said gently, "The hospital ethics commt-tee
made the decision this norning. She's a vegetable. She's

ei ghty-seven years old, and she's brain-dead. It's cruel to
keep her alive, and it's breaking her famly financially.
"Il see you all at rounds this afternoon.”

They wat ched hi mwal k away. Paige turned to | ook at the
patient again. She was alive. In a few hours she wll be
dead. W'll pull the plug this afternoon.

That's nurder! Pai ge thought.



Chapter Three

That afternoon, when the rounds were finished, the new
residents gathered in the small upstairs | ounge. The room
hel d ei ght tables, an ancient bl ack-and-white television set,
and two vendi ng ma-chi nes that dispensed stale sandw ches and
bitter cof-fee.

The conversations at each table were al nost identical.
One of the residents said, "Take a |look at ny throat, w ||
you? Does it look raw to you?"

“I think I have a fever. | feel |ousy."

"My abdonmen is swollen and tender. | know I have
appendicitis.”

"I"ve got this crushing pain in ny chest. | hope to God

"' mnot having a heart attack!"

Kat sat down at a table with Paige and Honey. "How did it
go?" she asked.

Honey said, "I think it went all right."

They both | ooked at Paige. "I was tense, but | was

rel axed. | was nervous, but | stayed calm" She sighed. "It's
been a long day. 1'lIl be glad to get out of here and have

some fun tonight."

“"Me, too," Kat agreed. "Way don't we have dinner and then
go see a novie?'

"Sounds great."

An orderly approached their table. "Dr. Tayl or?"

Pai ge | ooked up. "I'mDr. Taylor."

“"Dr. Wallace would like to see you in his office.™

The hospital adm nistrator! Wat have | done? Paige

wonder ed.

The orderly was waiting. "Dr. Taylor ..."

"I mcomng." She took a deep breath and got to her feet.
“I'"'l'l see you later."

"This way, doctor."

Pai ge followed the orderly into an elevator and rode up to
the fifth floor, where Dr. Wallace's office was | ocated.
Benj am n WAl | ace was seated behind his desk. He gl anced up
as Pai ge wal ked in. "Good afternoon, Dr. Taylor."



"Good afternoon.™

Wal | ace cleared his throat. "Well! Your first day and
you' ve already nade quite an inpression!”
Pai ge | ooked at him puzzled. "I . . .1 don't

under - stand. "

"I hear you had a little problemin the doctors' dress-ing
roomthis norning."

"Oh." So, that's what this is all about. Wllace | ooked at

her and smiled. "I suppose |I'll have to nmake sone
arrangenents for you and the other girls.™
"We're ..." W're not girls, Paige started to say. "W

woul d appreciate that."
"Meanwhile, if you don't want to dress with the nurses

""" mnot a nurse,’

' Paige said firmy. "I"ma doc-tor."
"OF course, of course. Well, we'll do sonething about
accommodati ons for you, doctor."

"Thank you."

He handed Pai ge a sheet of paper. "Meanwhile, this is your
schedule. You'll be on call for the next twenty-four hours,
starting at six o' clock.” He | ooked at his watch. "That's
thirty mnutes fromnow. "

Pai ge was | ooking at himin astoni shnent. Her day had
started at five-thirty that norning. "Twenty-four hours?"

"Well, thirty-six, actually. Because you'll be starting
rounds again in the norning."
Thirty-six hours! | wonder if I can handle this.

She was soon to find out.

Pai ge went to | ook for Kat and Honey.
"I"'mgoing to have to forget about dinner and a novie,"

Paige said. "I"mon a thirty-six-hour call."

Kat nodded. "W just got our bad news. | go on it

tonorrow, and Honey goes on Wdnesday."

“I't won't be so bad," Paige said cheerfully. "I understand
there's an on-call roomto sleep in. I'mgoing to enjoy
this."

She was wrong.

An orderly was | eading Paige down a |long corridor. "Dr.
Wal |l ace told me that 1'Il be on call for thirty-six hours,
Pai ge said. "Do all the residents work those hours?"

"Only for the first three years," the orderly assured her.



G eat!

"But you'll have plenty of chance to rest, doctor."

“Towil?"

“In here. This is the on-call room" He opened the door,

and Pai ge stepped inside. The roomresenbled a nonk's cell in

sonme poverty-stricken nonastery. It contai ned nothing but a
cot wwth a lunpy mattress, a cracked wash basin, and a
bedsi de stand with a tel e-phone on it. "You can sleep here
bet ween cal |l s. "

"Thanks. "

The calls began as Paige was in the coffee shop, just

starting to have her dinner. "Dr. Taylor . . . ER Three.
Dr. Taylor . . . ER Three."
"We have a patient with a fractured rib. . . ." "M.

Henegan i s conpl ai ni ng of chest pains. "The patient in
Ward Two has a headache. Is it all right to give himan
acetam nophen . . .?" At mdnight, Paige had just managed to
fall asleep

when she was awakened by the tel ephone. "Report to ER

One." It was a knife wound, and by the tinme Pai ge had taken
care of it, it was one-thirty in the norning. At two-fifteen
she was awakened again. "Dr. Taylor . . . Energency Room Two.

Stat." Paige said, groggily, "Right." Wiat did he say it
meant ? Shake that ass, tootsie. She forced herself up and
noved down the corridor to the emergency room

A patient had been brought in with a broken | eg. He was
scream ng with pain.

"Get an X-ray," Paige ordered. "And give himDenerol,
fifty mlligrans." She put her hand on the pa-tient's arm
"You're going to be fine. Try to relax."

Over the PA system a netallic disenbodi ed voice said,
“"Dr. Taylor . . . Ward Three. Stat."

Pai ge | ooked at the npaning patient, reluctant to | eave
hi m

The voice cane on again, "Dr. Taylor . . . Ward Three.
Stat."
"Com ng," Paige nmunbl ed. She hurried out the door and down

the corridor to Ward Three. A patient had vom ted, aspirated,
and was choki ng.
"He can't breathe," the nurse said.



"Suction him" Paige ordered. As she watched the patient
begin to catch his breath, she heard her nane again on the PA
system "Dr. Taylor . . . Ward Four. Ward Four." Pai ge shook
her head and ran down to Ward Four, to a screan ng patient
wi t h abdom nal spasns. Paige gave hima qui ck exam nati on.

"It could be intestinal dysfunction. Get an ultrasound,"”

Pai ge sai d.

By the tinme she returned to the patient with the broken

|l eg, the pain reliever had taken effect. She had himnoved to
the operating roomand set the leg. As she was finishing, she
heard her nane again. "Dr. Taylor, report to Energency Room
Two. Stat."

"The stomach ulcer in Ward Four is having a pain.

At 3:30 a.m: "Dr. Taylor, the patient in Room 310 is

henor r hagi ng. "

There was a heart attack in one of the wards, and Paige
was nervously listening to the patient's heartbeat when she
heard her name called over the PA system "Dr. Tayl or

ER Two. Stat. ... Dr. Taylor . . . ER Two. Stat."

| nmust not panic, Paige thought. I've got to remain calm

and cool . She panicked. Who was nore inportant, the patient
she was exam ni ng, or the next patient? "You stay here,'' she
said inanely. "I'"Il be right back."'

As Paige hurried toward ER Two, she heard her nane call ed
again. "Dr. Taylor . . . ER One. Stat. ... Dr. Taylor

ER One. Stat."

Oh, ny CGodl Paige thought. She felt as though she were
caught up in the mddle of sone endless terrifying nightnare.

During what was left of the night, Paige was awak-ened to
attend to a case of food poisoning, a broken arm a hiatal
hernia, and a fractured rib. By the tinme she stunbl ed back
into the on-call room she was so exhausted that she could
hardly nove. She crawled onto the little cot and had j ust
started to doze off when the tel ephone rang again.

She reached out for it with her eyes closed. "Hlo ..."

“"Dr. Taylor, we're waiting for you."

"Wha' ?" She lay there, trying to renenber where she was.

"Your rounds are starting, doctor."

"My rounds?" This is sone kind of bad joke, Paige thought.
It's inhuman. They can't work anyone like thisl But they were



wai ting for her.

Ten minutes |ater, Paige was nmeki ng the rounds again, half
asl eep. She stunbl ed agai nst Dr. Radnor. "Excuse ne," she
munbl ed, "but | haven't had any sleep ..."

He patted her on the shoul der synpathetically. "You'll get
used to it."

When Paige finally got off duty, she slept for fourteen
strai ght hours.

The intense pressure and puni shing hours proved to be too
much for sone of the residents, and they sinply di sappeared
fromthe hospital. That's not going to hap-pen to ne, Paige
vowed.

The pressure was unrelenting. At the end of one of Paige's
shifts, thirty-six grueling hours, she was so ex-hausted that
she had no idea where she was. She stumbled to the el evator
and stood there, her m nd nunb.

Tom Chang cane up to her. "Are you all right?"

"Fine," Paige nunbl ed.

He grinned. "You look Iike hell."

"Thanks. Wiy do they do this to us?" Pai ge asked.

Chang shrugged. "The theory is that it keeps us in touch

Wi th our patients. If we go hone and | eave them we don't
know what's happening to themwhile we're gone."

Pai ge nodded. "That nmkes sense.” It nmade no sense at all.
"How can we take care of themif we're asleep on our feet?"
Chang shrugged again. "I don't nmake the rules. It's the

way all hospitals operate.” He | ooked at Paige nore closely.
"Are you going to be able to make it hone?"

Pai ge | ooked at himand said haughtily, "O course.”

"Take care." Chang di sappeared down the corridor. Paige
waited for the elevator to arrive. Wien it finally canme, she
was standi ng there, sound asl eep.

Two days | ater, Paige was having breakfast with Kat.

"Do you want to hear a terrible confession?" Paige asked.
"Soneti mes when they wake nme up at four o'clock in the
nmorning to give sonebody an aspirin, and |I'm stunbling down
the hall, half conscious, and | pass the roons where all the
patients are tucked in and having a good night's sleep, |



feel |ike banging on all the doors and yelling, 'Everybody
wake up!'’
Kat held out her hand. "Join the club."

The patients cane in all shapes, sizes, ages, and col ors.
They were frightened, brave, gentle, arrogant, denandi ng,
consi derate. They were human beings in pain.

Most of the doctors were dedi cated people. As in any

prof ession, there were good doctors and bad doctors. They
were young and old, clunsy and adept, pleasant and nasty. A
few of them at one tine or another, nade sexual advances to
Pai ge. Sonme were subtle and sone were crude.

"Don't you ever feel lonely at night? | know that | do.
was wondering ..."

"These hours are nurder, aren't they? Do you know what |
find gives ne energy? Good sex. Wiy don't we . . .?"
"My wife is out of town for a few days. | have a cabin
near Carnel. This weekend we could ..."

And t he patients.
"So you're ny doctor, eh? You know what would cure ne .

A
"Conme closer to the bed, baby. | want to see if those are
real .

Paige gritted her teeth and ignored themall. Wen Alfred
and | are married, this will stop. And just the thought of
Al fred gave her a glow. He would be re-turning fromAfrica
soon. Soon.

At breakfast one norning before rounds, Paige and Kat
t al ked about the sexual harassnent they were expe-riencing.

"Most of the doctors behave |ike perfect gentlenen, but a
few of themseemto think we're perks that go with the
territory, and that we're there to service them" Kat said.

"I don't think a week goes by but what one of the doctors
hits on ne. 'Wiy don't you cone over to nmy place for a drink?
|'ve got sonme great CDs.' O in the OR, when |I'm assisting,

the surgeon will brush his armacross ny breast. One noron
said to nme, 'You know, whenever | order chicken, | like the
dark neat."

Pai ge sighed. "They think they're flattering us by



treating us as sex objects. I'd rather they treated us as
doctors. "

"Alot of themdon't even want us around. They either want

to fuck us or they want to fuck us. You know, it's not fair.
Wnen are judged inferior until we prove ourselves, and nen
are judged superior until they prove what assholes they are.™
"It's the old boys' network," Paige said. "If there were
nore of us, we could start a new girls' network."

Pai ge had heard of Arthur Kane. He was the subject of
constant gossip around the hospital. H s nicknane was Dr.
007-licensed to kill. H's solution to every problemwas to
operate, and he had a higher rate of operations than any

ot her doctor at the hospital. He also had a higher nortality
rate.

He was bal d, short, hawk-nosed, with tobacco-stai ned
teeth, and was grossly overweight. Incredibly, he fancied
hinself a ladies' man. He liked to refer to the new nurses
and female residents as "fresh neat."

Pai ge Tayl or was fresh neat. He saw her in the up-stairs
| ounge and sat down at her table, uninvited.

"“I'"ve been keeping an eye on you."

Pai ge | ooked up, startled. "I beg your pardon?”

"I'mDr. Kane. My friends call nme Arthur.” There was a

| eer in his voice.

Pai ge wondered how many friends he had.

"How are you getting al ong here?"

The question caught Paige off-guard. "I. . .all right, |
t hi nk. "
He | eaned forward. "This is a big hospital. It's easy to

get lost here. Do you know what | nean?"

Pai ge said warily, "Not exactly."

"You're too pretty to be just another face in the crowd.

If you want to get sonmewhere here, you need soneone to help
you. Soneone who knows the ropes."

The conversation was getting nore unpl easant by the

m nut e.



"And you'd like to help ne."

"Right." He bared his tobacco-stained teeth. "Wy don't we
di scuss it at di nner?"

"There's nothing to discuss,"” Paige said. "I'm not

i nterested.”

Art hur Kane wat ched Pai ge get up and wal k away, and there
was a bal eful expression on his face.

First-year surgical residents were on a two-nonth rotation
schedul e, alternating anong obstetrics, ortho-pedics,
urol ogy, and surgery.

Pai ge |l earned that it was dangerous to go into a train-ing
hospital in the summer for any serious illness, be-cause many
of the staff doctors were on vacation and the patients were
at the nercy of the inexperienced young residents.

Nearly all surgeons liked to have nusic in the op-erating
room One of the doctors was nicknaned Mbzart and anot her Axl
Rose because of their tastes in nusic.

For sonme reason, operations always seened to nmake everyone
hungry. They constantly di scussed food. A surgeon would be in
the m ddle of renoving a gangre-nous gall bladder froma

patient and say, "I had a great dinner |ast night at
Bardelli's. Best Italian food in all of San Francisco."
"Have you eaten the crab cakes at the Cypress Club . . .?"

“I'f you like good beef, try the House of Prinme Rib over on
Van Ness."

And nmeanwhile, a nurse would be nopping up the patient's
bl ood and guts.

When they weren't tal king about food, the doctors talked
about baseball or football scores.

"Did you see the 49ers play |last Sunday? | bet they m ss
Joe Montana. He al ways cane through for themin the last two
m nutes of a gane."

And out would cone a ruptured appendi x.

Kaf ka, Pai ge thought. Kafka would have | oved this.

At three in the norning, when Paige was asleep in the
on-call room she was awakened by the tel ephone.

A raspy voice said, "Dr. Taylor-Room 419-a heart attack



patient. You'll have to hurry!" The |ine went dead.

Pai ge sat on the edge of the bed, fighting sleep, and
stunbled to her feet. You have to hurry. She went into the
corridor, but there was no tine to wait for an eleva-tor. She
rushed up the stairs and ran down the fourth-floor corridor
to Room 419, her heart pounding. She flung open the door and
stood there, staring.

Room 419 was a storage room

Kat Hunter was making her rounds with Dr. Richard Hutton

He was in his forties, brusque and fast. He spent no nore
than two or three mnutes with each patient, scanning their
charts, then snapping out orders to the surgical residents in
a machi ne-gun, staccato fashion.

"Check her henogl obin and schedul e surgery for tonorrow.
"Keep a cl ose eye on his tenperature chart.

"Cross-match four units of bl ood. "

"Renove these stitches. "

"CGet sone chest fil ns.
Kat and the other residents were busily making notes on
everything, trying hard to keep up with him

They approached a patient who had been in the hospi-tal a
week and had had a battery of tests for a high fever, with no
resul ts.

When they were out in the corridor, Kat asked, "Wat's the
matter with hinf"

"It's a GK," a resident said. "A God only knows. W' ve
done X-rays, CAT scans, MRls, spinal taps, liver biopsy.
Everything. W don't know what's wong with him"

They noved into a ward where a young patient, his head
bandaged after an operation, was sleeping. As Dr. Hutton
started to unwap the head dressing, the patient woke up,

startled. "What . . . what's going on?"
"Sit up," Dr. Hutton said curtly. The young nman was
trenbling.

"Il never treat ny patients that way, Kat vowed.



The next patient was a heal thy-1ooking man in his
seventies. As soon as Dr. Hutton approached the bed, the
patient yelled, "Gonzo! |'"mgoing to sue you, you dirty son
of a bitch."

“"Now, M. Sparolini . . ."

"Don't M. Sparolini ne! You turned nme into a fuck-ing
eunuch. "

That's an oxynoron, Kat thought.

"M . Sparolini, you agreed to have the vasectony; and-
“I't was my wife's idea. Damn bitch! Just wait till | get
hone. "

They left himnuttering to hinself.

"What's his problen?" one of the residents asked.

"H's problemis that he's a horny old goat. H's young w fe
has six kids and she doesn't want any nore."

The next patient was a little girl, ten years old. Dr.
Hutton | ooked at her chart. "We're going to give you a shot
to nmake the bad bugs go away."

A nurse filled a syringe and noved toward the little girl.
"No!" she screaned. "You're going to hurt ne!"

"This won't hurt, baby,"” the nurse assured her.

The words were a dark echo in Kat's m nd.

This won't hurt, baby. ... It was the voice of her
stepfather whispering to her in the scary dark.
"This will feel good. Spread your |egs. Cone on, you

little bitch!™ And he had pushed her |egs apart and forced
his mal e hardness into her and put his hand over her nouth to
keep her from screamng with the pain. She was thirteen years
old. After that night, his visits becane a terrifying nightly
ritual. "You're lucky you got a man |ike ne to teach you how
to fuck,” he would tell her. "Do you know what a Kat is? A
little pussy. And I want sone.” And he would fall on top of
her and grab her, and no anount of crying or pleading would
make hi m stop.

Kat had never known her father. Her nother was a cl eaning
woman who wor ked nights at an office building near their tiny
apartnment in Gary, Indiana. Kat's stepfa-ther was a huge nman
who had been injured in an accident at a steel mll, and he
stayed hone nost of the time, drinking. At night, when Kat's
nother left for work, he would go into Kat's room "You say
anything to your nother or brother, and I'lIl kill him" he
told Kat. / can't let himhurt Mke, Kat thought. Her brother



was five years younger than she, and Kat adored him She
not hered hi mand protected himand fought his battles for
him He was the only bright spot in Kat's life.

One norning, terrified as Kat was by her stepfather's
threats, she decided she had to tell her nother what was
happeni ng. Her nother would put a stop to it, would protect
her .

"“Mame, your husband cones to ny bed at ni ght when you're
away, and forces hinself on ne."

Her nother stared at her a nonent, then sl apped Kat hard
across the face.

"Don't you dare nake up lies like that, you little slut!"
Kat never discussed it again. The only reason she stayed
at hone was because of Mke. He'd be | ost without ne, Kat
t hought. But the day she | earned she was pregnant, she ran
away to live wwth an aunt in M nneapolis.

The day Kat ran away from honme, her life conpletely
changed.

"You don't have to tell ne what happened,” her Aunt Sophie
had said. "But fromnow on, you' re going to stop running
away. You know that song they sing on Sesane Street! 'It's
Not Easy Being G een'? Well, honey, it's not easy being

bl ack, either. You have two choi ces. You can keep running and
hi di ng and bl am ng the world for your problens, or you can
stand up for yourself and decide to be sonebody inportant.”
"How do | do that?"

"By knowi ng that you're inportant. First, you get inmage in
your m nd of who you want to be, child, and what you want to
be. And then you go to work, becom ng that person.”

"' mnot going to have his baby, Kat decided. |I want an
aborti on.

It was arranged quietly, during a weekend, and it was
performed by a mdwi fe who was a friend of Kat's aunt. When
It was over, Kat thought fiercely, I'mnever going to let a
man touch nme again. Never!

M nneapolis was a fairyland for Kat. Wthin a few bl ocks

of al nost every hone were | akes and streans and rivers. And
there were over eight thousand acres of | andscaped parks. She
went sailing on the city | akes and took boat rides on the

M ssi ssi ppi .



She visited the G eat Zoo with Aunt Sophie and spent

Sundays at the Valleyfair Anmusenent Park. She went on the hay
rides at Cedar Creek Farm and wat ched knights in arnor
jousting at the Shakopee Renai ssance Festi val .

Aunt Sophi e wat ched Kat and thought, The girl has never

had a chi |l dhood.

Kat was |learning to enjoy herself, but Aunt Sophie sensed
that deep inside her niece was a place that no one could
reach, a barrier she had set up to keep her from being hurt
agai n.

She made friends at school. But never with boys. Her
girlfriends were all dating, but Kat was a |oner, and too
proud to tell anyone why. She | ooked up to her aunt, whom she
| oved very nuch.

Kat had taken little interest in school, or in reading
books, but Aunt Sophie changed all that. Her hone was filled
wi t h books, and Sophie's excitenent about them was
cont agi ous.

"There are wonderful worlds in there," she told the young
girl. "Read, and you'll |earn where you cane from and where
you're going. |I've got a feeling that you' re going to be
fanous one day, baby. But you have to get an education first.
This is Anerica. You can becone anybody you want to be. You
may be bl ack and poor, but so were sone of our congresswonen,
and novie stars, and scientists, and sports | egends. One day
we're going to have a bl ack president. You can be anything
you want to be. It's up to you."

It was the beginning.

Kat becane the top student in her class. She was an avid
reader. In the school |ibrary one day, she happened to pick
up a copy of Sinclair Lewis's Arrowsnm th, and she was
fascinated by the story of the dedicated young doctor. She
read Agnes Cooper's Pronises to Keep, and Wnman Surgeon by
Dr. Else Roe, and it opened up a whole new world for Kat. She
di scovered that there were people on this earth who devoted

t hensel ves to hel ping others, to saving lives. \Wen Kat cane
home from school one day, she said to Aunt Sophie, "I'm going
to be a doctor. A fanous one."



Chapt er Four

On Monday norning, three of Paige's patients' charts were
m ssi ng, and Pai ge was bl aned.

On Wednesday, Pai ge was awakened at 4:00 a.m in the
on-call room Sleepily, she picked up the tel ephone. "Dr.
Tayl or. "

Si | ence.

"Hello . . . hello.™

She coul d hear breathing at the other end of the line. And
then there was a cli ck.

Pai ge | ay awake for the rest of the night.

In the norning, Paige said to Kat, "I'meither becoming
paranoi d or soneone hates ne." She told Kat what had
happened.

"Patients sonetines get grudges agai nst doctors," Kat
said. "Can you think of anyone who . . .?"

Pai ge sighed. '' Dozens.'

“I"'msure there's nothing to worry about.™

Pai ge W shed that she could believe it.

In the late sumer, the nmagic telegramarrived. It was

wai ting for Pai ge when she returned to the apartnent |ate at
night. It read: "Arriving San Franci sco noon Sunday. Can't
wait to see you. Love, Alfred."

He was finally on his way back to her! Paige read the

tel egram agai n and again, her excitenent growi ng each tine.
Al fred! Hi s nane conjured up a tunbling kal ei doscope of
exciting nenories .

Pai ge and Alfred had grown up together. Their fathers were
part of a nedical cadre of WHO that traveled to Third Wrld
countries, fighting exotic and virulent di seases. Paige and



her nother acconpanied Dr. Taylor, who headed the team

Pai ge and Alfred had had a fantasy chil dhood. In India,

Paige |l earned to speak Hi ndi. At the age of two, she knew
that the nanme for the banboo hut they lived in was basha. Her
father was gorasahib, a white man, and she was nani, a little
sister. They addressed Paige's father as abadhan, the |eader,
or baba, father.

When Pai ge's parents were not around, she drank bhanga, an

I ntoxi cating drink made with hashish | eaves, and ate chapati
with ghi.

And then they were on their way to Africa. Of to another
advent ur e!

Pai ge and Al fred becane used to swinmm ng and bath-ing in
rivers that had crocodil es and hi ppopot anuses. Their pets
wer e baby zebras and cheetahs and snakes. They grew up in

wi ndowl ess round huts nmade of wattle and daub, w th packed
dirt floors and conical thatched roofs. Soneday, Paige vowed
to herself, I'"'mgoing to live in a real house, a beautiful
cottage with a green | awn and a white picket fence.

To the doctors and nurses, it was a difficult,

frustrat-ing life. But to the two children, it was a constant
adventure, living in the land of lions, giraffes, and

el e-phants. They went to primtive cinder-block
school - houses, and when none was avail able, they had tutors.

Pai ge was a bright child, and her m nd was a sponge,
absorbi ng everything. Alfred adored her.

"I"'mgoing to marry you one day, Paige," he said when she
was twel ve, he fourteen.

"I"'mgoing to marry you, too, Alfred.”

They were two serious children, determ ned to spend the
rest of their lives together.

The doctors from WHO were sel fl ess, dedi cated nen and

wonen who devoted their lives to their work. They often

wor ked under nearly inpossible circunstances. In Africa, they
had to conpete with wogesha-the native nedical practitioners
whose primtive renedies were passed on fromfather to son,
and often had deadly effects. The Masai's traditional renedy
for flesh wounds was ol kilorite, a mxture of cattle bl ood,
raw neat, and essence of a nysterious root.



The Ki kuyu renedy for small pox was to have chil-dren drive
out the sickness with sticks.

"You nust stop that,"
doesn't help."
"Better than having you stick sharp needles in our skin,"
they woul d reply.

The di spensaries were tables lined up under the trees, for
surgery. The doctors saw hundreds of patients a day, and
there was always a long line waiting to see them | epers,
natives with tubercul ar |ungs, whoopi ng cough, small pox,
dysentery.

Dr. Taylor would tell them "It

Pai ge and Alfred were inseparable. As they grew ol der,
they would walk to the market together, to a village mles
away. And they would tal k about their plans for the future.

Medi cine was a part of Paige's early life. She |earned to
care for patients, to give shots and di spense nedi cati ons,
and she antici pated ways to hel p her father.

Pai ge | oved her father. Curt Tayl or was the caring,

sel fl ess man she had ever known. He genuim i ked peopl e,
dedicating his life to hel ping those w needed him and he
instilled that passion in Paige, spite of the | ong hours he
wor ked, he nmanaged to tine to spend with his daughter. He
made t he disconft of the primtive places they lived in fun.

Paige's relationship with her nother was sonething el se.

Her nother was a beauty froma weal thy social background. Her
cool al oof ness kept Paige at a distance, Marrying a doctor
who was going to work in far-off exotic places had seened
romantic to her, but the harsh reality had enbittered her.
She was not a warm | oving wonan, and she seened to Pai ge

al ways to be conpl ai ni ng.

"Why did we ever have to cone to this godforsaken! place,
Curt?"

"The people here live like animals. W' re going catch sone
of their awful diseases.”

"Why can't you practice nedicine in the United States and
make noney |i ke other doctors?”

And on and on it went.



The nore her nother criticized him the nore Pai ge adored
her father.

When Paige was fifteen years ol d, her nother disap-peared
with the owner of a |arge cocoa plantation in Brazil.
"She's not com ng back, is she?" Paige asked.

"No, darling. I'msorry."

"' mglad!" She had not neant to say that. She was hurt
that her nother had cared so little for her and her father
t hat she had abandoned them

The experience nmade Pai ge draw even closer to Al-fred
Turner. They played ganes together and went on expeditions
together, and shared their dreans.

"I"'mgoing to be a doctor, too, when | grow up," Al fred
confided. "We'll get married, and we'll work together."
"And we'll have lots of children!"

"Sure. If you like."

On the night of Paige's sixteenth birthday, their
life-long enotional intimcy exploded into a new di nen-sion.
At alittle village in East Africa, the doctors had been
call ed away on an energency, because of an epi-dem c, and
Pai ge, Alfred, and a cook were the only ones left in canp.

They had had di nner and gone to bed. But in the m ddle of

t he ni ght Pai ge had been awakened in her tent by the faraway
t hunder of stanpeding animals. She lay there, and as the

m nutes went by and the sound of the stanpede canme cl oser,
she began to grow afraid. Her breath quickened. There was no
telling when her father and the others would return.

She got up. Alfred' s tent was only a few feet away.
Terrified, Paige got up, raised the flap of the tent, and ran
to Alfred's tent.

He was asl eep.

"Alfred!"

He sat up, instantly awake. "Paige? |s anything wong?"
"I"' mfrightened. Could | get into bed with you for a
whi | e?"

"Sure." They lay there, listening to the animals charging
t hrough the brush.

In a few m nutes, the sounds began to di e away.

Al fred becane conscious of Paige's warm body |ying next to
hi m

"Paige, | think you' d better go back to your tent." Paige



could feel his nmal e hardness pressing agai nst her.

Al'l the physical needs that had been building up within
them cane boiling to the surface.

"Alfred."

"Yes?" Hi's voice was husky.

"We're getting married, aren't we?"

"Yes."

"Then it's all right."

And t he sounds of the jungle around them di sap-peared, and
t hey began to explore and discover a world no one had ever
possessed but thenselves. They were the first lovers in the
world, and they gloried in the wonderful mracle of it.

At dawn, Paige crept back to her tent and she thought,
happily, |I'ma woman now.

Fromtinme to tinme, Curt Tayl or suggested to Paige that she
return to the United States to live with his brother in his
beautiful honme in Deerfield, north of Chicago.

"Why?" Pai ge woul d ask.

"So that you can grow up to be a proper young | ady."

"I ama proper young |ady."

"Proper young | adies don't tease wild nonkeys and try to

ri de baby zebras.™

Her answer was al ways the sane. "I won't |eave you."

When Pai ge was seventeen, the WHO teamwent to a jungle
village in South Africa to fight a typhoid epi-dem c. Mking
the situation even nore perilous was the fact that shortly
after the doctors arrived, war broke out between two | ocal
tribes. Curt Taylor was warned to | eave.

"I can't, for God's sake. | have patients who will die if
| desert them™
Four days later, the village cane under attack. Pai ge and

her father huddled in their little hut, listening to the
yelling and the sounds of gunfire outside.
Pai ge was terrified. "They're going to kill us!"

Her father had taken her in his arns. "They won't harm us,
darling. We're here to help them They know we're their
friends."

And he had been right.

The chief of one of the tribes had burst into the hut with
some of his warriors. "Do not worry. We guard you." And they
had.



The fighting and shooting finally stopped, but in the

norni ng Curt Taylor made a deci sion.

He sent a nessage to his brother. Sending Paige out on

next plane. WIl wire details. Please neet her at airport.
Pai ge was furious when she heard the news. She was taken,
sobbing wildly, to the dusty little airport where a Piper Cub
was waiting to fly her to a town where she could catch a

pl ane to Johannesbur g.

"You' re sending ne away because you want to get rid of

me!" she cri ed.

Her father held her close in his arns. "I |ove you nore

than anything in the world, baby. I'll mss you every m nute.
But 1'Il be going back to the States soon, and we'll be

t oget her again."

"Prom se?"

"Prom se."

Alfred was there to see Paige off.

"Don't worry," Alfred told Paige. "I'Il cone and get you

as soon as | can. WIIl you wait for nme?"
It was a pretty silly question, after all those years.
"OF course | will."

Three days |l ater, when Paige's plane arrived at O Hare
Airport in Chicago, Paige's Uncle R chard was there to greet
her. Paige had never net him Al she knew about hi mwas that
he was a very weal t hy busi-nessnan whose w fe had died
several years earlier. "He's the successful one in the
famly," Paige's father

al ways said. Paige's uncle's first words stunned her. "I'm
sorry to tell you this, Paige, but | just received word that
your father was killed in a native uprising."”

Her whol e worl d had been shattered in an instant. The ache
was so strong that she did not think she could bear it. |
won't let ny uncle see ne cry, Paige vowed. | won't. | never
shoul d have left. |I'm going back there.

Driving fromthe airport, Paige stared out the w n-dow,

| ooki ng at the heavy traffic.

"I hate Chicago."

"Why, Pai ge?"

"It's a jungle."

Ri chard woul d not permt Paige to return to Africa for her
father's funeral, and that infuriated her.



He tried to reason with her. "Paige, they've already
buried your father. There's no point in your going back." But
there was a point: Al fred was there.

A few days after Paige arrived, her uncle sat down with
her to di scuss her future.
"There's nothing to discuss,
going to be a doctor."

At twenty-one, when Paige finished college, she ap-plied

to ten nedical schools and was accepted by all of them She
chose a school in Boston.

Paige infornmed him "I'm

It took two days to reach Alfred by tel ephone in Zaire,
where he was working part-tine wwth a WHO unit.

When Paige told himthe news, he said, "That's wonderful,
darling. I"'mnearly finished with nmy nedi cal courses. |'l
stay with WHO for a while, but in a few years we'll be
practicing together."

Toget her. The magi cal word. "Paige, |'mdesperate to see
you. If | can get out a few days, could you neet ne in
Hawai i ?" There wasn't the slightest hesitation. "Yes." And
they had both managed it. Later, Paige could |y inmagi ne how
difficult it nust have been for Alfred to nake the | ong

j ourney, but he never nentioned it.

They spent three incredible days at a small hotel in

Hawai i, called Sunny Cove, and it was as though they had
never been apart. Paige wanted so nuch to ask Alfred to go
back to Boston with her, but she knew how selfish that would
have been. The work that he was doing was far nore inportant.

On their |last day together, as they were getting dressed,
Pai ge asked, "Where will they be sending you, Al fred?"
"Ganbi a, or maybe Bangl adesh." To save lives, to help

t hose who so desperately need him She held himtightly and
cl osed her eyes. She never wanted to | et him go.

As t hough readi ng her thoughts, he said, "I'Il never |et
you get away."

Pai ge started nedical school, and she and Alfred
cor-responded regularly. No matter in what part of the world
he was, Alfred managed to tel ephone Pai ge on her birth-day



and at Christnmas. Just before New Year's Eve, when Pai ge was
I n her second year of school, Alfred tel ephoned.

" Pai ge?"
“Darling! Where are you?"
“I"'min Senegal. | figured out it's only eighty-eight

hundred mles fromthe Sunny Cove hotel."
It took a mnute for it to sink in.

"Do you nean . . .?"
"Can you neet ne in Hawaii for New Year's Eve?"
"Ch, yes! Yes!"

Al fred travel ed nearly hal fway around the world to neet
her, and this tinme the nagic was even stronger. Tine had

stood still for both of them

"Next year 1'Il be in charge of ny own cadre at WHO, "
Al fred said. "Wen you finish school, | want us to get
marri ed. "

They were able to get together once nore, and when they
weren't able to neet, their letters spanned tine and space.

Al'l those years he had worked as a doctor in Third Wrld
countries, like his father and Paige's father, do-ing the
wonderful work that they did. And now, at |ast, he was com ng
home to her.

As Paige read Alfred's telegramfor the fifth tinme, she

t hought, He's comng to San Franci sco!

Kat and Honey were in their bedroons, asleep. Paige shook
t hem awake. "Alfred's com ng! He's comng! He'll be here
Sunday!"

"Wonderful ," Kat nunbled. "Way don't you wake ne up
Sunday? | just got to bed."

Honey was nore responsive. She sat up and said, "That's

great! I'mdying to neet him How | ong since you' ve seen
hi nf?"

"Two years," Paige said, "but we've always stayed in
touch. ™"

"You're a lucky girl," Kat sighed. "Wll, we're all awake
now. |'Il put on sone coffee.”

The three of them sat around the kitchen table.

"Why don't we give Alfred a party?" Honey sug-gested.
"Kind of a 'Wlcone to the Gooml party.”

"That's a good idea," Kat agreed.



"We'll make it a real celebration-a cake, bal -1 oons-the

wor ks! "
"We'll cook dinner for himhere,"” Honey said.
Kat shook her head. "l've tasted your cooking. Let's send

out for food."

Sunday was four days away, and they spent all their spare
time discussing Alfred' s arrival. By sone mracle, the three
of them were off duty on Sunday.

Sat urday, Paige nmanaged to get to a beauty sal on. She went
shoppi ng and splurged on a new dress.

"Do | look all right? Do you think he'll like it?"

"You | ook sensational!" Honey assured her. "I hope he
deserves you. "

Paige smled. "I hope | deserve him You'll love him He's
fantastic!"

On The Sunday, an el aborate |unch they had ordered was

| aid out on the dining-roomtable, with a bottle of iced
chanmpagne. The wonen stood around, nervously waiting for
Alfred s arrival.

At two o' clock, the doorbell rang, and Paige ran to the
door to open it. There was Alfred. A bit tired-|ooking, a
little thinner. But he was her Alfred. Standing next to him
was a brunette who appeared to be in her thirties.

"Paige!" Alfred excl ai ned.

Pai ge threw her arns around him Then she turned to Honey
and Kat and said proudly, "This is Alfred Turner. Alfred,
these are ny roommates, Honey Taft and Kat Hunter."

"Pl eased to neet you," Alfred said. He turned to the wonman
at his side. "And this is Karen Turner. My wife." The three
wonen stood there, frozen. Paige said slowy, "Your wfe?"

"Yes." He frowned. "Didn't. . . didn't you get ny letter?"
"Letter?"
"Yes. | sent it several weeks ago."™ "No . . ."
"Oh. | ... I'mterribly sorry. | explained it all in ny

but of course, if you didn't get the . . ." H's voice
trailed off. . . . "I'"'mreally sorry, Paige. You and | have
been apart so long, that I ... and then | nmet Karen . . . and

you know how it is ...
"I know how it is," Paige said nunbly. She turned to Karen
and forced a smle. "I ... | hope you and Alfred wll be very
happy." "Thank you."



There was an awkward silence. Karen said, "I think we had

better go, darling." "Yes. | think you had," Kat said. Alfred

ran his fingers through his hair. "I'"mreally sorry, Paige. |
well . . . goodbye." "Goodbye, Alfred."

The three wonen stood there, watching the departing newy
weds.
"That bastard!" Kat said. "What a |ousy thing to do."

Pai ge's eyes were brimring with tears. "I ... he didn't
nmean to ... | mean ... he nust have expl ai ned everything in
his letter."

Honey put her arnms around Paige. "There ought to be a | aw
that all nmen should be castrated.”

"I 1l drink to that," Kat said.

"Excuse ne," Paige said. She hurried to her bed-room and
cl osed the door behind her.

She did not cone out for the rest of the day.

Chapter Five

During the next few nonths, Paige saw very little of Kat

and Honey. They woul d have a hurried breakfast in the
cafeteria and occasionally pass one another in the corridors.
They conmuni cated mainly by | eaving notes in the apartnent.

"Dinner is in the fridge."

"The mcrowave is out."

"Sorry, | didn't have tine to clean up."

"What about the three of us having dinner out Satur-day
ni ght 2"

The i npossi bl e hours continued to be a punishnment, testing
the limts of endurance for all the residents.

Pai ge wel coned the pressure. It gave her no tine to think
about Alfred and the wonderful future they had pl anned
together. And yet, she could not get himout of her m nd.
What he had done filled her wwth a deep pain that refused to



go away. She tortured herself with the futile gane of "what

i f2"

What if | had stayed with Alfred in Africa? Wat if he had
come to Chicago with nme? What if he had not met Karen? Wat
if . . .7

On a Friday when Paige went into the change roomto put on
her scrubs, the word "bitch" had been witten on themwth a
bl ack mar ker pen.

The foll ow ng day when Paige went to | ook for her scut
book, it was gone. Al her notes had di sappeared. Mybe |
m spl aced it, Paige thought

But she couldn't nmake herself believe it.

The worl d outside the hospital ceased to exist. Paige was
aware that Iraqg was pillaging Kuwait, but that was

over shadowed by the needs of a fifteen-year-old patient who
was dyi ng of | eukem a. The day East and West Gernany becane
uni ted, Paige was busy trying to save the life of a diabetic
patient. Margaret Thatcher resigned as prinme mnister of

Engl and, but nore inportant, the patient in 214 was able to
wal k agai n.

What made it bearable was the doctors Pai ge worked with.
Wth few exceptions, they had dedicated themselves to
heal i ng others, relieving pain, and saving |ives. Paige

wat ched the mracles they perfornmed every day, and it filled
her with a sense of pride.

The greatest stress was working in the ER The ener-gency
roomwas constantly overcrowded with people suffering every
formof trauma inmagi nabl e.

The | ong hours at the hospital and the pressures placed an
enornmous strain on the doctors and nurses who worked there.
The divorce rate anong the doctors was extraordinarily high,
and extramarital affairs were com non.

Tom Chang was one of those having a problem He told Paige
about it over coffee.

"I can handl e the hours,"” Chang confided, "but ny wife

can't. She conplains that she never sees ne any-nore and that
I"'ma stranger to our little girl. She's right. | don't know
what to do about it."

"Has your wife visited the hospital ?"



"No. "
"Why don't you invite her here for lunch, Tonf Let her see
what you're doing here and how inportant it is."

Chang brightened. "That's a good idea. Thanks, Paige. |

will. I would Iike you to neet her. WIIl you join us for

| unch?"

"I'"d love to."

Chang's wife, Sye, turned out to be a |ovely young woman
with a classic, tineless beauty. Chang showed her around the
hospital, and afterward they had lunch in the cafeteria with
Pai ge.

Chang had told Paige that Sye had been born and raised in

Hong Kong.
"How do you like San Franci sco?" Pai ge asked.
There was a snmall silence. "It's an interesting city," Sye

said politely, "but | feel as though | ama stranger here. It
Is too big, too noisy."

" But | understand Hong Kong is also big and noisy.""'

"I come froma small village an hour away from Hong Kong.
There, there is no noise and no autono-biles, and everyone
knows his nei ghbors." She | ooked at her husband. "Tom and |
and our little daughter were very happy there. It is very
beautiful on the island of Llama. It has white beaches and
small farns, and nearby is a little fishing village, Sak Kwu
Wan. It is so peace-ful."

Her voice was filled with a wistful nostalgia. "My husband
and | were together nmuch of the tinme, as a famly should be.
Here, | never see him"

Pai ge said, "Ms. Chang, | knowit's difficult for you

right now, but in a few years, Tomw || be able to set up his
own practice, and then his hours wll be nmuch easier."”

Tom Chang took his wife's hand. "You see? Every-thing wll

be fine, Sye. You nust be patient."”

"l understand,"” she said. There was no conviction in her

vVoi ce.

As they tal ked, a man wal ked into the cafeteria, and as he
stood at the door, Paige could see only the back of his head.
Her heart started to race. He turned around. It was a

conpl ete stranger.

Chang was watching Paige. "Are you all right?"
"Yes," Paige lied. |I've got to forget him It's over. And



yet, the nenories of all those wonderful years, the fun, the
excitement, the [ove they had for each other . . . How do |
forget all that'? | wonder if | could persuade any of the
doctors here to do a | obotony on ne.

Paige ran into Honey in the corridor. Honey was out of
breath and | ooked worri ed.

"I's everything all right?" Paige asked.

Honey smiled uneasily. "Yes. Fine." She hurried on.
Honey had been assigned to an attendi ng physician named
Charles Isler, who was known around the hospi-tal as a
marti net.

On Honey's first day of rounds, he had said, "l|'ve been

| ooking forward to working with you, Dr. Taft. Dr. Wll ace
has told nme about your outstanding record at nedical school.
| understand you're going to practice internal nedicine."
"Yes."

"Good. So, we'll have you here for three nore years."

They began their rounds.

The first patient was a young Mexican boy. Dr. Isler

i gnored the other residents and turned to Honey. "I think
you'll find this an interesting case, Dr. Taft. The patient
has all the classic signs and synptons: anorexia, weight

|l oss, netallic taste, fatigue, anema, hyperirritability, and
uncoordi nati on. How woul d you di agnose it?" He smled
expectantly.

Honey | ooked at hima nonent. "Well, it could be several
things, couldn't it?"

Dr. Isler was watching her, puzzled. "It's a clear-cut
case of -"

One of the other residents broke in, "Lead poison-ing?"
"That's right,” Dr. Isler said.

Honey smled. "OF course. Lead poisoning."

Dr. Isler turned to Honey again. "How would you treat it?"

Honey said evasively,' '"Wll, there are several differ-ent
net hods of treatnent, aren't there?"
A second resident spoke up. "If the patient has had

| ong-term exposure, he should be treated as a potential case
of encephal opat hy. "

Dr. Isler nodded. "Right. That's what we're doing. W're
correcting the dehydration and el ectrol yte di stur-bances, and



gi ving himchel ation therapy."
He | ooked at Honey. She nodded in agreenent.

The next patient was a man in his eighties. H s eyes were

red and his eyelids were stuck together.

"We' Il have your eyes taken care of in a nonent," Dr.

| sl er assured him "How are you feeling?"

"Oh, not too bad for an old man."

Dr. Isler pulled aside the blanket to reveal the

pa-tient's swollen knee and ankle. There were | esions on the
soles of his feet.

Dr. Isler turned to the residents. "The swelling is caused

by arthritis." He | ooked at Honey. "Conbined with the | esions

and the conjunctivitis, |I'msure you know what the diagnhosis
Is.”
Honey said slowy, "Well, it could be ... you know . "

"It's Reiter's syndrone," one of the residents spoke up.
"The cause i s unknown. It's usually acconpani ed by | ow grade
fever."

Dr. Isler nodded. "That's right." He | ooked at Honey.

"What is the prognosis?"

"The prognosi s?"

The ot her resident replied. ' The prognosis is unclear.

It can be treated with anti-inflammtion drugs."

"Very good," Dr. Isler said.

They made the rounds of a dozen nore patients, and when

they were finished, Honey said to Dr. Isler, "Could | see you
for a nmonent alone, Dr. Isler?"

"Yes. Cone into ny office.”

When they were seated in his office, Honey said, "I know

you' re di sappointed in ne."

"I must admit that | was a little surprised that you-"

Honey interrupted. "I know, Dr. Isler. | didn't close ny

eyes last night. To tell you the truth, I was so excited
about working with you that |I... | just couldn't sleep.”

He | ooked at her in surprise. "Ch. | see. | knew there had

to be a reason for ... | nean, your nedical school record was
so fantastic. Wat nade you decide to be-cone a doctor?"
Honey | ooked down for a nonent, then said softly, "I had a
younger brother who was injured in an acci-dent. The doctors
did everything they could to try to save him... but |

wat ched himdie. It took a long tinme, and | felt so hel pl ess.



| decided then that | was going to spend ny life hel ping
ot her people get well." Her eyes welled up with tears.
She's so vul nerable, Isler thought. "I"'mglad we had this
little talk." Honey | ooked at hi mand thought, He believed
me.

Chapter Six

Across town, in another part of the city, reporters and TV
crews were waiting in the street for Lou Dinetto as he | eft
the courtroom smling and waving, the greeting of royalty to
t he peasants. There were two bodyguards at his side, a tall,
thin man known as the Shadow, and a heavy set nan call ed

Rhi no. Lou Dinetto was, as always, dressed el egantly and
expen-sively, in a gray silk suit with a white shirt, bl ue
tie, and alligator shoes. His clothes had to be carefully
tailored to make himl ook trim because he was short and
stout, with bandy |l egs. He always had a smle and a ready
quip for the press, and they enjoyed quoting him Dinetto had
been indicted and tried three tinmes on charges ranging from
arson to racketeering to nurder, and each tinme had gone free.

Now as he |eft the courtroom one of the reporters yelled
out, "Did you know you were going to be acquit-ted, M.

Di netto?"

Dinetto | aughed. "OF course | did. |I'man innocent

busi nessman. The governnent has got nothing better to do than
to persecute ne. That's one of the reasons our taxes are so
hi gh. "

A TV canera was ained at him Lou Dinetto stopped to smle
into it.

"M. Dinetto, can you explain why two witnesses who were
scheduled to testify against you in your nur-der trial failed
to appear?"

"Certainly | can explain it,” Dinetto said. "They were

honest citizens who decided not to perjure themselves."

"The governnment clainms that you're the head of the West



Coast nob, and that it was you who arranged for-"

"The only thing | arrange for is where people sit at ny
restaurant. | want everybody to be confortable.” He grinned
at the mlling cromd of reporters. "By the way, you're al
invited to the restaurant tonight for a free dinner and
drinks."

He was noving toward the curb, where a black stretch
| i rousi ne was waiting for him

"M. Dnetto ..."
"M. Dnetto ..."
"M. Dnetto ..."

"'l see you at ny restaurant tonight, boys and girls.

You all know where it is."

And Lou Dinetto was in the car, waving and smling. Rhino

cl osed the door of the linousine and got into the front seat.
The Shadow sl i pped behind the wheel.

' That was great, boss!" Rhino said. "You sure know how to
handl e t hem buns. "

"Where to?" the Shadow asked. "Honme. | can use a hot bath
and a good steak.' The car started off.

"I don't |ike that question about the witnesses,"” D netto
said. "You sure they'll never . . .?" "Not unless they can
tal k underwater, boss." Dinetto nodded. "Good."

The car was speeding along Fillnore Street. Dinetto said,
"Did you see the |l ook on the DA's face when the judge
dismssed . . .?"

A smal | dog appeared out of nowhere, directly in front of

t he |inousi ne. The Shadow swung the wheel hard to avoid
hitting it and jammed on the brakes. The car junped the curb
and crashed into a | anppost. Rhino's head flew forward into
t he wi ndshi el d.

"What the fuck are you doing?" Dinetto screaned. "You
trying to kill nme?"

The Shadow was trenbling. "Sorry, boss. A dog ran in front
of the car "

"And you decided his life was nore inportant than m ne?
You stupid asshole!"

Rhi no was noani ng. He turned around, and D netto saw bl ood
pouring froma large cut in his forehead.



"For Christ's sake!"™ Dinetto screaned. "Look what you've
done!"

“I'"'mall right," Rhino nmunbled. "The hell you are!"

Dinetto turned to the Shadow. "Get himto a hospital." The
Shadow backed the |inousine off the curb. "The Enbarcadero is
only a couple of blocks dowmn. We'll take himto the energency
ward there."

"Ri ght, boss.™

Di netto sank back in his seat. "A dog," he said

di sgustedly. "Jesus!"

Kat was in the enmergency ward when Dinetto, the Shadow,
and Rhino wal ked in. Rhino was bl eedi ng heavily.

Dinetto called out to Kat, "Hey, you!"

Kat | ooked up. "Are you talking to nme?"

"Who the hell do you think I"'mtalking to? This man is

bl eeding. Get himfixed up right away."

"There are half a dozen others ahead of him" Kat said
quietly. "He'll have to wait his turn."

"He's not waiting for anything," Dinetto told her. "You'l
take care of himnow. "

Kat stepped over to Rhino and exam ned him She took a

pi ece of cotton and pressed it against the cut. "Hold it
there. I'll be back."

"l said to take care of himnow," D netto snapped.

Kat turned to Dinetto. "This is an energency hospital
ward. |I'mthe doctor in charge. So either keep quiet or get
out."

The Shadow said, "Lady, you don't know who you're talking
to. You better do what the man says. This is M. Lou

D netto."

"Now that the introductions are over," Dinetto said

i npatiently, "take care of ny man."

"You have a hearing problem" Kat said. "I'll tell vou
once nore. Keep quiet or get out of here. | have work to do."
Rhino said, "You can't talk to-"

Dinetto turned to him "Shut up!" He | ooked at again, and

his tone changed. "I would appreciate it if you could get to
hi m as soon as possible.”
“I'"'l'l do ny best." Kat sat Rhino down on a cot. "Lie down.

"Il be back in a few mnutes." She | ooked at Dinetto. "There
are some chairs over there in the corner."’

Di netto and the Shadow wat ched her walk to the other end

of the ward to take care of the waiting patients.



"Jesus," the Shadow said. "She has no idea who you are."

"I don't think it would nake any difference. She's got
balls."

Fifteen mnutes later, Kat returned to Rhino and ex-am ned
him "No concussion," she announced. "You're lucky. That's a
nasty cut."”

Dinetto stood watching as Kat skillfully put stitches in

Rhi no' s forehead.

When Kat was finished, she said, "That shoul d heal nicely.
Conme back in five days, and I'l|l take out the stitches."

D netto wal ked over and exam ned Rhino's forehead. "That's

a damm good job."

"Thanks," Kat said. "Now, if you'll excuse ne . . .

"Wait a mnute," Dinetto called. He turned to the Shadow.

"G ve her a Gnote."

The Shadow t ook a hundred-dollar bill out of his pocket.
"Here."

"The cashier's office is outside.
"This isn't for the hospital. It's for you."

"No, thanks."

Dinetto stared as Kat wal ked away and began wor ki ng on
anot her patient.

The Shadow said, "Mybe it wasn't enough, boss.™

Di netto shook his head. "She's an independent broad. |
like that." He was silent for a nmonent. "Doc Evans is
retiring, right?"

"Yeah. "
"Ckay. | want you to find out everything you can about
this doctor."” "What for?" "Leverage. | think she m ght cone

I n very handy."

Chapt er Seven

Hospitals are run by nurses. Margaret Spencer, the chief
nurse, had worked at Enbarcadero County Hospital for twenty
years and knew where all the bodies-literally and
figuratively-were buried. Nurse Spencer was in charge of the



hospital, and doctors who did not recognize it were in
troubl e. She knew which doctors were on drugs or addicted to
al cohol, which doctors were inconpetent, and which doctors
deserved her support. In her charge were all the student
nurses, registered nurses, and operating roomnurses. It was
Mar gar et Spencer who deci ded which of them woul d be assi gned
to the various surgeries, and since the nurses ranged from

I ndi spensable to inconpetent, it paid the doctors to get
along with her. She had the power to assign an inept scrub
nurse to assist on a conplicated kidney renoval, or, if she
| i ked the doctor, to send her nobst conpetent nurse to help
himwth a sinple tonsillectony. Anmong Margaret Spencer's
many prejudices was an anti pathy to wonen doctors and to

bl acks. Kat Hunter was a bl ack woman doct or.

Kat was having a hard tinme. Nothing was overtly said or

done, and yet prejudice was at work in ways too subtle to pin
down. The nurses she asked for were unavail abl e, those
assigned to her were close to inconpetent. Kat found herself
frequently being sent to examne male clinic patients with
vener eal dis-eases. She accepted the first few cases as

routi ne, but when she was given half a dozen to exanmne in
one day, she becane suspi ci ous.

At a lunch break she said to Paige, "Have you exami ned
many nmen with venereal disease?"

Pai ge thought for a nonment. "One | ast week. An orderly.™
"' mgoing to have to do sonething about this, Kat thought.
Nur se Spencer had planned to get rid of Dr. Hunter by
maki ng her life so mserable that she would be forced to
quit, but she had not counted on Kat's dedication or her
ability. Little by little, Kat was w nning over the people
she worked with. She had a natural skill that inpressed her
fell ow workers as well as her patients. But the real

br eakt hr ough happened because of what cane to be known around
the hospital as the fanous pig bl ood caper.

On norni ng rounds one day, Kat was working with a senior

resi dent nanmed Dundas. They were at the bed-side of a patient
who was unconsci ous.

"M . Levy was in an autonobile accident,” Dundas inforned
the younger residents. "He's lost a great deal of blood, and
he needs an i mmedi ate transfusion. The hospital is short of



bl ood right now. This nan has a famly, and they refuse to
donate any blood to him It's infuriating."

Kat asked, "Were is his famly?" "In the visitors'
waiting room" Dr. Dundas said. "Do you mind if |I talk to
t hen?" Kat asked. "It won't do any good. |'ve already spoken

to them They've nade up their mnds."

When the rounds were over, Kat went into the visi-tors'
waiting room The man's wife and grown son and daughter were
there. The son wore a yarnul ke and ritual tallis.

"Ms. Levy?" Kat asked the wonman. She stood up. "How is ny
husband? |s the doctor going to operate?" "Yes," Kat said.

"Well, don't ask us to give any of our blood. It's nuch

t oo dangerous these days, with AIDS and all." "Ms. Levy,"
Kat said, "you can't get AIDS by donating blood. It's not
poss-"

"Don't tell nme! | read the papers. | know what's what."
Kat studied her a nonent. "I can see that. Well, it's al

right, Ms. Levy. The hospital is short of blood right now,
but we've solved the problem"”

" Good. "

"We're going to give your husband pig's blood."

The nother and son were staring at Kat, shocked.

"What ?"

"Pig's blood," Kat said cheerfully. "It probably won't do
himany harm" She turned to | eave.

"Wait a mnute!" Ms. Levy cried.

Kat stopped. "Yes?"

"I, uh . . . just give us a mnute, wll you?"

"Certainly."

Fifteen mnutes later, Kat went up to Dr. Dundas. "You
don't have to worry about M. Levy's famly anynore. They're
all happy to nake a bl ood donation."

The story becane an instant |egend around the hospi-tal.
Doctors and nurses who had ignored Kat before nade a point of
speaki ng to her.

A few days later, Kat went into the private roomof Tom
Leonard, an ulcer patient. He was eating an enornous | unch
that he had had brought in froma nearby delicatessen.

Kat wal ked up to his bed. "Wat are you doi ng?"
He | ooked up and smled. "Having a decent lunch for a



change. Want to join nme? There's plenty here.”

Kat rang for a nurse.

"Yes, doctor?"

"Get this food out of here. M. Leonard is on a strict
hospital diet. Didn't you read his chart?"

"Yes, but he insisted on-"

"Renove it, please.™

"Hey! Wait a mnute!" Leonard protested. "I can't eat the
pap this hospital is giving ne!"
"You'll eat it if you want to get rid of your ulcer." Kat

| ooked at the nurse. "Take it out."

Thirty mnutes |ater, Kat was summoned to the office of

t he adm ni strator

"You wanted to see ne, Dr. Wallace?"

"Yes. Sit down. Tom Leonard is one of your patients, isn't
he?"

" "That's right. | found himeating a hot pastram
sand-wi ch with pickles and potato salad for lunch today, full
of spices and-"

"And you took it away fromhim™

"OF course.™

Wal | ace | eaned forward in his chair. "Doctor, you probably
were not aware that Tom Leonard is on the hospital's
supervi sory board. W want to keep him happy. Do you get ny
meani ng?"

Kat | ooked at himand said stubbornly, "No, sir."

He blinked. "Wat?"

"It seens to ne that the way to keep Tom Leonard happy is
to get himhealthy. He's not going to be cured if he tears
his stonmach apart."

Benjam n Wal l ace forced a smle. "Wiy don't we let him
make t hat deci sion?"

Kat stood up. "Because I'mhis doctor. |Is there any-thing
el se?"

"I ... er ... no. That's all."

Kat wal ked out of the office.

Benjam n Wal | ace sat there stunned. Wnen doc-tors.

Kat was on night duty when she received a call. "Dr.
Hunter, | think you had better cone up to 320."
"Ri ght away."

The patient in Room 320 was Ms. Ml loy, a cancer patient
In her eighties, wwth a poor prognosis. As Kat neared the



door she heard voices inside, raised in argu-nent. Kat
stepped inside the room

Ms. Mdlloy was in bed, heavily sedated, but con-scious.

Her son and two daughters were in the room

The son was saying, "l say we split the estate up three
ways. "

"No!" one of the daughters said. "Laurie and | are the

ones who have been taking care of Mama. Who's been doing the
cooking and cleaning for her? W have! Well, we're entitled
to her noney and-"

“I"'mas much her flesh and bl ood as you are!" the man
yel | ed.

Ms. Mdlloy lay in bed, helpless, |istening.

Kat was furious. "Excuse nme," she said.

One of the wonen gl anced at her. ' 'Cone back | ater

nurse. We're busy."

Kat said angrily, "This is ny patient. |'mgiving you al

ten seconds to get out of this room You can wait in the
visitors' waiting room Now get out before |I call security
and have you thrown out."

The man started to say sonething, but the ook in Kat's

eyes stopped him He turned to his sisters and shrugged. "W
can tal k outside."

Kat watched the three of them|eave the room She turned

to Ms. Milloy in bed and stroked her head. "They didn't nean
anything by it," Kat said softly. She sat at the bedside,
hol di ng the ol d wonman's hand, and watched her drop off to

sl eep.

We're all dying, Kat thought. Forget what Dyl an Thomas
said. The real trick is to go gentle into that good night.

Kat was in the mddle of treating a patient when an

orderly cane into the ward. "There's an urgent call for you
at the desk, doctor."

Kat frowned. "Thank you." She turned to the pa-tient, who
was in a full body cast, with his | egs sus-pended on a
pulley. "I'Il be right back."

In the corridor, at the nurses' station, Kat picked up the
desk tel ephone. "Hello?"

"H, sis.”

"Mke!" She was excited to hear fromhim but her



excitenent immedi ately turned to concern. "Mke, | told you
never to call nme here. You have the nunber at the apartnent
if-"

"Hey, I'msorry. This couldn't wait. | have a little
probl em "

Kat knew what was com ng.

"1 borrowed sonme noney froma fellowto invest in a

busi ness ..."

Kat didn't bother asking what kind of business. "And it
failed."

"Yeah. And now he wants his noney."

"How nmuch, M ke?"

"Well, if you could send five thousand ...
"What ?"

The desk nurse was | ooking at Kat curiously.

Fi ve thousand dollars. Kat | owered her voice. "I don't

have that nmuch. | ... | can send you half and the rest in a
few weeks. WII that be all right?"

"l guess so. | hate to bother you, sis, but you " howit
Is.”

Kat knew exactly how it was. Her brother was twenty two

years old and was al ways involved in nysterious deals. He ran

wi th gangs, and God only knew what they were up to, but Kat

felt a deep responsibility toward him It's all ny fault, Kat

thought. If | hadn't run away from hone and deserted him.
"Stay out of trouble, Mke. | |ove you."

"Love you, too, Kat."

"Il have to get himthat noney, sonehow, Kat thought.

Mke's all | have in the world.

Dr. Isler had been | ooking forward to working with Honey
Taft again. He had forgiven her inept perfor-nmance and, in
fact, was flattered that she was in such awe of him But now,
on rounds with her once nore, Honey stayed behind the other
residents and never vol -unteered an answer to his questions.

Thirty mnutes after rounds, Dr. Isler was seated in
Benjam n Wal | ace' s offi ce.

"What's the problenP" Wallace asked.

"It'"s Dr. Taft."

Wal | ace | ooked at himin genuine surprise, "Dr. Taft? She
has the best recommendations |'ve ever seen."



"That's what puzzles nme," Dr. Isler said. "lI"'ve been
getting reports fromsone of the other residents. She's

m sdi agnosi ng cases and making serious mstakes. I'd like to
know what the hell is going on."

"I don't understand. She went to a fine nedical school."
"Maybe you shoul d give the dean of the school a call,"” Dr.

| sl er suggest ed.

"That's Jim Pearson. He's a good man. |I'Il call him"

A few minutes |later, Wallace had Ji m Pearson on the

t el ephone. They exchanged pl easantries, and then Wall ace
said, "I"mcalling about Betty Lou Taft."

There was a brief silence. "Yes?"

"W seemto be having a few problenms with her, Jim She
was admitted here with your wonderful recom nendation.”
"Right."

“I'n fact, | have your report in front of me. It says she
was one of the brightest students you ever had."

"That's right."

"And that she was going to be a credit to the nedical
prof ession. "

"Yes."

"Was there any doubt about . . .?"

"None," Dr. Pearson said firmy. "None at all. She's
probably a little nervous. She's high-strung, but if you just

give her a chance, |'msure she'll be fine."

"Well, | appreciate your telling ne. We'll certainly give
her every chance. Thank you."

"Not at all." The line went dead.

Ji m Pearson sat there, hating hinself for what he had
done.
But ny wife and children cone first.

Chapter Ei ght

Honey Taft had the bad fortune to have been born into a
famly of overachi evers. Her handsone father was the founder
and president of a |arge conputer conpany in Menphis,



Tennessee, her lovely nother was a genetic scientist, and
Honey's older twin sisters were as attractive, as brainy, and
as anbitious as their parents. The Tafts were anpong t he nost
prom nent famlies in Menphis.

Honey had inconveniently come al ong when her sis-ters were
si x years ol d.

"Honey was our little accident,” her nother would tel

their friends. "I wanted to have an abortion, but Fred was
against it. Now he's sorry."

Where Honey's sisters were stunning, Honey was plain.
Where they were brilliant, Honey was average.

Her sisters had started tal king at nine nonths. Honey had
not uttered a word until she was al nost two.

"We call her 'the dummy,' " her father would | augh.
"Honey is the ugly duckling of the Taft famly. Only I
don't think she's going to turn into a swan."

It was not that Honey was ugly, but neither was she

pretty. She was ordinary-looking, with a thin, pinched face,
nmousy bl ond hair, and an unenvi able figure. Wat Honey did
have was an extraordinarily sweet, sunny disposition, a
quality not particularly prized in a famly of conpetitive
over achi evers.

Fromthe earliest tine Honey could renmenber, her greatest
desire was to please her parents and sisters and nake t hem
|l ove her. It was a futile effort. Her parents were busy with
their careers, and her sisters were busy w nning beauty
contests and schol arships. To add to Honey's m sery, she was
i nordi nately shy. Consciously or unconsciously, her famly
had i nplanted in her a feeling of deep inferiority.

I n high school, Honey was known as the Wallflower. She
attended school dances and parties by herself, and smled and
tried not to show how m serabl e she was, because she did not
want to spoil anyone's fun. She would watch her sisters

pi cked up at the house by the nost popul ar boys at school,
and then she would go up to her lonely roomto struggle with
her homewor k.

And try not to cry.



On weekends and during the summer holidays, Honey nade

pocket noney by baby-sitting. She |oved taking care of
children, and the children adored her.

When Honey was not working, she would go off and explore
Menphi s by herself. She visited G acel and, where Elvis
Presley had lived, and wal ked down Beal e Street, where the

bl ues started. She wandered through the Pink Pal ace Miseum
and the Planetarium wth its roaring, stonping dinosaur. She
went to the aquarium

And Honey was al ways al one.
She was unaware that her life was about to change
drastically.

Honey knew that many of her classnates were having | ove
affairs. They discussed it constantly at school.

"Have you gone to bed with Ricky yet? He's the best... !"
"Joe is really into orgasns ..."

"I was out with Tony last night. |I'm exhausted. Wat an
animal! |I'm seeing himagain tonight "

Honey stood there listening to their conversations, and
she was filled with a bittersweet envy, and a feeling that
she woul d never know what sex was |ike. Who woul d want ne?
Honey wonder ed.

One Friday night, there was a school prom Honey had no

I ntention of going, but her father said, "You know, |'m
concerned. Your sisters tell nme that you're a wallflower, and
that you're not going to the prom because you can't get a
date. ™

Honey bl ushed. "That's not true,"” she said. "I do have a
date, and | amgoing." Don't let himask who ny date is,
Honey prayed.

He didn't.

Now Honey found herself at the prom seated in her usual
corner, watching the others dancing and havi ng a wonder f ul
tinme.

And that was when the mracle occurred.

Roger Merton, the captain of the football team and the
nost popul ar boy at school, was on the dance floor, having a



fight wwth his girlfriend. He had been drinking. "You're a
no- good, selfish bastard!" she said. "And you're a dunb
bitch!"™ "You can go screw yourself." "I don't have to screw
nyself, Sally. | can screw sonebody el se. Anyone | want to."
"Go ahead!" She storned off the dance floor. Honey could

not hel p but overhear. Merton saw her |ooking at him "Wat
the hell are you staring at?" He was slurring his words.
"“Not hi ng, " Honey sai d.

“I''"l'l show the bitch! You think I won't show her?" "I

yes."

"Damm right. Let's have a li'l drink." Honey hesitated.
Merton was obviously drunk. "Well, | don't ..."

"Geat. | have a bottle in the car.”" "I really don't think

Il ..." And he had Honey's arm and was steering her out of the
room She went al ong because she did not want to nake a scene
and enbarrass him

Qut side, Honey tried to pull away. "Roger, | don't think
this is a good idea. | . . ." "What the hell are
you- chi cken?" "No, | ..." "Okay, then. Cone on."

He led her to his car and opened the door. Honey stood
there a nmonent. "Get in."

"I can only stay a nonent," Honey sai d.

She got in the car because she did not want to upset

Roger. He clinbed in beside her.

"We're going to show that dunb broad, aren't we?" He held
out a bottle of bourbon. "Here."

Honey had had only one drink of alcohol before and she had
hated it. But she did not want to hurt Roger's feelings. She
| ooked at himand reluctantly took a small sip.

"You're okay," he said. "You' re new at school, huh?"
Honey was in three of his classes. "No," Honey said. |
He | eaned over and began to play with her breasts.
Startl ed, Honey pulled away.

"Hey! Cone on. Don't you want to please ne?" he said.
And that was the magi c phrase. Honey wanted to pl ease
everybody, and if this was the way to do it

In the unconfortabl e backseat of Merton's car, Honey had
sex for the first tinme, and it opened an incred-ible new
world to her. She did not particularly enjoy the sex, but
that was not inportant. The inportant thing was that Merton



enjoyed it. In fact, Honey was amazed by how nuch he enjoyed

It. It seenmed to nmake himecstatic. She had never seen anyone
enj oy anything so much. So this is how to please a man, Honey
t hought .

It was an epi phany.

Honey was unable to get the mracle of what had occurred

out of her mnd. She lay in bed, renenbering Merton's hard
mal eness inside her, thrusting faster and

faster, and then his noans, "Oh, yes, yes, you're

fantastic, Sally ..."

And Honey had not even m nded that. She had pl eased the
captain of the football teaml The nost popu-lar boy in
school! And | really didn't even know what | was doi ng, Honey
thought. 1'Il truly |learned how to please a man

And t hat was when Honey had her second epi phany.

The foll ow ng norning, Honey went to the Pleasure Chest, a
porno bookstore on Poplar Street, and bought half a dozen
books on eroticism She snmuggled them honme and read themin
the privacy of her room She was astounded by what she was
r eadi ng.

She raced through the pages of The Perfunmed Garden and the
Kama Sutra, the Tibetan Arts of Love, the Al -cheny of
Ecstasy, and then went back for nore. She read the words of
Gedun Chopel and the arcane accounts by Kanchi nat ha.

She studi ed the exciting photographs of the thirty-seven
positions of |ovenaking, and she | earned the neani ng of the
Hal f Moon and the Crcle, the Lotus Petal, and the Pieces of
Gl oud, and the way of churning.

Honey becane an expert on the eight types of oral sex, and
the paths of the sixteen pleasures, and the ecstasy of the
string of marbles. She knew how to teach a man to perform
karuna, to intensify his pleasure. In theory, at |east.
Honey felt she was now ready to put her know edge into
practi ce.

The Kama Sutra had several chapters on aphrodisiacs to
arouse a nman, but since Honey had no i dea where she could
obt ai n Hedysarum gangeti cum the kshirika plant, or the

Xant hochynus pictorius, she figured out her own substitutes.



When Honey saw Roger Merton in class the foll ow ng week,
she wal ked up to himand said, "I really enjoyed the other
night. Can we do it agai n?"

It took hima nonment to renenber who Honey was. "Ch. Sure.
Wiy not? My fol ks are out tonight. Wiy don't you cone by
about eight o'clock?"

When Honey arrived at Merton's house that night, she had a
small jar of maple syrup with her.

"What's that for?" Merton asked.

“I"mgoing to show you," Honey sai d.

She showed him

The next day, Merton was telling his buddies at school
about Honey.

"She's incredible,” he said. "You wouldn't believe what
she can do with a little warm syrup!"”

That afternoon, half a dozen boys were asking Honey for
dates. Fromthat tine on, she started going out every night.
The boys were very happy, and that nade Honey very happy.
Honey's parents were delighted by their daughter's sudden
popul arity.

"It took our girl alittle while to bloom"™ her father

said proudly, "but now she's turned into a real Taft!"

Honey had al ways had poor grades in mathematics, and she
knew she had failed badly on her final test. Her mathematics
teacher, M. Janson, was a bachelor and |ived near the
school. Honey paid hima visit one eve-ning. He opened the
door and | ooked at her in surprise.

"Honey! What are you doi ng here?"

"I need your help," Honey said. "My father will kill nme if

| fail your course. | brought sone math prob-lens, and I
wonder if you would m nd going over themwth ne."

He hesitated a nonent. "This is unusual, but . . . very
wel | ."

M. Janson |iked Honey. She was not |ike the other girls

in his class. They were raucous and indifferent, while Honey
was sensitive and caring, always eager to please. He w shed
that she had nore of an aptitude for mathenmati cs.

M. Janson sat next to Honey on the couch and began to
explain the arcane intricacies of |ogarithns.

Honey was not interested in logarithns. As M. Jan-son
t al ked, Honey noved cl oser and closer to him She started
breat hing on his neck and into his ear, and before he knew



what was happening, M. Janson found that his pants were
unzi pped.

He was | ooki ng at Honey in astonishnent. "What are you
doi ng?"

"I"ve wanted you since the first tine | saw you," Honey
sai d. She opened her purse and took out a small can of
whi pped cream
"What's that ?"

"Let nme show you ...
Honey received an A in nmath.

It was not only the accessories Honey used that made her

so popular. It was the know edge she had gl eaned fromall the
anci ent books on erotica she had read. She delighted her
partners with techni ques they had never even dreaned of, that
wer e thousands of years old, and |ong forgotten. She brought
a new neaning to the word "ecstasy."

Honey's grades inproved dramatically, and she was suddenly
even nore popul ar than her sisters had been in their high
school days. Honey was dined at the Private Eye and the
Bonbay Bicycle Club, and taken to the Ice Capades at the
Menphis Mall. The boys took her skiing at Cedar diff and sky
diving at Landis Airport.

Honey's years at college were just as successful

so-cially. At dinner one evening, her father said, "You'll be
graduating soon. It's tinme to think about your future. Do you
know what you want to do with your life?"

She answered imedi ately. "I want to be a nurse."

Her father's face reddened. "You nean a doctor."

"No, Father. | . . ."

"You're a Taft. If you want to go into nedicine, you'll be
a doctor. Is that understood?"

"Yes, Father."

Honey had neant it when she told her father she wanted to

be a nurse. She |oved taking care of people, helping them and
nurturing them She was terrified by the idea of becom ng a
doctor, and being responsible for people's lives. But she
knew t hat she nust not disap-point her father. You're a Taft.

Honey's col | ege grades were not good enough to get her
I nto nedi cal school, but her father's influence was. He was a



heavy contri butor to a nedical school in Knoxville,
Tennessee. He net with Dr. Jim Pearson, the dean.

"You' re asking for a big favor," Pearson said, "but I'l]|
tell you what 1'Il do. I'll admit Honey on a probation-ary
basis. If at the end of six nonths we feel she's not
qualified to continue, we'll have to |et her go."

"Fair enough. She's going to surprise you."

He was right.

Honey's father had made arrangenents for her to stay in
Knoxville with a cousin of his, the Reverend Dougl as Lipton.
Dougl as Lipton was the mnister of the Baptist Church. He
was in his sixties, married to a wonan ten years ol der

The minister was delighted to have Honey in the house.
"She's like a breath of fresh air,"” he told his wfe.

He had never seen anyone so eager to pl ease.

Honey did fairly well in nedical school, but she |acked
dedi cation. She was there only to please her father.
Honey's teachers |liked her. There was a genui ne ni ce-ness
about her that made her professors want her to succeed.
Ironically, she was particularly weak in anatony. During

the eighth week, her anatony teacher sent for her. "I'm
afraid I"mgoing to have to fail you," he said unhappily.

| can't fail, Honey thought. | can't let ny father down.
What woul d Boccacci o have advi sed"?

Honey noved closer to the professor. "I canme to this
school because of you. | had heard so nmuch about you." She
noved closer to him "I want to be like you." And cl oser.

"Being a doctor neans everything to ne." And closer. "Please
hel p ne . :

One hour | ater, when Honey left his office, she had the
answers to the next exani nation.

Bef ore Honey was finished with nedical school, she had
seduced several of her professors. There was a hel pl essness
about her that they were unable to resist. They were all
under the inpression that it was they who were seducing her,
and they felt guilty about taking advantage of her innocence.

Dr. Jim Pearson was the last to succunb to Honey. He was
intrigued by all the reports he had heard about her. There



were runors of her extraordinary sexual skills. He sent for
Honey one day to di scuss her grades. She brought a small box
of powdered sugar with her, and before the afternoon was
over, Dr. Pearson was as hooked as all the others. Honey nade
himfeel young and insatiable. She made himfeel that he was
a king who had subjugated her and nade her his slave.

He tried not to think of his wfe and chil dren.

Honey was genui nely fond of the Reverend Dougl as Li pton,
and it upset her that his wife was a cold, frigid wonman who
was always criticizing him Honey felt sorry for the
mnister. He doesn't deserve that, Honey thought. He needs
conforting.

In the mddle of the night, when Ms. Lipton was out of
town visiting a sister, Honey walked into the mnister's
bedroom She was naked. "Douglas . "

Hi s eyes flew open. "Honey? Are you all right?"

"No," she said. "Can | talk to you?"

"OF course." He reached for the | anp.

“"Don't turn on the light." She crept into bed beside him
"What's the matter? Aren't you feeling well?"
"I"mworried."

"About what ?"

"You. You deserve to be loved. | want to nmake love to
you. "

He was wi de awake. "My God!" he said. "You're just a
child. You can't be serious."

"I am Your wife's not giving you any |ove.
"Honey, this is inpossible! You' d better get back to your
roomnow, and ..."

He could feel her naked body pressing against his. "Honey,

we can't do this. I'm..."

Her |ips were on his, and her body was on top of him and

he was conpl etely swept away. She spent the night in his bed.

At six o'clock in the norning, the door to the bed-room
opened and M's. Lipton walked in. She stood there, staring at
the two of them then wal ked out w th-out a word.

Two hours later, the Reverend Douglas Lipton commtted
sui cide in his garage.

When Honey heard the news, she was devastated, unable to
bel i eve what had happened.



The sheriff arrived at the house and had a talk with Ms.

Li pt on.

When he was through, he went to find Honey. "Qut of

respect for his famly, we're going to list the death of the
Reverend Dougl as Lipton as a 'suicide for reasons unknown,'
but | woul d suggest that you get the fuck out of this town
fast, and stay out."

Honey had gone to Enbarcadero County Hospital in San
Franci sco.
Wth a gl owi ng recommendati on from Dr. Ji m Pear-son.

Chapter N ne

Time had | ost all neaning for Paige. There was no

begi nning and no end, and the days and nights flowed into one
another in a seanl ess rhythm The hospital had becone her
whol e life. The outside world was a foreign, faraway pl anet.
Christmas canme and went, and a new year began. In the

world outside, U S. troops liberated Kuwait fromlrag.

There was no word fromAlfred. He'll find out he nade a
m st ake, Pai ge thought. He'll conme back to ne.

The early norning crank tel ephone calls had stopped as
suddenly as they had started. Paige was relieved that no new
nysterious or threatening incidents had befallen her. It was
alnmost as if they had all been a bad dream. . . except, of
course, they hadn't been.

The routine continued to be frantic. There was no tine to
know patients. They were sinply gall bl adders and ruptured
livers, fractured fenmurs and broken backs.

The hospital was a jungle filled with nmechani cal
denons-respirators, heart rate nonitors, CAT scan equi pnent,



X-ray machi nes. And each had its own pe-culiar sound. There
were whistles, and buzzers, and the constant chatter on the
PA system and they all blended into a |oud, insane
cacophony.

The second year of residency was a rite of passage. The
residents noved up to nore denmandi ng duties and wat ched the
new group cone in, feeling a mxture of scorn and arrogance
toward them

"Those poor devils,"
what they're in for."
"They'll find out soon enough."

Kat said to Paige. "They have no idea

Pai ge and Honey were beconing worried about Kat. She was

| osi ng wei ght, and seened depressed. In the m ddl e of
conversations, they would find Kat |ooking off into space,
her m nd preoccupied. Fromtinme to tinme, she would receive a
nyst eri ous phone call, and after each one her depression
seened to worsen

Pai ge and Honey sat down to have a talk with her.

"I's everything all right?" Paige asked. "You know we | ove
you, and if there's a problem we'd like to help."
"Thanks. | appreciate it, but there's nothing you can do.
It's a noney problem"”

Honey | ooked at her in surprise. "What do you need noney
for? W never go anyplace. W haven't any tinme to buy
anyt hi ng. We-"

"I't"s not for ne. It's for ny brother." Kat had not

menti oned her brother before.

"l didn't know you had a brother," Paige said.

"Does he live in San Franci sco?" Honey asked.

Kat was hesitant. "No. He lives back East. In Detroit.
You'll have to neet hi mone day."

"We'd |i ke to. What does he do?"

"He's kind of an entrepreneur,"” Kat said vaguely. "He's a
little down on his luck right now, but Mke will bounce back.
He al ways does.” | hope to God I'mright, Kat thought.

Harry Bowran had transferred froma residency pro-gramin
| owa. He was a good- hunored, happy-go-I|ucky fell ow who went
out of his way to be pleasant to every-one.



One day, he said to Paige, "I'mgiving a little party
tonmorrow night. If you and Dr. Hunter and Dr. Taft are free,
why don't you come? | think you'll have a good tine."
"Fine," Paige said. "Wat shall we bring?"

Bowran | aughed. "Don't bring anything."

"Are you sure?" Paige asked. "A bottle of wine, or. . ."
"Forget it! It's going to be at ny little apartnent."”

Bowran's little apartnment turned out to be a ten-room
pent house, filled with antique furniture.

The three wonen wal ked in and stared in amazenent.

"My God!" Kat said. "Wiere did all this cone fron®"

"l was smart enough to have a clever father," Bow man
said. "He left all his noney to ne."

"And you're wor ki ng?" Kat marvel ed.

Bowran smled. "I |ike being a doctor."

The buffet consisted of Beluga Mal ossol caviar, pate de
canpagne, snoked Scottish sal non, oysters on the half shell,
backfin lunp crabneat, crudites with a shal-lot vinaigrette
dressing, and Cristal chanpagne.

Bowran had been right. The three of themdid have a
wonder ful time.

"l can't thank you enough," Paige told Bowan at the end
of the evening when they were | eaving.

"Are you free Saturday?" he asked.

n Yes. n
"I have a little notorboat. 1'Il take you out for a
spin." "Sounds great."

At four o'clock in the norning, Kat was awakened out of a
deep sleep in the on-call room "Dr. Hunter, Enmergency Room
Three. . . . Dr. Hunter, Enmergency Three."

Kat got out of bed, fighting exhaustion. Rubbing sleep
from her eyes, she took the elevator down to the ER

An orderly greeted her at the door. "He's over on the
gurney in the corner. He's in a lot of pain.”

Kat wal ked over to him "I'mDr. Hunter," she said

sl eepi ly.

He groaned. "Jesus, doc. You' ve got to do sonmethin'. My
back is killin" ne."

Kat stifled a yawn. "How | ong have you been in pain?"
"About two weeks."

Kat was | ooking at him puzzled. "Two weeks? Wiy didn't



you cone in sooner?"

He tried to nove, and winced. "To tell you the truth, |
hat e hospitals.™

"Then why are you com ng in now?"

He brightened. "There's a big golf tournanment coming up,

and if you don't fix ny back, I won't be able to enjoy it."
Kat took a deep breath. "A golf tournanent."

"Yeah."

She was fighting to control herself. "I'Il tell you what.

Go honme. Take two aspirins, and if you aren't feeling better
in the norning give ne a call." She turned and storned out of

the room |eaving himgaping after her.

Harry Bowran's |little notorboat was a sleek fifty-foot

not or crui ser.

"Wel cone aboard!" he said as he greeted Paige, Kat, and
Honey at the dock.

Honey | ooked at the boat admringly.

"It's beautiful," Paige said.

They crui sed around the bay for three hours, enjoying the
warm sunny day. It was the first tinme any of them had
rel axed i n weeks.

Wil e they were anchored off Angel Island, eating a
delicious lunch, Kat said, "This is the |life. Let's not go
back to shore.”

"Good thinking," Honey said.

Al inall, it was a heavenly day.

When they returned to the dock, Paige said, "I can't tel
you how rmuch |'ve enjoyed this."

"It's been ny pleasure.” Bowran patted her arm

"We'll do it again. Anytine. You three are al ways

wel cone." What a | ovely man, Paige thought.

Honey |iked working in obstetrics. It was a ward filled

with new life and new hope, in a tineless, joyful ritual.
The first-tinme nothers were eager and apprehensive. The

veterans could not wait to get it over wth.

One of the wonen who was about to deliver said to Honey,

"Thank God! |I'lIl be able to see ny toes again."

| f Pai ge had kept a diary, she would have marked the
fifteenth of August as a red-letter day. That was the day
Jimmy Ford cane into her life.



Jimmy was a hospital orderly, with the brightest smle and

t he sunni est disposition Paige had ever seen. He was smal |
and thin, and | ooked seventeen. He was twenty-five, and noved
around the hospital corridors |like a cheerful tornado.
Not hi ng was too nuch trouble for him

He was constantly running errands for everyone. He had

absol utely no sense of status and treated doctors, nurses,
and janitors alike.

Jimmy Ford loved to tell jokes.

"Did you hear about the patient in a body cast? The fell ow

in the bed next to himasked himwhat he did for a |iving.
"He said, 'l was a wi ndow washer at the Enpire State

Bui | di ng."'

"The other fellow said, 'Wen did you quit?

" ' Hal fway down.'
And Jimy would grin and hurry off to help sone-body.

He adored Paige. "I'mgoing to be a doctor one day. | want
to be Iike you."

He would bring her little presents-candy bars, and stuffed
toys. A joke went with each gift.

“I'n Houston, a man stopped a pedestrian and asked, '\Wat's
t he qui ckest way to the hospital ?

" 'Say sonething bad about Texas.' "

The jokes were terrible, but Jimmy nade them sound funny.
He would arrive at the hospital the sane tine as Pai ge,
and he would race up to her on his notorcycle.

"The patient asked, 'WII| ny operation be danger-ous?
"And the surgeon said, 'No. You can't get a danger-ous
operation for two hundred dollars." "

And he woul d be gone.

Whenever Pai ge, Kat, and Honey were free on the sane day,

t hey went out exploring San Francisco. They visited the Dutch
MIIl and the Japanese Tea Garden. They went to Fisherman's
Wharf and rode the cable car. They went to see plays at the
Curran Theater, and had di nner at the Maharani on Post

Street. Al the wait-ers were Indian, and to the astoni shnent
of Kat and Honey, Paige addressed themin Hindi.

"Hum Hi ndust ani bant bahut ocho bolta hi." And fromthat
nmonent, the restaurant was theirs.

"Where in the world did you learn to tal k I ndian?" Honey
asked.



"H ndi," Paige said. She hesitated. "W ... | lived in
India for a while." It was still so vivid. She and Al fred
were at Agra, staring at the Taj Mahal. Shah Jahan built that
for his wife. It took twenty years, Alfred.

I"'mgoing to build you a Taj Mahal. | don't care how | ong
It takes!

This is Karen Turner. My wife.

She heard her nane called, and turned.

"Paige ..." There was a | ook of concern on Kat's face.
“"Are you all right?"

"Fine. I"'mfine."

The i npossi bl e hours continued. Another New Year's Eve

cane and went, and the second year slid into the third, and
not hi ng had changed. The hospital was un-touched by the
outside world. The wars and fam nes and di sasters of far-off
countries paled by conparison with the |ife-and-death crises
they coped with twenty-four hours a day.

Whenever Kat and Paige net in the hospital corridors, Kat
woul d grin and say, "Having a good tine?"

"When did you sleep |last?" Paige asked.

Kat sighed. "Wo can renenber?"

They stunbl ed through the | ong days and nights, trying to
keep up with the incessant, demandi ng pres-sure, grabbing
sandwi ches when they had tine, and drinking cold coffee out
of paper cups.

The sexual harassnent seened to have becone a part of

Kat's life. There were the constant innuendos not only from

t he doctors, but also frompatients who tried to get her into
bed. They got the same response as the doctors. There's not a
man in the world 1'Il let touch ne.

And she really believed it.

In the mddle of a busy norning, there was anot her

t el ephone call from M ke.

"H, sis."

And Kat knew what was comi ng. She had sent himall the
noney she coul d spare, but deep down inside, she knew t hat
what ever she sent woul d never be enough.

"I hate like hell to bother you, Kat. | really do. But |



got into a small jam" H's voice sounded strained.
"Mke . . . are you all right?"

"COh, yeah. It's nothing serious. It's just that | owe
somebody who needs his noney back right away, and | was

wondering ..."

“I''ll see what | can do," Kat said wearily.

"Thanks. | can always count on you, can't |, sis? | |ove
you. "

"I love you, too, Mke."

One day, Kat said to Paige and Honey, "Do you know what we
all need?"

"A nmonth's sl eep?"

"A vacation. That's where we should be, strolling down the
Chanps El ysees, looking in all those expen-sive shop

W ndows. "

"Right. First-class all the way!" Paige giggled. "W'll
sleep all day and play all night."

Honey | aughed. "Sounds good."

"We have sone vacation tinme comng up in a few nonths,"
Pai ge observed. "Wy don't we make sone plans for the three
of us to go away sonewhere?"

"That's a great idea," Kat said enthusiastically.
"Saturday, let's stop in at a travel agency."

They , spent the next three days excitedly making plans.
"I mdying to see London. Maybe we'll run into the queen.”
"Paris is where | want to go. It's supposed to be the nost
romantic city in the world."

"I want to ride a gondola in the noonlight in Ven-ice."

Maybe we'll go to Venice on our honeynoon, Paige, Alfred
had said. Wuld you like that?
Ch, yes!

She wondered if Alfred had taken Karen to Venice on their
honeynoon.

Saturday norning the three of them stopped in at the
Corni che Travel Agency on Powel|l Street.

The woman behind the counter was polite. "Wat kind of
trip are you interested in?"

"We'd |i ke to go to Europe-London, Paris, Ven-ice .
"Lovely. W& have sone econom cal package tours that-"
"No, no, no." Paige |ooked at Honey and gri nned.
"First-class."



"Right. First-class air travel,"” Kat chinmed in.
"First-class hotels," Honey added.

"Well, | can recommend the Rtz in London, the Crillon in
Paris, the G priani in Venice, and-"

Pai ge said, "Wy don't we just take sone brochures with
us? We can study them and nmake up our minds."

"That will be fine," the travel agent said.

Pai ge was | ooking at a brochure. "You arrange yacht
charters, too?"

"Yes."

"Good. W may be chartering one."

"Excellent." The travel agent collected a handful of
brochures and handed themto Pai ge. "Wenever you're ready,

just let me know and I'l1 be happy to nmake your
reservations.”
"You'll hear fromus," Honey proni sed.

When they got outside, Kat |aughed and said, "Noth-ing

| i ke dreami ng big, is there?"

"Don't worry," Paige assured her. "One day we'll be able
to go to all those places.”

Chapter Ten

Seynour Wl son, the chief of nedicine at Enbarcadero

County Hospital, was a frustrated man with an inpossible job.
There were too many patients, too few doctors and nurses, and
too few hours in a day. He felt like the captain of a sinking
ship, running around vainly trying to plug up the hol es.

At the nonent, Dr. WIlson's i medi ate concern was Honey
Taft. Wiile sone doctors seened to |ike her a great deal
reliable residents and nurses kept reporting that Dr. Taft
was i ncapabl e of doi ng her job.

Wlson finally went to see Ben Wallace. "I want to get rid
of one of our doctors,” he said. "The residents she nakes
rounds with tell nme she's inconpetent.”



Wal | ace renenbered Honey. She was the one who had the
extraordinarily high grades and gl owi ng recom nendation. "I
don't understand it," he said. "There nust be sone m st ake."
He was thoughtful for a monent. "I'Il tell you what we'll do,
Seynour. Who's the neanest son of a bitch on your staff?"
"Ted Allison.™

"All right. Tonmorrow norning, send Honey Taft out on

rounds with Dr. Allison. Have him give you a report on her

| f he says she's inconpetent, 1'Il get rid of her."

"Fair enough,” Dr. WIson said. "Thanks, Ben."

At lunch, Honey told Paige that she had been assigned to
make the rounds with Dr. Allison the follow ng norn-ing.
"I know him" Paige said. "He has a m serable reputation."
"That's what | hear," Honey said thoughtfully.

At that nonent, in another part of the hospital, Sey-nour
Wl son was talking to Ted Allison. Allison was a hard-bitten
veteran of twenty-five years. He had served as a nedi cal

officer in the navy, and he still took pride in "kicking
ass. "
Seynour W1l son was saying, "I want you to keep a cl ose eye

on Dr. Taft. If she can't cut it, she's out. Understood?"
"Under st ood. "

He was | ooking forward to this. Like Seynmour WI-son, Ted

Al l i son despised inconpetent doctors. In addi-tion, he had a
strong conviction that if women wanted to be in the nedical
prof essi on, they should be nurses. If it was good enough for
FIl orence N ghtingale, it was good enough for the rest of

t hem

At six o' clock the follow ng norning, the residents
gathered in the corridor to begin their rounds. The group
consisted of Dr. Allison, Tom Benson, who was his chief
assi stant, and five residents, including Honey Taft.

Now, as Allison | ooked at Honey, he thought, Okay, sister,
|l et's see what you've got. He turned to the group. "Let's
go."

The first patient in Ward One was a teenage girl lying in
bed, covered with heavy bl ankets. She was asl eep when the
group approached her.

"All right,” Dr. Allison said. "I want you all to take a
| ook at her chart."



The residents began to study the patient's chart. Dr.

Al lison turned to Honey. "This patient has fever, chills,
general mal ai se, and anorexia. She has a tenperature, a
cough, and pneunoni a. Wat's your diagnosis, Dr. Taft?"
Honey stood there, frowning, silent.

"Wl | 2"

"Well," Honey said thoughtfully, "I would say she probably
has psittacosis-parrot fever."

Dr. Allison was |ooking at her in surprise. "Wat

what nmakes you say that?"

"Her synptons are typical of psittacosis, and | no-ticed
that she works part-tinme as a clerk in a pet shop.
Psittacosis is transmtted by infected parrots.”

Al l'ison nodded slowly. "That's . . . that's very good. Do
you know what the treatnent is?"

"Yes. Tetracycline for ten days, strict bed rest, and
plenty of fluids."

Dr. Allison turned to the group, "Did you all hear that?
Dr. Taft is absolutely right."

They noved on to the next patient.

Dr. Allison said, "If you'll exam ne his chart, you'l
find that he has nesothelial tunors, bloody effusion, and
fatigue. Wat's the diagnosis?"

One of the residents said, hopefully, "It sounds |ike sone
form of pneunonia.”
A second resident spoke up. "It could be cancer."

Dr. Allison turned to Honey. "Wat is your diagno-sis,
doct or ?"

Honey | ooked thoughtful. "Offhand, 1'd say it was fibrous
pneunoconi osis, a form of asbestos poisoning. H s chart shows
that he works in a carpet mll."

Ted Allison could not conceal his admration. "Ex-cellent!
Excell ent! Do you happen to know what the therapy is?"
"Unfortunately, no specific therapy is available yet."

It becane even nore inpressive. In the next two hours,
Honey di agnosed a rare case of Reiter's syn-drone, osteitis
def ormans pol ycythem a, and mal ari a.

When the rounds were over, Dr. Allison shook Honey's hand.
“I"'mnot easily inpressed, doctor, but I want to tell you
that you have a trenmendous future!”

Honey bl ushed. "Thank you, Dr. Allison."

"And | intend to tell Ben Wallace so," he said as he

wal ked away.



Tom Benson, Allison's senior assistant, |ooked at Honey
and smled. "I'lIl meet you in half an hour, baby."

Paige tried to stay out of the way of Dr. Arthur Kane-007.
But at every opportunity, Kane asked for Paige to assist him
W th operations. And each tine, he would becone nore

of f ensi ve.

"What do you nean, you won't go out with me? You nust be
getting it from soneone el se.”

And, "I may be short, honey, but not everywhere. You know
what | nean?"

She cane to dread the occasions she had to work with him
Time after tinme, Paige watched Kane perform unnecessary
surgery and take out organs that were healthy.

One day, as Paige and Kane were wal king toward the

operating room Paige asked, "What are we going to operate
on, doctor?"

"H's wallet!" He saw the | ook on Paige's face. "Just

ki ddi ng, honey. "

"He should be working in a butcher shop,"” Paige |later said
angrily to Kat. "He has no right to be op-erating on people.™
After a particularly inept liver operation, Dr. Kane

turned to Pai ge and shook his head. "Too bad. | don't know if
he's going to make it."

It was all Paige could do to contain her anger. She

decided to have a talk with Tom Chang.

"Sonmeone should report Dr. Kane," Paige said. "He's
murdering his patients!"”

"Take it easy."

"I can't! It's not right that they let a man |ike that
operate. It's crimnal. He should be brought up before the
credentials conmttee."

"What good would it do? You'd have to get other doctors to
testify against him and no one would be willing to do that.
This is a close community, and we all have to live in it,
Paige. It's alnost inpossible to get one doctor to testify
agai nst another. W're all vul-nerable and we need each ot her
too nmuch. Calmdown. I'll take you out and buy you |unch."
Pai ge sighed. "All right, but it's a |lousy system"

At lunch, Paige asked, "How are you and Sye do-ing?"



He took a nonent to answer. "I . . . we're having

problenms. My work is destroying our nmarriage. | don't know
what to do."
“I"'msure it will work out,” Paige said.

Chang said fiercely, "It had better."
Pai ge | ooked up at him
"I would kill nyself if she left ne."

The follow ng norning, Arthur Kane was scheduled to
performa kidney operation. The chief of surgery said to
Pai ge, "Dr. Kane asked for you to assist himin OR Four."
Pai ge's mouth was suddenly dry. She hated the thought of
bei ng near him

Pai ge said,' 'Couldn't you get soneone else to . . .?"
"He's waiting for you, doctor."

Pai ge sighed. "Right."

By the tinme Pai ge had scrubbed up, the operation was

al ready in progress.

"A@ve ne a hand here, darling," Kane said to Pai ge.

The patient's abdonmen had been painted with an io-dine
solution and an incision had been made in the right upper
guadrant of the abdonmen, just belowthe rib cage. So far, so
good, Pai ge thought.

"Scal pel !'"

The scrub nurse handed Dr. Kane a scal pel.

He | ooked up. "Put sonme nusic on."

A nonent |ater a CD began to play.

Dr. Kane kept cutting. "Let's have sonething a little
peppi er." He | ooked over at Paige. "Start the bovie,

sweet heart."

Sweet heart. Paige gritted her teeth and picked up a

bovi e-an el ectric cautery tool. She began to cauterize the
arteries to reduce the amount of blood in the abdo-nen. The
operation was goi ng wel | .

Thank God, Pai ge thought.

" Sponge. "

The scrub nurse handed Kane a sponge.

"Good. Let's have sonme suction.” He cut around the kidney
until it was exposed. "There's the little devil,"” Dr. Kane
said. "Mdre suction." He lifted up the kidney with forceps.
"Right. Let's sew hi mback up."

For once, everything had gone well, yet sonething was

bot heri ng Pai ge. She took a closer ook at the kid-ney. It



| ooked heal thy. She frowned, wondering if

As Dr. Kane began sewing up the patient, Paige hur-ried
over to the X-ray in the lighted wall frame. She studied it
for a monment and said softly, "Ch, ny God!"

The X-ray had been put up backward. Dr. Kane had renoved

t he wong ki dney.

Thirty mnutes later, Paige was in Ben Wall ace's office.

"He took out a healthy kidney and left in a diseased one!"
Pai ge's voice was trenbling. "The man should be put in jail!"
Benjam n Wal | ace said soothingly, "Paige, | agree with you
that it's regrettable. But it certainly wasn't intentional.
It was a m stake, and-"

"A mstake'? That patient is going to have to live on
dial-ysis for the rest of his life. Someone should pay for
that!"

"Believe ne, we're going to have a peer review

eval uation."

Pai ge knew what that neant: a group of physicians would
revi ew what had happened, but it would be done in confidence.
The informati on would be withheld fromthe public and the
pati ent.

"Dr. Wallace ..."

"You're part of our team Paige. You' ve got to be a team
pl ayer. "'

"He has no business working in this hospital. O any other
hospital ."

"You've got to |ook at the whole picture. If he were
renoved, there would be bad publicity and the reputa-tion of
the hospital would be hurt. We'd probably face a | ot of

mal practice suits."

"What about the patients?"

"We'll keep a closer eye on Dr. Kane." He | eaned forward

in his chair. "I'"'mgoing to give you sone advi ce. \Wen you
get into private practice, you're going j to need the
goodw | | of other doctors for referrals. Wth-1 out that,

you' Il go nowhere, and if you get the reputation! of being a
maveri ck and bl owi ng the whistle on your: fellow doctors, you
won't get any referrals. | can promise you that."

Pai ge rose. "So you aren't going to do anything?"
"l told you, we're going to do a peer review evalua-tion."
"And that's it?" "That's it."



"It's not fair," Paige said. She was in the cafeteria
havi ng lunch with Kat and Honey.

Kat shook her head. "Nobody said |ife has to be fair.™
Pai ge | ooked around the antiseptic white-tiled room "This
whol e pl ace depresses nme. Everybody is sick."

"Or they wouldn't be here," Kat pointed out.

"Why don't we give a party?" Honey suggest ed.

"A party? What are you tal king about?"

Honey's voi ce was suddenly filled with enthusiasm "W
could order up sone decent food and |iquor, and have a
celebration! | think we could all use a little cheering up."
Pai ge thought for a second. "You know," she said, "that's
not a bad idea. Let's do it!"

“It's a deal. I'Il organize things," Honey told them
"We'll do it tonorrow after rounds."

Art hur Kane approached Paige in the corridor. There was
ice in his voice. "You' ve been a naughty girl. Soneone shoul d
teach you to keep your nouth shut!" And he wal ked away.

Pai ge | ooked after himin disbelief. Wallace told hi mwhat
| said. He shouldn't have done that. 'If you get the
reputation of being a maverick and bl ow ng the whistle on
your fellow doctors . " Wuld Ido it agai n? Paige
pondered. Darned right | woul d!

News of the forthcom ng party spread rapidly. Al the
residents chipped in. A lavish nenu was ordered fromErnie's,
and liquor was delivered froma nearby store. The party was
set for five o' clock in the doctors' |ounge. The food and
drinks arrived at four-thirty. There was a feast: seafood
platters with |obster and shrinp, a variety of pates, Swedish
nmeat bal Il s, hot pasta, fruit, and desserts. Wen Paige, Kat,
and Honey wal ked into the I ounge at five-fifteen, it was

al ready crowded with eager residents, interns, and nurses,
eating and having a wonderful tine.

Pai ge turned to Honey. "This was a great idea!"

Honey smled. "Thank you."

An announcenent cane over the |oudspeaker. "Dr. Finley and
Dr. Ketler to the ER Stat." And the two doctors, in the



m ddl e of downi ng shrinp, |ooked at each other, sighed, and
hurriedly left the room
Tom Chang cane up to Paige. "W ought to do this every

week, " he sai d.

"Right. It's-"

The | oudspeaker canme on again. "Dr. Chang . . . Room?7.
... Dr. Chang . . . Room7."

And a mnute later, "Dr. Snythe . . . ER Two. . . . Dr.

Snythe to ER Two."

The | oudspeaker never stopped. Wthin thirty mn-utes,

al nrost every doctor and nurse had been called away on sone
energency. Honey heard her nane called, and then Paige's, and
Kat's.

"I can't believe what's happening," Kat said. "You know

how peopl e tal k about having a guardi an angel ?

Vell, | think the three of us are under the spell of a
guardi an devil." Her words proved to be prophetic.

The next Monday norni ng, when Paige got off duty and went

to get into her car, two of the tires had been sl ashed. She
stared at themin disbelief. Someone should teach you to keep
your nouth shut!

When she got back to the apartnent she said to Kat and
Honey, "Watch out for Arthur Kane. He's crazy."

Chapter El even

Kat was awakened by the ring of the tel ephone. Wthout
openi ng her eyes, she reached out for it and put the receiver
to her ear.

"HIo?"

"Kat? It's Mke."

She sat up, her heart suddenly pounding. "M ke, are you

all right?" She heard himl augh.

"Never better, sis. Thanks to you and your friend."



"My friend?"

"M. Dnetto."

"Who?" Kat tried to concentrate, groggy wth sl eep.

"M. Dinetto. He really saved ny life."

Kat had no idea what he was tal king about. " Mke. . ."
"You know the fellows |I owed noney to? M. Di-netto got
them off ny back. He's a real gentleman. And he thinks the
world of you, Kat."

Kat had forgotten the incident with Dinetto, but now it
suddenly flashed into her mnd: Lady, you don't know who
you're talking to. You better do what the man says. This is
M. Lou Dinetto.

M ke was going on. "I'm sending you sone cash, Kat. Your
friend arranged for ne to get a job. It pays real good
noney. "

Your friend. Kat was nervous.. "Mke, listen to ne. | want

you to be careful.”

She heard hi m Il augh again.

"Don't worry about ne. Didn't | tell you everything would
be comng up roses? Well, | was right."

"Take care of yourself, Mke. Don't-"

The connection was broken.

Kat was unable to go back to sleep. D netto! How did he
find out about M ke, and why is he hel ping hinf

The follow ng night, when Kat |eft the hospital, a black

| i mousine was waiting for her at the curb. The Shadow and

Rhi no were standing beside it.

As Kat started to pass, Rhino said, "Get in, doctor. M.

D netto wants to see you."

She studied the man for a nonent. Rhino was

om - nous-| ooki ng, but it was the Shadow who frightened Kat.
There was sonet hing deadly about his stillness. Under other
ci rcunst ances, Kat woul d never have got-ten into the car, but
M ke's tel ephone call had puzzled her. And worried her.

She was driven to a snmall apartnent on the outskirts of

the city, and when she arrived, Dnetto was waiting for her.
"Thanks for coming, Dr. Hunter," he said. "I appreciate

it. Afriend of mne had a little accident. | want you to
take a | ook at him"

"What are you doing wth M ke?" Kat denmanded.

"Not hing," he said innocently. "I heard he was in a little
trouble, and | got it taken care of."



"How did . . . how did you find out about hinf | nean,

that he was ny brother and ..."

Dinetto smled. "In ny business, we're all friends. W
hel p each other. M ke got m xed up with sone bad boys, so |
hel ped hi m out. You should be grateful."”

"I am" Kat said. "I really am"

"Good! You know the saying ' One hand washes the ot her'?"
Kat shook her head. "I won't do anything illegal."
“I'llegal ?" Dinetto said. He seenmed hurt. "I wouldn't ask

you to do anything like that. This friend of mne was in a
little accident and he hates hospitals. Wuld you take a | ook
at hi nf"

What am | letting nyself in for? Kat wondered. "Very

wel | ."

"He's in the bedroom™

Dinetto's friend had been badly beaten up. He was lying in
bed, unconsci ous.

"What happened to hin?" Kat asked.

Dinetto | ooked at her and said, ' "He fell down a flight
of stairs.”

"He should be in a hospital."

"I told you, he doesn't |ike hospitals. | can get you

what ever hospital equi pnent you need. | had anot her doctor

who took care of ny friends, but he had an accident.”

The words sent a chill through Kat. She wanted noth-ing

nore than to run out of the place and go honme, and never hear
Dinetto's nane again, but nothing in life was free. Quid pro
guo. Kat took off her coat and went to work.

Chapter Twel ve

By the begi nning of her fourth year of residency, Paige
had assisted in hundreds of operations. They had becone
second nature to her. She knew the surgery procedures for the
gal | bl adder, spleen, liver, appendi x, and, nobst exciting, the
heart. But Paige was frustrated because she was not doing the
operations her-self. Watever happened to "Watch one, do one,



teach one"? she wondered.
The answer cane when CGeorge Englund, chief of surgery,
sent for her.

"Pai ge, there's a hernia operation scheduled for to-norrow
in OR Three, seven-thirty a.m"

She made a note. "Right. Who's doing the opera-tion?"

"You are."

"Right. I ..." The words suddenly sank in. "I an®"

"Yes. Any problemw th that?"

Paige's grin lit up the room "No, sir! I... thanks!"
"You're ready for it. | think the patient's lucky to have

you. H's nane is Walter Herzog. He's in 314." "Herzog. Room
314. Right." And Pai ge was out the door.

Pai ge had never been so excited. I'mgoing to do ny first
operation! I'mgoing to hold a human being's life in ny
hands. What if |I'mnot ready"? Wiat if | nmake a m st akel
Things can go wong. It's Murphy's Law. By the tine Pai ge was
t hrough arguing wth herself, she was in a state of panic.

She went into the cafeteria and sat down to have a cup of

bl ack coffee. It's going to be all right, she told herself.
|'ve assisted in dozens of hernia operations. There's nothing
toit. He's lucky to have ne. By the tine she finished her
cof fee, she was cal menough to face her first patient.

Walter Herzog was in his sixties, thin, bald, and very
nervous. He was in bed, clutching his groin, when Paige
wal ked in, carrying a bouquet of flowers. Herzog | ooked up.

“"Nurse ... | want to see a doctor."
Pai ge wal ked over to the bed and handed hi mthe fl owers.
“I"'mthe doctor. I'mgoing to operate on you."

He | ooked at the flowers, and | ooked at her. "You're
what ?"

"Don't worry," Paige said reassuringly. "You're in good
hands." She picked up his chart at the foot of the bed and
studied it.

"What does it say?" the man asked anxiously. Wy did she
bring me flowers'?

"It says you're going to be just fine."

He swall owed. "Are you really going to do the opera-tion?"
"Yes."



"You seemawfully . . . awfully young."

Pai ge patted his arm "I haven't |lost a patient yet." She

| ooked around the room "Are you confortable? Can | get you
anything to read? A book or magazi ne? Candy?"

He was |istening, nervously. "No, |I'mokay." Wiy was she
bei ng so nice to hinf Was there sonething she wasn't telling
hi n?

"Well, then, I'lIl see you in the norning," Paige said
cheerfully. She wote sonething on a piece of paper and
handed it to him "Here's ny hone nunber. You call nme if you
need ne tonight. 1'Il stay right by the phone."

By the tinme Paige left, Walter Herzog was a nervous w eck.

A few mnutes later, jimy found Paige in the | ounge. He

wal ked up to her with his wide grin. "Con-gratul ations! |
hear you're going to do a procedure.”

Wrd gets around fast, Paige thought. "Yes."

"Whoever he is, he's lucky,” Jimy said. "If any-thing

ever happened to ne, you're the only one I'd |l et operate on
me. "

"Thanks, Jimmy."

And, of course, with Jimry, there was al ways a j oke.

"Did you hear the one about the man who had a strange pain
in his ankles? He was too cheap to go to a doctor, so when
his friend told himhe had exactly the sane pain, he said,
"You'd better get to a doctor right away. And tell nme exactly
what he says.'

"The next day, he learns his friend is dead. He rushes to

a hospital and has five thousand dollars' worth of tests.
They can't find anything wong. He calls his friend s w dow,
and says, 'Was Chester in a lot of pain before he died? "
"No,"' she says. 'He didn't even see the truck that hit him
" And Jimy was gone.

Pai ge was too excited to eat dinner. She spent the evening
practicing tying surgical knots on table legs and lanps. I'm
going to get a good night's sleep, Paige decided, so I'll be
nice and fresh in the norning.

She was awake all night, going over the operation again
and again in her mnd.

There are three types of hernias: reducible hernia, where
It's possible to push the testicles back into the abdonen;
I rreduci bl e hernia, where adhesions prevent returning the



contents to the abdonen; and the nobst dangerous, strangul ated
herni a, where the blood flow through the hernia is shut off,
damagi ng the intestines. Walter Herzog's was a reducible
her ni a.

At six o'clock in the norning, Paige drove to the hospital
parking lot. A newred Ferrari was next to her parking space.
| dly, Paige wondered who owned it. Woever it was had to be
rich.

At seven o' clock, Paige was hel ping Walter Herzog change
from pajamas to a blue hospital gown. The nurse had al ready
given hima sedative to relax himwhile they waited for the
gurney that would take himto the operating room

"This is ny first operation,” Walter Herzog said.

M ne, too, Paige thought.

The gurney arrived and Walter Herzog was on his way to OR
Three. Pai ge wal ked down the corridor be-side him and her
heart was pounding so loudly that she was afraid he could
hear it.

OR Three was one of the |arger operating roons, able to
accommopdate a heart nonitor, a heart-lung ma-chine, and an
array of other technical paraphernalia. Wen Paige wal ked
into the room the staff were already there, preparing the
equi prent. There was an attendi ng physician, the
anest hesi ol ogi st, two residents, a scrub nurse, and two
circul ati ng nurses.

The staff were watching her expectantly, eager to see how
she woul d handl e her first operation.

Pai ge wal ked up to the operating table. Walter Herzog had
had his groin shaved and scrubbed with an anti septic
solution. Sterile drapes had been placed around the
op-erating area.

Her zog | ooked up at Paige and said drowsily, "You're not
going to let ne die, are you?"

Pai ge smled. "What? And spoil ny perfect rec-ord?"

She | ooked over at the anesthesiol ogist, who would give
the patient an epidural anesthesia, a saddle block. Paige
t ook a deep breath and nodded. The operation began.

"Scal pel . "

As Pai ge was about to make the first cut through the skin,



the circulating nurse said sonething.

"What ?"

"Wul d you |ike some nusic, doctor?"

It was the first time she had been asked that questi on.
Paige smled. "Right. Let's have sone Jimy Buffet."

The nonment Pai ge nmade the first incision, her ner-vousness
vani shed. It was as though she had done this all her life.
Skillfully, she cut through the first layers of fat and
nmuscle, to the site of the hernia. All the while, she was
aware of the famliar litany that was echoi ng through the
room

" Sponge. "

"G ve ne a bovie.

"There it is. "

"Looks like we got there just in tine. "
"C anp. "

"Suction, please.
Paige's mnd was totally focused on what she was

doing. Locate the hernial sac ... free it ... place the
contents back into the abdomi nal cavity ... tie off the
base of the sac ... cut off the remainder . . . inguinal
...ring . . . suture it

One hour and twenty mnutes after the first incision, the
operation was finished.

Pai ge shoul d have felt drained, but instead she felt

wi | dl'y exhil arat ed.

When Wal ter Herzog had been sewn up, the scrub nurse

turned to Paige. "Dr. Taylor " Pai ge | ooked up. "Yes?" The
nurse grinned. "That was beautiful, doctor.™

It was Sunday and the three wonen had the day off.

"What should we do today?" Kat asked.

Pai ge had an idea. "It's such a | ovely day, why don't we
drive out to Tree Park? W can pack a picnic lunch and eat
outdoors. "

"That sounds | ovely," Honey said.

"Let's do it!" Kat agreed.

The tel ephone rang. The three of themstared at it.
"Jesus!" Kat said. "I thought Lincoln freed us. Don't
answer it. It's our day off."



"We have no days off," Paige rem nded her.

Kat wal ked over to the tel ephone and picked it up. "Dr.
Hunter." She listened for a nonent and handed the tel ephone
to Paige. "It's for you, Dr. Taylor."

Pai ge said resignedly, "Right." She picked up the

receiver. "Dr. Taylor. . . . Hello, Tom . . . Wat? .

No, | was just going out. ... | see. ... Al right. 1I'll be
there in fifteen mnutes." She replaced the re-ceiver. So
much for the picnic, she thought.

"I's it bad?" Honey asked.

"Yes, we're about to lose a patient. I'lIl try to be back
for dinner tonight."

When Paige arrived at the hospital, she drove into the
doctors' parking |lot and parked next to the new bright red
Ferrari. | wonder how many operations it took to pay for

t hat!

Twenty mnutes |ater, Paige was wal king into the visitors
waiting room A man in a dark suit was seated in a chair,

staring out the window. "M . Newton?" He rose to his feet.
n Yes. n

"I'mDr. Taylor. | was just in to see your little boy. He
was brought in with abdom nal pains.” "Yes. |'mgoing to take
himhone." "lI'mafraid not. Peter has a ruptured spleen. He

needs an i nmedi ate transfusion and an operation, or he'll
die."

M. Newton shook his head. "W are Jehovah's Wt-nesses.

The Lord will not let himdie, and I will not |et himbe
tainted wth soneone else's blood. It was ny wi fe who brought
hi m here. She will be punished for that."

"M. Newton, | don't think you understand how seri-ous the

situation is. If we don't operate right away, your son is
going to die."

The man | ooked at her and smled. "You don't know God's
ways, do you?"

Pai ge was angry. "I nmay not know a | ot about God's ways,

but 1| do know a | ot about a ruptured spleen.” She took out a
pi ece of paper. "He's a mnor, so you'll have to sign this
consent formfor him" She held it out.

"And if | don't sign it?" "Way . . . then we can't

operate." He nodded. "Do you think your powers are stronger



than the Lord' s?"

Pai ge was staring at him "You're not going to sign, are
you?"

“No. A higher power than yours will help ny son, You wll
see. "

When Paige returned to the ward, six-year-old Peter Newt on
had | apsed i nto unconsci ousness.

"He's not going to nake it," Chang said. "He's lost too
much bl ood. What do you want to do?"

Pai ge made her decision. "Get himinto OR One. Stat.”
Chang | ooked at her in surprise. "H's father changed his
m nd?"

Pai ge nodded. "Yes. He changed his mnd. Let's nove it."
"Good for you! | talked to himfor an hour and | couldn't
budge him He said God would take care of it."

"God is taking care of it," Paige assured him

Two hours and four pints of blood |ater, the operation was
successfully conpleted. Al the boy's vital signs were
strong.

Pai ge gently stroked his forehead. "He's going to be
fine."

An orderly hurried into the operating room "Dr. Taylor?
Dr. Wallace wants to see you right away."

Benj am n WAl |l ace was so angry his voice was crack-ing.
"How coul d you do such an outrageous thing? You gave hima
bl ood transfusi on and operated w t hout perm ssion? You broke
the |awm "

"I saved a boy's lifel"

Wal | ace took a deep breath. "You should have gotten a
court order."

"There was no tine," Paige said. "Ten m nutes nore and he
woul d have been dead. God was busy el sewhere.™

Wal | ace was paci ng back and forth. "Wat are we going to
do now?"

"Get a court order."

"What for? You' ve al ready done the operation.”

“I"l'l backdate the court order one day. No one will ever
know t he difference."

Wal | ace | ooked at her and began to hyperventil ate.

"Jesus!" He nopped his brow. "This could cost nme ny job."
Pai ge | ooked at himfor a |long nonent. Then she turned and
started toward the door.



"Paige . . .?"

She stopped. "Yes?"

"You'll never do anything like this again, will you?"
"Only if | have to," Paige assured him

Chapter Thirteen

Al'l hospitals have problens with drug theft. By |aw, each
narcotic that is taken fromthe dispen-sary nust be signed
for, but no matter how con-trolled the security is, drug
addicts alnost invariably find a way to circunvent it.

Enbar cader o County Hospital was having a major problem
Mar gar et Spencer went to see Ben Wallace. "I don't know what

to do, doctor. Qur fentanyl keeps di sappearing.”

Fentanyl is a highly addictive narcotic and anesthetic

dr ug.
"How nmuch is m ssing?"
"A great deal. If it were just a few bottles, there could

be an innocent explanation for it, but it's happening now on
a reqgular basis. Mre than a dozen bottles a week are

di sappearing. "'’

"Do you have any idea who m ght be taking it?"

"No, sir. |I've talked to security. They're at a | oss.

"Who has access to the dispensary?”

"That's the problem Most of the anesthetists have pretty
free access to it, and nost of the nurses and surgeons.™
Wal | ace was thoughtful. "Thank you for comng to ne. |'l|
take care of it."
"Thank you, doctor.'

Nur se Spencer |eft.

| don't need this right now, Wallace thought angrily. A
hospital board neeting was com ng up, and there were already
enough problens to be dealt wth. Ben Wallace was well aware
of the statistics. Mdre than 10 percent of the doctors in the
United States becane addicted, at one tinme or another, to

ei ther drugs or alcohol. The easy accessibility of the drugs



made thema tenptation. It was sinple for a doctor to open a
cabi -net, take out the drug he wanted, and use a tourniquet
and syringe to inject it. An addict could need a fix as often
as every two hours.

Now it was happening at his hospital. Sonething had to be
done about it before the board neeting. It would | ook bad on
nmy record.

Ben Wal | ace was not sure whom he could trust to help him
find the culprit. He had to be careful. He was certain that
neither Dr. Taylor nor Dr. Hunter was involved, and after a
great deal of thought, he decided to use them

He sent for the two of them "I have a favor to ask of

you," he told them He explained about the m ssing fentanyl.
"I want you to keep your eyes open. If any of the doctors you
work with have to step out of the OR for a nonent, in the

m ddl e of an operation, or show any other signs of addiction,
| want you to let nme know. Look for any changes in
personal i ty-depressi on or nbod sw ngs-or tardiness, or mssed
appoi ntnments. | would appreciate it if you would keep this
strictly confidential."'

When they left the office, Kat said, "This is a big

hospital. W're going to need Sherl ock Hol nes. "

“"No, we won't," Paige said unhappily. "I know who it is."

Mtch Canpbell was one of Paige's favorite doctors. Dr.
Canmpbel |l was a |likable gray-haired man in his fif-ties,

al ways good- hunored, and one of the hospital's best surgeons.
Pai ge had noticed lately that he was al -ways a few m nutes

| ate for an operation, and that he had devel oped a noticeabl e
trenor. He used Paige to assist himas often as possible, and
he usually let her do a major part of the surgery. In the

m ddl e of an operation, his hands woul d begin to shake and he
woul d hand the scal pel to Paige.

"' mnot feeling well,"” he would nmunble. "Wuld you take

over ?"

And he woul d | eave the operating room

Pai ge had been concerned about what could be wong with

hi m Now she knew. She debated what to do. She was aware that
I f she brought her information to Wallace, Dr. Canpbell would
be fired, or worse, his career woul d be destroyed. On the



other hand, if she did nothing, she would be putting
patients' |lives in danger. Perhaps | could talk to him Paige
t hought. Tell himwhat | know, and insist that he get
treatnent. She discussed it wth Kat.

"It's a problem™" Kat agreed. "He's a nice guy, and a good
doctor. If you blow the whistle, he's finished, but if you
don't, you have to think about the harm he m ght do. What do
you think will happen if you confront hinf"

"He'll probably deny it, Kat. That's the usual pat-tern.”
“"Yeah. It's a tough call."

The foll ow ng day, Paige had an operation scheduled with

Dr. Canpbell. | hope |I'mwong, Paige prayed. Don't let him
be late, and don't let himleave during the operation.
Canmpbell was fifteen mnutes late, and in the m ddl e of

the operation, he said, "Take over, will you, Paige? I'll be
ri ght back."

| nust talk to him Paige decided. | can't destroy his

car eer.

The follow ng norning, as Paige and Honey drove into the
doctors' parking lot, Harry Bowran pulled up next to themin
the red Ferrari.

"That's a beautiful car,"’
of those cost?"

Bowran | aughed. "If you have to ask, you can't afford it."

But Pai ge wasn't |istening. She was staring at the car,

and thi nki ng about the penthouse, the lavish parties, and the
boat. | was smart enough to have a clever father. He left al
his noney to ne. And yet Bowran worked at a county hospital.
Wy ?

Honey sai d. "How nmuch does one

Ten mnutes |ater, Paige was in the personnel office,
talking to Karen, the secretary in charge of records.

"Do me a favor, will you, Karen? Just between us, Harry
Bowran has asked ne to go out with himand I have a feeling
he's married. Wuld you |l et ne have a peek at his personnel
file?"

"Sure. Those horny bastards. They never get enough, do
they? You're darn right 1'Il let you ook at his file." She
went over to a cabinet and found what she was | ooking for.
She brought sone papers back to Paige.



Pai ge gl anced through them quickly. Dr. Harry Bow man's
application showed that he had cone froma small university
in the Mdwest and, according to the records, had worked his
way t hrough nedi cal school. He was an anest hesi ol ogi st.

H s father was a barber.

Honey Taft was an enigma to nost of the doctors at

Enbar cader o County Hospital. During the norning rounds, she
appeared to be unsure of herself. But on the afternoon
rounds, she seened like a different person. She was
surprisingly know edgeabl e about each patient, and crisp and
efficient in her diagnoses.

One of the senior residents was discussing her with a

col | eague.

“"I'"ll be dammed if | understand it," he said. "In the

norni ng, the conplaints about Dr. Taft keep piling up. She
keeps maki ng m stakes. You know the joke about the nurse who
gets everything wong? A doctor is complaining that he told
her to give the patient in Room4 three pills, and she gave
the patient in Room3 four pills, and just as he's talking
about her, he sees her chasing a naked patient down the hall
hol di ng a pan of boiling water. The doctor says, 'Look at
that! | told her to prick his boil!" ™

Hi s col | eague | aughed.

"Well, that's Dr. Taft. But in the afternoon she's
absolutely brilliant. Her diagnoses are correct, her notes
are wonderful, and she's as sharp as hell. She nust be taking
some kind of mracle pill that only works afternoons."” He
scratched his head. "It beats the hell out of ne."

Dr. Nathan Ritter was a pedant, a man who |ived and worked
by the book. Wiile he | acked the spark of brilliance, he was
capabl e and dedi cated, and he ex-pected the sanme qualities
fromthose who worked with him

Honey had the m sfortune to be assigned to his team

Their first stop was a ward containing a dozen pa-tients.
One of themwas just finishing breakfast. Ritter | ooked at
the chart at the foot of the bed. "Dr. Taft, the chart says
this is your patient."

Honey nodded. "Yes."

"He's having a bronchoscopy this norning."



Honey nodded. "That's right."

"And you're allowwng himto eat?" Dr. Ritter snapped.
"Before a bronchoscopy?"

Honey said, '"'The poor man hasn't had anything to eat
si nce-"

Nat han Ritter turned to his assistant. "Postpone the
procedure."” He started to say sonething to Honey, then
controlled hinself. "Let's nove on."

The next patient was a Puerto Rican who was coughi ng
badly. Dr. Ritter exam ned him "Wose pa-tient is this?"
"M ne," Honey said.

He frowned. "His infection should have cleared up before
now." He took a |look at the chart. "You're giving himfifty
milligrans of anpicillin four times a day?"

"That's right."

"That's not right. It's wong. That's supposed to be five
hundred mlligrans four tines a day. You left off a zero."
"I msorry, I ..."

“"No wonder the patient's not getting any better! | want it
changed i nmedi ately."

"Yes, doctor."

Wen they cane to another patient of Honey's, Dr. Ritter
said inpatiently, "He's scheduled for a col onoscopy. Were is
t he radi ol ogy report?"

"The radiology report? Ch. I'"'mafraid | forgot to order
one. "

Ritter gave Honey a | ong, specul ative | ook.

The norni ng went downhill fromthere.

The next patient they saw was noaning tearfully. "I'min

such pain. Wiat's wong with nme?"

"We don't know," Honey sai d.

Dr. Ritter glared at her. "Dr. Taft, may | see you outside

for a nonment ?"

In the corridor, he said, "Never, never tell a patient

that you don't know. You're the one they're | ooking to for

hel p! And if you don't know the answer, make one up. Do you
under st and?"

"It doesn't seemright to .
"I didn't ask you whether it seened right. Just do as
you're told."



They exam ned a hiatal hernia, a hepatitis patient, a
patient with Al zheiner's di sease, and two dozen others. The
m nute the rounds were over, Dr. Ritter went to Benjann
Val | ace's office.

"We have a problem" Ritter said.

"What is it, Nathan?"

"It's one of the residents here. Honey Taft."

Agai n? "What about her?"

"She's a disaster.”

"But she had such a wonderful recommendation.”

"Ben, you'd better get rid of her before the hospital gets
in real trouble, before she kills a patient or two."
Wal | ace thought about it for a nonent, then made his
decision. "Right. She'll be out of here.”

Pai ge was busy in surgery nost of the norning. As soon as
she was free, she went to see Dr. Wallace, to tell himof her
suspi ci ons about Harry Bowran.

"Bowman? Are you sure? | nean . . . |'ve seen no signs of

any addiction."

"He doesn't use it," Paige explained. "He sells it. He's
living like a mllionaire on a resident's salary."”

Ben Wal | ace nodded. "Very well. 1'll check it out. Thank
you, Paige."

Wal | ace sent for Bruce Anderson, head of security. "W may
have identified the drug thief,” Wallace told him "I want

you to keep a close watch on Dr. Harry Bowran."

"Bowman?" Anderson tried to conceal his surprise. Dr.
Bowran was constantly giving the guards Cuban cigars and
other little gifts. They all |oved him

"If he goes into the dispensary, search hi mwhen he cones
out."
"Yes, sir."

Harry Bowran was headed for the dispensary. He had orders

to fill. Alot of orders. It had started as a | ucky accident.
He had been working in a small hospital in Ames, |owa,
struggling to get by on a resident's salary. He had chanpagne
taste and a beer pocketbook, and then Fate had sm | ed on him
One of his patients who had been di scharged fromthe

hospital tel ephoned hi mone norning.

"Doctor, I'"'min terrible pain. You have to give ne



sonething for it."

"Do you want to check back in?"

"I don't want to | eave the house. Couldn't you bring
somet hi ng here for ne?"

Bowran t hought about it. "All right. 1'Il drop by on ny
way hone. "

When he visited the patient, he brought with hima bottle
of fentanyl.

The patient grabbed it. "That's wonderful!" he said. He
pul l ed out a handful of bills. "Here."

Bowran | ooked at him surprised. "You don't have to pay ne
for that."''

"Are you kidding? This stuff is |like gold. I have a | ot of
friends who will pay you a fortune if you bring themthis
stuff."

That was how it had begun. Wthin two nonths, Harry Bowran
was meki ng nore noney than he had ever dreaned possible.
Unfortunately, the head of the hospital got wind of what was
goi ng on. Fearing a public scandal, he told Bowran that if he
| eft quietly, nothing would appear on his record.

I"'mglad | left, Bowran thought. San Franci sco has a nuch
bi gger market.

He reached the dispensary. Bruce Anderson was standing
out si de. Bowman nodded to him "Hi, Bruce."

"Good afternoon, Dr. Bownman."

Five m nutes | ater when Bowran cane out of the dispensary,
Ander son said, "Excuse ne. |I'mgoing to have to search you."
Harry Bowran stared at him "Search ne? \What are you
tal ki ng about, Bruce?"

“I"'msorry, doctor. W have orders to search every-one who
uses the dispensary,"” Anderson |ied.

Bowran was indignant. "I've never heard of such a thing. I
absol utely refuse!"
"Then 1'Il have to ask you to cone along with nme to Dr.

Wal | ace's office."

"Fine! He's going to be furious when he hears about this."
Bowran stornmed into Wall ace's office. "What's go-ing on,
Ben? This man wanted to search ne, for God's sake!"

"And did you refuse to be searched?"

"Absol utely."

"All right." Wallace reached for the tel ephone. "I'Il| et
the San Francisco police do it, if you prefer." He began to



di al .
Bowran pani cked. "Wait a mnute! That's not nec-essary."

H s face suddenly cleared. "Ch! | know what this is al
about!" He reached in his pocket and took out a bottle of
fentanyl. "I was taking these to use for an operation, and

Wal | ace said quietly, "Enpty your pockets."

A | ook of desperation cane over Bowran's face. "There's no
reason to . "

"Enpty your pockets."

Two hours later, the San Francisco office of the Drug
Enf or cenent Agency had a signed confession and the nanes of
t he people to whom Bowran had been selling drugs.

When Pai ge heard the news, she went to see Mtch Canpbell.
He was sitting in an office, resting. H's hands were on the
desk when Pai ge wal ked in, and she could see the trenor in
t hem

Campbel | quickly noved his hands to his lap. "Hell o,

Pai ge. How re you doi ng?"

"Fine, Mtch. I wanted to talk to you."

"Sit down."

She took a seat opposite him "How | ong have you had

Par ki nson' s?"

He turned a shade whiter. "Wat?"

"That's it, isn't it? You ve been trying to cover it up."
There was a heavy silence. "I . . . | . . . yes. But |

| can't give up being a doctor. | ... | just can't give it
up. It's ny whole life."

Pai ge | eaned forward and said earnestly, "You don't have
to give up being a doctor, but you shouldn't be operating.”
He | ooked suddenly old. "I know. | was going to quit | ast
year." He smled wanly. "I guess I'll have to quit now, won't
|? You're going to tell Dr. Wallace."

"No," Paige said gently. "You're going to tell Dr.
Wal | ace. "

Pai ge was having lunch in the cafeteria when Tom Chang

j oi ned her.

"I heard what happened,"” he said. "Bowran! Unbe-Ilievabl e.
Ni ce work."



She shook her head. "I alnost had the wong man."

Chang sat there, silent.

“"Are you all right, TonP"

"Do you want the 'I'mfine,' or do you want the truth?"
"We're friends. | want the truth."

"My marriage has gone to hell." H s eyes suddenly filled
wth tears. "Sye has left. She's gone back hone."
"I"mso sorry."

“It's not her fault. We didn't have a marriage any-nore.

She said |"'mmarried to the hospital, and she's right. [I'm
spending ny whole life here, taking care of strangers,

I nstead of being with the people |I Iove."

"She'll come back. It will work out,"” Paige said
soot hi ngly.

"No. Not this tinme."

"Have you thought about counseling, or . . .?"

"She refuses.”

"I"'msorry, Tom |If there's anything I ..." She heard her

name on the | oudspeaker.
"Dr. Taylor, Room410 ..."

Paige felt a sudden pang of alarm "I have to go," she

said. Room 410. That was Sam Bernstein's room He was one of
her favorite patients, a gentle man in his seventies who had
been brought in with i noperable stomach cancer. Many of the
patients at the hospital were constantly conplai ning, but Sam
Bernstein was an exception. Paige admred his courage and his
dignity. He had a wife and two grown sons who visited him
regul arly, and Pai ge had grown fond of them too.

He had been put on life-support systens with a note,

DNR- Do Not Resuscitate-if his heart stopped.

When Pai ge wal ked into his room a nurse was at the

bedsi de. She | ooked up as Paige entered. "He's gone, doctor.
| didn't start energency procedures, because ..." Her voice
trailed off.

"You were right not to," Paige said slowy. "Thank you."

"I's there anything I . . .?"

“"No. I'lIl make the arrangenents." Paige stood by the
bedsi de and | ooked down at the body of what had been a

l'i ving, |aughing human being, a man who had a famly and
friends, soneone who had spent his |ife working hard, taking
care of the ones he |oved. And now .



She wal ked over to the drawer where he kept his

possessi ons. There was an i nexpensive watch, a set of keys,
fifteen dollars in cash, dentures, and a letter to his wfe.
Al'l that remained of a man's life.

Pai ge was unable to shake the feeling of depression that

hung over her. "He was such a dear man. Wy . . .?"

Kat said, "Paige, you can't |let yourself get enotion-ally
i nvol ved with your patients. It will tear you apart."”

"I know. You're right, Kat. It's just that . . . it's over

so quickly, isn't it? This norning he and | were talking.
Tonorrow i s his funeral.”

"You're not thinking of going to it?"

"No. "

The funeral took place at the Hills of Eternity Cene-tery.

In the Jewish religion, burial nust take place as soon as
possi ble follow ng the death, and the service usually takes
pl ace the next day.

The body of Sam Bernstein was dressed in a takhrik-him a
white robe, and wapped in a talit. The famly was gathered
around the graveside. The rabbi was inton-ing, "Hamakom

y' nat hai m et khem b' t okh sh' ar availai tziyon

veeyerushal ayim"'

A man standi ng next to Paige saw the puzzl ed expres-sion
on her face, and he translated for her. " 'May the Lord
confort you with all the nourners of Zion and Jerusalem' "
To Paige's astonishnent, the nenbers of the famly began
tearing at the clothes they were wearing as they chanted,
"Baruch ata adonai el ohainu nme | ech haol am dayan ha-enet."
“"What . . . ?"

"That's to show respect,” the man whi sper ed.

"From dust you are and to dust you have returned, but the
spirit returns to God who gave it." The cerenony was over.

The follow ng norning, Kat ran into Honey in the corridor.
Honey | ooked nervous.

"Anyt hi ng wong?" Kat asked.

"Dr. Wallace sent for ne. He asked ne to be in his office
at two o' clock."



"Do you know why?"

"I think I messed up at rounds the other day. Dr. Ritter

Is a nonster."

"He can be," Kat said. "But I'msure everything will be

all right."”

"I hope so. | just have a bad feeling."

Pronptly at two o' clock, she arrived at Benjam n Wal |l ace's
office, carrying a small jar of honey in her purse. The
receptionist was at lunch. Dr. Wallace's door was open. "Cone
in, Dr. Taft," he call ed.

Honey wal ked into his office.

"Cl ose the door behind you, please.”

Honey cl osed t he door.

"Take a seat."

Honey sat down across from him She was al nost trenbling.
Benjam n WAl | ace | ooked across at her and thought, It's

| i ke kicking a puppy. But what has to be done has to be done.
“I"'mafraid | have sonme unfortunate news for you," he said.

One hour later, Honey net Kat in the solarium Honey sank
into a chair next to her, smling.

"Did you see Dr. Wall ace?" Kat asked.

"Oh, yes. W had a long talk. Did you know that his wfe

|l eft himlast Septenber? They were married for fifteen years.
He has two grown children froman earlier marriage, but he
hardly ever sees them The poor darling is so lonely."

Book 11

Chapt er Fourteen

It was New Year's Eve again, and Pai ge, Kat, and Honey
ushered in 1994 at Enbarcadero County Hos-pital. It seened to



themthat nothing in their |lives had changed except the nanes
of their patients.

As Pai ge wal ked through the parking |lot, she was rem nded
of Harry Bowman and his red Ferrari. How many |lives were
destroyed by the poison Harry Bowran was selling"? she
wondered. Drugs were so seductive. And, in the end, so
deadl y.

Jimy Ford showed up with a small bouquet of flowers for

Pai ge.
"What's this for, Jimmy?"
He bl ushed. "I just wanted you to have it. D d you know

|"mgetting married?"

“"No! That's wonderful. Who's the lucky girl?"

"Her nanme is Betsy. She works at a dress shop.

W're going to have half a dozen kids. The first girl is
going to be naned Paige. | hope you don't mnd."

"Mnd? |'mflattered."

He was enbarrassed. "Did you hear the one about the doctor

who gave a patient two weeks to live? 'l can't pay you right
now,' the man said. "All right, 1'll give you another two
weeks.' "

And Ji nmy was gone.

Pai ge was worried about Tom Chang. He was havi ng vi ol ent
nood swi ngs from euphoria to deep depression.

One norning during a talk with Paige, he said, "Do you
realize that nost of the people in here would die w thout us?
W have the power to heal their bodi es and make t hem whol e
again."

And the next norning: "W're all kidding ourselves, Paige.
Qur patients would get better faster without us. We're
hypocrites, pretending that we have all the an-swers. Well,
we don't."

Pai ge studied hima nonment. "What do you hear from Sye?"

"I talked to her yesterday. She won't cone back here.

She's going ahead with the divorce."

Pai ge put her hand on his arm "I'mso sorry, Tom"

He shrugged. "Wiay? It doesn't bother nme. Not any-nore.

"Il find another woman." He grinned. "And have anot her
child. You'll see."



There was sonet hi ng unreal about the conversation.

That night Paige said to Kat, "I'mworried about Tom
Chang. Have you talked to himlatel y?"
"Yes."

"Did he seem nornmal to you?"

“"No man seens normal to ne," Kat said.

Pai ge was still concerned. "Let's invite himfor din-ner
tonorrow ni ght."

"All right."

The next norning when Paige reported to the hospi-tal, she
was greeted with the news that a janitor had found Tom
Chang's body in a basenent equi pnrent room He had died of an
overdose of sleeping pills.

Pai ge was near hysteria. "l could have saved him" she
cried. "All this tinme he was calling out for help, and I
didn't hear him"

Kat said firmy, "There's no way you could have hel ped

him Paige. You were not the problem and you were not the
solution. He didn't want to live without his wife and child.
It's as sinple as that."

Pai ge wi ped the tears fromher eyes. "Damn this place!"

she said. "If it weren't for the pressure and the hours, his
wi fe never would have left him"

"But she did," Kat said gently. "It's over."

Pai ge had never been to a Chinese funeral before. It was

an incredi ble spectacle. It began at the Green Street
Mortuary in Chinatown early in the norning, where a crowd
started gathering outside. A parade was assembled, with a

| arge brass marchi ng band, and at the head of the parade,
nmourners carried a huge bl owmp of a photograph of Tom Chang.

The march began with the band | oudly playing, w nd-ing

t hrough the streets of San Francisco, with a hearse at the
end of the procession. Mst of the nourners were on foot, but
the nore elderly rode in cars.



To Pai ge, the parade seened to be noving around the city

at random She was puzzled. "Wiere are they going?" she asked
one of the nourners.

He bowed slightly and said, "It is our customto take the
departed past sone of the places that have neaning in his
|ife-restaurants where he ate, shops that he used, places he
visited ..."

"l see.”
The parade ended in front of Enbarcadero County Hospital.
The nourner turned to Paige and said,' 'This is where Tom

Chang worked. This is where he found his happi-ness."

Wong, Paige thought. This is where he lost his
happi - ness.

Wal ki ng down Market Street one norning, Paige saw Al fred
Turner. Her heart started poundi ng. She had not been able to
get himout of her mnd. He was starting to cross the street
as the light was changi ng. Wen Paige got to the corner, the
light had turned to red. She ignored it and ran out into the
street, oblivious to the honking horns and the outraged cries
of notorists.

Pai ge reached the other side and hurried to catch up with
him She grabbed his sleeve. "Alfred ..."

The man turned. "I beg your pardon?”

It was a total stranger.

Now t hat Pai ge and Kat were fourth-year residents, they
were perform ng operations on a regul ar basis.

Kat was working with doctors in neurosurgery, and she

never ceased to be amazed at the mracle of the hundred
billion conplex digital conputers called neu-rons that |ived
in the skull. The work was exciting.

Kat had enornous respect for nost of the doctors she

wor ked with. They were brilliant, skilled surgeons. There
were a few doctors who gave her a hard tine. They tried to
date her, and the nore Kat refused to go out with them the
nore of a chall enge she becane.

She heard one doctor nutter, "Here cones old iron-pants.”



She was assisting Dr. Kibler at a brain operation. A tiny

I ncision was nmade in the cortex, and Dr. Kibler pushed the
rubber cannula into the left lateral ventricle, the cavity in
the center of the left half of the brain, while Kat held the
I ncision open with a small retractor. Her entire
concentration was focused on what was hap-pening in front of
her .

Dr. Kibler glanced at her and, as he worked, said, "D d
you hear about the wi no who staggered into a bar and said,
"Gve ne adrink, quick!" 'l can't do that,' the bartender
said. 'You're already drunk.' "
The burr was cutting in deeper.

"If you don't give ne a drink, I'Il kill mnyself.'
Cerebral spinal fluid flowed out of the cannula fromthe
ventricle.

“I'"'l'l tell you what 1'Il do,' the bartender said. 'There
are three things I want. You do themfor ne, and I'll give
you a bottle. "

As he went on talking, fifteen mlliliters of air were

injected into the ventricle, and X-rays were taken of the
anterior-posterior view and the |ateral view

" '"See that football player sitting in the corner? | can't
get himout of here. | want you to throw hi mout. Next, |
have a pet crocodile in ny office with a bad tooth. He's so
nmean | can't get a vet to go near him Lastly, there's a | ady
doctor fromthe Departnent of Health who's trying to close up
this place. You fuck her, and you get the bottle.' "

A scrub nurse was using suction to reduce the anpunt of

bl ood in the field.

"The wino throws out the football player, and goes into

the office where the crocodile is. He cones out fifteen
mnutes |later, all bloody, and his clothes torn, and he says,
"Where's the | ady doctor with the bad tooth? "

Dr. Kibler roared with |laughter. "Do you get it? He fucked
the crocodile instead of the doctor. It was proba-bly a
better experience!"

Kat stood there, furious, wanting to slap him

When the operation was over, Kat went to the on-call room
to try to get over her anger. I'mnot going to let the
bast ards beat nme down. |'m not.



Fromtine to tine, Paige went out with doctors fromthe
hospital, but she refused to get romantically involved with
any of them Alfred Turner had hurt her too deeply, and she
was determ ned never to go through that again.

Most of her days and nights were spent at the hospital.
The schedul e was grueling, but Paige was doi ng general
surgery and she enjoyed it.

One norni ng, George Englund, the chief of surgery, sent
for her.
"You're starting your specialty this year. Cardiovas-cul ar

surgery.”

She nodded. "That's right."

“"Well, | have a treat for you. Have you heard of Dr.
Bar ker ?"

Pai ge | ooked at himin surprise. "Dr. Lawence Barker?"
"Yes."

"OF course.™

Everyone had heard of Lawence Barker. He was one of the
nost fanmous cardi ovascul ar surgeons in the world.

"Well, he returned | ast week from Saudi Arabia, where he

operated on the king. Dr. Barker's an old friend of mne, and

he's agreed to give us three days a Wek here. Pro bono."

"That's fantastic!" Paige excl ai ned.

“I"'mputting you on his team"

For a nonent, Paige was speechless. "I . . .l don't know

what to say. |I'mvery grateful."

"I't's a wonderful opportunity for you. You can learn a | ot
fromhim"

“I"'msure | can. Thank you, Ceorge. | really appreci-ate
this."
"You'll start your rounds with himtonorrow norn-ing at

six o' clock."

“I'"'m1looking forward to it."

"Looking forward to it" was an understatenent. It had been
Paige's dreamto work with sonmeone |ike Dr. Law ence Barker.
What do | nean, "soneone |like Dr. Law ence Barker"? There's
only one Dr. Law ence Barker.

She had never seen a photograph of him but she could



vi sual i ze what he | ooked |like. He would be tall and handsone,
with silver-gray hair, and slender, sensi-tive hands. A warm

and gentle nman. We'll be working closely together, Paige
t hought, and |I'm going to make nysel f absolutely
I ndi spensable. | wonder if he's mar-ried?

That night, Paige had an erotic dream about Dr. Barker

They were performng an operation in the nude. In the mddle
of it, Dr. Barker said, "I want you." A nurse noved the
patient off the operating table and Dr. Barker picked Pai ge
up and put her on the table, and nade | ove to her.

When Pai ge woke up, she was falling off the bed.

At six o' clock the follow ng norning, Paige was ner-vously
waiting in the second-floor corridor with Joel Philips, the
senior resident, and five other residents, when a short,
sour-faced man storned toward them He |eaned forward as he
wal ked, as though battling a stiff w nd.

He approached the group. "Wat the hell are you al

standing around for? Let's go!"

It took Paige a nonent to regain her conposure. She

hurried along to catch up with the rest of the group. As they
noved al ong the corridor, Dr. Barker snapped, "You'll have
between thirty and thirty-five patients to care for every
day. I'll expect you to nake detail ed notes on each one of
them d ear?"

There were murnurs of "Yes, sir."

They had reached the first ward. Dr. Barker wal ked over to
the bed of a patient, a man in his forties. Barker's gruff
and forbiddi ng manner went through an instant change. He
touched the patient gently on the shoul der and sm | ed. "Good
norning. |'mDr. Barker."

"Good norning, doctor."

"How are you feeling this norning?"

"My chest hurts.”

Dr. Barker studied the chart at the foot of the bed, then
turned to Dr. Philips. ' "Wiat do his X-rays show?

“"No change. He's healing nicely."

"Let's do another CBC. "

Dr. Philips made a note.

Dr. Barker patted the young man on the arm and snil ed.

"I't"s | ooking good. W'll have you out of here in a week." He



turned to the residents and snapped, "Mwe it! W have a | ot
of patients to see.™
My God! Paige thought. Tal k about Dr. Jekyll and M. Hyde!

The next patient was an obese wonan who had had
apacenaker putin. Dr. Barker studied her chart. "Good norning,

Ms. Shelby." H's voice was soothing. "I'"mDr. Barker."
"How |l ong are you going to keep ne in this place?"
"Well, you're so charming, I'd like to keep you here

forever, but | have a wfe."
M's. Shelby giggled. "She's a | ucky wonman. "

Bar ker was exam ning her chart again. "lI'd say you're just
about ready to go hone."
"Wonderful . "

“I"l'l stop by to see you this afternoon.”
Lawr ence Barker turned to the residents. "Mve on."

They obediently trailed behind the doctor to a

sem -private room where a young Guatenal an boy lay in bed,
surrounded by his anxious famly.

"Good norning," Dr. Barker said warmy. He scanned the
patient's chart. "How are you feeling this norning?"

"I amfeeling good, doctor."

Dr. Barker turned to Philips. "Any change in the

el ectrol ytes?"

"No, doctor."
"That's good news.'
t here, Juan.”

The not her asked anxiously, "Is ny son going to be all
ri ght?"

Dr. Barker smled. "We're going to do everything we can
for him"

"Thank you, doctor."

He patted the boy's arm "You hang in

Dr. Barker stepped out into the corridor, the others
trailing behind him He stopped. "The patient has
myocar di opat hy, irregular fever trenors, headaches, and

| o-calized edenma. Can any of you geniuses tell ne what the
nost common cause of it is?"

There was a silence. Paige said hesitantly, "I believe
it's congenital . . . hereditary."

Dr. Barker |ooked at her and nodded encouragi ngly.

Pl eased, Paige went on. "It skips . . . wait ..."

She was struggling to renmenber. "It skips a generation and



I s passed al ong by the genes of the nother.'' She stopped,
flushed, proud of herself.

Dr. Barker stared at her a nonent. "Horseshit! It's

Chagas' disease. It affects people fromLatin Anerican
countries." He | ooked at Paige with disgust. "Jesus! Wwo told
you you were a doctor?"

Pai ge's face was fl am ng red.

The rest of the rounds was a blur to her. They saw
twenty-four patients and it seened to Paige that Dr. Barker
spent the norning trying to humliate her. She was al ways the
one Barker addressed his questions to, testing, probing. \Wen
she was right, he never conpli-nented her. Wen she was
wrong, he yelled at her. At one point, when Paige nade a

m st ake, Barker roared, "I wouldn't |let you operate on ny
dog!"

When the rounds were finally over, Dr. Philips, the senior
resident, said, "W'll start rounds again at tw o'clock. Get

your scut books, nake notes on each pa-tient, and don't | eave
anyt hi ng out."

He | ooked at Paige pityingly, started to say sonme-thing,
then turned away to join Dr. Barker. Paige thought, | never
want to see that bastard again.

The follow ng night, Paige was on call. She ran from one
crisis to the next, frantically trying to stemthe tide of

di sasters that flooded the energency roons.

At 1:00 a.m, she finally fell asleep. She did not hear

the sound of a siren screamng out its warning as an

anbul ance roared to a stop in front of the enmergency entrance
of the hospital. Two paranedi cs swng open the anbul ance
door, transferred the unconscious patient fromhis stretcher
to a gurney, and ran it through the entrance doors of ER One.

The staff had been alerted by radi ophone. A nurse ran

al ongside the patient, while a second nurse waited at the top
of the ranp. Sixty seconds |ater, the patient was transferred
fromthe gurney to the exam nation ta-ble.

He was a young nman, and he was covered with so nuch bl ood
that it was difficult to tell what he | ooked |ike.
A nurse went to work, cutting his torn clothes off with



| ar ge shears.

"It looks like everything' s broken."

"He's bleeding like a stuck pig."

“I"'mnot getting a pulse.”

"Who's on call ?"

"Dr. Taylor."

"Get her. If she hurries, he may still be alive.”
Pai ge was awakened by the ringing of the tel ephone.
"Hlo . . ."

"We have an energency in ER One, doctor. | don't think
he's going to make it."
Pai ge sat up on the cot. "Right. I'mcomng."

She | ooked at her wistwatch. 1:30 a.m She stunbl ed out
of bed and nade her way to the el evator.

A mnute |ater, she was walking into ER One. In the mddle
of the room on the exam ning table, was the bl ood-covered
pati ent.

"What do we have here?" Pai ge asked.

"Motorcycle accident. He was hit by a bus. He wasn't
wearing a helnet."

Pai ge noved toward the unconscious figure, and even before
she saw his face, she sonmehow knew.

She was suddenly wi de awake. "CGet three IV Ilines in him"
Pai ge ordered. "Get himon oxygen. | want sone bl ood sent
down, stat. Call Records to get his blood type."

The nurse | ooked at her in surprise. "You know hi nP"

"Yes." She had to force herself to say the words. "Hi s

name is Jimmy Ford."

Pai ge ran her fingers over his scalp. "There's heavy

edema. | want a head scan and X-rays. W're going to push the
envel ope on this one. | want himalive!"

"Yes, doctor."

Pai ge spent the next two hours making sure that

ev-eryt hing possible was being done for Jimmy Ford. The
X-rays showed a fractured skull, a brain contusion, bro-ken
humerus, and nultiple |acerations. But everything would have
to wait until he was stabilized.

At 3:30 a.m, Paige decided there was not hing nore she

could do for the present. He was breathing better, and his
pul se was stronger. She | ooked down at the unconsci ous
figure. We're going to have half a dozen kids. The first girl
IS going to be naned Paige. | hope you don't m nd.



"Call me if there's any change at all," Paige said.

"Don't worry, doctor," one of the nurses said. "W'II| take
good care of him"

Pai ge made her way back to the on-call room She was
exhausted, but she was too concerned about Jimmy to go back
to sl eep.

The tel ephone rang again. She barely had the energy to
pick it up. "Hlo."

"Doctor, you'd better cone up to the third fl oor.

"What the hell did they teach you in nedical school? Don't
you even know the difference between heartburn and a heart
attack?"

"I thought ..."
"The problemis, you didn't. If you ever wake nme up again
in the mddle of the night for a heartburn case, I'll have

your ass. You understand that?"

Pai ge stood there stiffly, her face grim

"A ve her sone antacid, doctor," Law ence Barker said
sarcastically, "and you'll find that she's cured. I'll see
you at six o'clock for rounds."

Pai ge wat ched hi m st orm out.

When Pai ge stunbl ed back to her cot in the on-call room

she thought, I'"'mgoing to kill Lawence Barker. |'ll do it
slowy. He'll be very ill. He'll have a dozen tubes in his
body. He'll beg nme to put himout of his msery, but I won't.
"1l let himsuffer, and then when he feels better

that's when I'Il kill him

Chapter Fifteen

Pai ge was on norning rounds with the Beast, as she
secretly referred to Dr. Barker. She had as-sisted himin
three cardiothoracic surgeries, and in spite of her bitter
feelings toward him she could not help but admre his



I ncredi ble skill. She watched in awe as he opened up a
patient, deftly replaced the old heart wth a donor heart,
and sewed hi mup. The operation took |ess than five hours.

Wthin a few weeks, Paige thought, that patient will be
able to return to a normal |life. No wonder surgeons think
they're gods. They bring the dead back to life.

Time after tinme, Paige watched a heart stop and turn to an
inert piece of flesh. And then the mracle would occur, and a
|ifel ess organ would begin to pul sate again and send bl ood

t hrough a body that had been dyi ng.

One norning, a patient was scheduled for a procedure to
Insert an intraaortic balloon. Paige was in the operating
room assisting Dr. Barker. As they were about to begin, Dr.
Bar ker snapped, "Do it!"

Pai ge | ooked at him "I beg your pardon?"

"It's a sinple procedure. Do you think you can han-dle

It?" There was contenpt in his voice.

"Yes," Paige said tightly.

"Well, then, get on with it!"

He was infuriating.

Bar ker wat ched as Pai ge expertly inserted a holl ow tube

into the patient's artery and threaded it up into the heart.
It was done flawl essly. Barker stood there, with-out saying a
wor d.

To hell with him Paige thought. Nothing | could ever do
woul d pl ease him

Pai ge i njected a radi opaque dye through the tube. They

wat ched the nonitor as the dye flowed into the coronary
arteries. | mages appeared on a fluoroscopy screen and showed
t he degree of blockage and its loca-tion in the artery, while
an automatic notion-picture canera recorded the X-rays for a
per manent record.

The senior resident | ooked at Paige and smled. "N ce
j ob."

"Thank you." Paige turned to Dr. Barker.

"Too damed sl ow," he grow ed.

And he wal ked out.

Pai ge was grateful for the days that Dr. Barker was away
fromthe hospital, working at his private practice. She said



to Kat, "Being away fromhimfor a day is like a week in the
country. "

"You really hate him don't you?"

"He's a brilliant doctor, but he's a m serabl e human

bei ng. Have you ever noticed how sone people fit their nanmes?
|f Dr. Barker doesn't stop barking at people, he's going to
have a stroke."

"You shoul d see sone of the beauties | have to put up

with." Kat |aughed. "They all think they're God's gift to
pussies. Wuldn't it be great if there were no nen in the
wor | d!"

Pai ge | ooked at her, but said nothing.

Pai ge and Kat went to check on Jimmy Ford. He was still in
a coma. There was nothing they could do.

Kat sighed. "Danmit. \Why does it happen to the good guys?"
"I wish | knew"

"Do you think he'll make it?"

Pai ge hesitated. "W' ve done everything we can. Now it's
up to God."

"Funny. | thought we were God."

The foll ow ng day when Paige was in charge of after-noon
rounds, Kaplan, a senior resident, stopped her in the
corridor. "This is your lucky day." He grinned. "You're
getting a new nedi cal school student to take around."

"Real | y?"
"Yeah, the IN"
mn I N?Il

"I di ot nephew. Dr. Wallace's wife has a nephew who wants
to be a doctor. They threw hi mout of his last two school s.
W've all had to put up with him Today it's your turn."”
Pai ge groaned. "I don't have tine for this. I"'mup to ny .
"It's not an option. Be a good girl and Dr. Wallace w |
gi ve you browni e points." Kaplan noved off.

Pai ge sighed and wal ked over to where the new resi-dents
were waiting to start the rounds. Wiere's the I N? She | ooked

at her watch. He was already three mnutes late. I'lIl give
hi m one nore m nute, Paige decided, and then to hell wth
him She saw himthen, a tall, |ean-I|ooking man, hurrying

toward her, down the hall



He wal ked up to Paige, out of breath, and said, "Ex-cuse
nme. Dr. Wallace asked ne to-"

"You're late," Paige said curtly.

"I know. I"'msorry. | was held up at-'
"Never m nd. Wat's your nane?"
"Jason. Jason Curtis." He was wearing a sport jacket.
"Where's your white coat?"

"My white coat?"

"Didn't anyone tell you to wear a white coat on rounds?"

He | ooked flustered. "No. |'mafraid | ..."

Paige said irritably, "Go back to the head nurse's office
and tell her to give you a white coat. And you don't have a
scut book."

"NO. "

"1 di ot nephew' doesn't begin to describe him "Meet us in
ward One. "

"Are you sure? |
"Just do it!" Paige and the others started off, |eaving
Jason Curtis staring after them

They were examning their third patient when Jason Curtis
came hurrying up. He was wearing a white coat. Pai ge was
saying, "... tunors of the heart can be

primary, which is rare, or secondary, which is nmuch nore
conmon. "

She turned to Curtis. "Can you nanme the three types of

t unor s?"

He stared at her. "I'mafraid | ... | can't.”

OF course not. "Epicardial. Mocardial. Endocardial."

He | ooked at Paige and smled. "That's really
Inter-esting.”

My God! Paige thought. Dr. Wallace or no Dr. WAl -lace, |I'm
going to get rid of himfast.

They noved on to the next patient, and when Pai ge was

t hrough exam ning him she took the group into the corridor,
out of earshot. "W're dealing here with a thyroid storm
with fever and extrene tachycardia. It cane on after
surgery."” She turned to Jason Curtis. "How would you treat
hi m for that?"

He stood there, thoughtful for a nonent. Then he said,
"Gently?"



Pai ge fought for self-control. "You' re not his nother,
you're his doctor! He needs continuous IV flu-ids to conbat
dehydration, along with IV iodine and antithyroid drugs and
sedati ves for convul sions."

Jason nodded. "That sounds about right."

The rounds got no better. Wen they were over, Paige

called Jason Curtis aside. ' 'Do you mind ny being frank with
you?"

“"No. Not at all," he said agreeably. "lI'd appreciate it."
"Look for another profession.”

He stood there, frowing. "You don't think |I'mcut out for
t hi s?"

"Quite honestly, no. You don't enjoy this, do you?"

“"Not really."
"Then why did you choose to go into this?"
"To tell you the truth, | was pushed into it."

“"Well, you tell Dr. WAllace that he's making a m s-take. |
t hi nk you should find sonmething else to do with your life."
"I really appreciate your telling nme this," Jason Curtis
said earnestly. "I wonder if we could discuss this further.
If you aren't doing anything for dinner tonight . . .?"
"We have nothing further to discuss,” Paige said curtly.
"You can tell your uncle ..."

At that nmonent Dr. Wallace cane into view "Ja-son!" he
called. "I've been |ooking all over for you." He turned to
Paige. "|I see you two have net."

"Yes, we've net," Paige said grimy.

"Good. Jason is the architect in charge of designing the
new wi ng we're building."

Pai ge stood there, notionless. "He's . . . what?"

"Yes. Didn't he tell you?"

She felt her face getting red. Ddn't anyone tell you to
wear a white coat on rounds'? Wiy did you go into this? To
tell you the truth, | was pushed into it. By ne.

Pai ge wanted to crawl into a hole. He had nade a conplete
fool of her. She turned to Jason. "Way didn't you tell ne who
you were?"

He was wat ching her, amused. "Well, you really didn't give

me a chance."

"She didn't give you a chance to what?" Dr. Wil l ace asked.

“I'f you'll excuse ne . " Paige said tightly.

"What about di nner tonight?"

"l don't eat. And |I'm busy." And Pai ge was gone.



Jason | ooked after her, admringly. "That's quite a
woman. "

"She is, isn't she? Shall we go to ny office and talk
about the new designs?"

"Fine." But his thoughts were on Pai ge.

It was July, tine for the ritual that took place every

twel ve nonths at hospitals all over the United States, as new
residents cane in to begin their journey toward becom ng real
doct ors.

The nurses had been | ooking forward to the new crop of
residents, staking out clainms on the ones they thought would
make good | overs or husbands. On this particular day, as the
new resi dents appeared, nearly every female eye was fixed on
Dr. Ken Mallory.

No one knew why Ken Mallory had transferred from an
exclusive private hospital in Washington, D.C., to

Enbar cadero County Hospital in San Francisco. He was a
fifth-year resident and a general surgeon. There were runors
that he had had to | eave Washington in a hurry because of an
affair with a congressman's wife. There was anot her runor
that a nurse had commtted suicide because of himand he had
been asked to | eave. The only thing the nurses were sure of
was that Ken Mallory was, w thout doubt, the best-Iooking nman
they had ever seen. He had a tall, athletic body, wavy bl ond
hair, and a face that would have | ooked great on a novie
screen.

Mal | ory bl ended into the hospital routine as though he had
been there forever. He was a charmer, and al nost fromthe
begi nning, the nurses were fighting for his attention. N ght
after night, the other doctors would watch Ml lory di sappear
into an enpty on-call roomwth a different nurse. H's
reputation as a stud was becom ng | egendary around the
hospi t al .

Pai ge, Kat, and Honey were discussing him
"Can you believe all those nurses throw ng them sel ves at
hi n?" Kat | aughed. "They're actually fighting to be the



fl avor of the week!"
"You have to admt, he is attractive," Honey pointed out.
Kat shook her head. "No. | don't."

One norning, half a dozen residents were in the doc-tors'
dressi ng room when Ml |l ory wal ked i n.

"We were just tal king about you," one of them said. "You

nmust be exhausted."

Mal lory grinned. "It was not a bad night." He had spent

the night with two nurses.

G undy, one of the residents, said, "You re making the

rest of us |look |ike eunuchs, Ken. Isn't there anyone in this
hospital you can't |ay?"

Mal | ory | aughed. "I doubt it."
G undy was thoughtful for a nmonent. "I'll bet | can nane
soneone. "

"Real | y? Who's that?"
"One of the senior residents here. Her nane is Kat
Hunter."

Mal | ory nodded. "The black doll. |I've seen her. She's very
attractive. Wat nakes you think | can't take her to bed?"
"Because we've all struck out. | don't think she |ikes
men. "

"Or maybe she just hasn't nmet the right one,"” Ml-lory
suggest ed.

G undy shook his head. "No. You woul dn't have a chance."
It was a challenge. "I'Il bet you' re wong."

One of the other residents spoke up. "You nean you're
willing to bet on it?"

Mal lory smled. "Sure. Way not?"

"All right." The group began to crowd around Mal -1 ory.
“I"l'l bet you five hundred dollars you can't lay her."
"You're on."

“I"l'l bet you three hundred."

Anot her one spoke up. "Let ne inonit. I'lIl bet you six
hundred. "

In the end, five thousand dollars was bet.

"What's the tine limt?" Mllory asked.

G undy thought for a nonment. "Let's say thirty days. Is
that fair?"

“"More than fair. | won't need that nuch tine."

Grundy said, "But you have to prove it. She has to admt
that she went to bed with you."



"No problem"™ Mllory | ooked around the group and grinned.
"Suckers!"

Fifteen mnutes later, Gundy was in the cafeteria where
Kat, Paige, and Honey were havi ng breakfast. He wal ked over
to their table. "Can | join you | adi es- you doctors-for a
monment ?"

Pai ge | ooked up. "Sure."

G undy sat down. He | ooked at Kat and said

apol oget-ically, "I hate to tell you this, but I'mreally
mad, and | think it's only fair that you should know ..."
Kat was | ooking at him puzzled. "Know what?"

Grundy sighed. "That new senior resident who cane in-Ken

Mal | ory?"
"Yes. Wat about hi nf"
G undy said, "Well, I... God, this is enbarrassing. He bet

some of the doctors five thousand dollars that he coul d get
you into bed in the next thirty days."
Kat's face was grim "He did, did he?"

G undy said piously, "I don't blanme you for being angry.

It made nme sick when | heard about it. Well, | just wanted to
warn you. He'll be asking you out, and | thought it was only
right that you should know why he was doing it."

"Thanks," Kat said. "I appreciate your telling ne."

"I't was the least | could do."
They wat ched G undy | eave.

In the corridor outside the cafeteria, the other
resi-dents were waiting for him
"How did it go?" they asked.

Grundy | aughed. "Perfect. She's as mad as hell. The son of
a bitch is dead neat!"

At the table, Honey was saying, "I think that's just
terrible.”

Kat nodded. " Soneone should give hima dickotony. They'l|
be ice skating in hell before | go out with that bastard."

Pai ge sat there thinking. After a nonent, she said,

"You know sonething, Kat? It mght be interesting if you
did go out with him"

Kat | ooked at her in surprise. "Wat?"

There was a glint in Paige's eye. "Why not? If he wants to
play ganes, let's help himonly he'll play our gane."

Kat | eaned forward. "Go on."



"He has thirty days, right? Wen he asks you out, you'l

be warm and | oving and affectionate. | nean, you'll be

absol utely crazy about the man. You'll drive himout of his
m nd. The only thing you won't do, bless your heart, is to go
to bed with him W'I|l teach hima five-thousand-doll ar

| esson. ™

Kat thought of her stepfather. It was a way of getting
revenge. "I like it," Kat said.

"You nmean you're going to do it?" Honey said.

"1 am"”

And Kat had no idea that with those words, she had signed
her death warrant.

Chapt er Si xt een

Jrason Curtis had been unable to get Pai ge Tayl or out of
his m nd. He tel ephoned Ben Wal | ace's secretary. "Hi. This is
Jason Curtis. | need a hone tel ephone unber for Dr. Paige

Taylor." "Certainly, M. Curtis. Just a nonment." She gave him
t he nunber

Honey answered the tel ephone. "Dr. Taft." "This is Jason
Curtis. Is Dr. Taylor there?" "No, she's not. She's on cal
at the hospital."” "Ch. That's too bad."

Honey coul d hear the disappointnent in his voice. "If it's
sonme kind of energency, | can ..." "No, no."

"I could take a nessage for her and have her call you."
"That will be fine." Jason gave her his tel ephone nunber.
"'l give her the nessage." "Thank you."

* % *

"Jason Curtis called,"” Honey said when Paige re-turned to



the apartnent. "He sounded cute. Here's his nunber."”
"Burn it."

“"Aren't you going to call him back?"

“No. Never."

"You're still hung up on Alfred, aren't you?"

"OF course not."

And that was all Honey could get out of her.

Jason waited two days before he call ed again.

This tine Paige answered the tel ephone. "Dr. Taylor."
"Hello there!" Jason said. "This is Dr. Curtis.”

"Doctor . . .?"

"You may not renenber ne," Jason said lightly. "I was on
rounds with you the other day, and | asked you to have di nner
with me. You said-"

"I said | was busy. | still am Goodbye, M. Curtis." She
sl ammed the receiver down.

"What was that all about?" Honey asked.

"About not hing."

At six o'clock the follow ng norning, when the resi-dents
gathered with Paige for norning rounds, Jason Curtis
appeared. He was wearing a white coat.

"I hope I"'mnot |late," he said cheerfully. "I had to get a
white coat. | know how upset you get when | don't wear one."
Pai ge took a deep, angry breath. "Cone in here," she said.
She |l ed Jason into the deserted doctors' dress-ing room
"What are you doi ng here?"

"To tell you the truth, |'ve been worried about sonme of
the patients we saw the other day," he said earnestly. "I
came to see if everyone is all right."

The man was infuriating.

"Why aren't you out building sonething?"

Jason | ooked at her and said quietly, "I'"'mtrying to." He
pul l ed out a handful of tickets. "Look, | don't know what
your tastes are, so | got tickets for tonight's G ants gane,
the theater, the opera, and a concert. Take your choi ce.
They' re nonrefundable.™

The man was exasperating. "Do you al ways throw your noney
away |like this?"'

"Only when I'min |love," Jason said.



"Wait a mn-"

He held the tickets out to her. "Take your choice."

Pai ge reached out and took themall. "Thank you," she said
sweetly. "I'Il give themto ny outpatients. Mst of them
don't have a chance to go to the theater or opera.”

He smled. "Geat! | hope they enjoy it. WIIl you have

di nner with me?"

"No. "

"You have to eat, anyway. Won't you change your m nd?"
Paige felt a small frisson of guilt about the tickets.

“I"'mafraid | wouldn't be very good conpany. | was on cal
| ast night, and ..."

"We'll make it an early evening. Scout's honor."

She sighed. "Al right, but

"Wonderful! Were shall | pick you up?”

“I'"l'l be through here at seven.™

“I''l'l pick you up here then." He yawned. "Now |'m goi ng
home and going back to bed. Wat an ungodly hour to be up.
What nmakes you do it?"

Pai ge wat ched hi mwal k away, and she could not help
sm | ing.

At seven o' clock that evening when Jason arrived at the
hospital to pick up Paige, the supervising nurse said, "I
think you'll find Dr. Taylor in the on-call room"

"Thanks." Jason wal ked down the corridor to the on-cal

room The door was cl osed. He knocked. There was no answer.
He knocked agai n, then opened the door and | ooked i nsi de.
Pai ge was on the cot, in a deep sleep. Jason wal ked over to
where she |lay and stood there for a long tinme, |ooking down
at her. I'mgoing to marry you, |ady, he thought. He tiptoed
out of the roomand quietly closed the door behind him

The follow ng norning, Jason was in a neeting when his
secretary cane in wwth a small bouquet of flowers. The card
read: I'msorry. RIP. Jason | aughed. He tel e-phoned Pai ge at
the hospital. "This is your date call-ing."

"I really amsorry about last night,"” Paige said. "I'm
enbarrassed. "

“"Don't be. But | have a question."”

"Yes?"

"Does RIP stand for Rest in Peace or Rip as in Van

W nkl e?"



Pai ge | aughed. "Take your choice."

"My choice is dinner tonight. Can we try agai n?"

She hesitated. | don't want to becone involved. You're not
still hung up on Alfred, are you?

"Hell o. Are you there?"

"Yes." One evening won't do any harm Pai ge de-ci ded.
"Yes. We can have dinner." "Wnderful."

As Pai ge was getting dressed that evening, Kat said, "It
| ooks |i ke you have a heavy date. Who is it?" "He's a
doctor-architect,"” Paige said. "A what?

Pai ge told her the story.

"He sounds like fun. Are you interested in hin?" "Not
real ly."

The evening went by pleasantly. Paige found Jason easy to
be with. They tal ked about everything and noth-ing, and the
time seened to fly.

"Tell me about you," Jason said. "Were did you grow up?"
"You won't believe ne."

"I promse |l wll."

"All right. The Congo, India, Burma, Nigeria, Kenya .

"I don't believe you."

"It's true. My father worked for WHO "

"Who? | give up. Is this going to be an Abbott and
Costello rerun?"

"The World Health Organi zation. He was a doctor. | spent
nmy chil dhood traveling to nost of the Third Wrld countries
with him™"

"That nust have been difficult for you."

"I't was exciting. The hardest part was that | was never

able to stay | ong enough to make friends." W don't need
anyone el se, Paige. W'll| always have each other. . . . This
is ny wife, Karen. She shook off the nmenory. "I learned a | ot
of strange | anguages, and exotic custons."

"For instance?"

"Well, for instance, | ..." She thought for a no-nment. "In
India they believe in |life after death, and that the next

| i fe depends on how you behaved in this one. If you were bad,
you woul d cone back as an animal. | renenber that in one
village, we had a dog, and | used to wonder who he used to be
and what he did that was bad."

Jason said, "He probably barked up the wong tree."

Paige smled. "And then there was the gherao."



"The gherao?"
"I't's a very powerful form of punishnent. A crowd
surrounds a man." She stopped.

" And?"
"That's it."
"That's it?"

"They don't say anything or do anything. But he can't

nove, and he can't get away. He's trapped until he gives in
to what they want. It can last for nmany, many hours. He stays
inside the circle, but the crowd keeps changing shifts. | saw
a man try to escape the gherao once. They beat himto death."
The nmenory of it made Pai ge shudder. The normally friendly
peopl e had turned into a scream ng, frenzied nob. "Let's get
away fromhere," Alfred had yelled. He had taken her arm and
|l ed her to a quiet side street.

"That's terrible,” Jason said.

"My father noved us away the next day."

"I wish | could have known your father."

"He was a wonderful doctor. He would have been a big

success on Park Avenue, but he wasn't interested in noney.
H's only interest was in hel ping people." Like Alfred, she

t hought .

"What happened to hi nP"

"He was killed in a tribal war."

"I"msorry."

"He | oved doing what he did. In the beginning, the natives
fought him They were very superstitious. In the renote

I ndian vill ages, everyone has ajatak, a horo-scope done by
the village astrologer, and they live by it." She smled. "I
| oved havi ng m ne done."

"And did they tell you that you were going to marry a
handsonme young architect?"

Pai ge | ooked at himand said firmy, "No." The

conversation was getting too personal. "You're an ar-chitect,
so you'll appreciate this. | grew up in huts nade of wattle,
with earthen floors and thatched roofs where mce and bats
liked to nest. | lived in tukuls with grass roofs and no

w ndows. My dreamwas to |ive one day in a confortable
two-story house with a veranda and a green |awn and a white
pi cket fence, and ..." Paige stopped. "Sorry. | didn't nean
to go on like this, but you did ask."

"' mglad | asked,"” Jason said.

Pai ge | ooked at her watch. "I had no idea it was so late."
"Can we do this again?"



| don't want to | ead himon, Paige thought. Nothing is

going to cone of this. She thought of sonething Kat had said
to her. You're clinging to a ghost. Let go. She | ooked at
Jason and said, "Yes."

Early the follow ng norning, a nessenger arrived with a
package. Pai ge opened the door for him

"I have something for Dr. Taylor."

“I"'mDr. Taylor."

The nessenger | ooked at her in surprise. "You're a
doct or ?"

"Yes," Paige said patiently. "I'"ma doctor. Do you m nd?"
He shrugged. "No, lady. Not at all. Wuld you sign here,
pl ease?"

The package was surprisingly heavy. Curious, Paige carried
It to the living-roomtable and unwapped it. It was a

m ni ature nodel of a beautiful white two-story house with a
veranda. In front of the house was a little |Iawn and garden,
surrounded by a white picket fence. He nmust have stayed up
all night, nmaking it. There was a card that read:

Mne [ ]
Qurs [ ]
Pl ease check one.

She sat there looking at it for along tinme. It was the
ri ght house, but it was the wong man.

What's the matter with nme? Pai ge asked herself. He's
bright and attractive and charm ng. But she knew what the
matter was. He was not Al fred.

The tel ephone rang. It was Jason. "Did you get your
house?" he asked.

"I't's beautiful!" Paige said. "Thank you so nuch."

"I"'d like to build you the real thing. Did you fill in the
box?"

"No. "

“I"'ma patient man. Are you free for dinner tonight?"

"Yes, but | have to warn you, |'mgoing to be op-erating
all day, and by this evening I'l|l be exhausted."

"We'll make it an early evening. By the way, it's going to

be at ny parents' hone."



Pai ge hesitated a nonent. "Ch?"

“I"ve told themall about you."

"That's fine," Paige said. Things were noving too quickly.

It made her nervous.

When Pai ge hung up, she thought: | really shouldn't be

doing this. By tonight I"'mgoing to be too tired to do
anything but go to sleep. She was tenpted to tel e-phone Jason
back and cancel their date. It's too late to do that now.
We'll make it an early evening.

As Paige was getting dressed that night, Kat said, "You

| ook exhausted. "

"I am"”

"Why are you going out? You should be going to bed. O is
t hat redundant ?"

“No. Not tonight."

"Jason agai n?"

"Yes. I'mgoing to neet his parents.”
"Ah." Kat shook her head.
"I't'"s not like that at all," Paige said. It's really not.

Jason's nother and father lived in a charm ng old house in
the Pacific Heights district. Jason's father was an
aristocratic-looking man in his seventies. Jason's nother was
a warm down-to-earth wonman. They nade Pai ge feel instantly
at hone.

"Jason has told us so nuch about you,” Ms. Curtis said.
"He didn't tell us how beautiful you are.™

"Thank you."

They went into the library, filled with mniature nod-els
of buildings that Jason and his father had desi gned.

"l guess that between us, Jason, his great-grandfa-ther,
and | have done a |l ot of the |andscape of San Francisco,"”
Jason's father said. "My son is a genius."

"That's what | keep telling Paige," Jason said.

Pai ge | aughed. "I believe it." Her eyes were getting heavy
and she was fighting to stay awake.

Jason was watching her, concerned. "Let's go into

di nner," he suggested.

They went into the large dining room It was oak-panel ed,
furnished with attractive antiques and portraits on the wall.
A mai d began serving.



Jason's father said, "That painting over there is Ja-son's
great-grandfather. Al the buildings he designed were
destroyed in the earthquake of 1906. It's too bad. They were
priceless. I'll show you sone phot ographs of them after
dinner if you ..."

Pai ge' s head had dropped to the table. She was sound
asl eep.
“"I"'mglad | didn't serve soup,’

Jason's not her sai d.

Ken Mallory had a problem As word of the wager about Kat
had spread around the hospital, the bets had quickly

I ncreased to ten thousand dollars. Mallory had been so
confident of his success that he had bet nuch nore than he
could afford to pay off.

If I fail, I"'min a hell of a lot of trouble. But |I'm not
going to fail. Tine for the master to go to work.

Kat was having lunch in the cafeteria wth Pai ge and Honey
when Mal | ory approached the table.

"Mnd if | join you doctors?"

Not | adies, not girls. Doctors. The sensitive type, Kat

t hought cynically. "Not at all. Sit down," Kat said.
Pai ge and Honey exchanged a | ook.

“"Well, | have to get going," Paige said.

“"Me, too. See you later."

Mal | ory wat ched Pai ge and Honey | eave.

"Busy norning?" Mallory asked. He nmade it sound as though
he really cared.

"Aren't they all?" Kat gave hima warm promsing smle.

Mal | ory had planned his strategy carefully. I'"mgoing to

|l et her know I'minterested in her as a person, not just as a
woman. They hate the sex-object thing. Discuss nedicine with
her. I'll take it slow and easy. | have a whole nonth to get
her in the sack.



"Did you hear about the postnortemon Ms. Turnball?"
Mal | ory began. "The woman had a Coca-Cola bottle in her

stomach! Can you imagi ne how . . .?"
Kat | eaned forward. "Are you doing anything Satur-day
ni ght, Ken?"

Mal | ory was caught conpletely off guard. "Wat?"
"I thought you mght Iike to take ne out to dinner.

He found hinself alnost blushing. My God! he thought. Talk
about shooting fish in a barrell This is no | esbian. The guys
said that because they couldn't get into her pants. Well, |I'm
going to. She's actually asking for itl He tried to renenber
with whom he had a date on Saturday. Sally, the little nurse
in OR She can wait.

“"Nothing inportant,” Mallory said. "I'd |love to take you
to dinner."

Kat put her hand over his. "Wnderful," she said softly.
“I''l'l really be Iooking forward to it."

He grinned. "So will |." You have no idea how nuch, baby.

Ten thousand dollars' worth!

That afternoon, Kat reported back to Pai ge and Honey.
"H's nouth dropped open!" Kat |aughed. "You should have
seen the | ook on his face! He | ooked |ike the cat that
swal | owed the canary."

Pai ge said, "Renenber, you're the Kat. He's the canary."
"What are you going to do Saturday night?" Honey asked.
"Any suggestions?"

"l have," Paige answered. "Here's the plan . . ."

Sat urday evening, Kat and Ken Ml lory had di nner at
Emlio' s, a restaurant on the bay. She had dressed carefully
for him in a white cotton dress, off the shoul -der.

"You | ook sensational,” Mallory said. He was care-ful to
strike just the right note. Appreciative, but not pressing.
Adm ring, but not suggestive. Mallory had determ ned to be at
his nost charming, but it was not necessary. It quickly
becane obvious to himthat Kat was intent on charm ng him

Over a drink, Kat said, "Everyone tal ks about what a



wonder ful doctor you are, Ken."

"Well," Mallory said nodestly, "lI've had fine train-ing,

and | care a | pt about ny patients. They're very inportant to
ne." His voice was filled with sincerity.

Kat put her hand over his. "I'msure they are. Were are

you fron? | want to know all about you. The real you."
Jesus! Mallory thought. That's the line | use. He could

not get over how easy this was going to be. He was an expert
on the subject of women. Hi s radar knew all the signals they
put out. They could say yes with a | ook, a snmle, a tone of
voice. Kat's signals were jammng his radar.

She was | eaning close to him and her voice was husky. "I
want to know everything."

He tal ked about hinself during dinner, and every tine he
tried to change the subject and bring it around to Kat, she
said, "No, no. | want to hear nore. You' ve had such a
fascinating life!"

She's crazy about nme, Mallory decided. He wi shed now t hat

he had taken nore bets. | mght even win tonight, he thought.
And he was sure of it when Kat said, as they were having
coffee, "Wuld you |like to cone up to ny apartnment for a

ni ght cap?"
Bi ngo! Mallory stroked her armand said softly, "lI'd | ove
to." The guys were all crazy, Mllory decided.

She's the horniest broad |'ve ever net. He had a feeling
that he was about to be raped.

Thirty mnutes later, they were walking into Kat's
apartnent.

"Nice," Mallory said, |ooking around. "Very nice. Do you
live here al one?"

"No. Dr. Taylor and Dr. Taft live with ne."

"Oh." She could hear the note of regret in his voice.

Kat gave hima beguiling smle. "But they won't be hone
until nuch later.™

Mal | ory grinned. "Good."

"Would you like a drink?"

"Love one." He watched as Kat wal ked over to the little
bar and m xed two drinks. She's got great buns, Mllory
t hought. And she's dammed good-1ooking, and I'mgetting ten
t housand dollars to lay her. He | aughed al oud.

Kat turned. "Wat's so funny?"

"Nothing. I was just thinking how lucky I amto be here
alone with you."



"I mthe | ucky one,
dri nk.
Mal l ory raised his glass and started to say, "Here's to .

Kat said warmy. She handed himhis

Kat beat himto it. "Here's to us!" she said.

He nodded. "I'Il drink to that."

He started to say, "How about a little nusic?" and as he
opened his nouth, Kat said, "Wuld you |ike sone nusic?"
"You're a mnd reader."

Kat put on an old Cole Porter standard. She

surreptitiously glanced at her watch, then turned to Mallory.
"Do you like to dance?"

Mal | ory noved closer to her. "It depends on whom|'m

dancing with. I'd love to dance with you."

Kat nmoved into his arnms, and they began to dance to the

sl ow and dreany nusic. He felt Kat's body press-ing hard
agai nst his, and he could feel hinself getting aroused. He
hel d her tighter, and Kat smled up at him

Now is the tinme to go in for the kill

"You're lovely, you know," Mallory said huskily. "I've
wanted you since the first nonent | saw you."

Kat | ooked into his eyes. "lI've felt the sane way about
you, Ken." His lips noved toward hers, and he gave her a

warm passionate ki ss.

"Let's go into the bedroom" Ml lory said. There was a
sudden urgency in him

"Ch, yes!"

He took her by the arm and she started |eading himtoward
her bedroom And at that nonent, the front door opened and
Pai ge and Honey wal ked in.

"H there!" Paige called. She | ooked at Ken Mallory in
surprise. "Oh, Dr. Mallory! | didn't expect to see you here."
"well, 1.1 "

"W went out to dinner," Kat said.

Mall ory was filled with a dark rage. He fought to control

it. He turned to Kat. "I should go. It's late and | have a
bi g day tonorrow. "
"Ch. I'msorry you're |leaving," Kat said. There was a

worl d of promi se in her eyes.

Mal | ory said, "Wat about tonorrow night?"
“I"d love to . "

"Geat!"



". . . but I can't."

"Oh. Well, what about Friday?"

Kat frowned. "Oh, dear. I'mafraid Friday isn't good,

either."

Mal | ory was getting desperate. "Saturday?"

Kat smled. "Saturday would be |ovely."

He nodded, relieved. "Good. Saturday it is, then."

He turned to Pai ge and Honey. "Good night."

"Good night."

Kat wal ked Mallory to the door. "Sweet dreans,"” ahe said
softly. "I'"mgoing to dream about you."

Mal | ory squeezed her hand. "I believe in nmaking dreans

come true. We'll make up for this Saturday night."

"I can't wait."

That night, Kat lay in her bed thinking about Mllory. She
hated him But to her surprise, she had enjoyed the eveni ng.
She was sure that Mallory had enjoyed it too, in spite of the
fact that he was playing a gane. If only this were real, Kat
t hought, and not a gane. She had no i dea how dangerous a gane
It was.

Chapter Sevent een

Maybe it's the weather, Paige thought wearily. It was cold
and dreary outside, with a gray driving rain that depressed
the spirits. Her day had begun at six o'clock in the norning,
and it was filled with constant problenms. The hospital seened
tc be full of gomers, all conplaining at once. The nurses
were surly and carel ess. They drew bl ood fromthe wong
patients, lost X-rays that were urgently needed, and snapped
at the patients. In addition, there was a staff shortage
because of a flu epidemc. It was that kind of day.

The only bright spot was the tel ephone call from Jason
Curtis.

"Hello," he said cheerily. "Just thought |1'd check in and
see how all our patients are doing."

"They're surviving."



"Any chance of our having | unch?"

Pai ge | aughed. "What's lunch? If I'"mlucky, 1'lIl be able
to grab a stale sandwi ch about four o'clock this afternoon.
It's pretty hectic around here."

"All right. I won't keep you. May | call you again?"
"All right.” No harmin that.
"Bye."

Pai ge worked until m dnight wthout a nonment to rest, and
when she was finally relieved, she was alnost too tired to
nove. She briefly debated staying at the hospital and

sl eeping on the cot in the on-call room but the thought of
her warm cozy bed at hone was too tenpting. She changed
clothes and lurched her way to the el evator.

Dr. Peterson cane up to her. "My God!" he said. "Were's
the cat that dragged you in?"

Paige smled wearily. "Do | |ook that bad?"

"Worse." Peterson grinned. "You're going hone now?"

Pai ge nodded.

"You're lucky. I"mjust starting."

The el evator arrived. Paige stood there half asl eep.

Pet erson said gently, "Paige?"

She shook hersel f awake. "Yes?"

"Are you going to be able to drive hone?"

"Sure," Paige nmunbled. "And when | get there, I'mgoing to
sleep for twenty-four hours straight.'

She wal ked to the parking | ot and got into her car. She
sat there drained, too tired to turn on the ignition. |
mustn't go to sleep here. I'll sleep at hone.

Pai ge drove out of the parking |ot and headed toward the
apartnment. She was unaware of how erratically she was driving
until a driver yelled at her, "Hey, get off the road, you
drunken broad!"

She forced herself to concentrate. | nust not fall asleep

: | nust not fall asleep. She snapped the radi o on and
turned the volune up | oud. Wien she reached her apart nent
bui |l di ng, she sat in the car for a long tinme before she was
abl e to sumon enough strength to go upstairs.

Kat and Honey were in their beds, asleep. Paige | ooked at
the clock at her bedside. One o'clock in the norning. She
stunbl ed i nto her bedroomand started to get undressed, but
the effort was too nuch for her. She fell into bed with her



clothes on, and in an instant was sound asl eep.

She was awakened by the shrill ringing of a tel ephone that
seened to be comng fromsone far-off planet. Paige fought to
stay asleep, but the ringing was |ike needl es penetrating her
brain. She sat up groggily and reached for the phone. "H | 0?"
"Dr. Taylor?"

"Yes." Her voice was a hoarse nunbl e.

"Dr. Barker wants you in OR Four to assist him stat."

Pai ge cleared her throat. "There nust be sone m s-take,"

she munbled. "I just got off duty."

"OR Four. He's waiting." The line went dead.

Pai ge sat on the edge of the bed, nunb, her m nd cl ouded

by sl eep. She | ooked at the clock on the bedside table.
Four-fifteen. Wiy was Dr. Barker asking for her in the mddle
of the night? There was only one answer. Sonething had
happened to one of her patients.

Pai ge staggered into the bathroom and threw cold water on
her face. She |ooked in the mrror and thought,

My Godl | look |ike ny nother. No. My nother never | ooked
t hi s bad.

Ten mnutes | ater, Paige was maki ng her way back to the
hospital. She was still half asleep when she took the

el evator to the fourth floor to OR Four. She went into the
dressi ng room and changed, then scrubbed up and stepped into
t he operating room

There were three nurses and a resident assisting Dr.

Bar ker .

He | ooked up as Paige entered and yelled, "For Christ's
sake, you're wearing a hospital gown! Didn't anyone ever
I nformyou that you' re supposed to wear scrubs in an
operating roon?"

Pai ge stood there, stunned, jolted w de awake, her eyes

bl azing. "You listen to ne," she said, furiously. "I'm
supposed to be off duty. | cane in as a favor to you. |
don't-"

"Don't argue with nme," Dr. Barker said curtly. "Get over
here and hold this retractor."”

Pai ge wal ked over to the operating table and | ooked down.
It was not her patient on the table. It was a stranger.



Bar ker had no reason to call ne. He's trying to force ne to
quit the hospital. Well, I'll be dammed if | willl She gave
hi m a bal eful |ook, picked up the retractor, and went to
wor k.

The operation was an energency coronary artery by-pass
graft. The skin incision had al ready been nade down the
center of the chest to the breastbone, which had been split
with an electric saw. The heart and major bl ood vessels were
exposed.

Paige inserted the netal retractor between the cut sides
of the breastbone, forcing the edges apart. She watched as
Dr. Barker skillfully opened the pericardial sac, exposing
the heart.

He indicated the coronary arteries. "Here's the prob-lem"
Bar kersaid. "W're going to do sone grafting.”

He had already renoved a long strip of vein fromone | eqg.

He sewed a piece of it into the main artery com ng out of the
heart. The other end he attached to one of the coronary
arteries, beyond the obstructed area, sending the bl ood

t hrough the vein graft, bypassing the obstruction.

Pai ge was watching a naster at work. If only he weren't
such a bastardl

The operation took three hours. By the tinme it was over,
Pai ge was only half conscious. Wen the incision had been
closed, Dr. Barker turned to the staff and said, "I want to
thank all of you." He was not | ooking at Paige.

Pai ge stunbl ed out of the roomw thout a word and went
upstairs to the office of Dr. Benjam n Wall ace.

Wal | ace was just arriving. "You | ook exhausted," he said.
"You shoul d get sone rest.”

Pai ge took a deep breath to control her anger. "I want to
be transferred to another surgical team"™

Wal | ace studied her a nonent. "You're assigned to Dr.

Bar ker, right?"

"Right."

"What's the probl en?”

"Ask him He hates ne. He'll be glad to get rid of ne.
"Il go with anyone el se. Anyone."

“I''ll talk to him" Wallace said



"Thank you."
Pai ge turned and wal ked out of the office. They'd better
take me away fromhim |If | see himagain, ['ll kill him

Pai ge went hone and slept for twelve hours. She woke up
with a feeling that something wonderful had happened, and
then she renenbered. | don't have to see the Beast anynore!
She drove to the hospital, whistling.

As Pai ge was wal ki ng down the corridor, an orderly cane up
to her. "Dr. Taylor "

"Yes?"

"Dr. Wallace would like to see you in his office.”

"Thank you," Pai ge said. She wondered who the new seni or
surgeon woul d be. Anybody will be an i mprovenent, Paige

t hought. She wal ked into Benjamin Wall ace's offi ce.

"Well, you | ook nuch better today, Paige."

"Thanks. | feel nuch better.” And she did. She felt great,
filled with an enornous sense of relief.

"I talked to Dr. Barker."

Pai ge smled. "Thank you. | really appreciate it."

"He won't let you go."

Paige's smle faded. What?

"He said you're assigned to his teamand you'll stay
there.™

She coul d not believe what she was hearing. "But why?" She
knew why. The sadistic bastard needed a whipping girl,
sonmeone to humliate. "I'mnot going to stand for it."

Dr. Wallace said ruefully, "I"mafraid you have no choi ce.
Unl ess you want to | eave the hospital. Wuld you like to

t hi nk about it?"

Pai ge did not have to think about it. "No." She was not
going to |l et Barker force her to quit. That was his plan.

“"No," she repeated slowly. "I'Il stay."
"Good. Then that's settled.”
Not by a I ong shot, Paige thought. I'"'mgoing to find sone

way to pay hi m back.

In the doctors' dressing room Ken Mallory was get-ting
ready to make his rounds. Dr. Grundy and three other doctors
wal ked i n.

"There's our man!" G undy said. "How are you doi ng, Ken?"
"Fine," Mllory said.

G undy turned to the others. "He doesn't | ook Iike he just



got laid, does he?" He turned back to Mallory. "I hope you

have our noney ready. | plan to nake a down paynent on a
little car."

Anot her doctor joined in. "I'm buying a whol e new
war dr obe. "

Mal | ory shook his head pityingly. "I wouldn't count on it,

suckers. Get ready to pay ne off!"
G undy was studying him "Wat do you nean?"

"I'f she's a leshian, |I'ma eunuch. She's the horniest
broad | ever net. | practically had to hold her off the other
ni ght!"

The nmen were | ooking at one another, worried.

"But you didn't get her into the sack?"

"The only reason | didn't, ny friends, is because we were
interrupted on the way to the bedroom | have a date with her
Saturday night, and it will all be over but the shouting.”
Mal l ory finished dressing. "Now, if you gentlenen wll excuse
me . "

An hour later, Gundy stopped Kat in the corridor.

"I'"ve been | ooking for you," he said. He | ooked angry.
"I's sonet hing wong?"

"It's that bastard Mallory. He's so sure of hinself that
he's telling everyone he's going to get you into bed by
Sat urday ni ght."

"Don't worry," Kat said grimy. "He's going to | ose."

When Ken Mal |l ory picked Kat up Saturday night, she had on
a lowcut dress that accentuated her vol uptuous figure.
"You | ook gorgeous,” he said admringly.

She put her arns around him "I want to | ook good for
you." She was clinging to him

God, she really wants it. When Mallory spoke, his voice

was husky. "Look, | have an idea, Kat. Before we go out to

di nner, why don't we slip into the bedroomand . "

She was stroking his face. "Oh, darling, | wish we could.
Paige is hone." Paige was actually at the hospi-tal, working.
"oh "

"But after dinner " She |l et the suggestion hang in the
air.

"Yes?"

"We could go to your place.”
Mal l ory put his arns around her and kissed her. "That's a
wonder ful idea!"



He took her to the Iron Horse, and they had a delicious
dinner. In spite of herself, Kat was having a wonderful tine.
He was charm ng and anusing, and incredibly attractive. He
seened genuinely interested in know ng everythi ng about her.
She knew he was flattering her, but he really seened to nean
t he conplinments he paid her.

If I didn't know better

Mal l ory had hardly tasted his food. Al he could think
was, In two hours | will be making ten thousand doll ars.
In one hour, | will be making ten thousand dol -1lars.

In thirty mnutes .

They finished their coffee.

"Are you ready?" Mallory asked.

Kat put her hand over his. "You have no idea how ready,
darling. Let's go."

They took a taxi to Mallory's apartnent. "I'm abso-lutely
crazy about you," Mallory murnured. "I've never known anyone
li ke you."

And she could hear Grundy's voice: He's so sure of hinself
that he says he's going to get you into bed by Saturday
ni ght.

When they arrived at the apartnent, Mallory paid the taxi
driver and led Kat into the elevator. It seened to Mallory to
take forever to get up to his apartnent. He opened the door
and said eagerly, "Here it is."

Kat stepped inside.

It was an ordinary little bachelor's apartnent that
desperately needed a worman's touch.

"Ch, it's lovely," Kat breathed. She turned to Mal-lory.
"It's you.""

He grinned. "Let me show you our room |'ll put some nusic
on."

As he went over to the tape deck, Kat gl anced at her

wat ch. The voice of Barbra Streisand filled the room
Mal | ory took her hand. "Let's go, honey."

"Wait a mnute,” Kat said softly.

He was | ooking at her, puzzled. "Wat for?"

"l just want to enjoy this nonment with you. You know,
before we ..."



"Wy don't we enjoy it in the bedroonf"

“I'"d love a drink."

"A drink?" He tried to hide his inpatience. "Fine. Wat
woul d you |ike?"

"A vodka and tonic, please.”

He smled. "I think we can handle that." He went over to
the little bar and hurriedly m xed two drinks.

Kat | ooked at her watch again.

Mal lory returned with the drinks and handed one to Kat.

"Here you are, baby." He raised his glass. "To togetherness."

"To togetherness,
"Ch, nmy CGod!"

He | ooked at her, startled. "What's the matter?"

"This is vodkal"

"That's what you asked for."

"Did 1? I"'msorry. | hate vodka!" She stroked his face.
“May | have a scotch and soda?"

"Sure." He swallowed his inpatience and went back to the
bar to m x anot her dri nk.

Kat gl anced at her watch agai n.

Ken Mallory returned. "Here you are."

"Thank you, darling."

She took two sips of her drink. Mallory took the gl ass
fromher and set it on a table. He put his arns around Kat
and held her close, and she could feel that he was aroused.
“"Now, " Ken said softly, "let's nmake history."

"Ch, yes!" Kat said. "Yes!"

She et himlead her into the bedroom

Kat said. She took a sip of the drink.

|'"ve done it! Mallory exulted. |I've done it. Here go the
wal I's of Jericho! He turned to Kat. "Get undressed, baby."
"You first, darling. | want to watch you get un dressed.

It excites ne."

"Oh? Well, sure."

As Kat stood there watching, Mallory slowy took his
clothes off. First his jacket, then his shirt and tie, then
hi s shoes and stockings, and then his trousers. He had the
firmfigure of an athlete.

"Does this excite you, baby?"

"Ch, yes. Now take off your shorts."

Slowy Mallory let his shorts fall to the floor. He had a
turgid erection.

"That's beautiful,"” Kat said.

"Now it's your turn."

"Ri ght."



And at that nonent, Kat's beeper went off.

Mal l ory was startled. "What the hell . . .?"

"They're calling ne," Kat said. "May | use your

t el ephone?”

" Now?"

"Yes. It nust be an energency.”

"Ww? Can't it wait?"

"Darling, you know the rules."”

"But . . ."

As Mallory watched, Kat wal ked over to the tel ephone and
dialed a nunber. "Dr. Hunter." She lis-tened. "Really? O
course. I'Il be right there."

Mal | ory was staring at her, stupefied. "Wat's going on?"
"I have to get back to the hospital, angel."

n mv\/?ll
"Yes. One of ny patients is dying."
"Can't he wait until . . . ?"

"I"'msorry. We'll do this another night."

Ken Mal | ory stood there, buck naked, watching Kat wal k out
of his apartnent, and as the door closed behind her, he

pi cked up her drink and slammed it into the wall. Bitch .
bitch . . . bitch .

When Kat got back to the apartnent, Paige and Honey were
eagerly waiting for her.

"How did it go?" Paige asked. "Was | on tinme?"

Kat | aughed. "Your timng was perfect."

She began to describe the evening. Wen she canme to the
part about Mallory standing in the bedroom naked, with an
erection, they |laughed until tears cane to their eyes.

Kat was tenpted to tell them how enjoyable she really
found Ken Mallory, but she felt foolish. After all, he was
seeing her only so he could win a bet.

Sonehow, Pai ge seened to sense how Kat felt. "Be careful
of him Kat."

Kat smled. "Don't worry. But | will admt that if I
didn't know about that bet ... He's a snake, but he gives
good snake oil."

"When are you going to see himagai n?" Honey asked.
"“I"'mgoing to give hima week to cool off." Paige was
studying her. "H mor you?"

Dinetto's black |inousine was waiting outside the hospital



for Kat. This tinme, the Shadow was al one. Kat w shed t hat
Rhi no were there. There was sonet hi ng about the Shadow t hat
petrified her. He never snmled and sel dom spoke, but he
exuded nenace.

"Get in," he said as Kat approached the car.

"Look," Kat said indignantly, "you tell M. D netto that

he can't order me around. | don't work for him Just because
| did hima favor once ..."

"Get in. You can tell himyourself."

Kat hesitated. It would be easy to wal k away and not get

i nvol ved any further, but how would it affect M ke? Kat got
into the car.

The victimthis tinme had been badly beaten, whipped with a
chain. Lou Dinetto was there with him

Kat took one | ook at the patient and said, "You' ve got to
get himto a hospital right away."

"Kat," Dinetto said, "you have to treat himhere."

"Why?" Kat demanded. But she knew the answer, and it
terrified her.

Chapt er Ei ghteen

It was one of those clear days in San Franci sco when there
was a magic in the air. The night wnd had swept away the
rai ncl ouds, producing a crisp, sunny Sunday norning.

Jason had arranged to pick up Paige at the apartnent. Wen
he arrived, Paige was surprised at how pl eased she was to see
hi m

"' Good norning,'' Jason said. ' 'You | ook beautiful.'
"Thank you."

"What woul d you like to do today?"

Paige said, "It's your town. You lead, I'Il follow"

"Fair enough."

"I'f you don't mnd," Paige said, "I'd |ike to nake a quick

stop at the hospital."



"1 thought this was your day off."

"It is, but there's a patient |I'm concerned about."

“"No problem" Jason drove her to the hospital.

"I won't be long," Paige prom sed as she got out of the
car.

“"I'"ll wait for you here.”

Pai ge went up to the third floor and into Jimy Ford's
room He was still in a coma, attached to an array of tubes
feedi ng himintravenously.

A nurse was in the room She | ooked up as Pai ge entered.
"Good norning, Dr. Taylor."

"Good norning." Paige wal ked over to the boy's bedside.
"Has there been any change?"

“I"'mafraid not."

Paige felt Jimmry's pulse and listened to his heartbeat.
"I't's been several weeks now," the nurse said. "It doesn't

| ook good, does it?"

"He's going to cone out of it," Paige said firmy. She
turned to the unconscious figure on the bed and rai sed her
voi ce. "Do you hear ne? You're going to get well!" There was
no reaction. She closed her eyes a nonent and said a silent
prayer. "Have them beep nme at once if there's any change."
"Yes, doctor."

He's not going to die, Paige thought. I'mnot going to |et
hi m di e.
Jason got out of the car as Pai ge approached. "Is

everything all right?"

There was no point in burdening himwth her prob-Iens.
"Everything's fine," Paige said.

"Let's play real tourists today," Jason said. "There's a
state law that all tours have to start at Fisherman's Warf."
Paige smled. "W nustn't break the |law "

Fi sherman's Wharf was |i ke an outdoor carnival. The street
entertainers were out in full force. There were m nes,

cl owmns, dancers, and nusicians. Vendors were selling stean ng
cal drons of Dungeness crabs and clam chowder with fresh

sour dough br ead.

"There's no place like this in the world," Jason said

warmy.



Pai ge was touched by his enthusiasm She had seen

Fi sherman's Wharf before and nost of the other tourist sites
of San Francisco, but she did not want to spoil his fun.
"Have you ridden a cable car yet?" Jason asked.

“No." Not since |ast week.

"You haven't |ived! Cone along."

They wal ked to Powel|l Street and boarded a cable car. As
they started up the steep grade, Jason said, "This was known
as Hallidie's Folly. He built it in 1873."

“"And 1'Il bet they said it wouldn't last!"
Jason | aughed. "That's right. Wen | was going to high
school, | used to work weekends as a tour guide.”

"lI'"msure you were good."
"The best. Wuld you like to hear sone of ny spiel?"
“I"d love to."

Jason adopted the nasal tone of a tour guide. "Ladies and
gentl enen, for your information, the ol dest street in San
Francisco is G ant Avenue, the longest is M ssion
Street-seven and a half mles |long-the wdest is Van Ness
Avenue at one hundred twenty-five feet, and you'll tbe
surprised to know that the narrowest, DeForest Street, is
only four and a half feet. That's right, |adies and

gentl enmen, four and a half feet. The steepest street we can
offer you is Filbert Street, with a thirty-one and a hal f
percent grade." He |ooked at Paige and grinned. "I'm
surprised that | still renmenber all that."

Wen they alighted fromthe cable car, Paige |ooked up at
Jason and smled. "Wat's next?"

"We're going to take a carriage ride."

Ten mnutes |ater, they were seated in a horse-drawn
carriage that took themfrom Fisherman's Wharf to Ghirardel | i
Square to North Beach. Jason pointed out the places of

i nterest along the way, and Pai ge was surprised at how nuch
she was enjoying herself. Don't let yourself get carried
away.

They went up to Coit Tower for a view of the city. As they
ascended, Jason asked, "Are you hungry?"

The fresh air had made Pai ge very hungry. "Yes."

"Good. I"'mgoing to take you to one of the best Chinese
restaurants in the world-Tomy Toy's."

Pai ge had heard the hospital staff speak of it.



The nmeal turned out to be a banquet. They started with

| obster pot stickers with chili sauce, and hot and sour soup
with seafood. That was followed by filet of chicken with snow
peas and pecans, veal filet wth Szechuan sauce, and
four-flavored fried rice. For des-sert, they had a peach
nousse. The food was wonderful .

"Do you conme here often?" Paige asked.

"As often as | can."

There was a boyish quality about Jason that Paige found

very attractive.

"Tell me," Paige said, "did you always want to be an
architect ?"

"l had no choice." Jason grinned. "My first toys were
Erector sets. It's exciting to dream about sone-thing and

t hen watch that dream becone concrete and bricks and stone,
and soar up into the sky and becone apart of the city you
live in."

|"mgoing to build you a Taj Mahal. | don't care how | ong
It takes!

“I"'mone of the lucky ones, Paige, spending ny life doing
what | |ove to do. Wi was it who said, 'Mst people |live
lives of quiet desperation' ?"

Sounds like a lot of ny patients, Paige thought.

"There's nothing else | would want to do, or any other
place | would want to live. This is a fabulous city." H's
voice was filled with excitenent. "It has everything anyone
could want. | never get tired of it."

Pai ge studied himfor a nonent, enjoying his enthusi-asm
"You' ve never been married?"

Jason shrugged. "Once. W were both too young. It didn't
wor k out . "

"I"msorry."

“"No need to be. She's married to a very weal thy neat
packer. Have you been married?"

|'"'mgoing to be a doctor, too, when | grow up. We'll
married, and we'll work together.

' No. "

They took a bay cruise under the CGol den Gate and Bay
Bri dge. Jason assuned his tour guide's voice again.
"And there, |ladies and gentlenen, is the storied Al catraz,



former honme of sone of the world's nost infanous

crim nal s- Machine Gun Kelly, Al Capone, and Robert Stroud,
known as the Birdman! 'Alcatraz' neans peli-can in Spanish.
It was originally called Isla de | os Al catraces, after the
birds that were its only inhabitants. Do you know why t hey
had hot showers every day for the prisoners here?"

"No. "

"So that they wouldn't get used to the cold bay water when
they were trying to escape.”

"I's that true?" Pai ge asked.

"Have | ever lied to you?"

It was | ate afternoon when Jason said, "Have you ever been
to Noe Vall ey?"

Pai ge shook her head. "No."

“I"'d like to show it to you. It used to be farnms and
streans. Now it's filled with brightly colored Victorian
homes and gardens. The houses are very ol d, because it was
about the only area spared in the 1906 earthquake."

"It sounds lovely."

Jason hesitated. "My hone is there. Whuld you like to see
it?" He saw Paige's reaction. "Paige, I'min love with you.
"We hardly know each other. How could you . . .?"

"I knew it fromthe nonent you said, 'Don't you know
you're supposed to wear a white coat on rounds?' That's when
| fell inlove with you."

"Jason . '

“I"'ma firmbeliever in love at first sight. My

grandfa-ther saw ny grandnother riding a bicycle in the park
and he followed her, and they got married three nonths |ater.
They were together for fifty years, until he died. My father
saw ny not her crossing a street, and he knew she was going to
be his wife. They've been married for forty-five years. You
see, it runs in the famly. | want to marry you."

It was the nonent of truth.

Pai ge | ooked at Jason and thought, He's the first man |I've
been attracted to since Alfred. He's adorable and bright and
genuine. He's everything a wonan could want in a man. Wat's
the matter with nme! I'mholding on to a ghost. Yet deep

I nside her, she still had the overpowering feeling that one
day Alfred was going to conme back to her.

She | ooked at Jason and made her decision.' 'Jason..."



And at that nonent, Paige's beeper went off. It sounded
urgent, om nous.

"Paige ..."

"I have to get to a tel ephone.
talking to the hospital.

Jason wat ched Paige's face turn pale.

She was shouting into the tel ephone, "No! Abso-lutely not!
Tell themI'll be right there." She slamed the phone down.
"What is it?" Jason asked.

She turned to him and her eyes were filled with tears.
"I't's Jimmy Ford, ny patient. They're going to take him off
the respirator. They're going to let himdie."

Two mnutes | ater, she was

When Pai ge reached Jimmy Ford's room there were three
peopl e there beside the comatose figure in bed: George
Engl und, Benjam n Wallace, and a | awyer, Silvester Danpne.

Did you know |"mgetting marriedl . . . Her nane is Betsy.
W're going to have half a dozen kids. The first girl
IS going to be nanmed Pai ge.

He had so very nuch to live for.

Pai ge stood there | ooking down at him tears blurring the
room "Damm you!" she said. "You're a quitter!" She was
sobbi ng now. "What happened to those dreans of yours? |

t hought you wanted to becone a doctor! Answer ne! Do you hear
me? Open your eyes!" She | ooked down at the pale figure.
There was no reaction. "lI'msorry," Paige said. "lI'mso
sorry." She | eaned down to kiss himon the cheek, and as she
slow y strai ghtened up, she was | ooking into his open eyes.

"Jimmy! Jimy'!"

He blinked and closed his eyes again. Paige squeezed his
hand. She | eaned forward and sai d through her sobs, "Jimmy,
did you hear the one about the patient who was being fed

I ntravenousl y? He asked the doctor for an extra bottle. He
was havi ng a guest for lunch."

Chapt er Ni net een



Honey was happi er than she had ever been in her |ife. She
had a warmrel ationship with patients that few of the other
doctors had. She genuinely cared about them She worked in
geriatrics, in pediat-rics, and in various other wards, and
Dr. Wallace saw to it that she was given assignnents that
kept her out of harmis way. He wanted to nmake sure that she
stayed at the hospital and was available to him

Honey envi ed the nurses. They were able to nurture their
patients w thout worrying about major nedical decisions. |
never wanted to be a doctor, Honey thought. | always wanted
to be a nurse. There are no nurses in the Taft famly.

In the afternoons when Honey left the hospital, she would
go shopping at the Bay Conpany, and Streetlight Records, and
buy gifts for the children in pediatric care.

"I love children," she told Kat.
"Are you planning to have a large famly?" "Soneday, "
Honey said wistfully. "I have to find their father first."

One of Honey's favorite patients in the geriatric ward was
Daniel McQuire, a cheerful man in his nineties who was
suffering froma diseased liver condition. He had been a
ganbler in his youth, and he |iked to make bets wi th Honey.
“I"l'l bet you fifty cents the orderly is late with ny

br eakf ast."

“I'"'l'l bet you a dollar it's going to rain this

after-noon."

“I'"'l'l bet you the Gants wn."

Honey al ways took his bets.

“I"l'l bet you ten to one | beat this thing," he said.

"This time |'mnot going to bet you," Honey told him "I'm
on your side."

He took her hand. "I know you are." He grinned. "If | were
a few nont hs younger

Honey | aughed. "Never mind. | |ike older nen."

One norning a letter canme to himaddressed to the
hospital. Honey took it to himin his room

"Read it to nme, would you?" Hi s eyesight had faded.

"OF course," Honey said. She opened the envel ope, | ooked



at it a nonent, and let out a cry. "You' ve won the lottery!
Fifty thousand dollars! Congratul ations!"

"How about that?" He yelled. "I always knew I'd win the

| ottery one day! Gve ne a hug."

Honey | eaned down and hugged hi m

"You know sonet hi ng, Honey? |I'mthe |uckiest man in the
wor | d. "

When Honey cane back to visit himthat afternoon, he had
passed away.

Honey was in the doctors' |ounge when Dr. Stevens

wal ked in. "lIs there a Virgo here?" One of the doctors
| aughed. "If you nean a virgin, | doubt it."
"A Virgo," Stevens repeated. "I need a Virgo." "lI'ma

Virgo," Honey said. "What's the problen?" He wal ked up to
her. "The problemis that | have a

goddam mani ac on ny hands. She won't | et anyone near her
but a Virgo." Honey got up. "I'll go see her." "Thanks. Her
name i s Frances Gordon."

Frances Gordon had just had a hip replacenent. The nonent
Honey wal ked into the room the woman | ooked up and sai d,
"You're a Virgo. Born on the cusp, right?"

Honey smled. "That's right."

"Those Aquarians and Leos don't know what the hell they're
doin'. They treat patients |like they're neat."

"The doctors here are very good," Honey protested. "They-"
"Ha! Most of themare in it for the noney." She | ooked at
Honey nore closely. "You're different.”

Honey scanned the chart at the foot of the bed, a
surprised | ook on her face.

"What's the matter? What are you | ookin' at?"

"Has he beaten you up before?"

"Yes, but he ... he doesn't nean anything by it. He gets
drunk and | oses his tenper."”

"Why haven't you left hinf"

Ms. Omnens shrugged, and the novenent caused her pain.
"The kids and | have nowhere to go."

Honey was |istening, furious. "You don't have to take
this, you know. There are shelters and agencies that w |
take care of you and protect you and the children."

The woman shook her head in despair. "I have no noney. |



|l ost ny job as a secretary when he started ..." She coul d not
go on.
Honey squeezed her hand. "You're going to be fine. 'l

see that you're taken care of."

Five mnutes |ater Honey marched into Dr. WAllace's
office. He was delighted to see her. He wondered what she had
brought with her this tinme. At various tines, she had used
war m honey, hot water, nelted chocolate, and-his
favorite-mapl e syrup. Her ingenuity was boundl ess.

"Lock the door, baby."

"I can't stay, Ben. | have to get back.™

She told hi mabout her patient.

"You'll have to file a police report," Wallace said. "It's
the | aw. "

"The law hasn't protected her before. Look, all she wants
to do is get away from her husband. She worked as a
secretary. Didn't you say you needed a new file clerk?"

"Well, yes, but . . . wait a mnute!"

"Thanks," Honey said. "We'Il get her on her feet, and find
her a place to live, and she'll have a new job!"

Wal | ace sighed. "I'Il see what | can do." "I knew you

woul d, " Honey sai d.

The next norning, Honey went back to see Ms. Owens.

"How are you feeling today?" Honey asked.

"Better, thanks. \Wen can | go hone? My husband doesn't

li ke it when-"

"Your husband is'not going to bother you anynore,"” Honey

said firmy. "You'll stay here until we find a place for you
and the children to |ive, and when you' re well enough, you're
going to have a job here at the hospital."

Ms. Onens stared at her unbelievingly. "Do . . . do you
mean t hat ?"

"Absol utely. You'll have your own apartnent with your
children. You won't have to put up with the kind of horror
you' ve been living through, and you'll have a decent,
respectabl e job."

Ms. Omnens clutched Honey's hand. "I don't know how to

t hank you," she sobbed. "You don't know what it has been
like."
"l can imagine," Honey said. "You're going to be fine."



The woman nodded, too choked up to speak.

The foll ow ng day when Honey returned to see Ms. Ownens,
the roomwas enpty.

"Where is she?" Honey asked.

"COh," the nurse said, "she left this norning with her
husband. "

Her nanme was on the PA systemagain. "Dr. Taft . . . Room
215. ... Dr. Taft . . . Room215."

In the corridor Honey ran into Kat. "How s your day

goi ng?" Kat asked.

"You woul dn't believe it!" Honey told her.

Dr. Ritter was waiting for her in Room 215. In bed was an
Indian man in his late twenties.

Dr. Ritter said, "This is your patient?"

"Yes."

"It says here that he speaks no English. R ght?"

"Yes."

He showed her the chart. "And this is your witing?

Vom ting, cranps, thirst, dehydration ..."

"That's right," Honey said.

" absence of peripheral pulse ...
"Yes."

"And what was your di agnosis?"
"Stomach flu."

"Did you take a stool sanple?"

"No. What for?"

"Because your patient has cholera, that's what for!" He

was screamng. "W're going to have to close down the fucking
hospital !'"

Chapter Twenty

Chol era? Are you telling nme this hospital has a patient
wi th chol era?" Benjam n Wallace yell ed.

"I"'mafraid so."

"Are you absolutely sure?"

“"No question,"” Dr. Ritter said. "Hs stool is swarming



with vibrios. He has |ow arterial pH, wth hypoten-sion,
tachycardi a, and cyanosis."

By law, all cases of cholera and other infectious

di s-eases nust immediately be reported to the state health
board and to the Centers for Disease Control in Atlanta.
"We're going to have to report it, Ben."

"They'll close us down!" WAl |l ace stood up and be-gan to
pace. "We can't afford that. |I'll be goddamed if |'m going
to put every patient in this hospital under quarantine." He
st opped pacing for a nonent. "Does the patient know what he
has?''

"No. He doesn't speak English. He's fromliIndia."

"Who has had contact with hinf"

"Two nurses and Dr. Taft."

"And Dr. Taft diagnosed it as stomach flu?"

"Right. | suppose you're going to dism ss her."

"Well, no," Wallace said. "Anyone can nmake a m st ake.

Let's not be hasty. Does the patient's chart read stonach
flu?"

"Yes."

Wal | ace made his decision. "Let's leave it that way.
Here's what | want you to do. Start intravenous
rehydration-use |lactated Ringer's solution. Also give him
tetracycline. If we can restore his blood volune and fluid
| mredi ately, he could be close to normal in a few hours."
"We aren't going to report this?" Dr. Ritter asked.
Wal | ace | ooked himin the eye. "Report a case of stomach
flu?"

"What about the nurses and Dr. Taft?"

"@ve themtetracycline, too. Wat's the patient's nane?"
"Pandit Jawah."

"Put himin quarantine for forty-eight hours. He'll either
be cured by then or dead.™

Honey was in a panic. She went to find Paige. "I need your
hel p." "Wat's the probl enf"

Honey told her. "I wish you would talk to him He doesn't
speak English, and you speak Indian." "Hi ndi." "Watever.
WIl you talk to hinf"

"OF course.”

Ten mnutes |ater, Paige was talking to Pandit Jawah.



"Aap ki tabyat kaisi hai?"

"Karab hai."

"Aap jald acha ko hum kar denge. "
"Bhagwan aap ki soney ga."

"Aap ka ilaj humjalb shuroo kardenge."
"Shukria."

"Dost kiss Hay hain?"

Pai ge took Honey outside in the corridor.

"What did he say?"

"He said he feels terrible. | told himhe's going to get
well. He said to tell it to God. | told himwe're going to
start treatnent imediately. He said he's grateful."

"So aml."

"What are friends for?"

Cholera is a disease that can cause death within
twenty-four hours from dehydration, or that can be cured
within a few hours.

Five hours after his treatnent began, Pandit Jawah was
nearly back to nornal.

Pai ge stopped in to see Jimy Ford.
H s face Iit up when he saw her. "H.
but he had inproved m racul ously.
"How are you feeling?" Paige asked.
"Geat. Did you hear about the doctor who said to his
patient, 'The best thing you can do is give up snok-ing, stop
drinking, and cut down on your sex life?

patient said, 'l don't deserve the best. Wuat's the second
best ?' "

And Pai ge knew Jimy Ford was going to get well.

H s voi ce was weak,

Ken Mallory was getting off duty and was on his way to

nmeet Kat when he heard his nane being paged. He hesitated,
debati ng whether or not sinply to slip out. H's nanme was
paged once nore. Reluctantly, he picked up a tel ephone. "Dr.
Mal | ory. "

"Doctor, could you cone to ER Two, please? W have a

pati ent here who-"

"Sorry," Mallory said, "I just checked out. Find soneone

el se. ™

"There's no one el se avail able who can handle this. It's a



bl eeding ulcer, and the patient's condition is criti-cal. I'm
afraid we're going to lose himif "

Damm! "All right. I'll be right there.” I'Il have to cal

Kat and tell her 1'Il be |ate.

The patient in the energency roomwas a man in his

si xties. He was sem consci ous, ghost-pale, perspiring, and
breat hi ng hard, obviously in enornous pain. Ml-lory took one
| ook at himand said, "Get himinto an OR, stat!"

Fifteen mnutes later, Mallory had the patient on an
operating table. The anesthesiol ogi st was nonitoring his

bl ood pressure. "It's dropping fast."

"Punp sone nore blood into him"

Ken Mal | ory began the operation, working against tine. It
took only a nonment to cut through the skin, and after that,
the | ayer of fat, the fascia, the nuscle, and finally the
snoot h, transparent peritoneum the lining of the abdonen.
Bl ood was pouring into the stonach.

"Bovie!" Mallory said. "Get nme four units of blood from
t he bl ood bank." He began to cauterize the bl eed-ing vessels.

The operation took four hours, and when it was over,
Mal | ory was exhausted. He | ooked down at the patient and
said, "He's going to live."

One of the nurses gave Mallory a warmsmle. "It's a good
thing you were here, Dr. Mallory."

He | ooked over at her. She was young and pretty and

obvi ously open to an invitation. |I'lIl get to you |later, baby,
Mal |l ory thought. He turned to a junior resident, "Close him
up and get himinto the recovery room 1'll check on himin

the norning."
Mal | ory debat ed whether to tel ephone Kat, but it was
m dni ght. He sent her two dozen roses.

When Mallory checked in at 6:00 a.m, he stopped by the
recovery roomto see his new patient.
"He's awake," the nurse said.

Mal | ory wal ked over to the bed. "I'"'mDr. Mllory. How do
you feel ?'

"When | think of the alternative, | feel fine," the
patient said weakly. "They tell ne you saved ny life. This
was the dammedest thing. | was in the car on ny way to a

di nner party, and | got this sudden pain and | guess |



bl acked out. Fortunately, we were only a block away fromthe
hospital, and they brought ne to the enmergency room here."
"You were lucky. You lost a |lot of blood. ™

"They told nme that in another ten mnutes, | would have
been gone. | want to thank you, doctor."

Mal | ory shrugged. "I was just doing ny job."

The patient was studying himcarefully. "I'm Al ex
Harrison."

The name neant nothing to Mallory. "d ad to know you, M.
Harrison." He was checking Harrison's pul se.

"Are you in any pain now?" "A bit, but | guess they have
me pretty well doped

up. "

"The anesthetic will wear off," Mallory assured him

"So will the pain. You' re going to be fine." "How | ong

will | have to be in the hospital ?" "W should have you out

of here in a few days.” A clerk fromthe business office cane
in, carrying sone hospital fornms. "M . Harrison, for our
records, the hospital needs to know whet her you have nedi cal
coverage."

"You nmean you want to know if | can pay ny bill."

"Well, | wouldn't put it like that, sir."

"You m ght check with the San Francisco Fidelity Bank," he
said dryly. "I owmn it."

In the afternoon, when Mallory stopped by to see Al ex

Harri son, there was an attractive woman with him She was in
her early thirties, blond and trim and el e-gant-1| ooki ng. She
was wearing an Adolfo dress that Mallory figured nust have
cost nore than his nonthly sal ary.

"Ah! Here's our hero," Alex Harrison said. "It's Dr.

Mal lory, isn't it?"

"Yes. Ken Mallory."

“"Dr. Mallory, this is ny daughter, Lauren."

She held out a slim manicured hand. "Father tells ne you
saved his life."

He smled. "That's what doctors are for."

Lauren was | ooki ng over himapprovingly. "Not all
doctors. "

It was obvious to Mallory that these two did not belong in
a county hospital. He said to Alex Harrison, "You' re con ng
al ong fine, but perhaps you'd feel nore confortable if you



cal l ed your own doctor."'

Al ex Harrison shook his head. ' 'That won't be neces-sary.

He didn't save ny life. You did. Do you like it here?"

It was a strange question. "It's interesting, yes. Wy?"
Harrison sat up in bed. "Well, | was just thinking. A
good- |1 ooking fell ow as capable as you are could have a damed
bright future. | don't think you have nmuch of a future in a
place like this."

“well, 1 ...

“"Maybe it was fate that brought ne here."

Lauren spoke up. "I think what ny father is trying to say

Is that he would like to show you his appreciation."
"Lauren is right. You and | should have a serious talk

when | get out of here. I1'd |ike you to conme up to the house
for dinner."'
Mal |l ory | ooked at Lauren and said slowy, "I'd like that."

And it changed his life.

Ken Mallory was having a surprisingly difficult tinme
getting together with Kat. "How s Monday ni ght, Kat?"
"Wonderful." "Good. |I'Il pick you up at-"

"Wait! | just renmenbered. A cousin from New York is com ng
to town for the night."

"Well, Tuesday?"

"I mon call Tuesday."

"What about Wednesday?"

"I prom sed Pai ge and Honey that we'd do sonet hi ng

t oget her Wednesday. "

Mal | ory was getting desperate. His tinme was running out
too fast.

"Thur sday?"
"Thursday is fine."
"Geat. Shall | pick you up?"

“"No. Wiy don't we neet at Chez Pani sse?"
“"Very well. Eight o'clock?"
"Perfect.”

Mal lory waited at the restaurant until nine o'clock and

t hen tel ephoned Kat. There was no answer. He waited anot her
hal f hour. Maybe she m sunderstood, he thought. She woul dn't
deliberately break a date with ne.

The follow ng norning, he saw Kat at the hospital. She ran
up to him



"Oh, Ken, I'mso sorry! It was the silliest thing. |
decided to take a little nap before our date. | fell asleep
and when | woke up it was the mddle of the night. Poor
darling. Did you wait for ne | ong?"

“"No, no. It's all right." The stupid wonanl He noved

closer to her. "I want to finish what we started, baby. | go
crazy when | think about you."

“"Me, too," Kat said. "I can't wait."

"Maybe next weekend we can ..." "Ch, dear. |'m busy over

the weekend."” And so it went. The cl ock was running.

Kat was reporting events to Paige when her beeper went

of f.

"Excuse nme." Kat picked up a telephone. "Dr. Hunter." She
| i stened a nonent. "Thanks. 1'Il be right there." She
repl aced the receiver. "I have to go. Ener-gency.”

Pai ge sighed. "Wat else is new?"

Kat strode down the corridor and took an el evator down to

the enmergency room Inside were two dozen cots, all of them
occupi ed. Kat thought of it as the suffering room filled day
and night with victinms of autonobile accidents, gunshots or
kni fe wounds, and twi sted |inbs. A kal eidoscope of broken
lives. To Kat it was a small corner of hell.

An orderly hurried up to her. "Dr. Hunter

"What have we got?" Kat asked. They were noving toward a
cot at the far end of the room

"He's unconscious. It |ooks as though soneone beat hi m up.
H s face and head are battered, he has a broken nose, a

di sl ocated shoul der bl ade, at |least two different fractures
to his right arm and ..."

"Why did you call nme?"

"The paranedics think there's a head injury. There could
be brain damage."

They had reached the cot where the victimlay. H's face
was caked with blood, swollen and brui sed. He was wearing
alligator shoes and . . . Kat's heart skipped a beat. She
| eaned forward and took a closer |ook. It was Lou Dinetto.
Kat ran skillful fingers over his scalp and exam ned his
eyes. There was a definite concussion.

She hurried over to a telephone and dialed. "This is Dr.
Hunter. | want a head CAT scan done. The patient's nane is



Dinetto. Lou Dinetto. Send down a gurney, stat."

Kat replaced the receiver and turned her attention back to
Dinetto. She said to the orderly, "Stay with him Wen the
gurney arrives, take himto the third floor. I'll be

wai ting."

Thirty mnutes later on the third floor, Kat was study-ing
t he CAT scan she had ordered. "He has sone brain

henor r hagi ng, he has a high fever, and he's in shock. | want
him stabilized for twenty-four hours. 1'll decide then when
we'll operate.”

Kat wonder ed whet her what had happened to Dinetto m ght
affect M ke.
And how.

Pai ge stopped by to see Jimry. He was feeling nuch better.
"Did you hear about the flasher in the garnent dis-trict?
He wal ked up to a little old |ady and opened up his raincoat.
She studied hima nmonent and said, 'You call that a |ining?

Kat was having dinner with Mallory at an intimate little
restaurant near the bay. Seated across from Mal -1 ory,
studying him Kat felt guilty. | should never have started
this, she thought. | know what he is, and yet |I'm having a
wonderful tinme. Damm the nan! But | can't stop our plan now.
They had finished their coffee.

Kat | eaned forward. "Can we go to your place, Ken?"

"You bet!" Finally, Mllory thought.

Kat shifted in her chair unconfortably and frowned. "Unh,
oh!"

“"Are you all right?" Mallory asked.

"I don't know. Whuld you excuse ne for a no-nent?"
"Certainly." He watched her get up and head for the

| adi es’ room

When she returned, she said, "It's bad timng, dar-1ling.
I'"'mso sorry. You'd better get ne hone."

He stared at her, trying to conceal his frustration. The
damed fates were conspiring agai nst him

"Right," Mallory said curtly. He was ready to ex-pl ode.
He was going to | ose a precious five days.



Five mnutes after Kat returned to the apartnent, the
front doorbell rang. Kat smled to herself. Mllory had found
an excuse to conme back, and she hated herself for being so
pl eased. She wal ked over to the door and opened it.

"Ken ..."

Rhi no and the Shadow were standing there. Kat felt a
sudden sense of fear. The two nen pushed past her into the
apartnent.

Rhi no spoke. "You doin'" the operation on M. D -netto?"
Kat's throat was dry. "Yes."

"We don't want anything to happen to him™

“"Neither do I," Kat said. "Now, if you'll excuse ne. I'm
tired and-"

"I's there a chance he'll die?" the Shadow asked.

Kat hesitated. "In brain surgery there's always a risk

of -"

"You better not let it happen.”

"Believe ne, |-"

"Don't let it happen." He | ooked at Rhino. "Let's go-"
Kat watched them start to | eave.

At the door, the Shadow turned and said, "Say hello to

M ke for us."

Kat was suddenly very still. "Is ... is this sonme kind of

t hr eat ?"

"We don't threaten people, doc. We're telling you. If M.
Dinetto dies, you and your fucking famly are gonna be w ped
out."

Chapter Twenty-one

In the doctors' dressing room half a dozen doctors were
waiting for Ken Mallory to appear. Wien he wal ked in, G undy
said, "Hail the con-quering hero! W want to hear all the
lurid details.” He grinned. "But the catch is, buddy, we want
to hear themfrom her."

"I ran into a little bad luck." Mallory smled. "But you
can all start getting your noney ready."



Kat and Paige were getting into scrubs.

"Have you ever done a procedure on a doctor?" Kat asked.
"NO. "

"You' re lucky. They're the worst patients in the world.
They know too nuch.™

"Who are you operating on?"

"Dr. Mervyn 'Don't Hurt Me' Franklin."

"Good | uck."

“I''l'l need it."

Dr. Mervyn Franklin was a man in his sixties, thin, bald,
and irascible.

When Kat wal ked into his room he snapped, "It's about
time you got here. Did the dammed el ectrol yte reports cone
back?"

"Yes," Kat said. "They're nornal."

"Who says so? | don't trust the damm |ab. Half the tine
they don't know what they're doing. And nake sure there's no
m x-up on the bl ood transfusion.”

“I''l'l make sure," Kat said patiently.

"Who' s doi ng the operation?”

“Dr. Jurgenson and I. Dr. Franklin, | prom se you, there's
not hing for you to worry about."

"Whose brain are they operating on, yours or m ne? A
operations are risky. You know why? Because half of the
damed surgeons are in the wong profession. They shoul d have
been butchers. ™

“Dr. Jurgenson is very capable."

"I know he is, or I wouldn't let himtouch ne. Wo's the
anest hesi ol ogi st ?"

"I believe it's Dr. Mller."

"That quack? | don't want him Get ne soneone else."

"Dr. Franklin ..."

"CGet ne soneone else. See if Haliburton is avail-able.”
"All right."

"And get ne the nanmes of the nurses in the OR | want to
check them out."

Kat | ooked himin the eye. "Wuld you prefer to do the
oper ation yoursel f?"

"What ?" He stared at her a nonent, then smled sheepishly.

"l guess not."
Kat said gently, "Then why don't you let us handle it?"
"Ckay. You know sonething? I |ike you."

"l like you, too. Did the nurse give you a sedative?"



"Yes."

"All right. We'll be ready in a few mnutes. Is there
anything | can do for you?"

"Yeah. Teach ny stupid nurse where ny veins are |ocated."
"All right. We'll be ready in a few mnutes. Is there
anything else I can do for you?"

"Yeah. Teach ny stupid nurse where ny veins are |ocated."

In OR Four, the brain surgery on Dr. Mervyn Franklin was
going perfectly. He had conpl ained every step of the way from
his roomto the operating theater.

“"Now m nd you," he said, "mniml anesthetic. The brain
has no feeling, so once you get in there, you won't need
much. "

“I"'maware of that," Kat said patiently.

"And see that the tenperature is kept down to forty
degrees. That's maxi mum "

"Ri ght."

"Let's have sonme fast nusic on during the operation. Keep
you all on your toes."

"Ri ght."

"And nmake sure you have a top scrub nurse in there.""’
"Right."

And on and on it went.

When the opening in Dr. Franklin's skull was drilled, Kat
said, "l see the clot. It doesn't |ook too bad." She went to
wor k.

Three hours | ater as they were beginning to close the

i nci sion, George Englund, the chief of surgery, cane into the
operating roomand went up to Kat.

"Kat, are you al nost through here?"

"We're just wapping it up.”

"Let Dr. Jurgenson take over. W need you fast. There's an
ener gency. "

Kat nodded. "Coming." She turned to Jurgenson. "WII| you
finish up here?"

"No problem™

Kat wal ked out with George Englund. "Wat's hap-peni ng?"
"You were scheduled to do an operation |later, but your
patient has started to henorrhage. They're taking himto OR
Three now. It doesn't | ook as though he's going to nake it.
You'll have to operate right away."

"Who?"



"A M. Dnetto."
Kat | ooked at hi maghast. "Dinetto?" If M. Dinetto dies,
you and your fucking fam |y are gonna be w ped out.

Kat hurried down the corridor that led to OR Three.
Approachi ng her were Rhino and the Shadow.

"What ' s goi ng on?" Rhino denmanded.

Kat's nmouth was so dry that it was difficult to speak
"M. Dinetto started henorrhaging. W nust operate right
away. "

The Shadow grabbed her arm "Then do it! But re-nenber
what we told you. Keep himalive." Kat pulled away and
hurried into the operating room

Because of the change in schedule, Dr. Vance was doi ng the
operation with Kat. He was a good surgeon. Kat began the
ritual scrub: a half mnute on each armfirst, then a half
m nute on each hand. She repeated it and then scrubbed her
nail s.

Dr. Vance stepped in beside her and started his scrub.

"' How are you feeling?"

"Fine," Kat I|ied.

Lou Dinetto was wheeled into the operating roomon a

gurney, sem conscious, and carefully transferred to the
operating table. H s shaven head was scrubbed and pai nted
with Merthiolate solution that gl eamed a bright orange under
the operating lights. He was as pal e as death.

The teamwas in place: Dr. Vance, another resident, an
anest hesi ol ogi st, two scrub nurses, and a circul ating nurse.
Kat checked to nmake sure that everything they mght require
was there. She glanced at the wall noni-tors-oxygen
saturation, carbon dioxide, tenperature, nuscle stinulators,
precordi al stethoscope, EKG auto-matic bl ood pressure, and
di sconnect al arns. Every-thing was in order.

The anest hesi ol ogi st strapped a bl ood pressure cuff on
Dinetto's right arm then placed a rubber mask over the
patient's face. "All right, now. Breathe deeply. Take three
big breaths."

Dinetto was asl eep before the third breath. The procedure
began.



Kat was reporting aloud. "There's an area of danage in the

m ddl e of the brain, caused by a clot that's broken off the
aorta valve. It's blocking a small bl ood vessel on the right
side of the brain and extending slightly into the |left half.’
She probed deeper. "It's at the | ower edge of the aqueduct of
Syl vius. Scal pel ."

A tiny burr hole about the size of a dinme was nade by an
electric drill to expose the dura mater. Next, Kat cut open
the dura to expose a segnent of the cerebral cortex that |ay
under neat h. "Forceps!"”

The scrub nurse handed her the electric forceps.

The incision was held open by a small retractor which

mai ntai ned itself in place.

"There's a hell of a lot of bleeding," Vance said.

Kat picked up the bovie and started to cauterize the

bl eeders. "W're going to control it."

Dr. Vance started suction on soft cotton patties that were
pl aced on the dura. The oozing veins on the surface of the
dura were identified and coagul at ed.

"It | ooks good," Vance said. "He's going to nake it."

Kat breathed a sigh of relief.

And at that instant, Lou Dinetto stiffened and hi ? body
went into spasm The anesthesiol ogi st called out, "Bl ood
pressure's dropping!"

Kat said, "CGet sone nore blood into him"

They were all | ooking at the nonitor. The curve was
rapidly flattening out. There were two qui ck heartbeat*
followed by ventricular fibrillation.

"Shock him" Kat snapped. She quickly attached the

el ectric pads to his body and turned on the machi ne.
Dinetto's chest heaved up once and then fell.

"I'nject himw th epinephrine! Quick!"

“"No heartbeat!" the anesthesiologist called out a no-nent

| at er.

Kat tried again, raising the dial.

Once again, there was a qui ck convul sive novenent.

"No heartbeat!" the anesthesiologist cried. "Asys-tole. No
rhythmat all."

Desperately, Kat tried one last tinme. The body rose higher
this tinme, then fell again. Nothing.

"He's dead,"” Dr. Vance said.



Chapter Twenty-two

C ode Red is an alert that imediately brings all-out

medi cal assistance to try to save the life of a patient. Wen
Lou Dinetto's heart stopped in the mddle of his operation,

t he operating room Code Red teamrushed to give aid.

Over the public address system Kat coul d hear, "Code Red,
OR Three. . . . Code Red ..." Red rhynes wth dead.

Kat was in a panic. She applied the el ectroshock again. It
was not only his life she was trying to save- it was Mke's
and her own. Dinetto's body |leaped into the air, then fel
back, inert.

"Try once nore!" Dr. Vance urged.

W don't threaten people, doc. W're telling you. If M.
Dinetto dies, you and your fucking famly are gonna be w ped
out .

Kat turned on the switch and applied the machine to
Dinetto's chest again. Once nore his body rose a few inches
into the air and then fell back.

"Agai n!"

It's not going to happen, Kat thought despairingly. |I'm
going to die with him

The operating roomwas suddenly filled with doctors and

nur ses.

"What are you waiting for?" sonmeone asked.

Kat took a deep breath and pressed down once again. For an

I nstant, nothi ng happened. Then a faint blip appeared on the
nonitor. It faltered a nonment, then appeared agai n and
faltered, and then began to grow stronger and stronger, until
It becane a steady, stabi-lized rhythm

Kat stared at it unbelievingly.

There was a cheer fromthe crowded room "He's going to



make it!" sonmeone yell ed.
"Jesus, that was cl ose!"
They have no idea how cl ose, Kat thought.

Two hours later, Lou Dinetto was off the table and on a
gurney, on his way back to intensive care. Kat was at his
side. Rhino and the Shadow were waiting in the corridor.

"The operation was successful,” Kat said. "He's going to

be fine."

Ken Mallory was in deep trouble. It was the last day to
make good on his bet. The probl em had been grow ng so
gradual |y that he had hardly been aware of it. From al nost
the first night, he had been positive that he woul d have no
trouble getting Kat into bed. Trouble? She's eager it! Now
his time was up, and he was facing disaster.

Mal | ory thought about all the things that had gone
wrong-Kat's roommates comng in just as she was about to go
to bed with him the difficulty of getting together for a
date, Kat's being called away by her beeper and | eaving him
st andi ng naked, her cousin coming to town, her oversl eeping,
her period. He stopped suddenly and thought, WAait a m nutel
They coul dn't have all been coincidences. Kat was doing this
to himdeliberately! She had sonehow gotten wi nd of the bet,
and had decided to nake a fool of him to play a joke on him
a joke that was going to cost himten thousand doll ars that
he didn't have. The bitchl He was no closer to w nning than
he had been at the begi nning. She had deliberately | ed him
on. How the hell did | let nyself get into this! He knew
there was no way he could conme up with the noney.

When Mall ory wal ked into the doctors' dressing room they
were waiting for him
"Payoff day!" Gundy sang out.

Mal lory forced a smle. "I have until mdnight, right?
Bel i eve ne, she's ready, fellows."
There was a snicker. "Sure. W'll|l believe you when we hear

it fromthe |ady herself. Just have the cash ready in the
nor ni ng. "

Mal | ory | aughed. "You'd better have yours ready!"

He had to find a way. And suddenly he had the answer.

Ken Mallory found Kat in the | ounge. He sat down opposite



her. "l hear you saved a patient's life.
"What ?"

“Not hi ng. "

"How woul d you like to save ny life?"
Kat | ooked at hi m qui zzically.

"Have di nner with nme tonight."

"I"'mtoo tired, Ken." She was weary of the gane she was
playing with him [|'ve had enough, Kat thought. It's tinme to

"And ny own."

stop. It's over. |I've fallen into ny own trap. She w shed he
were a different kind of man. If only he had been honest with
her. | really could have cared for him Kat thought.

There was no way Mallory was going to | et Kat get away.'
"W'll nmake it an early night,'' he coaxed. "You have to have
di nner sonewhere."

Rel uctantly, Kat nodded. She knew it was going to be the

| ast time. She was going to tell himshe knew about the bet.
She was going to end the gane. "All right."

Honey finished her shift at 4:00 p.m She | ooked at her

wat ch and deci ded that she had just enough tinme to do sone
gui ck shopping. She went to the Candelier to buy sone candl es
for the apartnent, then to the San Franci sco Tea and Coffee
Conpany so there would be sone drinkable coffee for

breakfast, and on to Chris Kelly for |inens.

Loaded down with packages, Honey headed for the apartnent.
"1l fix myself sone dinner at hone, Honey deci ded. She knew
that Kat had a date with Mallory, and that Paige was on call

Funbling wth her packages, Honey entered the apartnent

and cl osed the door behind her. She switched on the light. A
huge bl ack man was com ng out of the

bat hroom dri pping blood on the white carpet. He was

poi nting a gun at her.

"Make one sound, and I'Il blow your fucking head off!"

Honey screaned.

Chapter Twenty-three



Mal | ory was seated across from Kat at

Schroeder's restaurant on Front Street. It's the bottom of
the ninth, he thought, and so far it's a shutout. \Wat was
goi ng to happen when he couldn't pay the ten thousand
dollars? Word woul d spread qui ckly around the hospital, and
he woul d be-conme known as a wel cher, a sick joke.

Kat was chatting about one of her patients, and Mal-lory

was | ooking into her eyes, not hearing a word she said. He
had nore inportant things on his m nd.

Di nner was al nost over, and the waiter was serving coffee.
Kat | ooked at her watch. "I have an early call, Ken. | think
we'd better go."

He sat there, staring down at the table. "Kat ..." He

| ooked up. "There's sonmething I have to tell you."

"Yes?"

"I have a confession to nake.

"This isn't easy for ne."

She watched him puzzled. "What is it?"

"“I"'menbarrassed to tell you." He was funbling for words.

“I ... | made a stupid bet with sone of the doctors that
that | could take you to bed."

Kat was staring at him "You ...

He t ook a deep breath.

"Pl ease don't say anything yet. |I'm so ashaned of what |

did. It started out as a kind of joke, but the joke is on ne.
Sonet hi ng happened that | didn't count on. | fell in |ove
with you."

"Ken . "

"I'"ve never been in |love before, Kat. |I've known a | ot of
wonen, but never felt anything like this. | haven't been able
to stop thinking about you." He took a shaky breath. "I want

to marry you."

Kat's m nd was spinning. Everything was bei ng turned
topsy-turvy. "I . . .1 don't know what to . . ."

"You're the only woman |'ve ever proposed to. Please say
yes. WIIl you marry nme, Kat?"

So he had really neant all the lovely things he had said

to her! Her heart was pounding. It was |ike a won-derful
dream suddenly cone true. Al she had wanted from hi m was
honesty. And now he was being honest with her. Al this tine
he had been feeling guilty about what he had done. He was not
| i ke other nen. He was genuine, and sensitive.



When Kat | ooked at him her eyes were glow ng. "Yes, Ken.

Oh, yes!™
Hs grinlit up the room "Kat . . ."He | eaned over and
ki ssed her. "I'mso sorry about that stupid bet." He shook

his head in self-derision. "Ten thousand dollars. W could
have used that noney for our honeynoon. But it's worth | osing
It to have you."

Kat was thinking, Ten thousand doll ars.

"I was such a fool."

"When is your deadline up?"

"At mdnight tonight, but that's not inportant any-nore.
The inportant thing is us. That we're going to be married.
We-

" Ken?"

"Yes, darling?"

"Let's go to your place." There was a m schievous glint in
Kat's eyes. "You still have tine to win your bet."

Kat was a tigress in bed.

My God! This was worth waiting for, Mallory thought. All
the feelings that Kat had kept bottled up over the years
suddenly expl oded. She was the nobst passi onate wonman Ken
Mal | ory had ever known. At the end of two hours, he was
exhausted. He held Kat in his arns. "You're incredible," he
sai d.

She lifted herself up on her el bows and | ooked down at

him "So are you, darling. |I'mso happy."

Mal lory grinned. "So am1." Ten thousand dollars' worth!

he thought. And great sex.

"Promise ne it will always be like this, Ken."
"I promse," Mallory said in his sincerest voice.
Kat | ooked at her watch. "lI'd better get dressed."”

"Can't you spend the night here?"

"No, I"'mriding to the hospital with Paige in the

norni ng." She gave hima warmkiss. "Don't worry. We'll have
all our lives to spend together."

He wat ched her get dressed.

"I can't wait to collect on that bet. It wll buy us a

great honeynoon." He frowned. "But what if the boys don't
bel i eve ne? They aren't going to take ny word fork."

Kat was thoughtful for a nonent. Finally, she said, "Don't



worry. I'Il let them know. "
Mal | ory grinned. "Conme on back to bed.”

Chapter Twenty-four

The black man with the gun pointed at Honey screaned, "I

told you to shut up!™ "I ... I"'msorry," Honey said. She
was trenbling. "Wh . . . what do you want ?"

He was pressing his hand against his side, trying to stop
the flow of blood. "I want ny sister.”

Honey | ooked at him puzzled. He was obviously insane.

"Your sister?"

"Kat." H's voice was becom ng faint.

"Ch, ny God! You're Mke!"

"Yeah. "

The gun dropped, and he slipped to the floor. Honey rushed
to him Blood was pouring out fromwhat | ooked |Iike a gunshot
wound.

"Lie still," Honey said. She hurried into the bath-room
and gat hered up sone peroxide and a | arge bath towel. She
returned to Mke. "This is going to hurt,” she warned.

He lay there, too weak to nove.

She poured peroxide into the wound and pressed the towel
against his side. He bit down on his hand to keep from
scream ng.

“I"'mgoing to call an anmbul ance and get you to the
hospital ,"” Honey sai d.

He grabbed her arm "No! No hospitals. No police." H's
voi ce was getting weaker. "Wuere's Kat?"

"l don't know," Honey said hel pl essly. She knew Kat was
out sonewhere with Mallory, but she had no idea where. "Let
me call a friend of mne.™

"Pai ge?" he asked.

Honey nodded. "Yes." So Kat told himabout the two of us.

It took the hospital ten mnutes to reach Paige.
"You' d better come hone," Honey said.



"I"'mon call, Honey. I'min the mddle of-"
"Kat's brother is here.”

"Oh, well, tell him"
"He's been shot."
"He what ?"

"He's been shot!"
"'l send the paranedics over and-"

"He says no hospitals and no police. | don't know what to
do. "

"How bad is it?"

"Pretty bad."

There was a pause. "I'll find soneone to cover for ne.

"Il be there in half an hour."
Honey repl aced the receiver and turned to Mke. "Paige is
com ng."

Two hours later, on her way back to the apartnent, Kat was
filled with a glorious sense of well-being. She had been
nervous about making |love, afraid that she would hate it
after the terrible experience she had had, but instead, Ken
Mal lory had turned it into sonething wonderful. He had

unl ocked enotions in her that she had never known exi sted.

Smling to herself at the thought of how they had

outwitted the doctors at the last nonment and won the bet, Kat
opened the door to the apartnent and stood there in shock.
Pai ge and Honey were kneeling beside Mke. He was |ying on
the floor, a pillow under his head, a towel pressed against
his side, his clothes soaked w th bl ood.

Pai ge and Honey | ooked up as Kat entered.

"M kel My God!" She rushed over to M ke and knelt beside
him "What happened?"

"H, sis." H's voice was barely a whisper.

"He's been shot," Paige said. "He's henorrhaging."

"Let's get himto the hospital,"” Kat said.

M ke shook his head. "No," he whispered. "You're a doctor.
Fix me up.”

Kat | ooked over at Paige.



"I'"ve stopped as nuch of the bleeding as |I can, but the

bullet is still inside him W don't have the instru-nents
here to-"
"He's still losing blood," Kat said. She cradled M ke's

head in her arnms. "Listen to ne, Mke. If you don't get help,
you're going to die."

"You... can't... report... this... | don't... want any
police."

Kat asked quietly, "Wat are you involved in, M ke?"
“"Nothing. | was in a ... a business deal ... and it went

sour . . . and this guy got mad and shot ne."

It was the kind of story Kat had been listening to for

years. Lies. Al lies. She had known that then, and she knew

it now, but she had tried to keep the truth from herself.
M ke held on to her arm "WIIl you help ne, sis?"

"Yes. I'mgoing to help you, Mke." Kat |eaned down and

ki ssed hi mon the cheek. Then she rose and went to the

t el ephone. She picked up the receiver and dialed the
energency roomat the hospital. "This is Dr. Hunter," she
said in an unsteady voice. "I need an anbul ance right away
At the hospital, Kat asked Paige to performthe opera-tion
to renove the bullet.

"He's lost a |lot of blood," Paige said. She turned to the
assi sting surgeon. "G ve himanother unit."

It was dawn when the operation was finished. The surgery
was successful .
When it was over, Paige called Kat aside. "How do you want

me to report this?" she asked. "I could list it as an
accident, or . . ."

“No," Kat said. Her voice was filled with pain. "I should
have done this a long tinme ago. | want you to report it as a

gunshot wound. "

Mal l ory was waiting for Kat outside the operating theater.
"Kat! | heard about your brother and ..."
Kat nodded wearily.



"I"'mso sorry. |Is he going to be all right?"

Kat | ooked at Mallory and said, "Yes. For the first tine
in his life, Mke is going to be all right."

Mal | ory squeezed Kat's hand. "I just want you to know how
wonderful |ast night was. You were a mra-cle. Ch. That
rem nds ne. The doctors | bet with are in the | ounge waiting,
but | suppose with all that has happened, you woul dn't want
togoinand ..."

"Why not ?"

She took his armand the two of themwal ked into the

| ounge. The doctors watched them as they approached.

G undy said, "H, Kat. W need to have your word on
sonmething. Dr. Mallory clains that you and he spent the night
together, and it was great."

"It was better than great,"” Kat said. "It was fantas-tic!"
She kissed Mallory on the cheek. "I'lIl see you |later, |over.’
The nen sat there, gaping, as Kat wal ked away.

In their dressing room Kat said to Paige and Honey, "In
all the excitenent, | haven't had a chance to tell you the
news. "

"What news?" Pai ge asked.

"Ken asked ne to marry him"

There were | ooks of disbelief on their faces.

"You're joking!" Paige said.

"No. He proposed to nme last night. | accepted.”

"But you can't marry him" Honey exclainmed. "You know what
he's like. | nean, he tried to get you to go to bed on a
bet!"

"He succeeded." Kat grinned.

Pai ge | ooked at her. "I'm confused."

Kat said, "W were wong about him Conpletely wong. Ken
told ne about that bet hinself. Al this tinme, it's been
bot hering his conscience. Don't you see what happened? | went
out wwth himto punish him and he went out wwth ne to wn
sone noney, and we ended up falling in love with each ot her.
Ch, | can't tell you how happy I am"
Honey and Pai ge | ooked at each other. "When are you
getting married?" Honey asked.
"We haven't discussed it yet, but I"'msure it wll be
soon. | want you two to be ny bridesmids."

You can count on it," Paige said. " W'Ill be there.'



But there was a naggi ng doubt in the back of her m nd. She
yawned. "It's been a long night. I'm going hone and get sone
sl eep. ™

“I'"'l'l stay here with Mke," Kat said. "Wen he wakes up,

the police want to talk to him" She took their hands in
hers. "Thank you for being such good friends."

On the way hone, Paige thought about what had happened

t hat night. She knew how nuch Kat | oved her brother. It had
taken a |l ot of courage to turn himover to the police.
shoul d have done this a long tinme ago.

The tel ephone was ringing as Paige wal ked into the
apartnment. She hurried to pick it up.

It was Jason. "Hi! | just called to tell you how nuch I

m ss you. What's going on in your |ife?"

Pai ge was tenpted to tell him to share it with some-body,
but it was too personal. It belonged to Kat.

"Not hi ng," Paige said. "Everything is fine."

"Good. Are you free for dinner tonight?"

Pai ge was aware that it was nore than an invitation to
dinner. If | see himanynore, |'mgoing to get in-volved,
Pai ge thought. She knew that it was one of the nost inportant
deci sions of her life.

She took a deep breath. "Jason ..." The doorbell rang.
"Hold it a mnute, wll you, Jason?"

Pai ge put the tel ephone down and went to the door and
opened it.

Al fred Turner was standing there.

Chapter Twenty-five

Pai ge stood there, frozen. Alfred smled. "May | cone in?"
She was flustered. "OfF. . . of course. I'm. . . sorry." She
wat ched Alfred walk into the living room and she was filled
with conflicting enotions. She was happy and excited and
angry at the sane tinme. Why am | going on |ike this? Paige

t hought. He probably dropped by to say hello.



Alfred turned to her. "lI've left Karen."

The words were a shock.

Al fred noved closer to her. "I nmade a big m stake, Paige.
| never should have | et you go. Never."
"Alfred. . ." Paige suddenly renenbered. "Excuse ne."

She hurried to the tel ephone and picked it up. "Jason?"
"Yes, Paige. About tonight, we could-"

"I . . .1 can't see you."

"Oh. If tonight is bad, what about tonorrow ni ght?"

"I ... I"mnot sure.”

He sensed the tension in her voice. "lIs anything wong?"
"No. Everything is fine. I'lIl call you tonorrow and
expl ain. "

"All right." He sounded puzzl ed.

Pai ge repl aced the receiver.

"I"ve mssed you, Paige," Afred said. "Have you m ssed
me?"

No. | just follow strangers on the street and call them
Alfred. "Yes," Paige admtted.

"Good. W bel ong together, you know. W al ways have."

Have we? |Is that why you married Karen? Do you think you
can walk in and out of ny life any tinme you pl ease?

Al fred was standing close to her. "Haven't we?"

Pai ge | ooked at himand said, "I don't know " It was all

t oo sudden.

Al fred took her hand in his. "O course you do."

"What happened with Karen?"

Al fred shrugged. "Karen was a m stake. | kept think-ing

about you and all the great tinmes we had. W were al ways good
for each other."

She was wat ching him wary, guarded. "Alfred . . ."

"I"'mhere to stay, Paige. Wien | say 'here,' | don't
exactly nmean that. We're going to New York."

"New Yor k?"

"Yes. I'Il tell you all about it. | could use a cup of
coffee.”

"OF course. |I'lIl make a fresh pot. It will just take a few
m nutes."

Al fred followed her into the kitchen, where Paige began to
prepare the coffee. She was trying to get her thoughts in



order. She had wanted Al fred back so des-perately, and now
that he was here .

Al fred was saying, "lI've learned a ot in the |ast few
years, Paige. |'ve grown up."

" Ch?"

"Yes. You know |I've been working with WHO all these
years."

"I know. "

"Those countries haven't changed any since we were Kkids.
In fact, sonme of themare worse. There's nore di sease down
t here, nore poverty ..."

"But you were there, hel ping,
"Yes, and | suddenly woke up."

"Woke up?”

“I realized | was throwing ny life away. | was down there,
living in msery, working twenty-four hours a day, hel ping
t hose ignorant savages, when | could have been naking a
bundl e of noney over here.”

Pai ge was |istening in disbelief.

Pai ge sai d.

"I met a doctor who has a practice on Park Avenue in New
York. Do you know how nuch he makes a year? Over five hundred
t housand dollars! Did you hear ne? Five hundred thousand a
year!"

Pai ge was staring at him

"I said to nyself, 'Wiere has that kind of nobney been al

of my life?" He offered ne a position as an associ ate, "

Al fred said proudly, "and I'mgoing in wwth him That's why
you and | are going to New York."

Pai ge stood there, nunbed by what she was heari ng.

"'l be able to afford a penthouse apartnent for us, and
to get you pretty dresses, and all the things |'ve al ways
prom sed you." He was grinning. "Well, are you surprised?"
Paige's mouth was dry. "I ... | don't know what to say,

A fred."

He | aughed. "OF course you don't. Five hundred thousand
dollars a year is enough to nmake anyone speechl ess.”

"I wasn't thinking of the noney,'' Paige said slowy.

"NO?"

She was studying him as though seeing himfor the first
time. "Alfred, when you were working for WHO, didn't you feel
you were hel pi ng peopl e?"

He shrugged. "Nothing can hel p those people. And who the



hell really cares? Wuld you believe that Karen wanted ne to
stay down there in Bangl adesh? | told her no way, so she went
back." He took Paige's hand. "So here | am ... You're a
little quiet. | guess you' re overwhel ned by all this, huh?"

Pai ge thought of her father. He would have been a big
success on Park Avenue, but he wasn't interested in noney.
Hs only interest was in hel ping people.

"I'"ve already divorced Karen, so we can get married right
away." He patted her hand. "What do you think of the idea of
l'iving in New York?"

Pai ge took a deep breath. "Alfred ..
There was an expectant smle on his face. "Yes?"
"CGet out."

The smle slowy faded. "Wat?"

Pai ge rose. "I want you to get out of here.”
He was confused. "Were do you want ne to go?" "I won't
tell you," Paige said. "It would hurt your feelings."

After Alfred had gone, Paige sat lost in thought. Kat had
been right. She had been clinging to a ghost. Hel p-ing those
I gnor ant savages, when | could have been naki ng a bundl e over
here. . . . Five hundred thousand a year!

And that's what |'ve been hanging on to, Paige thought
wonderingly. She should have felt depressed, but instead she
was filled with a feeling of elation. She suddenly felt free.
She knew now what she want ed.

She wal ked over to the tel ephone and dialed Jason's
nunber .

"Hello."

"Jason, it's Paige. Renenber telling ne about your house
i n Noe Vall ey?"

"Yes . !

“I"d love to see it. Are you free tonight?"

Jason said quietly, "Do you want to tell nme what's goi ng
on, Paige? |I'mvery confused."

“I"'mthe one who's confused. | thought I was in love with
a man | knew a long tine ago, but he's not the sane nan. |
know what | want now. "

"Yes?"

"l want to see your house."



Noe Val |l ey bel onged to another century. It was a col orful
oasis in the heart of one of the nost cosnopoli-tan cities in
t he worl d.

Jason's house was a reflection of himconfortable, neat,

and charm ng. He escorted Pai ge through the house. "This is

the living room the kitchen, the guest bathroom the study .
."He | ooked at her and said, "The bedroomis upstairs.

Wuld you like to see it?"

Pai ge said quietly, "Very nuch."

They went up the stairs into the bedroom Paige's heart

was pounding wi ldly. But what was happeni ng seened

I nevitable. | should have known fromthe begi n-ning, she

t hought .

Pai ge never knew who made the first nove, but sone-how

they were in each other's arnms and Jason's |ips were on hers,
and it seenmed the nost natural thing in the world. They
started to undress each other, and there was a fierce urgency
in both of them And then they were in bed, and he was naki ng
| ove to her.

"God," he whispered. "I |ove you."

"I know," Paige teased. "Ever since | told you to put on

the white coat."

After they nade |ove, Paige said, "I'd like to spend the

ni ght here."

Jason snmiled. "You won't hate ne in the norning?"

"l prom se."

Pai ge spent the night with Jason, talking . . . making

love . . . talking. In the norning, she cooked breakfast for
hi m

Jason watched her, and said, "I don't know how | got so

| ucky, but thank you."

“I"'mthe |ucky one,"” Paige told him

"You know sonet hing? | never got an answer to ny
proposal . "

"You'll have an answer this afternoon.”

That afternoon, a nessenger arrived at Jason's office,
with an envel ope. Inside was the card that Jason had sent
wi th the nodel house.

Mne [ ]

Qurs [ x ]

Pl ease check one.



Chapter Twenty-si X

Lou Dinetto was ready to check out of the hospital. Kat
went to his roomto say goodbye. Rhino and the Shadow were
t here.

As Kat wal ked in, Dinetto turned to them and said, 'Get

| ost."
Kat watched them | eave the room Dinetto | ooked at Kat and
said, "I owe you one." 'You don't owe ne anything." "Is that

what you think ny life is worth? | hear you're setting

married.” "That's right." "To a doctor." "Yes."

"Well, tell himto take good care of you, or he'll have to
answer to nme." '"1'll tell him" There was a small pause. "I'm
sorry about M ke."

"He'll be all right," Kat said. "I had a long talk with

him He'll be fine."

"Good." Dinetto held out a bulky manila envel ope. "A
little weddi ng present for you."

Kat shook her head. "No. Thank you."

"But . . ."

"Take care of yourself."

"You, too. You know sonething? You're a real stand-up
broad. I'mgoing to tell you sonething I want you to
remenber. If you ever need a favor-anything- you cone to ne.
You hear ne?"

"I hear you."

She knew that he neant it. And she knew that she woul d
never go to him

During the weeks that foll owed, Paige and Jason spoke on

t he phone three and four tines a day, and were together every
time Paige was not on night call

The hospital was busier than ever. Paige had been on a
thirty-six-hour shift that had been filled with enei-gencies.
She had just gone to sleep in the on-call room when she was
awakened by the urgent shrill of the tel ephone.



She funbl ed the phone to her ear. "H |o0o?" "Dr. Tayl or,

will you cone to Room 422, stat?" Paige tried to clear her

m nd. Room 422. One of Dr Barker's patients. Lance Kelly. He
had just had a mtral valve replaced. Sonething nmust have
gone wong. Paigfc stunbled off the cot and wal ked out into
the deserted corridor. She decided not to wait for the

el evator. She ran up the stairs. Maybe it's just a nervous
nurse. If it's serious, |I'lIl call Dr. Barker, she thought.

She wal ked i nt o Room 422 and stood in the doorway,

staring. The patient was fighting for breath and npan-i ng.
The nurse turned to Paige in obvious relief. "I didn't know
what to do, doctor. I . . ."

Pai ge hurried to the bedside. "You're going to be fine,"

she said reassuringly. She took his wist between two
fingers. H's pulse was junping wildly. The mtral valve was
mal f uncti oni ng.

"Let's sedate him" Pai ge ordered.

The nurse handed Pai ge a syringe, and Paige injected it

into a vein. Paige turned to the nurse. "Tell the head nurse
to get an operating teamtogether, stat. And send for Dr.

Bar ker!'"

Fifteen mnutes later, Kelly was on the operating table.

The team consisted of two scrub nurses, a circulat-ing nurse,
and two residents. A television nonitor was perched high in a
corner of the roomto display the heart rate, EKG and bl ood

pressure.

The anest hesi ol ogi st wal ked in, and Paige felt I|ike

cursing. Most of the anesthesiol ogists at the hospital were
skilled doctors, but Herman Koch was an excep-tion. Pai ge had
worked with himbefore and tried to avoid himas nmuch as
possi ble. She did not trust him Now she had no choi ce.

Pai ge watched hi m secure a tube to the patient's throat,
whi |l e she unfol ded a paper drape with a clear w ndow and
placed it over the patient's chest.

“"Put a line into the jugular vein," Paige said.

Koch nodded. "Right."

One of the residents asked, "What's the problem here?"

"Dr. Barker replaced the mtral valve yesterday. | think
It's ruptured."” Paige |ooked over at Dr. Koch. "Is he out?"



Koch nodded. "Sleeping like he's in bed at hone." | w sh

you were, Paige thought. "What are you us-ing?"

"Propofol."

She nodded. "All right."

She wat ched Kelly being connected to the heart-Iung

machi ne so she coul d perform a cardi opul nonary by-pass. Pai ge
studied the nonitors on the wall. Pulse 140 ... bl ood oxygen
saturation 92 percent. . . blood pressure 80 over 60. "Let's
go," Paige said. One of the residents put on nusic. Paige
stepped up to the operating table under el even hundred watts
of hot white light and turned to the scrub nurse. "Scal pel,
pl ease ..." The operation began.

Pai ge renoved all the sternal wires fromthe operation the
day before. She then cut fromthe base of the neck to the

| ower end of the sternum while one of the residents blotted
away the blood with gauze pads.

She carefully went through the |ayers of fat and nus-cle,

and in front of her was the erratically beating heart.
"There's the problem™ Paige said. "The atriumis perforated.
Bl ood is collecting around the heart and conpressing it."
Pai ge was | ooking at the nonitor on the wall. The punp
pressure had dropped dangerously. "lIncrease the flow " Paige
ordered. The door to the operating room opened and Law ence
Bar ker stepped in. He stood to one side, watching what was
happeni ng.

Pai ge said, "Dr. Barker. Do you want to . . .?"

“It's your operation.”

Pai ge took a quick |ook at what Koch was doi ng. "Be
careful. You'll overanesthetize him dammt! Slowit down!"
"But I . . ."

"He's in V-tach! H's pressure is dropping!"

"What do you want nme to do?" Koch asked hel p-1essly.

He shoul d know, Paige thought angrily. "G ve himlidocai ne
and epi nephrine! Now " She was yelling.

"Ri ght."

Pai ge wat ched as Koch picked up a syringe and in-jected it
into the patient's |V

A resident |ooked at the nonitor and called out, "Bl ood
pressure is falling."

Pai ge was working frantically to stop the flow of bl ood.



She | ooked up at Koch. "Too much flow | told you to .

The noi se of the heartbeat on the nonitor suddenly becane
chaoti c.

"My God! Sonething's gone wong!"

"Gve ne the defibrillator!" Paige yelled.

The circul ating nurse reached for the defibrillator on the
crash cart, opened two sterile paddles, and plugged themin.
She turned the buttons up to charge them and ten seconds

| at er handed themto Pai ge.

She took the paddles and positioned themdirectly over
Kelly's heart. Kelly's body junped, then fell back.

Paige tried again, willing himto cone back to |ife,

wlling himto breathe again. Nothing. The heart lay still, a
dead, usel ess organ.

Paige was in a fury. Her part of the operation had been
successful . Koch had overanesthetized the patient.

As Pai ge was applying the defibrillator to Lanct Kelly's
body for the third futile time, Dr. Barker stepped up to the
operating table and turned to Paige. "You killed him"

Chapter Twenty-seven

Jason was in the mddle of a design neeting when | his
secretary said, "Dr. Taylor is on the phone for | you. Shal

| tell her you'll call back?"
“"No. I'Il take it." Jason picked up the phone. "Paige?"
"Jason ... | need you!" She was sobbi ng.

"What happened?"

"Can you cone to the apartnent?"

"OF course. I'll be right there." He stood up. "The

nmeeting is over. We'll pick it up in the norning."

Hal f an hour later, Jason was at the apartnent. Paige

opened the door and threw her arns around him Her eyes were
red from crying.

"What happened?” Jason asked.
"I't's awful! Dr. Barker told ne |l ... | killed a patient,



and honestly, it ... it wasn't ny fault!" Her voice broke. "I
can't take any nore of his .

"Pai ge," Jason said gently, "you' ve told nme how nean he
always is. That's the man's character."”

Pai ge shook her head. "It's nore than that. He's been

trying to force nme out since the day | started work-ing with
him Jason, if he were a bad doctor and didn't think I was

any good, | wouldn't mnd so nuch, but the man is brilliant.
| have to respect his opinion. | just don't think |I'm good
enough. "

"Nonsense, " Jason said angrily. "OF course you are.

Everyone | talk to says you're a wonderful doctor."
"Not Law ence Barker."
"Forget Barker."

"I"'mgoing to," Paige said. "I'mquitting the hospi-tal."
Jason took her in his arnms. "Paige, | know you | ove the
prof ession too nuch to give it up."

"I won't give it up. | just never want to see that

hospital again.”

Jason took out a handkerchief and dried Paige's tears.
“I"'msorry to bother you with all of this," Paige said.
"That's what husbands-to-be are for, isn't it?"

She managed a smle. "I |like the sound of that. All

right." Paige took a deep breath. "I feel better now Thanks
for talking to ne. | tel ephoned Dr. Wallace and told him|
was quitting. |I'mgoing over to the hospital and see him
now. "

“I'"'l'l see you at dinner tonight."

Pai ge wal ked through the corridors of the hospital,

knowi ng that she was seeing themfor the last tinme. There
were the famliar noises and the people hurrying up and down
the corridors. It had beconme nore of a hone to her than she'd
real i zed. She thought of Jimy and Chang, and all the
wonder ful doctors she had worked with. Darling Jason goi ng on
rounds with her in his white coat. She passed the cafeteria
where she and Honey and Kat had had a hundred breakfasts, and
the | ounge, where they had tried to have a party. The
corridors and roons were full of so many nmenories. |'m going
to mss it, Paige thought, but | refuse to work under the
same roof as that nonster.

She went up to Dr. Wallace's office. He was waiting for
her .



"Well, | nust say, your tel ephone call surprised ne,

Pai ge! Have you definitely nmade up your m nd?"

"Yes."

Benjam n WAl | ace sighed. "Very well. Before you go, Dr.
Bar ker would |li ke to see you."

"I want to see him" Al of Paige' s pent-up anger boiled
to the surface.

"He's in the lab. Well . . . good luck."

"Thanks." Pai ge headed for the I|ab.

Dr. Barker was exam ning sone slides under a m cro-scope
when Paige entered. He | ooked up. "I'mtold you' ve decided to
quit the hospital."

"That's right. You finally got your w sh."

"And what was that?" Barker asked.

"You' ve wanted ne out of here fromthe first nonent you

saw ne. Well, you've won. | can't fight you any-nore. \Wen
you told nme I killed your patient, | " Paige's voice
broke. "I . . .1 think you' re a sadistic, cold-hearted son of
a bitch, and | hate you."

"Sit down," Dr. Barker said.

“No. | have nothing nore to say."

"Well, | have. Who the hell do you think you . . .?"

He suddenly stopped and began to gasp.

As Pai ge watched in horror, he clutched his heart and
toppl ed over in his chair, his face twisted to one side in a
horrible rictus.

Pai ge was at his side instantly. "Dr. Barker!" She grabbed

t he tel ephone and shouted into it, "Code Red! Code Red!"

Dr. Peterson said, "He's suffered a massive stroke. It's

too early to tell whether he's going to cone out of it."
It's ny fault, Paige thought. |I wanted hi mdead. She felt

m ser abl e.

She went back to see Ben Wallace. "I'msorry about what
happened, " Pai ge said. "He was a good doctor."

"Yes. It's regrettable. Very ..." Willace studied her a
nonment. "Paige, if Dr. Barker can't practice here anynore,
woul d you consi der staying on?"

Pai ge hesitated. "Yes. O course.”



Chapter Twenty-ei ght

H s chart read, "John Cronin, white nmale, age 70.

Di agnosis: Cardiac tunor." Paige had not yet nmet John Cronin.
He was schedul ed to have heart surgery. She wal ked into his
room a nurse and a staff doctor at her side. She sm |l ed
warmy and said, "Good norning, M. Cronin."

They had just extubated him and there were the marks of
adhesi ve tape around his nmouth. IV bottles hung overhead, and
the tubing had been inserted in his left arm

Cronin | ooked over at Paige. "Who the hell are you?"
"I'"'mDr. Taylor. I'"mgoing to exam ne you and-"

"Li ke hell you are! Keep your fucking hands off ne. Wy
didn't they send in a real doctor?"

Paige's smle died. "I'"ma cardiovascul ar surgeon. |'m
going to do everything | can to get you well again."
"You're going to operate on ny heart?"

"That's right. I ..."

John Cronin | ooked at the resident and said, "For Christ's
sake, is this the best this hospital can do?"

"I assure you, Dr. Taylor is thoroughly qualified," the
staff doctor said.

"So is ny ass."

Paige said stiffly, "Wuld you rather bring in your own
surgeon?"

"l don't have one. | can't afford those high-priced
guacks. You doctors are all alike. Al you're interested in
I s noney. You don't give a damm about people. W're just

pi eces of neat to you, aren't we?"

Pai ge was fighting to control her tenper. "I know you're
upset right now, but-"

"Upset ? Just because you're going to cut nmy heart out?" He

was screamng. "I know I'll die on the op-erating table.
You're going to kill me, and | hope they get you for nurder!"
"That's enough!" Pai ge sai d.

He was grinning at her maliciously. "It wouldn't | ook good
on your record if | died, would it, doctor? Maybe I wll Iet

you operate on ne."



Pai ge found that she was hyperventilating. She turned to
the nurse. "I want an EKG and a chem stry panel." She took
one | ast | ook at John Cronin, then turned and |left the room

When Paige returned an hour |later with the reports on the
tests, John Cronin | ooked up. "Ch, the bitch is back."
Pai ge operated on John Cronin at six o'clock the follow ng
nor ni ng.

The nonment she opened himup, she knew that there was no
hope. The nmmj or problemwas not the heart. Cronin's organs
showed signs of nel anona.

A resident said, "Ch, ny God! What are we going to do?"
"We're going to pray that he doesn't have to live with

this too long."

When Pai ge stepped out of the operating roominto the
corridor, she found a wonan and two nmen waiting for her. The
woman was in her late thirties. She had bright red hair and
too nmuch makeup, and she wore a heavy, cheap perfune. She had
on a tight dress that accentuated a vol uptuous figure. The
men were in their forties, and both had red hair. To Pai ge,
they | ooked |ike a circus troupe.

The woman said to Paige, "You Dr. Taylor?"

"Yes."

"I'mMs. Cronin. These are ny brothers. How s ny
husband?"

Pai ge hesitated. She said carefully, "The operation went
as well as could be expected.”

"Ch, thank God!" Ms. Cronin said nmel odramati-cally,
dabbing at her eyes with a | ace handkerchief. "lI'd die if
anyt hi ng happened to John!"

Paige felt as if she were watching an actress in a bad

pl ay.

"Can | see ny darling now?"

"Not yet, Ms. Cronin. He's in the recovery room

suggest that you cone back tonorrow. "

"We'll be back." She turned to the nen. "Cone al ong,
fellas."

Pai ge watched as they wal ked away. Poor John Cro-nin, she
t hought .

Pai ge was given the report the next norning. The cancer
had net astasi zed throughout Cronin's body. It was too |late



for radiation treatnent.

The oncol ogist said to Paige, "There's nothing to do but

try to keep himconfortable. He's going to be in a hell of a
| ot of pain.”

"How nmuch tinme does he have?"

"A week or two at the nost."

Pai ge went to visit John Cronin in intensive care. He was

asl eep. John Cronin was no longer a bitter, vitriolic man,

but a human being fighting desperately for his life. He was
on a respirator, and being fed intrave-nously. Paige sat down
at his bedside, watching him He |ooked tired and def eat ed.
He's one of the unlucky ones, Paige thought. Even wth al

the nmodern nedical mracles, there's nothing we can do to
save him Paige touched his armgently. After a while, she
left.

Later that afternoon, Paige stopped by to see John Cronin
again. He was off the respirator now. Wen he opened his eyes
and saw Pai ge, he said drowsily, "The operation's over, huh?"
Pai ge smled reassuringly. "Yes. | just canme by to nake
sure that you're confortable.”

"Confortabl e?” he snorted. "What the hell do you care?"
Pai ge said, "Please. Let's not fight."

Cronin lay there, silently studying her. "The other doctor
told nme you did a good job."

Pai ge sai d not hi ng.

"I have cancer, don't |°?"

"Yes."

"How bad is it?"

The question posed a dilemma that all surgeons were faced
W th sooner or |ater. Paige said, "It's pretty bad."'
There was a |long silence. "Wat about radiation or
chenot her apy?"

"I"'msorry. It would nmake you feel worse, and it woul dn't
hel p. "

"I see. Wll . . . I've had a good life."

"I'"msure you have."

"You may not think so, |ooking at nme now, but |'ve had a

| ot of wonen."

"I believe it."
"Yeah. Wonen . . . thick steaks . . . good cigars .. . You
married?"



"You ought to be. Everyone should be married. |'ve been
married. Twice. First, for thirty-five years. She was a
wonderful |ady. She died of a heart attack."

"I"msorry."

"It's okay." He sighed. "Then | got sucked into marrying a
bi nbo. Her and her two hungry brothers. It's ny fault for
bei ng so horny, | guess. Her red hair turned nme on. She's
sone piece of work."

“I"'msure she ..."

“"No offense, but do you know why I"min this cockamam e
hospital? My wife put nme here. She didn't want to waste noney
on ne for a private hospital. This way there'll be nore to
| eave to her and her brothers."” He | ooked up at Paige. "How
much tinme do | have left?"

"Do you want it straight?"

"No . . . yes."

"A week or two."

"Jesus! The pain is going to get worse, isn't it?"

"'l try to keep you as confortable as possible, M.
Cronin."

"Call nme John."

"John. "

"Life is a bitch, isn't it?"

"You said you've had a good life."

"I did. It's kinda funny, knowing it's about over. Were
do you think we go?"

"I don't know. "

He forced a smle. "I'Il let you know when | get there."
"Sonme nedication is on the way. Can | do anything to make
you nore confortabl e?"

"Yeah. Cone back and talk to nme tonight.”

It was Paige's night off, and she was exhausted. "I'l|

come back."

That ni ght when Pai ge went back to see John Cronin, he was
awake.

"How are you feeling?"

He wi nced. "Terrible. | was never very good about pain. |
guess |'ve got a low threshold.™

"I understand."

"You net Hazel, huh?"

"Hazel ?"

"My wife. The binbo. She and her brothers were here to see
me. They said they tal ked to you."



"Yes."

"She's sonething, ain't she? | sure got nyself into a
bundl e of trouble there. They can't wait for nme to kick the
bucket . "

"Don't say that."

“It's true. The only reason Hazel married ne was for ny
noney. To tell you the truth, | didn't mnd that so nuch. |
really had a good tinme with her in bed, but then she and her
brothers started to get greedy. They al ways wanted nore."
The two of themsat there in a confortable silence.

"Did | tell you |l used to travel a |ot?"

"No. "

"Yeah. |'ve been to Sweden . . . Denmark . . . Ger-nmany.
Have you been to Europe?”

She thought about the day at the travel agency. Let's go
to Venice! No, let's go to Paris! How about London? "No. |
haven't."

"You ought to go."

"Maybe one day | will."

"l guess you don't nmke nmuch noney working at a hospital
i ke this, huh?"

"I make enough."

He nodded to hinself. "Yeah. You have to go to Europe. Do
ne a favor. Go to Paris . . . stay at the Crillon, have

di nner at Maxim s, order a big, thick steak and a bottle of
chanpagne, and when you eat that steak and drink that

chanmpagne, | want you to think of nme. WIIl you do that?"
Paige said slowy, "I'll do that one day." John Cronin was
studying her. "Good. I'"'mtired now WII| you conme back
tonorrow and talk to ne again?" "I'l|l conme back," Paige said.

John Cronin slept.

Chapter Twenty-nine

Ken Mallory was a great believer in Lady Luck, and after
meeting the Harrisons, he believed even nore firmy that she
was on his side. The odds against a man as weal thy as Al ex



Harri son bei ng brought to Enbarcadero County Hospital were
enornous. And I'mthe one who saved his life, and he wants to
show his gratitude, Mllory thought gleefully. He had asked a
friend of his about the Harrisons. "Rich doesn't even begin
to cover it," his friend had said. "He's a mllionaire a
dozen times over. And he has a great-| ooking daughter. She's
been married three or four tines. The last tinme to a count."”
"Have you ever net the Harrisons?" "No. They don't mngle
with the hoi polloi.” On a Saturday norning, as Alex Harrison
was bei ng di scharged fromthe hospital, he said, "Ken, do you

think 1'Il be in shape to give a dinner party a week from
now?"

Mal | ory nodded. "If you don't overdo it, | don't see why
not . "

Al ex Harrison smled. "Fine. You' re the guest of honor."'
Mal lory felt a sudden thrill. The old man really neant
what he said. "Well . . . thank you."

"Lauren and | will expect you at seven-thirty next

Saturday night." He gave Mallory an address on Nob, Hill.
“I''l'l be there," Mallory said. WII | ever!

Mal | ory had promised to take Kat to the theater that

evening, but it would be easy to cancel. He had collected his
wi nni ngs, and he enjoyed having sex with her. Sev-eral tines
a week they had nanaged to get together in one of the enpty
on-call roons, or a deserted hospital room or at her
apartment or his. Her fires were banked a long tinme, Mllory
t hought happily, but when the expl osion came-wow Well, one
of these days, it will be tinme to say arrivederci.

On the day he was to have dinner with the Harrisons,
Mal | ory tel ephoned Kat. "Bad news, baby."

"What's the matter, darling?"

"One of the doctors is sick and they've asked nme to cover
for him I'mafraid |'"mgoing to have to break our date."
She did not want to | et himknow how di sappoi nted she was,
how nuch she needed to be with him Kat said lightly, "Oh

well, that's the doctor business, isn't it?"

"Yeah. |I'lIl make it up to you."

"You don't have to nake anything up to ne," she said
warmy. "I |ove you."

"I love you, too."
"Ken, when are we going to talk about us?"
"What do you nean?" He knew exactly what she neant. A



comm tnment. They were all alike. They use their pussies for
bait, hoping to hook a sucker into spending his l[ife with
them Well, he was too snmart for that. When the tinme cane, he
woul d regretfully bow out, as he had done a dozen tines
bef or e.

Kat was saying, "Don't you think we should set a date,

Ken? | have a |l ot of plans to nmake."

"Oh, sure. W'll do that."

"I thought nmaybe June. What do you think?"

You don't want to know what | think. If | play ny cards
right, there's going to be a wedding, but it won't be with
you. "We'll talk about it, baby. |I really have to go now "

The Harrisons' hone was a mansion out of a notion picture,
situated on acres of manicured grounds. The house itself
seened to go on forever. There were two dozen guests, and in
t he huge drawi ng rooma small orchestra was pl ayi ng. Wen
Mal | ory wal ked in, Lauren hurried over to greet him She was
wearing a silky clinging gowmn. She squeezed Mallory's hand,
"Wl -conme, guest of honor. I'mso glad you're here."

"So am|l. How is your father?"

"Very much alive, thanks to you. You're quite a hero in

this house.™

Mal lory smled nodestly. "I only did ny job."

"l suppose that's what God says every day." She took his
hand and began introducing himto the other guests.

The guest |ist was blue-ribbon. The governor of

Cali-fornia was there, the French anbassador, a justice of
the Suprenme Court, and a dozen assorted politicians, artists,
and busi ness tycoons. Mallory could feel the power in the
room and it thrilled him This is where | bel ong, he

t hought. Right here, with these people.

The di nner was delicious and el egantly served. At the end
of the evening, when the guests started to | eave, Harrison
said to Mallory, "Don't rush off, Ken. I'd like to talk to
you. "

“I"d be delighted."

Harri son, Lauren, and Mallory sat in the library.
Har-rison was seated in a chair next to his daughter.
"When | told you at the hospital that |I thought you had a
great future before you, | neant it."



"l really appreciate your confidence, sir.
"You should be in private practice."
Mal | ory | aughed sel f-deprecatingly. "I'mafraid it's not
that easy, M. Harrison. It takes a long tine to build up a
practice, and I'm..."

"Ordinarily, yes. But you' re not an ordinary man."

"I don't understand."”

"After you finish your residency, Father wants to set you
up in your own practice," Lauren said.

For a nmonent, Mallory was speechless. It was too easy. He
felt as though he were living in sone kind of wonderful

dream "I ... | don't know what to say."
"I have a lot of very wealthy friends. |'ve already spoken
to sone of them about you. | can prom se you that you'll be

swanped the m nute you put up your shingle."

"Daddy, |awyers put up shingles,” Lauren said.

"Whatever. In any case, |1'd like to finance you. Are you
I nt erest ed?"

Mall ory was finding it difficult to breathe. "Very nuch

so. But I ... | don't know when | would be able to repay
you. "

"You don't understand. |'mrepaying you. You won't owe ne
anyt hi ng. "

Lauren was | ooking at Mallory, her eyes warm "Please say
yes. "

"1"d be stupid to say no, wouldn't [|?"

"That's right,"” Lauren said softly. "And |'m sure you're
not stupid."”

On his way hone, Ken Mallory was in a state of euphoria.
This is as good as it gets, he thought. But he was wong. It
got better.

Lauren tel ephoned him "1 hope you don't m nd m x-ing

busi ness with pleasure.”

He smled to hinself. "Not at all. Wat did you have in

m nd?"

"There's a charity ball next Saturday night. Wuld you

like to take ne?"

Oh, baby, I'mgoing to take you all right. "I'd love to."

He was on duty Saturday night, but he would call in sick and
t hey woul d have to find soneone to take his place.

Mal l ory was a man who believed in planning ahead, but what



was happeni ng to hi m now went beyond his w | dest dreans.
Over the next few weeks he was swept up in Lauren's soci al
circle, and life took on a dizzying pace. He would be out

wi th Lauren dancing half the night, and stunble through his
days at the hospital. There were nounting conplaints about
his work, but he didn't care. 1'll be out of here soon, he
told hinself.

The thought of getting away fromthe dreary county
hospital and having his own practice was exciting enough, but
Lauren was the bonus that Lady Luck had given him

Kat was becom ng a nui sance. Mallory had to keep finding
pretexts to avoid seeing her. Wien she would press him he
woul d say, "Darling, |'mcrazy about you ... of course | want
to marry you, but right now, I ..." and he would go into a
litany of excuses.

It was Lauren who suggested that the two of them spend a
weekend at the famly lodge at Big Sur. Mallory was el ated.
Everything is comng up roses, he thought. I'mgoing to own
t he whol e dammed worl d

The | odge was spread across pine-covered hills, an

enornous structure built of wood and tile and stone,

over|l ooking the Pacific Ocean. It had a master bedroom eight
guest bedroons, a spacious living roomwth a stone
fireplace, an indoor swinmm ng pool, and a | arge hot tub.
Everything snelled of ol d noney.

When they wal ked in, Lauren turned to Mallory and said, "I
| et the servants go for the weekend."

Mal l ory grinned. "Good thinking." He put his arnms around
Lauren and said softly, "I'"'mwld about you."

"Show ne, " Lauren said.

They spent the day in bed, and Lauren was al nost as

I nsati abl e as Kat.

"You're wearing ne out!" Mllory | aughed.

"Good. | don't want you to be able to make | ove to anyone

el se.” She sat up in bed. "There is no one else, is there,
Ken?"

"Absolutely not," Mallory said sincerely. "There's no one
in the world for nme but you. I"'min love with you, Lauren."

Now was the tine to take the plunge, to wap his whole future



up in one neat package. It would be one thing to be a
successful doctor in private practice. It would be sonething
else to be Alex Har-rison's son-in-law. "I want to marry
you. "

He held his breath, waiting for her answer.

"Oh, yes, darling,"” Lauren said. "Yes."

At the apartnent, Kat was frantically trying to reach
Mal | ory. She tel ephoned the hospital.

“I"'msorry, Dr. Hunter, Dr. Mallory is not on call, and
doesn't answer his page.”

"Didn't he | eave word where he could be reached?"

"We have no record of it."

Kat replaced the receiver and turned to Paige.

"Sonet hing' s happened to him | knowit. He would have called
me by now. "

"Kat, there could be a hundred reasons why you haven't

heard from him Perhaps he had to go out of town suddenly, or

“"You're right. I"msure there's sone good excuse."
Kat | ooked at the phone and willed it to ring.

When Mallory returned to San Franci sco, he tel e-phoned Kat
at the hospital.

"Dr. Hunter is off duty," the receptionist told him

"' Thank you.'' Mallory called the apartnent. Kat was

t here.

"H, baby!"

"Ken! Where have you been? |'ve been worried about you.
tried everywhere to reach-"

"I had a famly energency," he said snoothly. "I'msorry |
didn't have a chance to call you. | had to go out of town.
May | conme over ?"

"You know you may. |I'mso glad you're all right. I-"

"Hal f an hour.'' He replaced the receiver and thought
happily, The tinme has cone, the walrus said, to speak of many
things. Kat, baby, it was great fun, but it was just one of
t hose t hi ngs.

When Mallory arrived at the apartnent, Kat threw her arns
around him "I've m ssed you!" She could not tell him how
desperately worried she had been. Men hated that kind of
thing. She stood back. "Darling, you | ook absolutely



exhausted. "

Mal | ory sighed. "I've been up for the [ast twenty-four
hours."” That part is true, he thought.

Kat hugged him "Poor baby. Can | fix something for you?"
"No, I'mfine. Al | really need is a good night's sl eep.
Let's sit down, Kat. W have to have a talk." He sat on the
couch next to her.

"I's anything wong?" Kat asked.

Mal | ory took a deep breath. "Kat, |'ve been thinking a | ot
about us lately."

She smled. "So have I. | have news for you. |-

"No, wait. Let ne finish. Kat, | think we're rushing into
things too fast. I ... | think | proposed too hast-ily."
She paled. "What . . . what are you sayi ng?"

“I"'msaying that | think we shoul d postpone every-thing."
She felt as though the roomwere closing in on her. She

was finding it difficult to breathe. "Ken, we can't postpone
anything. |'m having your baby."

Chapter Thirty

Pai ge got hone at m dnight, drained. It had been

exhausting day. There had been no tinme for lunch, and di nner
had consi sted of a sandwi ch between operations. She fell into
her bed and was asl eep instantly. She was awakened by the
ringing of the tel e-phone. Goggily, Paige reached for the

I nstrunment and automatically glanced at the bedside clock. It
was three in the norning. "H | o?"

"Dr. Taylor? I'msorry to disturb you, but one of your
patients is insisting on seeing you right away."

Pai ge's throat was so dry she could hardly talk. "I'moff
duty," she nmunbled. "Can't you get sone-one . . .?"

"He won't talk to anyone el se. He says he needs you."

"Who is it?"

"John Cronin."

Pai ge sat up straighter. "What's happened?”

"I don't know. He refuses to speak with anyone but you."

"All right," Paige said wearily. "I'mon ny way."



Thirty mnutes later, Paige arrived at the hospital. She
went directly to John Cronin's room He was |lying in bed,
awake. Tubes were protruding fromhis nostrils and his arns.

"Thanks for comng." H's voice was weak and hoar se.

Pai ge sat down in a chair next to the bed. She snil ed.
"That's all right, John. | had nothing to do, anyway, but
sl eep. What can | do for you that no one else here at this
great big hospital couldn't have done?"

"I want you to talk to ne."

Pai ge groaned. "At this hour? | thought it was sone kind
of enmergency."

"I't is. | want to | eave."

She shook her head. "That's inpossible. You can't go hone
now. You couldn't get the kind of treat-nment-"

He interrupted her. "I don't want to go honme. | want to

| eave. "

She | ooked at himand said slowy, "Wat are you sayi ng?"
"You know what |'m saying. The nedication isn't worKking

anynore. | can't stand this pain. | want out."

Pai ge | eaned over and took his hand. "John, | can't do
that. Let nme give you sone-"

"No. I'mtired, Paige. | want to go wherever it is |I'm
going, but I don't want to hang around here like this. Not
anynore. "

"John .

"How nmuch tinme do | have left? A few nore days? | told

you, |'m not good about pain. I'mlying here like a trapped

animal, filled with all these goddam tubes. My body is being
eaten away inside. This isn't living- it's dying. For God's
sake, help ne!"

He was racked by a sudden spasm of pain. When he spoke
again, his voice was even weaker. "Help ne . . . please ..."
Pai ge knew what she had to do. She had to report John
Cronin's request to Dr. Benjam n Wallace. He would pass it on
to the Admnistration Commttee. They woul d assenbl e a panel
of doctors to assess Cronin's condition, and then nmake a
decision. After that, it would have to be approved by ..

"Paige . . . it'sny life. Let me dowthit as | l|ike."
She | ooked over at the helpless figure |ocked in his pain.
"I m begging you ..."

She took his hand and held it for a long tinme. Wen she



spoke, she said, "All right, John. I'll do it."

He managed a trace of a smle. "I knew | could count on
you. "

Pai ge | eaned over and ki ssed himon the forehead. "d ose
your eyes and go to sleep.”

"Good ni ght, Paige."

"Good ni ght, John.™

John Cronin sighed and cl osed his eyes, a beatific smle

on his face.

Pai ge sat there watching him thinking about what she was
about to do. She renenbered how horrified she had been on her
first day of rounds with Dr. Radnor. She's been in a conma for
si x weeks. Her vital signs are failing. There's nothing nore
we can do for her. We'll pull the plug this afternoon. Was it
wong to release a fell ow human being fromhis msery?

Slowy, as though she were noving under water, Paige rose
and wal ked to a cabinet in the corner, where a bottle of

I nsulin was kept for energency use. She renoved the bottle
and stood there, staring at it. Then she uncapped the bottle.
She filled a syringe with the insulin and wal ked back to John
Cronin's bedside. There was still tinme to go back. I'mlying
here like a trapped animal. . . . This isn't living-it's

dyi ng. For God's sake, help ne!

Pai ge | eaned forward and slowy injected the insulin into
the IV attached to Cronin's arm

"Sleep well," Paige whi spered. She was unaware that she

was sobbi ng.

Pai ge drove hone and stayed awake the rest of the night,

t hi nki ng about what she had done.

At six o' clock in the norning, she received a tel e-phone
call fromone of the residents at the hospital.
"I"'msorry to give you bad news, Dr. Taylor. Your patient
John Cronin died of cardiac arrest early this norning."
The staff doctor in charge that norning was Dr. Ar-thur
Kane.

Chapter Thirty-one



The one other tinme Ken Mallory had gone to an opera, he

had fallen asleep. On this night he was watching Rigoletto at
the San Franci sco Opera House and enjoying every m nute of
it. He was seated in a box with Lauren Harrison and her
father. In the | obby of the opera house during interm ssion,
Al ex Har-rison had introduced himto a | arge nunber of
friends. "This is ny future son-in-law and a brilliant
doctor, Ken Mallory."

Being Alex Harrison's son-in-law was enough to make him a
brilliant doctor.

After the performance, the Harrisons and Mallory went to
the Fairnont Hotel for supper in the elegant nain dining
room Mallory enjoyed the deferential greeting that the
mattre d' gave to Alex Harrison as he led themto their
booth. Fromnow on, I'I|l be able to afford places like this,
Mal | ory thought, and everyone is going to know who | am

After they had ordered, Lauren said, "Darling, | think we
shoul d have a party to announce our engage-nent."

"That's a good idea!" her father said. "W'll make it a
bi g one. What do you say, Ken?"

A warning bell sounded in Mallory's m nd. An en-gagenent
party woul d nmean publicity. I'lIl have to set Kat straight
first. Alittle noney should take care of that. Mllory
cursed the stupid bet he had nade. For a nmere ten thousand
dol l ars, his whole shining future m ght now be in jeopardy.
He coul d just imgine what woul d happen if he tried to
explain Kat to the Harrisons.

By the way, | forgot to nmention that |I'm already engaged
to a doctor at the hospital. She's bl ack.

O: Do you want to hear sonething funny? | bet the boys at
the hospital ten thousand dollars | could fuck this black
doct or.

O: / already have one weddi ng pl anned. :

No, he thought, 1'lIl have to find a way to buy Kat off-

They were | ooking at Mallory expectantly.
Mall ory smled. "A party sounds |ike a wonderful idea."
Lauren said enthusiastically, "Good. |I'll get things



started. You nen have no idea what it takes to give a party."

Al ex Harrison turned to Mallory. "lI've already started the
ball rolling for you, Ken."

"Sir?"

"Gary Gtlin, the head of North Shore Hospital, is an old
golf buddy of mne. | talked to himabout you, he doesn't
think there will be any probl em about

having you affiliated wth his hospital. That's quite
pres-tigious, you know. And at the sane tinme, |I'Il get you

set up in your own practice."”

Mal lory listened, filled with a sense of euphoria. "That's
wonder ful . "

"OF course, it will take a few years to build up a really

| ucrative practice, but | think you should be able to nake
two or three hundred thousand dollars the first

year or two."

Two or three hundred thousand! My God! Mallory thought. He
makes it sound |ike peanuts. "That . . . That would be very
nice, sir."

Alex Harrison smled. "Ken, since |'mgoing to be your
father-in-law, let's get off this "sir' business. Call ne
Al ex."

"Right, Alex."

"You know, |'ve never been a June bride,
June all right with you, darling?"

Lauren said. "Is

He coul d hear Kat's voice saying: Don't you think we
shoul d set a date? | thought naybe June.

Mal l ory took Lauren's hand in his. "That sounds great."
That will give ne plenty of time to handle Kat, Mllory
decided. He smled to hinself. I'Il offer her sonme of the
noney | won getting her into bed.

"We have a yacht in the south of France,” Alex Harrison
was saying, "Wuld you two |ike to honey-noon on the French
Ri viera? You can fly over in our

@l fstream "

A yacht. The French Riviera. It was |like a fantasy cone

true. Mallory | ooked at Lauren. "I'd honeynbon anywhere with
Lauren."
Al ex Harrison nodded. "Well, it looks |ike every-thing is

settled." He smled at his daughter. "I'mgoing to mss you,



baby. "

"You're not losing ne, Father. You're gaining a doctor!"

Al ex Harrison nodded. "And a damm good one. | can never

t hank you enough for saving ny life, Ken."

Lauren stroked Mallory's hand. "I'Il thank himfor you."

"Ken, why don't we have | unch next week?" Al ex Harrison

said. "We'll pick out sone decent office space for you, naybe
In the Post Building, and I'll nake a date for you to see
Gary Gtlin. Alot of ny friends are dying to neet you."

"I think you m ght rephrase that, Father,"” Lauren

suggested. She turned to Ken. "I've been talking to ny
friends about you and they're eager to neet you, too, only
l"mnot going to let them"

"I mnot interested in anyone but you," Mllory said

warmy.

When they got into their chauffeur-driven Rolls-Royce,

Lauren asked, "Were can we drop you, darling?"

"The hospital. |I've got to check on a few patients.” | He

had no intention of seeing any patients. Kat was on | duty at
t he hospital

Lauren stroked his cheek.
too hard."

Mal |l ory sighed. "It doesn't matter. As long as |I'm hel ping
peopl e. "

"My poor baby. You work | nuch

He found Kat in the geriatric ward.

"Hi, Kat."

She was in an angry nood. "W had a date | ast night, Ken."
"I know. I"'msorry. | wasn't able to nake it, and-"
"That's the third tinme in the | ast week. What's goi ng on?"
She was beconming a boring nag. "Kat, | have to talk to
you. |Is there an enpty room around here?"

She thought for a nonment. "A patient checked out of 315.
Let's go in there."

They started down the corridor. A nurse walked up to them
"Ch, Dr. Mallory! Dr. Peterson has been |ook-ing for you.
He- "

"Tell himl'mbusy.” He took Kat by the armand |led her to
t he el evator.

When they arrived at the third floor, they wal ked silently
down the corridor and went into Room 315. Mallory cl osed the
door behind them He was hyperven-tilating. H s whol e gol den



future depended on the next few m nutes.
He took Kat's hand in his. It was tine to be sincere.

"Kat, you know |'m crazy about you. |'ve never felt about
anyone the way | feel about you. But, honey, the idea of
having a baby right now. . . well . . . can't you see how
wong it would be? | nean . . .we're both working day and
ni ght, we aren't maki ng enough noney to . "

"But we can manage," Kat said. "I love you, Ken, and [|-"
"Wait. Al I'"'masking is that we put everything off for a
little while. Let ne finish ny termat the hospital and get
started in private practice somewhere. Maybe we'll go back
East. In a few years we'll be able to afford to get married
and have a baby."

"In a fewyears'? But | told you, |I'm pregnant."”

"I know, darling, but it's been what, now. . . two

nont hs? There's still plenty of tinme to abort it."

Kat | ooked at him shocked. "No! | won't abort it. | want

us to get married right away. Now. "

W have a yacht in the south of France. Wuld you two |ike
to honeynoon on the French Riviera? You can fly over in our
Qlf stream

"I'"ve already told Paige and Honey that we're getting
married. They're going to be ny bridesmaids. And | told them
about the baby."

Mal lory felt a cold chill go through him Things were
getting out of hand. If the Harrisons got wind of this, he
woul d be finished. "You shouldn't have done that."

"Why not ?"

Mall ory forced a smle. "I want to keep our private lives
private." I'll get you set up in your own prac-tice.

You should be able to nake two or three hundred thousand
dollars the first year or two. "Kat, |I'mgoing to ask you
this for the last tine. WIIl you have an abortion?" He was
willing her to say yes, trying to keep the desperation out of
his voi ce.

"No. "

"Kat . . ."

"I can't, Ken. | told you how !l felt about the abortion I
had as a girl. | swore | could never live through such a

thing again. Don't ask ne again."”
And it was at that nonent that Ken Mallory realized he
could not take a chance. He had no choice. He was going to



have to kill her.

Chapter Thirty-two

Honey | ooked forward every day to seeing the patient in

Room 306. Hi s nanme was Sean Reilly, and he was a good-| ooki ng
Irishman, with black hair and bl ack sparkling eyes. Honey
guessed that he was in his early forties.

When Honey first net himon her rounds, she had | ooked at
his chart and said, "I see you're here for a

chol ecyst ectony. '’

"I thought they were going to renove ny gall bl ad-der."
Honey smled. "Same thing."

Sean fixed his black eyes on her. "They can cut out
anyt hi ng they want except ny heart. That belongs to you."
Honey | aughed. "Flattery will get you everywhere."

"I hope so, darlin'."

When Honey had a few mnutes to spare, she would drop by
and chat with Sean. He was charm ng and anusi ng.

"It's worth bein' operated on just to have you around,
little darlin'."

"You aren't nervous about the operation, are you?" she
asked.

“"Not if you're going to operate, |ove."

"I mnot a surgeon. I'man internist."”

"Are internists allowed to have dinner with their
pa-tients?"

“"No. There's a rule against it."

"Do internists ever break rul es?"

"Never." Honey was smling.

"I think you're beautiful,"” Sean said.

No one had ever told Honey that before. She found herself
bl ushi ng. "Thank you."

"You're like the fresh nornin' dew in the fields of
Killarney."

"Have you ever been to Ireland?" Honey asked.

He | aughed. "No, but | promse you we'll go there together
one day. You'll see."



It was ridiculous Irish blarney, and yet

That afternoon when Honey went in to see Sean, she said,
"How are you feeling?"

"The better for seeing you. Have you thought about our
di nner date?"

"No, " Honey said. She was |ying.

"l was hoping after ny operation, | could take you out.
You're not engaged, or married, or anything silly |ike that,
are you?"

Honey smiled. "Nothing silly like that."

"Good! Neither am 1. Wio woul d have ne?"

A |l ot of wonen, Honey thought.

"I'f you |Ii ke home cooking, | happen to be a great cook."
"We'll see.™

When Honey went to Sean's roomthe follow ng norning, he
said, "I have a little present for you." He handed her a
sheet of drawi ng paper. On it was a soft-ened, idealized
sket ch of Honey.

"I Tove it!" Honey said. "You're a wonderful art-ist!" And
she suddenly renenbered the psychic's words: You're going to
fall in love. He's an artist. She was | ooking at Sean
strangel y.

"I's anything wong?"

"No," Honey said slowy. "No."

Five mnutes |ater, Honey wal ked into Frances Gor-don's
room

"Here conmes the Virgo!"

Honey said, "Do you renmenber telling ne that I was going

to fall in |ove with soneone-an artist?"

"Yes."

"Well, I ... | think I'"ve net him"

Frances Gordon smled. "See? The stars never lie."
"Could . . . could you tell nme a little about hinf About
us?"

"There are sone tarot cards in that drawer over there.
Coul d you give themto ne, please?"

As Honey handed her the cards, she thought, This is
ridiculous! I don't believe in this!

Frances Gordon was | aying out the cards. She kept noddi ng
to herself, and nodding and sml|ing, and sud-denly she
stopped. Her face went pale. "Oh, ny God!" She | ooked up at
Honey.



"What . . . what's the matter?" Honey asked.

"This artist. You say you' ve already net hinP"

"I think so. Yes."

Frances Gordon's voice was filled with sadness. "The poor
man." She | ooked up at Honey. "I'msorry . . . I'mso sorry."
Sean Reilly was schedul ed to have his operation the
fol | owi ng norni ng.

8:15 a.m Dr. WIliam Radnor was in OR Two, pre-paring for

t he operation.

8:25 a.m A truck containing a week's supply of bags of

bl ood pulled up at the energency entrance to Enbarcadero
County Hospital. The driver carried the bags to the bl ood
bank in the basenment. Eric Foster, the resident on duty, was
sharing coffee and a danish with a pretty young nurse,

Andr ea.

"Where do you want these?" the driver asked.

"Just set them down there." Foster pointed to a cor-ner.
"Right." The driver put the bags down and pulled out a
form "I need your John Hancock."

"Ckay." Foster signed the form "Thanks."

“"No sweat." The driver left.

Foster turned to Andrea. "Where were we?"

"You were telling nme how adorable I am"

"Right. If you weren't narried, I'd really go after you,"
the resident said. "Do you ever fool around?"

“"No. My husband is a boxer."

"Oh. Do you have a sister?"

"As a matter of fact, | do."
"I's she as pretty as you are?"
"Prettier."

"What' s her nanme?"

“Marilyn."

"Why don't we doubl e-date one ni ght ?"

As they chatted, the fax machi ne began to click. Foster
ignored it.

8:45 a.m Dr. Radnor began the operation on Sean Reilly.

The begi nning went snoothly. The operating room functi oned
like a well-o0iled nachine, run by capa-bl e people doing their
] obs.

9:05 a.m Dr. Radnor reached the cystic duct. A textbook
operation up until then. As he started to excise the



gal | bl adder, his hand slipped and the scal pel nicked an
artery. Blood began to pour out.

"Jesus!" He tried to stop the flow.

The anest hesi ol ogi st called out, "H s blood pressure just
dropped to ninety-five. He's going into shock!"

Radnor turned to the circulating nurse. "Get sone nore

bl ood up here, stat!"

"Ri ght away, doctor."

9:06 a.m The tel ephone rang in the bl ood bank. "Don't go
away, " Foster told Andrea. He wal ked past the fax machi ne,
whi ch had stopped clicking, and picked up the tel ephone.
"Bl ood supply."”

"We need four units of Type Oin OR Two, stat."

"Right." Foster replaced the receiver and went to the
corner where the new bl ood had been deposited. He pulled out
four bags and placed themon the top shelf of the netal cart
used for such energencies. He doubl e-checked the bags. "Type
O " he said aloud. He rang for an orderly.

"What' s goi ng on?" Andrea asked.

Foster | ooked at the schedule in front of him "It |ooks

| i ke one of the patients is giving Dr. Radnor a bad tine."
9:10 a.m The orderly cane into the bl ood bank. "Wat have
we got ?"

"Take this to OR Two. They're waiting for it."

He watched the orderly wheel out the cart, then turned to
Andrea. "Tell ne about your sister.”

"She's married, too."

"Aw . . "

Andrea smled. "But she fools around.™

"Does she really?"

"' monly kidding. | have to go back to work, Eric. Thanks
for the coffee and danish.™

"' Anytine." He watched her | eave and thought, \Wat a
great ass!

9:12 a.m The orderly was waiting for an elevator to take
himto the second floor.

9:13 a.m Dr. Radnor was doing his best to mnimze the
catastrophe. "Were's the damed bl ood?"

9:15 a.m The orderly pushed at the door to OR Two and the
circulating nurse opened it.

"Thanks," she said. She carried the bags into the room
"It's here, doctor."

"Start punping it into him Fast!"



In the bl ood bank, Eric Foster finished his coffee,

t hi nki ng about Andrea. Al the good-looking ones are narri ed.
As he started toward his desk, he passed the fax machi ne.

He pulled out the fax. It read:

Recall Warning Alert #687, June 25.: Red Blood Cells, Fresh
Frozen Plasma. Units CB83711, CB800007. Community Bl ood Bank
of California, Arizona, Washington, Oregon. Bl ood products
test-ing repeatedly reactive for Antibody H 'V Type | were

di stri but ed.

He stared at it a nonent, then wal ked over to his desk and
pi cked up the invoice he had signed for the bags of bl ood
that had just been delivered. He | ooked at the nunber on the
i nvoi ce. The nunber on the warn-ing was identical.

"Ch, ny God!" he said. He grabbed the tel ephone. "Get ne

OR Two, fast!™

A nurse answer ed.

"This is the blood bank. | just sent up four units of Type
O Don't use it! I'msending up sone fresh bl ood

i mredi ately.” The nurse said, "Sorry, it's too late."

Dr. Radnor broke the news to Sean Reilly.

"It was a m stake," Radnor said. "Aterrible ms-take.
woul d give anything if it had not happened."”

Sean was staring at him in shock. "My God! I'mgoing to
die."

"W won't know whether you're HI V-positive for six or

ei ght weeks. And even if you are, that does not necessarily
mean you wll get AIDS. W're going to do everything we can

for you."
"What the hell can you do for ne that you haven't already
done?" Sean said bitterly. "I'ma dead nman."

When Honey heard the news, she was devastated. She
remenbered Frances Gordon's words. The poor man.

Sean Reilly was asl eep when Honey wal ked into his room
She sat at his bedside for a long tine, watching him
He opened his eyes and saw Honey. "I dreaned that | was
dream ng, and that | wasn't going to die." "Sean ...
"Did you cone to visit the corpse?" "Please don't talk

that way." "How could this happen?" he cried. "Soneone nmade a
m st ake, Sean." "God, | don't want to die of AIDS!H"



"Some people who get H 'V may never get AIDS. The Irish are
| ucky."

"I wwsh | could believe you."

She took his hand in hers. "You ve got to."

“I"'mnot a praying man," Sean said, "but | sure as hell am
going to start now."

"1l pray wth you," Honey said.

He smled wyly. "I guess we can forget about that dinner,
huh?"
"Ch, no. You don't get out of it that easily. |I'm|l ooking

forward to it."

He studied her a noment. "You really nmean that, don't
you?"

"You bet | do! No matter what happens. Renenber, you
prom sed to take me to Ireland.”

Chapter Thirty-three

Are you all right, Ken?" Lauren asked. "You seemtense,
darling." They were alone in the huge Harrison |library. A
maid and a butler had served a six-course dinner, and during
di nner he and Al ex Harrison-Call ne Al ex- had chatted about
Mal lory's brilliant future. "Why are you tense?"

Because this pregnant black bitch expects nme to marry her.
Because any mnute word is going to | eak out about our
engagenent and she'll hear about it and bl ow the whistle.
Because ny whole future could be destroyed.

He took Lauren's hand in his. "I guess |I'mworking too

hard. My patients aren't just patients to ne, Lauren. They're
people in trouble, and I can't help worrying about them"

She stroked his face. "That's one of the things | |ove

about you, Ken. You're so caring."

"I guess | was brought up that way."

"Oh, | forgot to tell you. The society editor of the
Chroni cl e and a phot ographer are com ng here Monday to do an
I nterview. "






