Seizure

Robin Cook

Although her faculty of reminiscence has faltered, mine hasn't; so heartfelt thanks,
Mom, for all your love, dedication, and sacrifices particularly during my early years... an
appreciation made more poignant and profound now that I have a healthy, happy, and
rambunctious three-year-old boy of my own!

Acknowledgments

As with many of my novels, particularly those dealing with expertise beyond my
undergraduate chemistry and graduate medical training in surgery and ophthalmology, |
have benefited greatly from the professional erudition, wisdom, and experience of
friends and friends of friends for the research, plotting, and writing of Seizure , whose
storyline spans medicine, biotechnology, and politics. A host of people have been
extraordinarily generous with their valuable time and insights. Those whom I would
specifically like to acknowledge are (in alphabetical order):

Jean Cook, MSW, CAGS: a psychologist, a perceptive reader, a courageous critic, and
an invaluable sounding board.

Joe Cox, J.D., LLM: a gifted tax lawyer as well as a reader of fiction, who is conversant
with corporate structure, financing, and offshore legal issues.

Gerald Doyle, M.D.: a compassionate internist cast from a bygone mold, with a first-
class referral list of accomplished clinical physicians.

Orrin Hatch, J.D.: a venerated senior senator from Utah, who graciously allowed me to
experience firsthand a typical day in the life of a senator and who regaled me with



humorous stories of late senators whose biographies were a fertile source for creating
my fictional Ashley Butler.

Robert Lanza, M.D.: a human dynamo who tirelessly struggles to bridge the gap
between clinical medicine and 21st-century biotechnology.

Valerio Manfredi, Ph.D.: an exuberant Italian archeologist and author himself, who
magnanimously arranged introductions and my visit to Turin, Italy, for my research into
the remarkable Shroud of Turin.

Prologue

Monday, February 22, 2001, was one of those surprisingly warm midwinter days that
falsely prophesied the arrival of spring to the inhabitants of the Atlantic seaboard. The
sun was bright all the way from Maine to the tip of the Florida Keys, providing a
temperature variation astonishingly less than twenty degrees Fahrenheit. It was to be a
normal, happy day for the vast majority of people living within this lengthy littoral,
although for two exceptional individuals, it was to be the start of a series of events that
would ultimately cause their lives to tragically intersect.

1:35 P.M. Cambridge , Massachusetts

Daniel Lowell looked up from the pink phone message he held in his hand. Two things
made it unique: first, the caller was Dr. Heinrich Wortheim, Chairman of the Department
of Chemistry at Harvard, saying he wanted to see Dr. Lowell in his office, and second,
the little box labeled URGENT was marked with a bold X. Dr. Wortheim always
communicated by letter and expected a letter in return. As one of the world's premier
chemists occupying Harvard's lofty and heavily endowed department chair, he was
eccentrically Napoleonic. He rarely mixed directly with the hoi polloi that included
Daniel, even though Daniel was head of his own department, which came under
Wortheim's authority.

"Hey, Stephanie!" Daniel called out across the lab. "Did you see this phone message on
my desk? It's from the emperor. He wants to see me in his office."

Stephanie looked up from the dissecting stereomicroscope she'd been using and glanced
at Daniel. "That doesn't sound good," she said.



"You didn't say anything to him, did you?"

"How would I have a chance to say anything to him? I've only seen him twice during my
entire Ph.D. travail-when I defended my dissertation and when he handed me my
diploma."

"He must have some idea about our plans," Daniel surmised. "I suppose it's not too
surprising, considering all the people I've approached to be on our scientific advisory
board."

"Are you going to go?"
"I wouldn't miss it for the world."

It was only a short walk from the lab to the building that housed the departmental
administrative offices. Daniel knew he was facing a confrontation of sorts, but it didn't
matter. In fact, he was looking forward to it.

The moment Daniel appeared, the departmental secretary motioned him to go directly
into Wortheim's inner sanctum. He found the aging Nobel laureate behind his antique
desk. With his white hair and thin face, Wortheim appeared older than his purported
seventy-two years. But his appearance did not diminish his commanding personality,
which radiated from him like a magnetic field.

"Please sit down, Dr. Lowell," Wortheim said, regarding his visitor over the top of his
wire-rimmed reading glasses. He had had a trace German accent despite his having lived
in the United States most of his life.

Daniel did as he was told. He knew a faint, insouciant smile, which he was certain
would not be missed by the department head, lingered on his face. Despite Wortheim's
age, his faculties were as sharp as ever and attuned to any slight. And the fact that Daniel
was supposed to kowtow to this dinosaur was part of the reason he was so certain of his
decision to leave academia. Wortheim was brilliant, and he'd won a Nobel Prize, but he
was still mired in last century's inorganic synthetic chemistry. Organic chemistry in the
form of proteins and their respective genes was the present and future of the field.

It was Wortheim who broke the silence after the two men had eyed each other. "I gather
from your expression that the rumors are true."

"Could you be more specific?" Daniel responded. He wanted to be sure his suspicions
were correct. He hadn't planned to make an announcement for another month.

"You have been forming a scientific advisory board," Wortheim said. He got to his feet



and began to pace. "An advisory board can mean only one thing." He stopped and stared
at Daniel with acrimonious disdain. "You're planning to tender your resignation, and you
have or you are about to found a company."

"Guilty as accused," Daniel proclaimed. He couldn't keep his smile from expanding to a

full grin. A deep red had suffused over Wortheim's face. Undoubtedly, Wortheim equated

the situation to Benedict Arnold's traitorous behavior during the American
Revolutionary War.

"I personally went out on a limb when you were recruited," Wortheim snapped. "We
even built the laboratory facility that you demanded."

"I won't be taking the lab with me," Daniel responded. He couldn't believe Wortheim
was trying to make him feel guilty.

"Your flippancy is galling."
"I could apologize, but it would be insincere."

Wortheim returned to his desk. "Your leaving is going to put me in a difficult position
with the president of the university."

"I'm sorry about that," Daniel said. "I can say that in all sincerity. But this kind of
bureaucratic shenanigan is part of the reason I'm not going to miss academia."

"What else?"
"I'm tired of sacrificing my research time for teaching."

"Your teaching burden is one of the least onerous in the department. We negotiated that
when you came on board."

"It still keeps me from my research. But that's not the major issue, either. I want to reap
the benefits of what my creativity has produced. Winning prizes and getting articles in
scientific journals isn't enough."

"You want to be a celebrity."

"I suppose that's one way to put it. And the money will be nice, too. Why not? People
with half my ability have done it."

"Have you ever read Arrowsmith by Sinclair Lewis?"



"I don't have much chance to read novels."

"Maybe you should take the time," Wortheim suggested scornfully. "It might make you
rethink this decision before it's irreversible."

"I've given it a lot of thought," Daniel said. "I think it is the right thing for me."
"Would you like my opinion?"

"I think I know what your opinion is."

"I think it's going to be a disaster for both of us, but mainly for you."

"Thank you for your words of encouragement," Daniel said. He stood up. "See you
around the campus." Then he walked out.

5:15 P.M. Washington , D.C.

"Thank you all for coming to see me," Senator Ashley Butler said in his usual cordial,
Southern drawl. With a smile plastered onto his doughy face, he glad-handed a group of
eager-faced men and women who'd leapt to their feet the moment he burst into his small
senate office conference room along with his chief of staff. The visitors were grouped
around the central oak library table. They were representatives of a small business
organization from the senator's state capital who were lobbying for tax relief, or maybe
it was insurance relief. The senator did not remember exactly, and it wasn't on his
schedule as it should have been. He made a mental note to bring the lapse up with his
office manager. "I'm sorry I'm late coming in here," he continued, after energetically
pumping the last person's hand. "I've been looking forward to meeting you folks, and I
wanted to get in here sooner, but it's been one of those days." He rolled his eyes for
emphasis. "Unfortunately, because of the hour and another pressing engagement, I can't
stay. I'm sorry, but Mike here is great."

The senator gave the staffer assigned to meet with the group an acknowledging slap on
the shoulder, urging the young man forward until his thighs were pressed up against the
table. "Mike's the best I've got, and he'll listen to your problems and then brief me. I'm
sure we can help, and we want to help."

The senator gave Mike's shoulder another series of pats, along with an admiring smile
like a proud father's at his son's graduation.

In a chorus, the visitors thanked the senator for seeing them, especially in view of his



demanding schedule. Zealous smiles defined each and every face. If the people were
disappointed at the brevity of the meeting and the fact that they'd had to wait almost a
half hour, they didn't show it in the slightest.

"It's my pleasure," Ashley gushed. "We're here to serve."

Spinning around, Ashley turned to leave. As he reached the door, he waved. His home-
state visitors responded in kind.

"That was easy," Ashley murmured to Carol Manning, his long-term chief of staff, who'd
followed from the conference room at her boss's heels. "I was afraid they were going to
hogtie me with a litany of sad stories and unreasonable demands."

"They seemed like nice people," Carol said vaguely.
"Do you think Mike can handle them?"

"I don't know," Carol said. "He's not been here long enough for me to have much of an
idea."

Leading the way, the senator strode down the long hall toward his private office. He
glanced at his watch. It was five-twenty in the afternoon. "I assume you remember
where you are taking me now."

"Of course," Carol said. "We're going back to Dr. Whitman's office."

The senator shot a reproachful look in Carol's direction while pressing his forefinger
against his lips. "That's hardly for general consumption," he whispered irritably.

Without the slightest acknowledgment of his office manager, Dawn Shackelton, Ashley
grabbed the papers she held up as he passed her desk and entered his private office. The
papers included a preliminary schedule for the following day, along with a list of the
calls that had come in during the time he'd been over at the capital for a late roll call
vote, plus the transcript of an impromptu interview with someone from CNN who'd
waylaid him in the hall.

"I'd better get my car," Carol said after glancing at her own watch. "We're due at the
doctor's office at six-thirty, and there's no telling what kind of traftic we'll be facing."

"Good idea," Ashley said, going around behind his desk while glancing at the list of
calls.

"Should I pick you up at the corner of C and Second?"



Ashley merely grunted an affirmative. A number of the calls were important, coming
from the heads of several of his many political action committees. As far as he was
concerned, fund-raising was the most important part of his job, especially since he was
facing a reelection campaign for the November after next. He heard the door close
behind Carol. For the first time all day, a silence descended over him. He raised his eyes.
Also for the first time all day, he was alone.

Instantaneously, the anxiety he'd felt upon awakening that morning spread through him
like a wildfire. He could feel it from the pit of his stomach to the tips of his fingers. He'd
never liked going to the doctor. When he was a child, it had been the simple fear of a
shot or some other painful or embarrassing experience. But as he'd gotten older, the fear
had changed and had become more powerful and distressing. Seeing the doctor had
become an unwelcome reminder of his mortality and the fact that he was no longer a
spring chicken. Now it was as if the mere act of going to the doctor increased his
chances of having to face some horrible diagnosis like cancer or, worse yet, ALS-also
known as Lou Gehrig's disease.

A few years earlier, one of Ashley's brothers had been diagnosed with ALS after
experiencing some vague neurological symptoms. After the diagnosis, the powerfully
built and athletically inclined man who'd been much more of a picture of health than
Ashley had rapidly become a cripple and within months had died. The doctors had been
helpless.

Ashley absently placed the papers onto his desk and stared off into the distance. He too
had begun to have some vague neurological symptoms a month earlier. At first he just
dismissed them, attributing their appearance to the stress of his work or having drunk
too much coffee or not having gotten a good night's sleep. The symptoms waxed and
waned but never went away. In fact, they slowly seemed to get worse. The most
distressing was the intermittent shaking of his left hand. On a few occasions it had been
necessary for him to hold it with his right hand to keep people from noticing. Then there
was the feeling of sand 1in his eyes, making them water embarrassingly. And finally there
was an occasional sensation of stiffness that could make standing up and starting to walk
a mental and physical effort.

A week earlier, the problem had finally driven him to see the doctor despite his
superstitious reluctance to do so. He didn't go to Walter Reed or the National Naval
Medical Center in Bethesda. He was too afraid the media would discover that something
was amiss. Ashley didn't need that kind of publicity. After almost thirty years in the
Senate he'd become a powerhouse and a force to be reckoned with, despite his reputation
as an obstructionist who regularly bucked his party's dictates. Indeed, with his advocacy
and consistency on various fundamentalist and populist issues like states' rights and
prayer in school, and his anti-affirmative action and anti-abortion stances, he'd



succeeded in blurring party lines while developing a growing national constituency.
Reelection to the senate would not be a problem with his well-oiled political machinery.
What Ashley had his sights on was a run for the White House in 2004. He didn't need
anyone speculating or circulating rumors about his health.

Once Ashley had overcome his reluctance to seek a medical opinion, he visited a private
internist in Virginia whom he'd seen in the past and whose discretion he could trust. The
internist in turn immediately referred him to Dr. Whitman, a neurologist.

Dr. Whitman had been noncommittal, although hearing Ashley's specific fears, he said
he doubted the problem involved ALS. After giving a thorough exam and sending him
for some tests, including an MRI, Dr. Whitman had not offered a diagnosis but instead
gave Ashley a prescription to see if it would help the symptoms. He'd then scheduled
Ashley to return in a week when all the tests' results would be back. He'd said that he
thought he'd be able to make a diagnosis at that time. It was this visit Ashley was now
facing.

Ashley ran a hand across his brow. Some perspiration had appeared, despite the coolness
of the room. He could feel that his pulse was racing. What if he had ALS after all? What
if he had a brain tumor? Back when Ashley was a state senator in the early seventies,
one of his colleagues came down with a brain tumor. Ashley tried vainly to remember
what the man's symptoms had been, but he couldn't. All he could remember was seeing
the man become a shadow of his former self before dying.

The door to the outer office cracked open. Dawn's carefully coiffed head poked in.
"Carol just called on her cell phone. She'll be at the rendezvous location in five
minutes."

Ashley nodded and got to his feet. Encouragingly, he had no difficulty whatsoever. The
fact that the medication Dr. Whitman had given him had seemingly worked miracles was
to him the only bright spot in the whole affair. The worrisome symptoms had all but
disappeared save for a bit of hand shaking just prior to another dose. If the problem
could so easily be treated, perhaps he shouldn't worry so much. At least that's what he
tried to convince himself.

Carol was right on time, as Ashley expected. She'd been working with him for sixteen
years of his near-thirty-year senatorial tenure and had proved her reliability, dedication,
and loyalty over and over. As they headed for Virginia, she even tried to take advantage
of the time by discussing the day's events and what to expect for the morrow, but she
quickly caught on to the degree of Ashley's preoccupation and fell silent. Instead, she
concentrated on the hellish traffic.



Ashley's anxiety ratcheted upward the closer they got to the doctor's office. By the time
he got out of the car, his perspiration had reappeared. Over the years, Ashley had learned
to listen to his intuition, and his intuition was setting off alarm bells. There was
something wrong in his brain, and he knew it, and he knew he was trying to deny it.

The appointment had been scheduled for Ashley's benefit after the doctor's regular office
hours, and a sepulchral stillness hung over the vacant waiting room. The only light came
from a small desk lamp creating a dim puddle of illumination on the empty receptionist's
desk. Ashley and Carol stood for a moment, unsure of what to do. Then an inner door
opened, flooding the space with raw fluorescent light. Within the doorway was Dr.
Whitman's featureless backlit silhouette.

"Sorry about this inhospitable welcome," Dr. Whitman said. "Everyone has gone home."
He flipped a wall switch. He was dressed in a starched white doctor's coat. His
demeanor was all business.

"No need for an apology," Ashley said. "We appreciate your discretion." He eyed the
doctor's face, hoping for some softening of his expression to interpret as an auspicious
sign. There wasn't any.

"Senator, please come into my office." Dr. Whitman motioned within. "Ms. Manning, if
you would be so good as to wait out here."

The doctor's office was a study in compulsive neatness. The furniture consisted of a desk
with two guest chairs. The objects on the desk were all carefully aligned, while the
books in the bookshelf were arranged according to size.

Dr. Whitman motioned to one of the guest chairs before taking his own seat. With
elbows on the desk, he steepled his fingers. He stared at Ashley once the senator was
seated. There was a pregnant pause.

Ashley had never been quite so uncomfortable. His anxiety had peaked. Ashley had
spent most of his adult life jockeying for power, and he'd succeeded beyond his wildest
dreams. Yet at that moment, he was utterly powerless.

"You said on the phone that the medication I gave you helped," Dr. Whitman began.

"Wonderfully," Ashley exclaimed, suddenly cheered by Dr. Whitman's starting with the
positive. "Almost all my symptoms disappeared."

Dr. Whitman nodded knowingly. His expression remained inscrutable.

"I would have assumed that was good news."



"It helps us make the diagnosis," Dr. Whitman said.
"Well... what is it?" Ashley asked after an uncomfortable pause. "What's the diagnosis?"

"The medication was a form of levodopa," Dr. Whitman began in a doctoral tone. "The
body can convert it into dopamine, which is a substance involved in some neuronal
transmission."

Ashley took a deep breath. A sudden wave of anger threatened to bubble to the surface.
He didn't want to be lectured, as if he were a student. He wanted the diagnosis. He felt
he was being teased like a cat teases a cornered mouse.

"You've lost some cells that are involved with the production of dopamine," Dr.
Whitman continued. "These cells are in a part of your brain called the substantia nigra. "

Ashley held up his hands as if surrendering. He suppressed his urge to lash out verbally
by swallowing with some difficulty. "Doctor, let's get to the point. What do you think
my diagnosis is?"

"I'm about ninety-five percent sure you have Parkinson's disease," Dr. Whitman said. He
leaned back. His desk chair squeaked.

For a moment, Ashley didn't speak. He didn't know much about Parkinson's disease, but
it didn't sound good, and some images of celebrities struggling with the disorder popped
into his mind. At the same time, he felt relieved he'd not been told he had a brain tumor
or ALS. He cleared his throat.

"Is this something that can be cured?" Ashley allowed himself to ask.

"Currently, no," Dr. Whitman said. "But as you've experienced with the medication I
gave you, it can be controlled for a time."

"What does that mean?"

"We can keep you relatively symptom-free for a while, maybe a year, maybe longer.
Unfortunately, because of your history of relatively rapidly developing symptoms, in my
experience the medications will lose their effectiveness more quickly than with many
other patients. At that point, the disease will be progressively debilitating. We'll just have
to deal with each circumstance as it arises."

"This is a disaster," Ashley mumbled. He was overwhelmed by the implications. His
worst fears were coming to pass.



One

6:30 P.M., Wednesday, February 20, 2002
One Year Later

It seemed to Daniel Lowell that the taxi had senselessly pulled to a stop mid-block in the
center of M Street in Georgetown, Washington D.C., a busy four-lane thoroughfare.
Daniel had never liked riding in taxis. It seemed the height of ridiculousness to trust
one's life to a total stranger who more often than not hailed from a distant Third World
country and frequently was more interested in talking on his cell phone than paying
attention to driving. Sitting in the middle of M Street in the darkness with rush-hour
traffic whizzing by on both sides and the driver carrying on emotionally in an unknown
language was a case in point. Daniel glanced over at Stephanie. She appeared relaxed
and smiled at him in the half-light. She gripped his hand affectionately.

It was only by leaning forward that Daniel could see there was a traffic light suspended
from above to facilitate a rather awkward mid-block left-hand turn. Glancing at the other
side of the street, he could see a driveway leading to a nondescript, boxy brick building.

"Is this the hotel?" Daniel questioned. "If it is, it doesn't look much like a hotel."

"Let's hold our evaluation until we have a little more data," Stephanie responded in a
playful tone.

The light changed and the taxi leapt forward like a racehorse out of the gate. The driver
only had one hand on the steering wheel as he accelerated through the turn. Daniel
steadied himself to keep from being thrown against the car door. After a big bounce over
the junction of the street and the hotel's driveway, and then another sharp left-hand turn
beneath the hotel's porte cochere, the driver braked hard enough to put significant
tension on Daniel's seat belt. A moment later, Daniel's door was pulled open.

"Welcome to the Four Seasons," a liveried doorman said brightly. "Are you checking
in?"

Leaving their luggage in the hands of the doorman, Daniel and Stephanie entered the
hotel lobby and headed toward the registration desk. They passed a grouping of statuary
fit for a modern art museum. The carpet was thick and luxurious. Smartly dressed people
lounged in overstuffed velvet chairs.



"How did you talk me into staying here?" Daniel questioned rhetorically. "The outside
might be plain, but the interior suggests this is going to be expensive."

Stephanie pulled Daniel to a halt. "Are you trying to suggest that you've forgotten our
conversation yesterday?"

"We had a lot of conversations yesterday," Daniel muttered. He noticed the woman who
had just walked by carrying a French poodle had a diamond engagement ring the size of
a Ping-Pong ball.

"You know what I'm talking about!" Stephanie proclaimed. She reached up and turned
Daniel's face toward her own. "We decided to make the best of this trip. We're staying in
this hotel for two nights, and we're going to indulge ourselves and, I would hope, each
other."

Catching Stephanie's witty licentiousness, Daniel smiled in spite of himself.

"Your testifying tomorrow in front of Senator Butler's Health Policy Subcommittee is
not going to be a walk in the park," Stephanie continued. "That's a given. But in spite of
what happens there, we're going to at least take the memory of a nice experience back to
Cambridge."

"Couldn't we have had a nice experience at a slightly less extravagant hotel?"

"Not in my book," Stephanie declared. "They have a health club, a masseuse, and top-
rated room service, all of which we're going to take advantage of. So start relaxing and
unwinding. Besides, I'll pick up the tab."

"Really?"

'

"Sure! With the salary I've been pulling down, I should give some back to the company.'

"Oh, that's a low blow!" Daniel remarked playfully, while pretending to reel from a
make-believe slap.

"Look," Stephanie said, "I know the company hasn't been exactly able to pay our
salaries for a while, but I'm going to see that this whole trip goes on the company charge
card. If things go really badly tomorrow which they very well might, bankruptcy court
can decide how much the Four Seasons will be paid for our indulgence."

Daniel's smile erupted into a full laugh. "Stephanie, you never fail to amaze me!"

"You ain't seen nothing yet," Stephanie said with a smile. "The question is: Are you



going to let your hair down or what? Even in the taxi, I could tell you were wound up
like a piano wire."

"That was because | was worried about whether we were going to get here in one piece,
not how we were going to pay for it."

"Come on, big spender," Stephanie said, urging Daniel forward. "Let's get up to our
suite."

"Suite?" Daniel questioned, as he allowed himself to be dragged toward the registration
desk.

Stephanie hadn't exaggerated. Their suite overlooked a part of the Chesapeake and Ohio
Canal with the Potomac River in the background. On the coffee table in the sitting room
was a cooler chilling a bottle of champagne. Vases of freshly cut flowers graced the
bureau in the bedroom and the expansive countertop in the generous-size marble
bathroom.

As soon as the bellman disappeared, Stephanie put her arms around Daniel. Her dark
eyes stared up into his blue orbs. A slight smile played across her full lips. "I know you
are under a lot of stress about tomorrow," she began, "so how about letting me be the
tour leader? We both know that Senator Butler's proposed legislation would effectively
outlaw your patented and brilliant procedure. And that would mean a cancellation of the
second-round financing for the company, with obviously disastrous consequences. With
that said and understood, let's forget about it for tonight. Can you do that?"

"I can try," Daniel said, although he knew it would be impossible. Failure was one of his
worst fears.

"That's all I ask," Stephanie said. She gave him a quick kiss before breaking away to
attend to the champagne. "Here's the schedule! We have a glass of bubbly, then take
refreshing showers. Following that, we have reservations at a nearby restaurant called
Citronelle that I hear is fantastic. After a wonderful meal, we come back here and make
mad, passionate love. What do you say?"

"I'd be crazy to offer any resistance," Daniel said, raising his hands in mock surrender.

Stephanie and Daniel had been living together for more than two years and had
developed a comfortable familiarity. They had noticed each other back in the mid-
eighties, when Daniel had returned to academia and Stephanie was an undergraduate
chemistry major at Harvard. Neither acted on their mutual attraction, since such liaisons
were specifically frowned upon by university policy. Besides, neither had had the
slightest notion that their feelings were reciprocal, at least not until Stephanie had



completed her Ph.D. and had joined the junior faculty, giving them an opportunity to
interact on more equal footing. Even their respective areas of scientific expertise
complemented each other. When Daniel left the university to found his company, it was
natural that Stephanie would accompany him.

"Not bad at all," Stephanie said, after she drained her flute and put the glass down on the
coffee table. "Now! Let's flip to see who gets the shower first."

"No need to flip a coin," Daniel said, placing his empty glass next to Stephanie's. "I
concede. You first. While you shower, I'll shave."

"You've got a deal," Stephanie said.

Daniel didn't know if it was the champagne or Stephanie's infectious buoyancy but he
felt significantly less tense, although hardly less worried, as he lathered his face and
began shaving. Having had only one glass, he suspected it was Stephanie. As she had
implied, the morrow might bring disaster, a fear disturbingly reminiscent of Heinrich
Wortheim's prophecy the day he'd discovered Daniel was moving back to private
industry. But Daniel would try not to allow such thoughts to dominate their visit, at least
for that evening. He would try to follow Stephanie's lead and enjoy himself.

Looking beyond his lathered image in the mirror, Daniel could see Stephanie's blurred
figure through the misted glass-enclosed shower. Her singing voice could be heard over
the roar of the water. She was thirty-six but looked more like twenty-six. As he had told
her on more than one occasion, she'd done very well in the genetic lottery. Her tall,
curvaceous figure was slender and firm as if she worked out regularly even though she
didn't, and her dark, olive skin was nearly blemish-free. A mat of thick, lustrous dark
hair with matching midnight eyes completed the picture.

The shower door opened, and Stephanie stepped out. She briskly dried her hair, totally
unconcerned about her nakedness. For a moment, she bent over at the waist, allowing
her hair to fall free as she frenetically rubbed it with the towel. Then she stood back
upright, flipping her hair back in the process like a horse redirecting its mane. When she
switched to drying her back with a provocative wiggle of her hips, her line of sight
happened to catch Daniel's stare in the mirror. She stopped.

"Hey!" Stephanie exclaimed. "What are you looking at? You're supposed to be shaving."
Suddenly self-conscious, she wrapped herself in her towel as if it were a strapless
minidress.

Initially embarrassed about being caught as a voyeur, Daniel quickly regained his
equanimity. He put down his razor and stepped over to Stephanie. He gripped her



shoulders and stared into her liquid-onyx eyes. "I just couldn't help but notice how sexy
and absolutely alluring you look."

Stephanie tilted her head to the side to get a view of Daniel from a slightly different
perspective. "Are you all right?"

Daniel laughed. "I'm fine."

"Did you slip back to the sitting room and polish off that bottle of champagne?"
"I'm being serious."

"You haven't said anything like that for months."

"To say I've been preoccupied would be putting it mildly. When I had the idea of
founding the company, I had no idea that fund-raising was going to occupy one hundred
and ten percent of my efforts. And now on top of it comes this political menace,
threatening to destroy the whole operation."

"I understand," Stephanie said. "Truly I do, and I haven't taken it personally."
"Has it really been months?"
"Trust me," Stephanie said, nodding her head for emphasis.

"I apologize," Daniel said. "And to show my remorse, I'd like to make a motion to
change the evening's schedule. I propose that we move up the lovemaking and put the
dinner plans on hold. Do I hear a second?"

As Daniel tried to lean down to give Stephanie a playful kiss, she pushed his still-
lathered face back with just the tip of her index finger on his nose. Her expression
suggested she was touching something remarkably distasteful, especially as she wiped
the bit of lather from her finger onto his shoulder. "Parliamentary rules are not going to
maneuver this lady out of a good dinner," she remarked. "It took some effort to get those
reservations, so the evening's plans hold as previously voted on and passed. Now back to
shaving!" She gave him a spirited shove toward the sink, then stepped to the neighboring
sink to dry her hair.

"Kidding aside," Daniel yelled over the sound of the hair dryer when he'd finished
shaving. "You do look fantastic. Sometimes I wonder what you see in an old man like

me." He patted his cheeks with aftershave lotion.

"Fifty-two is hardly old," Stephanie yelled back. "Particularly as active as you are.



Actually, you're pretty sexy yourself."

Daniel regarded himself in the mirror. He thought he didn't look too bad, although he
wasn't going to fool himself by imagining he was in any way sexy. Long ago, he'd
reconciled himself to the fact that he was on the nerdy side of the equation of life,
having grown up as a science prodigy since the sixth grade. Stephanie was just trying to
be nice. He'd always had a thin face, so at least there was no problem with developing
Jjowls or even wrinkles, save for some mild crow's feet at the corner of his eyes when he
smiled. He'd stayed active physically, although not so much over the previous several
months, due to the time constraints of fund-raising. As a faculty member at Harvard,
he'd taken full advantage of the athletic facilities, using the squash and handball courts
regularly, as well as the rowing opportunities on the Charles River. His only real
appearance problem as he saw it was the retreating hairline at the upper corners of his
forehead and the thinning area of his crown, plus the salt-and-pepper silvering of his
otherwise brown hair along the sides of his head, but there wasn't much he could do
about all that.

After both of them had finished primping, dressing, and donning their coats, they left the
hotel armed with simple directions to the restaurant obtained from the concierge. Arm in
arm, they strolled several blocks west along M Street, passing a potpourri of art
galleries, bookshops, and antiques stores. The night was crisp but not too cold, with a
canopy of stars visible despite the city lights.

The maitre d' at the restaurant led them to a table off to the side that afforded a degree of
privacy in the busy establishment. They ordered food and a bottle of wine, and settled
back for a romantic dinner. By the time the entrees had been served and they both had
had fun remembering their mutual attraction prior to their ever having dated, they lapsed
into a contented silence. Unfortunately Daniel broke it.

"I probably shouldn't bring this up..." Daniel began.

"Then don't," Stephanie interjected, having an immediate inclination of where Daniel
was heading.

"But I should," Daniel said. "In fact, I have to, and this is a better time than later. Several
days ago, you said you were going to research our tormentor, Senator Ashley Butler,
with the idea of possibly giving me some help for tomorrow's hearing. I know you
looked into it, but you didn't say anything. How come?"

"My recollection is that you agreed to forget about the hearing for tonight."

"I agreed to try to forget about the hearing," Daniel corrected. "I haven't been totally



successful. Did you not bring up what you learned because you didn't find anything
helpful or what? Help me here, and then we can put it all aside for the rest of the night."

Stephanie looked off for a few beats to organize her thoughts. "What do you want to
know?"

Daniel let out a short, exasperated laugh. "You're making this more difficult than it needs
to be. To be truthful, I don't know what I want to know, because I don't know enough to
even ask questions."

"He's not going to be easy."
"We already had that impression."
"He's been in the senate since 1972, and his seniority gives him significant clout."

"I'd assumed as much, since he's the chairman of the subcommittee," Daniel said. "What
I need to know is what makes him tick."

"My impression is he's a rather typical, old-fashioned Southern demagogue."

"A demagogue, huh?" Daniel questioned. He chewed the inside of his cheek for a
moment. "I suppose I have to admit to my stupidity here. I've heard the word demagogue
before, but to tell you the truth, I don't really know exactly what it means other than its
pejorative sense."

"It refers to a politician who makes use of popular prejudices and fears to gain and hold
power."

"You mean, in this instance, like the public's concern about biotechnology in general."

"Exactly," Stephanie admitted. "Especially when the biotechnology involves words like
embryo and cloning. "

"Meaning embryo farms and Frankenstein scenarios."

"Precisely," Stephanie said. "He plays on people's ignorance and worst fears. And in the

Senate, he's an obstructionist. It's always easier to be against issues than for issues. He's
, y g

made a career of it, even bucking his own party on numerous occasions."

"It doesn't sound good for us." Daniel moaned. "It rules out trying to convince him with
any kind of rational argument."



"Unfortunately, that's my take as well. That's why I haven't told you what I'd learned
about him. It's depressing someone like Butler is even in the Senate, much less having
the seniority and power he has. Senators are supposed to be leaders, not people who are
there for power's sake."

"What's depressing is that this dimwit has the power to block my creative and promising
science."

"I don't have the feeling he's a dimwit," Stephanie corrected. "Quite the contrary. He's
been very creative in his own right. I'd even have to say Machiavellian."

"What are some of his other issues?"

"The usual fundamentalist, conservative ones. States' rights, of course. That's a biggie.
But also he's against things like pornography, homosexuality, same-sex marriage, and
that sort of thing. And, oh yeah, he's against abortion."

"Abortion?" Daniel questioned with surprise. "He's a Democrat and not pro-choice? He's
starting to sound like a member of the Republican hard right."

"I told you he's not afraid of bucking his party when it suits him. He's definitely against
abortion, although his stance has required some maneuvering and backpedaling on
occasion. In the same way, he's been tap-dancing around civil rights issues. He's a
clever, conniving, blue-collar, populist conservative who, unlike Strom Thurmond and
Jesse Helms, did not bolt the Democratic Party."

"Amazing!" Daniel commented. "You'd think people would have eventually seen him
for what he really is, self-serving and personally power hungry, and voted him out. Why
do you think the party hasn't teamed up against him if he's bucked them on key issues?"

"He's just too powerful," Stephanie said. "He's a fund-raising powerhouse with
interlocking political action committees, foundations, and even corporations run on
behalf of his various populist issues. Other senators are frankly afraid of him with the
kind of PR money he can wield. He's not afraid or shy about using his deep pockets
against anyone who's crossed him when they come up for reelection."

"This 1s sounding worse and worse," Daniel murmured.

"I did learn something curious," Stephanie added. "It's rather a coincidence, but you and
he have a few things in common."

"Oh, please!" Daniel complained.



"For one thing, you're both from large families," Stephanie said. "In fact, you're both
from families with nine children, and you both are third in line with two older brothers."

"That is a coincidence! What are the chances of that?"
"Pretty small. One would have to assume you two are more alike than you think."
Daniel's face clouded over. "Are you serious?"

Stephanie laughed. "No, of course not! I'm teasing! Loosen up!" She reached across the
table, picked up Daniel's wine, and handed it to him. Then she lifted her own glass.
"Enough about Senator Butler! Let's toast to our health and our relationship, because
whatever happens tomorrow, at least we have that, and what's more important?"

"You're right," Daniel said. "To us!" He smiled, but inside he felt his stomach ball up
into a knot. Try as he might, he could not dismiss the specter of failure that was looming

like a dark cloud.
They clicked glasses and drank, eyeing each other over the rims.

"You really are alluring," Daniel said, trying to regain the moment back in the bathroom
at the hotel when Stephanie had stepped out of the shower. "Beautiful, smart, and very
sexy."

"That's more like it," Stephanie responded. "So are you."
"You're also a teaser," Daniel added. "But I still love you."
"I love you, too," Stephanie said.

Once the dinner was over, Stephanie was eager to get back to the hotel. They walked
quickly. After the warmth of the restaurant, the night chill penetrated their coats. In the
hotel's empty elevator, Stephanie kissed Daniel passionately, backed him into a corner,
and pressed against him erotically.

"Hold on!" Daniel said with a nervous laugh. "There's probably a security video in
here."

"Oh, my gosh!" Stephanie murmured, as she quickly straightened up and smoothed her
coat. Her eyes scanned the elevator's ceiling. "I never thought of that."

When the elevator opened on their floor, Stephanie took Daniel's hand and encouraged
him to walk quickly down the hall to their door. She smiled as she opened it with her



room card. Once inside, she made a production out of locating the DO NOT DISTURB
sign and hanging it outside the door. With that accomplished, she took Daniel's hand and
pulled him from the small foyer into the bedroom.

"Coats off!" she ordered, throwing hers onto a side chair. She then pushed him backward
onto the bed. Climbing on top of him with her knees on either side of his chest, she
started to loosen his tie. Suddenly, she stopped. She noticed his forehead was glistening
with perspiration.

"Are you okay?" she questioned with concern.
"I'm having a hot flash," Daniel confessed.

Stephanie slid off to the side and pulled Daniel up to a sitting position. He wiped his
forehead and looked at the moisture in his hand.

"You're also pale."

"I can imagine," Daniel said. "I think I'm having an autonomic nervous system mini-
crisis."

"That sounds like medical doctor-speak. Can you explain that in normal English?"

"I'm just overwrought. I'm afraid I've had some sort of sympathetic adrenaline rush. I'm
sorry, but I don't think sex 1s in the picture."

"You don't have to apologize."

"I think I do," Daniel said. "I know you are expecting it, but as we were walking back, |
had a feeling it just wasn't in the cards."

"It's all right," Stephanie insisted. "It's not going to make or break the evening. I'm more
interested in making sure you're going to be all right."

Daniel sighed. "I'll be all right after tomorrow, when I know what's going to happen.
Uncertainty and I have never gotten along particularly well, especially when it involves
something bad."

Stephanie put her arms around him and hugged him. She could feel his heart pounding
in his chest.

Later, after Stephanie had been motionless long enough for her breathing to deepen in
sleep, Daniel pulled back the covers and slipped out of bed. He'd not been able to fall



asleep with his mind and pulse racing. He put on a hotel robe and wandered out into the
sitting room. At the window, he looked out at the view.

What kept coming back to his mind was Heinrich Wortheim's prophecy of disaster and
the fact that it seemed to be coming to pass. The problem was that Daniel had burned
bridges when he left Harvard. Wortheim would never take him back and might even try
to blackball him at other institutions. On top of that, Daniel had also burned some
bridges when he left Merck in '85 to go back to academia when he'd accepted the
Harvard post.

The champagne bottle nestled in its cooler caught Daniel's attention. He pulled it out of
the water; its ice had long ago melted. He held it up to the light coming from outside the
window. There was still almost a half bottle left. He poured himself a glass and tasted it.
It was somewhat flat but still reasonably cold. He took a few sips as he redirected his
attention out the window.

He knew his fear of having to return to Revere Beach, Massachusetts, was irrational, but
it didn't make it any less real. Revere Beach was where he'd grown up in a family
headed by a small-time businessman who'd blamed his series of failures on his wife and
progeny, particularly those who embarrassed him. Unfortunately, that was mostly
Daniel, who had the misfortune of following two older brothers who'd been high school
superstar athletes, a fact that had provided a modicum of solace for their father's fragile
ego. In contrast, Daniel had been a spindly kid more interested in playing chess and
producing hydrogen from water, Drano, and aluminum foil in the cellar. The fact that
Daniel had gotten himself into Boston Latin, where he excelled academically, had had
no effect on his father, who continued to use him mercilessly as a scapegoat. Even
Daniel's scholarships to Wesleyan University and then to Columbia Medical School had
changed little other than to estrange him from his siblings for a time.

Daniel finished the champagne in his glass and helped himself to more. As he continued
to sip the wine, his mind wandered to Senator Ashley Butler, his current béte noire.
Stephanie had said she was teasing when she'd suggested that he and the senator were
more alike than he'd assumed. He wondered if she really felt that way, since it was
indeed such a coincidence that he and the senator had similar types of families. Way in
the back of Daniel's mind, there was a thought that maybe there was some truth to the
idea. After all, Daniel had to admit that he envied the power the man could wield in
putting Daniel's career in jeopardy.

Daniel put his glass down on the coffee table and turned back toward the bedroom. He
moved slowly in the darkness of the unfamiliar surroundings. He was far from confident
that he could fall asleep while his intuition was so actively telling him that disaster was
coming, yet he didn't want to stay up all night. He thought he'd get back in bed and try to



relax, and if he couldn't sleep, at least he'd rest.

Two

9:51 A.M., Thursday, February 21, 2002

The door to Senator Ashley Butler's inner office burst open, and the senator emerged
with his chief of staff in tow. He snapped up the paper proffered by his office manager,
Dawn, who was seated at her desk.

"It's your opening statement for your subcommittee hearing," she called after the
senator, who was already rounding the turn into the main corridor and heading toward
the front door of his senate office. She was accustomed to being ignored and didn't take
it personally. Since she was the one who typed the senator's daily schedule, she knew he
was already behind. He was supposed to have been at the hearing already so it could
begin at ten sharp.

Ashley merely grunted after he'd read the first few lines on the paper and handed the
sheet behind him to Carol for her to take a peek. Carol was more than Ashley's chief of
staff who hired and fired personnel. When the two of them reached the waiting room for
his office complex and he paused to say hello and shake hands with the half-dozen or so
people waiting to see various staffers, Carol had to herd him toward the door, lest they
be later than they already were.

Out in the Senate Office Building's marbled hall, they picked up the pace. It was difficult
for Ashley, whose stiffness had returned despite the medication prescribed by Doctor
Whitman. Ashley had described the stiffness as a feeling like trying to walk through
molasses.

"How does that opening statement look to you?" Ashley asked.

"Fine, as much as I've read," Carol answered. "Do you think Rob had Phil take a look at
it?"

"I should hope so," Ashley snapped. They walked for a short distance in silence before
Ashley added, "Who the hell is Rob?"

"He's your relatively new head aide for the Health Policy Subcommittee," Carol
explained. "I'm sure you remember him. He literally sticks out in a crowd. He's the tall



redhead who came over from Kennedy's staft."

Ashley merely nodded. Although he prided himself on having a facility for remembering
names, he could no longer keep up with all the names of the people who worked for him
since his staff had ballooned to more than seventy people, and there was inevitable
turnover. Phil, however, was a familiar name, since he'd been around almost as long as
Carol. As Ashley's chief political analyst, Phil was a key player, and it was important for
everything that was going into a hearing transcript or the Congressional Record to be run
by him.

"What about your medication?" Carol questioned. Her heels rang out like gunshots as
they hit the marble floor.

"I took it," Ashley clipped irritably. To be one hundred percent certain, his hand
surreptitiously slipped into the side pocket of his jacket and felt around. As he suspected,
the pill he'd put in earlier was no longer there, meaning he'd taken it just before leaving
his private office. He wanted a good high level of the drug in his blood for the hearing.
The last thing he wanted was for someone in the media to notice any symptoms, like his
hand shaking during the proceedings, particularly not now that he had a plan to obviate
the problem.

Rounding a turn in the corridor, they bumped into several particularly liberal senatorial
colleagues heading in the opposite direction. Ashley paused and slipped easily back into
his signature, syrupy, Southern drawl while complimenting his fellow politicians'
hairstyles, modish contemporary suits, and flamboyant ties. In a humorously self-
deprecatory style, he compared their dapper attire with his own plain dark suit, dark
nondescript tie, and ordinary white shirt. It was the same style of clothes he'd worn when
he'd first arrived at the Senate back in 1972. Ashley was a man of habit. Not only did he
still wear the same type of clothes, he still bought his entire wardrobe from the same
conservative haberdashery back in his hometown.

After he and Carol continued on their way, she commented on the degree of Ashley's
cordiality.

"I'm just buttering them up." Ashley sneered. "I need their votes on my bill coming up
next week. You know I cannot abide such foppery, especially hair transplants."

"Indeed I do," Carol said. "That's why I was taken aback."

As they neared the side entrance to the hearing room, Ashley slowed. "Quickly review
for me once again what you and the rest of the staff found out about this morning's first
witness. I've got a special plan brewing on my back burner that I definitely want to



succeed."

"His professional resume is what stands out in my mind," Carol said. She closed her
eyes for a moment to help mobilize her memory. "He's been a science prodigy since
middle school, and he breezed through both medical school and his Ph.D. studies. That's
impressive, to say the least! On top of that, he rapidly became one of the youngest
department-head scientists at Merck before being actively recruited to a prestigious post
at Harvard. The man must have an IQ in the stratosphere."

"I remember the curriculum vitae. But that's not what's important now. Talk to me about
Phil's take on the man's personality!"

"I remember Phil guessed he was self-centered and cocky because of the way he's so
dismissive of his fellow scientists' work. I mean, most people, even if they feel that way,
keep it to themselves. He's got to be brash."

"What else?"

They reached the door to the side room and hesitated. Farther down the hallway at the
main entrance to the hearing room, a small crowd was milling about, and the babble of
their voices drifted toward them.

Carol shrugged. "I can't remember much else, but I have the dossier with me that the
staff put together, which certainly incorporates Phil's impressions. Do you want to take
the time to read it over again before we begin the hearing?"

"I was hoping you'd talk to me about the man's fear of failure," Ashley said. "Is that
something you remember?"

"Now that you mention it, yes, I believe that was one of Phil's points."

"Good!" Ashley said, with his eyes staring off into the distance. "And combining that
with an apparent ego the size of a racehorse's paddock gives me an opportunity to exert
some significant leverage, wouldn't you agree?"

"I suppose, but I'm not sure I'm following you. I do remember Dan thought that he had a
fear of failure out of proportion to his accomplishments and his obvious intelligence.
After all, he could probably be successful at anything he wanted to do, provided he put
his mind to it. How does his fear of failure give you leverage, and leverage for what?"

"He might be able to do anything he sets his mind to, but apparently at this moment in
time he wants to become a celebrity entrepreneur, a fact which he apparently
shamelessly admitted in one of his interviews. And to do this, he's made a rather large



gamble career-wise and financially. He wants his newly founded company based on his
patented procedure to succeed for very personal, if not superficial, reasons."

"So what is it you want to do?" Carol asked. "Phil wants you on record favoring a ban
on his procedure. It's that simple."

"Circumstances have made it a little more complicated than that. I want to make the
good doctor do something he most assuredly wouldn't want to do."

Concern spread across Carol's broad face. "Does Phil know about this?"

Ashley shook his head. He made a motion for Carol to give him back the prepared
opening statement and took it when she held it out.

"What is it you want the doctor to do?"

"You and he will know tonight," Ashley said, as his eyes began scanning the opening
statement. "It would take too long to explain at the moment."

"This is scaring me," Carol admitted out loud. She looked up and down the hallway as
Ashley read his speech. She shifted her weight uneasily. Carol's ultimate goal and the
reason she'd sacrificed so much of her own life to her current position was that she
wanted to run for Ashley's office when he retired, a situation that promised to occur
sooner rather than later because of the Parkinson's disease diagnosis. She was more than
qualified, having served as a state senator prior to coming to Washington to run Ashley's
show, and at this late date with her goal in sight, she didn't want him pulling some sort
of stunt to do what Bill Clinton did to Al Gore. Ever since that fateful evening visit to
Dr. Whitman, Ashley had been preoccupied and unpredictable. She cleared her throat to
get her boss's attention. "Exactly how are you planning on getting Dr. Lowell to do
something he doesn't want to do?"

"By setting him up and then pulling the rug out from under him," Ashley said, with his
eyes rising to meet Carol's. He grinned conspiratorially. "I'm in a battle here, and I want
to win. To do that, I'm going to follow an age-old cue from The Art of War : Figure out
the necessary points of engagement, then arrive there with overwhelming force! Let me
see the financial report on his company!"

Carol juggled the file of papers she was carrying before producing the paper Ashley
wanted. She handed it to him, and he rapidly scanned it. She watched his face for clues.
She wondered if she should call Phil on her cell phone the second she had a chance and
warn him to be ready for the unexpected.

"This is good," Ashley mumbled. "This is very good. It's a lucky thing I have those



contacts over at the Bureau. We couldn't have gotten much of this on our own."

"Maybe you should go over with Phil whatever it is you are planning to do," Carol
suggested.

"No time," Ashley responded. "In fact, what time is it now?"
Carol glanced at her watch. "It's after ten."

Ashley held out his left hand supported by his right in order to check for any tremor.
There was a slight one, but it was hardly noticeable. "That's as good as can be expected.
Let's go to work!"

Ashley entered the hearing room from the side door to the right of the horseshoe-shaped,
raised dais. The room was filled with a meandering, jostling crowd of people from
which emerged a buzz of incoherent conversation. Ashley had to worm his way between
colleagues and staffers to reach his seat. The redheaded Rob appeared immediately with
a second copy of Ashley's prepared opening statement. Ashley waved him off by
flapping the copy he already had in his hand. Ashley took his seat and adjusted the
goosenecked microphone.

After Ashley's eyes had made a rapid circuit around the comfortably familiar Greek
revival décor of the hearing room, they came to rest on the two figures seated at the
witness table below him. At first his attention was magnetically drawn to the attractive
young woman with the shiny, minklike hair framing her face. Ashley had an affinity for
beautiful women, and this female in front of him filled the bill. She was dressed in a
demure, deep blue suit with a white collar that contrasted sharply with her tanned, olive
complexion. Despite her modest attire, she exuded a healthy sensuality. Her dark eyes
were riveted on Ashley, giving him the impression he was staring down two gun barrels.
He had no idea who she was or why she was there, but he thought her presence promised
to make the hearing a bit more enjoyable.

Reluctantly, Ashley switched his attention from the comely woman to Dr. Daniel
Lowell. The doctor's eyes were paler than his companion's, yet they reflected an equal
degree of brassiness with their unblinking stare. Ashley guessed the doctor was
reasonably tall, despite the fact that he was slouching back in his chair. He was slight of
build, with a thin, angular face capped by a shock of unruly salt-and-pepper hair. Even
his dress suggested a degree of insolence comparable to that reflected in his eyes and
posture. In contrast to his companion's appropriate business apparel, he was sporting a
casual tweed jacket with leather elbow patches, an open shirt without a tie, and, his legs
visible beneath the table, a pair of jeans and sneakers.



Ashley smiled inwardly as he picked up his gavel. He guessed that Daniel's apparent
attitude and dressing down was a weak attempt to prove he wasn't threatened by being
called to testify before a Senate subcommittee. Perhaps Daniel thought he could bring
his Ivy League, academic persona as a form of intimidation against Ashley's small-town,
Baptist college experience. But it wasn't going to work. Ashley knew he had Daniel in
his arena with the usual home-court advantage.

"The Subcommittee on Health Policy of the Health, Education, Labor, and Pensions
Committee will now come to order," Ashley announced with a pronounced Southern
intonation as he banged his gavel. He waited for a few moments, as the previously
disorderly group of attendees took their seats. Behind him, he could hear the various
staffers do the same. He glanced down at Daniel Lowell, but the doctor had not moved.
Ashley glanced to his right and left. Most of his subcommittee members were not
present, although four were. Those present were either reading memoranda or talking in
whispers with their aides. There wasn't a quorum, but it didn't matter. No vote had been
scheduled, and Ashley was not going to call for one.

"This hearing will proceed on Senate Bill 1103," Ashley continued, as he placed his
opening statement notes on the table in front of him, folded his arms, and cupped his
elbows in his palms to forestall any potential tremor. He tilted his head back slightly to
see the print better through his bifocals. "This bill is a companion bill to the bill already
passed by the House to ban the cloning procedure called..."

Ashley hesitated and leaned forward, squinting at the sheet. "Bear with me for a
moment," he said, obviously departing from his prepared text. "This procedure is not
only scary, but it's a mouthful, and maybe the good doctor will help me if I stumble. It's
called Homologous Transgenic Segmental Recombination, or HTSR. Wow! Did I get
that right, Doctor?"

Daniel sat up and leaned forward to his microphone. "Yes," he said simply and leaned
back. He too had his arms folded.

"Why don't you doctors speak English?" Ashley questioned, while peering over the tops
of his glasses at Daniel.

A few of the spectators tittered, to Ashley's delight. He loved to play to the crowd.

Daniel leaned forward to answer, but Ashley held up his hand. "That question is off the
record, and there's no need to answer."

The clerk made the adjustment on her machine.

Ashley then looked to his left. "This is off the record too, but I was curious if the



distinguished senator from Montana agrees with me that doctors purposefully have
developed their own language just so that half the time we mere mortals have no idea
under the sun what the dickens they are talking about."

There was more laughter from the spectators, as the senator from Montana looked up
from his reading and nodded an enthusiastic yes.

"Now, where was [?" Ashley questioned, as he looked back at his prepared opening
statement. "The need for this legislation lies in the problem that biotechnology in
general and medical science in particular in this country have lost their moral and ethical
underpinnings. We here on the Senate's Health Policy Subcommittee feel it is our duty as
concerned and moral Americans to reverse this trend by following the lead of our
colleagues in the House. Ends do not justify means, particularly in the medical research
arena, as was unequivocally stated as far back as the Nuremberg Trials. This HTSR is a
case in point. This procedure once again threatens to create poor, defenseless embryos
and then dismember them with the dubious justification that the cells derived from these
nascent, tiny humans will be used to treat a wide variety of patients. But that's not all. As
we will hear in testimony from its discoverer, whom we are honored to have here as a
witness, this is no ordinary therapeutic cloning procedure, and I, as the bill's principal
author, am shocked that this procedure is poised to become mainstream. Well, I say only
over my dead body!"

A modest level of applause issued from a smattering of audience members. Ashley
acknowledged it with a nod of his head and a short pause. Then he took a deep breath.
"Now, I could go on about this new technique, but I'm not a doctor, and I respectfully
defer to the expert, who has graciously come before this subcommittee. [ would like to
proceed with the witness, unless my eminent-ranking colleague from across the aisle
would like to say a few words."

Ashley regarded the senator seated to his immediate right, who shook his head, covered
his microphone with his palm, and leaned toward the chairman. "Ashley," he whispered.
"I hope you are going to be expeditious about his. I've got to be out of here by ten-
thirty."

"Have no fear," Ashley whispered back. "I'm going for the jugular here."

Ashley took a drink from the glass of water in front of him and peered down at Daniel.
"Our first witness is the brilliant Dr. Daniel Lowell, who, as I've already mentioned, is
the discoverer of HTSR. Dr. Lowell has impressive credentials, including M.D. and
Ph.D. degrees from some of our country's most august institutions. Somehow he even
found time to do a residency in internal medicine. He has received countless awards for
his work and has held prestigious positions at Merck pharmaceuticals and Harvard



University. Welcome, Dr. Lowell."

"Thank you, Senator," Daniel said. He moved forward in his chair. "I appreciate your
kind remarks about my curriculum vitae, but, if [ may, I'd like to take immediate issue
with a particular point in your opening statement."

"By all means," Ashley responded.

"HTSR and therapeutic cloning do not, I repeat, do not involve the dismemberment of
embryos." Daniel spoke slowly, emphasizing each word. "The therapeutic cells are taken
before any embryo has started to form. They are taken from a structure called a
blastocyst."

"Do you deny these blastocysts are incipient human life?"

"They are human life, but when disaggregated, their cells are similar to the cells you lose
from your gums when you brush your teeth vigorously."

"I don't think I brush that vigorously," Ashley said with a short laugh. A few spectators
joined in.

"We all shed live epithelial cells."

"Perhaps so, but these epithelial cells are not going to form embryos like a blastocyst."
"They could," Daniel said. "That is the point. If the epithelial cells are fused with an egg
cell whose nucleus has been extracted, and then the combination is activated, they could
form an embryo."

"Which 1s what is done in cloning."

"Precisely," Daniel said. "Blastocysts have a potential to form a viable embryo, but only
if implanted in a uterus. In therapeutic cloning, they are never allowed to form
embryos."

"I think we're getting bogged down in semantics here," Ashley said impatiently.

"It is semantics," Daniel agreed. "But it is important semantics. People have to
understand that embryos are not involved in therapeutic cloning or HTSR."

"Your opinion regarding my opening statement has been duly recorded," Ashley said.
"I'd like to move on to the procedure itself. Would you describe it for us here at the
hearing and for the official transcript?"



"I'd be happy to," Daniel said. "Homologous Transgenic Segmental Recombination is
the name we have given to a procedure that involves replacing the portion of an
individual's DNA responsible for a particular illness with homologous disease-free
DNA. This is done in the nucleus of one of the patient's cells, which is then used for
therapeutic cloning."

"Hold it right there," Ashley interrupted. "I'm already confused, as I'm sure most of the
audience is. Let me see if [ have this straight. You're talking about taking a cell from a
sick person and changing its DNA before doing the therapeutic cloning."

"That's correct," Daniel said. "Replacing the small portion of the cell's genetic material
that's responsible for the individual's illness."

"And the therapeutic cloning is then done to make a bunch of these cells to cure the
patient."

"Correct again! The cells are encouraged with various growth hormones to become the
type of cells the patient needs. And thanks to HTSR, these cells will not have the genetic
predisposition to reform the illness being treated. When these cells are put into the
patient, not only will the patient be cured, he or she will not have the genetic tendency to
come down with the same illness."

"Perhaps we could talk about a particular disease," Ashley suggested. "It might make it
easier for us nonscientists to understand. I gather from some of the articles you've
published that Parkinson's disease is one of the illnesses you believe will be amenable to
this treatment."

"That's correct," Daniel said. "As well as many other maladies, from Alzheimer's and
diabetes to certain forms of arthritis. It's an impressive list of illnesses, many of which
have not been amenable to treatment, much less a cure."

"Let's concentrate on Parkinson's for a moment," Ashley said. "Why do you think HSTR
will work with this ailment?"

"Because with Parkinson's, we are lucky enough to have a mouse model for testing,"
Daniel said. "These mice have Parkinson's disease, meaning their brains are missing
nerve cells that produce a compound called dopamine that functions as a
neurotransmitter, and their illness is a mirror image of the human form. We have taken
these animals, carried out HTSR, and have cured them permanently."

"That's impressive," Ashley commented.

"It's even more impressive when you see it happen in front of your very eyes."



"The cells are injected."
"Yes."
"And there are no problems with that?"

"No, not at all," Daniel said. "There's already been considerable experience using this
technique on humans for other therapies. The injection must be done carefully, under

controlled conditions, but there's generally no problem whatsoever. In our experience,
the mice have had no ill effects."

"Are the mice cured soon after the injection?"

"In our experience, the Parkinson's symptoms begin to subside immediately," Daniel
said. "And it continues rapidly. With the mice we've treated, it's been truly remarkable.
Within a week, the treated mice cannot be distinguished from the well controls."

"I suppose you are eager to try this on humans," Ashley suggested.

"Extremely so," Daniel admitted with a series of nods for emphasis. "After we complete
our animal studies, which are moving ahead rapidly, we're hoping for a fast track with
the FDA to begin human trials in a controlled setting."

Ashley saw Daniel glance at his companion and even grip her hand for a moment.
Ashley smiled inwardly, sensing Daniel was thinking the hearing was going well. It was
time to rectify that misconception. "Tell me, Doctor Lowell," Ashley began. "Have you
ever heard the saying: If something sounds too good to be true, it probably isn't ?"

"Of course."

"Well, I think HTSR is a prime example. Putting aside for a moment the semantic
argument about whether or not embryos are being dismembered, HTSR has another
major ethical problem."

Ashley paused for effect. The audience was completely still.

"Doctor," Ashley said patronizingly. "Have you ever read that classic novel by Mary
Shelley called Frankenstein ?"

"HTSR has nothing to do with the Frankenstein myth," Daniel said indignantly,
implying he knew full well where Ashley was headed. "To imply as much is an
irresponsible attempt to take advantage of public fears and misconceptions."



"I beg to disagree," Ashley said. "In fact, I think Mary Shelley must have had an inkling
that HTSR was coming down the pike, and that's why she wrote her novel."

The spectators again laughed. It was apparent they were hanging on to every word and
enjoying themselves.

"Now I know I have not had the benefit of an Ivy League education, but I read
Frankenstein, whose whole title includes The Modern Prometheus, and I think the
parallels are remarkable. As I understand it, the word transgenic, which is part of the
confusing name of your procedure, means taking bits and pieces of various people's
genomes and mixing them together like you're making a cake. That sounds to this
country boy pretty much the same thing Victor Frankenstein did when he made his
monster, getting pieces from this corpse and parts from another and sewing them up
together. He even used a bit of electricity, just like you people do with your cloning."

"With HTSR, we are adding relatively short lengths of DNA, not whole organs," Daniel
retorted heatedly.

"Calm down, Doctor!" Ashley said. "This is a fact-finding hearing we're having here, not
a fight. What I'm driving at is that, with your procedure, you're taking parts of one
person and putting them in another. Isn't that true?"

"On a molecular level."
"I don't care what level it is," Ashley said. "I just want to establish the facts."

"Medical science has been transplanting organs for some time," Daniel snapped. "The
general public does not see a moral problem with that, quite the contrary, and organ
transplantation is certainly a better conceptual parallel with HTSR than Mary Shelley's
nineteenth-century novel."

"In the example you gave concerning Parkinson's disease, you admitted you are planning
on injecting these little molecular Frankensteins you are planning on mixing up so they
end up in people's brains. I'm sorry, Doctor, but there haven't been too many brains
transplanted in our current organ-transplant programs, so I don't think the parallel is any
good at all. Injecting parts of another person and getting them into someone's brain is a
step beyond the pale in my book, and I believe in the Good Lord's Book."

"The therapeutic cells we create are not molecular Frankensteins," Daniel said angrily.
"Your opinion has duly been recorded," Ashley said. "Let's move on."

"This is a farce!" Daniel commented. He threw up his arms for emphasis.



"Doctor, I must remind you that this is a congressional subcommittee hearing, and you
are expected to abide by appropriate decorum. We're all reasonable people here, who are
supposed to show respect for one another while trying to do our best to gather
information."

"It's becoming progressively obvious this hearing has been set up under false pretenses.
You didn't come in here to gather information with an open mind about HTSR, as you so
magnanimously suggest. You're just using this hearing to grandstand with preprepared
emotive rhetoric."

"I'd like you to know," Ashley said condescendingly, "making that kind of inflammatory
statement and accusation is specifically frowned upon in Congress. This is not Crossfire
or some other media circus. Yet I refuse to take offense. Instead, I will once again assure
you that your opinion has been duly recorded, and, as I said, I'd like to move on. As the
discoverer of HTSR, you can't be expected to be entirely objective about the procedure's
moral merits, but I'd like to question you about this issue. But first [ would like to say
that it has been difficult not to notice the disarmingly attractive woman who is sitting
next to you at the witness table. Is she here to help you testify? If so, perhaps you should
introduce her for the record."”

"This is Dr. Stephanie D'Agostino," Daniel snapped. "She is my scientific collaborator."
"Another M.D., Ph.D.?" Ashley questioned.

"I am a Ph.D., not an M.D.," Stephanie said into her microphone. "And Mr. Chairman, |
would like to echo Dr. Lowell's opinion about the biased way this hearing has been
proceeding, but without his inflammatory words. I strongly believe that allusions to the
Frankenstein myth in relation to HTSR are inappropriate, since they play to people's
fundamental fears."

"I'm chagrined," Ashley said. "I always thought you Ivy League folks were addicted to
alluding to various and sundry literary masterpieces, but here, the one time I give it a
whirl, I'm told it's inappropriate. Now is that fair, especially since I distinctly remember
being taught at my small, Baptist college that Frankenstein was, among other things, a
warning about the moral consequences of unchecked scientific materialism? In my
mind, that makes the book extremely apropos. But that's enough on this particular issue!
This is a hearing, not a literary debate."

Before Ashley could continue, Rob came up behind him and tapped him on the shoulder.
Ashley placed his hand over his microphone to prevent it from picking up any of his
aide's comments.



"Senator," Rob whispered in Ashley's ear. "As soon as the request came through this
morning for Dr. D'Agostino to join Dr. Lowell at the witness table, we did a quick
background check on her. She's a Harvard-trained townie. She was brought up in the
North End of Boston."

"Is that supposed to be significant?"

Rob shrugged. "It could be a coincidence, but I doubt it. The indicted investor in Dr.
Lowell's company whom the Bureau told us about is also a D'Agostino who grew up in
the North End. They are probably related."

"My, my," Ashley commented. "That is curious." He took the sheet of paper from Rob
and put it next to the financial statement of Daniel's company. He had trouble
suppressing a smile after such a windfall.

"Dr. D'Agostino," Ashley said into his microphone after removing his hand. "Are you by
any chance related to Anthony D'Agostino residing at Fourteen Acorn Street in Medford,
Massachusetts?"

"He is my brother."
"And this is the same Anthony D'Agostino who has been indicted for racketeering?"

"Unfortunately, yes," Stephanie said. She glanced at Daniel, who was looking at her with
an expression of disbelief.

"Dr. Lowell," Ashley continued. "Were you aware that one of your initial and rather
major investors had been so indicted?"

"No, I was not," Daniel said. "But he is far from a major investor."

"Hmmm," Ashley voiced. "Several hundred thousand dollars is a lot of money in my
book. But we won't quibble. I don't suppose he serves as a director?"

"He does not."

"That's a relief. And I suppose we can assume the indicted racketeer Anthony
D'Agostino does not serve on your ethics board, which I understand you have."

A suppressed titter sounded in the audience.

"He does not serve on our ethics board," Daniel rejoined.



"That's also a relief. Now let's talk for a moment about your company," Ashley said.
"The name is CURE, which I understand is somewhat of an acronym."

"That's correct," Daniel said with a sigh, as if he were bored with the proceedings. "It
was derived from Cellular Replacement Enterprises."

"I'm sorry if you are fatigued by the rigors of this hearing, Doctor," Ashley said. "We'll
try to wrap things up as quickly as we can. But I understand your company is attempting
to accomplish its second round of financing via venture capitalists, with HTSR as your
major intellectual property. Is your ultimate intent to take your company public by
having an initial public offering?"

"Yes," Daniel said simply. He leaned back in his chair.

"Now, this is off the record," Ashley said. He looked to his left. "I'd like to ask the
distinguished senator from the great state of Montana if he thinks the SEC would find it
interesting that one of the initial investors in a company planning on going public has
been indicted for racketeering. I mean, there is a question of moral propriety here.
Money derived from extortion and maybe even prostitution, for all we know, being
laundered through a biotech startup."

"I'd think they'd be very interested," the senator from Montana said.

"That would be my thought as well," Ashley said. He looked back at his notes and then
down at Daniel. "I understand your second round of financing has been held up by the
S.1103 and the fact that the House has already passed its version. Is that correct?"

Daniel nodded.
"You have to speak for the transcript," Ashley said.
"Correct," Daniel said.

"And I understand your burn rate, meaning the money you're using to stay afloat
currently, is very high and that if you don't get this second round of financing, you face

bankruptcy."
"Correct."

"That's too bad," Ashley said, with all the appearances of sympathy. "However, for our
purposes here at this hearing, I would have to assume that your objectivity in relation to
the moral aspects of HTSR is in serious question. I mean, the very future of your
company depends on S.1103 not being passed. Is that not true, Doctor?"



"My opinion has been and will continue to be that it is morally wrong not to continue to
investigate and then use HTSR to cure countless suffering human beings."

"Your opinion has been recorded," Ashley said. "But for the record, I would like to point
out that Dr. Daniel Lowell has chosen not to answer the posed question."

Ashley leaned back and looked to his right. "I have no further questions for this witness.
Do any of my esteemed colleagues have any questions?"

Ashley's eyes moved around to the faces of the senators seated at the dais.

"Very well," Ashley said. "The Subcommittee on Health Policy would like to thank
doctors Lowell and D'Agostino for their kind participation. And we'd like to call our
next witness: Mr. Harold Mendes of the Right to Life organization."

Three

11:05 A.M., Thursday, February 21, 2002

Stephanie could see the taxi in the middle of the oncoming pack of cars, and she put up
her hand expectantly. She and Daniel had followed a suggestion they'd been given by a
security officer in the Senate Office Building and had walked over to Constitution
Avenue in hopes of catching a cab, but they hadn't had much luck. What had started out
that morning as a reasonable day, weather-wise, had taken a turn for the worse. Dark,
heavy clouds had blown in from the east, and with the temperature hovering in the lower
thirties, there was a distinct possibility of snow. Apparently, under such conditions the
demand for taxis far exceeded the supply.

"Here comes one," Daniel snapped, as if Stephanie had something to do with the lack of
cabs. "Don't let it go by!"

"I see it," Stephanie responded in an equally clipped manner.

After leaving the Senate hearing, neither had spoken much other than the minimum
necessary to decide to take the suggestion to walk over to Constitution Avenue. Similar
to the gathering clouds, their moods had darkened as the morning's hearing had
progressed.

"Damn!" Stephanie mumbled when the cab zipped by. It was as if the driver was



wearing blinders. Stephanie had done everything save throwing herself in front of the
speeding traffic.

"You let it go by," Daniel complained.

"Let it go by?" Stephanie shouted. "I waved. I whistled. I even jumped up and down. I
didn't see you make any effort."

"What the hell are we going to do?" Daniel demanded. "It's colder than a witch's tit out
here."

"Well, if you have any bright ideas, Einstein, let me know."
"What? Is it my fault there are no cabs?"
"It's not mine either," Stephanie retorted.

Both hugged themselves in a vain attempt to keep warm but made it a point to keep
away from each other. Neither had brought a true winter coat on the trip. They had
thought that they wouldn't need them, having flown four hundred miles south.

"Here comes another one," Daniel stated.
"Your turn."

With his hand raised, Daniel ventured as far out into the street as he thought safe.
Almost immediately, he had to retreat when he caught sight of a pickup truck bearing
down on him in the outermost lane. Daniel waved and shouted, but the cab went by in
the knot of vehicles without slowing.

"Well done," Stephanie commented.
"Shut up!"

Just when they were about to give up and begin walking west along Constitution
Avenue, a cabbie beeped. He'd been waiting at the traffic light on First Street and
Constitution, and had witnessed Daniel's antics. When the light changed, he turned left
and pulled over to the curb.

Stephanie and Daniel piled in and buckled their seat belts.

"Where to?" the driver questioned while looking at them in the rearview mirror. He was
wearing a turban and was as tan as if he'd just spent a week in the Sahara Desert.



"The Four Seasons," Stephanie said.
Stephanie and Daniel rode in silence while staring out their respective windows.

"I'd say that hearing was about as bad as it could have been," Daniel complained at
length.

"It was worse," Stephanie responded.

"There's no doubt the bastard Butler will vote out his bill, and when that happens, I've
been assured by the Biotechnology Industry Organization that it will pass the full
committee and the Senate itself."

"So goodbye to CURE, Inc."

"It's a shame that in this country medical research is being held hostage by demagogic
politics," Daniel snapped. "I shouldn't have even bothered coming down here to
Washington."

"Well, maybe you shouldn't have. Maybe it would have been better if I'd come alone.
You certainly didn't help things by telling Ashley he was grandstanding and didn't have
an open mind."

Daniel turned and stared at the back of Stephanie's head. "Come again?" he sputtered.
"You shouldn't have lost control."

"I don't believe this," Daniel marveled. "Are you trying to imply that this crappy
outcome is my fault?"

Stephanie turned to face Daniel. "Being sensitive about other people's feelings is not one
of your strong points. And this hearing is a case in point. Who knows what would have
happened if you hadn't lost your cool. Attacking him like you did was inappropriate
because it stopped whatever dialogue you might have been able to maintain. That's all
I'm saying."

Daniel's pale face turned crimson. "That hearing was a goddamn farce!"

"Maybe so, but that doesn't justify your saying as much to Butler's face, because it
nipped in the bud any chance of success we might have had, however small. I think his
goal was to get you mad so you'd look bad, and it worked. It was his way of discrediting
you as a witness."



"You're pissing me off."

"Daniel, I'm as irritated about this outcome as you are."

"Yeah, but you're saying it's my fault."

"No, I'm saying that your behavior didn't help things. There's a difference."

"Well, your behavior didn't help things either. How come you never told me about your
brother being indicted for racketeering? All you told me was that he was a qualified
investor. Some qualifications! It was a fine time for me to learn about that little sordid
tidbit."

"It was after he was an investor, and it was in the Boston papers. So it's not as if it was a
secret, but it was something I felt I'd rather not talk about, at least at the time. I thought
the reason you didn't bring it up was that you were being considerate. But I should have
known better."

"You didn't feel like talking about it?" Daniel questioned with exaggerated astonishment.
"You know I don't bother reading the stupid Boston rags. So how else would I have
learned about it? And I would have had to know about it eventually because Butler was
right. If we'd gone for an IPO, it would have had to be disclosed that we had a felon for
an investor, and it would have held things up."

"He has been indicted," Stephanie said. "He's not been convicted. Remember, in our
system of justice you're innocent until proven guilty."

"That's a rather lame excuse for not mentioning it to me," Daniel snapped. "Is he going
to be convicted?"

"I don't know." Stephanie's voice had lost its edge as she coped with a tinge of guilt at
not having been more forthright with Daniel about her brother. She'd thought about
mentioning the indictment on occasion but had always put it off until a tomorrow that
had never arrived.

"You have no idea whatsoever? That's a little hard for me to believe."

"I have had vague suspicions," Stephanie admitted. "I had the same suspicions about my
father, and Tony has essentially taken over my father's businesses."

"What are the businesses we're talking about?"

"Real estate and a few restaurants, plus a restaurant and a café¢ on Hanover Street."



"Is that all?"

"That's what I don't know. As I said, I had vague suspicions with such things as people
coming and going from our house at all hours of the day and night, and the women and
children being sent out of the room at the end of extended family meals so the men
could talk. In many ways, in retrospect it seemed to me we were the cliché of an Italian-
American Mob family. Certainly it wasn't on a scale like you'd see in gangster movies,
but modestly similar. We females were expected to be consumed by the affairs of hearth
and home and church without any interest or involvement in business whatsoever. To tell
you the truth, it was an embarrassment for me, because we kids were treated differently
in the neighborhood. I couldn't wait to get away, and I was smart enough to recognize
that the best way was by being a good student."

"I can relate to that," Daniel said. The sharpness in his voice mellowed as well. "My
father was also into all sorts of businesses, some of which were close to being scams.
The problem was that they were all failures, meaning he and subsequently my siblings
and I became the butt of jokes in the town of Revere, particularly at school, at least those
of us who were not part of the 'in' crowd, which I surely wasn't. My father's nickname
was 'Loser Lowell,' and unfortunately the epithet had a tendency to trickle down."

"For me, it was the opposite," Stephanie said. "We were treated to a kind of deference,
which wasn't pleasant. You know how teenagers like to blend in. Well, it wasn't possible
for me, and I didn't even know why. I hated it."

"How come you've never told me about any of this?"

"How come you've never told me about your family other than the fact that you have
eight siblings, none of whom, I might add, I have met? I at least asked you about your
family on several occasions."

"That's a good point," Daniel said vaguely. His eyes drifted outside, where a few lonely
snowflakes could be seen dancing on the wind gusts. He knew the real answer to
Stephanie's question was that he'd never cared about her family any more than he cared
about his own. He cleared his throat and turned back to Stephanie. "Maybe we haven't
talked about our families because we were both embarrassed about our childhoods. Or
maybe it's been a combination of that and our preoccupation with science and founding
the company."

"Perhaps," Stephanie said without a lot of conviction. She stared out through the front
windshield. "It is true that academics have always been my escape. Of course my father
never approved, but that only increased my resolve. Hell, he didn't think I should go
college. He thought it was a waste of time and money, saying I was just going to get



married and have kids like it was fifty years ago."

"My father was literally embarrassed that I was good at science. He told everyone that it
had to have come from my mother's side, like it was a genetic disease."

"What about your brothers and sisters? Was it the same for them?"

"To some degree, because my father was a small enough person to blame his failings on
us. You know, sapping the capital he needed to really get started in whatever was the
current bright business idea. But my brothers, who were good at sports, fared a bit better,
at least back when they were in school, because my father was a sports nut. But getting
back to your brother, Tony. Whose idea was it that he invest in CURE, yours or his?"
Daniel's voice regained some of its earlier brusqueness.

"Is this going to become an argument again?"
"Just answer the question!"
"What difference does it make?"

"It was a monumental error in judgment to allow a possible-or probable, as the case may
be-mobster to invest in our company."

"It was a combination of both of us," Stephanie said. "In contrast with my father, he's
been interested in what I've been doing lately, and I'd told him biotechnology was a good
place to put some of his money from the restaurants."

"Wonderful!" Daniel exclaimed sarcastically. "I hope you realize that investors in
general don't like losing money, despite having been adequately warned of the risks in
start-up companies. My guess would be that such an attitude would be an
understatement for a mobster. Have you ever heard of such inconveniences as smashed
patellae?"

"He's my brother, for Christ's sake! There's not going to be any kneecap smashing."
"Yeah, but I'm not his brother."

"It's insulting to even suggest such a thing," Stephanie snapped. She turned her head to
look out her window. Generally she had a reservoir of patience to put up with Daniel's
sarcasm, ego, and antisocial negativity, thanks to the awe she felt about his scientific
brilliance, but at the moment and given the morning's events, it was wearing thin.

"Under the circumstances, I don't have a lot of interest in hanging around Washington



for another night," Daniel said. "I think we should get our things together, check out, and
get on the next shuttle back to Boston."

"Fine by me," Stephanie clipped.

Stephanie got out her side of the taxi as Daniel paid the fare. She headed directly into the
hotel lobby, only vaguely aware that he was close behind her. She was upset enough to
wonder what she'd do when they got back to Boston. In her current state of mind, the
idea of returning to Daniel's Cambridge apartment where she'd been living was not
appealing. Daniel's suggestion that her family was low enough to be capable of physical
violence was galling. She wasn't sure if anyone in her family was involved in loan-
sharking or other questionable activities, but she was darn sure no one ever got hurt.

"Dr. D'Agostino, excuse me!" one of the concierges voiced loudly.

Unexpectedly hearing her name called out in the middle of the hotel lobby startled
Stephanie enough that she stopped in her tracks. Daniel collided with her, causing him to
drop the folder he was carrying.

"Good grief!" Daniel snapped, as he squatted down to retrieve the papers that had wafted
out of the folder. A bellman lent a hand. The papers were professionally rendered
schematics of HTSR. He'd brought them to the hearing in case it had been appropriate to
hand them out to be sure people understood the procedure. Unfortunately, the
opportunity hadn't presented itself.

By the time Daniel had righted himself, Stephanie had returned to his side from the
concierge's desk.

"You could have let me know you were stopping," Daniel complained.

"Who is Carol Manning?" Stephanie questioned.

"I haven't the foggiest idea. Why do you ask?"

"You got an urgent message from her." Stephanie handed over the piece of paper.

Daniel read it rapidly. "I'm supposed to call her. It says it's an emergency. How can it be
an emergency if [ don't even know who it is?"

"What's the area code?" Stephanie questioned, as she looked over Daniel's shoulder.

"Two-oh-two!" Daniel said. "Where's that, do you know?"



"Of course I do! It's right here in D.C."

"Washington!" Daniel exclaimed. "Well, that settles it." He crumpled the note, stepped
over to the concierge's desk, and asked one of them to file it in the circular file.

Stephanie was rooted to the spot where she'd handed Daniel the note. Her mind was
churning as she watched Daniel start toward the elevators. Making a sudden decision,
she dashed to the desk, took the note from the concierge who still had it clutched in his
fist while speaking to another guest, and ran after Daniel.

"I think you should call," Stephanie said, slightly out of breath as she reached Daniel.
"Oh, really?" Daniel questioned superciliously. "I don't think so."

The elevator arrived, and Daniel boarded. Stephanie followed.

"No, I think you should call. I mean, what do you have to lose?"

"A little more of my self-esteem," Daniel said.

The elevator rose. Daniel's eyes were glued to the floor indicator. Stephanie's were glued
to Daniel's. The doors opened. They started down the hall.

"I think I recognized the number's prefix from having called Senator Ashley Butler's
office last week. I think the prefix was two-two-four, and if it was, then it is a Senate
Office Building exchange."

"All the more reason not to call," Daniel said. He keyed open the door to their room and
entered. Stephanie was right behind him.

While Daniel was removing his coat, Stephanie ducked into the sitting room. At the
desk, she smoothed out the note. "It is two-two-four," she called out to Daniel. "The
emergency is underlined. Maybe the old codger changed his mind!"

"That's about as likely as the moon dropping out of orbit," Daniel said, joining
Stephanie. He looked down at the message. "It is weird. What the hell kind of
emergency could it be? Originally I thought it was from the media, but not if it's a
Senate Office Building exchange. You know, I don't care. Being cooperative with
anyone who has anything to do with the U.S. Senate is not high on my priority list at the
moment."

"Call! You might be cutting off your nose to spite your face. If you don't, I'll do it. I'll
pretend I'm your secretary."



"You, a secretary? How entertaining! All right, for God's sake, call!"
"I'll use the speakerphone so you can hear."

"Wonderful," Daniel said sarcastically. He sprawled out on the sofa with his head on one
of the furniture's arms and his feet on the other.

Stephanie dialed. There was the sound of only one electronic ring before the connection
went through. A decidedly female voice snapped a hello as if the person had been
eagerly waiting on the other end.

"I'm calling for Dr. Daniel Lowell," Stephanie said. She locked eyes with Daniel. "Is this
Carol Manning?"

"It 1s. Thank you for calling back. It is extremely important that I talk with the doctor
before he checks out of the hotel. Is he available?"

"Can I ask what this is in relation to?"

"I'm Senator Ashley Butler's chief of staff," Carol began. "You might have seen me this
morning. [ was seated behind the senator."

Daniel quickly ran his index finger across his throat to get Stephanie to hang up.
Stephanie ignored him.

"I need to talk with the doctor," Carol continued. "As I said, it is extremely important."

With the addition of an angry grimace, Daniel again gestured with his finger as if he
were cutting his throat. He did it again when Stephanie hesitated.

She motioned to him to stop his antics. It was clear to her that he was not about to talk
with Carol Manning, but she was not about to hang up.

"Is the doctor there?" Carol questioned.

"He's here, but momentarily indisposed."

Daniel rolled his eyes.

"May I ask with whom I am speaking?" Carol questioned.

Stephanie hesitated again while she thought of what to say, considering she'd told Daniel
she would pretend to be his secretary. Thinking that was ridiculous now that she was on



the phone, she finally just gave her name.

"Oh, good!" Carol responded. "From Dr. Lowell's testimony, I understand you are a
collaborator. Might I ask if your collaboration is close and perhaps even personal?"

A wry smile spread across Stephanie's face. She stared at the phone for a second as if it
could tell her why Carol Manning would be willing to flaunt normal etiquette and ask
such a question. Under more normal circumstances, it would have angered Stephanie.
Now it merely magnified her intrigue.

"I don't mean to be inappropriate," Carol added, as if she sensed Stephanie's response.
"This is a rather awkward situation, but I was told you were registered in the same suite.
I hope you understand that my goal is not to invade your privacy but rather to be as
discreet as possible. You see, the senator would like to arrange a secret meeting with Dr.
Lowell, and in this town that is not easy, considering the senator's prominence and
notoriety."

Stephanie's mouth had slowly dropped open as she'd listened to this surprising request.
Even Daniel had brought his feet down from the arm of the sofa and had sat up.

"It had been my hope," Carol continued, "that I could have communicated this message
directly to Dr. Lowell so that only the senator, the doctor, and myself would have known
about the meeting. Obviously, that is no longer possible. I hope we can count on your
discretion, Dr. D'Agostino."

"Dr. Lowell and I work very closely," Stephanie said. "You can most assuredly count on
my discretion." She gestured frantically to see if Daniel wished to participate in the
conversation now that it had taken such an unexpected twist. Daniel shook his head but
motioned for her to continue.

"We are hoping the meeting could be arranged for this evening," Carol said.
"What can I tell Dr. Lowell this meeting is about?"
"I cannot tell you."

"Not telling me is going to cause a problem," Stephanie said. "I happen to know that Dr.
Lowell was not pleased with what happened at this morning's hearing. I'm not sure he
will be open to meeting with the senator unless he has some idea it would be to his
advantage to do so." Stephanie looked at Daniel. He gestured he approved how she was
handling the call by giving her a thumbs-up sign.

"This is also rather awkward," Carol said. "Although I am the senator's chief of staff and



I normally know everything that is going on in this office, I have absolutely no idea why
the senator wants to meet with the doctor. The gist of what the senator said was that
although Dr. Lowell might be irritated at today's events, he should hold off on coming to
any conclusions about S.1103 until they meet."

"That's rather vague," Stephanie said.

"That's the best I can do with the information I have. Nonetheless, I strongly urge the
doctor to meet with the senator. My sense is that it will indeed be to his advantage. I
cannot imagine any other reason for this meeting. It is most out of the ordinary, and I
should know. I have been working with the senator for sixteen years."

"Where would the meeting take place?"

"The safest place would be in a moving car."

"This 1s sounding overly melodramatic."

"The senator insisted on absolute secrecy, and as I said, that is not easy in this town."
"Who would be driving this car?"

"Myself."

"If the meeting were to take place, I'd have to insist on being present as well."
Daniel again rolled his eyes.

"Since I've already apprised you of the meeting, I will assume that would be acceptable,
but to be one hundred percent certain, I'd have to run it by the senator."

"Can I assume you would come to the hotel and pick us up?"

"I'm afraid that would be inadvisable. The safest plan would be for you and Dr. Lowell
to take a taxi to the Union Station. At exactly nine o'clock, I will come by in a black
Chevrolet Suburban with tinted windows and District plates: GDF471. I will pull up to
the curb directly in front of the station. In case there is any problem, I will give you my
cell phone number."

Stephanie wrote the number down as Carol relayed it.

"Can the senator count on Dr. Lowell being there?"



"I'll convey this information to Dr. Lowell exactly as you have presented it to me."

"That's all I can ask," Carol said. "However, I'd like to reemphasize how extremely
important this is for both the senator and for Dr. Lowell. The senator used those exact
words."

Stephanie thanked the woman, said she'd call back in fifteen minutes, and disconnected.
She stared at Daniel. "This has to be one of the more bizarre episodes I've ever been
involved in," she said, breaking a short silence. "What's your take?"

"What the devil could this old geezer have in mind?"
"I'm afraid there's only one way to find out."
"Do you really think I should go?"

"Let's put it this way," Stephanie said. "I think you'd be a fool not to go. Since the
meeting is secret, you don't even have to worry about losing any more self-esteem,
unless you care what Ashley Butler thinks of you, and knowing what you think of him, |
can't imagine that's the case."

"Did you buy this Carol Manning saying she didn't know what the meeting was about?"

"Yes, I did. I detected some hurt feelings when she said it. My sense is that the senator
has something far from mainstream up his sleeve that he wasn't even willing to share
with his chief aide."

"All right," Daniel said with a tinge of reluctance. "Call her back and say I'll be at the
Union Station at nine."

"That's we will be at the Union Station," Stephanie said. "I meant what I said to Ms.
Manning. I insist on going."

"Why not," Daniel said. "We might as well make it a party."

Four
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It appeared to Carol that every light was blazing in the senator's modest Arlington,
Virginia, home as she turned into the driveway and came to a stop. She glanced at her
watch. With the vagaries of Washington traffic, it wasn't the easiest thing in the world to
manage to arrive at Union Station at exactly nine o'clock. She hoped she'd timed it right,
although things were not starting out auspiciously. It had taken ten minutes longer than
she'd planned to get from her apartment in Foggy Bottom out to Ashley's house. Luckily,
with her grand plan, she'd given herself an extra quarter-hour leeway.

Leaving the engine running and setting the emergency brake, Carol prepared to get out
of her vehicle. But it turned out that exposing herself to the cold drizzle wasn't
necessary. Ashley's front door opened, and the senator appeared. Behind him stood his
portly wife of forty years, looking like the epitome of solid domesticity, dressed in a
white, lace-fringed apron over a paisley housedress. Under the protection of the porch
and following her apparent orders, he struggled to open his umbrella. What had started
out that day as snow flurries had changed to steady rain.

With his face hidden beneath the inverted bowl of the black umbrella, Ashley began
descending his front steps. He moved slowly and deliberately, giving Carol a moment to
study the blocky, slightly stooped, heavyset man who in another life could have been a
farmer or even a steelworker. For Carol, it wasn't a particularly cheerful sight watching
her boss approach. There was something distinctly depressing and pathetic about the
scene. The misty air and the sepia coloring contributed, as did the monotonous click-
clack of the windshield wipers as they implacably traced their repeated arcs across the
wet windshield. But for Carol, it was more what she knew than what she saw. Here was
a man she had respected almost to the point of reverence, for whom she'd made
countless sacrifices for more than a decade, but who was now unpredictable and
occasionally even mean. Despite her best efforts with the senator during the day, she still
had no idea why he insisted on the upcoming clandestine and politically risky meeting
with Dr. Lowell, and due to his insistence on absolute secrecy, she'd not been able to ask
anyone else. To make matters worse, she couldn't escape the feeling that Ashley had kept
the reason for the meeting from her out of spite, purely because he instinctually knew
how desperately she wanted to know. During the last year, thanks to a number of

undeserved sarcastic comments, she sensed he envied her relative youth and good
health.

Carol watched Ashley stop at the foot of the steps to make an adjustment on the flat
ground. For a moment, he seemed frozen in place, a metaphor of his bullish
stubbornness, a quality Carol had once admired when it involved his populist political
beliefs but which now irritated her. In the past, he had fought for power to push his
conservative agenda, but now it seemed he fought for power for power's sake as though
he was addicted to it. She'd always thought of him as a great man who'd know when to
step aside, but now she was no longer so confident.



Ashley began walking slowly, and with his black coat, rounded shoulders, and short
shuftling steps, he reminded Carol of a large penguin. He gained speed as he moved.
Carol expected him to come around to the passenger side, but instead he opened the
back door directly behind her. She could feel the car shake gently as he climbed in. The
door slammed shut. She heard the umbrella fall to the floor.

Carol twisted around. Ashley settled back into the seat. In the dim, brownish-gray light
of the car's interior, his face appeared pallid, almost ghostlike, and his coarse features
retreated back into his flesh as if dimpled into a loaf of unbaked bread. His thinning gray
hair that typically knew its place was frazzled like a clump of steel wool. The lenses of
his thick-framed glasses eerily reflected back the lights of his house.

"You're late," Ashley complained, without a trace of his Southern accent.

"I'm sorry," Carol responded by reflex. She was always apologizing. "But I think we'll
be fine. Should we talk before we head back into town?"

"Drive!" Ashley commanded.

Carol felt a wave of anger wash over her. But she held her tongue, knowing full well
what the consequences might be if she voiced her feelings. Ashley had the memory of an
elephant for any perceived slights, and the maliciousness of his revenge was legendary.
Carol put the hulking Suburban in gear and backed out of the driveway.

The route was simple with limited access roads most of the way. Carol worked her way
over to the 395 highway with reassuring ease by catching all the traffic lights green. On
the main artery, she was pleased to find less traffic than there had been fifteen minutes
earlier, and she accelerated unimpeded to highway speed. Sensing her timing was going
to be fine, she relaxed a degree, but as they neared the Potomac River, a commercial
jetliner leaving Reagan National Airport thundered overhead. It sounded to Carol as if it
were a mere fifty feet above them. As tense as she was, the sudden, reverberating noise
startled her enough to cause the car to momentarily swerve.

"If I did not know better," Ashley said, reverting back to his signature Southern drawl
and speaking up for the first time since his rude command, "I would have sworn on my
mother's memory that jetliner's turbulence extended all the way down here to this
highway. Are you fully in command of this vehicle, my dear?"

"Everything is fine," Carol said curtly. At the moment, she even found Ashley's
theatrical accent aggravating, with the knowledge of how easily he could turn it on and
off.

"I've been perusing the dossier you and the rest of the staff put together on the good



doctor," Ashley said after a short pause. "In fact, I've darn near committed it to memory.
I have to commend you and the others. You all did a fine job. I believe I know more
about that boy than he does himself."

Carol nodded but didn't reply. Silence returned until they entered the tunnel running
beneath the grassy expanse of the Washington Mall.

"I know you are displeased and cross with me," Ashley said suddenly. "And I know
why."

Carol glanced back at the senator in her rearview mirror. Flashes of light from the
tunnel's ceramic tiles reflected off his face in a flickering manner, making him appear
more ghostlike than earlier.

"You're cross with me because I have not divulged my reasons for this imminent
meeting."

Carol glanced at him again. She was taken aback. Such an admission was totally out of
character. Never had he suggested he knew or cared what Carol was feeling. As such, it
was more evidence of his current unpredictability, and she didn't quite know what to say.

"It reminds me of one time my mama was cross with me," Ashley said, now adding his
anecdotal manner of speaking to his accent. Carol groaned inwardly. It was a mannerism
she found equally trying. "This was back when I was knee-high to a grasshopper. I was
in a mind to go fishing by myself in a river more than a mile from our home where there
were reputed to be catfish the size of armadillos. I left before dawn, before anyone else
had stirred, and I caused my mama a good deal of concern. When I returned home, she
was fit to be tied and grabbed me by the scruff of the neck and demanded to know why 1
had not asked her permission to go on such a foolhardy journey at my tender age. I told
her I did not ask her because I knew she would say no. Well, Carol, dear, that's the same
situation with this impending meeting with the doctor. I know you well enough to know
that you would be of a mind to try to change mine, and I am committed."

"I would only try to change your mind if it were in your best interest," Carol responded.

"There are times when your emulousness is transparently flagrant, my dear. Most people
might not believe your true motivations, considering your apparent selfless devotion, but
I know you better."

Carol swallowed out of nervousness. She did not know precisely what to make of
Ashley's pompous comment, but she knew she did not want to go in the direction it
implied, meaning he sensed her unspoken ambitions. Instead she asked, "Did you at
least discuss the meeting with Phil to be certain of its potential political ramifications?"



"Heavens, no! I have not discussed the meeting with anyone, not even my wife, bless
her soul. You, the doctors, and myself are the only people who even know it is about to
take place."

Carol exited off the freeway and headed for Massachusetts Avenue. She was relieved
they were closing in on Union Station to preclude the possibility of the conversation
returning to the topic of her tacit goals. She looked at her watch. It was a quarter to nine.

"We are going to be a little bit early," she said.

"Then meander a bit," Ashley suggested. "I would prefer to be exactly on time. It will set
a proper tone for the appointment."

Carol turned right on North Capital and then left on D. It was a familiar area because of
its proximity to the Senate Office Building. By the time she was heading back to the
Union Station, it was three minutes before nine. When she pulled directly in front of the
station, it was nine on the dot.

"There they are," Ashley said, pointing over Carol's shoulder. Daniel and Stephanie were
huddled beneath a Four Seasons umbrella. They stood out from the crowd because of
their immobility. Everyone else in the area was hustling to gain shelter, either in the
station or in one of the waiting taxis.

Carol flicked the high beams up and down to get the doctors' attention.
"There's no reason to cause a scene," Ashley growled. "They've spotted us."

Daniel could be seen checking his watch before sauntering toward the Suburban,
Stephanie holding on to his left arm.

The doctors came to Carol's window. She lowered it.

"Ms. Manning?" Daniel asked offhandedly.

"I'm in the backseat, Doctor!" Ashley called out before Carol could respond. "How about
you joining me back here and your exquisite collaborator joining Carol up front."

Daniel shrugged before he and Stephanie rounded the car. He held the umbrella for
Stephanie to climb in, then he did the same himself.

"Welcome!" Ashley beamed, as he stuck out one of his broad, thick-fingered hands.
"Thank you for coming out to meet with me on such a dreadfully wet evening."



Daniel eyed Ashley's hand but made no motion to take it in his own. "What's on your
mind, Senator?"

"Now here's a true Northerner," Ashley said cheerfully, as he withdrew his hand and
seemingly took no offense at Daniel's rebuff. "Always ready to cut to the quick without
wasting time on the refinements of life. Well, so be it. There will be time for
handshaking later. Meanwhile, my intention is for you and I to get to know each other.
You see, [ am very much interested in your Aesculapian talents."

"Where to, Senator?" Carol questioned, while peering at Ashley in her rearview mirror.

"Why don't we take the good doctors on a tour of our fair city," Ashley suggested. "Head
down to the Tidal Basin so they can enjoy our city's most elegant memorial!"

Carol put the car in gear and headed south on First Street. Carol and Stephanie
exchanged a quick, appraising glance at each other.

"Here's the Capitol itself on the right," Ashley said, pointing. "And on our left is the
Supreme Court, which I just personally love architecturally, and the Library of
Congress."

"Senator," Daniel said, "with all due respect, which I'm afraid isn't a lot, I'm not
interested in your giving us a tour of the city, nor am I interested in getting to know you
better, especially after the sham hearing you put us through this morning."

"My dear, dear friend..." Ashley began after a short silence.

"How about cutting out the Southern bombast!" Daniel snapped scornfully. "And for the
record, I'm not your dear friend. I'm not your friend at all."

"Doctor, with all due respect, which I mean sincerely, you do yourself a great disservice
by indulging in such effrontery. If you allow me to offer a bit of advice: You hurt your
own cause when you allow your emotions to overpower your considerable intellect as
you did this morning. Despite your adequately expressed animosity toward me, [ wish to
negotiate with you on a man-to-man and preferably gentleman-to-gentleman basis on a
most important but sensitive matter. We both have something the other desires, and in
order to realize those desires, we each have to do something we would rather not do."

"You're talking in riddles," Daniel grumbled.

"Perhaps I am," Ashley admitted. "Do I have your interest? I shall not proceed unless I
am convinced of your interest."



Ashley heard Daniel exhale impatiently, and he imagined the doctor had rolled his eyes
by his body language, but he couldn't tell for certain because of the darkness in the car.
Ashley waited while Daniel briefly stared out his window at the passing Smithsonian
buildings.

"Merely admitting to your interest will neither obligate you or jeopardize you in any
way," Ashley said. "No other persons than those in this vehicle know that we are
chatting tonight, provided, of course, that you have not informed anyone."

"I would have been embarrassed to have told someone."

"I choose to be immune to your rudeness, Doctor, as I was immune this morning to your
lack of courtesy by your attire, your disdainful body language, and your verbal attacks
on me. As a gentleman, I could have been insulted, but I am not. So save your breath!
What I want to know is whether you are interested in negotiating."

"What exactly would I be negotiating?"

"The viability of your start-up company, your current career, your chance of celebrity,
and perhaps most important, an opportunity to avoid failure. I have reason to believe
failure 1s a particular anathema to you."

Daniel stared at Ashley in the half-light. Ashley could feel the intensity of the doctor's
eyes, despite being unable to see their details. It made the senator confident that he was
indeed striking close to the man's inner being.

"You believe I'm particularly adverse to failure?" Daniel questioned, in a voice that was
less sardonic than earlier.

"Absolutely," Ashley returned. "You are a powerfully competitive person, which,
combined with your intellect, has been the driving force of your success. But powerfully
competitive people do not like to fail, especially when part of their motivation is to
escape their past. You have done well and come a long way from Revere, Massachusetts,
yet your biggest nightmare involves a downfall that would force you back to your
childhood roots. It is not a rational worry, considering your credentials, but it haunts you
nonetheless."

Daniel gave a short, mirthless laugh. "How did you come up with this ridiculously
bizarre theory?" he questioned.

"I know a lot about you, my friend. My daddy always told me knowledge was power.
And since we would be negotiating, [ made it a point to take advantage of my
considerable resources, including contacts at the Bureau, to learn as much about you and



your start-up company as possible. In fact, not only do I know about you, I know about
your family back several generations."

"You've had me investigated by the FBI?" Daniel demanded. "I'm not sure I believe
you."

"But you should! Let me give you some high points of what has turned out to be a most
interesting story. First of all, you are directly related to the famous New England Lowell
family named in the famous description of Boston society where the Lowells only talk to
the Cabots and the Cabots only talk to God. Or is it the other way around? Carol, can
you help me here?"

"You have it right, Senator," Carol said.

"I am relieved," Ashley said. "I do not want to damage my credibility so early in my
discourse. Unfortunately, Doctor, being related to the famous Lowells has been no help
to you. It seems that your alcoholic grandfather was disowned and, more important,
disinherited after defying the family wishes first by dropping out of prep school to join
the army as a doughboy during World War I, then by marrying a commoner from
Medford after his discharge. It seems that he had had such a devastating experience in
Europe during his service that he was psychologically unable to reintegrate into
privileged society. This, of course, was in sharp contrast to his brothers and sisters, who
had not been to the war and who were enjoying the excesses of the roaring twenties and
who, even if they too might have risked becoming alcoholics, were at least finishing
their schooling and marrying socially acceptable spouses."

"Senator, I'm not finding this amusing. Can we get to the point?"

"Patience, my friend," Ashley said. "Let me bring the history to the present. It seems that
your alcoholic paternal grandfather was also not a particularly good father or role model
for his ten children, one of whom was your daddy. Like father like son is certainly
applicable to your father, who suffered through service in World War II. Although he
avoided alcoholism for the most part, he was hardly a good father or role model to his
nine children, as I am sure you would agree. Happily, with your competitiveness,
intellect, and opportunity to avoid a war experience in Vietnam, you have broken this
generational self-fulfilling downward spiral, but not without some scars."

"Senator, for the last time, unless you tell me what is on your mind in plain English, 1
will insist we be taken back to our hotel."

"But I have told you," Ashley stated. "When you first got into the car."

"You'd better run it by me again," Daniel sneered. "Apparently, it was so subtle |



completely missed it."
"I told you I was interested in your Aesculapian talents."

"Evoking the Roman god of healing is still making this into a riddle that I have no
patience for. Let's be specific, particularly since you were talking about this being a
negotiation."

"Specifically, I want to barter your powers as a physician with my powers as a
politician."

"I am a researcher, not a practicing physician."
"But you are a physician nonetheless, and the research you do is to cure people."”
"Keep talking."

"What I am about to tell you is central to why we are here talking together. But I must
have your absolute word as a gentleman that what [ am about to tell you will remain
confidential, irrespective of the outcome of this meeting."

"If it is truly personal, I have no problem keeping it a secret."
"Excellent! And Dr. D'Agostino! Do I have your word as well?"

"Of course," Stephanie stammered, surprised at being suddenly addressed. She was
twisted in her seat, looking back at the men. She'd been in that position ever since the
senator had started talking about Daniel's fear of failure.

Carol was struggling with her driving and had slowed considerably. Mesmerized by the
conversation unfolding in the backseat, her eyes were more on Ashley's image in the
rearview mirror than on the road. She was certain she knew what Ashley was about to
say and now had an inkling of Ashley's plan. She was appalled.

Ashley cleared his throat. "Unfortunately, I have been diagnosed with Parkinson's
disease. To make matters worse, my neurologist believes I have a rapidly progressive
variant, which seems to be the case. On my last visit he even raised the specter the
malady may soon begin to effect my cognitive abilities."

For a few moments there was absolute silence in the car.

"How long have you known about this?" Daniel questioned. "I've not noticed any
tremor."



"About a year. The medication has helped, but as my neurologist predicted, it is rather
quickly losing its effectiveness. Thus, my infirmity will soon become public knowledge
unless something is done and done soon. I'm afraid my political career is at stake."

"I hope this whole charade is not leading up to what I think it is," Daniel stated.

"I imagine it 1s," Ashley admitted. "Doctor, [ want to be your guinea pig or, more
precisely, your surrogate mouse. You've been having such good luck with your mice, as
you proudly reported this morning."

Daniel shook his head. "This is absurd! You want me to treat you like I have treated our
mice!"

"Precisely, Doctor. Now, I knew you would not want to do it for a variety of reasons, and
that is why this discussion is a negotiation."

"It would be against the law," Stephanie blurted. "The FDA would never allow it."

"I was not intending to inform the FDA," Ashley said calmly. "I know how meddlesome
they can be on occasion."

"It would have to be done in a hospital," Stephanie said. "And without the FDA's
approval, no hospital would allow it."

"No hospital in this country," Ashley added. "Actually, I was thinking of the Bahamas. It
1s a rather nice time of the year to go to the Bahamas. Besides, there is a clinic there that
would serve our needs beautifully. Six months ago, my Health Policy Subcommittee had
a series of hearings on the inappropriate lack of regulation of infertility clinics in this
country. A clinic by the name of Wingate came up during the hearings as an example of
how some of these clinics are ignoring even minimal standards to make enormous profit.
The Wingate Clinic had recently moved to New Providence Island to avoid the few laws
applicable to their operation, which included some very questionable undertakings. But
what had caught my attention particularly was that they were in the process of building a
brand-spanking-new, twenty-first-century research center and hospital."

"Senator, there are reasons medical research starts out with animals before moving on to
humans. To do otherwise is unethical at best and foolish at worst. I cannot be part of
such an undertaking."

"I knew you would not be excited about the idea at first," Ashley said. "Again, that is
why this is a negotiation. You see, I am willing to promise you as a gentleman that my
bill, S.1103, will never leave my subcommittee if you agree to treat me with your HTSR
in total secrecy. That means that your second round of financing will come through and



your company will go forward, and you will become the wealthy biotechnology
celebrity entrepreneur that you aspire to be. As for myself, my political power is still
ascendant and will remain so, provided this Parkinson's threat is removed. So... as a
consequence of each of us doing something we would rather not do, we both win."

"What are you doing that you do not want to do?" Daniel questioned.

"I am accepting the risk of being a guinea pig," Ashley stated. "I am the first to admit I
wish our roles were reversed, but such is life. I am also risking political consequences
from my conservative constituents who expect S.1103 to be voted out of subcommittee."

Daniel shook his head in amazement. "This is preposterous," he commented.

"But there is more," Ashley said. "Knowing the degree of risk I am assuming in this new
therapy, I do not think our exchange of services is equal. To rectify that imbalance and to
help with the risk, I demand some divine intervention."

"I'm afraid to ask what you mean by divine intervention. "

"As I understand it, if you were to treat me with your HTSR, you would need a segment
of DNA from someone who does not have Parkinson's disease."

"That's correct, but it doesn't matter who the person is. There is no tissue matching
involved, like with organ transplants."

"It matters to me who the person is," Ashley said. "I also understand you could get this
little segment of DNA from blood?"

"I couldn't get it from red blood cells, which have no nuclei," Daniel said. "But I could

get it from white cells, which you can always find in blood. So, yes, I could get it from
blood."

"Thank the good Lord for white blood cells," Ashley said. "Now, the source of the blood
is what has captured my interest. My father was a Baptist minister, but my mother, rest
her soul, was an Irish Catholic. She taught me a few things that have stayed with me all
my life. Let me ask you a question: Are you acquainted with the Shroud of Turin?"

Daniel glanced at Stephanie. A wry smile of disbelief had appeared on his face.
"I was raised a Catholic," Stephanie offered. "I'm familiar with the Shroud of Turin."

"I know what it is as well," Daniel said. "It's a religious relic purported to be the burial
shroud of Jesus Christ, which was proven a fake about five years ago."



"True," Stephanie said. "But it was more than ten years ago. It was carbon-dated to the
mid-thirteenth century."

"I have no interest in the carbon-dating report," Ashley said. "Especially since it was
debunked by several eminent scientists. Even if the report had not been challenged, my
interest would be the same. The shroud held a special place in my mama's heart, and
some of the devotion rubbed off on me when she took me and my two older brothers to
Turin to be in its presence when [ was no more than an impressionable moppet.
Concerns about its authenticity aside, what is incontrovertible is that there are
bloodstains on the cloth. Most everyone agrees about that. I want the little section of
DNA needed for HTSR to come from the Shroud of Turin. That is my demand and my
offer."

Daniel laughed derisively. "This is more than preposterous. It's crazy. Besides, how
would I get a blood sample from the Shroud of Turin?"

"That is your responsibility, Doctor," Ashley said. "But I am willing and able to help. I
am certain I can get details about access to the shroud from one of my archbishop
acquaintances, who are always willing to exchange favors for special political
consideration. I happen to know there are samples of the shroud containing bloodstains
that had been taken, given out, then recalled by the church. Perhaps one of those could
be made available, but you would have to go and get it."

"I'm speechless," Daniel admitted, trying to suppress his amusement.

"That is entirely understandable," Ashley said. "I am certain this opportunity I have
proposed has caught you unawares. I do not expect you to respond immediately. As a
thoughtful man, I was confident you would like to mull it over. My suggestion is that
you call me, and I will give you a special number to call. But I would like to say that if
do not hear from you by ten o'clock tomorrow morning, I will assume you have decided
not to take advantage of my offer. At ten o'clock, I will order my staff to schedule a
subcommittee vote on S.1103 as soon as possible so that it can be moved on to the full
committee and on to the Senate. And I already know the BIO lobby has informed you
that S.1103 will pass with ease."

Five
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The taillights of Carol Manning's Suburban faded as the vehicle moved down Louisiana
Avenue and then merged with the other traffic before disappearing into the general
gloom of the night. Stephanie and Daniel had watched them until the point that they
were no longer discernable, then looked into each other's faces. Their noses were mere
inches apart, since their bodies were pressed together beneath their umbrella. They were
once again standing motionless at the curb in front of Union Station, just as they had
been an hour earlier when they were waiting to be picked up. Then they had been
curious with anticipation. Now they were dumbfounded.

"Tomorrow morning, I'm going to swear this was all a delusion," Stephanie said, with a
shake of her head.

"There's definitely a dreamlike unreality to it all," Daniel admitted.
"Bizarre is a better adjective."

Daniel lowered his eyes to the senator's business card he had clutched in his free hand.
He turned it over. Scribbled in the senator's erratic handwriting was a cell phone number
to be used to contact him directly in the next twelve hours. Daniel stared at the number
as if committing it to memory.

A gust of wind erupted and changed the drizzle momentarily from vertical to horizontal.
Stephanie shivered as the moisture peppered her face. "It's cold. Let's get back to the
hotel! There's no sense standing here and getting soaked."

As if waking from a trance, Daniel apologized and glanced around the plaza in front of
the station. A taxi stand was off to one side, with several cabs conveniently waiting.
Angling the umbrella into the wind, he urged Stephanie forward. Arriving at the first taxi
in line, Daniel held the umbrella for Stephanie before climbing in himself.

"Four Seasons hotel," Daniel said to the driver, who was watching his rearview mirror.

"Tonight was ironic as well as bizarre," Stephanie said suddenly, as the cab pulled away.
"The same day I hear a smidgen about your family from you, I hear the whole story
from Senator Butler."

"I find that more irritating than ironic," Daniel said. "Hell, it's an out-and-out violation
of my privacy that he had me investigated by the FBI. It's also appalling that the FBI
would do it. I mean, I'm a private citizen under no suspicion of any crime. Such abuse
smacks of the days of J. Edgar Hoover."

"So everything Butler said about you is true?"



"Essentially, I suppose," Daniel responded vaguely. "Listen, let's talk about the senator's
offer."

"I can tell you my reaction to it right off the top. I think it stinks!"
"You don't see any positive aspects?"

"The only positive aspect I can see is that it has confirmed our impressions of the man as
a quintessential demagogue. He's also a detestable hypocrite. He's against HTSR purely
for political reasons, and he's willing to ban it and its research despite its potential to
save lives and relieve suffering. At the same time, he wants it for himself. That's obscene
and inexcusable, and we're certainly not going to be a party to it." Stephanie gave a short
derisive laugh. "I'm sorry I gave my word to keep his illness a secret. This whole thing is
a story the media would die for, and I'd love for them to have it."

"We certainly can't go to the media," Daniel stated categorically. "And I don't think we
should be rash. I think Butler's offer deserves consideration."

A surprised Stephanie turned to look at Daniel. She tried to see his face in the dim light.
"You're not serious, are you?"

"Let's list the knowns. We're well acquainted with growing dopaminergic neurons from
stem cells, so it's not as if we'll be floundering around in the dark in that regard."

"We've done it with murine stem cells, not human cells."

"The process is the same. Colleagues have already done it with human stem cells using
the same methodology. Making the cells is not going to be a problem. Once we have the
cells, we can follow the exact protocol we used for the mice. There's no reason it
wouldn't work for a human. After all, every last mouse we've treated has done
remarkably well."

"Except for the ones that died."

"We know why the ones that didn't make it died. It was before we perfected the injection
technique. All the mice that we injected properly have survived and have been cured.
With a human volunteer, we would have available a stereotaxic device that doesn't exist
for rodents. That will make the injection more exact, infinitely easier, and hence safer.
Besides, we wouldn't do the injection ourselves. We'd find a neurosurgeon who'd be
willing to lend a hand."

"I can't believe I'm hearing this," Stephanie said. "It sounds like you've already talked
yourself into doing this crazy, unethical experiment, and that's what it would be: an



uncontrolled, risky experiment on a single human subject. No matter what the outcome,
it would be devoid of value, except possibly for Butler."

"I don't agree. By doing this procedure, we will save CURE and HTSR, meaning
millions of people will ultimately benefit. It seems to me a minor compromise in ethics
is a small up-front price to pay for an enormous back-end payoft."

"But we'll be doing exactly what Senator Butler accused the biotech industry of doing in
his opening statement this morning: using ends to justify means. It would be unethical to
experiment on Senator Butler, plain and simple."

"Yeah, well, perhaps to some degree, but who are we putting at risk? It's the villain! He's
the one asking for it. Worse yet, he's conniving for it by extorting us with information he
got by somehow coercing the FBI to do an illegal investigation."

"That all may be true, but two wrongs don't make a right, and it doesn't absolve us of our
complicity."

"I think it would. We'll make Butler sign a release, and we'll put everything in the
release, including the fact that we are fully aware that doing the procedure would be
considered unethical by any research advisory board in this country, because it's being
done without an appropriately approved protocol. The release will state unequivocally
that it was Butler's idea to do the procedure and to do the procedure outside of the
country. It will also state that he used extortion to get us to participate."

"Do you think he'd sign such a release?"

"We won't give him any choice. Either he signs it or he doesn't get the benefit of HTSR.
I'm comfortable with the idea that we'll be doing the procedure in the Bahamas, so we
won't be violating any FDA rules, and we'll have a rock-solid release in case we need it.
The onus will be squarely on Butler's shoulders."

"Let me think about it for a few minutes."

"Take your time, but I really think the moral weight favors our doing it. It would be
different if we were forcing him in any way, shape, or form. But we're not. It's the other
way around."

"But it could be argued that he's uninformed. He's a politician, not a doctor. He doesn't
truly know the risks. He could die."

"He's not going to die," Daniel said emphatically. "We'll err on the conservative side,
meaning the worse-case scenario is that we won't give him enough cells to get his



dopamine concentration high enough to get rid of all his symptoms. If that happens, he'll
be begging us to do it again, which will be easy, since we'll maintain the treating cells in
culture."

"Let me mull it over."
"Sure," Daniel said.

They rode the rest of the way in silence. It wasn't until they were going up in the hotel
elevator that Stephanie spoke up: "Do you honestly think we would be able to find an
appropriate place to do the procedure?"

"Butler spent a good deal of effort on all this," Daniel said. "He wasn't leaving anything
to chance. Frankly, I'd be shocked if he didn't have the clinic he mentioned investigated
for appropriateness at the same time he had me investigated."

"I suppose that's possible. Actually, I remember reading about the Wingate Clinic about
a year ago. It was a popular, unaffiliated infertility clinic out in Bookford,
Massachusetts, before it moved under pressure to the Bahamas. It was quite a scandal."

"I remember it too. It was run by a couple of maverick infertility guys. Their research
department was doing unethical reproductive cloning experiments."

"Unconscionable is a better description, like trying to get human fetuses to gestate in
pigs. I remember they were also implicated in the disappearance of a couple of Harvard
coed egg donors. The principals had to flee the country and barely managed to avoid
extradition back to the States. All in all, it sounds like the absolute opposite of the kind
of place and people we should get involved with."

"We wouldn't be getting involved with them. We'd do the procedure, wash our hands,
and leave."

The elevator doors opened. They started down the hall toward their suite.

"What about a neurosurgeon?" Stephanie asked. "Do you honestly think we'd be able to
find someone to take part in this shenanigan? He or she will know there's something
fishy about it."

"With the proper incentive, that shouldn't be a problem. Same with the clinic."
"You mean money."

"Of course! The universal motivator."



"What about Butler's demand for secrecy? How would we handle that?"

"Secrecy is more his issue than ours. We won't use his real name. Without those glasses
and dark suit, I imagine he's a rather nondescript, nebbish sort of guy. With a splashy
short-sleeved shirt and a pair of sunglasses, maybe no one will recognize him."

Stephanie used her keycard to open their door. They took off their jackets and went into
the sitting room.

"What about something from the minibar?" Daniel suggested. "I'm in the mood to
celebrate. A couple of hours ago, I thought we were stuck beneath a black cloud. Now
there's a ray of sunshine."

"I could use some wine," Stephanie responded. She rubbed her hands together to warm
them before curling up in the corner of the couch.

Daniel popped the cork on a half bottle of cabernet and poured a hefty portion into a
balloon goblet. He handed it to Stephanie before getting himself a neat Scotch. He sat
down in the opposite corner of the couch. They touched glasses and took sips from their
respective drinks.

"So, you want to go ahead with this crazy plan?" Stephanie said.
"I do, unless you can come up with some compelling reason not to."

"What about this Shroud of Turin nonsense? I mean, divine intervention! What a
preposterous and presumptuous idea!"

"I disagree. I think it is a stroke of genius."
"You have to be joking!"

"Absolutely not! It would be the ultimate placebo, and we know how powerful placebos
can be. If he wants to believe he's getting some of Jesus Christ's DNA, it's fine by me. It
would give him a powerful incentive to believe in his cure. I think it is a brilliant idea.
I'm not suggesting we have to get DNA from the shroud. We could just tell him we have,
and it would afford the same result. But we can look into it. If there is blood on the
shroud like he contends and we can get access to it like he suggests, it would work."

"Even if the bloodstain is from the thirteenth century?"

"The age shouldn't make any difference. The DNA would be in fragments, but that
wouldn't be a problem. We'd still use the same probe we'd use on a fresh DNA sample to



form the segment we need, and then augment it by PCR. In a lot of ways, it would add a
bit of challenge and excitement. The hardest part will be resisting the temptation to write
the procedure up for Nature or Science after the fact. Can you imagine the title: 'HTSR
and the Shroud of Turin Combine to Produce the First Cure of Human Parkinson's
Disease.""

"We're not going to be able to publish this affair," Stephanie said.

"I know! It's just fun to think about it being a harbinger of things to come. The next step
will be a controlled experiment, and we'll certainly be able to publish that. At that point,
CURE will be in the limelight, and our funding miseries will be long gone."

"I wish I could share your enthusiasm."

"I think you will, once things start falling into place. Even though timing wasn't
mentioned tonight, I'm going to assume the senator would be eager to do it sooner rather
than later. That means we should start with the preliminaries tomorrow when we get
back to Boston. I'll look into making the arrangements with the Wingate Clinic and
lining up the neurosurgeon. How about you take on the Shroud of Turin portion."

"That should at least be interesting," Stephanie said, trying to generate some eagerness
about the thought of treating Butler, despite what her intuition was telling her. "I'll be
curious to find out why the church still considers it a relic after it was proved to be a
fake."

"The senator obviously thinks it's real."

"As I recall, the carbon dating was confirmed by three independent labs. It would be
hard for that to be debunked."

"Well, let's see what you find out," Daniel said. "In the meantime, we better start
planning some serious travel."

"You mean Nassau?"

"Nassau and probably Turin, Italy, depending on what you find out."
"Where are we going to get the money for such travel?"

"From Ashley Butler."

Stephanie's eyebrows lifted. "Maybe this escapade isn't going to be so bad after all."



"So, are you with me on this?" Daniel questioned.
"Yeah, I suppose."
"That's not very positive."

"It's the best I can do at the moment. But I imagine I'll come around as things progress,
like you suggested."

"I'll take what I can get," Daniel announced. He got up from the couch and gave
Stephanie's shoulder a squeeze in the process. "I'm going to have another Scotch. Let me
fill your glass."

Daniel poured the additional drinks, then sat back down. After glancing at his watch, he
put Butler's business card down in front of him and lifted the phone onto the coftee
table. "Let's tell the senator the news. I'm sure he'll be irritatingly smug, but to borrow
his phrase, Such is life. " Daniel used the speakerphone button to get a dial tone. The call
went through and was picked up quickly. Ashley Butler's baritone Southern drawl
inundated the room.

"Senator," Daniel called out, interrupting Ashley's verbose hello. "I don't mean to be
rude, but it's late and I just wanted to let you know that I have decided to take you up on
your offer."

"Well, glory be!" Ashley intoned. "And so soon! I was afraid you were going to let this
simple decision spoil your slumber and that you would not be calling until the morning.
Well, I am pleased as punch! Can I assume Dr. D'Agostino has agreed to participate as
well?"

"I have agreed," Stephanie said, trying to sound positive.

"Excellent, excellent!" Ashley echoed. "Not that I am surprised, since this affair is to all
our benefit. But I most sincerely do believe that being of the same mind and having
unanimity of purpose is key to success, and we most certainly want success in this
endeavor."

"We assume you would like to do this straightaway," Daniel said.

"Most assuredly, my dear friends. Most assuredly. I'm on borrowed time in terms of
concealing my infirmity," Ashley explained. "There is no time to lose. Conveniently for
our purposes, a Senate recess is coming up. [t commences about a month from now on
March twenty-second and runs through April eighth. Normally I head home to politick,
but instead it is the period of time I have had my heart set upon for my treatment. Is a



month an adequate amount of time for you scientists to formulate the appropriate
curative cells?"

Daniel glanced at Stephanie and spoke to her softly, just above a whisper: "That's
quicker than I thought he'd have in mind. What do you think? Could we do t?"

"It's a long shot," Stephanie whispered with a shrug. "First, we'd need a few days to
culture his fibroblasts. Then, assuming a successful nuclear transfer creating a viable
pre-embryo, we'd need five or six days for the blastocyst to form. After that, we'd need a
couple of weeks of culturing on feeder cells after harvesting the stem cells."

"Is there a problem?" Ashley questioned. "I cannot for the life of me hear what you good
folks are discussing."

"Just a second, Senator!" Daniel said into the speakerphone. "I'm talking with Dr.
D'Agostino about timing. She would be doing most of the actual hands-on work."

"Then we'd have to get them to differentiate into the proper nerve cells," Stephanie
added. "That will take another couple of weeks, or maybe a little less. The mouse cells
were fine after only ten days."

"So what would you guess, if all goes well?" Daniel asked. "Would a month work?"

"It's theoretically possible," Stephanie said. "It could be done, but we'd have to start
almost immediately with the cellular work, like tomorrow! The problem with that idea is
that we'd have to have human oocytes available, and we don't."

"Oh, jeez!" Daniel mumbled. He bit his lower lip and furrowed his brow. "I'm so
accustomed to working with a surfeit of cow eggs that I forgot about the supply problem
with human eggs."

"It's a major stumbling block," Stephanie admitted. "Even in the best of circumstances
where we already had a egg donor waiting in the wings, we'd need a month or so to
stimulate her and retrieve them."

"Well, perhaps our maverick infertility friends can help us in this regard as well. As a
functioning infertility center, they'd surely have a few extra eggs available. Considering
their unethical reputation, I bet with the right inducement we could talk them into
providing us with what we will need."

"It's possible, I suppose, but then we'd be even more beholden to them. The more they
do for us, the less easy it will be to wash our hands and leave like you so blithely
suggested a moment ago."



"But we don't have a lot of choice. The alternative is giving up on CURE, HTSR, and all
our blood, sweat, and tears."

"It has to be your call. But for the record, it makes me feel uncomfortable to be obligated
to the Wingate people in any form, knowing their history."

Daniel nodded a few times as he mulled over the issues, sighed, and then turned back to
the speakerphone. "Senator, there's a chance we can have some treatment cells in a
month. But I have to warn you that it's going to require effort and a bit of luck, and we
have to start immediately. You'll have to be cooperative."

"I will be as cooperative as a baby lamb. I've already started the process a month ago by
making plans to arrive in Nassau on the twenty-third of March and to stay on the island
for as much of the recess period as needed. I have even made a reservation for you.
That's how confident I was about your participation. It is important to have done this
early, because it is high season in the Bahamas at this time of the year. We'll be staying
at the Atlantis resort, where I had the pleasure of staying last year with this plan in mind.
It is a hotel complex sizable enough to provide adequate anonymity of coming and going
without raising suspicions. They also have a casino, and as you might imagine, I do
enjoy gambling when I am fortunate enough to have a few extra dollars in my pocket."

Daniel exchanged glances with Stephanie. On the one hand, he was glad Ashley had
made early reservations to help the project, but on the other hand, he was irritated at
having been taken for granted.

"Will you be registered under your own name?" Stephanie questioned.

"Indeed I will," Ashley said. "But I will be using an assumed name for my trip to the
Wingate Clinic."

"What about this clinic?" Daniel demanded. "I trust that you have looked into it as
carefully as you have looked into my past."

"Your trust is well placed. I think you will find the clinic well suited for our purposes,
although the personnel less so. The purported head of the clinic is Dr. Spencer Wingate,
who is something of a blowhard, although apparently well qualified in the field of
infertility. He seems more interested in being an island socialite and looks forward to
flying off to the continent to drum up business in the courts of Europe. The man in
secondary command is Dr. Paul Saunders, and he runs the show on a day-to-day basis.
He is a more complicated individual who sees himself as a world-class researcher
despite his lack of appropriate training beyond clinical infertility. I'm confident both
individuals will be accommodating if you merely appeal to their individual vanities. For



them to have the prospect of working with someone with your credentials and stature is
a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity."

"You flatter me, Senator."
Stephanie smiled at Daniel's sarcasm.

"Only because it is well deserved," Ashley said. "Besides, one should have faith in one's
doctor."

"It would be my guess that doctors Wingate and Saunders will be more interested in
money than my resume," Daniel said.

"It 1s my thought that they will be interested in your resume to gain stature and to help
them make money," Ashley commented. "But their venal nature and their lack of
research training is not a concern of ours, other than to be aware of it and to take
advantage of it. It is their facility and equipment we are interested in."

"I hope you realize that doing this procedure under these circumstances is not going to
be cheap by any stretch of the imagination."

"Nor would I want it to be cheap," Ashley responded. "I want the expensive, high-
quality, first-class version. Rest assured, I have access to more than sufficient funds to
cover any expenses that impinge upon my political career. But I will expect your
personal services to be pro bono. We are, after all, exchanging favors."

"Agreed," Daniel said. "But prior to rendering any services, Dr. D'Agostino and I will
require you to sign a special release that we will draw up. This release will spell out the
exact way that this affair originated as well as all the attendant risks involved, including
the fact that we have never done the procedure on a human being."

"As long as I can be assured of the confidentiality of this release, I will have no qualms
about signing it. I can understand you would want it for your protection. I am absolutely
certain I would want the very same thing if [ were in your position, so there should be no
problem whatsoever, provided it does not include anything unreasonable or
inappropriate."

"I can assure you it will be reasonable," Daniel said. "Next, I'd like to encourage you to
use your resources as you suggested to find out about access to the Shroud of Turin so
we can get a sample."

"I have already instructed Ms. Manning to initiate the appropriate meetings with the
various prelates with whom I have had a working relationship. I will assume it will



happen in the next few days. How big a sample would be required?"

"It can be extremely small," Daniel said. "Merely a few fibers would be adequate, but it
would have to be fibers coming from a section of the shroud containing a bloodstain."

Ashley laughed. "Even an ignorant, nonscientist like myself would assume as much. The
fact that you need only a small sample should help immeasurably. As I mentioned last
night, I know there were such samples taken and then called back by the church."

"We'd need them as soon as possible," Daniel added.

"I understand completely the need for expeditiousness," Ashley responded. "Is there
anything else you require of me?"

"Yes," Stephanie said. "We will need you to have a punch biopsy of your skin tomorrow
morning. If there is a chance we can produce the curative cells in a month, we'll need to
take your biopsy back with us tomorrow when we return to Boston. Your private
physician can arrange having the biopsy with a dermatologist, who can have a courier
bring it over to us at the hotel. It will serve as a source of fibroblasts that we will grow in
tissue culture."

"I will see to it first thing in the morning."

"I believe that is all for now," Daniel said. He looked at Stephanie, and she nodded in
agreement.

"I have a vitally important request of my own," Ashley said. "I think we should
exchange special email addresses and use the Internet for all our communications, which
should be generic and short. The next time we talk directly should be at the Wingate
Clinic on New Providence Island. I am committed that this affair be a closely guarded
secret, and the less direct contact we have, the better. Is that acceptable?"

"By all means," Daniel agreed.

"As for expense money," Ashley said, "I will advise you by email of a confidential
account at an offshore bank in Nassau, set up by one of my political action committees,
from which you will be able to withdraw funds. I will, of course, expect an accounting
in the future. Is that acceptable?"

"As long as there's enough money," Daniel said. "One of the major expenses will be to
obtain the necessary human egg cells."

"I reiterate," Ashley said, "there will be more than adequate funds available. Rest



assured!"

A few minutes later, after a final long-winded farewell from Ashley, Daniel leaned
forward and disconnected the speakerphone. He lifted the phone back onto the end table.
Then he swung around to face Stephanie. "I had to laugh when he called the head of the
Wingate Clinic a blowhard. Talk about the pot calling the kettle black."

"You were right about him putting a lot of thought into this affair. I was shocked when
he said he'd made travel reservations a month ago. There's no doubt in my mind he had
the Wingate Clinic investigated."

"Are you feeling better about being involved in curing him?"

"To a degree," Stephanie admitted. "Especially since he says he'll have no compunction
signing a release that we write. At least I'll have the feeling he's considered the
experimental nature of what we will be doing and the attendant risks. [ wasn't at all sure
of that before."

Daniel slid across the couch, put his arms around Stephanie, and hugged her against his
body. He could feel her heart beating in her chest. Pushing himself back enough to look
into her face, he stared into the dark depths of her eyes. "Now that we have seemingly
gotten things under control in the political/business/research arena, how about starting
out where we left off last night?"

Stephanie returned Daniel's stare. "Is that a proposition?"
"Indeed, it 1s."

"Is your autonomic nervous system going to cooperate?"
"A lot better than it did last night, I can assure you."
Daniel got to his feet and helped Stephanie to hers.

"We forgot the do-not-disturb sign," Stephanie said, as Daniel eagerly pulled her toward
the bedroom.

"Let's live dangerously," he said, with a twinkle in his eye.

Six



2:35 P.M., Friday, February 22, 2002

By the time Stephanie had awakened early that morning, she was caught up in the details
of the Butler project. Her negative intuition about treating the senator's Parkinson's
disease had not changed, but there was too much to do to obsess about such feelings.
Even before she had showered, she used her laptop to fire off a series of emails to the
senator about the handling of his biopsy.

First, she wanted the biopsy as soon as possible that morning. Second, she wanted to be
absolutely certain it was a full-thickness skin, because she would need cells from deep in
the dermis. And third, she wanted the sample merely to be placed in a flask of tissue
culture fluid and not frozen or even iced. She was confident the tissue would be fine at
room temperature until she got back to the laboratory in Cambridge, where she would
deal with it appropriately. Her goal was to create a culture of the senator's fibroblasts,
the nuclei of which she would ultimately be using to create the cells to treat him. She
had always had better luck with fresh rather than frozen cells when she was doing HTSR
followed by nuclear transfer, or therapeutic cloning, as some people insisted on calling
the process.

To Stephanie's surprise and despite the early hour, the senator emailed her back almost
immediately, indicating that not only was he an early riser but that he was as committed
to the project as he had suggested the previous evening. In his message, he assured her
he had already put in a call to his doctor and that when the doctor called back he would
communicate her requests and insist they be followed.

Daniel was ebullient from the moment he'd thrown back the covers. He too was at his
laptop, emailing before doing anything else. Dressed only in a hotel terry-cloth robe, he
typed out a message to the West Coast venture capital group that had expressed interest
in investing in CURE but had been reluctant to release any funds until there'd been a
resolution of Senator Butler's bill. Daniel wanted to let them know that the bill was
destined to languish permanently in the subcommittee and was no longer a threat. Daniel
would have liked to explain how he knew this bit of news, but he knew he couldn't.
Daniel had not expected a message back from the prospective investors for several
hours, since it was only four in the morning on the West Coast when his message went
out on the World Wide Web. Nonetheless, he was confident in their response.

As a splurge, they had ordered breakfast in the room. At Daniel's insistence, it included
mimosas. Jokingly, he told Stephanie that she'd better get accustomed to such living,
because it would become the order of the day once CURE went public. "I've had enough
of academic poverty," he'd declared. "We are going to be on the A list, and we are going



to act the part!"

At nine-fifteen, both had been surprised by a call from the concierge's desk saying that a
courier had dropped off a package from a Dr. Claire Schneider labeled URGENT. They
were asked if they wanted it sent directly to the room, and they had responded in the
affirmative. As they assumed, the package contained Butler's skin biopsy, and they were
duly impressed with Butler's efficiency. Its arrival was several hours earlier than they
had hoped to see it.

With the biopsy in hand, they had been able to catch the ten-thirty shuttle flight to
Boston, getting them into Logan Airport just after noon. Following an even more hair-
raising taxi experience than those in Washington, as far as Daniel was concerned, with a
driver from Pakistan in a rattletrap vehicle, they were dumped off at Daniel's
condominium apartment on Appleton Street. A change of clothes and a quick lunch
followed by a short ride in Daniel's Ford Focus brought them to CURE's current digs in
East Cambridge on Athenaeum Street. They entered through the front door. The
company occupied the ground-floor suite immediately to the right of the entrance.

When Daniel had first founded CURE, it had occupied most of the first floor of the
renovated, nineteenth-century brick office building. But as the money crunch deepened,
space was first to go. Currently, it was one-tenth of its original size, with only a single
laboratory, two small offices, and a reception area. Second to go were the nonessential
personnel. The employees included Daniel and Stephanie, who'd not drawn salaries for
four months, another senior scientist by the name of Peter Conway, operator-cum-
receptionist/secretary Vicky McGowan, and three laboratory technicians soon to be
reduced to two or maybe even one. Daniel had not yet decided. What Daniel had not
changed was the board of directors, the scientific advisory board, and the ethics board,
all of whom Daniel intended to leave in the dark about the Butler affair.

"It's only two-thirty-five," Stephanie announced, after closing the door behind them. "I'd
say that's good timing, considering we woke up in Washington, D.C."

Daniel merely grunted. His attention was directed at Vicky, who was handing him a
bundle of telephone messages, a few of which needed explanation. In particular, the
venture capital people from the West Coast had called instead of returning Daniel's
email. According to Vicky, they were hardly satisfied with the information they'd gotten
and were demanding more.

Leaving Daniel to deal with business matters, Stephanie went into the laboratory. She
called hello to Peter, who was seated before one of the dissecting microscopes. While
Stephanie and Daniel had gone to Washington, he'd stayed behind to keep all the
company's experiments going.



Stephanie unloaded her laptop onto the soapstone surface of the particular lab bench she
used as her desk; her private office had been sacrificed in the initial downsizing. With
Butler's skin biopsy in hand, she walked over to an operative area of the laboratory. She
removed the piece of skin aseptically, minced it, and then placed the minced material in
a fresh batch of culture medium, along with antibiotics. When it had been safely stored
in an incubator in a T-flask, she returned to the area she used as her desk.

"How did things go in Washington?" Peter called out. He was a slightly built fellow who
looked like a teenager, despite being older than Stephanie. His most distinguishing
characteristics were ratty clothes and a shock of blond hair that he wore in a ponytail.
Stephanie had always thought he could be a poster boy for the hippie-dominated sixties.

"Washington was okay," Stephanie answered vaguely. She and Daniel had decided not to
tell the others about Senator Butler until after the fact.

"So, we're still in business?" Peter asked.

"It looks that way," Stephanie replied. She plugged in her laptop and turned it on. A short
time later, she was connected to the Internet.

"Is the money coming from San Fran?" Peter persisted.

"You'll have to ask Daniel," Stephanie said. "I try to stay clear of the business side of
things."

Peter got the implied message and went back to his work.

Stephanie had been eager to look into the issue of the Shroud of Turin from the moment
Daniel had suggested she take it on as her initial contribution to the Butler project. She'd
thought about beginning that morning after her shower and before Butler's skin biopsy
had arrived but had decided against it because connecting to the Internet with a modem
was agonizingly slow now that she was spoiled with CURE's broadband connection.
Besides, she thought she'd no sooner get herself involved and have to break off. Now
she had the rest of the afternoon.

Calling up the Google search engine, she entered SHROUD OF TURIN and clicked on
the SEARCH button. She had no idea what to expect. Although she remembered sketchy
references to the shroud when she was a child and still a practicing Catholic as well as
something about its being declared a fake after carbon dating when she was in her first
year of graduate school, she'd not thought of the relic in years and assumed other people
felt similarly. After all, how excited could one get about a thirteenth-century forgery?
But a blink of the eye later, when the Google search was completed, she knew she was
wrong. Amazed, she found herself staring at the number of results: more than 28,300!



Stephanie clicked on the first result, called the Shroud of Turin website, and for the next
hour found herself totally absorbed by the extent of information available. On the very
first introductory page, she read that the shroud was "the single most studied artifact in
human history"! With her relative lack of familiarity with the shroud, she found that a
surprising statement, especially considering her general interest in history; her
undergraduate major had been chemistry, but she'd had a minor in history. She also read
that a number of experts felt strongly that the question of the shroud's authenticity as a
first-century artifact had not been settled by the carbon dating results. As a woman of
science, and knowing the precision of carbon dating, she could not understand how
anyone could hold such an opinion and was eager to find out. But before she did, she
used the website to examine photographs of the shroud that were presented in both
positive and negative format.

Stephanie learned that the first person to photograph the shroud in 1898 had been
startled by the images being significantly more obvious in the negative, and it was the
same for her. In the positive the image was faint, and looking at it and trying to see the
figure reminded her of one of her youthful summer pastimes: attempting to see faces,
people, or animals in the infinite variations of cumulus clouds. But in the negative, the
image was striking! It was clearly that of a man who had been beaten, tortured, and
crucified, which begged the question of how a medieval forger could have anticipated
the development of photography. What had appeared on the positive as mere blotches
were now agonizingly real rivulets of blood. Glancing back at the positive image, she
was surprised that the blood had even retained its red color.

On the main menu of the Shroud of Turin website, Stephanie clicked on a button labeled
FREQUENTLY ASKED QUESTIONS. One of the questions was whether DNA testing
had ever been performed on the shroud. With excitement, Stephanie clicked on the
question. In the answer provided, she learned that Texas researchers had found DNA in
the bloodstains, although there were some questions about the provenance of the sample
tested. There were also questions raised about how much DNA contamination could
have been left by all the people who had touched the shroud over the centuries.

The Shroud of Turin website also included an extensive bibliography, and Stephanie
turned to it eagerly. Once again, she was amazed at its extent. With her curiosity now
piqued and as a lover of books, she went over a number of the titles. Leaving the
shroud's website, she called up a bookseller's, which produced a hundred titles, many of
which were the same as those in the shroud's website. After reading some of the reviews,
she selected a few of the books that she wanted to have immediately. She was
particularly drawn to those by lan Wilson, an Oxford-educated scholar, who was cited as
presenting both sides of the controversy concerning the shroud's authenticity even
though he was convinced it was real, meaning not only was it a first-century artifact-it
was the burial cloth of Jesus Christ!



Picking up the phone, Stephanie called the local bookstore. She was rewarded by
learning that the store had one of the titles she was interested in. It was The Turin
Shroud: The Illustrated Evidence by Ian Wilson and Barrie Schwortz, a professional
photographer who had been part of an American team that had extensively studied the
shroud in 1978. Stephanie asked for the book to be put aside with her name on it.

Returning to the bookseller's website, she ordered a few more of the shroud books to be
delivered overnight. With that accomplished, she stood up and took her coat off the back
of her chair. "I'm heading out to the bookstore," she called over to Peter. "I'm going to
pick up a book on the Shroud of Turin. Out of curiosity, what do you know about it?"

"Hmmm," Peter voiced, as he screwed up his face as if in deep thought. "I know the
name of the city where it's kept."

"I'm serious," Stephanie complained.

"Well, let's put it this way," Peter said. "I've heard of it, but it's not that it comes up in
conversation too often with me and my buddies. If [ were pressed, I'd say it's one of
those objects the medieval church used to fan the religious fires to keep the collection
boxes full, like pieces of the true cross and saints' fingernails."

"Do you think it's real?"

"You mean Jesus' burial cloth?"

"Yeah."

"Hell, no! It was proved to be a fake ten years ago."

"What if I told you it was the most investigated artifact in human history?"
"I'd ask you what you'd been smoking lately."

Stephanie laughed. "Thank you, Peter."

"What are you thanking me for?" he asked, obviously confused.

"I was worried my lack of familiarity with the Shroud of Turin was somehow unique. It's
reassuring to know it's not." Stephanie pulled on her coat and headed for the door.

"How come the sudden interest in the Shroud of Turin?" Peter called after her.

"You'll know soon enough," Stephanie yelled over her shoulder. She crossed the



reception area diagonally and poked her head into Daniel's office. She was surprised to
see him slouched over his desk with his head in his hands.

"Hey," Stephanie called. "Are you okay?"

Daniel looked up and blinked. His eyes were red, as if he'd been rubbing them, and his
face was paler than usual. "Yeah, I'm okay," he said, as if exhausted. His earlier
ebullience had fled.

"What's going on?"

Daniel shook his head as his eyes wandered around his littered desk. He sighed.
"Running this organization is like keeping a leaky boat afloat with a thimble for bailing.
The venture capital people are refusing to release the second round financing until I tell
them why I'm so sure Butler's bill won't come out of the subcommittee. But I can't tell
them, because if I do, it will invariably be leaked, and Butler would most likely renege
about keeping his bill under wraps. Then all bets are off."

"What kind of money do we have left?"

"Almost nothing," Daniel moaned. "This time next month, we'll be dipping into our line
of credit just to meet payroll."

"That gives us the month we need to treat Butler," Stephanie said.

"What a lucky break that is," Daniel snapped sarcastically. "It irritates me to death that
we have to stop our research and deal with the likes of Butler and possibly those
infertility clowns down in Nassau. It's a goddamn crime that medical research has
become politicized in this country. Our founding fathers who insisted on separation of
church and state are probably turning over in their graves with these relatively few
politicians using their supposed religious beliefs to hold up what will undoubtedly be the
biggest advance in medical treatment."

"Well, we all know what's really behind this current Luddite bioscience movement,"
Stephanie said.

"What are you talking about?"

"It's really abortion politics in disguise," Stephanie said. "The real issue is that these
demagogues want a zygote to be declared a human being with full constitutional rights
no matter how the zygote was formed and no matter what the zygote's future holds. It's a
ridiculous stance, but nonetheless if it happened, Roe versus Wade would have to be
thrown out."



"You're probably right," Daniel admitted. He exhaled like the sound of air coming out of
a tire. "What an absurd situation. History is going to wonder what kind of people we
were that allowed a personal issue like abortion to handicap a society for years on end.
We took a lot of our ideas about individual rights, government, and certainly our
common law from England. Why couldn't we have followed England's lead in how best
to deal with the ethics of reproductive bioscience?"

"That's a good question, but it's not going to do us any good to worry over the answer at
the moment. What happened to your enthusiasm about treating Butler? Let's get it done!
Once he's treated, he's not going to renege on our deal even if there is a leak to the
media, because we'll have his release. I mean, once he's been cured he can deal with the
media by just denying any accusations as being politically motivated. What he wouldn't
be able to deny is a signed release."

"You have a point," Daniel admitted.

"What about Butler's money?" Stephanie asked. "It seems to me that's the key question
at the moment. Has there been any communication about that?"

"I haven't even thought to check." Daniel turned to his computer and, after a few strokes,
looked at his special email inbox. "Here's a message that must be from Butler. It has an
encrypted attachment, which is encouraging."

Daniel opened the attachment. Stephanie stepped around the desk to look over his
shoulder.

"I'd say it looks very encouraging," Stephanie said. "He's given us an account number
for a Bahamian bank, and it appears as if we both can draw from it."

"It's got a link to the bank's website," Daniel said. "Let's see if we can find out the
balance in the account. That will tell us how serious Butler is about all this."

A few clicks later, Daniel tilted back in his chair. He looked up at Stephanie, and she
returned his stare. Both were taken aback.

"I'd say he's very serious!" Stephanie remarked. "And eager!"

"I'm flabbergasted!" Daniel said. "I expected ten or twenty thousand, tops. I never
expected a hundred. Where could he have gotten that kind of money so quickly?"

"I told you, he has a string of political action committees that are fund-raising
workhorses. What I wonder is if any of the people who contributed this money could
have ever imagined how the money was going to be spent. There's a hell of a lot of irony



here if they are as conservative as I imagine they are."

"That's not our concern," Daniel said. "Besides, we'll never spend a hundred thousand
dollars. At the same time, it's good to know it's there just in case. Let's get busy!"

"I already started the fibroblast culture with the skin biopsy."

"Excellent," Daniel said, as his exuberance of that morning began to return. Even his
skin color improved. "I'll get cracking and find out what I can about the Wingate Clinic.'

'

"Sounds good!" Stephanie said. She started for the door. "I'll be back in about an hour."
"Where are you going?"

"The bookstore downtown," Stephanie called over her shoulder. She hesitated at the
threshold. "They are holding a book for me. After I got the tissue culture started, I began
looking into the Shroud of Turin issue. I have to say, I lucked out in our division of
labor. The shroud is turning out to be much more interesting than I imagined."

"What did you find out?"
"Just enough to hook me, but I'll give you a full report in about twenty-four hours."

Daniel smiled, flashed Stephanie a thumbs-up, and turned back to his computer screen.
He used a search engine to bring up a list of infertility clinics and found the Wingate
Clinic's website. A few clicks later, he was connected.

He scrolled through the first few pages. As expected, it was composed of laudatory
material to entice would-be clients. Under a section labeled MEET OUR STAFF, he
made a brief side trip to read the professional resumes of the principals, which included
the founder and CEO, Dr. Spencer Wingate; the head of Research and Laboratory
Services, Dr. Paul Saunders; and the head of Clinical Services, Dr. Sheila Donaldson.
The resumes were as glowing as the descriptions of the clinic itself, although in Daniel's
opinion, all three individuals had attended second-tier or even third-tier schools and
training programs.

At the bottom of the page, he found what he wanted: a phone number. There was also an
email address, but Daniel wanted to talk directly with one of the principals, either
Wingate or Saunders. Picking up the phone, Daniel dialed the number. The call was
answered quickly by a pleasant-sounding operator who launched into a short, rote
eulogy of the clinic before asking with whom Daniel wished to be connected.

"Dr. Wingate," Daniel said. He decided he might as well start at the top.



There was another short pause before Daniel was connected to an equally pleasant-
sounding woman. She politely asked for Daniel's name before committing whether Dr.
Wingate was available. When Daniel mentioned his name, the response was immediate.

"Is this Dr. Daniel Lowell of Harvard University?"

Daniel paused momentarily, as he tried to decide how to respond. "I have been at
Harvard, although at the moment I am with my own firm."

"I'll get Dr. Wingate for you," the secretary said. "I know he's been waiting to talk with
you."

After a sustained blink of disbelief, Daniel pulled the phone from his ear and stared at it
momentarily, as if it could explain the secretary's unexpected response. How could
Spencer Wingate be waiting to talk with him? Daniel shook his head.

"Good afternoon, Dr. Lowell!" a voice responded with a clipped New England accent a
full octave higher than Daniel would have expected. "I'm Spencer Wingate, and I'm
pleased to hear from you. We expected your call last week, but no matter. Would you
mind waiting momentarily while I get Dr. Saunders on the line? It will take a minute, but
we might as well make this a conference call, since I know Dr. Saunders is as eager to
talk with you as ."

"Fine," Daniel said agreeably, although his bewilderment was deepening. He leaned
back in his chair, lifted his feet onto his desk, and switched the phone to his left hand so
he could use his right to drum a pencil on his desk. He'd been caught totally unawares by
Spencer Wingate's response to his call and felt a twinge of anxiety. He kept hearing
Stephanie's admonitions about getting involved with these infamous infertility
mavericks.

A minute dragged on to five. Just when Daniel had recovered his equilibrium enough to
question if he'd been inadvertently disconnected, Spencer popped back on the line. He
was slightly out of breath. "Okay, I'm back! How about you, Paul? Are you on?"

"I'm here," Paul said, apparently using an extension in another room. In contrast to
Spencer's voice, Paul's was rather deep, with a distinct Midwestern nasal twang. "I'm
pleased to talk with you, Daniel, if [ may call you that."

"If you wish," Daniel said. "Whatever suits you."

"Thank you. And please call me Paul. No need for formalities between friends and
colleagues. Let me say right off how much I am looking forward to working with you."



"That's my sentiment as well," Spencer declared. "Heck! The whole clinic is eager. How
soon can we expect you?"

"Well, that's one of the reasons I'm calling," Daniel said vaguely, struggling to be
diplomatic, but intensely curious. "But first I'd like to ask how it is that you expected me
to call?"

"From your scout or whatever his job title might be," Spencer answered. "What was his
name again, Paul?"

"Marlowe," Paul said.

"Right! Bob Marlowe," Spencer said. "After he finished checking out our facility, he
said you'd be contacting us the following week. Needless to say, we were disappointed

when we didn't hear from you. But that's water under the bridge now that you have
called."

"We're delighted you want to use our facility," Paul said. "It will be an honor to work
with you. Now I hope you don't mind me speculating about what you have in mind,
because Bob Marlowe was vague, but I'm assuming you want to try your ingenious
HTSR on a patient. I mean, why else would you want to forsake your own lab and those
great hospitals you have in Boston. Am I correct in this assumption?"

"How do you know about HTSR?" Daniel asked. He wasn't sure he wanted to admit to
his motivations so early in the conversation.

"We read your outstanding paper in Nature ," Paul said. "It was brilliant, simply brilliant.
Its overall importance to bioscience reminded me of my own paper, "In Vitro Maturation
of Human Oocytes." Did you happen to read it?"

"Not yet," Daniel responded, forcing himself to continue to be tactful. "What journal
was it in?"

"The Journal of Twenty-first Century Reproductive Technology," Spencer said.
"That's a journal I'm not familiar with," Daniel responded. "Who publishes it?"

"We do," Paul said proudly. "Right here at the Wingate Clinic. We're as committed to
research as we are to clinical services."

Daniel rolled his eyes. Lacking peer review, scientific self-publishing was an oxymoron,
and he was impressed with the accuracy of Butler's capsule description of these two
men.



"HTSR has never been used on a human," Daniel said, still avoiding answering Paul's
question.

"We understand that," Spencer interjected. "And that's one of many reasons why we
would be thrilled to have it done here first. Being on the cutting edge is precisely the
kind of reputation Wingate Clinic is striving to establish."

"The FDA would frown on performing an experimental procedure outside of an
approved protocol," Daniel said. "They would never give approval.”

"Of course they wouldn't approve," Spencer agreed. "And we should know." He
laughed, and Paul chimed in as well. "But here in the Bahamas, there's no need for the
FDA to know, since they have no jurisdiction."

"If I were to do HTSR on a human, it would have to be in absolute secrecy," Daniel said,
finally indirectly acknowledging his plans. "It cannot be divulged and obviously could
not be used for your promotional purposes."

"We are fully aware of that," Paul said. "Spencer was not implying we would use it right
away."

"Heavens, no!" Spencer chirped. "I was thinking of using it only after it became
mainstream."

"I would have to retain the right to determine when that might be," Daniel said. "I will
not even be using the episode to promote HTSR."

"No?" Paul questioned. "Then why do you want to do it?"

"For purely personal reasons," Daniel said. "I'm confident HTSR will work just as well
with humans as it has with mice. But I need to prove it to myself with a patient to give
me the fortitude to deal with the backlash I'm facing from the political right. I don't
know if you are aware, but I'm fighting a potential congressional ban on my procedure."

There was an awkward pause in the conversation. By demanding secrecy and taking
away any potential advertising windfalls in the near future, Daniel was certain he'd
negated one of the Wingate Clinic's reasons to be cooperative. Frantically, he tried to
think of a way to cushion the disappointment, and just a moment before he spoke up and
possibly made things worse, Spencer broke the silence: "I suppose we can respect your
need for secrecy. But if we were to get no promotional value from your collaboration
with us in the near term, what kind of compensation do you have in mind for using our
facility and services?"



"We expect to pay," Daniel said.

There was another silence. Daniel felt a twinge of panic that the negotiations were not
going well, raising the specter of losing the opportunity of using the Wingate Clinic for
Butler's treatment. Considering the time constraints, such a loss could be the death knell
for the project. Daniel sensed he had to offer more. Remembering Butler's assessment of
Spencer and Paul's vanities, he gritted his teeth and said: "Then, down the road, after the
FDA approves HTSR for general use, we could all coauthor a paper on the case."

Daniel winced. The idea of coauthoring a paper with such bozos was a painful thought,
even though he rationalized he could delay it indefinitely. But despite the offer, the
silence persisted, and Daniel's panic grew. Remembering his own response to Butler's
demand to use blood from the Shroud of Turin for the HTSR, he threw in that tidbit as
well, explaining the patient had insisted on it. Daniel even proposed the same title he'd
jokingly suggested to Stephanie.

"Now that sounds like one hell of a paper!" Paul responded suddenly. "I love it! Where
would we publish it?"

"Wherever," Daniel said vaguely. "Science or Nature. Wherever you'd like. I don't
imagine it would be difficult to place."

"Would HTSR work with blood from the Shroud of Turin?" Spencer asked. "As I recall,
that thing 1s about five hundred years old."

"How about around two thousand years old," Paul said.
"Wasn't it proved to be a medieval forgery?" Spencer questioned.

"We're not going to get involved in argument about its authenticity," Daniel said. "For
our purposes, it doesn't matter. If the patient wants to believe it's real, it's fine with us."

"But would it work, as a practical matter?" Spencer asked again.

"The DNA would be fragmented, whether it's five hundred or two thousand years old,"
Daniel said. "But that shouldn't be a problem. We only need fragments, which our HTSR
probes will seek out after PCR amplification. We'll enzymatically patch together what
we need for whole genes. It will work fine."

"What about The New England Journal of Medicine ?" Paul suggested. "That would be
a coup for the clinic! I'd love to get something into that highfalutin publication."

"Sure," Daniel said, cringing at the idea. "Why not?"



"I'm beginning to like it too," Spencer said. "That's the kind of article that would get
picked up by the media like it was pure gold! It would be all over the newspapers. Hell, |
can even see all the network anchors talking about it on the evening news."

"I'm sure you're right," Daniel said. "But remember, until the article comes out, there's
got to be absolute secrecy about the whole affair."

"We understand," Spencer said.

"How are you going to get a sample from the Shroud of Turin?" Paul asked. "I
understand the Catholic Church has it locked up in a kind of space-age vault over there
in Italy."

"We're looking into that as we speak," Daniel said. "We have been promised high-level
clerical assistance."

"I'd think you'd have to know the Pope!" Paul commented.

"Perhaps we should talk about costs," Daniel said, eager to change the subject now that
the crisis had been averted. "We don't want any misunderstandings."

"What kind of services are we talking about?" Paul asked.

"The patient we'll be treating has Parkinson's disease," Daniel explained. "We will need
a staffed OR and stereotaxic equipment for the implantation."

"We have the OR," Paul said. "But not stereotaxic equipment."

"That's not a problem," Spencer said. "We can borrow it from Princess Margaret
Hospital. The Bahamian government and the medical community on the island have
been very supportive of our relocation. I'm sure they will be happy to help. We just won't
tell them what we're going to do with it."

"We'll need the services of a neurosurgeon," Daniel said. "One who is capable of being
discreet."

"I don't think that will be a problem either," Spencer said. "There are several on the
island who are, in my opinion, un-derutilized. I'm sure we could make arrangements
with one of them. I don't know exactly how much he'd charge, but I can assure you, it
will be a lot less than it would be in the States. My guess would be in the neighborhood
of two or three hundred dollars."

"You don't think the confidentiality issue will be problematic?" Daniel asked.



"I don't," Spencer said. "They are all looking for work. With fewer tourists renting
mopeds, head trauma has dropped off precipitously. I know, because two surgeons have
come out to the clinic to leave their business cards."

"Sounds serendipitous,”" Daniel said. "Other than that, all we need is space in your lab. I
assume you have a lab to do your reproductive work."

"You will be amazed at our lab," Paul said proudly. "It is state-of-the-art and a lot more
than just an infertility lab! And in addition to myself, we have several talented
technicians at your disposal who are experienced at nuclear transfer and who are eager
to learn HTSR."

"We won't need the assistance of any lab personnel," Daniel said. "We'll do our own
cellular work. What we do need are human oocytes. Is it possible for you to supply
them?"

"Of course!" Paul said. "Oocytes are our specialty and soon to be our bread and butter.
We're intending to supply them for all of North America in the future. What is your time
frame?"

"As soon as possible," Daniel said. "This might sound overly optimistic, but we'd like to
be ready to implant in a month. We're under a time constraint, with a short window of
opportunity imposed by the patient volunteer."

"No problem on this end," Paul said. "We can supply you with oocytes tomorrow!"
"Really?" Daniel questioned. It seemed too good to be true.

"We can get you oocytes whenever you want," Paul said. Then he added with a laugh,
"Even on holidays!"

"I'm impressed," Daniel said sincerely. "And relieved. | was worried that procuring
oocytes might hold us up. But that brings us back to costs."

"Except for the oocytes, we have no experience what to charge," Spencer said. "To tell
you the truth, we never anticipated someone using our clinic. Let's make it simple: How
about twenty thousand for using the operating room, including its staff, and twenty
thousand for the lab flat rate."

"Fine," Daniel said. "What about the oocytes?"

"Five hundred a pop," Paul said. "And we guarantee at least five divisions with each one
or we replace it."



"That sounds fair," Daniel said. "But they have to be fresh!"
"They will be as fresh as a daisy," Paul said. "When can we expect you?"

"I'll get back to you either later today or tonight," Daniel said. "Or, at the latest, by
tomorrow. We really have to get moving on this."

"We'll be here," Spencer said.

Daniel slowly replaced the telephone receiver. When it was safely in its cradle, he let out
a whoop. He had a strong feeling, despite the recent setbacks, that CURE, HTSR, and
his own destiny were back on track!

Dr. Spencer Wingate had left his tanned hand on the telephone receiver after hanging up
while his mind mulled over the conversation he'd just had with Dr. Daniel Lowell. It had
not gone as he'd imagined or hoped, and he was disappointed. When the issue of the
famous researcher wanting to use the Wingate Clinic had unexpectedly surfaced two
weeks previously, he'd thought it providential since they'd just opened their doors after
eight months of construction and confusion. In his mind, a professional association with
a man who Paul said might win a Nobel Prize would have been a superb way to
announce to the world that the Wingate was back in business after the regrettable fracas
in Massachusetts the previous May. But as things stood, there could be no
announcement. Forty thousand dollars might be nice, but it was a mere pittance in
comparison to the money they had just spent getting the clinic built and equipped.

Spencer's office door, which had been slightly ajar from when Spencer had recently
rushed back in from locating his second-in-command, was pushed open to its full extent.
Filling the doorway was Dr. Paul Saunders's short, square frame. A broad smile
displayed his equally square, widely spaced teeth. He obviously did not share Spencer's
disappointment.

"Can you imagine?" Paul blurted. "We're going to have a paper in the New England
Journal of Medicine !" He threw himself into a chair facing Spencer's desk and punched
the air with upraised fists like he'd just won a stage of the Tour de France. "And what a
paper: 'The Wingate Clinic, the Shroud of Turin, and HTSR Combine for the First Cure
of Parkinson's Disease.' It's going to be fantastic! People will be beating a path to our
door!"

Spencer leaned back and put his hands with fingers intertwined behind his head. He
regarded the head of research, a title Paul had insisted upon, with a degree of
condescension. Paul was a hard worker with vision, but he could be overly enthusiastic,



and he lacked the practicality necessary to run a business properly. In the clinic's
previous incarnation in Massachusetts, he'd practically run it into the ground financially.
Had Spencer not mortgaged the clinic to the hilt and socked away most of the clinic's
assets offshore, they wouldn't have survived.

"What makes you so sure there will be a paper?" Spencer asked.

Paul's face clouded over. "What are you talking about? We just discussed it on the
phone, title and all, with Daniel. He's the one who suggested it."

"He suggested it, but how can we be sure it will happen? I agree, it would be great if it
did, but he could just put it off indefinitely."

"Why the hell would he do that?"

"I don't know, but for some reason secrecy's high on his list, and a paper would destroy
that. He's not going to want to write a paper, at least not soon enough for us, and if we
went ahead and did it without him, he'd probably just deny any involvement in the case.
If that happened, no one would publish it."

"You've got a point," Paul agreed.

The two men eyed each other across the expanse of Spencer's desk. A jet on its final
approach to Nassau International Airport thundered overhead. The clinic was sited just
west of the airport, on dry, scrubby land. It was the only place they could reasonably buy
adequate acreage and fence it in appropriately.

"Do you think he was being straight about using the Shroud of Turin?" Paul asked.

"I don't know that either," Spencer said. "It sounds a bit fishy to me, if you know what I
mean."

"On the contrary, the concept sounded intriguing to me."

"Don't get me wrong," Spencer said. "The idea is interesting and certainly would make a
damn good scientific paper and international news story, but when you put it all together,
including the secrecy issue, there's something decidedly dubious involved. I mean, did
you buy his explanation when you asked him why he was going to all this trouble?"

"You mean about his wanting to prove HTSR to himself?"

"Precisely."



"Not completely, although it is true that the U.S. Congress is thinking of banning HTSR.
And now that you've got me thinking, he did accept the fees you suggested a bit too
quickly, as if the price didn't matter."

"I couldn't agree more," Spencer said. "I had no idea how much to ask to use our
facilities, and I just pulled some figures out of the air and expected him to come back
with a counteroffer. Hell, I should have asked for twice as much, as quickly as he
agreed."

"So, what is your take?"

"I think the identity of the patient is the issue," Spencer said. "That's the only thing that
comes to mind that makes sense."

"Like who?"

"I don't know," Spencer said. "But if I were forced to guess, my first thought would be a
family member. My second guess would be someone wealthy, someone very wealthy
and possibly famous and wealthy, which is where I'd put my money!"

"Wealthy!" Paul repeated. A slight smile appeared on his face. "A cure could be worth
millions."

"Exactly, which is why I think we should proceed with the rich-and-famous hypothesis.
After all, why should Daniel Lowell potentially get millions while we get a paltry forty
thousand!"

"Which means we have to find out the identity of this patient volunteer."

"I was hoping you'd see this affair from my perspective. I was afraid you might feel it
was worth it just to work with this renowned researcher."

"Hell, no!" Paul snapped. "Not when we can't get the promotional benefits we expected.
He's even implied we're not going to get hands-on instruction in HTSR when he said
he'd be doing his own cellular work. Originally, I thought that was a given. I still want to
learn the procedure, though, so when he calls back, mention that that has to be part of
the package."

"I'll be happy to tell him," Spencer said. "I'm also going to tell him we want half of the
money up front."

"Tell him we also want special consideration in the future on licensing HTSR."



"That's a good idea," Spencer said. "I'll see what I can do about essentially renegotiating
our deal without upping the cash. I don't want to scare him off. Meanwhile, how about
you taking responsibility for trying to find the identity of the patient? That's a kind of
activity you are better at than [."

"I'll take that as a compliment."
"It was meant as a compliment."

Paul stood up. "I'll get Kurt Hermann, our security chief, right on it. He loves this kind
of assignment."

"Tell the dishonorably discharged Green Beret, or whatever the hell he was, to kill as
few people as possible. After all this investment and effort, let's not wear out our
welcome on the island."

Paul laughed. "He's really very careful and conservative."

"That's not my take," Spencer said. He held up his hands to ward off an argument. "I
don't think the whores on Okinawa he knocked off would call him conservative, and he
was a bit heavy-handed up in Massachusetts in our employ, but we've been over this. I
admit he's good at what he does, otherwise he wouldn't still be on the staff. Just humor
me and tell him to be discreet! That's all I ask."

"I'll be happy to tell him." Paul stood up. "But remember, since none of us, including
Kurt, can go back to the States, he probably won't be able to accomplish much until
Daniel, his team, and the patient get here."

"I don't expect miracles," Spencer said.

Seven

4:45 P.M., Friday, February 22, 2002

The sawtooth spires of the Manhattan skyline were silhouetted against the darkening
midwinter sky as the Washington- New York shuttle descended in its final approach to
LaGuardia Airport. The lights of the sprawling, pulsating city sparkled like so many
jewels in the gathering gloom. Those of the many suspension bridges appeared like
necklaces of illuminated pearls slung between the soaring stanchions. The undulating



rows of headlights on the FDR Drive resembled strings of diamonds, while the taillights
suggested rubies. A gaily bedecked cruise ship looked like a brooch, as it silently slid
into a docking on the Hudson River.

Carol Manning turned from staring out the window at the inspiring scene to glance
around the interior of the plane. There was no conversation. Oblivious to the majestic
vista, the commuters were all absorbed by their newspapers, work documents, or
laptops. Her eyes wandered to the senator seated in her row on the aisle one seat away.
Like the other passengers, he was reading. His bulky hands gripped the stack of
memoranda concerning the following day's agenda he'd snatched from Dawn Shackelton
as he and Carol had bolted from the office in hopes of catching the three-thirty shuttle
flight. They'd made it with seconds to spare.

At Ashley's insistence, Carol had phoned one of the cardinal's personal secretaries that
morning to set up an impromptu meeting that afternoon. She was instructed to say it
concerned an urgent matter but would only take fifteen minutes at most. Father Maloney
had said he'd see what he could do since the cardinal's schedule was full, but he'd called
back within the hour to say that the cardinal could see the senator sometime between
five-thirty and six-thirty, following a formal reception for a visiting Italian cardinal and
before a dinner with the mayor. Carol had said they'd be there.

Under the circumstances of having to run for the plane and worrying about the potential
New York City traffic, Carol couldn't help but be impressed with Ashley's apparent
equanimity. Of course, he had her to do his worrying for him, but had their roles been
reversed and she had been facing what he was potentially facing, she would have been
inordinately anxious, to the point of finding concentration difficult. But certainly not
Ashley! Despite a slight tremor the individual pages of his memoranda were being
rapidly scanned and flipped back in swift succession, suggesting his legendary reading
speed had not suffered due to his illness or to the events of the previous twenty-four
hours.

Carol cleared her throat. "Senator, the more I think about this current affair, the more
surprised I am that you haven't asked my opinion. You ask my opinion about most
everything else."

Ashley turned his head and gazed at Carol over the tops of his heavy-rimmed glasses
that had slid down to perch on the very tip of his nose. His broad forehead was wrinkled
condescendingly. "Carol, dearest," he began. "You do not have to tell me your opinion.
As I indicated last evening, I am already well aware of it."

"Then I hope you are aware that I think you will be taking too big a risk with this
supposed treatment."



"I appreciate your solicitousness, no matter what the motivation, but my mind is firm."

"You're allowing yourself to be experimented upon. You have no idea what the outcome
will be."

"It may be true that I do not know the outcome for sure, but it is also true that if [ were
to do nothing in the face of my progressive, otherwise incurable neurological
degenerative disease, | know exactly what the outcome would be. My daddy preached
that the Good Lord helps those who help themselves. All my life I have been a fighter,
and I am surely not going to stop now. I am not going out with a whimper. I will be
kicking and screaming like a bagged polecat."

"What if the cardinal were to tell you what you are planning is inadvisable?"

"Such a response is hardly likely, since I have no intention in the slightest of informing
the cardinal of my intentions."

"Then why are we coming here?" Carol said in a tone that was close to anger. "I was
hoping His Eminence could appeal to your better judgment during your discussions."

"We are not making this pilgrimage to the seat of North American Catholic continental
power for counsel but rather merely to arrange for a piece of the Shroud of Turin as a
hopeful hedge against the uncertainties of my therapy."

"But how do you intend to get access to the shroud without explaining why?"

Ashley held up one of his hands like an orator quieting an unruly crowd. "Enough, my
dear Carol, lest your presence be more of a burden than assistance." He shifted his
attention back to his papers as the plane headed for landing.

A flush of heat spread across Carol's face at being summarily dismissed. Such degrading
treatment was becoming all too common, as was her associated irritation. Concerned her
feelings would be apparent, she faced back out the window.

As the plane moved toward the gate, Carol kept her attention directed outside the
aircraft. Up close, New York was no longer jewellike, thanks to a smattering of litter and
scattered piles of dirty snow lining the taxiway. As befitted the dark, bleak scene, she
fretted about her conflicting emotions and her guilt concerning Ashley's plan to deal
with his infirmity. On the one hand, she was legitimately fearful of its experimental
nature, while on the other hand, she thought the therapy might work. Although her initial
reaction to Ashley's diagnosis had been appropriate sympathy, over the course of the
year she'd come to see it also as her opportunity. Now the fear of a bad outcome
competed equally with the fear of a good one, even though she had trouble admitting it



to herself. In some sense, she felt like a Brutus to Ashley's Caesar.

The transition from the plane to the limo, which Carol had arranged, was effortless. But
forty-five minutes later, they were bogged down in a sea of cars on the FDR Drive,
whose flow of traffic had come to a halt since they'd passed overhead in the plane.

Aggravated at the delay, Ashley tossed his pages that he'd been studying aside and
switched off the reading light. The sedan's interior reverted to darkness. "We are going
to miss our window of opportunity,”" he growled in a voice devoid of accent.

"I'm sorry," Carol offered, as if it were her fault.

Miraculously, after five minutes at a dead stop and a number of expletives from Ashley,
the traffic began to move once again. "Thank the Good Lord for small favors," Ashley
intoned.

By exiting at Ninety-sixth Street, the driver skillfully used a back route to head
downtown and was able to deposit the senator and his aide at the archbishop's residence
on the corner of Madison and Fiftieth Street four minutes before the scheduled meeting
interval. The driver was instructed to circle the block, as they planned to be on their way
back to the airport within the hour.

Carol had never been to the residence. She eyed the non-imposing three-story, gray-
stone, slate-shingled house that huddled in the shadow of the city's skyscrapers. It rose
up from the sidewalk's edge without a strip of grass to soften its severity. A few prosaic
window air conditioners blemished its fagade, as did heavy iron bars on the ground floor.
The bars gave the building the appearance of a small jail rather than a residence. A
glimpse of Belgian lace behind one of the windows was the sole softening touch.

Ashley mounted the stone steps and gave the polished brass bell a pull. They didn't have
to wait long. The heavy door was opened by a tall, gaunt priest with a strikingly Roman
nose and red hair cropped short. He was dressed in a priestly black suit with a white
clerical collar.

"Good afternoon, Senator."

"And to you as well, Father Maloney," Ashley said while entering. "I hope our timing is
opportune."

"Most decidedly," Father Maloney answered. "I am to deposit you and your aide in His
Eminence's private study. He will be joining you momentarily."

The study was a spartanly furnished room on the first floor. The decoration was a formal



framed photo of Pope John Paul II and a small statue of the Holy Mother carved in pure
white Carrara marble. The hardwood floor was without carpet, and Carol's shoes clicked
loudly against the varnished surface. Father Maloney silently withdrew and closed the
door behind him.

"Rather austere," Carol remarked. The only furniture was a small, aged leather couch, a
matching leather chair, a priedieu, and a small desk with a straight-backed wooden chair.

"The cardinal would like his visitors to believe he is not interested in the material
world," Ashley said, as he lowered himself into the cracked leather chair. "But I know
better."

Carol sat stiffly on the edge of the couch with her legs tucked to the side. Ashley sat
back as if he were visiting a relative. He crossed his legs to reveal a black sock and a
patch of pasty white calf.

A moment later, the door reopened and in walked the Most Reverend James Cardinal
O'Rourke followed by Father Maloney, who closed the door behind them. The cardinal
was dressed in full regalia. Over black pants and white neckband shirt, he wore a black
cassock enhanced with cardinal red piping and buttons. Over the cassock was an open,
scarlet cape. Cinched around his waist was a broad scarlet sash. On his head was a
cardinal-red zucchetto skullcap. Around his neck hung a bejeweled silver cross.

Carol and Ashley rose to their feet. Carol was taken by the spectacle of the cardinal's
sumptuous attire, accentuated by the harshness of the room. But once standing, she
realized the powerful prelate was shorter than her own five-foot-six, and next to Ashley,
who was by no means tall, he appeared decidedly short and plump. Despite his regal
trappings, his benignly smiling face suggested a humble priest with soft, blemish-free
turgid skin, shiny red cheeks, and rounded pleasant features. His sharp eyes, however,
told a different story and one more consistent with what Carol knew of the powerful
prelate. They reflected a formidable and canny intelligence.

"Senator," the cardinal said, in a voice that matched his projected gentle demeanor. He
extended his hand with a limp wrist.

"Your Eminence," Ashley said, marshaling his most cordial Southern accent. He gave
the cardinal's hand more of a squeeze than a shake, purposefully avoiding kissing the
prelate's ring. "Such a pleasure indeed. Knowing full well the press of your
engagements, | am so very appreciative of your finding time to meet with this country
boy on such short notice."

"Oh, hush, Senator," the cardinal scoffed. "It is a treat, as always, to see you. Please sit



down."
Ashley reclaimed his seat and assumed his previous posture.

Carol flushed anew. Being ignored was as embarrassing as being dismissed. She'd fully
expected to be introduced, especially when the cardinal's eyes darted across her face
accompanied by a slight, questioning lift to his eyebrows. She sank back to a sitting
position as the cardinal carried over the rough-hewn chair from the small desk. Father
Maloney stood silently by the door.

"In deference to our schedules," Ashley began, "I do believe I should come right to the
point."

Feeling strangely invisible, Carol eyed the two men seated beside her. All at once, she
recognized their similarities of character, despite their differences in appearance and
beyond their hardworking, demanding natures. Both found blurring the lines between
church and state to be to their respective advantage; both were adept at flattery and
cultivating personal relationships with whom they could trade favors in their respective
arenas; both hid personalities that were tough, calculating, and iron-willed behind their
outward personas (the humble priest for the cardinal and the cordial, ingenuous country
boy for the senator); and both guarded their authority zealously and were infatuated with
the exercise of power.

"It 1s always best to be direct," James said. He sat upright with his pudgy hands cupping
his zucchetto, which he had removed from his mostly bald head.

Carol had the image of two fencing combatants warily circling.

"It has distressed me to no end to see the Catholic Church so beleaguered," Ashley
continued. "This current sex scandal has taken a toll, particularly with division in her
own ranks and an ailing, aged leader in Rome. I have lain awake at night wrestling with
a way I might be of service."

Carol had to keep from rolling her eyes. She knew all too well the senator's real feelings
about the Catholic Church. As a Congregationalist and fundamentalist, he had little
regard for any hierarchical religion, and in his mind the Catholic Church was the most
hierarchical.

"I appreciate your empathy," James said, "and I have had similar distress about the U.S.
Congress following the tragedy of September eleventh. I too have struggled with how
best I could help."

"Your moral leadership is a constant aid," Ashley said.



"I would like to do more," James said.

"My concern for the church is that a relatively few priests with arrested psychosexual
development have been able to put the entire philanthropic organization in financial
jeopardy. What I would sincerely like to propose for a small favor in return is to
introduce legislation to limit tort liability for recognized charities, of which the Catholic
Church is a shining example."

For a few minutes, silence reigned in the room. For the first time, Carol became aware
of the ticking of a small clock on the desk as well as the muted sounds of the traffic on
Madison Avenue. She watched the cardinal's face. His expression did not change.

"Such legislation would be a great help in this current crisis," James said finally.

"As egregious as each individual episode of sexual abuse is for the victim, we should not
victimize all those souls dependent on the church for their health, educational, and
spiritual needs. As my mama used to say: We should not throw out the baby with the
dirty bathwater. "

"What is the chance of such legislation passing?"

"With my full backing, which I certainly would give it, I would estimate it would have a
better than even chance. As for the President, I think he would be happy to sign it into
law. He is a man of great faith, with a strong belief in the need for religious charities."

"I'm sure the Holy Father would be grateful for your support."”
"I am a servant of the people," Ashley said. "All races and all religions."

"You mentioned a small favor," James said. "Is this something I should know about
now?"

"Oh, it is a small thing," Ashley said. "Something more for my mama's memory. My
mama was Catholic. Did I ever mention that?"

"I don't think you have," James said.
Carol was again reminded of the image of two fencers parrying and riposting.

"Catholic as the day is long," Ashley said. "She was from the old country just outside
Dublin and a very religious woman indeed."

"I assume from your syntax she has gone to her Maker."



"Unfortunately, yes," Ashley said. He hesitated for a moment, as if choked up. "Quite a
few years ago, bless her soul, when I was just knee-high to a grasshopper."

This was a story Carol knew. One night after a lengthy session of the Senate, she'd gone
out to a Capitol Hill bar with the senator. After a number of bourbons, the senator had
become particularly loquacious and had told the sad story of his mother. She had died
when Ashley was nine as the consequence of a septic backroom abortion that she'd had
rather than a tenth child. The irony was that she feared she'd die during childbirth
because of complications during the birth of her ninth child. Ashley's fire-and-brimstone
father had been outraged and had told the family and his congregation that the woman
had been damned to hell for all eternity.

"Would you want me to say a Mass for her soul?" James questioned.

"That would be very generous," Ashley said, "but it is not quite what I had in mind. To
this day, I can remember sitting on her knee and listening to all the wonderful things she
told me about the Catholic Church. And I particularly remember what she told me about
the miraculous Shroud of Turin, which she held dear to her heart."

For the first time, the cardinal's expression changed. It was a subtle change, but Carol
could tell it was definitely of surprise.

"The shroud is considered a most sacred relic," James said.
"I would not assume anything less," Ashley responded.

"The Holy Father himself has said off the record that he believes it to be the shroud of
Jesus Christ."

"I am glad to hear my mother's beliefs being so confirmed," Ashley said. "In full
recognition of my mother's pivotal role, I have been a minor student of the shroud all
these years. [ happen to know that a number of samples were taken from it, some used
for testing and some not. I also happen to know that those samples not used were called
back by the church after the results of the carbon dating. What I would like to have is a
tiny"-Ashley pinched his thumb and forefinger together for emphasis-"tiny sample of
blood-soaked fiber that had been called back."

The cardinal leaned back in his chair. He briefly exchanged glances with Father
Maloney. "This is a very unusual request," he said. "However, the church has been very
clear on this subject. There is to be no more scientific testing of the shroud, other than to
insure its conservancy."

"I have no interest in testing the shroud," Ashley stated categorically.



"Then why do you want this tiny, tiny sample?"

"For my mama," Ashley said simply. "I would sincerely like to place it within the urn
that holds her ashes the next time I am back home, so her remains could mingle with the
Heavenly Host. Her urn stands next to my daddy's on the mantel in the old homestead."

Carol had to suppress a scornful laugh at how easily and convincingly the senator could
lie. On the same night the senator had told her the story of his poor mother, he said that
his father would not allow her to be buried in his church's cemetery, necessitating her
burial in the town's potter's field.

"I believe," Ashley added, "that if she could have one wish, this would be it, to help her
immortal soul gain entrance into everlasting paradise."

James looked up at Father Maloney. "I don't know anything about these recalled
samples. Do you?"

"No, Your Eminence," Father Maloney said. "But I could find out. Archbishop Manfredi,
whom you know well, has been installed in Turin. And Monsignor Garibaldi, who |
know well, is there also."

The cardinal looked back at Ashley. "You would be happy with just a few fibers?"

"That is all I ask," Ashley said. "Although I should add that I would like them just as
soon as possible, since I will be planning a trip home in the very near future."

"If this tiny sample of fiber were to be made available, how would we get them to you?"

"I would immediately dispatch an agent to Turin," Ashley said. "It is not the type of
thing I would trust to the mail or any commercial carrier."

"We'll see what we can do," James said, as he got to his feet. "And I assume you will
introduce the suggested legislation soon."

Ashley got to his feet as well. "Monday morning, Your Eminence, provided I hear from
you by then."

Stairs were a distinct effort for the cardinal, and he took them slowly, pausing frequently
to catch his breath. The main problem with wearing his formal regalia was that he felt
restricted with so many layers and frequently became overheated, especially when
climbing the stairs to his private quarters. Father Maloney was right behind him, and



when the cardinal stopped, he stopped as well.

Holding on to the banister with one hand, the cardinal leaned his other arm on his raised
knee. He exhaled through pale, puffed-up cheeks and ran a hand across his brow. There
was an elevator, but he avoided it as a kind of penance.

"Is there something I can get for you, Your Eminence?" Father Maloney questioned. "I
could bring it down to spare your climbing these steep steps. It has been a strenuous
afternoon."

"Thank you, Michael," James said. "But I must freshen up if I am to last through the
dinner with the mayor and our visiting cardinal."

"When do you want me to contact Turin?" Father Maloney asked, to take advantage of
the moment.

"Tonight after midnight," James said between breaths. "That will be six in the morning
their time, and you should be able to catch them before Mass."

"It is a surprising request if [ may say so, Your Eminence."

"Indeed! Surprising and curious! If the senator's information about the samples is
correct, which I would be surprised if it weren't, knowing what I do of the man, it should
be an easy request to fulfill since it obviates the need to touch the shroud itself. But in
your conversations with Turin, be sure to emphasize that the affair is to be completely
sub-rosa. There should be strict confidentiality and absolutely no documentation
whatsoever. Am I clear?"

"Perfectly clear," Michael said. "Are you questioning the senator's purported use of the
samples, Your Eminence?"

"That is my only concern," James said, with a final deep breath. He recommenced
slowly mounting the stairs. "The senator is a master of bargaining. I am certain he would
not want the sample to do any unauthorized testing, but he may be exchanging favors
with someone who is interested in testing. The Holy Father has decreed ex cathedra that
the shroud should not be subjected to any more scientific indignity, and [ am in full
agreement. But beyond that, I believe it is a noble cause to exchange a few of the sacred
fibers for a chance to ensure the economic viability of the church. Do you agree,
Father?"

"Most assuredly."

They reached the top of the stairs, and the cardinal paused again to catch his breath.



"Do you feel confident the senator will do what he proposes concerning the legislation,
Your Eminence?"

"Absolutely," James said without hesitation. "The senator always fulfills his side of a
bargain. As an example, he has been instrumental in the school voucher program that is
going to save our parochial schools. In exchange, I saw that he got the Catholic vote in
his last reelection. It was, as they say, a clear win-win situation. But this current
exchange is not quite so clear. Consequently, if it is to be arranged, as added insurance, I
want you to go to Turin to see who takes possession of the sample and then follow the
sample to see to whom it is delivered. In that way, we will be able to anticipate any
potentially negative fallout."

"Your Eminence! I cannot think of a more pleasant assignment."

"Father Maloney!" the cardinal snapped. "This is a serious commission and not one
meant for your enjoyment. I expect absolute discretion and commitment."

"Of course, Your Eminence! I did not mean to imply anything less."

Eight

7:25 PM., Friday, February 22, 2002

"Oh, jeez!" Stephanie mumbled out loud after glancing at her watch. It was almost
seven-thirty! It was amazing to her how time could fly when she was absorbed, and
she'd been absorbed all afternoon. First, she'd been captivated at the bookstore with the
books about the Shroud of Turin, and for the last hour, she'd been mesmerized by what
she was learning sitting in front of the computer.

She had returned to the office just before six to find it empty. Assuming Daniel had gone
home, she had sat down at her makeshift desk in the lab, and with the help of the
Internet and a few newspapers' archives, she had involved herself in finding out what
had happened to the Wingate Clinic a little less than a year previously. It had been
engrossing if disturbing reading.

Stephanie slid her laptop into its soft case, grabbed the plastic bag from the bookstore,
and pulled on her coat. At the lab door she killed the lights, which then required her
blindly to make her way across the already darkened reception area. Once outside on the
street, she turned toward Kendall Square. She walked with her head bent over against



the biting wind. Typical of New England weather, there had been a marked change from
earlier in the afternoon. With the wind now coming from the north instead of the west,
the temperature had plummeted into the mid-twenties from the relatively balmy upper
forties. Along with the north wind came snow flurries that had coated the city as if it had
been dusted with confectioners' sugar.

At Kendall Square, Stephanie caught the Red Line subway out to Harvard Square,
familiar territory from her university years. As usual and despite the weather, the square
was alive with students and the rabble that gravitates to such an environment. Even a
few street musicians had braved the harsh weather. With blue fingers, they serenaded the
passersby. Stephanie felt sorry enough for them to leave a train of dollar bills in their
upturned hats as she passed from Harvard Square through Eliot Square.

The lights and bustle of the honky-tonk quickly dropped behind as Stephanie trudged
out Brattle Street. She passed through a section of Radcliffe College as well as the
celebrated Longfellow House. But she was unmoved by her surroundings. Instead, she
mused about what she had learned over the previous three and a half hours and was
eager to share it with Daniel. She was also interested to hear what he had found out.

It was after eight by the time she mounted the front steps of Daniel's condominium
building. He occupied the top floor unit of a converted three-story late-Victorian house
complete with all the trimmings, including elaborate bargeboard. He had bought the
condo in 1985 when he had returned to academia at Harvard. It had been a big year for
Daniel. Not only had he left his job at Merck pharmaceuticals; he had also left his wife
of five years. He had explained to Stephanie that he had felt stifled by both. His wife had
been a nurse whom he met while doing his combined medical residency and Ph.D., a
feat Stephanie equated to running back-to-back marathons. He had told Stephanie that
his ex-wife was a plodder and that being married to her had made him feel like
Sisyphus, constantly rolling a rock up a hill. He had also said that she had been too nice
and had expected him to be the same. Stephanie had not known what to make of either
explanation, but she did not press the issue. She was thankful they had not had any
children, which apparently the former wife had desperately wanted.

"I'm home!" Stephanie shouted, after pressing the apartment's door closed with her rear
end. Balancing her laptop bag and book bag on the tiny foyer table, Stephanie got out of
her coat and opened the closet door to hang it up.

"Is anybody here?" she yelled, although her voice was muffled from being directed into
the closet. When she was finished with her coat, she turned around. She started to yell
again, but Daniel's form filling the entrance to the hall startled her. He was no more than
several feet away. The noise that issued from her lips was more of a peep than anything
else.



"Where the hell have you been?" Daniel demanded. "Do you know what time it is?"

"It's around eight," Stephanie managed. She pressed a hand to her chest. "Don't sneak up
on me like that!"

"Why didn't you phone? I was about to call the police."

"Oh, come on! You know me and bookstores. I went to more than one and got caught up.
In both places, I ended up sprawled out in the aisle, reading and trying to decide what to
buy. Then, when I got back to the office, I wanted to take advantage of the broadband."

"How come you didn't have your cell phone on? I've tried to call you a dozen times."

"Because I was in a bookstore and when I got to the office, it didn't cross my mind. Hey!
I'm sorry if you were concerned about me, okay? But now I'm home, safe and sound.
What did you make for dinner?"

"Very funny," Daniel growled.

"Ease up!" Stephanie said, giving Daniel's sleeve a playful tug. "I appreciate your
concern, really I do, but I'm starved and you must be too. How about we head back to
the square for dinner. Why don't you call the Rialto while I jump in the shower. It's
Friday night, but by the time we get there, we shouldn't have a problem."

"All right," Daniel said reluctantly, as if he were agreeing to some major undertaking.

It wasn't until nine-twenty that they walked into the Rialto restaurant, and just as
Stephanie predicted, there was a table ready and waiting. Since they were both famished,
they immediately studied the menu and quickly ordered. At their request, the waiter
promptly brought out their wine and sparkling water to slake their thirst and bread to
take the edge off their hunger.

"All right," Stephanie said, sitting back in her chair. "Who wants to talk first?"

"It might as well be me," Daniel said. "Because I don't have a lot to report, but what I do
have is encouraging. I telephoned the Wingate Clinic, which sounds to me to be well
equipped for our needs, and they will let us use their facilities. In fact, I've already
agreed on the price: forty thousand."

"Whoa!" Stephanie remarked.

"Yeah, I know: It's a bit high, but [ was reluctant to bargain. Initially, after I informed
them they would not be able to take advantage of our use of their facilities for



promotional purposes, I was afraid all bets were off. Luckily, they came back around."
"Well, it's not our money, and we certainly have enough. What about the oocyte issue?"

"That's the best part. I was told they can supply us with human oocytes without any
problem whatsoever."

"When?"

"They claim whenever we want."

"My goodness," Stephanie said. "That certainly begs one's curiosity."
"Let's not look a gift horse in the mouth."

"What about a neurosurgeon?"

"No problem there either. There are several on the island beating the bushes for work.
The local hospital even has stereotaxic equipment."

"That is encouraging."

"I thought so."

"My news is good and bad. What do you want to hear first?"
"How bad is bad?"

"Everything is relative. It's not bad enough to preclude what we are planning, but it is
bad enough for us to be wary."

"Let's hear the bad to get it over with."

"The principals at the Wingate Clinic are worse than I remembered. By the way, with
whom did you speak when you called the clinic?"

"Two of the principals: Spencer Wingate himself and his majordomo, Paul Saunders.
And I must tell you, they are a couple of clowns. Imagine this: They publish their own
supposed scientific journal, and the process of writing and editing only involves
themselves!"

"You mean there's no editorial review board?"

"That's my impression."



"That's laughable, unless someone subscribes to the journal and takes whatever's in the
journal as gospel."

"My thoughts exactly."

"Well, they are a lot worse than clowns," Stephanie said. "And worse than just
perpetrators of unethical reproductive cloning experiments. I used newspaper archives,
particularly The Boston Globe 's, to read up on what happened last May when the clinic
was suddenly moved offshore to the Bahamas. Remember I mentioned last night in
Washington that they had been implicated in the disappearance of a couple of Harvard
coeds? Well, it was a lot more than mere implication, according to a couple of extremely
credible whistle-blowers who happen to have been Harvard Ph.D. candidates. They had
managed to get jobs at the clinic to find out the fate of eggs they had donated. During
their sleuthing, they found out a lot more than they had bargained for. At a grand jury
hearing, they claimed to have seen the missing women's ovaries in what they called the
clinic's 'egg recovery room.'"

"Good God!" Daniel said. "Why weren't Wingate people indicted, with that kind of
testimony?"

"Lack of evidence and a high-priced legal defense team! Apparently, the principals had a
preplanned evacuation protocol that included the immediate destruction of the clinic and
its contents, particularly its research facilities. Everything went up in a maelstrom of
flames while the principals left in a helicopter. So an indictment wasn't handed down.
The final irony is that without an indictment, they were able to collect on their insurance
for the fire."

"So what is your take on all this?"

"Simply that these people are definitely not nice, and we should limit our interaction
with them. And after what I read, I'd like to know the origin of the eggs they will be
supplying us with, just to be sure we're not supporting something unconscionable."

"I don't think that is a good idea. We've already decided that taking the ethical high road
is a luxury we can't afford if we are going to save CURE and HTSR. Questioning them
at this juncture might cause problems, and I don't want to jeopardize using their
facilities. As I mentioned, they were not overly enthusiastic after I nixed any use of our
involvement for promotional purposes."

Stephanie played with her napkin as she thought over what Daniel had said. She didn't
like dealing with the Wingate Clinic at all, but it was true that she and Daniel didn't have
a lot of choice with the time constraints they were under. It was also true that they were



already violating ethics by agreeing to treat Butler.

"Well, what do you say?" Daniel asked. "Can you live with this?"

"I suppose," Stephanie said without enthusiasm. "We'll do the procedure and scram."
"That's the plan," Daniel said. "Now let's move on! What's your good stuff?"

"The good stuff involves the Shroud of Turin."

"I'm listening."

"This afternoon, before I went to the bookstore, I told you that the shroud's story was
more interesting than I had imagined. Well, that was the understatement of the year."

"How so?"

"My current thinking is that Butler might not be so crazy after all, because the shroud
might very well be real. This is a surprising turnaround, since you know how skeptical |
am."

Daniel nodded. "Almost as much as [."

Stephanie eyed her lover after his last comment in hopes that there would be some
evidence of humor like a wry smile, but there wasn't. She felt a twinge of irritation that
Daniel had to be a little more, no matter what the issue. She took a sip of her wine to get
her mind back to the subject at hand. "Anyway," she continued, "I started reading the
material at the bookstore, and I had trouble stopping. [ mean, I can't wait to get back to
the book I bought. It was written by an Oxford scholar named Ian Wilson. Hopefully,
tomorrow I'll be getting more books, thanks to the Internet."

Stephanie was interrupted by the arrival of their meal. She and Daniel impatiently
watched as the waiter served them. Daniel held off speaking until the waiter had
withdrawn. "Okay, you have piqued my curiosity. Let's hear the basis of this surprising
epiphany."

"I started my reading with the comfortable knowledge the shroud had been carbon-dated
by three independent labs to the thirteenth century, the same century in which it had
suddenly appeared historically. Knowing the precision of carbon-dating technology, I
did not expect my belief that it was a forgery to be challenged. But it was, and it was
challenged almost immediately. The reason was simple. If the shroud had been made
when the carbon dating suggested, the forger would have had to be shockingly ingenious
several quanta above Leonardo da Vinci."



"You're going to have to explain," Daniel said between mouthfuls. Stephanie had paused
to start her own dinner.

"Let's start with some subtle reasons the forger would have to have been superhuman for
his time and then move on to more compelling ones. First off, the forger would have had
to have knowledge of foreshortening in art, which had yet to be discovered. The image
of the man on the shroud had his legs flexed and his head bent forward, probably in rigor
mortis."

"I'll admit that's not terribly compelling," Daniel remarked.

"How about this one: The forger would have had to know the true method of crucifixion
used by the Romans in ancient times. This was in contrast to all contemporary
thirteenth-century depictions of the crucifixion, of which there were literally hundreds of
thousands. In reality, the condemned individual's wrists were nailed to the crossbeam,
not his palms, which would not have been able to hold his weight. Also, the crown of
thorns was not a ringlet, but rather like a skullcap."

Daniel nodded a few times in thought.

"Try this one: The bloodstains block the image on the cloth, meaning this clever artist
started with bloodstains and then did the image, which is backward from the way all
artists would work. The image would be done first, or at least the outline. Then the
details like blood would be added to be certain they would be in the correct locations."

"That's interesting, but I'd have to put that one in the category with the foreshortening."

"Then let's move on," Stephanie said. "In 1979, when the shroud was subjected to five
days of scientific scrutiny by teams of scientists from the U.S., Italy, and Switzerland, it
was unequivocally determined that the shroud's image was not painted. There were no
brushstrokes, there was an infinite gradation of density, and the image was a surface
phenomenon only with no imbibition, meaning no fluid of any kind was involved. The
only explanation they came up with of the origin of the image was some kind of
oxidative process of the surface of the linen fibers, as if they were exposed in the
presence of oxygen to a sudden flash of intense light or other strong electromagnetic
radiation. Obviously, this was vague and purely speculative."

"All right," Daniel said. "I must admit you are getting into the downright compelling
arena."

"There's more," Stephanie said. "Some of the U.S. scientists examining the shroud in
1979 were from NASA, and they subjected the shroud to analysis by the most
sophisticated technologies available, including a piece of equipment known as a VP-8



Image Analyzer. This was an analog device that had been developed to convert specially
recorded digital images of the surface of the moon and Mars into three-dimensional
pictures. To everyone's surprise, the image on the shroud contains this kind of
information, meaning the density of the shroud's image at any given location is directly
proportional to the distance it was from the crucified individual it had covered. All in all,
it would have had to have been one hell of a forger if he anticipated all this back in the
thirteenth century."

"My word!" Daniel voiced, as he shook his head in amazement.

"Let me add one other thing," Stephanie said. "Biologists specializing in pollen have
determined that the shroud contains pollen that only comes from Israel and Turkey,
meaning the supposed forger would have had to be resourceful as well as clever."

"How could the results of the carbon dating have been so wrong?"

"An interesting question," Stephanie said, while taking another bite of her dinner. She
chewed quickly. "No one knows for sure. There have been suggestions that ancient linen
tends to support the continued growth of bacteria that leave behind a transparent,
varnish-like biofilm that would distort the results. Apparently, there has been a similar
problem with carbon-dating some linen on Egyptian mummies, whose antiquity is
known rather precisely by other means.

"Another idea suggested by a Russian scientist is that the fire that scorched the shroud in
the sixteenth century could have skewed the results, although it's hard for me to
understand how it could have skewed it more than a thousand years."

"What about the historical aspect?" Daniel asked. "If the shroud is real, how come its
history only goes back to the thirteenth century, when it appeared in France?"

"That's another good question," Stephanie said. "When I first started reading the shroud
material, I gravitated to the scientific aspects, and I've just started with the historical. [an
Wilson has cleverly related the shroud to another known and highly revered Byzantine
relic called the Edessa Cloth, which had been in Constantinople for over three hundred
years. Interestingly enough, this cloth disappeared when the city was sacked by
crusaders in 1204."

"Is there any documentary evidence that the shroud and the Edessa Cloth are one and the
same?"

"That's right where I stopped reading," Stephanie said. "But it seems likely there is such
evidence. Wilson cites a French eyewitness to the Byzantine relic prior to its
disappearance, who described it in his memoirs as a burial shroud with a mystical, full,



double-body image of Jesus, which certainly sounds like the Shroud of Turin. If the two
relics are the same, then history takes it back at least to the ninth century."

"I can certainly understand why all this has captured your interest," Daniel said. "It's
fascinating. And getting back to the science, if the image wasn't painted, what are the
current theories as to its origin?"

"That question is probably the single most intriguing. There really aren't any theories."
"Has the shroud been studied scientifically since the episode you mentioned in 1979?"
"A lot," Stephanie said.

"And there are no current theories?"

"None that have stood up to further testing. Of course, there is still the vague idea of
some kind of flash of strange radiation.... " Stephanie let her voice trail off as if to leave
the idea hanging in the air.

"Wait a second!" Daniel said. "You're not about to spring some divine or supernatural
nonsense on me, are you?"

Stephanie spread her hands palms-up, shrugged, and smiled all at the same time.
"Now I have the feeling you are toying with me," Daniel remarked with a chuckle.
"I'm giving you an opportunity to come up with a theory."

"Me?" Daniel questioned.

Stephanie nodded.

"I couldn't come up with a hypothesis without having actual access to all the data. I
assume the examining scientists have used things like electron microscopy,
spectroscopy, ultraviolet fluorescence, as well as appropriate chemical analysis."

"All of the above and more," Stephanie said. She sat back, with a provocative smile.
"And still, there is no accepted theory about how the image was produced. It's a
conundrum for sure. But come on! Be a sport! Can't you think of something with the
details I've related?"

"You're the one who's done the reading," Daniel said. "I think you should come up with
the suggestion."



"I have," Stephanie said.
"I'm wondering if I dare ask what it is."

"I find myself leaning in the direction of the divine. Here's my reasoning: If the shroud is
the burial cloth of Jesus Christ, and if Jesus was resurrected, meaning he went from the
material to the nonmaterial, presumably in an instant, then the shroud would have been
subjected to the energy of dematerialization. It was the flash of energy that created the
image."

"What the hell is the energy of dematerialization?" Daniel asked with exasperation.

"I'm not sure," Stephanie admitted with a smile. "But it stands there would be a release
of energy with a dematerialization. Look at the energy released with rapid elemental
decay. That creates an atom bomb."

"I suppose I don't have to remind you that you're employing very unscientific reasoning.
You're using the shroud's image to posit dematerialization so you can use
dematerialization to explain the shroud."

"It's unscientific, but it makes sense to me," Stephanie said with a laugh. "It also makes
sense to lan Wilson, who described the shroud's image as a snapshot of the
Resurrection."

"Well, if nothing else, you've certainly convinced me to take a peek at the book you
have."

"Not until I'm done!" Stephanie joked.

"What has this information about the shroud done to your reaction about using its
bloodstains to treat Butler?"

"I've come around one hundred and eighty degrees," Stephanie admitted. "At this point,
I'm all for it. I mean, why not enlist the potentially divine for all our sakes? And, as you
said down in Washington, using the shroud's blood will add some challenge and
excitement while creating the ultimate placebo."

Daniel lifted his hand, and he and Stephanie high-fived across the table.
"What about dessert?" Daniel questioned.

"Not for me. But if you have some, I'll have a decaf espresso."



Daniel shook his head. "I don't want dessert. Let's get home. I want to see if there are

any emails from the venture capital people." Daniel motioned for the waiter to get the
check.

"And I want to see if there are any messages from Butler. The other thing I learned about
the shroud is that we're definitely going to need his help to get a sample. On our own, it
would be impossible. The church has it sealed up under elaborate security within a
space-age box in an atmosphere of argon. They also categorically stated there would be
no more testing. After the carbon-dating fiasco, they are understandably gun-shy."

"Has there been any analysis of the blood?"

"Indeed there has," Stephanie said. "It was tested to be type AB, which was a lot more
common in the ancient Near East than it is generally now."

"Any DNA work?"

"That too," Stephanie said. "Several specific gene fragments were isolated, including a

beta globulin from chromosome eleven and even an amelogenin Y from chromosome
Y"

"Well, there you go," Daniel said. "If we can get a sample, it will be a piece of cake
pulling out the segments we need with our HTSR probes."

"Things better start happening quickly," Stephanie warned. "Otherwise, we're not going
to have the cells in time for Butler's Senate recess."

"I'm well aware," Daniel said. He took his credit card back from the waiter and signed
the receipt. "If the shroud is going to be involved, we've got to go to Turin in the next
few days. So Butler better get cracking! Once we have the sample, we can fly directly to
Nassau from London on British Airways. I checked that out earlier this evening."

"We're not going to do the cellular work here at our lab?"

"Unfortunately, no. The eggs are down there, not up here, and I don't want to take the
risk of shipping them, and I want them fresh. Hopefully, the Wingate lab is as well
equipped as they claim, because we'll be doing everything there."

"That means we'll be leaving in a few days and be gone a month or more."
"You got it. Is that a problem?"

"I suppose not," Stephanie said. "It's not a bad time to spend a month in Nassau. Peter



can keep things going in the lab. But I'll have to go home tomorrow or Sunday to see my
mom. She's been under the weather, as you know."

"You'd better do it sooner rather than later," Daniel said. "If word comes through from
Butler about the shroud sample, we're out of here."

Nine

2:45 P.M., Saturday, February 23, 2002

Daniel sensed he was getting a vague idea of what it was like to have manic-depressive
disorder as he hung up the phone from yet another disappointing conversation with the
venture capital people in San Francisco. Just prior to the call, he felt on top of the world
after outlining the schedule for the next month on a legal pad. With Stephanie now
enthusiastically behind the plan to treat Butler, including using blood from the shroud,
things were beginning to fall into place. That morning, between the two of them, they
had drawn up an encompassing release for Butler's signature and had emailed it to the
senator. As per their instructions, it was to be signed, witnessed by Carol Manning, and
faxed back.

When Stephanie had disappeared back into the lab to check on Butler's fibroblast
culture, Daniel had convinced himself that things were going so smoothly that it was
reasonable to call the moneymen in hopes of changing their minds about releasing the
second round of financing. But the call had not gone well. The key person had ended the
conversation by telling Daniel not to call back unless he had proof in writing that HTSR
would not be banned. The banker had explained that in light of recent events, word of
mouth, particularly in the form of vague generalities, would not be adequate. The banker
had added that unless such documentation was forthcoming in the near future, the
money allocated for CURE would be transferred to another promising biotech firm
whose intellectual property was not in political jeopardy.

Daniel sagged in his chair with his hips perched precariously on the edge, resting his
head on the chair's back. The idea of returning to stable-but-impecunious academia, with
its snail's-pace predictability, was sounding progressively appealing. He was beginning
to loathe the precipitous ups and downs of trying to achieve the moneyed celebrity status
he deserved. It was galling that movie stars only had to memorize a few lines and
famous athletes only had to show mindless dexterity with a stick or a ball in order to
command the lucre and attention showered on them. With his credentials and a brilliant



discovery to his credit, it was ludicrous that he had to bear such travail and associated
anxiety.

Stephanie's face poked around the corner. "Guess what?" she said brightly. "Things are
going fantastic with Butler's fibroblast culture. Thanks to the atmosphere of five-percent
CO and air, a monolayer is already starting to form. The cells 2 are going to be ready
sooner than I anticipated."

"Wonderful," Daniel said in a depressed monotone.

"What's the problem now?" Stephanie asked. She came into the room and sat down.
"You look like you're about to ooze off onto the floor. Why the long face?"

"Don't ask! It's the same old story about money, or at least the lack of it."
"I suppose that means you called the venture capitalists again."

"How very clairvoyant!" Daniel said sarcastically.

"Good grief! Why are you torturing yourself?"

"So now you think I'm doing this to myself."

"You are if you keep calling them. From what you said yesterday, their intentions were
pretty clear."

"But the Butler plan is moving ahead. The situation is evolving."

Stephanie closed her eyes for a moment and took a breath. "Daniel," she began, trying to
think how best to word what she was about to say without irritating him, "you can't
expect other people to view the world as you do. You're a brilliant man, maybe too smart
for your own good. Other people don't look at the world the way you do. [ mean, they
can't think the way you do."

"Are you being patronizing?" Daniel eyed his lover, scientific collaborator, and business
partner. Lately, with the stress of recent events, it was more the latter than the former,
and the business was not going well.

"Heavens, no!" Stephanie stated emphatically. Before Stephanie could continue, the
phone rang. Its raucous sound in the otherwise silent office startled both of them.

Daniel reached for the phone but didn't pick it up. He glanced at Stephanie. "Are you
expecting a call?"



Stephanie shook her head.
"Who could be calling here at the office on a Saturday?"
"Maybe it's for Peter," Stephanie suggested. "He's back in the lab."

Daniel lifted the receiver and used the long name of their business rather than the
acronym. "Cellular Replacement Enterprises," he said officially.

"This 1s Dr. Spencer Wingate from the Wingate Clinic. I'm calling from Nassau for Dr.
Daniel Lowell."

David motioned for Stephanie to go out in the reception area and pick up Vicky's
extension. He then identified himself to Spencer.

"I certainly didn't expect to get you directly, Doctor," Spencer said.
"Our receptionist doesn't come in on Saturdays."

"My word!" Spencer remarked. He laughed. "I didn't realize it was the weekend. Since
we've recently opened our new facility, we've all been working twenty-four-seven to
iron out the wrinkles. Many pardons if I'm causing a disturbance."

"You are not disturbing us in the slightest," Daniel assured him. Daniel heard the faint
click as Stephanie came on the line. "Is there some problem vis-a-vis our discussion
yesterday?"

"Quite the contrary," Spencer said. "I was afraid there had been a change on your end.
You said you would call last night or today at the latest."

"You're right, I did say that," Daniel responded. "I'm sorry. I've been waiting for word
about the shroud to start the ball rolling. I apologize for not getting back to you."

"No apologies are necessary. Although I hadn't heard from you, I thought I'd call to let
you know that I have already spoken with a neurosurgeon by the name of Dr. Rashid
Nawaz who has an office in Nassau. He's a Pakistani surgeon trained in London who I've
been assured is quite talented. He's even had some experience with fetal cell implants as
a house officer, and he is eager to be of assistance. He's also agreed to arrange for the
stereotaxic equipment to be brought from Princess Margaret Hospital."

"Did you mention the need for discretion?"

"Most certainly, and he is fine with it."



"Marvelous," Daniel responded. "Did you discuss his fee?"

"I did. It seems that his services will be somewhat more than I thought, perhaps due to
the required discretion. He is asking for one thousand dollars."

Daniel momentarily debated with himself if he should make an effort to negotiate. A
thousand dollars was significantly higher than the original estimate of two or three
hundred. But it wasn't his money, and in the end he told Spencer to make the
arrangements.

"Any further information about when we can expect you?" Spencer asked.
"Not at the moment," Daniel said. "I'll let you know as soon as I can."

"Perfect," Spencer said. "While I have you on the phone, there are a few details I'd like
to discuss."

"By all means."

"First, we'd like to request half the agreed-upon fees up front," Spencer said. "I can fax
you wiring instructions."

"You want the money immediately?"

"We'd like it as soon as we have a date for your arrival. It will make it possible for us to
begin scheduling appropriate staffing. Will that be a problem?"

"I suppose not," Daniel responded.

"Good," Spencer said. "Next, we'd like to arrange for instruction in HTSR for our staff,
particularly for Dr. Paul Saunders, as well as the opportunity to discuss with you a future
licensing agreement for HTSR and rates for the required probes and enzymes."

Daniel hesitated. His intuition was telling him he was being pushed for having agreed
too quickly to the compensation the day before. He cleared his throat. "I will not have a
problem with Dr. Saunders observing, but as for the licensing issue, I'm afraid I'm not at
liberty to grant such requests. CURE is a corporation with a board of directors that
would have to agree to any such arrangement, with full consideration of the
stockholders. But as the current CEO, I can promise you we will visit the issue in the
future, and your help in the current situation will be taken into consideration."

"Perhaps I was asking a bit much," Spencer admitted amiably. He chuckled. "But as the
saying goes: There's no harm in trying."



Daniel rolled his eyes, lamenting the indignities he had to endure.

"One last thing," Spencer said. "We would like to know the name of the patient, so we
can start the admission process and the patient record. We'd like to be prepared for his or
her arrival."

"There 1s to be no record," Daniel said flatly. "Yesterday I made it clear this treatment is
to be done under absolute secrecy."

"But we will have to identify the patient for lab tests and such," Spencer said.

"Call him Patient X or John Smith," Daniel said. "It doesn't make any difference. I
anticipate his being in your facility for only twenty-four hours at most. We'll be with him
the entire time, and we'll be doing all the lab tests."

"What if the Bahamian authorities question his admission?"
"Is that likely?"
"No, I suppose not. But if they do, I'm not sure what we would say."

"I'm trusting that with your experience dealing with the authorities during the clinic's
construction, you can be creative. That's part of the reason we're paying you forty
thousand dollars. Make sure they don't question."

"We'll need a bribe or two. Perhaps if you were to raise the price by five K, we could
guarantee no problems with the authorities."

Daniel didn't respond immediately while he controlled his anger. He hated to be
manipulated, especially by a clown of Wingate's caliber. "All right," he said at last,
without camouflaging his irritation. "We'll be wiring twenty-two and a half thousand.
However, | want your personal assurances that this operation will go smoothly from here
on out, and there's to be no more demands."

"You have my assurance as the founder of the Wingate Clinic that we will make every
effort to ensure your association with us meets your expectations and complete
satisfaction."

"You'll be hearing from us shortly."

"We'll be here!"



The screaming jet engines made the walls of Spencer's office shudder as the Boeing
intercontinental 767 passed over the Wingate Clinic at an altitude of less than five
hundred feet in preparation for landing. With the building's heavy insulation, the
vibration was more tactile than audible though strong enough to jiggle Spencer's array of
framed diplomas. Spencer was already accustomed to the daily intermittent disturbance
and paid no heed other than to absently right his diplomas on occasion.

"How did I do?" Spencer yelled through the open door.

Paul Saunders appeared in the doorway after having listened to Spencer's conversation
with Daniel from his office next door. "Well, let's look on the bright side. You didn't find
out the name of the patient, but you managed to eliminate close to half the world's rich
and famous. We now know it is a man."

"Very funny," Spencer said. "We didn't expect him to give us the name on a silver
platter. But I did get him to up the offer to forty-five thousand and agree to allow you to
observe the cellular work. That's not bad."

"But you didn't press him on the favorable licensing issue. That could save us big bucks
with our burgeoning stem cell therapy down the line."

"Yeah, well, he had a point. He's running a corporation."

"It might be a corporation, but it's a private company, and dollars to donuts, he's the
major stockholder by a long shot."

"Well, we win some and lose some. Anyway, I didn't scare him off. Remember that was
one of our worries-that if we pressed too hard, he'd go somewhere else."

"I've reconsidered that worry, provided he was telling us the truth about his tight time
frame. We're probably the only place that can supply him overnight with a first-rate lab,
a hospital setting, and human oocytes with no questions asked. But it doesn't matter. Our
potential bonanza payoff is going to come from finding out the name of the patient. I'm
convinced of it. And the sooner we find out, the better."

"I couldn't agree more, and to that end, I did find out Lowell was at his office for the
day, which was the real purpose of the call."

"True! And I have to give you credit for that. As soon as you hung up, I called Kurt
Hermann to let him know. He said he'd relay the information immediately to his
compatriot who's positioned in Boston, waiting to break into Lowell's apartment."

"I hope this compatriot, as you've called him, is capable of finesse. If Lowell gets



spooked-or, even worse, hurt-the whole thing might be off."

"I specifically relayed your fears about heavy-handedness to Kurt."
"And what did he say?"

"You know Kurt doesn't say much. But he understands."

"I hope you are right, because we could truly use a financial windfall. With what we've
spent getting this place up and running, the well is just about dry, and besides our stem-
cell work, there's very little infertility business on the immediate horizon."

"Dr. Spencer Wingate sounds just like the sleaze I feared," Stephanie said. She'd come
back into Daniel's office after listening in on the conversation. "He talks about bribery as
if it were an everyday occurrence."

"Maybe it is in the Bahamas," Daniel said.

"I hope he's short, fat, and has a wart on his nose."
Daniel gave Stephanie a confused look.

"Maybe he's a chain-smoker and has bad breath."
"What on earth are you talking about?"

"If Spencer Wingate looks as bad as he sounds, maybe I won't lose complete faith in the
medical profession. I know it is irrational, but I don't want him to look anything like my
mental image of a physician. It scares me to think he's a practicing doctor. And that goes
for his partners as well."

"Oh, come on, Stephanie! Don't be so naive. The medical profession, like any
profession, is far from perfect. There are good ones and bad ones, with the majority
somewhere in between."

"I thought self-regulation was part of the definition of this profession. Anyway, the real
issue is that I wish my intuition wasn't telling me that working with these people is a bad
idea."

"For the last time," Daniel said with frustration, "we're not working with those clowns.
God forbid! We're using their facilities and that's it. End of story."



"Let's hope it's that simple," Stephanie said.

Daniel returned Stephanie's gaze. They'd been together long enough for him to tell that
she was not buying his simple assessment, and it irritated him that she wasn't being more
supportive. The problem was, her misgivings called attention to his own, which he was
actively trying to ignore. He wanted to believe the whole episode was going to go
smoothly and soon be over, but Stephanie's negativity kept undermining his hopes.

The fax sprang to life out in the reception area.
"I'll see what it is," Stephanie said. She got up and went out of the room.

Daniel watched her go. It was a relief to escape her stare. People had a way of irritating
him-even Stephanie, on occasion. He wondered if he'd be better off alone.

"It's the release from Butler already," Stephanie called out. "Signed and witnessed along
with a note saying the hard copy is in the mail."

"Great!" Daniel yelled back. At least Butler's cooperation was encouraging.

"The cover sheet asks if we have checked our email this afternoon." Stephanie appeared
at the door with a questioning expression. "I didn't check. Did you?"

Daniel shook his head and tilted forward, connecting to the Internet. At the new, special
email account set up for Butler's treatment, there was a message from the senator.
Stephanie came around Daniel's desk and looked over his shoulder as he opened it.

My dear doctors,

I hope this note finds you busy with your preparations for my imminent treatment. I too
have been productively occupied, and I am happy to report that the custodians of the
Shroud of Turin have been most helpful, thanks to the intercession by an influential
colleague. You are to travel to Turin at your first opportunity. Upon arrival, you will call
the Chancery of the Archdiocese of Turin to speak with Monsignor Mansoni. You will
inform the monsignor that you are my representatives. At that point, my understanding is
that the monsignor will arrange a meeting at an appropriate location to give you the
sacred sample. Please understand that this is to be done with the utmost discretion and
secrecy, so as not to jeopardize my esteemed colleague. Meanwhile, I remain your dear
friend.



A.B.

Daniel took a moment to delete the message just as he and Stephanie had made a point
of deleting the senator's other emails. It had been their collective decision that there was
to be as little evidence as possible of the affair. When he was done, he looked up at her.
"The senator is certainly doing his part."

Stephanie nodded. "I'm impressed. I'm also starting to get excited. The affair is
definitely acquiring a touch of international intrigue."

"When can you be ready to leave? Alitalia has daily flights to Rome that depart in the
evening with connections to Turin. Remember, you're going to have to pack for a
month."

"Packing is not the problem," Stephanie said. "My two problems are my mom and
Butler's tissue culture. I need to spend some time with my mom, as I mentioned. I also
want to get Butler's tissue culture to a point where Peter can take ove