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… And then the next day as I come back into the sane, I wonder how I should like you to come to me And offer to put me gently out of my pain.

Robert Frost

A Roadside Stand

When a conjecture inspires new hopes or creates new fears, action is indicated. There is an important asymmetry between hope, which leads to actions which will test its basis, and fear which leads to restriction of options frequently preventing any attempt at [testing]. As we know only too well, many of our hopes do not survive their tests. However, fears accumulate untested. Our inventory of untested fears has always made humanity disastrously vulnerable to thought control. Independent science’s greatest triumph was the reduction of that vulnerability. (Italics added)

Arthur Kantrowitz

Dartmouth College, 1994

Now it is a characteristic of such intellectuals that they see no incongruity in moving from their own discipline, where they are acknowledged masters, to public affairs, where they might be supposed to have no more right to a hearing than anyone else. Indeed they always claim that their special knowledge gives them valuable insights.

Paul Johnson

Intellectuals Weidenfeld and Nicolson, 1990


WASHINGTON: THE CAPITOL

The crowd surging along the base of the Capitol steps was on the verge of turning ugly. It was much larger than the Capitol police had anticipated and growing bigger by the minute. At first it had been orderly, well-organized, mostly women of various ages led by earnest young men in dark suits and narrow ties who shouted their directions through electric bullhorns.

The placards they carried were professionally printed, in red, white and blue.

NO MONSTERS!

DON’T INTERFERE WITH GOD’S WORK

I DON’T WANT TO LIVE FOREVER

MARSHAK IS A MURDERER

But now a different sort of crowd was pouring in, men and women, older for the most part, a lot of gray hair, many in wheelchairs. There were only a few placards among them, many of them hand-lettered.

DON’T CONDEMN ME FOR LIFE TO THIS

WHEELCHAIR

I NEED A NEW HEART

MY BABY IS DYING. PLEASE HELP ME!

The demonstrators marched up and down the parking area at the base of the Capitol steps, chanting slogans and counter-slogans.

‘Marshak does the devil’s work!’

‘Marshak is a gift from God!’

‘Marshak … Marshak … Mar-shak … Mar-shak!’

Now TV news vans were pulling up, like sharks drawn to blood, camera crews focusing on the placards and the marching, chanting, shouting red-faced demonstrators.

The sky overhead was a clear summer blue, although the morning traffic had already raised a smoggy haze on the streets. A hot, muggy July morning in the nation’s capital; it would have been a slow Monday, news-wise, except for the demonstration. Knots of picketers began to cluster around each of the camera crews, yelling out their slogans and waggling their placards.

Sergeant Wally Lewis watched it all from the top of the Capitol steps with a sour frown on his dark fleshy face.

‘Better call the DC force,’ he said into his hand-held radio.

The little speaker crackled, ‘You mean you can’t handle a few yahoos?’

Lewis grimaced. ‘There’s more’n a few.’ Squinting through the pollution haze past the Supreme Court building up toward Maryland Avenue, he added, ‘And more busloads heading this way.’

‘How many more?’

‘Six … eight … must be a dozen I can see from here.’

‘We can handle ’em.’

With the weary head shake of a veteran, Lewis said into his radio, ‘These people are gonna turn nasty, I tell you. I can feel it in my bones.’

‘The hearing’s over at the Rayburn building, ain’t it? Dumb shits don’t even know where it’s happening.’

‘Don’t matter where the hearings are,’ said Lewis. ‘If there’s a riot it’s gonna be right here.’

‘Who in hell would’ve thought people’d get this worked up over some science stuff?’ The voice in the speaker sounded more surprised than annoyed.

‘Yeah,’ said Lewis. Then he added silently, Who in hell?


THE TRIAL: DAY ONE, MORNING

The noise of the demonstrators was barely audible across Independence Avenue, where the Rayburn House office building seemed quiet and calm, little different from any other summer Monday morning.

People were streaming into Room 2318, though, where the House Committee on Science normally holds its hearings. Two uniformed guards at the door did nothing more than eye the arriving men and women. This was an open hearing and the level of security was minimal.

Still, there was an electrical crackle of tense expectation in the air inside the hearing room. News reporters jammed the two long tables provided for them and spilled over into the first few rows of benches, just behind the prospective witnesses. Their camera crews lined both sides of the unpretentious room, training their glaring lights on the three long tiers of desks lining the front wall of the chamber, where the committee members and their aides normally sat, and the smaller witness table facing it.

‘State your name, please, and your affiliation.’

‘Arthur Marshak, Grenford Laboratory.’

‘Be seated.’

As he took the witness chair, Arthur Marshak gave the impression of a handsomely distinguished, hugely successful man of the world. His hair had turned silver in his thirties. The Silver Fox, they called him – behind his back. He looked poised, self-assured. None of the spectators saw how hard he worked to keep himself slender, how hard he was straining to keep his inner fears from their view.

He felt alone in the crowded hearing chamber: a man surrounded by enemies, a man whose career was about to be destroyed.

He wore a lightweight suit of deep blue with a carefully knotted maroon tie. He placed a black leather-bound powerbook computer on the table before him, then sat. The green-baize-covered table also held a single pencil-thin microphone and a stainless steel pitcher of water on a tray with several plain drinking glasses.

Facing him from the bottom tier of desks where Congressional committee members usually sat were three unsmiling elderly men, the judges, sitting in the green-leather-padded chairs. The chief judge, in the center, was president of the National Academy of Sciences, Milton Graves: bald, bespectacled, round-faced, he looked like a harmless old man, yet he was a wily veteran of Washington political infighting. On Graves’s left sat a tanned professor of biochemistry from Caltech, on his right, a sad-eyed professor of jurisprudence from Yale. The examiner sat at the end of the row, next to the impromptu gallery that had been set up for the jury.

The chief judge peered at Arthur from over the rims of his bifocals. ‘Dr Marshak,’ he said, as if he had not known Arthur for more than ten years, ‘I want to point out that although this is not a court of law, you are bound to reply fully and truthfully to all the questions asked of you, under penalty of contempt of Congress.’

Arthur nodded. ‘I understand.’ Beneath his calm exterior Arthur felt troubled. Should I call him Your Honor? Or Dr Graves? Milton Graves had helped Arthur to set up this trial, but now he was acting as if they were strangers.

The men and women of the jury, a dozen carefully picked scientists, sat in their makeshift gallery along the plain white wall that held portraits of former science committee chairmen.

‘The point of this Science Court,’ Graves said, raising his voice to address the spectators, ‘is to determine the scientific validity of organ regeneration in human beings. This court has the responsibility of making a recommendation of public policy to the highest levels of government. To make that recommendation, we must ascertain the scientific facts. We will deal strictly with science in this hearing, nothing more.’ Then he added, ‘And nothing less.’

This would be laughable if it weren’t so deadly serious, Arthur thought. We’re here to make a sober, calculated decision of scientific fact and half of Washington’s news media are breathing down our necks. Waiting for me to say that I can grow a new heart for you when your original heart is failing or regenerate an amputated limb.

Then he thought, No, what they’re really waiting for is to see if they can nail me for Cassie’s death. They’ve ruined my career; now they want to finish the job. It’s going to be a Roman circus, me against the lions.

His brother Jesse was sitting in the front row, off to one side. Arthur turned slightly in his chair to see him, but Jesse avoided his eyes. Julia was not with him. Just as well; she shouldn’t risk another miscarriage. Better that she stays home.

‘Dr Marshak.’

Arthur snapped his attention to the examiner. He was a lawyer from a Washington firm, young and tall and utterly serious. Dark brush of a moustache. He looked completely humorless. Slowly he rose to his feet and stood at the end of the table, rigid and upright, posed like a young Abe Lincoln. He held a doctorate in biology, but Arthur wondered how long it had been since this lawyer had seen the inside of a lab.

‘Dr Rosen,’ said Arthur coolly, struggling to maintain his self-control.

‘Grenford Laboratory is a division of Omnitech Corporation, isn’t it?’

Arthur’s brows went up. ‘I don’t see what that’s got to do with the matter at hand.’

‘Please answer the question, sir.’

Arthur shot a glance at Jesse. His brother gave him the slightest of smiles. So this is the way they’re going to play the game, he thought. A fencing match. Very well, he told himself. En garde. He knew something about fencing.

‘You must answer the question,’ said the judge on Arthur’s left, the law professor.

‘Yes,’ Arthur said warily, ‘Grenford Lab is a division of Omnitech. Which in turn has recently merged with Kyushu Industries, a Japanese corporation.’

‘Omnitech itself is a multinational corporation, isn’t it?’ asked the examiner, stepping slowly toward the witness table. ‘With extensive operations in Europe and Latin America as well as here in the States.’

‘And in Canada, too,’ said Arthur. ‘We mustn’t take our good neighbor to the north for granted.’

A few of the spectators giggled. Rosen nodded solemnly. Out of the corner of his eye Arthur could see a trio of TV cameras following the lawyer’s purposeful strides across the front of the room. The jury was focused on him, too.

‘And just what is your position vis-à-vis Omnitech Corporation?’

‘I am no longer employed by Omnitech.’

‘Ah, yes. I know. But what was your position with the corporation?’

‘I was a corporate vice president. One of twenty.’

‘And a member of their board of directors?’

‘Yes.’

‘You founded Grenford Laboratory, did you not?’

‘Yes. Eight years ago.’

‘For what purpose?’

‘To engage in cancer research.’

‘Did you do so on government research grants?’

‘We received a few grants from NCI—’

‘The National Cancer Institute?’

‘Yes.’

‘NCI is part of the National Institutes of Health, is it not?’

‘NIH, yes.’ Arthur could not help frowning. Everyone here knew the jargon, even the reporters.

‘Any other government support?’

‘No. The overwhelming majority of our support came from the corporation’s internal funding.’

‘I see.’ Rosen walked away from the witness table a few steps, slowly, as if mulling over what he had just heard.

Then he turned. ‘And when did your work on cancer research turn toward the objective of regenerating organs?’


ARTHUR

I had to stop and think for a moment, and when I remembered the answer to Rosen’s question it almost made me smile. Like most of my really great ideas, it came to me during sex. Not that I’d tell him that.

It was one of those delightfully unplanned, unanticipated moments. They don’t happen often, but when they do they have a momentum of their own. I had shaken hands with Elise Hauser while I was going through the reception line at the Humanitarian of the Year dinner at the Waldorf. She was virtually a giantess, a couple of inches taller than I. Straw-blonde hair spilling down to her bare shoulders. She looked splendidly regal. The other women at the dinner were either dowdy white-haired old ladies loaded with jewelry or overdressed young bubble-heads in the latest flamboyant styles. Elise wore a simple white gown that clung to her like a famished lover, strapless and cut deliciously low.

As the brother of the guest of honor, I was placed at the head table. As a ranking representative of the United Nations, Elise was too. I got the waiter to shuffle the place cards so I could sit beside her instead of between Jesse and Julie. I hadn’t seen either of them since their wedding, and I felt terribly awkward about seeing them now. No, not just awkward. I felt hurt. Pained. At first I thought I’d stay away from this dinner, but Mama convinced me that it would look awful if Jesse’s only brother didn’t show up for his big night.

Once we were seated next to each other, Elise asked me, ‘You are the brother of the award recipient?’ Her accent was Viennese, her voice was low, throaty. A smoker’s voice, I thought. It sounded sexy.

The ballroom was buzzing with two hundred conversations while waiters dashed among the tables with heavy trays laden with banquet fare. The male guests and the waiters were all in tuxedos; the room looked like a collection of penguins accompanying gaudily-plumed peacocks. I filtered all of that out to concentrate on her.

‘Yes,’ I said, smiling my best smile for her. ‘He’s my baby brother.’

‘He is a great man. You must be very proud of him.’

‘Oh, I am.’ Then I figured I’d see if she had a sense of humor. ‘Of course, I taught him everything he knows.’

Her brows arched. ‘You are joking.’

‘A little.’

‘Are you a physician also?’

‘No, I’m a scientist.’

‘A physician is not a scientist?’

That made me laugh. ‘They think of themselves as scientists, but real scientists think of them as pill-pushers or butchers.’

‘You don’t have a high opinion of your brother.’

‘But I do!’ I said. And I almost meant it. ‘Jesse’s a fine man. An ornament to his profession. He deserves the award very much.’ I didn’t tell her that he had stolen Julia away from me.

‘I see.’ She turned her attention to the fruit cup in front of her.

I turned and glanced down the row of dignitaries sitting at the head table to take a peek at Julia. Her eyes seemed to look slightly puffy, as if she had been crying. Is she really happy with Jesse? He can’t possibly be taking care of her the way I could. What a fool she was to throw me over for him. My baby brother. Humanitarian of the year. What a joke.

A waiter took away my fruit cocktail before I had the chance to do more than stick a spoon into it. Another waiter slapped a plate of soggy salad in front of me.

I returned my attention to the blonde Amazon next to me. ‘Did you say you worked at the United Nations?’

‘Yes,’ she answered, a forkful of wilted lettuce in mid-air between her plate and her lips. ‘In the Secretary-General’s office.’

‘And what do you do there?’

‘Mostly I move paperwork from my desk to someone else’s desk,’ she said with a sigh deep enough to raise my pulse rate. ‘Once in a while, however, I am able to do something useful.’

‘Such as?’

‘Increase the budget for UNESCO, so that some of the poorer countries can gain the benefits of medical research.’

‘I see.’ I made a stab at my own salad. The dinner’s sponsors were not spending much of their money on the food, obviously.

‘What kind of a scientist are you?’ she asked.

I was tempted to say that I was the best kind, the kind that deserved a Nobel Prize but would never receive one. But that would have sounded too bitter. So I simply replied, ‘Molecular biology.’

‘Ah. Genetic engineering.’

She knew quite a bit about molecular biology, it turned out. And she was good at getting me talking. Before I realized it, I found myself telling her how Jesse and I had engineered a microbe that ate toxic wastes and reduced them to harmless natural elements. I patented that microbe and then licensed Omnitech Corporation to produce it. Jesse and I became pretty well-off on the royalties; wealthy enough for Jesse to devote his medical practice to the poor and become Humanitarian of the Year. Wealthy enough for my department head at Columbia to get so envious that he drummed me out of the university.

Elise seemed very impressed. I was certainly very impressed with her. I was staying at the Waldorf overnight and we ended up in my suite, in bed. She had a skier’s supple muscular body, strong and lithe, and she was used to getting her own way. She wanted to be dominant, but I wouldn’t let her. We both enjoyed every instant of our tussle.

It was right after that, while we lay sweaty and spent on the rumpled bed, that the idea hit me. We were already working on the genes that control the suppressor factor that stops cells from multiplying. That was one of our approaches to dealing with cancer. But what if we could find the genes that produce the activating factors that make the cells mature and differentiate. If we could control both the suppressor and activating factors, we could control cell regeneration.

‘We could cure paraplegics,’ I said out loud.

‘Huh?’ Elise mumbled drowsily.

I don’t get many flashes of inspiration like that. Usually Jesse’s the intuitive one; I tend to be more methodical. A plodder, in Jesse’s estimation.

I sat up in the bed. ‘That’s the great thing about sex. It dissolves the barriers in your mind. It’s the most creative act a person can do.’

‘Thank you.’

I was so excited that I got up from the bed and padded naked into the sitting room of the suite. I closed the door so I wouldn’t disturb Elise. The room was lit only by the street glow coming through the window. A siren wailed past out there, its pitch dopplering down as it yodeled along the avenue. Two in the morning and still the city growled and hummed. New York, New York: the town so big they had to name it twice.

I fumbled around in the semi-darkness, banged my shin against the damned coffee table before I found the lamp on the end table beside the sofa and clicked it on. The sofa felt cold and a little rough on my bare bottom, but I ignored that, looked up Jesse’s number in my notebook, then grabbed the phone and punched it out.

I heard the phone ring once, twice …

‘Hullo?’ Julia’s voice. Even after all these months her voice stabbed straight into my heart. I hadn’t expected her to answer. I guess I hadn’t wanted to think of her in bed with my brother.

‘Um, sorry to wake you, Julia. I need to talk to Jesse.’

‘Arthur? Lord, I thought it was the hospital.’

‘No, It’s just me.’

‘We haven’t heard a word from you in a year and you phone at two a.m.?’

‘It’s important,’ I said.

‘Can’t you wait until morning?’

I wanted to apologize to her, I wanted to tell her how much I still loved her and missed her and how deeply she had hurt me, but instead I only said, ‘By morning he’ll be off and running and it’ll take me another two days to track him down. Let me talk to him now, will you?’

Something muffled, then Jesse’s voice. ‘Arby? What’s the matter? What’s wrong?’

‘I’ve got an idea.’

‘An idea? You’re calling about an idea at two in the morning?’

‘I know where you are at two in the morning,’ I snapped. ‘Most mornings, anyway.’

‘I don’t believe this.’

‘It’s an important idea,’ I insisted.

‘Great. Go back to sleep and maybe it’ll go away.’

‘Dammit, Jess, this is serious! We can repair the spinal damage that causes paraplegia.’

‘Sure we can.’

‘How soon can you get up to my lab?’

‘Arby, it’s two in the morning, for Christ’s sake!’

‘I know what time it is, dammit! Are you interested in curing paraplegics or not?’

Despite himself, Jesse was interested. I started explaining my idea and Jesse stayed on the phone, listening. Soon he was commenting, making suggestions, adding his own ideas. I heard my brother’s voice go from irritation to reluctance to enthusiasm as we batted concepts back and forth just the way we used to do in the old days, before Julia.

I was still talking to Jess when Elise swept past, fully dressed, her hair glistening from the shower. She gave me a pitying smile and blew me a kiss. I barely waved to her while I continued to talk with my brother.


JESSE

Humanitarian of the year. And you know what? I deserved it. As much as anybody in the city, I guess.

I wouldn’t have thought so before I met Julia. Never even would have thought about it at all, really. I just did the work I wanted to do and never gave a hoot about awards and honors. That was my brother’s kick. Arby always took himself very importantly. Hell, he was talking about winning the Nobel Prize back when I was still in high school and he was a sophomore at Columbia.

Must have hurt him like hell when they threw him out of Columbia. But he landed on his feet, no bruises. Started up the lab in Connecticut and started making tons of money. Me, I just plugged away at med school and then went into practice.

It was Julia who saw the importance of honors and awards.

‘It will bring more attention to the hospital,’ she told me. ‘It will help to attract more donations. And larger ones, too.’

She was right, of course. The bigger my name got, the easier it was to raise big bucks for the hospital. And the medical center. Julia saw to it that when we went to Brazil we got plenty of media coverage. Translated into several million in donations.

Arby was as up-tight as a Mormon in a cocktail lounge all through the dinner at the Waldorf. We hadn’t seen him since our wedding. I’m sure he didn’t want to come to the dinner but Ma made him. She’s tough. Too bad she couldn’t come herself. I had wanted her to, but her doctors said she couldn’t travel and Arby sided with them.

Anyway, he was stiff as a totem pole with us. Shook my hand, of course, and took Julia’s. Mumbled a couple of words. And then he got as far away from us as possible. Even rearranged the seating at the head table so he wouldn’t have to be between Julia and me. Sat himself next to some big blonde dish. That’s my brother Arby: no matter what happens he comes out OK.

I was awfully uncomfortable in that damned tux. I don’t even own a tie. Julia had to do the bow-tie for me, and I went all through dinner with it strangling me but when it came time for my little speech I just had to undo it. Got my picture in the Times that way, with the tie hanging loose and my collar undone. They didn’t see that I was wearing nice comfortable running shoes. They were black and if anybody noticed they didn’t say anything.

Anyway, we get through the dinner and the speech and Arby disappears with the blonde on his arm. Julia and I taxi back to our apartment.

‘Do you realize,’ she said as we were undressing, ‘that this is the first time this month that you’ve been home before midnight?’

I hadn’t realized it.

‘Have I been neglecting you?’ I asked her.

‘You most certainly have.’ She had that mischievous grin on her face, the kind that said fun and games.

So I gave her my utmost attention. And she did likewise for me. It was terrific.

We’re drifting off to sleep, around two or so, when the phone rings. Julia grabs it because she wound up on that side of the bed. I’m thinking it’s some kind of disaster at the hospital, who the hell else would call me at two in the morning?

It’s Arby. He’s got some big cockamamie idea about regenerating spinal neurons in paraplegics. I can’t believe it. He hasn’t said a word to me in a year, and now he’s bubbling over with enthusiasm, just as if he had never been sore at me at all.

And he just wouldn’t let me off the phone. I mean, the idea was interesting enough, but he kept rattling on and on about it and telling me he wanted me to help him with it, just like we worked together years ago before he founded his big-time lab, before Julia came into our lives.

Julia sat there in the bed beside me, pressing close so she could hear what Arby was talking about. I got maybe six words in every fifteen minutes or so. Arby kept yakking and yakking. About science. About us working together to cure paraplegics and allow them walk again.

After more than an hour of this, Julia gets up from the bed and starts rummaging in the night table on her side. She looked like she was posing for Playboy or something, in the nude like that. I started thinking that I ought to hang up on Arby and grab her again.

But she pulls out a pad and ballpoint pen and scribbles a note for me.

He wants to make up with you, her note said.

I looked up at her, Arby’s voice still chattering in my telephone ear. Julia sat beside me again and nodded, with a really happy smile on her face. Then she wrote some more on the pad.

This is Arthur’s way of getting together with you again, it said. Don’t brush him off.

Like she was a mindreader, at that precise instant Arby asked, ‘Can you make it over here tomorrow for lunch?’

‘You mean have lunch at your lab?’ I asked.

Julia nodded so vigorously it made her breasts bob up and down. I damned near dropped the phone.

‘Yes,’ Arby was saying. ‘At the lab, tomorrow. Well, later today, actually.’

I grinned at my wife and said into the phone, ‘OK, Arby. I’ll be there around twelve-thirty. How’s that?’

‘Wonderful!’ he said. And at last he hung up.

I put the phone back in its cradle and then pulled Julia to me.

‘He wants to get together with you again,’ she said, all smiles. ‘He wants to end this separation.’


JULIA

I had never intended to come between Arthur and Jesse. I had never meant to cause hurt or pain.

As a matter of fact, I had never intended to fall in love or get married or live in America. I had a very nice career going with British Airways, thank you, and I was quite the self-possessed modern woman, making ready to shatter the glass ceiling of corporate chauvinism to become the first woman chairman of BA’s board, eventually. I had it all planned out, you see.

In the meantime I was having great fun, travelling the world and advancing my career. I had a few flings here and there, always very cautiously, of course. It wouldn’t do for an ambitious women executive to get the wrong kind of reputation. And there was always AIDS to worry about.

But Arthur simply swept me off my feet. Here was this handsome silver-haired man with an absolutely deadly smile, intelligent as the devil, successful, quite well-off financially, who just happened to sit beside me on Concorde during a flight I was making to New York. And he exuded this kind of animal heat without even realizing it.

This was something I hadn’t planned on; not at all. In fact, within two weeks my plans were completely demolished and I was suddenly living in a different world. Truth to tell, I allowed Arthur to sweep me off my feet. It was enormous fun and tremendously exciting. I transferred to the New York office and told myself that the glass ceiling could remain unshattered a while longer because I was going to add romance and marriage to my life plan.

Looking back on it, I realize that I never actually loved Arthur. I was in a whirl and we certainly shared wildly passionate times in bed, and when he asked me to marry him I said yes without hesitation. I was living life in the fast lane, the kind of life I could only dream about before meeting Arthur, and I never even thought of what could happen to us in the long run. It was foolish of me; vain and selfish and foolish. That’s what happens when you act without thinking.

Arthur introduced me to his younger brother, whom he obviously felt very proud of and protective towards. Jesse seemed at first disdainful, aloof, and rather surprised that Arthur could fall so hard for a woman so quickly. At first I thought Jesse suspected me of being an opportunist, an English adventuress who was taking advantage of his big brother. I began to fear that he was right. I told myself that he was jealous of Arthur. And I found that he was, but not in a mean, selfish way.

Jesse was in love with me! Beneath that New Yorkish shell he kept around himself he was a sensitive, vulnerable man who loved me. And I was shocked to realize that I had fallen in love with him. Deeply, truly in love. The calculating part of my mind told me that I was going to ruin everything. But my heart overwhelmed my head: I was in love with Jesse and there was no remedy for it.

You see, Jesse needed me and Arthur didn’t. It was almost as simple as that. There wasn’t very much that I could give to Arthur that he didn’t already have. I began to realize that I would be a sort of trophy for him, a wife to show off after board meetings. But Jesse and I could share a life together. I could help him become the man he wouldn’t even dream of being without me. Jesse would make a fine father, too, I was sure of that.

Once I realized that I was thinking about children, there was no turning back. The smug career woman who had allowed herself to be swept into the fast lane disappeared. Jesse was my life. His career became my prime focus.

It was the most difficult thing I had ever done in my life to break that news to Arthur. I didn’t want to hurt him, and I knew that Jesse didn’t want to, either. I dreaded the thought of coming between them. I even asked their mother what I should do, a very painful and draining afternoon in her room at the nursing home where she lay waiting for death to overtake her.

There was nothing for it except to tell Arthur the unvarnished truth. It was my own fault, of course. I should never have agreed to marry Arthur so quickly.

His reaction stunned me. He said absolutely nothing. He went rigidly silent and walked out of my life – and Jesse’s. Literally. He simply walked away. I felt miserable about it. But Jesse and I were in love and we got married soon afterwards. Arthur came to the wedding but said not a word to anyone, certainly not to either of us. In fact, the first words I heard from his mouth came at the Humanitarian of the Year dinner, when he more or less had to say hello as he came through the reception line and took my hand briefly.

That’s why I was so glad that Arthur had broken the ice at last and invited Jesse to work with him on this scientific idea of his. I had asked Jesse, now and then, to make some overture to his brother, but Jess wouldn’t do it.

‘You don’t know him as well as I do,’ he would tell me. ‘I could stand on my head and turn blue and he’d just stare right past me.’

So that night – or that morning, rather – when Arthur called I was overjoyed. Perhaps the two men could start behaving like brothers again. It would be an enormous burden of guilt lifted from my shoulders.


THE TRIAL: DAY ONE, MORNING

‘It wasn’t our work on cancer that led to the regeneration experiments,’ Arthur said to the examiner. ‘That came later.’

Rosen seemed to think that over for several long moments. The hearing chamber was absolutely silent, not even a cough or a shuffle of feet. With his back to the spectators, Arthur realized that every eye in the chamber was focused on the lawyer, including the television cameras. He glanced at the TV monitor set up against the side wall. It showed Rosen’s dark-haired, somber face in a tight closeup.

‘You just suddenly got the idea of how to regenerate organs?’ Rosen asked.

‘Yes.’

‘Such as the heart?’

‘Yes.’

‘And limbs? Legs, arms, fingers?’

‘Or toes.’

‘This idea just suddenly sprang into your mind?’

Arthur suppressed an urge to smile. ‘Like all ideas, it was the result of many different stimuli, most of them subconscious until the big “Ahah!” hits.’

The audience behind him stirred slightly. He heard a couple of small laughs.

‘The big “Ahah?”’ Rosen asked.

‘The final realization of the idea in all its splendor,’ Arthur said. ‘What you might call the inspiration.’

‘Inspiration? That sounds like an artist’s word, Dr Marshak. We’re talking about scientific research here, aren’t we?’

‘Albert Einstein said, “Imagination is more important than knowledge.” He did a fair amount of scientific research.’

Rosen huffed. ‘Very well, you were … inspired to think about the possibilities of regenerating organs and limbs. What did you do then?’

Arthur looked past the lawyer to the panel of judges. ‘I thought this court was to be a scientific inquiry. What’s all this questioning of my personal behavior got to do with it? We’re here to settle the scientific issue!’

Before Graves or either of the other judges could respond, Rosen said, ‘I am attempting to set the background against which this research was conducted. Science does not happen in a vacuum. People do science, and their motivations can be as important to the outcome of their research as any other factor.’

‘That’s nonsense and—’

‘A young woman died as a result of this work,’ Rosen said coldly.

Arthur felt his words like a blow to the pit of his stomach, reminding him that there was another trial awaiting him back in Connecticut. Cassie’s parents were suing him, trying to hold him personally responsible for her suicide.

‘Her death is not a matter for this court,’ he retorted. But he knew he was the only person in the room who thought so.

Rosen turned to the judges.

Graves pushed at his bifocals and cleared his throat, tactics Arthur recognized as a way of stalling for time while he thought. At last the chief judge said, ‘Since this is the first time the science court has been convened, I am willing to allow the examiner a certain degree of latitude. There is the question of wrongful death involved, whether we like it or not.’

‘This court shouldn’t be concerned with that matter,’ Arthur insisted. ‘We’re here to examine the scientific evidence and nothing more. You said that yourself.’

Looking pained, Graves replied, ‘We would all be grateful, Dr Marshak, if you would indulge us and answer the examiner’s questions to the best of your ability.’

He called me Dr Marshak, Arthur said to himself. Two nights ago we were drinking together at the Cosmos Club and now he acts as if we’re strangers.

‘Please answer the question,’ Graves repeated.

‘What was the question?’ Arthur grumbled.

The clerk pecked at his tape recorder. Rosen’s voice droned, ‘Very well, you were … inspired to think about the possibilities of regenerating organs and limbs. What did you do then?’

‘I consulted with my brother, Dr Jesse Marshak,’ said Arthur.

‘That was the first thing you did when you got the idea that it would be possible to regenerate human organs?’ Rosen asked.

Arthur shifted slightly in the witness chair. ‘The idea hadn’t gotten that far yet. I was thinking then in terms of helping paraplegics.’

The examiner stroked his moustache for a moment as he slowly walked across the front of the room, eclipsing the judges, one by one, from Arthur’s view.

‘Paraplegics.’

Impatiently, Arthur replied, ‘This is all in the written documentation I’ve provided the court. If you’ve read the material—’

‘There is nothing in the documentation about paraplegics,’ said Rosen.

‘Yes there is,’ Arthur insisted. ‘In the note I published in Biophysics Letters I discussed nerve regeneration in vivo as a means of reversing paraplegia.’

‘Was this application vigorously pursued?’

‘Not per se.’

‘And what does that mean?’

‘It became part of the larger effort to pursue tissue regeneration in general.’

‘In other words, you forgot about helping paraplegics once you hit upon the possibility of regenerating organs such as the heart or kidneys. Is that correct?’

‘Not entirely—’

‘There’s much more money in organ regeneration, isn’t there?’ Rosen said. ‘A bigger market than paraplegics.’

He’s intentionally trying to make me lose my temper, Arthur told himself. With deliberate calm he replied, ‘No, we did not forget about helping paraplegics. We simply realized that regenerating nerve growth is a part of the more general problem of regenerating tissue, all kinds of tissue.’

‘Human tissue?’

‘Yes.’

‘And this regeneration would take place inside the human patient?’

‘Whenever possible, yes. That was our goal.’

‘Grow a new heart inside the patient’s chest?’

‘Yes, if necessary. In most cases I think it would be sufficient to repair the damaged sections of the heart and make it as good as new. You see, heart muscle cells lack the ability to multiply. When the muscle is damaged by a heart attack, the damaged area can’t repair itself.’

‘And your technique would repair the heart?’

‘Or grow a whole new one, if necessary.’

‘You want to play God!’ someone screamed from the audience.

Arthur turned in his chair. A florid-faced woman was on her feet glaring angrily at him.

‘The Lord God Jesus Christ is our Savior! Smite this ungodly murderer, this false anti-Christ!’

‘Silence!’ Graves banged his gavel on the table top. Arthur had thought the gavel was strictly symbolic. ‘Anyone who makes a disturbance will be removed from this hearing room. Is that clear?’

The woman sat down, muttering to the people next to her.

This isn’t a trial, Arthur thought. It’s an inquisition.


ARTHUR

The morning after Jesse’s Humanitarian dinner I drove straight from the Waldorf out to my lab. It was a sunny April morning, the first really warm weather after the long gray winter. Forsythia bushes bloomed bright happy yellow all along the busy parkway. I almost imagined I could hear birds singing.

We had put the Grenford Research Laboratory just over the state line in Connecticut mainly to satisfy Omnitech’s corporate tax accountants. Of course, within a year of the lab’s opening, Connecticut’s taxes rose to meet New York’s. But the location was a good one anyway: close enough to New York City for me to feel at home yet far enough into the countryside to enjoy some trees and fresh air. We could attract top talent for the staff and they didn’t have to worry about parking or muggers at night.

The building was a low, modern structure of brown brick with curved corners and wide sweeping windows. It hugged a green landscaped hillside that dropped off to a wooded stream behind the building. A beautiful site, really. Originally it had been the headquarters of an independent computer software corporation. But they had gone out of business in the economic doldrums of the early nineties and Omnitech had bought the building for little more than the back taxes owed on it. Interstate 95 and the more scenic Merritt Parkway were only minutes away; you could hear the muted buzz from the highways coming through the trees surrounding the lab’s parking lot.

It was almost ten o’clock by the time I eased my Infiniti over the speed bumps at the entrance to the parking lot and pulled to a stop in my reserved space at the lab’s front entrance. The lot was almost full. Usually I got to work among the earliest arrivals, but I had stayed up until dawn, talking with Jesse. So I didn’t bother going home; I just stuffed my tuxedo into my overnight bag, pulled on the slacks and sports jacket I had brought with me, and checked out of the Waldorf. I felt a flash of relief that my car hadn’t been stolen from the parking garage overnight; it’s a silver Infiniti Q45, and even though the corporation leases it for me, I wouldn’t want to lose it.

I waved hello to Helen, the receptionist, as I went through the lobby. I had deliberately placed my office suite far back in the building, so that I have to walk past most of the staff offices to get to my own. And it was only a few steps away from the working labs, as well.

As I made my way down the carpeted corridors, the staffers nodded or smiled or called their good-mornings to me. Several tried to talk to me, falling into step alongside, but I was already behind schedule, so I put them off with a, ‘Not now, please. I’m running late.’

But Darrell Walters, one of the oldest men on the scientific staff, wouldn’t be brushed off so easily.

‘This’ll only take as long as the distance to your office,’ he said. He looked worried; a frown creased his normally cheerful face.

‘OK,’ I said, ‘I’m listening.’

I kept the lab’s organization pretty loose, but Darrell was closer to being my second-in-command than anybody else. With his long horsey face and the craggy wrinkles at the corners of his eyes, he looked more like a canny old backwoods guide than a biochemist, especially in his chambray work shirt and faded Levis. But he was one of the sharpest men on the staff. And I knew how much it cost him to look so unpretentious; the story around the lab was, if Darrell ever dressed up L.L. Bean would go out of business.

‘Cassie’s run into a real roadblock,’ Darrell told me. ‘Blasted NIH won’t give their OK for the clinical test.’

Cassie Ianetta was one of my bright young cell biologists. She was working on an antibody that had been developed by a university team up in Boston that could stop viruses from reproducing inside human cells. Cassie did absolutely brilliant work, directed mainly to using the antibody as a tumor suppressant. It stopped cancer viruses from reproducing; killed the tumor, if the treatment was applied early enough. She had tried it out on laboratory rats and monkeys and even chimpanzees. Now she needed to test the treatment in humans. Volunteers had been easy to come by: terminal cancer patients have little to lose.

I wasn’t surprised by the government’s refusal for human trials, though. ‘They’re just protecting their asses,’ I said.

‘And then some,’ Darrell agreed fervently. He was matching me stride for stride down the corridor without running out of breath, as many of the younger staffers did.

‘Talk to Lowenstein, up in corporate. Tell him what you need. He’ll set Cassie up overseas someplace, maybe Mexico.’

‘She doesn’t want to travel. Max and all that.’

We had reached the door to my outer office. It was wide open, as always.

‘Well,’ I asked him, ‘is she more interested in Max than her work?’

Darrell shrugged. ‘Hard to say.’

‘You’re closer to her than anybody else on the staff. How’s it look to you?’

‘I don’t think Cassie knows herself what she wants to do. She’s all tied up in knots over this.’

I knew what he was after. ‘OK, tell her to come see me,’ I said. ‘Let me talk some sense to her.’

That was what Darrell had wanted to hear. He broke into a toothy grin. ‘Right, I’ll send her over right away.’

‘No. This afternoon. After lunch.’

Darrell looked slightly disappointed, but he reluctantly agreed. ‘After lunch. OK.’

‘Set it up with Phyllis.’

‘Will do.’

Phyllis Terhune had been my secretary since my days at Columbia. She was black, plump, a youngish grandmother who brooked no nonsense, not even from her boss. She ran my office with cool efficiency, the only barrier between me and the staff people who constantly streamed through that always-open door. And she took pride in making the lab’s best coffee.

‘Kinda late for you,’ she said from behind her white lacquered desk.

‘I was up most of the night,’ I replied. I must have grinned smugly.

She cast me a disapproving look. ‘I bet.’

I went past her to my inner office, peeled off my sports jacket and hung it in the closet next to the lavatory. Phyllis stood at the doorway to the outer office as I slid into my big comfortable swivel chair.

‘Your schedule’s on the screen,’ she said. ‘Coffee’s in the warmer.’

‘Good.’

‘You need orange juice?’

‘Vitamin E, I think.’

She frowned again. Grandma Phyllis. ‘Better put some citrus scent in the room,’ she said, half to herself.

That was Phyllis’s one quirk. She was into aromatherapy. She was convinced that subliminal odors could alter a person’s moods. I teased her about it being voodoo science, but she stuck to her guns. It was a small price to pay for the best secretary I had ever known. And who knows, maybe she was right.

I booted up my desktop computer, checked the morning’s commitments, then said, ‘Jesse’s coming in for lunch around twelve-thirty, one o’clock.’

‘Jesse?’ Her smile radiated approval. ‘’Bout time you two started acting like brothers again.’

‘Clear everything from twelve-thirty until three.’

‘The board chairman’s secretary wants to discuss the agenda for the next meeting. He’s down for two-thirty.’

‘You handle it, Phil. If there’s anything you’re in doubt about, pop in and ask me.’

‘You want to eat in here?’

‘I think that’s best. No interruptions.’

She nodded once and returned to her desk. I dug into my morning appointments, already behind schedule, but for once in my life I hardly cared. Jesse was coming over to thrash out this hot new idea. I felt an excitement I hadn’t known for more than a year, like an adrenalin rush. Despite everything, Jesse was taking the time to come and see me.

Yes, Jesse had stolen Julia from me. She was going to marry me and Jesse had just smiled that boyish smile of his and she had run off with him. The memory still cut me like a knife in my guts. But it was over and done with and there was nothing I could do about it. Time to start over again, time to renew my bond with my brother. I tried to put the painful memories aside. I wanted to forget how agonizing it had been; how furious my brother’s betrayal had made me. And I did forget it.

Almost.


ARTHUR

I kept one eye on my digital desk clock while I talked on the phone with the corporation’s comptroller. ‘Sid, you’re making a mountain out of a molehill.’

Sidney Lowenstein’s voice was usually silky smooth, but now it had a rasping edge to it. ‘It’s not a molehill, Arthur. Two million dollars is no molehill.’

‘I told the executive committee about it three weeks ago, at our last meeting. You were there—’

‘You didn’t tell us you were running two million over budget.’ As Omnitech’s comptroller, Lowenstein was the man who worried most about the money.

I sat up straight in my chair, planted both feet firmly on the carpeted floor. ‘Listen to me, Sid. When the report comes out it’s going to be worth twenty million in publicity for Omnitech. You know that!’

‘All I know,’ Lowenstein’s voice grated, ‘is that your people are two million over budget on this one project, with no end in sight.’

‘But the end is in sight, Sid,’ I said. ‘That’s why we want to start the human trials. All the years of animal tests are finished.’

‘And you have to go to Mexico for the human trials?’

‘Yes. Otherwise we’ll have to wait for god knows how long to get NIH approval. In Mexico we can start the trials right away, and the sooner we start the sooner we finish.’

‘How soon?’ Lowenstein demanded. ‘And how much more?’

I made a mental calculation and answered, ‘A few months … six, at the outside. And that two million you’re frantic about will cover the rest of the program to its conclusion.’

‘Really?’

‘And think of it, Sid. Omnitech can announce a new technique for making antibodies work inside a cell. It can stop viruses from reproducing, Sid. It can stop the production of oncoproteins!’

‘Onco-what?’

‘The proteins that grow uncontrolled in cancerous cells. We’ll be able to stop cancerous cells from growing!’

Lowenstein went quiet briefly. Then he asked, ‘Can it be used against AIDS?’

I had him hooked. ‘That will take more research, Sid. A lot more research.’

‘When will this final report be ready?’

‘Six months, something like that.’

‘Maybe we should send one of our PR people down to talk to you about this. We’ll want to time the announcement to make the maximum impact on the stock.’

I grinned. ‘Yes, this would be a good time to pick up a few more shares, wouldn’t it?’

‘I’ll clue the PR department in on this. Talk to you later, Art.’

If there is one thing that I hate, it’s being called Art. Or even worse, Artie. But I said nothing about it as I bid a gracious goodbye to the corporation’s comptroller. I gently replaced the phone in its cradle and took a deep breath. I couldn’t smell any citrus odor. Maybe Phyllis had forgotten about it. Or maybe it was too faint to detect even when I consciously tried to.

I knew damned well that the final work on Cassie’s intracellular targeting project would take more than six months. We hadn’t even started the human trials yet. And we’d have to tabulate the experimental results and write all the reports. Why do scientists hate to write, I asked myself. I looked up at the quotation from Michael Faraday that hung on my office wall:

Physics is to make experiments and to publish them.

Publish or perish, I thought. Worse yet, publish or languish in obscurity. How can the world learn about what a scientist has accomplished if the scientist doesn’t publish?

The digital clock said twelve-thirty.

Jesse should be here soon. I tried to read one of the reports stacked on the corner of my desk, but it was impossible to concentrate. Jesse was never on time, of course; it was only a question of how late he would be.

My intercom chirped softly.

‘Yes?’

Phyllis’s voice replied, ‘Your brother’s here; on his way from the lobby.’

‘Great!’

Jesse is what you would call a natural. He was born with charm and grace, and he learned how to use his gifts when he was still a baby. I work hard at everything I do; things just seem to fall into place for Jesse. I can spend half an hour fretting over which tie goes best with the suit I’m wearing; Jesse just tosses on whatever’s closest to hand and he always looks like he stepped out of an advertisement for men’s fashions. Even at the previous night’s banquet in his honor he had ostentatiously undone his bow tie while giving his acceptance speech. And looked completely elegant and relaxed all the while.

But now he looked apprehensive as he stepped into my office, his usual boyish grin diminished into an anxious expression of uncertainty. He wore a western-style suede jacket over an open-collar pale yellow sports shirt and faded rumpled blue jeans.

I got to my feet and came around the desk. Jesse stuck out his hand awkwardly.

‘I guess this isn’t any easier for you than it is for me,’ he said as I reached for his hand.

And then we grabbed at each other, clasped each other’s shoulders and pounded each other’s backs and held ourselves as close as brothers should be.

‘It’s good to see you again, Arby,’ Jesse whispered huskily. He still used his childhood name for me.

‘Jess.’ I was on the verge of tears. All I could say was, ‘Jess. Jess.’

The moment passed. We released one another and took a step back.

‘You look great, Arby.’

I took a breath and decided to plunge ahead. ‘You too. Married life agrees with you.’

Something flickered in Jesse’s brown eyes. ‘Yeah. I guess it does.’

‘Julia’s fine?’ I asked, retreating back behind my desk.

‘Wonderful,’ said Jesse as he sat in the upholstered chair in front of the desk.

‘That’s good.’

‘You …’ Jesse seemed to be studying my face. ‘You’re not mad at us anymore?’

I forced a smile. ‘No. That’s over with. I wish the two of you every happiness. Really I do.’

Jesse beamed. ‘That’s great! Maybe you can come into the city and have dinner with us one night. There’s a great little Italian restaurant just a block and a half from our apartment and …’

It’s done, I thought to myself as I listened to my brother with only half my attention. We’ve broken the ice and we’re talking to each other just like we used to do. Maybe I ought to go into the city and have dinner with them. Show them both that there’s no hard feelings. Sooner or later they’ll invite me to their apartment. But not at first. Not just yet.

Phyllis buzzed on the intercom to ask if we were ready for lunch. Jesse nodded as I said yes and she came in a moment later with a tray of sandwiches, a pot of coffee and two frosted bottles of juice. I thought I caught a whiff of lavender, her aromatherapy for reducing stress. She deposited the tray on my desk and left the office, closing the door softly behind her.

‘You remembered my grapefruit juice,’ Jesse said as he unscrewed one of the bottles.

‘Phyllis did. I can’t take credit for it. She’s a wonder.’

‘You still drinking that black poison?’

I nodded as I poured a cup of coffee from the insulated pot. ‘I keep it down to two or three cups a day.’

‘Decaffeinated?’

‘No. From what I read in the literature, that’s just as bad for you in the long run as regular.’

‘How’s your blood pressure?’

‘OK the last time I had a checkup.’

‘What were the numbers?’ Jesse insisted.

I waved a hand in the air. ‘Oh, I don’t remember. Ask Phyllis. She keeps all the records.’

‘Who’s your doctor?’

‘The corporation sends us to the Lahey Clinic for an annual physical. They’re very thorough.’

‘Us? Everybody in the lab?’

‘Us, the corporate executives. The lab’s employees have their own health plan. It’s a damned good one, too.’

‘I’ll bet,’ Jesse said. Then he added, ‘But the corporate executives have a better one.’

‘Why not?’

‘Because the employees are just as human as the executives, that’s why not. They should get the same level of care.’

‘Have a sandwich,’ I said, pointing to the tray. ‘I’ve heard all your blather before.’

He smiled, almost sheepishly. ‘Yeah, you have, haven’t you?’

I picked up one of the neatly cut triangular little sandwiches, thinking how different these were from the thick slabs of bread that Mama used for our lunches when we were both schoolkids.

‘Well,’ Jesse said, nibbling daintily, ‘my blather got me named Humanitarian of the Year.’

‘A richly deserved honor,’ I said. We both laughed at my sarcastic tone.

‘You make the money and I get the honors,’ said Jesse. ‘I think it’s a damned neat system.’

‘It is, isn’t it?’

‘Have you seen Ma lately?’ Jesse asked.

The question caught me slightly off guard. ‘Two weeks ago.’

‘I wanted to take her to the banquet but she wouldn’t go.’

‘She can’t travel in her condition. You know that.’

‘I could have gotten an ambulance. A paramedic van. I would have taken care of her.’

‘She’s got more brains than you do,’ I muttered.

‘It would’ve been nice to have her there.’

I felt some of the old irritation coming up again. ‘Jess, you just don’t think about anybody but yourself, do you? How many strokes has Mom had? Four? That we know of. And there’s always the ministrokes that they can’t even detect.’

Almost petulantly Jesse said, ‘She would have enjoyed seeing her son honored.’

I stared at him for a long moment, fighting down the anger welling up inside me. At last I admitted, ‘Yeah, I suppose she would have. It’s a damned shame she couldn’t.’

Jesse’s expression brightened. ‘I’m going to bring her the videotape of the ceremonies. She’ll enjoy that.’

‘I’m sure she will.’

Our father had been killed in an auto crash on the Deegan Expressway when we had been twelve and ten, respectively. Mama was crippled in the accident, both legs had to be amputated. Now she was dying, slowly, painfully, ravaged by cancer that was eating its way through her organs and a series of strokes that had taken her ability to speak. Sometimes I found myself hoping that the next stroke would kill her, put an end to her suffering. But she was a strong old woman and she would not surrender easily.

From the night of that terrible accident I had taken on the responsibility of raising Jesse.

‘You’re the practical one, Arthur,’ Mama told me. ‘You’re my helper. You’ve got to look after little Jesse for me.’

I suppose a psychologist would talk about the older son and the baby son. I just did what Mama told me. I loved Jesse. I wanted to help him and protect him.

We both won scholarships to college, but when Jesse announced he wanted to go on to medical school I paid the bills by working nights as a computer repair technician. Daytime I attended graduate school, heading for a doctorate in molecular biology, paying my own bills with whatever fellowships I could get and tutoring fees.

When Jesse was in his first year of medical school we started tinkering with ideas of genetic engineering. Together we produced a microbe that ingested crude oil and broke it down into methane and carbon dioxide. Others had ‘invented’ similar microbes, but ours was slightly more efficient in gobbling oil spills. We were thrilled speechless with our success. We published our results in the scientific literature – and saw our oil-eating ‘bug’ make fortunes of profits for several bioremediation companies. But not a penny for ourselves.

When we produced a microbe that digested wastes from landfills I patented the invention. I was an assistant professor then. That’s when all the trouble at Columbia started. Jesse took the school’s side of the argument. He didn’t want his name on the patent. He insisted that we should publish in the scientific literature again and give the benefit of our discovery to the world. Instead, I insisted on taking out the patent and then I licensed Omnitech Corporation to produce and sell the microbe. Our royalties made Jesse’s humanitarianism possible.

I made the money and Jesse got the awards. It was just as well that way, I thought. Just as well.

‘So what about this idea of yours about spinal cord regeneration?’ Jesse asked as he reached for another of the little sandwiches. ‘Still think it’s hot stuff now that the light of day is with us?’

‘I most emphatically do. I mean, if we can develop agents to block transcription and stop tumors from growing, why can’t we develop agents to initiate nerve regrowth?’

Jesse gave me a pitying look. ‘Tumor cells are always multiplying, Arby. They’re out of control. That’s what makes them so damned deadly, they don’t know when to stop multiplying and start differentiating, the way ordinary cells do.’

‘So they must have a growth factor—’

‘Ordinary cells,’ Jesse went on, cutting me short, ‘especially nerve cells, have already differentiated. They won’t multiply any more.’

‘Nerve cells regenerate,’ I countered. ‘I’ve seen dozens of papers on the subject. Hundreds.’

‘Only under very special conditions, Arby. Once those neurons are cut you can’t just paste them back together again. It’s like Humpty Dumpty.’

‘Why not? What about the work they’re doing at Berkeley with neural growth inducers? Or the work Cephalon’s doing on neurotrophic factors?’

Jess made a sour face. ‘Berkeley’s work is with rats, for god’s sake. Rat embryos, at that, before the cells start to differentiate.’

‘But they can induce growth of nerve cells with this factor they call noggin.’

‘Arby, you can’t regrow mature neurons that have been completely severed. The damage is too severe. They won’t regenerate.’

‘Under natural conditions, you mean.’

‘Well, yeah. But it’s worse than that, really.’

‘How?’

‘The problem with spinal neurons isn’t just making them regenerate, it’s getting them to grow to the right target area. The trauma to the spinal cord produces scarring and debris; it’s a mess, and the nerves can’t just reconnect themselves even if you can make them grow again.’

I hadn’t thought about that.

‘The neurons need a path to follow,’ Jesse went on. ‘They need to know where they have to grow to reconnect with the severed neurons on the other side of the cut. How’re they going to reach their targets?’

I didn’t reply. I was thinking.

‘I mean, even if you could force some regeneration among the neurons the damned cells would just start proliferating like a bunch of weeds. What the hell good would that do?’

‘Suppose you could provide a plan? A blueprint for them to follow?’

‘How the hell could you do that?’

I could see that Jess was getting emotional. That was a good sign. That meant he was interested. Even though he was negative about the idea, it had hit him hard enough to shake him up.

I got up from my chair. ‘Come on out back with me. I want to show you some of the latest imaging systems we’ve been using.’

Jesse looked perplexed. ‘Imaging systems? What’s that got to do with it?’

‘You want a blueprint, a map for the growing nerves to follow? Let’s take a look at what the map-makers can do for us.’

Vincent Andriotti looked more like a Turkish wrestler than an optical-electronics engineer. He was short, thickly built, sparse of hair, swarthy of complexion, and his nose had obviously been broken many years ago. Perhaps more than once. He just happened to be a genius at developing sensor systems.

In his darkened laboratory, lit only by the faint greenish glow from the computer display screen, Vinnie grinned maliciously at us.

‘It’s simple,’ he said. ‘You use the echo-planar MRI to map out the area, tell you which nerve bundles are which, and then you go in with the fiber optics and the laser pulses to get the fine detail.’

Jesse straightened up and stretched his back. He had been bent over staring at the detailed map of a small section of a human brain for so long that his spine popped noisily as he stretched.

The darkened little lab was hot and stuffy, as if too many people or too many machines had been crammed into it. The room smelled faintly of something I couldn’t identify, something that reminded me of spicy food. Pizza, maybe.

‘I know that MRI is magnetic resonance imaging,’ Jesse said to Vince. ‘But what is echo … whatever-it-is?’

‘Echo-planar,’ Vinnie replied. ‘You use much stronger magnetic field gradients than normal MRI and a whole shitful of fast computers to grab the data before the pulse craps out. Call it EPI instead of MRI. It’s easier.’

‘EPI,’ Jesse repeated.

‘Once you have the EPI map,’ I explained, ‘you use laser pulses to delineate the individual neurons.’

‘Right,’ said Vinnie, making the word sound almost like a gunshot.

‘That’ll take a long time, won’t it?’ Jesse asked.

Vinnie said, ‘Depends on how much computer power you throw in. Anyway, if the guy’s a paraplegic he ain’t going anywhere, is he?’

Jesse shrugged. ‘No, I suppose not.’

The greenish glow from the display screen made Andriotti’s swarthy face look ghastly. He was grinning like a nasty pirate.

‘You’re confident you could map the entire spinal cord on both sides of the cut?’ I asked him.

‘Confident as hell,’ Vinnie snapped. ‘I could be wrong, but I’m damned confident.’

I turned to Jess. ‘Well? What do you think?’

Jesse rubbed a hand across his chin. Then he looked up. ‘I think it’s worth a try.’

‘Good!’

I slid an arm around my brother’s shoulders and headed for the door.

Vinnie called after us, ‘Hey, if I’m supposed to work on this, what job number do I charge it to?’

‘I’ll let you know,’ I said as I opened the door with my free hand.

Vinnie grunted very much like a wrestler. He had worked for me long enough to understand that ‘I’ll let you know’ meant that the work should be hidden for the time being. Moonlighted. Charged to some existing project until I could come up with a legitimate account.

I heard Vinnie start humming to himself, ‘Dah-dee-dah, dah-dee-dah, dah-dee-dah …’ His version of the Moonlight Sonata. He’d been down this path before.

I walked Jesse all the way to his car, surprised at how chilly the afternoon had become. Rain clouds were thickening and blotting out the sun.

When I got back to my office, Cassie Ianetta was in the outer room, perched on the edge of the white leather sofa like a nervous schoolkid waiting for the principal’s discipline. Phyllis was at her desk, busily typing away at her keyboard.

Cassie was a tiny little thing. At first glance she looked like a child, a jittery little sparrow with skinny arms and legs and a wild mop of unruly dark brown hair that was always flopping stubbornly down over her eyes. But one look into those burning brown eyes and you knew that this was a grown-up, an intense, driven adult with a mind as keen as they come.

But she was an emotional mess. I imagine she had good reason to be, after three bouts with cancer. The last one ended with a hysterectomy. And she wasn’t even thirty yet.

Cassie jumped to her feet when I came through the open doorway, a skinny forlorn waif in faded old blue jeans that hung on her like they were hand-me-downs from a bigger sister. I could look down and see how thin her hair had gotten from the chemotherapy. I felt protective toward Cassie; I wanted to help her as much as I could. She was really a nice kid, no matter how tangled up she was emotionally.

I ushered her into my office and gestured to a chair at the little round conference table in the corner, then sat down beside her. That would be better than putting the desk between us, I thought. She looked wound tight, about to snap. Time for the fatherly approach.

‘How’re you feeling these days?’ I asked as we sat down.

‘OK,’ said Cassie. She perched on her chair like a little bird, tired and scared at the same time. Her skin was sallow, her face drawn.

‘No reversion from the chemo?’

She shook her head, but I saw that her lips were pressed into a thin bloodless line.

‘No reversion,’ she said at last. ‘It’s gone. They took it all.’

That made me smile. ‘Then you’ll be OK to go to Mexico, right?’

Cassie hesitated. ‘There’s no physical reason for me not to go to Mexico. Or Timbuktu, for that matter.’

I could feel my smile fade away. I knew what was coming next.

‘I don’t want to be away from Max that long,’ she said.

‘It’ll only be six months or so,’ I told her. ‘And you don’t have to stay down there the whole time. Six months, at most, and then a couple months when the results start coming in.’

‘Can’t someone else handle it?’ Cassie blurted. ‘I can’t leave the country. I can’t be away for months at a time.’

‘Problem with Max?’

‘He needs me.’ She was clenching her fingers on the edge of the round table so hard I could see her knuckles going white. ‘You don’t understand.’

‘Yes I do. You love him and you can’t stand the thought of being away from him.’

‘Don’t try to be funny.’

‘You’re afraid to be away from him.’

She bit her lower lip. Then she admitted, ‘Yes. I’m scared to death. For his sake.’

It was nonsense, of course, but she certainly didn’t see it that way.

‘He can’t get along without me,’ Cassie said. ‘I know he can’t.’

‘That’s not true and you know it.’

‘It is true.’

‘You can hop back here every couple of weeks, spend a weekend with Max and then go back.’

But Cassie shook her head again. ‘That wouldn’t work,’ she said, pushing back that curl of hair that fell across her eyes.

‘You simply don’t want to leave him.’

‘Nobody else understands him!’ And she burst into tears.

I let her sink her blubbering face against my shoulder. I put my arms around her, patting her back gently. I really did feel fatherly toward Cassie. I had known her since she’d been a summer intern, working her way through Brown.

I tried to be soothing. ‘There, there. It’s not as bad as all that, is it?’

She sobbed and sniffled for a while, then pulled away and began to apologize. ‘I’m sorry, it’s not your problem, I know.’

‘But it is my problem, Cass,’ I said gently. ‘I care about you, and I care about your work.’

Cassie pulled a tissue from the box on the table and dabbed at her eyes.

‘You have a brilliant career ahead of you,’ I told her. ‘And I don’t have to tell you how important your work is.’

‘But I can’t—’

I grasped her wrist. It felt as thin and fragile as a soda straw. ‘You can’t give away two years of your work to somebody else! You’ve got to do the clinical trials, get the results, and publish. Otherwise you’ll be going nowhere.’

Her face twisted up into a frown. ‘If only we could do the trials here. New York, Boston even …’

‘You’ve got to make a decision, Cassie. It’s crucial to your career. Your whole life.’

She just sat there looking miserable.

The fatherly approach can take you only so far. What I needed was something more powerful than her damned Max, something that would make her understand where her obligations lay.

‘Wait. Maybe I should explain something to you. I ought to be completely up-front with you about this.’

‘What do you mean?’

I hunched closer to her, until my face was almost touching hers. ‘I’ve got a personal stake in your work, Cass. My mother is dying of cancer.’

‘Oh! I didn’t know.’

‘It’s not something that I broadcast around. But she’s been in a nursing home for more than a year now. Cancer of the colon. They’ve operated on her twice, but they didn’t get all of it.’

‘Oh my god.’

‘So I want your work to succeed, I want that very much. Maybe more than I should.’

‘I can understand why.’

‘Maybe I shouldn’t pressure you. Maybe somebody else can get the job done as well as you could. It’s just …’

I could see Cassie absorbing this new information, her eyes staring off to infinity as she sorted out the data.

‘I shouldn’t let my personal concerns interfere with your personal concerns. You have to decide what’s best for you, for your career, for your future.’

‘I didn’t know about your mother,’ she whispered.

‘I’m sorry I brought it up. Let’s face it, nothing you or anybody else can do is going to save her. Even if your clinical trials go without a hitch, she’ll be dead long before your tumor suppressant can help her.’

I was getting through to her, I could see it. A part of me despised what I was doing, manipulating the kid’s emotions. But what the hell, I thought, she’s not going to listen to logic. She’s all tied up in knots over her stupid Max. She’s got her career to think of; she can’t hang around his neck and let her own work go to hell.

‘I’ll do it,’ Cassie said at last. ‘I’ll go to Mexico or wherever the field tests are set up.’

‘Don’t make the decision right now,’ I said softly. ‘It’s a big decision. It means a lot to everyone concerned. Think about it. Sleep on it.’

‘I’ll do it,’ Cassie repeated. She could be very rigid in her decisions. ‘You’re right. It’s the right thing to do.’

I walked her out of my office, still urging her to think further about her decision, but I was certain that she wouldn’t change her mind now that she had made it up. Cassie had that stubborn Sicilian streak in her, I knew from past experience.

Once she left my office I felt almost ashamed of using Mama’s illness that way. There was no way Cassie’s work would ever be finished in time to help her. God, I thought, it’ll take at least another two years. Mama can’t hang on that long. Two more years of pain. It made me shudder.


CASSIE IANETTA

Today is thursday, April twenty-first. I haven’t been keeping my diary as faithfully as I promised to, so I’m going to try talking it into this tape recorder every night instead of writing it. Dr Mandelbaum wants me to keep a diary, she says it’ll help me to sort out my thoughts and emotions. Maybe. We’ll see.

Arthur Marshak, my boss, wants me to go to Mexico to do the field trials on my tumor suppressant. That means I’d have to leave Max for months. I don’t want to do that, but Arthur dumped a whole load of guilt on me and I guess I’ll have to go.

When our meeting ended I practically ran from Arthur’s office, past my own lab and out to the pens at the back of the building. The custodial staff is always scrubbing down the tiles, covering up the natural smells of the animals and their excrement with detergents and disinfectants. I don’t mind the smell; it’s strong and real.

The cage labelled Maximilian was empty, so I rushed past the two young guys sweeping out the cages and pushed through the heavy double doors out to the open-air playground. It was chilly out there, turning gray. I thought it would start raining soon.

I didn’t see Max, at first. He wasn’t in either one of the pruned trees that grow out at the far end of the compound; he wasn’t in the jungle gym we had set up for him closer to the doors. I felt a pang of fear in my chest.

And then I spotted him, all the way up the top of the heavy wire fencing that domes in the enclosure. He was hanging up there by one hand and scratching himself on the backside with the other. As soon as he saw me he came scrambling down to the ground and knuckle-walked to me, hooting a great big hello.

He grabbed for me and I let his strong arms enfold me; I knew he would never hurt me. I had worked with Max since he had been a scared, lost little baby, four years ago. Mothered him. Taught him sign language. And I used him as a living biochemical laboratory to generate the antibodies and enzymes that I used in my research. I taught him not to be afraid of my lab, with its strange sterile smells and cold metal tables.

Max trusted me. He performed for me. His body reacted to the injections I gave him and produced the proteins and peptide chains that I needed. It had taken me more than a month of really agonized indecision before I finally injected Max with the carcinoma strain, and I went without sleep for four straight days as my tumor suppressant enzyme destroyed the cancerous cells before they could begin to form tumors. I had watched over Max like a terrified mother, deathly afraid that I had murdered my own child.

But Max lived and thrived. And I swore I’d never use him for experiments again. ‘You’ve earned your retirement,’ I had said aloud to him. And do you know what Max answered? He signed, ‘Banana for me?’ That’s why I loved him. No complications, no conflicts, nothing but trust. And love.

So I sat sprawled on the grass in the animal enclosure with Max huffing and pawing at me like a clumsy child. He made me laugh with his antics.

‘Play?’ Max signed.

I nodded.

Max hooted and scampered toward the jungle gym. I scrambled to my feet and ran after him. I didn’t have the strength to climb the bars with him, though. The chemo had left me weak and shaky.

But Max climbed right up to the top of the jungle gym and then looked back at me. ‘Play?’ he signed again.

How could I leave him? He’d be lost without me. Even if Arthur promises not to use him in any more tests, how can I trust any of them once my back is turned?


THE TRIAL: DAY ONE, MORNING

Before the examiner could frame another question Arthur said to the judges, ‘I would like to make it clear that neither I nor any of the other scientists and physicians engaged in this research are attempting to play God.’

Rosen started to interrupt but Arthur went on, ‘Many of the researchers have deep religious feelings. They belong to many different faiths but they all have the conviction that what we are doing is no more playing God than giving medicine to a sick child would be.’

A spattering of applause came from the audience behind him.

‘Silence,’ Graves warned the spectators.

‘I know that the ability to replace failing organs or regrow lost limbs seems almost magical,’ Arthur said, warming up to the subject, ‘but it is simply an extension of knowledge that generations of dedicated men and women have gained through selfless, life-long effort.’

Rosen said, ‘Dr Marshak …’

‘May I finish?’ Arthur looked past the examiner, to Graves and the two elderly men flanking him.

‘If you can conclude your remarks in under five minutes,’ Graves said, a little smile playing at the corners of his lips.

Arthur bobbed his head in acknowledgement. ‘Far from playing God, I think we are doing God’s work. If you believe in a supreme deity, why would he – or she – give us the ability to understand these things if we’re not intended to use them to make life better? Does God intend for us to wither away and die at three score years and ten? If so, why has he given us the knowledge to extend our lifespans? Why allow us to discover medicines? Why have we been able to understand what causes disease and genetic defects? If we failed to use this knowledge we would be spitting in God’s face, telling God that we reject the wisdom he has granted us.’

The hearing chamber was absolutely silent. Even Rosen, the examiner, stood immobile, his coal-black eyes staring at Arthur.

Graves pushed his bifocals up to the bridge of his nose. ‘Are you finished, Dr Marshak?’

‘That’s all I’ve got to say,’ Arthur said. He turned to the examiner. ‘What’s your next question?’

The audience stirred as if coming out of a trance. Rosen made a polite little cough behind the back of his hand, then took a few steps toward the table where Arthur sat.

‘You worked with your brother on this idea of regenerating organs?’ the examiner asked.

‘As I told you, Dr Rosen,’ Arthur said with a great show of patience, ‘at first we were interested only in regenerating spinal cord nerve tissue. We were thinking in terms of helping paraplegics.’

‘And you worked with your brother.’

‘I talked out the basic idea with my brother. Until he had to go to South America or Africa or one of those places.’

Rosen walked back to his place at the end of the judges’ table and consulted the notebook computer he had set up there. Arthur glanced sideways at Jesse. He was leaning back in his chair, at his ease, apparently enjoying the show so far.

‘Dr Marshak,’ Rosen called, ‘when your brother left the country for Eritrea,’ he put a slight emphasis on the country’s name, as if he were not-so-subtly reminding Arthur of something he should have remembered for himself, ‘had you thought of extending your work on nerve regeneration to the more general purpose of organ regrowth?’

Arthur searched his memory briefly. ‘We had talked about it, I think. But no, as far as I can recall, we were still thinking strictly in terms of spinal neuron regeneration back then.’

‘You’re certain?’

‘No, I’m not certain. And I don’t see what difference it makes. We’re not here to establish precedence, are we?’

The judge on Graves’ left said, ‘That is for the patent office to worry about.’

Rosen nodded as if in agreement. He advanced toward Arthur again and asked, ‘This work that you and your brother did – how was it financed?’

‘Out of my discretionary funds. As director of Grenford Laboratory, I had a small fund available for research that was too new to have corporate or other sponsorship.’ Arthur suppressed the pain and anger that flared within him when he thought about the laboratory and how it had been taken away from him.

‘Corporate or other?’ Rosen snapped. ‘What other?’

‘Now and then we would undertake research for an outside customer. As long as it didn’t conflict with our corporate products.’
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