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            THE MISSION

         

         We are here on a very special mission. My colleague and I have cause to reestablish contact with two close acquaintances, Stampson Wright and, most especially, Professor Matic. The rigors of residency had left us, Sam and me, distant from our longtime comrades. International men of science and leisure, the shawl that had once offered our band of brothers asylum from the seemingly relentless storm of stress associated with medical school has at some point lost its unifying strand. 
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         Sam and myself, the two more civil of the quartet of dysfunction, have stayed in touch more than we have with the others, likely because we are associated with the same hospital, and partially because the other two have gone rogue. After med school, these two university-trained doctors all but completely fell off the map. Although one could argue that their focus on the pharmacological side of the field has intensified exponentially, they currently don’t practice any organized medicine, they never participated in a residency and I don’t believe they even applied. I wish I could put my finger on the event or time when their desire to practice medicine went sour.  Two incredibly intelligent men, once dedicated to the art of healing, one day found reason to redirect that dedication to less socially-acceptable pursuits.

         It has been about two years since I heard from the professor. Likely a shorter period since I saw Stampson; being the younger of the two, Stampson could be sporadically found on the NYC club scene. While the professor has no less a craving for intoxicated nighttime forays, his campaigns are generally darker and less public than that of his younger running partner, and therefore he has been far more elusive. Yes, as had been rumored in Montreal, the professor’s interests have become profoundly perverse. Montreal revealed much about the scientific wizard of debauchery. Like pulling off a bandage comprised of social norms, many of us believe his four days in Canada were the last tug that disconnected the vestiges of any connection to social conformity that he had left. His two-year engagement to be married being the strongest of the connections lost. He gave me the ring she’d left, though I no longer recall exactly when. 
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         That was then, and this is now. Talk out of our alma mater was of ancient scandal, unauthorized access to pharmacy stores, blackmail, and worse, connecting back to our time studying. The few of my fellow alumni I was still on speaking terms with suggested that the dragnet had closed enough that the only suspects left were us. If my future meeting with the New York State Medical Board goes sideways, it could only be a matter of time before the police were informed and we would trade hospital scrubs for jailhouse jumpsuits. Without Porfessor Matic the obvious likely culprit in whatever mayhem had ensued in our glory days – I would be left to face the music alone. I needed to lure the professor back.

         Thankfully, Sam and I were lucky enough to come across information concerning the general whereabouts of the dynamic duo. We heard that they had made contact with an old flame of Matic’s via Facebook while in Cuba. We made plans to pursue. Before travel arrangements came to fruition, though, we got word that they had been sighted in Europe. My initial thoughts were that I had never had the opportunity to travel across the Pond. But if we were having a difficult time connecting with these two in the US, why the fuck would we have better luck tracking these wild hyenas on unknown foreign soil? Sam reassured me that our intel was reliable and that he, two years earlier, had visited Europe and was familiar with many of the places that we would likely find the former doctors.
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