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         She stood in the long, white-tiled corridor, feeling lost and rather nervous. No one took any notice of her.

         Some of the surgical team were already at work behind the big opaque glass swing doors, edged with rubber to keep them silent. Other doctors were standing around in groups in the corridor, talking and smoking. They had left their operating coats in the preparation rooms, and leaned against the wall in their white trousers and short-sleeved shirts, discussing the operations.

         No one had noticed the young registrar join them. When she came up to her colleagues, and said, “Good morning!” they briefly returned her greeting, and went back to their conversation.

         Dr. Erica Werner studied the day’s timetable, pinned up on the board: 10.00 a.m., neuroma, Dr. Bornholm, Theatre 1.

         Her case! The first time she was to assist at an operation, here in this huge hospital building, so full of human pain and hopes. She had been assigned to the operation the previous evening, and had hurried off to the library to read everything she could lay hands on relating to nerve tumours. She had sat up half the night, reminding herself of the operating procedure. By the time she had finished, she had just one thought in her mind: I hope to God Dr. Bornholm doesn’t look at me—if he does I’m bound to do everything wrong!

         She glanced at the clock at the end of the corridor. Nine-thirty. Another half-hour to go. She stepped back from the board to make way for a trolley being rolled out of a nearby room. A body lay there, flat, breathing heavily and covered up to the chin: a boy’s pale face, relaxed under the anaesthetic.

         The conversation of the doctors died down as a thickset man of medium height came out of the operating theatre. His white hair was damp with sweat and his glasses were steamed up. He looked sharply at the group of waiting doctors in the corridor, then turned away without a word, walking briskly after the trolley.

         The Prof. Professor Rahtenau, uncrowned king of the hospital.

         As the door swung to behind him, the doctors let out sighs of relief. “Seems to have gone all right,” said one of them. “At least the old man’s not grousing about anything. Relax, everyone!”

         Erica Werner went over to the group standing outside Theatre 1: Dr. Bornholm’s team, of which she was to be a member today. Another trolley came out of the lift, and was wheeled along the corridor. A girl of about twenty stared at all the white figures with wide, frightened eyes.

         Erica went up to the trolley. The girl was a patient in her own ward; she had come in a couple of days before. On seeing her X-rays, Dr. Bornholm had commented, almost with pleasure, “Hulking great tumour to the rear of the mediastinum. We’ll have to have that out! Get the patient prepared for operation the day after tomorrow, will you?”

         And he had gone off, taking no more notice of Erica, who stood there for several minutes longer, the X-ray plates in her hand. So that was him! Dr. Alf Bornholm, Senior Lecturer in Medicine! All the women patients were crazy about him. Professor Rahtenau himself had expressed admiration of Bornholm’s diagnoses. They said his surgical skill was breathtaking.

         Leaning over the trolley, Erica laid her hand on the girl’s forehead. It was wet with perspiration.

         “There’s nothing to worry about,” she said quietly. “Dr. Bornholm himself is going to perform the operation . . .”

         “A . . . a hulking great tumour, that’s what he said. Oh, I’m so scared!” The girl groped for Erica’s hand.

         “That’s just the way doctors sometimes talk. You won’t feel anything at all. When you come round from the anaesthetic, it’ll all be over, and you’ll be quite well again in six weeks’time.”

         “Are you sure?”

         Erica Werner nodded, gently stroking the girl’s thin face.

         The door of Operating Theatre 1 opened a crack, and the anaesthetist looked out. “Where the hell’s that thoractomy?” he called. “Am I supposed to intubate myself, or what?”

         Erica straightened up. “You’re very polite today!”

         “Hullo, hullo, who’s this, then?” The anaesthetist wagged his head. “A sensitive lady colleague, that’s what we’ve got! Well, Dr. Bornholm will be here in fifteen minutes, and if I haven’t done the intubation on that girl by then there’ll be trouble. Mind, I suppose I could tell him we don’t need to intubate, we have a young lady here who anaesthetises by the laying on of hands! ”

         The doctors in the corridor laughed. Furious, Erica Werner turned her back on them. The trolley with the frightened girl on it was wheeled into the preparation room of Theatre 1. Idiots, she thought. They just act like that because I’m a girl —and look how apprehensive they were when the Professor came along!

         She was going back towards the notice board, head bent, when she bumped into someone and looked up, startled.

         It was the surgeon, Dr. Bornholm. He too was surprised; he was not used to having his six-foot height overlooked.

         “Hold on there!” he said. “Make a habit of ramming your colleagues in the rib cage, do you?”

         Erica stepped back. “Sorry, Dr. Bornholm. I’m furious, that’s all! There are some pretty childish people around here!”

         Bornholm glanced at the grinning doctors, then back at Erica Werner. Her face was flushed, her blue eyes blazed with anger. Pretty girl, he thought. Young, too.

         “It’s always the same, Dr. Werner. Men like to think themselves superior. Take no notice!”

         He got a packet of cigarettes out of the pocket of his white coat, and offered it to Erica. She shook her head. “How long have you been with us? ”

         “Only a fortnight, Dr. Bornholm. I’m on Ward 3. It’s my first job.”

         “A whole fortnight, and I haven’t seen you before?”

         “Actually you have.” Erica bent her head. “I showed you the X-rays for today’s operation, but I don’t expect you’d remember . . .”

         “What a shame!” Bornholm laughed, and patted Erica’s shoulder. “Well, we’ll have to do something about that! I guess I’ll have quite a bruise on my chest; I shall call it—what’s your name, by the way?”

         “Erica Werner.”

         “Fine: I shall name the bruise haematoma Erica Werner.”

         Erica felt herself blushing to the roots of her hair, but Bornholm did not seem to notice. “Everything ready?” he asked, turning to his team.

         “The patient’s just being intubated.”

         Bornholm looked at the clock. Another ten minutes to go. “Right,” he said. “Let me introduce your new colleague, Dr. Erica Werner. You don’t seem to have given her much of a welcome! I hope you’ll show more courtesy in future.”

         And he preceded the others into the preparation room. They stood back, looking at Erica. “After you!” said one of them, so much irony in his tone that Erica firmly stood her ground, and entered the room last.

         “We’ll perform a transpleural rear mediastinotomy,” said Bornholm, scrubbing up under the hot tap. “The tumour’s roughly central; I’d like the patient prone, in Overholt’s position.”

         The senior registrar on the team nodded. Erica watched him phoning instructions through to the operating theatre.

         Bornholm stood with his dripping hands raised while one nurse tied a rubber apron round him and another put on his gloves. His cap and mask were taken out of the sterile containers. The telephone buzzed. It was the theatre sister calling through to say everything was ready.

         “Right,” said the senior registrar.

         “You’re Number 4 on this team,” Bornholm told Erica. “Remember, when I give the word I want you to apply clamps and keep the edges of the wound well open. ”

         “I’ll do my best,” said Erica quietly.

         “That’s the girl!” Bornholm gave her an encouraging nod.

         She watched in fascination as he opened up the mediastinal cavity, exposing the pleural arch and the big tumour: a growth almost the size of a fist, already starting to press on the upper vena cava, and with it the veins of the neck and thoracic cavity.

         “Quite a lump, eh?” said Bornholm, pleased. “Twenty years ago operating on this sort of thing was still a considerable feat, while our parents’ generation couldn’t do anything about it at all, and our grandparents’ generation couldn’t even diagnose it! We’ve come a long way. About the only thing that still has us beaten is the common cold! ”

         The doctors laughed. One had to laugh at Bornholm’s jokes; he was an up and coming man.

         Bornholm carefully cut out the neuroma. The other members of the team arrested the haemorrhaging and kept the exposed thoracic cavity clear with a suction apparatus. Bornholm made the last few incisions with an electric knife. The fine blood vessels sealed off of their own accord as he did so.

         When he had cut out the tumour, Bornholm looked at Erica, as much as to say: Come on, Number 4.

         Erica bent over the cavity, reached in with both hands and grasped the tumour. Very carefully, she lifted it out. Sensing Bornholm’s eyes on her, she clasped the growth firmly.

         “Not so tight,” said Bornholm gently. “Don’t squash it.”

         Erica looked down at her hands. There lay the bleeding tumour, the deadly thing Bornholm had just cut out of the girl’s body. Only a disgusting lump of tissue now.

         She threw it into the bucket under the operating table. Bornholm’s senior assistant cleaned out the cavity. The anaesthetist was sitting behind the patient’s head, his stethoscope taped to her chest, while the needles of the dials beside him quivered.

         “Breathing normal—pulse weak—heartbeat irregular—”

         Bornholm made a gesture, and a blood transfusion apparatus was brought up and attached. While fresh blood flowed into the girl’s body, he searched the depths of the thoracic cavity for any smaller tumours that might be present. Erica shone a hand-held spotlight into the cavity. She could smell warm blood, and the reek of the tumour they had just removed.

         “Nothing left,” said Bornholm, satisfied. “We can close it up again.” He nodded to the senior registrar, and stepped back from the operating table. His job was done; closing the wound was work for his assistants.

         “You come with me, Dr. Werner,” he said. “Our colleagues can finish the job.”

         Erica obeyed. She did not see the other doctors watching her as she left the theatre.

         “What’s up with him?” asked the senior registrar, putting in a stitch inside the pleural cavity. “How long’s he been taking an interest in the junior staff?”

         “Since they started coming young, female and pretty!” Number 2 reached out to the nurse holding the instruments for a threaded needle.

         “Come off it! Bornholm has other plans! The Prof’s daughter, I’m told, no less. Couldn’t be a better step to take on the onward and upward path. ”

         “Don’t talk bosh!” The anaesthetist checked the patient’s breathing and heartbeat. “Get a move on and close that wound! I could do with a cup of coffee. Laced with cognac, preferably. Anyway, Bornholm has too good a notion of his own worth to get involved with a girl like little Dr. Werner.”

         The doctors went on working in silence. There was an occasional clink as they handed forceps, retractors or clamps back to the nurse.

         The life of a human being had been saved.

         The comfortable armchairs in the senior surgeon’s room were so deep that a woman could sit back comfortably only if she pulled her skirt up. Bornholm had a liking for a pretty feminine leg.

         Erica perched on the edge of her chair, watching Bornholm take two glasses from a wall cupboard and pour dark golden cognac from a cut glass decanter.

         “Make yourself comfortable, Dr. Werner,” he said. Pretty, slim legs, he thought. Strong, slender ankles. Long thighs. Attractive face, too. Not beautiful, but attractive. Nothing out of the ordinary really, but full of youth and intelligence. A face you might have seen on thousands of girls, but for the blue eyes, which held both strength of will and an expression of dreaminess: an intriguing mixture.

         Erica raised her glass to him and drank a small sip of cognac. It tasted rather soapy, she thought. French cognac, though—it was only the fourth time in her life she’d ever drunk French cognac.

         “You come from Munich?” Bornholm asked. Erica put her glass down on the arm of the chair.

         “Yes. My father was a representative for a firm there, till he died in a car accident. Mother opened a bookshop to keep us both so I could go on with my studies. I had to do some coaching and work in nursery schools in the vacations, but I finally made it and qualified. ”

         “Good for you.”

         Dr. Bornholm emptied his glass. Without appearing to do so, he was looking Erica Werner over. Not very experienced I’d say, he thought. Probably did nothing but work for years, all through her training—no time left for herself. “And you’re attracted to surgery? It’s not so often that a woman . . .”

         “Just why do men always see us as second-class citizens?” Erica raised her eyebrows. “You think we should all stick to being paediatricians?”

         “Well, children are a woman’s business, surely?”

         “Oh, dear . . . here we go again!” Erica buttoned her white coat. “Well—thank you very much for the cognac. I’d better go and see the patient. She’ll be coming round by now. ”

         “The doctor on duty in your ward will do that.” Dr. Bornholm poured himself another cognac. “I have a different job for you. We’re keeping a few of our out-patients under observation in their own homes. There’s a bronchial carcinoma among them. I’m visiting him tomorrow morning; you can come with me.”

         “I’m supposed to be on the ward tomorrow.”

         “I’ll get them to switch that with another of the housemen. I’d like you to see this case. Ten tomorrow, at the front entrance.”

         Erica Werner left the room sedately. Once out in the corridor, however, her excitement overcame her. She ran upstairs to her little bedroom and dropped breathlessly on the bed.

         He spoke to me, she thought. He took me into his room! He gave me a cognac! He’s going to take me with him to see his private patients!

         The great Dr. Bornholm! The answer to every girl’s dream!

         She suddenly identified the curious feeling that was pulsing through her body, making her heart thump so wildly. Fear, pure fear, combined with an admission to herself: I’m the same as the rest, I’m attracted to him too.

      

   


   
      
         “You may get a surprise when you see the man, Dr. Werner.”

         Bornholm looked at his gold wristwatch. He was casually dressed; he had opened the top button of his shirt and loosened his tie. Erica Werner leaned back. They were sitting in his big American car, the panorama of a magnificant mountain landscape around them. The snowy peaks gleamed in the sun. From the valleys and ravines, wisps of mist rose to the blue sky and drifted away, as the sun sucked up moisture from the depths.

         They stopped outside a large farmhouse with carved wooden balconies and beautifully painted, ornate woodwork. A giant of a man came to meet them. He seemed powerful and healthy enough, with muscles which looked as if they would split his shirt.

         “I’m doing fine, doctor!” he shouted from the doorway.

         Bornholm made a thorough examination of the upper part of his body. “We’d better take some more X-rays,” he said.

         “I told you, doctor, I’m fine! Right, I’ll come if you say so! Will next week do? Pretty girl you got there, eh? She a doctor too?”

         “Yes, and a good one. ”

         “How about a glass of gentian spirit?” asked the farmer.

         “By all means!”

         Later, when the farmer left them alone for a few minutes, Bornholm turned to Erica. “A great bear of a man isn’t he? But his spleen’s severely enlarged, and the metastatis has reached his liver. He doesn’t feel anything yet. He will in three months’ time.” Bornholm lit a cigarette. “Life is cruel, isn’t it? Cunning and cruel. It steals our time, and we never notice until it’s too late. That should teach us a lesson.”

         “What lesson, Dr. Bornholm?”

         “To make the most of life—seize it whenever we can! Run to meet it instead of waiting for it to come to us! It won’t come back, not a minute, not a second of our time, and suddenly sixty or seventy years have passed, life is coming to an end, and we don’t even know what we lived for. That frightens me, Erica. I don’t want to miss anything life can offer.”

         “Couldn’t that be a dangerous philosophy, Dr. Bornholm?”

         “No more dangerous than life itself.”

         “I don’t know. Perhaps I’m too young to understand properly, but—well, I have aims, ideals, plans for my life.”

         “At thirty-seven I’m not exactly on the brink of the grave myself!” Alf Bornholm put out his cigarette and finished the gentian spirit. “But there are some things I’ve learnt. I envy those who still cherish ideals—and I’m sorry for them too.”

         Soon they were sitting in the car again, gazing up at the snowy peaks.

         “D’you know the Hubau valley?” Bornholm asked.

         “No, but I’ve heard of it. And its mountain streams and waterfalls.”

         They drove on into the mountains. They stopped to watch the tumbling waterfalls, got a meal of fried eggs and bacon with milk to drink at an Alpine farmhouse, strolled in the meadows and lay in the tall grass in the sun, surrounded by wild flowers and the huge, silent mountains with their gleaming peaks and sheer, rugged walls. The hospital seemed a long way off.

         As the sun sank lower, Erica sat up. Bornholm was lying beside her in the grass, eyes closed as if asleep. She looked at him for some time: at his lean, clean-cut face, its firm lips pressed together, the lines at the corners of his mouth, his strong chin.

         She felt that sense of fear stir in her again. She looked away, staring at the Alpine pasture and the valley lying before them. This was ridiculous! A very junior registrar and a great surgeon! What on earth could she be thinking of?

         Abruptly, she stood up. Bornholm looked at her.

         “Why the hurry?”

         “It’s late. It’ll take three hours to drive back to the hospital.”

         “And that’s three more hours of wasted time.” Bornholm sat up. “But we must have something to eat first.” He looked at his watch. “Six o’clock—yes, time we were moving.” He jumped up, flinging out his arms in a theatrical gesture and declaiming, “Farewell, ye mountain peaks!” Then, putting an arm round Erica’s shoulders and pulling her close to him, he asked, “Enjoyed your day?”

         Erica nodded, in some confusion. “Oh, yes!” she said. Freeing herself from his grasp, she pushed the hair back from her face. “Let’s go now . . . ”

         She ran down the gentle slope to the road where they had left the car, her full skirt fluttering, her hair blowing in the wind.

         Bornholm watched her, his lower lip thrust slightly forward. Eleven years younger than me, he thought. Eleven years of youth—you never get that back, you can only seize it in other people, conquer it, hold it close to you.

         Slowly, he walked downhill. Erica was already sitting in the car. The radio was playing dance music.

         “You can hardly tear yourself away from the mountains, can you, Dr. Bornholm?”

         Bornholm nodded. “I find it hard to tear myself away from anything beautiful. Incidentally, no need to call me Dr. Bornholm outside the hospital. My name’s Alf. ”

         He got in and started the car. He drove carefully down the road; however, he did not turn towards the valley, but went the other way, farther into the mountains, along a winding road that passed rocky precipices, grew narrower, and finally became an unmetalled track going on into the wild Alpine landscape.

         “Haven’t we missed a turning somewhere?” Erica looked out, with a slight shudder. There was a sheer drop quite close, and the mountainside below was overgrown with dwarf pines.

         Alf Bornholm braked, swinging himself out of the car with youthful energy.

         “No, our supper’s waiting.”

         “What, here?”

         “A surprise for you, Erica!”

         A few more steps, and they were outside a little white chalet with bright green shutters, a tiny, weather-beaten wilderness of a garden, and a big stack of logs outside. The shutters were closed and the door bolted and locked. Erica stopped.

         “There’s nobody at home.”

         “Yes, there is! ” laughed Bornholm. “ We’re at home! ”

         Bringing out a bunch of keys, he started to open the place up. Erica perched on the woodpile, once again feeling a certain constraint.

         “You never said you had a chalet in the mountains! ”

         “I told you this was a surprise! Well, isn’t it?”

         “Yes, it certainly is! ”

         “I’ll cook you as good a supper as we’d get down in the Palace Hotel.” He pushed the door open and ushered her in. “That is, if the menu suits you: there’s shark’s fin soup, cold chicken with sauce béarnaise, a truffle omelette, fruit salad with a dash of maraschino, coffee, cognac . . .”

         “You must be a magician!” Erica laughed, but her laugh sounded rather strained.

         The chalet consisted of one large, bright, colourful room, equipped with modern furniture. Hanging wickerwork tub chairs swung from the ceiling on thick ropes, there were shaggy white sheepskin rugs on the floor, and a large bed at the back of the room, divided off from the rest of it by a curtain.

         “Well, do you like it?” Bornholm was opening the shutters. The red-gold sunset light flooded into the room, casting a rosy glow on the white sheepskins. As it fell through the wickerwork of the hanging chairs it made strange patterns of shadow on the floor. Erica stood in the doorway, amazed.

         “I’d never have thought it possible!” she said softly.

         Bornholm pulled a propane gas stove out of a storage niche in the wall, opened a refrigerator, searched among a store of cans and picked out the items for the menu he had just announced. Then he fetched a bottle of wine from another cupboard, and handed it and a corkscrew to Erica. “Get us a drink, will you?” he said. “Cooks always get thirsty!”

         Soon something was sizzling in a pan, Erica was swinging in one of the hanging chairs, Bornholm had removed his jacket and put on an apron and a tall chef’s cap.

         “We can even have music.” He turned on a radio, and a slow waltz tune echoed through the room. “What more could we ask for? ‘Secret Love’, that’s the name of the tune.” He sat down on a cushion at Erica’s feet, raising his glass to her. “And what are you thinking about. Dr. Werner?”

         Erica put her feet to the ground, bringing the swaying chair to a halt. “I was thinking what a lovely place this is, that’s all.”

         “You know, I laid the foundations of my scientific research in this room. In autumn you’re right up above the clouds here, with the earth below just a sea of mist. Sometimes the mists break and give you a sudden clear view of everything—that’s more or less how I felt when I was starting my research into the nature of blood.” He was silent for a moment. “A fascinating subject! At least, I find it so. What do we really know about life? What do we know about blood? It’s only comparatively recently that heart-lung machines have made open heart surgery possible. And there are still secrets unexplained.”

         He put his glass down on the floor to go and turn the radio down. Erica watched him walk across the room, tall and lean, elegant and graceful in his movements. Her heart was beating rather fast.

         “To me, blood is not just a chemico-physiological fluid,” she heard him go on. “It contains the whole miracle of life. When we say the soul I think we should say the blood.”

         “Isn’t that taking it a bit far, Dr. Bornholm?” Erica asked timidly. Bornholm’s charismatic personality, the almost physical sense she had that she was talking to a man of genius, made her shy.

         “No, not when we’re talking about blood. The entire medical profession would like to understand blood more thoroughly, and we dream of being able to manufacture it artificially. We have plasma, yes, we can compensate for the loss of fluid content in the body with physiological saline solution, but the precise chemical composition of blood serum—we don’t know that yet. However, if we could succeed in that . . . ” He went back to the kitchen corner of the room, saying quietly, as if talking to himself, “Then we should hold the whole mystery of life in our hands.”

         “And that’s what you’re working on?” asked Erica, almost inaudibly .

         Bornholm nodded. He put cold chicken on a plate, garnished it with tomato salad, and brought it over to Erica by the open window.

         “You could call it my idée fixe. You may think me crazy, but why should it not be possible to manufacture blood?”

         “But that’s impossible!”

         “Fifty years ago, anyone who had proposed to operate on a narrowed mitral valve would have been carted straight off to the lunatic asylum. And a surgeon who claimed he could mend a broken thigh by inserting an intramedullary pin would have been laughed out of court as a charlatan. Today we take such things for granted. More and more mysteries are being solved—why not the mystery of blood?” He put the plate down on the window sill. “Would you like to see my own laboratory some time?”

         “Yes, very much, Dr. Bornholm!”

         “And then, perhaps, I may ask if you’d work on my dream with me?”

         “Me?” Erica put her hands to the wall behind her. She was breathing fast. “But I’m only a very junior registrar—I’ve no idea of—”

         Bornholm looked very hard at her. His grey-blue eyes seemed to bore right into her.

         “There’s something in your face that makes me feel I’m right to ask you,” he said slowly. “I think you could believe in something, even sacrifice yourself for that belief. And I’m looking for such people—people who’ll devote themselves entirely to an idea. I see something of that quality in your eyes. Will you think about it, Erica?”

         “I . . . yes,” she stammered. “Yes, I will.”

         “I’m glad.” Two simple, sober words, which seemed to break the spell. Erica smiled and sat down at the table. They began to eat, in silence. Bornholm uncorked another bottle of wine, holding the first glass up to the light.

         “So now you know why I brought you here to my chalet! I wanted to get to know you, away from the hospital. And now I can say I’d be very happy if you would work with me. ” He raised a hand. “But don’t say yes or no yet. Have a look round my laboratory first. And remember, it’s done outside duty hours. You’d have to give up a good many of your free evenings.”

         “Oh, I wouldn’t mind that. ”

         “Good girl.” He stroked Erica’s hair. It was like an electric current going through her; she closed her eyes and pressed her lips together. “Well, let’s drink to our prospective work together.”

         The heavy, sweetish wine relaxed her, making her feel less shy. “But what will they say at the hospital?” she asked.

         “What do you mean?” His surprise was genuine.

         “You—you know what the others can be like, Dr. Bornholm.”

         “Does that bother you?” he asked.

         Erica felt the blood rise to her face again. She picked up her glass, went back to the hanging chair, sat down and finished her wine.

         “I think I must be a little drunk,” she said, rocking back and forth. “Everything seems to be swimming past me . . . ”

         Bornholm laughed. He firmly stopped the swinging chair and lifted Erica out of it. “I’m just going to walk round the place, see what the weather looks like. You’ll be in bed when I get back, right?”

         Swaying slightly, Erica stood in the middle of the room, looking round her. “And where will you sleep?”

         “On the rugs here.” He led her over to the big bed. “In ten minutes’ time you’ll be fast asleep. Good night!”

         “Good night.”

         Erica saw him walk past outside the window. Then the room was turning round again. It’s the wine, she thought, it was so strong . . . if he were to take me in his arms now, I’d just close my eyes and be happy. Oh, I must be crazy, wanting him like this, it’s stupid . . .

         She let herself fall on the bed, and was fast asleep almost at once.

         When Bornholm came back into the chalet, he removed Erica’s shoes and covered her with a blanket. Then he smoked a last cigarette, and put out the light. But he did not go to sleep. He lay there, listening to Erica’s breathing and feeling surprised at himself.

         It was an unusual situation for Alf Bornholm, and to his amazement he found he was enjoying it.

      

   


   
      
         When Erica Werner woke up, Bornholm was already busy in the kitchen corner. She sat up, clutching the blanket around her, though she was fully clothed. The smell of freshly ground coffee beans filled the room.

         “Good morning, Dr. Bornholm!” she said softly.

         He turned round. “Good morning, Dr. Werner!”

         Getting out a tray, he stacked it with crockery, made the coffee, took some sandwiches out of the refrigerator, and carried the tray over to the little table beside the bed. He laid the table, poured coffee for himself and Erica and looked at her inquiringly. “Sugar?”

         “Two lumps, please.”

         “Did you sleep well?”

         “Like a log.”

         “Any dreams?”

         “No. I think that wine really knocked me out! ”

         “What a shame!” He smiled, boyishly. “The dreams of a pretty young girl are a mirror of her mind!”

         Erica bowed her head, took a sandwich and picked up her cup, forcing herself to keep her hand steady. “What’s the time?” she asked, for something to say.

         “Just after eight.” Dr. Bornholm glanced at his watch. “We’ll have to leave in half an hour. I have to perform an operation today. By the way, there’s a shower behind the curtain over in that corner, and I’ve pumped the tank full of water.” He finished his coffee and rose to his feet. “I’ll take a stroll while you shower. Fresh air in the lungs should be prescribed for everyone—there’d be a lot less lung cancer if people learned to breathe properly.”

         Half an hour later they had washed the dishes and tidied the chalet. While Bornholm locked up, Erica went to the car and looked down into the valley. But the road below was veiled in mist.

         Dr. Bornholm was summoned to Professor Rahtenau’s office before lunch. He had made his rounds, and Erica had shown him Ward 3 as if last night had never been, but when he said goodbye to her in the corridor, he added quietly, “I’ll have a word with Rahtenau right away about arranging your duties so you can help me in the lab, if you decide you’d like to after thinking it over.”

         “There’s nothing to think over, Dr. Bornholm. I’d consider it an honour.”

         She stood in the doorway, watching him go downstairs to Casualty. The ward sister came out of the pantry with a tray, a little smile on her face.

         “Wonderful man, isn’t he?” she said quietly. Erica jumped like someone caught in the act of shoplifting. “Hang on to your heart, though, Dr. Werner! He’s going to marry the Prof’s daughter.”

         Erica suddenly felt cold. “Professor Rahtenau’s daughter? Oh, is he?” Her voice gave nothing away.

         “The whole hospital’s expecting the engagement to be announced any time now. The Prof’s secretary has promised to ring us all when the news comes through! ”

         Erica bent her head, and went into her own room. I’m a fool, she thought. Professor Rahtenau’s daughter; yes, of course. So why should it hurt so much? Even if I do love him it’s just a silly personal daydream, nothing to do with anyone else, because anyway it’s so pointless—utterly pointless.

         Professor Rahtenau was seated at his desk when Bornholm came in, a pile of case histories and X-ray plates in front of him, drinking a glass of wine diluted with water.

         “Ah, Bornholm!” he said, putting his glass down. “Where’ve you been, eh? I see I had a note in my appointments book to discuss the operating schedule with you at ten this morning. ”

         “I was at my place up in the mountains, Professor. I didn’t get back till just before eleven. ”

         “So I hear! D’you mind telling me the precise whereabouts of this mysterious mountain hideout of yours? In future perhaps I can come out there to see you over hospital business! Makes no difference to me!” It was meant to sound ironic, but Rahtenau’s voice rose so high as to make his sarcasm appear querulous. Bornholm bowed slightly.

         “I know I’ve been dilatory in apologizing—well, I apologize now, sir.”

         “It’s not me you have to apologize to, Bornholm! Petra was very upset. You had a date with my daughter yesterday evening, didn’t you eh? At the Park Restaurant. Quite apart from the fact that this is the first I’ve heard of your being friendly with my daughter at all, I don’t feel it’s very flattering for Petra to be stood up. She waited there over an hour for you!”

         “Oh, my God!” Bornholm was genuinely embarrassed. “I must confess I—”

         “No, no, go and confess elsewhere!” Professor Rahtenau smiled, frostily. “Well, so how long have you known my daughter? And how comes it that I learn of your friendship only when you forget a date? Why all this secrecy, Bornholm? I’m not speaking as your Professor, I’m speaking as Petra’s father, and I’d like an explanation!”

         Bornholm nodded. The awkwardness of the entire situation had caught him off balance. The fact that he had indeed forgotten his date with Petra was more than just a matter of offending Rahtenau’s daughter: it could bring his whole, well-planned edifice of career-building down, and he must put it right at once.

         “I’ve known Fräulein Rahtenau for six months, sir.”

         “You have?” Rahtenau sat up very straight. “And this is the first I’ve heard of it? Let’s get one thing clear, Bornholm: are you in love with my daughter?”

         “Well, that certainly is a very frank question, sir.” Alf Bornholm was plainly at a loss. He thought of Petra Rahtenau. A pretty girl, of course, slim, blonde, round-faced and round-eyed, rather volatile perhaps, with the manner of a girl who had been brought up in a home free from financial cares. She was not exactly beautiful, but not unattractive, she was neither very clever nor stupid, she was really just average. And she was the only child of the Professor of Surgery and Head of the whole Medical School. This fact had been a major inducement to Alf Bornholm to make her acquaintance in the first place and single her out for attention. Love, though? Still at a loss, Alf Bornholm looked at Professor Rahtenau.

         “Well, I can’t say ‘yes’, straight out, sir, without being sure of your daughter’s feelings, and the fact is I’m not. We’re good friends, if you’ll allow me to use that hackneyed expression, but we’ve never mentioned any deeper feelings to one another, and I can assure you—”

         “All right, all right, all right!” Professor Rahtenau cut him short. “Be that as it may, my daughter was very upset. I wouldn’t care to repeat some of the things she said!” He finished his glass of diluted red wine and pointed to an armchair. Bornholm sat down, feeling decidedly uncomfortable.“Now, Bornholm, I want a straight answer: are you serious about Petra?”

         “Yes, sir.”

         “Glad to hear it.” He sounded as if he meant it. “You know how much I value your surgical expertise, and I remember your thesis was a little masterpiece. If our relationship should become personal as well as professional, I’ll be very well pleased. ”

         “Sir, I haven’t had a chance to ask Petra whether—”

         “I know, I know! But between you and me, surely we can look ahead. Sounds to me as if you were going to turn up at my home in a dark suit one of these days, asking my permission to marry Petra!” Professor Rahtenau smiled, and poured Bornholm a glass of wine. “I’m giving a small party this evening, Bornholm. You’d better come along.”

         “Thank you very much, Professor.” Dr. Bornholm sipped his wine. “Er . . . if you felt you could put in a word for me with Petra . . .”

         “Not even married yet, and scared of the girl already!” Rahtenau roared with laughter. “This is a fine start, my dear Bornholm! Your very good health, and we’ll see you this evening, then.”

         Bornholm returned to his own office in a very thoughtful mood. Morning bulletins had come in from the wards, there were X-ray plates of newly admitted patients, death certificates to be signed for three patients who had just died, case histories of new admissions. Bornholm looked at his watch. One-thirty. He did not feel hungry; he had coffee brought up from the canteen and smoked a cigarette. He looked through the X-ray plates without much enthusiasm, his mind on Petra. Three cases of cancer, one empyema case, one left lung destroyed by TB, one hypernephroma; he assigned the cases to various surgeons, adding remarks in red pencil, and keeping the empyema for himself. When someone knocked at his door he did not hear it; it was not until Erica Werner was actually in the room that he looked up, startled.

         “I didn’t hear you,” he said, stacking the X-ray plates together. “Anything the matter?”

         “You were going to show me your research laboratory, Dr. Bornholm.” Erica spoke formally, and a little huskily. She was forcing herself not to think of last night, and the magic of the lonely mountain chalet. It had only been a fleeting breath of happiness, she told herself firmly—but it cost her an effort to come to terms with the thought.

         “The lab—oh, yes!” He rose from his desk. “Come along.”

         “Did you mention it—my working with you—to the Professor?”

         “I’m afraid I never got around to it. He wasn’t in one of his better moods; it didn’t seem the right moment.”

         She knew he was lying, and her fine-boned face looked almost sad. For no good reason, and inwardly horrified at herself, she felt she was beginning to hate the unknown Petra Rahtenau.

         Bornholm had his private laboratory in a small annexe of the hospital. He pursued his own researches here, with Professor Rahtenau’s permission but with no financial backing from the University. Rahtenau did give him indirect support, by putting requests from the courts for expert medical evidence in his way, and by allotting him five beds in the private wing, but despite this, his research laboratory was still in an early stage of development, and modestly equipped. The animals’ cages were the exception: Bornholm spent every available penny on fitting them out well. He had seven monkeys, thirty-two guinea pigs, forty-three rats and three dogs. They all lived in clean cages, and were looked after by an old man who also earned a small wage as night watchman in the hospital. The animals were vital to Bornholm’s research: they provided the blood for his analysis.

         Dr. Bornholm sat down at a large table with a solid marble surface which had a deep groove, leading to a drainage outlet, at the front. A dissecting table, as Erica knew from her studies of anatomy and pathology. Long rows of test-tubes containing blood samples stood in front of the window, which was painted over white.

         The night watchman looked into the laboratory. Behind him, Erica could hear the squealing, barking and chattering of the animals. “You want Number 57?” he shouted through the din.

         “Yes.” Bornholm took rubber gloves from a sterile container and put them on. “Well, let me show you the kind of experiments involved, Fräulein Werner. This isn’t simple laboratory routine, it involves experimenting on living bodies. Now don’t look so horrified! I know what you’re thinking—vivisection and so on—but what I’m doing here may lead to saving the lives of millions of people some day. You may think that sounds arrogant, but the problem of blood loss really is so vital to medicine that this is a clear case for putting human life before that of the lower animals.”

         The night watchman came into the laboratory carrying an anaesthetized monkey as if it were a small child. He laid the limp body on the marble slab. Erica saw that both arms had already been shaved and painted with iodine at the elbows. The little monkey’s mouth was slightly open, its tongue lolled out between its teeth. It was snoring, and its eyelids fluttered now and then as if in a nightmare.

         “Hullo, little monkey,” said Erica, stroking its body. Bornholm was pushing a trolley of instruments over to the marble slab. He glanced at Erica.

         “Sentimentality has no place in science,” he commented.

         “What are you going to do to him? ”

         “Drain him of blood. ”

         “Oh no!” cried Erica, rather louder than she would have wished.

         “It sounds more drastic than it is, Fräulein Werner.” Dr. Bornholm picked out two large cannulas, and using plastic tubing connected them to a glass apparatus wheeled up by his assistant. A thermometer showed that the interior of the machine was at the same temperature as the little monkey’s body. “Our furry friend here will be quite all right.” He put the cannulas down beside the monkey’s elbows and looked straight at Erica’s white face. “The problem is, you see, how to keep a body drained of its blood alive. I know that sounds a tall order: well, I’ve developed a physiological fluid which I hope will act as a blood substitute. As every medical student learns in his second term, blood is not just a red fluid but a collection of connected cells in a liquid form. But no one can manufacture a living cell. If we could we’d have the secret of immortality! I am, therefore, attempting to feed into a drained body enough physiological fluid closely related to the blood to keep it alive until the blood-regenerating organs of liver and spleen add sufficient cells to the fluid to turn my ‘ synthetic ’ blood into real blood. ”

         As he spoke, the night watchman had been strapping the little monkey to the dissecting table. Carefully, but very surely, Bornholm introduced the cannulas into the arm veins. The glass tubes at the end of the cannulas filled with blood. The motor of the glass apparatus was humming gently. Bornholm checked all the dials and the thermometer once again, then opened the little tap on the plastic tubing, and the monkey’s blood began to run into the glass cylinder of the machine.

         Bornholm was checking the animal’s heart activity with a stethoscope, while Erica Werner kept its pulse under observation. The little monkey’s heart began to flutter, its pulse grew so weak that Erica could hardly feel it, a shiver ran through the small body, and the skin under its hair grew cold and pale. Bornholm closed the right-hand tap, drew the cannula out of the vein, and inserted another cannula into the main thigh vein. A dull-coloured fluid begen running through the tubing from a second glass pump to the stop tap just above this cannula. It was at the same temperature as the animal’s own blood, and had an identical oxygen and carbon dioxide content.

         Erica straightened up, her face paler than ever. “No pulse,” she said hoarsely.

         Bornholm was leaning over the monkey’s chest, stethoscope to its heart. The heartbeat could not be heard. “Yes, clinically dead,” he said. “From loss of blood.” He removed the second cannula from the arm vein, putting a piece of plaster over the small hole. Then he opened the tap of the glass apparatus containing the fluid. At the same time, the night watchman placed a stimulating device over the monkey’s chest and began administering electrical stimulation in the rhythm of the natural heartbeat. Bornholm was giving cardiac massage as his “synthetic blood” pumped into the drained body, compressing the rib cage and letting it expand again and again, until he could feel a trembling in the chest under his hands.

         “Hear that?” he asked Erica. “Heart’s started beating again—”

         The monkey’s sunken chest suddenly rose, as if inflated by a balloon. Slowly, the animal began to breathe again, its eyelids fluttered, its small black claws of hands opened and closed.

         Fascinated, Erica watched it return to life, realizing the implications. Bornholm’s experiments on small animals today might mean life tomorrow for thousands of people who now inevitably died of blood loss.

         When the amount of liquid transfused was equal to the amount of drained blood, Bornholm closed the stop tap and turned off the machine. He removed the cannula from the thigh vein and gave additional cardiac stimulation by means of an injection straight into the heart muscle. Then he nodded to the night watchman, who unstrapped the monkey from the marble slab and carried it back to the cages. The monkey was placed in a special clean, warm cage, with pure oxygen running into it: a miniature oxygen tent.

         Bornholm took off his rubber gloves and threw them away. “Well, now we wait a few days and see whether his system spontaneously creates new blood to replace my fluid.”

         “It’s amazing!” said Erica, with genuine admiration.

         “We’re still fumbling in the dark, Erica, we’re still only at the start. It’ll be a long time before we can treat human beings in the same way as rats, guinea pigs and monkeys. But at least we can see a way in the dark. Whether it will lead where we want—well, we’ll find out. Will you help me try to follow that path?”

         “Oh, yes!” cried Erica.

         The telephone on the wall buzzed. Bornholm lifted the receiver, there was the sound of a voice chattering, and he beckoned to Erica.

         “It’s for you. New admission on your ward; they’d like you up there.”

         He watched her as she crossed the lawn of the hospital garden outside, a slender, supple, youthful and long-legged figure. He acknowledged suddenly that it was not just medical interest which made him want to have Erica Werner as an assistant. He felt a strong, impatient desire to take her in his arms and kiss her, stroke her body, feel the warmth of her smooth skin against his own.

         He was biting his lower lip when the night watchman came back.

         “Koko’s woken up,” he said. “He don’t know where he is, though.”

         “Heartbeat?”

         “Nearly normal. ”

         Bornholm waited until Erica Werner was out of sight. It’s madness to think along those lines, he told himself. I am going to marry Petra Rahtenau and get a Chair, I may even be in charge of the whole School of Medicine some day. I dare say the old boy will see to it . . .

         I’ll ask Petra to marry me this evening.

         Work and love—it should be possible to combine them. It isn’t often one gets a chance like this to further one’s career, and I could do it so easily by marrying Petra.

         He went to look at the animals, slightly repulsed himself by his own ambition, but he did not try to fight it. He was a practical man, and to him, in practice, life was worth living only if it meant success.

         And success was one thing Dr. Alf Bornholm, Senior Lecturer in Medicine, most certainly meant to have.
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