



[image: Cover Image]





THE CLEWISTON TEST


Kate Wilhelm


[image: image]


www.sfgateway.com






Enter the SF Gateway …


In the last years of the twentieth century (as Wells might have put it), Gollancz, Britain’s oldest and most distinguished science fiction imprint, created the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series. Dedicated to re-publishing the English language’s finest works of SF and Fantasy, most of which were languishing out of print at the time, they were – and remain – landmark lists, consummately fulfilling the original mission statement:




‘SF MASTERWORKS is a library of the greatest SF ever written, chosen with the help of today’s leading SF writers and editors. These books show that genuinely innovative SF is as exciting today as when it was first written.’





Now, as we move inexorably into the twenty-first century, we are delighted to be widening our remit even more. The realities of commercial publishing are such that vast troves of classic SF & Fantasy are almost certainly destined never again to see print. Until very recently, this meant that anyone interested in reading any of these books would have been confined to scouring second-hand bookshops. The advent of digital publishing has changed that paradigm for ever.


The technology now exists to enable us to make available, for the first time, the entire backlists of an incredibly wide range of classic and modern SF and fantasy authors. Our plan is, at its simplest, to use this technology to build on the success of the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series and to go even further.


Welcome to the new home of Science Fiction & Fantasy. Welcome to the most comprehensive electronic library of classic SFF titles ever assembled.


Welcome to the SF Gateway.












CHAPTER ONE



The watchman made his last round at six in the morning. He left his station at the back entrance of the company and slowly walked the wide corridor to his first checkpoint. The only sound was that of his foam-soled shoes as they made contact with, then pulled away from, the waxed vinyl floor. The sound was a faint, regular squeak. He had been making this round for twenty-nine years, and he no longer heard his own footsteps consciously. He no longer had to consider anything; his feet took him, his hands punched the clocks, and if ever anything was wrong, he trusted his nose to sniff it out, his eyes to focus again to spot the trouble. Like a sleepwalker he made his rounds, not aware of any discomfort, not especially tired, not even bored.


His first check was the animal division. Unhurriedly he selected the right key, opened the door, and entered. The room was dimly lighted in such a way that the walls seemed to recede into distance, and with no personnel cluttering up the aisles between the cages, the room took on proportions that were on an inhuman scale, as if somehow this room had grown larger than the building that housed it.


The squeak, squeak of his shoes as he walked among the cages was part of the routine; no animal stirred. He checked the great double doors at the back wall and then shone his flashlight over the high, useless windows on the same wall. He started up the far side of the room toward the front again, and, midway, he paused.


Something was wrong. Mentally he ticked off the sections of the room: the guinea pigs, all sleeping, curled up, invisible almost. Some of the cats were awake, were always awake no matter when he looked in. The dogs had been quiet, although he knew their sleep was deceptive, that their ears, like antennae, followed his progress through the room. The chimps were quiet, each in its separate cage, sound asleep.


He shook his head and turned back and walked down the aisle, this time looking through each row of cages he passed. Then he saw the chimp, a large one, made gargantuan by the feeble glow of the night lights cast up from below. The chimp was standing up grasping the bars of its cage. It was watching him.


The watchman exhaled softly. He took several steps toward the cage, played his light over the lock to make certain it was secure. ‘Ugly bastard,’



he muttered. The feeling of wrongness persisted as he made his rounds, and only gradually faded.


The chimp continued to stand holding the bars. Presently his lips stretched back over his teeth and the hair on the back of his neck began to rise. He gripped the bars tighter and tested them, tried to shake them. After a few more minutes, he left the front of the cage, withdrew to the shadows under the shelf, and sat down on his haunches to stare straight ahead un-blinkingly. No other chimp stirred.





Miles away, across from Cherokee Park, a smudge of light appeared on the ground floor of one of the solid old three-story buildings. Drapes were opened and a three-sectioned bay window revealed, with greenery in it, and a warm light streaming from it.


The room behind the windows was large, with space enough for the oversized bed, two comfortable chairs covered with rust-colored velvet, a chaise, a card table with two straight chairs. Pushed to the side, leaving four feet between it and the bed, was an exerciser, parallel metal bars with a green rubber walkway. The house had been built when ten-foot ceilings were not an unacceptable expense, and the high ceiling had been followed by the bay window that made up the southern wall. The doors in the north wall were solid maple, the floor dark and light oak parquet.


The door to the bathroom opened and slowly Anne pushed it wider to give clearance for the wheelchair. Clark had been in to open the drapes. She wondered if he waited until he knew she was in the bathroom to do it every morning. He knew it pained her to be seen heaving herself out of the chair clumsily, fearfully; as graceful as a hippopotamus, she thought, eyeing the bed that sometimes seemed an impossible goal. That morning she felt stronger, she decided determinedly, setting the brake; she began to arrange herself for the pull up from the chair, the shift to the side of the bed. She winced when she lowered her body, and sternly she told herself it had not hurt, and it really had not. It was the thought of pain, the memory of pain that she feared. Then she lay back on her pillow and relaxed again. She was trembling slightly.


It was too early to tell if today the sun would shine. Beyond the bay window the world was dull and gray. She reached for a cigarette and drew back. Not before breakfast. Instead, she studied the bay window. She imagined she could hear Clark moving about in the kitchen getting coffee made, doing eggs and toast. He approached his cooking chores exactly the same way he did his lab experiments, with precision, working to an interior timetable that saw everything finished together with little wasted effort. She wished he would hurry with the coffee. Again she concentrated on the window.


It was made up of six small panes of glass in each section, bordered by



smaller irregular bits of stained glass, not in a fruit or flower motif, but simply odd geometrical shapes leaded together randomly. The colors in the stained glass were rich, and when it was sunny, vibrant reds, blues, greens, yellows fixed first here, then there, changing, not always subtly, those objects so lighted. The bay window was ten feet wide, with a window seat painted soft white. There were no curtains, only opaque beige drapes that, when closed, followed the curve of the window, leaving the wide ledge clear. There were cushions on it, hot colors – bright yellows, oranges, crimson – and a terrarium, a five-gallon carboy that housed a little world of tropical lush growth – purple leaves, velvety greens, whites. The earth in the terrarium was jet black with flecks of white vermiculite that looked like snow. There were other plants on the window seat, but they had been neglected. Leaves had fallen from the African violets, there were brown-tipped leaves on the philodendron, and the dieffenbachia had grown toward the light without being turned, so that it seemed to have rejected the room, and showed the backs of heavily veined leaves – plant architecture that was stark and functional.


For two weeks Anne had been watching the leaves twist more each day, until now they were vertical, all looking out together. No one else had noticed them. How queer it would be to live in that time frame, she thought, where that gradual movement would seem natural and perhaps even swift. Once, as a child, she had sprouted beans in a glass with a piece of blotter that reached down into an inch of water on the bottom and held the beans against the clear side so their every change could be observed. But the changes had been impossible to watch, only the difference could be measured each day.


On either side of the bed were night tables, one of them a hospital stand with a plastic top and with doors that concealed a washbasin and bedpan. She no longer needed the equipment, but the stand was still there, and a pitcher of water on it sweated and made puddles. On the other table, books were stacked, along with an ashtray, a notebook and pencils, magazines -scientific journals and a chess magazine – and a calendar in an elaborate silver frame, deeply carved, rococo, a gift from Clark's mother. She drew the calendar to her and with heavy, firm strokes made a red cross through the date, Monday, February 6. She had started the crosses in November.


‘Hi, honey. Coffee.’ Clark came into the room with a tray and put it down on the card table before the bay window. They had been having their meals in the room at that table for the past months. He had poached an egg for her, had made bacon and fried eggs for himself, and a pot of coffee. In the mornings she didn't get up to sit at the table. Later, after Ronnie arrived, she would get up again. Clark was unwilling to go to work unless she was safe in bed. He was afraid she might fall. Because, she thought, she had fallen once, and it hurt like hell, but more than that, it had frightened them both terribly.



‘The tibia is delicate,’ the doctor had said. ‘We don't know just why, but often there is trouble getting it to heal properly. You're not unique there, Annie.’


Clark propped her up with the chair pillow and then went to the window. A fine rain had started. In January there had been three days when the sun shone all day long. In February, still young, still hopeful, there had been one such day. Anne sighed and started to eat her egg.


‘Might be late,’ Clark said, chewing. ‘Board-meeting day again.’


She nodded. After the board meeting the different departments had their own meetings. ‘Klugman will manage to remind you gently that I'm still on payroll and my brain belongs to Prather,’ she said.


Clark grinned at her and said, ‘That's okay as long as the rest belongs to me.’ He drank his coffee. He had plenty of time. Clark always woke up before the alarm clock sounded; it was as if the action of setting the clock also set one in his head and it went off first, soundlessly, with greater urgency than the mechanical one. He poured more coffee for both of them.


‘And Klugman will also remind me that March 30 is creeping up on us. He'll want reassurance that you'll be there, all well and glowing and smiling.’


‘But I won't. I'll scowl and look like a mad genius,’ Anne said, scowling to demonstrate.


Clark laughed and sat on the side of the bed with his cup in his hand, and smoothed her hair back with the other hand. ‘You don't know how to scowl, and you don't look mad, and you aren't anyone's stereotypical genius. What you look like is a damn sexy blonde in a pretty frilly thing, and if I don't rape you outright in the next few weeks, I'll be a candidate for sainthood.’ He spoke lightly, but his hand on her hair became too still and when he moved it away his motion was brusque. He returned to the table and lighted a cigarette.


Anne, looking at him, thought how broad he was. What thick arms and legs, deep chest. She always thought of him as a very large man when he wasn't there, but actually it was simply his massive build; he was not tall. She was an inch taller than he, but still he gave the impression, left the impression, of a very large man. He always liked sex in the morning, while she, as she once had whispered, liked to go to sleep wet between the legs. It was because he woke up so thoroughly so suddenly. He awakened in a room that was lighted, heated, everything ready to be used, needing only for the occupant to step inside to start functioning perfectly. And her room was dark when she awakened; she groped around for hours finding the light switches and the furniture, waiting for the heat to spread throughout. But, even if it never would occur to her to initiate sex in the morning, it didn't take much to make her as horny as he was, and looking at his broad back, she wanted him as much as he wanted and needed her.


‘Deena will be here in ten minutes,’ Anne said softly.




‘Yeah. Be right back.’ He moved fast, almost jerkily. His movements were those of a thin nervous person, not one built as solidly as he. In a moment he was back with his corduroy coat and rubbers. No particular dress was required in the lab, although it was understood that all other downstairs departments observed the coat and tie rule. Clark wore faded slacks that were fraying slightly at the bottoms, a short-sleeved shirt with ink stains at the pocket. His pockets all bulged with notes and trivia that he forgot to sort through for weeks at a time, simply transferring the mass from pocket to pocket each morning. His muscular arms were dark with hair; his shirt, unbuttoned at the neck, revealed thick hair on his chest. His belly was hairy, his back; if he let his beard grow, as he had done three years ago, it was bushy and wild-looking. Now and then, when he remembered, he cut his hair, and usually he kept it above his collar, but that Monday morning it was long, and it curled about his ears and over his shirt collar. It was very black and shiny.


A bear person, Anne thought, watching him pat his pockets, feeling for what she didn't know. He carried a pocketknife with a can opener and a corkscrew and a spoon and a screwdriver all built in. He had fingernail clippers, and a comb, cigarettes and a cigarette lighter that didn't work, but that he meant to leave off to be repaired when he thought of it. There were pens and pencils. At least two notebooks, small spiral ones with the pages loose and ragged. There were match folders, receipts, trading stamps, paper money, and coins. Once she had cleaned out his pockets and counted over eight dollars in change. There were keys. The house and car keys, lab keys, keys for his desk and his locker, and her desk and locker at the lab, keys to a car he no longer owned, keys to the suitcases in the apartment basement storage room, and keys to his parents’ home. When she had said once how stupid it was to carry every damn key he owned, he had agreed, as he stuffed them back into various pockets.


He left again to get his briefcase, and now he was ready. ‘I'll call you,’ he said, pulling on his rubbers.


She nodded, smiling. He would call three or four times.


‘Anything I can pick up on the way home?’


She shook her head, still smiling. He left their car for the practical nurse, Ronnie, to use to take Anne for therapy, or shopping, or whatever, and it never would occur to him to ask Deena to stop for an errand.


‘Look, why don't you have Harry stay for dinner with you. I'll have a bite when I get home.’


Anne laughed. ‘You always say the same things, did you know that? And I always answer the same. I'll wait. If Harry can stay, he'll wait too. Ronnie will fix us a casserole or something that will hold for however long it has to.’


He came back to the bed then and leaned over to kiss her chastely on the forehead. ‘Right. Look, ask your doctor about that other little matter. Okay?



See you tonight.’ The horn sounded outside, and he left, waving at the bedroom door. It seemed very still in the apartment as soon as the hallway door opened and closed.


Anne considered the day stretching out before her. Therapy on Mondays at ten. Back home exhausted, lunch, nap. Fifteen minutes with the exerciser at two. She looked at it distastefully. It was only fifteen feet long, but it seemed to her, standing at one end, looking at the other, an impossible distance. Rest after that. At four or so, Harry, her uncle, would come to keep her company, play chess, talk about his students. He taught eighth-grade classes in social science, history, and, it seemed, any other subject where there was a shortage of teachers. One year, he had a girls’ gym class.


Leaning on one elbow, she began to work a thick notebook out from under the stack of magazines. Usually the stack started an inexorable slide to the floor at this point; she pulled the notebook free and leaned back with her eyes closed, the notebook in her hand, and listened to the noise the magazines made as they hit the floor. Her pen was clipped to the cover of the notebook; presently she began to write.





Deena talked disconsolately about the weather as she drove, and Clark listened without paying attention. He didn't understand people who gave thought to the weather. He never knew if it would snow or rain before the day was over. He wore his rubbers when it was raining and didn't think about them if the sun was shining. It wasn't that he was surprised by the elements, it was simply that he accepted whatever there was. His gaze was straight ahead, but instead of the rain-obscured traffic, in his mind there was an image of Anne in the bed, her pale wavy hair tight against her head, no makeup, and to him beautiful. It had surprised him once to overhear two of their friends discussing her coolly. One had said she was not very pretty, and the other had agreed, but both had said something about attractiveness. He hadn't understood that either. To him she was beautiful. Her hair was pale brown; she had been a towhead as a child and over the years it had darkened; her skin was warm and glowing without a blemish, her eyes deep blue. She was tall and slender, with broad shoulders, perhaps too broad for a woman, and lovely, long legs that she sometimes said just went on and on without knowing when to stop. She was comfortable in jeans, slung low on her slender hips, but when she dressed up and used makeup, she was model-lovely, and he knew most men envied him. She was quiet with strangers and few people ever realized how intelligent she was. Growing up in a family of mediocrities, she had learned very young that her own brilliance was the oddity, and she had learned not to voice her quips and judgments, not to demonstrate her intelligence in any way.


‘I said, Emory wants to see you before the board meeting,’ Deena said.



There was an exasperated tone in her voice, as if she had been talking for a while.


‘Sorry.’ Clark shook himself and looked about to see if they were there yet. They were a few blocks from the plant. ‘I'll do it first thing. Anything in particular on his mind?’


‘The usual thing. How long are we going to have to keep cluttering up our department with your monkeys? He knows as well as I, and you, that we'll keep them until Anne says she's through with them, but he has to ask, so his latest dope is the latest dope. You know.’


‘Sure.’ Deena was a psychologist, in the animal lab. Nearly forty, divorced, with a daughter in her early teens, Deena had to prove her own intelligence over and over, he thought. She had become a militant feminist in the past year and consequently most of the people in both departments tried to avoid her whenever possible, which made her still more aggressive. She had no illusions about whose work the Clewiston-Symons experiments were, really. Her reports to Anne each week were meticulously detailed and at least once a week she dropped by to talk with Anne about the work.


They turned in at the gate and followed a line of cars to the east lot behind the new research annex. Anne was the brains behind the idea; it had been hers from the start, and his name was attached only because she had insisted that without his encouragement, the long talks they had had, his role of devil's advocate, and then his meticulous follow-up work, nothing would be there to be called anything. All true, he reminded himself. Together they made a hell of a team. But it was her baby. And it was going to make her a big name in their field. Maybe even a prize. There was no resentment in the thought. He was very proud of his wife, very proud that she was his wife.










CHAPTER TWO



By nine o'clock the rain was steady and starting to freeze on the colder surfaces – wires, tree limbs, bridges. Bob Klugman stood at the window of Edward Helverson's office and watched the rain. Behind him, Jack Newell was leafing through pages of a report from the production department, muttering now and then, making notes. He had had the report all weekend, but hadn't found time to digest it. He was frightening, Bob Klugman thought, unable to watch the young man skim the meaning from the pages almost as fast as he could turn them. That speed-reading course had done



it, of course. He should take a course like that. Wouldn't have to mention it, just do it quietly and let the results speak for themselves. He sipped black coffee and knew he wouldn't take any course ever again. The ship's clock on the wall chimed nine and he checked his watch. Helverson would be there within thirty seconds. Never be more than thirty seconds late, was his motto. Also, make the others be there ten minutes early. Bob sipped again. He hadn't had breakfast and there was a sour taste in his mouth; the coffee was bitter. Had to give up sugar, give up smoking, give up late hours, and what for? he wondered, watching the water run down the window. What the hell for? Sixty. Five more years, then out. And what for? Even knowing his thoughts were merely Monday-morning thoughts, he couldn't shake them. It was that damn Newell flipping pages, trying to prove some damn thing, making a big show out of it. If he was really efficient he would have done the homework at home, or in his office, not here.


The door opened and Edward Helverson entered. He was six feet tall, with prematurely silvered hair, and he looked like presidential material. He had the air of confidence, the openness, the friendliness mixed with reserve, the good health and lean, lithe figure that could endure the stress of being president of a company, or vice president of a corporation, with his eye on the chairman's seat in another ten years. At forty-four he was at the age to start the ascent to the very top.


Jack Newell stood aside while Helverson took Bob Klugman's plump hand and shook it warmly. Jack Newell was dark and slim, and unobtrusive, as an assistant should be. He and Helverson didn't shake hands. When Helverson turned to him, he nodded almost imperceptibly and Bob Klugman felt uncomfortable, aware a message had been passed.


‘Bob, how's it going? What's new?’


Bob shrugged, never quite certain how to answer a question like that. Did he really want to know what was going on in R&D, or was he making conversation, warming up to the real subject that had summoned Bob to this pre-board meeting?


‘Sit down, Bob. More coffee? Is it hot?’ Helverson poured himself a cup of the steaming coffee and sat down with it, not going behind his large, empty desk, but choosing instead one of a pair of leather chairs with a table between them. Bob sat in the other chair, uncomfortable, wanting a cigarette. There was an ashtray on the table, but it was polished onyx and looked as if it never had been used.


‘We've had a break, Bob,’ Helverson said. ‘A piece of incredible luck. How soon can you get things lined up for the pregnancy tests and the teratology studies on Clewiston's serum?’


Bob blinked rapidly. ‘The end of March we're holding a meeting, have our plans ready to go as soon as the IND is approved.’




‘We're getting the IND back this week, Bob,’ Helverson said, and leaned back, smiling.


‘This week?’ Bob looked from him to Jack Newell in confusion.


‘We'll be going ahead as soon as you can get the stuff ready. This afternoon I'm meeting with Dr. Grove to arrange subjects for the pregnancy studies. He'll have his data ready in a day or two and we'll have a full committee meeting then.’


‘But our schedule … There are problems with computer time. Collecting blood samples, making the analyses …’


Helverson stood up and held out his hand. The interview was over. ‘I know you can handle that end of it, Bob. First priority, all that. Arrange for overtime, whatever you need. This comes first. As it should,’ he said, frowning slightly now. ‘Think of the suffering, Bob, all that needless suffering. My God, if we can knock a week off for some poor soul out there, make life worth living again a day sooner, isn't it worth the extra effort it might take here? We can do it, Bob. At the meeting this morning I'm going to announce that we can go ahead by the fifteenth. And we can do it, Bob! We can!’


Bob Klugman was being propelled to the door. Momentarily, he resisted the gentle pressure. ‘But Anne Clewiston, Mrs. Symons, she's not back yet.’


‘And I'm counting on you to keep her informed every step of the way. My God, when I think of that brilliant young woman, a genius, Bob. One of God's gifted ones. I stand in awe of her ability, Bob! She's to be on the committee, just as planned from the beginning, and as soon as her recovery permits, she'll be there in person.’


Bob Klugman stood outside the door and blinked without understanding. He thought of the bottle in his desk, and he shuddered and started to walk. Nine o'clock and he was thinking of the bottle. Annie would kill him, he thought, work her way through him right up to Helverson and kill him, too. He felt sorry for Clark, who would have to tell her, and again the image of the bottle came to mind, and this time he hurried a bit.





Clark stood in the open doorway of Emory Durand's office and looked at the scene beyond while Emory talked of the lack of consideration everyone showed his department.


The animal laboratory was the biggest single room in the Prather Pharmaceuticals complex. Bigger even than the production departments on the second and third floors. This end of the lab was devoted to small animals, mice, guinea pigs, rats, even some snakes in glass cages. Beyond, out of sight from where Clark stood, were cat and dog cages. He could hear the excited yapping of the dogs as they were being fed, and the occasional howl of a cat. Farther still were the primates, spider monkeys, gibbons, and the chimps that he and Anne had used. At that time of day the lab was abuzz with



activity as the animals were fed, specimens of stools and urine collected, blood taken for testing; animals were being taken from the night cages to various communal compounds for daytime study. White-coated figures moved among the animals, pushing carts of food, testing equipment, transport cages. The lab was spotless, and there was practically no odor.


Emory Durand was the supervisor of this department. He was a veterinarian, and it was rumored that he had taken this job only to escape having to sacrifice animals personally. He never attended the sacrificial slaughter or participated in autopsies. The lab people all called him Noah behind his back. The spotlessness of the lab was reflected in his office and his person. His shoes were polished, white. His trousers were creased, white. His lab coat never showed a smudge. They said Noah dusted his chair every time he used it. His hair was sandy, thin, kept short, and his skin was pale and looked unhealthy, although he never missed a day or complained of anything. He was a vegetarian with no vices. Altogether a despicable character whom everyone should automatically hate, Clark thought. But no one hated Emory Durand. He was one of the most popular men in the downstairs section. His own people feared and respected him, and brought him their troubles if necessary, and outside his department he was admired and liked. Anne had said once that it was because he treated people with the same grave courtesy and respect that he showed his animals. Clark had put it more bluntly. You could trust him. That summed up Emory Durand for him.


Emory's voice rose slightly and he knew Emory was trying to force him to pay attention, to be concerned. He listened.


‘I fully expect a herd of elephants to show up any day. “Take care of them,” someone will say and disappear. And I ask you, Clark, how many animals do they really think we can fit into a finite space? How many?’


Noah's Ark was packed, Clark admitted, silently. No one dared encourage him because they all felt some degree of guilt. Emory Durand was probably the most overworked person in the plant. ‘Is the annex causing the trouble now?’ he asked.


‘The annex. Your goddamn monkeys. At least the control chimps. Can't we get rid of them?’


Clark shook his head. A white-coated girl passed, pushing a cart loaded with a stack of stainless-steel bowls, a scale, a bucket of malodorous mush that looked like shit. Feeding time for the guinea pigs. Clark wrinkled his nose and stepped backward into the office, closing the door.


‘Soy beans and sawdust,’ Emory said in disgust. The annex people were working on soy-protein products and their offerings seemed more noisome each day. Also, the guinea pigs were wasting away and showing a tendency to die in convulsions.




‘Give us a couple more months,’ Clark said, returning to the subject of the chimps. ‘Probably three at the most. The IND should be in by then and we'll know if they've approved it.’


Emory sighed. ‘So far, Henry Barrington's the only one to say heave them out. And he has a dozen white mice at stake. A lousy dozen white mice. Okay, Clark. I had to ask. So I'll go to the board and demand more money, an annex of my own, more assistants, more equipment …’ His voice was toneless now with resignation. And they'll pat me on the head and say what a fine job …’


A hoarse scream followed immediately by the sound of breaking glass penetrated the office. Clark yanked the door open and moved out of the way as Emory dashed past him. They ran to the other end of the room.


One of the lab assistants was sitting on the floor, holding his arm close to his chest. The redness of blood against his white lab coat was shocking. A low moan started, rose, fell and repeated, over and over. A longhaired girl was standing rigidly, staring down the aisle of cages. She was pale, ready to go into hysterics. Clark grabbed her arm and shook her. ‘What happened?’


Deena appeared, buttoning her lab coat. Emory was kneeling at the side of the injured man now, and others were gathering, getting in the way, asking questions. Above it all the animals were screeching, chattering, howling in excitement. Clark shook the rigid girl again. ‘What happened?’


‘The monkey bit him! It tried to kill him! I saw it! It tried to kill him!’


‘Snap out of it!’ Clark said, holding her arm too hard, ready to shake her again. ‘Where is it now?’


She nodded toward the aisle and he released her. She staggered backward away from him, turned and ran.


Clark glanced toward the injured man. He seemed to be in shock. The moaning continued. Emory was telling someone to get a doctor, a stretcher, call an ambulance. Clark turned toward the aisle. Deena's voice sounded close by, calm, low, soothing.


‘Duckmore, come here. Come on.’ She came from between two cages, looking between the two opposite her. ‘Come on, Duckmore.’


A large male chimp appeared and held out his hand. Deena took it and started to walk back toward the chimp cage with him, speaking in a low voice that somehow seemed to carry over the tumult of the lab. Clark watched while she put the chimp back inside the cage and locked the door. The chimp settled on his haunches and peered out calmly at the cluster of people around the man he had tried to kill.


Deena went to Emory then and knelt. ‘Can he talk?’


Emory shook his head. He was holding the man's arm to his chest and was supporting his weight now. The assistant's eyes were open, but blind with shock. Even his lips were white.




Deena stood up. ‘Did anyone see it? What happened?’


The girl who had been pushing the tray of guinea-pig food said, ‘The chimp's been trying to get him for a week. He told me the chimp hated him. For nothing. No reason at all. He was good to the animals.’


Presently the doctor arrived and the first-aid crew, and the bystanders left. Clark stood by Deena's office as order gradually returned to the animal laboratory.


‘Can you tell anything about Duckmore?’ Clark asked, when Deena appeared.


‘He's as normal as ever, as far as I can tell,’ she said.


‘Did the kid tease him? Hurt him over a period of time?’


She shook her head. ‘You know we wouldn't tolerate anything like that. No, Pat was good with them. He likes animals. They respond.’


‘Yeah,’ Clark said moodily.


‘Don't get in a panic,’ Deena said. ‘We'll observe Duckmore for a while, run some tests. Maybe he saw Pat fondle one of the young chimps, became jealous. God knows what's going on in their heads.’


‘Yeah,’ Clark said again. ‘Look, can you get some blood tests right away? An EEG? Whatever else you can think of?’


‘It's already started,’ she said crisply. ‘I'll send results over as soon as they start coming in.’


Scowling at the floor, Clark returned to his own office. The animal lab was the entire west portion of the sprawling complex. Separated from it by a wide corridor were the research laboratories: Petro-Chemicals, Dyes, Food Additives, Industrial Compounds, and Pharmaceuticals. The pharmaceutical division was the largest, the original lab space, with wide, high windows and ancient steel lockers, an uneven floor that tended to collect rollable objects in one spot under the water fountain. In Pharmaceuticals the walls had been painted yellow and green back in year one, and the color scheme never had been changed. This lab seemed abnormally quiet after the animal division. A dozen people were working at various pieces of equipment. The others were in their offices.


It was here that old man Prather had mixed up his first liniments, his first aspirins and cough syrups. He had compounded iron tablets as big as quarters and then worked to make them small enough for a gentlewoman to swallow. If ghosts walked, then Prather's must have wandered that lab, unchanged except for modern stainless-steel machines that surely would have puzzled him, and computer terminals that would have puzzled him even more. What would he make of cortisone doses so small that they had to be mixed with starch, just to make them visible? Of timed-release capsules that automatically regulated the doses of whatever was needed? Of radioactive materials in pretty blue and pink capsules that couldn't be handled by the



people who filled them, but had to be manipulated through lead doors using waldoes?


Clark shook his head, bringing his thoughts back to now, back to the chimp that had gone berserk. He stared at the wall beyond his desk, almost close enough to reach from where he sat and thought. Duckmore had gone berserk, but maybe the assistant had teased him. Maybe he had a sadistic streak that he had managed to hide but indulged privately with the animals. Maybe inadvertently he had issued a challenge to the chimp. Maybe he had twisted Duckmore's arm unnecessarily in hurrying him from his cage to the compound. Maybe … Maybe the pa factor they had given Duckmore almost a year ago had personality-altering characteristics that were just beginning to show up. Clark rubbed his eyes, tearing from staring so intently at the blank green wall. Maybe.










CHAPTER THREE



Bob Klugman looked at Clark obliquely and shook his head. ‘You can't be serious,’ he said, for the third time. ‘We can't back up six months.’


‘We can't go ahead,’ Clark said impatiently. ‘We can't start human testing in two weeks.’


‘Deena, how's the monkey now?’ Bob asked, turning from Clark. He felt a rumble in his stomach and knew that soon it would be burning and gas would be building, pressing against his heart, making him wheeze.


‘It's a chimp, as you know,’ Deena said, looking just above his shoulder as she spoke to him. She had smelled liquor on entering the office; her mouth was tight and hard, her gaze avoided his deliberately. ‘Duckmore appears normal enough. We don't have any test results yet.’


‘Well, give it your personal attention. Divert whatever else you can and follow it through.’ Klugman looked at his watch; the board meeting had been in session for half an hour, too late to contact Helverson, to alert him to the possibility of trouble. He turned to Emory Durand. ‘How are the other animals in that group? Any more trouble?’


Emory shook his head. ‘I agree with Clark, however. It would be a mistake to ignore this incident. I'll talk with Pat as soon as he is out of sedation and find out what the hell happened, but even that won't be enough. We need weeks of close observation, followed by autopsy, brain examination, cellular- tissue study, the whole works. It's a setback, Bob. You have to face that and explain to Helverson what it means.’




‘But chances are that it has nothing to do with the stuff. Isn't that right?’


‘Hell, Bob, you know the scene. You were on this side of the desk for twenty years, damn it! Helverson's got a sudden itch to move, let him sweat out whatever's bugging him. You know and I know the FDA won't permit us to go ahead with this kind of situation hanging. We have to investigate it, and that means a setback. Even if nothing comes of the investigation.’ Emory spoke calmly, but his words were too separate, too distinctly enunciated; they belied the calm.


For a moment Bob Klugman stared at Emory, then his gaze dropped and he watched his pudgy fingers trace circles on his desk top. ‘Opinions,’ he said. ‘Do you believe this incident has anything to do with the pa factor? Emory?’


‘I don't think so,’ Emory said, after a pause. ‘But I don't hold that as a belief. I would be unwilling to go ahead on that basis.’


‘Deena?’


‘No. It's been too long. The poena albumin dropped back down to normal in eight hours, and it's remained normal since. There has been no physiological change in the intervening months.’ She didn't look at him; her voice was crisp and professional and very remote.


‘Clark?’


‘I don't know. My bias urges me to say no emphatically, but I don't know.’


Bob studied him. ‘I wonder what Anne would say.’ It wasn't a question. No one answered. ‘How is Anne?’


‘She's making fine progress.’


‘You'll report this to her?’


Clark shook his head. ‘Not just yet. It would upset her and we don't have enough facts yet. Let me wait for the lab reports on Duckmore. Let's hear what the kid has to say about the attack. Maybe he really did do something to stir up the chimp, maybe he'll admit to something.’ Deena shook her head, and Emory frowned. Neither of them believed the lab assistant had been to blame. Clark turned back to Bob Klugman. ‘I think we should wait for Gus to get back before we do anything. He's been following this from the start. Let's hear what he has to say about it. Besides, Emory is right. The IND won't be approved until we clear up any question about this incident.’


‘The IND has already been approved,’ Bob Klugman said then. ‘Helverson wouldn't have told me to go ahead if he didn't know it had already been approved. He's seeing Grove today, and Wednesday we'll have a full committee meeting to finalize the testing procedures.’


There was silence in the office. Clark looked at the window streaming water under the steady rain. In the country the rain was still freezing, but in the city it was only rain. It coated the window, isolated them even more from the real world, changed the real world beyond the windows into a surreal,



plastic place with shifting lines and unsteady surfaces. They were waiting for him to say something, he realized. On Anne's behalf he should protest, or comment, or belch, or do something. He continued to watch the water on the window. She would be wild with joy over the approval of the FDA of the investigational drug application, and furious that they were going ahead without her. She was to be one of the principals on the committee to oversee the human experiments; she had been looking forward to that for years. Sometimes he knew she was more knowledgeable about the procedure than he; she could see further ahead than he ever could. She had anticipated some of the problems of human testing along with the original conception of the pa factor, while he had been plotting their course on a day-to-day basis.


Deena spoke up suddenly, and she didn't attempt to hide the anger in her voice. ‘Anne has been planning this part of the experiment for months, and everyone knows it. She's been working on the plans at home, flat on her back. You can't simple take this away from her just because Helverson is antsy.’


It wasn't fair, Bob Klugman thought, for them to treat him like this. He was their superior. They should treat him with the same deference he had to show his superiors. He stood up. ‘We'll go ahead and plan for the tests to begin,’ he said, trying to force the same firm decision into his voice that Helverson had used with him. ‘Meanwhile, you'll be getting the lab reports on the monkey. We'll see if the IND comes through. Deena, you and Clark both know Anne's ideas for the human tests. You can represent her.’ They all stood up and now Deena's gaze did stop on him; he turned away from it. As soon as they were gone, he thought, he'd call Gus, tell him they had an emergency, get him back on the job. It wasn't fair for him to have to decide this alone. Gus knew more about what was going on in the lab than he did. It really was Gus Weinbacher's job to make these decisions, not his.


Sometimes Bob Klugman almost recognized the truth that he didn't like being vice president in charge of research and development. He had wanted to be an organic chemist, had been a damn good chemist, had won top honors in his class, graduated summa cum laude. When this promotion had come, he and his wife had celebrated joyously. He was getting the recognition he deserved, he had thought then, and had made trips to several different libraries just to see his name in Who's Who and the regional biographies. And then what happened? he sometimes wondered, usually after his third drink and before his fifth. Something had happened, and he couldn't understand what it was. All the arguments he had to settle were petty; the scientists he had to handle were childish, demanding, selfish, each one convinced his work was of top importance, with no regard for anyone else's work. ‘And they demanded Bob Klugman agree with them, each in turn. He didn't know how to stall them, how to soothe them when they were



excited, how to encourage them when they were down, and over the years he had lost touch with the specific details of the various departments, so that he could hardly even follow their arguments now. Sometimes he dreamed of the time when he had had his own little office that no one could enter, when he would be engrossed in his own problems for weeks, months, even years at a time, bothering no one, demanding nothing except time to work, space to work in. Those were the days, he thought.
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