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Chapter I

Newark, New Jersey - 1984

"Goddamn! it", Ed yelled as he stumbled from the showertowards the phone in the bedroom.
"It never fails - probably a wrong number too". He pickedup the receiver.
"Hello."
"Hello, Ed--Ed Bennett" the voice on the other endreplied.
"Yes,, this is Ed Bennett."
The caller's voice sounded vaguely familiar, but hecouldn't quite place it.
"Who is this?" he added immediately.
"Charlie Rhode" the voice said,
"Holy Christ! I haven't seen you in seven years. How thehell are you doing?"
Ed hadn't spoken to Charlie since , he had to
think now, 1978. Yes, and it was June 1978 to beexact. Charlie probably didn't even remember it. He was so
drunk that he could just about talk, much less remember.
That was the day the Raiders drafted him.
"I read about you being traded to the Giants" said Ed.
"I thought the only things you'd be reading by now wouldbe x-rays and stock reports", Charlie quipped.
Ed drifted back to the days when dreams of successwere a common bond between him and Charlie. They had spentmany nights at Terry's Tavern rehearsing the
conversations they would have after Charlie made the Pros andEd got his M.D. It seemed to Ed that he knew exactly what
would be said next. It had all been said before, many yearsago, at Terry's. The next line would be about meeting totalk over the old days, if he'd remembered the script
right.
"How about going out for a drink , now that I'm in town,and we'll talk about old times", Charlie said.
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"Somehow I thought you were going to say that". replied Ed.
"How about I meet you at Finnegan's Rainbow said Ed."Tomorrow night O.K.? Around nine?
"Sounds good to m e " s a i d Charlie.
"We've got a lot of talking to do after seven years."

Ed proceeded to give Charlie directions to the place.
As Ed put down the receiver, he flashed back to all thesights and sounds of his years at Penn State. lie and
Charlie had some good times alright. They both pledged KappaDelta Chi. How Ed got into that frat still puzzled him. He was apretty good athlete but not a jock. Maybe it was becausehe was a real good handball player. in four years nobodyever beat him, not even All American Charlie Rode. Handball hadmade him a lot of friends and kept him in drinking money forfour years at State. it was joked that the reason he was askedto pledge Kappa was so the brothers could get the bill ofsales back for their cars from him.
"How did I first get friendly with Charlie anyway?"
mused Ed as he dried himself.
"I think it was because of old Dr. Stevens. That bastardcould give a mean chemistry test. I saved Charlie's ass acouple of times in that course" ,thought Ed.
"That was when we first began to hang around together."
Charlie wasn't dumb. it was all that football kept himaway from the books. I guess it paid off for him though.lie went to the Pros like he said he would."
The next night Ed drove to Finnegan's. As his lightsflashed across the neatly lined cars, he saw the licenseplate, ALL PRO on a blue BMW.
"That's probably Charlie's car", he thought. Ed parked hiscar and walked into Finnegan's. It was a large. dimly litroom. Charlie was sitting at the far and of the bar. Ed saw himimmediately, he couldn't m i s s h i m .
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H o w c o u l d a n y b o d y m i s s C h a r l i e ? T w o hundred and forty-five pounds takes up a lot of space. Charlie looked up and caughtEd's eye. With that he instantaneously jumped to his feet and leto u t h i s o l d c o w b o y h o l l e r . T h e d o z e n o r s o customerssitting at the bar straightened up as if the stools had beenelectrified. Ed felt Charlie's powerful grasp.
"You haven't changed a bit' exclaimed Charlie, "Onlya little uglier".
"You look good yourself, you two ton tub of shit",said Ed.
As the evening ware on, Ed and Charlie felt the old bonds offriendship regrew. Their conversation was a collage of oldmemories and old stories. It was as if time had been suspendedfor the past seven years.
"Last call for alcohol", came the bartender's voice. Edglanced at his watch. Two A.M. already! it seemed like the eveninghad just begun and the bartender was closing up.
"Give me a call tomorrow , afternoon that is, and I'llshow you around' said Ed as they walked out into the parkinglot.
"I've been here two dozen times but only to play and runso to speak. Now that I'm going to be living here it wouldhelp to know where I'm going". r e p l i e d C h a r l i e .
"I'll call you about two or three".
Ed and Charlie saw each other several times the followingweeks in between Charlie's practice sessions and Ed's hoursat the clinic. it began to seem almost like old times alloveragain.
The huge gray gothic topped by dozens of fluttering redand blue flags Pose out of the swamp plain. A large blue bannerhung from its wall. it read "METRO STADIUM HOME OF THE GIANTS".it waved in the light breeze off the meadows. The bright afternoonsun light gave it all the appeal of an animated neon display as itgently moved. Ed pulled
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into the huge, almost empty parking lot.

He shut off the car and sat motionless for amoment. He had been here hundreds of times before, but notsince the stadium was built, but many years ago, when hewas a kid. All this was nothing but marshes then, marshesand garbage. Thousands of sea gulls and rats lived here,all eager to attend the daily banquets brought to them bythe convoy of garbage trucks moving continuously in and outof the meadows. The air was heavy with the foul odor ofdecaying refuse. Even now, an occasional unfavorable windbrings that same unpleasant reminder of the past up fromareas further south that are not yet completely finished.As a boy Ed had been on many a treasure hunt here. He couldstill hear his mother's screams as he entered the houseafter one of those expeditions. He would have to take offhis clothes on the outside porch and put them in a plasticbag to contain the gagging smell. After he showered andchanged she would give him a dollar and send him to thelaunder mat to wash them. Well, all that is gone now, themarshes/the garbage and most of the time the smell. Not somuch as an empty beer bottle is left in view. It's allburied below where he was standing waiting for the yearfive thousand to become the priceless artifacts found bysome lucky archaeologist. For a moment the whole thingseemed unbelievable

Ed awoke from his momentary trance, and exited the car.He walked towards a waiting security guard at the maingate: He instinctively reached for his wallet and withdrewthe pass Charley had given him. As he entered the mammothbuilding, he could hear the echoes of a callistheniccadence resounding through the thousands of rows of emptyseats. He walked in the direction of its source. As he roundedthe final turn of the maze he had been following and walkedinto the center of the stadium. he glanced upwards towardsthe rim of the
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bowl like structure. The rows of vacant seats appeared tobe endless in all directions. He tried to imagine how it wouldlook four weeks from now. The Giants opened against Detroit onSeptember 10th. It would be a sea of yelling, screamingbodies, about sixty thousand to be precise.
Out at the center of the field, he saw five neat rows of brightblue clad players, all responding in perfect unison to Weinstructions barked by several men whom they were facing. Edlooked for number sixty-six. That was Charlie's number. it wasusually easy to spot him in a crowd. He stood out like a grizzlybear at the zoo. This time it wasn't that simple. They were allgrizzlies. Ed sat down at the edge of the field by the railing andwatched. He never was a football nut but he'd watch a dame now andthen. it was usually a Penn State game or a pro game inwhicha n o l d f r i e n d f r o m S t a t e w a s p l a y i n g . T h r e e guys were inthe Pros now. Buck Horn for Miami, Joe Petaliza for Dallas and ofcourse Charlie.
Soon the lines of players separated and formed severalsmaller groups. Ed caught a glimpse of number sixty-six in thegroup closest to the far sideline. He tried to keep his eyeskeyed on that number. From what he knew about footballappeared to him that number sixty-six was doing a pretty good jobor at l e a s t h e w a s i n o n m o s t o f t h e E d h o p e d Charliewould do well. Of course there was no reason to suspect that hewouldn't. He had been All Pro two years ago at Oakland. Ed likedthe idea of having Charlie around and he didn't want to see that
About two hours passed. The hot summer Sun had
moved around to where Ed was sitting and it was uncomfortablenow. He wanted to move but he had to be by the entrance to thelocker rooms. This was the third time he'd promised Charlie thathe would be there. This time he'd made it. He had to be sure thatCharlie saw him. Just then he heard a long, hard whistle sound.All the players moved
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hurriedly to the center of the field. Two minutes lateranother loud whistle and they headed straight towards him. Hesaw Charlie clearly for the first time during the session. Helooked even bigger than usual in full equipment. He looked atEd and smiled.

"No emergencies at the clinic today? Wait for me.I'll be out in a few minutes", Charlie said as he disappearedunder the stands towards the lockers.

Ed looked at his watch. It was 4:25. He was due at theclinic at 6:30 and that was a twenty minute drive. If thetraffic was bad downtown, it could be thirty minutes or more.

In about fifteen minutes, Charlie emerged from the doorsleading under the stands wearing a smile almost as broad ashis shoulders.

"How'd I do?"

"Looked pretty good to me",replied Ed.

"The way things are going so far, I think I'll behere for a while ", said Charlie.

"Let me show you around this place", he said eagerly.One of Charlie's greatest assets was enthusiasm. He dideverything with enthusiasm, no matter how trivial the task andwhen you were with him it always seemed to rub off a little.In a few moments Ed found himself a willing member ofCharlie's private tour.

"This field is a miracle of modern science. Astroturf.Out in Oakland it was strictly" grass.Th1s stuff is great. Imet a guy here on the grounds crew that I knew at Oakland. Heleft there about four years ago to come east. His wife'smother was sick and so he had to come out. He got a job herebecause he had experience out there. He says even

the guys on maintenance love it. All they need is a vacuumcleaner. It really plays fine".

"Do you wanna to see the locker room?"

"You'll like the training equipment."

Charlie showed all the emotions of a kindergartner showing offhis classroom. He paraded Ed through every nook and cranny of thestadium explaining each and every detail of its functioning.
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Ed looked at his watch uneasily. It was 5:50 now. He had to bedowntown by 6:30. Fortunately, Charlie had just about run out ofsuperlatives and the tour was coming to an and.
Ed and Charlie emerged from the stadium into the parking lot.They walked towards their cars.

"What do you think of this baby?" Ed said as he pointedto his 1972 Chevy convertible.

"There's my Mercedes.Pretty nice for an
aspiring young medicine man,huh," he addedfacetiously.

The car was old in years but not in appearance. it shone inthe bright sun as if it were new. There wasn't a speck of rust onit anywhere.
The chrome had a mirror like luster and the interior was mintfrom the dash to the carpeting. Ed was particularly proud of itbecause to him it represented real success. its brilliant paintand fine running engine were not the features he prized the most.It meant much more. Any M.D. four years out of med school couldhave a new Mercedes or Porsche but few could ever own a car likethis one. This was reserved for someone who went to the ghetto inthe poorest city in the country and lived the Hippocratic Oath ona daily basis.
It started about four years ago at Albert Einstein when Ed metRita. Rita was a year behind him in med school. She was a tall,slim , black haired girl with a dark complexion. As a matter offact, her great grandmother was Negro, Black that is. That's oneof the things that helped get her into Einstein. Ethnic quotas andall. On her application she listed race as black. After all thestate courts down South had just ruled that one twentieth black isconsidered all black. Her
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features contained the most desirable of both e t h n i co r i g i n s a n d r e s u l t e d i n a b e a u t i f u l composite.
Rita's mother was one of the original Flower Children from thesixties. She'd been at Woodstock, in Chicago in 68 and in theMarch on Washington in 70.. Her appearance now, according toRita, gave no clue to her past. Feelings however, are oftentransmitted to offspring without overt proselytizing. and so Ritashared her mother's old sympathies.
Rita's ambitions likewise influenced Ed and his desire formonetary success was transformed into a lust for healing. Neithercould remember whose idea it was first, the idea of opening astore front clinic in Newark. It was Ed though who pounded thepavements to obtain the needed financial backing. That wasprobably because he finished met school first. The clinic wasthree years old now and the car was one testament its success inEd's mind.
it was a gift from his patients, not a fee , a gift ofappreciation from people who felt a deep need to say "Thank you"for what he had done for them. Ed looked at that car as amedal for his service to his follow man, a Nobel Prize of sorts.
As he drove across the parking !at towards the exit, Edglanced in his rear view mirror. The stark, gray walls ofthe stadium loomed large in the background. It couldn't help butremind of a him of a huge decorated mausoleum.
He `pulled onto the highway and headed south towards Newark.As he drove past the lines of stopped, overheating carsattempting to escape the city before nightfall, he thought ofthe day's events. He was glad that he had finally kept hispromise to Charlie. It was Friday, one of the days that theclinic stayed open late. A long, hard n i g h t w a s a h e a d a n dh i s m i n d d r i f t e d t o t h e schedule that awaited him.
During the next several weeks Ed and Charlie saw each otheronly a couple of times.
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The season was in full swing and Charlie was on the road asmuch as he was home. Ed was busy too. The start of a n e ws c h o o l y e a r h u n d r e d s o f k i d s n e e d i n g shots or treatmentfor colds and viruses.
September slid into October. The Giants were doing well,three and one so far. Ed had seen game or two on TV. Charlieoffered him tickets UD every game but that would mean an entireday and he really didn't have the time. From what he read in thepaper, Charlie was doing pretty well and it looked like hewould be staying.
Ed was glad of that. He liked going out for a drink together orjust bullshitting, even if it was only once in a while. It tookhis mind off things and with Charlie he always had a few laughs.
It was late October or early November when he got the call. Hecouldn't remember the exact date but he did remember being at theclinic.
"How've you· been Old Buddy? Been watchin' any
football lately?", the voice said. it was Charlie. He hadn'tspoken to him in about three weeks.
"Not bad", replied Ed.
"Don't got much time but I did see you against Miami.Weather's pretty nice there I bet".
"Sure is ", replied Charlie.
"Ed, I want you to do me a favor".
"Sure, said Ed. He wasn't in the habit of agreeingto anything before he knew the details, but in Charlie's caseit was different
"Do you remember I told you about the guy I knew inOakland who came out here and was working at the stadium?'
"The one who's on the grounds crew?", replied Ed.
"That's right. His name is Al Druse. Did you ever meethim?", asked Charlie.
"No, but 1 remember you telling me about him when I cameto the practice at the stadium last August".
"Well", said Charlie, "I didn't see him around
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yesterday one of the other grounds guys came around tocollect a few bucks from everybody for a gift for him. They saidhe was sick but nobody knew what was wrong with him. I called hiswife to find out how he was and she didn't know what waswrong either."
"Didn't he go to the doctor?", asked Ed.
"Sure he did, and his doctor sent him to the hospital andthey're not sure what's wrong. Ed r would you go down to thehospital with me and take a look at him? I don't mean go down andtry to take over the case, but just go to visit and tell mewhat you think."
"What does Al's wife say?", asked Ed.
"She just wants to know what's the matter with him. Itold her that I thought you knew your stuff and might be able tohelp. You did graduate from Einstein." There was a pause.
"I'll pick you up tonight, about six, O.K.?" There wasanother silence,
"Alright, I think I can make it. Pick me up at theclinic", said Ed.
Charlie arrived at six o'clock sharp. He pulled up and tappedhis horn. Ed peered out through the window. It was difficult tosee clearly. The street light in front of the of the buildinghad been broken since June and a cold drizzle coated the panemaking everything even less visible. Ed recognized theoutline of the car and its burly driver behind the wheel.
Guess you remembered how to get here alright", said Ed as heentered the car.
"It wasn't that long ago", replied Charlie. He had been tothe clinic in early September and received a t o u r i n s i m i l a rd e t a i l t o t h e o n e E d h a d experienced at the stadium in August.

"You'll have to help me find the hospital, St. Anne's inJersey City. The car twisted and turned
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through the city streets under Charlie's control and Ed'sdirection.

"How did you get involved in this anyway?" asked Ed.

"Well, I was pretty friendly with Al out inCalifornia. I'd even been to his house once or twice fordinner. When I went to Oakland, he was one of the first guysI met from the east. As a matter of fact, he grew up in atown about five miles from my hometown. We even used to hangaround there once in while, when I was in high school. Iknew a lot of the guys he did and so we had something incommon, plus he and his wife were good people.

When I called Angie, that's his wife, she was prettyupset and so I felt the least I could do is try to help out.That's when I volunteered you."

The hospital was a large , brick building, situated on acrowded street at the heart of the city. It appeared to beone of many buildings in that area whose date with thewrecking ball was long past due. It sported a small modernaddition which was probably the reason for its over extendedlife span.

Ed and Charlie parked the car and walked towards thefront doors. Inside, the ten foot ceiling made it look morelike a train station than a hospital. In the center of thelobby, amidst the array of worn sofas and chairs, sat thereceptionist's des. Behind it sat a heavy, middle aged,black woman equipped with a stack of five by seven filecards. Several visitors sat in small groups at the cornersof the room.

"Al Druse, room 309 ", Charlie said. The womansilently shuffled through the stack for several seconds.

"No such name here" she announced.

"Are you sure?" questioned Charlie.

"Al Druse, room 309", he repeated. Again the womansearched the cards, finally holding the

file open between Drose and Dew.

"If Druse was here, he'd be right here", she said as shepointed to the vacant space in the pile. "You don't see acard there, do you?", she added.
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Charlie looked at Ed with a disbelieving expression.

"I talked to Angie just yesterday and she said he washere. This is St. Anne's in Jersey City isn't it? Is thereanother St. Anne's in this town?"

"No, this is it"Ed replied.

"Is there a phone around here?", Charlie asked thereceptionist. She gestured toward the far side of the lobby.He reached into his pocket as he moved in that direction.

"I'll be right back."

Ed sat down to await his return. He hadn't even gottencomfortable before he saw Charlie coming towards him.

"I called Angie. No answer.

"Ed walked back to desk. "Was a patient named Al Drusehere during the past week?"

The woman looked up at him with a thoughtful stare.

"I think I remember that name, but I'm not sure" she saidin a slow drawling voice. "We got over two hundred peoplehere and you only remember the ones that stay for a longtime or get lots of visitors. He couldn't have been one ofthose or I'd remember for sure but the that name sounds alittle familiar."

Ed motioned to Charlie. "Let's go. I'll call the businessoffice tomorrow and we'll find out exactly what 's going onhere", he said.

Ed was on the phone to St. Anne's the next morning beforehe left for work. Despite his persistence, he obtainedlittle information. Al Druse had been a patient at there forthree days. He was moved to a private hospital in upstateNew York on Tuesday. The reason for his move or any detailsof his illness where not available. Ed did find out the nameof his doctor though, it was Dr. Robert Alpert, phone 693-8818.

Ed dialed the number as soon as he hung up from thehospital call.

"Dr. Abert's office",a woman's voice answered.
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"Hello, this is Dr. Ed Bennett. Is Dr. Abert available?"

"I'll find out doctor" she replied.

After a brief moment, Ed was greeted pleasantly by "Hello,this is Dr. Abert speaking".

"Hello, this is Ed Bennett. Do you have a few minutes?"

"Sure", "I'm calling about one of your patients, AlDruse."

"I don't have_ a patient by that name" Abert respondedinstantaneously in an irritated manner. It was as if the namehad suddenly changed light into darkness.

"He was hospitalized by you 1ast week according to thebusiness office at St. Anne's," said Ed.

There was a pause. "Well, he's not a patient of mine now"replied Apert.

There was another even longer pause. "I'll have to checkmy records. I'm pretty busy right now. Give my girl yournumber and I'll get back to you".

"Can you give me any information about.." Ed suddenlyrealized Apert had put the phone on hold.

"Now what is your number Dr. Bennett?" the woman's voiceinterrupted the silence.

Ed was puzzled as he mechanically recited his phonenumber. Why did Abert go from Jekyll to Hyde when he heardDruse's name? How could he not remember the name of a patienthe had hospitalized only three days before? As he put down thephone, Ed stared into space. It was very strange to say+least. Ed didn't remember the drive to work that morning. Itwas as if he was Captain Kirk rather than Ed Bennett and hadbeen beamed to the clinic. During the trip, he was thinkingabout conversation he had just had with Alpert.

"Oh, it was a routine call about a patient and Abertwould call back and that would be that" he told himself inan unconvincing manner.

He was glad that this was Rita's morning on the road,making house calls. It allowed him to answer the phone.Every time it rang he expected to hear Apert's voice. Itnever was. His curiosity rose with each ring.
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He glancedat the clock on the wall. It was one o'clocknow. She wouldbe back any minute. Soon he heard thefamiliar soundof Sam's Caddy. Seconds later they entered.It looked likebeauty and the beast. Rita's petite goodlooks stood insharp contrast to those of Sam. Sam was ahuge, bearded,black man with thick protruding scars on hisface and upperarms. His mere presence cast an aura ofintimidation.

Sam was Rita's self appointed body guard and chauffeur.It was his way of paying a debt. Sam did more than justdriving her around on her calls. He was also the reason thatthe clinic was the only operating store front in twentyblocks that didn't need pull down window gratings or FortKnox type security equipment. He had been Ed and Rita's"main man", as he called himself, almost since they started.

He had come stumbling through the door about three yearsago. It was early on a Saturday morning and Rita had onlybeen there about ten minutes when suddenly she heard a thudon the front window. A man was leaning against the glass andsliding towards the door. As he moved across the pane astripe of blood traced a zigzag line behind him.

He flung the door open and stood tottering its opening.She instinctively drew back at first, but then reachedtowards him and guided him to a cot at the rear of the room.A large red blotch covered the upper left shoulder and arm.He spoke weakly but in a demanding tone.

"Get my arm fixed and I'll get goin'."

Rita opened the shirt to examine the wound.

"I can't just fix your arm. It's a mess. You've gotto go to a hospital for this", she said.

"I don't want no hospital shit. This s is a bulletin my arm, girl. Can't you see? Hospitals mean cops and Idon't need no cops in my life", he said in a loud voice ashe struggled vainly to get up. It was clear that he was notgoing to a hospital.

Rita must have worked on his arm for two hours.

Three days later Sam got up from that cot. Rita hadstayed by him for the entire time. She never told him howclose he'd come but somehow he must have known. He drilled ahole in the bullet and put it on a chain around his neck fora good luck charm. Sam never told anybody how he got shot
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that Friday night and no one ever dared ask. Ed thought heknew what had probably happened though. In the three yearssince the incident he had picked up bits and pieces fromdifferent people.

Sam was an enforcer for the drug trade or so was told. Hemade sure that the locals dealers didn't decide to keep someextra profits for themselves. The guy who shot him had somedifferent ideas on free enterprise. Three months after Samrecovered, they found the guy dead of a heroin overdose. Thecops never could figure out why he had injected himselfthrough the throat with the needle.

Although Ed really never knew for sure if it was alltrue, things did add up. Sam dressed well, drove a year oldEldorado, always had a pocket full of money and never held ajob. Rita said that every once in a while when they weremaking calls, he would drive to an out of the way spot, downoff Feylinghesuen Ave. and meet a couple of white guys in ablack Mercedes. They would talk for fifteen or twentyminutes while she waited in Sam's car. He always returnedwith a box of expensive cigars and a smile. She oftenwondered if there were really cigars in the box. She hadnever seen him smoke one in all the time she knew him.

Ed didn't care about Sam's sordid business affairs. Allhe knew is that without him things would be much tougherthat they were already. Sam had laid a protective veil overthe clinic and its people. He saved its life as surely asRita had saved his. Every mugger and drug addict in the cityknew him and his reputation and he knew them. The word wasout, don't screw around with Sam's people.

As the two of them stood in the doorway, the phone beganto ring. Ed gestured a welcome as he quickly snatched thereceiver from its cradle. It was Charlie, "I just calledAl's wife for the four hundredth time and I finally got her.She had been up at the hospital by Al. She said he was movedup there the day before yesterday and she tried to call mebefore she left but didn't get an answer. She says shedoesn't understand what's going on."

"Is she home now?", asked Ed.

"Yeah, she had to come back because she couldn't affordto stay in the motel any more. She said she's going to go upon weekends if she can. She wants to talk to you" saidCharlie.

"O.K., I'll go over and talk to her. What `s heraddress?" He hesitantly jotted it down as he hung up the
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phone.

Rita had removed her coat and was beginning to fill outone of the many forms which made up the daily routine. Samwas gone. He probably went to "collect his eggs" as he putit.

"That was Charlie" he said as he looked up. "Let me tellyou about what's been happening". He proceeded to explainabout Charlie's call the previous evening, the trip to St.Anne's and the conversation with Apert. Rita listenedintently. She agreed that some of it did seem a bit peculiarbut dismissed much of it as his over active imagination.

"Do you think you can hold down the fort here for awhile?" asked Ed. "I'm going to take a run over to see whatAl's wife can tell me. I'd like to see her in person. I thinkshe might need some hand holding about now".

"If it'11 make you feel better then you better go. I'll beOK here", replied Rita.
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Chapter II

It was an old neighborhood with well kept closely spacedtwo family houses shaded by an occasional tree sprouting fromthe sidewalk. Cars lined both sides of the street. One ninetytwo one ninety four, one ninety six. It was a yellow housewith aluminum siding. A statute of the Virgin stood in thefront surrounded by a bunch of plastic daisies. He found aparking spot, walked up the gray wooden steps to the door andrang the bell. In a few minutes the door opened. A shortwoman, with long brown hair and a round face greeted him in aheavy accent. He couldn't quite decide if it was Spanish orPortuguese.

"Mrs. Druse?". She nodded.

"I'm Ed Bennett, a friend of Charlie Rode ". hesaid.

"Dr. Bennett?", she replied.

"Yes, Charlie and I tried to see Al at St. Anne'slast night".

"He's not there" she said as she turned and began towalk in to the house.

"Come on in" she shouted over she shoulder from thehalfway down the hall. Ed followed her into the living room.

"Can I give you a drink?".

His host hurriedly picked up several newspapers from thefloor and attempted to straighten the bunched up slip coveron an adjacent easy chair. Then she disappeared into thekitchen shouting as she did so, "A soda, beer, ice tea?"

"Soda's OK" he replied as he sat down on the sofa.He looked around the room while he waited. His eve caughtseveral pictures, in small frames on the mantle.
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They looked like children's school pictures and familysnapshots. There was one that looked like a New Year's Evepicture of Al and his wife. Well, he assumed it was Alanyway. They were wearing hats and a banner in the backgroundread "Welcome 1980"

Al's wife returned carrying a tray with two glasses ofsoda.

"My name's Angie", she said as she put down thetray.

"Tell me what happened to Al, Angie" he said.

Angie began to explain the events of the past severalweeks. She spoke in a staccato like fashion. Her speech waspunctuated by pauses during which she searched for the rightwords to be used in the next phrase.

"Al, she began, he didn't feel too good the weekbefore last". She told of his beginning to feel fatigued andnauseous Evidently, he had been feeling poorly on and off forsome time. It finally came to a point where she persuaded himto see a doctor.

"We went to Dr. Apert 1ast week. He took a 1ot oftests, blood and stuff". She continued, "Last week he reallystarted to get bad, sick almost every day, so I called thedoctor again and he put him in the hospital".

"Did the doctor say what was wrong with him?" asked Ed.

"He said he wasn't sure. He didn't know" she replied.

"What happened at the hospital?"

"Al was there for about three days. Then one day Dr.Apert called me. He said that he should be moved to ahospital in upstate New York. He said he knew what was wrongwith Al and this hospital was the best place for him."

"We11, what was the matter with him?" asked Ed again.

"He didn't tell me. Just that he should go to this newhospital."

She paused and drew a deep breath.
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"Dr. Bennett, you have to find out what's going on withmy Al, she pleaded tearfully.

Al had been sent to the Caramore Clinic up aroundEllensville. Ed had heard of the place but didn't know muchabout it. They had told Angie that he would be there for an"extended time". That was hospital lingo for not being surewhen he would be released.

As he drove back towards Newark he tried to remember whathe could about Caramore Clinic. He seemed to recall, readingsomething about it in a magazine someplace.

When Ed arrived, he was greeted by a chorus of shrillscreams. He opened the door just in time to see Ritawithdrawing a hypodermic needle from a three year olds bottomwhile the child's mother struggled to hold him still. Hewalked over to his desk and obviously searched through thepile of notes and messages lying there. There were about tenin all and none of them from Apert.

Rita had finished with her unappreciative patient.

"Did you ever hear of Caramore Clinic in Ellensvi11e,New York?" he asked her.

She thought for a moment.

"Isn't that the place where they dry out movie starsand politicians?" she responded.

Ed paused, then his face lit up.

"That's it. I knew I read about it recently. Ithought I read about it in a medical journal but it was oneof those movie star mags in the barber shop. That was theplace they put the rock group "The Slugs". All of them weredruggies and they all signed up at once to get straight atCaramore. They played a concert at the place the day they werereleased and it made the paper and the magazine."

"Why are you interested in it?" asked Rita. That's abig money operation: It costs big bucks to stay there" sheadded.

"That's where they've got Al Druse, the guy Charlieand I tried to visit last night at St. Anne's. His wife justtold me", replied Ed.
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Why was Al in a drug rehab hospital? Angie didn't mentionanything about drugs or booze, but then, of course, hedidn't ask either. If he did have a habit, why didn't Apertjust tell me, thought Ed? And why did somebody put him aplace like Caramore that costs thousands and is all the wayup in New York state and even more puzzling is who's payingfor it ? It sure isn't Angie from what Ed could see.

Ed picked up the phone and dialed Apert's number.

He'd waited long enough. After a customary greeting fromthe receptionist, and a long pause, Apert answered.

"Dr. Bennett, I tried to reach you this morning.Your phone was busy. You were interested in Albert Druse,one of my patients. I'm sorry I couldn't talk to youyesterday but the office was very busy and this requiressome time. Mr. Druse came to me last week complaining ofnausea and fatigue. I sent him for several tests. Upper andlower GI, blood work, urine and so forth". Apert spoke inalong string of unbroken sentences with little or no pauseseparating them. It sounded like a sixth grader reciting hispart on the opening night of the school play.

"His condition persisted so I admitted him to St.Anne's", he continued, still in a rehearsed tone.

"How did he wind up at Caramore?" Ed interrupted.

"The second day he was at the hospital, the hospitaladministrator called me and said that his staff physicianshad reviewed the case and decided it was best to move him upthere".

"Did you request a review of the case?" asked Ed.

"No" replied Apert.

"I was told Mrs. Druse had requested that" he added.

"Did Mr. Druse have a drug problem, drugs oralcohol?"

"Not that I know of" said Apert

"May I see his records and test results? I'll getauthorization form the patient's wife if you like", said Ed.

"I don't have them".
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"Who does?"

"A representative from the state medical examiner'soffice called me the day Mr. Druse was to be moved and askedfor all records"

"Isn't that a bit unusual?" asked Ed.

"Well, that's not for me to say", replied Apert. Hespoke more calmly now.

"Don't you have the originals?"

"Two days after the state call me about the records,my office was robbed. I never even really got a chance totake a good look at them. I knew the patient had been removedfrom my care and so I didn't see any point in rushing to lookat the results."

"You were robbed?" repeated Ed in a surprised voice."Patient records were stolen?" he added.

"Some drugs and records;"" said Apert.

"That's a strange combination. Why would a druggiesteal patient records?" asked Ed.

"I think the drugs were a try to cover the break in.The records they took looked like somebody just took a coupleof handful Is. Maybe that was because the night watchmaninterrupted them and they were in too much of a rush to justselect the file they wanted. If the watchman hadn't come theycould have just taken the one file and no one would haveknown until he looked for that particular file. Up until thenthe whole thing would have been a drug theft. If a long timepassed between the robbery and the discovery of the missingfile who would even relate the two?" said Apert.

"And Druse was in one of the handful Is that weretaken" said Ed.

"Right. That's why when you called yesterday andasked about him it took me by surprise. That combined withall the other incidents involving this guy. I called theCounty Medical Association to see who you were. To be honestthe whole thing is getting nerve racking. The robbery, cops,calls from the state. I didn't want to be talking to thewrong people, so I checked".

"What was wrong with Druse?" asked Ed.
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"I really don't know. Like I said I never reallyeven got a chance to look at the test results" said Apert.

As Ed ended his conversation with Apert he at leastunderstood Apert's reluctance to talk with him the daybefore. The circumstances surrounding the whole situation,however had become even more perplexing.

The next day he called the state Medical Examiner'sOffice. He wasn't quite sure to whom he should speak. Theydidn't have anyone in charge of stolen records ormysteriously transferred patients. Apert wasn't sure of thetitle of the inspector who had picked up the papers fromhim, but he did remember his name, Bickford. No one namedBickford worked for the examiner's office according to them.His call to Caramore didn't help either. They said that theycouldn't discuss any patients on the phone and they wouldn'teven acknowledge Druse's being there. That of course, waswhat Ed might have expected from a high class, private rehabhospital like Caramore.
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Chapter III

It was a cold, clear morning as Ed pulled up in front of196 Selma St. He rang the bell. Within seconds Angieappeared with a small shopping bag and her purse tuckedunder her arm. She greeted him as she pulled the door closedbehind her and rattled the handle to check its security.They got into the car and headed north towards Ellensville.It was about a two and one half hour ride ahead of them. Thescenery was beautiful as the traveled up the Thruway andAngie proved to be an interesting conservationist despiteher accent.

Al had been a schoolboy athlete, All-State in football.He attended college for two years but a knee injury endedany aspirations he had for the big time. His cousin inCalifornia lined up a job for him on the grounds crew atOakland after he dropped out of college and he worked therefor five years. He and Angie met out there and they weremarried about the time her mother got sick. She wasoriginally from New Jersey and her mother still lived inUnion City at the time. Al got the job at Giant Stadium sothey could come back and help take care of her. She diedshortly after they returned, about three years ago. Theydecided to stay here instead of going back to California.The weather isn't the best but Al liked the new job and itwas to expensive to move back again.

Al's troubles began on and off about two years ago. Hewould get sick to his stomach and it would last for a coupleof days. That happened three or four times. Angie said hehad gone to the doctor when it first started. They told himhe had the beginnings of a stomach ulcer. Recently, he feltsick almost every day, sick and drained out. The medicinefor the ulcer didn't seem to help this time.

That's when she insisted that he go back to the doctor.
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When she saw him at the hospital, last week, he said hewas feeling a little better, but he had lost about fifteenpounds. She hadn't spoken to Al for a week now. His room wasin a special area where phones weren't allowed, she had beentold. She did write a letter though. She didn't get ananswer yet.

Ellensville was a small New York town. Route 57 was itsmain street, lined with a quarter mile of shops and stores,a couple of gas stations and the local bank. The Catskillscradled it like huge white, snow covered hands. Caramore wasat the far end of the town.

A large iron gate with the words "Caramore Clinic"formed an arch over the entrance. Attached to the gate was ahigh iron picket fence stretching for five hundred yards inboth directions. The buildings were faintly visible in thedistance. They drove to the guard house which was attendedby two men wearing police like uniforms.

"We've come to visit a patient" Ed announced.

"Who's the patient?" asked the guard. "Al Druse",replied Ed. He picked up a clip board and scanned list forthe name. Upon finding it , he walked to the front of thecar, wrote down the license plate number and returned to Ed."May I see your driver's 1icense, sir?" he said. I'll needsome identification for the lady too". Ed reluctantlywithdrew his wallet, removed his license and handed it tohim. Angie passed over her social security card. "Pleasesign here", said the guard as he thrust the clip board andpen toward the open car window. "Drive straight ahead,building A-3, parking on the right", he said as they signed.

Ed rolled up the window and slowly pulled away.

"You were here last week, right?"

"Yes", replied Angie.

"Who brought you up?"

"My sister, Theresa", she said.

"Did you have to show any ID or sign anything?"

"No, they only wrote down the plate number and askedwho we wanted to visit. That was all".

They parked where the guard had told them and entered A-
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3. The building was old. It had to be fifty of seventy-fiveyears old Ed estimated, but it was well cared for. The entirecomplex consisted of five or six closely spaced buildings ofsimilar vintage and two newer structures, situated in a parklike setting.

The inside of A-3 was completely modernized and furnishedwith a decorator's touch. Ed and Angie walked over to thereceptionist's desk. She was a young, blonde girl in a neatwhite uniform, wearing a bright smile "Good morning", shesang.

"May I help you?"

"We would like to visit Al Druse".

"He's in 309 ", Angie added.

The girl typed several symbols into a computer terminalon the desk.

"I'm sorry but Mr. Druse is receiving specialtherapy today and visitation won't be allowed", she said in asympathetic tone.

Ed turned toward Angie with a startled expression on hisface. "Aren't your visiting hours ten to six on Saturdays andSundays?" he snapped at the receptionist.

"That's correct, but this treatment is required on adaily basis", she responded.

"Let me see the physician in charge here, please" hesaid. She immediately picked up the phone.

"Please ask Dr. House to come to the lobby".

After a few minutes, a tall, dark haired man, sporting agoatee, dressed in a white lab coat appeared. "Dr. House,these people have come to see Mr. Druse in 309. I told themthat he would not be receiving any visitors today because ofhis scheduled therapy", repeated the receptionist.

"I'm Dr. Ed Bennett and this is Mr. Druse's wifeAngie. We've come 120 miles to see Mr. Druse. We wereinformed that visiting hours are ten to six or. weekends anwe're obviously disappointed. Nothing was said abouttherapy" Ed said as he extended his hand toward House.

"This is unfortunate", said House.
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"We always like our patients to receive as manyvisitors as they can. You know, its good for morale. Maybewe can let you see him since you've traveled so far but Idon't believe he'll be conscious", said House as he glanceddown at the clip board he was holding.

"Please wait here for a minute and I'll go see ifthat's possible" he said while he turned and walked away.

In several minutes he appeared at the entrance of a longcorridor and motioned to them. He led them towards 309.

"Mrs. Druse has asked me to examine her husband on aconsulting basis", said Ed as they walked.

"She's not aware as to what is exactly the problemand it's causing her great anxiety", he added.

"As long as she agrees, we're certainly willing toshare with you any information we can about Mr. Druse'scondition", replied House. Angie nodded in agreement asHouse looked towards her.

"May I have a copy of his records?"

"Surely", said House.

They arrived at. Al's room.

It was a private, well lit place with a nice view of themountains. Al was lying quietly, clothed in the usual whitehospital pajamas. He was a large man, with dark thinninghair, a sparse mustache and a square jaw. The hollowness 0+his cheeks made his face appear longer than it probably was.It was hard to tell his age exactly. He looked to besomewhere between forty and fifty. Ed thought back to theNew Year's picture he had seen on the mantle at Ai's house.There, Al had a bushy head of black curly hair and heavydark mustache. His face was full and he looked about thirtyor thirty-five at the most. That was only three years ago,1980.

Angie immediately moved towards him and hugged around hisneck. He remained motionless. Ed moved a chair towards theedge of the bed for her to sit on.

"He'll be out for some time", said House.

"This particular treatment requires a pretty strongsedative". He hesitated for a moment.
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"I'll leave you alone for a while", he said as hebegan to walk out the door.

Ed followed as he left. When they got into the hallway,Ed spoke.

"Excuse me, Dr. House". House stopped and turned.

"What is your diagnosis of Mr. Druse's illness?" hesaid in a low tone.

"Barbiturates", replied House abruptly.

"You mean drugs?"

"That's right".

"May I see the test records?" asked Ed.

"I'll give you copies of his complete file beforeyou leave as long as Mrs. Druse signs for them" respondedHouse.

"How did Mr. Druse wind up here from St. Anne's?",said Ed.

"It's my understanding, that his employer, notwishing to generate any adverse publicity, asked him totransfer to Caramore where we can be a little more discrete",replied House.

"You know drugs anywhere in the sports business cancause big problems and they want to keep everything clean, ifthey can help it. They don't want any bad PR", Housecontinued.

"Who authorized hi s transfer?" asked Ed.

"Mr. Druse, of course. He signed himself out of St.Anne's and into Caramore the same day he came here"

"That's odd" thought Ed as he walked back into Al'sroom. Angie had no idea of Al's habit or that he was goingto be transferred until after he was moved.

She was still seated next to the bed holding Al's largehand in both of her hands. He didn't stir. Ed reached overand felt his pulse. It felt slow and heavy. His armsdisplayed several bruise like marks where tests andinjections must have been administered. It was surprising
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that in such a high class institution, the nurses weren'tmore careful. Those kinds of marks were generally theresults of poor technique. There were several similar markson the backs of the arms and forearms. They looked likebruises that occur in old people when an overzealoushelping hand grasps them too hard by the upper arm.

Not much was said during the next hour. Al continued toremain almost motionless and Angie stayed there by his sidehoping for a sign of awakening. House had brought thecopies that he had promised and Ed sat perusing them. Theyindicated routine test procedures, those that would beexpected for an individual complaining of nausea andfatigue. No unusual results appeared, except of course, thepositive tests for barbiturate levels. All the recordspertained to tests done at Caramore. Ed had asked for alltest records including those conducted at St. Anne's. Housesaid he had requested copies from Dr. Apert but Apert hadtold him of the break in and that he no longer had therecords. When Ed asked why copies weren't obtained directlyfrom the hospital, House told him that the hospital saidthey weren't available. They gave no specific reason as towhy, they just weren't.

Without those tests how did anyone know that Al wasaddicted unless, of course, a referring physician from St.Anne's had made such diagnosis. If that was the case whowas the physician? His name should be on the admission formalong with his diagnosis. It wasn't. Apert said that hedidn't even get a chance to look at the test results beforethey were stolen. Certainly, he couldn't have been thereferring doctor. When Ed confronted House with thatquestion, he merely said that the cause for treatment wasindicated on the admission form. How it was arrived at, orby whom, he didn't know. He told Ed and if he wanted moreinformation he would have to call the admitting physicianand with that House turned and walked away.

Ed looked up from the papers. It appeared that Angierealized her vigil was in vain. Reluctantly, she put hishand by his side and rose from the chair. Together she andEd walked towards the parking lot in silence.It was along ride home, long and quiet. The air of optimism that hadexisted on the way up was gone. In its place there was theknowledge that something was seriously wrong. They hadridden for at least a half hour before either spoke morethan a few words.

Ed finally broke the heavy silence.

"Angie, did Al take medicine regularly for
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anything?". He asked the question warily. He wanted to besure not to evoke a reflexive denial so he didn't mentiondrugs point blank.

"No.", she replied.

"Al, he never even took aspirin. He always said the drugcompanies were a conspiracy to poison the country. You know,get everybody hooked so they could sell even more. To Al,heroin and vitamin pills were the same thing, drugs. We wereconstantly fighting about him taking the pills for hisulcer. It's a strange way of thinking, but that's Al. I betthey have to hold him down now to give him his medicine atthe hospital".

"Was he acting any different lately. I meanmentally?", asked Ed.

"Well, only tired out", answered Angie.

"How about groggy, like he was drunk?"

"Sometimes he'd drink a little too much wine, likeat my cousin's wedding last month, but that's all, just oncein a while", she replied.

"No, I mean did he ever act groggy when he wasn'tdrinking?"

"No, only when he drank wine".

Ed dropped Angie off and drove towards home.

"Some day off!" he thought.

He was tired from the drive, frustrated at not being ableto talk to Al and more confused than ever about what washappening. Maybe he had gotten involved in something thatwas none of his business and he should butt out. What hadstarted as a simple gesture of friendship to help outCharlie's friend, had become an enigmatic whirlpool. It wassucking him deeper and deeper into circumstances he somehowfelt would be better left unexplored, but an inner forcekept pushing him towards the eye of the turbulence. Hiscuriosity was no longer under his own control. The wholething had grown into an overwhelming preoccupation whichdominated most of his thinking. He really couldn't extricatehimself now, even if he wanted to.

When he arrived at home, he called to check out the
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day's happenings at the clinic.

"This is Dr. Ed Bennett , no one is in the officenow", the voice began. It was the answering machine He hungup immediately.

"She must have left early", he thought. He lookedat his watch, 6:30 already. "I guess it isn't early afterall". He redialed the to get the messages left on therecorder.

"Hi Ed. I 1eft about 5:30 today. We had the usualgood time today". With that greeting, Rita went on enumeratethe events of the day in a chronology of patients with minormedical problems and interspersed phone messages. It was allstrictly routine kind of stuff. He'd see all the detailstomorrow.

"Charlie Rhode called you. He said he wanted to talkto you personally. Left no message except that he would callback", said the recording.

"Charlie's on the road this week. I wonder why hecalled from Dallas. It must be important", thought Ed. Itcouldn't be a social call. When Charlie plays a game he getsso pumped that he doesn't think about anything but football,certainly not trivial bull shit.

Ed put down the phone after the last message had beendelivered. He went over and sat on the bed next to hisbriefcase and withdrew the photocopies that had been given tohim by House. He started to read the test results for thethird time. Again everything appeared as it did before.Nothing seemed usual.

Ed recalled his conversation with House about the missingtest results from St. Anne's and the apparent inconsistencyof admitting Al as a drug rehab patient with no priorindicative test results and no referring physician'sdiagnosis. House said the admitting physician would be ableto clear all of that up for him. Ed scanned the forms for thename. The signature was unclear but it looked like McCarthy.He'd call tomorrow. He had a lot of paper work to do thatnight, but he didn't seem to get much of it done. Every timehe began, he found himself rehashing the past several weeksaver in his mind.

The next day began as usual. He arrived at the clinic at8:00. Lucky was waiting at the door as he unlocked it.
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"Hold on boy, I'll have this open in a minute".

As the door swung open, a large black and white dogbounded through the entrance. He looked to be half GermanShepherd, half Doberman with a little bit of Collie and Boxerthrown in.

"Take it easy", yelled Ed while attempting to calmthe exuberant animal.

Lucky was Rita's dog. She picked him up the same way shebefriended Sam. She found him limping down the alley betweenthe clinic and the next door building. He was rummagingthrough the garbage looking for what he hoped would be hisfirst meal in days. His hip bones protruded prominentlythrough his shabby fur as did his ribs and shoulders. Whenhe turned and looked at her with his sad brown eyes, Ritasaw Pepper reincarnated. Pepper was her dog when she was achild. Lucky and Pepper both came from the same non-aristocratic lineage.

That one soulful glance and Rita turned and walked acrossthe street to Bill's and bought a bologna sandwich. Shereturned shortly to Lucky still rummaging unsuccessfully.

"Here boy. Here's something for you", she called asshe unwrapped the sandwich and placed it on the ground. Shestepped back several feet and waited. The aroma of fresh cutbologna finally reached him and he warily began to moveforward towards its source. When he reached it, heinstantaneously devoured the morsel with three rapid gulps.

Rita looked more closely at the right rear leg. A largeoozing sore spread over the entire flank.

"Here Lucky", she continued to coax him towards theclinic entrance and he anticipating more reward, eagerlyfollowed. When they entered, she shouted to Ed "Look what Ifound. This is Lucky".

"How do you know that's his real name? Maybe he's afugitive from the dog pound and he gave you alias", repliedEd as he looked the dog over. That day Rita made a life longfriend and the clinic got a damn good watch dog.

Ed settled the dog, walked over to his desk and sat down.In a few minutes the phone began to ring and patientsstarted to flow in and, out of the office in a slow but

33
Thank you for evaluating PDF to ePub Converter. 
To get full version, you need to purchase the software from: http://www.pdf-epub-converter.com/convert-to-epub-purchase.html

steady stream. In between the calls and patients he tried towhittle down the stack of paperwork that covered his desk.It was business as usual. It was around noontime when thetelephone rang for the twentieth time that morning. Edanswered it to hear the familiar sound of Charlie's voice.

"Ed, I've been trying to get you for two days now",Charlie said in a relieved tone.

"Rita left a message that you called yesterday andit sounded important. Aren't you in Dallas? Don't you have agame today?" replied Ed.

"I'm in Dallas, alright. I want to have a long talkwith you but this phone call will have to do for now". Hepaused for a moment as to collect his thoughts.

"Yesterday morning, before we left, I got a messagefrom the front office. They wanted to see me. I went up andwhen I walked in, they're five guys, in suits and ties,executive types and the owner, John Sims, all waitin' forme. Everybody's real nice, asking me how I like playing forthe Giants and how I like the east coast and New York Cityand so forth. Now I know this is no social, let's getacquainted meeting. Then out it comes. One of them says `Doyou know Ed Bennett?'. That kinda took me by surprise, yourname being mentioned out of the clear blue like that. `Ofcourse' I said. Then another one of them said `We're alittle concerned about you hanging around with thisBennett'. I immediately asked him why, and then a third guysaid that you're involved with drugs and it's a badassociation for members of the Giants to be seen with drugdealers".

"What!", exclaimed Ed.

"You are kidding, aren't you?"

He knew that there was no kidding going on here.

Charlie liked practical jokes, but this wasfar from ajoking matter. Besides, he wouldn't have calledtwice allthe way from Dallas, just before a game, unlessit waspretty serious stuff. He would never joke aboutsomethinglike this.

"I told them they must have the wrong Bennett",Char1ie continued.

"But they knew all about you, about the clinic and
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they mentioned a guy named Sam. They said he was yourdistributor and strong arm man.

"This is incredible"interjected Ed.

"Then Mr. Sims chimed in and said want you tostopassociating with Bennett. We can't afford bad PR here.We'retrying to give you some good advice before a problemdevelops. With that they all got up and thanked me formyunderstanding shook my hand and said goodbye. I walkedoutdazed. I still am."

"What else was said?"asked Ed.

"That was about it. I've been going over and overt thisin my head for two days now and that's the whole story"replied Charlie.

"Do you know who the five guys are?"

"Well , Sims introduced me to them, but I'm not goodat remembering names. I tried to remember them after I leftbut I can only come up with two of them, a Mr. Harb and aMr. Sonetti. Another one's name might have been Sloan, butI'm not sure", said Charlie.

"Did Sims say who they were, I mean what theirpositions were?"

"No", replied Charlie.

"I don `t understand any of this. You know me. I wasnever involved with drugs. Maybe a little grass now and thenbut that's about it. Even at State some of the guys used todo a little coke and pills and you know I never took any ofthat stuff. I had dozens of opportunities", said Ed.

"I know, you were one of the straightest guys In thewhole place responded Charlie, "I tried to tell them thatthey didn't listen".

"I'm going to have to find out what's going onhere", said Ed.

"I had to call and tell you this. I was sodumbfounded by the whole thing that I just had to tell youright away. I was hopin' that you had some explanation",said Charlie.

"Well, I don't. Call me when you get back and we'll
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go over this again. There must be some mistake", said Ed.

He hung up the phone in slow mot ion.

"Drug dealer? Me?"he thought, "It's all insane".

This was the second time in two days that someone hadbeen accused of involvement with drugs. First Al and nowhim. It was all very hard to deal with. It seemed to Ed thatthe two circumstances might be related. If not, it was verycoincidental that two innocent people suddenly became drugsuspects.

Ed made two phone calls the next afternoon, one toCaramore and one to the Giants' head office. No one atCaramore ever heard of Dr. McCarthy and o one knew who AlDruse's admitting physician was.

When he tried to contact Sims, he got the usualsecretarial run around with the promise of a return call.When he left the clinic at 6:30, no return call had beenreceived yet.
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