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Vanity dies hard; 
in some obstinate cases, 

it outlives the man. 

ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON 
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CHAPTER ONE 

Sidney Toffer grew up to be a first-class prick. He was 
born and raised in Lubbock, a middle-size city in west 
Texas. His father was a prominent businessman who 
never had much time for his only child. His mother, 
almost twenty years younger than her husband, was a 
weak and whiny woman who left most, if not all, of 
the parenting of her son to her husband‟s two 
dowager sisters. They all lived together in the big 
house on the hill. 

Sidney‟s aunts doted on him and indulged his 
every whim. Anything Sidney wanted, he got. When 
he was in trouble with his father, they would make 
excuses for him. Nothing was ever Sidney‟s fault. 

He discovered early on that as long as he 
maintained reasonably good grades in school, he 
would remain in his father‟s good graces. When he 
graduated from high school in the top one-third of 
his class, his father was so pleased that he was 
persuaded by his aunts to send Sidney on a „grand 
tour‟ of Europe where he constantly got into scrapes 
and had to be repeatedly bailed out by his father. 
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Upon returning to the States, Sidney‟s father 
expected him to work in his jewelry business, starting 
from the ground up. After a few short months, 
however, Sidney decided that working for his father 
wasn‟t for him. So he had his aunts persuade his 
father that he should be allowed to go to college. 

Sidney loved being in college. He wasn‟t under any 
pressure to succeed. He could just enjoy life because 
someone else was paying all the bills. As long as he 
was passing his courses, he didn‟t have to actually get 
a job and work for a living. Unfortunately, two things 
happened that changed all that. He had reached as far 
as he could go in his education and his father died, 
leaving all of his money in a trust for the care of 
Sidney‟s mother. By this time, his aunts had passed 
away, and Sidney was on his own for the first time in 
his life. 

With his newly acquired Ph.D. degree, Sidney 
managed to secure a position as a part-time research 
assistant in a small eastern medical school. Being 
short-handed in the anatomy lab, the school offered 
to tutor anyone interested in anatomy so they could 
help out as a lab instructor. Since the pay was 
substantially better than what he was receiving at the 
time, Sidney jumped at the chance. 

He did just enough to get by. Most of the time, he 
simply followed the professors around, mimicking 
their actions, and echoing what they said. It didn‟t 
take long for both the students, and the professors, to 
catch on to the fact that he didn‟t know what he was 
doing and wasn‟t willing to put in the effort to learn 
what he needed to. When they didn‟t renew his 
contract after the first year, he blamed it on poor 
mentoring. 
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Eventually, he got married and began a family, 
having a boy and a girl in quick succession. He held a 
number of positions, both in research and in teaching, 
in various medical schools. With a minimum of effort, 
he managed to learn enough anatomy to teach in a 
few nursing and allied health programs and to 
subsequently attain the rank of associate professor. 

He also managed to accumulate a long record of 
complaints brought by his fellow professors who 
accused him of taking frequent unscheduled absences 
from his teaching duties, and of being unprepared for 
lecture and lab when he did show up. When 
questioned by his supervisor about these alleged 
transgressions, he was usually able to talk his way out 
of a formal reprimand. 

Sidney, of course, ascribed his colleagues‟ criticism 
of him to jealousy on their part because of his 
popularity with the students. The reality was, 
however, that when the students turned in their 
faculty evaluations, his were always the lowest of all 
the instructors. They cited his lack of anatomical 
knowledge as well as his condescending manner and, 
at times, inappropriate behavior. It didn‟t matter to 
Sidney. After all, they were just students. What did 
they know? 

Nevertheless, he began to think it might be time to 
move on. While attending a conference in Los 
Angeles, Sidney ran into an old acquaintance from 
graduate school who mentioned that a new medical 
college was being established in San Francisco and 
that they were looking for faculty to hire. That 
appealed to Sidney. It just might be his chance to 
attain the position that he believed he so richly 
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deserved but had been denied him through no fault of 
his own. 

So, he had contacted the newly appointed dean, 
sent him an elaborately embellished résumé, and gone 
for an interview, which, he believed, had gone well. 
He was ecstatic when, instead of being offered a 
faculty position as expected, he was offered the 
position of Associate Dean of Basic Sciences in the 
soon-to-be Carlton College of Medicine in San 
Francisco. He wasn‟t sure what the job entailed, but 
he was sure he could do it. Or get someone else to. 

When he told Linda, his wife, that he was going to 
accept the position in San Francisco, she wasn‟t as 
enthusiastic about it as he was. She was in the process 
of starting her own interior decorating business, and 
she wasn‟t keen on giving that up just when it was 
beginning to click. And besides, she argued, the kids 
were both doing well in high school. Malinda was a 
sophomore and Cody was a senior. They wouldn‟t 
appreciate being uprooted and having to leave their 
friends to move all the way across the country. 

After numerous, and sometimes, heated 
discussions, he and Linda decided that he would go 
out to the west coast alone. Once he was established, 
she and the children could join him. 

*** 

It had been a long time since Sidney had been on 
his own, able to make his own decisions, go where he 
wanted, and do what he wanted without worrying 
about what Linda and the kids would say. For once, 
he was in charge, and it felt good. 
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What made it even better was that, when he met 
with Dean William Worthy to go over what his 
responsibilities would be at the college, Sidney learned 
that the dean didn‟t know the first thing about 
starting a medical school. In truth, neither did Sidney. 
But he had worked in several schools in the past, 
which was more than the dean could claim. 

Apparently, in his interview for a position at 
Carlton, Sidney had managed to exaggerate his 
accomplishments to the point that the dean assigned 
him the job of hiring the contractors necessary to 
outfit the school‟s lecture halls and laboratories as 
well as the responsibility for recruiting the basic 
science faculty for Carlton. In essence, he was in 
charge of it all, and it felt great! 

Sidney had his secretary, Debbie, contact several 
medical colleges and make inquiries about the design 
of their current lecture rooms and ask, if they had to 
build them over again from scratch, what would they 
add or delete from the plans. 

There was no need to do the same concerning the 
laboratories. Sidney had worked in enough anatomy 
labs around the country that he was confident he 
knew exactly what he needed and wanted at Carlton. 

When he had an extensive list of the specific 
features, furnishings, and equipment he required, he 
had Debbie send out bid requests to the various 
contractors in the region. 

The bids started coming in by the end of the week. 
Sidney was shocked by the wide range of proposed 
costs. If he asked the „powers-that-be‟ what he should 
do, they‟d tell him to go with the lowest bid in order 
to save money. But since the dean hadn‟t given him a 
limit on what he could spend, he figured he‟d pick 
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one of the bottom bids, one in the middle, and one at 
the top, then he‟d call in the contractors for an 
interview and let them make their pitch for the job. 

SFB Building Company was the low bid and the 
first one called for an interview. When the owner, 
Frank Marcello, walked in, Sidney thought he looked 
a bit rough around the edges, like he‟d fit right in with 
the „made‟ guys in New Jersey. Sidney listened to his 
spiel, asked a few questions, and told him he‟d let him 
know when the „president‟ of the college made a 
decision. This guy’s definitely ‘connected’. I don’t want him to 
know that I’m the one who turned him down. 

 When Debbie called the number for Kelly 
Construction Company, it went to voicemail, so she 
left a message for them to please call Dr. Toffer at 
Carlton Medical College to set up a meeting to discuss 
their construction bid. 

Next, she called Summit Contractors, Inc. Her call 
was immediately answered by a receptionist who put 
her through to the vice-president‟s secretary. After 
explaining to the secretary why she was calling, she 
was put on hold twice. When the woman finally came 
back on the line, she informed Debbie that Mr. 
Reynolds could meet with Dr. Toffer at the college at 
four o‟clock. 

“Dr. Toffer, Mr. Reynolds from Summit 
Contractors is here,” announced Debbie that 
afternoon. 

Sidney didn‟t have to be reminded that Summit 
Contractors had submitted the highest bid. Reynolds 
was dressed in a hand-tailored suit and conservative 
designer tie and looked more like a CEO of a 
financial corporation than a builder. Getting down to 
business without delay, he presented a brief overview 
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of his company and provided a list of their well-
recognized clients. 

He then proceeded to question Sidney as to the 
specifics of particular items listed on the bid request 
and to define what Summit would and would not do 
in the way of construction at Carlton. Hold on there, 
buddy! Who’s interviewing whom here? 

Feeling somewhat intimidated, Sidney couldn‟t 
wait to get this guy out of his office, but he did have 
one question. “Mr. Reynolds, your bid was quite a bit 
higher than any of the others. Why should Carlton 
spend more and hire your company?” 

“We‟re the largest construction company in the 
Bay Area. We use the best materials and the most 
qualified labor. Our reputation is second to none. 
You get what you pay for, Dr. Toffer.” 

Later that day, the owner of Kelly Construction 
Company called back and arranged to meet with 
Sidney the next morning. Sidney got to the office a 
little earlier than usual the next day so that he could 
go over the bid submitted by Kelly before the 
scheduled meeting. 

By comparison, Kelly‟s bid was much more in line 
with what was specified than SFB‟s had been, and it 
was surprisingly similar to Summit‟s. The major 
difference between Kelly‟s and Summit‟s proposals 
was the estimated cost. Even with the same materials 
and timeline, Kelly‟s bid was significantly less. 

Mr. Kelly arrived right on time and Debbie 
showed him in. 

“Mr. Kelly, please, have a seat,” said Sidney. 
The middle-aged man entering his office wore a 

sport coat that had seen better days and wrinkled 
slacks. He was stocky but not fat and gave the 
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impression of being bigger than he was. His sparse 
reddish hair and ruddy complexion attested to his 
Irish ancestry. 

“What can you tell me about your company and 
why I should award you the contract?” asked Sidney, 
sitting back and waiting. 

Kelly explained that his was a local company that 
had been in business since 1998. It wasn‟t the biggest 
in San Francisco, but he was proud that he provided 
his clients with the „best product for the best price in 
the best time‟. 

Sidney was impressed with Kelly‟s calm and 
respectful manner, which was quite the opposite of 
Reynolds‟ pushy and aggressive approach. As he 
listened, Sidney detected a note of desperation in the 
man‟s voice. This guy wants this job bad—real bad. 

“Thank you for coming in, Mr. Kelly. I‟ll be in 
touch,” said Sidney, escorting the man to the door. 

Although he pretty much knew who he was going 
to award the contract to, Sidney wanted to know a 
little more about each of the prospective contractors 
before he made his final decision. So he invited the 
architect who had designed the Basic Science Building 
to lunch. He figured that if anybody would know 
about contractors, the architect would. 

Sidney met the architect at one of the finer 
downtown restaurants that catered to businessmen 
who needed a quiet place to eat while they negotiated 
their various deals. The conversation over the 
appetizers and salad consisted primarily of a 
discussion of the architect‟s plans for future buildings 
at Carlton, with Sidney complimenting him on his 
distinctive yet functional designs. 
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As they were beginning their entrees, Sidney 
casually brought up the subject of contractors. “I‟ve 
received three competitive bids from contractors for 
the completion of the lecture rooms and laboratories 
in the Basic Science Building, but I‟m having a hard 
time deciding which one to go with. This is such an 
important aspect of the construction that I don‟t want 
to make a mistake. I‟m sure you‟ve worked with a 
number of different contractors, so you know what I 
mean.” 

“You‟re right, Dr. Toffer. I can tell you from 
experience that the wrong contractor has made my 
life a living hell on a number of occasions. Why don‟t 
you tell me who you‟re considering, and I‟ll tell you 
what I know about them?” 

“That would be a great help. Of course, whatever 
you tell me will be held in strictest confidence.”  After 
pausing to take a bite of his salmon, Sidney asked, 
“What can you tell me about Summit Contractors?” 

The architect continued pulling at his lobster as he 
answered. “I‟ve worked with them on a couple of 
projects. They do excellent work. Summit is one of 
the largest construction companies in the area, and 
they handle most of the important and influential 
clients. That‟s the good part—and the bad part—
about hiring them. They‟re so big and have so much 
business that they have a labor problem, and they 
rarely complete a project on time. A lot of delays due 
to a shortage of manpower. Not to mention that they 
are way overpriced.” 

“One of the lowest bids came from a contractor 
called SFB Building Company,” said Sidney. “They 
seem to be pretty small. Have you ever heard of 
them?” 
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The architect‟s fork came to a halt halfway up to 
his open mouth. He looked at Sidney and shook his 
head from side to side. “You don‟t want to go there, 
Sidney. Those people are really bad news. They can 
bid low because their materials are cheap and often 
defective, and their work is shoddy. And you won‟t 
have any say about who they use as subcontractors—
if you know what I mean.” 

“That‟s sort of the impression I got, too. What 
about a company called Kelly Construction 
Company?” 

The architect was now enthusiastically digging into 
his chocolate mousse. “Ah, that‟s a sad story. Conan 
Kelly started his company in the late 1990s, I think. 
He worked hard and prided himself on a job well 
done. As a result, his business thrived.” 

“Unfortunately, a few years ago, his wife was 
diagnosed with a rare form of cancer. He had to 
spend more and more time and money taking her to 
various clinics around the country for treatment, and 
his business suffered. He lost jobs and his workers 
left him.” 

“What happened to his wife?” asked Sidney. 
The look on the architect‟s face told Sidney the 

answer to his question. “She died last year leaving 
Kelly deep in debt. He‟s been pushing hard to re-
build his business with just a skeleton crew. It‟s a 
shame, too. He does good work and he‟s easy to get 
along with.” 

Heading back to his office, Sidney was pleased 
with how lunch had gone. Not only had he come 
away with the information he needed to make the right 
decision about the contractor, but he‟d also thought 
of a way to make it a profitable one. 
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When Debbie called, Kelly jumped at the chance 
to pay Sidney another visit. He hoped it meant good 
news. 

“Mr. Kelly, how are you this morning?” asked 
Sidney as the man entered his office. 

“Fine, sir. And yourself?”  Kelly nervously took 
the chair across the desk from Sidney. 

“I‟m good, thanks.”  Sidney picked up some 
papers off his desk and studied them intently for a 
few minutes. He glanced occasionally at Kelly who 
was literally sitting on the edge of his seat. 

“Well, Mr. Kelly, yours was not the lowest bid on 
the project.”  Sidney paused, sat back, and watched as 
the color faded from Kelly‟s face. 

“But it wasn‟t the highest, either.”  He felt like 
telling Kelly to breathe. Sidney almost felt sorry for 
him—almost—but he was enjoying this way too 
much. 

Sidney ruffled through the papers on his desk. 
“Your estimated time of completion is reasonable, 
and you seem to meet all of my requirements. But so 
does Summit Contractors, and they‟re a lot bigger 
outfit than yours. Of course, their prices are higher 
across the board, too.” 

“Even at the costs you quoted, I‟m assuming that 
your bid includes a nice profit for your company. 
After all, that‟s why you‟re in business. Right?” Sidney 
chuckled. “You know, you could even add, say ten 
percent, to what you charge as sort of a „cost-of-
doing-business‟ extra, and you‟d still come in less than 
Summit.” 

Kelly was confused. He wasn‟t sure what Sidney 
was telling him. Was he getting the contract, or wasn‟t 
he? 
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“How bad do you want our business, Mr. Kelly?  
Having Carlton as a client could do wonders for your 
reputation and put your company back on top. Or 
close to it, anyway.” 

Sidney watched as Kelly finally understood. Now 
was the pivotal moment. Kelly would either get up 
and walk out, or he‟d accept the terms Sidney was 
proposing. When Kelly didn‟t move, Sidney knew he 
had him. 

“It‟s simple, Mr. Kelly. Or can I call you Conan?  
The charges on the invoices you send to Carlton will 
include an additional ten percent as part of the price 
of the goods and services. All the actual invoices will 
come to me, along with a ten percent override—in 
cash. You make money; I make money. It‟s a win-win 
arrangement.” 
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CHAPTER TWO 

It was already ten o‟clock in the morning, and the 
curtain of fog had not yet lifted. He couldn‟t see the 
Bay from his window, which was a real downer. 
Seeing the sun shimmering on the water first thing in 
the morning was one of the highlights of his day and 
one of the main reasons that he paid the exorbitant 
rent for the two-story condo that he lived in. It didn‟t 
matter that his view also included the concrete and 
steel edifice perched atop a rocky outcropping right in 
the middle of San Francisco Bay. In fact, the contrast 
made the view that much more interesting. 

Making his way downstairs, he veered through the 
living room to retrieve his iPad from the end table 
where he had left it the night before. As he entered 
the kitchen, the aroma of freshly brewed coffee 
assailed his nostrils. 

“Good morning, Dr. Toffer. How would you like 
your eggs?” 

“Good morning, Dorothy. I think poached would 
be good this morning.” 
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Dorothy had been working for him for a few 
months now. He felt lucky to have found her as soon 
as he did after moving to San Francisco, even if the 
salary he paid her was way more than he thought she 
was worth. 

He sat down at the kitchen table, which Dorothy 
had already set for him at his preferred place, and 
swiped the screen on his iPad. When his 
appointments for the week popped up, he smiled. 
Nothing too earth-shattering:  a meeting with the 
dean to go over the curriculum; a couple of faculty 
applications to review; a walk-through of the anatomy 
lab under construction; and, oh yes, that Gross 
Anatomy faculty person was due to start today. 

Sidney was proud of the way he‟d handled the 
negotiations with the faculty applicants thus far. For 
the most part, the people he had recruited seemed 
highly qualified—on paper, at least. He‟d been able to 
convince the dean that the people he was bringing in 
were tops in their fields. He had some doubts about 
the pharmacology instructor, whose only teaching had 
been in one of the island medical schools—Grenada, 
he seemed to remember—but she had come cheap, 
and, with time, he was sure she‟d work out. Besides, 
he was still looking for a more seasoned 
pharmacologist to direct that course and mentor the 
inexperienced instructor. 

The dean had questioned the high cost of the 
faculty salaries, but Sidney assured him that the 
school first needed to hire a majority of costly 
experienced educators to be directors of the various 
courses. They would also serve as mentors to the less 
expensive junior faculty that he would be bringing in 
later. 
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What he didn‟t say was that the amount spent on 
faculty salaries would balance out because he was 
actively recruiting more women faculty who he could 
hire for less money. And who’ll do most of the scut work. 

When the dean commented that all of the hires so 
far were men, Sidney explained that it was simply 
because there were not as many highly qualified 
women available—with the exception of the Gross 
Anatomy professor, that is. And I’ll make sure that we 
get every penny’s worth out of her. 

 Sidney had managed to entice a couple of his 
cronies from his previous medical school to join him 
in this unchartered venture. They were ready to retire, 
but the thought of establishing a brand new medical 
school was an opportunity that rarely came along in 
academia, and they couldn‟t pass it up. 

He had even talked a couple of his boyhood 
acquaintances back in Lubbock into coming out to 
California to join him. Their sole teaching experience 
was on the local community college level, but, he 
figured, they were relatively intelligent. They‟d learn 
what they had to by the time the first class was 
admitted. He was looking forward to spending time 
with them, having a few drinks in the evening, and 
reminiscing about the „good old days‟ when he and 
his buddies were the terror of Lubbock, Texas. 

And now that he had secured a course director for 
Gross Anatomy, he could relax a little. That was the 
hardest position to fill since there were very few 
anatomists out there and even fewer looking to 
change their places of employment. 

Competition for anatomists was fierce among 
medical schools across the country. He had been 
impressed with Dr. Sarah Whitley‟s curriculum vitae 
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and especially with the dissection videos that she had 
made. The subsequent interview had gone well, and 
he considered himself fortunate to have been able to 
secure the services of such a highly qualified young 
anatomy instructor, even if he did have to offer her 
the same salary as her male counterparts. 

Sidney had considered making himself the Gross 
Anatomy course director. After all, he told himself, he 
was qualified. But being an associate dean carried 
substantial responsibilities, and, he reasoned, he didn‟t 
think that the dean would want him to be tied up 
running a course, especially one that took up so much 
of an instructor‟s time and effort. He would, however, 
insist on giving some of the anatomy lectures, and, 
when he could, he‟d help out in the anatomy lab. 

Given the youth and naïveté of Sarah Whitley, in 
actuality, he‟d be the „unofficial‟ course director. It 
was one of the reasons he had been so eager to hire 
her. She was obviously a hard worker. He could get 
her to do most of the dirty work involved in running 
an anatomy lab, not to mention all the minutiae that 
went along with running an entire course. 

She also seemed like she‟d be easy to control. As 
an administrator and her immediate supervisor, he‟d 
get her to run the course the way he wanted it run. If 
it was successful, he could take the credit; if it wasn‟t, 
she would take the blame. All he had to do now was 
to find two or three other instructors for the anatomy 
lab and that course would be all set. That should be 
fairly easy. They didn‟t even have to know much 
anatomy. All he needed was a few warm bodies—no 
pun intended. 

 “More coffee, Doctor?” 
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Dorothy‟s voice brought him back to the present, 
and he glanced quickly at his watch. I’d better get a move 
on or I’ll be late for my meeting with the dean. 

“No thanks. And don‟t forget to take my shirts to 
the laundry, Dorothy.” 

“No, sir, I won‟t.” 
As he was leaving the kitchen, he turned and 

added, “Light starch around the collar.” 
“Yes, sir, I know.” 
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CHAPTER THREE 

The young woman stopped typing on her computer 
and looked up when he walked into the reception area 
of the dean‟s office. 

“Go right in, Dr. Toffer. Dean Worthy‟s expecting 
you,” she said. 

“Thanks, Jillian. You‟re looking exceptionally 
lovely this morning,” he said, giving her his toothiest 
smile and not failing to rub her shoulder a little as he 
passed by her desk. 

“Come on in,” said the man sitting behind the 
mahogany desk at one end of the long, darkly paneled 
room. “Want Jillian to get you a cup of coffee?” 

“No, I‟m fine,” replied Sidney, taking one of the 
leather chairs facing the desk. 

  The appearance of success was important to 
Dean William Worthy, both professionally and 
personally. He was a large, well-built man in his late 
fifties who took great pride in his physical attributes. 
His somewhat exaggerated mustache complemented 
his expertly coiffed thick white hair. He worked out 
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religiously and was always dressed in impeccably 
tailored expensive suits. 

As soon as he accepted the position of dean of the 
new medical school, Bill Worthy contacted a realtor in 
San Francisco to have them start looking for just the 
right property to lease for his family. It had to be a 
place that made a statement and reflected his newly 
acquired status in the community. As a result—and at 
great personal expense—he wound up leasing one of 
the impressive Victorian houses on Alamo Square 
known as the „painted ladies‟. 

The ever-present smile on his face and his 
booming, jovial voice completed the impression of a 
confident, intelligent, strong, and benevolent leader—
just the kind of man one needed to head up and 
supervise the enormous task of building and 
establishing a brand new medical school. But looks 
can be deceiving. Those who came to know him 
quickly realized that his opinion of others was less 
than charitable. His comments about and to women 
and those he considered flawed, either physically or 
mentally, were delivered in a joking manner meant to 
be amusing but came off as mean-spirited and hurtful. 

The recipients of his barbs were usually not in a 
position to challenge him. Those who were, chose to 
just shake their heads and look the other way. As a 
result, he had no idea what others truly thought of 
him, and he considered himself to be a respected and 
well-loved administrator. 

Sidney recognized early on that because Bill 
Worthy thought he was better than other people, he 
could be easily manipulated. All he had to do was 
appeal to Worthy‟s ego. And so far, it had worked out 
just fine. 
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Worthy had given Sidney carte blanche when it 
came to designing and outfitting the classrooms and 
laboratories for the new school. Sidney had convinced 
Worthy that everything he ordered for Carlton, no 
matter how much it cost, was state-of-the-art and that 
he, Dr. William Worthy, would ultimately be revered 
as the founding dean of the foremost institute for 
medical education in the country. 

There was only one problem. The president of the 
medical school, Dr. Landon Baron, kept a tight rein 
on everything involved with the construction of the 
school:  from the architectural design, to the hiring of 
faculty. And he wanted an explanation for every 
penny spent. 

  Sidney found that he had to walk a fine line 
between what he could get the dean to approve and 
what he could subsequently get approved by the 
president. But, to Sidney, manipulating the two men 
was fun and the best part of his new job. He 
envisioned himself as the „power behind the throne‟, 
so to speak. 

Sidney enjoyed playing games with people to get 
what he wanted without really having to get his hands 
dirty. He‟d been doing that all his life. And if chaos 
resulted from his machinations—all the better. He 
basked in the glory when things worked out well, 
even if the praise he received didn‟t belong to him; he 
blamed others when things went wrong, even when 
the failures were his own fault, which they usually 
were. 

Worthy opened a folder, pulled out a few sheets of 
paper, and handed them to Sidney. “I‟ve been looking 
over these expenditures for the furnishings you want 
for the classrooms. They seem kind of excessive. Do 



MAN EXPOSED 

21 

we really need to have built-in computers at every 
seat?  After all, we‟ll be requiring that each student 
buy one of the approved tablets or laptops from us. 
At least, that‟s what you said, wasn‟t it?” 

“And this requisition for marble countertops for 
the anatomy lab. Wouldn‟t stainless steel be better 
and less expensive?  What‟s the advantage of 
marble?” Worthy continued, handing Sidney another 
sheaf of papers. 

Sidney looked the papers over slowly as if seeing 
them for the first time. In actuality, he‟d already 
received a set of the invoices for the computers, the 
countertops, and every other expenditure related to 
the construction. He was well aware of the cost of 
every piece of equipment he‟d requested. He just 
didn‟t care. He was getting his piece off the top of the 
inflated prices. 

Sidney began to explain the reasoning behind each 
purchase in such technical terms and details that he 
knew from Worthy‟s expression that he was lost and 
didn‟t really understand what Sidney was saying, 
which was exactly Sidney‟s intent. After „discussing‟ 
the issues at some length, Sidney could see that 
Worthy was no closer to comprehending his 
explanations and was ready to capitulate, which was 
just where he wanted him to be. 

Finally, in his best surrender pose, Sidney said, “I 
guess I can always call the contractor and tell him to 
cancel those classroom items and go with something 
cheap for the lab.” 

Worthy took a few minutes to think about it. 
“Well, I guess if you think these things are absolutely 
necessary, we‟ll find a way to pay for them. But I‟m 
not looking forward to explaining this to Dr. Baron.” 
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“Why don‟t you let me talk to him?” Sidney 
generously proposed. “I‟m sure I can get him to see 
that these things are essential to make the medical 
school top notch.” 

Just as Sidney expected, Worthy jumped at the 
offer. “I think that‟s a great idea. I‟ll let you know if 
and when Dr. Baron wants to discuss these purchases 
with you.” 

Rising from his chair, Sidney said, “Fine. If there‟s 
nothing else just now, I have to go. I‟m supposed to 
meet with Dr. Sarah Whitley, the new anatomy 
professor, this morning. We‟ll talk more about this 
later.” 
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CHAPTER FOUR 

Sarah Whitley had learned the hard way, growing up 
in foster care, that letting anyone „in‟ only made you 
vulnerable. The first foster parents that she could 
remember had been caring and welcoming. She‟d 
needed so desperately to feel safe and wanted that 
she‟d quickly become attached to them, fantasizing 
that they were her real mother and father and that 
they would be a family forever—until that day when 
she came home from school and a strange woman 
was talking to her foster parents. They looked so sad 
that she thought something terrible must have 
happened. Then she noticed the suitcase sitting next 
to the front door. 

Everything from that moment on was a blur. 
Before she knew what had happened, she found 
herself seated next to the woman in the back seat of a 
big, black car, and she was being driven away from 
the only home she had ever known. She turned and 
watched through the back window as the two people 
whom she had loved and depended on faded into the 
distance. 
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At first, she blamed herself. She couldn‟t 
understand what she‟d done to make them send her 
away. She‟d tried so hard to be good. Then she found 
out that the woman who had taken her was a social 
worker. All the social worker told Sarah was that her 
foster parents were going to have a baby of their own, 
and they didn‟t want her any longer. 

As Sarah grew up, she was placed in a number of 
foster homes—some were suitable, some were 
abusive, none were loving. She learned quickly to be 
wary of the male members of the households who 
could be controlling and aggressive if they didn‟t get 
their way. 

When she was ten years old, her sex education 
came at the hands of a fat, sweaty, beer-swilling 
Kentucky pig farmer who considered his foster 
children to be his sexual playthings in addition to his 
meal tickets. When Sarah got up the courage to tell 
his slovenly wife what he was doing, the woman had 
slapped Sarah in the face and blamed her for „temptin‟ 
her man‟. Sarah had even tried appealing to the pastor 
of the country church they all attended every Sunday, 
but he had ignored her pleas for help. 

One Saturday night, when the repulsive pedophile 
left the house to go down to the local honky-tonk for 
his weekly drinking session with „the boys‟, Sarah had 
quietly slipped out of the house. She darted ahead and 
waited for him in the shadows behind the hog pen. 
She knew he had to pass that way and that he would 
stop to check on his „beloved‟ hogs. He always did—
they were his pride and joy. He entered the pen and 
bent down to get a closer look at the animals. He 
didn‟t see the sickle coming before it sliced across his 
neck. 
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Aroused by the smell of blood, the hogs went to 
work. By morning, they had eliminated every trace of 
their benefactor. The authorities had conducted a 
half-hearted search for the missing man, but they 
chalked his disappearance up to just another runaway 
husband, and the investigation soon came to an end. 
He was never heard from again. 

Sarah wasn‟t sorry. She considered herself lucky 
when, soon after, she was once more 
unceremoniously ripped from that placement and 
sent to another. 

Most of the homes she was placed in had other 
foster children living there, ranging from infants to 
teenagers, who were constantly being shuffled from 
one home to another. It seemed to Sarah that, as soon 
as she tried to become close to one or another of her 
foster siblings, they were gone. After awhile, she gave 
up trying to make friends and kept to herself. More 
often than not, she found herself responsible for the 
care of the younger children, which was alright with 
her because it kept her on the good side of her foster 
parents. 

With each successive placement, Sarah became 
more and more self-reliant. Unlike many of her foster 
siblings who acted out and were always getting into 
trouble in retaliation against the system, Sarah decided 
that she would make the most of her situation. She 
soon realized that, in most cases, the difference 
between those who made it in the world and those 
who didn‟t was an education. And she was 
determined to be one of the ones who made it. 

Even though it was difficult transferring from one 
school to another every time she was placed in a 
different foster home, Sarah loved school and she 
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loved learning. When she wasn‟t doing her chores, 
she‟d spend her time studying and reading the myriad 
of books she‟d bring home from the school library. 
As a result, she was usually near the top of her class, 
which afforded her the only bit of positive 
recognition that she received during her entire 
childhood. 

When she entered high school, there were plenty 
of opportunities to make friends with both girls and 
boys. Sarah was a petite, pretty, dark-haired girl with 
large, golden-brown eyes. She gave off a sense of 
vulnerability that was appealing to males, even at that 
young age. Despite her shy demeanor, boys tended to 
gravitate toward her, which did not endear her to the 
more flashy and conceited girls in her class. The 
young men, however, soon backed off once their 
advances were met with disinterest on her part. One 
or two of the less popular girls approached her, but 
when Sarah didn‟t reciprocate, they, too, left her 
alone. 

As soon as she turned sixteen, she got a part-time 
job, saved what little money she earned and moved 
out of the foster home in which she had been living. 
She answered an advertisement and moved into a tiny 
apartment with two other girls, telling them that she 
was eighteen. Between going to school and working, 
she hardly saw either of them, which was just fine 
with her. 

All of her hard work paid off when she received a 
full academic scholarship to college. By this time, she 
was living alone, going to school, and scraping by on 
the money she made from two, and sometimes three, 
part-time jobs. Her life was hard, but she didn‟t mind. 
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It was a lot better than where she had come from, and 
she never wavered from the goal she had set. 

Sarah took her time deciding on her college major. 
From early on, she had shown an aptitude for science 
and, coupled with a fascination of the inner workings 
of the human psyche, she first contemplated going 
into psychology. However, once she found out that 
most, if not all, jobs available for psych majors 
required at least a master‟s degree and primarily 
involved recording how rats behaved in the various 
Machiavellian-like contraptions invented by a group 
of statistic-minded geeks, she changed her mind. She 
wanted to know more about people. She didn‟t care 
what made rats tick, even though some of the people 
she had met growing up would definitely fit into that 
category. So she set her sights on the biological 
sciences, and when she took her first Anatomy and 
Physiology course, she was hooked. 

After she graduated summa cum laude with a degree 
in Biology, she took a job as a lab assistant for one of 
the college professors. It didn‟t pay much, but she 
had learned how to get by on very little. In her off 
time, she went to the library and researched possible 
careers that might offer her what she so desperately 
wanted—stability, acceptance, and, most importantly, 
respect. 

She seriously considered becoming a physician. 
She had the grades and the determination. And, as 
corny as it sounded, she did want to contribute to 
mankind. What she didn‟t have was the desire or skill 
to interact with people—living, breathing, feeling 
patients who would demand more from her than she 
was willing, or able, to give. 
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When she was invited to a lecture that the 
professor who she worked for was giving at a nearby 
medical school, she was introduced to a world that 
she didn‟t know existed. Almost everyone in 
attendance was wearing a long white labcoat and was 
addressed as Doctor, even though the majority of them 
were not medical doctors, but were, in fact, 
professors with Ph.D. degrees like her employer. 
After the presentation, she lingered awhile, wandering 
around the lecture hall, eavesdropping on some of the 
intellectual discussions still going on among some of 
the attendees. They all seemed so knowledgeable, so 
distinguished, so far superior to anyone she‟d ever 
known. 

When she got home that evening, she couldn‟t get 
the whole experience out of her mind. As the days 
went by, she thought more and more about what she 
had seen and what it would be like to be a part of that 
sheltered and exclusive microcosm. She even 
fantasized about one day being called Doctor Whitley. 
Maybe she didn‟t have to become a physician to 
achieve her goals; maybe she could make her mark in 
the world of academia. 

She set her sights on graduate school, and after all 
the years struggling to earn her doctorate degree, she 
was finally Doctor Sarah Whitley, and she was on her 
way to her first faculty position as an assistant 
professor in the Anatomy Department of the Medical 
College of Louisiana in New Orleans. 

She thought she had made it. That is, until she 
realized that her new faculty colleagues were just as 
flawed as everyone else she‟d encountered in her life 
and were driven by greed, ambition, lust, and fear. 
She had inadvertently discovered the secrets behind 
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the closed doors of the offices and research labs of 
her fellow faculty—from the illicit affair between two 
scientists, to the sexual predator masquerading as a 
well-funded researcher, to the manipulative and 
ruthless head of the Department of Anatomy, Dr. 
Yancey Roberts. 

The events that had occurred at the Medical 
College of Louisiana convinced Sarah that it was in 
her best interest to move on and seek employment 
elsewhere. There were still too many unanswered 
questions concerning the sudden disappearance of 
Dr. Roberts. Although most of the gossip and rumors 
about what had happened to him had died down over 
time, she wasn‟t eager to become the focus of 
anyone‟s attention should the investigation be 
revived. 

She‟d learned a lot along the way—about anatomy, 
about teaching, and, most of all, about herself. It was 
unfortunate that some people had to pay so dearly to 
learn what she was capable of. But that was all behind 
her now. She had no regrets—just bigger plans for 
the future. 

*** 

The morning was hazy as Dr. Sarah Whitley 
stepped off the plane. That was okay. She‟d heard 
that‟s pretty much the way it was all the time in San 
Francisco. The haze didn‟t bother her. New Orleans 
had its share of foggy mornings. She had gotten used 
to it. The one thing she hadn‟t gotten used to was the 
intense heat and humidity in southern Louisiana. Well, 
that won’t be a problem here. 
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She‟d checked out the weather in all the cities 
where she had applied for a position, and aside from 
the persistent fog, frequent rainstorms, and an 
occasional earthquake, San Francisco seemed to 
maintain a pleasant, cooler-than-average temperature 
year round. The weather had been only one of the 
factors that had led to her decision to accept the offer 
of a faculty position in the soon-to-be Carlton College 
of Medicine in San Francisco. 

Carlton was slated to open the following fall 
semester. The buildings were near completion, the 
administrators were in place, and the school was now 
in the process of hiring faculty. Being one of the 
founding professors of a brand new medical school 
was a chance of a lifetime, and Sarah was excited 
when she received an invitation for an interview. 

The visit went well. Dr. Sidney Toffer, an 
anatomist himself and the associate dean in charge of 
recruiting the basic science faculty, seemed 
particularly interested in the anatomy dissection 
videos that Sarah had made while in New Orleans. He 
had asked her about using the videos as a teaching 
tool at Carlton, and when she assured him that the 
videos belonged exclusively to her and not to the 
Medical College of Louisiana, he had almost starting 
salivating. He then nonchalantly inquired if she had 
thought about making them available to other medical 
schools across the country. When she pretended that 
such an exciting prospect hadn‟t even occurred to her, 
he casually mentioned that he—and Carlton Medical 
School, of course—might help her to expand the 
anatomy demonstration series for widespread 
distribution. That‟s what she was counting on. 
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Even before her visit was over, Dr. Toffer made 
her a tentative offer. At that point, she knew that she 
had him, and the real negotiations began. After some 
back and forth discussions with Dr. William Worthy, 
the Dean, she got what she wanted—in rank, salary, 
and most importantly, in the division of any profits 
from her videos. She was even offered the 
directorship of the Gross Anatomy course, which she 
promptly accepted. Along with that came supervision 
of the anatomy lab, something she considered 
essential for her „extracurricular‟ activities. 

Of course, the offer was predicated on approval by 
the president of the medical college, Dr. Landon 
Baron, who, she was told, had the final say on all 
things related to the school. After she had been back 
in New Orleans for a week without hearing from 
Carlton, she wondered if maybe the administration 
had second thoughts about hiring her. 

On the tenth day, she got a call from Dr. Toffer. 
He apologized for the delay in contacting her. 
According to him it had taken longer than anticipated 
to get the president‟s signature on the official offer 
because he‟d been out of town. 

She didn‟t believe his lame excuse for one minute. 
She figured the real reason was that Dr. Toffer had to 
do some serious persuading to get Dr. Baron to agree 
to all her demands, especially since she was a woman. 
He told her he was faxing over the offer, and all she 
had to do was to sign where indicated, fax it back, and 
the position was hers. 

That was two months ago, and now here she was 
in San Francisco, ready to start a new chapter in her 
life. No family, no friends, no ties to hold her back. 
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*** 

When the cab from the airport pulled up to the 
curb in front of the canary yellow house with white 
gingerbread trim, Sarah was concerned by what she 
saw. Not only did the house appear to be lopsided, it 
seemed to be sliding slowly down the steep street 
toward the Bay. Don’t be silly. That’s how all the houses 
look in hilly San Francisco. Just one more thing you’ll have to 
get used to. 

The cab driver unloaded her suitcases and carried 
them up the steps to the front door of the apartment 
she had rented, sight unseen, just two weeks before. 
She paid the driver and opened the door with the key 
that Dr. Toffer‟s secretary, Debbie, had sent her. 

Debbie had faxed her photos of several available 
places, including this one, explaining that, even 
though this house wasn‟t too far from the medical 
school, unfortunately, it still wasn‟t within walking 
distance. Sarah doubted that she would ever feel like 
walking to work anyway, given that all the streets 
seemed to run vertically instead of horizontally. So 
she gave Debbie the go-ahead to arrange for the 
rental. 

After touring the apartment, which didn‟t take 
long being that it was a one bedroom efficiency, she 
unpacked her bags and began making a list of the 
things she would have to do and get to make the 
place livable. Most of it would have to wait until she 
had more time since she was scheduled to meet with 
Dr. Toffer at the medical school first thing in the 
morning. In the meantime, she‟d find somewhere to 
pick up a few necessities that afternoon to see her 
through the next few days. 



 

33 

 

CHAPTER FIVE 

Construction of the medical school was coming along 
nicely, Sarah noted as she got out of the cab that 
morning. The buildings were being constructed 
around the only pre-existing structure on the medical 
school campus, Haight Hall, which would ultimately 
serve as the Administration Building. Until the 
completion of the new, modern faculty offices, that 
particular three-story stone structure, with its richly 
carved Victorian façade, would serve as the home for 
both the administrators as well as the newly 
appointed faculty who were arriving daily. 

Sarah had been inside Haight Hall when she 
interviewed for the anatomy position. She had been 
pleasantly surprised when she had entered the old 
building. In contrast to the exterior, the interior had 
been completely renovated and modernized. The 
Board of Directors didn‟t seem to have spared any 
expense. She hoped that philosophy of spending 
extended to the teaching resources for the school as 
well as to the laboratory equipment she would 
require. 
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When she entered the associate dean‟s outer office, 
Debbie looked up and smiled. “Good morning, Dr. 
Whitley. Please have a seat. Dr. Toffer is on the 
phone right now, but he‟ll be with you shortly. Can I 
get you some coffee?” 

“No thanks, Debbie. I‟m fine.”  Sarah settled 
herself into one of the overstuffed armchairs and 
took out her iPad. While she waited, she went over 
the list of office supplies and equipment she wanted. 
She wasn‟t sure if the school would furnish all of the 
things on her list, but it couldn‟t hurt to ask. 

“All settled in your apartment?” Debbie asked. 
“Oh, not really. I just got in yesterday afternoon, 

and I haven‟t had much chance to get things arranged 
yet. I have a long „to-do‟ list.” 

“It‟ll take time,” said Debbie. 
“I‟m in no hurry.”  After a moment, Sarah asked, 

“Debbie, can you tell me the best way for me to get 
to and from the school from my apartment?  I don‟t 
have a car yet and taking a cab every day would be a 
hassle, not to mention it could get pretty expensive.” 

“Sure. I‟ll get you some maps and information on 
public transportation, and I‟ll write down directions 
to the school and to the nearest shopping for you. Do 
you plan on getting a car?  If so, I can help you with 
that. There‟s a car leasing company that the school 
works with routinely. I‟ll get you the number and the 
name of the man to see.” 

“Thanks. That would be great.” 
The phone on Debbie‟s desk rang and she picked 

up. Nodding to Sarah, she said, “You can go in now.” 
“Well, good morning, young lady,” Sidney said, 

coming from behind his desk, a big grin on his face. 
He approached Sarah, his hands extended. She was 
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caught off guard when, instead of shaking her hand, 
Sidney wrapped his arms around her and gave her a 
hug as if they were long-lost friends. 

Sarah instinctively tensed at the gesture and took a 
small step back. She didn‟t like to be touched, and she 
didn‟t like people, especially strange men, touching 
her in such a familiar way. She‟d met Sidney Toffer 
only once before when she had interviewed for the 
faculty position, and she certainly didn‟t consider him 
a friend. 

Why do men think it’s okay to hug every woman they meet?  
Can’t he just shake my hand?  I bet he doesn’t wrap his arms 
around the new male professors. Or maybe he does. She 
almost giggled out loud. 

Sidney didn‟t seem to notice Sarah‟s body 
language. "Getting settled in your apartment?” he 
asked, escorting her to one of the chairs in front of 
his desk. “When did you arrive in San Francisco?” he 
continued, going back to sit behind his desk and 
opening a folder. 

“I haven‟t had much time to get „settled in‟. I 
didn‟t get here until yesterday. It took me longer than 
I planned to tie up loose ends in New Orleans.” 

“Well, we‟re going to keep you pretty busy today, 
I‟m afraid. Debbie has your schedule. There‟s a lot of 
paperwork that has to be completed and you need to 
meet with the Human Resources people for 
orientation.”  He waited for Sarah to say something. 
When she didn‟t, he asked, “Do you have any 
questions for me?” 

“I‟m sure I will, but not just now.” 
He stood up, came around his desk and once more 

extended his hand. 
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Ugh!  I hope he doesn’t hug me again, thought Sarah. 
She stood quickly and reached out for a handshake, a 
gesture she considered significantly less offensive. 

Debbie looked up as Sidney escorted Sarah out of 
his office. “Debbie will show you to your office and 
get you whatever you need,” he said, patting Sarah on 
the back. 

Turning toward his office, he paused and, almost 
as an afterthought, said, “I‟m meeting some of the 
other faculty for lunch in the school cafeteria today. 
Why don‟t you join us, and I‟ll introduce you?” 

“I‟d like that,” said Sarah, pleasantly surprised. 
“Good. Meet me back here, say, about eleven 

thirty, and I‟ll walk you to the cafeteria.” 

*** 

Sarah followed Debbie up the stairs to the second 
floor of Haight Hall. There were several doors located 
on both sides of a wide hallway, some open, some 
closed. Although the renovations to the original 
building were impressive, the contractors had 
managed to maintain the integrity of the old turn-of-
the-century structure. Sarah admired the high ceilings, 
dark stained wood floors, and paneled walls with 
decorative Victorian fixtures. 

“Only a few of the faculty have arrived so far,” 
Debbie explained, stopping at a closed door at the 
end of the hall. “And I‟m sure Dr. Toffer explained 
that these are just temporary faculty offices until the 
new buildings are completed.” 

Debbie unlocked a massive wood door and Sarah 
entered a spacious room. It was furnished with a well-
worn desk, a couple of chairs, and a credenza that 
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served as a computer table. Oak bookshelves lined 
two walls, and there was a large arched window 
behind the desk that looked out through the tree tops 
onto the soon-to-be medical school campus. 

Sarah walked over to the window and looked 
down at the two buildings under construction. 
“Which one of those will be the anatomy lab?” 

Debbie pointed to one of the two structures 
nearing completion a short distance from the main 
building. “That‟s the Basic Science Building. The 
anatomy labs will be in that one, I believe.” 

“Will my permanent office be in that building as 
well?” asked Sarah. 

“I‟m not sure. I haven‟t seen the plans, but I think 
so. You‟ll have to ask Dr. Toffer about that.” 

Oh, I will, thought Sarah. That and a lot of other things. 
“Well, I‟ll leave you to get settled in,” said Debbie. 

“I‟ve tried to get everything you might need for the 
office, but if there‟s anything else you want, just let 
me know and I‟ll see what I can do.” 

Debbie had done a good job securing the majority 
of the office supplies that Sarah had on her list. Of 
course, there was that other list. But that would have to 
wait. 

A little before eleven-thirty, Sarah went down to 
Sidney‟s office. Debbie was on the phone when Sarah 
entered the reception area, but she gestured for Sarah 
to go right in. 

“There you are,” said Sidney jovially, coming 
around his desk and approaching Sarah. 

She quickly dropped her purse and bent to pick it 
up, deftly managing to avoid any more physical 
contact with Sidney if that‟s what he had in mind. 
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“I‟m afraid the present cafeteria isn‟t much to look 
at, but the food is pretty good. A proper cafeteria is 
one of the first things on the drawing board for the 
school—along with a dorm, of course. Can‟t really 
recruit students without a place for them to live and 
eat, now can we?” he said, chuckling. 

He led Sarah out of the office and down the hall to 
the wide stairway, but instead of going up, this time, 
Sarah was led down the stairs. 

“The cafeteria is in the basement,” he said, “but 
like the rest of this building, it‟s been extensively 
renovated.” 

A little spooky, Sarah thought as she followed 
Sidney through a series of turns. Reminds me of going 
down to the morgue back in New Orleans. 

She was pleasantly surprised, however, when, true 
to his word, Sidney opened the doors onto a well-lit, 
modern dining area. There were several people 
already eating at some of the tables. A mouth-
watering aroma permeated the air, and Sarah could 
see a variety of appetizing foods displayed in the 
stainless steel containers behind the glass partitions. 
She grabbed a tray and utensils and followed Sidney 
along the serving line. 

When they got to the end, Sidney smiled broadly at 
the middle-aged black lady serving as cashier. “Good 
afternoon, Mildred. How are you this fine day?”  
Indicating Sarah, he added, “This is Dr. Whitley, 
Mildred. She‟s one of our new faculty members. You 
be sweet to her, you hear. I‟m sure you‟ll be seeing 
her around a lot from now on.” 

Sarah nodded pleasantly despite being somewhat 
surprised by the sudden change in Sidney‟s way of 
speaking. When did he become ‘Colonel Sanders’?  Haven’t 
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seen that side of him before. This guy changes persona at the 
drop of a hat. Will the real Sidney Toffer please stand up? 

“There they are,” said Sidney, looking around the 
dining area. Sarah followed him as he made his way to 
a large table in the corner where some people were 
already eating. 

After they were seated, Sidney began to introduce 
the people around the table. “Sarah, I‟d like you to 
meet our physiologist, Joel Dufrene, our biochemist, 
Peter Mackey, and Jerry Foster, our neuro guy. Bruce 
Ward here will be teaching histology, or as we gross 
anatomists call it, „lesser anatomy‟,” he said with a 
smirk, indicating the man on his left, who smiled 
dutifully at the joke. “And this old codger is Donald 
Underwood, our resident embryologist,” he said, 
patting the man on his right on the arm. “Donald and 
I go way back.” 

After a few seconds, he added, “And, everyone, 
this is Sarah Whitley, our gross anatomist.”  The men 
nodded and mumbled their hellos as they continued 
eating. 

Sarah smiled in acknowledgment to no one in 
particular. As she ate, she quietly observed her new 
colleagues gathered at the table. Sidney‟s „good-ole-
boy‟ persona continued, and he even ramped it up a 
bit, talking and laughing loudly as he dominated the 
conversation. Sarah noted that he clearly wanted and 
expected to be the center of attention. Wonder how far 
he’ll go to get that attention? 

Second only to Sidney in seeking the center stage 
was Joel Dufrene, a thin, pale man in his late fifties 
with a New England upper-crust accent. No matter 
what the topic, he was the self-appointed expert who 
had to „enlighten the Philistines‟, and, in so doing, 
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every comment became a full-length lecture delivered 
to his captive audience. As Sarah listened to him 
pontificate, she knew he was wrong on some of his 
„facts‟, but she was sure he wouldn‟t take kindly to 
being corrected. I’ll have to watch what I say to that one. 

Peter Mackey was in his late sixties and, Sarah 
assumed, was from somewhere below the Mason-
Dixon line because of his pronounced drawl. He 
seemed like a good-natured man who wanted to be 
everybody‟s friend. He laughed at Sidney‟s jokes and 
listened patiently to Joel‟s ramblings. He reminded 
Sarah of a preacher she had once known in Kentucky, 
who never seemed to see anything bad that was going 
on around him. A good trait for a preacher, she 
guessed—unless you needed his help. That particular 
preacher had turned a blind eye to the ongoing abuse 
in Sarah‟s foster home when she went to him for 
help. Don’t count on that one for anything, Sarah told 
herself. He’ll never have your back. 

Bruce Ward seemed pleasant enough but was 
reserved and professional. He didn‟t contribute much 
to the conversation, but, Sarah noticed, his few 
remarks were less about himself and more about the 
overall future of the school. Sarah got the feeling that 
it would take a lot to upset him to the point that he 
would lose his cool. He’s just the kind of leader this place 
needs. Stay close to him. He could be a strong ally. 

Only in his mid-to-late forties, Jerry Foster was 
younger than the rest of the group. He was a big man 
and, in Sarah‟s opinion, good-looking in a rugged sort 
of way. Even with his salt and pepper hair and beard, 
he looked more like an athlete than a professor of 
neuroscience. He managed to insert his to-the-point 
views into most of the topics of conversation. Sarah 
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sensed that he had strong beliefs and wouldn‟t 
hesitate to make them known. He’s a little tightly wound, 
she noted. Like a pit bull, he won’t let go of things easily. I’ll 
have to make sure he’s on my side. 

The oldest of the men at the table was Donald 
Underwood, Sidney‟s „old friend‟. When introduced 
to Sarah, he offered his hand to her with a genuine 
smile and said, “Please to meet you, ma‟am,” in a 
decidedly Texas accent. She liked him immediately. 
Sarah learned later that, although Donald was older 
than Sidney, they had grown up in the same small 
town in Texas and had been friends during childhood. 
After finishing high school, Donald had gone off to 
college and the two had lost touch. They met up again 
a few years later at a Scientific American Convention 
in San Diego and had kept in contact ever since. 

Contrary to his farm boy demeanor, Donald had a 
brilliant mind and had gone on to make a name for 
himself in academia. When Sidney was looking for 
faculty to recruit for the medical school, he had 
approached his old friend. Even though Donald was 
set to retire, Sidney had managed to convince him 
that helping to establish an entirely new medical 
school was an opportunity he couldn‟t pass up. So 
Donald had agreed to come out to San Francisco—
for a few years anyway. 

As Sarah quietly ate her lunch and listened to the 
chatter, she became keenly aware that she was the 
youngest person at the table and the only female. 
Surely there must be other women faculty. That’s another one of 
the questions I’ll have to ask Dr. Toffer. 
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CHAPTER SIX 

The rest of the week went by quickly. When she 
wasn‟t attending „Orientation‟ sessions, Sarah was 
busy organizing her office, unpacking her books and 
files, and filling out the mountains of paperwork 
involved with starting a new faculty position. 

Following Debbie‟s instructions and with a little 
exploring of her own for the first couple of days, 
Sarah managed to find the best way to get to and 
from the medical school without spending too much 
time or money. As soon as she could, she contacted 
the car leasing company and made a pretty good deal 
on a small gas efficient hatch-back. Now all she had 
to do was to lease a parking spot, obtain a California 
driver‟s license, and she‟d be all set transportation-
wise. She hadn‟t had time to do too much to her 
apartment to make it more livable, but she had 
stumbled upon a few quaint, little shops where she‟d 
picked up some decorative items to make her 
apartment feel more like her home. 

Sarah hadn‟t talked to Sidney since he‟d escorted 
her to lunch that first day, nor had she returned to the 
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cafeteria. She preferred to bring something to eat 
from home and spend what little free time she had in 
her office, surfing the web on her computer, trying to 
find out more about the city of San Francisco. She 
regretted not making more of an effort to learn about 
and appreciate the uniqueness of New Orleans, her 
previous place of residence, and she promised herself 
that it wouldn‟t happen in San Francisco. 

Besides, she had felt uncomfortable being the 
solitary woman at the lunch table that first day. The 
men hadn‟t been exactly rude or disrespectful towards 
her. Just the opposite. They had ignored her 
completely. 

They had shared stories with each other about 
their prior medical colleges and boasted about what 
they planned on accomplishing at Carlton. They had 
exchanged advice about real estate in San Francisco 
and joked about their wives‟ „honey-do‟ lists that just 
kept getting longer and longer. Not one of them had 
included her in their conversation during the entire 
lunch. She had been invisible. Sometimes that’s not such a 
bad thing, thought Sarah. 

Sarah was impatient to get started on the Gross 
Anatomy course she was hired to direct. She put 
together a tentative schedule and course syllabus, but 
she had so many unanswered questions, she hit a 
brick wall. She couldn‟t go any further until she knew 
more specifics about the anatomy facilities and 
personnel, including who the other anatomy 
instructors would be. And the only one who could 
give her those answers was Sidney Toffer. 
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*** 

“Come in, Sarah,” Sidney said, standing and 
coming from around his desk. 

Oh God, not again!  Sarah purposely dropped the 
yellow tablet she was holding just as Sidney reached 
out to give her a hug. Instead, he bent down, picked 
up the tablet, and handed it back to her as she quickly 
sat down in the chair facing his desk. It worked again. 
How many times will I have to use the ‘drop’ trick before he 
gets the hint? 

“What can I do for you?” he said, settling back 
down behind his desk. “You finding everything you 
need?” 

“So far, but I‟ve got several questions that I‟d like 
to ask you, Dr. Toffer” she said, taking a pen out of 
her pocket and balancing the yellow tablet on her 
knee. 

“Sure, go ahead. I‟ll try to answer them if I can. 
But please, call me Sidney.” 

“Okay, Sidney. Some of my questions pertain to 
things we talked about during my interview, but I 
need to make sure that they haven‟t changed since our 
previous discussions.”  She paused, but he didn‟t 
respond. Looking down at her notes, she continued, 
“First, do you have a firm opening date for the 
medical school and is the calendar completed for the 
academic year?  From what I‟ve observed, both the 
Clinical Science and Basic Science Buildings are 
nearing completion, at least, on the outside. However, 
I haven‟t gone over to the construction site to look 
inside yet. I‟m assuming that the anatomy course, 
including the anatomy lab, will be held in the Basic 
Science Building.” 
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“To answer your first question, Sarah, the opening 
date is set and the calendar is complete. I‟ll have 
Debbie give you that information. There may be a 
few adjustments along the way, but we‟ll handle those 
as they come along.” 

“As for the buildings, the contractor is finishing up 
the interiors, and he has assured me that both 
buildings will be ready for opening day. All of the 
basic science courses, including Gross Anatomy, will 
be taught in the Basic Science Building. I think you 
will be pleased with the anatomy lab. It is modern and 
spacious and equipped with all the best materials, as 
you will see for yourself when I take you on a tour of 
the building next week.”  He sat back in his chair, a 
satisfied expression on his face. 

“What about the additional cadaver preparation 
and storage rooms?” she asked, looking up from her 
notes. “As we discussed before, if I‟m to prepare 
specimens for the dissection demonstration videos, 
I‟ll need my own private lab space and equipment.” 

“All taken care of.”  He nodded, obviously pleased 
with himself. “In fact, I had the architect build a small 
film studio near your prep room, and I‟ve already 
contracted with a local film company to make the 
demonstration videos of your dissections as soon as 
you have them ready.” 

“What about cadavers?” she asked. “Where will 
you be getting those?” 

“I‟ve made arrangements to get the embalmed 
cadavers we need from the California Anatomical 
Board for right now. Our plans are to eventually 
prepare our own specimens on site. We‟ve even 
included space for a morgue in the basement of the 
Basic Science Building for that purpose.” 
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“When you order the cadavers, don‟t forget I‟ll 
need a couple of extras to use for the videos.” 

“Of course,” he said, sitting back and folding his 
hands over his ample belly, a self-satisfied smirk on 
his face. 

Looking at her notes, Sarah asked, “Have you 
hired a couple of technicians to take care of the lab 
and the cadavers?  We‟ll need at least two.” 

“In the works. I‟m trying to get one full-time lab 
supervisor and a couple of students from the nearby 
community college to work as part-time techs.” 

“Sounds like you‟ve thought of everything,” said 
Sarah, putting her pen in her pocket. “I do have a list 
of instruments I‟ll need for my private lab.”  She 
retrieved a piece of paper from the middle of the 
tablet and handed it to Sidney. 

A shadow crossed Sidney‟s face as he glanced 
down at the list. Everything on it was going to be 
expensive. “I‟m sure we can take care of this without 
a problem,” he said. Damn it!  Just like a woman. No 
matter how much you give them, they always want more. 

 “Is there anything else I can do for you?”  God, I 
hope not. You’re already costing me more than I planned on. 
You better be worth it. 

Sarah thought for a moment before answering. “I 
do have one more question. Who are the other 
anatomy instructors?” 

Sidney breathed in slowly and relaxed a bit. He had 
this one covered. “Well, as we agreed, you will be the 
Gross Anatomy course director, and, as such, you will 
be giving the bulk of the anatomy lectures. As an 
anatomist myself, I‟ll also be giving one or two of the 
lectures. We can decide on which ones later.” 
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“As for the lab, you, of course, will be in charge, 
and I‟ve arranged for three other faculty members to 
assist you. Jerry Foster, our neuroscience professor, 
has a background in anatomy and should be 
competent to teach the lab. Caroline Girard is a junior 
faculty member we just hired as an instructor to work 
with Jerry in the Neuroscience course. She was a 
former student of his, and from what I understand, 
the two families have known each other since she was 
a child. She may be weak in her knowledge of 
anatomy, but Jerry has agreed to work with her to 
bring her up to speed so she can teach in the lab.” 

“The third instructor, Laszlo Pataky, is one of the 
clinical faculty. He‟s a pathologist. He‟s from Hungary 
and studied there, but he‟s been in the United States 
for about ten years now. His English is good even 
though he still has a pretty thick accent. Being a 
pathologist, he should know his anatomy.” 

“Of course, I‟ll try to help out in the lab from time 
to time myself whenever I can, but my administrative 
duties keep me pretty busy. I‟m sure the four of you 
will be able to handle the lab by yourselves.” 

Doesn’t sound like any of them know enough anatomy to 
teach a lab, she thought. Looks like it’ll all fall on me. At 
least one of them is a female. 

“When can I meet them?” she asked after a 
moment. 

“I‟ll set up a time next week when we can all get 
together. I‟ll take you on a tour of the building so you 
can see the lecture hall, the anatomy lab, and the 
faculty offices?  It‟ll be up to you to organize the 
course any way you see fit from then on. Just keep me 
informed.” 
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“Debbie, would you please see that Dr. Whitley 
gets all the information about the opening date for 
the school and a copy of the academic calendar?” he 
said as he escorted Sarah into the outer office. “And 
set up a meeting for Dr. Whitley and me to tour the 
Basic Science Building sometime next week. And 
have Drs. Foster, Girard, and Pataky join us.” 

Holding the door open for Sarah, he said, “I‟m 
sure you‟ll be pleased with what you‟ll see. We want 
you to be happy here for a long time.” 

So do I, she thought. Just don’t get in my way—Sidney. 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 

The president‟s office took up most of the top floor 
of the Administration Building. The reception area, 
occupied by two secretaries, was welcoming and 
comfortable. To the right, a door opened into the 
private office of Ms. Alice Crump, the Administrative 
Assistant to the President. Alice was a plump, middle-
aged woman who could have doubled for Edith 
Bunker on All in the Family in both looks and 
demeanor. 

Alice Crump had worked for Landon Baron for 
most of her adult life. She had started as the secretary 
for „Preacher‟ Baron, the newly appointed pastor of 
the Riverside Baptist Church in San Francisco when 
she was in her twenties, and she had stayed with him 
ever since. She wasn‟t the sharpest needle in the 
sewing box, but she was fiercely loyal to the now 
president of the medical school. For years, she had 
covered for him and defended him from anyone who 
tried to look too closely at the pastor‟s handling of the 
church‟s finances as well as his alleged relationships 
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with some of the female members of his 
congregation. 

When he had announced that he was going to 
marry Marge Cabot, a wealthy young widow, Alice 
was devastated. She and Pastor Baron had shared 
several romantic evenings in the rectory over the 
years, and she had fantasized about eventually 
becoming the preacher‟s wife and the mother of his 
children. She had tried to confront him about his 
decision, but he kept stalling, telling her repeatedly 
how much he counted on her and how lost he would 
be without her. Eventually, she had decided that 
being his office wife was better than not being with 
him at all, and, over the years, she had settled into her 
role as „protector of the king‟. 

And there was no mistaking it, Landon Baron did 
envision himself as a king. He portrayed himself as a 
kind and religious man, whose door was always open 
to those in need of a sympathetic ear, a shoulder to 
cry on, or some friendly advice. As a result, he 
became the confidant of the more influential 
members of the community, and his church 
flourished. 

When he decided that it was time to broaden his 
horizons, Landon Baron set his sights on the 
academic arena. He wanted to build a school. But not 
just any school—a medical school. That‟s where the 
real power and money lay. There was always a dire 
need for more doctors and auxiliary health 
professionals, and that need was only going to 
increase as the population of the country aged. 

Thanks to the government, most of the cost of 
educating those medical professionals would be 
under-ridden by federal monies. As the president of a 
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college of medicine, he could wield significant power 
over the future direction of the medical profession as 
a whole, and, closer to home, over the unlimited 
funds that the government would provide him. How 
could he lose? 

He had convinced his rich and powerful friends to 
back his endeavor with donations, loans, and 
endowments and, when necessary, to use their 
influence to smooth the way for passage of the 
school‟s special accreditation by the state legislature. 

In return, he promised them substantial interest on 
their investments, and he appealed to their vanity by 
offering to name one of the school‟s facilities after 
them as a benefactor. If they still hesitated in backing 
him, he „gently‟ reminded them of the embarrassment 
it would cause them if one or two of the confessions 
they had made to him when he was their pastor were 
to surface. No one turned him down. 

“Come in, Bill. Have a seat,” Baron said. 
Bill Worthy didn‟t miss the fact that President 

Baron hadn‟t come around from behind his desk and 
offer his hand as usual when he‟d entered the office. 
Obviously, this was going to be a serious 
conversation—all business. Worthy couldn‟t help 
squirming a little in his chair. 

Picking up some reports lying on his desk, Baron 
peered down at the papers through the Ben Franklin-
style bifocals perched on the end of his nose. “I‟ve 
been looking over the latest costs analysis, Bill, and I 
have some concerns about what I‟m seeing.”  
Dropping the papers back on his desk, Baron stared 
coldly at Bill Worthy. “I don‟t know much about the 
construction of a medical school, especially what‟s 
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required for those various laboratories, so perhaps 
you can enlighten me.” 

That’s a crock!  Knowing you, you’ve made it your business 
to know every detail about what goes into the building of this 
school, thought Worthy. Trying to appear a lot more 
confident than he felt, he said, “Sure, Dr. Baron, I‟ll 
try. What would you like to know?” 

For the next forty minutes, Baron quizzed Worthy 
about every item in the reports:  the budgeted 
amount, the actual costs compared to the projected 
costs, and the justification for any overage. Most of 
the expenditures were right in line, and the few that 
weren‟t were easily explained. Except when it came to 
the anatomy facilities. 

Every one of the costs pertaining to the anatomy 
labs—from the specialized ventilation and cooling 
systems, to the refrigerated storage units, to the 
cadaver prep rooms—were coming in way above the 
projected budget. And President Baron wanted to 
know why. 

Worthy knew he was on the hot seat. He‟d had 
questions himself when he‟d gone over the invoices 
coming in from the contractor. But Sidney had 
assured him that all of the building requirements and 
specialized equipment were essential and that the 
charges reflected the recent rise in the cost of 
materials and labor. 

Worthy tried his best to explain the higher-than-
estimated costs to the president. He struggled to 
remember and repeat all of the reasons that Sidney 
had given him, but the words just sounded like a lot 
of gibberish, even to him. After rambling on for 
several minutes, he saw that President Baron was 
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getting more and more aggravated with his 
explanations. 

He paused, sat back dejectedly, and said, “Dr. 
Baron, anatomy is not my area of expertise, and I 
won‟t pretend to understand all the details involved 
with the construction of a state-of-the-art anatomy 
facility. I leave all of that to Sidney Toffer. He‟s the 
expert in that field, and he‟s assured me that all of 
these charges are legitimate. He‟s offered to meet with 
you himself and explain why each of these purchases 
is not only essential but well justified.” 

Without looking away from Bill Worthy, Dr. 
Baron picked up his phone, pushed a button, and 
said, “Alice, set up a meeting for me with Sidney 
Toffer.” 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 

Sidney strode quickly and purposely down the wood-
paneled hallway towards his office. It was all he could 
do not to run, but he kept repeating to himself, I’ve got 
this under control. I can handle this. No need to panic. It’s 
going to be okay. 

Entering the reception area, he headed straight for 
his office without acknowledging Debbie. He needed 
to go over those invoices before the meeting with the 
president, just to make sure he hadn‟t overlooked 
anything incriminating. 

“Debbie, get me copies of all the invoices 
pertaining to the anatomy facilities,” he said before 
shutting his office door. 

Something serious is definitely going on, thought 
Debbie. She had never seen her boss like that. It had 
to be something to do with the meeting scheduled for 
that afternoon with President Baron. She went to the 
file cabinet, quickly gathered all the information 
Sidney had requested and knocked tentatively on his 
door. 
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“Come in,” boomed Sidney. “Put those over 
here,” he said, pointing to a cleared spot on his desk. 

“Is there anything else, Dr. Toffer?” 
“Not right now. Close the door behind you. I 

don‟t want to be disturbed.” 
Sidney opened the first folder and began to scroll 

down the list of materials that had been ordered for 
the construction of the anatomy lab. Next to the 
description of each item were the cost per unit and 
the amount paid to the contractor for that item by the 
college. Turning to his computer, Sidney entered the 
password for his private and confidential files. He 
pulled up the invoice that corresponded to the one he 
was looking at in the folder. At a glance, the two 
forms appeared to be exactly the same, except that 
there was an additional entry next to each item. It was 
the amount that the contractor had funneled back to 
Sidney to get the construction contract. 

One by one, Sidney scrutinized each invoice, 
making sure it appeared to be correct and on the up-
and-up. Granted, most, if not all, of the prices seemed 
a bit exorbitant. But, given that they were very 
specialized materials, he was confident that he could 
explain and justify the high costs, especially to 
someone who had no idea what was required for a 
modern, top-notch anatomy facility. And besides, it 
was Bill Worthy‟s signature on the bottom of the 
order forms, not Sidney‟s. The dean was the one who 
authorized the payments, not him. 

As he compared the paper invoices to those in his 
confidential files, he kept a running total of the 
monies he‟d received for each expenditure. The 
amount was adding up. Even if he had to cease his 
arrangement with the contractor at this point, he 
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figured he had already accumulated a tidy sum. He 
hoped he didn‟t have to end it just yet though. There 
was plenty more to be had. 

When he finished going through the last of the 
invoices, he sat back, took a deep breath, and relaxed. 
He felt better now. There was no way that anyone 
would suspect what he‟d been up to. And he was 
confident that the contractor wouldn‟t say anything. It 
wouldn‟t be in his best interests. Okay, President Baron. 
I’m ready for you. Ask all the questions you want. 

*** 

Sidney looked at his watch again as he sat in the 
reception area of the president‟s office. When he‟d 
arrived right on time, Ms. Crump had informed him 
that President Baron was not in his office at the 
moment, but that he‟d be back shortly and for Sidney 
to take a seat. The longer Sidney waited, the more 
nervous he became. He’s doing this on purpose. He wants 
me to sit here and stew. That’s just like the bastard. 

After twenty minutes or so, the glass doors from 
the hallway opened and President Baron shuffled in. 
Sidney immediately jumped up and approached him. 

Without looking Sidney‟s way, Baron strode 
directly toward his office. “I‟ll be with you in a 
minute, Sidney,” was all he said. 

That son of a bitch! thought Sidney, reluctantly 
returning to his seat. 

After another ten minutes, Ms. Crump announced, 
“President Baron will see you now.” 

“How are things going, Sidney?  You all settled 
into your condo?” 
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“I‟m slowly getting things together, sir. I‟ve been 
so busy with things around here that I haven‟t had 
much time for more personal matters.” 

“Yes, I‟m sure you are. Has your wife arrived in 
San Francisco yet?” 

I wish he’d get to the point. He could care less about my 
personal life. “No, not yet. She‟s got her interior 
decorating business, and this is her busiest time of the 
year. She hasn‟t decided what she‟s going to do about 
the business if she moves out here. The kids are doing 
well in school there. So there‟s a lot of things to 
consider.” 

President Baron just nodded. He clearly wasn‟t 
listening to what Sidney was saying. Abruptly 
changing the subject, Baron said, “Sidney, I had a 
meeting yesterday with Bill Worthy to go over the 
progress of the construction as well as the 
expenditures so far. Everything seems to be as 
expected except for the Basic Science Building, 
especially the anatomy facilities.” 

He stared at Sidney for a few moments before 
continuing, “The construction costs for that building 
are way out of line with those for the Clinical Science 
Building.” 

He waited for a response from Sidney. None 
came. 

Baron continued, “The dean said that the 
difference is the high cost of the specialized 
equipment and materials required for the anatomy 
lab, but he couldn‟t seem to explain what those 
materials are, or to justify their purchase.” 

Baron stared coldly at Sidney. “He said that you 
were in charge of that aspect of the construction and 
that you could explain to me why such extravagant 
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purchases are necessary.”  His voice had risen in 
volume and pitch with each word. 

Sidney was visibly shaken and squirmed 
uncomfortably in his chair. The president was 
obviously not going to listen to reason, or to the alibis 
that Sidney had gone to the trouble to fabricate. He‟d 
have to think of something else quickly, or he‟d be 
out on his ass and his lucrative scheme would be 
over. 

“Dr. Baron, I agree that some, if not all, of the 
purchases for the anatomy facilities are quite costly. I 
tried to tell Dean Worthy that there are less expensive 
materials that are just as good. But the dean insists on 
having the top-of-the-line materials, and he won‟t 
listen to my suggestions. You know how he is. He‟s 
adamant about getting what he wants.” 

Even though Baron didn‟t immediately reply, 
Sidney could sense that his ploy was working. 
President Baron was beginning to change his focus 
from Sidney to the dean and to view the dean in a 
whole different light. 

Not wanting to lose the small advantage that he 
had attained, Sidney continued, “Part of the problem, 
sir, is the cost of labor. The dean insists on dealing 
with the contractor himself, and he antagonizes him 
by looking over his shoulder all the time and telling 
him what to do. He won‟t take the contractor‟s 
advice, and the workers often have to tear down and 
re-do some of the construction, which not only 
causes delays but also increases costs.” 

“How far along are we on the construction of the 
Basic Science Building?” asked Baron, looking 
intently at Sidney. 
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It wasn‟t really a question. Sidney knew that 
President Baron knew exactly how far they had 
progressed. “The exterior is finished. They‟re working 
on the interior now. It‟s about seventy-five percent 
completed,” offered Sidney. 

“From now on, I want you to deal directly with the 
contractor on all aspects of the Basic Science 
Building, especially the anatomy facilities.” 

“Yes, sir.”  I already do. Just not in the way you mean. 
“All purchases need your approval. And try to 

keep the costs within reason wherever you can,” 
added Baron. 

I think I can do that. With a little creative bookkeeping. 
“What will I tell the dean about the contractor and 
the purchasing if he asks?” 

“I‟ll take care of it,” replied President Baron, his 
attention once more returning to the papers on his 
desk. 

As Sidney walked out of the president‟s office, a 
broad smile on his face, he nodded to the woman 
sitting behind the desk. “Have a great day, Ms. 
Crump.” 
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CHAPTER NINE 

The tour of the Basic Science Building went better 
than Sarah expected, despite the initial confusion 
caused by Sidney‟s email. Even in that short message, 
he had managed to list two different days and times 
for the tour and had neglected to include the location 
in which she and the rest of the anatomy instructors 
were to meet. Sarah noticed that he had also forgotten 
to invite all of the instructors, namely Caroline 
Girard. Guess women aren’t high on his priority list. That 
oversight and the other errors were quickly remedied 
by the subsequent „corrected‟ email sent out by 
Debbie. 

Sarah wasn‟t altogether surprised at the 
misinformation in his message. She‟d had the same 
problem with his communications during the 
interview process, and she‟d had to call and ask 
Debbie to clarify a number of things. That didn‟t 
seem to be anything new to Debbie, and Sarah had 
gotten the impression early on that Sidney wasn‟t 
much on accurate details. The man’s a total fuck-up. 
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That could become a source of contention 
between her and Sidney, she realized. They were so 
obviously opposite. Aside from his freshly starched 
appearance, Sidney Toffer was careless, sloppy, and, 
she would guess, a little lazy in the way he carried out 
his responsibilities; she, in contrast, was detail-
oriented, more than a bit obsessive-compulsive, and a 
perfectionist at whatever she did. He was one of 
those people who seemed to thrive on chaos, real or 
invented; she functioned best in a controlled 
environment, preferably one in which she had 
control. Judging by what she had observed during 
that first lunch, Sidney wanted all the attention; 
conversely, except for when she was teaching, Sarah 
wanted to blend into the background—and with good 
reason. Be patient, Sarah, and keep your cool, she told 
herself. This isn’t like before. This is your chance to make 
your mark. Don’t blow it. 

Sarah had been watching the workmen busily 
going in and out of the Basic Science Building 
construction site from her office window each day. 
The exterior looked completed, but she was eager to 
see how far they had gotten with the interior, 
especially with the anatomy facilities. 

When she entered the lobby of the Administration 
Building, Jerry Foster was already there. He was 
talking to an attractive young woman who Sarah 
assumed must be Caroline Girard. 

“Good morning, Dr. Whitley,” said Jerry, 
extending his hand as Sarah approached the couple. 

“Good morning, Dr. Foster.” 
“Caroline, I‟d like you to meet Dr. Sarah Whitley,” 

said Jerry. “Dr. Whitley, this is Dr. Caroline Girard. 
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Caroline will be assisting us as an instructor in the 
anatomy lab.” 

“Glad to meet you, Dr. Whitley,” said the tall, 
willowy brunet. “I‟m so excited to get this 
opportunity to teach at Carlton. I know I‟ve got a lot 
to learn about anatomy, but Jerry, ah, Dr. Foster has 
generously offered to tutor me on his own time so 
that I can help teach in the anatomy lab.” 

Oh my God, just what I need, thought Sarah. Another 
anatomy instructor who doesn’t know any anatomy. ‘Jerry’?  
Really?  From the way he’s looking at her, I’ll just bet he’s 
offered to teach her some ‘anatomy’. 

“There they are. My esteemed anatomy faculty,” 
boomed Sidney good-naturedly as he approached the 
group. “And how are all of you fine people this 
morning?” he asked jovially, putting his arm around 
Caroline‟s shoulders. “Are we all here?” 

“Sorry I‟m late,” called the short, wiry, middle-
aged man scurrying down the hallway toward them. 

Sidney gave the man a decidedly stern look. “Just 
in time, Dr. Pataky. Drs. Whitley, Foster, Girard, this 
is Dr. Laszlo Pataky. He‟s one of our pathologists, 
and he‟ll be our fourth anatomy lab instructor.” 

“How do you do?” said Pataky, nervously shaking 
hands with each of the others. 

“Shall we go?” asked Sidney impatiently, heading 
out the front door. 

*** 

The interior of the Basic Science Building was 
almost complete. Sarah was particularly impressed 
with the main anatomy lab, which was furnished with 
nothing by high-end materials and state-of-the-art 
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equipment. The supplemental spaces, including the 
cold rooms and other storage facilities, were more 
than satisfactory. The basement, where the future 
morgue and cadaver prep rooms would be located, 
was acceptable. 

She was excited to see and assess the private lab 
spaces that she had requested and which, Sidney had 
assured her, were exactly to her specifications. She 
had to hand it to him. Not only had he fulfilled her 
requests, he had exceeded her expectations. 

When Sidney hired Sarah, he said that he wanted 
to help her to produce a series of high-quality 
professional dissection demonstration videos that 
could be marketed to other medical schools. 
Obviously, he had been serious. The small, but 
adequate, film studio adjacent to her private 
dissection laboratory was perfect. 

They had agreed that she would receive the major 
portion of any profits made from the videos, but she 
wasn‟t naïve enough to believe that he didn‟t have 
some other benefit in mind for himself. She just 
didn‟t know what. 

The one thing she wasn‟t happy with was the 
location of the future basic science faculty offices. 
The offices were situated on the third floor of the 
Basic Science Building, far enough away from the 
anatomy laboratory and the strong smells that 
invariably emanated from the presence of dead 
bodies, even embalmed ones. That location was as it 
should be and was smart planning. 

What bothered Sarah, however, was the close 
proximity of the offices to each other. The main door 
into the faculty office suite from the hall opened into 
a large reception area where the secretaries would be 
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stationed. From there, two hallways extended toward 
the back, one on each side, in a horseshoe 
configuration, with the „curve‟ forming a faculty 
lounge area. Offices of various sizes were positioned 
on both sides of the hallways. The only offices that 
had windows were the two at the very back on each 
side, which also happened to be the largest. 

Obvious pecking order here, thought Sarah, looking 
around. Wonder who’s going to get the big spaces with the 
windows and who’s going to draw the short straw? 

After being relegated to a prior janitor‟s closet as 
her office back in New Orleans, she bristled at the 
thought of once more being „low man on the totem 
pole‟. But more to the point, she didn‟t think she 
could endure being forced to see and listen to all 
those egocentric and patronizing male professors 
right outside her office door on a daily basis. She 
didn‟t want anyone to be that close to her. Her 
privacy was more than important for her well being. 
It was vital. 
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CHAPTER TEN 

The days went by rapidly for Sarah. Sidney assigned 
her a variety of tasks that had to be completed before 
the school officially opened its doors to the first 
medical school class. Most were menial jobs that had 
to do with incidentals for the anatomy lab. He would 
make decisions on what he thought was needed 
without asking for her input, then order her to assist 
Debbie in the implementation of those decisions. On 
many occasions, he sent the two women to various 
vendors around town to obtain samples for him to 
examine or to pick up supplies that he had previously 
ordered. Sarah was annoyed at being treated like a 
servant but thought it best to bide her time and go 
along with it until she had a better feel for her 
position in the scheme of things. 

There was, however, a positive side to those off-
campus trips. She got to know Debbie, and she liked 
her. Even though they were on the same errands, 
Debbie treated Sarah with the respect that her status 
as a professor demanded. And during their travels, 
Debbie gave her an informal tour of the city, pointing 
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out the myriad places of interest in San Francisco that 
Sarah should explore further. 

When she wasn‟t working at the medical school or 
trying to organize her apartment to make it more 
livable, Sarah ventured out to do just that. 
Fisherman‟s Wharf, of course, was a must on her list 
of places to see. New Orleans had a riverfront, but 
that was nothing like San Francisco‟s waterfront. 

One warm spring day, she hopped the cable car 
and made her way down to the Bay. She walked along 
the expansive Pier 39, looking into the shop windows, 
listening to the music emanating from the open doors 
of the bistros, and savoring the aroma of seafood 
wafting from the cafés along the pier. She sampled 
several pieces of delicious-looking fresh fruit from an 
open air stand while observing the sea lions 
alternately between playing and sunning themselves 
amid the pilings under the dock. She watched children 
as they glided up and down on the richly decorated 
wooden horses of the old carousel at one end of the 
wharf, carefree smiles on their faces, their tiny hands 
clutching tightly to the poles, while the calliope played 
a repetitious melody in the background. 

Before catching the cable car back to her 
apartment, she visited Ghirardelli Square. The smell 
of chocolate proved to be too much temptation. She 
couldn‟t help but treat herself to a variety of the 
delectable sweets displayed in the glass cases of the 
world famous chocolate factory. If I stay in San 
Francisco long enough, I’m going to be as big as a house. 

By the time she got home, she was tired but happy. 
It had been one of the best days she‟d had in a long 
time. 
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*** 

Sarah was in an affable mood when she got to her 
office the next morning. That is until she opened her 
email and saw a message from Sidney Toffer. He was 
calling a meeting of the basic science faculty for that 
day at one o‟clock, ostensibly to discuss the opening 
of the school. Boy, that’s real informative. 

Of course, he had neglected to specify where the 
meeting was to be held. Just as she was about to call 
his office and ask, she received a follow-up email 
from Debbie with the missing information. 

Sarah was somewhat surprised to see so many 
people in the conference room when she arrived for 
the meeting. She recognized the professors she had 
met at lunch on her first day, and, of course, she 
already knew her fellow anatomy instructors. A 
couple of people she‟d seen in the hallways of the 
Administration Building, but she didn‟t know who 
they were. Others, she didn‟t recognize at all. 

At ten minutes after one o‟clock, Sidney entered 
the room and stood at the head of the table, his chest 
puffed out and a self-satisfied smirk on his face. He 
had everyone‟s attention, and he was in his glory. He 
reminded Sarah of a „banty‟ rooster she had once seen 
strutting around a chicken yard on a farm in 
Kentucky. 

He proceeded to make a few general remarks 
about the mission of the Carlton College of Medicine, 
interjecting a lame joke that only an earthquake would 
delay the opening of the new school. He then had 
each person stand, give their name, and state what 
their job would be. In addition to the professors, 
most of the people at the meeting were staff:  
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secretaries, librarians, computer technology support 
people, etc. 

I thought this meeting was for ‘faculty’, thought Sarah. 
No wonder there are so many people here. Guess he wanted a 
bigger audience. 

Once the introductions were over, everyone 
except the course directors was dismissed, and Sidney 
got down to the real business at hand. The opening of 
the school was scheduled for the fall semester of the 
following year, and despite seeming like a long way 
off, that day was quickly approaching. The dean 
wanted the curriculum to be set before the 
prospective students started coming in for their 
interviews in January. Each of the course directors 
were to have their schedules and syllabi ready and 
turned in to Sidney by the end of the month so he 
could review them and make any adjustments that he 
deemed necessary. He would then submit them to the 
dean for approval. 

There was some grumbling as the course directors 
filed out of the room. Apparently, there were still 
questions about who would be giving what lectures 
since not all of the instructors had been hired yet for 
some of the courses. 

Sarah didn‟t have that problem. It was understood 
from the beginning that she would be doing all, or 
almost all, of the lecturing in the Gross Anatomy 
course. That had been part of the negotiations when 
she was hired, and she had been working on her 
course syllabus since the day she arrived. 
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*** 

After turning in her syllabus to Sidney in the 
specified timeframe, Sarah concentrated on preparing 
her lectures and PowerPoint slides. It was also time to 
have a meeting with the other anatomy instructors. As 
course director, she was in charge of the anatomy lab, 
but she wanted her fellow instructors to know that 
she valued their input. She hadn‟t spoken to them 
since they had toured the Basic Science Building. She 
wanted to get to know them and make sure that they 
understood what their responsibilities would be in the 
lab. 

Jerry Foster arrived on time, accompanied by 
Caroline Girard. “I guess this must be the right 
place,” he said, sticking his head into the conference 
room doorway. 

Sarah looked up from the papers on the table in 
front of her. “Yep. Come on in.”  These two always seem 
to be together. Wonder what his wife thinks about that? 

As the three made small talk, Sarah kept glancing 
at her watch. After a few minutes, Laszlo Pataky 
hurriedly entered the room, breathing heavily, and 
took a seat. “I‟m sorry I‟m late.” 

Is this guy ever on time? wondered Sarah. I’ll have to 
keep an eye on him in the lab. 

“Thank you all for coming. This shouldn‟t take 
long,” she said as she handed each one a folder. “I‟ve 
put together a tentative schedule and syllabus for the 
Gross Anatomy course with the lab topics and 
assignments specified for each session. I‟d like you to 
look it over and let me know if you see anything that 
should be changed. Even though I‟m technically the 
lab director, I‟d like for us to work together as a team. 
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So, any suggestions you have would be greatly 
appreciated.” 

Sarah observed the three as they briefly looked 
over the schedule, sizing up their potential as anatomy 
lab instructors. 

Jerry asked a few pertinent questions regarding the 
details of the course. I think he might be a big help as long 
as he can concentrate on the lab and not on Caroline. 

As expected, Caroline didn‟t say a word. She keeps 
looking at Jerry, thought Sarah, but not in the same way that 
he looks at her. More like a mentor or father-figure. If she 
doesn’t develop a little self-confidence, the students are going to 
give her a really hard time and she won’t be of much help to me. 

Laszlo didn‟t stop talking. He rambled on in his 
thick Hungarian accent throughout the meeting, 
gesturing broadly and bouncing nervously in his chair. 
He seemed oblivious to the fact that the others were 
trying to read the syllabus or, for that matter, speak. 
Doesn’t this guy ever shut up? thought Sarah. I wonder if he 
can teach anatomy or if he’s just going to confuse the students 
with a lot of double-talk. Just what I need—a lab instructor 
with ADHD. 

  Sarah remained seated at the table after the others 
had left. A very diverse group. I hope they know enough 
anatomy to be helpful in the lab. At least, so far, no one 
appears to have an ego problem. 
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CHAPTER ELEVEN 

Sidney was downright jovial when he entered his 
office. His meeting with the online textbook supplier 
that morning had gone better than expected. He had 
negotiated a deal whereby all entering students would 
be required to purchase their textbooks in digital form 
from that particular supplier, with periodic updates as 
new editions became available. He, of course, would 
receive quite a handsome „bonus‟ on each purchase—
something that the dean, or for that matter, the 
president didn‟t need to know. 

“Have I gotten any of the syllabi from the course 
directors?” asked Sidney, striding through the outer 
office. 

“Yes, sir. I forwarded the Word files to you, and I 
put a hard copy in the folder on your desk,” answered 
Debbie. 

“Have we got all of them?” 
“No, sir. I think we‟re still waiting on one for 

Physiology.” 
“Call Dr. Dufrene and tell him that I want his 

syllabus by the end of the day. No excuses.” 
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“Yes, sir.” 
Settling himself behind his desk, Sidney picked up 

the folder and started going over each course syllabus. 
What struck him immediately was the lack of 
continuity in the way they were prepared. A couple of 
them were reasonably well constructed, but, for the 
most part, the rest were so poorly written as to be 
almost unintelligible. The session dates, topics for the 
lectures, required reading assignments, and exam 
schedules were all over the place. If he couldn‟t make 
heads or tails out of them, the students surely 
wouldn‟t be able to. With growing disgust, he plowed 
through them, one by one, until he got to the one for 
Gross Anatomy. 

Sarah Whitley had prepared a well thought-out and 
organized syllabus for both the anatomy lectures and 
labs. It was easy to read and even easier to follow. 
Wow!  Now this is how they all should be prepared. This 
should impress the dean. 

He sat back into his glove-soft leather chair, a 
smile forming on his lips as he devised a plan by 
which he could divert the dean‟s attention away from 
the rising construction costs and prove just how 
valuable he, Sidney Toffer, really was. First, he would 
require that all the course directors re-do their syllabi 
immediately using the format laid out in the Gross 
Anatomy syllabus. Then, when he submitted the 
complete syllabi packet, he‟d tell the dean that this 
format was one that he had devised and used 
successfully for many years when he taught anatomy. 

There was one problem, however, his name was 
nowhere on the anatomy syllabus. He was not 
identified as the course director, nor was he listed as a 
lecturer for any of the topics. When Sarah had 
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interviewed for Carlton, her being the anatomy course 
director was one of the incentives he offered her and, 
he was sure, a major deciding factor in her acceptance 
of the position. Oh well, she’s here now. What can she do if 
things change? 

Turning to his computer, he opened the Word file 
for the Gross Anatomy syllabus and deleted the name 
of the course director and the lecturer‟s name for 
each session, inserting TBA instead. He then sent an 
email to each of the course directors, other than 
Sarah, requiring them to reformat their syllabi to 
match that of the attached syllabus template. He 
wanted them sent to him by the end of the week. 

On the original Gross Anatomy course syllabus, he 
changed the heading from Course Director: Dr. Sarah 
Whitley to Course Co-Directors: Drs. Sidney Toffer and 
Sarah Whitley. Then he went through the syllabus, 
picking some of his favorite topics, deleting Whitley as 
the listed lecturer, and inserting Toffer. When he was 
satisfied, he saved the new revised syllabus and 
printed out two copies—one for himself and one for 
submission to the dean. He thought about letting 
Sarah know the changes he‟d made, but decided 
against it. She‟d find out soon enough. 

It didn‟t take long for the grumbling to begin. The 
course directors were not happy with Sidney‟s 
directive. He‟d expected that there would be 
complaints. He didn‟t bother to reply to the emails 
from the disgruntled directors, and he instructed 
Debbie to tell any of them who called that he was 
unavailable. He even went so far as to avoid eating 
lunch in the cafeteria for a few days so he wouldn‟t be 
confronted by any of them. 
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As he was leaving the campus one evening, he 
inadvertently ran into Peter Mackey. “Sidney, you‟ve 
caused quite a stir among the faculty,” said Peter, 
stopping Sidney in the parking lot. 

“About what?” asked Sidney, feigning ignorance, 
but knowing full well what was coming. 

 “About your command that all of the course 
directors revise their syllabi.”  Peter was director of 
the Biochemistry course and the least confrontational 
of the professors. 

“It wasn‟t my command,” replied Sidney 
defensively. “It came straight from the dean.”  
Looking at his watch, Sidney began edging away from 
Peter. “I‟m sorry, Peter, but I have to go. I‟m late for 
a meeting with the president.” 

Hastily heading toward his car, Sidney called out, 
“We can talk more about this at another time.” 

As he drove out of the parking lot, Sidney could 
see Peter in his rearview mirror, still standing there. 

*** 

It hadn‟t been easy, but he finally got all of the 
syllabi from the course directors. For the most part, 
they were in the format he‟d stipulated, although he 
had to send a couple of them back more than once 
for revisions. Before packaging the hard copies up in 
a binder and sending them to the dean, he inserted his 
revised version of the Gross Anatomy syllabus. 

He was pretty proud of himself. The curriculum 
was coming together nicely. Now all he had to do was 
to wait for the dean to approve the syllabi, then he‟d 
give the course directors the go-ahead to proceed 
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with their preparations for the beginning of classes in 
the fall. 

In the meantime, he still had things to do. The 
contractor was well on his way to finishing up the 
interior of the Basic Science Building, but there were 
still those few details that had to be tended to, 
particularly the ones on the list that Sarah had given 
him. She better be worth all the hassle—and the money. 

A few days later, the dean sent for him. “I‟ve been 
looking over all the course syllabi you sent me, 
Sidney, and I‟m pretty happy with them, especially the 
format. They‟re comprehensive but still easy to 
follow. Is that something you just came up with?” 

“Oh no. I devised that format several years ago. I 
used it at my previous school and the students 
seemed to like it a lot. That‟s why I required all of our 
course directors to follow that format.”  He puffed 
out his chest and smiled broadly, quite pleased with 
himself. 

“Well, I like it. There is one thing that I have a 
question about,” said the dean, turning to one 
particular syllabus. “I noticed that you are listed as the 
co-director of the Gross Anatomy course. I thought 
Sarah Whitley was hired to be that course director.” 

Some of the air went out of Sidney. “Well, yes. She 
was supposed to be the course director, but she came 
to me and said that she wasn‟t too comfortable being 
in charge of such a demanding course all by herself. 
She said she‟d feel better if a more experienced 
person, like me, could back her up.”  He hesitated 
slightly to see the dean‟s reaction before continuing. 
“Of course I said I would. I know I‟ll be too busy 
with all my other responsibilities to be of any real 
hands-on help, but I can be there in case she needs 
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me.”  He could see that the dean was buying it. “And 
I‟ve agreed to give a few of the lectures just to make 
my presence known to the students,” he added. 

He sighed with relief as he left the dean‟s office 
awhile later. Not only had he gotten the dean‟s 
approval, but he‟d also gotten some well-deserved 
praise. Everything was working out just as he‟d 
planned. 

When he got back to his office, he sent Debbie his 
revised Gross Anatomy syllabus file to add to the 
others and instructed her to delete the original one. 
Then he had her send an email to each of the course 
directors, this time including Sarah, telling them that 
their attached syllabus had been approved by the dean 
and that they were free to move forward with their 
course preparations. He expected some backlash from 
Sarah when she saw the new anatomy syllabus, but he 
was confident that he could handle her. After all, he‟d 
handled the dean, hadn‟t he? 

*** 

Sarah had heard some of the grumbling going on 
up and down the hallway in the Administration 
Building, but she hadn‟t paid too much attention to it 
until there was a knock on her door. 

“Come in,” she said, taken somewhat by surprise. 
She wasn‟t used to anyone stopping by her office, 
especially without an appointment. 

Jerry Foster stuck his head in the door. “Can I 
interrupt you for a second?” 

“Sure. What‟s up?” She wasn‟t sure if this was a 
social call or if he had something particular on his 
mind. 
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“Do you know about this?” he said, handing her a 
sheet of paper containing an email message to him 
from Sidney Toffer. 

A confused look crossed her face as she read the 
message. “What‟s this all about?  He‟s requiring that 
all the course syllabi be formatted the same?” 

“Not only the same,” said Jerry, handing her a 
print-out of a syllabus, “but the same as the anatomy 
syllabus.” 

When she took the papers he held out, she saw 
that it was the syllabus that she had prepared and sent 
to Sidney but without the names of the course 
director and lecturers. “He sent this to all of the 
course directors?” she asked incredulously. 

“Yep. And he didn‟t give us a choice. When Peter 
tried to talk to him about it, Sidney told him that the 
directive had come from the dean and that there was 
nothing he could do about it.” 

“He hasn‟t said anything about this to me, and I 
haven‟t gotten any messages from him either. This is 
the first I‟ve heard of this.”  She didn‟t know what 
else to say. “So, what did everyone do?” 

“What could we do?  We all re-formatted our 
syllabi and turned them in to Sidney. Now, we‟re just 
waiting to get his approval—and the dean‟s, I guess—
so that we can get going preparing our courses.”  He 
could see by Sarah‟s reaction that she hadn‟t known 
anything about it. “Well, I just wanted you to know in 
case you hadn‟t heard.” 

She thought that it wasn‟t a bad thing that Sidney 
wanted all the syllabi to be consistent. She hated to 
admit it, but she was actually pleased that he wanted 
to use what she had prepared as the template for all 
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the courses. Wonder why he didn’t tell me about it?  Why 
did he delete my name as course director and lecturer? 

It didn‟t take her long to find out the answer to 
those questions. When she received an email telling 
her that her attached syllabus had been approved by 
the dean, she was confronted by an unpleasant 
surprise. On the first page of the syllabus where the 
name of the course director was listed, her name had 
been replaced with Drs. Sidney Toffer and Sarah Whitley 
as Course Co-Directors. 

Flipping through the pages, she saw that Sidney 
was now listed as the lecturer on about a third of the 
topics. That bastard!  We had an agreement!  This is MY 
course, not his!  How could he do this without telling me? 

She started to pick up the phone but stopped 
herself. Take a deep breath, Sarah. You’ve dealt with 
assholes like him before. If that’s the game he wants to play, 
you can use it to your advantage. Like the old saying goes, 
‘Give ‘em enough rope….’ 

After she had cooled down somewhat, she called 
Sidney‟s number. Debbie answered and told her that 
he was in a meeting and couldn‟t be disturbed. Sarah 
left a message that she needed to talk to him as soon 
as possible—that it was important. 

When she hadn‟t heard back from him in a couple 
of hours, she called again. This time, Debbie said that 
she had given him the message, but he had left for the 
day. You can run, you son of a bitch, but you can’t hide. 
You’ve got to face me sooner or later. 

Her chance came the next morning. She was 
waiting for him in the parking lot. As he drove up and 
pulled into his reserved parking space, she got out of 
her car and walked over to his. “Good morning, Dr. 
Toffer. I tried to talk to you yesterday but couldn‟t 
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connect with you. Can we talk now?  It‟ll just take a 
few minutes.” 

Taken by surprise, Sidney hurriedly extricated 
himself from his Chevy Suburban, grabbed his 
briefcase off the passenger seat, and started walking 
rapidly toward the Administration Building. “I really 
haven‟t got the time right now, Sarah.” 

“Why did you change the Gross Anatomy course 
without telling me?” she persisted, following him up 
the sidewalk. “We had an agreement that I would be 
the course director and give all the lectures. That‟s 
one of the reasons I agreed to come to Carlton.” 

Pausing, Sidney turned toward Sarah. “The dean 
has some concerns about your inexperience as the 
director of such an important course, so he asked me 
to mentor you for this first year. I told him I thought 
you were more than capable. That‟s why I hired you. 
But he insisted. I was going to tell you, but I haven‟t 
had the chance. I‟ve really got to go now. We‟ll talk 
more about this later,” he said, turning around and 
almost running up the walkway. 

You bet your ass, we will, thought Sarah as she 
watched him disappear inside the building. 
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CHAPTER TWELVE 

Things were moving fast now. The finishing touches 
were being applied to the new buildings and the 
campus as a whole. The furniture and supplies were 
going into the faculty offices, and they would soon be 
ready for occupancy. 

Now that construction on the Basic Science 
Building was essentially complete, the office 
assignments had been distributed. Sidney had given 
the two largest offices—the ones with the windows—
to Donald Underwood and Peter Mackey. Sarah, 
Caroline Girard, and Ruby Holland, the 
pharmacology instructor, had been assigned the three 
smallest offices. 

What really rankled Sarah was that all three of the 
women‟s offices were approximately of the same 
minuscule dimensions. No consideration had been 
given to the fact that she held the rank of full 
professor and the other two females were merely 
instructors. No thought had been given to the fact 
that she as the course director of Gross Anatomy, the 
most difficult and comprehensive basic science course 
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in the first year, would often be meeting with and 
counseling students, and there wasn‟t even room in 
her office for a second chair! 

Things were buzzing in the administrative offices. 
The letters had gone out from the Office of 
Admissions to prospective students the previous 
summer, and the applicants would soon be arriving 
for their interviews. An Admissions Committee had 
been set up and consisted of three members of the 
faculty who would serve on a rotating basis. Their 
duties included reviewing the applicants‟ credentials, 
meeting with the individual interviewees, and making 
a recommendation to the Dean of Admissions on 
whether to accept, reject, or wait-list each prospective 
candidate. 

Sarah was relieved but not surprised that she 
hadn‟t been included as a member of the first 
Admissions Committee. Only one of the three 
committee members was from the basic science 
faculty, and he was one of the older and more 
experienced professors. The other two members were 
from the clinical science faculty, and they, too, were 
male. Sarah wondered if she‟d ever be called upon to 
serve on that committee. If not, that was alright with 
her. She had more pressing things to do. 

Other than the time it took to move into her new 
„mini-office‟, Sarah was kept fairly busy. Sidney still 
had her running errands all over town, picking up 
odds and ends for the anatomy lab. It wasn‟t a total 
waste of time, however, because she often managed 
to pick up a few things for her private dissection lab 
that weren‟t on the list. If Sidney ever noticed the 
additional expenditures, he didn‟t mention them. 
Maybe because he figured he owed her. Or not! 



L. L. SPRIGGS 

82 

Once she was settled into the Basic Science 
Building, she spent as much time as she could 
checking out the equipment and instruments in her 
private lab and in the small adjoining film studio. The 
majority of the things she had requested were in 
place. Sidney had come through on that end. Of 
course, she knew he would. She‟d counted on it. After 
all, he expected his name to appear alongside hers on 
any dissection videos that she prepared. All she 
needed now was a cadaver or two, and she could 
begin preparing the specimens for filming. 

She tried calling Sidney to find out when the 
cadavers were scheduled to arrive, but he never 
seemed to be available. So she sent him an email, 
which seemed to be his preferred method of 
communication. After two days, she received a reply, 
not from Sidney, from Debbie giving her the date the 
bodies were due on campus. There was nothing more 
to do now but wait. 

*** 

Sarah decided to take advantage of the lull in her 
schedule to do a little sightseeing and get to know 
more about her new surroundings. The weather in 
San Francisco was decidedly different from that in 
New Orleans. Summer seemed to last all year long in 
New Orleans with winter consisting of only a few 
days here and there when the temperature dipped 
down into the thirties, if that low. The spring and fall 
had been close to perfect, however. She‟d enjoyed 
strolling through the French Quarter, picking out 
fresh fruits and vegetables in the marketplace, and 
ducking into the Café du Mond on Jackson Square 
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for coffee and beignets to avoid the scattered showers 
that popped up almost every afternoon. 
Unfortunately, there was always the threat of a 
hurricane. 

Since she‟d arrived in San Francisco, the weather 
had been consistent—not too hot, not too cold, not 
too dry, not too wet. The main drawback to living in 
San Francisco was the murky fog that rolled in every 
night and hovered over the Bay and most of the coast 
until mid-morning. Of course, there was always the 
threat of an earthquake. Oh well, nothing’s perfect. 

One Saturday morning, Sarah decided that 
Chinatown would be her next destination. Entering 
through the famous Chinatown Gate, or Dragon Gate, as 
it was called, she walked along Grant Avenue, 
savoring the sights, sounds, and smells that assailed 
her senses. She was amazed at the number and variety 
of shops selling everything from t-shirts and trinkets 
to modern and stylish Asian decorative items and 
furnishings. 

After taking a quick peek into St. Mary‟s Church, 
she made her way to Portsmouth Square, a bustling 
gathering place in the heart of Chinatown. There were 
men playing Chinese or „elephant‟ chess, women 
practicing tai chi, and kids chasing each other among 
the many statues and historical markers sprinkled 
throughout the square. 

She took time out to have lunch in a small 
restaurant on Washington Street before returning to 
Grant Avenue, where she browsed through several 
more souvenir shops. 

Following the Tourist Guide Map that she‟d 
picked up along the way, Sarah headed for the 
Chinese Markets on Stockton Street. The markets 
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were packed with elderly Chinese women shopping 
for fresh vegetables and a variety of meats, including 
live poultry. Sarah watched in amusement at the 
women loudly haggling over radishes, squabbling over 
asparagus, or shaking a bunch of carrots at one 
another. 

One her way back to the Dragon Gate, Sarah 
stopped to buy some fresh fortune cookies from the 
Golden Gate Fortune Cookie Factory—a must 
according to the Tourist Guide. 

By the time she left Chinatown, she was exhausted. 
It had been a long day, but she was glad she‟d taken 
the time to visit a place that she‟d only read about in 
books. It was a place filled with vibrant culture, food, 
and trinkets, a place where „east‟ truly meets „west‟. 

I think I’m going to really like it here in San Francisco. I 
might just have found a home. 
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN 

The morning fog didn‟t want to leave. It hovered over 
the rocky coastline and campus of the Carlton College 
of Medicine like a shroud and mirrored the mood of 
Dean William Worthy as he drove along the misty 
streets toward the school. He had risen early after 
spending a restless night plagued by recurring and 
troublesome questions. 

Pulling into the parking lot, he wasn‟t surprised at 
how few lights were visible in the campus buildings. 
No one, other than Security, would be at work at that 
time of the morning. Making his way through the still 
dark halls of the Administration Building, he entered 
his office, determined to find some answers. 

Jillian was surprised when she found the door to 
the dean‟s reception area unlocked and the lights on 
when she came to work later that morning. A bit 
worried, she tentatively knocked on the dean‟s office 
door. 

“Come in,” replied the voice from within. 
Slowly opening the door, she peeked in to confirm 

that it really was the dean. “Dean Worthy, I‟m sorry 
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to disturb you. I just wanted to make sure it was you 
in the office. Can I get you anything?  A cup of 
coffee?” 

Without looking up from the mound of papers 
spread over the conference table, he answered, “Get 
me the latest invoices for the ventilation system in the 
Basic Science Building. I found all of the previous 
invoices, except for last month‟s charges. They 
weren‟t in the file folder with the others.” 

“Oh, I‟m sorry. Since they hadn‟t been paid yet, I 
put them in the Pending File. I‟ll get them for you.” 

When she returned with the file, he gave orders 
that he didn‟t want to be disturbed. He remained 
closeted in his office the entire morning, emerging 
infrequently to ask Jillian for another file or for an 
explanation of a particular notation on one of the 
invoices. Not wanting to leave her desk in case he 
needed her, Jillian had the cafeteria send up a lunch 
tray for her and for Dean Worthy, although when she 
took it in to him, he didn‟t show any interest in 
stopping long enough to eat. 

In mid-afternoon, he summoned her to his office. 
He was sitting deep in his chair, staring out the 
window, a somber expression on his face. “Get me 
Dr. Toffer, Jillian. I need to see him immediately.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

*** 

Sidney had just come back from a pleasant and 
relaxing lunch with the representative from the 
company that would be supplying the dissection 
toolkits to the incoming medical students as well as 
the surgical instruments to future upperclassmen. The 
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lunch had been enjoyable in more than one respect. 
First, the meal at the very upscale restaurant had been 
paid for by the company‟s representative, and second, 
the two men had come to an agreement concerning 
the „incentive‟ that Sidney would receive for making 
sure that the school did business exclusively with that 
company for the next four years. 

“Dr. Toffer, Dean Worthy would like to see you 
immediately,” said Debbie when he entered the outer 
office. 

“Did he say what it was about?”  Now what does he 
want?  What could be so important that he has to see me 
‘immediately’? 

“No, sir. Jillian just said to give you the message 
right away.” 

“Okay. Let Jillian know that I‟m on my way.” 
Jillian looked up as Sidney entered the office. “Go 

right in, Dr. Toffer. He‟s expecting you.” 
The dean was sitting at his conference table. 

Strewn across the surface were piles of documents, 
opened and closed file folders, yellow pads filled with 
columns of numbers and notations, and even a 
blueprint or two. 

This can’t be good, thought Sidney. 
“Sidney. I‟m glad you‟re here,” said Worthy, 

looking up from the conglomeration of paperwork. 
“Pull up a seat.”  He indicated for Sidney to sit down 
next to him. “I started going over some of the plans 
and expenditures in preparation for the meeting with 
the Board of Directors next week, and I found some 
things that don‟t seem right to me.” 

Sidney felt a chill, starting at his head and slowly 
working its way down his spine. His lips were numb, 
and he could barely keep from trembling. Not 
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knowing what to say, all he managed was, “What 
seems to be the problem?” 

Worthy grabbed a couple of pieces of papers from 
the pile and shoved them in front of Sidney. “Here!  
Look at these!  The amounts don‟t match. The 
amount the school paid the contractor and the actual 
costs don‟t match.” 

Shuffling through the mass of papers, Worthy 
pulled out two more documents. “And it‟s not just 
that contractor. Look!  Here‟s one from one of the 
vendors. I even found one where the school paid twice 
for the same item.” 

He was getting more agitated by the minute. “And 
look at this!” he said, grabbing another invoice and a 
blueprint. “The school paid for the construction of 
areas in the Basic Science Building that don‟t even 
exist!” 

There was a high pitch buzzing sound in Sidney‟s 
ears. It sounded like a million bees were frantically 
searching for that little bit of nectar that used to be 
his brain. He could hear Worthy talking, but the 
sound of his voice seemed to be receding down a 
long, dark tunnel. 

Suddenly, he could hear Worthy loud and clear. 
“What do you make of this, Sidney?  Sidney!” 

Stuttering like a school boy caught cheating by the 
teacher, Sidney began, “Well, well, I…” 

“I‟ll tell you what I think, Sidney,” said Worthy, 
getting up from his chair and glaring menacingly 
down at Sidney. “Someone is getting kickbacks from 
these contractors and vendors!” 

Sidney sat there dumbfounded, waiting for the 
other shoe to drop. What could he say? 
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“And I‟m going to find out who!” shouted 
Worthy. 

Worthy walked to the window and looked out 
over the campus. After a few minutes, his indignation 
spent, he turned toward Sidney. “What do you think?  
You‟ve dealt with these people more than anyone. 
Who could be behind this?” 

Sidney tried to stall until he could think how to 
answer. “Well, that‟s hard to say.” 

“Yeah, I know. It has to be someone who‟s in 
contact with all of these people as well as in a position 
to manipulate so much of the paperwork,” mused 
Worthy, more to himself than to Sidney. “I‟m 
thinking someone in the Accounting Department.” 

“Well, that‟s possible, I guess,” replied Sidney, a 
bit relieved. “But how would you ever find out who?” 

“There would have to be an independent audit. 
That‟s what I‟m thinking. I‟m going to have to go to 
President Baron. He‟s the only one who can authorize 
that. I‟m not looking forward to that conversation. 
He‟s not going to be too happy with what I have to 
show him.” 

The wheels started turning faster and faster in 
Sidney‟s head. Under no circumstances could he allow 
Worthy to go to Baron with the documents. Worthy 
may be an idiot, but the president of the school was 
not. 

“Before you do that, Bill, let me nose around and 
see what I can find out. Like you said, I‟ve dealt with 
these people more that you, including the Accounting 
Department, and someone might talk to me. It would 
be better if you had some concrete evidence to take 
to Dr. Baron when you talk to him.” 



L. L. SPRIGGS 

90 

“Good idea, Sidney. Do it as soon as possible. I 
can‟t let this go on any longer. In the meantime, I‟ll 
try to put more figures together to show what‟s been 
happening.” 

Sidney stood up, his legs a little wobbly, and 
moved hastily toward the door. He needed to get out 
of there and get some fresh air in his lungs. 

As Sidney reached for the doorknob, Worthy said, 
“And, Sidney, let‟s keep this between us for the time 
being.” 

As he closed the door behind him, Sidney replied, 
“You can count on that.” 
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CHAPTER FOURTEEN 

Thump!  The sound of the empty wine bottle hitting 
the floor startled him awake. It took a few seconds 
for Sidney to get oriented. He found himself slouched 
down in his favorite recliner, where he had evidently 
fallen asleep the night before. Shaking the cobwebs 
out of his brain, he sat up and tried to recall the 
events that had resulted in his sleeping there and not 
in his bed. 

Then he remembered—everything—the meeting 
with Dean Worthy, the fear he had felt when he 
thought that he‟d been found out, the panic that had 
set in when he believed that his career, not to 
mention his very freedom, might soon be coming to 
an end. 

When he had gotten home the night before, he‟d 
had a couple of martinis to calm his nerves, then he‟d 
forced himself to eat a little of the casserole that 
Dorothy had left for him in the oven. By the time he 
had settled down in his study, a bottle of his favorite 
cabernet sauvignon on the table beside him, he had 
convinced himself that there had to be a way out of 
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this mess. After all, he wasn‟t the one responsible for 
the ultimate construction costs of the school. He 
wasn‟t the one who had approved each of the 
expenditures. He had worked hard to bring all the 
right people together to make sure that the president‟s 
vision for the school would come to fruition. He 
deserved a bonus for all that he had accomplished. If 
he‟d had to do a little creative bookkeeping to achieve 
that end—well, so be it. 

It was a good thing he‟d been able to convince 
Worthy to let him look over what he‟d found so far 
before going to President Baron. Sidney had spent 
hours going over everything, making notes, then 
crossing them out and making new ones, until, 
apparently, he‟d fallen asleep in his chair. Picking up 
the papers he‟d been working on, he reviewed his 
notes from the night before. He was pleased with 
what he read. I’ve got this covered. 

He was running a little late, so before leaving the 
house that morning, he called Debbie and told her to 
make an appointment for him to meet with President 
Baron as soon as possible, and to make sure to tell 
Ms. Crump that it was important. 

*** 

“Good afternoon, Ms. Crump,” said Sidney. “How 
are you today?”  The woman always looks like she just 
finished sucking on a lemon. 

Alice Crump looked up from her work, a stern 
expression on her face. “Have a seat, Dr. Toffer. Dr. 
Baron will be with you in a minute.” 

Of course, he will, thought Sidney. Always the same 
game with him. Keep ‘em waiting. 
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Dr. Landon Baron sat hunched over his desk, his 
face inches from his computer monitor when Sidney 
walked into his office. Without taking his eyes off the 
screen, he said, “What‟s so important, Sidney, that 
you had to see me right away. I‟m up to my eyeballs 
in reports that I have to have ready for the Board of 
Directors meeting next week.” 

“That‟s indirectly what I needed to see you about,” 
replied Sidney. 

Now he had Baron‟s attention. “Go on.” 
“When you and I met awhile back, you asked me 

to oversee the construction of the anatomy facilities. I 
was going over a few of the contractor‟s charges for 
the Basic Science Building, and some things struck me 
as odd. So I pulled several more of the invoices and 
payments, and I found a lot of discrepancies. There 
was nothing that jumps out or that couldn‟t be 
explained, I guess, but questionable none the less.” 

“What are you saying, Sidney?” asked Baron, 
staring intently at Sidney. 

“I guess what I‟m saying, sir, is that, if I didn‟t 
know better, I‟d suspect that someone was getting 
kickbacks from more than one of our contractors and 
vendors.”  Sidney stopped there to let that 
information percolate through Baron‟s brain. 

“Do you have proof of that?” Baron asked 
skeptically. 

“Proof?  No, sir. All I have are some copies of 
invoices that look very suspicious—charges for 
equipment and furnishings that I didn‟t authorize and 
that are way more than they should be.” 

“If what you‟re saying is true, who do you think is 
behind this?”  Baron‟s face was becoming flushed. 
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Sidney pretended to squirm uncomfortably in his 
chair before reluctantly answering, “I wouldn‟t want 
to accuse anyone without more evidence, sir.” 

“Don‟t be coy, Sidney!  Whose name is on those 
invoices?  Who authorized those expenditures?” 

Sidney looked down at his hands, seemingly under 
duress, and whispered, “Bill Worthy, sir.” 

For the next few moments, the single sound that 
could be heard was the ticking of the antique clock on 
the bookshelf behind Baron‟s desk. 

“How can I find out if what you suspect is true?” 
“I don‟t know if that‟s even possible at this late 

date. If you confront Bill, he‟ll just deny it. I‟m sure 
he‟s got it well covered up by now.”  Sidney paused 
momentarily, then continued, “Of course, you could 
always authorize an audit of all the books.” 

“An audit…” mused Baron, more to himself than 
to Sidney. 

“But that would take time, and we might have to 
delay the beginning of classes,” said Sidney. “It would 
definitely disrupt the progress of the college and if the 
newspapers got wind of it, the reputation of Carlton 
could be irreparably damaged.” 

Tick, tick, tick. Baron sat back in his chair, deep in 
contemplation, staring into space. After what seemed 
like an eternity to Sidney, Baron leaned toward his 
computer screen and assumed a „business-as-usual‟ 
attitude. 

“Well, thank you, Sidney, for bringing this matter 
to my attention. I‟ll take care of it.”  Sidney took that 
as his cue to leave. “Oh, and Sidney. I know I can 
trust you to keep this whole matter confidential.” 

“Of course, sir.”  I wouldn’t have it any other way. 
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CHAPTER FIFTEEN 

It was early August, but you wouldn‟t know it by the 
weather, mused Sarah. In New Orleans, August was 
one of those months where you could „fry an egg on 
the sidewalk‟ as she often heard the locals say. 
Temperatures in the mid to high 90s were the rule, 
not the exception. But here, in San Francisco, the 
thermometer rarely left the 60s, even in August. And 
that was just fine with Sarah. 

She paused as she jogged along the trail at the 
Presidio and looked out over San Francisco Bay. She 
never got tired of the view—the Golden Gate Bridge, 
perched like a jeweled crown atop the sparkling 
waters below, disappearing into the haze that 
shrouded the tall redwood trees along the far shore. 

When she got to her office later that morning, 
there was an email from Sidney waiting for her. It 
informed her that the cadavers were due to arrive 
sometime before noon the next day, and she and the 
other anatomy instructors were to meet him in the lab 
to receive them. He‟d already alerted the recently 
hired full-time lab technician, Thomas, to have the lab 
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ready. Security, as well as Maintenance, had also been 
briefed about the incoming shipment. 

This was good news as far as Sarah was concerned. 
She was ready and eager to begin this next chapter in 
her career. She missed interacting with incoming 
fledgling medical students and watching their 
confidence grow as they slowly gained the knowledge 
that would enable them to treat their future patients. 
And, strange as it sounded, she missed dissecting 
cadavers and exploring the inner workings of the 
human body. Each one was just a little bit different; 
each one had its own story to tell. 

The cadavers arrived as scheduled the next 
morning. It was hard, smelly work, but, by noon, 
Sarah and the others had the bodies all tucked away in 
their individual shiny metal tanks in the anatomy lab. 
Sidney was a no-show. True to his word, however, he 
had arranged for a couple of extra cadavers, one of 
which would be used by Sarah for the dissection 
videos. 

There were still a couple of weeks until classes 
officially started, but being the perfectionist that she 
was, Sarah was ready. Her lectures were prepared, and 
she‟d gone over each of the lab sessions with Jerry, 
Laszlo, and Caroline so they would know what was 
expected of the students and of themselves. 

Now she could concentrate on her own personal 
projects. She had Thomas move one of the extra 
cadavers into her private lab so she could begin 
dissecting and preparing it for filming. There was a lot 
of work to be done before the actual videotaping 
could begin. 

In the beginning video she had made previously in 
New Orleans, she demonstrated how to perform the 
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mundane, but essential, tasks that were part of 
working in an anatomy lab, such as the handling of 
the cadaver tanks, the care of the bodies, and, most 
importantly, the proper and safe use of a scalpel and 
other dissecting instruments. 

She planned on showing that one in the first 
anatomy lab session at Carlton, plus a second 
instructing the students on the proper way to „skin‟ a 
body. In that one, Sarah demonstrated how and 
where to make the appropriate incisions, how to 
carefully cut away the outer layer of skin from the 
underlying gauze-like fascia, and finally, how to scrape 
off the layer of yellow fatty tissue from the surface of 
the deeper lying skeletal muscles. 

 As in most Gross Anatomy courses, the anatomy 
lab sessions would begin with the dissection of the 
back because it presents a rather large, flat expanse of 
skin with relatively few anatomical features that can 
be destroyed by the inexperienced dissector. In the 
video that she would be preparing for Carlton, she 
would start with the skin, peel back each layer, one by 
one, like turning the pages of a book as she went 
deeper, identifying and explaining the various 
anatomical structures at each level. 

As the course progressed to other parts of the 
body, she planned to show the corresponding 
dissection videos that she prepared. That meant that 
she would have to get busy doing all of the time-
consuming preliminary cutting and cleaning to get 
ready for the filming. 

When she wasn‟t running errands for Sidney or 
checking on last minute details before the beginning 
of classes, she stole away to her private lab and 
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worked on her dissections, sometimes well into the 
night. 

She was in her element when it was just her and 
the dead body. No phone calls, no emails, no one she 
had to answer to. Just her and the remains of what 
once was a viable human being, silently revealing its 
innermost secrets, little by little. 

*** 

It was opening day for the Carlton College of 
Medicine. Everywhere you looked, there were young, 
anxious men and women wandering around, some 
with a deer-in-the-headlights stare, others desperately 
portraying a false bravado to cover up the fear that 
maybe they wouldn‟t, or couldn‟t, measure up. 

On the first day, the students gathered in the 
lecture hall and President Baron greeted them with a 
speech that sounded more like one of his Sunday 
morning sermons than a welcome to medical school. 
Next, Dean Worthy addressed the students and 
introduced the administrators and the directors for 
each course. When it came to Gross Anatomy, he 
introduced Sidney as the course director, mentioning 
Sarah as the co-director sort of as an afterthought. 

Once the week-long orientation process was over, 
both the students and professors settled into the 
rigorous daily routine of morning and afternoon 
lectures, with anatomy and histology labs thrown in 
for good measure. 

Sidney‟s appearance at the first Gross Anatomy 
lecture lasted just long enough for him to introduce 
the anatomy instructors and give the impression that 
he, and not Sarah, was the one in charge. Once the 



MAN EXPOSED 

99 

lights were dimmed and Sarah began her lecture, he 
quietly slipped out the door. 

Sidney didn‟t bother to come to the first anatomy 
lab session. Later, when Sarah asked him why he 
hadn‟t at least made an appearance, he gave her some 
lame excuse about the dean needing him to attend to 
something or other. 

As Sarah had expected, it was soon apparent that 
she would have to closely supervise the other 
instructors in the lab. It was clear that Jerry Foster 
was an excellent teacher, but he still had a few fine 
points to learn about anatomy. The students liked and 
respected him. If he didn‟t know the answer to a 
student‟s question, he‟d make it a point to find out 
and get back to them. 

Even though Laszlo was a pathologist and one 
would expect him to know anatomy, Sarah was 
appalled at how little he actually knew. That is until 
she found out in talking to him that after getting his 
medical degree in Europe, he‟d never practiced as a 
pathologist. Instead, he‟d worked in a research lab 
mapping different circuits in the brain. Why did Sidney 
even hire this guy to be an anatomy teacher? Sarah 
wondered. 

But it wasn‟t all bad news. Sarah was pleasantly 
surprised at how much Caroline Girard had learned 
about anatomy and how hard she had been working 
to become a competent instructor. Evidently, the 
tutoring that she was receiving from Jerry was paying 
off. Guess they do manage to study a little anatomy. Aside 
from each other’s, that is. 

Sidney did make an occasional appearance in the 
lab during the course of the semester in order to 
„help‟ out—much to Sarah‟s chagrin. More often than 
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not, he simply managed to confuse the students with 
his long-winded, and often blatantly wrong, 
identification and explanation of the structures they 
were trying to find. She‟d have to take time going 
over the same material in order to clear things up. 

In addition, Sidney would sometimes undermine 
her authority when he was in the lab. On more than 
one occasion, the students complained to her that 
Sidney had told them to follow his directions and that 
they didn‟t have to do things her way. 

And to make matters worse, he took every 
opportunity to show what little respect he had for 
her. He made her the brunt of the jokes that he told 
the students, and he even went so far as to laughingly 
and conspicuously rub up against her when she tried 
to pass by him in the narrow space between the 
cadaver tanks. When that happened, Sarah thought, 
Watch it, Sidney, I’ve got a scalpel in my hand. I just might cut 
it off if you get too close. 

   Sarah was dreading what she anticipated would 
be a disaster when it came time for Sidney to give the 
lectures that he had assigned to himself. And she 
wasn‟t wrong. The material that he presented was 
usually irrelevant to the scheduled topic and delivered 
in a circuitous and pretentious manner. His hour-long 
lectures ran overtime and contained more than one 
hundred poorly made PowerPoint slides that he 
clicked through so fast that they were almost a blur. 
Following each of his lectures, Sarah spent much of 
her off-time answering questions from the students 
and reviewing the important points that should have 
been covered in Sidney‟s lecture. 

After Sidney‟s second lecture turned out to be as 
horrendous as his first, Sarah felt compelled to talk to 
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him about it. Knowing that it probably wouldn‟t make 
much difference in the long run, she nevertheless 
figured she‟d give it a try. 

Debbie wasn‟t at her desk when Sarah walked into 
the outer office, but Sidney‟s door was open. He was 
sitting behind his desk, staring intently at his 
computer screen. Sarah peeked in and said, “Good 
morning, Sidney. Have you got a couple of minutes?” 

Sidney looked up, a big, welcoming grin on his 
face. “Well, good morning to you, too, Sarah. Come 
on in. What can I do for you?  Everything going okay 
in Gross Anatomy?” 

“That‟s what I wanted to talk to you about, 
Sidney.” 

“Oh, what‟s the problem?” He seemed genuinely 
concerned. 

“It‟s your lectures.” 
“What‟s the matter with my lectures?” he said, 

visibly tensing up; the smile no longer on his lips. 
Sarah felt like she was facing a deadly cobra, ready 

to strike. Not making any quick movements, she 
replied as calmly as possible, “Your lectures haven‟t 
been covering the topics listed on the schedule, and 
the students are confused.” 

She waited for him to respond, but he just sat 
there, glaring at her. She could see the rage in his eyes. 
Trying to provide both herself and Sidney a way out 
of a bad situation, she continued, “Maybe it would be 
helpful if I sent you a list of the important points that 
the students will be tested on so you can make sure 
that they are covered in each of your remaining 
lectures.” 

Still no response. The tension in the room was 
more than palpable. It was obvious that it was taking 
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a lot of effort for him to control his temper. Finally, 
he turned back toward his computer and in a voice 
that sent chills down Sarah‟s spine, he simply said, 
“Fine.” 

Sarah stood and scurried out of the office. Okay. 
That went well, 
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CHAPTER SIXTEEN 

There was a definite chill in the air as the 
Thanksgiving holidays approached. Sidney had waited 
anxiously for the fallout from his conversation with 
President Baron. But as the days passed without any 
repercussions, he began to believe that Baron had 
bought his story. 

Bill Worthy had been pressing him about what, if 
any, information he‟d found out as to who might be 
behind the kickbacks. Sidney kept putting him off, 
telling him that he was working on it but that nobody 
was willing to talk so far. Getting desperate, Worthy 
said that he was just going to bite the bullet and go to 
the president with what he had, but Sidney had 
managed to talk him out of that. 

It was a wet, bleak morning when Dean Worthy 
unexpectedly appeared in Sidney‟s office, his face 
mirroring the weather outside. Closing the door 
behind him, he sat down heavily on a small couch at 
one end of Sidney‟s office and dropped his head into 
his hands. 
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“Bill?  Are you okay?” asked Sidney alarmed. 
Getting up from his desk, he rushed over to Worthy. 
Putting his arm around the man‟s shoulders, he 
pleaded, “What‟s the matter?  What happened?” 

“He fired me.”  Worthy was despondent, his voice 
was barely audible and tears were streaming down his 
face. 

Sidney‟s heart was beating so hard that he thought 
he might pass out. He knew this was the result of 
what he had told President Baron. But what had 
Worthy told Baron about him?  If this could happen 
to the dean, what did that mean for him? 

All Sidney could manage to say was, “Did he say 
why?” 

“He wouldn‟t tell me.”  Worthy was sobbing 
uncontrollably. “He sent word early this morning that 
he wanted to see me. As soon as I walked into his 
office, before I could even sit down, he glared at me 
and said, „You‟re fired.‟  I was stunned; I couldn‟t 
believe it.” 

“When I asked him why, all he said was, „For gross 
mismanagement.‟  I tried to ask him what he meant 
by that, but he said that my dismissal had been 
approved by the Board of Directors and that I was to 
be off the campus by the end of the day or he‟d have 
Security remove me forcibly. Then he told me to get 
out!” 

Sidney wanted to ask him if the president had said 
anything about him, but he wasn‟t sure how to go 
about it without drawing undue attention to himself. 
“He didn‟t give you any explanation at all about what 
so-called „gross mismanagement‟ he was talking 
about?  Or about who had accused you of such a 
thing?” 
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“No. Nothing,” said Worthy, taking a deep breath 
and slowly pulling himself together. “Do you think it 
has something to do with what we found out about 
the expenditures?” 

“How could it?  You haven‟t told him about that 
yet. Have you?” asked Sidney, trying to elicit the 
information he so desperately needed to know. 

“No. I never got the chance.” 
Sidney tried to suppress a sigh of relief. 
“Maybe if I go to him now and show him what 

I‟ve got,” continued Worthy, “he‟ll know that I‟ve 
been trying to stay on top of everything and that I 
haven‟t mismanaged anything.” 

Sidney had to think fast. “I wouldn‟t do that, Bill. 
You don‟t have any actual proof that someone has 
been manipulating the books. Knowing Baron, he‟ll 
probably think that you did it and you‟re just trying to 
cover your own ass by blaming someone else.” 

“You‟re probably right. But you saw the evidence. 
You could back me up.” 

“Bill, I don‟t think that‟s a good idea right now. It 
sounds like Dr. Baron is pretty upset, and I don‟t 
think he‟d listen to anything I‟d have to say. Besides, 
you don‟t even know that his decision had anything to 
do with the construction costs.” 

Taking hold of Worthy‟s elbow, Sidney helped him 
to his feet and directed him toward the door. “Why 
don‟t you just go home; give it some time. When 
things cool down a bit, I‟ll try talking to President 
Baron about you.” 

“Would you?   Thanks for being such a good 
friend, Sidney.” 

Watching Bill Worthy walk dejectedly out of the 
office and down the hall, Sidney couldn‟t help but feel 
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sorry for the man. He turned and walked back to his 
desk, a smirk on his lips. He‟d just dodged a bullet. 
Now for the next item of business. Finding a new dean. 

Sidney fleetingly considered applying for the 
position himself, but he didn‟t have the right 
credentials. He was a Ph.D. and the dean of the 
medical school was required to have an M.D. degree, 
so that left him out. He did, however, have someone 
in mind—someone who would be easy to manipulate 
and grateful to Sidney for helping him get his new 
position. 

*** 

The news of the dean‟s firing stunned the whole 
medical school community:  students, staff, and 
especially, faculty. Sarah hadn‟t been particularly fond 
of Dean Worthy, but she wondered what his removal 
would mean for her and for the other professors. No 
one was told anything by the administrators, and, as a 
result, rumors and speculation ran rampant 
throughout the campus. A week after the dean left, 
word came from the president‟s office that there 
would be an assembly in the main lecture hall that 
afternoon. All students, faculty, and staff were 
required to attend. 

The room was buzzing with conversation as Sarah 
made her way to the second row and joined the other 
instructors. The students and staff filled the rest of 
the seats with the exception of the first row where the 
administrators of the college were seated. Sarah 
watched as they talked quietly, but intently, among 
themselves. Spying Sidney at the far end of the row, 
she noticed that, unlike the other administrators, he 
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was calmly sitting back in his seat with a smug 
expression on his face. What have you done now, Sidney? 

All noise ceased as soon as President Baron 
entered the lecture hall. Without a word, he went 
straight to the podium, picked up the portable 
microphone, and attached it to his lapel. Looking up, 
he said, “I‟m sure that, by now, all of you are aware 
that Dr. William Worthy is no longer the Dean of the 
Carlton College of Medicine. I wanted to meet with 
you today to assure you that his leaving will in no way 
affect this school or your education.” 

“We will be starting a search for a dean within the 
next few days. Until one is found, the running of the 
school will remain in the capable hands of the 
associate deans and the rest of the administrators. All 
major decisions regarding the school will be made by 
me.” 

A hand went up and a voice was heard coming 
from the back of the room. “I have a question, Dr. 
Baron.”  Everyone turned around to see who would 
be so bold as to interrupt President Landon Baron 
with a question. It wasn‟t too surprising to see that it 
had come from a rather brash young man who had 
been elected head of the recently formed Student 
Union organization. 

President Baron stared coldly at the student for a 
few seconds before saying, “No questions.”  He 
removed the microphone, laid it down on the 
podium, and walked out of the lecture hall amidst a 
wave of mumbling. 

True to his word, by the next afternoon, Dr. Baron 
had formed a Search Committee to find a new dean. 
To everyone‟s chagrin, especially Sarah‟s, Sidney was 
appointed Head of the Search Committee. Any hope 
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that she or the other female instructors, for that 
matter, would be treated fairly and with more respect 
by whomever Sidney recommended went out the 
window. A few of the male professors from both the 
Basic and Clinical Sciences were notified that they 
would serve as members of the Search Committee. 

The committee was never called to actually meet 
to discuss the qualifications and characteristics that 
the school was looking for in a dean. Over the next 
few weeks, however, each of the members did receive 
an email from Sidney with an attachment containing a 
few résumés from applicants for the position. The 
members were asked to rate each applicant and state 
whether, in their opinion, that person should be asked 
to come for a personal interview. There was no 
feedback from Sidney on the results of the 
questionnaire. 

One of the committee members was finally able to 
corner Sidney and demand to know what was going 
on with the search. Shortly after, the faculty received 
notification that two candidates for the position of 
dean had been invited for interviews. 

The first applicant was a retired doctor from the 
mid-west who had no experience at all in academia, 
either as a teacher or as an administrator. It was 
apparent to everyone that he only applied for the 
position because he found retirement boring and 
thought it would be interesting to move to the West 
Coast. No one could understand why he was even 
invited for an interview, and none of the committee 
members could remember him being one of the 
applicants they had rated. 

Some time elapsed before the second prospective 
candidate was interviewed for the dean‟s position. 
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This person took everyone by surprise because he was 
someone they all knew or knew of. 

Dr. Calvin McSwain was an M.D. already working 
for Carlton as an adjunct clinical instructor. He was 
best known for his love of the bagpipe, which he 
proudly if inharmoniously, played at all Carlton 
functions. He was also a good friend of Sidney 
Toffer. 

Sarah knew who McSwain was. She had met him 
once at a school function, but she didn‟t know 
anything more about him. There was much talk 
among the faculty about his qualifications, or lack 
thereof, and especially about his close relationship 
with Sidney. That part bothered Sarah more than his 
inexperience. 

At one point in the interview process, the entire 
faculty had a chance to question the candidate. That 
was Sarah‟s first opportunity to take a closer look at 
this person who, more than likely, would turn out to 
be the next dean of the medical school. 

Calvin McSwain sported a big grin when he 
entered the lecture hall where the faculty was waiting. 
He was a stocky man in his early fifties with a shock 
of thick white hair, but his most outstanding feature 
was his sizeable, heavily-waxed, handle-bar mustache. 
There was even a curl at each end. Sarah thought he 
seemed affable enough, if a little pompous. 

As the questioning proceeded, it was obvious that 
McSwain loved to talk. Even the questions that could 
be answered with one or two words turned into a 
litany of his real or imagined accomplishments as he 
rambled on seemingly forever. He had a loud voice, 
and he thrust out his chest in a self-important and 
pretentious manner as he spoke. 
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Sarah listened carefully to his answers and closely 
observed his body language. Here was a man with 
very low self-esteem, a man who clearly feels the need 
to convince everyone, but more importantly, himself 
of his worth. He‟d be very easy to manipulate. All 
you‟d have to do is stroke his ego a little. And 
Sidney‟s just the person who‟ll do it. 

It came as no surprise to anyone when, shortly 
after that interview, President Baron announced the 
appointment of Dr. Calvin McSwain as the Dean of 
the Carlton College of Medicine. 
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CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 

It didn‟t take long for the new dean to settle in or for 
the faculty to get the message that Sidney Toffer was 
the real power-behind-the-throne. It seemed like 
wherever the dean was, there was Sidney, whispering 
in his ear. 

Sarah decided that the best thing she could do was 
to try to keep her head down and not antagonize 
Sidney if she could help it. She was sure that she was 
already on his „shit list‟ after making the mistake of 
criticizing his lectures. Unfortunately, the semester 
wasn‟t over, and she still had to contend with him for 
the remainder of the Gross Anatomy course. 

Sidney‟s passive aggressive behavior escalated on a 
daily basis. He rarely attended her lectures, and when 
he did, he made it a point to stand up and 
conspicuously walk out in the middle of her 
presentation. 

To Sarah‟s dismay, he started coming to the 
anatomy lab sessions more often than before. While 
there, he took every opportunity to belittle her in 
front of the students. He contradicted her lab 
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instructions and ordered her around as if she were his 
personal slave. 

According to the Gross Anatomy syllabus, Sidney 
was scheduled to give two more lectures before the 
end of the course. Two days before his next lecture, 
Sarah received an email from him informing her that 
he‟d changed the order in which he was going to give 
his remaining lectures. That would necessitate 
changing the order of the accompanying anatomy lab 
sessions as well. 

That son of a bitch!  He can’t do that!  She was furious 
and called his office immediately, only to be told by 
Debbie that he was out of the office but that she‟d 
give him the message as soon as he returned. She had 
barely put down the phone before she received 
another email from Sidney. This one was not 
addressed to her personally but to all of the anatomy 
instructors and the entire first-year medical class 
stating that the lecture and lab schedule had been 
changed. 

You’re not in your office, but you can send out emails!  You 
fucking coward!  Sarah was beside herself with anger. 

Just then, her phone rang. It was Jerry Foster. He 
had received the email from Sidney, and he wanted to 
know what the hell was going on. Trying to control 
her temper, she told him that she was as surprised as 
he was. She asked him to contact Caroline and Laszlo 
and have all of them meet her in the faculty 
conference room immediately. 

By the time they arrived, Sarah had calmed down a 
bit—at least visibly. She filled them in on the 
conversation she‟d had previously with Sidney about 
improving his lectures. “I‟m so sorry. I didn‟t know 
that he would take his hostility out on me by messing 
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with the course. There‟s really nothing that I can do 
about this now. He‟s already notified the students. If I 
change things back, it will just confuse them. For 
now, we‟ll just have to live with it and do the best we 
can to make sure the students get the instruction they 
need.” 

Despite her better judgment, Sarah felt she needed 
to confront Sidney on his arbitrary decision to change 
the schedule without consulting her first, if for no 
other reason than to let him know that if he pushed 
her, she‟d push back. So, she contacted him using his 
favorite method of communication:  She sent him an 
email. In it, she stated that, in the future, any changes 
in the course schedule must be approved by her as 
course director before the students were notified. 

He replied that he would make a note of her 
request but reminded her that he was the course 
„director‟ as well as an associate dean and that she was 
just the „co-director‟. 

When it came time for Sidney to deliver his first 
re-scheduled lecture, Sarah was hoping that he might 
have gotten his anger at her out of his system and that 
maybe, just maybe, he‟d taken her suggestion and 
improve his lecture style. But she was so wrong. 

Once again, the „quicker clicker‟, as the students 
referred to him, rushed through his one hundred-
twenty PowerPoint slides in a rambling and almost 
incoherent presentation. Very few of the students 
even paid attention. Most of them had given up trying 
to take notes half-way through his lecture. 

The students perked up, however, when, at the 
end of his discourse, he announced that, due to 
pressing school business, he would be unable to give 
his last lecture on the following Thursday. The few 
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claps that were heard at first turned into a thundering 
applause when he went on to declare that there would 
be no class at all on that Thursday—no lecture and no 
lab. 

Sarah was appalled and speechless, but she tried to 
maintain her composure in front of the students. She 
managed to smile as the students joyously filed passed 
her and out of the lecture hall. When she glanced at 
Sidney still standing at the podium, he was looking 
pointedly at her, a smug smirk on his face. 

She stared defiantly at him. You want war, you 
asshole?  You got it! 

*** 

The stormy and dramatic sounds of Tchaikovsky‟s 
Piano Concerto No. 1 in B-flat Minor filled the small 
room, muting the barely audible hum emanating from 
the bright overhead fluorescent lights. Sarah‟s 
preference in background music normally ran to 
something in a lighter vein as she worked on the 
dissections in her private lab, but this piece matched 
her mood exactly. She was furious. 

After spending most of her evening stewing over 
what Sidney had done that day, she threw her clothes 
back on, grabbed her purse and keys, and headed 
back to Carlton. She‟d already spent many evenings in 
her lab, preparing and preserving the dissections that 
she would ultimately use for her videos. Working 
alone in her own personal space had always had a 
calming effect on her, and she hoped being in there 
that night would accomplish the same result. 

It was after midnight when Sarah pulled the gurney 
from the cold room and positioned the cadaver under 
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the glaring lights. Her dissection instruments were 
already laid out on a small tray in the lab. 

The body she had been working on was that of a 
male, approximately sixty years of age, who didn‟t 
appear to be in the best of shape. Like most males of 
that age, his muscle structure was flabby and had 
deteriorated from lack of exercise. Most of his weight 
was centered in his gut, and she wasn‟t looking 
forward to having to remove the thick layer of yellow 
fat under the skin of his abdomen. 

Sarah had already completed the dissection of the 
external chest area, and it was ready for filming. The 
next step would be to remove the front of the rib 
cage and open the thoracic cavity. That was her least 
favorite part of this dissection. She hated to admit it, 
but she couldn‟t stand the buzzing sound of the 
Stryker electric saw as it cut through the ribs and 
sternum. But tonight, that repulsive racket seemed a 
fitting accompaniment to the turmoil raging inside 
her. 

Once all the cuts were made, Sarah carefully pried 
off the breastplate and set it aside. She looked down 
into the open thorax at the two lungs that took up 
much of the cavity. Normally pink and spongy in life, 
in this cadaver, they were gray, mottled, and 
shriveled—sure signs of a smoker. In the center, 
nestled between the lungs, was the heart enclosed in 
its sac-like pericardium. 

She carefully detached each lung from its bronchus 
and laid it at the foot of the table. Next, she cut open 
the pericardium and lifted the heart out of its resting 
place in the sac. As she prepared to sever its 
attachments to the great vessels that transported the 
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blood into and out of the heart, she inadvertently 
peered up at the cadaver‟s face. 

For a fleeting moment, it wasn‟t the face of the 
nameless body that she saw—it was Sidney‟s face. 
Before she could stop herself, her fingers tightened 
uncontrollably around the heart she was holding, and 
she ripped it out of the body. 

Staring down at the heart in her hands, Sarah 
realized what she had done. Get a grip, Sarah!  Calm 
down. You don’t want to go there again, do you? 

She took a couple of deep breaths, then surveyed 
the damage to the heart. Not too bad. Still salvageable. 

Forcing herself to focus on her work, she 
meticulously cleaned up the ragged, torn edges of the 
vessels and proceeded to open each of the chambers 
of the heart. It took her some time to complete the 
dissection, but when she was finished, she deemed 
the specimen acceptable for filming. 

Feeling a slight twinge of pain in her lower back, 
she straightened up to relieve the pressure on her 
spine. Time to take a break. She went to the small 
refrigerator that she kept in the lab and pulled out a 
bottle of spring water. Plopping down in the battered, 
softly padded chair behind her desk, she put her feet 
up. 

She had been right. Working in the lab had helped 
to relax her. For the time being, anyway. Try as she 
might, however, her thoughts kept returning to 
Sidney and his despicable behavior. 

Sidney hated person-to-person confrontations. He 
was basically a coward. That had become apparent to 
Sarah early on when she had made the mistake of 
going to see him about his lectures. And now that his 
good friend, Calvin McSwain, was dean, he would use 
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that relationship and his new found power against her 
if she antagonized him further. 

Why did there always have to be someone like 
that?  Or, more precisely, some man like that?  Trying 
to prove how much control he had over her, making 
her feel small, insignificant, and helpless. She‟d 
encountered people like Sidney before, and it hadn‟t 
ended well—for them. 

Looking at it objectively, his actions hadn‟t been 
all that glaringly hostile towards her so far. It was 
more his dismissive attitude that got under her skin. 
Perceiving her as vulnerable, he‟d taken every 
opportunity to show her that he was in control. 

It always starts with the little things, she mused. She 
hoped that his need for retaliation had been satisfied. 
Unfortunately, she knew from experience that he 
probably wouldn‟t stop. 

It wasn‟t what Sidney might do that made her 
apprehensive. It was what she might do. 
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CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 

The end of the semester was fast approaching and 
Christmas was just around the corner. The streets and 
shops in San Francisco were already filled with 
twinkling colored lights and festive holiday scenes. 

The secretarial staff at Carlton had asked President 
Baron for permission to erect a Christmas tree in the 
lobby of the Administration Building, and he had 
agreed. Several of the women were busily decorating 
the ten-foot blue spruce with a variety of bright 
ornaments and shining tinsel when Sidney entered the 
building. 

“Good morning, ladies. Doing a fine job there,” he 
said, pausing to admire the tree. 

“Good morning, Dr. Toffer. Christmas will be 
here before you know it,” one of the ladies said. “You 
going home for the holidays?” 

“No. My family‟s coming out here this year.” 
“That should be a lot of fun for you, Dr. Toffer.” 
You wouldn’t think so if you knew my wife. “Yep. 

Looking forward to it,” he said, continuing down the 
hall to his office. 
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He was in an exceptionally jovial mood that 
morning. Why shouldn‟t he be?  Construction of the 
buildings had gone without a hitch, the faculty he‟d 
hired was in place, the school had opened on time 
with a full class of students, and he‟d made a tidy 
fortune to boot. Not to mention that he‟d managed to 
eliminate the potential threat from Bill Worthy. Getting 
the president to appoint that weak imbecile, Calvin McSwain, 
as dean was a stroke of sheer genius, if I don’t say so myself. 

Everything was working out just as he‟d planned; 
everything except for that pesky bitch, Sarah Whitley. 
She might turn out to be more of a headache than 
he‟d anticipated. She had her nerve—challenging him 
on his teaching abilities. He had put her in her place 
and shown her who‟s boss. He hoped she‟d learned 
her lesson and wouldn‟t give him any more trouble. 

He had to be careful, though, and watch how far 
he pushed her. He didn‟t want to antagonize her too 
much. He still needed her to produce those anatomy 
dissection videos. In addition to bringing him some 
extra revenue, with his name on them, they‟d earn 
him a reputation as one of the foremost anatomists in 
the academic community. That might come in handy 
if he needed to beat a hasty retreat from Carlton and 
find a position elsewhere. 

*** 

Final exam time was getting close, and the students 
were beginning to panic. There were typically a couple 
of students who lingered after the lecture to ask 
questions, but on that day, it seemed like at least a 
quarter of the class wanted to pick her brain, 
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ordinarily prefaced by the inevitable query:  “Will that 
be on the test, Dr. Whitley?” 

There was an email waiting for her when she 
finally made it back to her office. It was from Debbie 
informing her that Dr. Toffer would like to have a 
word with her when she had a minute. 

Now what?  Might as well get it over with. Grabbing her 
coat, she trudged across the cold, rainy campus 
toward the Administration Building. 

“Come on in, Sarah,” said Sidney. “Have a seat. 
This will only take a minute. I just wanted to touch 
base with you to see how the dissections for the 
videos were coming along.” 

She couldn‟t believe her ears. You had me come all the 
way over here in this weather to ask me that?  Couldn’t you 
have just picked up the damn phone?  Taking off her wet 
raincoat, she purposely laid it on his designer sofa 
along one wall. 

“About as well as can be expected,” she replied. “I 
have been pretty busy teaching the Gross Anatomy 
course this semester, you know.” 

“Of course. And I don‟t mean to pressure you. I‟m 
sure you‟re as anxious as I am to get the filming 
started. Now that the semester is almost over, you‟ll 
have more time during the holidays to work on them. 
I‟d like to set up the videotaping to begin sometime in 
January.” 

Sarah glared at him. If you think I’m working through 
the holidays, think again, asshole. 

When she didn‟t answer him, he continued, “And 
since you won‟t be teaching during the spring 
semester, you‟ll have plenty of time to finish up and 
tend to any little details you might have missed.” 
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Still no reply, so he kept going. “I‟ll contact Jay 
Lutcher over at West Coast Medical Films and give 
him a heads up. He‟ll give you a call.” 

“Fine,” mumbled Sarah as she stood up and 
walked out of his office. 

*** 

Relaxing on her couch that evening, a glass of 
merlot in her hand, Sarah‟s thoughts turned to what 
Sidney had said about her working over the holidays. 
She‟d done that in New Orleans. She‟d let Dr. 
Roberts, the head of the Anatomy Department, 
pressure her into taking on more and more 
responsibilities until she found herself spending every 
moment of the day and night teaching, dissecting, or 
working in the morgue preparing cadavers for the 
medical school, and, as it turned out, for the nefarious 
and illegal business he was secretly running. 

In all honesty, though, it had been as much her 
fault as Dr. Roberts‟. She‟d been so anxious to learn 
as much as possible—to be accepted, to please—that 
she‟d allowed him to control every aspect of her life. 
And look how that had turned out. 

But not this time. She wasn‟t going to let that 
happen in San Francisco. She needed to have a life 
away from the medical school, away from anatomy, 
and she was determined to get one. 

Only half-heartedly watching the local news 
program on television, one story unexpectedly caught 
her attention. It seemed that there was controversy 
about an exhibition called Body Works that was 
traveling to various cities across the United States and 
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was scheduled to open in San Diego the day after 
Christmas. 

She didn‟t hear all the details but what did catch 
her eye was the brief glimpse of some of the 
specimens that would be on display. They consisted 
of human bodies stripped of their skin to reveal the 
anatomical structures beneath and posed in various 
life-like positions. She‟d heard of the exhibit and the 
technique called „plastination‟ that was used to 
prepare the bodies, but she hadn‟t seen an actual 
specimen. 

Sarah was fascinated by what little they showed on 
TV. She wanted to see more; she needed to see more. 
Pulling out her laptop, she googled Body Works and 
found details about the exhibition, including the dates 
and places where it would be shown at the end of 
December. San Diego was the only city in California 
on its itinerary. 

Next, she googled San Diego, and after reading 
about the numerous things to see and do there, 
especially during the Christmas holidays, she decided 
San Diego would be the perfect place for her to visit 
to get away from the medical school for a while—and 
from Sidney. 
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CHAPTER NINETEEN 

The campus was eerily quiet and deserted. It was the 
semester holidays, and classes weren‟t scheduled to 
resume until the middle of January. Calvin McSwain 
figured that would give him time to get settled in as 
dean. He‟d been going over the documents that Bill 
Worthy had left for him, but there wasn‟t much there. 
He couldn‟t really blame Bill for being stingy with his 
information, considering the way that he‟d been 
dismissed. 

The one file that really interested McSwain was the 
one marked Curriculum Committee. Being a clinician, 
he would be the first to admit that he really didn‟t 
know anything about academia, and in particular, the 
running of a medical school. He had a lot of 
homework to do, and learning more about the 
curriculum seemed to be the best place to start. 

From what he could tell, the curriculum was 
basically divided into the basic science courses that 
were taught primarily in the first two years of medical 
school and the clinical sciences during the last two 
years. The clinical part of the curriculum included 
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both formal coursework on campus as well as 
practical training at various hospitals and health care 
facilities, both within and outside the city. 

Two associate deans, one of Basic Sciences and the 
other of Clinical Sciences, were in charge of the 
corresponding divisions of the curriculum. The 
Associate Dean of Basic Sciences was Sidney Toffer; 
the Associate Dean of Clinical Sciences was Richard 
Haynes. 

The Curriculum Committee had been set up early 
on to oversee the organization and integration of the 
basic and clinical science courses. It was composed of 
members of the faculty from both divisions who were 
appointed by the dean to serve for two years. The 
chair and vice-chair of the committee were elected by 
the members themselves. Bruce Ward, professor of 
Histology, was the current chairperson; Jerry Foster 
was the vice-chair. McSwain didn‟t know them 
personally, but he‟d heard about them both from 
Sidney who didn‟t seem to have a very high opinion 
of either one. 

The more he read the minutes of the committee‟s 
meetings, the more confused he became and the more 
questions he had. Picking up the phone, he dialed 
Sidney. “Hey, you busy?” 

“Yeah, up to my eyeballs. Lots to do before the 
semester starts. What‟s up, Calvin?” replied Sidney, 
closing out the solitaire game he‟d been playing on his 
computer. 

“I‟ve been going through some of the files, and 
I‟ve got a couple of questions, especially about the 
curriculum. Can you spare a few minutes?” 

“Sure, if it won‟t take too long. I‟ll be right down.” 
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After settling down in front of Calvin‟s desk, 
Sidney asked, “What did you want to know?” 

Looking confused, Calvin said, “This Curriculum 
Committee thing. It seems like the faculty is making 
all the decisions. Where are the administrators?  I 
don‟t see any of their names listed as members of the 
committee.” 

“Administrators are excluded from membership,” 
answered Sidney disdainfully. “And, you‟re right. The 
faculty is making all the decisions. At least, when it 
comes to the curriculum.” 

“Why?” replied Calvin, more confused than 
before. “I thought that the curriculum was up to the 
administrators.” 

“Not according to those bureaucrats in the 
Department of Education in DC who deemed that 
„Curriculum is primarily the responsibility of the 
members of a faculty, not the administration‟.” 

Calvin was appalled. “So, we, as administrators, 
don‟t have any say at all?  The Curriculum Committee 
dictates the curriculum?” 

“Well, not entirely,” replied Sidney. “They make 
recommendations to you as dean. You can approve or 
disapprove their recommendations as you see fit. If 
you approve them, it‟s up to the committee to move 
forward to enact them. If you reject them, you‟re 
supposed to give the committee your reasoning 
behind your decision and offer alternatives.” 

Sidney paused to let that sink in for Calvin. He‟d 
been waiting for just this conversation since McSwain 
had been appointed dean. Since the curriculum was 
one of the most powerful tools that defined a school‟s 
reputation, Sidney felt that it was imperative that he 
had control over what decisions the Curriculum 
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Committee made. And he could only do that through 
the dean. 

“The real problem,” he went on to explain, “is 
that, most of the time, we don‟t know what the 
committee is up to, so we can‟t anticipate what our 
next move should be.” 

“Isn‟t there someone on the committee that you 
can talk to in confidence about what‟s going on?” 
asked McSwain naively. 

Like taking candy from a baby, thought Sidney. This is 
almost too easy. 

“Not presently, but I‟ve got an idea. There‟s 
currently an opening for a new member since that 
physiology instructor fellow left in December, and it 
will be up to you to appoint someone from the basic 
science faculty. We need someone who will not only 
let us know what the committee is planning but who 
will promote our ideas about the curriculum. Someone 
who will do exactly what I tell them to do. And I 
know just the person who would be perfect for the 
committee. And for us.” 

After a slight pause, Sidney said, “Dr. Sarah 
Whitley.” 

*** 

It had been a short three-day vacation, but an 
enjoyable one none the less. Sarah had found time to 
see a few of the sights that San Diego was known for, 
in addition to spending two full days at the Body 
Works exhibition, which, in itself, was awesome. 

The dissecting precision, the anatomical details, 
the true-to-life coloration of the various structures 
were amazing. She managed to finagle a meeting with 
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the exhibit producers who gave her a behind-the-
scenes tour and a glimpse into what it takes to 
prepare the numerous plastinated specimens on 
display. She pumped them for information on every 
aspect of the plastination process that she could think 
of during her short visit. When she left, she had not 
only secured an armload of brochures but an 
invitation for her to receive hands-on training at their 
laboratory in Chicago as well. 

She couldn‟t get the exhibit out of her mind on her 
flight back to San Francisco. It brought back 
memories of the deformed babies in the glass jars in 
the Anatomy Department in New Orleans and how 
mesmerized she‟d been the first time she‟d seen them. 
She‟d been so impressed that she just knew that the 
Medical College of Louisiana was the place she 
wanted to teach. And that collection couldn‟t hold a 
candle to what she‟d just experienced. 

What if Carlton had its own Body Works exhibit?  
How impressive would that be to prospective 
students and faculty alike!  It would definitely help to 
establish Carlton‟s reputation as an innovative and 
cutting-edge medical school. 

And what if her name was on it?  Not that it 
would be—not if Sidney had anything to say about it. 
Even though he hadn‟t broached the subject as yet, 
she knew full well that he wanted his name on the 
dissection video series that she was preparing. She 
had no doubt that he‟d also insist on getting top 
billing on any plastination exhibit she produced. 

The more she thought about it, however, the more 
she liked the idea of an anatomical exhibit for 
Carlton. And she knew exactly how to make it 
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happen. It would be Sidney‟s own vanity that would 
provide the motivation and drive for the project. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY 

Gazing at the calm Bay waters out of his 
condominium window, a steaming cup of coffee in 
his hand, Sidney felt more relaxed than he‟d been in a 
long time. Things were working out nicely. There had 
been that slight hitch with Bill Worthy and the 
construction expenditures, but he‟d taken care of that 
quite satisfactorily. 

As to the faculty, most of them were in place and 
functioning as well as could be expected. Sarah 
Whitley had given him some concerns. She seemed to 
be under the impression that she was the sole director 
of the Gross Anatomy course and that she could 
dictate to him what and how he should teach. Now 
that he‟d showed her who was in charge, he didn‟t 
anticipate any further problems from her, and he had 
no reservations about appointing her to the 
Curriculum Committee. She‟d do whatever she was 
told. 

Settling back lazily in his recliner, he picked up his 
phone and called his office. When Debbie answered, 
he instructed her to set up a meeting for him with Dr. 
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Whitley for later that day. Then he called Calvin 
McSwain and told him to draft a letter appointing 
Sarah to the Curriculum Committee, effective 
immediately, and to have it ready in time for his 
meeting with her that afternoon. 

The dean asked if he should join them and deliver 
the letter to her in person. At first, Sidney told him 
that it wouldn‟t be necessary, that he‟d handle it 
himself, but then he had another thought. Maybe the 
dean should be there. 

The meeting could accomplish two things. Since 
he was the one telling Sarah what would be expected 
of her as a member of the Curriculum Committee, it 
would send the message to both Sarah and McSwain 
that he was the one that made all the decisions, not 
the dean. And secondly, with Sarah on the committee, 
he would be one step closer to gaining control of the 
curriculum. 

Dean McSwain was already in Sidney‟s office later 
that day when Sarah arrived for the meeting. “Come 
in, Sarah. Have a seat,” Sidney said, motioning toward 
a chair. “I‟ve invited Dean McSwain to join us 
because he has some great news for you.” 

Before McSwain could even utter a syllable, Sidney 
handed her the letter. “This is a letter from the dean 
appointing you to serve on the Curriculum 
Committee for the next two years.” 

Sarah tentatively took the letter, then looked at the 
two men. McSwain had a vacant look on his face; 
Sidney, on the other hand, was beaming. 

“Isn‟t that great!” said Sidney. “As a member of 
the Basic Science faculty and the first woman on the 
committee, you‟ll be able to provide the feminine 
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point of view to the discussions about the 
curriculum.” 

“Thank you,” was all that Sarah could mutter. 
What are you up to now, Sidney? 

McSwain didn‟t say a single word during the entire 
time. 

Standing abruptly, Sidney came from behind his 
desk, took the dean‟s arm, and escorted him to the 
door. “We won‟t keep you any longer, Dean 
McSwain. I know how busy you are. Thank you 
again.” 

Still smiling, Sidney returned to his chair. “I‟m very 
pleased with your appointment, Sarah. I know that, 
together, we can make some real improvements to the 
curriculum, especially in terms of the basic sciences. 
Sometimes those clinicians think that they‟re the only 
ones who know anything about what it takes to be a 
doctor. They forget that if it wasn‟t for us basic 
science people, they wouldn‟t know which end is 
up—anatomically speaking, of course.” 

As Sarah listened to his rambling, she thought, 
Judging by your knowledge of anatomy, I’m not sure you even 
know which end is up. 

“But, enough of that. We‟ll talk more about it 
later.”  Changing the subject, he said, “I understand 
you took a trip over the holidays. Did you go 
somewhere exciting?” 

This was the perfect opening Sarah had been 
waiting for. “I went to San Diego for a few days.” 

“San Diego?  Why San Diego?  Do you have 
family or friends there?” 

“No. I‟d never been there, but I heard a lot about 
it, so I thought Christmas would be a good time to 
see the sights.” 
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“I‟m glad you had a chance to get away and enjoy 
yourself,” he said, starting to get up to signal the 
meeting was over. 

As Sarah picked up her purse and prepared to 
leave, she hesitated. “Oh, I almost forgot.” 

Sitting back down, she reached into her purse, 
pulled out a handful of brochures, and extended them 
to Sidney. “While I was in San Diego, I went to see 
this incredible traveling exposition called Body Works.” 

While he browsed casually through one of the 
brochures, she described what she saw and told him 
how impressed she had been with the remarkable and 
extraordinary details that could be obtained with 
plastination. “It‟s too bad that San Francisco isn‟t one 
of the cities scheduled for the exhibition. I know 
you‟d really enjoy seeing it.” 

“I talked to the exhibit producers,” she continued, 
“and they told me that, because of the durability and 
longevity of the specimens, some medical schools are 
now incorporating the use of plastinated parts and 
pieces in their anatomy courses. There are even a 
couple of schools that are thinking of starting to 
prepare their own plastinated specimens and keep 
them on display when they‟re not being used for 
teaching. That might be something Carlton could do.” 

At this point, he was closely scrutinizing the 
brochure. He was hooked. No need to say more. 

Standing up to leave, she added, “You can keep 
those. I‟ve got more at my house. Why don‟t you give 
one to the dean?  And maybe President Baron?  They 
might find it interesting.” 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 

Sarah was glad to be back in familiar surroundings:  
San Francisco, her apartment, Carlton. Although she 
thoroughly enjoyed teaching, she was relieved not to 
have to participate in courses during the spring and 
summer semesters. This would be the longest she‟d 
gone without teaching since she‟d finished graduate 
school. Not having a rigid schedule to adhere to 
would certainly give her plenty of time to pursue the 
other activities she had on her list. 

Her preparation for the videos was almost 
complete. As soon as the man from the film company 
contacted her, they could make arrangements to begin 
filming. 

She was pleased if a bit apprehensive about her 
completely unexpected appointment to the 
Curriculum Committee. It had obviously been 
orchestrated by Sidney so that he could use her as a 
conduit into the workings of the committee. 
Nevertheless, she saw it as an opportunity to 
contribute her ideas to the building of a strong and 
comprehensive curriculum for Carlton. That was of 
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the utmost importance to Sarah because her 
reputation and Carlton‟s were tied closely together. 

With the sale and distribution of her dissection 
videos throughout the country, her name would 
become well-known among anatomists. And once a 
permanent exhibit of her plastinated anatomical 
specimens was established at Carlton, her reputation 
as an expert in her field would be firmly established, 
which is what she had strived for all of her life. 

Judging by the hungry and eager look on Sidney‟s 
face when she described the plastinated displays she‟d 
seen in San Diego, she had no doubt that the exhibit 
would soon come to fruition. Why, he was almost 
salivating at the prospect. 

Jay Lutcher of West Coast Films called her toward 
the end of January. A week later, they met in her 
office to discuss the particulars involved with the 
filming of the videos. Sidney had already given him 
some information, but Lutcher was ready to talk to 
Sarah and see the studio where the actual videotaping 
would take place. 

Sarah escorted Lutcher down to her private lab 
and the adjoining film studio. “This is very 
impressive,” he said, taking inventory of the lights and 
equipment already set up in the studio. “Of course, 
my team will bring in its own cameras and maybe a 
few more things if needed, but all-in-all I think this 
will work out very well. Will you be doing the 
demonstrations or will Dr. Toffer?” 

“I prepared the dissections, and I‟ll be doing the 
demonstrations,” Sarah answered, a bit more forceful 
than she meant to be. 
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Surprised somewhat by her tone, Lutcher quickly 
explained, “I simply asked because Dr. Toffer said 
that his name would be on the series.” 

Don’t bet on that, she thought. 
When Sarah didn‟t respond, he hastily changed the 

subject. “I‟d like to make a short practice video to see 
how it all comes across on camera before we start the 
major filming. Why don‟t we set something up for 
next week?  I‟ll check my schedule when I get back to 
my office and I‟ll email you.” 

*** 

Sarah received notice that the next Curriculum 
Committee meeting would be at noon on the 
following Thursday in the conference room of the 
Administration Building. Not wanting to be 
unprepared, she‟d done a good bit of research on the 
committee and what it had, and had not, 
accomplished since its formation in the days before 
the opening of the new medical school. 

She carefully went over the by-laws of the 
committee as stated in the Faculty Handbook. Even 
though they were supposedly confidential, she also 
managed to obtain the minutes from some of the 
committee‟s previous meetings. 

Sarah was surprised and pleased to learn that, 
according to the by-laws, administrators could not 
serve on the committee. 

So that‟s why Sidney was so anxious to have her 
appointed to the committee. He wanted her to be his 
eyes and ears there and report back to him what the 
committee is planning. That could work to her 
advantage. 
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The leadership of the committee had changed as 
the faculty grew and evolved. The chair and vice-chair 
were to be elected by the membership and not 
appointed by the dean. However, in the early days, 
those positions had been held by members of the 
clinical faculty, which meant that most of the 
recommendations that came out of the committee 
centered on the clinical training aspects of the 
curriculum. 

When it came time to elect new leaders, the basic 
science faculty had expanded and become more vocal. 
As a result, two basic scientists, Bruce Ward and Jerry 
Foster, had been elected as chair and vice-chair, 
respectively. 

When Sarah opened the door of the conference 
room, all she saw was a sea of male faces—some 
familiar, others not. The testosterone in the room was 
overwhelming. Taking a deep breath, she confidently 
walked in. 

“Come in, Sarah,” a friendly voice rang out. It was 
Jerry Foster. “Glad you could make it. Pull up a 
chair.” 

Bruce Ward sat at the head of the conference table 
and nodded a welcoming greeting to her as she took 
her seat. Once the meeting was called to order and 
Sarah had been introduced to the group, she sat 
silently and observed the proceedings. 

The first topic on the agenda, and apparently an 
on-going major issue of debate, was the amount of 
time the students spent in the classroom each day. 
Unlike the flexible course schedule available during 
their undergraduate years, in medical school, students 
were expected to attend classes from eight in the 
morning until five in the afternoon. That was the way 
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it had always been; that was the way it had been in 
graduate school for Sarah; that was the way the 
curriculum at Carlton was set up. However, in 
response to complaints from students, the accrediting 
agency was now recommending that schools reduce 
the on-campus class hours so that the students had 
more time to study and spend with their families. 

Apparently, the Carlton administrators were 
getting nervous. Carlton was currently operating 
under „provisional accreditation‟, and had yet to 
secure „permanent accreditation‟. The administrators 
didn‟t want to do anything that might jeopardize their 
chances. So they had put pressure on the Curriculum 
Committee to come up with a solution. 

There were proponents on both sides of the issue, 
and Bruce made sure that everyone got a chance to 
express their opinion. Jerry appeared to speak for 
most, if not all, of the basic science people. They were 
reluctant to give up any of their course hours because, 
as he argued, it was getting harder and harder to 
include all the recent scientific discoveries into their 
subject matter as it was. The clinicians, on the other 
hand, felt that the students needed sufficient time to 
study or they wouldn‟t be prepared to take the Board 
exams that would enable them to enter their clinical 
training years. 

For Sarah, it was a no-brainer. Medical and other 
professional schools were preparing individuals for 
very specialized careers. There was an ever expanding 
amount of information that prospective doctors were 
expected to learn, and for the rest of their lives, they 
would be spending long hours in an extremely time-
consuming profession. She couldn‟t believe that the 
students were actually complaining that medical 
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school was hard. Of course, medical school is hard. But so is 
life. Get used to it. 

After much haggling and with no consensus in 
sight, Bruce elected to table any further discussion on 
the subject until a later date. The next order of 
business concerned the integration of certain clinical 
subjects into the basic science courses during the 
second year of the curriculum. Several ideas and 
suggestions were proposed, but again nothing specific 
was decided. 

By this time, Sarah had tuned out. She hated these 
kinds of meetings—the agendas, the rules of order, 
the nit-picking but, most of all, the people. I’d much 
rather be spending my time with dead bodies. Or maybe I 
already am. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 

Sidney picked up the Body Works brochure for the 
umpteenth time. He couldn‟t seem to stay away from 
it. He re-read the description of the exhibit, how it 
had come about, and what it had to offer. His eyes 
were involuntarily drawn to the pictures of the 
various specimens displayed in their life-like poses. 

The exhibition‟s producers must be thrilled with all 
the attention the show was receiving. Not to mention the 
revenue it’s bringing in from the substantial admission price. 

Why not a permanent exhibit at Carlton?  It would 
be one more thing that would enhance Carlton‟s 
reputation and set it apart from the other medical 
schools in California. As the driving force behind it, 
he would be hailed as a forward-thinking and dynamic 
medical educator. And it wouldn’t hurt if I could think of a 
way to charge admission, either. 

He started planning it in his head. That empty 
space on the first floor of the Administration Building 
could easily be renovated to accommodate the 
displays. And the foyer would be a great area for 
receptions for visiting dignitaries. He could see it all 
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now in his mind‟s eye:  The Sidney Toffer Anatomical 
Museum. 

Now came the hard part—convincing the dean 
and president of the need for the exhibit. In reality, 
convincing the dean wouldn‟t be difficult at all. Calvin 
would go along with whatever Sidney wanted, and 
he‟d already started that ball rolling by giving Calvin 
one of the Body Works brochures to look at. 

No, it was President Baron who would be the hard 
sell, chiefly because it would mean spending money 
that hadn‟t been included in the budget for the new 
school. Sidney was confident, however, that he could 
persuade Baron to approve the project by appealing 
to his ego and by assuring him that the return in value 
for the school would far outweigh the cost. 

It didn‟t take much effort to promote the idea to 
McSwain. Sidney invited him to dinner at one of the 
quieter upscale restaurants where they could talk 
without being inadvertently overheard by anyone 
connected to Carlton. As they ate their filet mignon, 
Sidney described what he had in mind in glowing, and 
somewhat exaggerated, terms. By the time dessert was 
served, McSwain was on board. One thing Sidney 
failed to mention was his intention of naming the 
exhibition after himself. That would come later. 

“You‟d better have all the details down pat before 
you talk to Dr. Baron,” cautioned Calvin. “Do you 
know anything about the process itself?  Baron will 
want to know exactly what equipment you‟ll need and 
how much it‟ll cost. Do you know where the 
plastination will be done and, most importantly, 
who‟s going to do it?” 

“Don‟t worry, Calvin. Before I go to Dr. Baron, 
I‟ll have all the information I need to get his approval. 
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And, to answer your last question, Sarah Whitley will 
be our plastination person.” 

“Has she agreed to that?” 
“Not yet. But, trust me, she will,” replied Sidney, 

savoring his crème brule. 

*** 

“I understand everything is moving along quite 
well,” Sidney said as he walked into the film studio, a 
big friendly smile on his face. 

She was a little startled. She hadn‟t heard him 
coming. “Yes. The film crew has been doing a very 
professional job. We‟ve just about finished taping the 
dissection of the back and upper limb. I‟m scheduled 
to preview the video with Jay Lutcher this afternoon. 
If it looks good, we‟ll continue on to the external and 
internal chest area next week.” 

“That‟s great. I was very pleased with the sample 
video, and I can‟t wait to see the whole series when 
it‟s finished.” 

He wandered around the room for a few minutes, 
checking out the lighting and sound equipment while 
trying not to trip over the numerous extension cords, 
snaking around the floor. “There was something else 
I wanted to talk to you about, Sarah,” he said, trying 
to sound as nonchalant as possible. 

Here it comes, she thought. 
“The dean and I have been looking over those 

brochures you brought back of that Body Works 
exhibition in San Diego.” 

Gotcha!  She waited as he tried to come up with just 
the right words to tell her what she already knew he 
had in mind. 
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Finally, he said, “The dean was very impressed. So 
much so that he‟s asked me if there is any way that we 
could have our own permanent exhibit here at 
Carlton.” 

“You mean an exhibit of „plastinated‟ anatomical 
displays?” she asked, trying to sound as naïve as 
possible. 

“That‟s exactly what I mean. Of course, I know 
there must be a lot to it—the plastination process, 
that is. A lot of specialized equipment, a lot of 
materials and chemicals, a lot of money involved. You 
told me that you talked to the producers of the Body 
Works exhibition. Did they give you any information 
about what would be needed?” 

“Not much. I guess I could find out. If you‟re 
really serious about this, I could call and ask them. 
And there must be some information that I could find 
out on-line.” 

Jumping at the bait, he said, “Yes. You do that. I 
want you to find out as much as possible—any and all 
of the details—and let me know as soon as possible.” 

Now to set the hook. “Of course, you‟ll have to hire 
somebody who knows how to do the plastination. 
When I call the Body Works people, I‟ll ask them if 
they can recommend anyone.” 

“No. That won‟t be necessary. You‟ll be the one 
doing it.” 

“But, Sidney—Dr. Toffer. I don‟t know the first 
thing about doing plastination.” 

“You can learn. Didn‟t you tell me that those 
exhibit people had invited you to their lab in Chicago 
if you ever wanted to learn the process?” 

“Yes, but with these videos in progress, I‟m very 
busy, and I don‟t have the time. And   besides, where 
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would you even find the space for the special kind of 
lab it would require?” 

Wait for it… 
“Don‟t you worry about that. I‟ve got somewhere 

already in mind. As for the videos, I don‟t see why 
you can‟t do both. Find the time.” 

“But…” she started to object. 
“This discussion is closed,” he said, walking out 

the door. “Make the call and get ready to go to 
Chicago.” 

Bingo! 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 

Selling President Baron on the idea of an anatomical 
museum of plastinated specimens was easier than 
Sidney had anticipated. After persuading Baron that 
the benefits to Carlton in terms of recruitment and 
admissions would be substantial, he hinted that such 
an addition to Carlton would also serve as a 
testimonial to President Baron as an innovative 
medical educator. 

When he walked out of the president‟s office, 
Sidney left not only with Baron‟s approval but with 
the directive that Sidney was to be in charge of the 
whole project. 

He was excited and anxious to begin. Once he got 
the list of required equipment from Sarah, he‟d 
contact the contractor and get him started on 
renovating the basement in the Basic Science Building 
for use as the plastination laboratory. While he was at 
it, he‟d also have the contractor take a look at that 
space in the Administration Building that he had in 
mind for the exhibit hall. He was sure that the 
contractor would be happy to agree to the same 
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financial arrangements that he and Sidney had 
previously. 

All in all, things were working out for him. The 
next thing to tackle would be that thorn in his side—
the Curriculum Committee. It was essential that he 
control the curriculum in order for him to further his 
agenda. He had hoped that with Sarah‟s appointment 
to the committee, he could get a better hold on that 
situation. 

It was too bad that the timing wasn‟t a little better. 
Since he‟d sent her to Chicago to learn the 
plastination process, he‟d have to proceed without 
her. Well, no matter. There would still be plenty of 
ways that he could use her to his advantage when she 
returned. 

To Sidney, the most pressing business was the 
report from the accrediting agency concerning the 
classroom hours. When President Baron had received 
the report in November, he‟d called a meeting of 
Dean McSwain and Sidney. He‟d let them know, in 
no uncertain terms, that if they valued their positions, 
it was their responsibility to see to it that nothing 
stood in the way of Carlton receiving permanent 
accreditation. And if that meant changing the 
curriculum and cutting course hours, then so be it. 
Just get it done before the next site visit from the 
agency. 

McSwain had no clue how or where to begin. In 
desperation, he turned to Sidney to tell him what to 
do. Sidney advised him to start by giving the 
Curriculum Committee the task of revising the course 
schedule to meet the recommendations of the agency, 
knowing full well that a consensus of committee 
members would be hard to come by. 
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While the dean waited for some word from the 
committee, Sidney secretly went to work designing 
what he believed would be the perfect curriculum for 
the first two years of medical school. It incorporated 
all of the suggestions made by the accrediting agency, 
including the desire for more spare time expressed by 
the students. 

In order to achieve that objective, however, the 
hours of some of the basic science courses would 
have to be cut drastically, especially the lab hours 
assigned to Gross Anatomy. He knew that wouldn‟t 
sit well with Sarah, but there was nothing she could 
do about it. 

When no immediate resolution was forthcoming 
from the committee, McSwain began to panic. “Why 
are they dragging their feet?” he complained to 
Sidney. “Don‟t they know how important this is?” 

“Calm down, Calvin. You know how committees 
are. Don‟t worry. I‟ll take care of it.” 

Sidney didn‟t wait long before he called Bruce and 
Jerry to his office to talk about the curriculum. 

“I just wanted to touch base with you both to find 
out what the status is of the revised curriculum. The 
dean hasn‟t received any recommendations from the 
committee, and he‟ getting a bit antsy.” 

Bruce looked at Jerry before taking the lead. 
“We‟ve been discussing it, but we haven‟t made any 
decisions yet. The agency‟s report took us all by 
surprise. The recommendations they made are very 
complicated, as you might imagine.” 

“Changing an entire two-year schedule isn‟t easy, 
especially when it involves reducing the hours 
available for lectures and lab sessions,” chimed in 
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Jerry. “None of the directors are willing to give up 
time that they consider necessary for their courses.” 

Sidney was listening, a smug look on his face. “It‟s 
not that difficult. The course directors don‟t have a 
choice.”  Opening a folder on his desk, he said, “In 
fact, I‟ve made it a lot simpler for you.” 

He took two sets of documents out of the folder 
and handed one to each of the men. The first sheet 
was a full page table composed of a whole spectrum 
of colored-coded squares, each color representing a 
different course subject. The table was divided into 
days and hours, starting on the first day of the fall 
semester and ending on the last day of the spring 
semester. 

“What‟s this?” asked Bruce, a puzzled look on his 
face. 

“This is the new curriculum that you will present 
to the committee,” answered Sidney. He waited as 
both men thumbed through the pages, looks of 
incredulity on their faces. 

Jerry was the first to speak. “You can‟t be serious. 
You‟ve cut down the course hours so much that 
there‟s no way the course directors, much less the 
committee, would agree to this.” 

“I can‟t present this to the committee!” said Bruce. 
“If this is your idea, let me remind you that faculty 
determine the curriculum, not administrators.” 

Standing up and leaning threateningly across his 
desk, Sidney said, “Let me remind you that you were 
appointed to the committee by the dean. And he can 
remove you just as easily. Not only will you present 
this plan to the committee, you will make sure that it 
is passed and goes to the dean for his signature. Do I 
make myself clear, gentlemen?  Now, get out.” 
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The men were speechless. Without a word, they 
stood and walked out of the office. What was there to 
say? 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR 

The people at the Plastination Institute in Chicago 
couldn‟t have been more helpful. They had made 
arrangements for Sarah to stay in one of the 
dormitory-style rooms that were available on the 
grounds for students as well as for visiting anatomists. 

On her first day at the institute, the director 
walked her through the facilities and explained the 
principles underlying each phase of the process. For 
the next several days, she received hands-on 
instructions, with the technicians spending countless 
hours patiently schooling her on all the fine details 
involved in carrying out the procedures. 

Sarah was kept so busy at the institute that she 
didn‟t have much time for anything else. So she 
decided to take one full day before she left and tour 
the city of Chicago. The first place she visited was the 
Field Museum of Natural History, well known for its 
extensive and diverse collection of scientific 
specimens. After spending close to three hours there, 
she pulled herself away and strolled leisurely down 
South Columbus Drive through Grant Park. 
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She stopped briefly to grab a snack and a cold 
drink at Buck‟s Four Star Grill at Buckingham 
Fountain before continuing to the Art Institute of 
Chicago. By the time she had browsed through even a 
sampling of that truly impressive art museum, it was 
late afternoon. But there was one more thing she just 
had to see before heading back to the dormitory. She 
couldn‟t leave Chicago without getting a glimpse of 
Cloud Gate, or The Bean, as Chicagoans nicknamed it, a 
massive stainless steel sculpture in the center of 
AT&T Plaza at Millennium Park. Sarah was 
disappointed that she didn‟t have time to see more of 
the city, but what she had seen had whetted her 
appetite. Chicago was definitely high on her list of 
places to re-visit in the future. 

She was almost sorry to leave when her training 
was over, but she was eager to get started on this new 
project back at Carlton. Early on, she had sent Sidney 
a list of the equipment and supplies that would be 
required to set up a laboratory dedicated to the 
project. He had emailed her back, telling her not to 
worry, that he had everything covered, and he‟d have 
a surprise waiting for her when she returned. 

Oh, oh. Knowing Sidney, that could be good—or 
bad. 

Her plane was delayed leaving Chicago, and by the 
time she arrived in San Francisco, it was well past 
midnight. Not even bothering to unpack, she climbed 
into bed and fell asleep almost immediately. 

Buzz, buzz. Buzz, buzz. Buzz, buzz. What the hell?  
Startled awake, Sarah looked at the clock next to her 
bed. It read six o‟clock. She reached over and quickly 
picked up her cell phone that was buzzing loudly on 
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her nightstand. Who the hell’s calling me at this hour of the 
morning? 

“Good morning, Sarah. It‟s me—Sidney, Sidney 
Toffer.” 

What other Sidney would it be, you idiot?  “Oh, hello, 
Sidney,” she said, still a bit groggy. 

“Did I wake you?” 
Of course you woke me, you asshole. It’s six freaking 

o’clock in the morning!  “No. I was just getting up.” 
“I just wanted to catch you before you made plans 

for today. I‟d like you to come by my office as soon 
as you get into work so we can discuss the project.” 

“Sure. But I got in so late last night that I‟ve got a 
few things to do before I come to the office.”  Like 
maybe getting a little more sleep. 

“Oh, of course. What time do you think you‟ll get 
here?” 

Man, he just doesn’t quit. “I should be there by 
around nine, I guess.” 

“Great!  I‟ll expect you at nine. See you then.” 
“Yeah. See you then,” she said, already falling back 

to sleep. 

*** 

Sarah took the cliff road on her way to Carlton. It 
took a few minutes longer, but she found the view of 
the Bay soothing from that vantage point. She needed 
something to calm the apprehension she felt at the 
thought of the upcoming meeting with Sidney. He‟d 
said he had a surprise for her. She didn‟t want to 
speculate on what that could mean. 
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Instead of going to her office in the Basic Science 
Building, she drove directly to the Administration 
Building. Good or bad, best to get it over. 

“Go right in, Dr. Whitley. He‟s expecting you,” 
said Debbie, looking up from her work. 

Sidney was sitting at his conference table, papers 
and blueprints scattered across the entire surface. 
“Come on in, Sarah. I‟ve got some exciting things to 
show you,” he said, indicating the chair next to him. 
“Oh, by the way, how was your trip?” 

“Very informative. I learned a lot. I can‟t wait to 
try the various techniques.” 

“Good, because I don‟t think you‟ll have to wait 
too long. I‟ve already started ordering the things on 
the list you sent me, and the contractor is ready to 
begin his work. All he‟s waiting for is for you to go 
over the plans with him in case there‟s something you 
want to add or change. When he gets your okay, he‟ll 
start the renovations.” 

She looked at him, a blank look on her face. “Wait. 
What renovations?” 

“That‟s part of the surprise,” said Sidney with a big 
grin. “I‟m having that vacant space in the basement of 
the Basic Science Building turned into your 
plastination laboratory.” 

He sat back and waited anxiously for her response, 
obviously quite satisfied with himself. 

She hadn‟t expected that, and she didn‟t know 
exactly what to say at first. But after thinking about it 
for a few moments, she liked the idea. She‟d have a 
special place in which to carry out the new 
procedures—a place away from prying eyes. 

“Well, what do you think?” he asked anxiously. 
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“I‟m not sure. I‟ll have to see it first before I can 
make a decision.”  Just a reminder that it’s my decision, 
Sidney, not yours. 

Seeing her hesitation, he quickly offered, “Well, 
why don‟t we take a trip over there and look around. 
I‟ll explain what the plans are, and you can tell me if 
they sound good to you.”  Gathering up the 
blueprints, he started for the door. “Before we head 
over to the Basic Science Building, I‟ve got another 
surprise for you.” 

When they reached the first floor, he made his way 
down the wood-paneled hall to the rear of the 
Administration Building. Stopping in front of a set of 
mahogany double doors, he turned toward Sarah. 
“And this will be the home of the future anatomical 
museum.”  Unlocking the doors, he opened them 
wide. “I‟ve already talked to the architect and 
contractor, and they‟re ready to begin at any time 
now.” 

Sarah followed him in as he walked through the 
spacious, and somewhat dusty, expanse. Unrolling 
one of the blueprints, he placed it on top of a 
carpenter‟s table in the center of the room and started 
pointing out the various changes that were to be 
made by the contractor. 

She had to admit, when completed, it would be an 
impressive addition to the Carlton College of 
Medicine. “This is really wonderful, Sidney. No other 
medical school on the West Coast will have anything 
like this.”  Sidney was absolutely beaming. 

Entering the Basic Science Building, they took the 
service elevator down to the basement. When the 

doors opened, Sarah had an unsettling sense of déjà 

vu. Disturbing pictures of the old and dank morgue 
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back in New Orleans flashed through her mind. 

Shaking the memories of what had occurred at the 

Medical College of Louisiana, she followed Sidney 

through a sliding metal door that opened into a 

spacious and well-lit space. It held little 

resemblance to any basement, or morgue, she had 

ever seen. 

“I’ve already had it cleaned, and the contractor 

can configure the space any way you want,” he said. 

As she wandered around the basement, she 

reviewed each of the steps in the plastination process 

in her mind and envisioned how the space would 

best be divided. 

He led her to another smaller room located off 

the main area. “Since you already have your private 

dissection lab upstairs, I wasn’t sure if you wanted 

or needed another area for the preparation of the 

body parts. But I think this would work if you do.” 

There were stainless steel counters and plenty of 

cabinets along two sides of the room. A heavy metal 

door along one wall opened into a cooler that could 

be used for storage of cadavers and various body 

parts awaiting processing. 
Sarah was more than satisfied with what she saw. 

Yes, this will work out just fine. You did good, Sidney. 
“It‟s not ideal, but I guess it‟ll do,” she said, not 

wanting to make Sidney‟s day by appearing too 
pleased. “When can I meet with the contractor to go 
over the plans?” 

“I‟ll set up a meeting for all three of us for this 
afternoon,” said Sidney. He couldn‟t wait to get the 
project started. “At the same time, we can go over the 
equipment and supplies that I‟ve ordered just to make 
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sure that I haven‟t left anything out. That reminds me, 
what about cadavers?  Should I go ahead and arrange 
for a couple of cadavers for you to use for the 
plastination?” 

Sarah had already given that some thought. “No, 
not yet. Since I‟ll be learning the new procedures on 
the first few specimens, I‟m going to start small. I can 
use various parts and pieces from the bodies that have 
already been filmed for the videos. They‟re already 
dissected, so that will save time.” 

“You‟re right,” said Sidney. “And while you‟re 
waiting for the lab construction to be completed, you 
can get back to finishing the dissection videos.” 

You’re all heart, Sidney. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE 

“Make sure that the deep freezer is explosion proof 
or you‟ll have to remove the motor and compressor 
and put it in a different room,” Sarah said as she went 
through the specifications for the lab with the 
contractor. “The chemicals that I‟ll be using are 
extremely volatile.” 

Between resuming the taping of the videos and 
keeping a close eye on the construction of the 
plastination facility, Sarah spent every minute of the 
day, and sometimes night, at Carlton. 

Sidney was constantly sending her emails with 
pictures of his latest idea for the design of the exhibit 
hall. He was obsessed with making sure that it would 
be an impressive addition to Carlton. Unfortunately, 
he kept pulling the contractor away from the 
basement renovation to discuss his newest brainchild. 

She had to remind Sidney that the completion of 
the lab was the first priority. There would be no 
exhibit hall if she couldn‟t produce the displays. He 
had reluctantly backed off, and the lab renovations 
were now moving along. 
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She spent most of one evening reviewing the last 
of the videos. The film crew was finished their part, 
and now it was up to her to go over each one in the 
series and see if any changes needed to be made. All 
in all, she was pleased with the way they had turned 
out. She was scheduled to meet with the graphics 
department from the film company the following 
week to go over the design of the cover for the CDs. 
After that was decided, she‟d discuss the sale and 
distribution with the marketing department. 

The catch would be the name of the series of 
videos. She was well aware that Sidney expected his 
name to be prominently displayed on the cover of 
each CD. Ain’t gonna happen, Sidney. 

Part of the agreement when she was hired was that 
her name would be on any and all dissection 
demonstration videos that she prepared and that she 
would receive the major percentage of the profits 
from the sales. She had no intention of letting Sidney 
weasel out of that agreement. 

But the timing wasn‟t yet right to confront him 
about the name—or any profits—from the videos. 
She needed to buy time to work on the plastination 
project. She knew that Sidney wanted his name to 
have top billing on the exhibit as well as on the 
videos. If she antagonized him now, he could still pull 
the plug on the whole project or, more than likely, 
hire someone to complete the project who wouldn‟t 
demand recognition for their efforts. 

Knowing that Sidney was distracted with his plans 
to seize control of the curriculum, she decided it was 
the ideal time to approach him concerning the videos. 
Before he could drop by her office or lab as usual to 
hound her about when the videos would be finished, 
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she „accidentally‟ ran into him one day as he was 
leaving the cafeteria. 

“Sarah. Just the person I want to see,” said Sidney. 
“Do you have a minute?” 

Sarah tried her best to look pleasantly surprised. 
“Sure. What‟s it about?” 

“Walk with me to my office and we can talk.” 
She followed him upstairs to his office and took a 

seat in front of his desk. “I can‟t stay long. I‟m 
supposed to meet the contractor in about fifteen 
minutes.” 

“That‟s what I wanted to ask you about. How‟s the 
project coming along?” 

Sarah noticed that he seemed a bit unfocused. Is his 
head somewhere else?  That’s what I’m counting on. 

 “Coming along satisfactorily. I‟m working on the 
first specimen now.” 

“Great. And what about the videos?” he asked, 
almost as an afterthought. 

Now’s the time. “I‟ve been giving that some thought. 
They‟re just about ready, but I wanted to ask you if 
you would consider delaying the release and 
distribution of the series until we get feedback from 
students on their usefulness in the anatomy lab.” 

“Delay the release?”  She had definitely gotten his 
attention. “Why would I delay their release?” 

“We could test them out on the students entering 
Carlton in the fall. The video series could be included 
with the e-textbooks that they‟re required to buy. At 
an additional cost, of course.” 

His eyes lit up at the mention of money. That‟s 
what she‟d counted on. Now that she had him 
hooked, she began reeling him in. “And if the 
students find the videos helpful, we can get them to 
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write positive reviews that can be used to promote the 
series when we distribute it nationwide.” 

“I like that idea,” Sidney mused. 
“So, I have your authorization to go ahead with 

that plan?”  He hadn‟t broached the subject of the 
name of the video series, and she wasn‟t about to 
bring it up. She planned on simply naming it the Gross 
Anatomy Dissection Series, at least temporarily. There 
would be time later to tangle with Sidney about the 
name when the series went on sale for wide 
distribution. 

To keep his mind away from the subject of the 
naming rights, she asked, “Do you need to get the 
dean‟s approval first?”  She knew he didn‟t, but she 
couldn‟t help needling him a bit for fun. 

“Don‟t worry about the dean,” he said. “I‟ll handle 
him.” 

Mission accomplished. 

*** 

The severed arm lay on the metal table in the 
basement lab. She‟d spent several hours removing the 
entire left upper limb from one of the cadavers and 
cutting away the skin, fat, and connective tissue, 
making sure to carefully maintain the integrity and 
structure of the muscles, blood vessels, and nerves. 

Taking the dissected arm into the dehydration 
chamber, she checked the temperature of the 
specially-made deep freezer to ensure that it was at 
minus-twenty-five degrees Celsius. She then 
immersed the limb in a bath of acetone and placed it 
in the freezer. This was the first phase of the 
plastination process and would effectively dehydrate 
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the specimen, replacing the water in the tissues with 
acetone. She wasn‟t sure how long it would take, 
given the size of the specimen, so she‟d have to 
monitor the progress on a daily basis to determine 
when dehydration was complete. 

The next step would be key and involved replacing 
the acetone with a liquid silicone polymer by forced 
impregnation in a vacuum. That would probably take 
another three to four weeks. In the final step, the 
specimen would be „cured‟ by exposing it to a gaseous 
hardener. 

Altogether, the process was a long one. She‟d 
already tried it out on a few dissected organs, namely 
the heart, lungs, and kidneys, and she was pleased 
with the way they had turned out. 

To make the process more efficient, her plan was 
to prepare several parts and pieces and form sort of 
an assembly line. When she moved one group of 
specimens from dehydration to the impregnation 
chamber, she‟d start dehydrating the next pieces, and 
so on. Once a specimen was cured, it would be stored 
in a closed container in the exhibit hall to allow the 
hardening process to be completed. 

If it worked out the way she hoped, it wouldn‟t be 
particularly time-consuming for Sarah since most of 
her efforts would involve simply monitoring the 
progress and waiting for each phase to be completed. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX 

The lecture on the cardiovascular system had gone 
well. Sarah made a quick stop in the dissection lab 
before returning to her office. The lab phone rang. It 
was Janet, the faculty secretary, telling her that 
someone by the name of John Roth was waiting to 
see her. Sarah tried to remember if she‟d ever met 
anyone by that name, but she didn‟t think so. 

When she entered the faculty suite reception area, 
a tall, well-built man in his early forties approached 
her. “Dr. Whitley?  My name‟s John Roth. I wonder if 
I might have a word with you?” 

Sarah didn‟t recognize him, but she assumed that 
he must be another sales rep from one of the 
publishers who were always pushing their latest 
anatomy textbooks. 

“How do you do, Mr. Roth. Why don‟t we talk in 
my office?”  She wasn‟t in the market for textbooks, 
but she needed to take a break anyway, so why not 
listen to his spiel while she relaxed. Besides, he was 
easy on the eyes. 
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“What can I do for you, Mr. Roth?” she said once 
they were seated in her office. 

“Mind if I close the door, Dr. Whitley?”  Reaching 
into his suit pocket, he pulled out a calling card and 
handed it to her. The raised lettering on it read: 

John Roth 

Private Investigator 
 

 
 “Private investigator?”  She stared at the card, 

then back up at the man sitting across from her, a 
puzzled look on her face. “I don‟t understand. What 
do you want with me?” 

“I was hired by Dr. Lily Roberts to look into the 
disappearance of her husband, Dr. Yancey Roberts, 
from New Orleans a couple of years ago. I 
understand you knew him.” 

“Yes. I did,” she answered hesitantly. What the hell 
is this all about?  “He was the head of the Department 
of Anatomy at the Medical College of Louisiana 
where I was an assistant professor. In fact, he was the 
one who hired me for that position.” 

“Then I guess you‟re aware that Dr. Roberts 
disappeared on his way to Europe.” 

“Yes. I remember that quite well.”  I’ll never forget it. 
“Everyone was very upset about it. There was an 
extensive investigation at the time by the police as 
well as the FBI, but no clues to his whereabouts were 
ever found.”  She paused a few moments to gauge his 
reaction before asking, “Why, has something new 
come up?” 
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“Nothing definitive. His wife hired me to see if I 
could find something that the police might have 
missed.” 

“I see. So why are you here talking to me?  I told 
the police all I knew back then—which wasn‟t much. 
And how did you know where I was?” 

“I‟m just going back over everything and talking to 
everyone who was there at that time. You never know 
who might have a small bit of information that might 
prove useful. And to answer your other question, the 
medical school in New Orleans gave me your 
forwarding address. I went to your home a couple of 
times since I‟ve been in town, but you were never 
there. So I thought I might catch you here.” 

“You could have just called and left a message. I 
would have gotten back to you.” 

“I‟m not easy to get a hold of myself. And besides, 
I‟m glad I didn‟t,” he said with a smile. “I much 
prefer meeting you face to face.” 

Is this guy hitting on me already?  I just met him. “Well, I 
don‟t know what more I can tell you about Dr. 
Roberts‟ disappearance, but I‟ll be happy to answer 
your questions.” 

“That‟ll be very helpful, Dr. Whitley,” he said, 
looking at his watch. “However, I‟m running late and 
I‟m afraid I‟ve got another appointment to get to 
right now. Maybe we can meet later when we both 
have more time.”  Standing up, he asked, “Why don‟t 
I take you to dinner and we can talk then?” 

Sarah didn‟t expect that, and she wasn‟t sure that 
was something she really wanted to do. Maybe it 
wasn‟t such a bad idea though. While he was trying to 
get information from her, she could find out just how 
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much he might already know. Besides, I could use a good 
meal, especially one that I don’t have to pay for. 

 Not wanting to seem too eager, she replied, “I 
don‟t even know you, Mr. Roth. How do I know you 
are who you say you are?” 

Taking his calling card from Sarah, he turned it 
over, wrote a name and number on it, and handed it 
back. “Call the New Orleans Police Department and 
ask for that detective. He‟ll vouch for me.” 

She looked at the card, then at the PI. “Assuming 
you check out, Mr. Roth, dinner would be fine.” 

Sarah suggested one of the better restaurants in 
San Francisco and told Roth that she‟d meet him 
there at seven that evening. He offered to pick her up, 
but she wanted the option of getting home on her 
own if things didn‟t seem right to her. A girl can’t be too 
careful, you know. 

*** 

He was already there when she arrived at the 
restaurant. The maitre d‟ showed her to a table tucked 
in a quiet corner where Roth was waiting. Standing 
and extending his hand, Roth said, “Hello again. Since 
you‟re here, I assume that I checked out.” 

Holding her hand just a little longer than was 
necessary, he looked into her eyes and said, “Thank 
you for coming.” 

When the waiter handed them the menu, Roth 
asked, “Would you like a glass of wine?” 

“Would that be appropriate—considering the 
reason we‟re here?” 

Roth chuckled. “I‟m not a policeman, Sarah, and 
I‟m not on duty. May I call you „Sarah‟?” 
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“Only if I can call you „John‟,” she said, teasing 
him. 

As they sipped their wine and waited for their 
food, she tried to find out a little more about him and 
why he was in San Francisco. “Tell me, John, do you 
carry out all your interrogations over dinner?” 

“This is not an interrogation, Sarah. It‟s an 
interview. And no, dinner is included only when the 
interviewee is as beautiful and charming as you are.” 

He’s smooth, I’ll have to give him that. “I‟m flattered. 
You mean to tell me that you‟re in San Francisco just 
to interview me?” 

“Well, not really. I have a couple of other clients 
out here that I needed to see. As I told you earlier, 
I‟m trying to locate and interview all of the people 
who were at the Medical College of Louisiana at the 
time Dr. Roberts went missing. And since you were in 
San Francisco, I thought that I‟d kill two birds with 
one stone—so to speak.” 

Dinner was served and, as they ate, Sarah tried to 
elicit a bit more information about the PI. He told her 
that he was divorced and didn‟t have any kids. He‟d 
been a detective with the New Orleans Police 
Department, but he‟d been injured in a shoot-out 
with a drug dealer and could no longer pass the 
physical that would allow him to work out in the field. 
The department had offered him a desk job, but he 
just couldn‟t see himself doing that for the rest of his 
life. So he‟d decided to get his private investigator‟s 
license and start his own company. He had two other 
men working for him now, but he liked to do the 
missing persons cases himself. 

“What about you?  Tell me a little about yourself.” 
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Sarah had no doubt that he probably already knew 
quite a lot about her. He was, after all, an ex-detective. 
So she gave him the short, sanitized version of her 
background. She told him that she‟d spent her 
childhood in the foster care system. Despite moving 
around a lot, she had really liked school, maybe 
because that was the only place that she could get 
some acceptance and recognition. As a result, she had 
done well and had managed to obtain a full 
scholarship to college. She‟d been on her own since 
she turned eighteen and had worked whatever jobs 
she could find to support herself while she went to 
college and graduate school. The position in New 
Orleans had been her first faculty job, and she‟d 
learned a lot there. 

Steering the conversation away from herself, Sarah 
asked, “Have you spoken with any of the other 
people who were in the Anatomy Department back 
then?” 

She was curious whom he‟d managed to interview 
so far and what they might have said. Not that she 
was worried. No one knew anything that might link 
her to Roberts‟ disappearance. But it was best to stay 
one step ahead. 

“As a matter of fact, I just came from Georgia. I 
spoke with Dr. Amy Hanson. She spoke very highly 
of you, by the way.” 

“Amy‟s in Georgia?  What‟s she doing in Georgia?  
She was the head of the Anatomy Department when I 
left the medical school there. I kind of lost track of 
the people back in New Orleans when I moved out 
here.” 
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“She told me that she had relocated to Georgia 
when she retired earlier this year. She seemed to be a 
very nice lady.” 

“I‟m so glad to hear she‟s doing well. Amy was my 
best friend back in New Orleans. Was she able to give 
you any new information about Dr. Roberts?” Sarah 
asked casually. 

“Not much. She did fill me in on some of the 
background of the department as well as on the 
rumors about Roberts that had circulated in the 
school at the time of the incident.” 

Sarah chuckled. “Yes, as I remember, there were 
quite a lot of those, ranging from his running off with 
a French Quarter stripper to his being abducted by 
aliens.” 

“Well, I don‟t think either one of those things 
happened,” he said, clearly amused. 

Putting down her dessert fork, she sat back in her 
chair and sipped her coffee. She couldn‟t remember 
the last time she‟d had dinner with a man, much less 
such an appealing and handsome one. Despite her 
earlier misgivings, she was really enjoying herself, and 
she didn‟t want the evening to end. 

“You do realize that you haven‟t asked me any 
questions about Dr. Roberts‟ disappearance,” she said 
with a mischievous grin. “I thought that was the 
whole reason for this dinner.” 

“Well, not the whole reason, but you‟re right. I still 
need to talk to you about what happened back then. 
It‟s getting a little late now, maybe I can come by your 
office tomorrow and we can continue our 
conversation?” 

“I‟ve got a better idea,” she said. “Why don‟t we 
go to my house, and you can interview me there?” 
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*** 

He followed her back to her house in his rental 
car. When they were settled comfortably in her living 
room, she offered him something to drink. “Brandy?  
Coffee?” 

“Since this is an official interview, I think we 
better stick with coffee for now,” he said. While Sarah 
put on a fresh pot of coffee, he pulled out a small 
notebook from his jacket pocket and started flipping 
through it, pausing a couple of times to read what he 
had written. Turning to a blank page, he took a pen 
from his shirt pocket and got ready to jot down 
whatever information she might have. 

“Okay, Sarah, let‟s begin,” he said, a serious look 
on his face. He was all business now. “When did you 
first meet Dr. Yancey Roberts?  How long did you 
know him?  What was your job in the Anatomy 
Department?” 

Sarah answered each of his questions as directly 
and as succinctly as possible, and, each time, he jotted 
down a few words in his little notebook. 

Then the questions got a little harder for Sarah to 
answer truthfully. “How closely did you work with 
Dr. Roberts?” 

“I didn‟t work closely with him at all. He traveled a 
lot and wasn‟t around very much. He was the head of 
the Department, so I did whatever job he assigned to 
me.” 

“What did you think of him?” 
I thought he was a piece of shit. “I didn‟t really know 

him personally. He always seemed very professional, 
but he could be a little intimidating.” 
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“Do you know of anyone who would want to hurt 
him?” 

Take a number!  A better question would be who didn‟t 
want to hurt him. “I never heard anyone say anything 
like that.” 

And on, and on, and on with the questions. 
Finally, he closed his notebook, put it back in his 

pocket, and looked thoughtfully at Sarah. 
“I‟m sorry I couldn‟t be of more help,” she said, 

trying to detect if any of her answers had given him a 
new clue. 

“Don‟t be sorry. I didn‟t expect that you could tell 
me anything that I didn‟t already know, but I had to 
ask.”  Relaxing deep into the sofa cushions, he said, 
“I‟ll take that brandy now if the offer‟s still good.” 

She sat across from him and watched him sip his 
drink. He was quiet and lost in thought. I don’t think he 
knows anything, but I wonder what he’s got written in that 
little book of his. 

Glancing at his strong, masculine hands, she found 
herself suddenly wondering what it would be like to 
feel them caressing her skin and exploring her body. 
She was surprised by the warm stirrings that she was 
experiencing. She had not allowed herself to have 
those kinds of cravings for a very long time. Must be 
the brandy. 

She was a little embarrassed when he brought her 
back to reality by asking, “What do you think 
happened to Roberts, Sarah?” 

“Well, I really didn‟t know much about his private 
life other than that he had a wife, whom I met at 
some of the departmental functions. As I said before, 
he traveled a lot and wasn‟t in the office all that much. 
There was talk that the trips he took all over the 
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world to ostensibly find meeting venues for the IAA, 
the International Anatomical Association, were paid for by 
that organization and that, at the same time, he was 
also receiving his full salary from the medical college. 
I think they call that „double dipping‟. Anyway, that 
was just hearsay, of course.” 

“I guess if he wanted to disappear, he could have 
been hiding money in bank accounts in one or more 
of the places he traveled to and nobody would be the 
wiser. Then all he‟d have to do would be to get lost in 
a foreign country and he‟d be set for life.”  After a 
few moments of silence, she asked, “Have you looked 
into his dealings with the IAA?” 

“They‟re on my list. His wife told me that at the 
time of his disappearance, he was the treasurer of the 
IAA. I think that a close scrutiny of the IAA finances 
might be in order, but that can be complicated. I‟ve 
got my associates working on it right now.” 

The mantel clock began to chime. “It really is late,” 
he said, checking his wristwatch. “I‟d better be going. 
You have to work tomorrow and I have a plane to 
catch.” 

As much as Sarah didn‟t want to see him go, she 
knew he was right. She did have a busy day scheduled. 

“So, you‟re leaving San Francisco?”  She couldn‟t 
hide the disappointment in her voice or on her face. 
She wanted to ask him not to leave, but that wouldn‟t 
be the smart, or the safe, thing to do. 

“Yes, I‟m afraid so. I‟ve got an appointment to 
interview somebody in Omaha the day after 
tomorrow.” 

He stood up and she escorted him to the door. 
“Thank you again, John, for the lovely dinner—and 
the company.” 
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Pausing in the open doorway, he said, “No. Thank 
you for giving me so much of your time. Would it be 
okay if I contact you again if I have more questions?” 

“Of course. Whenever you want. I‟ll be glad to 
help in any way I can.”  And to find out how much you’ve 
learned. 

She watched him start down the steps. He stopped 
abruptly, turned, and walked back up to where she 
was standing. Without a word, he took her face in 
both of his hands and kissed her slowly and tenderly 
on the lips. 

Heading back down the steps once more, he said, 
“I‟ll be back.” 

Sarah watched him go with trepidation. Much as I’d 
like to see you again, John, that’s what I’m afraid of. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN 

Weeks had gone by since John had left San Francisco 
and with the exception of a short thank-you note that 
accompanied the yellow roses that she received the 
day after their dinner, Sarah hadn‟t heard from the PI. 
She waffled between being disappointed and being 
relieved, but she was so busy that she didn‟t have time 
to consider her feelings for him or what she might do 
if he did indeed return. 

When she got to her office and opened her email, 
she found a notification that there would be an 
emergency meeting of the Curriculum Committee 
that afternoon. Damn!  That’s just what I need—more 
bullshit. 

Making her way to a seat at the far end of the 
conference table, Sarah‟s attention was immediately 
drawn to the two men engrossed in a serious 
conversation at the front of the room. She didn‟t 
think she‟d ever seen either Bruce or Jerry look so 
grim. 

After everyone was present, Bruce called the 
meeting to order while Jerry handed out a thick 
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packet of papers to each of the committee members. 
The first thing Sarah saw when she looked at the 
packet was a colorful, but totally confusing, full page 
table containing what she guessed were course names, 
dates, and times. 

She looked up as Bruce began to speak. “A few 
days ago, Jerry and I were called into Dr. Sidney 
Toffer‟s office, and we were handed what you now 
see in front of you. He informed us that this is the 
curriculum that Carlton will be using starting this fall. 
He said that since the Curriculum Committee had not 
addressed the concerns of the accrediting agency and 
come up with any meaningful recommendations for 
changing the class hours, he had. When we reminded 
him that, as an administrator, he wasn‟t empowered 
to dictate the curriculum, he informed us that we are 
expendable and, in no uncertain terms, he ordered us 
to present this to you and to get it passed.” 

The whole room erupted in a cacophony of loud 
and irate voices. Everyone was shouting at once. 

“Order!  Order!  Please, everyone, settle down!” 
Bruce called out, trying to be heard above the din. 

“Please, sit down, everybody. Please!” Jerry stood 
and joined Bruce in trying to bring some semblance 
of order to the meeting. 

Slowly, the commotion died down enough for 
Bruce to continue. “Jerry and I have gone over the 
whole plan, and it contains drastic cuts in the course 
hours, especially to those courses that include a lab, 
such as Gross Anatomy.”  Holding up the packet of 
papers, he said, “If you‟ll look at this first page, we‟ll 
start there and I‟ll try to interpret what it all means for 
you.” 
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After explaining each part of the color-coded 
table, Bruce and Jerry took turns carefully going 
through each page and pointing out the severe cuts in 
the daily classroom hours that would cause radical 
reductions in the overall course hours. As expected, 
there was strong opposition to each and every change 
by the respective course directors. 

Sarah couldn‟t believe what she was seeing. Sidney 
had virtually decimated the Gross Anatomy course. 
Lectures would be presented for one hour twice a 
week, followed by a two-hour anatomy lab session. By 
the time the students changed into their lab clothing, 
positioned the cadavers for the day‟s dissection, and 
did a little cutting, it would be time to clean up and 
leave the lab. How are they supposed to learn anything in 
that short amount of time?  They can’t!  Sidney knows that. 
What’s he trying to do? 

Peter Mackey, the Biochemistry course director, 
raised his hand. He stood and asked, “Does Dean 
McSwain know what Sidney‟s trying to do?  Has he 
seen this?” 

Sarah did not believe what she was hearing. Of 
course, he does. They’re practically joined at the hip. 

“I don‟t know,” replied Bruce. “I doubt it.” 
“I can‟t believe he would approve of this. Or of 

Sidney‟s tactics,” said Mackey. 
Are you that naïve or just stupid? Sarah shook her 

head. What did she expect from „preacher‟ Mackey? 
Donald Underwood, the course director of 

Embryology and the oldest member of the faculty 
chimed in. “Maybe before we do anything, we should 
let the dean know what‟s going on and that we don‟t 
approve of this curriculum.”  There was a faint 
rumbling of agreement in the group. 
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Sarah knew that they were wasting their time. The 
dean would go along with whatever Sidney said. 

Bruce and Jerry looked at each other dubiously. 
Bruce said, “If that‟s what the committee 
recommends, Jerry and I will go talk to the dean on 
your behalf. Let‟s take a vote.” 

The vote was almost unanimous—almost. Sarah 
voted „no‟. Be careful, guys. You’re treading on thin ice. 

When the meeting broke up, Sarah lingered at the 
back of the room. A few of the faculty gave her 
disapproving looks as they filed out, but most just 
ignored her. 

“Hey,” she said, approaching Bruce and Jerry, who 
were still talking softly to one another at the front of 
the room. “Can I interrupt for a minute?  I just want 
to explain why I voted the way I did.” 

“That‟s really not necessary, Sarah,” said Bruce. 
“You have the right to vote any way you want. I‟m 
sure you have your reasons.” 

“I do, and I wanted to share them with you.”  
Without waiting, she went on to explain. “First, let 
me say that I totally agree with your stand on this. 
That being said, I‟m not sure that going to the dean 
will make one bit of difference in whether Sidney‟s 
proposal goes through or not. McSwain is Sidney‟s 
lackey, and he‟ll do whatever Sidney tells him to do.” 

“And secondly, going to the dean will just 
antagonize Sidney more. He‟s already threatened both 
of you. Don‟t take those threats lightly. If you do this, 
he‟ll retaliate in some way. You need to watch your 
back.” 

“I‟m not afraid of Sidney!” said Jerry. “He may act 
like he‟s in charge but he‟s not. And he‟s wrong about 
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this. His tactics are out of line, and there‟s no way the 
dean can back him on this even if he wanted to.” 

“I wish you were right, but don‟t underestimate 
Sidney. Well, good luck anyway,” she said, turning 
and walking out. 

*** 

Bruce and Jerry went immediately to see Dean 
McSwain. The quicker they could get this over with, 
the sooner they could get the curriculum problem 
resolved. They were waiting in his outer office when 
he came in at eight o‟clock the next morning. 

“Good morning, Bruce, Jerry,” said McSwain. 
“Jillian tells me that you said this was important when 
you called for an appointment. Please, sit down and 
tell me what this is all about.” 

“It‟s about the curriculum…” began Bruce. 
“Yes, yes, very important,” interrupted McSwain. 

“Has the committee come up with the curriculum for 
next fall?  You know the accrediting agency was very 
adamant about our making changes that would reduce 
the classroom time for the students.” 

“We‟ve been working on that, Calvin, but 
something happened that we all find very disturbing, 
and the committee agreed that Jerry and I should 
bring it to your attention.” 

McSwain listened apprehensively as the two men 
recounted their meeting with Sidney and handed him 
a copy of the curriculum that Sidney had proposed. 
McSwain didn‟t know what to say, and he couldn‟t 
make heads or tails out of what he was looking at. 

“As you know, Calvin, it has long been accepted 
that, in higher education, faculty determines the 
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curriculum, not administrators. The proposed 
curriculum is then submitted to the top administrator, 
usually the dean, for approval. Not the other way 
around,” Jerry said. “That‟s the way it‟s designed to 
work here at Carlton. That‟s the very reason that the 
by-laws of the Curriculum Committee state that no 
administrator will be a member of the committee. 
Not only has Sidney totally ignored that rule, he went 
so far as to threaten both Bruce and I if we didn‟t do 
what he wants. That is unacceptable.” 

The silence in the room was deafening. McSwain 
had a deer-caught-in-the-headlights look on his face. 

Realizing that the men were waiting for him to say 
something—anything—McSwain stammered, “I‟ll 
need some time to look this over. And I‟ll have to 
speak to Sidney about it.” 

When McSwain stood up, the two men took that 
as a sign that the meeting was over. As they walked 
out of his office, he muttered, “I‟ll get back to you.” 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT 

“Sidney, we need to talk.”  Sidney glanced up as 
McSwain entered his office. The man looked like he 
was about to have a nervous breakdown. 

“Are you all right?  Sit down, Calvin, and tell me 
what‟s wrong.” 

“This is what‟s wrong,” said McSwain, throwing 
the packet of papers on Sidney‟s desk. “Why didn‟t 
you tell me about this?” 

“I told you I‟d take care of it.”  Sidney sat back 
and glared at McSwain. 

  “But you didn‟t tell me that this was how you 
were going to take care of it. I just had a visit from 
Bruce Ward and Jerry Foster. They said you gave this 
to them and ordered them and the committee to 
adopt this as the new curriculum. Is that true?” 

“Yes, it is. The committee wasn‟t doing anything 
about the curriculum, and time is of the essence. I 
talked to the head of the accrediting agency, and he 
told me that if we don‟t make the changes they 
recommended, they‟re going to yank our 
accreditation. I had no choice. This is the only way 
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that we can keep the school open.”  It was all a lie, 
but he knew McSwain would buy it. 

McSwain picked back up the papers from Sidney‟s 
desk, slumped in a chair, and stared at the color-
coded table on the first page. “I can‟t even 
understand what you‟ve done here, Sidney. What are 
all these little different colored boxes?  Have you 
managed to cut enough in-class hours to appease the 
agency?” 

You really are an idiot. Do I have to do all of your 
thinking for you?  Sidney leaned forward and went 
through the proposal, page by page, attempting to 
explain it to McSwain. He still didn‟t think McSwain 
got it, but that was all right. He didn‟t need to—just 
as long as he went along with it. 

“What are we going to do about the committee?” 
asked McSwain. “According to Bruce and Jerry, 
they‟ll never agree to this, especially since it came 
from an administrator.” 

“I‟ve given that some thought, too,” said Sidney. 
“Here‟s what needs to happen. First, Bruce and Jerry 
need to be removed from the committee. They 
obviously don‟t understand the importance of 
maintaining the accreditation of this school. They put 
roadblocks in the way of what the administration is 
trying to accomplish at every juncture.”  Sidney 
paused to let McSwain absorb what he‟d just heard. 

“And second, the Curriculum Committee needs to 
be under the leadership of an administrator who 
understands the complexity of the accreditation 
process. Perhaps an Associate Dean of Academic 
Affairs.” 

Sidney hesitated a second when he saw the 
dubious look on McSwain‟s face. “I know, I know,” 
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he said. “The by-laws of the Curriculum Committee 
prohibit administrators from being members of the 
committee. But by-laws can be changed. 

“Of course, this all needs approval from the 
president,” Sidney continued. “You need to think 
about going to President Baron and letting him know 
what‟s going on. He should know that Carlton‟s 
accreditation status is being placed in jeopardy by the 
leadership of the Curriculum Committee and that the 
best way to ensure that it doesn‟t happen is by 
replacing the leadership of the committee with an 
Associate Dean of Academic Affairs.”  Do I have to 
spell it out for you, you imbecile?  “And you need to do it 
as soon as possible.” 

“But even if he agrees, it‟ll take some time to 
recruit and hire a new associate dean,” replied 
McSwain. “Who‟ll head up the committee in the 
interim and get the curriculum set for this fall?” 

Boy, you’re dumber than a peach pit. “I will,” said 
Sidney. “Temporarily, of course.” 

“I‟d feel better if you‟d go with me when I talk to 
Baron,” whined McSwain. “You can explain things a 
whole lot better than I can.” 

“Maybe so, but unfortunately I‟ve made plans to 
go home for a couple of weeks. Linda and the kids 
were supposed to come out here for a visit, but she 
changed her mind at the last minute. Seems that she‟s 
got a big decorating job in the works, and she can‟t 
get away right now. So I‟m going there instead.” 

When McSwain started to look a little panicky, 
Sidney walked over to him, patted him on the 
shoulder, and said, “Don‟t worry, Calvin. You‟ll do 
fine.” 
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*** 

McSwain had mixed emotions as he sat in 
President Baron‟s outer office. Every time he had a 
meeting with the president, he had to wait. It always 
made him feel like a school kid sitting outside the 
principal‟s office because he‟d done something 
wrong. But this time, he‟d done something right—at 
least he hoped so. That‟s what Sidney said anyway. 

When Ms. Crump finally announced that President 
Baron could see him, he took a deep breath and 
opened the door. Baron was busily writing and didn‟t 
look up, so McSwain sat down quietly and waited. 

After a few minutes, Baron put down his pen and 
stared at McSwain. “You said this was about the 
curriculum and the accrediting agency. I hope you 
have some good news for me.” 

“Yes, I think I‟ve come up with a curriculum that 
will appease the agency and ensure our accreditation 
status.” 

Baron relaxed a little and smiled. “Good. Let‟s 
hear it.” 

McSwain handed Baron a report that he‟d had 
Jillian compile from all the bewildering gobbledygook 
in Sidney‟s proposal. Since he couldn‟t understand 
Sidney‟s plan himself, he knew that he‟d never be able 
to explain it to Baron. In essence, the report provided 
a brief outline of the proposed curriculum and 
summarized the changes in class hours that had been 
recommended by the agency. 

Baron carefully read through the report, stopping a 
couple of times to ask a question. When he was 
through, he put it down on his desk and looked at 
McSwain. “This looks pretty good to me. I think this 
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will satisfy the agency and alleviate their concerns.”  
Noticing the sober look on McSwain‟s face, he said, 
“You don‟t look too pleased. What‟s wrong?” 

Hesitating, McSwain replied, “There are just a 
couple of things that need to be addressed in order 
for us to adopt this curriculum for the fall semester.” 

Baron visibly tensed. “Tell me.” 
“The Curriculum Committee hasn‟t approved this 

proposal yet. Or, I should say, the officers of the 
committee are against the changes, and they‟re trying 
to influence the members to reject this curriculum.” 

“Who are these officers that you‟re talking about?” 
asked Baron sternly. 

“Bruce Ward is the current head of the committee, 
and Jerry Foster is his assistant. They are both very 
vocal in their opposition to any changes in the 
curriculum put forth by me or any of the other 
administrators.” 

After a momentary pause, McSwain continued, 
“And that‟s the second problem. According to the by-
laws, administrators cannot be members of the 
committee. So we, as administrators, have no input 
into what the committee decides with respect to the 
curriculum.” 

Somewhat timidly, he went on, “I was thinking 
that perhaps it would be best if an administrator was 
the head of the Curriculum Committee—say an 
Associate Dean of Academic Affairs. But, of course, 
that would require a change in the by-laws, and you‟d 
have to appoint or hire an associate dean.” 

The two men sat in silence for what seemed like an 
eternity to McSwain, who tried not to move a muscle. 
He thought it best not to disrupt Baron‟s 
concentration. 
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Finally, Baron picked up his phone, pushed a 
button, and said, “Ms. Crump, find out how one goes 
about changing the by-laws of the Curriculum 
Committee and start the paperwork for hiring an 
Associate Dean of Academic Affairs.” 

When Baron hung up, McSwain asked, “What 
about Bruce and Jerry?  They can‟t be allowed to 
continue running the committee, can they?” 

“They won‟t be,” answered Baron. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE 

After working in her lab for a couple of hours that 
morning, Sarah was heading upstairs. The scene that 
met her when she entered the faculty office suite 
could‟ve come right out of a disaster movie, or a 
funeral, or a combination of both. Two or three of 
the instructors were milling around in the hall, talking 
in lowered voices. Others with somber faces were 
gathered together in the lounge area in the back, 
whispering among themselves. One of the faculty 
secretaries was sobbing. 

Sarah approached the receptionist‟s desk and asked 
softly, “What‟s going on?  Did something bad 
happen?” 

“Didn‟t you hear, Dr. Whitley?  Dr. Ward and Dr. 
Foster were fired.” 

Sarah felt like she‟d been kicked in the gut. 
“When?  Why?” she gasped when she could start 
breathing again. 

“Nobody knows why. President Baron called and 
asked to see them first thing this morning. Then the 
next thing we knew, they were both being escorted 
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off the campus by Security. They weren‟t even 
allowed to get their personal belongings out of their 
offices. Dr. Underwood tried to get hold of Dr. 
Toffer to see what he knew, but Dr. Toffer is out of 
town right now.” 

Of course, he is. That coward!  This is his doing. I tried to 
warn them. Sarah went into her office and shut the 
door. She had no desire to join in the morbid 
conversations going on among the faculty. They 
could talk in hushed voices about how wrong it was 
all they wanted, but not one of them would have the 
courage to say that openly to President Baron, Dean 
McSwain, and especially not to Sidney. They had 
gotten the message. Oppose Sidney, and you‟re gone. 

  Sarah sat at her desk, deep in thought. What 
would this new development mean for her?  The first 
thing that came to mind was the Gross Anatomy 
course, which would be starting up before long. Not 
only had Jerry been one of the anatomy lab instructors, 
he‟d been the most competent of the lab instructors 
and a mentor to Caroline. With Jerry gone, Sarah 
would be left with Laszlo who didn‟t know a kidney 
from a spleen, and Caroline who would have 
developed into an excellent teacher under Jerry‟s 
tutelage but which wasn‟t going to happen now. 

She was definitely going to be short-handed in the 
anatomy lab and that meant more work for her. She‟d 
encountered this situation before. It wouldn‟t take the 
students long to discover which instructor knew their 
stuff, and they‟d all be vying for her time and 
expertise. No matter how many students she was able 
to help in the lab, there were always others that 
complained that she was neglecting them. 
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With the shortened lab hours that would be in 
effect in the coming year, Sarah‟s biggest concern was 
that, no matter what she did as course director, the 
students would not be getting a good foundation in 
anatomy, which was essential for the practice of 
medicine. 

Had Sidney even thought of that?  She doubted it. 
If it wasn‟t about him, it wasn‟t important. 

Unlike her colleagues, the one thing Sarah wasn‟t 
afraid of was getting fired. She knew from experience 
that good anatomists, especially those who had been 
course directors in the past, were hard to come by. 
That‟s why she‟d been offered numerous positions 
before accepting the one from Carlton. 

If she was gone, neither Laszlo nor Caroline was 
qualified to take on the duties of course director of 
Gross Anatomy. Which would leave just Sidney, the 
self-appointed „co-director‟ of the course to give all 
the lectures, run all the lab sessions, and take care of 
the myriad details required of a course director. And 
that wasn‟t going to happen. Sidney may want all the 
glory, but he certainly didn‟t want all the work. Her 
position as an anatomy professor was safe—at least 
for the time being. 

And then there were those other two reasons that 
she was sure Sidney didn‟t have her in his sites—the 
dissection video series and the plastination project. 
Since the videos were, for all intents and purposes, 
finished, they wouldn‟t be a major priority for Sidney, 
but the anatomical exhibit would be. He needed her 
to make his big dream of immortality a reality, and 
they both knew it. He wasn‟t about to do anything 
that would keep that from happening. 
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Opening up her email, Sarah saw a notification 
from the dean‟s office that there would be an 
emergency meeting of the Curriculum Committee at 
four o‟clock that afternoon. 

The powers-that-be aren’t wasting any time lining things up 
now that they’d gotten rid of those two ‘shit stirrers’. 

*** 

Grumbling under their breaths, the Curriculum 
Committee members filed reluctantly into the meeting 
room a few minutes before four. Sarah took a seat at 
the back just seconds before Dean McSwain walked 
in, head down, purposely avoiding looking directly at 
any of the people in the room. Behind McSwain 
strutted Sidney, a smug expression on his face. 
McSwain went to the podium and shifted around 
uncomfortably for a few moments, looking like he 
wanted to be anywhere but there. He took some 
papers out of his jacket pocket, opened his notes, and 
called the meeting to order. 

“This will be a short meeting and will not be open 
to questions,” he started nervously. “This morning, 
President Baron initiated some changes in the 
Curriculum Committee in response to the 
recommendations of the accrediting agency. From 
now on, the committee will be headed by an 
Associate Dean of Academic Affairs. The by-laws of 
the committee have been revised to reflect that 
change. The membership itself will be appointed by 
the dean as before.” 

Stealing a quick, furtive glance at his audience, he 
continued, “I realize that time is of the essence since 
the new school year will be here before we know it, 
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and that it may take some time to find an Associate 
Dean of Academic Affairs. I have, therefore, 
appointed an interim head of the Curriculum 
Committee to make sure that things run as smoothly 
as possible until an associate dean is found.” 

Without looking up, he nervously announced, “Dr. 
Sidney Toffer will act as the interim head of the 
Curriculum Committee for the time being.”  Picking 
up his notes and gripping them tightly in his hands, 
he hastily started toward the door. 

“What about Bruce and Jerry?” someone called 
out. “What happened to them?” 

McSwain didn‟t acknowledge the question as he 
hurriedly left the room. 

“Please, can I have your attention?” a voice called 
from the front of the room. 

Everyone turned to see Sidney now standing 
behind the podium. “I know this is a lot to take in, so 
I‟ll make this quick. The new curriculum that I 
proposed has been approved by the dean and will go 
into effect this semester. All course directors should 
adjust their schedules accordingly. If you have any 
questions, please make an appointment with Debbie 
to see me. That‟ll be all for now.” 

Sarah watched him walk haughtily out the door. A 
familiar cold shiver ran down her spine. You got what 
you wanted, didn’t you, Sidney?  No matter who you had to 
hurt to get it. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY 

Orientation for the incoming first-year students was 
over, and everyone was settling into the daily routine 
of medical school. Sarah would be giving all of the 
anatomy lectures that semester because Sidney had 
decided that, with his expanded responsibilities, he 
wouldn‟t be able to give the anatomy lectures that 
he‟d given the year before. He did offer to try to give 
maybe one or two, but Sarah wasn‟t counting on it, 
and, in all honesty, she hoped he wouldn‟t. Of course, 
he still insisted on being listed as the course „co-
director‟ of Gross Anatomy. 

As for the anatomy lab, that was turning out to be 
exactly what Sarah was afraid of—a lot more work for 
her. When she mentioned it to Sidney, he told her 
he‟d help her out in the lab whenever his schedule 
would permit. She knew that meant never, which was 
just fine with her. The last thing she needed was his 
know-nothing-do-nothing type of instruction 
distracting the students from their dissections. 

Ironically, the saving grace for Sarah turned out to 
be the shortened anatomy lab hours in the new 
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curriculum. Not that it allowed her a significant 
amount of freedom. The extra time she had away 
from teaching was spent preparing dissection 
specimens. When she asked Sidney if he‟d hire an 
assistant to help her out with the plastinations, he‟d 
turned her down. Instead, he‟d ordered Caroline to 
lend a hand when she could. That didn‟t give Sarah 
any relief since she didn‟t have time to train Caroline 
in the procedures. 

President Baron authorized Dean McSwain to 
form a Search Committee for an Associate Dean of 
Academic Affairs. McSwain suggested that Sidney 
head up the Search Committee since, as the interim 
chair of the Curriculum Committee, he would know 
exactly the type of person that was needed in that 
position. President Baron agreed. 

The dean, in turn, asked Sidney who he wanted on 
the Search Committee. After giving it some thought, 
Sidney told McSwain to appoint Joel Dufrene, Peter 
Mackey, Donald Underwood—and Sarah. He knew 
that none of them had the guts to challenge him, 
except maybe Sarah, and she was smart enough to 
know that it would be in her best interest to rubber 
stamp whoever he recommended for the associate 
dean position. 

Sarah wasn‟t happy about it when she was given 
the news of her appointment. Shit!  Not another 
committee!  Gimme a break, Sidney. 

As it turned out, the so-called „Search Committee‟ 
was just a sham. It was simply another way for Sidney 
to control things. The committee met once and only 
long enough for Sidney to show them the 
advertisement he‟d placed on the appropriate 
websites. He told them that he would forward any 
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applications that he received for their review, and they 
could email him their comments about the applicant. 
End of meeting. 

Over the next couple of weeks, Sarah received a 
total of three résumés for her to review, none of 
which were from applicants who were even remotely 
qualified for the position. Dutifully, she emailed her 
impression of each applicant back to Sidney and 
heard no more about them. 

To her surprise, not long after sending back her 
last critique, Sarah was notified that the Search 
Committee would meet that afternoon. When Sidney 
arrived, he proceeded to hand out an application with 
an attached résumé to each of the four committee 
members. It wasn‟t one that Sarah had received 
previously. 

“I know that our ads haven‟t resulted in any viable 
candidates for the position so far,” said Sidney, “but I 
think this one may be just what we‟re looking for. I‟ve 
talked to him on the phone, and I like what he had to 
say. With the dean‟s approval, I‟ve gone ahead and 
invited him for an interview. He‟ll be here next 
Friday, and if everything goes well, we are prepared to 
make him an offer.” 

No one said a word. What was the point?  It had 
obviously already been decided. 

“So, please look over this résumé and let me know 
if you have any questions.”  With that, he picked up 
his notes and left. 

Sarah had been so busy the rest of the day that she 
didn‟t even think about the résumé until she settled 
down on her living room sofa later that evening. 
Pulling it out of her briefcase, she started going over 
each section. Name:  Delbert Martin, Ph.D.; Personal 
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Information:  divorced, one child; Education:  B.S. and 
Ph.D. from well-respected schools; Employment 
History:  quite extensive. Maybe too extensive was her 
first impression. His current position was listed as 
Assistant Dean of Students in some medical school 
on the island of St. Lucia. 

Suddenly, a red flag went up for Sarah. Thinking 
that she might have read it wrong, she went over that 
section again, this time paying closer attention to the 
places and dates of employment. Something wasn‟t 
right. 

She‟d been around academia long enough to know 
that competent educators tended to stay in one place 
for a relatively long time, particularly those at the 
medical school level. That‟s the best way they can 
attain tenure. But this person had moved from one 
institution to another, never staying more than two 
years in one place and, in one instance, less than a 
year. 

As she scrutinized the entire résumé again, 
something caught her eye in the Education section that 
she‟d missed before. The graduate school that Martin 
had attended was the same one that she was sure 
Sidney had once mentioned was his alma mater. 

Pulling up the Carlton website on her laptop, she 
clicked on the Faculty and Staff listing and scrolled 
down to Sidney‟s name. There it was. Sidney and 
Delbert Martin had graduated from the same school 
in the same year. That couldn‟t be a coincidence. 
Sidney hadn‟t said anything about knowing this 
person. What was that all about?  There’s got to be more 
to this story. 

Determined to find out, she picked up the phone 
and called a former colleague of hers, Richard Turner, 
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who was now on the faculty at one of Martin‟s 
previous places of employment. After a few minutes 
of reminiscing, Sarah got to the real reason for the 
call. She asked Richard if he knew anything about a 
Delbert Martin who had been an assistant professor 
there a few years back. He said that he hadn‟t been 
there at that time himself, but he would ask around 
and get back to her. 

The next evening, Sarah got a phone call from 
Richard. She hadn‟t expected to hear back from him 
so quickly. “Sarah, last night when we talked, you 
didn‟t tell me why you‟re so interested in Delbert 
Martin, and I‟m not going to pry. But I did find out 
something interesting about him that you might want 
to know, for whatever reason.” 

“Go on,” said Sarah. He had her full attention 
now. 

Well, it seems that, during his last year in graduate 
school, Martin got into a little trouble. He was 
accused of inappropriate sexual contact with one of 
the young girls that he was tutoring to earn extra 
money. He pled guilty, and the judge gave him 
probation. The college allowed him to graduate, but 
he‟s required to register as a sex offender for the rest 
of his life.” 

“When he was hired here,” Richard went on, “he 
didn‟t disclose that to anyone, and he didn‟t register 
with the local police like he was supposed to do. Just 
by chance, the mother of one of the women who 
lived in the same apartment complex as Martin had 
been a teacher in the school that the young girl had 
attended, and she recognized him. The mother didn‟t 
like the idea of her daughter living so close to a 
convicted sex offender, so she notified the college 
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administrators and Martin‟s contract was canceled. 
The whole thing was kept pretty hush-hush to avoid 
any bad publicity for the college. Nobody seems to 
know where he went when he left here.” 

After a few more minutes of conversation, Sarah 
thanked him for the information and hung up. Oh my 
God!  No wonder he wound up in some rinky-dink medical 
school on an island somewhere. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE 

Sarah didn‟t get much sleep that night. She kept 
waking up in a cold sweat. Each time she fell back to 
sleep, the nightmare of her childhood in Kentucky 
returned. Finally, at about four o‟clock, she got up 
and made a pot of coffee. 

Wrapping herself in a blanket, she sat on her 
couch to think. She wrestled with what, if anything, 
she should do with what she‟d found out. Should she 
keep what she knew to herself and go on as if nothing 
was wrong?  That would be the smart—and safe—
thing to do. 

But the guy was a child molester!  She couldn‟t just 
let it go. She had to do something. There would be no 
way she could work side by side with that man. Every 
time she looked at his face, she‟d see that other face 
from her past—the one she‟d tried so hard to get out 
of her head. 

If Sidney knew Delbert Martin from his graduate 
school days, and she was convinced that he did, he 
had to be aware that Martin had been convicted of a 



L. L. SPRIGGS 

196 

sex crime. Why would he even consider Martin for a 
position at Carlton? 

The more she thought about it, the more it made 
sense. Since Sidney wasn‟t an M.D., he couldn‟t be 
the dean, but he‟d hand-picked a dean who wouldn‟t 
make a move without Sidney telling him what to do. 
Sidney didn‟t want to sit on the throne; he wanted to 
be the power behind the throne. That way, if things 
went wrong, there would always be someone else to 
blame. 

She had no doubt that Sidney had orchestrated the 
firing of Bruce and Jerry. They had dared to oppose 
him. Now he‟d commandeered the Curriculum 
Committee, at least until he could install someone to 
chair the committee who would do whatever he was 
told. Who better than someone with a secret that 
Sidney could use as leverage to make sure they 
followed orders. 

Control!  It’s all about control. She was sure that 
Sidney knew about the sex offender thing. If he 
thought that she might be close to finding out about 
it, too, then maybe, just maybe, he‟d change his mind 
about hiring this guy. If he didn‟t, she‟d find another 
way to stop him. 

Confronting Sidney would not be the wise thing to 
do. She‟d tried to tell Bruce and Jerry that, and look 
what happened to them. She‟d have to be careful. 

The next day, she sent Sidney an email that read, 
“I‟ve been looking over the résumé for Delbert 
Martin, and something doesn‟t seem right. Can I see 
you for a few minutes?” 

Sarah waited and counted:  One, two, three…Ring, 
ring. She picked up the phone. “Hello.” 
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“Dr. Whitley, Dr. Toffer can see you now,” said 
Debbie. 

Sidney glanced away from his computer when she 
entered his office. “I hope this won‟t take long. I‟ve 
got a meeting in about five minutes. You had a 
question about Dr. Martin‟s résumé. What‟s the 
problem?” 

“I was going over his previous places of 
employment, and I noticed that he‟s jumped around a 
lot. He doesn‟t seem to stay in one place for more 
than a couple of years. Don‟t you find that strange?  
Did you ask him about that?” 

Now, visibly uneasy, Sidney answered, “Yes, as a 
matter of fact, I did, and his explanation was perfectly 
reasonable.” 

“Really?  What did he say?”  No, no, no. I’m not going 
to let you get off that easy. 

“I don‟t have time to go into that right now, Sarah. 
If you don‟t have any other questions, I‟ve really have 
to go.”  He stood up and started gathering together 
some papers on his desk. 

“Oh sure. Sorry,” she said, getting up from her 
chair. “I‟ll make it a point to ask him about that when 
he comes for his interview.”  She started to leave, 
then paused, “By the way, I noticed that he got his 
Ph.D. degree from New Windsor College. Isn‟t that 
where you got yours?  Were the two of you there at 
the same time?  Nah, I guess not. From what I 
understand, it‟s a pretty small school. I‟m sure you 
would‟ve run into each other back then if you‟d been 
there together. Or at least heard of each other.” 

She met his eyes and held his gaze for a second 
longer than necessary before turning and walking out 
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the door. If you don’t want your little secret to get out, Sidney, 
you may want to re-think bringing this guy in for an interview. 

Sidney stared at the closed door, then slumped in 
his chair. He wasn‟t in a hurry anymore. There was no 
meeting to go to. There never had been. He just 
hadn‟t wanted to get into a conversation with Sarah 
about Delbert Martin. 

He couldn‟t believe that she‟d actually noticed that 
he and Delbert had attended the same graduate 
school. Maybe it would have been better if he‟d told 
the Search Committee upfront that he knew Delbert. 
But if Sarah, or anyone else, asked about it now, he‟d 
say that he couldn‟t remember ever running into 
Martin when he was at New Windsor. And he‟d make 
sure to caution Delbert to say the same thing if asked. 

What concerned him was that Sarah had 
questioned Martin‟s employment record. He didn‟t 
think she‟d go so far as to check it out herself but she 
might. And if she did, she might find out about 
Delbert‟s little problem. That could prove to be very 
embarrassing, to say the least. But if that happened, 
he‟d handle it somehow. He had no intention of 
canceling the interview or changing his plans to hire 
Delbert. 

His first thought was to have the dean fire Sarah 
before she could make trouble. But he really didn‟t 
want to have to get rid of her right then. He still 
needed her to run the anatomy course and, more 
importantly, to complete the exhibit. It might be 
judicial, however, to start thinking about eventually 
replacing her in both capacities. 

That bitch is always sticking her nose where it doesn’t 
belong. If she’s not careful, somebody’s going to cut it off. 
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*** 

Sarah checked her email all that afternoon and the 
next morning. She was hoping that she‟d get a 
notification that the interview with Delbert Martin for 
the following week was canceled. When she hadn‟t 
received anything after two days, she called Debbie 
on the pretext of finding out the time and place of the 
Martin interview. 

“Dr. Martin‟s interview is scheduled for nine 
o‟clock next Friday in the Dean‟s Conference Room,” 
said Debbie. “I‟ll be sending out the notice to the 
Search Committee later today. Dr. Toffer will be 
picking him up from the airport on Thursday evening 
and taking him to dinner with Dean McSwain.” 

Trying to keep the disappointment out of her 
voice, Sarah said, “Thanks, Debbie. I‟ll keep an eye 
out for the email.” 

Sarah had hoped that, after her talk with Sidney, 
he‟d back off, but apparently he wasn‟t spooked. Now 
what?  She could go to the dean, but she was pretty 
sure that wouldn‟t do any good. Even if he didn‟t 
already know about Martin—and she wasn‟t 
convinced of that—he‟d go along with whatever 
Sidney wanted. Talking to McSwain wouldn‟t do any 
good. 

But she had to do something. Once Sidney had 
established Martin as the Associate Dean of 
Academic Affairs, Sidney could do anything he felt 
like with the curriculum. He could dictate what and 
how the subjects were taught, and he could hire and 
fire whoever got in his way, including her. There was 
only one person who could stop him—President 
Landon Baron. Time for me to play hardball, Sidney. 
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President Baron hadn‟t wasted any time firing 
Bruce and Jerry for so-called insubordination, 
translate that to „opposing Sidney‟. But Sidney may 
have made a serious mistake this time. Given Baron‟s 
background as a preacher, Sarah didn‟t think he‟d be 
too keen on having a registered sex offender as an 
administrator in his newly opened medical school. 
Knowing Sidney, she was confident that he had 
neglected to let Baron in on that aspect of Delbert 
Martin‟s background. It was time that he found out. 

To Sarah, the ideal outcome would be if President 
Baron fired Sidney immediately. If Sidney somehow 
managed to worm his way out of that, the next best 
thing would be for Martin‟s application to be rejected. 
That would still leave Sidney as interim chair of the 
Curriculum Committee, but maybe he‟d be so busy 
trying to find another spineless applicant to fill that 
position that he wouldn‟t have time to wreak more 
havoc. 

Wishful thinking, Sarah. That man lives for chaos. 
Whatever she decided to do, she had to do it 

quickly, before Martin came for his interview. That 
evening, she went to the computer lab in the school 
library. She didn‟t want to use her office or home 
computer for what she was about to do in case it 
could be traced. Pulling the piece of paper out of her 
pocket, she spread it open next to the computer. On 
it was scrawled the words she intended to send to the 
president. She‟d tried several versions of the message 
before deciding that the simplest approach was 
probably the best. 

In large, bold, capital letters, she typed: 
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DOES THE BOARD OF DIRECTORS 
KNOW THAT YOU WANT TO HIRE 
A REGISTERED SEX OFFENDER AS 

AN ASSOCIATE DEAN? 

After printing a copy, she put it in an envelope 
addressed to President Landon Baron, and marked it: 

CONFIDENTIAL. 

The street was dark except for the hazy light from 
an occasional streetlamp. She parked her car in the 
shadows down the block from Landon Baron‟s home. 
Knowing that nothing got past Ms. Crump at the 
office, Sarah had decided that delivering the envelope 
to Baron‟s house was the only way to make sure that 
no one else at the school would read it. 

She stealthily made her way up the walkway and 
slipped the envelope through the mail slot in the front 
door. After hesitating momentarily, she pushed the 
button for the doorbell, then hurried over to hide 
behind the tall hedge lining the driveway. 

When the door opened, the light from inside 
illuminated the heavy-set man standing in the open 
doorway. Landon Baron picked up the envelope lying 
at his feet, then leaned out and glanced to his right 
and left. Sarah watched him start to open it as he 
closed the door. 

Okay, President Baron, the ball’s in your court now. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO 

“Ms. Crump, get Dr. Toffer over here right now!” 
President Baron ordered as he stormed into his office. 
This must be serious, thought Alice Crump. She‟d never 
seen him so angry. 

It was still early and no one answered the phone 
when she called Sidney‟s office. She didn‟t think this 
was something that could wait, so she called his 
home. 

Sidney wasn‟t in a particular hurry to get to the 
office that morning. He hadn‟t slept well since his 
meeting with Sarah. Unable to get her questions 
about Martin out of his head, he‟d resorted to a few 
too many martinis the night before to help him sleep. 
Now he was paying the price. 

“Dr. Toffer, this is Alice Crump. President Baron 
would like to see you in his office immediately.” 

Oh, oh. This doesn’t sound good. “Did he say what it‟s 
about, Ms. Crump?” 

“No, Dr. Toffer, but it sounds important.” 
“Okay. I‟ll be right there. Thank you.” 
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Sidney‟s hands were shaking so hard he had 
trouble tying his shoes. He kept going over what 
could be so important that Baron needed to see him 
right away. The building construction overages had 
been hidden. The trouble-making faculty members 
were gone. The curriculum was under his control. 
What am I missing that could be that critical? 

He got to the campus in record time and 
considered himself lucky that he hadn‟t been stopped 
by the police for speeding or running a red light.  
When he practically ran into Ms. Crump‟s office, she 
said, “Go right in. He‟s waiting for you.” 

Landon Baron was pacing up and down in front of 
the expansive window that overlooked the Carlton 
campus, a scowl on his face. The minute Sidney 
walked in, Baron shoved a piece of paper at him. 
“This was delivered to my home last night. You better 
be able to explain what this means.” 

Sidney took the paper and read the message. Oh 
shit!  He kept staring at the words, hoping that they 
would just disappear, while he tried desperately to 
think of something to say. 

“Is this about that Delbert Martin guy?” asked 
Baron. “Is it true?  Did you know about this?  Is this 
the kind of person that you‟re recruiting for Carlton?”  
The questions came flying at Sidney like bullets. 

“Well, well, well…,” Sidney stuttered. 
Before Sidney could say anything even remotely 

coherent, Baron plowed on. “It‟s your job as head of 
the Search Committee to investigate the backgrounds 
of all the applicants. Obviously, you didn‟t do your 
job. You even specifically recommended this person. 
How do you explain this?” 
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 “You‟re right. I should‟ve looked more closely 
into this guy‟s background, but Calvin vouched for 
him and recommended him so highly that I thought it 
would be just a routine check once Martin was on 
board.” 

“Wait a minute,” said Baron. “Calvin knows this 
guy?  Why didn‟t he say something about this?  
Doesn‟t he realize how damaging this could be to the 
college?  If he‟s that dense, maybe he shouldn‟t be the 
dean.” 

Sidney thought this conversation was getting a 
little out of hand. The last thing he could afford was 
to have Baron fire the dean. He needed McSwain 
right where he was. 

“Calvin told me that one of his former colleagues 
had called him and asked if we would consider Martin 
for the position as a favor, and he provided a strong 
reference letter for Martin. I‟m pretty sure that Calvin 
doesn‟t know anything about Martin being a sex 
offender, or he would have told me.” 

Baron was visibly shaken. “Nevertheless, if it gets 
out that we‟re even considering hiring a registered sex 
offender, Carlton‟s reputation will be tarnished and 
the Board of Directors will have my head.” 

“That won‟t happen,” said Sidney, desperately 
trying to think of how he could neutralize the 
situation. “I got a note like that myself last night,” he 
lied, “and I followed up on it early this morning. I 
called Martin, canceled the interview, and rescinded 
the offer. He won‟t be coming to Carlton. I‟ll tell the 
dean that Martin simply changed his mind. No one 
will know about this but you and me.” 

“And whoever wrote that note,” said Baron. 
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Sidney didn‟t want to go there with Baron. He had 
a pretty good idea who that was. If he was right, he‟d 
take care of her. 

He could see that Baron was buying into his bull 
shit, so he kept going, “Since their motive was 
obviously to keep Martin from being hired, they 
won‟t have a reason to bring it out in the open once 
he‟s out of the picture. Besides, we can always say that 
we were the ones who found out about Martin, and 
when we did, we were appalled and no longer 
considered him for a position. Who‟s going to 
contradict us?” 

Still not completely satisfied with Sidney‟s 
reasoning, Baron said, “Just to be safe and to avoid 
any possible repercussions, I want you to withdraw 
the advertisements for that position for the time 
being. If anyone asks why, say that the position is 
pending funding. We can always re-open the search at 
a later time.” 

Baron had stopped pacing. Settling himself into his 
oversized leather desk chair, he glared at Sidney. “I 
should fire you for being so careless.”  He took in a 
couple of deep breaths and tried to relax. “You seem 
like you‟ve got this fiasco under control, however, so 
I‟ll let it go—this time. But if you ever screw up this 
badly again, you‟re gone. Do I make myself clear?” 

“Perfectly, sir. I promise I‟ll personally check out 
the backgrounds of all prospective faculty and 
administrators in the future.” 

*** 

Later that day, Sarah received an email from Dean 
McSwain addressed to the members of the Search 
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Committee. Opening it apprehensively, she had 
mixed feelings when she read it. It contained good 
news and bad news. 

The good news was that Delbert Martin‟s 
interview had been canceled. It went on to say that 
the position of Associate Dean of Academic Affairs 
was temporarily closed. The bad news was that Dr. 
Sidney Toffer would remain as the interim chair of 
the Curriculum Committee. Sidney hadn‟t been fired. 
For Sarah, that was the worst news possible. I guess I 
won that battle, but the war’s not over yet—not by a long shot. 

She had to hand it to Sidney, he was quite the 
manipulator. If this debacle hadn‟t gotten him fired, 
she didn‟t know what would. He managed to come 
out on top every time. 

But what did that mean for her?  It seemed 
abundantly clear that if it came to a showdown 
between her and Sidney, she could be the loser. She‟d 
been careful not to openly challenge him. That is, up 
until she‟d sent that message to President Baron. 

Sidney had to know about the note. Baron would 
have asked Sidney about it. It had obviously been 
President Baron who had made the decision to stop 
the search for an associate dean. Sidney had no choice 
but to follow orders. He wouldn‟t have done that on 
his own. 

But did he know the note was from her?  Sidney 
might be unscrupulous, but he wasn‟t stupid. He‟d 
figure it out soon enough. 

Would he retaliate?  You bet your ass, he would. 
But not until he could get someone to replace her on 
the plastination project. Then she‟d be history. 

For the time being, the smartest thing she could 
do would be to keep a low profile, keep working, and 
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wait until Sidney cut his own throat, which he was 
bound to do eventually. 

So far, he hadn‟t threatened her directly. If that day 
did come, she‟d deal with it. Just like she‟d done in 
New Orleans; just like she‟d done in Kentucky. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE 

The exhibit hall was almost finished. Just a few more 
details needed attention. Sarah had already had some 
of the plastinated specimens moved into the hall, and 
she was trying to decide where to place each one. Did 
she want to arrange them by size?  By physiological 
system?  By body part?  Like a woman arranging 
furniture, she couldn‟t make up her mind, much to 
the chagrin of the workmen who were helping her 
move the heavy plastic containers from one location 
to another. 

The one place she didn‟t want to put any of the 
specimens she‟d prepared so far was on the raised 
platform in the center of the main room. That was 
reserved for a special exhibit—one that she 
envisioned would capture everyone‟s attention. 

The workmen were beginning to grumble. It was, 
after all, a Friday afternoon, and they were ready to 
get out of there and get a head start on the weekend. 
Sarah couldn‟t blame them. Between teaching Gross 
Anatomy and working in the lab, she‟d been putting 
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in a lot of long hours herself, and she was ready for a 
break. 

“Dr. Whitley. I‟m glad I caught you before you 
left.”  Sarah turned to see a rather tall, gangly young 
woman hastily making her way toward her, carefully 
dodging all the boxes and tools lying on the floor. 

“I‟m Clarissa, Mr. Kelly‟s secretary,” she said, a 
little out of breath. 

Sarah must have had a blank look on her face 
because Clarissa added, “Mr. Kelly. You know. The 
contractor.” 

“Oh, of course. I‟m sorry. I was thinking about 
something else,” said Sarah. 

Clarissa smiled. “That‟s okay. I was looking for Dr. 
Toffer. Mr. Kelly wanted me to make sure to give this 
to him personally, but his secretary said that he‟d 
already left for the weekend. When I called Mr. Kelly 
and told him that, he said to give it to you to give to 
Dr. Toffer on Monday. He said you‟d know what it 
is.” 

“What is it?” asked Sarah, still distracted. 
“I think it‟s just some more invoices,” Clarissa 

said, handing Sarah a large manila envelope and 
scurrying out of the hall. “Have a nice weekend.” 

When Sarah got back to her office, she put the 
envelope in her briefcase and forgot about it. She 
grabbed some fast food on her way home and, after 
dinner, she settled down on the couch to relax and 
watch a little television. She must have been more 
tired than she thought because the next thing she 
knew she was being awakened by a pitch man on the 
TV screen hawking the wonders of a revolutionary 
new potato slicer. The mantel clock read 3:00 a.m. 
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Turning off the television, she groggily made her way 
to her bedroom and climbed under the covers. 

She slept in the next morning, then spent the rest 
of that Saturday catching up on the multitude of 
mundane chores she‟d neglected during the week:  
cleaning, laundry, grocery shopping. The sun was 
starting to set and the sky was a vivid mixture of 
orange, blue, and magenta by the time she finished 
cleaning up the kitchen after dinner. 

She flipped through the TV channels, but nothing 
appealing caught her interest. She figured she might 
as well work on the questions for the upcoming 
anatomy final exam. Opening her briefcase, she 
spotted the manila envelope. She picked it up and, out 
of curiosity, unfastened the clasp and peeked inside. 

The envelope contained a number of invoices 
from Kelly Construction Company. Sarah pulled 
them out and started briefly fanning through them. 

Wait a minute!  Something’s wrong here. 
Going slowly back over each one, she became 

more and more alarmed at what she saw. She went to 
her desk and pulled out a file marked:  Plastination 
Exhibit. It contained all of the specifications for the 
equipment and supplies that would be needed for the 
project, including the estimated cost for each item. 
When she‟d returned from Chicago, she‟d spent 
considerable time researching and organizing the 
material in order for Sidney to present it to President 
Baron. 

When she compared her estimated costs with the 
„actual‟ charges to the college on the invoices from 
Kelly, she noted a vast difference. The amount 
charged for almost every item on Kelly‟s invoices was 
at least ten percent higher than what she‟d estimated. 
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She couldn‟t have been that far off. When she‟d 
prepared the figures for Sidney, she‟d factored in 
taxes, delivery charges, and even inflation, just to be 
sure she came up with a realistic budget. 

This is highway robbery!  That damn contractor is way 
overcharging us on everything. Wait until Sidney sees this. He’ll 
have that contractor’s license revoked in a heartbeat. 

She started to put the invoices back into the 
manila envelope but stopped when she noticed a 
smaller white envelope inside that she‟d overlooked. 
She pulled it out. There was no name on the front 
and no return address, and it was sealed. 

What do we have here? she wondered. 
She debated whether to open it. Even though it 

was sealed, it wasn‟t addressed to anyone in particular, 
and there was no stamp on it. It wouldn‟t be like 
tampering with the U.S. mail. 

At first, she thought about steaming the envelope 
open like she‟d seen in the movies. But that seemed a 
bit dramatic. After all, it was just a plain white 
envelope with no distinguishing features. She had the 
same kind of envelopes in her desk drawer. It could 
easily be replaced. 

Before she could have second thoughts, she tore 
the envelope open. It was definitely filled with 
something alright. Money—lots of money. 

Sarah was stunned and confused. Why would 
Kelly be giving Sidney an envelope full of hundred 
dollar bills along with the invoices?  Then she got it. 

That bastard!  He’s been receiving kickbacks from the 
contractor. How long has this been going on? 

Sarah shook her head in disbelief. There never 
seemed to be an end to Sidney‟s malicious, self-
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serving schemes. That, in itself, was bad enough, but 
they always seemed to somehow involve her. 

There was that business with the directorship of 
the Gross Anatomy course. He had proclaimed 
himself as the „co-director‟ so that he could garner the 
glory without having to do the work. 

Then there were the dissection videos. If the film 
guy hadn‟t let it slip, the videos would have been 
distributed with Sidney‟s name, not hers, as the 
producer, and he would have figured out a way to 
receive the majority of the profits. She‟d managed to 
stop that for the present, but that issue would rear its 
ugly head again soon enough. 

It seemed to Sarah that, even when she wasn‟t 
directly in his line of fire, she wound up becoming a 
part of the war. The battle for the curriculum was a 
primary example. It had started as a show of strength 
between Sidney and the Curriculum Committee, and 
Sidney had thought he could use her to spy on the 
committee. When that didn‟t work out, he‟d made 
sure the two men who had the guts to confront him 
weren‟t around anymore. 

Initiating the hiring of a registered sex offender as 
an associate dean had been a big mistake on Sidney‟s 
part. By inadvertently stirring up feelings of rage and 
helplessness from her childhood, Sidney had involved 
Sarah to a degree he could not foresee. Warning 
President Baron had been risky, but Sarah had been 
compelled to stop Sidney from bringing in her worst 
nightmare, no matter what it took. She‟d hoped that 
by exposing Sidney‟s gross incompetence, the 
president would fire him. But that hadn‟t happened. 

And then there was the exhibit. Sidney would try 
to take credit for the whole thing. He saw it as the 
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ultimate tribute to his self-proclaimed importance to 
the Carlton College of Medicine. But to do that, he 
would have to eliminate Sarah. It was just a matter of 
time. 

And now this—the kickbacks. The question was 
what was she going to do about it—send another 
note to President Baron?  A lot of good that did. It 
kept Sidney from bringing in that child molester 
friend of his, but it didn‟t put an end to Sidney. He 
was still there. 

Besides, what real evidence did she have that 
would convince President Baron that Sidney was 
mixed up in fraud?  A few invoices and some cash. 
Sidney was sure to come up with a reasonable 
explanation for that. It would be her word against his. 
Who did she think Baron was going to believe? 

Knowing Sidney, if she went to the president with 
what she suspected, he‟d find a way to turn it back on 
her and convince Baron that she was behind the 
whole kickback scheme. Hadn‟t Kelly told Clarissa 
that Sarah knew what was in that envelope?  Had that 
been Sidney‟s plan all along?  His way of getting rid of 
her when the time came?  That son of a bitch! 

She couldn‟t let him do that. She didn‟t know how 
yet, but she‟d think of a way to get rid of him first. 
There was always that other alternative. She hadn‟t 
thought that she‟d ever have to resort to that again. 
But, one way or another, Sidney had to go. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR 

Sidney walked into the breakfast nook and stood 
gazing out through the glass patio doors at the sun 
rising above the Bay Bridge. It really was a spectacular 
view. The fog had decided it wasn‟t going to show up 
that particular morning. What a glorious way to start the 
day! 

“Good morning, Dr. Toffer,” said Dorothy, 
pouring him a cup of coffee. 

“Good morning, Dorothy.” 
Taking his coffee into the living room, Sidney sat 

down on the sofa and opened his laptop. There was 
an email from Sarah Whitley. It read, “Dr. Toffer, 
please come down to the exhibit hall first thing 
Monday morning. There‟s something I need you to 
see.”  He didn‟t know if the „something‟ was good or 
bad, but if it had anything to do with the exhibit, he 
wanted to know about it. 

Only a few lights were on when he entered the 
exhibit hall. Not seeing anyone, he called out, “Hello?  
Sarah?  Are you here?” 
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“I‟m here, Sidney,” she said, unexpectedly 
appearing out of the dark. 

“What‟s going on?  Where are all the workmen?” 
he asked apprehensively. 

“They‟re working in the plastination lab this 
morning. There‟s something I want to show you 
before they start back in here,” she said, turning and 
walking deeper into the room. 

He followed close behind, careful not to trip over 
the tools and pieces of lumber that littered the floor. 
The light from a small utility lamp sitting on the 
contractor‟s work table was the only illumination in 
the space. Gazing uneasily around the semi-darkened 
room, Sidney got a glimpse of various human parts 
and pieces eerily displayed in glass cabinets along the 
walls. “Okay, Sarah. What‟s so important?” he said, 
impatient to get out of there. 

She went over to the far wall and flipped a switch. 
Suddenly, the room was flooded with light from the 
numerous recessed fixtures in the ceiling. A lone 
spotlight beamed down on the empty pedestal in the 
center of the hall. 

“What do you think?” asked Sarah. “Do we need 
more light or is that enough?”  She really didn‟t care 
what he thought about the lighting. It was just a ploy 
to get him down there alone. 

 “That looks great. I like it.”  Sidney was 
impressed. This was going to turn out better than 
he‟d imagined. 

“That should really showcase the main attraction I 
have planned.”  Time to drop the bomb. “Oh, by the way, 
Friday afternoon, Clarissa from Kelly Construction 
Company brought this over. She was supposed to 
give it to you, but you‟d already left for the day. Kelly 
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told her it would be okay to give it to me instead, then 
I could give it to you today.” 

“What is it?” he asked, a bit guarded. Kelly couldn’t 
be that stupid, could he? 

“I‟m not sure,” replied Sarah. “Clarissa said it was 
just some invoices.”  Play dumb, Sarah, and watch how he 
reacts. 

Sidney could feel the hairs on the back of his neck 
stand up and sweat pop out on his forehead. Take a 
deep breath, he told himself. He unfastened the clasp, 
pulled out the bundle of invoices, and glanced 
through them. With some apprehension, he peered 
again into the manila envelope. Inside was a plain, 
white envelope. It was still sealed. 

Good, everything’s okay. He slipped the invoices back 
into the manila envelope and secured the clasp. I don’t 
think she suspects anything. When he looked up, Sarah 
was staring at him with cold, dead eyes. Or does she? 

“Well, if there‟s nothing else, I‟ll be going back to 
my office,” said Sidney, turning and striding hurriedly 
out of the hall. 

Sarah watched him leave. You can run, Sidney, but you 
can’t hide. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE 

“Dr. Toffer, Dean McSwain was looking for you, and 
there are several phone messages,” said Debbie when 
Sidney suddenly entered the reception area. 

He marched straight toward his office, ignoring 
the small pieces of pink paper she held out. “Not 
now, Debbie.” 

Closing the door behind him, he suddenly felt 
woozy, and he grabbed a nearby table to steady 
himself. 

Damn Sarah!  That had been close—too close. 
He took a couple of deep breaths and settled 

behind his desk. Opening the small white envelope, 
he took the cash out, counted it, then turned on his 
computer. He typed in his password, went to his 
confidential file, and entered the amount in the 
appropriate column. 

Sitting back in his soft leather chair, he perused the 
figures on the computer screen. All in all, it had been 
a very profitable arrangement. It was a shame it had 
to come to an end, but now that Kelly‟s stupid 
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secretary may have inadvertently involved Sarah, he 
couldn‟t take any chances. 

Oh well. There are always other ways of making extra 
money. If those videos and the anatomical museum 
paid off like he thought they would, his reputation 
wouldn‟t be the only thing to grow. So would his 
bank account. 

He hated that he still needed Sarah. At the 
moment, she was the one person who knew the 
plastination process. He‟d assigned Caroline Girard to 
help out with the project, but she didn‟t have the 
time, or the inclination, to carry on without Sarah. 
No, he‟d have to hire a full-time technician or two to 
replace Sarah if his plans to expand the exhibit were 
to materialize. 

He‟d also need to hire another anatomist to teach 
Gross Anatomy when Sarah was gone. But that was a 
minor concern. There was no great rush on that. It 
would take time to find experienced lab technicians so 
he could get rid of Sarah. By then, Gross Anatomy 
would be over for the year, and he‟d have until the 
following fall to find another anatomy instructor. 

The more he contemplated eliminating Sarah, the 
more he liked it. That bitch has got to go. And the sooner 
the better. 

A knock on his door interrupted his thoughts. 
“Come in. I told you I didn‟t want to be disturbed,” 
he snapped when Debbie stuck her head in the door. 

“Yes, sir, I know, but a messenger just delivered 
this certified letter for you. I signed for it.” 

Taking the envelope, he was puzzled to see that it 
was from the law firm of Taylor & Benson in Boston. 
When he opened it, he was shocked that it contained 
notification that Linda had filed for divorce. 
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Even though the news wasn‟t totally unexpected, it 
caught him off-guard. The timing couldn‟t have been 
worse. Just when it looked like he was about to get 
the recognition that he believed he so well deserved, 
the women in his life were trying to tear it all apart. 
First, Sarah; now, Linda. 

Don’t panic, he told himself. Stop and think this 
through. 

He rubbed his temples and forced himself to take 
a couple of deep breaths. Things weren‟t hopeless. 
He‟d always been able to figure a way out of trouble 
and land on his feet. This time wouldn‟t be any 
different. 

The mess with Sarah was temporarily halted and 
when he got rid of her, that problem would no longer 
exist. Linda was another story. A divorce could cause 
all kinds of complications, especially financial. Linda 
would fight for every cent she could get, and she 
wouldn‟t give up easily. 

He was sure that Taylor & Benson, whoever the 
hell they were, were already digging into his finances 
to see how much they could get for their client. What 
would happen if her lawyers were able to discover his 
stash of „bonus‟ money in the off-shore account he 
had set up?  He needed to get a good lawyer for 
himself or he was going to lose everything. 

At first, the thought of having to leave Carlton, 
even for a short time, and go to Boston irked him. 
However, the more he thought about it, the more he 
reasoned that it might be a good thing. The fall 
semester was moving forward, the Curriculum 
Committee was under control, and Dean McSwain 
could run the place without him—for a little while 
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anyway. As for Sarah, she was busy teaching and 
finishing up the exhibit for the time being. 

That night, he tried to call Linda, but his calls 
always went to voice mail. After the sixth try, she 
picked up. Sidney tried to remain calm as he 
attempted to discuss the divorce and whether there 
was any chance at all for a reconciliation. 
Unfortunately, before long, the conversation 
deteriorated into a screaming match with more than a 
little name-calling until Linda abruptly hung up on 
him. 

After the failed phone call, Sidney knew that he 
had no choice. He‟d have to take time off and go to 
Boston. Maybe if he talked to Linda in person, he 
could make her listen to reason. 

  The next morning, Sidney went to see McSwain. 
He was embarrassed to find himself in the position of 
having to divulge his personal problems to a man he 
considered beneath him in every way. So, without 
going into too many details, he explained that he had 
been contacted by his wife‟s lawyers and he had to 
take some time off to go back East on family 
business. 

“When are you leaving, and how long will you be 
gone?” McSwain asked anxiously. 

“I‟m going to try to fly out tonight, and I‟ll 
probably be gone for about two weeks. I‟ll have to see 
how it goes and let you know. If you need me, call me 
on my cell phone.” 

The two men shook hands, and McSwain escorted 
Sidney to the door. “I hope everything works out. 
Have a safe trip.” 

After making arrangements to leave on a red-eye 
flight to Boston, Sidney spent most of the day going 
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through his files. He put any that might raise 
questions into his briefcase to take with him. He 
wanted nothing left in his office that might come 
back to haunt him while he was away. 

Turning to his computer, he checked the status of 
his local bank account. Everything seemed to be good 
so far. No inquiries had been made by Linda‟s 
attorneys to date. But just to be on the safe side, he 
transferred most of his money into his off-shore 
account. 

After copying the files that he thought might be 
incriminating onto a thumb drive, he pushed the 
„delete‟ key on his desktop computer. Since his 
important files were already downloaded on the 
laptop that he‟d be taking with him, he could still 
carry on business as usual while he was in Boston. 

By the time he was finished going over the last 
minute details with Debbie, it was late afternoon. He 
still had to pack and arrange things at home before 
his flight. He‟d called Dorothy earlier and told her 
that he wouldn‟t be needing her for a couple of weeks 
and that he‟d let her know when he was returning. 

Locking his office door, Sidney paused in front of 
Debbie‟s desk on his way out. “Well, I‟m out of here. 
If you need to get in touch with me, Dean McSwain 
knows how to reach me.” 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX 

The campus was busier than usual for a Tuesday 
morning. It was exam week. Sarah thought about 
going to the anatomy lab and checking on the 
students who were taking advantage of the 
opportunity to review their dissections before the 
Gross Anatomy mid-term on Friday, but she changed 
her mind. The last thing she needed was to get caught 
up in an impromptu tutoring session and wind up 
answering a string of never ending questions. She had 
too much to do down in the lab. 

She parked in an out-of-the-way spot, slipped into 
the Basic Science Building through a back door, and 
hastily made her way down to the basement. 
Unlocking the wide, sliding door to the lab, she first 
went to check on the status of the various body parts 
and pieces that were in the process of being 
plastinated. 

A complete lower respiratory tract, including both 
lungs, was in the dehydration chamber and ready to 
be moved from ice cold acetone into a room 
temperature solution. After that was done, Sarah went 
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into the next area and inspected the vacuum chamber 
containing the largest specimen that she‟d attempted 
so far—an entire gastrointestinal tract, from stomach 
to rectum, plus the liver and pancreas. Judging by the 
bubbles still being emitted from the organs, the 
forced impregnation with silicone wasn‟t yet 
complete, so she adjusted the needle valve on the 
vacuum pump. She estimated that it would probably 
take several more days before that phase was finished. 

One corner of the basement had been set up to 
allow the specimens to cure, the last step in the 
process. She inspected a heart, spleen, and foot that 
had been curing for several days, and they were now 
ready to be moved to the exhibition hall. 

Satisfied that the plastinations were progressing as 
expected, she went to the back and unlocked the door 
to the small „Prep Room‟. One area of the room was 
designed for the embalming of „fresh‟ specimens. 
Although Carlton hadn‟t yet started collecting body 
donations and doing their own embalming, the plan 
was to eventually get to that point. Consequently, that 
space had been set up with an embalming table, 
pump, and all the equipment and chemicals necessary 
for the preparation of cadavers. 

The main part of the room was where Sarah 
painstakingly prepared the various body parts for 
plastination. It was a time-consuming process and, 
because she spent so many hours there, she had 
brought in a few creature comforts. In addition to a 
utilitarian metal desk and computer, there was an old, 
comfortable, leather lounge chair, a CD player, and 
the most essential item of all—a coffee maker. 

Opening the door to the cooler in one wall, she 
turned on the light and looked around. Several body 
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parts encased in clear plastic wrapping awaiting 
plastination were situated on shelves along two walls. 

On a stainless steel gurney in the middle of the 
cooler was the body of an adult male draped with a 
clear plastic sheet. Its head and upper torso were 
devoid of skin, the muscles, nerves, and vessels eerily 
visible under the translucent covering. This particular 
specimen was to be the main attraction in the exhibit, 
and Sarah had been diligently working on it to get it 
ready for opening day. 

Several large, black, plastic bags were scattered 
around the floor of the cooler. They contained the 
remnants of skin, fat, and tissue that had been 
dissected away from previous specimens and stored in 
the cooler until they could be disposed of. No time like 
the present. She‟d need the extra space in the cooler. 

She loaded the bags onto a cart and pushed it to 
the other side of the basement where a crematorium 
had been installed in a separate locked room in 
anticipation of the time when Carlton would have 
their own body donation program. Until then, it had 
come in handy to dispose of the debris from Sarah‟s 
dissections. She had used it a couple of times before, 
but it had been awhile. This would give her a chance 
to make sure it was still working properly. She didn‟t 
want any surprises later. 

Once the cremation process was started, Sarah 
figured she might as well grab some lunch in the 
cafeteria while she was waiting for it to finish. It was 
still early and the cafeteria was almost empty when 
she arrived. She paid for her grilled cheese sandwich 
and iced tea and sat at a table next to the glass wall to 
enjoy the view of the campus outside. 



MAN EXPOSED 

225 

The subdued atmosphere of the lunchroom was 
suddenly disturbed by the sound of female laughter. 
Sarah turned toward the noise and recognized Jillian 
and Debbie walking away from the cashier and 
heading for a table close to hers. 

 As they ate, the two secretaries loudly shared the 
recent rumors and gossip that were an inevitable part 
of campus life. Sarah tried to ignore their noisy 
chatter until she heard Sidney‟s name mentioned. 

Debbie was telling Jillian how relieved she was that 
Sidney was going out of town and wouldn‟t be around 
to pester her for a while. Jillian giggled and joked that 
she guessed she‟d have to be the one to tell McSwain 
when to eat, sleep, and go pee since Toffer wouldn‟t 
be there to hold his hand. 

Before Sarah could learn anymore, one of the 
other secretaries joined the two, and the conversation 
changed to something else. Soon after, Debbie stood 
to leave, telling the others that she had to get back to 
her office because her boss wanted to go over some 
things before he left later that night. 

Well, well, well, Sarah mused. So Sidney’s planning on 
taking a little trip tonight? 

Hurrying back down to the basement, Sarah 
checked on the crematorium. The burn cycle was 
finished, and the chamber was in the cool-down 
stage. The apparatus seemed to be in good working 
order. 

Returning to the Prep Room, she had one more 
thing to do and everything would be ready. Unlocking 
the desk drawer, she took out the syringe and vial of 
potassium chloride she‟d stored there. Inserting the 
needle into the rubber stopper, she filled the syringe 
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with the clear liquid, re-capped it, and put it and the 
vial back into the drawer. 

After one more look around to make sure she 
hadn‟t missed anything, she turned off the lights, 
locked up, and left for home. It was still the middle of 
the day, but she wanted to try to get a little sleep 
while she could. It was going to be a long night. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN 

He stood at his window, martini in hand, and gazed at 
the last remnant of the sun as it slipped below the 
watery horizon. This was always the best part of his 
day. No matter what was happening at the college, 
this view made it all worthwhile. He wished he could 
take it with him. 

His bags were packed, and he‟d managed to take a 
nap in anticipation of his long flight later that night. 
He had never been able to sleep on an airplane, and 
he wanted to be somewhat alert when he reached his 
destination. There was no telling what he would be 
facing back in Boston. 

There was nothing more for him to do now except 
to eat a little dinner and relax until it was time to 
leave. When he opened the refrigerator, he realized 
that, since he had told Dorothy that he was leaving 
town, she hadn‟t left any dinner for him to eat that 
night. 

At first, he was a little annoyed that he‟d have to 
go out again, but then he reasoned that since he had 
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plenty of time to kill before his flight, he‟d just grab 
something on his way to the airport. 

As he was making himself another martini, his cell 
phone rang. He was surprised when he saw it was 
from Sarah. 

“Sidney?  It‟s Sarah. I‟m sorry to bother you so 
late, but I just heard that you‟re going out of town, 
and there‟s something important that I need to show 
you before you leave.” 

“Sarah?  What‟s so important that it can‟t wait 
until I get back?  I‟ll only be gone for a couple of 
weeks at the most.” 

“I‟m afraid that‟s too long. I‟ve started working on 
a special specimen for the museum, one that will be 
the central focus and main attraction of the exhibit. 
But I need to show it to you and get your approval 
before I can proceed. And it won‟t last until you get 
back. It‟ll start to deteriorate, and I‟ll have to start all 
over on a new specimen, which will significantly delay 
the opening of the exhibit.” 

For a few moments, Sidney contemplated his 
options, then relented. “Okay. Where are you?  I can 
stop by for a few minutes before I go to the airport. 
I‟m going to grab something to eat first, but I can be 
there around eight o‟clock.” 

“That‟ll work. I‟ll be in the basement lab. It won‟t 
take long. You‟ll be on your way before you know it. I 
promise.” 

*** 

The weather had become more unsettled as the 
evening wore on. Not enough to affect his flight but 
unpleasant nevertheless. It was damp, and a light 
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drizzle was falling. Sidney hadn‟t been too pleased 
about having to stop by Carlton to see what Sarah 
wanted but since he had to be there anyway, he took a 
few minutes to go by his office in the Administration 
Building first and check that he hadn‟t forgotten 
anything important. 

Putting on his hat and pulling up the collar of his 
raincoat, he made his way over to the Basic Science 
Building. 

“Sarah?  Sarah?”  His voice echoed in the eerily 
quiet and dark expanse of the basement. 

“Back here, Sidney,” she called from the open 
doorway at the far end of the lab. 

As he made his way back toward the lighted Prep 
Room, Sidney was mesmerized by the collection of 
plastinated human body parts waiting in the shadows 
to be added to the exhibit. He paused to admire the 
specimens. Sarah had been busy. They were amazing. 
He couldn‟t wait to see what she had planned for the 
main attraction. 

Entering the Prep Room, Sidney observed a body, 
covered with a plastic sheet, laid out on a gurney in 
the center of the dissection area. Sarah was sitting at a 
small desk, waiting for him. 

“Those specimens out there look great!  Where‟s 
this special exhibit that you need my approval for?” 

“I‟m thinking that a complete plastinated adult 
male body should be the central display for the 
exhibit,” she said, “but it might require the purchase 
of additional chemicals and equipment. I‟ve already 
started the dissection, but I need your approval before 
I proceed any further.” 

“Is this it?” he asked, taking off his hat and 
raincoat and laying them on the counter. He moved 



L. L. SPRIGGS 

230 

closer to the gurney and carefully pulled down the 
cover to reveal the skinless face and upper torso of an 
adult male, the underlying structures still intact and 
fully visible. 

Sidney couldn‟t look away. Being an anatomist 
himself, he could appreciate the effort and care it 
must have taken to maintain the meticulous details he 
was seeing. 

 “What do you think of my idea for the exhibit?” 
asked Sarah. 

“That would be terrific.”  Just what the Sidney Toffer 
Museum needs. 

“Of course, I might also have to have a little help 
positioning the body in the last phase of the process,” 
said Sarah, standing and reaching behind her into the 
desk drawer. 

“You can get Thomas to help you for right now. 
I‟ve already made plans to hire another experienced 
lab technician as soon as I get back from my trip so 
you‟ll have someone who can help you and who could 
monitor the project in case you want to take some 
time off.” 

Sarah stealthily moved behind Sidney who was 
leaning over the cadaver, admiring the intricate tangle 
of thread-like nerves that control the numerous small 
muscles of the human face. 

“Or after you‟ve gotten rid of me?  Isn‟t that what 
you mean, Sidney?” she asked as she plunged the 
syringe needle deep into his neck. 

“What the…!” was all he could utter before he 
slumped over the cadaver. It didn‟t take long for the 
lethal dose of potassium chloride to do its job. 

Pulling over the embalming table, she maneuvered 
Sidney‟s body onto the stainless steel surface. After 
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checking his vital signs, she was satisfied that Sidney 
would no longer be a threat to her or to anyone else. 

She checked his pockets as she removed his 
clothes. In addition to his cell phone, wallet, and 
airline tickets, she found two sets of keys. One was 
obviously for his car, and the other looked like it 
contained keys to his house, office, and, most likely, a 
couple of other places around Carlton. There was also 
a thumb drive. Can’t wait to find out what’s on this little 
goody. But that would have to wait. She had too much 
to do and too little time in which to do it. 

She covered Sidney‟s body with a white sheet and 
rolled both it and the dissected cadaver into the 
cooler. After pocketing Sidney‟s keys and the thumb 
drive, she stuffed his phone, clothes, and other 
personal effects into a large, black plastic bag. 

She started to pick up his hat and raincoat off the 
counter and put them in the bag with his other 
belongings, but she had second thoughts. Those 
might come in handy. What if someone saw her 
driving Sidney‟s car?  Surveillance cameras were 
everywhere on the campus. It was dark and rainy 
outside and with his hat and raincoat on, it would be 
difficult, if not impossible, to identify the driver of his 
car as anyone other than Sidney. 

After putting on a pair of latex gloves, she donned 
the hat and raincoat, locked the lab door behind her, 
and headed for the parking area adjacent to the 
Administration Building. 

The lot was empty except for Sidney‟s car, which 
was parked in his reserved space. Sarah quickly 
unlocked the car door, got in the driver‟s seat, and 
started the engine. Without turning on the headlights, 
she carefully drove around to the shadowy parking 
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area behind the Basic Science Building and pulled 
Sidney‟s car in next to hers. 

She looked through the glove compartment and 
console but found nothing unusual. She had to hand 
it to Sidney; he took good care of his car. It was 
immaculate. Of course, it should be. He had bragged 
that he had it detailed every two weeks. 

When she finished inspecting the interior, she got 
out, went around to the back, and opened the trunk. 
Inside were a briefcase and a piece of carry-on 
luggage. She took them both out of the trunk and 
carried them down to the lab. 

She made a cursory inspection of the contents of 
the carry-on first. It contained the expected:  fresh 
clothes, toilet articles, some medications. Nothing 
that Sarah considered of use to her. 

The briefcase, however, was another matter. It 
contained a laptop computer and several files 
pertaining to assorted vendors and contractors. 

My, my, my. What have we here?  I’m going to have to give 
this a much more detailed inspection later. 

After stashing the luggage and briefcase in the 
cooler along with the rest of Sidney‟s belongings, she 
locked up and returned to the parking lot. Getting 
into Sidney‟s car, she slowly drove off the Carlton 
campus. 

She turned into the long term parking lot near the 
airport, took the ticket from the machine, and found a 
parking slot toward the back of the lot, away from the 
bright fluorescent lights. After locking the car, she 
made her way to the airport shuttle pick-up station, 
disposing of the hat and raincoat, the car keys, and 
the latex gloves in several garbage bins along the way. 
She exited the shuttle at the drop-off point, entered 
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the airport terminal through one door, ambled around 
for a few minutes, then left through another door and 
boarded a hotel shuttle. She got off at the Fairmont 
Hotel. From there, she grabbed a taxi that took her 
back to Carlton. 

Once back in the Prep Room, she went straight to 
the cooler and wheeled out Sidney‟s body, positioning 
it next to the sink in the embalming area. She had set 
up the embalming pump earlier, so everything was 
ready and waiting. Picking up the scalpel, she made a 
deep incision on the right side of his neck, exposing 
the common carotid artery. She inserted the injection 
tube into the artery, clamped it in place, and turned 
on the pump. Slowly turning the dial on the machine, 
she monitored the pressure as it gradually rose to the 
pre-selected limit. Stepping back, Sarah watched as 
the tissues in the body began to slowly swell and 
become saturated with embalming fluid. Nothing to 
do now but wait. 

She retrieved the briefcase from the cooler and 
started going through the files inside. They contained 
the estimated costs and bids from a whole host of 
vendors and contractors on various aspects of 
construction, going all the way back to before the 
initial groundbreaking. In many cases, even for the 
same services and equipment, the contracts had been 
awarded to companies with significantly higher bids 
than those of their competitors. And all of those 
contracts had been approved by Sidney. It was 
obvious that the deciding factor as to who was 
awarded a contract had been who had agreed to 
provide the greatest incentive to Sidney. 

The files themselves didn‟t necessarily prove that 
Sidney had profited illegally from the contracts. He 
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could easily find a way to explain his decision to go 
with one vendor over another. Sidney might be a 
narcissistic asshole, but he wasn‟t entirely stupid. 

The contracts would, however, raise enough 
suspicions to justify a closer look at his finances. 
There had to be some kind of direct evidence against 
him somewhere. 

She opened Sidney‟s laptop and scrolled through 
the list of files. Many of them that popped up were 
named for the same vendors and contractors as the 
folders in the briefcase. Then one file caught her eye. 
It was an Excel spreadsheet marked „Confidential‟, 
and it was password protected. Sarah tried a couple of 
commonly used passwords but got nowhere. Then 
she had a hunch. She retrieved his wallet from the 
plastic bag in the cooler and rummaged through its 
contents. Voilá!  There it was, scrawled on a little slip 
of paper shoved deep into the corner of one of the 
sections of the wallet:  The#1man. 

When she opened the file, at first she thought it 
was the curriculum schedule that Sidney had devised. 
Rows and columns of different colored squares filled 
the page. But when she looked more closely, she saw 
that this file contained exactly what she‟d been hoping 
to find. 

In the first column, under the heading marked, 
Company/Project Name, were listed those companies 
that had been awarded contracts. Quickly comparing 
the spreadsheet with the vendor files, Sarah found 
that the numbers in the columns labeled, Estimated 
Cost, Bid Amount, and Amount Paid, on the spreadsheet 
were the same as in the files. On the spreadsheet, 
however, in a separate column labeled Bonus Received, 
there was an additional amount listed for each project. 
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Gotcha!  The evidence was all there. It wouldn‟t 
take a genius to figure out what Sidney had been up 
to the minute they saw this spreadsheet. 

With a little further digging, Sarah found even 
more information. There was a listing of his financial 
accounts, including his IDs and passwords. One, in 
particular, got her attention. Sidney had a bank 
account in the Cayman Islands. When she opened 
that file, she was amazed at the amount of money that 
he had managed to stockpile. 

You really are—scratch that—‘were’ a naughty boy, 
Sidney. Were you planning to run off somewhere?  Glad I could 
help with that. 

Pulling out the thumb drive from her pocket, she 
inserted it into the laptop. The information it 
contained was virtually identical to that on the laptop. 
How convenient. This little gizmo has everything I need on it. 

Now that she had the thumb drive, she didn‟t need 
the vendor files, but they would provide a paper trail 
for anyone who might question why Sidney might 
suddenly decide to disappear. She replaced the files in 
the briefcase and, after checking once more on the 
embalming process, she locked the lab and left the 
Basic Science Building. 

Sarah made her way over to the Administration 
Building, staying in the shadows as much as possible 
to avoid the security cameras. After slipping on a pair 
of latex gloves, she pulled Sidney‟s keys from her 
pocket and quietly let herself into his office. Nothing 
seemed out of place. Going to the file cabinet, she 
took the folders out of the briefcase and placed them 
back into the file drawer. 

Returning to the lab, she checked on the progress 
of the embalming. Still some time before it would be 
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finished, so she made herself a cup of coffee and 
settled into her old battered chair. She went over her 
plan once more in her mind to make sure she hadn‟t 
missed anything. So far, so good. 

When the embalming pumped turned off, Sarah 
unhooked the body from the machine and pushed it 
into the cooler. It would take several hours for the 
tissues of the body to absorb the fluid before she 
could begin dissecting. 

Before leaving the lab, she tidied up the Prep 
Room. She wiped down all the surfaces that might 
have Sidney‟s fingerprints or DNA on it even though 
it wouldn‟t really matter. Since he‟d made several trips 
down to the lab over the last few months, their 
presence there could easily be explained. 

She put the laptop in the plastic bag with the rest 
of Sidney‟s belongings. Now that she had the thumb 
drive, there was no need to keep it. 

As soon as the body was ready, she‟d remove the 
teeth, strip away the skin from the face and hands, 
and add them to the bag as well. Then she‟d take all 
of it to the crematorium. 

By the time she was finished, all visible evidence of 
Sidney would be washed away or reduced to ashes. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-EIGHT 

The sun was just coming up when she opened the 
door to her apartment. All she wanted to do was plop 
down on her bed and sleep. She needed rest badly, 
but with all the coffee she‟d consumed during the 
busy night, her nerve endings were still buzzing. It 
was a good thing that she didn‟t have any classes 
scheduled for that day. She could get a few hours of 
sleep before going back to the lab to work on the 
body. 

After taking a hot shower, she downed a couple of 
Aleve tablets and settled down in her over-stuffed 
recliner with a glass of warm milk, a knit throw cover 
over her legs. As her body began to relax, her mind 
started going back over the events of the last few 
days. 

Everything had gone as planned so far. In fact, 
things had gone better than she‟d planned. Finding 
the thumb drive containing those computer files had 
been a fortuitous bonus. She wasn‟t sure how she was 
going to use it yet, but she had time to figure that out 
later. Right now, all she wanted to do was rest. 
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As the tension started to leave her muscles, she 
thought about what she‟d done. She hadn‟t wanted to 
do it. When she left New Orleans, she‟d made herself 
a promise that she‟d never resort to that kind of thing 
again—no matter what happened; no matter how far 
she was pushed. 

But Sidney hadn‟t given her any choice. It was his 
own fault. He was going to destroy any chance she 
had to live the life she‟d worked so hard for—a life as 
a well respected and nationally known educator, in a 
place she could finally call „home‟. She couldn‟t let 
him do that, could she?  She‟d had to stop him. 

Even so, shouldn‟t she feel some hint of remorse 
for what she‟d done?  After all, Sidney was a husband. 
He was a father. He was a human being. But, in all 
honesty, she felt nothing. Nothing, that is, but relief 
that he would no longer be a threat to her or to what 
she wanted to achieve. 

“It had to be this way” was her last conscious thought 
before she drifted into a deep, peaceful sleep. 

*** 

The next morning, Sarah entered the basement lab 
and unlocked the door to the Prep Room. She 
changed into her scrubs, started a pot of coffee 
brewing, turned on the CD player, and rolled out the 
newly embalmed body from the cooler. 

She had a considerable amount of cutting to do 
before the remains would be ready to be placed into 
the dehydration chamber. It had to be perfect. After 
all, this specimen was going to be the focal point in 
the museum. 



MAN EXPOSED 

239 

When the last of the skin had been carefully 
removed, she breathed deeply and stretched her back. 
As much as she enjoyed dissecting, bending over the 
cadaver for hours always got to her physically. She‟d 
learned to take a break every so often to relieve the 
stress on her back or she‟d pay the price the next day. 

She stripped off her gloves, poured herself a cup 
of coffee, and settled into her well-worn chair to 
relax. It was the first time in a long while that she 
hadn‟t felt as if some man was looking over her 
shoulder, watching her every move, waiting to take 
advantage of her because she was a female and 
vulnerable. 

Closing her eyes, Sarah sighed deeply, enjoying the 
peaceful moment, knowing full well that it wasn‟t 
going to last long. Sooner, rather than later, someone 
would wonder why they hadn‟t heard from Sidney, 
and they‟d start looking for him. When they couldn‟t 
find him, the investigation would begin. Just as it had 
in Kentucky. Just as it had in New Orleans. 

The police and who-knows-who-else would busy 
themselves snooping into everybody‟s business for a 
while. After they found themselves at a dead end—no 
pun intended—they‟d give up and move on to more 
pressing cases. They‟d chalk it up to one more restless 
middle-aged man trying to leave his old life behind 
and start over where no one knew him. And, of 
course, it wouldn‟t hurt that theory when they found 
out that he‟d squirreled away enough ill-gotten gains 
to make that happen. 

No, Sarah wasn‟t concerned that anything 
connecting her to the disappearance would come 
from all their effort. It hadn‟t before, and it wouldn‟t 
now. She‟d learned to cover her tracks too well. 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-NINE 

Calvin McSwain sat in his car in his designated 
parking spot in front of the Administration Building, 
dreading what was coming. The whole place seemed 
to be coming apart. The Curriculum Committee kept 
asking about what courses would be taught in the fall, 
when they would be scheduled, who would teach 
them. More and more of the students were pestering 
him about where they would be assigned for their 
third-year preceptorships. The president was on his 
back about the cost of materials for the clinical 
science labs as well as for the promised anatomical 
museum. 

He didn‟t have answers for any of it. Toffer had 
made all those decisions and had told him what to say 
and do. But Sidney wasn‟t there, and he was starting 
to panic. Sidney had promised he‟d be back in two 
weeks, and it had already been that long, with no 
word from him. 

“Jillian, has Dr. Toffer called or left a message?” 
he asked as soon as he entered his outer office. 
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“No, Dr. McSwain, but President Baron called 
twice already. And Dr. Mackey and Dr. Dufrene came 
by and said they need to talk to you about the 
curriculum. They said it was urgent.” 

“Jillian, hold all my calls for now. If anyone asks, 
I‟m not in,” he said, rushing into his office and 
closing the door. 

Pulling out his cell phone, he called the number 
for Sidney he had on „speed dial‟. After several rings, 
it went to voicemail, and he left a message for Sidney 
to call him back as soon as possible. Where can he be?  
He‟d wait awhile and call back. 

For the next hour or so, he busied himself with 
trivial tasks, which consisted mostly of shuffling 
papers around on his desk. When he couldn‟t wait any 
longer, he picked up his cell phone and, once more, 
dialed Sidney‟s number. Still no answer, so he left 
another voicemail, this time with a more urgent 
message. Where the hell is he? 

There was a knock on the door. “Come in!” he 
said. 

Jillian entered his office, looking decidedly 
frazzled. “Dr. McSwain, President Baron has called a 
couple of more times, and Dr. Mackey came by again. 
I told them that you weren‟t in, but Dr. Baron wants 
to know where you are, and I don‟t know what to tell 
him.” 

His stomach clenched, sweat popped out on his 
forehead, and his eyes wouldn‟t focus. Oh my God!  
What am I going to do? 

Jillian was staring at him, a look of concern on her 
face. He couldn‟t let her see his fear. Get a hold of 
yourself, Calvin, he told himself. Don’t panic, breathe. 
Everything will be okay as soon as you talk to Sidney. 
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He stood up, grabbed his briefcase, and started for 
the door. Turning to Jillian, he said, “Tell President 
Baron that I had a doctor‟s appointment this 
morning. Just a routine checkup, but I‟m not sure 
when I‟ll be back.”  He paused and, as an 
afterthought, said, “And Jillian, find the phone 
number of Dr. Toffer‟s wife, Linda, in Boston and 
text it to me.” 

As he hurried through the outer office, Jillian 
called after him, “When do you think you‟ll be back?” 

“I‟m not sure. I‟ll call you.” 
He didn‟t know where he was going as he drove 

away from the college. Somewhere no one could find 
him. Somewhere he could think. He needed to reach 
Sidney. He drove aimlessly, his mind racing, until he 
found himself surrounded by lush greenery on a hill 
overlooking the Bay, and he realized he was at the 
Presidio. 

He pulled into one of the overlook parking areas. 
Retrieving his cell phone from his pocket, he tried 
Sidney‟s number once more and again it went to 
voicemail. He didn‟t bother to leave a message this 
time. It seemed pointless. 

As he was trying to decide what to do next, a text 
came in on his phone. It was from Jillian. She had 
found a number for Sidney‟s wife. 

*** 

His house was quiet when McSwain got home. It 
was still early, so his wife, Ruth, was probably out 
doing one of her volunteer things. Ordinarily, it 
would have bothered him that she never seemed to be 
home, but today it was a good thing. He didn‟t know 
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when she would be back and he didn‟t want to be 
interrupted, so he stuck a note on the refrigerator 
door telling her that he was working in his office and 
didn‟t want to be disturbed. 

After making several more futile attempts to reach 
Sidney by phone, McSwain dialed Linda Toffer‟s 
number. He‟d put it off as long as he could, but he 
was getting desperate. 

“Mrs. Toffer?” he asked when he heard a woman‟s 
voice. 

“Yes. Who‟s calling, please?” 
“Mrs. Toffer, I don‟t know if you remember me, 

but we met once in San Francisco. My name is Dr. 
Calvin McSwain, and I‟m the dean of Carlton Medical 
College.” 

“Oh, yes, Dr. McSwain. I do remember Sidney 
introducing us. What can I do for you?” 

“Well, Mrs. Toffer, I hate to bother you, but I‟ve 
been trying to reach Sidney all day with no luck, and I 
was wondering if you could tell me where he‟s staying 
in Boston so I can try to contact him there?” 

There was silence on the other end of the line, 
then Mrs. Toffer replied, “Dr. McSwain, I don‟t know 
what you‟re talking about. To my knowledge, Sidney 
isn‟t in Boston.” 

“But, Mrs. Toffer, Sidney left San Francisco two 
weeks ago. He said he was going to Boston to meet 
with you to discuss some family matters. Maybe he‟s 
been in touch with your lawyer.” 

“If Sidney‟s in Boston, he hasn‟t contacted me. He 
called me from San Francisco about three weeks ago, 
but he didn‟t say anything about coming to Boston, 
and I haven‟t heard from him since. And neither has 
my lawyer or he would have notified me.” 
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McSwain didn‟t know what to say. He was stunned 
and confused. 

“Mrs. Toffer, I don‟t understand. When Sidney left 
here, he said he was going to Boston and he‟d be back 
in two weeks. It‟s been two weeks, and I haven‟t 
heard from him. I‟ve been calling him all day and his 
cell phone keeps going to voicemail. Is it possible that 
he could have been in contact with your attorney, or 
your children, without your knowledge?” 

“I don‟t think so, Dr. McSwain. I‟m sure they 
would have let me know.” 

“Could you please check with them and get back 
to me as soon as possible?  I‟m getting worried now. 
It‟s not like Sidney to just up and disappear.” 

“Well, I‟m not so sure about that, Dr. McSwain, 
but I‟ll make some calls. I‟m certain there‟s a good 
explanation for Sidney‟s absence.” 

He thought about calling some of Sidney‟s friends 
but then realized that he really didn‟t know that much 
about Sidney‟s life away from the college or who his 
friends were. He made a few discreet calls to a couple 
of people who Sidney had mentioned, but they had 
not seen or heard from him in months. 

McSwain heard the front door close when his wife 
came home. She‟d obviously read his note because 
she hadn‟t bothered him. As the light started to fade 
and the shadows crept ominously across the floor of 
his home office, he paced back and forth, fluctuating 
between willing the phone to ring and trying to figure 
out what he would do if Sidney didn‟t call back. 

It was close to ten o‟clock when his cell phone 
rang, startling him so badly that he almost dropped it 
in his haste to answer. “Sidney?  Sidney? Is that you?” 
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“No, Dr. McSwain. It‟s Linda Toffer. I‟m sorry for 
calling so late.” 

Trying to keep the disappointment out of his 
voice, he replied, “No, Mrs. Toffer. That‟s fine. What 
have you found out?” 

“Well, I talked to my lawyers and they haven‟t 
heard anything from Sidney since they sent him the 
divorce papers. And I spoke to my children. Neither 
of them has heard from him, either.”  There was a 
momentary pause before she continued. “Are you 
certain that he said he was coming to Boston?” 

“Yes, Mrs. Toffer. Sidney and I talked about it. I‟m 
not sure what to do now or where to start.” 

“Well, since we don‟t know if he even left San 
Francisco, I think that would be the best place to 
start. Don‟t you?” 

“Yes, you‟re probably right. I‟ll see what I can find 
out on my end and let you know.” 

“Yes, please do that, Dr. McSwain. I‟ll be waiting 
to hear from you.” 

He spent a restless night, waking up every couple 
of hours, grabbing his cell phone to see if maybe he‟d 
slept through a notification of a text message from 
Sidney. The sun was just beginning to filter through 
the fog when he got up, went to the kitchen, and 
made a pot of strong coffee. 

“What is going on with you?”  His wife‟s voice 
startled him. “With all your tossing and turning, 
neither one of us got much sleep last night. Don‟t you 
think it‟s time you told me about it?” 

He stared at Ruth for a moment, afraid that if he 
put it into words, it would become a reality. Finally, 
he muttered, “Sidney‟s missing.” 
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They sat at the kitchen table while he filled her in 
on what had occurred the previous day. “I don‟t 
know what to do?” he said, the panic in his voice and 
in his eyes alarming her. 

They had been married a long time, and Ruth had 
no delusions about the strengths—and weaknesses—
of her husband. He wasn‟t good at handling crises. 
She‟d always been the one to maintain a cool head 
and direct him in the best way to resolve various 
issues in their lives. 

“Do you think he might have just disappeared on 
his own?” she asked. “Did he have a reason?” 

“No, I don‟t think so. I don‟t know. He never said 
anything like that to me. I‟ve told you everything I 
know.”  His voice was getting higher and his words 
were tumbling out faster and faster. 

Ruth recognized the signs that her husband was 
working himself up into a full blown anxiety attack. 
She needed to calm him down. 

“Take a deep breath, Calvin. You need to talk to 
Dr. Baron about this. And as soon as possible. He‟s 
the only one who can authorize an investigation and 
notify the police, if necessary.” 
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CHAPTER FORTY 

Jillian was surprised and a little alarmed to find the 
dean already in his office when she came into work 
the next morning. He‟d been out the whole previous 
day and now this. Something was up. 

“Good morning, Dr. McSwain,” she said, popping 
her head into his office. 

“Jillian!  I‟m glad you‟re here. Get me an 
appointment with President Baron as soon as 
possible. Tell Ms. Crump it‟s an emergency. And 
check with Debbie to see if she‟s heard from Dr. 
Toffer.” 

“Yes, sir.”  She‟d never seen him like this. 
Something was definitely wrong. 

“Oh, and Jillian, ask Debbie how I can get in 
touch with Dr. Toffer‟s housekeeper.” 

After a few minutes, his intercom buzzed. “Dr. 
Baron isn‟t in yet, Dr. McSwain, but Ms. Crump will 
try to locate him and she‟ll get back to us. I talked to 
Debbie. She hasn‟t heard from Dr. Toffer since he 
left. She gave me the number for Dorothy, his 
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housekeeper. Do you want me to talk to her or do 
you want to call her yourself?” 

No, he definitely did not want to talk to her, or to 
anyone else, for that matter. It was all he could do to 
hold himself together until he turned this whole mess 
over to President Baron. “Have Debbie call her and 
find out what Dr. Toffer told her about his trip, when 
he was coming back, and if she‟s heard from him 
since he‟s been gone.” 

It seemed like an eternity before Jillian buzzed him 
once more. “Dr. McSwain, Ms. Crump called. Dr. 
Baron can see you right now.” 

Thank God. President Baron will know what to do. 
“Dr. McSwain, are you alright?” Ms. Crump asked 

as McSwain practically ran into her office. 
“Yes, yes. Is he here?” 
She stood up to usher him into President Baron‟s 

office, but he abruptly pushed past her, almost 
knocking her down. 

“Okay, Calvin, what‟s the emergency?” asked 
Baron, a slight annoyance in his voice. 

He had never had any use for McSwain. He 
considered the man weak and pathetic and an 
embarrassment as the dean of what Baron hoped 
would soon be a prestigious medical college. But 
Toffer had convinced him that McSwain would do 
whatever he was told and would be well accepted as 
dean by the medical community. At least, temporarily. 

“Dr. Baron, I don‟t know what to do?  Sidney‟s 
missing!  He was supposed to be gone for two weeks, 
and it‟s already been two weeks, and no one‟s heard 
from him, and I can‟t get in touch with him.”  
McSwain‟s words came tumbling out and his whole 
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body was trembling so badly that Baron thought he 
might pass out. 

Coming quickly from around his desk, Baron 
helped McSwain into the nearest chair. “Calvin, calm 
down and tell me everything. Start from the 
beginning.” 

It took awhile and a lot of questions before Baron 
could ascertain the whole story. By the time he 
thought he had at least most of the facts, McSwain 
was reduced to a blubbering mess. 

Picking up his phone, Baron called Ms. Crump. 
“Alice, would you please call Captain Green, the 
Chief of Security, and ask him to come over right 
away?  And, get Dr. McSwain some water, please.” 

When Captain Green arrived, Baron had McSwain 
repeat what he‟d told him about Sidney‟s 
disappearance. 

“There‟s probably a reasonable explanation for his 
absence,” said Green, “but why don‟t we start by 
asking the police to conduct a wellness visit to Dr. 
Toffer‟s home and maybe talk to his housekeeper, 
too. Then we‟ll go from there, and, if we have to, we 
can file a missing person‟s report. Unfortunately, if we 
do that, the police will want to talk to people here, 
like his secretary and the faculty. I‟m sure they‟ll 
contact his wife and maybe even the Boston police if 
they feel that‟s necessary.” 

Baron scowled and slowly shook his head. “I guess 
they‟ll be no way to keep this out of the papers if 
things go that far?”  It was more of a statement than a 
question. 

“No, sir. We can try to keep it as hush-hush as 
possible, but I can‟t guarantee that if the police get 
involved.” 
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McSwain, seeing Baron‟s hesitation, cried out, 
“But we‟ve got to find Sidney!  He might be in 
trouble, or hurt, or worse.” 

Baron told McSwain to go back to his office and 
wait until he heard from him, but, under no 
circumstances, was he to talk to anyone about what 
was going on. Not even Jillian. 

Turning toward the Security Chief, Baron said, 
“Call the police, Captain Green.” 

*** 

Captain Green called an old friend of his, a 
lieutenant in the SFPD. He told him of the college 
president‟s concerns about one of the faculty and 
asked him to make a few discreet inquiries. Captain 
Green agreed to arrange for Dorothy to meet a 
couple of patrolmen at Sidney‟s condo with the key 
so they could go in and have a look around. 

As the officers walked through Sidney‟s apartment, 
nothing looked disturbed. When they entered his 
bedroom and opened up his closets and dresser 
drawers, it was apparent that several changes of 
clothes were missing and his luggage was gone. 
Dorothy assured them that everything else was exactly 
as she had seen it last. 

“Where did Dr. Toffer say he was going?” one of 
the officers asked Dorothy. 

“He didn‟t say. He just said that he was going out 
of town for a couple of weeks and he‟d let me know 
when he was coming back so I could have the 
apartment ready and food in the refrigerator.” 
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After locking up, the officers reported back to 
their supervisor that they had found nothing 
suspicious at the man‟s home. 

It didn‟t take long before two detectives showed 
up at President Baron‟s office. 

Baron had Ms. Crump summon McSwain and 
Debbie to his office immediately. He didn‟t think it 
was possible, but McSwain was in worse shape now 
than he had been when he first saw him that morning. 
He was pale, breathing hard, and his hands were 
trembling so badly that he could hardly shake hands 
with the two officers when they introduced 
themselves as Detectives Venetti and Burke. 

“Calvin, why don‟t you tell the detectives what you 
told me this morning?” Baron directed. 

McSwain seemed confused and started to ramble 
almost incoherently. His disjointed account of the 
timeline of when he‟d last seen or talked to Sidney 
made no sense to the detectives, which only seemed 
to heighten McSwain‟s distress. 

“Dr. McSwain,” said Detective Venetti, “why 
don‟t I just ask you a few questions, and you tell me 
whatever you can?”  The older detective had been on 
the force for some time, and because of his cool, low-
key demeanor, he was able to calm whoever he was 
questioning, both innocent and guilty alike. 

Slowly and patiently, the detective managed to 
elicit the information he needed from McSwain for 
the time being. “I think that‟s all the questions we 
have for you for now, Dr. McSwain. Why don‟t you 
go back to your office, and we‟ll get back to you if we 
think of anything else?” 
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When McSwain left, Debbie was shown into 
Baron‟s office and introduced to the detectives, who 
asked some of the same questions. 

“Debbie, did you make Dr. Toffer‟s airplane 
reservations for him?”  The younger detective, Burke, 
was now asking the questions. He was closer to 
Debbie‟s age and had a reputation with the ladies, so 
he took the lead this time. 

“No. Dr. Toffer made them himself. I asked him if 
he wanted me to because I was usually the one to do 
that, but he said he‟d take care of it. In fact, he didn‟t 
even tell me where he was going. Just said he was 
going out of town for a couple of weeks.” 

“So, that was unusual for him to do that?” 
“Yes, sir. Dr. Toffer didn‟t have any family here, 

and he rarely took any time off. He always seemed to 
be here at the college.” 

“Did he act like he was looking forward to a trip?  
Had he been talking about going away somewhere?” 

“No, that‟s just the thing. He never mentioned a 
word about it. He had a meeting with Dr. McSwain 
that morning and when he came back, he announced 
that he was leaving town. Then he went to his office 
and worked there for most of the day. He left before 
me that afternoon. As he was leaving, he told me that 
if I needed to contact him, Dr. McSwain would know 
how to get in touch with him.” 

“Did he seem upset when he came from his 
meeting with Dr. McSwain that morning?” 

“No, not that day. But the day before, he came 
storming into the office about ten o‟clock, and he was 
upset. I assumed he‟d been at a meeting, but there 
was nothing on his schedule, so I didn‟t know what 
had happened. He said he didn‟t want to be disturbed, 
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then he went straight to his office and closed the 
door. He was still in a bad mood when I had to 
interrupt him later that day to give him a certified 
letter that came for him.” 

“A certified letter?  Was he expecting it?” asked 
the detective. 

“No, sir. Not to my knowledge.” 
“Do you know who it was from?” 
“It was from some law firm in Boston, but I don‟t 

remember the name.” 
After getting a copy of Sidney‟s personnel file 

from Human Resources, the detectives left the 
campus, promising that they‟d look into the matter 
further and get back to President Baron. 

*** 

The detectives found Sidney‟s car at the airport in 
the Long-term Parking Lot. Other than a parking lot 
permit on the dashboard with the date of his 
scheduled departure stamped on it, the car was clean. 
They opened the trunk; it was empty. 

It was beginning to look like Sidney had flown to 
Boston that night just as he said he was going to do 
and that whatever had happened to him had 
happened in Boston. That is, until they talked to the 
airlines. They found a reservation on a red-eye flight 
to Boston in the name of Sidney Toffer, but the 
passenger had never checked in. The ball was back in 
their court. And now, it definitely looked suspicious. 

When they ran a check on Sidney‟s cell phone 
records, his credit cards, and bank accounts, there 
were more questions than answers. The cell phone 
company said that he had received one call on the 
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afternoon of the day he left, but that the phone had 
been out of service since then. That one call had 
come from someone at the college. 

The last time he had used his credit card was to 
pay for a meal the night he left. There had been no 
other charges after that. 

Red flags went way up when the bank told them 
that, the day before he left, Sidney had transferred a 
large sum of money to an off-shore account he had in 
the Cayman Islands. And it wasn‟t the first time. He‟d 
been making transfers to that account at regular 
intervals for several years. 
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CHAPTER FORTY-ONE 

The next morning, President Baron got a call from 
Detective Venetti. The detective told him what they 
had found out so far and that they wanted to come 
back out and take a closer look at Sidney‟s files. 
Maybe talk to a few of the faculty. 

Sarah wasn‟t surprised when the rumors started 
flying. She‟d been waiting for that. It hadn‟t taken 
long for the word to spread. Dr. Sidney Toffer had 
disappeared. It was only a matter of time before the 
police would be snooping around and talking to 
anyone who had any connection to Sidney. 

She wasn‟t worried; she‟d been through this 
before. The police would make themselves a nuisance 
for a while, but, thanks to Sidney's own greed, they‟d 
eventually find out about his little kickback scheme. 
In the end, they‟d come to the conclusion that, to 
avoid his wife‟s lawyers finding out about his hidden 
money, Sidney had taken his ill-gotten gains and run 
off to a place or places unknown. And that would be 
that. In the meantime, she had plenty of work to do 
to get ready for the exhibit opening. 
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The detectives showed up that afternoon with a 
subpoena, and they weren‟t alone. Several officers 
boxed up all of Sidney‟s files and took them and his 
desk computer with them when they left. Debbie told 
them that Sidney also had a laptop computer. But it 
wasn‟t in the office, and it hadn‟t been found in his 
apartment, so they concluded that he‟d most likely 
taken it with him. 

They found out that the number of that last phone 
call to Sidney had come from an office assigned to 
Dr. Sarah Whitley in the Basic Science Building. She 
was one of the first persons they wanted to talk to. 

When they got to Sarah‟s office, it was empty. The 
faculty secretary told them that she was probably in 
the anatomy lab. She offered to page Sarah, and the 
detectives said they‟d wait. 

About ten minutes later, a petite, attractive 
brunette entered the faculty office reception area. It 
wasn‟t much of a stretch to determine that this was 
Dr. Sarah Whitley. She was dressed in scrubs and a 
stained lab coat, and there was the definite scent of 
formaldehyde clinging to her person. 

“Dr. Whitley?” asked Detective Burke, extending 
his hand. “I‟m Detective Burke and this is my partner, 
Detective Venetti,” he said, indicating the older man 
at his side. “Would you mind if we have a word with 
you?” 

“Of course,” answered Sarah, shaking hands with 
both of them. “Why don‟t we go into my office?” 

“We‟re here looking into the disappearance of Dr. 
Sidney Toffer, and we have a couple of questions for 
you.” 

“Of course. I‟ll help in any way I can. What would 
you like to know?” 
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“You made a call to Dr. Toffer on Tuesday 
evening, the day he left. Would you mind telling us 
about that?” 

“Yes, I do remember talking to him that day. I‟m 
in the middle of preparing some specimens for a 
special anatomy exhibit under Dr. Toffer‟s 
supervision, and I had some questions about the 
plans for the exhibit hall.” 

“Did you know about his trip?  Where he was 
going?  Who he was going to see?” 

“No. In fact, I didn‟t know he was planning on 
leaving town until I talked to him that day. The only 
thing he told me was that he would be gone for about 
two weeks, and if anything came up about the exhibit, 
it would just have to wait until he got back.” 

“How well did you know Dr. Toffer?” asked the 
older detective. “Did you and he work closely 
together?” 

Sarah took a second to size up the detective before 
answering. His graying hair and mustache needed 
trimming and his rumpled suit looked like he‟d slept 
in it. But his stare was hard and piercing. Watch out for 
this one, Sarah. He’s been around awhile. 

“Dr. Toffer is the Associate Dean of Biomedical 
Sciences. He hired me, and he‟s my supervisor. He‟s 
also an anatomist like myself. He gives some lectures 
in the Gross Anatomy course that I direct, and he 
occasionally helps out in the anatomy lab when he 
can. He‟s very busy, so I can‟t say we work together 
on a daily basis. But he‟s been very supportive of me 
and especially of the anatomical museum that I‟m 
working on.” 

She hesitated a moment, then continued, “I don‟t 
know what will happen with that if he doesn‟t come 
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back. All our plans, all my work will probably be for 
nothing. Please, you‟ve got to find him. We need him 
here at Carlton.”  Don’t lay it on too heavy, Sarah. 

The police presence was particularly visible for the 
next few days. They talked to anyone and everyone 
who had any contact with Sidney, from the other 
administrators down to and including the 
maintenance people. Then there visits abruptly 
stopped. 

Once they found the incriminating invoices and 
contracts in Sidney‟s files, they were convinced that 
their theory was correct. Dr. Sidney Toffer had left 
for parts unknown. 

They reported their findings and conclusion to 
President Baron. He was, of course, incensed and 
wanted the police to arrest and prosecute the 
contractors for their part in the kickback scheme. The 
police, however, informed him that, since the other 
person involved—namely Sidney—was no longer 
around, there was no way that they could prove 
conclusively that anything illegal had occurred. So that 
was the end of their investigation. 

When news that Carlton College had been 
scammed out of thousands of dollars by one of their 
own administrators reached the Board of Directors, 
they turned to President Baron for an explanation. He 
was humiliated and directed his anger toward the 
person whom he thought should have known what 
Sidney was up to—the dean, Calvin McSwain. 

Unfortunately, when he called McSwain into his 
office and confronted him with what had been 
uncovered, McSwain collapsed and had to be rushed 
to the hospital with a heart attack. 
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Everything seemed to be falling apart. Baron‟s 
dream of establishing one of the most respected 
medical schools in the country was evaporating 
before his eyes, much like the fog as it dissipated over 
the Bay. 

But Landon Baron was not one to lie down and 
play dead. He‟d worked too hard to get Carlton to 
where it was thus far, and he wasn‟t about to just give 
up. He quickly appointed Richard Haynes, the current 
Associate Dean of Clinical Sciences, as the interim 
dean of the medical school, with orders to get the 
Basic Sciences back on track. The Basic Science 
people wouldn‟t like it, but that was too bad. He‟d 
trusted one of theirs and look where that had got him. 

Feeling like he was once more in control of things, 
he reported back to the Board of Directors, and they 
seemed satisfied. 

As he left the Board meeting, Baron was relieved. 
Sidney Toffer was gone and good riddance. He hoped 
he‟d never have to lay eyes on him again. 
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CHAPTER FORTY-TWO 

By the time Sarah walked out of the Basic Science 
Building that night, it was late. The dense fog had 
already rolled in and what little light the moon might 
have provided was shrouded by a blanket of mist. 

“Don‟t you ever go home?”  The voice coming 
from behind her startled her. Turning around, she 
saw the dark form of a man walking toward her out 
of the haze. She hesitated, trying to decide whether to 
run back into the building or stand her ground. 
Before her brain had time to give either command to 
her body, the man was close enough for her to 
recognize him. 

“John Roth!  You scared me!”  Breathing a sigh of 
relief, she giggled self-consciously, then smiled 
broadly. “What are you doing here?” 

Taking both her hands in his, he chuckled and 
said, “I‟m sorry I scared you. I just got back into 
town. I went by your house first, but when you 
weren‟t there, I figured you‟d be here. I was just going 
to see if I could find you in your office.” 
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He gazed into her eyes for a moment, then 
unexpectedly wrapped his arms around her and pulled 
her close. “I‟m so glad to see you. I‟ve been thinking 
about you,” he whispered. 

Surprising herself, she replied softly, “I‟ve thought 
about you, too. I didn‟t know if I‟d ever see you again. 
Are you in San Francisco to meet with your clients 
again?” 

“I told you I‟d be back. And no, I‟m not in town 
to see a client. I‟m in town to see you.”  Taking her 
arm, they started walking toward the parking lot. 
“Have you had dinner yet?  I took a cab from the 
airport straight to your house, then here, and I‟m 
starving.” 

She had to think for a moment. “As a matter of 
fact, I haven‟t.” 

She drove them to a small cafe not far from the 
medical school. They made small talk as they ate. He 
asked about her anatomy videos and the plastination 
project; she asked about his business and how long he 
was planning on staying. All the while, he kept 
touching her hand, hesitantly at first, then lingering a 
bit when she didn‟t pull away. 

Much as she wanted to broach the subject of his 
search for Dr. Yancey Roberts, she managed to steer 
clear of that particular topic of conversation for the 
time being. That could wait for later. She was 
enjoying just spending time with him for now. 

After dinner, she drove him to his hotel. She was 
about to invite him to her home but thought the 
better of it. She‟d done that when he was there 
before, but, at the time, she hadn‟t expected to ever 
see him again. Now that he had come back, she didn‟t 
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want things between them to move too rapidly until 
she found out what he had learned while he was away. 

When they reached the hotel, she agreed to have a 
drink with him in the hotel bar so that they could talk 
awhile longer. 

“Have you spent much time in San Francisco 
previously?” she asked. 

“Just in and out for quick business trips, like 
before. But never for pleasure.”  He reached out and 
gently brushed a few stray hairs away from her eyes. 
“I‟ve arranged it so I can spend a few days here this 
time. I know you‟re busy, but I was hoping I could 
talk you into showing me some of the sights.” 

“I‟d love to. I could use some time away from 
work myself,” she said. Screw dissecting. That could wait. 
It wasn’t going anywhere. 

They talked for a while longer, discussing the many 
and varied things to see in San Francisco, and they 
made plans for Sarah to pick him up the next day. 
When she realized how late it was getting, much to 
her regret, she told him that she needed to be heading 
home. 

John escorted her through the lobby, and as they 
waited for the valet to bring her car around, he took 
her in his arms and kissed her. Softly, at first—then 
hungrily. 

“Do you really have to go?” he asked, holding her 
close. “Stay with me tonight.” 

It took all of her willpower to pull away from him. 
Just as she was about to surrender, the high pitched 
squeal of tires brought her back to reality. When her 
car pulled up to the curb, the valet hopped out of the 
driver‟s seat and held out the keys. Reluctantly, Sarah 
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got into her car and looked longingly up at John. “I 
guess I‟ll see you in the morning,” 

*** 

They met at his hotel and took the cable car down 
to Fisherman‟s Wharf. After eating breakfast at the 
Eagle Café on Pier 39, they watched the boisterous 
sea lions playfully frolic in the waters around the 
dock. Sarah slipped her hand gently into his as they 
strolled along the pier, browsing in the many specialty 
shops while being serenaded by the calliope music 
coming from the carousel in the center of the pier. 

The fog had lifted and the sun shone brightly 
when they stopped at the end of the pier to enjoy the 
view. As they lingered to gaze at the imposing vista of 
Alcatraz straight ahead and the Golden Gate Bridge 
to their left, Sarah put her arm through John‟s and 
leaned closer to him. She loved the warmth and smell 
of him. For the first time since she could remember, 
she felt safe. 

“How long can you stay?” asked Sarah wistfully. 
  “I have to leave the day after tomorrow. My team 

is tracking down a couple of leads, and I‟ll need to 
follow up on them.” 

“Are they related to the Roberts‟ case?” she asked. 
“Yeah, but I don‟t know how good they are. I‟ll 

know more when I hear from my investigators 
tomorrow.” 

“Have you found out anything of use yet?” she 
asked cautiously. 

“Hey, let‟s not ruin the day by talking business. 
Why don‟t I tell you what I‟ve learned so far at dinner 
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tonight?” he said, smiling affectionately and wrapping 
his arms around her. 

Leaving Pier 39, they walked down Jefferson 
Street, taking in all the sights, sounds, and smells 
along the waterfront. They stopped for a lunch of 
fresh Dungeness crab served steaming hot at one of 
the outdoor seafood stands. By the time they reached 
Ghirardelli Square, it was early afternoon and time to 
head back. 

She dropped him off at his hotel and headed to 
Carlton. Sarah had things to check on in the lab, and 
John needed to contact his office and talk to his 
investigators about what and who they had managed 
to track down. 

Sarah glanced back in the rearview mirror as she 
drove off. Oh John, if only I’d met you before New Orleans. 

*** 

She left Carlton a little earlier than usual so that 
she could go home to get ready for the evening. That 
task turned out to be more of a problem than she‟d 
anticipated. She had never been one to concentrate 
on her looks or what she wore. Since most of her 
time was spent at the medical school, her wardrobe 
consisted mainly of scrubs or white lab coats over 
jeans and a t-shirt. She never went anywhere that 
required more than casual attire, and, when at home, 
she preferred to lounge around in loose, faded 
sweatshirts and pants. 

It took time to go through her clothes, but way in 
the back of her closet, in a plastic dry cleaner‟s bag, 
she found a tailored, navy blue suit, a couple of silk 
blouses, and a simple, but classy, little black dress, all 
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of which she had purchased for her employment 
interviews. Once she had been hired, those items had 
been relegated to the only-on-special-occasions 
category. 

Taking the dress out of the bag and holding it up 
in front of her, she was pleased with her reflection in 
the full-length mirror. 

I guess this qualifies as a ‘special occasion’. Or, at least, I 
hope it will be. 

The hotel was hosting a conference for urologists, 
and the restaurant was buzzing with people. Luckily, 
John had made dinner reservations ahead of time, and 
he slipped the maitre d‟ a little something extra for a 
quiet table away from the crowd and next to a 
window looking out at the twinkling night skyline 
across the Bay. 

He was already seated when Sarah arrived. 
Standing and watching as she approached their table, 
he thought how very special she was. Not only was 
she stunningly attractive, she was one of the smartest 
women that he‟d met in a long time. 

“You look beautiful,” he said, kissing her softly on 
the cheek. 

“Thank you.”  Sarah beamed; she felt beautiful. 
The black dress had just the right amount of 
décolletage and caressed her hips and thighs 
sensuously when she walked. 

They drank a glass a wine and ordered dinner. 
While they ate, he filled her in on where things stood 
on the Roberts‟ case. He had taken her advice and 
concentrated his efforts on the IAA organization. He 
had interviewed the officers of the association, and 
his investigators had talked to several of the members 
of the group. 
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The various members of IAA that John‟s 
investigators had tracked down said that they really 
didn‟t know much about Roberts personally. They 
saw him at the different conferences around the 
world, but he didn‟t mingle with the general 
membership. They knew that he was one of the „good 
ole boys‟, a term they used to refer to the IAA 
officers. 

There was a consensus of opinion among the IAA 
officers that John interviewed that Yancey Roberts 
came across as friendly and likable. A couple of the 
men, however, said that Roberts could drop that 
Southern gentleman persona in an instant if 
challenged. One thing they all agreed on was that 
Roberts was extremely ambitious. What he wanted 
most was to be the president of IAA, but when he 
couldn‟t manage that, he settled for treasurer, a 
position that he seemed decidedly qualified for, given 
his inordinate interest in money. 

One of his responsibilities as treasurer was to set 
up a bank account for the IAA Conference 
Committee in whatever country the next meeting was 
going to be held. That way, the committee could pay 
directly for all the incidentals associated with setting 
up the conference. Once the meeting was over and all 
the bills were paid, the account would be closed. 

The IAA gave John‟s firm permission to look into 
their finances, but he couldn‟t find any discrepancies. 
When asked if they thought that Roberts might have 
set up his own personal bank accounts in one or more 
of those places, the IAA officers said they wouldn‟t 
be surprised. 

As she listened to what John had to say, Sarah 
began to relax a little about his investigation into 
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Roberts‟ disappearance. The information he‟d found 
so far was leading him right down the path she had 
hoped he would go. She had planned it so that, even 
though Roberts‟ actions looked suspicious, the trail 
would be impossible to trace. 

“So, where do you go from here?” she asked, 
hoping that he‟d say he was ready to give up on the 
investigation. 

“Well, I talked to one of my men today, and he 
told me that a name came up when he was talking to 
one of the IAA members. It seems that, on a couple 
of occasions at conferences, this person happened to 
see Dr. Roberts in a heated conversation with one of 
the anatomy faculty members from the Medical 
College of Louisiana.” 

“Since the IAA connection seems to be a dead 
end, I‟ve decided to dig a little deeper into the medical 
college angle and track down more of the people who 
were there when Roberts disappeared. Maybe you can 
help me with that. You might know the person that 
Roberts was arguing with.” 

I do not like the way this is going. “Maybe. What‟s the 
person‟s name?” 

“Dr. William Orrick,” he said. “Didn‟t you tell me 
that he was the director of the anatomy course you 
taught in?” 

 “Yes, he was. Think fast, Sarah. This is getting a little 
too close for comfort. 

“Do you know of any reason there might be 
trouble between him and Dr. Roberts?” 

“Not really. Dr. Orrick wasn‟t the most pleasant 
person you‟d want to meet. He‟d been there awhile by 
the time I was hired. When he wasn‟t directing the 
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Gross Anatomy course, he pretty much kept to 
himself.” 

“Well, I plan on going to see him when I leave 
here.” 

“Where do you have to go?  He retired before I 
left the medical school, and I lost track of him.”  Not 
that I ever wanted to see him again. 

“He‟s a peanut farmer in Mississippi if you can 
believe that,” said John, with a little chuckle. “Talking 
to him should be interesting.” 

Sarah tried to suppress a smile. If Bill Orrick’s the 
same miserable human being he was back then, good luck with 
that. I hope that he’s smart enough to keep his mouth shut. 

Although not entirely comfortable with the idea of 
John talking to Orrick, Sarah was confident that he 
wouldn‟t learn anything there. Orrick hadn‟t been a 
party to Roberts‟ disappearance, and there was no 
way that he would spill the beans about what he and 
Roberts had been doing with the bodies. She‟d given 
him an out, and he had taken it. No questions asked. 
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CHAPTER FORTY-THREE 

It was still early when they finished their meal and left 
the restaurant, so they decided to have a few drinks 
and listen to the music in the piano bar in the hotel. 
Sarah made it a point to keep their conversation light, 
playful, and a little flirty, and to steer it away from the 
Roberts‟ case. 

They reminisced and laughed about some of the 
people and things they had seen and done that day, 
and they talked about what they wanted to do the 
next day. After awhile, John asked Sarah to dance, 
and they joined the few couples slow dancing to the 
soft and mellow music played by the trio on the small 
stage. 

As they danced, John‟s arms enveloped her, and he 
held her close to his body. Sarah could smell his 
masculinity and feel his warm breath in her hair. 
Instinctively, her body melted into his. She couldn‟t 
remember the last time that she‟d allowed herself to 
respond to a man the way she was to John. 

They moved as one to the melodious and 
seductive musical notes flowing from the piano, and 
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their lips met in a long, sensuous kiss. They didn‟t 
realize that the music had ended until they were 
jostled slightly by the other couples leaving the dance 
floor. 

When they were seated at their table, John took 
her hand and kissed her palm lovingly. “Would you 
like another drink?” he asked. 

“No thanks. I think I‟ve had enough.”  Maybe too 
much. Get control of yourself, Sarah. Glancing at his watch, 
he said, “I guess it is getting pretty late.”  He kissed 
her hand again and looked at her longingly. “Do you 
have to go?” 

She gazed deeply into his eyes and hesitated for a 
second before answering, “Not tonight, John.” 

When they entered his room, it was dark except 
for the moonlight filtering through the sheer curtains 
at the window. It didn‟t seem necessary to change 
that. They didn‟t need any more illumination to 
explore every inch of each other‟s bodies. 

They removed each other‟s clothes and laid down 
together on the king size bed. Breathing in the heady 
fragrance of her perfume, John tenderly ran his 
fingers, then his tongue, over every curve and into 
every valley of her sweet smelling skin. 

She, in turn, brushed her lips lightly down his 
chest and across each nipple while her hands gently, 
but insistently, caressed his growing manhood. 

When they could wait no longer, she directed him 
deep inside her. They moved together rhythmically, 
ending in a crescendo of exquisite ecstasy. 

The sunlight sneaking its way through the morning 
fog woke her up. Disoriented at first, she was 
confused by the warmth at her back and the weight of 
something across her chest. Looking down, she saw a 
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man‟s hand resting on her breast, and she smiled. 
Quietly turning over, she gazed contentedly at John‟s 
sleeping face. 

Silently extricating herself from the sheets, she 
gathered up her discarded clothes and headed to the 
bathroom. When she came out, John was awake and 
sitting in the chair by the window. 

“Good morning, beautiful,” he said. “I‟ve ordered 
Room Service. I thought we could have coffee and 
eat a little something here before you have to go. That 
is, if you really do have to go.” 

“Good morning to you, too. Coffee sounds great.”  
She walked over and kissed his neck. “Yes, I‟m afraid 
I really do. I need to go home first to change clothes 
before going to Carlton, and I‟m supposed to meet 
with the film man at eleven-thirty. I also need to 
check on the progress of the plastination 
experiment.” 

Bending down and kissing him again, this time on 
his lips, she said, “I‟ll be finished by one o‟clock. 
Then I‟ll be all yours for the rest of the day—and 
night.” 

*** 

Her meeting with Jay Lutcher, the film producer, 
didn‟t take long. The videos were complete. All that 
was left was to sign the distribution contract and 
Whitley’s Digital Dissector Series would go on sale to 
medical schools nationwide. 

Changing into her scrubs, Sarah headed down to 
the basement. First, she made sure that the last few 
plastinated organs were curing nicely and were almost 
ready to be placed in the exhibit hall. She then 
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replenished the chemicals in each of the plastination 
chambers and re-set the temperature gauges. 

Everything was geared up and waiting for her to 
begin processing the next, and most essential, 
specimen of them all. But that would have to wait 
until she was less distracted. It was too important not 
to give it her full and undivided attention. 

Unlocking the Prep Room, she opened the cooler 
and walked inside. She rolled out the metal table and 
she positioned it under the bright fluorescent lights. 
Taking her time, Sarah systematically scrutinized 
every inch of the cadaver, going over each shiny, red 
muscle, tracing every nerve, artery, and vein that 
snaked along the surface of the body. There were 
some corrections and revisions that she‟d need to 
make before beginning the immersion phase, but they 
were minor. All in all, she was pleased with what she 
saw. 

Before leaving for the day, she went to her office 
to check her messages. There was an email on her 
computer with a notification from Jillian that there 
would be a faculty meeting with the new dean the 
next day at noon. Since John was flying out first thing 
in the morning, that wouldn‟t be a problem timewise. 

She thought a minute about the man who had 
recently been appointed interim dean of the medical 
school. She didn‟t really know Richard Haynes, but 
she‟d seen him around at several school functions. 
Since his background was as a clinician and not a 
basic science educator, she didn‟t know what to 
expect from him when it came to running a medical 
school. 

Sarah promised herself that she‟d try to keep an 
open mind and not pre-judge. She‟d wait and see 
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what kind of an administrator he was—what kind of a 
man he was. She hoped for both their sakes that he 
was a better person than the ones she‟d encountered 
in the past. 
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CHAPTER FORTY-FOUR 

John was waiting out front when she picked him up 
from his hotel, a wicker basket in his hand. They 
hadn‟t decided on where they were going to spend the 
day when she had left his room that morning, so she 
wasn‟t sure what that was all about. 

He got in the car, an expansive smile on his face. 
“When I stepped out to get coffee this morning, the 
fog was gone, the sun was shining, and there wasn‟t a 
cloud in the sky. The weather was perfect. Then it hit 
me. What a terrific day for a picnic!” 

“I couldn‟t agree more,” she said, giggling. “What‟s 
that?” she asked, pointing to the basket. 

 “Oh, this little thing?  I had the maître d' order a 
basket with a little cheese, a few crackers, and, of 
course, a bottle of wine.” 

She laughed out loud, delighted by his thoughtful 
and romantic gesture. 

“So, where are you taking me?” he asked, settling 
himself in the passenger seat and giving her a 
sideways glance, a playful grin on his lips. 
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 “Well, I know just the place,” she said, driving 
away from the hotel and heading for Golden Gate 
Park. 

The afternoon couldn‟t have gone better. They‟d 
found just the right spot overlooking the Bay. 
Surprised and pleased that there was even a blanket 
included in the basket, they spread it on the grass, and 
John opened the bottle of wine. They relaxed, 
snacked on cheese and crackers, and chatted until 
only a sliver of daylight was still visible on the 
horizon. John did most of the talking, telling Sarah 
about his parents and siblings, his career, and some of 
his more interesting cases. 

When he asked about her family, she detoured 
around her childhood and focused instead on her 
struggles and persistence in obtaining her education. 

They had dinner at a small out-of-the-way Italian 
restaurant that Sarah had eaten in on several 
occasions. It was quiet, intimate, and the food was 
delicious. She‟d always dined alone before, but she‟d 
thought that it was just the kind of place to go to for 
a romantic, candlelit meal for two. Not that she 
thought she‟d ever have that opportunity. 

“I wish you didn‟t have to leave tomorrow,” she 
said, “but it might be a good thing. I‟ll never get all 
the work finished that I have to do with you around.” 

“Tell me what you‟re working on that takes up so 
much of your time,” he said. 

Without going into too much detail, Sarah 
described her plastination project and her plans for 
the anatomical museum at Carlton. 

 “That sounds fascinating,” he said. “When do you 
think you‟ll be ready to have the grand opening?” 
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“I‟m not sure. Probably a couple of months. I‟m 
still working on some of the exhibits.” 

“I don‟t know what my schedule will be then, but 
I‟d very much like to be here for the opening. Will 
you make sure to let me know the date?” 

“I will.”  She hesitated before adding, “If we‟re still 
in touch.” 

He reached over and gently took her hand. “You 
can count on that, Sarah.” 

*** 

Morning came way too soon. Buzzzzzz. John‟s 
arm reached over her and hit the alarm button on the 
bedside clock. Back to the real world. 

After dropping John off at the airport and going 
home to change clothes, Sarah headed to Carlton. She 
was anxious to get back to the lab, but first she had to 
attend that meeting with the dean. 

The lecture hall was quickly filling up with people 
when she got there—most she knew, some she didn‟t. 
Caroline Girard motioned to Sarah, pointing to the 
empty seat next to her. 

Shortly after noon, Richard Haynes entered the 
hall accompanied by President Baron, who went 
immediately to the podium. Baron tapped on the 
microphone to get everyone‟s attention and thanked 
them for coming. He then gave a brief report on the 
current health status of the former dean, Calvin 
McSwain. 

She waited, but Baron said not one word about 
Sidney or his untimely disappearance. Out of sight, out 
of mind. 
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Baron then introduced Richard Haynes, offering a 
brief description of his background and citing his 
numerous awards and honors. 

Assuming the podium, Haynes thanked the 
audience for their applause and began his speech by 
reiterating that his goal was to see to it that President 
Baron‟s vision of Carlton as one of the foremost 
medical schools in the United States would be 
accomplished. 

Blah, blah, blah. After getting very little sleep the 
night before, Sarah could hardly keep her eyes open. 
He got her attention, however, when he mentioned 
the Curriculum Committee. That had been Sidney‟s 
baby. What would happen to it now? 

“I can assure you that the accreditation for the 
coming year is under control. I‟d like to ask the 
Curriculum Committee to stay for a few minutes after 
this meeting is over so we can make sure we‟re all on 
the same page.” 

When the room cleared, Sarah and the other 
committee members waited to hear what Haynes had 
to say. 

Coming from behind the podium, he approached 
the small group that had moved down to settle in the 
first couple of rows. 

“I know you all probably have many questions and 
concerns about what‟s going to happen to the 
committee now that Dr. Toffer is no longer here. As 
you know, Dr. Toffer was serving as the interim chair 
of the committee, and the previous search for an 
Associate Dean of Academic Affairs to permanently 
head the committee had been temporarily canceled. 
That search is now re-established. In the meantime, 
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the committee will elect a new interim chair from the 
current membership.” 

A voice from the second row called out stridently, 
“As you may or may not know, Dean Haynes, 
previously there was a discussion as to whether the 
committee should be headed up by a member of the 
basic science faculty or the clinical faculty. The 
consensus was that, since the basic science courses in 
the first two years provide the foundation for the 
clinical third and fourth years, the committee should 
be chaired by one of the basic science faculty. In 
consultation, of course, with the clinical faculty.” 

Sarah turned to see who was speaking. There was 
no mistaking that New York accent. It was Joel 
Dufrene. Boy, that was quick, Joel. Now you want to be in 
charge of the curriculum?  Where were you when Sidney was 
throwing his weight around before, getting people fired?  There’s 
a name for people who pick at dead bones. They’re called 
vultures. 

“I‟ll leave that up to the committee,” replied 
Haynes succinctly. “That will be all for now. Thanks 
for staying.” 

Sarah was almost to the door when she heard 
Haynes call out to her. “Dr. Whitley, will you please 
stay a minute?  There‟s something I want to talk to 
you about.” 

Sarah stopped and turned back. Now what?  Why 
can’t they just leave me alone?  I’ve got work to do. 

Approaching Sarah, a wide, friendly smile on his 
face, Haynes held out his hand. “Dr. Whitley?  I don‟t 
think we‟ve actually met. I‟ve heard great things about 
you from both the students and faculty.” 

“Thank you,” she said, shaking his hand. She was a 
little leery of what was coming next. 
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“President Baron has told me about your project 
and the plans for the anatomy exhibition. He‟s very 
excited about it, and I just wanted to find out how 
things are going with that.” 

“They‟re actually going better than I expected,” 
she answered relieved. “I‟ll be glad to show you 
around the exhibit hall when you have time.” 

“Definitely,” he said, walking with her out of the 
room. “If there is anything I can do to help, please let 
me know.” 

Sarah watched him head toward the 
Administration Building. Just stay out of my way. 
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CHAPTER FORTY-FIVE 

The next few days passed by quickly for Sarah. So 
quickly that the few times she thought about John 
was when she collapsed into bed at night, exhausted 
from spending all of her waking hours in the lab, 
going over the body, and making minor revisions she 
thought necessary. 

When she was ready to begin the first phase of the 
plastination process, she made arrangements for 
Thomas, the anatomy lab technician, to help her with 
the body. She‟d already taught him the procedures, 
and he‟d been monitoring the processing of the 
smaller pieces when she was busy teaching. Now she 
was dealing with a complete adult male, and there was 
no way she could maneuver the body into the cold 
acetone bath by herself. 

It was a bit of a struggle at first, but once they 
figured out the best way to handle the cadaver, 
everything went well. Stepping away from the 
dehydration chamber, Sarah felt both relieved and 
excited. Her dream of creating something unique was 
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really happening, in spite of all the obstacles that 
she‟d had to overcome. No one could stop her now. 

After waiting around the lab for several hours to 
make sure that there were no glitches in the process, 
Sarah decided it was foolish of her to hover over the 
body like an expectant mother. There was nothing 
more for her to do there. She needed to go home. She 
could use a shower, and she couldn‟t remember the 
last time she‟d eaten real food. 

She heard the phone ringing inside her apartment 
as she approached the front door. Hurrying to find 
her key, she fumbled with her purse, dropping it, her 
briefcase, and the bag of hamburgers she‟d picked up 
from the drive-thru. Stumbling over the debris in the 
doorway, she rushed to the phone in time to beat her 
answering machine to the call. 

She breathlessly answered, “Hello?  Hello?  John, 
is that you?” 

“Yes, it‟s me. I thought I had missed you again. 
I‟ve been trying to call you on your cell phone, but it 
kept going to voicemail, then nothing. I was getting 
worried, so I thought I‟d try you at home. Are you 
alright?” 

“Oh, I‟m so sorry, John. I‟ve been working in the 
lab ever since you left. I put my cell phone on 
„silence‟, and I guess I forgot to charge it up.” 

“Well, as long as you‟re not trying to avoid me, I‟ll 
forgive you,” he said. 

“You know I‟d never do that. Where are you?  Tell 
me how your investigation is going?”  She wasn‟t 
worried that he‟d found anything incriminating, but it 
didn‟t hurt to make sure. 
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He told her that, after several tries, he‟d finally 
gotten to meet with William Orrick at his peanut farm 
in Collins, Mississippi. 

“You were right. He is a miserable SOB. He 
definitely didn‟t want to talk about his time at the 
medical school, and I got a distinct impression that he 
was holding something back. I don‟t think he knows 
anything about Roberts‟ disappearance though. In 
fact, when I asked him where he thought Roberts 
might have gone, his reply was, „To Hell, I hope‟.” 

Sarah smiled. Well, he’s right about that. 
“Did he say anything about the other faculty or 

staff in the Anatomy Department?” she asked, 
curious if Orrick had mentioned her in particular. 

“Not really. He said there wasn‟t anyone there that 
he cared to keep in touch with.” 

And vice versa. “So where are you off to now?” she 
asked. 

“I‟ve talked to about everybody I can, and I‟m 
pretty much at a dead end in the Roberts case. I 
contacted Dr. Roberts‟ wife and told her I‟d send her 
a complete report, but there didn‟t seem to be any 
point in her spending any more money on the 
investigation when there were no new leads to pursue. 
She agreed, so I guess that one‟s finished for now.” 

“In the meantime, my company has been hired to 
look into a case of possible industrial espionage, and 
I‟ll be traveling quite a bit, both within the states and 
internationally.” 

“Is that your way of telling me that I won‟t be 
seeing you again?” she asked, trying desperately to 
keep the disappointment out of her voice. 

“No, not unless you tell me that you don‟t want to 
see me again.” 
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“You know that‟s not true, John. I‟m looking 
forward to spending as much time with you as I can.” 

“I can‟t tell you exactly when I‟ll be able to come 
back to San Francisco, Sarah, but it‟ll be as often as 
possible. And I‟ll definitely be there for the opening 
of your exhibit.” 

*** 

Even though her anatomy teaching duties were 
over until the next medical school class started in the 
fall, Sarah found that her days were full. It didn‟t take 
long for Joel Dufrene to call a meeting of the 
Curriculum Committee. Not surprisingly, he was 
elected the interim head of the committee with the 
understanding that, if and when, an Associate Dean 
of Academic Affairs was hired, that person would 
take over the leadership of the committee. 

The first order of business was to review the 
upcoming curriculum that Sidney had thrust upon 
them and revise it as the committee saw fit. Since 
most of the actual work of reorganizing Sidney‟s 
mishmash of a curriculum into something more 
acceptable would fall on the shoulders of the 
chairperson, Dufrene convinced the membership that 
it would be best to just go along with Sidney‟s general 
layout for the upcoming year. He contended that it 
would give him and the small sub-committee he 
planned on appointing the time to put together a 
better alternative. 

Sarah sat quietly in the back of the room, 
observing the proceedings with amusement. Oh, Joel. 
You’re so full of shit!  I feel sorry for whoever winds up on your 
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little ‘sub-committee’. They’ll do all the work, and you’ll take 
all the credit. 

Her first priority, of course, was the plastination 
project. She made daily visits to the lab to monitor the 
progress of the process and to make any adjustments 
necessary. 

The completion of the exhibit hall in the 
Administration Building had come to a sudden halt 
when Sidney‟s arrangement with Kelly Construction 
Company had been discovered by the police. 

President Baron had fired Kelly, but, without 
Sidney, the District Attorney didn‟t think they had a 
strong enough case for fraud. The school‟s lawyers 
advised Baron that a civil lawsuit against the 
contractor may not fly for the same reason and would 
serve to shine a very unflattering spotlight on Carlton 
and the scandalous involvement of one of their 
administrators. 

Sarah was concerned that, when her very special 
specimen was ready to make its debut, there may not 
be an exhibit hall in which to showcase it. So, one 
day, she took Dean Haynes up on his offer and 
invited him to tour the unfinished space. 

As it turned out, he‟d actually seen the original 
Body Works exhibition in Chicago, and he‟d been 
fascinated by it. 

“This is very impressive,” he said as Sarah walked 
him through the future exhibit hall, pointing out the 
plastinated body parts and pieces that were already on 
display. Stopping in front of the empty raised 
platform in the center of the hall, he asked, “And 
what do you plan for this space?” 

“I can‟t tell you that,” she replied, a sly grin on her 
face. “It‟s going to be a surprise.” 
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She paused and stared at the silent and hauntingly 
life-like specimens of human anatomy displayed 
around her. “The trouble is, none of this may ever be 
seen.” 

“Why wouldn‟t it be?” asked Haynes, taken aback 
and confused. 

“Kelly Construction Company was doing the work 
on the exhibit hall,” said Sarah. “And, as you know, 
they‟ve been fired. Now there‟s no one to finish the 
job, and there‟s no telling if, or when, another 
contractor will be hired.”  Looking away from his 
gaze, a drop of moisture in the corner of her eye, she 
whispered, “It may have all been for nothing.” 

He put his hands on her shoulders and turned her 
to face him. “No, Sarah, that‟s not going to happen. I 
won‟t let it happen. I‟ll talk to President Baron. We‟ll 
get this project back on track as soon as possible. I 
promise.” 

“Thank you so much, Dean Haynes. I can‟t tell 
you how much this means to me. And to Carlton.” 

And thanks for letting me know how easy it’s going to be to 
get what I want from you. A few tears go a long way. 



 

286 

 

CHAPTER FORTY-SIX 

The fog had lifted, the sun was shimmering through 
the sparse billowy clouds scattered in the azure sky, 
and the temperature was approaching a balmy seventy 
degrees. A perfect September day in San Francisco. A 
perfect day in Sarah Whitley‟s life. 

She couldn‟t remember when she‟d been that 
happy. Maybe because she‟d never been that happy. 
Everything in her life was working out just as she‟d 
hoped—just as she‟d planned. 

The Gross Anatomy course was now all hers to 
run as she saw fit, without interference. No more „co-
director‟. No longer did she have to worry about 
correcting the misinformation that Sidney spouted in 
those convoluted lectures he insisted on giving. No 
more ridiculous exam questions without right answers 
that Sidney wanted to be included. No longer did she 
have to follow up his rare and disastrous visits to the 
anatomy lab, trying to salvage the mess he left behind. 

With the addition of the Whitley Dissection Videos, 
the lab sessions were now becoming a learning 
experience that would provide the medical students 
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with a solid foundation on which to build their future 
careers as physicians. And not just at Carlton. As 
she‟d envisioned when she accepted the position in 
San Francisco, the distribution and sale of her 
dissection demonstration video series would help to 
establish her reputation as an expert dissector and 
anatomist throughout the country. Not to mention 
help to increase her bank account. 

The Curriculum Committee, under the „direction‟ 
of Joel Dufrene, was a shambles, as Sarah knew it 
would be. But she dutifully attended the meetings, 
sitting quietly and observing the chaos, hoping that 
the administration would, in time, hire a qualified and 
competent Associate Dean of Academic Affairs to 
head the committee and lead them out of the 
darkness. 

As for the project, true to his word, Dean Haynes 
had hired another contractor to complete the exhibit 
hall, with orders that they were to follow Dr. 
Whitley‟s instructions faithfully. The renovation was 
now back on track. Only a few finishing touches 
would be needed when the main attraction was set in 
place. 

She still spent considerable time down in the lab, 
checking and re-checking on her unique specimen as 
it progressed through the different phases of the 
process. Not that it warranted such close inspection. 
But she just wanted to be close to it. After all, it was 
her „baby‟, waiting to be born, waiting to be 
introduced to the world. 

Yes, career-wise, things were working out just as 
she‟d envisioned they would. The one thing she 
hadn‟t planned on was finding someone in her life 
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who cared about her as a person. And she had to 
admit, someone who she cared about in return. 

She‟d been very wary of John at first, especially 
because he was investigating an incident that she 
thought she‟d left behind her. But with the same 
dogged persistence that he displayed professionally, 
he had broken through her barriers and awakened 
feelings she didn‟t know she was capable of 
experiencing. 

Sarah was still conflicted as to how far their affair 
would go—how far she would let it go—but for the 
time being, she was enjoying the attention, and she 
didn‟t want it to end. 

While he hadn‟t been able to return to San 
Francisco since the last time she‟d seen him, even for 
a short visit, he called her often. He was no longer 
working on the Roberts‟ case, but his current 
investigations required that he travel extensively. She 
never knew where his next call would be coming 
from. 

Because of both their busy schedules, he made it a 
point to call in the evening, and they‟d talk for hours. 
He‟d tell her what he could about where he was and 
how his interviews were going; she‟d tell him about 
the college and how her work was progressing. 
Eventually, the conversation would turn to their 
feelings for one another, how much they missed each 
other, and how much they were looking forward to 
being together again. 

The phone calls would leave her torn between 
dancing with joy and dissolving in tears. Could she let 
herself fall in love with this man?  Any man?  And if she did, 
how would it end? 
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*** 

It was late afternoon when she entered the dimly 
lit lab and flipped on the bright overhead fluorescent 
lights. Ooh! she uttered involuntarily. The sight of the 
plastic-shrouded man standing in the middle of the 
room never failed to startle her. She hoped that it 
would elicit that same kind of reaction from those 
who encountered it in the exhibit hall. That‟s what 
she was aiming for. 

She carefully removed the plastic covering and 
took a step back, admiring her handiwork. Even with 
Thomas‟ help, it had been extremely difficult to place 
the rods and wires where they needed to be in order 
to hold the cadaver upright and obtain just the right 
pose before allowing the plastinated body to harden. 
But she thought she had nailed it. Even without his 
skin, there was still an arrogant and self-centered air 
about him. 

After closer inspection, she determined that the 
specimen could be moved to the exhibit hall in a mere 
matter of days. She could hardly contain her 
excitement at the prospect of introducing the world 
to this unique view of the marvelous intricacies of the 
human body. 

When she informed the dean that, for all intents 
and purposes, the exhibit was completed, he couldn‟t 
wait to tell President Baron. 

Sarah was working in her office when the phone 
rang. “Dr. Whitley, Dean Haynes is in my office,” 
said Baron. “He just told me that the anatomy exhibit 
is finished. I‟d like to see it. Dean Haynes and I will 
meet you there in a few minutes and you can give us a 
tour.” 
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She unlocked the doors to the exhibit hall and 
switched on the lights. Baron was stunned by what he 
saw. Almost timidly, he approached the first specimen 
on his right. He was mesmerized by the sight of the 
human heart encased in its pericardial sac, the major 
arteries and veins still attached. 

He moved from one display to another, finally 
stopping in front of the empty pedestal in the center 
of the hall. “What goes here, Dr. Whitley?” 

“That‟s reserved for a special specimen that I‟m 
finishing up now,” she said, stepping next to 
President Baron 

“Can you tell me what it is, or is it a secret?” 
“No, it‟s not a secret. It‟s a full-size adult male 

cadaver.” 
Baron stared at her questioningly for a few 

moments. “I can‟t wait to see it.” 
As soon as he got back to his office, President 

Baron immediately assigned Ms. Crumb the task of 
making plans for the official opening of the Carlton 
Anatomical Museum. 

Once the opening date was set, the Public 
Relations Department lost no time in publicizing the 
event. Newspapers as well as radio and television 
stations were notified with the details of the 
upcoming exhibition. A private catered reception to 
be held in the foyer of the Administration Building 
was planned, and invitations to select members of the 
city‟s most powerful citizenry were sent out. 

Although Sarah was not included in the decisions 
concerning the festivities, knowing the president, she 
was certain that he‟d make the most out of the 
opportunity to showcase the college—and himself—
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to the community and especially to potential donors 
among the wealthy San Francisco elite. 

 As soon as she could, she called John to let him 
know the date of the opening. The plans were moving 
so fast, she hoped that he would be able to fit it into 
his schedule on such short notice. 

When he assured her that, barring an emergency, 
nothing could keep him away, she was elated. For the 
first time in her life, someone she cared about would 
be there to appreciate and share in her 
accomplishments. 

“I really miss you, Sarah,” he said. “I‟ll try to take a 
couple of additional days off to spend with you. That 
is if you want me to.” 

“Oh, John. That would be perfect.” 
After they hung up, she poured herself another 

glass of wine, wrapped the fleece throw around her 
shoulders, and snuggled down on the couch in front 
of the fire. She didn‟t know which was more intense, 
the heat from the crackling wood, or the warmth she 
felt inside. 

It had been a long time coming. This feeling. This 
happiness. She‟d had to do so many things she hadn‟t 
wanted to do along the way. But it had all been worth 
it. 
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CHAPTER FORTY-SEVEN 

The attachment of the engraved bronze plaque onto 
the pedestal was the last detail. Sarah had dismissed 
the workman who offered to screw the metal piece on 
for her. She opted to do the honors herself. Standing 
back from the central exhibit, she slowly turned three-
hundred-sixty degrees, taking in every aspect of the 
hall, searching for any small inconsistency. 

Not seeing anything that needed her attention, she 
let herself out and locked the doors behind her. She 
was the one with the key tonight. And when it was 
time, she would be the one to open the doors and let 
the world get a glimpse of what human beings were 
really like inside. 

She was overwhelmed by what she saw in the 
foyer. There were people everywhere. The florists 
were adding the finishing touches to already flawless 
arrangements on the tables; the caterers were setting 
out trays of hors d‟oeuvres and champagne glasses, 
and the members of the string quartet in the corner 
were unobtrusively warming up their instruments. 
And in the midst was Ms. Crump, barking orders and 
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overseeing every last detail. At least, I don’t have to worry 
about this part of the show. 

It was almost time for the invited guests to start 
arriving when she spotted Dean Haynes across the 
foyer talking to Ms. Crump. Seeing Sarah, he excused 
himself and headed in her direction. 

“You look lovely,” he said, giving Sarah a surprise 
peck on the cheek. 

She caught herself from recoiling from his kiss. 
Not you, too. Why do men think it’s perfectly acceptable to 
greet a woman they hardly know with a kiss?  They wouldn’t 
think of doing that to another man. Not in this country, 
anyway. 

“Thank you. This is some reception,” she said, 
quickly changing the subject. “President Baron went 
all out. I hope his guests won‟t be disappointed with 
the exhibit.” 

“I‟m sure they won‟t be. And I hope you won‟t be 
by the little surprise I have for you later.” 

Surprise?  What kind of surprise? she wondered. Now 
she was getting nervous. She didn‟t like surprises, 
especially from men. They‟d never turned out well for 
her before. 

He turned at the sound of several loud, jovial 
voices entering the building. “There‟s President Baron 
and some of the Board Directors. I‟d better go greet 
them,” he said, excusing himself. 

The room seemed to fill up instantaneously. 
Fashionably dressed men and women, most of whom 
she didn‟t know, were talking and laughing, sipping 
champagne, and gingerly picking unidentifiable finger 
foods off the trays as the waiters passed by. 
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About an hour into the reception, Dean Haynes 
stepped up and tapped on a microphone that had 
been set up next to the exhibit hall doors. 

“Ladies and gentlemen, on behalf of Carlton 
College of Medicine, President Landon Baron, and 
myself, I want to thank you for coming to the 
opening of this extraordinary exhibit.”  “As you all 
know, Carlton is a newly established medical school 
committed to the education and training of physicians 
of the highest caliber. To achieve that goal and help in 
the recruitment of the best and brightest students to 
Carlton, President Baron and the Board of Directors 
have commissioned the addition of a unique teaching 
tool—a museum featuring real life, plastinated 
anatomical specimens of the human body and its 
many parts and pieces.” 

“Carlton will be the only medical college on the 
West Coast to have such an exhibit. And not only will 
this new technique of preserving cadavers be used to 
display specimens in this museum, but, because of 
their durability and close similarity to living organs 
and tissues, the use of plastinated specimens will be 
incorporated into the medical school curriculum.” 

“Ladies and gentlemen, what you are about to see 
is the result of the vision and hard work of one of 
Carlton‟s most dedicated faculty—Dr. Sarah 
Whitley.” 

Applause rang out as he extended his hand to 
Sarah. “Please join me, Dr. Whitley.” 

All she wanted to do at that moment was to run 
and hide. Forcing herself to look out over the sea of 
strangers, she relaxed and smiled when her eyes fell 
on a very familiar face. It was John. She‟d been 
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looking for him, hoping he‟d be able to make it. And 
he was there. 

Turning around, Dean Haynes grabbed the cord 
hanging from the red velvet drape covering 
something attached to the wall beside the exhibit hall 
doors. 

“And now, ladies and gentlemen, President Baron 
and I would like to formally welcome you to…” He 
pulled the cord and the cloth fell away, revealing in 
bold gold letters, 

Carlton-Whitley Anatomical Museum. 

Sarah‟s hands flew up to her mouth and moisture 
filled her eyes. She was speechless. All she could do 
was nod when Dean Haynes bent down and 
whispered in her ear, “I told you I had a surprise for 
you.” 

The quartet struck a chord as the doors to the 
museum opened wide. President Baron stood at the 
doorway and gestured for the guests to enter. As 
Dean Haynes started forward to join the others, Sarah 
touched his arm lightly. When he turned toward her, 
trying to keep her emotions in check, she quietly said, 
“Thank you.” 

“You‟re welcome. President Baron and I felt that 
you deserved it.” 
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CHAPTER FORTY-EIGHT 

“Congratulations!”  Sarah spun around when she 
heard the voice behind her. She grabbed his 
outstretched hands and drew him into a warm, 
friendly embrace. She wanted to do so much more, 
but it was not the time or the place. 

“John!  I‟m so glad you could make it,” she 
beamed. 

“I wouldn‟t have missed it for the world,” he said, 
gazing deeply into her eyes. 

“Dr. Whitley, Dr. Whitley.”  A short, stout woman 
in her sixties came rushing out of the hall, calling to 
Sarah in a high pitched voice. “These displays are 
amazing!” she gushed. “I‟m sorry to interrupt, but I 
have so many questions, could you please join us for a 
second?” 

Sarah was torn between acquiescing to the 
woman‟s request and her desire to stay close to John. 
Before she was forced to make a decision, however, 
John smiled good-naturedly and said, “Go ahead, 
Sarah. This is your night. Enjoy it. We‟ll have plenty of 
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time together later. Besides, I want to see what you‟ve 
been working on so hard for all these months.” 

And so the evening went. As quickly as she 
finished answering one question, someone else would 
pull her over with another. She slowly wound her way 
through the exhibits, listening to the oohs and aahs, 
and enjoying the shocked, and sometimes repulsed, 
facial expressions of the viewers. 

She passed John a couple of times as he moved 
through the hall. And each time, he would make it a 
point to brush against her body or gently touch her 
hand. Once, when she had just finished describing the 
plastination process to an elderly gentleman, John 
stepped up behind her and whispered, “This is all 
very impressive, Dr. Whitley. But I have just one 
question for you. How much longer until I can hold 
you in my arms and give you a proper kiss?” 

Grinning, she turned around, stepped close to him, 
and murmured, “Soon, John. Soon.” 

During the evening, Sarah saw several faculty 
members wandering through the exhibition. Both 
basic science and clinical faculty had been invited to 
the opening itself, but not to the reception 
beforehand. President Baron had reserved that for 
those with deep pockets who he could potentially tap 
for a contribution to the college in the future. 

Caroline Girard and Laszlo Pataky made a point of 
congratulating Sarah; Donald Underwood smiled and 
gave her a „thumbs up‟ from across the room; others, 
notably Joel Dufrene, were absent, but not missed. 
Even Calvin McSwain, who was still technically out 
on medical leave, had come in for the occasion. 

Making her way through the hall, she stopped and 
stood unobtrusively near one wall, watching the 
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reaction of the spectators as they encountered the 
full-size man, stripped of his skin, standing on the 
raised pedestal in the center of the room, a spotlight 
illuminating him from above. 

Some of the spectators jumped back in horror, 
others curled their lips in disgust, while still others 
pretended, unsuccessfully, not to be affected. But they 
all had one response in common—they were 
fascinated. As much as they wanted to, they couldn‟t 
turn their eyes away, especially when they read the 
words on the plaque at the foot of the pedestal: 

MAN EXPOSED 

 “That is really something, Sarah. You did it,” said 
Calvin McSwain, coming to stand beside her, his eyes 
never leaving the cadaver. “Too bad Sidney isn‟t here 
to see this,” he murmured sadly. 

Sarah stared up at the dead eyes of her creation, 
then replied, “He is—in a way.” 

*** 

The night had been a success by any standards. 
Dean Haynes was delighted with the turnout and with 
the positive comments he‟d heard from the guests. 
President Baron was all smiles. Everyone had been 
complimenting him on the impressive addition to the 
Carlton College of Medicine. Sarah thought he looked 
like a proud new papa as he stood by the museum 
door, shaking hands with the guests as they filed out 
at the end of the evening. 

Both men had made it a point to tell her how 
pleased they were with how it had turned out and to 
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congratulate her on a job well done. If they only knew 
how costly it had been. 

It was getting near closing time, and the few 
people still there were making their way slowly toward 
the door. President Baron had left a little earlier with 
a group of his cronies, and Dean Haynes was in the 
foyer, checking that the trash had been cleared away 
and the place was back in order. He needn‟t have 
worried on that score. Ms. Crump had taken care of 
it. 

Going back into the hall, he asked Sarah. “Do you 
want me to stay and help you lock up?” 

“No. That won‟t be necessary. I‟m just going to 
take one more walk-thru, then I‟m leaving.”  Turning 
around, she indicated John standing near the door. 
“Besides, I have my own personal escort tonight. 
Thank you again, Dean Haynes, for everything.” 

“You‟re quite welcome. See you on Monday,” 
Haynes replied as he headed out the door. 

“You ready to leave?” John asked as he 
approached Sarah standing in the now empty hall. 

“Just about.”  She took one more look around at 
the exhibit. 

“I met some of your fellow professors tonight. 
They were talking about the associate dean who 
disappeared. Why didn‟t tell me about that?” 

 “It didn‟t think it was important; it didn‟t have 
anything to do with us. Why don‟t you wait for me in 
the foyer while I check everything and turn out the 
lights?  I‟ll only be a minute.” 

As he watched her head back into the room, a 
thought occurred to him. She‟d been at two different 
medical schools where professors had gone missing. 
Seemed like a strange coincidence. 
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 Sarah walked through the hall, picking up and 
disposing of a few remnants from the reception, 
making slight adjustments to a couple of the displays, 
and turning off the overhead lights as she went. The 
small safety lights along the baseboards illuminated 
the path to the exit and cast an eerie red glow to the 
room. As she headed for the door, she stopped and 
went back to stare thoughtfully at the man standing 
on the pedestal. 

Well, Sidney, you always wanted to be the center of 
attention. And now you are. You know the old saying: ‘Be 
careful what you wish for. You just might get it.’ 

THE END 
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Dear Reader, 
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have a publicist to promote my books or a staff of 
marketing personnel to hustle reviews.  I depend on 
my readers for support.  I would greatly appreciate it 
if you would please take a few minutes to post a 
review where you purchased this book.  What did you 
like about Man Exposed and would you recommend it 
to your friends (star rating)? 
 
Thank You. 
 

L.L. Spriggs 
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THE DISSECTOR 

An ambitious anatomist. A department head with a 
secret. One wrong step could mean the end of 
everything... 
 
Dr. Sarah Whitley just secured her dream job at the 
prestigious Medical College of Louisiana. When the 
head of the anatomy department, Dr. Roberts, assigns 
her the task of preparing the cadavers for dissection, 
she sees it as an opportunity to expand her knowledge 
and instructional skills. But the cold, dark morgue 
hides grim secrets the dead won‟t share. 
 
As Sarah unearths a shocking conspiracy, she 
discovers it‟s impossible to know who to trust. And 
bringing the truth to light may be even harder with 
Dr. Roberts ruling over the faculty with an iron fist. 
She finds herself walking the scalpel‟s edge, and one 
wrong move could cost her much more than her 
career... 
 
The Dissector gives the reader a unique glimpse at the 
dark underbelly of a medical school anatomy 
department. If you like captivating characters, 
unpredictable twists, and psychological suspense, then 
you‟ll love L.L. Spriggs‟ riveting tale of corruption and 
intrigue.  
 
Buy The Dissector today to find out how Sarah resolves 
her precarious situation. 


