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​Chapter 1 - The Trial 
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His entire career had brought Doctor Johnathon Stone to this very moment. Gila Pharmaceuticals would soon begin human trials for a radical new medical treatment: 3D-printed gene addition. The medical potential was endless! This miracle machine had already made history by reprogramming apple seeds to sprout and survive in a desert climate. Today, the FDA had authorized human trials. Forget designer babies, Gila would be making designer adults! He could already see a future where his invention would allow humans to live on other planets without needing to wear helmets to breathe and everyone would remember it started with five seeds from a genetically altered apple tree.

“Julie?” Dr. Stone spoke into a microphone. “Please come to the office.” 

Julie Jane, the head nurse, had been with Gila since before Dr. Stone’s project had even been proposed. She had always been one of his greatest champions. Even when the board wanted to cancel his research due to mediocre results, she stuck by him and his strange contraption. Yes, if it were not for her, they would have canceled the project months before the apple tree breakthrough. Of course, it came at a price. The entire lab now called him Johnny Appleseed. It was annoying, but at least they stopped calling him a failure. He’d never admit it, but he actually found the nickname a little humorous. 

“You called me?” inquired Julie as she opened the office door. 

“Yes, you have been with us a long time, Julie,” he began. 

Julie was getting nervous, her mind playing various scenarios that could have motivated the doctor to fire her.

“Julie, if it were not for you, this idea of mine would have stayed just that, an idea. But now we are set to make history. I want you to be part of this, I want you to administer the first injections.”

Julie began to breathe again as she realized her employment was not in jeopardy. 

“Of course sir.” She replied. “I would be honored.” 

Doctor Stone smiled and nodded. “Trials begin November fourth. Our objective is to test a new synthetic gene that will cure hemophilia by increasing the host’s platelet count. We will need at least twenty-four volunteers, three of each blood type, for the first trial. The gene constructed for our lab rats is not producing any negative side effects, so I have high hopes.”

As the months dragged on, Gila slowly acquired their volunteers. Seems people get nervous when you tell them you want to alter them on a genetic level, Stone thought.

Luckily, by November, they had plenty of test subjects.

Sarah Black was the first to be injected. The injection site immediately flared up, turning red and causing intense pain. As blood began trickling down her arm, Sarah panicked and screamed, “What did you do to me?” 

Suddenly, the pain stopped, and the red mark faded. It was then that Julie noticed that Mrs. Black’s arm was no longer bleeding. Sarah began crying again as she realized her days of worrying about blood loss might be over. 

The nurse examined the wound. To her astonishment, a scab had already formed.  As she wiped the dried blood from Sarah’s arm with an alcohol swab, the scab fell off revealing that the needle’s entry wound was no longer there. 

“It's a miracle!” Sarah’s husband exclaimed. 

While the rest of the room was cheering or smiling, Julie began looking at the notes. NONE of the lab rats saw this level of recovery. She started worrying she had given this poor woman an overdose. If her body can now clot a wound in seconds, thought Julie, she could be at a much higher risk of a heart attack or stroke. 

Julie left Sara’s room and entered the adjoining room occupied by Harry Stine. She injected his arm with the solution, and Harry had strikingly similar results as Sarah. But this time, the nurse KNEW she administered the correct dose. Before she met the third patient, she decided she should check on the first.

“Are you okay?” she asked Mrs. Black. 

“Yes, why?” asked Sarah. 

“Something wrong?” Mr. Black asked. 

“No, nothing,” Julie replied, not entirely sure if that was the truth or a lie.

“Could I test your blood? I would like to let the doctor compare results”

“Sure,” Sarah said as she rolled up her sleeve. Julie inserted a needle and extracted a vial of blood. She waited a few seconds, but the blood in the vial did not clot as she had expected. The only blood that clotted was around the wound itself. Once again, the scab fell off revealing a perfectly healed arm.

“OH MY GOD!” Julie heard from the second room.

She rushed in to find Harry’s wife staring and pointing to her husband’s now exposed back.

“What’s happening?” Julie asked, rattled.

Harry explained that he lifted his shirt to scratch his scar, then his wife started yelling at him.

“I swear to you honey it's...” his wife began.

“What scar?” Julie inquired.

Harry laughed, “You too? Come on! Neither of you can see the massive scar from my back surgery? You know, about as long as my thumb and an inch wide? Right there?” As he pointed to the center of his spine, his jaw dropped and his eyes widened. “I could have sworn it was right there...”

Julie examined the man’s spine, but could not find a scar anywhere. “Let's page the doctor,” she said as she picked up her phone and called Dr. Stone. About an hour later he arrived.

“Something wrong?” The doctor asked, with a nervous demeanor.

“We have a volunteer who swears they had a scar before the test, but I cannot find it,” stated Julie. 

He laughed. “So you're messing with Johnny Appleseed huh?”

“No, I injected two subjects, and both are healing faster than the data implies they should.  In fact, they are healing faster than nature says they should.”

“Isn’t that the point of this project?” questioned Doctor Stone. 

“I am just worried about potential side effects from a drug that heals a puncture wound in three seconds.”

The doctor’s smile faded. “Seriously?” he asked.

“Yes,” replied the nurse. “One of the patients swears they had a scar before the injection.”

Stone reluctantly asked which patient had this supposed scar. The nurse pointed to the room. The doctor walked in to see Harry standing and crying.

“What’s wrong?” the doctor inquired. 

“Nothing, it's just I haven’t been able to walk without a cane since the arthritis kicked in. I thought the surgery was the last chance I had to avoid a wheelchair.”

The doctor looked at the chart to find that it did indeed state Harry had an aggressive form of arthritis in addition to his hemophilia. Dr. Stone was taken aback. This wasn’t supposed to happen! The gene was only programmed to increase the clotting capabilities of the host, not cure arthritis. How was this possible? Then he remembered that the previous night, before printing the gene, there was a  brief flicker of the lights. Maybe a power surge corrupted the file, slightly reprogramming the gene.

“Can we give you an x-ray?” Dr. Stone asked.

“Sure,” responded Harry.

After running nearly every test known to science, Dr. Stone consulted with the rest of the staff. They all agreed that they should continue the tests. As the night went on, more and more miraculous recoveries occurred. Julie, however, still had reservations but never spoke up. 
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Six months later, Gila Pharmaceuticals’ stock had jumped up in value a staggering 500%. Dr. Johnathon Stone had been interviewed by every major news station in the country. The FDA had already approved testing for another one hundred human subjects. The problem before was a shortage of volunteers, but now the issue was too many. 

One volunteer didn’t even have hemophilia at all. He wanted to see if the drug would fix his kidney disease. This man had falsified documents and even attempted to bribe a staff member to get into the trial. After hearing about this incident, Dr. Stone wondered if his new treatment could indeed cure kidney disease. However, he decided that was a debate for another day. Besides, he would lose his license if he accepted a bribe.

As he was shifting through the list of volunteers, he received a phone call from Jack Turner, a member of the board of directors.

“Doctor, have you watched the news?” Jack asked, quite shaken.

“No, what is it?”

“Turn on the news now!” 

Johnathon flipped on his office television and switched to the local news.

“Authorities are still searching for the baby, which is believed to have been delivered right before the crash,” began the reporter. “Unfortunately, it has been confirmed the other passenger, Sarah Black, has been found dead near the scene. The driver, Sarah’s husband James, was pronounced dead at the scene. According to officers on the scene, a cell phone was found near Sarah’s body. We have been told that the last call was made to Gila Pharmaceuticals, leading to speculation that Sarah’s death may be tied to what some call a miracle drug trial.” 

Could it be true? The doctor shuddered. Could his creation be deadly? As sick as it sounded, he hoped an autopsy would prove that Gila was not liable for this. The company had staked its reputation on this project. It could change the course of history, or it could bankrupt the whole company. 

As he pondered this, he received another call. He recognized the name, Harry Stine, as the man that lost his scar in the hospital.

“Doc...I...I don’t feel well today.”

“Okay, where are you? Can someone drive you here?”

“Yeah, my wife is driving me to the hospital as we speak.”

“The hospital may not be able to help. You have experimental drugs in you, sir. You need to come back to my office as soon as possible.”

He heard Harry cough and relay the message. As he attempted to reassure them, another call came in...and another. 

By the time Dr. Stone arrived in the waiting room, all twenty-three of the remaining trial subjects were waiting for him. Every single one of them said the same thing. They had developed fever, followed by bouts of chronic pain. The doctor still dared to hope that these symptoms weren’t connected to the drug. Maybe they had heard the news broadcast and their minds
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