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“I am not a God, and I cannot perform miracles. I am simply a person who has been given the rights and responsibilities to be a healer. I pledge to myself and all who can hear me that this is what I shall become.”

Excerpt from The Oath of the Healer 1991

by Louis Weinstein, M.D., Ph.D.
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CHAPTER 1 SELECTING WHO WILL LIVE
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Doctor Angel Carpenter was happy working at the Christian Health Hospital in Miami. The faith-based non-profit hospital treated over two hundred thousand cancer patients each year, and Angel was now one of over two hundred physicians providing care to these patients. He had just implemented a controversial holistic approach for treating selected cancer patients while testing a new cancer drug. Most of the doctors and staff were supportive or neutral, but one doctor went out of his way to be inimical toward him. Angel was not overly concerned with these attitudes since he had the support of the hospital’s Board of Directors. He hoped such support would give him time to win over the neutral doctors and hospital staff he would interact with on a daily basis.

The hospital administrative support was based upon the sizeable medical grant he had received from a pharmaceutical corporation. The corporation wanted to see if Angel could improve the cure rate of a new semi-universal cancer drug recently approved by the FDA for expanded human testing. A private foundation provided a secondary grant. These two grants would provide significant revenue to the hospital to offset the continued reduction in payments by the healthcare organizations and Medicare. Besides handling patients assigned by the hospital, Angel would select fifty patients initially to be the first group in a Phase Three Clinical Trial using this new cancer drug. He would add twenty-five additional patients each week until he reached one hundred. There were over twenty-five hundred active cancer patients being cared for by doctors at the hospital and around five hundred were terminal. The terminal group is where he would get his initial patients. Many in the terminal group were inpatients, while others were cared for on an outpatient basis.

He was dreading the selection process. Those selected would have the possibility of living while the ones not chosen would die. Also, he would have to be severely strict with some potential candidates to ensure they were committed to following a holistic lifestyle, which was an essential part of the trial. He required them to be one hundred percent committed. He believed in the drug trial and had staked his reputation on the approach he was taking.

Angel had only recently received his Doctor of Osteopathic Medical Degree. Many considered the MD Degree to be more prestigious than a DO Degree. However, Angel preferred the more holistic approach to medicine, since he had used it to prolong his father’s life.

Angel enthusiastically explained this holistic approach to the hospital directors during his presentation, which was his second presentation at a hospital. Ten of the twelve directors attended his presentation, and all the directors were physicians. It surprised him the discussion following the presentation was significantly more rigorous, primarily due to one director who wanted control over the grants. 

Angel, in his presentation, stated: “The Tyzugmod Corporation cancer drug is effective in curing specific types of cancers. These curable cancers represent approximately half of all the various types of cancers. Unfortunately, the cancer drug is only about forty percent effective. This means we can reduce the fatality rate of cancer by twenty percent worldwide. However, while working at the Tyzugmod Cancer Research Center, I used a holistic approach to analyze the transgenic mouse models used to develop the cancer drug. The results conclusively showed that mice with a better diet had a slightly higher survival rate. Mice in larger pens had a slightly higher survival rate, which could be associated with less stress. Also, mice with a more normalized weight had a slightly higher survival rate. After much data analysis and computer simulations, I postulated two theories. My first hypothesis is that mice with a single item of improved physical or mental health had a slightly higher survival rate from cancer. My second hypothesis is that mice with multiple improvements in physical and mental health will have a significantly higher survival rate from cancer. The simulation projects the cure rate using the cancer drug could exceed eighty percent if we implement all health items simultaneously.”

Angel looked around and saw his audience was still with him. “The medical community has been telling the world that smoking is bad for your health, reduces your life expectancy, and causes cancer, but twenty percent of the people in the world still smoke. Obesity is a leading cause of health problems, including an increase in cancer, but over forty percent of the adult population in the United States is obese. Everyone knows exercise improves your health and increases your life expectancy, but only a little over twenty percent get the minimum level of exercise for good health. People want to be healthy but do not have the discipline to live a healthy lifestyle in their current environment. The holistic approach associated with this drug trial places the patient in a controlled environment where they have no choice concerning diet, exercise, and proper mental health.”

Angel paused and took a drink of water. He scanned his audience. They were still paying attention, and several nodded in agreement. “Human trials with small sample sizes were approved and conducted, but as I have already mentioned, the cure rate was only forty percent. At the Tyzugmod Corporation, I showed my supervisor the computer projections of the proposed holistic approach coupled with their new cancer drug. The supervisor arranged for me to present my proposal to their corporate directors. At the Tyzugmod director’s meeting, I explained how I would like them to sponsor a trial at a hospital with terminal cancer patients, and they approved the funding for my proposed drug trial. They also planned to use my proposal to conduct other human trials with a less robust, holistic approach. Patients are cured in twelve weeks when the cancer drug works. As approved by the FDA, the drug trial will start with one hundred patients, and if everything works as planned, a replacement group will enter the drug trial every twelve weeks. Are there any questions?”

The hospital directors were quiet for only a few seconds. “Doctor Carpenter, I commend you on obtaining these rather large grants,” Director Andrew said. “However, you do not have the administrative and medical experience to be in charge of these grants. To accept you and these grants, the hospital needs to appoint a senior doctor to oversee this project.”

“That would not be acceptable,” Angel responded. “As far as experience, while earning my medical degree, I spent the summers working full time with the researchers at the pharmaceutical corporation that developed the cancer drug. Also, I continued to work at Tyzugmod on a part-time basis while completing my medical degree. Plus, I have direct access to the doctors and scientists at Tyzugmod. These same individuals will review my reports for this Phase Three Clinical Trial. If the trial results for the initial two years are positive, then the FDA should fully approve the drug. Upon FDA approval, the dollar amount of the grants will be increased and extended for four additional years. During the extension, the hospital will continue to send data to Tyzugmod and serve as a model for other cancer centers. For this project to be successful, I need complete control.”

Director Andrew did not even try to control his anger. “And if we do not agree with your demand for control?”

“Then I will conduct the trial at a hospital that has already agreed to my proposal.”

Director Andrew’s face flushed with anger. He was too mad to make an additional retort. Other directors asked medical questions concerning the actual treatment of the patients. These conversations were entirely positive. Director Jenkins, the Treasurer, asked for additional details on the applications of the funds.

“Tyzugmod will provide the cancer drug free for each patient accepted into the trial,” Angel said. “Plus, funds from the second grant will cover all the hospital’s associated administrative expenses. The funds from the grants will reimburse the hospital for its actual costs.”

Now, all the directors were smiling except for Director Andrew. Angel answered two more questions regarding the selection of patients. Then, Chairperson Stanford asked Angel to wait outside the conference room while they discussed his proposal. Twenty minutes later, they asked Angel to return to the meeting room.

“Congratulations,” Chairperson Stanford said with a pleased look. “We have unanimously accepted your proposal.”

All the directors were smiling and nodding their approval except for Director Andrew. Director Andrew had reluctantly voted with the other directors for political reasons when he realized it was going to be approved.

Angel spent the weekend relaxing since he knew it might be a long while before he would have free time again. He had reviewed the files of all the terminally ill cancer patients and was ready to start the selection process.

***
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It was Monday morning and time to meet his first potential patient, Robert Hill. Doctor Stanford assigned a member of the administrative staff to assist Angel. She had filled out a detailed questionnaire based on Mr. Hill’s answers to various questions and her observations. The information was much more inclusive since they needed a complete profile to address each patient's mental, emotional, and physical needs. Angel pulled up the patient’s file on his computer tablet. He reviewed the file again. Angel shook his head. Mr. Hill was 63 years old, weighed 190 pounds, and stood five feet nine inches in height. He grew up in a Christian home but had not attended church in a long time. Mr. Hill owned a large, highly profitable company and was a workaholic before being diagnosed with cancer. He was divorced and estranged from his daughter. However, he was close to his son, who was currently running his company. Mr. Hill had a health club membership he never used, regularly complained about back pain, and ate antacid tablets like they were mints. Mr. Hill’s cancer was the type that fit within the protocol of the drug. This made him a prime candidate for the drug trial. However, he was disrespectful to the hospital staff, used foul language, had a poor diet, complained about the hospital not serving beer with his meals, and seemed to be in a continuous foul mood.

“Good morning Mr. Hill. How are you today?” Angel asked with a compassionate voice.

“Hell, I am dying of cancer, and the treatment I am receiving at this damn hospital is awful,” Robert Hill said with a scowl. “How do you think I feel?”

Angel paused and gave the patient a stern look. “I was considering the possibility of treating you with a new drug that could cure your cancer, but I cannot accept you as a patient.”

“Why in the hell not?” Robert said with indignation. “I have got nothing to lose at this point.” Robert knew he was dying and did not feel like being nice to anyone, but now he wanted to hear about this cure.

Angel closed the file and looked Robert straight in the eyes. “Well, besides taking the drug, you have to be on a strict diet, be nice to the hospital staff, adhere to a customized exercise program, practice meditation, and use appropriate language. Swearing is not acceptable. Also, prayer is recommended as an additional form of meditation, as it helps calm the soul, to put the body in a better frame for healing. It is obvious you could not follow such a program. Therefore, I will leave you so you can die in peace.”

Robert was piqued. “Now wait a damn minute.” He noticed Angel’s frown and immediately changed his tactics.

“I apologize, but just wait a minute. What are my chances if I use this new drug and do everything you mentioned?” Robert saw the serious expression on the doctor’s face and knew he needed to listen attentively.

“Currently, the cure rate is around forty percent, but I believe the rate can be doubled, and that is the purpose of the trial.”

“Doctor Carpenter.” Doctor Angel Carpenter interrupted him. “Just call me Angel.”

“Fine, call me Rob. Doctor Angel, I am a rich man. I will pay whatever it costs to receive the new cancer drug.”

Angel started to tell him it was just Angel and not Doctor Angel, but he would address it later.

“Rob, your wealth is immaterial. The only way you can become a patient and be part of this trial is if you can convince me that you will follow the program exactly as required.” Angel waited for a response.

“Doctor Angel, I regret some things I have done over the years, but I have always kept my word. I give my word. If you accept me as a patient, I will do whatever you ask me to do.” Rob was dead serious with his response since, without the drug, his condition was terminal.

Angel wanted to make sure Rob was committed. “Okay, I will accept you on a trial basis, but if you cannot follow the program one hundred percent, I will remove you from the trial.”

Angel took a box from his mobile cart, removed a computer tablet, and handed it to Rob.

“Here is a fully charged tablet and a charger. I have already installed the apps for this trial.” Angel positioned the tablet in front of Rob.

“Press your finger here for the touch ID and enter your password twice. Good. Tap the icon in the upper left-hand corner.” A contract popped up on the screen.

“I expect you to read this entire document prior to my visit tomorrow. There is a space for an electronic signature on the last page of the contract if you want to be my patient and be part of the trial. Do not even think about signing the contract unless you are fully committed.”

Angel took the tablet and entered some additional data. He reached into his case and pulled out a watch health monitor. After making a few adjustments to the monitor, he placed it on Rob’s arm. Angel checked to verify the watch was active and remotely connected to the tablet. Then, he handed the tablet back to Rob and briefly explained how to view the results from the health monitor. Angel pointed to a separate icon that provided a detailed explanation of how to use both devices. He opened another icon with the activity Rob was to follow each day. Angel told Rob the tablet and watch would have to be returned if he failed to follow all the procedures or decided he did not want to continue as a patient in the drug trial. Angel explained he would return the next day and left the room to meet with his next patient.

After Angel left, Randy, the patient in the bed next to Rob, pulled the curtain back and looked at him. Rob was pissed he was in a semiprivate room and not a private one. The hospital said they would switch him to a private room when one became available.

“Is your doctor really an angel?” Randy asked.

“Yes, he is an angel. That is why I am going to be cured of this cancer. Now shut up so I can read about this trial.”

Rob had finished reading most of the document when breakfast was delivered to his room. Abigail was on the name tag.

“Thank you for bringing my breakfast, Abigail. I want to apologize for anything I said in the past that may have offended you.”

“Apology accepted, but can I ask why you suddenly decided to be nice?” Abigail asked with raised eyebrows and a questioning look.

“This tablet says I have to be nice to everyone if I want Doctor Angel as my doctor.”

Abigail was unaware of a Doctor Angel, and after giving the patient his meal, she stopped by the nurse’s station and asked who the doctor was for Robert Hill. The duty nurse, Michelle, pulled the file.

“Doctor Carpenter is his doctor. He is new here,” Michelle said.

Abigail was slightly puzzled. “I thought it was funny when the patient said Doctor Angel was his doctor.”

“Angel is Doctor Carpenter’s first name,” Michelle replied as she laughed.

Michelle smiled mischievously. “I think I will start calling him Doctor Angel as a joke and see if he has a sense of humor.”

Abigail shook her head. “I have not met a doctor with a sense of humor. Tell me, what does he look like?”

“Well, his looks match his first name,” Michelle said. “He is young, extremely handsome, has blond hair, and has the bluest pellucid eyes I have ever seen. He actually looks like an angel, and he is single. However, before you make any comments, I am not interested since I am happily married, and who has time for an affair?” Michelle and Abigail laughed. Abigail knew Michelle was joking. She had met Michelle’s husband several times, and they were perfect for each other.

“How did you find such a wonderful husband?” Abigail asked. 

“I got the military to pay for my Bachelor of Nursing Degree,” Michelle replied. “I spent eight years as a commissioned officer where the men outnumber the women ten to one. I took my time and picked a winner. We think alike on the things that matter. My husband and I saved our signing bonuses and most of our regular pay when on deployment. We have no mortgage and two adorable sons. We love spending time together when we are not working.”

“I am so jealous of you,” Abigail said as she went to check on a patient.

The rumor mill quickly accelerated and was running at high speed. It spread throughout the hospital that an angel was working at their facility, and Doctor Angel may have divine healing powers. A humorous story helps when you have a stressful or tedious shift.

Angel was happy with his progress as he arrived at the entrance to the room for Mary Baker. Mary Baker had advanced metastatic breast cancer, and it had spread to her lungs. He knew he would not accept Mary as a trial patient. Without a miracle, she was unlikely to live much longer, and her death would reflect negatively on the drug trial. However, the hospital had assigned Ms. Baker to his care as a regular patient. He knocked on the door frame even though the door was open.

“Hello, Ms. Baker. I am Doctor Angel Carpenter.”

She looked up from reading a book with a captivating smile. “Come in. They informed me a Doctor Carpenter was interviewing patients to find volunteers for a new cancer drug. Are you that doctor?”

“Who told you about the drug trial?” Angel said with a frown.

“It was Doctor Andrew.”

Angel was qualifying patients and only selecting those who met specific requirements. He was upset Doctor Andrew would tell any patient he was seeking volunteers when it was simply incorrect. It would give false hope to people who could not benefit from the drug. Also, it could unnecessarily upset people if they thought he was withholding a cancer medication that could heal their cancer.

“Ms. Baker, I am sorry Doctor Andrew misled you. I am interviewing numerous cancer patients, but I am only allowed to select a few patients for the initial part of the drug trial. Prior research shows your cancer is unlikely to be treatable using the cancer drug. However, you are one of my regular patients, and I will provide you with traditional treatment.” Angel had carefully tried to choose the correct words. He did not want to leave Ms. Baker with no hope.

“Doctor Carpenter,” Ms. Baker said with a pitiful look.

“You can call me Angel.”

“Then you can call me Mary. Angel, I want to be part of the trial. I have read the entirety of your notebook, and I am happy to adhere to all the requirements.”

She picked up a notebook off the nightstand and showed him.

“Where did you get the notebook?” He was upset since the notebook should not be in the hands of a patient.

“I received the notebook from Doctor Andrew.”

Angel reached out and gently took it out of her hand. He opened the cover and confirmed it was one of the original notebooks given to the directors who attended his presentation. Fortunately, the financials and other confidential pages had been removed.

“Mary, please excuse me. I will be back in a minute.” Angel had kept a straight face, even though he was justifiably upset.

Angel called the front desk and asked for Doctor Andrew’s cellphone number. He dialed the number, and Doctor Andrew answered on the third ring.

“Doctor Andrew, this is Doctor Carpenter, and I want to know what you were thinking when you gave your copy of the Drug Trial Notebook to patient Mary Baker?”

“I am just trying to help since she is an excellent candidate for your drug trial,” Doctor Andrew said in a smug voice.

Even though Angel was angry, he tempered his voice. “You know she is not a candidate for this drug. I made it quite clear I would manage this trial with no interference from you or anyone else.”

“How dare you speak to me in such a manner,” Doctor Andrew shouted. “I am a senior physician at this hospital, and you will show me the respect I deserve. Furthermore, I do not have to listen to you.” Doctor Andrew prevented any additional response from Angel by abruptly hanging up.

Angel was furious and could barely control himself. He was unsure how to handle the situation and called Doctor Stanford, who had provided his cellphone number shortly after Angel’s presentation. Doctor Stanford had instructed him to call if he needed help with anything. Doctor Stanford answered the phone, and Angel explained what had taken place.

“I am sorry this happened,” Doctor Stanford said. “I will have a talk with Doctor Andrew.”

Angel thanked him. However, Angel knew he would need to be careful in all future dealings with Doctor Andrew.

Angel returned to Mary’s room. He looked at her pleading face and knew she had been crying. “Angel, I have been praying you would help me.”

There was no way Angel could ignore her prayer. “Okay, Mary, I will add you to the trial,” Angel responded with a gentle voice.

He then repeated the same explanation he had given to other patients he had selected. He provided Mary with a tablet and a health watch.

Angel worked a double shift each day since he planned to select the initial fifty trial patients during the first week by adding at least ten patients each day. Half of the patients he interviewed were happy with their existing doctor and did not wish to try an experimental drug. He selected about half of the patients he interviewed.

Angel was pleased with the progress he had made during the week. He had intentionally stopped interviewing Doctor Andrew’s patients, which helped speed up the process. After their altercation, Doctor Andrew told his patients Doctor Carpenter was an inexperienced doctor. He further stated the trial involved a dangerous experimental drug. As a result, none of Doctor Andrew’s patients wanted to become subjects in the trial. Therefore, Angel stopped wasting his time talking to those patients.

It was Friday, and Angel was about two hours into the second shift. He only needed three more patients. Although Angel was tired, he felt good about the selected patients, except for Mary Baker. He was looking forward to finishing the day and going home. Angel had the weekend off. He planned to get a good night’s sleep with the alarm clock turned off.

Angel read the notes on his next patient, Paulina Wilkerson, a young eighteen-year-old girl. His assistant had called the child’s mother. The mother had consented to Angel discussing the trial with her daughter. However, the mother would make the final decision under a healthcare proxy. Paulina Wilkerson had leukemia. She had undergone both chemotherapy and radiation therapy, but the treatments were unsuccessful. Paulina appeared very thin, but her hair was starting to grow back from the radiation treatment. She had inclined her bed and was playing a game on her cellphone. Her mother was to meet them at 6:00 PM, but she was running late. Angel walked up to the bed. After a few seconds, Paulina looked up. 

“Hi, you must be Doctor Angel,” Paulina said. “Everyone is talking about you.” Paulina put her phone down and saw Angel’s puzzled face.

“Who is everyone?” Angel figured ‘everyone’ was a reference to people talking about the cancer drug.

“All the nurses and most of the patients. They say you are an angel.”

Paulina’s mother had arrived and heard her daughter talking with the doctor. She waited outside the room and listened to the conversation. She wanted to see how the doctor treated her daughter when he thought they were alone. She had a recent unpleasant experience where a doctor showed a complete lack of compassion when talking to her daughter about her condition. Afterward, Paulina cried intermittently for three days, and she did not want to see a repeat. She had filed a complaint with the hospital and threaten legal action. Doctor Stanford met with her and apologized on behalf of Doctor Andrew. He assigned Doctor Mark Seneca as a replacement doctor for her daughter. However, she was now cautious of all doctors. If her daughter got upset, she would enter the room and stop the discussion.

“Doctor Angel, how old are you?” Angel had taken college-level courses while in high school and had skipped his senior year. He had attended college year-round and completed his undergraduate degree at nineteen. Three years later, he graduated from medical school.

“I am 23 and way too old for you.” They both laughed.

“I didn’t mean it like that. You just seem so much younger than the other doctors. However, in five years, I will be 23, and you will be 28, and then it would work.” They both laughed again.

“Do you think I will make it to 23?” Paulina asked and then frowned as she looked at him.

“I do not know. You could get killed in a car accident or have a skydiving accident if your parachute fails to open or die in a wide variety of ways. However, if you drive safely and stay away from the extreme sports, then I think you may live a long time. The purpose of the drug trial is to see if my theory is correct. If it is correct, over eighty percent of the cancer patients in the drug trial will be cured using a holistic approach. However, there are no guarantees. Also, to be part of the drug test trial, you must follow a rigorous plan.” 

Angel paused. “For example, no alcohol,” he said with a straight face.

She burst out laughing again. “I am only eighteen. I am too young to drink, but I promise, no alcohol.”

“While I am here, let me give you a quick exam.” 

He checked her eyes, ears, throat, blood pressure, and heart rate.

“Doctor Angel, your hands are warm.” 

She then reached over and took one of his hands in hers. “I have never felt such warm hands.”

“I have an active hypothalamus, which causes me to have a higher skin temperature, but it is normal for me. My skin temperature is considered an outlier on the right side of a bell distribution curve, whereas some people have a temperature below the norm and are on the low side of the same bell distribution curve.”

“What’s a bell distribution curve?” Paulina asked, as she scrunched her eyebrows with a questioning look.

“I am sorry. You will learn about the bell distribution curve when you take a statistics course in college. While we are on the subject, you should think about what college you wish to attend.”

“I will do that,” Paulina said with enthusiasm.

“You have an excellent doctor,” Angel said. “Doctor Seneca knows I am talking to you, and he highly recommended you for the trial. However, both you and your mother will have to make the final decision. Your mother is supposed to be here.”

Paulina’s mother decided it was time to make her entrance. “Doctor Angel, I am Susan Wilkerson, Paulina’s mother. I apologize for being late, but the traffic was terrible. Doctor Seneca is Paulina’s current doctor. He recommended I consider having Paulina participate in your drug trial. So, other than taking the drug, what else is involved?”

“Your daughter must follow a restrictive organic diet. Paulina will have a high protein shake each day specifically designed for her, which provides a daily regimen of vitamins and minerals. She will see a chiropractor once a week, attend an exercise class every morning, and a meditation class every afternoon. Each day she will spend an hour on a hobby. I will assign her a psychologist who will meet with her once a week. She will attend a Yoga or a Tai Chi class once a day. My younger patients mostly sign up for the Yoga class, whereas my older patients select Tai Chi, but she can take either. She will maintain a written list of things she is thankful for, wherein she will add an item to the list each day. I highly recommend prayer for both of you as an additional form of meditation. Meditation has been shown to assist the body in healing. The plan is for your body to become physically fit through a healthy diet and exercise, to create a positive mental outlook with little to no stress through meditation, and put your soul at peace through faith. The goal is for your body to heal itself with the drug’s help. Also, unlike most treatments conducted on an outpatient basis, your daughter will remain hospitalized for three months. According to your application, you are Baptist. You may wish to have your preacher visit with you to help with your faith. If he visits, you need to explain how the meetings are to be no longer than thirty minutes and are to be positive. There is to be no talking about death or dying. However, he can discuss going to heaven in the far distant future. In your tablet, you will see the drug trial has a three-pronged approach by supporting the cancer drug with a healthy body and a healthy mind. A fourth part is faith, but I included it as part of the healthy mind to get the funding.” 

Angel then proceeded with the explanation and demonstration of the computer tablet and the health watch. Angel turned to the mother.

“Mrs. Wilkerson, you need to discuss this with your daughter, and you can email me when you decide. I will keep a space open for twenty-four hours.”

“Doctor Angel, if you could give my daughter and me a couple of minutes, we will give you a decision now.”

“Take your time. I will be down the hallway reviewing the next patient’s file.”

They waited a minute for the doctor to move down the hall. Susan looked at her daughter. “Well, what do you think?” Paulina looked at her mother like she was from another planet.

“Are you out of your mind? With him as my doctor, I know I will get well, and besides, he is so hot!” 

They both laughed. Susan agreed with her daughter. The doctor was handsome. Susan grinned as she left to get the Doctor. It had been a long time since her daughter was happy. Susan got Angel’s attention, and they returned to her daughter’s room. 

“We have decided we want Paulina to be part of the trial,” Susan said.

“Good,” Angel replied. He was pleased since he felt Paulina was an extremely promising candidate for the drug trial, and he had an overwhelming feeling they would cure her.

Angel took the computer tablet, pulled up the signature page, and held the tablet in front of Susan for her signature. After her signature, he took the tablet and forwarded the document to his computer. He then handed Paulina the tablet and explained how to download her schedule.

It only took Paulina a few seconds to complete the setup and the download. She quickly scanned her schedule. 

“It does not look like I will have much free time.”

She saw a line item on Monday and Wednesday from 5:00 PM to 6:00 PM with the word Cube. Paulina looked up at Angel.

“Doctor Angel, what does this Cube item mean?” Angel had added an extra item to her schedule in anticipation of Paulina becoming part of the selected group. 

“You are going to learn how to solve the Rubik's Cube. Two nights a week, a young boy your age, Rick Grant, will teach you how to solve the Rubik's Cube after school is out.” 

Angel did not say how he was personally paying Rick, and the money was not from the grant. Rick was an ambitious high school student. He lived in Angel’s apartment complex with his mother and always asked everyone if they needed any work done. Rick impressed Angel when he solved the Rubik's Cube with one hand in less than twenty seconds. Angel thought it would be good for Paulina to see someone her age, since she was the youngest patient in the drug trial. The FDA had approved the test for adults who were eighteen or older.

“Isn’t solving the Cube hard?” Paulina asked.

“Try it for a few weeks, and if you don’t want to continue, I will fire your trainer.”

“I noticed you allotted time for my high school classes,” Paulina said with sadness. “I have access to my classes online, but I have been falling behind.” Then she stared at him with a determined look. “I will work extra hard to catch up.”

“On your schedule, you will have over thirty hours a week for class time and homework. Plus, you have free time every night after seven o’clock, but lights out at ten o’clock. Let me know if you need more study time, and I will work with you to adjust your schedule.”

Paulina did not say how she had stopped studying since she figured it was a waste of time if she was going to die.

“A nurse will see you on Monday morning and start you on the program. She can probably answer whatever additional questions you may have. However, you can send me an email if you have questions she cannot answer. You need to understand, I only answer my emails at night after I go home. You will need to contact a duty nurse if you have an emergency. I will see you at least once a week. Welcome to the trial.” 

“Would you mind taking a selfie with me?” Paulina asked.

Angel rolled his eyes but nodded his head. He leaned in next to her, and she used her phone to take the picture.

“See you next week,” Angel said as he left the room to go to the next patient.

“I need to leave, but tomorrow is Saturday,” Susan said. “I will see you in the morning.” Susan hugged Paulina and picked up her purse to leave.

“Mom, would you mind if I used your credit card to make some online purchases? Also, can you bring me my school tablet and backpack?”

“Of course, to both questions.” Susan was happy her daughter was finally thinking about a future. Even if the trial failed, at least her daughter would have some happy days. Then she stopped herself. For this to work, she needed to have faith. She decided she would start praying for her daughter each night. After all, it could not hurt.

Paulina thought for a moment. “Also, bring me my cosmetics when you come tomorrow.” 

Susan smiled again and nodded her head. When they packed for the hospital, Paulina had intentionally left her cosmetics at home and said the mortuary could apply the makeup after she died. 

As soon as her mother left the room, Paulina prepared a message, attached the picture she had just taken, and sent it to Brenda, her best friend. They had applied to the same universities, but she stopped communicating after being told she was going to die. She had been so depressed that she had not sent or answered her emails or talked with any of her friends. It was only a few minutes before she received a call from Brenda. They talked for several hours about her gorgeous doctor, school, who was dating who, fashions, and everything else.

***
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Angel entered the room of the next patient, Martin Moore. According to his chart, he was six foot four and weighed two hundred twenty pounds, but the prison medical record did not reflect the patient’s current condition. Martin was skinny and frail. 

Martin looked up and watched as the doctor entered his room. His mother had told him about a Doctor Angel with blond hair who would cure him. She had asked him to be extra nice to the doctor. His mother’s request was more of an absolute command, which no one in their right mind would ignore.

“You must be Doctor Angel,” Martin said in a hoarse voice.

“Yes, I am. Your file shows you were a guest at a correctional hospital before coming here.”

Martin smirked at the description of being a guest. “I was serving three years in the local Miami prison for drug possession. I had just turned eighteen when I was convicted. When my mother found out I was dying of cancer, she started stirring things up and insisted the prison provide me with proper care. The prison did not want the medical expenses and did not want to deal with my mother, so they paroled me for good behavior. Me, good behavior? I have never been good at anything. I am not sure if the warden got me released because he felt sorry for me or was just scared of my mother. Regardless, my mother is like a force of nature. She continued working to get me proper care, which is how I ended up in this non-profit church hospital. Angel, can you help me?”

“Probably not,” Angel said with a frown. “The drug trial requires a mental discipline to follow a specified program. I do not believe you would follow such a program. Also, it requires faith, based on some form of religion.”

Martin avoided eye contact as he looked down. “I have not lived a good life, but I believe in God and grew up in a Christian home. Until I was older, my mother dragged me to church every week. Now, I am not going to sing kumbaya, but I am a Christian. Yes, I stole a few cars, broke into a few empty homes, and roughed up some people. Luckily, I never got caught for those crimes. Also, I cannot see the tattoo on your arm since your shirt covers it up, but I am sure you have a gang tattoo. A friend of mine in prison is in a gang, and we talked a lot. He told me about the Angel Gang and how he wished he had been a member of that gang. The leader of the Angel Gang was called Angel. He had blond hair and blue eyes. Tell me, are you the angel he talked about?”

“Yes, I was the gang leader of the Angels.” Angel answered honestly since he was not ashamed of his former affiliation with the gang. Martin pulled up his sleeve and showed a gang tattoo on his arm.

“Angel, you understand what it is like being in a gang. Being a gang leader did not stop you from being a good person, and you are now a respectable doctor. Come on, give me a break. I am only twenty years old and do not want to die. Also, I will find some way to help you if I ever get the chance. I have never begged before, but I am begging now. Please help me with this cancer.”

“I only have a limited number of slots available. If you are healed and do not change your lifestyle, then you will be back in prison. I will have wasted an opportunity to cure someone else.”

“I promise you and more importantly, I promised my mother that I will stay out of trouble.”

Angel was thoughtful, knowing he should decline the patient’s request, but he nodded his head. “You must follow all of my instructions if you wish to be cured.” Angel proceeded to explain the tablet and health watch monitor.

“Good, now I will not have to sic my mother on you,” Martin said in jest. Martin coughed and wiped the blood off his mouth with a towel. “Angel, all kidding aside, I will not let you down. I have one wish in life. I want my mother to be proud of me and that is my new goal in life.”

Angel continued to see patients. He only needed one more person to complete the initial group. The next patient on his list was Holden Sorenson. Holden was sixty-two years old, a Mormon, previously treated for Thyroid Cancer, and currently diagnosed with Lymphoma. As Angel entered the room, he noticed a lady sitting in a chair beside the bed. Holden was sleeping.

“Good afternoon, I am Doctor Angel Carpenter.”

“Doctor, I am Nephi Sorenson, and this is my husband, Holden,” she said. “He is a sound sleeper. My husband has the dubious honor of being a member of the Downwinders, which is why he is ill. Are you familiar with the Downwinders?”

“No, I am not familiar with the term. Would you care to explain?”

“We are from Utah. From 1951 through 1992, the United States detonated over a thousand nuclear warheads at the Nevada Test Site. Over a hundred blasts took place above ground. The radioactive clouds from the above ground tests were carried by the wind directly through southern Utah, where my husband was born. No one informed the people. Radioactive fallout settled on the children playing outside. Cows ate the contaminated grass, and the people drank the radioactive milk. People ate the contaminated vegetables and breathed the radioactive air. Thousands of children and adults died from the resulting increase in cancer. Many of the children who died were under the age of 14. The victims tested positive for Radioactive Iodine 131, which is traceable solely to the nuclear bombs detonated at the Nevada Test Site. Various individuals in the military and government agencies told everyone there were no safety concerns regarding the nuclear bombs being detonated a few miles away. Many Downwinders have died. My husband is lucky to have survived this long. That is our story.” Angel was appalled by the explanation.

“Mrs. Sorenson, there is nothing I can do about the past, but I believe I can help your husband.” 

Mrs. Sorenson woke up her husband. Angel was troubled by what he had heard but tried not to think about it while explaining the cancer drug trial. Holden was very calm and asked thoughtful articulated questions. Holden and Nephi told Angel the suggested daily prayer was something they had been doing for a long time. They liked the holistic approach and fully supported the program as described by Angel. After a brief conversation with each other, they readily agreed to be part of the cancer drug trial.

Angel had his first fifty patients and finished inputting the data. He arrived home late, but he got a good night’s sleep. He had planned to spend the weekend resting, but instead, he reviewed patient files. He was excited to start the drug trial.

Angel was extremely busy the following two weeks as he added fifty more patients and worked sixteen-hour days to ensure the patients adhered to the rigid schedule. Now he faced the beginning of the fourth week in a more relaxed state. He decided to shorten his days to a more reasonable twelve hours as he proceeded to his office. At the beginning of each day, he liked to spend an hour reviewing the electronic files before visiting his patients. 

As Angel approached his office, he saw a young lady sitting on the floor next to the door. A child was sitting in a wheelchair next to her. The mother saw him approaching and stood up.

“Doctor Carpenter, I am Carol Brittle, and this is Cathi, my daughter. May we talk to you?” Angel unlocked his office.

“Ms. Brittle, only hospital staff are allowed in this area. How did you get past security?”

“I am a registered nurse and came here before the end of the night shift. A maintenance worker let me in when I showed him my identification card. Please, I need to talk to you about my daughter.”

Angel shrugged. “Come in and take a seat.” She pushed the wheelchair in and sat down. Cathi stared at him with a child’s expression of hope. 

“My daughter is five years old and has cancer. As a nurse, I learned about the cancer trial you are conducting, and I would like my daughter to become part of the trial. Here is a summary of her medical history.”

Angel took a few minutes reviewing the file, and Cathi fit the profile of the patients who could benefit from the cancer drug.

“I am afraid you have been misinformed. People do not just show up and become part of the trial. We receive thousands of applications, but we can only accept a hundred patients at a time. Also, we are conducting a Phase Three Clinical Trial for adults. No clinical trials have been approved for children. We are at least a year away from getting the drug approved for adults. Getting it approved for children is probably going to take three or more years. The safe dosage for children will most likely be considerably smaller than the amount used for adults. Eighteen is the youngest age the FDA has approved for testing the drug.”

“My mom said you would heal me, and I would not have to die,” Cathi said in a soft voice.

Angel did not know what to say. “I am truly sorry.” He could see the desperation in the mother.

“My daughter needs to start taking the drug immediately. You say three years, but she will not be alive in three months. Surely you can make an exception for my daughter. You are our last hope. Even though I am broke, I can pay you a large sum for saving my daughter’s life.”

Carol pulled a slip of paper from a file she had been holding and handed it to him. Angel read the message and saw the willingness of the mother to risk her own life for her child. A sizable amount of money was written on the sheet to purchase a kidney and part of a liver.

“Ms. Brittle, we do not accept money for admitting someone into the drug trial, and selling your organs is against the law.”

“I will do whatever I can to save my daughter's life. Organs are sold regularly to the rich, who are not subject to the same laws as the poor. I do not know if you are naive or intentionally lying. If you do a little research, you will find how two of your current patients paid a large sum to be part of the drug trial.”

Angel could not help but be appalled at the accusation, but Carol seemed sure of her statements, and he believed her. He wondered if the two patients approved by Doctor Stanford had paid by making
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