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  Prologue- August 1979

[image: ]

It was incredibly hot in the dental school. 
   Dean Gallagher rushed from a meeting wearing a suit; he had forgotten about the scheduled air conditioning repair. He removed his jacket and tie before beginning the meeting with John Marlow.
   "This matter should be handled with discretion," he insisted in a worried voice. "The dental school has an unblemished reputation under my watch."
   "Of course, I understand," replied John Marlow. "The goal is to resolve these problems quickly and quietly."
   Marlow is a private investigator and a security specialist hired by the dean; a laid-back Californian who somehow found himself in the Midwest and the owner of a security firm he founded years earlier. A touch of grey at his temples is the only sign of his middle age. Marlow is far more relaxed than the dean; he is cool and competent, with a carefree persona and a casual appearance. Dean Gallagher described events that were most likely a case of theft by an employee or contractor, and Marlow assumed the problems at the dental school were minor compared to some of the shocking cases he had resolved in the past few years.
  " Let's tour the dental school," suggested the dean. "I will provide information about daily operations so that you can recommend increased security before the semester begins." 
  The large, modern-looking structure was four years old with three floors. Marlow and the dean started the tour by descending to the lower level via the staircase. The dean enjoyed showing off the facility.
 "This is where the freshman and sophomore students spend most of their time. The labs and classrooms are open after hours for students to finish their lab projects. Campus security locks the building at 10 pm."
   Marlow noted the floor had a spacious hallway and an exit at either end. When he looked into the lab rooms, he saw long countertops with chairs for about 80 students. The lower level also housed a cafeteria and four large classrooms. This was a basement level without windows; he imagined it could be closed later than the rest of the building if the underclassmen needed to work late. 
   The dean eyed the stairs and instead opted for the elevator to return to the second floor, the oppressive heat dictating his decision. "The dental clinic is on the second floor, where the students, juniors, and seniors, treat patients. Each student has a cart with instruments that can move to different assignments or blocks; endodontics, periodontics, crown and bridge…"
   "I get the idea," said Marlow. "Is there a problem with theft in the clinic?"
   " Surprisingly, no," replied the dean. "We have always been lax in securing the floor since we expect the students to be honest and respectful. I do not think the break-ins involved a student, but I don't know."
   Marlow surveyed the clinic floor. Each station has a dental chair, light, and tubing for suction and compressed air. He saw one hundred and fifty units, and a lingering scent reminded him of the dentist's office he went to for treatment.
   "We are very proud of the school's state-of-the-art equipment and reputation for excellence," noted the dean. "The students have treated thousands of patients."
  They rode up one more level to the third floor. Despite being warm, Marlow felt a chill as soon as the elevator door opened. This level seemed abandoned.
   "The third floor is for storage and records. Our business office is here, and research and development share the same space. There is very little traffic on the third floor because the only students who routinely use it are the freshman anatomy students. The lab is to your left; the cadavers are in the room."
  Marlow, an ex-cop and private investigator, was not troubled by the cadavers since he often visited the medical examiner when working on cases. Drapes were covering the thirteen souls waiting to be studied by the students.
  "Most professors work on the second floor; only Dr. Bloom and Dr. Hall have offices on the third. I don't know why they have been targeted, so you will have to consider all possibilities. I don't care about catching the perpetrators. I just want these disruptions to stop."
  Marlow considered the dean's concerns and spent a few minutes developing his approach. "I will need a floor plan of the building and a list of third-floor employees and their activities. I suggest a more secure area for Vicodin, Percocet, and Percodan with constant oversight and detailed records of these medications. Our priority is to secure the building, and if this is done and there are no further incidents, it will be up to you whether you want me to investigate the third-floor staff. So many people come in and out of the building; it may not be possible to figure out what has happened, and the perpetrators may not take further action."
  "That sounds like a plan I agree with." 
  "One more thing, do you trust your cleaning service?"
  The dean sighed. "I was unhappy with their performance and failed to renew their contract this year. They were inefficient, and careless, and rarely finished before 4 am."
"Expect the service completion within hours. If you cannot find a cleaning service to finish in a few hours, you will need a security guard overnight."
  Dean Gallagher looked defeated. "We do not have the budget for a security guard, and it will be difficult to find a maintenance company with a staff large enough to clean the entire building in a few hours." 
   "It's time to get creative, Dean Gallagher. I can secure the building, but I need your help to minimize the risk. I will have my estimate and recommendations by next week. Call me when you have the floor plans and employee records, and ask questions in the meantime."
  "Thank you for your time, Mr. Marlow."

      ***  Dean Gallagher hoped operations would run smoothly at the dental school. He had a sinking feeling about the upcoming school year. The vandalism on the third floor was troubling, and the missing pain medications were a grave concern. Dean Gallagher was also receiving complaints about instructors, one in particular, and the complaints had been coming in more frequently. The incoming freshman class was another problem; they were interesting, to say the least, and by far the most diverse class ever enrolled, with two international students, nine women, and out of the 76 enrollees less than half had majored in the sciences. They were the youngest class ever enrolled, and undoubtedly the most immature. Gallagher entered his office and nodded to his secretary, Mrs. Susman.
  "Marjorie, could you locate the floor plans for the building? And also get personnel records for employees working in the third-floor offices."
  "Right away, Dean Gallagher. Oh, by the way, I just received a certified letter from one of the incoming freshmen. He decided to drop out."
  "Already!" roared the dean. "We haven't even started classes yet."
  "The student changed his mind and is going to pharmacy school." 
  "Please bring me the alternate list," he responded with annoyance, "and leave out anyone who applied to one of the other professional schools."  
  "Yes, sir, right away. I am sure we can find a suitable candidate."
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  Chapter 1
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Anthony looked like hell, and he felt worse than he looked. The symptoms appeared suddenly; high fever, chills, and nausea. It was just his luck to catch the flu in August. He situated himself on the family room couch so he was close to the bathroom and he could watch TV, and had aspirin, tissues, and a pitcher of water within reach on the coffee table. He sank into the couch, trying to find a comfortable position, when he heard someone fumbling with a key at the front door. 
  "Go away," he moaned in a weak voice, "you don't want to be near me."
  "Tony, are you alright?" 
  "Yes, Tommy, come in, but don't get too close. I'm certain I am contagious."
  "How are you?" Tommy took one look at his younger brother. He looked awful. "Our mother is worried about you. She is pressuring Dad to cut their vacation short; the only thing that stopped her was my promise to look in on you and go shopping for you."
  "Thanks, Tommy, I don't want attention. I just want to be left alone."
  "I figured as much. She wanted me to pass on instructions: drink plenty of fluids, take lukewarm showers to lower your temperature, and avoid heavy foods."
  "Mom doesn't have to worry about the last one. I can't even think about food."
  "Well, I won't discuss what I bought at the Hinky Dinky. I will just put it in the fridge, and you can find it when you're ready."  
  "Thanks, bro."
  "I have to hurry to work, but call me if you need anything, and for God's' sake pick up the phone if it rings. If Mom calls to check up on you and you don't answer, she'll be home in a minute."

      ***  Anthony had two siblings, an older brother, and a younger sister. Tommy was three years older than he was, and a tough act to follow. Tommy was smart, confident, and popular in high school and college; he was the guy who knew everyone; he had a successful job, a beautiful girlfriend, and a luxurious apartment, and people seemed to be drawn to him, especially women. Anthony was not like him; he was shy and liked to stay home and listen to music. They were both athletic, but Tommy was a football star, while Anthony sat on the bench on the high school baseball team. Tommy was a leader, and Anthony was a follower. Anthony felt mediocre when compared to his brother, but the one thing that set Anthony apart was his ambition to become a dentist. His parents encouraged him, and he felt the profession would suit his personality.
  His sister Angela adored both of her brothers, but she always joked around with Anthony. He had a fun relationship with his little sister and recognized she was the only female who laughed at his jokes. Her parents were driving her to college, and since she was starting her freshman year, they would help her move in and settle her before they left. Afterward, they planned to vacation at points of interest on the way back. Anthony did not want them to shorten their trip because of his illness. They didn't expect him to be at home when they planned the trip, since they assumed he would be in dental school. Unfortunately, he did not have an offer to attend dental school even though he applied to two schools. The first denied his application, and the second gave him alternate status. This meant that if a student refused an offer, he might get the open spot. He was losing hope; classes would start in two weeks. He resigned himself to finding an alternate job, and his bachelor of science in biology might not help him. To make matters worse, he experienced a disastrous breakup with a girlfriend, and now he was sick with the flu.
  Anthony needed an escape from his thoughts and discomfort. He noticed a pink book under the couch and recognized it as the library book he promised Angela he would return for her; he was certain it must be overdue. A romance novel. No surprise there. He hoped Angela was not naïve enough to believe in these fanciful tales, since she was unlikely to find Prince Charming at a fraternity party. Anthony was curious about romance novels, and especially interested in how they depicted the male characters. He expected a hero who was rich, handsome, and an expert swordsman and a passionate lover. His curiosity overcame him, and he picked up the book.
    The dynamic between the two main characters amused him, and the mystery intrigued him. The hero was rich and an earl, but far from perfect with a sketchy past, and rumors of indiscretions. His appearance was dark and dangerous, with his intense gaze and a disturbing scar on his chin. In a twist of fate, he met a woman who needed his help. She was 25 and left on the shelf since women were usually married by then in that era. She was not interested in a traditional courtship and therefore was not a suitable marriage prospect for upper-class gentlemen. The earl was taken by her beauty, with her brilliant red hair and luminous green eyes. She didn't consider him dangerous or unapproachable, because he was the most exciting man she had ever met. Despite his questionable reputation, she agreed to embark on a crazy adventure with him, and their experiences eventually brought them together. The steamy passages his little sister must have read embarrassed him, and he thought it best to return the book before his mother saw it.
  He spent the rest of the day reading and retired after he finished the book. Could he be dark and dangerous like the guy in the novel? Probably not. As far as women were concerned, Anthony just wasn't that exciting. He was by nature sensitive and reserved, and he imagined most women found him depressingly dull. He was not interested in a casual fling; he wanted a steady girlfriend. In the past, the women he dated lost interest; they thought he was a nice guy but not very exciting, and they didn't want a serious relationship. His mother was the only female who thought he was a 'good catch'. The description disturbed him. He had visions of his second-grade fishing expedition, when he pulled in a sad little sunny with a hook through its lip. He remembered Uncle Mark saying, "Don't worry, Anthony, he doesn't feel the hook," but in his second-grade mind, he thought Of course he was feeling it and couldn't wait to release the fish back into the water.

  He fell asleep, but the phone ringing the next morning woke him up. He jumped up to answer it, expecting his mother.
  "This is Mrs. Susman from the admissions office at the dental school. May I speak to Anthony Roselli?"
  Anthony's heart skipped a beat. "Speaking."
  "Please hold," said Mrs. Susman." I will connect you to the dean."
  "Hello Anthony, this is Dean Gallagher. I am calling you because I have an opening for a first-year student, and I want to offer you the opportunity."
  "Yes, I will take it. I appreciate the offer, sir."
  The dean smiled to himself. "Well, great. I will be out of town for a few days but would like to meet with you early next week. There are forms to be completed, and we will need your tuition deposit. Can you come in next week?"
  "Yes, sir. I am 90 minutes away, I can come in at your convenience."
  "I will see you soon. Mrs. Susman will set up a meeting."
  "Thank you for the opportunity. If I may ask, is everything alright? I hope the student who dropped out is well."
  "The student is fine, he decided to go to pharmacy school instead, so we are glad to have you on board. I will transfer you over to my secretary."
  Dean Gallagher had a satisfied feeling. He was sure he had chosen the right applicant.






  
  Chapter 2
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The phone call was life-changing, and despite his excitement, the two weeks he had to prepare for his move overwhelmed him. He tried calling Tommy at work to share his news and reached his brother's secretary. She was courteous but screened all phone calls. 
   "Mr. Roselli is in a meeting, but he should be able to call back around noon. Can I take a message?"
  "This is not urgent, but leave him a message from his brother, Anthony. Let him know I just got accepted into dental school."
  "Congratulations. I hear it's hard to get in."
  "It was for me. I will be home all day; have him call when he has the time."
  "Sure thing, and best of luck!"
  "Thanks."

  Anthony didn't waste time trying to find a place to live. He called student housing and the administrative offices of all four professional schools. Though he hoped to live within walking distance of the school, he would settle for a commute if he ended up a few miles away. He waited for return phone calls, and when the phone rang, he promptly picked up.
  "Is Dr. Roselli in?"
  "I like the sound of that, Tommy, but it's premature."
  Tommy was thrilled. Even though he busted his little brother regularly, he was Anthony's greatest advocate.
  "I am looking for a place to live near the dental school. Any suggestions?"
   "Let me think." Tommy knew people from school and through his business associations. After a pause, he had an idea. "There is a guy I know from fraternity days. He rents a house near the hospital and the dental school, and when I ran into him six months ago, he was still living there. I'll give him a call and see if he has a room to rent."
  "Sounds great, Tommy. Do you think he'd have a problem living with a student? I'm rather desperate; even if he could put me up for a month or two, it would help."
  "I don't think Chuck would mind a student, as he still looks and acts like a college guy. He's a jazz enthusiast, and kind of quirky. His name is Chuck Meadow. He was a blast at parties, but I haven't socialized with him for years. Just a warning; he's a little eccentric."
  "What do you mean?"
  "That's all I have to say. If you meet him, you'll see."
  "Okay."

      ***  Anthony drove to the dental school the following Tuesday. His parents hadn't returned from their trip, but they spoke to him and were ecstatic with the news. As he approached the school, he noted the surrounding residential housing, which looked like older two-story dwellings built on small lots. The homes were small but well cared for, and the streets had well-maintained sidewalks. As he approached his destination, the area became more commercial. He parked near three large modern-looking buildings that were connected by a skywalk, one over the road behind the hospital and the other over a parking lot for the health sciences library. The dental school was in the middle and connected to both buildings. Since Anthony arrived an hour early, he toured the library, which was by far the most interesting building on campus. The three floors had a large open space in the center, separated by rows and rows of books. It looked like a factory, with indoor brick, colored pipes, and large ceiling fans that lined the vaulted ceiling. Many student desks were traditional, but the facility offered study carrels with large tables and lounge areas with beanbag chairs. The interior was open and decorated in bold, bright colors, and Anthony imagined he would spend many hours in the library. He felt fortunate to have access to it. 
  After arriving at the dental school, he registered; the process was uneventful. Dean Gallagher was a big man with kind eyes and a firm handshake who seemed pleased to meet his new applicant, and Anthony felt like he had an ally in the dean's office. Mrs. Susman was also very nice; professional, pleasant, and very efficient. When he left, he was optimistic about his future.

  The next step was to find Chuck's house at 439 Wisteria Lane. The house was four blocks from the dental school and was on a small lot, a narrow colonial with a front porch. There was a sign in the window. What did it say? 'Michelob'. It was a sign that would light up at night. He rechecked the house number. He heard loud music. Jazz. He knocked on the door. Then he knocked louder. As the door opened, a shrill barking and a large black dog greeted him.
  "Down, Ralphie!" implored his owner. The dog was wagging its tail and grinning, with its large tongue lolling out of its mouth. Anthony knew the dog would pounce as soon as the door opened. "I said sit Ralphie!" The dog ignored its owner and jumped up immediately to welcome their guest.
  "I'm sorry. He's friendly but has no manners. Hi, I'm Chuck. You must be Tony."
  They tried to shake hands as Ralphie was jumping about. The pup was so excited he was peeing on the floor. Anthony, who liked dogs, grabbed his collar and guided him into a sitting position. "Sit." The startled canine was so surprised he obeyed.
 " How did you do that?"
  "You have to show him you are the alpha dog, let him know you're the boss. He seems eager to please; I'm sure it wouldn't be hard to train him. How old is he?"
  "He's about 7 months old, a puppy mentally but nearly full grown."
  "I'm sure with some training he will follow your orders." Anthony did not know a canine resident was part of the equation, but he liked dogs and tried to view the opportunity with an open mind. They walked into a large living room, and Anthony noticed four couches that did not match.
  "Is this a frat house, Chuck?"
  "Oh, no. I graduated in the same class as your brother 3 years ago. The couches come in handy when I have guests."
  Anthony thought that was a weird comment but didn't ask. A small bathroom was located downstairs next to a kitchen with a full-sized refrigerator, oven, and stove, and a large table. The room was bright and sunny, with red countertops and hardwood floors. It looked clean and rarely used. In the corner sat Ralphie's water dish and bed.
  Chuck led the way toward the staircase. "Come upstairs; I'll show you the room for rent."
  As they ascended a narrow staircase, Anthony noticed a dizzying pattern on the wall. The black design was fuzzy as Anthony touched the wall.
  "Did you decorate the place, Chuck?"
  "No, it was like this when I started renting 3 years ago. I don't know how I ended up with so many couches; people just kept dropping them off."
Anthony once again ignored the odd remark. Chuck showed him a side room to the right of the stairs. It was small, with a window that looked over the street. The hardwood floor was the best feature, and someone furnished the room with a dresser and small desk.
  "Is there a bed?"
  "No, but if we can get it up the steps, you can use one couch." Anthony sighed. He was desperate. The location was perfect. Though disorganized, Chuck seemed to keep the place clean. 
  "So here's the deal," said Chuck. "The rent is $110 per month and half the utilities. It is mostly quiet in the house, but I have musician friends who come over to jam. I need a roommate who doesn't mind Ralphie and will occasionally pitch in with his care. You can have the room for the school year, or long enough to find another place."
  Anthony hesitated. He was concerned about the noise potential of this residence. "What instrument do you play, Chuck?"
  "Saxophone. How about you?"
  "I love music, but I'm afraid I have no talent."
 " Come now, there must be something you're good at."
"No, really, there isn't." An awkward silence hung in the air. He tried to be honest with Chuck. "I'm chill, but require solid sleep on weekdays."
A pause. Chuck liked Anthony and tried to be more accommodating. "Did I mention I just opened a jazz club on the main road? Right now it's open from Thursday to Sunday night so you can have the house to yourself on those nights, except for Ralphie of course."
  That was a plus for Anthony since he was interested in solitude so he could study. He was ready to seal the deal but had one more question. 
  "I saw a bathroom but no shower. Is there a bathroom upstairs?"
  "Of course, let me show you the rest of the house."
  Anthony peeked into Chuck's room, which was a little larger than the spare bedroom. The walls displayed posters of Santana and Chick Corea in concert. Then Anthony walked into the main bathroom. The wallpaper was lime green and lemon yellow striped, and the fixtures were avocado green. There was a shower, a tub, and a psychedelic design on the shower curtain. The door had striped wallpaper like the walls, so when it was shut it looked like there was no door. 
  "Have you ever gotten lost in this bathroom, Chuck?"
  He replied with a chuckle. "Don't go in when you're drunk; you might not find your way out."
  Anthony smiled. "The place has character. I'll take the room. Thanks, Chuck."






  
  Chapter 3
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The taxi passed the dental school and turned left. After traveling 5 blocks, it stopped at a large two-story colonial house with an outdoor staircase to the second floor. Rebecca Monahan thanked the taxi driver as she hauled her large suitcase onto the sidewalk. She arrived several days early and was thankful to have the dreaded trip behind her. She hated flying. Her next-door neighbors and close friends, Ellen and Donna, did not expect her until the end of the week, so she wanted to surprise them with her arrival. She noticed a flurry of activity around the outdoor staircase. Bees. She stared at the swarming insects with disbelief; she had only been gone a few weeks, and they had set up shop and made a home for themselves while she was away. 
  She rang the doorbell of the downstairs tenants. The Grillis were always home, and she heard Mr. Grilli playing a Frank Sinatra album. She rang the doorbell again and Mrs. Grilli finally answered the door.
  "Rebecca, welcome back!"
  Mrs. Grilli was in a housecoat, but as usual, her hair and makeup were perfect, and she wore expensive jewelry. Mrs. Grilli put in so much effort for a woman who didn't drive and rarely left her house. 
  "I hate to bother you, but do you have any bee spray? I can't get into my apartment, they are swarming around the steps."
  "I will go ask my husband." After a few minutes, Mrs. Grilli returned with a spray can. "Vinnie says you should wait until it's dark to use this. Wear long sleeves and long pants and spray when they are sleeping."
  "Tell Mr. Grilli thanks for the spray and the advice."
  Rebecca didn't expect Mrs. Grilli to ask her in. Mr. Grilli was a bit of a recluse. Rebecca, living upstairs for a year, heard him but never saw him. She was well-versed in his taste for music, as he always had an album on. Rebecca didn't mind his choices, but everything he played was at least 20 years old. The couple did not drive and did not go outside, and she often wondered how they got their groceries.
 
  Rebecca dragged her suitcase towards the house next door. Her friend Ellen spotted her and raced down her steps to greet her.
  "Rebecca, you're back! Why didn't you call me? I could have picked you up from the airport." Ellen gave Rebecca a big hug and a questioning look as she picked up the suitcase. "Are you locked out of your apartment?"
  "It's a long story," sighed Rebecca.
  "Could you come upstairs and tell me about it? I'm cleaning my closet and realize I should buy a few new items for school. Would you be up for a trip to the mall?"
  "Sure, since I am here early, I have plenty of time to go shopping."
  Ellen looked at Rebecca. "Your hair looks gorgeous; it makes you look so sophisticated."
  "Thanks, Ellen. It was my first step toward looking more professional. I thought the long hair tied back in a ponytail made me look too young."
  Rebecca had silky red hair that was straight and almost to her waist. She had worn it in a simple style, parted on the side, and tied it back when she treated patients in the dental clinic. Over break, in a bold move, she had it cut shoulder length and added subtle blond highlights. The face frame brought attention to her delicate features.
  "You'll have to beat off those lonely guys in the dental school," teased Ellen.
  "I'm not worried about that. The guys in my class have steered clear of involvement with the women in the class. If there were ever any interest, they would surely keep it to themselves. I doubt they would notice a change."
  "Well, I'm sure someone will notice the change; I certainly did, but are you looking, Rebecca? What about Kyle?"
  Kyle was Rebecca's boyfriend in New Jersey. She had met him during a summer when she was at home and had dated him for two years. She had become so distraught with the relationship she decided to cut her summer vacation short and return to school early. "He's changed. He quit graduate school to focus full time on his band and thinks he's destined for fame and fortune, but the band has only booked small local gigs."
  "Did you guys break up?"
  "No, Ellen, but maybe we should have. This relationship has been strained, and long distance has not worked for us. The glamour of being the bass player's girlfriend has certainly worn off for me. I'm also sure he has been dating other women while I'm here at school."
  "Oh, Rebecca, I'm sorry." 
  Rebecca had resigned herself to reality. "Even though there was no formal breakup, I think it's over for us. It doesn't feel the same."
  "Is that why you came back early?"
  "Yes, to get away from Kyle and all his problems. And I could not get into my apartment because the entrance is infested. Mr. Grilli said I should wait until nightfall to spray the yellow jackets since they are inactive at night."
  "You talked to Mr. Grilli?" 
   "No, I got the bee spray through Mrs. Grilli. I still haven't seen him."
  "Have dinner here tonight, and we'll conquer those varmints later. Donna won't be back until tomorrow. Why don't you spend the night and move into your apartment in the morning?"
  Donna and Ellen were Rebecca's next-door neighbors. The three women had been friends in undergraduate and now attended professional school; Donna in law school, Ellen in medical school, and Rebecca in dental school. They studied in different circles but remained close friends and neighbors. Rebecca stayed at Ellen's apartment that night and entered her own apartment in the morning.







  
  Chapter 4
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The end of August was a whirlwind for Anthony. He moved in with Chuck, and they carried one couch to the second floor. Anthony, tall at six foot three, could stretch out on the longest couch. The Friday before classes was an orientation for the freshman dental students. The freshmen had assigned seats in the lab; seated alphabetically. He recognized a few guys from undergraduate classes, but Amy White was the only student he knew well; she was from his hometown in Iowa, and he had known her since second grade. 
  He looked around the room at the other freshmen and noticed the clean-cut, professional students in the front of the room. Most candidates looked like they could be dentists, but as the alphabet progressed his classmates looked more diverse, relaxed, and unconventional. Six students were in Anthony's anatomy group, and they were a motley crew. Anthony sat next to Joe Reilly, a guy he knew from undergraduate; a tall, friendly Irishman who looked like a lumberjack with red hair and a beard. He had huge hands. Anthony wondered how that would work out with a future in dentistry. Pinkish Singh was the other guy sitting next to him. He was from India, and though he could speak English well, he often sounded awkward because the words seemed out of sequence and he was sometimes unfamiliar with the subtleties of American slang. Anthony expected to have some interesting conversations with him. Roy Tanoa was next in line, a casual laid-back guy from Hawaii who wore flip-flops, and at the end of the alphabet was Ron Zee, with his long hair and tinted glasses he looked like he belonged in a rock band rather than in this dental school group. Amy White sat between Roy and Ron. She was attractive and knew it— a petite blond with big blue eyes; she was a head turner, a heartbreaker, a former prom queen, and a cheerleader. Anthony knew her well and was grateful Roy and Pinkish provided a buffer between them.
    Anyone who expected a cheerful welcome at orientation was mistaken. The curriculum seemed impossible, and Anthony suspected the instructors disliked the back row. After several announcements, they toured the dental school with their anatomy group. Mrs. Susman was there to give the freshmen instructions. "Arrive on Monday at 8 am and follow the schedule provided today. There is a 45-minute lunch break. The cafeteria has a soft drink machine, a coffee machine, and a full-sized refrigerator. You can bring lunch or go to the cafeteria on the main campus. If you use the refrigerator, make sure your items have your name on them. The students who signed up for work-study in the dental school should return to this room for a meeting at 10:30. Jeff Muller, a third-year student, is in charge and will discuss your work assignment. Enjoy the tour of the school. The dean's office is open if you have questions, and we look forward to the start of your semester on Monday."
  After dismissal, Anthony, Joe, Pinkish, Amy, Roy, and Ron walked around the dental school. They anticipated two years of study and lab work. After learning skills on the lower level of the building, they would move to the second-floor clinic to treat patients. The tour was pleasant until they reached the third floor. The students were silent as they entered the anatomy lab and were 'introduced' to the person they would dissect. There was a sheet over the cadaver, but his arm was visible since the first assignment would be dissection of the arm. Anthony glanced over at Amy to see how she was handling it. Of course, she was fine, tougher than most of the male students. She was a biology major, too. The mood was strangely quiet in the lab, but the conversation exploded when they reached the hallway.
  "I guess we'll get used to it," said Joe Reilly.
  "Of course we will," added Roy. "We should be able to do this since we will someday have to drill people's teeth."
  "I am not experienced in dissection," warned Pinkish; " I fear my contribution will be almost zero."
  "Who majored in biology?" asked Ron.
  Amy and Anthony admitted they were biology majors. 
  "When it's a person, it's different," Anthony cautioned. "The only mammal Amy and I have dissected was a cat."
   Amy had a cavalier attitude. "Come on, guys, it's part of the program. How difficult could it be?"
  Anthony distanced himself from the group and was several
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