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See that woman sitting out there?" asked Reilly. Thelieutenant leaned around in his chair and glanced at the

distraught woman in the squad room.
"Yeah," he confirmed.

"She just reported her older brother missing. Guess what?"

The tired-eyed lieutenant declined to guess and instead

leaned back in his chair, his fleshy face noncommittal.

"He's a TB patient from that clinic in the Village. That

makes three," said Reilly.
."Six," said the lieutenant.
"Six?"

"I called down to Missing Persons this morning."
"I was gonna do that."
"I'm faster; that's why I'm the lieutenant."

Reilly ran his palm down the length of his tie. "Six, huh?
All with tuherculosis?"

"Yep. They're all a mess. TB. AIDS. Gay. Homeless. A

couple of recent inmates from Rikers."
"So what's the connection here? The Village clinic?"

"You're the detective-you tell me. And soon. I don't want

any more MIAs, and I don't want to wake the media monster."

Reilly cocked his head at the woman sitting by his desk.
"She said her brother mentioned some kind of new TB treat

ment in Maryl~nd." He fumbled with a mangled notepad. "One
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of the clinic patients I tracked down yesterday mentioned the

same thing: a new TB treatment at"-,..-he flipped a page in his
notebook-"the National Institute of Biomedicine."

"Institutes. Plural."

Reilly raised an eyebrow.

"I know everything; that's why I'm the lieute~ant."

"Yeah. Well, do you know where these six guys with the
bad lungs are?"

"I know they've gone missing and aren't likely to be missed

by too many people. And they've got diseases that shouldn't be

spread around."

"Well, I guess I can make some calls. Maybe go down to

this National Institute,S place. We still have some travel·

money? I could fly down Wednesday."
"Amtrak. There's a nice new train. Take you three hours.'

Have a nice trip."

Reilly took the train to Washington's Union Station and the

Metro subway out to the collegelike campus of the N.I.B. He
hated subways; New York's nethemorld reminded him of a

cross hetween Bellevue and the overnight lock-up. But the

Washington l\letro was a contrast--cathedral-high ceilings,
brightly lit, and full of quiet people wearing plastic ID tags



and carrying Lands' End canvas briefcases. Reilly almost
relaxed on the ride out to N.I.B.

Walking toward the red brick behemoth of the Clinical Cen

ter, Reilly passed a clump of people gathering on a sidewalk

corner. They looked like the beginnings of a demonstration of

some kind. Reilly saw placards among the group. "No Smoking

in Bethesda," read one of the signs. Another read, "Stop

Burning Med Waste." Looking past the Clinical Center, Reilly

spotted three massive brick chimneys. Gray, particulate smoke

erupted from one of the upright cannons.

Inside the Clinical Center, a guard led Reilly down a

painfully bright corridor to the center direstor's office. Reilly
smoothed his blue silk tie and buttoned the coat of his somber

black suit. His beltless gray raincoat billowed behind him. He

had made a special effort not to look like the stereotypical

Irish cop he knew he was.

The center director, a fast-talking physician with a grinding

Brooklyn accent, peppered Reilly with medical factoids, but

the talkative director had nothing to say about the missing New

York patients. Eventually, he sent Reilly two floors up to the

walk-in AIDS clinic. The clinic's attending physician sent him

across the street to an administration building to see a woman

about off-campus TB research projects. She sent him back

across the street to the center's clinical microbiology laboratory
chief.

Like the others, the lab chief was intrigued to meet a Man

hattan police detective, but he could not help Reilly with what

he wanted to know. Easing the detective around a tray of spu

tum and blood samples, the man said, "The closest thing we

have on campus to active TB research is a little genetics

project in 14-T."

"14- T?" asked Reilly. It sounded like someone's apartmeryt.
"Yes. Here." The lab chief walked over to a desk and

picked up the campus phone directory. He tore the back cover

off and showed it to Reilly. "Here's a map. We're here. 14-T is

up behind here." He circled a small blue rectangle with a

marker. "It's a high-containment lab. BL-3+. 'T' for temporary.

We're building a bigger one, a BL-4, beside it."

"High-containment? What's it contain?" asked Reilly.

"Mutant M. tb strains. Interesting stuff, but maybe not to

the police."

Reilly pushed damp brown hair off his forehead as he

trudged across the campus. He wound his way through a maze

of parking lots, narrow brick buildings and chain-link fences.

"High containment. Mutant bugs. Should I get some shots or at

least be wearing a mask?" he muttered to himself.

He found the building sandwiched between a cluster of

warehouses and the N.I.B. power plant. It looked like a tractor

trailer container propped up on temporary supports. A wooden
staircase led up to a steel and glass door cut into one end of the

container. Plumbing lines and electrical cables snaked under

the trailer, and,complicated-looking vents decorated the roof.

Reilly climbed up the wooden steps. With fading expecta

tions, he rapped on the door's glass panel and shouted, "Hello.
Anyone home?"

Reilly watched the silver doorknob turn. The door opened a

few inches and a voicesaid, "Yes? I am busy. Who is it?"
"Police." Saying that usually caused doors to slam shut, so

Reilly was relieved when the door swung open instead.
A short dark man with moussed gray hair and gold-rimmed

glasses looked up at Reilly and said, "Police? Campus police?"

"New York City." Reilly flashed his gold shield.

"I do not understand. This is a government facility, not New

York," the man said in the singsong British of the Indian elite.

"Relax, I just have some medical questions about TB.

Maybe you can help me."

The man hesitated, then gestured for Reilly to follow him
inside.

"I am Dr. Amit Dao."

Reilly looked around the trailer's interior. He was standing

in a tiny office space partitioned off by a wall of Plexiglas and

aluminum. Beyond the partition was a laboratory, and beyond

that was another partition and another door.

Reilly waved his hand around the trailer and asked,
"What's all this?"

Dr. Dao puffed himself up and said, "What do you mean,

'all this'? This is my work, my research. What is this to you?"

Reilly put up his traffic cop palm to stop Dao. Then he ex

plained about the six missing TB patients in New York and the
rumored TB treatments in Bethesda.

"This is a research laboratory. Do you see six people here?

No. Just my bacteria," insisted Dao.

Detective Reilly turned to the Plexiglas wall and stared in
at the lab. "What's all this stuff, doctor?"

"Equipment. Laminar flow hood, centrifuges, glove box, au

toclave. All for my research."
Reilly looked down at him and asked, "And your research

is what exactly?"

"You would not understand any of it."

"Try me. I'm smarter than I look."
Doctor Dao stared at the detective for several seconds.

Finally he said, "I am studying the growth ratecdependent con

trol of mycobacterial ribosome synthesis. M. tb grows very

slowly.... " .
Reilly had a sudden inspiration and asked Dao, "Is that

why TB is a chronic disease? Because the bugs grow slow?"

"Yes," Dao cautiously replied. "M. tb is difficult to work

with in the laboratory and difficult to treat in patients because

it grows so slowly. I am trying to speed it up."

"How do you speed up bacteria? Feed them more?"

Dao looked pained. He said, "No, no, no. The problem is

genetic, not metabolic." He looked at his watch. "In order to
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grow and divide, bacteria need to make proteins. In order to

make proteins, they need to transcribe those proteins from the

genetic code. The ribosomal machinery needed to do that is in
short supply in M. tb. These bacteria have only a single

operon-it is called the RRN operon--driven by two promot
ers to make ribosomal RNA. Understand? DNA to RNA to

protein. RNA is the bottleneck~ the gatekeeper. Understand?"

Reilly did not, but said nothing. Instead he arched an eye
brow at Dao and scribbled "more RNA" in his notepad.

Dao said, "Listen, it is like this. You drive from New York

to Washington. You have to stop at the highway tollbooth. Traf

fic slows down and backs up. Imagine now instead of ten toll
collectors at the booth there are one hundred. Traffic flows

faster. There is less backup. The cars move faster. The my-

-
tist of your government. I have wasted enough time on this

New York nonsense about missing people."

Reilly flipped his notepad shut. "All right, Doc, thanks for
the lecture. Very educational."

Reilly checked into the Ramada Inn on the edge of the

campus. He ordered room service, left a message for his
lieutenant and took a nap. His wristwatch alarm went off at

midnight. He rolled off the bed, put his coat on and checked

his small flashlight. He walked back toward Dao's high
containment trailer. :The lot was a jumble of shadowy angular

shapes. A blue light blinked from atop a liquid nitrogen tank
as it hissed away excess pressure. Pale yellow streaks of

cobacterial ribosomes are the toll coll~ctors. Faster growth is

like more cars moving faster down the highway. Understand?"
"I took the train."

Reilly's deadpanned non sequitur angered Dao. He threw

his short arms into the air. "I cannot help you. I must get back
to my work."

Reilly pointed at the lab and asked, "So you have some fast

growers in there. Faster growing TB bugs?"

"Yes. That is what I have been trying to tell you."

"If they grow fast in there, does that mean they'd grow fast
in people?"

"Perhaps. No one knows if ..."

"So TB could suddenly go from being chronic to, what's the
word, acute?"

"Yes, theoretically. No one knows. It is an experiment no

one should \vant to try. Perhaps, though, in an appropriate a~i
mal model."

Reilly nodded thoughtfully. "Okay. Small lab, isn't it."

"It is sufficient for this genetics work."

"What's behind door number three?" Reilly pointed at the

steel door connecting the middle lab section to the remaining
third of the trailer.

"More equipment, some supplies. It is off limits," said Dao.

"As is this lab," he quickly added.

Reilly looked up at the ceiling and pointed to some over
head light fixtures in the lab and the office. "What are the

black lights for?"

"UV. Ultraviolet light to sterHize the area at night."
"Do you work at night, doctor?"

"Yes. Often. I am very busy."

Reilly leaned against the Plexiglas and listened to the

sounds of cool air circulating in the office. He looked at Dr.

Dao and the sheen of sweat on his dark, unhappy fac~.
"Anything else you want to tell me?" asked Reilly.

"Yes. This is government property, and I am ·a guest scien-
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light fell from distant windows. Reilly crept up the wooden

steps and peered inside. The office and lab were empty and
bathed in a purple, sterilizing light. Reilly went back down

the steps and around the side of the trailer. He snapped on
his flashlight and ducked under the long trailer. Hunched

over, he passed through a tangle of pipes .and cables, and

stopped at the far end. In the silence, he pressed an ear

close to the cool metal flooring.

He heard a faint choking ~ough. Another haggard cough
joined the first, followed by the high-pitched sounds of a des

perate wheezing. Reilly rapped on the metal flooring and
shouted, "Hello, inside. Can you hear me?"

The inky underside of the trailer suddenly lit up as a car

braked in front of Reilly. Reilly, blinded by the headlights, lis
tened to car doors open and a voice shout, "Hey, you. Police.

Get your ass out from under there, right now." .
Reilly crab-walked toward the light and fished out his

badge. He straightened up and said, "Police." He saw a cam

pus patrol car and two unifonned officers.

One of the officers came forward and snatched Reilly's

badge. "New York City?" said the policeman. "You're way

outta your jurisdiction, man. What are you doing under there?
This is the feds' property."

"There are people in there," said Reilly, pointing back at
the long silver trailer.

"Hey, there are people in all these buildings. People work

late here, you know. P~tients to tend to, weird experiments to
keep an eye on."

"Sick people. I think they need help," Reilly insisted.

"This place is crawling with sick people. They do medical re
search and experimental procedures here," said the other officer.

Before Reilly could respond, the first officer tossed his

badge back to him and said, "Look, professional courtesy

tonight. We won't take you in if you'll just start walking.
Any more late night nonsense like this and you're a collar.



Okay, Detective?"

"What about the people I heard inside?" asked Reilly.
"Check 'em."

"We've got no cause to enter a restricted facility. If there's

anyone inside, they're probably supposed to be there," said the

driver. "Unlike you," he added. Then he pointed toward the
road and asked, "You want us to drive you off campus?"

"It's a nice night. I'll walk." I have to get a WatTant,thought

Reilly as he walked back to his hotel room.

In the morning, he tried to get one. He called his lieutenant

and told him about Dao and the trailer. Then he pleaded with

the lieutenant to have the Manhattan district attorney contact

"South?"

"To the Centers for Disease Control in Atlanta. It was a

one-aollar sale as part of an interagency agreement. They took

possession this morning. We're just shutting off the utilities."

Reilly pivoted around the yard again as if he were hoping to

spot the trailer in another corner. "But what happened to the

research? Where's Dao? The guy who worked in the trailer."

She said, "Well, J don't know. J think he was a guest scien

tist. Foreign. Maybe he went home."
"To India?"

She shrugged her shoulders and said, "Sorry. J gotta finish

this. We got a new containment lab corning online and ..."

"Yeah, yeah, J know." Reilly walked over to where the
trailer had stood a few hours earlier.
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the Maryland state attorney's office for assistance. He followed

that with another call to a friendly assistant DA he knew. She

told him he had no probable cause and he would never get

legal access to a federal facility. Reilly suspected as much, but

he did not want to go home empty-handed.

He checked out of the hotel and took a cab into nearby

Bethesda and the local police station. He asked the on-duty

detectives about missing persons cases and any odd events

connected with the N.I.B. They were politely interested, but

could not help him. The campus had its own federal police

force. The county cops were only called in for occasional VIP

traffic control and to help contain demonstrations that spilled

off the campus.

Frustrated, Reilly left to find lunch and call his ADA back.
When he finally tracked her down she told him he was not

going to get anything more intrusive than a chance to submit a

Freedom of Information Act request.

"Yeah, how long would that take?" He hung up the phone

and looked up and down the sidewalk. He was tired and angry.

He knew Dao was stonewalling him. His clothes were getting
stale; he did not want to spend another night in them. He

looked at his watch; it was getting late. Get the train home or

run back up and have another go at Dao? He hailed a cab and

headed back up to N.I.B. '

The cab rounded the warehouse and stopped. Reilly sat still

for a moment and stared at the cluttered yard. The trailer was

gone. He threw some money at the cabby and stumbled out of

the car. He saw the trailer's staircase lying on the ground.

Three people were shutting off the pipes and coiling the power
cables that had fed the trailer.

Reilly hurried over to a woman holding a clipboard. "Ex
cuse me. What happened to the trailer that was here?"

"Hi." The woman smiled. Reilly saw the words Occupa

tional Safety stenciled on her jacket. "It's finally headed
south," she said.

Dao's gone. The trailer's gone. Whoez;er was inside is gone.

He saw something on the ground. He reached down and

picked it up by its edges.

"What's that?" The woman with the clipboard had walked

up behind him.

Staring at its brassy color, Reilly said, ·'It's a New York City
subway token."

The woman watched Reilly carefully drop the token into a

plastic sleeve and put it in his pocket. "Souvenir," he sai~ to

her and walked away.

He cut across the campus toward the Metro subway en

trance. Up ahead on the sidewalk he saw the same group of

protestors from yesterday. As he passed them he heard one of

them exclaim, "God, what are they burning in there today?"
Reilly looked back as the chimneys belched out thick black

clouds of pungent smoke. That's m)' case, up in smoke. YBW
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Bad Lungs- Review

"Your darkly entertaining piece managed to master its genre-utilizing the familiar conventions
essential to the genre while weaving an original and compelling story throughout that
framework. You have achieved that vital originality through three strengths: character
development, plot and dialogue. The meticulous development of your characters seized the
attention of the judges; not only is the main detective character subtle yet richly observed, but the
minor characters crackle with originality. The conspiracy that surfaces as the plot unfolds
further involves the readers, and the sharp and to-the-point dialogue draws them in even further.
With these combined components, this story leaves its readers wanting more. You have created
a thoroughly satisfying genre story that nudges the bar higher for all other stories in that genre."
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