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 Presidential Visit
By William Lynes, MD


Jay Goldman, MD did not notice the van circling the parking lot as he walked away from the hospital that night.  If his subconscious mind did notice he dismissed it, for he was off call now and very tired.  It had been a busy and trying day for the urology resident.  He had not slept since yesterday, had operated all day, and finished late, well after afternoon rounds.  The day was odd as well, with rumors that the President had been on campus.  The event seemed so cloudy in his mind that he decided it must have been another day.  “Yes,” that event was to occur next week his tired mind decided.  As he continued on to his car, his thoughts turned to surgery and a step in a radical prostatectomy.  He was thinking about the pubo-prostatic ligaments when he heard a voice yell at him from behind.

“Dr., can you help this man please, look he is bleeding!”


Goldman turned, now realizing that someone was speaking to him.  A middle aged, dark haired man, was walking toward him after exiting a Volkswagen van; motor running, one parking aisle away.
“Dr.,” the man said again.  He had an unshaved grizzled face, with a forced smile, and black intense eyes.  “Dr., please…we would very much need you,” the man said motioning toward the van.  “Please…come this way…sir.  My colleague…he is hurt…you could see him…quickly.”  
There was something hysterical about the man, something frightening, and Goldman stopped and backed up a step. The van circled quickly and pulled up behind the two.  
“The ER is back there…over that way,” Goldman said motioning towards the hospital.  “I am on my way out…Well, what’s wrong?” He wondered.
“Please…just a moment is all,” the man said signaling to the van.  The side door was open, it was dark and the nearest lot lamp was behind the van casting shadows across the door.   Goldman was suspicious, the man was insistent however, and he continued beckoning the Dr. to look at someone in the van.

“Just please…Dr.…he is hurt,” he said now placing his arm on Goldman’s shoulder.  “If you just look, we will then take him to the emergency room if you direct us…please Dr..”  The man said.

The van now was directly in front of them.  The engine idled roughly and for a moment seemed almost ready to stall.  The driver revved the engine slightly and the idle smoothed out.  

Goldman took two steps forward staring into the door of the darkened van.  As he did so, the man grabbed his arm and with surprising strength pulled him around quickly.  Another man jumped out as if planned and soon the Dr. was face down on the floor, the door was shut, and the vehicle drove off.  Several men in the van jumped on the Dr..  Quickly his hands were forced behind him and secured.  His head was forced to the side and a rag shoved in his mouth.  A chloroform smell soon overwhelmed the man.

Goldman awoke alone in a room with white walls, windows taped on the inside, his arms and legs secured with duct tape.  He had a splitting headache, his mouth dry like a desert.  He looked around and began to yell for his captives.  
Quickly the man with the black eyes entered the room.  “You will be silent in this room.”  He said angrily.  Taking one step closer, he slapped the Dr. across the face.
As Goldman recovered from the head slap, his mind recalled the van and his abduction in the hospital’s parking lot.  It made no sense; of what value was he to these men?

“Okay…okay…I will be quiet.”  The man’s slap had shaken him.  “Where am I?”  He wondered.

The man grabbed a chair and pulled it close to the Dr..  “You are here, with us, and will do what we ask you to do.  For your use, my name is Abu.”  The man reached and pulled the name tag off of the Dr.’s white coat.  “You are Jay Goldman MD of the Urology department, Stanford University Medical Center.  Is that correct?”  There was a brief flash of utter hatred in the man, which he controlled quickly.  Reaching for the Dr.’s badge he pulled the name off, and a with a small smile, slipped the name tag back in the upper pocket of the Dr.’s white coat.
Goldman used this time to think.  He realized he was some sort of hostage, and that cooperating at this point might help him.  It was himself and this Abu; his purpose not so obvious, here.  He remembered the talk at his abduction of someone being hurt, someone bleeding, but assumed that was part of the rouse that was used to capture him. “Yes, that’s me.  I am a fourth year Urology resident.  But why have you taken me here? Who are you?”

“That is two questions; you must ask one at a time.  I told you I am Abu…that is all that you need to know about me.  As far as what you are here for?  It should be obvious; you are here because you are a Dr..  We demand your Dr. services.  You have no choice, Dr. Jay Goldman, MD.”
“What do you need a physician for…Abu?”  Goldman questioned.

“We have a certain friend who is hurt.  Your services are required.  Your health I might say is dependent upon it.”

“That friend, how is he hurt?”

“He is in the next room, and I will take you to him.  Here you may see for yourself.  I worn you, the others are not as understanding of your type as myself.  Your behavior with this patient is extremely important to your survival.  That is, if in fact you are going to survive.”
“There is no way to escape Dr. Goldman.  I am going to remove your shackles.  I will take you next door to your patient.” 

As he spoke the man cut the duct tape off his wrists, got the Dr. up, and moved him roughly through a door and into another white room.  Three other dark men stood surrounding a man who lay on a metal gurney.  Abu said some words in another language and all of the standing men moved away.  Abu directed Goldman to the patient’s side.

A dark man lay on his back.  His grimace and sweat covered face seemed to indicate a great deal of pain.  His right lower extremity was raised on a pillow and covered with a bed sheet.  Goldman spoke to the man, who opened his eyes and did not respond.

Abu answered for him.  “Yes he has been injured.  It is his leg.”

Goldman pulled the sheet off of the leg to reveal a macerated right foot beginning at the ankle.  His pant leg had been cut off up to his knee.  There was a tourniquet applied at mid-calf.  An apparent gunshot wound with entrance site just below the right ankle, with extensive soft tissue injury surrounding it was seen.
  Goldman felt the man’s radial pulse.  It was weak with a rapid rate reflecting a low blood pressure.  His groin pulse and pulse behind the right knee or popliteal pulse was thready but palpable.  He looked up at Abu, thinking to himself of the need for gloves.  The man handed him a size 7 surgical glove set without word.

Once gloved, the Dr. continued to examine the man.  The posterior tibial pulse below the ankle malleoulus was not palpable.  The man was in great discomfort, but it appeared that the heal bone or calcanius was shattered and exposed as were the lateral tarsal bones of the foot.  Goldman loosened the tourniquet briefly.  Immediately there was bright red blood pumping from the wound.  Quickly he reapplied the tourniquet.  His assessment was a gunshot wound to the proximal foot with arterial and bony injury.  
Goldman looked directly at the patient.  “What happened here?”  
Abu responded.  “He will not talk to you.  No information about this injury will be given.  What, Dr., can you do for him?”
 Goldman thought about the situation before him.  He really did not want anything to do with the man.  He looked at his captors, and realized their control over him.  Before him was a severely injured man.  Goldman realized that by oath he must try and help. There was obviously some criminal element and he wondered under what circumstances.  He remembered again that the President was visiting the Stanford Campus.  He had a strong feeling that somehow this man related to that event.

“The President, was he shot?” Goldman blurted out to Abu.  

“We have nothing to do with any events in your fascist country.  You must help our soldier.  The why and how seems irrelevant to your job.  Yes, a gun inflicted the wound.  That is all the information that you need, Dr..”

“What type of gun,” Goldman wondered searching for any information.

The man thought about the question for a moment.  “He was struck with a 44 caliber hand gun at close range.”

“What do you expect me to do here?  We must get him to the hospital.  He has a severe vascular injury!”

“Oh no…there will be no hospital.  You will perform all needed procedures and surgeries,” the man said with a firm tone.
“Me…what…here?”  Goldman looked at the man with a questioning stare.  He looked down at the injured man for a moment and then returned to Abu.  “First…Abu. That is a severe injury.  But, I don’t know the full extent.  Besides…and…I am not a vascular surgeon.”

“You are a surgeon however?”  Abu asked the Dr. pointing to the name badge in his front pocket.

“Well yes, I am a urology resident, so I trained for two years in general surgery.  But…the extent of that injury…I mean we would need xrays, arteriograms, who knows what else.  And then to repair this would be impossible here.  Just the injury to the bones of the feet…really Abu.  It is impossible.”

“Nothing is impossible.  We are well supplied.  I trust your expertise Dr..  What do you believe is the extent of his injury?”

Goldman looked at the man and thought.  “Well there is a gunshot wound to the lower extremity, specifically the lateral ankle.  The bones of the foot are shattered.  There is a large open wound involving that area.  A tourniquet is applied to the calf area.  There is extensive arterial bleeding into the wound when I loosen it.”  Goldman dropped his head and stared at the floor.  He wiped a drop of sweat from his forehead and continued. “The artery in the area of the blast, the posterior tibial artery, is probably…I don’t know…gone I guess.  Really, we need to get this man to a hospital!”

Abu smiled at the Dr..  He turned and spoke to the three men in the same foreign language.  One of the men walked over to them.  “This is Aman, Dr. Goldman.  Aman is in the medical field and will very easily help you.”

“Look,” Goldman continued.  Looking now from Abu to Aman he continued his plea.  “This is crazy!  We would need anesthesia and surgical instruments, drugs and supplies!”

“I assure you Dr. Goldman, any and all items that you desire can be provided for you in the matter of minutes.  We have access to anything necessary.”  Abu spoke quietly while Aman just shook his head affirmatively.
“Who are you guys?” Goldman said.  “You have taken me as a hostage I feel the need to know who you are.”

“Perhaps later my good Dr..  Soon events beyond our control will reveal our origins, our goals.  At this point decide the direction you need to go and we will support you with anything necessary,” answered Abu.
Goldman looked first at Aman and then back at Abu.  He realized the seriousness of these men.  

“Dr., do you see those other two men?”  Abu wondered after a moment.

Goldman looked again over the patient’s head at the other two men who stared at him with absolute hatred.  “Yes, are they in the medical field too?” He wondered hopefully.

Abu and Aman looked at each other and laughed quiet laughs.  “Oh no, my good Dr. no.  They are very much not in the medical field.  In fact I am quite certain that they will end your life now or if this unfortunate man’s problem with his leg is not resolved in the next hour.”

Goldman jerked his head back to the two men.  “One hour?  What do you expect me to do?”

“Save his life of course,” said Abu.  “And Dr., that would not be through complicated repair of, what did you say, the posterior tibial artery?  Would it not be through amputation?”
#


People lined the road as the black limousine made its way along slowly.  To the President’s right his chief of staff sat on the rear seat, who depressed the window actuating button moving the window down.  The President looked to his right with surprise.  In that moment a gun was thrust through the window and a shot fired.


“The President has been shot!”  Screams were heard as chaos covered the scene.  A struggle ensued alongside the car.  Another shot rang out.  Men jumped on the car.  Those in the front seat turned in horror.  Blood covered the stricken President as he slumped to the car’s floor.

#
The Dr. started an intravenous line.  He had thought through the situation quickly.  There were criminal elements here, and he wondered whether this injury was related to the President’s visit.    There would be no negotiations.  The men in the room were violent.  Either he would let this man die or try to save his life.  Dr. Samuel Mudd treated John Wilkes Booth and was convicted in the conspiracy surrounding Lincoln’s death.  Goldman wondered whether he would be treated in a similar fashion.  

Thinking through the case again, the surgeon decided to attempt an amputation of the man’s lower right leg to save his life.  The man was gravely injured.  There was a significant arterial injury in his lower leg.  Without his treatment, the man would soon die from hypovolemic shock.  

Aman took Goldman into the adjacent room.  It was filled with medical supplies including IV fluids, tubing, and start kits.  There were quantities of surgical instrument trays, gowns, gloves, masks, and drapes.  An electro-cautery unit was present.   They claimed a general surgery kit, a disposable tray with several scalpel handles, hemostats, and forceps.  A bone saw was present in the tray as well.  Ketamine would be used for anesthesia.  The drug was usually used in veterinary medicine.  In humans if gave deep levels of general anesthesia while the patient continued to breath on his own.  Intra-operative unsettling dreams made the drug not marketable on humans.  In the case before him, Goldman realized that the drug would allow good levels of anesthesia and not require the patient to be ventilated. 
When he returned he began to question the man.  Abu translated.  The man’s name was Said.  He was in great pain.  He realized and consented to the planned operation and wanted it done as quickly as possible.  He was aware that he might die during the procedure, and a smile came to his face when they discussed this.  If he survived he might have chronic problems from the stump requiring a stump revision in the future.  When Goldman mentioned he was aware of the patient’s involvement in the president’s shooting the man spit at him and said “Zionist Pig.”  There after Said would not talk to the Dr. again. 

One of his captors claimed to be the wounded man’s brother.  An IV in that man soon yielded a unit of blood.  A drop of this blood and the patients were then mixed together on a glass slide.  There was no clumping indicating a successful crossmatch.  This unit was then transfused to the patient through his intravenous line.

They placed the patient on a gurney and removed all articles of clothing from the waist down.  Ketamine was given IV, and anesthesia induced.  

The right leg was elevated and a sterile sticky plastic drape was secured over the injury site and foot.  Betadine was used to prep the limb from just above the calf and tourniquet.  The lower extremity was then draped as well as possible with sterile towels.
A guillotine type below the knee amputation was then performed.  This involved making a circumferential incision around the calf with a posterior flap of skin.  The muscles, arteries, veins, and nerves of the lower leg were then divided.  The tibia and fibula bones were cut with a bone saw, several centimeters above the amputation site, the muscles used to pad the bony stump.  This allowed the lower extremity to be delivered off of the operative field.  The posterior flap of skin was then closed over the stump with sutures.    
The Dr. sat on the floor, his back against the wall and thought.  He was exhausted.  Under these poor circumstances he was unable to repair the patient’s leg and completed a below the knee amputation instead.  Through the interpreter the patient was anxious for this procedure to occur as quickly as possible, he still felt that he had let the man down in not attempting an arterial repair in the gunshot wound site.  His mind then returned again to Dr. Samuel Mudd and his conviction after just setting John Wilkes Booth broken leg.  Would he suffer such a result in the eventual legal trials sure to come his way?

#

The President’s chief of staff was over to the known safe house with hundreds of well trained team swat members within an hour of the shooting.  The address was expected to be at 100 E. Middlefield Rd. in Mountain View.  When the team arrived, they established a perimeter around the single family residence.  All neighbors were evacuated.  The media was held 3 blocks away.    

#

The room exploded as smoke producing canisters cascaded through broken out front windows.  Incendiaries followed, and soon the room was ablaze.  The men fired back using high powered rifles.  While chaos ensued, the dark men were surprisingly calm.   
  

  Goldman crawled the length of the room to examine the patient.  The man’s wound was clean and dry.  He was sitting up now holding an AK-47, and in quite some pain.  Ten milligrams of morphine sulphate was given to the man IM.  
The room was nearly consumed with fire now.  Abu came to Goldman’s side, and signaled for him to follow him.  The scene was rapidly deteriorating when they moved to the back room.  Abu pulled aside a dirty rug which revealed a small door in the floor.  Opening it, he signaled to Goldman.
“You must make your way through here,” Abu said indicating an escape route to the Dr..

“Where does it lead?”  Goldman asked of Abu, as explosions continued in the front room.  

“Under the street, about a block.  You can make your way away from there.”

Goldman pulled himself up, and dropped his legs through the opening in the floor.  Looking at Abu he wondered: “what about you and your friends?”

“We are martyrs.  We have been betrayed by the highest elements of your government.  We will all die here for the cause.  You on the other hand must leave.”

Goldman looked at the man, thought for a moment, and then swung himself through the door to the dirt below.  Once in the dark, the carpet was pulled over the opening.  In near total darkness, Goldman could just make out the suggestion of light down a long tunnel to his right.  Following this on his hands and knees the light grew brighter.  The tunnel ended in a water overflow covered over with a torn green tarpaulin.  Once out in the light Goldman looked back.  The house was over a block away with smoke engulfing it.  Sirens filled the air.  The Dr. began walking away from the house not knowing where he was going.  
#


“Please stand before the court.  You are charged with conspiracy in the events surrounding the murder of the President of the United States.  Dr. Jay Goldman, how do you plead?”


“Not guilty your honor.”


“You will be held without bail, with your first appearance due one month from today.  Bailiff, remove the prisoner.”  Guards helped the Dr. to his feet and marched him along.  To his right the President’s Chief of staff sat silently.

Since the event which began in the University parking lot, his life had been nothing but a disaster.  No, he was not guilty.  He had done his Hippocratic best at caring for an injured man under very poor circumstances.  He would do the same if faced again with a situation like this.  He hoped that the court would see the truth here.  He had little confidence in his ultimate fate.
#

He awoke to the alarm, the clock screaming and demanding his attention.  Throwing a tired hand in its direction, a practiced slap turned the dreaded music off.  Slowly he pulled himself up, sitting on the edge of his rumpled bed and trying to be awake.  Five-fifteen Am the clock said, and knowing by experience he unfortunately had to get up.  The shower did some good, the micro-waved coffee and a piece of dried toast his usual solution to the morning.  Moving out of his apartment he stood for a moment reading the television screen still motionlessly announcing the DVD documentary he watched last night- 1865 and the Plight of a Country Surgeon.  Soon he was off to the hospital, his urologic training, and another difficult day.    

