.s elated. All morning he’d worried about the interview, and wit

o0od cause. Since assuming the post of administrator, the local newspaper hag
been unrelenting in 1ts criticism of Peter Brannan Hospital. In a small |
community, hospitals operate in a fishbowl. Whenever news was slow—which
was quite often in rural Utah—someone at the Park City Herald started poking
the hospital’s closets for a skeleton.

As Wes watched the front steps of the hospital, Thane Ford unlocked the door
to his car. He turned and waved at Wes with a smile before entering and driving
oft. Won that one! Wes thought.
~ T'hayne had disarmed Wes from the start. Contacting Wes’s former employer
in Maine, Ford had checked his consulting references. “Their enthusiasm was
overwhelming,” Ford reported sheepishly. “They liked your style. Said you
were good at identifying operational problems, and better still at fixing 'em. A
real smooth cookie,” one reported.”

Sorry I've been so tough on you in the paper,” Thayne continued. “It’s t0

eve : ~
hos;yit(;rllis best interest for you to succeed—at least if we want to have 2

gSVO]Ume is do ” ¥ : y
Thayne’s e wn,” Wes volunteered, “and the negative press hasn’t helped.

€S n -
media, we yes narrowed with regret as he stared at the floor. “In the news

“Okay. Nowglt‘erl‘legotlator Ford said. Both laughed
admitted to peter Bra Me what’s going on,” Thayne began. “Is it safe to be
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| one 1 know?” asked Thayne.
L Can't give the na.me,” Wes replied,
“AnY irouble getting the medical staff t, suppor

f ‘uYOU saia this was off the record.” Wes verifi
ult’sjUSt fOl' the ﬁles,” Thayne replied.

[& «There Was re@sis?alqce f(r:0m the medical Stafl,” Wes said, “byt py
 hair of the Credentialing ¢ ommittee, is handling the sityatio
«] hear there’s quite a bit of conflict on the board
¢ don’t think we want to address that publicly,” Wes said wari|
sRemember the deal,” Thayne said. “It’s just between us.” 4
~ Wes nodded, and for the next thirty minutes he answered as truthfully 38 he
could Ford’s questions about the operation of the hospital. Topics hit included
poard politics, problems small hospitals have competing with the resources and
~ specialized staff of larger facilities, and Wes’s concern that the hospital’s
reputation never be blighted by fraud.
" He probably didn’t learn anything he didn’t already know, Wes thought.
' Most of these problems will be fixed in sixty days; they'll be of little interest to

 the newspaper then. | |
“I've enjoyed the interview,” Thayne had said as he closed his no-telbo;):&
s g ' f the hospital. Let’s keep in touch; 1 n

; 10 know what’s going on, but I’1l support yo

3

st found a
- Standing on the steps of the hospital, Wes was elated to have

4 .'ér:.; ( supporter. -
~ He was about to receive the shock of his life.
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Thayne took the opportunity to look at the notes of the Credential Compy, 1§

meeting that Wes had referred. AS Tha)fne ’hadd S?::}Z‘:e:‘;r;g:r ‘}llzgle of the 1§
physician had been scratched out. The patient’s adm Ot begy

TR k.
erased, however, and Ford wrote it in his notel?OO +
He picked up his phone and punched in the phone number of Patriciy

Fielding—Trish. Trish was a medical records librarian in tl?e h0§pital, one of §
Thayne’s sources. He had met her in a bar on her first mght in towp from

Brooklyn. Crazy hair, but sexy figure.

“Heyyy, Trish! Guess who?” | .
The voice at the other end of the line bubbled with excitement.

“Thayne? . .. Howya doin’?” ,

“Doin’ good. Got a favor though . . . no, not that kind.” He smirked. “Ggy
hospital admission number . . . wanna know who’s the patient. Yeah [ c;n §
wait.” He doodled on the notepad while she checked the files. i

“Wally Demski, you say? What’s the diagnosis? Hmmm . . . too bad. When §
did he expire? Family plan to sue? Well, maybe they’ll change their mind.” he 1
said,”scribbling ina pad. “Who’s the Doc? A4h, Dr. Brannan . . . the Little Prince §

Thayne Ford held notepad at arm’s length as though admiring a beautiful " |

work of art. A big Cheshire grin spread across his. “I owe you one, baby ...
Yah, I’m sure you will.” |



