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She gropes the wall, shuffling through the dark, her feet unshod
and her body quivering with fear. It has come back. The phantom
which haunts her every night, creeping from the shadows. It is
perpetually night in this place, she feels. No daylight streams
through the windows. The darkness is appalling but sometimes
she welcomes it. It makes her see everything better. The shadows
which move around her, the blackness that looms over her, its
tendrils slowing moving around her, teasing her and caressing
her. She swats those away. The phantom. She knows its here.
She has seen its eyes glowing in this gloom.

related overdose deaths more than tripling in the U.S. since
1999, according to the Centres for Disease Control and Prevention, it is super tough to make judgments about drug-users’
real cause of death.”
“We’ll drop by the lab later if possible,” said Wight, running her fingers through the hair, clearly anxious. “We have
a witness to talk to.”

“Get out! Get out! Get out!” She screams trying to drown
out the chilling laughter of the apparition. She screeches and
shrieks, clawing the walls. The screams soon turn to whimpers
as she slowly sinks to the floor, consumed by despair.

The witness was a twelve-year-old kid who had been
playing in the backyard of his home. He hadn’t seen much,
except for a white van coming to a halt, a shuffling and then
the van driving off. He had, then, peeked through the fence and
discovered a girl lying on the road and had called his mother,
who had, in turn, called the police. Wight and Byers couldn’t
get more information than that. As they turned to leave, the boy
yelled, “Wait! I think it was like an ambulance or something.
I’m not sure. There was a lion on its side.” Wight and Byers
looked at each other; well that narrows it down to at least a
few thousand.

*******************

“Let’s go for lunch while the department looks for the van
in street cameras,” Byers suggested.

“Get out of this place!” she cries, knowing fully well the
futility of her demand. The phantom cackles and zooms around
her, its hot breath on her shoulder. “I am you, and you are me.”
It growls, “Wherever you go, I’ll be there… watching over you.”

Detective Jane Wight slammed the phone hard on its receiver. “Damn this humanity!”

*******************

Her partner, Nathan Byers, looked up from his pile of documents and said, “Humanity is already damned. All this global
warming and climate change… ”

The bright lights are killing him, he thought. His skin is
burning, peeling off. He was in agony, plain and simple. The
heat, searing and the voices, oh, the voices! They keep going
on and on and on. Chanting some song, haunting him. Only
this was no song. It was an incantation. Demons! That’s who
they are. They are watching him, all red and fiery! He knows
it can’t be real, yet here they are! Oh why! They are moving
closer, claws extended towards him, their faces distorted, still
chanting their hellish song… Sharp pains shoot through his
arms… he is bleeding. They are clawing him, scratching him.
Nooooo! He is screaming! He can’t breathe, it’s so hot! Red
fire around him. Oh, the lights!

“There’s another body, Nathan,” Wight said quietly, running her fingers through her hair. “All these weeks, chasing
down leads, and still there’s no hope of catching this perp.”
“We are doing all we can. It’s not one of those police procedural shows. Too much is expected of us but there is not much
we can do except chase down leads,” Byers replied, calmly, his
mind far from serene.
This recent slew of murders had shaken this part of the city,
baffling police as it produced one body after the other, all seemingly in normal health, a few with bruises and scratches but all
having the same MO — drugs in the system. Many more have
been reported missing and there are still no clues about their
whereabouts. Byers and Wight were two of the top detectives
working on it. High profile cases attract the attention of the media
and they need to be solved at the earliest. There was pressure
from higher up. “Let’s go visit the scene.” Byers took his jacket
and walked toward the door. Wight sighed and followed.
“Howdy, detectives!” said Dr. Singh, an earnest medical
examiner from the OCME, whose zeal for his work was only
superseded by his ability to be cheerful around his grim milieu.
Dead bodies seem to dampen everyone’s spirit but not his. Wight
and Byers were at the scene and familiar with Singh’s jovial
nature, they just nodded.
“Body’s clean, except for a few scratches,” Singh continued. “There are symptoms of asphyxiation. I need to take this
to the lab to run more tests. If it’s like anything we have seen
recently, it won’t be easy. With the rate of prescription-drug-
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“Let me go!” He cries in vain. The demons keep chanting
their song.
*******************
“Just got off from the phone with ME’s office,” said
Detective Jane Wight. “Singh found trace amounts of mescaline, Lysergic acid diethylamide or LSD as you know it and
a plethora of other chemicals I can’t even pronounce, in the
bloodstream of the victim. It’s a party in there, as he put it.
You know how he is.”
Byers laughed, but it sounded hollow. “Drug overdose?”
He asked.
“Apparently. Her heart gave way. But there is no way to
know for sure whether there was substance abuse or not. You
can die from a drug and you can die with a drug,” Wight said,
picking at her food, which had gone cold.

“What about analysing hair samples, which can record an
individual’s history of drug use?”

tunnel, nothing to break his fall. He screams into the gaping
maw below him. He is falling…

“It’s expensive, and you know how much the state cares,
Byers.”

*******************

“I read in an article that another complication in causeof-death findings is what medical examiners call ‘postmortem
redistribution’, the shift in detectable drug levels that occurs
after a person dies. Many drugs that may be contained in fatty
tissue in a living body are released into bodily fluids after
death, which confuses the analysis of substance samples taken
postmortem.”
“Wow, Byers! For a police detective, you sure have the
makings of a scientist,” Wight joked. “Anyway, we can’t trace
the drugs back to anyone. A lot of people in New York. And
a lot of drug dealers.”
“And we are out of time,” Byers concluded. His phone
chimed. He picked it up, listened quietly for a few minutes,
his expression jubilant. By the time he was done, Wight was
impatient enough to throw her food plate at him.
“What?” She snapped.
“Troopers found the van. It wasn’t an ambulance but it
was the same make. It belongs to Icelus Pharma. It’s a research
organisation. It has gotten into trouble with the law before for
importing illegal drugs from South America.”
“Looks like it’s in trouble again,” Wight said happily.
“Not so fast, kid.” Nate gave a wry smile, “The van was
stripped clean by the forensic team. Nothing except bleach.
We know it’s them. But we can’t touch them. For all they can
say is maybe the kid saw wrong, or maybe the girl’s body was
lying there all along. Nothing we have will hold in court. We
need concrete evidence.”
“And how are we going to do that?” Wight asked, clearly
disheartened.
“By visiting the den of the lion,” Byers said, grimly.
“But we don’t have a warrant.”
“We just walk in for unofficial questioning.”
“They will say nothing to us.”
“There is always something.” They got up.
*******************
He is floating. Blue light everywhere. Vivid shapes spiralling around him. Walls encircle him, breathing, pulsing,
thrumming with life. The walls are alive, he thinks. He tries to
touch it — it is slippery to touch. Soft and squishy, but not in
a pleasant way. He feels a cold dread creeping into his heart.
The walls close in around him, squeezing him, smothering him.
They breathe and pulse. He grunts helplessly, unable to make
a sound. Oh! He is being swallowed by this slithering wall…
Suddenly it stops. He is fine. He will fine — Oh no! He is not
floating anymore. He is falling, free falling through this dark

Icelus Pharma was located at the outskirts, far away from
the humdrum of the city. It mainly dealt with research for
drugs, for mental health which was expensive, catering to the
needs of the rich and funded by the rich. What business does
it have with all these young people murdered over these weeks,
Jane Wight was thinking. What are these people up to? She
is going to find out, she thought. And she was still thinking
when they reached their destination.
“Gear up, kiddo,” said Byers, as he stopped his car in
front of the building.
“Stop calling me kid,” grumbled Wight as she got out of
the car.
They walked into the lobby. It was sleek and large, all
state-of-the-art. The receptionist greeted them cheerfully but
her smile faltered when they introduced themselves. She led
the detectives to a pleasant-faced man, who was head of the
R&D (Research and Development).
“Hello, I am Dr. Fury. I lead the research team,” said
the man.
“I am Detective Byers and this is Detective Wight. We have
come to question you on the murders of Ellie Robin, William
Torres, Johan Massey, Liz Underwood and the disappearances
of Violet Kent, Bradley Wayne and Howard Parker. We have
reason to believe that you and your organisation may be
involved,” Byers said coolly.
The doctor smiled and said, “I hope you know that we are
not obligated to answer any of your questions.”
“We can always come back with a warrant,” Wight replied
testily.
Dr. Fury nodded and led them towards a corridor marked
RESTRICTED AREA. “Since I don’t want any unpleasantries
with the police department, I am showing you our work. I
hope you can keep up,” he said, as he opened a door to one of
the most awe-inspiring laboratories that Wight had ever seen.
Dr. Fury showed the detectives around. The drug-testing
lab which was huge and filled with men and women working
away incessantly, the research labs filled with caged monkeys
— lemurs, bonobos and chimpanzees. A lot of things felt illegal
to Wight but as a homicide detective, she had to be concerned
with just her case for now.
Detective Byers asked him about psychotropic drugs
and hallucinogens. Dr. Fury obliged happily. “Psychotropic
drugs are chemical substances that change brain functions
and result in alteration in perception, mood, consciousness
or behaviour. There are antipsychotics, which are used for
treating schizophrenia and bipolar disorder, antidepressants,
anti-anxiety medications, mood stabilisers, ADHD drugs to
increase dopamine and psychedelics or hallucinogens like LSD
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or mescaline. Differing from other psychoactive drugs, such
as stimulants and opioids, psychedelics tend to qualitatively
alter the ordinary conscious experience.”
“And how much experience do you have with these
psychedelics?” Wight asked.
“These are mostly used for recreational purposes. We have
been trying to develop mind-altering drugs but they are rather
ineffective, I’m afraid. There is no absolute mind-control drug.
Did you find what you came looking for?” Dr. Fury smiled,
pleasantness no longer emanating from his face.
As if on cue, a wail erupted from the door beside Wight.
She pushed it open and ran inside without hesitation. “Wait!”
shouted Byers, but a sudden pain in his head pushed him to
oblivion. The doctor had hit him with the fire extinguisher.
He then dragged the detective to the broom closet and locked
him inside.
Wight ran towards the wailing sound. She knew it was
somewhere close. The others, she thought, the others are here!
She ran through a passage and found a room. It was full of large
tanks and large cages, a few with people inside. The wailing
was coming from one of the tank-like things at the corner.
“Those are sensory deprivation chambers,” Wight heard
Dr. Fury say, as two orderlies caught her. She struggled, in
vain. Her gun was in the holster. There was nothing she could
do now. They were tying her up.
“It helps with my research,” Dr. Fury continued, unfazed.
“For years I have experimented with hallucinogens like LSD,
mescaline, belladonna, hemp and others. I have always wanted
to manipulate the human mind. After years, I am finally close.
Sensory Power Enhancer for Cognitive Transformation and
Reconstruction, or SPECTR, as I call it. It is my power drug.
It has the ability to control the mind and play into its phobias
of a person and also cause Synaesthesia, the experience of
additional spatial or temporal dimensions, and temporary
dissociation. I have tested it on a few but SPECTR is too
powerful. I am just trying to get the dosage right. You are
my next subject.” He injected her with a fluid. The orderlies
lowered her into the tank.
*******************
She kicks and screams. Extraordinary shapes with intense,
kaleidoscopic play of colours circle around her, she waves
them away, they turn into spikes, cutting into her skin. It’s not
real, she thinks, then why does it hurt? Eyes glow in the dark,
something flaps past her, scratching her face. She can make
out a vague outline of a bat-like creature shuffling towards
her. She tries to run but trips, falling on the cold hard ground.
The fiend shrieks as she drags herself away and pounces on
her, baring its fangs. She tries to push it away but her hand
shrivels up and her nails start falling. It’s not real, she sobs,
it’s not real, she keeps telling herself as the creature devours
her right before her eyes.
*******************
50

|

Science Reporter | January 2019

Wight woke up to find a very concerned Nathan Byers
peering into her face. “I thought I was too late,” he said quietly.
“When I gained consciousness, I broke out of the closet and
called for backup. I knew something had happened to you. I
was afraid you would die in my arms.”
“I am fine now kiddo,” Wight smiled and winced, her
head throbbing. “What about the others?” She asked, unable
to forget the horrors she had seen.
“They’ll live, albeit with plenty of therapy. The dosage
wasn’t fatal for you or them. I have so much to tell you! Fury’s
been incarcerated. The police are combing through Icelus
Pharma. There are other evidences of misconduct. All their
research, the SPECTR, everything adds up. Singh matched the
drug with the contents in the victim’s bodies. There is still lots
to do but it can wait until you get better. What matters is, you
caught him, Wight.” Byers stood up.
“Yeah, I did, and you helped me do it.” Wight laughed,
as Byers made his victory dance.
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