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Dr. Sam Bertdlli was there when the Pericles returned to Earth. He was the fird man to reach
Commander Rand.

Rand staggered from the spaceship hideoudy disfigured and close to desth.

From that moment, Bertolli became the only line of defense againg a savage epidemic of dow and
violent death. No form of life on Earth seemed safe from the raw, ugly boils that Sgnaed the beginning of
the

PLAGUE FROM SPACE ...

THE SCIENCE-FICTION SHOCK NOVEL THE YEAR! BY HARRY HARRISON.

THE GREAT WEIGHT OF THE AIR LOCK SWUNG FREE

A man appeared in the opening above them and dangled his legs over the edge, groping for the rungs
with his toes, then began a dow and painful descent

“Can we hdp you?' Sam shouted up to him. There was no answer, jugt the hestant maotion of the
man'sams and legs.

“I"d better get up there and hdp him down ...” Sam darted.

“He sfdling!” Someone screamed.

Ten feet above the ground the spaceman’s hands seemed to lose their strength, they could not hold
on. He fdl, twiding in the air, landing on his sde.

Sam ran to him. The spaceman’s face was pae and covered with swollen red nodules as large as
wanuts, some of them ruptured and suppurating.

“l don’'t know whet it is” Sam said dowly, “I've never seen anything quite like it before.”

To HUBERT PRITCHARD
inmemory of the many fine days since 117

Dr. Sam Bertalli hunched forward over the chessboard, fromning so severdly that his thick, black
eyebrows met and formed a sngle ridge over his eyes, then dowly reached out to advance his king's
pawn one square. He relaxed only when the play screen flashed green—he had made the correct move,
the same move Fischer had played in 1973 in Berlin. Then the board buzzed dightly and the opposing



bishop did out on a diagond and stopped. The computer was playing Fischer’s opponent in tha
higoricd game, Botvinnik, and the move was an unexpected and subtle one. Sam frowned again and
bent over the board.

On the other side of the stainless-sted table Killer turned the page of a magazine it rustled loudly in
the intense dlence of the Emergency Room. Outside of the hospita the dty rumbled and hummed to
itsdlf, surrounding them yet keeping its distance—but dways ready to break in. There were twelve million
peoplein Greater New York and a any moment the door could open and one or more of them would
be carried in, white with shock or blue with cyanoss. Here on this table—on which they leaned so
casualy—blood-soaked dothing had been cut away, while the now slent room had echoed with the
screams of the living, the moans of the dying.

Sam moved out his queen’s knight to hdt the developing attack. The screen flashed red—this was
not the move that Fischer had played—and at the same ingant the gong on the wal burgt into danging
life

Killer was up and out of the door dmost before his magazine hit the floor. Sam took the time to dide
the chessboard into a drawer so that it wouldn't get stepped on; he knew from experience that he had a
second or two before the cal dip could be printed. He was right; just as he reached the cam-board, the
end of the card emerged from a dot in the panel, and as he pulled it free with his right hand he hit the
accepted button with his left thumb, then hurried outsde. The cab door of the ambulance was standing
open and Killer had the turbine roaring. Sam jumped in and grabbed the safety handle to brace himsdf
for takeoff: Killer liked to hurl >the heavy machine into action with a bank-robber start. The ambulance
was shuddering as the turbine revved and only the brakes were halding it back. At the same indant Sam
hit the seat Killer released the brake and stood on the throttle—the ambulance legped forward and the
sudden acceleration dammed the door shut. They hurtled down the ramp toward the street entrance.
“Where s this one, Doc?’

Sam gquinted at the coded letters. “At the corner of Fifteenth Street and Seventh Avenue. A 7-11,
an accident of some kind with only one person involved. Do you think you can keep this hurtling
juggernaut going straight for about one hundred feet while | get out the surgica kit?”

“We got three blocks yet before | gotta turn,” Killer said imperturbably. “The way | figure it that
gvesyou a least saven full seconds before you gotta grab onto something.”

“Thanks” Sam said, swinging through the narrow wakway into the back and undipping the gray
ged box from the wall. He sat down again and braced it between his legs on the floor, watching the
buildings and motionless cars whip by. Their emergency cal was being broadcast to traffic control, which
flashed a warning light on the pand of every car within a four-block radius of the ambulance, ordering
them to the curb and bringing dl traffic to a sanddtill. The sgnd lights turned green in ther favor and the
warble of thelr Sren kept the street clear of pedestrians. They hurtled through a landscape of frozen
vehides and staring faces where dl the eyes turned to follow the rushing white form of the ambulance. Dr.
Sam Bertalli sat galidly, swaying with the swift motion, his square-jawed face relaxed and quiet. This
was Killer's part of the job, getting him to the scene of the emergency, and he considered it foolish to
wadte his time in speculation as to what he would find there. He would know soon enough. Sam was a
big man, with big hands that had black hair curled over the knuckles, intensdly dark har. No matter how
often he shaved his cheeks had a blue tone and this, dong with the permanent groove that was beginning
to form between his eyebrows, gave him more of the look of a policeman or a prizefighter. Yet he was a
doctor, and afine one, in the top five of his graduating class the year before. Within a few weeks, by the
end of June, his internship would be finished and he would begin a residency. He had his life under
control. Killer Dominguez appeared to be the direct opposite. A dight man with an oversize head, he was
aswiry and nervous as a bantam rooster on an eagle farm. His skinny hands were clamped tightly to the
geering whed, his muscles knotted and tense, while his jaw worked nervoudy on a wad of gum. A thick
pillow propped him up into driving postion and his tiny feet seemed to be bardly able to reach the
pedas—yet he was the best driver on the saff and had started at the hospitd only after Sxteen years
experience behind the whed of a hack. The dtreets of the dity were his world, he only fdt comfortable
when he was hurtling a few tons of sted dong them, and as an eighth-generation New Y orker he was



attuned perfectly to thislife, could imagine no other.

Thetires squeded as they turned into Seventh Avenue and headed for the crowd of people on one
corner: a blue-coated policeman waved them to the curb.

“An accident, Doctor,” he told Sam as he dimbed down with the heavy sted box. “He was operating
adreet elevator, one of those old ones, and somehow got hisleg over the edge. Almogt tore it off before
the elevator stopped. | was just around the corner here, | heard him scream.”

Sam shot a quick glance at the policeman as the crowd parted before them. He was young—and a
little nervous—but he was holding up. Then the eevator was before them and Sam gave the scene a
dow, thorough look before he snapped open the emergency kit.

The devator had hated afoot below ground levd and on itsfloor lay a heavy, gray-haired men about
axty years old with hisleft leg buckled undernesth himin a pool of dark blood. His right leg was pinched
between the metd edge of the elevator and the bottom of the ground levd opening. The man's eyes were
closed and his skin was waxy white.

“Who knows how to work this elevator?” Sam asked the crowd of garing faces. They were moved
adde by ateenage boy who pushed rapidly through from the back.

“Me, Doc, | can work it, nothing to it. Just press the red button for down and the black one for up.”

“Do you just know how it works—or have actudly worked it?” Sam asked as he pushed his tdltde
agand the ingde of the patient’ s wridt.

“I've worked it, lots of timed” the boy said with injured innocence. “Brought boxes down for—"

“That’sfine. Take control and when | tdl you to, lower the elevator afoot. When | say up bring it up
to ground levd.”

The dids of the tdltde registered indantly. Body temperature below normd, blood pressure and
pulse too low and too dow for amean of this age. Shock and probable loss of a good ded of blood; there
was certainly enough of it on the eevator floor. Sam saw that the right pants leg had been cut open and
he spread the flaps of cloth wide. The man’s leg had been dmaost completely severed just above the knee
and there was a black leather belt around the sump cutting deep into the white flesh. Sam looked up into
the worried eyes of the policeman.

“Did you do this?’

“Yes. | told you | was near when it happened. We're not supposed to touch a case except in an
extreme emergency. | thought this was one—the way the blood was pumping out he was sure to be dead
quick enough no matter what €lse was wrong with him. | pulled off his belt and put it around his leg, then
he passed out.”

“You did the correct thing—he can thank you for saving hislife. Now get the crowd back and tdl my
driver to bring the stretcher.”

Sam'’s hands never stopped while he talked, taking the powered tourniquet from the box and pushing
the stiffened tongue of metd under the injured leg. As soon as it emerged a touch on the switch restored
its flexibility; he wrapped it around the leg and inserted the end into the control box. When the diding
spheres were postioned over the mgor blood vessds he flicked on the power and it tightened
automaticaly, gpplying the correct pressure to cut off dl flow of blood.

“Take it down,” he said, giving the man an intravenous injection of 0.02 mg. of ephingphrine to
counteract some of the effects of shock. The eevator shuddered and dropped. The man groaned and
rolled his head from side to Sde. Sam looked at the injured leg; it was very bad. Caught between the two
metd edges it had been chopped through and amost severed, the femur was sheared and the lower part
of the leg dangled, connected only by some skin and the crushed remains of the rectus and sartorius
muscles. He made a quick decison. Sipping a large, razor-sharp scdprum from the kit, he took a firm
orip below the bloodstained knee with his free hand and severed the connecting flesh with a sngle stroke
of the blade.

With the amputated limb wrapped in Serile shedting and the injured man pulled away from the edge,
he had the elevator brought back to ground level. Killer was waiting with the stretcher and, aided by the
policeman, they lifted the wounded man onto it. With a professond flick of the blanket Killer covered
hm to the chin, then wheded the dtretcher toward the waiting door of the ambulance. They moved



smooathly, an experienced team, and while Sam latched the stretcher to the wdl Killer closed the door.

“Inahurry, Doc?’ he asked as he cdlimbed into the driver’s sedt.

“Asfad as you can without any sharp turns, I’'m giving him plasma.”

As he spoke Sam pulled the tube down from the overhead container, broke the sed on the derile
needle and dipped it into the antecubital vein in the patient’ s forearm through the swabbed skin.

“How's he doing, Doc?’ Killer asked, acceerating smoothly into the emptied strest.

“Good as can be expected.” Sam strapped the recording teltde to the flaccid wrist which, in addition
to digolaying the vitd information on its dials, made a continuous recording of everything on a smal disk.
“But you better get through on the radio so they can set up the operating room.”

While Killer made the cdl Sam turned the ultraviolet spatlight on the injured man’s chest to reved the
invigble tattooing there: blood type, blood groups, date of birth and drug dlergies. He was copying these
onto the form when the overhead speaker scratched to life

“Perkins here, in emergency surgery, I'm washing up. What do you have?’

“l have an amputation for you, Eddie,” Sam said into his Igpel microphone. “Right leg severed four
inches above the patdlla. Patient is sixty-three years old, mae, blood type O ...”

“Whet happened to the leg, Sam? Are you bringing it in for me to sew back on or should | Start
waming up one from the locker?’

“l have the old one here and it will do fine after alittle debridement.”

“I read you. Give me the rest of the report and I'll start setting up for him.”

There were orderlies waiting on the recaiving platform to throw open the door and whed out the
patient.

“You'll need thistoo,” Sam said, passing over the sealed bundle with the leg. There was only a sngle
space |eft on the report form now; he entered the time of arriva here and dipped the filled-out form into
the holder on the Sde of the Stretcher asiit passed. Only then did he notice the unusud bustle around him.

“Something big, Doc,” Killer said, joining him, his nose dmog twitching as he sniffed excitement.
“I'm going to find out what’s going on.” He headed quickly toward a group of orderlies who were piling
up sealed boxes a the edge of the platform.

Something was ddfinitdy going on, that was obvious. At the far end a truck was being loaded with
medicd supplies, while next to it two interns were dimbing into a waiting ambulance.

“Dr. Bertalli?” awoman's voice asked from behind him.

“Yes | am,” he said, tumning to face her. She was a tdl girl whose eyes were dmost on a levd with
his greenish-gray eyes with a steady gaze. Her hair was a naturd red that bordered on russet, and even
the shapeless white lab smock could not conced the richness of her body. Sam had noticed her before in
the hospitd—was it in the saff cafeteria»—but had never spoken to her before.

“I'm Nita Mendd from pathology. There seems to be some sort of emergency going and Dr.
Gaspard told me | would be going out with you.”

She was not wearing a pin, nor did she have a cap on, so Sam was sure she couldn’'t be anurse.

“Of course, Doctor, thisis our ambulance here. Do you know what's happening?”

“Nita, please. No, | have no idea at dl. They just cdled me out of the lab and sent me down here”

Killer hurried over, feverishly chomping on his wad of gum. “Here we go, Doc. Hello, Dr. Mendd,
mugt be big if they dragged you down from the seventh floor.” Killer knew everyone in Bdlevue and
heard dl the gossp. “There is something big brewing but no one knows what. Hop in. The Megtbal
Express leavesin 9x seconds.”

“Where are we going?’ Sam asked, looking at the dozen boxes labeled medicd emergency kit that
hed been shoved in on the floor of the ambulance.

“Kennedy Airport,” Killer shouted over the whine of the turbine, meking a tire-squedling turn around
the corner and diving into the mouth of the Twenty-third Street Tunnd under the East River.

The two doctors rode in the back, dtting opposite each other, and there was no way that he could
avoid noticing that her lab coat was very short and, when she was seated, rode wel above her knees
reveding a mog attractive length of tanned leg. Much nicer than the last leg that he had brought under his
am. He would rather look a this kind. The medicad professon tended to be dern, derile and wdl



ordered, so that whenever a hit of vigble femininity managed to penetrate he went out of hisway to make
sure that he appreciated it.

*The arport,” she said, “... then it mus be an accident. | hope it's not one of the Mach-5' s—they
carry seven hundred passengers ...”

“Well find out soon enough, there should be something on the radio.” The sunlit mouth of the tunnd
was vishle ahead and he cdled through to the cab. “There might be a news broadcast, Killer, tune in
WNYC.”

Asthey came out into the open Rave’s Bolero sweled from the loudspeaker. Killer tried the other
dations, but none of them were carrying a news broadcast so he switched back to the officd dty station
as the one most likdy to get the news fird. They tore down the deserted expressway with the Bolero
throbbing around them.

“I’'ve never rode an ambulance before, its quite excaiting.”

“Weren't you ever on emergency duty while you were interning, Nita?’

“No, | stayed on at Columbia after | had my M.D. because cytology is redly my fidd ... have you
noticed, the road is empty of traffic?’

“It' sfully automatic, a radio warning is sent to dl cars for miles ahead so that they’ve pulled over by
the time we reach them.”

“But—there aren’'t any cars pulled over, the road isjust empty.”

“You'reright, | should have noticed that mysdf.” He looked out of a Sde window as they roared by
one of the entrance roads. “I’ve never seen this happen before—there are police blocking that entrance
and they’'re not letting any cars through.”

“Look!” Nita said, pointing ahead.

The ambulance rocked as Killer eased it over to an indde lane to pass the convoy, saven bulky Army
trucks rum—

bling after a command car, bouncing and swaying at their top speed.

“l don't like this” Nita said, her eyes wide. “I'm worried. What could be caudng it?” She was
suddenly very femade and very little like a doctor: Sam had to resist the impulse to reach his hand across
to hers, to reassure her.

“Well find out soon enough, anything this big can’'t be conceded for long ...” He stopped as the
musc died in midswel and an announcer’ s voice came on.

“We are interrupting this program to bring you an important news flash. Two hours ago satdlite
tracking stations were aderted by the lunar radio telescope that an unknown object had been detected
approaching the Earth dong the plane of the ecliptic, and this was quickly identified as the ‘ Pericles,” the
ship designed to penetrate to the surface of the planet Jupiter ...”

“But—it's been yeard” Nita gasped.

“... would not respond to attempts at radio contact. This continued after the ‘ Pericles’ went into orbit
around the Earth, making 9x revolutions in dl before bresking orbit with what the space service has
cdled very faulty control of the rockets, and then proceeded to make a landing approach. However, in
spite of dl radio and visuad warnings, the ‘ Pericles’ did not attempt to land at ether Sahara or Woomera
spaceport but instead made an dmost vertical descent on Kennedy Airport in New York. Norma nights
were interrupted and there was a certain amount of damage that occurred during landing as wel as
feared loss of life Stay tuned for further bulletins ...”

“How—how bad can it be?” Nita asked.

“It could be pure hdl,” he said grimly. “There mugt be two thousand flights a day in and out of the
fidd and it sounds asif they had very little warning. Then it depends where the spacer landed, far out on
the runways ...”

“Or on the buildingd”

“We don’'t know yet. But | do remember that the ‘Pericles is as big as an gpartment house and just
about the toughest thing ever constructed by man. 1t would be hard to hurt the ship but | pity anything it
gts down on top of.”

“But why—it seems so stupid! Didn't they know any better?’



“You heard the news, they said the ship was badly controlled. It's been out there for over two years,
no one ever expected it to come back. There's no tdling what shape the survivors are in and | suppose
that it's lucky they were able to land at dl.”

“Mother of God—look at thet,” Killer said between tight lips, pointing ahead through the windshield.

The expressway rose up here on giant pillars in order to span the complex treffic junction where the
Long Idand, city and airport traffic met. From the summit of this arching bridge they could see across the
width of the airport, over the low, widespread buildings and hangars. A new structure had been added to
this scene, a dark bulk that rose high up, five times higher then the control tower, a rounded and scarred
mass of metd as wide as a dty block. There was a haze of smoke across the scene—then everything
vanished as they swooped down from the bridge.

“Could you see where it was?’ Nita asked.

“Not clearly—but it was away from the passenger depot, I’'m sure of that.”

Policemen—and military policemen—waved them on, guiding them through the maze of access roads
and into a gate that led directly onto the fidd itsdf. A policeman hdd his hand up for them to stop, then
threw the driver’s door open.

“You got the medica boxes from BeUevue?’

“Yeah, in back,” Killer jerked athumb over his shoulder.

“They want them, over by the SAS hangar, I'll show you where” The cop pushed in next to Killer
and held onto the open door. There was grease on his face and his uniform was wrinkled and dusty.
“That’s it, where the other ambulance is, you can stop behind it. What a goddamn mess. That blowtorch
came draight down, cooked a D-95 taking off, blew another one out of the air, landed right on a fud
truck. It's not sorted out yet. | never seen bodies likethis...”

The policeman jumped out when they stopped and cdled to some nearby mechanics to unload the
medical boxes. Sam started to help Nita down when a haggard-looking police captain appeared.

“Are you doctors?’ he asked.

“Yes” Sam sad. “Where do they need us?’

“Look, I think there are enough medics here, there was a charter flight of doctors to a convention
that we found, it's the supplies we need most right now. But there was a report from the tower of a
company jet last seen on the taxiway when that damned thing set down. | haven't checked on it, there
was too much to do here. Could you take a look, it would be around the other sde somewhere. All ar
traffic has been diverted, you can cut across the fidd.”

“Of course, we'll go now, did you hear that, Dominguez?’

“We re ralling, Doc—better hold on,” Killer shouted, gunning the heavy ambulance into a legp like a
jackrabbit. Sam knew what was coming and caught Nita around the waist before she fdl. Killer threw
the switch and the rear door closed while they raced ahead. “Thet thing is really a monger,” he said.

The ambulance curved in an arc around the base of the “Pericles’ like a bug drding a tree, keegping
clear of the churned-up soil and buckled dabs of concrete that were dill smoking from the landing. The
Jupiter rocket was shaped like a squat artillery shel with the rounded swdlings of rocket tubes about its
base. It was built of incredibly thick metd, they could tdl this by the meter-deep holes that had been
gouged in the sdes without penetrating, and it was grooved, scarred and pitted like a piece of furnace
dag. They could only stare at the great bulk in slence while they swept out and around it.

“Thereé s the plane ahead,” Sam shouted, and Killer jammed on the brakes.

They saw at fird glance that there was very little they could do, neverthdess they tried. The amdl jet
hed been flipped onto its back and crushed, then burned into a twisted and blackened ruin. Sam
managed to pry the side door partly open and one look at the charred bodies indde was enough.

“We better get back,” he said. “They may need our hdp.” He put his hand under Nita's arm,
ogtensbly to steady her over the broken ground, but he had seen her face go white.

“I—I don't know if | can be of any help,” she said. I never practiced after | took my degree, I've
beenin research, inthelab ...”

“It' sjudt like school—you'll be dl right. It hits us dl like this the fird time, but you'll find your hands
automaticaly doing dl the things that you have learned. And I'll bet that you' re a good doctor.”



“Thank you,” she said, some of the color coming back. “For helping. | didn’t mean to make a fool of
mysdf.”

“You're not afool, Nita. There's nothing to be ashamed of in not enjoying the Sght of sudden death,
particularly as dragtic asthat . , .

“LOOK!” Killer shouted. “Up therel”

There was a squediing from the side of the ship, about twenty feet above the ground, and bits of
metd flaked down. A circle appeared and a portion of the ship ten feet in diameter began to revolve like
agant plug.

“It sthe ar lock,” Sam said. “They're coming out.”

From the other side of the mountainous ship there came the distant rumble of engines, an occasiona
shout and the dank of heavy machinery, but the sounds were dwarfed by the bulk of the spacer. Other
then this an unnatura quiet hung over the airport, an oppressive silence, undoubtedly the firg timein years
without the scream of jets or roaring of propdlers. A flock of dalings settled onto the nearby,
churned-up earth, pecking at the suddenly exposed insect life. Overhead a gull drifted in from the ocean
on motionless wings, only its head tuning quickly, trying to see if the garlings had discovered anything
edible. It dipped a sudden wing tip in darm and swooped away as metd squealed on metd and the great
weight of the outer door of the air lock swung free,

“Unload the surgicd and medicd kits, Killer,” Sam ordered, “then get around to the police and tdl
them what has happened. Fast!”

The sound of the ambulance died away and the thin whine of an dectric motor could be heard insde
the ship, growing louder as the massive door, now free of the threads, swung out on its centra pivot. As
soon as the opening was large enough a jointed metd ladder dropped down, unralling as it fel, stopping
amog a ther feet. A man appeared in the opening above them and dangled his legs over the edge,
groping for the rungs with his toes, then began a dow and painful descent.

“Is anything wrong?’ Sam shouted up to him. “Can we help you?’ There was no answer, jud the
hesitant motion of the man’'s arms and legs. “I’d better dimb up there and help him down ...”

“He sfdling!” Nita screamed.

Ten feet above the ground the spaceman’s hands seemed to lose their strength, they could not hold
on. He fdl, twiding in the air, landing on his side. The two doctors ran to him.

“Easy,” Sam said. “Free hisarm while | roll him onto his back. Careful with it, | think it's fractured.”

“Look a hisfacel What isthet ... 7’

The man’'s skin was pae and covered with swollen red nodules as large as wanuts, some of them
were ruptured and suppurating. The same boils were visble at the open neck of his gray space-jumper
and on the backs of his hands.

“Furunculogs of some kind,” Sam said dowly. “Though I’ ve never seen anything quite like it before.
You don't think—"

He didn't finish the sentence, but Nita's gasp ended it for him. When he raised his head he found
himsdlf looking into her widened eyes and saw there the fear that he knew must be mirrored in his own.

“Topholm'’s pachyacria,” she said so softly he could barely heer it.

“It might be something like that, we can’t be sure—but we ll dill have to take every precaution.” He
remembered what had happened then.

The bacteria that had infected Lieutenant Topholm during the stay of the fird expedition on Venus
hed not produced any symptoms until after the return to Earth. There had not been an epidemic, yet a
great number of people had died and there was ill men whose feet and hands had to be amputated who
could attest to the virulency of the disease. Since that time the quarantine of spaceships had become
more drict to avoid any recurrence of dien infection.

Sam was gdvanized into sudden mation by the sound of gpproaching engines, he jumped to his feet
and ran toward the returning ambulance, which was being followed by two police cars.



“Stop!” he shouted, standing directly in their path with his ams raised. Brakes squeded as they
hdted and the police started to dimb out. “No—don’t come any closer. It would be better if you backed
off & leadt fifty yards. A man came out of the ship, and he’'s sick. He's gaing into tight quarantine a once
and only Dr. Mendd and mysdf will remain close to him.”

“You heard the doctor, get them back,” the police captain sad hoarsdly. The two cars backed up
but the ambulance didn't move.

“l can help you, Doc,” Killer said casudly enough, though his face was drained of blood.

“Thanks, Killer, but Dr. Mendd and | can handle this. No one ese is going to get exposed until we
find out what iswrong with the man. | want you to get back there with the others, then cdl the hospita
and report exactly what has happened so that they can contact public hedth. I'm bringing the man
in—unlessthey order otherwise—and if | do we ll need the tight quarantine ward. Then sed off your cab
and make sure tha your gas closures are screwed down tight. Let me know as soon as you hear
anything. Move!”

“You're the doctor—Doctor.” He managed a crooked smile and began backing up.

Nita had both medica kits open and was strapping a recording tdltae to the spaceman’s wrigt. “The
radius seems to be fractured,” she sad without looking up when she heard his footsteps approaching.
“Respiration shdlow, temperature one hundred and five. He' s dill unconscious.”

He kneded next to her. “You can move away and I'll take over—there’' s no point in having both of
us exposed, Nita”

“Don't be foolish, I'm as exposed by now as I'll ever be. But that doesn't matter—I'm dill a
physcian.”

“Thanks.” Hisworried face broke into a amile for a brief second. “1 can use your hdp ...”

The sick man's eyes were open and he made a muffled gargled noise deep in his throat. Sam gertly
opened the spaceman’s jaw with a tongue depressor and examined the ingde of his mouth. “Parrot
tongue,” he said, looking at the characteristic dry, horny surface produced by severe fever. “And the
mucous membranesin the throat seem to be swollen as wdl.” The man's eyes were fixed on his face as
the throat contracted with effort. “Don't try to talk, you can't with a throat like thet ...”

“Sam—Ilook at hisfingers, he's moving them asif he were writing. He wants to tdl us something!”

Sam pushed a heavy marking pen into the man's hand and held the clipboard up so that he could
write. The fingers moved dumsly, leaving a shaking mark: he used his left hand and he was probably
right-handed—but his right aam was broken. With a tremendous effort he scrawled the twiding lines
onto the paper, but collapsed, unconscious again, before he could finish. Sam eased hm dowly back to
the ground.

“It says 9ck,” Nita said. “Then, it looks like inch—no it's e, then ship. Sck in ship—is that what
he meant to write?’

“Sckinship ... Scknessin the spaceship. He may have been trying to warn us of infection there—or
tdl usthat there are othersin there. I'll have to go see”

Nita started to say something—then stopped and looked down at the tdlltde. “His condition hasn't
changed, but he should be in the hospitd.”

“We can’'t move him until we have orders from the public heglth people, so make hm as comfortable
as possible. Don't try to set his arm, but do put the supporting brace on it. I'm going to look into the
ship. Put on isolation gloves before you touch hm any more, that will lessen the hazard of accidentd
infection from those suppurating bails. I'll do the same thing mysdf before | dimb the ladder.”

The gloves, redly ebow-length gauntlets, were made of thin but very tough plagtic, and they each
pulled on a pair while he inserted filter plugs into his nogtrils. Sam dung the medicd kit over his shoulder
by the carrying strap and quickly climbed the hanging ladder. When he clambered through the threaded,
crecular opening he found himsdf in a metd, boxlike room as wide as it was high and featureless except
for alarge door on the far wal flanked by a telephone unit. It was obvioudy a space lock, and the inner
door should lead into the ship. A control pand was set next to it and Sam pressed the button labeled
cyde open.

Nothing happened; the controls were dead and the inner door was sedled. Sam tried dl the buttons,



but there was no response. He turned to the telephone and found a lig of numbers mounted next to the
screen. There was the ping of a bel when he dided 211 for the control room and the screen came to life

“Héllo, is there anyone there? I'm cdling from the air lock.”

An empty acceleration couch dmog filled the screen, and behind it, out of focus, were banked racks
of insruments. There was no answer, nor did he see any movement. Sam dided the engine room next,
with the same negative result. After this he went to the top of the lig and dided every number on it, one
by one, hearing his voice echo in compartment after compartment. There was no answer. They were dl
empty. The sck man must have been donein the ship.

When Sam gtarted back down the ladder he saw that more cars had arrived, but dl of them were
kegping their distance. A policeman started forward from one of the cars and a the same time an
amplified voice boomed out.

“Dr. Bertdlli, your hospita wants to tak to you. The officer is bringing you a portable telephone;
would you please pick it up.”

Sam waved that he heard and, after seiting down the medicd kit, went to pick up the phone where it
hed been left midway between the spaceship and the cars. “How is the patient?’ he asked Nita when he
returned.

“He seems to be logng ground, pulse weaker, bregthing shdlower and his temperature is dill high.
Do you think he should have an antipyretic, or antibiotics—7?’

“Let metak to the hospitd firs.”

Animage appeared on the smdl screen when he switched it on, divided in two for a conference cal.
On one Sde was a heavyset, gray-haired man, whom he had never seen before, on the other was the
worried face of Dr. McKay, the head of the Department of Tropica Medicine and former head of the
team who had developed the treatment of Toph-olm’s pachyacria.

“We ve heard about the man from the ship, Dr. Bertalli,” McKay said. “This is Professor Chabel
from World Hedth. Could we see the patient, please.”

“Of course, Doctor.” Sam hdd the phone so that the pickup was focused on the unconscious
gpaceman and at the same time gave the readings from the telltdle and described what he had found in the
ship. He then showed them the message the spaceman had written.

“Are you pogitive that no one dseisin the ship?’ Chabel asked.

“I'm not positive, because | couldn’t get in. But | caled every compartment that had a phone; no one
answered my cdls nor did | see anyone—dive or dead—in any of these compartments.”

“You sad that you couldn’t operate the space-lock controls.”

“The power was off, they seemed to be deactivated.”

“That's good enough for me” Chabd said, coming to a decison. “The controls worked when the
mean came out, so he must have turned them off himsdf. That, dong with hiswarning about sicknessin the
ship, is enough reason to act. I'm going to quarantine that spaceship a once and have it seded and
Seilized on the outside. It's going to be isolated and no one will go near it until we find out what the
diseaseis”

“Bring him to the hospitd,” Dr. McKay said. “All the patients in the tight quarantine ward have been
transferred to other hospitals”

“Should | adminigter any treatment firg?’

“Yes, our experience has been that normd supportive treatment is recommended. Even if the disease
isan dien one it can only affect the patient’s body in alimited number of ways. | would suggest antipyrine
acetylsdicylate to bring the fever down, and a broad spectrum antibictic.”

“Megedllin?’

“Fine”

“Well leavein afew minutes.”

Nita was aready preparing the injections when he hung up. They were done quickly while the
ambulance backed toward them, the rear door gaping open. The fird vertijets appeared as Sam was
raling out the stretcher. They mugt have dready been on ther way during the phone cdl and were just
waiting for the go-ahead sgnd from World Hedlth. There were two of them that circled the spaceship



dowly, then vanished behind its bulk. A bdlowing roar broke out and clouds of dense black smoke
appeared. “What's happening?’ Nita asked.

“Famethrowers. They'll cover every inch of the ship with them and the ground around. Every
precaution must be taken to see that the infection isn't spread.”

When Sam turned to latch the door he saw the starling on the ground nearby, dragging its wing in
circles. Human beings weren't the only ones who had suffered when the * Pericles’ landed—the bird must
have been hit by a piece of flying debris. And there was another bird, injured too, lying on its side with its
beak open.

3

Killer outdid himsdf. He knew that the patient was desperatdly ill and that the sooner he was in the
hospita where dl its complex fadilities could be marshaded to ad him the better his chances were—but
this circumstance was only the trigger. As the ambulance's turbine whined up to speed he saw that the
police had opened alane for him directly to the highway, which had been completely cleared of dl traffic.
When the speedometer hit one hundred he kicked in the overdrive and kept his foot on the floor,
screaming the heavy machine down the center of the concrete roadway. Green and white police copters
paced him on both sides and another copter dropped down between them: sunlight glinted from a lensin
the sde window and he knew that the scene was going out on televison to the world, they were watching

him. He gripped the whed tighter as they hit the turn a Hushing Meadows, keeping speed and turning
sharply so that they broadsided into it, skidding Sdeways through the arc of road and leaving long streaks
of black rubber on the white surface. Tdlevison!

In the rear of the ambulance the man from space was dying. The antipyretic was controlling his
temperature, but his pulse was fluttering and growing steadily weaker. Sam turned the UV light onto the
patient’s chest, but the furun-culoss made it impossible to read the medicad history invisibly tattooed
there.

“Ia7't there something se we can do?’ Nita asked hdplesdy.

“Not now—we ve done dl we can until we know more about the mechanism of this disease” He
looked at her strained face and twiding fingers she was not used to the dark presence of gpproaching
death. “Wait, there is something we can do—and you'll do it much better than | could.” He puBed over
one of the equipment boxes and unlatched the lid. “Your pathology department will want blood and
soutum samples, you might even prepare dides from those suppurating boils.”

“Of course,” she said, draightening up. “I can do it now and save that much time after we get to the
hospitd.” While she spoke she was laying out the equipment with automatic efficency. Sam made no
atempt to hdp gnce right now work was the best therapy for her. He leaned back on the bench,
swaying with the mation of the hurtling ambulance, the only sounds in the insulaied compartment the
hoarse bregthing of the patient and the Sghing of the air filters.

When Nita finished teking her samples he snapped the oxygen tent over the stretcher, seding it tight
and putting afilter over the exhaust outlet.

“Thiswill cut down the chance of contamination, and the increased oxygen tension should ease the
load on his heart.”

The hydraulic motors hummed briefly and the rear door swung wide onto the empty and dlent
recaving platform. “I can give you a hand with the stretcher, Doc,” Killer said over the intercom.

“Ther€ s no need, Killer, Dr. Mendd and | can do it oursalves. | want you to stay in the cab until the
decon team is finished with the ambulance. And that’s an order.”

“l dways do what the doctor says—" His voice cut off as the crcuit clicked open.

Sam whedled the Stretcher toward the eevator while Nita watched the patient. Out of the corner of
his eyes he saw the waiting techniciansin sedled plagtic suits carrying spray tanks on their backs. One of
them lifted his hand briefly and Sam redlized that McKay himsdf was leading the team, the heed of the
Department of Tropica Medicine decontaminating an ambulance.

“This devator is on remote,” a voice sad from a speaker in the wal when they had pushed the



gtretcher in. The door closed behind them, then opened again on the sixtieth floor. The corridor was dso
empty and dl of the doors were shut and sedled, waiting for the decon men to follow them up. Ahead of
them the firg of the thick, vault-type doors of the tight quarantine ward swung open, then sealed itsdf
behind them. The inner door opened.

“Onto the bed fird, then get those samples through to the lab,” Sam said, and recognized a tone of
rdief in his voice. The man was dill his patient, but the physcans in the hospitd would soon be
monitoring the case and adviang him. Guiltily, he redized tha his rdief came from the sharing of
responshility: If the patient were to die now the blame would not be dl his

While Nita sedled the samples into the ddivery capsule for the lab he took the tdltae ingruments that
were waiting on the bedside table and he attached them one by one. The sphygmomanometer and
thermometer were combined in a black indrument no larger than a poker chip. He fixed it to the
unconscious man’s wrigt with surgica glue and it began tranamitting at once as the internd therma switch
turned on. It was self-powered and its rnicrominiaturized transmitter broadcast to an aerid in the frame of
the bed; Sam checked its operation on the insst monitor screen. Bad, very bad. Connecting the
electrocardiograph and the dectroencepha ograph was more exacting, but he did it swiftly, then the pH
and serum andyzer. All of the information, besides being displayed on the monitor screen, was appearing
on the screen in the consultation room. Sam clasped his hands tightly, unconscioudy, waiting for the
report.

The cdl 9gnd pinged and Dr. Gaspard' s face swam into focus on the telephone screen.

“No diagnosis yet, Dr. Bertalli,” he said, “other than our agreement that the disease appears to be
completdy unknown. There is one thing, the patient has been identified by the Space Commisson as
Commander Rand, Second Officer of the ‘Pericles” His medica higtory will be on your monitor screen
inamomert, it’s just coming in from their record section.”

“Are there any suggestions for trestment?’

“Jugt supportive as you have been doing—’

He broke off as the dam sounded from the monitor screen where a pulang red light now glowed
over the ECG reading.

“Hbrillaion!” Gaspard said, but Sam had adready torn open the cabinet drawer and removed the
coronary simulator. Weakened by disease and drain, Rand’'s heart was running wild as the muscles
contracted in uncontrolled spasms, no longer pumping blood but shuddering like a dying animd.

Once, twice the strong dectricd current penetrated the convulsve heart muscles, stopping the
uncontrolled tremors. Then, dowly, it began to beat again and Sam turned back to the insrument cabinet.
Nita was dready there, taking out the cardiac pacemaker.

“You're sure to need this” she said, and he nodded agreement. As he made the incison in Rand's
heaving chest to connect the terminds fibrillation began again. Thistime he made no atempt to restart the
weakened heart by shocking it, but raced to make the connections to the pacemaker.

“Power on!” he said, looking at the waxy skin of the unconscious man. Behind him the life-giving
mechine hummed quietly, sending out the carefully spaced microcurrents that duplicated the nerve sgnds
that were no longer reaching the damaged heart. It began to beat again, timed by the atifica dimulaion,
and blood once more surged out through Rand'’ s arteries.

Thiswas the beginning of the end; from this point onward the spaceman’s life dipped away from him
and he never regained consciousness. It was hours before he died—officidly died—but it was clear dl
thistime that there could be no hope for recovery. Only a miracle could have saved him and the weatching
physcians neither expected nor received this. Sam, with Nita asssting, labored with dl the machines and
drugs available to them, but it was usdess. The antibiotics had no effect on whatever organism was
caudng the disease and it spread through the entire system with frightening speed. From the symptoms
many—or indeed dl—of the man’'s organs seemed to be affected and rend falure and necrosis pushed
hm closer to that invigble border. Sam was not looking at the monitor screen so that he missed the
moment and did not know it had arrived until Dr. Gaspard’ s weary voice caught his attention.,

“There is no longer a reading on the EEG, Doctor. Thank you, you and Dr. Mendd have done
everything possible. | don't think—it is clear now—that from the very beginning there was redly very



little thet could have been done.”

The screen went blank. Sam dowly, one by one, turned off the battery of machines that had by
heroic measures been producing a smulation of life, then stared down &t the dead man. For long seconds
he stood like this before he was aware of what he was doing, aware enough to force himsdf to think, to
take the next steps. The patient was dead. Finis, Now to the living.

“There' s nothing more we can do here,” he said to Nita, holding her arm and drawing her away from
the bed. She would not take her eyes from the dead man's face until he pulled the sheet over it.

“Into the decon chamber, Doctor,” he sad. “All of your clothes, everything induding shoes and
underdlothing, go into the incineration hopper, then a complete scrub. The directions are on the wdl if
you haven't done it before.”

She walked toward the door, dowly sripping off the gauntlet-length isolation gloves, then stopped.

“No, you' ve handled him the most—you should go before| ...”

“I have some thingsto do firg,” he said, urging her on. Thistime she did not protest.

By the time Nita emerged from the decon chamber wearing a serile surgicd gown and cotton scuffs
the room had changed. The bed had been stripped and even the mattress removed. There was no sgn of
the body until Sam pointed to the square stainless-sted door set into the wall.

“Orders—h€e's in there. 1t's not an ordinary morgue setup; if needed it can be chilled by liquid
nitrogen. Thiswill make dissection more difficult, but that was the decison upgtairs. But of course—you
work in pathology, you must know dl about this. Will you take over please, while | scrub? The last word
from the council upstairs was that we were just to stand by here until we had further ingtructions.”

Nita dropped into the chair; without the pressure of responghbility she was suddenly aware of how
tired she was. She was dill Stting there when Sam came out. He went over to the equipment cabinet,
diding open drawers until he found the recording tdlltaes.

“We should have done this earlier because if we are going to catch ... anything ... well want to know
about it as soon as possible” She fastened one to her wrigt as he went into the pharmacy and began
rummeaging through the shelves. “I’'m filling a prescription, Doctor,” he cdled out and held up a bottle of
clear fluid. “ Do you know whet thisis?’

“C,H.OH.”

“Ethyl dcohol, correct, | see we both went to the same school. There are many formulas for the
preparation of this universd solvent but considering the patients —our—need of ingant medication |
favor the Implest and mogt effective”

“Subcranid injection?’

“Not quite so dragtic.”

He had extracted a container of orange juice from the kitchen refrigerator and was mixing it hdf and
helf with the acohal: then he poured two hedthy beskerfuls. They smiled and drank and neither of them
glanced at the shining door in the wdl though it was foremogt in ther minds. Instead they sat by the
window and looked out over the towers of the city*. it was dusk and the lights were coming on, while
behind the dark spires of the buildings the sky was washed with sweeps of red, verging into purple in the
ead.

“Theré s something | should have remembered,” Sam said, Saring unseaingly at the darkening sky.

“What do you mean? Ther€' s nothing more we could have done—"

“No, it has nathing to do with poor Rand, a least not directly. It was something at the ship, just
before we left.”

“l don’t recdl anything; we were aone, then the vertijets came just as we left—’

“That’s it, something to do with them!” He turned so suddenly his drink doshed onto the floor but he
didn't noticeit. “No, not the copters—the birds, don’t you remember the birds?’

“'msorry ...”

“They were on the ground near the ship; | saw them just before | closed the ambulance door.
Salings There were a few of them that appeared to be injured in some way, | remember a the time |
thought they had been hurt when the ship landed—but that's not possible. They weren't there when we
came, don’t you remember that? They settled down after we stopped the ambulance.” He was running to



the phone while he was diill speaking, thumbing it into life.

Professor Chabd was in conference but broke off a once to take Sam’'s cdl. He ligened slently
while Sam told him about the birds and the worried cleft between his eyes deepened.

“No, Dr. Bertalli, I have had no report on these birds. Do you think there is a connection ... 7’

“l hope not.”

“The ship has been cordoned off and isbeing guarded. I'll have men in isolaion suits go in there and
seeif they can find anything. You'll get the report of whatever they discover. In the meantime—uwill you
hold on for a moment ...” Professor Chabd turned away from the phone and had a brief conversation
with someone out of range of the pickup. When he came back on the screen he was holding a sheef of
photographs in his hands.

“These are from the eectron microscope, prints are on the way to you as well. What appears to be
the infectious agent has been isolated, a virus, in many waysit resembles Borre-liota variolae.”

“Smdlpox! But the symptoms—’

“Weredlize that, different in every way. | sad it is just a physca resemblance, in redity the virus is
unlike anything | have ever seen before. In thelight of this 1 would like to ask you and Dr. Mendd to aid
me”

Nita had come up slently behind Sam and was ligening in; she answered for both of them. “Anything
we can do we will, of course, Dr. Chabd.”

“Youwill both be in quarantine there for an unlimited time, until we can learn more about the nature
of this disease. And you have the body of Commander Rand there  ..”

“Would you like us to perform the postmortem?’ Sam asked. “It would lessen the risk of moving the
body and exposng others.”

“Itisredly ajob for World Hedlth, but in the circumstances ...”

“We will be very glad to do it, Professor Chabel. There is very litle dse that we can do in
quarantine. Will you want to record?’

“Yes, we will have the pickups on remote, and we will tape the entire process. And we will want
gpecimens of dl the tissues for biopsy.”

Even with the ultrasonic knives dissection of the frozen body was difficult. And depressing. It was
obvious from the very beginning that Rand' s life could never have been saved since his body was riddled
by the pockets of infection; there were large cystsin every organ. Sam did the gross dissection and Nita
prepared dides and cultures for the waiting technicians, sending them out in sealed containers through the
evacuated tube system with its automatic Sterilization stage.

There was only one interruption, when Professor Chabel reported that the dead birds—an entire
flock of gtarlings and a seagull—had been found near the ship. The bodies were being taken to the World
Hedth laboratories for examination.

It was midnight before they were finished and dl of the equipment was Serilized. Nita came out of
the decontamination chamber, her till-wet hair up in atowe, to find Sam looking at a photographic print.
He hdd it out to her.

“Thisjugt camein from World Hedth, from ther |ab.

Those dead birds filled with cysts—"

“Nolt

“—and thisiswhat the virus looks like. It appears to be identicd with the one that killed Rand.”

She took it and weerily dropped into the couch undeT the window. In the thin cotton gown, it barely
came to her knees when she tucked her legs up beside her, and with her face scrubbed clean of makeup
she was a veary dtractive woman with very little of the doctor Ieft. “Doesit mean ... 7 she asked fearfully
and couldn’t finish the sentence.

“We don't know what it means yet.” He was very tired and knew she mug be feding even worse.
“There are alot of questions here that are badly in need of answers. Why did the ship stay so long on
Jupiter—and why did Commander Rand return done? How did he contract this disease—and does it
have any connection with the birds? There has to be a connection, but | can't see it. If the disease is S0
virulent—the birds must have died within minutes of contracting it—how is it that, well, we haven't been



dricken yet.” He was sorry the indant he said this, but the words were out. Nita had her head lowered
and her eyes closed and he redized they were filled with slent tears that welled out on her face. Without
reasoned thought he took her hand in his, it was human need in the face of oncoming darkness, and she
clutched it tightly. She settled back onto the couch and the photograph dropped from her fingers and did
to the floor: he redized suddenly that she was adeep.

There were plenty of blankets and he made no attempt to move her, but he did put a pillow under her
head so0 that she could rest comfortably and covered her with a blanket. He was exhausted, though not
deepy, S0 he turned off the overhead lights and lay back on one of the beds with another glass of
ethyl-orange juice. What was this plague from space? His thoughts chased themsdlves in circles and he
mus have dozed off because the next thing he noticed was the sunlight coming in through the window
over the empty couch. It was going to be another warm day. He glanced quickly a his telltde—it
registered normdl.

“Going to deep forever?’ Nita asked from the diet kitchen, where she was making dishrattling
noises. “It's Sx-thirty aready.” She brought him a cup of coffee and he saw that she had her hair combed
and tied back and had applied a touch of lipstick; she looked as bright as the new day.

“l was going to cdl the World Hedth lab, but decided to wait until you woke up,” she said, and
turned to the phone. He stopped her.

“Not yet. The news can wait until after breakfast—if thereis breakfast that is ...

“A ddicious, home-cooked, handmade breskfast of fam sausages and new lad eggs—it's
defrogting right now.”

“Show me whereit ig”

There was an unspoken agreement that they would hold the world at bay for just a little while longer,
enjoying the breakfast in the early aunlight that poured across the room. Until they touched the phone
they were cut off and donein these sealed rooms high above the city, in a private universe of their own.
She poured more coffee and they sipped it dowly, looking out a the clear sky and sharp-edged,
reeching towers of New Y ork.

“Areyou from here, from the city?’ Nita asked. He nodded.

“Born, bred and abided here ever since, except for the nine yearsin the UN Army.”

“Nine years! | thought that you looked, wdl ... alittle...” She broke off, a little unsure of hersdf, and
he laughed.

“I look alittle old to be an intern? Well, you're perfectly right.”

“l ddn'tmeanto ..”

“Please, Nita—if | was ever sendtive about the fact that | was ten years older than dl my felow
sudentsin medicd schoal I’ ve long since developed athick hide. Neither am | ashamed of the time | put
inthe Army; | wanted to make it my career and | was a captain before | findly decided to leave”

“Was there a—particular reason for the decison?’

“One perhaps, but the idea was a long time growing. My best friend then was Tom, our medicd
officer, and little by little | began to have the feding thet there was more sense to hisjob than to mine. He
never propagandized me but he answered dl my stupid questions and let me stand around and watch
when he was operating. What findly decided me was what happened in thet village in Tibet; we had
airdropped in during the night to get between the Indians and the Chinese. | had never seen poverty or
disease like that and | wondered why guns were the only thing we could bring them ...”

The wasplike buzz of the phone cut across his words and he turned quickly to the kitchen extenson
and turned it on. Dr. McKay's face swam into focus on the screen. His Department of Tropicd Medicine
mus have worked through the night and it was apparent from the dark shadows under his eyes that he
hed worked dong with them. He was brusgue.

“How are you both feding? Have there been symptoms oi any kind?’

Sam glanced at the dids of hisown telltae, then a Nita's. “All readings are normd and there are no
symptoms. Have there been other cases—?’

“No, we' ve had none, | was just concerned since you both had been exposed.” He closed his eyes
for amoment and rubbed at his knotted forehead. “ So far there have been no other cases of what is now



unoffiddly known as Rand's disease, at least not among human beings.”

“The birds?’

“Yes, we' ve had men out with lights dl night, and since dawn there have been more reports, a plague
of birds, dead birds. World Hedth has dready broadcast a warning thet ill or dead birds are not to be
touched and that the police should be natified & once.”

“Have any other animds been affected?’ Nita asked.

“No, nothing else o far, judt the birds, for which we are very grateful. And you two, no symptoms at
al, that is very hopeful. That is why you mugt say in touch with me, let me know at once if there is
anything, well, out of the ordinary. Good luck.” He hung up.

Nita dpped a her coffee. “It's cooled off—I'll have to heat some more” She did two sedled
containers into the radar oven. “Everything about this disease is strange, it does’t fit any of the rules”

“Wdl, should it, Nita? After dl it is a disease from space, from another world, and it should be
expected to be dien.”

“New but not dien. No matter what an organism isit can only affect the body in a limited number of
ways. If the disease were redly dien it would have no effect on human beings—if it were, say, a fungus
that attacked only silicon-based life ...”

“Or a bacteria that was only viable at twenty below zero.”

“Right! The disease Rand returned with is entirdy new to us, but its reactions aren’'t. Fever,
nephrogis, furunculoss and pyemia Admittedly the infection was spread through his entire body, but
there are other diseases that attack a number of organs smultaneoudy, <0 it is just the combination of
these factors that is new.”

Sam took the hot container she passed him and filled his cup. “You make it sound hopeful. | had
vidons of a plague from space sweeping around the world.” Then he frowned in sudden memory. “What
about the birds—how do you fit them in?’

“We don’'t know if they do fit in yet. They might have the same disease—or something like it. If they
do have a rdated disease it will be a great ad if anyone else does come down with the virus that killed
Rand. W€l be able to manufacture vaccine then, if we can't come up with a foolproof drug cure fird. |
wigh | could see how the work in the labs is coming.”

“l do too—but we'd better resgn oursdves to Saying here awhile. You're the pathologist so you'll
have plenty to keep you busy with those tissue samples. But there is very little work here for an
ambulance-riding intern. | think I'll get on the phone and cdl a few friends around the hospita, try and
find out what is going on in the world outsde.”

Nita was busy dl the morning in the amdl but complete laboratory that was an integrd part of the
isolation ward. She was vagudy aware of Sam’'s phone conversations and the hissng chunk of the tube
capsules ariving. When she findly took a break near noon she found him bent over a map that he had
spread out on the table.

“Come look,” he said, waving her over. “Thisisdl of Long Idand—Kennedy Airport is here—and |
have had the World Hedth people sending me over copies of dl ther reports on dead birds. I've entered
the location on the map for each report and noted the number of birds found on the Site as wdl. Do you
See a pattern?”’

Nitaran her finger over the tiny, red-inked numbers. “At firg glance dmos dl of them are dong the
south shore, with a number of dense patchesin Cedarhurst, Lawrence and Long Beach.”

“Yes, they have been found only on the south shore so far; you can see that here in Reynold's
Channd next to Long Beach they recovered over two thousand dead ducks. Now, did you happen t