The Greatest City in theWorld Bows Before a Biological Barrage as I nvisible Doom
Cloaks Humanity in a Mantle of Madness!

CHAPTER
Mystery Blight

THERE was acrash in Ward C and an answering scream. Then followed a series of violent
concussions, quick shouts, the sound of people staggering acrossthe floor. The in ahospita gown
dashed out, followed by disheveled orderlies.

The fugitive patient raced down the corridor, bowling over the amazed desk nursein his path. He
paused long enough to wrench afire-extinguisher from thewall, spin about and hurtleit in thefaces of his
pursuers. Then, using his barefists, he smashed out the heavy panes of awindow and dived through to
the ground—and freedom —afloor below.

Phonesjangled wildly, call bellsrang, and emergency lights blinked. Nurses|egped to their stations
and interns poured out of the staff house, struggling into their jackets. At the greet iron gatesthat
bordered the hospita's grounds, guards |ooked about nervoudy, wondered what in blazes was going on.
Near Emergency, across the way from the ambul ance garages, someone shouted once and then, afew
seconds later, again, thistime feebly. The hunting interns veered sharply in their tracks and caught sight of
atdl dender figureflitting through the shrubbery. It was the escaping patient.

An intern dashed out of Admissions and plunged into the brush. In another ingtant the crowd saw him
spin around between the hot-houses afew yards behind the fleeing patient. Asthey broke into the clear,
heleft hisfeet in aflying tackle that brought both diding to ahdt dong the gritty soil. Then the others
came up and seized the furioudly struggling patient. It needed four powerful orderliesto drag him off to
Psychiatric.

Theintern brushed himsdlf off, shook his head once, and limped painfully until he reached the
Adminigtration Offices. He pushed through, kicked open the inner door and seated himself with asigh.
The big man in tweeds at the important-looking desk looked up in astonishment and threw down his
pen.
"Now then, Lewis" he sad, "what the—"

"Doctor Coleto you," grinned the intern. He squirmed around in the leather chair and smiled amiably.
"Oh worshipful Director, | am bearer of evil tidings. On second thought, Mr. Miller, | think you'd better
cdl meHero Cole"

"What's on your mind?" Miller snapped irritably. "I'm abusy man, Cole."

"Not too busy for what | haveto say."

MILLER looked up shrewdly &t the young intern. "1 know what you're going to say."

"So you've guessed it dready, eh?' Colesaid. Y ep, this makes thefifth in three days. And now
thereé's something ds=”

"Something else?* Miller frowned, puzzled.

"Something very much se" Cole dug into his pocket and withdrew a sheef of notes. "When five
gpparently harmless, patients go violently mad that's not so awful. But when you look at these admissons
figures'— Cole tossed the notes across the desk—"and find that ninety per cent of the patients admitted
a Queens County Hospitd during the past week were suffering from malignant tumors and some peculiar
cancer types, you begin to smell something rotten somewhere.”

"It'sunbelievable," gasped Miller. He scanned the notes hurriedly and then looked up a Cole.
"Unbdievable

"It'sworse," answered Cole, hisvoice crisp. "1 haven't got the reports yet, but wait until you see
those diagnoses. Cancer! What's wrong with those patientsjust vaguely resembles cancer. | tell you,
Chief, we're up against an epidemic of something that hasn't yet been seen ingde the pages of amedical



book!"

"You'remad!" shouted the director. "A new disease? That'simpossble.”

"Seefor yoursdlf," answered Cole. He grabbed Miller'sarm, pulled him to the door. "They've dl
been placed up in the South Wing. Come and take alook."

The two men walked quickly to the elevator and were whisked up to the Roentgenology Floor.

Reaching the floor above, they walked dowly around the greet, high-ceilinged room that waslined
with beds. Thegght that met their eyeswas amost incredible. The patientslay restlesdy, in no pain
whatever. The charts showed normal temperature, norma pulse, normal blood counts, and thoroughly
norma datafor each. But nevertheless the patients were sick, for al had changed from thoroughly hedthy
specimens to misshapen, distorted caricatures of humanity.

Some had suddenly sprouted miniature legs on one shoulder or developed extrafingersin the middle
of the pams. Otherswere turning Cyclopean, one great eye bulging out in the middle of the forehead.
There were patients with smal spheres budding over the entire body that turned them into human
mulberries.

All were twisted and changed, as though Nature had suddenly decided to add extralumps of clay to
the human race, willy-nilly.

"How long hasthis been going on?" whispered Miller. "Why hasn't there been word in the papers?’

"Lessthan aweek. These growths practicaly expand under your eyes. It's as though human flesh has
suddenly taken on independent life of itsown.”

Colelit acigarette, puffed nervoudy.

" About those patients who suddenly went mad,” he went on. "The first one died. Jumped from the
fifth floor. Well, we had a post mortem.” Cole nodded at the glint in the other's eye. "Y ou've guessed
again, haven't you? Y es, it wastumor of the brain drove him mad. God! There's no telling what the
infective sourceis. Therés no telling who may be hit next—or where. These growths develop damnably
fast. You or | may have the germ of horror growing within usthisminute. . . to push out anywhere, even
inthe brain. And it's going to spread fast, too. From epidemic to endemic and from endemic to
pandemic. Miller, weve got to do something to stop this before the city finds out!"

BUT thecity did find out. Sowly but inexorably, with the dow steady march of newsthat had al the
relentlessness of Beethoven's Eroica Symphony.

On Monday the Times ran an editoria directed againgt the dipshod methods of Queens County
Hospital, where seventeen mad patients had run riot for three hours. And on one of the back pages was
an obscure item about a two-headed snake that had been found in the Centra Park Zoo.

Tuesday papers announced a sudden ondaught of horrible murders, evidently the work of anew
crime band, somewhat smilar to the late Murder, Inc., ring. The newspapers also reported the statement
of Professor Higgleston at Columbia University, who aleged he had seen aswarm of pterodactyls
roosting in the eaves of the Museum of Art.

But when Wednesday morning came around and haf the city went to work to find that the other half
was mysterioudy absent, matters turned suddenly from the casud to the serious. The tel ephone company
was forced to suspend service when hordes of key techniciansfailed to report. The morning newspapers
were not on the stands. Half the shops were closed, haf the police force off duty, haf of al
communications slenced. The city was hdf-tifled, choking with stagnation.

Citizens returned home amost immediately to get to their radios and wait for some newsthat would
givethem aclue. At home they found themsd ves surrounded with a monstrous sickness whose only
symptoms were the horrible distortions of itsvictims, distortions that they had laughed at only afew days
before. Theradiosfailed to explain much. Newscasterstold their listeners what they aready knew. Told
them that haf the city was stricken with a strange new blight that was turning man into a caricature of
himsaf.

In the Queens County Hospital there was no timeto wait for bulletins over the air. Admissions had
jumped so high there was no time nor reason to calculate it in terms of percentage.

The staff worked indiscriminately. Nursestook over, orderliestook over, even probationers were



suddenly elevated to R.N.s and pitched in to help stem the hopelesstide.

Only Doctor Cole stood back just enough to try for aclear comprehensive view. Restlesdy he
roamed the wards and temporary sick rooms of the hospital, hunting, searching for sometelltale clue that
might give the stricken city therelief it needed so urgently.

"It isn't cancer,”" he muttered over and over, "at least not the cancer we've known. Thereés no sense
diagnosing. But what's the infective agent? Bacteria? Protozoa? Virus? What the devil could it be?"

HE ran down to Pathology and peered in. Alonein awelter of topsy-turvy apparatus sat Dr. Dunn.

"Well?' asked Cole.

Dunn shrugged wesrily.

"Nothing," hesaid, "nothing at al. I've sectioned and used every stain known to the business. I've
been working for hours." He blinked bloodshot eyes. "And there's nothing. I'm afraid | can't hold out
much longer. Maybe it's got me. What's the first symptom?"

"That'sthe hdl of it," answered Cole. "Therejust isn't any symptom.”

He patted Dunn on the shoulder and wandered out. Well, he hadn't expected quick results, anyway.
Best thing would be to look for passible modes of infection. What could hit an entire city so fast? Water
supply?

Heran down to the staff house and changed to his street clothes. His car dmost out of gas, he
stopped off at a station. When no one answered his persistent honking, he was forced to help himsalf
from the tank. Then he turned north and drove swiftly toward the city. The road was deserted.

The grassin the ditch, Cole noticed, wasthicker than usua, heavy-stemmed and dotty like thick
staks of spaghetti. The whole countryside, for that matter, was dowly turning lumpy and grotesque.
Trees sported humps and bulges on their boles. Bushes were discolored cora clumps.

And then, to send achill down his spine, Cole began to notice lumbering formslurking far inthe
background. Creatures that had once been humans and animal's, but now were savage-looking monsters.
Cole pressed hisfoot down on the accelerator in quick fear and with hisfree hand felt hagtily for the
revolver in the side pocket of hiscar. It made him fed alittle better when he had transferred it to hisown
jacket.

The city streets were even more gppdling than the suburbs. The deserted buildings with horrible
forms|urking in the shadows ; norma-looking individuas every oncein along while scurrying asif for
dear life's sake ; the heaps of smashed-up cars at odd corners that made progress a painful series of
detours. It was amost an hour before Cole reached the Department of Water Supply.

Only an old clerk was|éft in the office. He was an old white-haired man who sat easily inthe
superintendent's chair and greeted Cole with atoothless smile.

"Toooldfor it, | am," he said, "that plague likes 'em young and tender like you."

"Never mind that," said Cole angrily. "I'm from Queens County Hospita. | want to know about the
water supply.”

"What?" asked the clerk. "Y ou got to ask me. I'm the Department now."

"Know anything about infection of the city'swater?"

"There ain't been none. They checked all that before they got took sick.”

"Sure?’

"Yep"

What next? Cole turned uneasily and thought hard. Food? There might be some officias|eft at the
Hedlth Department. He ran through the ominous streets, looking behind congtantly. At last he reached the
new Hedlth and Sanitation Building. Irony of ironies, he thought grimly, if they'redl sricken. . Heran
shouting through the long echoing corridors.

They dl were.

BUT intheingpector's office he found areport. He checked hatily. Milk absolutely safe. Three
score public markets tested in key positions throughout the city, and al reported negative. Sewage
negative. Rivers negative. Where, in God's name, was the infection coming from? From the skies?



Perhaps.

Coletrotted back to his car, thinking desperatdly. This might be something like cosmic ray infection.
A new type of solar radiation or barrage ... something wild. Like

Ohl

He redled back from a sudden blow, rolled over and glanced up hastily. The Thing he saw made his
blood run cold. Long arms and a crocodile skin with talonlike teeth that glittered. Cole pulled hisknees
back asthe Thing dived at him. He kicked savagdly, driving his hedsinto the chest. It grunted, blowing a
gust of charnd breath in hisface, paused, then plunged at him again.

Cole caught it with one hedl and pushed it to the pavement. In another second he had the revolver
out and fired point-blank from the hip. The Thing staggered back from the smash of the thirty-eight,
gasped hoarsaly and plodded toward him again.

Horrified, Cole stepped back and fired once more, carefully at the head. Thistimeit halted, knelt
dowly and at last toppled to the ground, a shuddering Thing that had once been a man.

But the shooting had attracted attention. Cole heard sounds and saw shapes |ooming up from the
tight little Sde streets of City Hall. Panic-stricken, he sprinted for the car. The motor choked and ground
but would not take. Cole leaned over and locked both doors. Once more he tried the starter. Asthe
engine turned and hiccoughed he heard scratches on the doors. He turned, caught a horrible glimpse of
weird faces. Then afist smashed through the window and at that ingtant the motor caught. Cole dammed
into gear and sped the car off just as claws reached for histhroat. The acceleration tumbled his attackers
from the running board. He was ssfe—so far.

CHAPTERII
First Clues

COLE headed up Broadway and tried to soothe his jagged nerves. He'd learned something. The
thingswere dmaost impossibleto kill. HEd have to get plenty of ammunition.

The shambles through which he drove were maddening. He wondered how long it would be before
he too succumbed. Perhaps he wouldn't at al, though, he speculated. Evidently a certain percentage of
the city had immunity to the mysterious blight. Cole turned on theradio, just in case. He caught the
announcer'sflash:

"—epidemic the United States has ever known. Aid isbeing rushed to New Y ork at once, although
the Government does not state whether it will arrivein time. New Y ork has not answered any kind of
communication for the past twelve hours and there isthe terrible possibility that thereisno oneliving. The
entire region over athirty-mile square has been isolated under strict quarantine. This broadcast isbeing
specidly directed toward the city from Philadelphiaiin the hopesthat those who are ill safe will know
that ad will arrive within eight hours—"

Eight hourd

Coleturned East to Madison Avenue, drove swiftly uptown and yanked to ahalt before
Abercrombie. He headed for the game department, deciding that it wastimeto supply himsdlf with a
heavier revolver and plenty of anmunition. On hisway out he was amazed to discover over thirty people,
perfectly sane and norma, living in the basement of the store. They had been there since the plague had
broken out initsvirulent form.

Just as a check, Cole drove past the 42nd Street subway entrance and dropped in to investigate.
Here, too, he found hundreds of normal people who had taken the underground as arefuge. They were
living there cheerful, unharmed. Perplexed, Cole started the car and sped back to the hospita. Thiswas
hisfirst break. He didn't yet know what the blight was or what it meant, but he did know that people who
were underground were safe from its dangers. Why? There had to be areason.

At the hospital, Cole was horrified to discover the gates open and unguarded. He turned up the
driveway and inched dowly across the grounds, peering from side to side. No guards? That meant
something wrong. He stopped the car and was about to get out when asmall geyser of dirt flicked up
before him and he heard therip of a shot from the staff house.



Cole squinted and saw white uniforms|eaning from the windows and beckoning at him. Quickly he
drove down the length of the grounds and into the small garage behind the house. He darted up the steps.
The door opened; and he was yanked into an excited crowd of doctors and nurses.

"No onéssafeinthe Main Building," came the hasty explanations. "Homicidal manias spreading like
wildfire"

"All of them?" he gasped.

Little Dr. Dunn shouldered forward. Cole was glad to see the pathologist till healthy.

"Not al," answered Dunn. "About twenty per cent.”

"What about the rest?'

"Mongtrous-looking . . . terrified ... irritable, but no more dangerous than an ordinary mob of
humans™

"No more dangerous!" Cole grinned sourly, ™Y ou ever hear of lynching?'

There was an uncomfortable shuffle in the group and Cole changed the topic hastily.

"Ligen," hesad, "l think I've got alittle information that might help. Wheres Miller?!

Dunn'sfacefell. "Disgppeared,” he said at length. "Maybe it got him or maybe they got him. Can't
tell.”

"Too bad." Cole paused, thoughtful. He redlized what a keen blow Miller'sloss would be to them.
Then he began briskly: "Anyway, I've discovered that living underground seemsto ward off infection.
Does that mean anything to any of you?"

NO one answered until avoice grumbled from the background. " Suffering sinus, I'm only adoctor!"

There was enough of alaugh to relieve the tension. They settled down as best they could to exchange
information.

"l need atistics," Coletold them. "If you could give me enough facts| might be able to draw up an
empirical theory about this crazy business. Weve got to do something before the relief gets here or they'll
walk smack into daughter.”

No one answered. They had nothing to contribute,

"Simmons? Carmichael ? Allen? Doesn't anybody know anything?”

"Er...Doctor Cole. . ." Shewasaplain-looking nurse he didn't know from Eve.

"Well?' he demanded abstractedly.

"Reports were sent in to Director Miller's office, covering every phase of the epidemic.”

"Yes?' Cole urged eagerly. "Unfortunately, the report is probably where | last saw it—on Director
Miller'sdesk."

Cole stood up, wrapt in thought, amid the disgruntled exclamations that followed. For thefirgt timein
the rapid series of events of the past week he felt the sore need of Miller's driving force and keen
executive ability. Miller was an organizer and leader, by nature suited to bring order out of chaos. At last
Cole shrugged and looked around.

"Wdll," hesaid, "I guess|'ll just have to get them their reports.” He shook off their protests, inspected
his new gun, and prepared to leave. Then Dunn came up and took hisarm.

"Seehere, Lewis," hesaid, "if you must go, why not minimize therisk? Now | know thismuch. The
harmless variety won't bother you if you don't incite them. The violent oneswill tear a anything that
remotely resemblesanormd individud. Let'sget you adisguise.”

They dashed through the staff house searching for make-up. Simmons admitted to alove of amateur
theatricals and supervised the facid distortions. They mixed flour with water and pasted lumps over
Colesface, suffed his clotheswith lumpy pillows and mottled his skin with paints. When Smmonswas
done, Cole walked crookedly down to the main building and shuffled inside.

He spent aharrowing hour in Miller's office amidst shambling, screaming mongtrosities, literdly
fighting hisway to the desk. It was overturned, the papers scattered al over. Colefdt hisposition so
precarious he was forced to scoop up armfuls of paper and ram them into his shirt, hoping the reports
would beincluded. At last he fought hisway outside and ran back to the staff house.



WHILE he showered and had alittle supper he told the others about the hospital-shambles. Then
they settled down in the library and sifted through the papers. In his haste, Cole had been unable to
eliminate the chaff. He found billsfor sationary, requestsfor favors. . . dl the tedious businessthat Miller
was accustomed to take in his stride. Then Cole unearthed areceipted bill for raw beef bones—six
thousand dollars worth. He fingered it curioudly, wondering what earthly use the director could have had
for such materia, and then went on with the serious work.

The reportsthat he and the others examined were critical and laughable by turns. Some were
imaginative and spoke of Martians and the red plague. Others were too brief, too tragicaly succinct.
There were hundreds of questions that could be asked, questions that would have to remain unanswered.
At last Cole looked at the sorry littlelist he had gleaned from the mass and arose.

"Wdll," hesaid, "we don't know an awful lot. I've managed to bring back apile of paper and one
picture, the latter included by mistake. The total facts we've been able to gather are: one, that people
underground are not affected,; two, that although the growths affect humans haphazardly they seem to
affect vegetdivelifeuniformly.”

"How'sthat?' someone caled.

"When | say uniformly,” explained Cole, "I mean that al reports show that only one side of treesand
tall brush is affected. The humps protrude the entire length of the bole, but only on one sde!”

"Like maoss growing on the north sde?!

"That'sjust about it," laughed Cole. "Now in addition to these findings, | made one other that may or
may not bear on the case. While | was lurking around the hot houses | happened to look in. The
vegetative growths there were absolutely normal!”

Dunnwhigtled in amazement.

"Just what it means, though, | couldn't say," continued Cole.

"Never mind about that for thetime being,” interrupted Smmons. "I'vean idea Let'sassumethis
epidemic isaresult of someradiation form. X-rays can produce something likethis. Then the naturd
question is. where's the source of radiation ?

"Perhaps from overhead. Cosmic, or something—"

"Not when you look at those trees,” answered Simmons.

"Right!" snapped Cole. "Therest of you get the idea? Smmonsis suggesting that the ulcerated side of
the tree points toward the source of radiation.”

g7

"Sowell do alittle research. Suppose we take the principle of the radio direction finder. In other
words, let's go out, dig up some accurate compasses, and plot the direction of tumors on treesover a
wide stretch. Say asfar east as Port Jefferson and west to Sommerville or High Bridge. It'll take some
time, but | think it'sworth the few hours. We can plot the directions. The radiation source should be
pretty closeto the intersection of thoselines."

CHAPTERIII
Sation Death

I'T was quite dark when seven of the hospital's staff squeezed into the car with Cole. They headed for
New Y ork, ferreted out three other cars, and broke into an instrument shop for the necessary equipment.
At last they split to cover their assgnments.

Cole and Dunn, who had the New Y ork sector, drove in silence, watching the streets cautioudy. The
occasiond norma-looking humans they saw scurrying down the side streets showed them thet the
infection had not attacked the entire population. The sight of that immunity strengthened their faith in their
own. Reflecting on the curious enigma of immunity, Cole questioned his companion.

"I don't know the answer,” said Dunn. "There are two factors that might operate. First, the external
and internd coatings of the individua furnish mechanica protections againg infection. Second, the
insusceptible individua contains no receptors for the infection. That isto say, no organic substratum exists
upon which the invason can anchor.”



"Seemsto me,” said Cole, "that our immunity should be a matter of mechanica skin protection, since
we suspect ray infection.”

"Very likdy," Dunn nodded. "Probably al of us have an unknown skin qudity in common. Perhaps
the answer liesin skin pigmentation. But there's not enough time to find out.” He shrugged.

Turning north on Fifth Avenue, the car passed Sherman's statue and sped aong the east Side of the
Park. The hideous shrubbery and monstrous creatures that twisted and stumbled through the broken
branches made them shudder. After a pause, Dunn nudged Cole.

"By theway," he asked, "who wasin that one picture you found in Miller's office?"

"Miller,"” wasthe answer. "Miller and aman by the name of Gurwitsch. Just one of those informal
snapshots. Must have been on Miller's desk. Funny | never noticed it before."

"Not the Alexander Gurwitsch?'

"Thevery same. Miller sudied with him for three years. | don't suppose you knew our director was a
damned fine zoologist before he took over the reins?!

"l didn't," answered Dunn. "But if he worked under Gurwitsch he worked with the best. A. G. has
done some remarkable things with abnormal plant growth.”

"Abnormal plant growth?' echoed Cole.

"Y ep. Report in the Journal of Zoology. Look it up in the staff library some time when you get the
chance."

They proceeded unmolested to the north end of Central Park and took a dozen careful compass
readings. Asthey turned south again and drove downtown, they were horrified to seeadull red glow on
the horizon that could mean only one thing—that the city wasin flames.

Centrad Park South wasfilled with hordes of hoarse-shouting, gesticulating creatures who were
rioting with flaming torches. The two men, watching carefully, saw to their amazement that the mobswere
being led by leaders clad in peculiar, white, semi-transparent suits, with hoods that covered their heads.

DISMAYED at the chaotic turn of events, Dunn turned the car toward home and sped rapidly
toward the bridge. But at Cana Street Cole suddenly ordered Dunn to stop and, to the latter's
bewilderment, vaulted out and disappeared into the darkness. There was the sound of running feet, an
exclamation and the plunk of afist meeting ajaw. Presently Cole returned with a piece of glossy materia
in hishand.

"Saw one of the Boysin White," he explained, "and | wanted to get alook at their uniforms. Hereésa
hunk. What d'you make of it?"

Dunn took the drip of uniform and fingered it meditatively.

"Fedslikeagdatin clothtome" hesad.

"Me, t0o," answered Cole. "But why gelatin? And why auniform?’

"| think the radio might give usthe answer. The gentle Boysin White seem to be doing dl right when
it comesto inciting to riot. Probably anicelittle organization!" Dunn reached down and switched on the
radio.

"—inthistime of chaos. Citizensof New Y ork, our homes, our country, our lives and the lives of
those we love arein the highest danger. New Y ork has been attacked. The time has come to declare that
amost critica emergency exigts. The exigting government is inadequate to handle the Situation. In such
emergency, when the same peril may attack al our other citiesa any moment, | gpped to you to join my
Army of Health. Support meand | pledge that normality will be restored and the country healed. Seek
out any man you see in white uniform and say you want to aid the Healer. The Healer isthe only man
who can save the country—"

"Pretty, isn't it?" Dunn clicked off the set and sneered. "The cleverest technique for setting up a
dictatorship I've heard of in along time. From healing the country it'll be just one short step to taking over
the country.”

"Y es, but why gdlatin uniforms?* perssted Cole.

"Simple. Killstwo birds with one stone. Probably this Heder has started dl the trouble. Probably
manufactured and sent out the uniformsto hismen in advance. They must immunize the wearers.”



"Perhgps—" mused Cole. Hewas silent for the rest of the trip home.

The other explorers had not yet returned when they reached the staff house. Cole ran up to the
library, got afew books, and locked himsdlf in hisroom with ingructions that he be called when dl had
arrived.

Thelong hours of the night dragged interminably while the besieged staff kept close watch and
listened to the mad sounds that echoed across the grounds from the hospital buildings. At last acar drove
up to the house, followed by a second and later athird. The excited searchers cdled Cole and dll
crowded into the dining room for another conference.

"While Dunnis plotting the radiation lines on the map,” said Cole, "let metell you what weve learned.
Wefind that the source of infection isaradiation. How? From a series of clues.

"Firdt: I've checked dmost every possible mechanical means of contamination and found al negetive.

"Second: thereisthe al important evidence of the tree and shrub infections. | don't think anyone will
deny that evidence pointsto aradiation flowing from adefinite quarter ..." He paused and looked around.
Simmons came up grinning and placed amap in hishand.

"Moreover," continued Cole, "there's other evidence. Why were the plants in the hot-house
unaffected? Why are people living underground unharmed? Obvioudy, they are protected from the
harmful exposure.”

WHAT'S this mysterious exposure?' demanded a score of voices.

"I don't know," answered Cole, "but | can tel you asmple story that will explain alot. Biologists a
the All-Union Indtitute of Experimental Medicine at Mascow have been experimenting with the
reproduction rate of living tissue. They noticed thet cdll divison frequently followed a definite rhythm and
concluded that it might originate in neighboring cells.

"They set up an experiment. Taking young dender roots, they placed one so that itstip pointed
directly at aside of asecond. Thefirst they called the biologica cannon, the second the detector. They
permitted the two rootsto remain in this position for three hours. Then the detector was sectioned and
the number of cell divisions on both sides of the root were counted. In the exposed area about one-fourth
more divisons were discovered. Apparently, the biological gun made a difference.

"The experiment was tried more than a hundred times, and each time the results were the same. It
wastried but with athin sheet of quartz interposed and again the results were the same. But when athin
sheet of glasswas used, or when the quartz was coated with gelatin, the effect ceased. Now, you al
know that quartz istransparent to ultra-violet rays—while glass and gelatin are opaque—" He paused
meaningly.

The others stirred amazedly and stared at the young scientist.

"From all these considerations,”" continued Cole, "they concluded that the influence might be an
ultrarviolet radiation generated by the cdlls of the sender. Since it was the increasing rate of mitosisthat
had betrayed the emissions, they were named mitogenetic rays. Gentlemen, I'm of the opinion that our
city isbeing bombarded with some new and extremely powerful form of these mitogenetic rays. All the
evidence pointstoit . . ."

"How about the hot-houses?' called Dunn.

"That, too. Queens Hospita happensto have plain glass hot-houses. Ordinary glass, like gdatin,
blocks off mitogenetic rays. Those men, the organizers of the man who cals himsdf the Hedler, wear
gelain uniforms... obvioudy to protect themselves from these mitogenetic rays. Last of dl, our search
has shown that these rays emanate from a common foca point." He held up the map. "A point at Black
Tor, some twenty miles above New Y ork on the Hudson. | don't know what the Healer isusing for his
murderous work, but one thing is self-evident. Weve got to get up there and destroy it!"

Therefollowed a chaotic haf hour while men were sdected and the little arms and ammunition they
possessed were distributed. At last Sxteen in al assembled in the dining room for alast word before
Setting out.

"Weve got to get through,” Coletold them. "The Heder is broadcasting death and destruction from
Black Tor. If we can smash him, the entire campaign will collgpse. Remember that well accomplish more



if we're cautious. Stop off in New Y ork and pick up all the weapons you can use. If you get the chance
to hijack aman'suniform, doiit."

"Why not manufacture our own out of gelatin before we go up there?' asked Smmons.

"Not enough time, in thefirst place. In the second, this may be a specia gdlatin-fabric that may take
too long to duplicate.”

"But why get suitsat dl?'

"Dunn and | have agreed that our immunity results from some unknown skin qudity which affords
mechanical protection to the mitogenetic rays. But as we gpproach the source of the emanationsthey'll
grow tremendoudy stronger—remember the law of inverse squares—strong enough perhapsto break
through our normal skin protection. We can't even take that chance. All right, now! No more discussion.
Take any route north you like. . . but be at Chanceville, just below Black Tor, by five o'clock!™

CHAPTER IV
Men in White

I'T was four-thirty when Cole reached Chanceville, and two of the other cars were aready waiting on
the turnpike. Thetrip up had been horrible, for the closer they approached the source of the barrage, the
more horrible the distortions of men and growths had become.

"Hey—Iook at the Tor!" Dunn pointed excitedly asthe black peak loomed up in the distance. A thin,
amost imperceptible radiance played in ahao around the tip, aradiance of subtle pastes. It flickered
and swayed like dancing fireimps. For long minutes the two men stared, fascinated. At last Cole
snapped hisfingers.

"Fiveo'clock," hesaid. "Can't wait any longer. Let's get on.”

In singlefile the twelve men paced noiselesdy down theroad. A hundred yards beyond the cars they
cameto aturn and presently sighted the outlying homes of the town. It was getting light quite rapidly and
there was an urgent need to get past the barracks before they were seen.

They were dmost past the big town hall that Smmons pointed out as the barracks when the
interruption came. Three white-clad sentinel's rounded a corner and started at the sight of men but afew
feet away. Onecried: "Hat !" and fumbled at a holster. The others darted forward, yanking at their belts.

Cole swung up therifle hewas carrying and swung it butt-foremaost in amighty arc that cracked
sckeningly againgt the head of the leader. He went down with a coughing grunt and rolled againgt the legs
of the second who tripped and fell. The remaining man let out afrightened howl and fired hisrevolver
blindly before a shot from behind Cole dropped him in histracks.

But a that instant the barracks disgorged a thin stream of uniformed men who closed in on them.

"Thisway!" yelled Cole. He turned and sprinted into a narrow lane between two houses. The others
followed. Behind him Cole heard blows and struggling bodies. Then he wasin abackyard. Lithdly, he
vaulted a high board fence. He dropped down on the other side and waited until he was followed by
another figure in white, Dunn. "Where're the others?' he whispered.

DUNN motioned with hishead to ward the barracks. They set off a alow crouching run until they
were clear of the town and then straightened to take the steep road that led to the mountain top. The
haf-light of the dawn brightened rapidly and high above them loomed Black Tor. Through the trees they
could make out the glint of metal, the outlines of agiant structure poised &t thetip of the peak. Still they
tore up the jagged, twisted mountain until at last they sighted a high barbed-wirefence. It was
close-meshed, heavy and over ten feet high, braced with rough sted stanchions set in concrete piers. A
hundred yards above the fence, masked by wild bushes, was a high-towered stone mansion that looked
likeamedieva observatory. At thetop was an dl too modern turret of twentieth century meta. There
was only one gate to the fence in view, at the head of the road, and that was guarded by a squad of ten
men.

"How in blazes are we going to get through?' muttered Cole. "We can't take any chances. Want to
bluff?"



"l canget you in," answered Dunn. "Listen—"

They held awhispered conference, then Dunn took therifle and crept into the forest dongside the
road. In afew minutes a shot rang out as he began aminiature war with the guards before the gate.
Taking advantage of the excitement, Cole dashed up to the fence. He listened to the excited reports of
the guards, peered in the direction of the unknown assailant, then nodded and dashed up the dope
toward the tower asif running for aid. He yanked open the heavy oak door and dammed it shut behind
him, breathing deeply in pretended relief.

As helooked around the small anteroom in which he found himsdlf, he heard astep. An officer thrust
asideacurtain and entered.

"What the hell's the trouble out there?' snapped the officer.

"There's an attack on the tower, sir." The officer started and turned to bark a command to the guards
in the room behind him. Cole took aquick step and jabbed the muzzle of hisrevolver into the officer's
back.

"All right," he said tersaly, "tdll them to back up againgt thewalls" The officer hesitated and felt the
gun prod him fiercely. He gave the command. Cole shoved the man before him and stepped quickly
across the guard room until he reached the closed door at the far side. He siwung the officer around,
reached for the knob and opened it afraction. Then he yanked open the door, darted through swiftly and
banged it shut behind him.

To theright he saw aflight of stone steps. He darted up them. Behind him the door burst open and a
shot cracked out as the officer dashed after him. Cole reached the turn in the stairs and pelted on up until
hewas at the first landing. Below him came the trample of pursuit. He haf stumbled up the remaining
flight to thefirst floor asthe others came around the turn.

Another shot and a cry from bel ow, then he was through a door and had dammed it behind him.
Therewas no key in the lock. He turned to see abewildered man in uniform arise from aradio control
board and snatch apair of ear-phones off his head.

"Trouble!" cried Cole hoarsely. He nodded his head toward the door. ™Y ou've got to hold them off
for awhile. I'm going up to report.”

THE radio operator nodded and pointed through the control room. Cole dashed on to anarrow
spirding sweep of iron steps and went clanging up their twisting heights. He heard the dim repercussions
of splintering wood down there and savage shouting. Then bullets were whamming and whining through
the metal girder-work.

Colethought his heart was going to burst with the strain of plunging up those incredibly steep dairs.
Then he had reached asmdll platform beyond which were two curtained doors. He paused for amoment
inindecison, wondering whether to dart in or continue hisflight up the twining stairs toward the tower's
top. But many feet were crashing on the metal and he was sure they might wing him before he reached
the top.

Cole turned to the right and jumped through the door into alarge room, lined with windows on one
side. He darted over for alook down and saw he was high above the ground. He looked around wildly.
Thiswas some kind of biologica lab. No placeto hide here.

He continued through two other rooms and then found himself in another laboratory. Long tables
were laden with microscopes and a huge condenser glittered in the bright morning sunshine. The uproar
of the pursuit was swelling behind him and before him, until he felt he was surrounded with sound. The
door at the far end was locked. He turned the key carefully and peered out. Then his heart sank as he
realized something abruptly. The tower was round, of course. He had sped around the periphery of
rooms and come back to the same iron landing!

The stairs were covered with guards, crowded together, talking and gesticulating. Fresh men were
squirming up the stairs from below, asking questions, telling about the skirmish outside, hearing about the
crazy guy within. Behind him Cole heard the pursuers dashing through the laboratory. He took a breath,
opened the door softly and dipped through, the key till in hishand.

He stood, back to door, and fumbled desperately to press the key home and twist it. After a



moment'swork he caught the key inthe dot. As stepsran forward inside, he twisted it and felt the door
quiver under an ondaught of knocks.

"It'slocked, sir," he called.

"I know that, you blasted fool!" came the officer's voice. Other guards crowded up behind him to
listen. He dipped the key out again and tucked it up the deeve of hisuniform.

"What shal we do, sir?" asked Cole. "Theresno key out here.”

"I know that, too," snapped the officer impatiently. " Some of you come inside to search. He must be
here. The rest watch those steps.”

Coleturned and looked at the other guards. They shrugged and sauntered lazily through the open
door.

"Hey," avoice cdled — afamiliar voice. "We ought to watch the top of them gtairs, huh?* Cole
gtared and dmost fainted from the shock.

"Right!" he managed to cdll. "Come with me. Well go above."

They pushed through the crush and took stations afew yards up the spird staircase. Cole trembled
with anxiety until they werealittle byond earshot.

"For heaven's sake," he whispered from the corner of his mouth, "how did you do it?'

"Simple," answered Dunn. "Y ou sent out scouts. | pretended | was one, too. | hunted around for
mysalf for awhile and then reported back to the gate. Then we dl heard the trouble insde and | came on
up. One nice thing about auniform. If you've got it on your best enemy won't know you.”

"I'm glad to seeyou," whispered Colefervently. "Come on, let's sneak aoft. There's not much time.”

Carefully they backed up the stairs, astep at atime, until they were concealed by the mesh and
intermesh of iron grid-work. Then they turned and ran swiftly up until they reached the head where a
guard aready stood before a heavy metal pandl.

"Guard change," said Cole. The man saluted, started down. They waited until he disappeared and
then tried the pand. It did aside weightily. They passed through into asmall hatchway. Barring the door,
they mounted the hatch and came up to abroad open floor of polished glass, covered with apparatus.

"This," gagped Dunn, "must beit! The machine that's responsible for the plague!™

CHAPTERV
The Healer

SUDDENLY they were aware of the thundering drone and the crackling discharges. The tower
head, amost twenty feet in diameter, wasfilled with what appeared to be a giant gun or eectrode. It
reared up from the floor, from aweter of smaler mechanica adjustments, coilsand wires, likea
mechanical imitation of a prehistoric mastodon. The insulated masonry supports were like great haunches.
A nightmare of contacts, switchpoints and tube dischargers, it resembled a barrel-like body, and an ovate
gted head lengthened to ashort ugly muzzle.

Thething was pointing south, and it shook and trembled in the droning roar of its power. They could
see sarried ranks of Coolidge tubes discharging and glowing, hear the whispered force of the muzzle
emanation, smell the overpowering odor of ionization.

"God!" breathed Cole, "what athing!" He stepped forward ingtinctively, followed by Dunn. Suddenly
avoice behind them cried out:

"Stop, you blasted idiots!™

A huge man, in uniform, stood at asmall archway behind them.

"How many timesdo | have to warn you?" he shouted angrily. "Y ou can't go within ten feet of, that
projector unless you want to fry. And what the hell are you doing up here?!

"Canttel youinthisnoise, gr," cdled Cole.

"All right, come into the workshop." The man stood to one side, amassive figure in the bulky hooded
uniform, while they passed into a smal work-lab. Then he dammed shut the thick door and faced them.

"Wadl," he demanded sharply, "what do you want? | gave orders | was not to be disturbed.”

Cole sood slent for abreath, hisfingers trembling on the butt of hisrevolver. Then he Sghed quite



audibly and looked up.

"Oh worshipful Hedler," he sad bitterly, "I'm the bearer of evil tidings. On second thought, Mr.
Miller, you'd better remove the mask!"

The world seemed to stand till. They heard the rumble of the projector through the heavy door, and
Miller drew in severa sharp breaths. Then, with the violence of avolcanic eruption, he went into action.
Hisarmsflung out and seized little Dunn by arm and shoulder and half threw him into Col€'s body.

Asthe two men redled back he turned and yanked at the heavy work-lab door. He was halfway
through before Cole managed to disentangle himsdlf and leap in pursuit.

Cole caught up with Miller beyond the archway and threw himsdlf at the latter'sflying legs. His
shoulder clipped againgt the calves, bringing the big man down with a crash. Cole scrambled forward on
hands and knees and clinched with Miller, and the two, clawing and pummeling, strained to their feet.
They stood, feet planted, trading punches savagely for dmost aminute. Then there was aflicker of white
at Colessde and awhirl of arms.

MILLER cried out and staggered back. He teetered for an ingtant and staggered back another few
feet.

The projector roared up suddenly and his body stiffened like a puppet jerked by a string.

There came aseries of crackling discharges and aviolet aura played around Miller's body while his
limbs danced and twitched in amad jig. Slowly he began to crumble and brown, and his body sank to
the polished floor.

The reek of roasting flesh filled the chamber. The two men turned sickly and ran back into the lab.

"What did you do?" asked Cole @ last.

"What | had to." Dunn shook his head. "While you were punching him | sneaked around and cracked
hisskull open with therifle

Cole nodded and sat for awhile. "How'd you know it was Miller?* Dunn queried after awhile.

"Tel you later." Cole pulled himsdlf together. "Right now we've got to destroy that machine
completely. Otherwisethey might be ableto get it back into action in afew hours.”

"Wdl?'

Cole paced around the laboratory and thought desperately. He picked up afew reagent bottles, read
their labelsand smiled dowly.

"Did you know," he began absently, "I was dmost busted out of Columbiafor—"

"For what?"

"Never mind now." Cole hunted around the room for equipment with revitaized energy. "I'vegot a
tough job for you, Dunn. Go below and bring me aguard. If you can't get the guard, at least get a
uniform. An extrauniform, get it?"

Dunn was out of thelab in aflash and tumbling down the hatchway. He did aside the outer panel and
peered down the gtairs. Through the crosshatch he was able to discern a solitary guard mounted at the
lower landing where the search for Cole was il in disgruntled progress. Evidently most of the men had
aready been sent below.

Hetiptoed down until he was afew yards distant, then gradually craned over the edge of the
ba ustrade, swinging hisrifle by the muzzle at the end of hisarm. The butt hung afew feet behind the
guard's head. Dunn flexed hiswrigt fiercely and swished the heavy pendulum forward. The guard
crumpled with aclash of equipment to the steps. Instantly, Dunn leaped down the last few yards, heaved
the inert body to his shoulder, picked up therifle, and tottered back up the dairs.

In the hatchway he threw down the unconscious man and ripped off his uniform. He dung the body
outside the panel, dammed the door and dashed back up to the [aboratory, carrying therifle and the
heavy folds of gelatinous materid.

"Rip off the zippers and snaps,” said Cole, busied over retorts, "and macerate the materia for me,
will you?'

In afew momentsit was ready. Cole placed the heavy stuff in alarge beaker and boiled it gently until
it was quiteliquid. He st it to cool and turned back to his own work of gently spraying a colorlessfluid



intoasmdl vat of fuming cloudy substance. Dunn sniffed the acrid bite of nitric acid.

AS Cole poured the contents of the vat into the beaker, they heard the clang of steps on the stair
bel ow, steps receding into the distance.

"Guard'scometo," bresthed Dunn. "How much longer, Lewis? We haven't much time."

"Give meten minutes.”

With frantic fingers, Cole yanked cartridges from his belt and pried the bullet-heads from the shells.
He dumped out the bound stalks of cordite, split open the bundles and began to lay along string of
individua stalks across the smooth floor of the projector room. Dunn pitched in, and together they laid a
long train weaving in and out around the sides of the tower.

When they returned to the laboratory, the massin the beaker had set into ahuge lump of yellowish
gelatin. "Careful, now!" gasped Cole. Helifted up the beaker and carried it gently outside, placed it on
the floor with open mouth adjacent to the end of the train.

"Mercury fulminate,” he caled to Dunn. "Y oull find the powder in awatch crystd on thetable.”

Cole took the powder and hegped it in a pile just touching the gdlatin and train. Then he arose
painfully and bit hislip.

"Let'sgo,” he said. He bent over again and applied amatch to the far end of the train. The cordite
flared and burned rapidly adong itslength. Dunn scooped up the rifles and together they dashed down the
hatchway, and out on the stairs. They galoped down, three a ajump. Asthey reached the landing Dunn
cdled:

"Stand by, Lewis, trouble ahead!" The officer and guards were assembled on the landing with an
excited, uniformless man. They glanced at Cole and Dunn and raised their rifles. Before ashot wasfired,
the two scientists had smashed into them, sending them redling. They darted down the lower gairs. A
volley roared after them, missed.

Far up the tower the shots continued to belch out. Then they had reached the bottom and were
tearing through the radio room. The operator sprang to hisfeet. Cole sprinted past Dunn, sivung up his
rifle, and sent the man smashing back into his control board. They panted through the door, reached the
head of the broad staircase, and there Dunn twisted his ankle. He collapsed like a deflated balloon,
reeled and tottered forward down the broad expanse of stepslike arag doll.

Coledmogt fell himsdlf as he burst down with dl the speed he could manage. Dunn was
semi-conscious when he reached him. Hetried to rise and dipped back again.

"Go ahead, Lewis," hegrinned. "No Merriwel | stuff!™

Cole cursed and picked up the light man and eased him over his shoulder. Feet were trampling down
the staircase as he tugged open the guard room door and burst into the astonished group of men loitering
there.

"Sick," heydled. "I'm getting him below.” He crossed the room in three giant steps and was through
the curtain before they could answer.

HE must hurry. Time was precious. He managed to pull open the heavy outer door and was out in
the open. The train wasn't too long. It was due any moment now. He lurched across the grounds, gasping
with split lungs. The fence was a hundred yards distant. Would it be far enough?

Could hereach it before— A hundred yards. It seemed like a hundred miles. He heard men shouting
behind him and suddenly the gate loomed up and he was surrounded by alert men with poised rifles. He
sagged againgt the wire mesh, eyes popping with the Srain.

And a that moment the tower blew up.

It seemed to shake itself loose from Black Tor and spray out againgt the bright morning sky. There
was atitanic explosion and a hideous fountain of flames ripped down the length of the one and
masonry. It stopped and showed sudden space where solid brick had been a moment before. Then the
concussion threw them to the ground and Cole lay amid the whistling fragments that rained down.

He thought he must have lost consciousnessfor along time, for it seemed hourslater when &t last he
arose and looked about. The tower was entirely demolished. Only afew fragments of the foundation till



stood. The entire peak of the Tor was littered with chunks of broken stone and here and there he could
see bewildered guardsin torn uniforms struggling to their feet. But, curioudy, the explosions still went on.
He stared at thelittle craters of earth that blasted up over the pesk.

"Givemeahand up, Lewis."

Startled, Cole saw that Dunn was apparently unharmed, although hisleft shoulder looked bloody and
twisted. He raised him gently, then the two crouched back and wondered at the reason for the
explosons. At last Dunn snagpped hisfingers.

"National Guard,” he said, and tried agrin. "Isnt it just like them to get heretoo late? They're shelling
the peak from bel ow with a Stokes mortar. Probably they took that look around this morning and got the
story from the boys below.”

Cole nodded and, asif by common consent, they turned and hurried down the road away from the
well meant destruction. A hundred yards below they paused to rip off the gdatin uniforms and Sare
down at thelittle town. They could see brown uniforms bustling about and the glitter of bayonets. For
sometimethey waked in sllence and at last Dunn grunted and asked: "How'd you do it, Lewis?'

"Blagting gdlatin,” answered Cole. "That'swhy | was dmost busted out of Columbia. Learned how to
makeit at school. Explosives dways were a hobby of mine.”

"l see." Dunn sighed and tried to adjust his smashed shoulder alittle. "Tell me, Lewis. How did you
know it was Miller?'

"Oh, that! Wdll, you gave me the clue yourself. Remember the photograph of Miller and Gurwitsch?
Y ou mentioned at the time that Gurwitsch had done remarkable things with abnormal plant growth and
told meto look it up inthe Journal of Zoology. | did, and discovered it was Gurwitsch who had done
theinitial work on mitogenetic rays a the Moscow Indtitute.”

"But just because Miller studied with him—" objected Dunn.

"Naturdly that's not conclusive proof,” interrupted Cole. "But there was another matter that seemed
to clinchit. Among Miller's papers a the hospital | found acuriousitem. A bill for six thousand dollars
worth of raw beef bones. Know what you make from bones? Gelatin. Y es! Miller had been preparing
this coup for years. Manufactured his own specid gélatin fabric for the uniformsin secret. He organized
everything without a clue. Probably concelved the plan back in Moscow. Evidently he learned more than
biology back there. He had the will to lead and direct, the love of authority and domination.”

"l s2e," repeated Dunn. He gazed around at the cool morning with something of relief in his
pain-gricken face, "1 supposethisfinishesit.”

"Not quite," answered Cole dowly. "Weve smashed the projector and itsinventor, and the army's
taking care of the Boysin White down there, but—" His eyestook in the stricken land and he pointed
toward the distorted things. "No, our work'sjust beginning, Dunn. We must bring hedlth and sanity
back." Suddenly he noticed the revolver il clenched in hisfist. He tossed it into the crackling brush with
a shiver of unconceded relief.

"Thank God," he said, "I've no more usefor that. I'm a doctor—not a destroyer."



