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STAR SURGEON

CHAPTER 1
THE INTRUDER

The shuttle plane from the port of Philadephia to Hospitd Sesttle had dready gone when Dd Timgar
arrived at the loading platform, even though he had taken great painsto be at least thirty minutes early for
the boarding.

"Youll just have to wait for the next one" the clerk at the dispatcher's desk told him unsympatheticaly.
"Therés nothing else you can do.”

"But | can't wait,” DA sad. "l have to be in Hospital Seeitle by morning." He pulled out the flight
schedule and held it under the clerk's nose. "Look there! The shuttle wasn't supposed to leave for
another forty-five minuted"

The clerk blinked a the schedule, and shrugged. "The seats were full, so it left," he said. "Graduation
time, you know. Everybody has to be somewhere ese, right away. The next shuttle goesin three hours”

"But | had areservation on thisong" Dd indsted.

"Dont be dlly," the clerk said sharply. "Only graduates can get reservations this time of year—" He
broke off to stare at Dd Timgar, a puzzled frown on his face. "Let me see that reservation.”

Dd fumbled in his pants pocket for the ydlow reservation dip. He was wishing now that held kept his
mouth shut. He was acutely conscious of the clerk's suspicious stare, and suddenly he fet extremey
awkward. The Earth-cut trousers had never redly fit Da very wel; his legs were too long and spindly,
and his hips too narrow to hold the pants up properly. The talor in the Philaddphia shop had tried three
times to make a jacket fit across Dd's narrow shoulders, and findly had given up in despair. Now, as he
handed the reservation dip across the counter, Dd saw the clerk garing at the fine gray fur that coated
the back of hishand and arm. "Here it is”" he said angrily. " See for yoursdf."

The clerk looked at the dip and handed it back indifferently. "It's a vdid reservation, dl right, but there
won't be another shuttle to Hospitd Sesttle for three hours™ he said, "unless you have a priority card, of
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course.”

"No, I'm afraid | don't,” Dd said. It was aridiculous suggestion, and the clerk knew it. Only physiciansin
the Black Service of Pathology and a few Four-star Surgeons had the power to commandeer public
arcraft whenever they wished. "Can | get on the next shuttle?’

"You can try," the clerk said, "but you'd better be ready when they start loading. You can wait up on the
ramp if you want to."

Dd turned and started across the main concourse of the greet airport. He fdt a stir of motion at his Sde,
and looked down at the amdl pink fuzz-bal stting in the crook of his arm. "L ooks like we're out of luck,
pd," he said gloomily. "If we don't get on the next plane, well miss the hearing atogether. Not that it's
going to do us much good to be there anyway."

The little pink fuzz-bdl on his am opened a pair of black shoe-button eyes and blinked up at him, and
Dd absently stroked the tiny creature with a finger. The fuzz-bdl quivered happily and dung closer to
Dd's 9de as he started up the long ramp to the observation platform. Automatic doors svung open as he
reached the top, and Dd shivered in the damp night air. He could fed the gray fur that coated his back
and neck rigng to protect him from the coldness and dampness that his body was never intended by
neture to endure.

Bedow him the bright lights of the landing fidds and termind buildings of the port of Philadelphia spread
out in panorama, and he thought with a sudden pang of the great space-port in his ndive city, so very
different from this one and so unthinkably far away. The fidd below was teeming with activity, dive with
men and vehicles. Moments before, one of Earth's great hospitd ships had landed, returning from a cruise
deep into the heart of the gdaxy, bringing in the gravely ill from a dozen star systems for care in one of
Earth's hospitals. DA watched as the long line of stretchers poured from the ship's hold with white-clad
orderlies in nervous attendance. Some of the stretchers were encased in goecia amosphere tanks, a
sren walled across the fidd as an emergency truck raced up with fresh gas bottles for a chlorine-breather
from the Betelgeuse system, and a derrick crew spent fifteen minutes lifting down the specid liquid
ammoniatank housng a netive of Aldebaran's massve sxteenth planet.

All about the fidd were physicians supervising the process of disembarcation, resplendent in the colors
that Sgnified their medicad specidties. At the foot of the landing crane a Three-star Internist in the green
cape of the Medicd Service—obvioudy the commander of the ship—was taking with the welcoming
dignitaries of Hospitd Earth. Half a dozen doctors in the Blue Service of Diagnoss were checking new
lab supplies ready to be loaded aboard. Three young Star Surgeons swung by just below Da with their
bright scarlet capes fluttering in the breeze, headed for customs and their first Earthside liberty in months.
Dd watched them go by, and fdt the sick, hitter feding in the pit of his somach that he had fdt so often
in recent months.

He had dreamed, once, of wearing the scarlet cape of the Red Service of Surgery too, with the Siver star
of the Star Surgeon on his collar. That had been a long time ago, over eight Earth years ago; the dream
hed faded dowly, but now the last vestige of hope was dmost gone. He thought of the long years of
intengve training he had just completed in the medicd school of Hospital Philadelphia, the long nights of
dudying for exams, the long days spent in the laboratories and dinics in order to become a physdan of
Hospita Earth, and a wave of bitterness swept through his mind.



A dream, he thought hopelesdy, a foolish idea and nothing more. They knew before | started that
they would never let me finish. They had no intention of doing so, it just amused them to watch
me beat my head on a stone wall for these eight years. But then he shook his head and fdt a little
ashamed of the thought. It wasn't quite true, and he knew it. He had known thet it was a gamble from the
vary fird. Black Doctor Arnquig had warned him the day he received his notice of admisson to the
medicd schoal. "'l can promise you nothing,” the old man had said, "except a dender chance. There are
those who will fight to the very end to prevent you from succeeding, and when it's dl over, you may not
win. But if you are willing to take that risk, a least you have a chance."

Dd had accepted the risk with his eyes wide open. He had done the best he could do, and now he had
lod. True, he had not received the find, irrevocable word that he had been expelled from the medica
sarvice of Hospitd Earth, but he was certain now thet it was waiting for him when he arrived at Hospita
Seditle the following morning.

The loading ramp was beginning to fill up, and Dd saw hdf a dozen of his classmates from the medica
school burst through the door from the station below, shifting their day packs from ther shoulders and
chattering among themselves. Severd of them saw him, sanding by himsdf againg the guard rail. One or
two nodded coolly and turned away; the others just ignored him. Nobody greeted him, nor even amiled.
Dd turned away and stared down once agan a the busy activity on the fidd below.

"Why so gloomy, friend?" a voice behind him said. "You look as though the ship left without you.”

Dd looked up at the tal, dark-haired young man, towering at his side, and amiled ruefully. "Hdlo, Tiger!
Asamatter of fact, it did leave. I'm waiting for the next one.

"Where to?' Frank Martin frowned down a Da. Known as "Tiga™ to everyone but the professors, the
young man's nickname fit im well. He was big, even for an Earthman, and his massive shoulders and
stubborn jaw only served to emphasize his bigness. Like the other recent graduates on the platform, he
was wearing the colored cuff and collar of the probationary physician, in the bright green of the Green
Service of Medicine. He reached out a huge hand and gently rubbed the pink fuzz-bdl gtting on DdA's
am. "What's the trouble, Da? Even Fuzzy looks worried. Where's your cuff and collar?!

"I didn't get any cuff and collar,” Dd said.
"Didnt you get an assgnment?' Tiger stared a him. "Or are you just taking a leave firg?'

Dd shook his head. "A permanent leave, | guess” he said hitterly. "Theres not going to be any
assgnment for me. Let's face it, Tiger. I'm washed out.”

"Oh, now look here—"
"I mean it. I've been booted, and that's dl thereisto it."

"But you've been in the top ten in the class right through!™ Tiger protested. "You know you passed your
finds What isthis, anyway?'



Dd reached into his jacket and handed Tiger a blue paper envelope. "I should have expected it from the
fird. They sent methisinstead of my cuff and collar.”

Tiger opened the envelope. "From Doctor Tanner,” he grunted. "The Black Plague himsdf. But what is
it?"

"Read it,” Dd said.

"You are hereby directed to appear before the medicd traning councl in the councl chambers in
Hospita Sesttle a 10:00 A.M., Friday, June 24, 2375, in order that your gpplication for assgnment to a
Generd Practice Patrol ship may be reviewed. Indgnia will not be worn. Signed, Hugo Tanner,
Phydcian, Black Service of Pathology." Tiger blinked a the notice and handed it back to Dd. "I don't
getit," he said findly. "You gpplied, you're as qudified as any of us—"

"Except in one way," Dd said, "and that's the way that counts. They don't want me, Tiger. They have
never wanted me. They only let me go through school because Black Doctor Arnquist made an issue of
it, and they didn't quite dare to veto him. But they never intended to let mefinish, not for aminute™

For a moment the two were slent, Saring down at the busy landing procedures below. A warning light
was flickering across the fidd, agnding the landing of an incoming shuttle ship, and the supply cars broke
from ther pogtions in center of the fidd and fled like beetles for the security of the garages. A
loudspeaker blared, announcing the incoming craft. Da Timgar turned, lifing Fuzzy gently from his am
into a Sde jacket pocket and shouldering his day pack. "l guess thisis my flight, Tiger. I'd better get in
line"

Tiger Martin gripped Dd's dender four-fingered hand tightly. "Look," he said intensdly, "this is some sort
of migtake that the training council will straighten out. I'm sure of it. Lots of guys have their gpplications
reviewed. It happens dl the time, but they Hill get their assgnments.”

"Do you know of any othersin this class? Or the lagt class?!

"Maybe not," Tiger sad. "But if they were washing you out, why would the council be reviewing it?
Somebody mugt be fighting for you."

"But Black Doctor Tanner is on the councll,” Dd said.
"He's not the only one on the council. It's going to work out. Youll see.”

"I hope s0," Dd said without conviction. He started for the loading line, then turned. "But where are you
going to be? What ship?'

Tiger hesitated. "Not assgned yet. I'm taking aleave. But youll be hearing from me"

The loading cdl blared from the loudspeaker. The tal Earthman seemed about to say something more,
but Da turned away and headed across toward the line for the shuttle plane. Ten minutes later, he was
doft as the tiny plane speared up through the black night sky and turned its needle nose toward the west.



He tried to deep, but couldnt. The shuttle trip from the Port of Philadephia to Hospitd Sedttle was
dmog two hours long because of passenger stops a Hospita Cleveland, Eisenhower City, New
Chicago, and Hospitd Billings In spite of the help of the pneumétic seats and a deep-cap, Dd could not
even doze. It was one of the perfect clear nights that often occurred in midsummer now that weather
control could modify Earth's ar currents so wel; the stars glittered againgt the black velvet backdrop
above, and the North American continent was free of clouds. Dd stared down at the patchwork of lights
that flickered up at him from the ground below.

Passing below him were some of the great cities, the hospitds, the research and training centers, the
resdentiad zones and supply centers of Hospita Earth, medicd center to the powerful Gadactic
Confederation, physcian in charge of the hedth of a thousand intdligent races on a thousand planets of a
thousand distant star systems. Here, he knew, was the ivory tower of gdactic medicine, the hub from
which the medicd care of the confederation arose. From the huge hospitds, research centers, and
medicad schools here, the physcians of Hospitd Earth went out to dl corners of the gdaxy. In the
permanent outpost dinics, in the gigantic hospitd shipsthat served great sectors of the gdaxy, and in the
Generd Practice Patrol ships that roved from star system to star system, they answered the cdls for
medicd assstance from a multitude of planets and races, wherever and whenever they were needed.

Dd Timgar had been on Hospitd Earth for eight years, and Hill he was a sranger here. To him this was
an dien planet, different in a thousand ways from the world where he was born and grew to manhood.
For a moment now he thought of his native home, the second planet of a hot ydlow star which Earthmen
cdled "Garv" because they couldn't pronounce its ful name in the Garvian tongue. Unthinkably distant,
yet only days away with the power of the star-drive motors thet its people had developed thousands of
years before, Garv 11 was a warm planet, teeming with activity, the trading center of the gdaxy and the
governmental headquarters of the powerful Gaactic Confederation of Worlds. Dd could remember the
days before he had come to Hospital Earth, and the many times he had longed desperately to be home

agan.

He drew hisfuzzy pink friend out of his pocket and rested him on his shoulder, fdt the tiny Slent creature
rub happily againgt his neck. It had been his own decison to come here, Dd knew; there was no one dse
to blame. His people were not physicians. Ther indincts and interests lay in trading and politics, not in the
life sciences, and plague after plague had swept across his home planet in the centuries before Hospitdl
Earth had been admitted as a probationary member of the Galactic Confederation.

But as long as Dd could remember, he had wanted to be a doctor. From the firg time he had seen a
Generd Practice Patrol ship landing in his home city to fight the plague that was killing his people by the
thousands, he had known that this was what he wanted more than anything dse to be a physician of
Hogspitd Earth, to join the ranks of the doctors who were serving the gaaxy.

Many on Earth had tried to stop him from the first. He was a Garvian, dien to Earth's dimeate and Earth's
people. The physicd differences between Earthmen and Garvians were amdl, but just enough to set him
gpart and make hm eaglly identifiable as an dien. He had one too few digits on his hands, his body was
gmdl and spindly, weighing a bare ninety pounds, and the coating of fine gray fur that covered dl but his
face and padms annoyingly grew longer and thicker as soon as he came to the comparatively cold dimae



of Hospitd Earth to live. The bone structure of his face gave his cheeks and nose a flattened appearance,
and his pae gray eyes seemed abnormdly large and wigtful. And even though it had long been known
that Earthmen and Garvians were equd in range of intdligence, his classmates ill assumed just from his
appearance that he was ether unusudly clever or unusudly stupid.

The guif that lay between him and the men of Earth went beyond mere physica differences, however.
Earthmen had differences of skin color, facid contour and physicad 9ze among them, yet made no ggn of
diginction. Dd's dienness went deeper. His classmates had been dvil enough, yet with one or two
exceptions, they had avoided him carefully. Clearly they resented his presence in ther lecture rooms and
laboratories. Clearly they fdt that he did not belong there, sudying medicine.

From the firg they had let him know unmistakably thet he was unwelcome, an intruder in their mids, the
fird member of an dien race ever to try to earn theindgniaof a physician of Hospitd Earth.

And now, Dd knew he had faled after dl. He had been alowed to try only because a powerful physcian
inthe Black Service of Pathology had befriended him. If it had not been for the friendship and support of
another Earthman in the class, Tiger Martin, the eight years of study would have been unbearably londly.

But now, he thought, it would have been far easer never to have started than to have his god snatched
away a the last minute. The notice of the council meeting left no doubt in his mind. He had falled. There
would be lots of talk, some perfunctory debate for the sake of the record, and the medica council would
wash their hands of him once and for dl. The decison, he was certain, was dready made. It was just a
matter of going through the forma motions.

Dd fdt the motors change in pitch, and the needle-nosed shuttle plane began to dip once more toward
the horizon. Ahead he could see the sorawling lights of Hospital Sesttle, dretching from the Cascade
Mountains to the sea and beyond, north to Alaska and south toward the great Cdifornia metropolitan
centers. Somewhere down there was a council room where a dozen of the most powerful physcians on
Hospitd Earth, now deeping soundly, would be meeting tomorrow for a trid that was adready over, to
pass a judgment that was aready decided.

He dipped Fuzzy back into his pocket, shouldered his pack, and waited for the ship to come down for
its landing. It would be nice, he thought wryly, if his reservations for degping quarters in the students
barracks might at least be honored, but now he wasn't even sure of that.

In the port of Seattle he went through the customary baggage check. He saw the clerk frown at his
ill-fitting clothes and not-quite-human face, and then read his passage permit carefully before brushing him
on through. Then he joined the crowd of travelers heading for the dty subways. He didn't hear the
loudspeaker blaring until the announcer had sumbled over his name hdf a dozen times.

"Doctor Dal Timgar, please report to the information booth."
He hurried back to centrd information. ™Y ou were paging me. Whét isit?'

"Tdephone message, Sr," the announcer said, his voice surprisngly respectful. "A top priority cdl. Just a
minute



Moments later he had handed Dd the ydlow telephone message sheet, and Dd was sudying the words
with a puzzled frown:

CALL AT MY QUARTERS ON ARRIVAL REGARDLESS OF HOUR STOP URGENT THAT |
SEE YOU STOP REPEAT URGENT

The message was sgned Thorvold Arnquist, Black Service and carried the priority sed of the Four-star
Pathologist. Dd read it again, shifted his pack, and started once more for the subway ramp. He thrugt the
message into his pocket, and his step quickened as he heard the whistle of the pressure-tube trains up
ahead.

Black Doctor Arnquigt, the man who had firg defended his right to sudy medicine on Hospitd Earth,
now wanted to see him before the councll mesting took place.

For the fird timein days, Dd Timgar fdt a new flicker of hope.

CHAPTER 2
HOSPITAL SEATTLE

It was a long way from the students barracks to the pathology sector where Black Doctor Arnquist
lived. Dd Timgar decided nat to try to go to the barracks fird. It was after midnight, and even though the
message had sad "regardless of hour,” DA shrank from the thought of awakening a physdan of the
Black Service a two o'clock in the morning. He was dreedy later arriving & Hospitdl Seeitle than he had
expected to be, and quite possibly Black Doctor Arnquist would be retiring. It seemed better to go there
without delay.

But one thing took priority. He found a quiet spot in the waiting room near the subway entrance and dug
into his day pack for the pressed biscuit and the canister of water he had there. He broke off a piece of
the biscuit and held it up for Fuzzy to see.

Fuzzy wriggled down onto his hand, and a tiny mouth appeared just below the shoe-button eyes. Bit by
bit Dd fed his friend the biscuit, with squirts of water in between bites. Findly, when the biscuit was
gone, DA squirted the rest of the water into Fuzzy's mouth and rubbed him between the eyes. "Fed
better now?" he asked.

The creature seemed to understand; he wriggled in DdAl's hand and blinked his eyes deepily. "All right,
then," Dd said. "Off to deep.”

Dd sarted to tuck him back into his jacket pocket, but Fuzzy dbruptly sprouted a pair of fordegs and
began gruggling fiercely to get out again. Dd grinned and replaced the little creature in the crook of his
am. "Dont like that idea so wdl, eh? Okay, friend. If you want to watch, that suits me"



He found a map of the dty at the subway entrance, and studied it carefully. Like other hospitd cities on
Earth, Sedttle was primarily a center for patient care and trestment rather than a supply or adminigrative
center. Here in Seattle specid fadilities existed for the care of the intdligent marine races that required
specidized hospitd care. The depths of Puget Sound served as a vast aguatic ward sysem where
creatures which normdly lived in salt-water oceans on their native planets could be cared for, and the
Specidty physcians who worked with marine races had fadilities here for research and teeching in tharr
Specidty. The dry-land sectors of the hospitd were organized to support the aguatic wards, the
aurgeries, the laboratories, the pharmacies and living quarters dl were arranged on the periphery of the
sat-water basin, and rapid-trangit tubes carried medicd workers, orderlies, nurses and physdans to the
widespread areas of the hospita city.

The pathology sector lay to the north of the city, and Black Doctor Arnquist was the chief pathologist of
Hogpital Seettle. DA found a northbound express tube, climbed into an empty capsule, and pressed the
buttons for the pathology sector. Presently the capsule was shifted automaticaly into the pressure tube
that would carry him thirty miles north to his destination.

It was the firg time Dd had ever vigted a Black Doctor in his quarters, and the idea made him a little
nervous. Of dl the medicd services on Hospitd Earth, none had the power of the Black Service of
Pathology. Traditiondly in Earth medicine, the pathologists had aways occupied a postion of power and
discipline. The autopsy rooms had dways been the "Temples of Truth® where the find, inarguable
answers in medicine were ultimatdy found, and for centuries pathologists had been the judges and
ingpectors of the profession of medicine.

And when Earth had become Hospitd Earth, with status as a probationary member of the Gaactic
Confederation of Worlds, it was naturd that the Black Service of Pathology had become the governors
and policy-makers, regimenting every aspect of the medica services provided by Earth physcians.

Dd knew that the medicd training council, which would be reviewing his application in just a few hours,
was made up of physcdans from dl the services—the Green Service of Medicine, the Blue Service of
Diagnoss, the Red Service of Surgery, as well as the Auxiliary Services—but the Black Doctors who sat
on the council would have thefind say, the find veto power.

He wondered now why Black Doctor Arnquist wanted to see him. At firgt he had thought there might be
gpecid news for him, word perhaps that his assgnment had come through after dl, that the interview
tomorrow would not be held. But on reflection, he redlized that didn't make sense. If that were the case,
Doctor Arnquigt would have said so, and directed him to report to a ship. More likdy, he thought, the
Black Doctor wanted to see him only to soften the blow, to hep him face the decison that seemed
inevitable.

He left the pneumatic tube and dimbed on the jitney that wound its way through the corridors of the
pathology sector and into the quiet, austere quarters of the resdent pathologists. He found the proper
concourse, and moments later he was pressing his thumb againg the identification plate outsde the Black
Doctor's persond quarters.



Black Doctor Thorvold Arnquist looked older now than when Dd had last seen him. His slvery gray har
was thinning, and there were tired lines around his eyes and mouth that Dd did not remember from
before. The old man's body seemed more wispy and frail than ever, and the black cloak across his
shoulders rustled as he led Da back into a book-lined study.

The Black Doctor had not yet gone to bed. On a desk in the corner of the sudy severa books lay open,
and arall of paper was insarted in the dicto-typer. "I knew you would get the message when you
arived,” he said as he took Dd's pack, "and | thought you might be later than you planned. A good trip,
| trust. And your friend here? He enjoys shuttle trave?' He amiled and stroked Fuzzy with a gnarled
finger. "'l suppose you wonder why | wanted to see you."

Dd Timgar nodded dowly. "About the interview tomorrow?"

"Ah, yes. The interview." The Black Doctor made a sour face and shook his head. "A bad business for
you, that interview. How do you fed about it?'

Dd spread his hands helplesdy. As dways, the Black Doctor's questions cut through the trimming to the
heart of things. They were dways difficult questions to answer.

"l ... | suppose it's something that's necessary,” he sad findlly.

"Oh?' the Black Doctor frowned. "But why necessary for you if not for the others? How many were
therein your class, induding dl the services? Three hundred? And out of the three hundred only one was
refused assgnment.” He looked up sharply at Dd, his pae blue eyes very dert in his aged face. "Right?’

"Yes, gr."

"And you redly fed it's just normd procedure that your application is being chdlenged?'
"No, gr."

"How do you fed about it, DA? Angry, maybe?"

Dd squirmed. "Yes, Sr. You might say that."

"Perhaps even hitter," the Black Doctor said.

"I did as good work as anyone elseinmy class" Dd said hotly. "I did my part as wel as anyone could, |
didn't let up once dl the way through. Bitter! Wouldn't you fed bitter?’

The Black Doctor nodded dowly. "Yes, | imagine | would," he said, snking down into the chair behind
the desk with aggh. "Asamatter of fact, | do fed alittle bitter about it, even though | was &fraid that it
might come to thisin the end. | can't blame you for your fedings™ He took a deep breath. "I wish | could
promise you tha everything would be dl right tomorrow, but I'm afraid | can't. The council has aright to
review your qudifications, and it holds the power to assgn you to a patrol ship on the spot, if it sees fit.
Conceivably, a Black Doctor might force the council's gpproval, if he were the only representative of the



Black service there. But | will not be the only Black Doctor Stting on the coundil tomorrow.”
"I know that," Dd said.

Doctor Arnquist looked up at Dd for along moment. "Why do you want to be a doctor in the firg place,
Dd? Thisiant the caling of your people. You mug be the one Garvian out of millions with the patience
and peculiar mentd make-up to permit you to madter the stientific disciplines involved in studying
medicine. Either you are different from the rest of your people—which | doubt—or else you are driven to
force yoursdf into a pattern foreign to your nature for very compeling reasons. What are they? Why do
you want medicine?'

It was the hardest question of dl, the question Dd had dreaded. He knew the answer, just as he had
known for mogt of hislife that he wanted to be a doctor above dl ese. But he had never found a way to
put the reasons into words. "I can't say," he said dowly. "I know, but | can't express it, and whenever |
try, it just sounds slly."

"Maybe your reasons don't make reasonable sense,” the old man said gently.

"But they do! At least to me, they do," Dd said. "I've dways wanted to be a doctor. There's nothing else
| want to do. To work a home, among my people.”

"There was a plague on Garv I, wasn't there?' Doctor Arnquig said. "A cydic thing that came back
agan and again. The cycle was broken just a few years ago, when the virus that caused it was findly
isolated and destroyed.”

"By the physicians of Hospitdl Earth,” Ddl said.

"It's happened again and agan," the Black Doctor said. "Weve seen the same pattern repeated a
thousand times across the gdlaxy, and it has dways puzzled us, jud a little” He smiled. "You see, our
knowledge and understanding of the life sciences here on Earth have dways grown hand in hand with the
physca sciences. We had dways assumed that the same thing would happen on any planet where arace
has developed intdligence and scientific methods of study. We were wrong, of course, which is the
reason for the existence of Hospital Earth and her physicians today, but it ill amazes us that with dl the
technology and dvilization in the gdaxy, we Eathmen are the only people yet discovered who have
developed a broad knowledge of the processes of life and illness and deeth.”

The old man looked up at his vidtor, and Da fdt his pae blue eyes searching his face. "How badly do
you want to be a doctor, DA?'

"More than anything dse | know," Dd said.
"Badly enough to do anything to achieve your god?"
Dd hestated, and stroked Fuzzy's head gently. "Wdl ... dmost anything.”

The Black Doctor nodded. "And that, of course, isthe reason | had to see you before this interview, my



friend. | know you've played the game straight right from the beginning, up to this point. Now | beg of
you nat to do the thing that you are thinking of doing.”

For amoment Dd just stared at the little old man in black, and fdt the fur on his arms and back rise up.
A wave of panic flooded his mind. He knows! he thought franticaly. He must be able to read minds!
But he thrust the idea away. There was no way that the Black Doctor could know. No race of creatures
in the gdaxy had that power. And yet there was no doubt that Black Doctor Arnquist knew what Dd
hed been thinking, just as surdy asif he had said it loud.

Dd shook his head helplesdy. "I ... | don't know what you mean.”

"I think you do," Doctor Arnquig said. "Please, Dd. Trust me. Thisis not the time to lie. The thing that
you were planning to do at the interview would be disastrous, even if it won you an assgnment. It would
be dishonest and unworthy."

Then he does know! Dd thought. But how? | couldn't have told him, or given him any hint. He fdt
Fuzzy give a frightened shiver on hisarm, and then words were tumbling out of his mouth. “I don't know
what you're taking about, there wasn't anything | was thinking of. | mean, what could | do? If the coundil
wants to assgn me to a ship, they will, and if they don't, they won'. | don't know what you're thinking
of."

"Plea="" Black Doctor Arnquist hed up his hand. "Naturdly you defend yoursdf,” he said. "I can't blame
you for that, and | suppose this is an unforgivable breach of diplomacy even to mention it to you, but |
think it must be done. Remember that we have been studying and observing your people very carefully
over the past two hundred years, Dd. It is no accident that you have such a warm attachment to your
little pink friend here, and it is no accident that wherever a Garvian is found, his Fuzzy is with him, isn't
that so? And it is no accident that your people are such excdlent tradesmen, tha you are so remarkably
illful in driving bargains favorable to yoursdves ... that you are in fact the most powerful Sngle race of
crestures in the whole Galactic Confederation.”

The old man walked to the bookshelves behind him and brought down a thick, bound manuscript. He
handed it across the desk as Dd watched him. "You may read this if you like, a your leisure. Dont
worry, it's not for publication, just a private study which | have never mentioned before to anyone, but
the pattern is unmistakable. This peculiar tlent of your people isdifficult to describe: not redly telepathy,
but an dbility to create the emotiond responses in others tha will be mogt favorable to you. Just what
part your Fuzzies play in this adility of your people | am not sure, but I'm quite certain that without them
you would not have it."

He amiled a Dd's stricken face. "A forbidden topic, eh? And yet perfectly true. Y ou know right now that
if you wanted to you could virtudly paralyze me with fright, render me helpless to do anything but stand
here and shiver, couldnt you? Or if | were hogtile to your wishes, you could suddenly force me to
sympathize with you and like you enormoudy, until | was ready to agree to anything you wanted—"

"No," Dd broke in. "Please, you don't understand! I've never done it, not once snce | came to Hospital
Eath."

"I know that. I've been watching you."



"And | wouldn' think of doing it."
"Not even a the coundil interview?'
"Never!"

"Then let me have Fuzzy now. He is the key to this specid tadent of your people. Give him to me now,
and go to the interview without him."

Dd drew back, trembling, trying to fight down panic. He brought his hand around to the soft fur of the
little pink fuzz-bdl. "I ... can't do that," he said weskly.

"Not even if it meant your assgnment to a patrol ship?'

Dd hegtated, then shook his head. "Not even then. But | won't do what you're saying, | promise you."
For along moment Black Doctor Arnquist stared at him. Then he amiled. "Will you give me your word?
"Yes | promise”

"Then | wish you good luck. | will do whet | can at the interview. But now there is a bed for you here.
You will need deep if you are to present your best appearance.”

CHAPTER 3
THE INQUISITION

The interview was hdd in the man council chambers of Hospital Seettle, and Dd could fed the tenson
the moment he stepped into the room. He looked at the long semicircular table, and studied the impassve
faces of the four-star Physicians across the table from him.

Each of the mgor medica services was represented this morning. In the center, presding over the
coundl, was a physcian of the White Service, a Four-star Radiologist whose inggnia gleamed on his
shoulders. There were two physicians each, representing the Red Service of Surgery, the Green Service
of Medicine, the Blue Service of Diagnoss, and findly, seated a ether end of the table, the
representatives of the Black Service of Pathology. Black Doctor Thorvold Arnquist sat to DdA's left; he
amiled fantly as the young Garvian stepped forward, then bused himsdf among the papers on the desk
before him. To Da's right sat another Black Doctor who was not smiling.

Dd had seen him before—the chief co-ordinator of medica education on Hospitd Earth, the "Black
Pague' of the medicd school jokes. Black Doctor Hugo Tanner was large and florid of face, blinking
owlidhly at Dd over his heavy horn-rimmed glasses. The glasses were purdy decorative; with modern
eye-cultures and transplant techniques, no Earthman had redly needed glasses to correct his vison for



the past two hundred years, but on Hugo Tanner's angry face they added a look of gravity and solemnity
that the Black Doctor could not achieve without them. Still glaring at Dd, Doctor Tanner leaned over to
speak to the Blue Doctor on hisright, and they nodded and laughed unpleasantly at some private joke.

There was no place for im to sit, so Da stood before the table, as sraight as his five-foot heght would
dlow him. He had placed Fuzzy dmost defiantly on his shoulder, and from time to time he could fed the
little creature quiver and huddle againgt his neck as though to hide from sght under his collar.

The White Doctor opened the proceedings, and at firs the questions were entirdy medicd. "We are
meding to consder this student's application for assgnment to a Generd Practice Patrol ship, as a
probationary phydcian in the Red Service of Surgery. | believe you are dl acquainted with his
educationd qudifications?"'

There was an impatient murmur around the table. The White Doctor looked up a Dd. "Your name,
please?'

"Dd Timgar, ar.”
"Your full name" Black Doctor Tanner rumbled from the right-hand end of the table.

Dd took a deep bresth and began to give his ful Gavian name It was untrandatable and
unpronounceable to Earthmen, who could not reproduce the sequence of pops and whistles that made up
the Garvian tongue. The doctors listened, blinking, as the complex family structure and ancestry which
entered into every Garvian's ful name continued to rall from Dd's lips. He was entering into the third
generation removed of his father's lineage when Doctor Tanner held up his hand.

"All right, dl right! We will accept the abbreviated name you have used on Hospital Earth. Let it be clear
on the record that the gpplicant is a native of the second planet of the Garv sysem.” The Black Doctor
settled back in his chair and began whispering again to the Blue Doctor next to him.

A Green Doctor cleared histhroat. "Doctor Timgar, what do you consider to be the basic principle that
underlies the work and services of physcians of Hospitd Earth?!

It was an old quedtion, a favorite on freshman medica school examinations. "The principle that
environments and life forms in the universe may be dissmilar, but that biochemicd reactions are universa
throughout creetion,” Da said dowly.

"Wdl memorized," Black Doctor Tanner said sourly. "What does it mean?"

"It means that the principles of chemidry, physology, pathology and the other life sciences, once
understood, can be gpplied to any living creature in the universe, and will be found vdid," Dd sad. "As
different as the various life forms may be, the basic life processes in one life form are the same, under
different conditions, as the life processes in any other life form, just as hydrogen and oxygen will combine
to form water anywhere in the universe where the proper physicd conditions preval.”

"Very good, very good,” the Green Doctor said. "But tdl me this what in your opinion is the place of



surgery in a Galactic practice of medicing?’

A more difficult question, but one that Dal's training had prepared him wel to answer. He answered it,
and faced another quedtion, and another. One by one, the doctors interrogated him, Black Doctor
Arnquis among them. The questions came faster and faster; some were exceedingly difficult. Once or
twice Dd was stopped cold, and forced to admit that he did not know the answer. Other questions
which he knew would stop other students happened to fdl in fidds he understood better than most, and
his answers were full and succinct.

But findly the questioning tapered off, and the White Doctor shuffled his papers impatiently. "If there are
no further medicd questions, we can move on to ancother aspect of this student's gpplication. Certain
questions of policy have been raised. Black Doctor Tanner had some things to say, | believe, as
co-ordinator of medica educetion.”

The Black Doctor rose ponderoudy to his feet. "I have some things to say, you can be sure of that," he
sad, "but they have nothing to do with this DA Timgar's educationd qudifications for assgnment to a
Generd Practice Patrol ship." Black Doctor Tanner paused to glare in Dd's direction. "He has been
trained in amedica school on Hospitd Earth, and gpparently has passed his find qudifying examinations
for the Red Service of Surgery. | can't argue about that.”

Black Doctor Arnquidt's voice came across the room. "Then why are we having his review, Hugo? Dd
Timgar's classmates dl received thar assgnments autometically.”

"Because there are other things to consder here than educationd qudifications” Hugo Tanner said.
"Gentlemen, consider our position for a moment. We have thousands of probationary physicians abroad
in the galaxy at the present time, fine young men and women who have been trained in medica schools
on Hospitd Earth, and now are ganing experience and judgment while fufilling our medicd service
contracts in every part of the confederation. They are probationers, but we mus not forget that we
physcians of Hospitd Earth are dso probationers. We are seeking a permanent place in this great
Gdactic Confederation, which was in existence many thousands of years before we even knew of its
exisence. It was not until our own scientists discovered the Koenig star-drive, enabling us to break free
of our own solar system, that we were met face to face with a confederation of intdligent races inhabiting
the gdaxy—among others, the people from whom this same Dd Timgar has come.”

"The higory isinteresting,” Black Doctor Arnquigt broke in, "but redlly, Hugo, | think most of us know it
dready."

"Maybe we do," Doctor Tanner said, flushing a litle "But the hidory is Sgnificant. Permanent
membership in the confederation is contingent on two qudifications. First, we mugt have developed a
gar-drive of our own, a qudificaion of intdligence, if you will. The confederation has ruled that only
races having a certain leve of inteligence can become members. A star-drive could only be devel oped
with a far-reaching understanding of the physica sciences, so thisis a vdid criterion of intdligence. But
the second qudification for confederation membership is nothing more nor less than a question of
ussfulness”

The presding White Doctor looked up, frowning. "Ussfulness?’



"Exactly. The Gdactic Confederation, with its exchange of ideass and tdents, and dl the wedth of
avilizetion it has to offer, is based on a divison of labor. Every member mugst have something to
contribute, some specid tdent. For Earthmen, the taent was obvious very early. Our technology was
primitive, our manufacturing skills mediocre, our transport and communications systems impossible. But
in our undergtanding of the life sciences, we have far outstripped any other race in the gdaxy. We had
dready solved the mgor problems of disease and longevity among our own people, while some of the
mogt advanced races in the confederation were being reduced to hdplessness by cydlic plagues which
daughtered their populations, and were caused by nothing more complex than a Smple parasitic virus.
Gav Il isan excdlent example™

One of the Red Doctors cleared his throat. "I'm afraid | don't quite see the connection. Nobody is
arguing about our ill as doctors."

"Of course not," Black Doctor Tanner said. "The point is that in dl the gdaxy, Earthmen are by their very
nature the best doctors, outstripping the most advanced physicians on any other planet. And this,
gentlemen, is our bargaining point. We are ussful to the Gdactic Confederation only as physcians. The
confederation needed us badly enough to admit us to probationa membership, but if we ever hope to
become ful members of the confederation, we must demonstrate our usefulness, our unique kill, as
physicians. We have worked hard to prove ourselves. We have made Hospitd Earth the gdactic center
of study and trestment of diseases of many races. Eathmen on the Genera Practice Patrol ships vist
planetsin the remotest sections, and their reputation as physicians has grown. Every year new planets are
writing full medica service contracts with us ... as Earthmen sarving the gdaxy—"

"As physicians serving the gdaxy,” Black Doctor Arnquist’s voice shot across the room.

"Asfar as the confederation has been concerned, the two have been synonymous™ Hugo Tanner roared.
"Until now. But now we have an dien among us. We have dlowed a non-Earthman to train in our
medicd schools. He has completed the required work, his qudifications are acceptable, and now he
proposes to go out on a patrol ship as a physcian of the Red Service of Surgery. But think of what you
are doing if you permit him to go! Y ou will be proving to every planet in the confederation that they don't
redly need Earthmen after dll, that any race from any planet might produce physicians just as capable as
Eathmen.”

The Black Doctor turned dowly to face Dd, his mouth set in a grim line. As he talked, his face had
grown dark with anger. "Understand that | have nothing againd this creature as an individud. Perhaps he
would prove to be a competent physician, dthough | cannot believe it. Perhaps he would carry on the
traditions of medica service we have worked so long to establish, athough | doubt it. But | do know that
if we parmit him to become a qudified physician, it will be the beginning of the end for Hospitd Earth.
We will be slling out our sole bargaining podtion. We can forget our hopes for membership in the
confederation, because one like him this year will mean two next year, and ten the next, and there will be
no end to it. We should have stopped it eght years ago, but certain ones prevailed to admit Dd Timgar
to traning. If we do not stop it now, for dl time, we will never be able to stop it."

Sowly the Black Doctor sat down, mationing to an orderly at the rear of the room. The orderly brought
aglass of water and a smdl capsule which Black Doctor Tanner gulped down. The other doctors were
taking heatedly among themselves as Black Doctor Arnquist rose to his feet. "Then you are daming that
our highest cdling is to keep medicine in the hands of Earthmen adone?' he asked oftly.



Doctor Tanner flushed. "Our highest cdling is to provide good medica care for our patients” he said.
"The best possible medicd care?’
"I never said otherwise."

"And yet you deny the ancient tradition that a physician's duty is to hep his patients help themsdves”
Black Doctor Arnquigt said.

"I said no such thing!" Hugo Tanner cried, jumping to his feet. "But we mug protect oursdves. We have
no other power, nothing dseto I

"And | say that if we mugt sl our medica ill for our own benefit firgt, then we are not worthy to be
physcdansto anyone,” Doctor Arnquist snapped. 'Y ou make a very convinang case, but if we examine it
closdy, we see that it amounts to nothing but fear and sdfishness.”

"Fear?' Doctor Tanner cried. "What do we have to fear if we can maintain our position? But if we must
yidd to a Garvian who has no businessin medicinein the firgt place, what can we have left but fear?'

"If I were redly convinced that Earthmen were the best physcians in the gdaxy,” Black Doctor Arnquist
replied, "I don't think 1'd have to be afraid.”

The Black Doctor at the end of the table stood up, shaking with rage. "Ligen to hm!" he cried to the
others. "Once again he is defending this creature and turning his back on common sense. All | ask is that
we keep our skills among our own people and avoid the contamination that will surely result—"

Doctor Tanner broke off, his face suddenly white. He coughed, dutching a his chest, and sank down
groping for his medicine box and the water glass. After a moment he caught his breath and shook his
head. "There's nothing more | can say," he said weakly. "I have done what | could, and the decision is up
to the rest of you." He coughed again, and dowly the color came back into his face. The Blue Doctor
had risen to hep him, but Tanner waved him aside. "No, no, it's nathing. | dlowed mysdf to become

angry.”’

Black Doctor Arnquist spread his hands. "Under the circumstances, | won't belabor the point,” he said,
"dthough | think it would be good if Doctor Tanner would pause in his activities long enough for the
surgery that would make his anger less dangerous to his own life. But he represents a view, and his right
to Sate it is beyond reproach.” Doctor Arnquigt looked from face to face dong the council table. "The
decison is yours, gentlemen, | would ask only that you consider what our highest cdling as physcians
redly is—a duty that overrides fear and sdfishness. | believe Dd Timgar would be a good physician, and
that this is more important than the planet of his origin. | think he would uphold the honor of Hospitd
Earth wherever he went, and give us hisloyaty aswel as his service. | will vote to accept his application,
and thus cancel out my colleague's negative vote. The deciding voteswill be cast by the rest of you."

He sat down, and the White Doctor looked a Da Timgar. "It would be good if you would wait outside,”
he said. "Wewill cdl you as soon as adecison is reached.”



Dd waited in an anteroom, feeding Fuzzy and trying to put out of his mind for a moment the heated
argument dill raging in the coundil chamber. Fuzzy was quivering with fright; unable to speak, the tiny
cresture nevertheless dearly experienced emations, even though DA himsdf did not know how he
received impressions, nor why.

But DA knew that there was a connection between the tiny pink creature's emaotions and the peculiar
tdent that Black Doctor Arnquist had spoken of the night before. It was not a telepathic power that Dd
and his people possessed. Just what it was, was difficult to define, yet Dd knew that every Garvian
depended upon it to some extent in deding with people around him. He knew that when Fuzzy was
gtting on his arm he could sense the emoations of those around him—the anger, the fear, the happiness,
the suspicion—and he knew that under certain circumstances, in a way he did not dlearly understand, he
could wilfully change the fedings of others toward himsdf. Not a great dedl, perhaps, nor in any specific
way, but just enough to make them look upon him and his wishes more favorably than they otherwise

might.

Throughout his years on Hospitd Earth he had vigilantly avoided usng this strange taent. Already he was
different enough from Earthmen in appearance, in ways of thinking, in likes and didikes. But these
differences were not advantages, and he had redlized that if his classmates had ever dreamed of the
advantage that he had, minor as it was, his hopes of becoming a physcian would have been destroyed
completely.

And in the council room he had kept his word to Doctor Arnquist. He had fet Fuzzy quivering on his
shoulder; he had sensed the bitter anger in Black Doctor Tanner's mind, and the temptation deliberately
to mdlow that anger had been dmost overwhdming, but he had turned it asde. He had answered
questions that were asked him, and listened to the debate with a growing sense of hopel essness.

And now the chance was gone. The decision was being made.

He paced the floor, trying to remember the expressions of the other doctors, trying to remember what
hed been said, how many had seemed friendly and how many hodtile, but he knew that only intensfied
the torture. There was nathing he could do now but walt.

At lagt the door opened, and an orderly nodded to him. Dd fet his legs tremble as he waked into the
room and faced the semi-circle of doctors. He tried to read the answer on ther faces, but even Black
Doctor Arnquist sat impassively, doodling on the pad before him, refusing to meet DA's eyes.

The White Doctor took up a sheet of paper. "We have considered your application, and have reached a
decison. You will be happy to know that your application for assgnment has been tentatively accepted.”

Dd heard the words, and it seemed as though the room were spinning around him. He wanted to shout
for joy and throw his arms around Black Doctor Arnquigt, but he stood perfectly ill, and suddenly he
noticed that Fuzzy was very quiet on his shoulder.



"You will understand that this acceptance is not irrevocable,” the White Doctor went on. "We are not
willing to guarantee your ultimate acceptance as a fully qudified Star Surgeon at this point. You will be
dlowed to wear a collar and cuff, uniform and indgnia of a probationary physician, in the Red Service,
and will be assgned aboard the Generd Practice Patrol ship Lancet, leaving from Hospita Seettle next
Tuesday. If you prove your ability in that post, your performance will once again be reviewed by this
board, but you aone will determine our decison then. Your find acceptance as a Star Surgeon will
depend entirdy upon your conduct as a member of the patrol ship's crew.” He amiled a Dd, and set the
paper down. "The council wishes you well. Do you have any questions?'

"Jugt one" DA managed to say. "Who will my crewmates be?"

"Asis cusomary, a probationer from the Green Service of Medicine and one from the Blue Service of
Diagnosis. Both have been specidly sdlected by this council. Your Blue Doctor will be Jack Alvarez,
who has shown great promise in histraining in diagnostic medicine.”

"And the Green Doctor?"

"A young man named Frank Martin,” the White Doctor said. "Known to hisfriends, | believe, as Tiger."™

CHAPTER 4
THE GALACTIC PILL PEDDLERS

The ship stood tal and straight on her launching pad, with the afternoon sunlight glinting on her hull. Half a
dozen crews of check-out men were swarming about her, ingpecting her engine and fud supplies, riding
up the gantry crane to her entrance lock, and guiding the greet cargo nets from the loading crane into her
afterhold. High up on her hull Da Timgar could see a golden caduceus emblazoned, the symbal of the
Generd Practice Patrol, and beneeth it the ship's officid name:

GPPS 238
LANCET

Dd shifted his day pack down from his shoulders, ridiculoudy pleased with the gleaming scarlet braid on
the collar and cuff of his uniform, and lifted Fuzzy up on his shoulder to see. It seemed to Dd that
everyone he had passed in the termina had been looking at the colorful indgnig it was dl he could do to
keep from holding his arm up and waving it like a banner.

"Youll get used to it," Tiger Martin chuckled as they waited for the jitney to take them across to the
launching pad. "At firg you think everybody is impressed by the colors, until you see some guy go past
with the braid dl faded and frazzled at the edges, and then you redize that you're just the latest greenhorn
ina squad of two hundred thousand men."

"It's dill good to be wearing it," Dd said. "l couldn't redly bdieve it until Black Doctor Arnquist turned
the collar and cuff over to me" He looked suspicioudy at Tiger. ™Y ou mus have known alot more about
that interview than you let on. Or, wasit just coincidence that we were assigned together?”



"Not coincidence, exactly." Tiger grinned. "I didn't know wha was going to happen. I'd requested
assgnment with you on my gpplication, and then when yours was hdd up, Doctor Arnquist asked me if
I'd be willing to wait for assgnment urtil the interview was over. So | said okay. He seemed to think you
hed a pretty good chance.”

"I'd never have made it without his backing,” Da said.

"Wdl, anyway, he figured that if you were assgned, it would be a good idea to have a friend on the
patrol ship team.”

"I won't argue about that," Dd said. "But who is the Blue Service man?

Tiger's face darkened. "I don't know much about him," he said. "He trained in Cdifornia, and | met him
just once, a a diagnosis and thergpy conference. He's supposed to be plenty smart, according to the
grapevine. | guess held have to be, to pass Diagnogtic Service finds" Tiger chuckled. "Any dope can
make it in the Medical or Surgicd Services, but diagnossis something else again.”

"Will he be in command?'

"On the Lancet? Why should he? Well share command, just like any patrol ship crew. If we run into
problems we can't agree on, we haller for hep. But if he acts like most of the Blue Doctors | know, hell
think he'sin command.”

A jitney stopped for them, and then zoomed out across the fidd toward the ship. The gantry platform
was just danging to the ground, unloading three technicians and a Four-bar Electronics Engineer. Tiger
and Dd rode the platform up again and moments later stepped through the entrance lock of the ship that
would be their home base for months and perhaps years.

They found the bunk room to the rear of the control and lab sections. A duffd bag was dready lodged
on one of the bunks, one of the foot lockers was dready occupied, and a andl but expensve camera
and a huge pair of fidd glasses were hanging from one of the wal brackets.

"Looks like our men has dready arived,” Tiger sad, tossng down his own duffd bag and looking
around the cramped quarters. "Not exactly aluxury suite, I'd say. Wonder where he is?'

"Let's look up forward,” Dd said. "Weve plenty to do before we take off. Maybe he's just getting an
ealy gart.”

They explored the ship, working their way up the centra corridor past the communications and computer
rooms and the laboratory into the man control and observation room. Here they found a thin,
dark-haired young man in a bright blue collar and cuff, Stting engrossed with a tape-reader.

For a moment they thought he hadn't heard them. Then, as though reluctant to tear himsdf away, the Blue
Doctor sighed, snapped off the reader, and turned on the swivd stoal.

"Sol" he said. "'l was beginning to wonder if you were ever going to get here”



"We ran into some ddlays" Tiger said. He grinned and held out his hand. "Jack Alvarez? Tiger Martin.
We met each other at that conference in Chicago last year."

"Yes, | remember,” the Blue Doctor said. "You found some holes in a paper | gave. Matter of fact, I've
plugged them up very nicdy snce then. You'd have trouble finding fault with the work now.” Jack
Alvarez turned his eyes to Dd. "And | suppose thisis the Garvian I've been hearing about, complete with
hislittle pink stooge.”

The moment they had walked in the door, Dd had fdt Fuzzy crouch down tight againgt his shoulder.
Now a wave of hodility struck his mind like a shower of ice water. He had never seen this thin,
dark-haired youth before, or even heard of him, but he recognized this sharp impression of hatred and
anger unmidiakably. He had felt it a thousand times among his medicad school classmates during the past
gght years, and just hours before he had fdt it in the council room when Black Doctor Tanner had turned
on him.

"It'sredly alucky break that we have Dd for a Red Doctor,” Tiger said. "We dmogt didn't get im.”

"Yes, | heard dl about how lucky we are," Jack Alvarez said sourly. He looked Da over from the gray
fur on the top of his head to the spindly legs in the illfitting trousers. Then the Blue Doctor shrugged in
disgugt and turned back to the tape-reader. "A Garvian and his Fuzzy!" he muttered. "Let's hope one or
the other knows something about surgery.”

"I think welll do dl right,” Dd said dowly.
"I think you'd better," Jack Alvarez replied.

Dd and Tiger looked a each other, and Tiger shrugged. "It'sdl right,” he said. "We know our jobs, and
well manage.”

Dd nodded, and started back for the bunk room. No doubt, he thought, they would manage.

But if he had thought before that the assgnment on the Lancet was going to be easy, he knew now that
he was wrong.

Tiger Martin may have been Doctor Arnquist's sdection as a crewmate for him, but there was no
guestion in hismind that the Blue Doctor on the Lancet's crew was Black Doctor Hugo Tanner's choice.

The firg meeting with Jack Alvarez hardly seemed promising to ether Dd or Tiger, but if there was
trouble coming, it was postponed for the moment by common consent. In the few days before blast-off
there was no time for conflict, or even for much talk. Each of the three crewmen had two full weeks of
work to accomplish in two days, each knew his job and buried himsdf in it with awill.

The ship's medicd and surgicd supplies had to be inventoried, and missing or required supplies ordered



up. New supplies coming in had to be checked, tested, and stored in the ship's limited hold space. It was
like preparing for an extended pack trip into wilderness country; once the Lancet |eft its home base on
Hospitd Earth it was aworld to itsdf, equipped to support its physician-crew and provide the necessary
equipment and data they would need to dedl with the problems they would face. Like dl patrol ships, the
Lancet was equipped with automatic launching, navigation and drive mechanisms, no crew other than the
three doctors was required, and in the event of mechanicd failures, mantenance ships were on continua
cal.

The ship was responsible for patrolling an enormous area, induding hundreds of stars and their planetary
sysems—yet its territory was only atiny segment of the gaaxy. Landings were to be made a various
specified planets maintaining permanent dinic outposts of Hospital Earth; certain staple supplies were
carried for each of these check points. Asde from these londly dinic contacts, the nearest port of cdl for
the Lancet was one of the hospital ships that continuoudy worked dow orhits through the star systems of
the confederation.

But a hospitd ship, with its gaff of Two-star and Three-star Physicians, was not to be cdled except in
cases of extreme need. The probationers on the patrol ships were expected to be sdf-aufficient. Their
job was to handle diagnosis and care of dl but the mogt difficult problems that arosein their travels. They
were the firg to answer the medica cals from any planet with a medicd service contract with Hospita
Earth.

It was an enormous respongibility for doctors-in-training to assume, but over the years it had proven the
best way to train and weed out new doctors for the greater responsibilities of hospitd ship and Hospitd
Eath assgnments. There was no set period of duty on the patrol ships, how long a young doctor
remaned in the Generd Practice Patrol depended to a large extent upon how wel he handled the
problems and responsibilities that faced him; and snce the firs years of Hospitd Earth, the fledgling
doctors in the Genera Practice Patrol—the sdf-styled "Gdactic Rl Peddlers'—had lived up to their
responsbilities. The reputation of Hospita Earth rested on their shoulders, and they never forgot it.

As he worked on hisinventories, Dd Timgar thought of Doctor Arnquist’'s words to him after the coundl
hed handed down its decision. "Remember that judgment and skill are two different things” he had said.
"Without kill in the basic principles of diagnoss and treatment, medica judgment isn't much help, but
sill without the judgment to know how and when to use it can be downright dangerous. Youll be judged
both on the judgment you use in deciding the right thing to do, and on the kill you use in doing it." He
hed given Dd the box with the coveted collar and cuff. "The colors are pretty, but never forget what they
gtand for. Until you can convince the council that you have both the skill and the judgment of a good
physician, you will never get your Star. And you will be watched dosdy; Black Doctor Tanner and
certain others will be waiting for the dightest excuse to recdl you from the Lancet. If you give them the
opportunity, nothing | can do will stop it."

And now, as they worked to prepare the ship for service, Dd was determined that the opportunity would
not arise. When he was not working in the storerooms, he was in the computer room, reviewing the
thousands of tapes that carried the basic information about the contract planets where they would be
vigting, and the races that inhabited them. If errors and fumbles and mistakes were made by the crew of
the Lancet, he thought grimly, it would not be Dd Timgar who made them.

Thefirgt night they met in the control room to divide the many extracurricular jobs involved in mantaning
apatral ship.



Tiger's interest in eectronics and communications made him the best man to handle the radio; he
accepted the post without comment. " Jack, you should be in charge of the computer,” he said, "because
youll be the one wholl need the information firgt. The lab is probably your fidd too. Dd can be
responsible for stores and supplies aswel as his own surgicd ingruments™

Jack shrugged. "I'd just as soon handle supplies, too,” he said.
"Wil, there's no need to overload one man,” Tiger said.

"I wouldn't mind that. But when there's something | need, | want to be sure it's going to be there without
any goof-ups,”" Jack said.

"l can handleit dl right," Dd said.
Jack just scowled. "What about the contact man when we make landings?' he asked Tiger.

"Seems to me Dd would be the one for that, too," Tiger said. "His people are traders and bargainers,
right, Da? And firs contact with the people on unfamiliar planets can be important.”

"It sure can,” Jack said. "Too important to take chances with. Look, thisis a ship from Hospitd Earth.
When somebody cdls for help, they expect to see an Earthman turn up in response. What are they going
to think when a patrol ship lands and he walks out?'

Tiger's face darkened. "Theyll be able to see his collar and cuff, won't they?"
"Maybe. But they may wonder what he's doing wearing them.”
"W, they'll just have to learn,” Tiger snapped. "And youll have to learn, too, | guess.”

Dd had been stting slently. Now he shook his head. "I think Jack isright on this one" he said. "It would
be better for one of you to be contact man."

"Why?" Tiger said angrily. "You're as much of a doctor from Hospitd Earth as we are, and the sooner
we get your pogtion here sraight, the better. We aren't going to have any ugly ducklings on this ship, and
we aren't going to hide you in the hold every time we land on a planet. If we want to make anything but a
mess of this cruise, welve got to work as ateam, and that means everybody shares the important jobs.”

"That'sfing" Dd said, "but | dill think Jack isright on this point. If we are waking into amedica problem
on a planet where the patrol isnt too wel known, the contact man by rights ought to be an Earthman.”

Tiger started to say something, and then spread his hands helplesdy. "Okay," he said. "If youre satisfied
with it, let's get on to these other things" But obvioudy he wasn't satisfied, and when Jack disappeared
toward the storeroom, Tiger turned to Dd. "You shouldn't have givenin," he said. "If you give that guy as
much as an inch, you're just asking for trouble.



"It isnt amatter of givingin," Dd ingsted. "l think he was right, that's dl. Don't let's start a fight where we
don't haveto."

Tiger yielded the point, but when Jack returned, Tiger avoided him, keeping to himsdf the rest of the
evening. And later, as he tried to get to deep, Dd wondered for a moment. Maybe Tiger was right.
Maybe he was just dodging a head-on dash with the Blue Doctor now and setting the stage for a red
colligon later.

Next day the argument was forgotten in the air of rigng excitement as embarkation orders for the Lancet
came through. Preparations were completed, and only last-minute double-checks were required before
blagt-off.

But an hour before count-down began, a jitney buzzed across the fidd, and a Two-star Pathologist
cimbed aboard with his three black-cloaked orderlies. " Shakedown inspection,” he said curtly. "Just a
meatter of routine” And with that he stalked dowly through the ship, checking the storage holds, the
inventories, the lab, the computer with its information banks, and the control room. As he went dong he
kept firing medicd questions at Dd and Tiger, hardly pausng long enough for the answers, and ignoring
Jack Alvarez completdly. "What's the norma range of serum cholesterol in a vegetarian race with Terran
environment? How would you run a Wenberg eectrophoresis? How do you determine individud
radiaion tolerance? How would you prepare a heart culture for cardiac transplant on board this ship?”
The questions went on until Tiger and Dd were breathless, as count-down time grew closer and closer.
Fndly the Black Doctor turned back toward the entrance lock. He seemed vagudly disappointed as he
checked the record sheets the orderlies had been keegping. With an odd look at Dd, he shrugged. "All
right, here are your clearance papers,” he said to Jack. "Your supply of serum globulin fractions is up to
black-book requirements, but youll run short if you happen to hit a virus epidemic; better take on a
couple of more cases. And check centra information just before leaving. Weve sgned two new
contractsin the past week, and the co-ordinator's office has some advance information on both of them.”

When the inspector had gone, Tiger wiped his forehead and sighed. "Tha was no routine shakedown!™
he said. "What is a Wenberg e ectrophoresis?

"A method of separating serum proteins,” Jack Alvarez said. "You ran them in third year biochemidry.
And if we do hit avirus epidemic, you'd better know how, too."

He gave Tiger an unpleasant smile, and started back down the corridor as the count-down sgnd began
to buzz.

But for dl the advance arrangements they had made to divide the ship's work, it was Da Timgar who
took complete control of the Lancet for the fird two weeks of its cruise. Nether Tiger nor Jack
chdlenged his command; not a word was raised in protest. The Earthmen were too sck to talk, much
less complain about anything.

For Dd the blast-off from the port of Seettle and the conversion into Koenig star-drive was nothing new.
Hisfather owned afleat of Garvian trading ships that traveled to the far corners of the gdaxy by means of
a dtar-drive so amilar to the Koenig engines that only an eectronic engineer could tdl them apart. All his
life Da had traveled on the outgoing freighters with his father; star-drive converson was no surprise to
him.



But for Jack and Tiger, it was ther firsd experience in a star-drive ship. The Lancet's piloting and
navigation were entirdly automatic; its destination was smply coded into the drive computers, and the
ship was ready to legp across light years of space in a matter of hours. But the converson to star-drive,
asthe Lancet was wrenched, crew and dl, out of the norma space-time continuum, was far outside of
norma human experience. The physicd and emationd shock of the conversion hit Jack and Tiger like a
dedge hammer, and during the long hours while the ship was traveling through the time-less, distance-less
universe of the drive to the pre-set co-ordinates where it materidized again into conventiond space-time,
the Earthmen were retching vidlently, too sick to budge from the bunk room. It took over two weeks,
with stops at hdf a dozen contract planets, before Jack and Tiger began to adjust themsdves to the
frightening and confusing sensations of converson to star-drive. During this time Dd carried the load of
the ship's work aone, while the others lay gasping and exhausted in their bunks, trying to raly strength for
the next dhift.

To his horror, Dd discovered that the firg plangtary stop-over was traditiondly a hazing stop. It had
been awell-kept patrol secret; the outpost dinic on Tempera VI was waiting eagerly for the arrivd of the
new "green” crew, knowing full wel that the doctors aboard would hardly be able to sumble out of their
bunks, much less to cope with medicd problems. The outpost men had concocted a medicd "crigs’ of
daggering proportions to present to the Lancet's crew; they were so dearly disgppointed to find the
ship's Red Doctor inful command of himsdf that Da obligingly became vidlently ill too, and did his best
to mimick Jack and Tiger's floundering efforts to pull themsdves together and do something about the
"problem” that suddenly descended upon them.

Later, there was a party and celebration, with musc and food, as the dinic gaff welcomed the pale and
shaken doctors into the joke. The outpost men plied Dd for the latest news from Hospitd Earth. They
were surprised to see a Garvian aboard the Lancet, but no one at the outpost showed any dgn of
resentment at the scarlet braid on Dd's collar and cuff.

Sowly Jack and Tiger got used to the peculiarities of popping in and out of hyperspace. It was sad that
immunity to star-drive sickness was hard to acquire, but lasted a lifetime, and would never again bother
them once it was achieved. Bit by bit the Earthmen crept out of their shdlls, to find the shipin order and a
busy Dd Timgar relieved and happy to have them aboard again.

Fortunatdly, the medicd problems that came to the Lancet in the fird few weeks were largdy routine.
The ship stopped at the specified contact points—some far out near the rim of the gdactic congtdlation,
others in closer to the densdly star-populated center. At each outpost dinic the Lancet was welcomed
with open arms. The outpost men were hungry for news from home, and happy to see fresh supplies; but
they were dso glad to review the current medica problems on their planets with the new doctors,
exchanging opinions and arguing diagnosis and therapy into the smal hours of the night.

Occasondly cdls came in to the ship from contract planets in need of help. Usudly the problems were
easy to handle. On Sngdl 111, atiny planet of a cooling giant star, help was needed to ded with a new
outbreak of a smdlpox-like plague that had once decimated the population; the disease had findly been
controlled after a Hospita Earth research team had identified the organiam that caused it, determined its
molecular structure, and synthesized an antibiotic that could destroy it without damaging the body of the
host. But now a flareup had occurred. The Lancet brought in supplies of the antibiotic, and Tiger Martin
spent two days showing Singdlese physcians how to control further outbreaks with modern methods of
immunizetion and antisepsis.



Another planet cdled for a patrol ship when a bridge-building disaster occurred; one of the beetle-like
workmen had been badly crushed under a massve sted girder. Dd spent over eighteen hours draight
with the patient in the Lancet's surgery, carefully repairing the creature's damaged exoskeleton and
grafting new segments of bone for regeneration of the hopeesdy ruined parts, with Tiger adminigtering
anaesthesia and Jack preparing the grafts from the freezer.

On another planet Jack faced hisfird red diagnogtic chalenge and met the test with flying colors. Here a
new cancer-like degenerative disease had been gppearing among the natives of the planet. It had never
before been noted. Initid attempts to find a causative agent had dl three of the Lancet's crew spending
deegpless nights for a week, but Jack's careful sudy of the pattern of the disease and the biochemica
reactions that accompanied it brought out the answer: the disease was caused by a rare form of genetic
change which made crippling dterations in an essentid enzyme system. Knowing this, Tiger quickly found
a drug which could be subgtituted for the damaged enzyme, and the problem was solved. They Ieft the
planet, assuring the planetary government that |aboratories on Hospital Earth would begin working a
once to find a way actudly to rebuild the damaged genes in the embryonic cdls, and thus put a
permanent end to the disease.

These were routine cdls, the kind of ordinary generd medicd work that the patrol ships were expected
to handle. But the vigts to the various planets were welcome breaks in the pattern of patrol ship life The
Lancet was fully equipped, but her crew's quarters and living space were cramped. Under the best
conditions, the crewmen on patrol ships got on each other's nerves, on the Lancet there was an
additiondl focus of tenson that grew worse with every passing hour.

From the firg Jack Alvarez had made no pretense of pleasure a Da's company, but now it seemed that
he ddiberately sought opportunities to annoy him. The thin Blue Doctor's face set into an angry mold
whenever DA was around. He would get up and leave when Dd entered the control room, and
complained loudly and bitterly at minor flawsin Da's shipboard work. Nothing Dd did seemed to please
him.

But Tiger had a worse time controlling himsdf & the Blue Doctor's digs and dights than Dd did. "It's like
living in an armed camp,” he complained one night when Jack had stalked angrily out of the bunk room.
"Can't even open your mouth without having him jump down your throat.”

"l know," Dd said.
"And he's doing it on purpose.”
"Maybe so. But it won't help to lose your temper.”

Tiger clenched ahuge fig and dammed it into his pam. "He's just deliberatdy picking at you and picking
a you," he sad. "You can't take that forever. Something's got to bresk.”

"Itsdl right," Dd assured him. "l just ignore it."

But when Jack began to shift his attack to Fuzzy, Dd could ignoreit no longer.



One night in the control room Jack threw down the report he was writing and turned angrily on Dd. "Tdl
your friend there to turn the other way before | lose my temper and splatter him dl over the wall," he
sad, pointing to Fuzzy. "All he does is St there and stare at me and I'm getting fed up with it."

Fuzzy drew himsdf up tightly, shivering on Dd's shoulder. Da reached up and stroked the tiny creature,
and Fuzzy's shoe-button eyes disappeared completdy. "There" Dd said. "Isthat better?”

Jack stared at the place the eyes had been, and his face darkened suspicioudy. "Wdl, what happened to
them?' he demanded.

"Wha happened to what?"
"To hiseyes, you idiot!"
Dd looked down at Fuzzy. "I don't see any eyes.”

Jack jumped up from the stool. He scowled at Fuzzy as if commanding the eyes to come back again. Al
he saw was a and| bdl of pink fur. "Look, he's been blinking them a me for a week," he snarled. "I
thought dl aong there was something funny about him. Sometimes he's got legs and sometimes he hasnt.
Sometimes he looks fuzzy, and other times he hasn't got any hair at dl.”

"Hée's a pleomorph,” Dd said. "No cdlular sructure & dl, just a protein-colloid matrix.”

Jack glowered at the inert little pink lump. "Dont be dlly," he said, curious in spite of himsdf. "What
holds him together?'

"Who knows? | don't. Some kind of eectro-chemica cohesve force. The only reason he has ‘'eyes is
because he thinks | want him to have eyes. If you don' likeit, he won't have them any more.”

"Whl, that's very obliging,” Jack said. "But why do you keep him around? What good does he do you,
anyhow? All he does is eat and drink and deep.”

"Does he have to do something?' Dd said evadvely. "He isn't bothering you. Why pick on him?'

"He just seems to worry you an awful lot," Jack said unpleasantly. "Let's see him a minute™ He reached
out for Fuzzy, then jerked hisfinger back with a yelp. Blood dripped from the finger tip.

Jack's face dowly went white. “Why, he—he bit me!”

"Yes, and you'e lucky he didn't take a finger off," Dd said, trembling with anger. "He doesn't like you
any more than | do, and youll get bit every time you come near him, so you'd better keep your hands to
yoursdlf."

"Dont worry," Jack Alvarez said, "he won't get another chance. You can just get rid of him."



"Not a chance" Dd said. "You leave him done and he won't bother you, that's dl. And the same thing
goes for me”

"If he isnt out of here in twelve hours, Il get a warrant,” Jack said tightly. "There are laws againgt
keeping dangerous pets on patrol ships”

Somewhere in the main corridor an darm bdl began buzzing. For a moment Dd and Jack stood frozen,
gaing a each other. Then the door burst open and Tiger Martin's head appeared. "Hey, you two, let's
get moving! We've got acdl coming in, and it looks like a tough one. Come on back herel™

They headed back toward the radio room. The sgnd was coming through franticadly as Tiger reached for
the pile of punched tape running out on the floor. But as they crowded into the radio room, Dd fdt Jack's
hand on his arm. "If you think | was fooling, you're wrong," the Blue Doctor sad through his teeth.
"Youve got twelve hours to get rid of him."

CHAPTER 5
CRISISON MORUA VI

The three doctors huddled around the teletype, waitching as the decoded message was punched out on
the tape. "It Started coming in just now," Tiger said. "And they've been beaming the Sgnd in a spherica
pattern, apparently trying to pick up the nearest ship they could get. There's cartainly some sort of trouble
going on."

The message was brief, repeated over and over: REQUIRE MEDICAL AID URGENT REPLY AT
ONCE. This was followed by the code letters that desgnated the plandt, its location, and the number of
itsmedica service contract.

Jack glanced at the code. "Morua VIII," he said. "l think that's a grade | contract.” He began punching
buttons on the reference pand, and severd screening cards came down the dot from the information
bank. "Yes. The eghth planet of alarge Sol-type star, the only inhabited planet in the systlem with a sngle
intdligent race, urane evolutionary pattern.” He handed the cards to Tiger. "Teddy-bears, yet!"

"Mammds?' Tiger said.
"Looks likeit. And they even hibernate."
"What about the contract?' Dd asked.

"Grade I," sad Tiger. "And they've had a thorough survey. Moderately advanced in ther own medica
care, but they have ful medicd coverage any time they think they need it. We'd better get an
acknowledgment back to them. Jack, get the ship ready to star-jump while Dd starts digging informetion
out of the bank. If this race has its own doctors, they'd only be hallering for help if they're up againg a



tough one."

Tiger settled down with earphones and tranamitter to try to make contact with the Moruan planet, while
Jack went forward to control and Dd started to work with the tape reader. There was no argument now,
and no dissenson. The procedure to be followed was a well-established routine: acknowledge the call,
edimate ariva time, rday the cdl and response to the programmers on Hospitd Earth, prepare for
sar-drive, and start gathering data fast. With no hint of the nature of the trouble, their job was to get
there, equipped with as much information about the planet and its people as time dlowed.

The Moruan system was not distant from the Lancet's present location. Tiger caculated that two hoursin
Koenig drive would put the ship in the vidnity of the planet, with another hour required for landing
procedures. He passed the word on to the others, and Dd began digging through the mass of information
inthe tape library on Morua V11 and its people.

There was a wedth of data Morua VIII had sgned one of the fird medicd service contracts with
Hospitd Earth, and a thorough medica, biochemica, socid and psychologica survey had been made on
the people of that world. Since the origind survey, much additiond information had been amassed, based
on patrol ship reports and dozens of specidty sudies that had been done there.

And out of this data, a picture of Morua V11l and its inhabitants began to emerge.

The Moruans were moderatdy intdligent creatures, warm-blooded ar breathers with an oxygen-based
metabolism. Their planet was cold, with 17 per cent oxygen and much water vapor in its atmosphere.
With its vast snow-fields and great mountain ranges, the plangt was a popular resort area for
oxygen-bregthing creatures, most of the natives were engaged in some work related to winter sports.
They were wel fitted anatomicaly for therr dimate, with thick black fur, broad flat hind feet and a
four-inch layer of fa between thar skin and their vitd organs.

Swiftly Dd reviewed the emergency file, checking for common drugs and chemicals that were poisonous
to Moruans, accidents that were common to the race, and specid problems that had been met by
previous patrol ships. The deeper he dug into the mass of data, the more worried he became. Where
should he begin? Searching in the dark, there was no way to guess what informetion would be necessary
and what part totaly usdess.

He buzzed Tiger. "Any word on the nature of the trouble?' he asked.

"Jug got through to them,” Tiger said. "Not too much to go on, but they're redly in an uproar. Sounds
like they've started some kind of organ-transplant surgery and their native surgeon got cold feet hafway
through and wants us to ball him out." Tiger paused. "l think this is going to be your show, Da. Better
check up on Moruan anatomy.”

It was better than no information, but not much better. Fuzzy huddied on Dd's shoulder as if he could
sense his master's excitement. Very few races under contract with Hospitd Earth ever attempted their
own mgor surgery. If a Moruan surgeon had walked into a tight spot in the operating room, it could be a
red test of ill to get him—and his patient—out of it, even on a rdatively smple procedure. But
organ-trangplantation, with the delicate vascular surgery and micro-surgery that it entailed, was never
ample. In incompetent hands, it could turn into a nightmare.



Dd took a deep breath and began running the anatomicd atlas tapes through the reader, checking the
critical points of Moruan anatomy. Oxygen-transfer system, circulatory system, rend filtration system—at
fird glance, there was little resemblance to any of the "typicad" oxygen-bresthing mammads Dd had
Sudied in medica school. But then something struck a familiar note, and he remembered sudying the
peculiar Moruan rend system, in which the creature's chemicad waste products were filtered from the
bloodstream in a series of tubules passing across the peritoneum, and re-absorbed into the intestine for
excretion. Bit by hit other points of the anatomy came clear, and in hdf an hour of intense sudy Dd
began to see how the inhabitants of Morua V11 were put together.

Sidied for the moment, he then pulled the tapes that described the Moruans own medicd
advancement. What were they doing attempting organ-transplantation, anyway? Tha was the kind of
urgery that even experienced Star Surgeons preferred to take aboard the hospitd ships, or back to
Hospitd Earth, where the finest equipment and the mogt skilled assistants were available.

There was a Sgnd buzzer, the two-minute warning before the Koenig drive took over. Da tossed the
tape spools back into the bin for refiling, and went forward to the control room.

Jugt short of two hours later, the Lancet shifted back to normd space drive, and the cold ydlow sun of
the Moruan system swam into sght in the viewscreen. Far below, the tiny eighth planet glistened like a
snowbdl in the reflection of the sun, with only occasond rents in the cloud blanket reveding the ragged
surface below. The doctors watched as the ship went into descending orbit, skimming the outer
atmosphere and sdtling into alanding pattern.

Beneeth the cloud blanket, the frigid surface of the planet spread out before them. Great snow-covered
mountain ranges rose up on ether sde. A forty-mile gde howled across the landing fidd, sweeping
clouds of powdery snow beforeit.

A huge gawky vehide seemed to be walting for the ship to land; it shot out from the huddle of gray
buildings dmost the moment they touched down. Jack dipped into the furs that he had pulled from stores,
and went out through the entrance lock and down the ladder to meet the dark furry creatures that were
bunding out of the vehicle below. The dectronic language trandator was strapped to his chest.

Fve minutes later he reappeared, frost forming on his blue collar, his face white as he looked a Dd.
"Youd better get down thereright away," he said, "and take your micro-surgicd ingruments. Tiger, give
me a hand with the anaesthesia tanks. They're keeping a patient dive with a heart-lung machine right
now, and they can't finish the job. It looks like it might be bad.”

The Moruan who escorted them across the city to the hospital was a huge shaggy creature who left no
question of the evolutionary line of his people. Except for the flattened nose, the high forehead and the
fur-less hand with opposing thumb, he looked for dl the world like a mammoth edition of the Kodiak
bears Dd had seen displayed at the naturd history museum in Hospitd Philadelphia. Like dl creatures
with oxygen-and-water based metabolisms, the Moruans could trace their evolutionary line to minute
one-cdlled salt-water creatures; but with the bitter cold of the planet, the firs land-creatures to emerge
from the primeva swamp of Morua V111 had developed the heavy furs and the hibernation characteristics



of bear-like mammas. They towered over Dd, and even Tiger seemed dwarfed by their immense chest
girth and powerful shoulders.

As the surface car hurried toward the hospital, Da probed for more information. The Moruan's voice
was a hoarse growl which nearly deafened the Earthmen in the confined quarters of the car but Dd with
the ad of the trandator could piece together what had happened.

More sophisticated in medicad knowledge than most races in the gdaxy, the Moruans had learned a great
ded from their contact with Hospitd Earth physicians. They actudly did have a remarkable grasp of
physology and biochemistry, and congtantly sought to learn more. They had dready found ways to grow
replacement organs from embryonic grafts, the Moruan said, and by copying the techniques used by the
surgeons of Hospitd Earth, their own surgeons had attempted the delicate job of replacing a diseased
organ with a new, hedthy one in a young mde aflicted with cancer.

Dd looked up a the Moruan doctor. "What organ were you replacing?’ he asked suspicioudly.

"Oh, not the entire organ, just a segment,” the Moruan said. "The tumor had caused an obstructive
pneumonia—"

"Are you taking about a segment of lung?' Da said, dmost choking.
"Of course. That's where the tumor was."

Dd swalowed hard. "So you just decided to replace a ssgment.”
"Yes. But something has gone wrong, we don't know what."

"I see" It was dl Dd could do to keep from shouting a the huge creature. The Moruans had no
duplication of organs, such as Eathmen and certain other races had. A tumor of the lung would mean
degth ... but the technique of grafting a culture-grown lung segment to a portion of natura lung required
enormous surgicd skill, and the fines microscopic indruments that could be made in order to suture
together the tiny capillary walls and air tubules. And if one lung were destroyed, a Moruan had no other
to take its place. "Do you have any micro-surgicd insruments at dl?"

"Oh, yes" the Moruan rumbled proudly. "We made them oursdves, just for this case."
"You mean youve never attempted this procedure before?”

"Thiswas the firg time. We don't know where we went wrong."

"Y ou went wrong when you thought about trying it," Da muttered. "What anaesthesia?'

"Oxygen and dcohal vapor.”

This was no surprise. With many species, dcohal vapor was more effective and less toxic than other



anaesthetic gases. "And you have a heart-lung meching?!
"Thefines available, on lease from Hospitd Earth.”

All the way through the city Dd continued the questioning, and by the time they reached the hospita he
hed an idea of the task that was facing him. He knew now thét it was going to be bad; he didn't redize
just how bad until he walked into the operating room.

The patient was barely dive. Recognizing too late that they werein water too deep for them, the Moruan
surgeons had gone into panic, and neglected the very fundamentas of physologica support for the
creature on the table. Dd had to dimb up on a platform just to see the operating fidd; the faithful wheeze
of the heart-lung machine that was sugtaining the creature continued in DdAl's ears as he examined the
work adready done, firg with the naked eye, then scanning the operative fidd with the crude microscopic
eyepiece.

"How long has he been anaesthetized?' he asked the shaggy operating surgeon.

"Over eighteen hours aready.”

"And how much blood has he received?’

"A dozen liters"

"Any more on hand?'

"Perhgps Sx more."

"W, you'd better get it into him. He's in shock right now.”

The surgeon scurried away while Dd took another look at the micro fidd. The Stuation was bad; the
anaesthesia had dready gone on too long, and the blood chemistry record showed progressive falure.

He stepped down from the platform, trying to clear his head and decide the right thing to do.

He had done micro-surgery before, plenty of it, and he knew the techniques necessary to complete the
job, but the thought of atempting it chilled him. At best, he was on unfamiliar ground, with a dozen
factors that could go wrong. By now the patient was a dreadful risk for any surgeon. If he were to step in
now, and the patient died, how would he explain not cdling for help?

He stepped out to the scrub room where Tiger was waiting. "Where's Jack?' he said.
"Wert back to the ship for the rest of the surgicd pack.”

Dd shook his head. "I don't know whét to do. | think we should get him to a hospitd ship.”



"Isit more than you can handle?' Tiger said.
"I could probably do it dl right—but | could lose him, too.”
A frown creased Tiger's face. "Dd, it would take six hours for a hospital ship to get here”

"I know that. But on the other hand...." Dd spread his hands. He fet Fuzzy crouching in a tight frightened
lump in his pocket. He thought again of the delicate, paingtaking microscopic work that remained to be
done to bring the new section of lung into postion to function, and he shook his head. "Look, these
cregtures hibernate,”" he said. "If we could get him cooled down enough, we could lighten the anaesthesia
and maintain him as is, indefinitey.”

"Thisis up to you," Tiger said. "'l don't know anything about surgery. If you think we should just hold
tight, that's what well do.”

"All right. | think we'd better. Have them notify Jack to sgnd for a hospitd ship. Well just try to gtick it

Tiger left to pass the word, and Dd went back into the operating room. Suddenly he fdt as if a great
weight had been lifted from his shoulders. There would be Three-star Surgeons on a Hospitd Ship to
handle this, it seemed an enormous rdief to have the task out of his hands. Y et something was wriggling
uncomfortably in the back of his mind, a quiet little voice saying this isn't right, you should be doing
this yoursalf right now instead of wasting precious time....

He thrugt the thought away angrily and ordered the Moruan physicians to bring in ice packs to coal the
patient's huge hulk down to hibernation temperatures. "We're going to send for hdp," Dd told the
Moruan surgeon who had met them at the ship. "This man needs specidized care, and we'd be taking too
much chance to try to do it thisway."

"You mean you're sending for a hospital ship?'
"That'sright,” Dd said.

This news seemed to upset the Moruans enormoudy. They began growling among themsalves, moving
back from the operating table.

"Then you can't save him?' the operating surgeon said.
"I think he can be saved, cartainly!”
"But we thought you could just step in—"

"I could, but that would be taking chances that we don't need to take. We can maintain him until the
hospitd ship arrives”



The Moruans continued to growl ominoudy, but Da brushed past them, checking the vitd sgns of the
patient as his body temperature dowly dropped. Tiger had taken over the anaesthesia, keeping the
patient under as light a dosage of medication as was possible.

"What's edting them?' he asked Dd quietly.

"They don't want a hospitd ship here very much," Dd said. "Afrad theyll look like fools dl over the
Confederation if the word gets out. But that's their worry. Ours is to keep this bruiser dive until the ship

gets here”

They settled back to wait.

It was an agonizing time for Da. Even Fuzzy didn't seem to be much comfort. The patient was clearly not
doing well, even with the low body temperatures Da had induced. His blood pressure was sagging, and
a one time Tiger sat up sharply, saring a his anaesthesa dids and frowning in darm as the
nervous-system reections flagged. The Moruan physicians hovered about, increesngly unessy as they
saw the doctors from Hospital Earth waiting and doing nothing. One of them, unable to control himsdf
any longer, tore off his gerile gown and stalked angrily out of the operating suite.

A dozen times Da was on the verge of stepping in. It was beginning to look now like a race with time,
and precious minutes were passng by. He cursed himsdf inwardly for not taking the bit in his teeth at the
beginning and going ahead the best he could; it had been a mistake in judgment to wait. Now, as minutes
passed into hoursit looked more and more like a mistake that was going to cost the life of a patient.

Then there was a murmur of excitement outside the operating room, and word came in that another ship
hed been sghted making landing maneuvers. Da clenched his figts, praying thet the patient would last
until the hospitd ship crew arrived.

But the ship that was landing was not a hospitd ship. Someone turned on a TV scanner and picked up
the image of a amdl ship hardly larger than a patrol ship, with just two passengers stepping down the
ladder to the ground. Then the camera went close-up. Dd saw the faces of the two men, and his heart
sank.

One was a Four-star Surgeon, resplendent in flowing red cape and glisgening Slver indgnia Dd did not
recognize the man, but the four stars meant that he was a top-ranking physician in the Red Service of

Surgery.

The other passenger, gathering his black cloak and hood around him as he faced the blistering wind on
the landing fidd, was Black Doctor Hugo Tanner.

Moments after the Four-star Surgeon arrived a the hospitd, he was fully and unmistakably in command
of the Stuaion. He gave Dd an icy stare, then turned to the Moruan operating surgeon, whom he seemed
to know very wdl. After a short barrage of questions and answers, he scrubbed and gowned, and



saked past Dd to the crude Moruan micro-surgica control table.

It took him exactly fifteen seconds to scan the entire operating fidd through the viewer, discussng the
anaomy as the Moruan surgeon watched on a connecting screen. Then, without hestation, he began
manipulaing the micro-ingruments. Once or twice he murmured something to Tiger a the anaesthesia
controls, and occasiondly he nodded reassurance to the Moruan surgeon. He did not even invite Dd to
observe.

Ten minutes later he rose from the control table and threw the switch to stop the heart-lung machine. The
patient took a gasping breeth on his own, then another and another. The Four-star Surgeon stripped off
his gown and gloves with a flourish. "It will be dl right," he said to the Moruan physcian. "An excdlent
job, Doctor, excdlent!" he said. "Your technique was flawless, except for the tiny matter you have just
observed.”

It was not until they were outside the operating room and beyond earshot of the Moruan doctors that the
Four-star surgeon turned furioudy to Dd. "Didnt you even bother to examine the operating fidd,
Doctor? Where did you study surgery? Couldn't you tdl that the fools had practicdly finished the job
themsdves? All that was needed was a Smple grest-vessdl graft, which an untrained idiot could have
done blindfolded. And for this you cal me clear from Hospitd Earth!™

The surgeon threw down his mask in disgust and stalked away, leaving Dd and Tiger Saing a each
other in dismay.

CHAPTER 6
TIGER MAKESA PROMISE

"I think," Black Doctor Hugo Tanner said ominoudy, "that an explanation isin order. | would now like to
hear it. And believe me, gentlemen, it had better be a very sensble explanation, too."

The pathologist was stting in the control room of the Lancet, his glasses dightly askew on his florid face.
He had dimbed through the entrance lock ten minutes before, shaking snow off his cloak and wheezing
like a boiler about to explode; now he faced the patrol ship's crew like a amdl but ominous black
thundercloud. Across the room, Jack Alvarez was garing through the viewscreen at the blizzard howling
across the landing fidd below, a amdl satisfied amile on his face, while Tiger sulked with his hands
jammed into his trousers. Dd sat by himsdf feding very much done, with Fuzzy peering discreetly out of
his jacket pocket.

He knew the Black Doctor was spesking to him, but he didn't try to reply. He had known from the
moment the surgeon came out of the operating room that he was in trouble. It was just a matter of time
before he would have to answer for his decison here, and it was even something of a rdief that the
moment came sooner rather than later.

And the more Dd considered his position, the more indefengble it appeared. Time after time he had



thought of Dr. Arnquist’'s words about judgment and skill. Without one the other was of little vaue to a
doctor, and whatever his skill as a surgeon might have been in the Moruan operating room, he now
redlized that his judgment had been poor. He had dlowed himsdf to panic a a criticd moment, and had
faled to see how far the surgery had redly progressed. By deciding to wait for help to arrive insteed of
taking over a once, he had placed the patient in even greater jeopardy than before. In looking back, Dd
could see dearly that it would have been far better judgment to proceed on his own.

But that was how it looked now, not then, and there was an old saying that the "retrospectoscope”’ was
the only infdlible ingrument in dl medicine.

In any event, the thing was done, and couldn't be changed, and Dd knew that he could only stand on
whet he had done, right or wrong.

"Wadl, I'm waiting," Black Doctor Tanner said, scowling at Dd through his thick-rimmed glasses. "'l want
to know who was responsible for this fiasco, and why it occurred in the first place.”

Dd spread his hands hopdesdy. "What do you want me to say?' he asked. "l took a careful higtory of
the gtuation as soon as we arived here, and then | examined the patient in the operating room. | thought
the surgery might be over my head, and couldn't see attempting it if a hospital ship could be reached in
time. | thought the patient could be maintained safely long enough for usto cdl for help.”

"I see" the Black Doctor said. "Y ou've done micro-surgery before?"

"Yes, ar.”

"And organ transplant work?"

"Yes, ar.”

The Black Doctor opened afolder and peered at it over his glasses. "As a matter of fact, you spent two
solid years in micro-surgicd training in Hospitd Philadephia, with dl sorts of glowing reports from your

preceptors about what aflar you had for the work."

Dd shook his head. "I—I did some work in the fidd, yes, but not on criticd cases under fidd
conditions.”

"You mean tha this case required some different kind of technique than the cases you've worked on
before?!

"No, not redly, but—"

"But you just couldn't quite shoulder the respongbility the job involved when you got into a pinch without
any help around,” the Black Doctor growled.

" just thought it would be safer to wait,” Ddl said helplesdy.



"A good conserveive approach,” Dr. Tanner sneered. "Of course, you redized that prolonged
anaesthesain itsdf could threaten that patient's life?"

"Yes gr."
"And you saw the patient's condition steedily deteriorating while you waited, did you not?'

"It was too late to change my mind then,” Dd sad desperately. "Wed sent for you. We knew that it
would be only a matter of hours before you arrived.”

"Indeed,” the Black Doctor said. "Unfortunately, it takes only seconds for a patient to cross the line
between life and death, not hours. And | suppose you would have stood there quietly and alowed him to
expireif we had not arrived at the time we did?"

Dd shook his head miserably. There was nothing he could answer to that, and he redized it. What could
he say? That the Stuaion seemed quite different now than it had under pressure in the Moruan operating
room? That he would have been blamed just as much if he had gone ahead, and then logt the case? His
fingers stole down to Fuzzy's soft warm body for comfort, and he fdt the little creature ding closer to his
gde

The Black Doctor looked up &t the others. "WdI? What do the rest of you have to say?'

Jack Alvarez shrugged his shoulders. "I'm not a surgeon,” he said, "but even | could see that something
should be done without delay.”

"And what does the Green Doctor think?'

Tiger shrugged. "We migudged the Stuation, that's dl. It came out fortunatdy for the patient, why make
dl this fuss about it?'

"Because there are other things at stake than just medical consderations,” the Black Doctor shot back.
"This planet has a grade | contract with Hospitd Earth. We guarantee them full medicad coverage of dl
gtuaions and promise them immediate response to any cal for medical help that they may send us. It is
the mogt favorable kind of contract we have; when Morua VIII cdls for hep they expect their cdl to be
answered by expert medicd attention, not by inept bungling.”

The Black Doctor leafed through the folder in his hands. "We have built our reputation in the Gaactic
Confederation on this kind of contract, and our admisson to full membership in the Confederation will
ultimately depend upon how we fufill our promises. Poor medica judgment cannot be condoned under
any circumstances—but above dl, we cannot afford to jeopardize a contract.”

Dd stared a him. "I—I had no intention of jeopardizing a contract,” he fatered.

"Perhaps nat," the Black Doctor said. "But you were the doctor on the spot, and you were so obvioudy
incompetent to handle the Situation that even these dumsy Moruan surgeons could see it. Therr fathin the
doctors from Hospitd Earth has been severdy shaken. They are even tdking of letting their contract



lapse a the end of thisterm.”

Tiger Matin jumped to his feet. "Doctor Tanner, even Four-star Surgeons lose patients sometimes.
These people should be glad that the doctor they cal has sense enough to cdl for hdp if he needsiit.”

"But no help was needed,” the Black Doctor sad angrily. "Any haf-decent surgeon would have handled
the case. If the Moruans see a patrol ship bring in one incompetent doctor, what are they going to expect
the next time they have need for hdp? How can they fed sure that their medica needs are wdl taken
care of?' He shook his head grimly. "Thisis the sort of responghility that doctors on the patrol ships are
expected to assume. If you cdl for hep where there is need for help, no one will ever complain; but when
you turn and run the moment things get tough, you are not fit for patrol ship service."

The Black Doctor turned to Da Timgar. "You had ample warning," he said. "It was clearly understood
that your assgnment on this ship depended upon the fulfillment of the duties of Red Doctor here, and
now &t the firg redl test you turn and run instead of doing your job. All right. You had your opportunity.
You cant complain that we haven't given you a chance. According to the conduct code of the Generd
Practice Patrol, section XIV, paragraph 2, any physcdan in the patrol on probationary status who is
found delinquent in executing his duties may be rdieved of his assgnment at the order of any Black
Doctor, or any other physician of four-star rank." Doctor Tanner closed the folder with a snap of findity.
"It seems to me that the caseis clear. Da Timgar, on the authority of the Code, | am now rdieving you of

duty—"
"Jug aminute” Tiger Martin burst out.

The Black Doctor looked up a him. "Wdl?'

"Thisis ridiculous™ Tiger said. "Why are you picking on him? Or do you meen that you're rdieving dl
three of us?'

"Of course I'm not rdieving dl three of you," the Black Doctor snapped. "You and Dr. Alvarez will
remain on duty and conduct the ship's program without a Red Doctor until a man is sent to replace this
bungler. That aso is provided for in the code.”

"But | understood that we were operating as a diagnostic and thergpeutic team,” Tiger protested. "And |
seem to remember something in the code about fixing respongibility before a man can be rdieved.”

"Therés no question where the respongibility lies" the Black Doctor said, his face darkening. "This was a
aurgicd problem, and Dd Timgar made the decisions. | don't see anything to argue.”

"Theres plenty to argue,” Tiger said. "Dd, don't you see what he's trying to do?"
Across the room Dd shook his head weerily. "You'd better keep out of it, Tiger,” he said.

"Why should | keep out of it and let you be drummed out of the patrol for something that wasn't even
your fault?' Tiger said. He turned angrily to the Black Doctor. "Dd wasn't the one that wanted the
hospital ship cdled,” he said. "I was. If you're going to relieve somebody, you'd better make it me”



The Black Doctor pulled off his glasses and glared at Tiger. "Whatever are you taking about?' he said.

"Jug what | said. We had a conference after hed examined the patient in the operating room, and |
indgted that we cdl the hospitd ship. Why, Da—Dad wanted to go ahead and try to finish the case right
then, and | wouldn't et im," Tiger blundered on. "I didn't think the patient could take it. | thought that it
would be too greet a risk with the fadlities we had here.”

Dd was gaing a Tiger, and he fdt Fuzzy suddenly shivering vidently in his pocket. "Tiger, don't be
foolih—"

The Black Doctor dammed the file down on the table again. "Is this true, what he's saying?' he asked
Dd.

"No, not aword of it," Dd sad. "l wanted to cdl the hospita ship.”

"Of course he won't admit it," Tiger said angrily. "He's afraid youll kick me out too, but it's true just the
samein spite of what he says”

"And what do you say?' the Black Doctor said, turning to Jack Alvarez.
"I sy it's carrying thisbig brother act too far," Jack said. "'l didn't notice any conferences going on.”

"You were back at the ship getting the surgical pack,” Tiger said. "You didn't know anything about it.
You didn't hear ustaking, and we didn't see any reason to consult you about it."

The Black Doctor stared from Dd to Tiger, his face growing angrier by the minute. He jerked to his fed,
and stalked back and forth across the control room, glaring a them. Then he took a capsule from his
pocket, gulped it down with some water, and sat back down. "I ought to throw you both out on your
ears," he snarled. "But | am forced to control mysdf. | mustint dlow mysdf to get angry—" He crashed
hisfig down on the control pand. "l suppose that you would swear to this statement of yoursif it came to
that?' he asked Tiger.

Tiger nodded and swallowed hard. "Yes, gr, | certainly would.”

"All right," the Black Doctor said tightly. "Then you win this one. The code says that two opinions can
properly decide any course of action. If you ingg that two of you agreed on this decison, then | an
forced to support you officidly. | will make a report of the incident to patrol headquarters, and it will go
on the permanent records of dl three of this ship's crew—including my persona opinion of the decison.”
He looked up at Dd. "But be very careful, my young friend. Next time you may not have a technicdity to
back you up, and I'll be watching for the firs plausble excuse to break you, and your Green Doctor
friend as well. One misstep, and you're through. And | assure you that is not just an idle threat. | mean
every word of it."

And trembling with rage, the Black Doctor picked up the folder, wrapped his cape around him, and
marched out of the control room.



"W, you put on a great show," Jack Alvarez said later as they prepared the ship for launching from the
snow-swept landing fidd on Morua VII1. An hour before the ground had trembled as the Black Doctor's
ship took off with Dr. Tanner and the Four-star Surgeon aboard; now Jack broke the dark slence in the
Lancet's control room for the firg time. "A redly great show. Y ou missed your cdling, Tiger. You should
have been on the stage. If you think you fooled Dr. Tanner with that story for hdf a second, you're crazy,
but I guess you got what you wanted. You kept your pa's cuff and collar for him, and you put a black
mark on dl of our records, induding mine. | hope you're satisfied.”

Tiger Martin took off his earphones and set them carefully on the control pandl. "You know," he said to
Jack, "you're lucky."

"Reglly?"

"Youre lucky | don't wipe that sneer off your face and scrub the walls with it. And youd better not
crowd your luck, because dl | need right now is an invitation." He stood up, towering over the
dark-haired Blue Doctor. "You bet I'm satisfied. And if you got a black mark dong with the rest of us,
you earned it dl the way."

"That dill doesn't makeit right,” Dd said from across the room.

"You just keep out of this for a minute" Tiger said. "Jack has got to get a couple of things straight, and
thisis the time for it right now."

Dd shook hishead. "I can't keep out of it," he said. "You got me off the hook by shifting the blame, but
you put yoursdf in trouble doing it. Dr. Tanner could just as wdl have thrown us both out of the service
asnot.”

Tiger snorted. "On what grounds? For a petty little error like this? He wouldn't dare! 'Y ou ought to read
the log books of some of the other GPP ships some time and see the kind of bloopers they pull without
even areprimand. Don't worry, he was mad enough to throw us both out if he thought he could make it
gick, but he knew he couldn't. He knew the council would just review the case and reverse his decison.”

"It was dill my error, not yours™" Dd protested. "I should have gone ahead and finished the case on the
spot. | knew it a the time, and | just didn't quite dare.”

"S0 you made amidiake," Tiger said. "Youll make a dozen more before you get your Star, and if none of
them amount to any more than this one, you can be very happy." He scowled at Jack. "It's only thanks to
our friend here that the Black Doctor heard about this at dl. A hospital ship would have come to take the
patient aboard, and the locd doctors would have been quieted down and that would have been dl there
was to it. This business about losing a contract is alot of nonsense.”

"Then you think thisthing was just used as an excuse to get at me?'



"Ask him," Tiger said, looking a Jack again. "Ask hm why a Black Doctor and a Four-star Surgeon
turned up when we jugt cdled for a hospitd hip.”

"| called the hospital ship,” Jack said sullenly.

"But you cdled Dr. Tanner too,” said Tiger. "Y our nose has been out of joint ever snce Dd came aboard
this ship. Y ou've made things as miserable for him as you could, and you just couldnt wait for a chance
to come dong to try to scuttle him."

"All right," Jack said, "but he was meking a mistake. Anybody could see that. What if the patient had
died while he was standing around waiting? Isn't that important?"

Tiger started to answer, and then threw up his hands in disgudt. "It's important—but something dse is
more important. We've got ajob to do on this ship, and we can't do it fighting each other. Da migudged
acase and got in trouble. Fine, he won't make that mistake again. It could just as wel have been you, or
me. Well dl make mistakes, but if we can't work as a team, we're sunk. Well dl be drummed out of the
patrol before ayear isout.” Tiger stopped to catch his breath, his face flushed with anger. "Wdl, I'm fed
up with this back-stabbing business. | don't want afight any more than Dd does, but if | have to fight, I'll
fight to get it over with, and you'd better be careful. If you pull any more dy ones, you'd better indude me
inthe deal, because if Dd goes, | go too. And that's a promise.”

There was dlence for amoment as Jack stared up at Tiger's angry face. He shook his head and blinked,
as though he couldn't quite believe what he was hearing. He looked across a Da, and then back at Tiger
agan. "You mean you'd turn in your collar and cuff?* he said.

"If it came to that."

"l see" Jack sat down at the control pand, dill sheking his head. "I think you redly mean it," he said
soberly. "Thisint just abig brother act. You redly like the guy, don't you?"

"Maybe | do," Tiger said, "but | don't like to watch anybody get kicked around just because somebody
else doesn't happen to likehim."

The control room was very quiet. Then somewhere below a motor clicked on, and the ventilation fan
made a quiet whirring sound. The teletype clicked sporadicaly down the corridor in the communications
room. Dd sat slently, rubbing Fuzzy between the eyes and watching the two Earthmen. It seemed
suddenly asif they were taking about somebody amillion miles away, asif he were not even in the room.

Then the Blue Doctor shrugged and rose to his feet. "All right,” he said to Tiger. "l guess | just didn't
undergand where you stood, and | suppose it wasn't my job to let the Black Doctor know about the
gtuaion here. | don't plan to be meking dl the mistakes you think we're going to make, and | won't take
the blame for anybody else's, but | guess weve got to work together in the tight spots.” He gave Dd a
lop-sided grin. "Welcome aboard,” he said. "Wed better get this crate airborne before the people here
come and cart it avay."

They moved then, and the subject was dropped. Haf an hour later the Lancet lifted through the



amospheric pull of the Moruan planet and moved on toward the next contact point, leaving the
recovering patient in the hands of the native physicians. It was not until hours later that Da noticed that
Fuzzy had stopped quivering, and was resting happily and securely on his shoulder even when the Blue
Doctor was near.

CHAPTER 7
ALARUMSAND EXCURSIONS

Once more the crew of the Lancet settled down to routing, and the incident on Morua VIl seemed
amog forgotten.

But a change had come about in the relaions between the three doctors, and in every way the change
was for the better. If Jack Alvarez was not exactly cordia to Dd Timgar, at least he had dropped the
open antagonism that he had shown before. Apparently Tiger's angry outburst had dartled Jack, as
though he had never redly considered that the big Earthman might honestly be attached to his friend from
Gav 1, and the Blue Doctor seemed sincere in his agreement to work with Da and Tiger as a team.

But bit by bit DA could sense that the change in Jack’s attitude went deeper than the surface. "You
know, | redly think he was scared of me" Dd said one night when he and Tiger were done. "Sounds
glly, but | think it's true. He pretends to be so sure of himsdf, but | think he's as worried about doing
things wrong as we are, and just won't admit it. And he redly thought | was a threat when | came
aboard.”

"He probably had a good thorough briefing from Black Doctor Tanner before he got the assgnment,”
Tiger sad grimly.

"Maybe—but somehow | don't think he cares for the Black Doctor much more than we do.”

But whatever the reason, much of the tenson was gone when the Lancet had left the Moruan system
behind. A great weight seemed to have been lifted, and if there was not quite peace on board, at least
there was an uneasy truce. Tiger and Jack were dmogt friendly, taking together more often and getting to
know each other better. Jack dill avoided Dd and seldom included him in conversations, but the open
contempt of the firg few weeks on the ship now seemed tempered somewhat.

Once again the Lancet's cdls fdl into a pattern. Landings on the outpost planets became routine, bright
spotsin alondy and wandering existence. The cals that came in represented few red problems. The ship
stopped a one contract planet to organize a mass inoculaion program againg a parastic infesation
resembling maaria They paused a another place to teach the naive doctors the use of some new
aurgicd indruments that had been developed in Hospitd Earth laboratories just for them. Frantic
emergency cals usudly proved to involvetrivid problems, but once or twice potentidly serious Stuations
were spotted early, before they could develop into red trouble.

And as the three doctors got used to the respongbilities of a patrol ship's rounds, and grew more



confident of their ability to handle the problems thrust upon them, they found themsdves working more
and more efidiently as a team.

This was the way the Generd Practice Patrol was supposed to function. Each doctor had unsuspected
ills that came to light. There was no questioning Jack Alvarez's kill as a diagnodtician, but it seemed
uncanny to Dd the way the dender, dark-haired Earthman could listen carefully to a medica problem of
an dien race on aremote planet, and then seem to know exactly which questions to ask to draw out the
sgnificant information about the Stuation. Tiger was not nearly as quick and clever as Jack; he needed
more time to ponder a question of medicd treatment, and he would often spend long hours poring over
the data tapes before deciding what to do in a given case—but he dways seemed to come up with an
answer, and his answers usudly worked. Above dl, Tiger's rdations with the odd lifeforms they
encountered were invarigbly good; the creatures seemed to like him, and would follow his ingtructions
fathfully.

D4, too, had opportunities to demongtrate that his surgicd kill and judgment was not universdly faulty in
Site of the trouble on Morua VIII. More than once he succeeded in dmost impossble surgicd cases
where there was no time to cdl for help, and little by little he could sense Jack's growing confidencein his

abilities, grudging though it might be.

Dd had ample time to mull over the thing that had happened on Morua VIII and to think about the
interview with Black Doctor Tanner afterward. He knew he was glad that Tiger had intervened even on
the basis of a fasehood; until Tiger had spoken up DdA had been certain that the Black Doctor fully
intended to use the incident as an excuse to discharge him from the Generd Practice Peatrol. There was
no question in his mind that the Black Doctor's charges had been exaggerated into a trumped-up case
agang him, and there was no question that Tiger's ingstence on taking the blame had saved him; he
could not hdp being thankful.

Ye there was something about it that disturbed Dd, nibbling awvay perssently a his mind. He couldn't
throw off the feding that his own acceptance of Tiger's hep had been wrong.

Part of it, he knew, was his native, inbred loathing for falsehood. Fair or unfar, Da had aways didiked
lying. Among his people, the truth might be bent occasiondly, but frank lying was considered a deep
disgrace, and there was a Garvian saying that "afase tongue wins no true friends" Garvian traders were
known throughout the Gaaxy as much for their rigid adherence to ther word as they were for the hard
bargains they could drive; DA had been enormoudy confused during his firs months on Hospital Earth by
the way Earthmen seemed to accept lying as part of ther daily life, unconcerned abouit it as long as the
fasehood could not be proven.

But something dse about Tiger's defense of him bothered Dd far more than the fdsehood—something
thet had vagudy disturbed him ever since he had known the big Earthman, and that now seemed to ude
him every time he tried to pinpoint it. Lying in his bunk during a deep period, Da remembered vividy the
fird time he had met Tiger, early in the second year of medica school. Da had dmost despaired by then
of making friends with his hostile and resentful classmates and had begun more and more to avoid contact
with them, building up a protective shdl and rdying on Fuzzy for company or comfort. Then Tiger had
found him eeting lunch by himsdf in the medicd school lounge one day and flopped down in the seat
beside him and began tdking as if Dd were jugt another classmate. Tiger's open friendliness had been
like a soring breeze to Da who was desperately londy in this world of strangers; their friendship had
grown ragpidly, and gradudly others in the class had begun to thaw enough at least to be avil when Dd



was around. Da had sensed that this change of heart was largely because of Tiger and not because of
him, yet he had welcomed it as a change from the previous intolerable coldness even though it left him
feding vaguely uneasy. Tiger was wdl liked by the others in the class; Dd had been grateful more than
once when Tiger had risen in hot defense of the Garvian's right to be studying medicine anong Earthmen
inthe school on Hospita Earth.

But that had been in medicd school, among classmates. Somehow that had been different from the
incident that occurred on Morua VI, and Da's uneasiness grew stronger than ever the more he thought
of it. Taking to Tiger about it was no hep; Tiger just grinned and told him to forget it, but even in the rush
of shipboard activity it stubbornly refused to be forgotten.

One minor matter dso helped to ease the tengon between the doctors as they made their daly rounds.
Tiger brought a pink digpatch sheet in to Dd one day, grinning happily. "This is from the weekly news
capaule’” he said. "It ought to cheer you up.”

It was a brief news note, lised under "incidentd items” "The Black Service of Pathology,” it said, "hes
announced that Black Doctor Hugo Tanner will enter Hospitd Philadephia within the next week for
prophylactic heart surgery. In keeping with usud Hospitd Earth adminidrative policy, the Four-star
Black Doctor will undergo a totd cardiac transplant to hdt the Medica education adminidtrator's
progressvely disabling heart disease.” The note went on to name the surgeons who would officiate at the
procedure.

Dd amiled and handed back the dispatch. "Maybe it will improve his temper,” he said, "even if it does
gvehim another fifty years of active life"

"Wdl, a leadt it will take him out of our har for a while" Tiger said. "He won't have time to keep us
under too close scrutiny.”

Which, Da was forced to admit, did not make him too unhappy.

Shipboard rounds kept dl three doctors busy. Often, with contact landings, cals, and studying, it seemed
only a brief time from deep period to deep period, but ill they had some time for minor luxuries. Dd
was amogt continuoudy shivering, with the ship kept at a temperature that was comfortable for Tiger and
Jack; he missed the tropica heet of his home planet, and sometimes it seemed that he was chilled down
to the marrow of his bones in spite of his coat of gray fur. With a litle home-made plumbing and
ingenuity, hefindly managed to convert one of the ship's shower units into a steam bath. Once or twice
each day he would retire for a blissful haf hour warming himsdf up to Garv |1 normd temperatures.

Fuzzy dso became a part of shipboard routine. Once he grew accustomed to Tiger and Jack and the
surroundings aboard the ship, the little creature grew bored stting on Dd's shoulder and wanted to be in
the middle of things. Since the early tenson had eased, he was willing to be apart from his master from
timeto time, so Dd and Tiger built him a platform that hung from the celling of the control room. There
Fuzzy would st and swing by the hour, blinking happily at the activity going on dl around him.

But for dl the appearance of peace and agreement, there was dill an undercurrent of tenson on board
the Lancet which flared up from time to time when it was least expected, between Dd and Jack. It was
on one such occasion that a mgor crigs dmost developed, and once agan Fuzzy was the center of the



contention.

Dd Timgar knew that disaster had struck at the very moment it happened, but he could not tdl exactly
what was wrong. All he knew was that something fearful had happened to Fuzzy.

There was a smdl sound-proof cubicle in the computer room, with a chair, desk and a tape-reader for
the doctors when they had odd moments to spend reading up on recent medica bulletins or reviewing
ther textbooks. Da spent more time here than the other two; the temperature of the room could be
turned up, and he had developed a certain fondness for the place with its warm gray wadls and its soft
rdaxing light. Here on the tapes were things that he could grapple with, things that he could understand. If
aproblem here duded him, he could study it out until he had mastered it. The hours he spent here were a
welcome retreat from the confusing complexities of getting aong with Jack and Tiger.

These long study periods were boring for Fuzzy who wasn't much interested in the oxygen-exchange
mechaniam of the intdligent beetles of Aldebaran VI. Frequently Dd would leave him to swing on his
platform or explore about the control cabin while he spent an hour or two at the tape-reader. Today Dd
had been working for over an hour, deeply immersed in a review of the intermediary metabolism of
chlorine-bresthing mammals, when something abruptly wrenched his attention from the tape.

It was as though a light had snapped off in his mind, or a door dammed shut. There was no sound, no
warning; yet, suddenly, he fdt dreadfully, frighteningly adone, as if in a Split second something ingde him
hed been torn away. He sat bolt upright, staring, and he fdt his skin crawl and his fingers tremble as he
listened, trying to spot the source of the trouble.

And then, dmog indinctively, he knew what was wrong. He legped to his feet, tore open the door to the
cubide and dashed down the hdlway toward the control room. "Fuzzy!" he shouted. "Fuzzy, where are
you?'

Tiger and Jack were both a the control pand dictating records for filing. They looked up in surprise as
the Red Doctor burst into the room. Fuzzy's platform was hanging empty, gently swaying back and forth.
Dd peered franticaly around the room. There was no 9gn of the amdl pink creature,

"Whereishe?' he demanded. "What's happened to Fuzzy?'

Jack shrugged in disgust. "He's up on his perch. Where ds=?'

"Hés not either! Whereishe?'

Jack blinked at the empty perch. "He was there just a minute ago. | saw him."

"Wil, he's not there now, and something's wrong!" In a panic, Dd began searching the room, knocking
over stools, scattering piles of paper, peering in every corner where Fuzzy might be concealed.

For a moment the others sat frozen, watching him. Then Tiger jumped to his feet. "Hold it, hold it! He
probably just wandered off for aminute. He does thet dl the time”



"No, it's something worse then that." Dd was dmost choking on the words. "Something terrible has
happened. | know it."

Jack Alvarez tossed the recorder down in disgust. "You and your miserable pet!” he said. "I knew we
shouldn't have kept him on board.”

Dd dared a Jack. Suddenly dl the anger and bitterness of the past few weeks could no longer be held
in. Without warning he hurled himsdf at the Blue Doctor's throat. "Where is he?' he cried. "What have
you done with him? What have you done to Fuzzy? Y ou've done something to hm! You've hated him
every minute just like you hate me, only he's easier to pick on. Now where is he? What have you done to
him?'

Jack staggered back, trying to push the furious little Garvian away. "Wait a minutel Get away from me! |
didn't do anything!"

"You did too! Whereis he?"

"I don't know." Jack struggled to break free, but there was powerful strength in Dd's fingers for dl his
dight body build. "I tdl you, he was here just aminute ago.”

Dd fdt a hand grip his collar then, and Tiger was dragging them apart like two dogsin afight. "Now stop
thid" he roared, holding them both at arm's length. "I said stop it! Jack didn't do anything to Fuzzy, he's
been gtting here with me ever snce you went back to the cubicle. He hasn't even budged.”

"But he's gone,” Dd panted. "Something's happened to him. I know it."

"How do you know?*

"I—I just know. | can fed it."

"All right, then let'sfind him," Tiger said. "He's gat to be somewhere on the ship. If he's in trouble, we're
wading time fighting.”

Tiger let go, and Jack brushed off his shirt, his face very white. "l saw him just a little while ago,” he said.
"He was gtting up on that slly perch watching us, and then swinging back and forth and swinging over to
thet cabinet and back."

"W, let's get started looking,” Tiger said.

They fanned out, with Jack dill muttering to himsdf, and searched the control room inch by inch. There
was no Sgn of Fuzzy. Dd had control of himsdf now, but he searched with a frantic intensty. "He's not in
here" he sad a lagt, "he mugt have gone out somewhere.”

"There was only one door open,” Tiger said. "The one you just came through, from the rear corridor.
Dd, you search the computer room. Jack, check the lab and I'll go back to the reactors.”



They started searching the compartments off the rear corridor. For ten minutes there was no sound in the
ship but the occasionad damming of a hatch, the grate of a desk drawer, the bang of a cabinet door. Dd
worked through the maze of cubby-holes in the computer room with growing hopelessness. The
frightening sense of londiness and loss in his mind was overwheming; he was amog physcdly ill. The
warm, comfortable feding of contact that he had dways had before with Fuzzy was gone. As the
minutes passed, hopel essness gave way to despair.

Then Jack gave a hoarse cry from the lab. Dd tripped and sumbled in his haste to get down the
corridor, and amos collided with Tiger at the lab door.

"I think we're too late," Jack said. "He's gotten into the formdin.”

He lifted one of the glass beakers down from the shef to the work bench. It was obvious what had
happened. Fuzzy had gone exploring and had found the laboratory a fascinating place. Severd of the
reagents bottles had been knocked over as if he had been sampling them. The glass lid to the beaker of
formdin which was kept for tissue specimens had been pushed aside just enough to admit the little
creature's two-inch girth. Now Fuzzy lay in the bottom of the beaker, immersed in formdin, a formless,
shapeless blob of Sckly gray jdly.

"Areyou sure it'sformdin?' Dd asked.

Jack poured off the fluid, and the acrid amdl of formadehyde that filled the room answered the question.
"It's no good, Dd," he said, dmaost gently. "The suff destroys protein, and that's about dl he was. I'm
sorry—I was beginning to like the little punk, even if he did get on my nerves. But he picked the one thing
to fdl into that could kill him. Unless he had some way to set up a protective barrier...."

Dd took the beaker. "Get me some sdine” he said tightly. "And some nutrient broth.”

Jack pulled out two jugs and poured their contents into an empty beaker. Da popped the tiny limp form
into the beaker and began massaging it. Layers of damaged tissue peeled off in his hand, but he continued
massaging and changing the solutions, firg sdine, then nutrient broth. "Get me some sponges and a
blade."

Tiger brought them in. Carefully Da began debriding the damaged outer layers. Jack and Tiger watched;
then Jack said, "L ook, there's atinge of pink in the middle.

Sowly the fant pink in the center grew more ruddy. Dd changed solutions again, and sank down on a
gooal. "l think hell make it," he said. "He has enormous regenerative powers as long as any fragment of
hmisleft” He looked up at Jack who was dill watching the creature in the beaker dmogt solicitoudy. "'l
guess | made afool of mysdf back there when | jumped you."

Jack's face hardened, as though he had been caught off guard. "'l guessyou did, dl right."
"Wdl, I'm sorry. | just couldn't think straight. 1t was the first time I'd ever been—apart from him."

"I ill say he doesn't belong aboard,” Jack said. "Thisisamedica ship, not a menagerie. And if you ever



lay your hands on me again, youll wish you hadn't."
"l sad | was sorry,” Dd said.
"I heard you," Jack said. "l just don't believe you, that's dl."

He gave Fuzzy afind glance, and then headed back to the control room.

Fuzzy recovered, a much abashed and subdued Fuzzy, dinging timoroudy to Dd's shoulder and refusing
to budge for three days, but apparently basicaly unharmed by his inadvertent svimin the deadly formdin
bath. Presently he seemed to forget the experience dtogether, and once again took his perch on the
platform in the control room.

But Dd did not forget. He said little to Tiger and Jack, but the incident had shaken him severely. For as
long as he could remember, he had dways had Fuzzy close a hand. He had never before in his life
experienced the dreadful feding of emptiness and desartion, the dmost pardyzing fear and helplessness
that he had fdt when Fuzzy had logt contact with him. It had seemed as though a vitd part of him had
suddenly been torn away, and the memory of the panic that followed sent chills down his back and woke
hm up trembling from his deep. He was ashamed of his unwarranted attack on Jack, yet even this
seemed indggnificant in comparison to the powerful fear that had been driving him.

Happily, the Blue Doctor chose to let the matter rest where it was, and if anything, seemed more willing
then before to be friendly. For the firs time he seemed to take an active interest in Fuzzy, "chatting” with
him when he thought no one was around, and bringing him occasond tid-bits of food after meds were
over.

Once more life on the Lancet settled back to routine, only to have it shattered by an incident of quite a
different nature. It was just after they had left a andl planet in the Procyon system, one of the routine
check-in points, that they made contact with the Garvian trading ship.

Dd recognized the ship's design and indgniaeven before the sgnds camein, and could hardly contain his
excitement. He had not seen a fdlow countryman for years except for an occasond dull luncheon with
the Garvian ambassador to Hospita Earth during medicd school days. The thought of waking the
corridors of a Garvian trading ship again brought an ovewhdming wave of homesckness. He was so0
excited he could hardly wait for Jack to complete the radio-sghting formdities. "What ship is she?' he
wanted to know. "What house?"

Jack handed him the message transcript. "The ship isthe Teegar," he said. "Hagship of the SnSin trading
fleet. They want permission to approach us”

Dd let out a whoop. "Then it's a space trader, and a big one. Y ou've never seen ships like these before.”

Tiger joined them, garing at the message transcript. "A SnSin ship! Send them the word, Jack, and be



quick, before they get disgusted and move on."

Jack sent out the approach authorization, and they watched with growing excitement as the greet trading
vessH began its close-approach maneuvers.

The name of the house of SnSin was famous throughout the galaxy. It was one of the oldest and largest
of the great trading firms that had built Garv |1 into its position of leadership in the Confederation, and the
SnSn ships had penetrated to every corner of the gdaxy, to every known planet harboring an intdligent
life-form.

Tiger and Jack had seen the multitudes of exotic productsin the Hospital Earth stores that came from the
great Garvian ships on thelr frequent vists But this was more than a planetary trader loaded with a few
items for asngle planet. The space traders roamed from star system to star system, their holds filled with
treasures beyond number. Such ships as these might be out from Garv |l for decades at a time, tempting
any ship they met with the megnificent variety of wares they carried.

Sowly the trader approached, and Dd took the speaker, addressing the commander of the Teegar in
Gavian. "Thisis the Generd Practice Patrol Ship Lancet,” he said, "out from Hospitd Earth with three
physcians aboard, induding a countryman of yours."

"Isthat Dd Timgar?' the reply came back. "By the Seven Moonsl We'd heard that there was now a
Gavian physcian, and couldn't believe our ears. Come aboard, dl of you, youll be welcome. Well send
over alifeboat!"

The Teegar was near now, a great gleaming ship with the sgn of the house of SnSin on her hull. A
lifeboat sprang from alaunching rack and speared across to the Lancet. Moments later the three doctors
were dimbing into the deek little vessel and moving across the void of space to the huge Garvian ship.

It was like stepping from a jungle outpost village into a magnificent, glittering city. The Garvian ship was
enormous, she carried a crew of several hundred, and the wedth and luxury of the ship took the
Earthmen's breath away. The cabins and lounges were panded with expensive fabrics and rare woods,
the furniture inlaid with precious metds. Down the long corridors goods of the traders were lad out in
resplendent display, surpassing the richest show cases in the shops on Hospita Earth.

They received aroyd welcome from the commander of the Teegar, an aged, amiling little Garvian with a
pink fuzz-bdl on his shoulder that could have been Fuzzy's twin. He bowed low to Tiger and Jack,
leeding them into the reception lounge where a grest table was spread with foods and padtries of dl
vaieties. Then he turned to Da and embraced him like a long-lost brother. "Your father Ja Timgar has
long been an honored friend of the house of SinSin, and anyone of the house of Timgar isthe same as my
own son and my son's son! Bt this collar! This cuff! Is it redly possible that a man of Garv has become
aphyscan of Hospitd Eath?’

Dd touched Fuzzy to the commander's fuzz-bdl in the ancient Garvian gregting. "It's possible, and true,”
hesad. "I sudied there. | am the Red Doctor on this patrol ship."

"Ah, but this is good,” the commander said. "What better way to draw our worlds together, eh? But
come, you mug look and see what we have in our storerooms, feast your eyes on the splendors we



carry. For dl of you, a thousand wonders are to be found here”

Jack hesitated as the commander led them back toward the display corridors. "Wed be glad to see the
ship, but you should know that patrol ship physcians have little money to spend.”

"Who speaks of money?' the commander cried. "Did | speak of it? Come and look! Money is nothing.
The Garvian traders are not mere money-changers. Look and enjoy; if there is something that strikes
your eye, something that would fulfill the desires of your heart, it will be yours" He gave Dd a amile and
ady wink. "Surely our brother here has told you many times of the wonders to be seen in a space trader,
and terms can be arranged that will make any amdl purchase a painless pleasure.”

He led them off, like a head of state conducting vigting dignitaries on a tour, with a retinue of Garvian
underlings trailing behind them. For two ddirious hours they wandered the corridors of the great ship,
daing hungrily at the dezzing displays. They had been away from Hospita Earth and its shops and
stores for months, now it seemed they were waking through an incredible treasure-trove stocked with
everything that they could possibly have wanted.

For Jack there was a dress uniform, specidly tallored for a physcian in the Blue Service of Diagnoss, the
inggniawoven into the cloth with gold and platinum thread. Reluctantly he turned away from it, a luxury
he could never dream of affording. For Tiger, who had been muttering for weeks about getting out of
condition in the sedentary life of the ship, there was a set of bar bdls and gymnasum equipment
ingenioudy designed to collgpse into a unit no larger than one foot square, yet opening out into a
completely equipped gym. Dd's eyes dlittered at the new sets of surgicd ingruments, designed to the
modt rigid Hospital Earth specifications, which appeared amost without his asking to see them. There
were clothes and games, precious stones and exatic rings, watches set with Arcturian dream-stones, and
boots inlad with Slver.

They made their way through the corridors, reluctant to leave one display for the next. Whenever
something caught ther eyes, the commander snapped his fingers excitedly, and the item was
unobtrusvely noted down by one of the underlings. Findly, exhausted and glutted just from looking, they
turned back toward the reception room.

"The things are beautiful,” Tiger said widfully, "but impossble. Still, you were very kind to take your
time—"

"Time? | have nothing but time" The commander smiled again a Dd. "And there is an old Garvian
proverb that to the wise man 'impossibleé has no meaning. Wait, you will seg!™

They came out into the lounge, and the doctors stopped short in amazement. Spread out before them
were dl of theitemsthat had captured their interest earlier.

"But thisis ridiculous,” Jack said garing at the dress uniform. "We couldn't possibly buy these things it
would take our sdaries for twenty years to pay for them.”

"Have we mentioned price even once?' the commander protested. "Y ou are the crewmates of one of our
own people! We would not dream of setting prices that we would normdly set for such trifles as these.
And as for terms, you have no worry. Take the goods aboard your ship, they are dready yours. We



have drawn up contracts for you which require no payment whatever for five years, and then payments of
only afiftieth of the vaue for each successive year. And for each of you, with the compliments of the
house of SnSin, a specid gift a no charge whatever.”

He placed in Jack's hands a amdl box with the lid tipped back. Againg a black velvet lining lay a siver
gar, and the officd inggniaof a Star Physcian in the Blue Service. "You cannot wear it yet, of course,”
the commander said. "But one day you will need it."

Jack blinked at the jewel-like star. "You are very kind," he said. "I—I mean perhaps—" He looked at
Tiger, and then at the display of goods on the table. "Perhaps there are some things—"

Already two of the Garvian crewmen were opening the lock to the lifeboat, preparing to move the goods
aboard. Then Dd Timgar spoke up sharply. "I think you'd better wat a moment,” he said.

"And for you," the commander continued, tumning to Dd so smoothly that there seemed no break in his
voice a dl, "as one of our own people, and an honored son of Ja Timgar, who has been kind to the
house of SnNSin for many years, | have something out of the ordinary. I'm sure your crewmates would not

object to a specid gift at my persond expense.”

The commander lifted a scarf from the table and reveadled the glittering set of surgicd insruments, nestly
displayed in a velvet-lined carrying case. The commander took it up from the table and thrugt it into Dd's
hands. "It is yours, my friend. And for this, there will be no contract whatever."

Dd stared down at the insruments. They were beautiful. He longed just to touch them, to hold them in
his hands, but he shook his head and set the case back on the table. He looked up at Tiger and Jack.
"You should be warned that the prices on these goods are four times what they ought to be, and the
deferred-payment contracts he wants you to Sgn will permit as much as 24 per cent interest on the
unpad baance, with no closing-out clause. That means you would be paying many times the stated price
for the goods before the contract is closed. You can go ahead and Sgn if you want but understand what
you're Sgning.”

The Garvian commander stared at him, and then shook his head, laughing. "Of course your friend is not
serious,” he said. "These prices can be compared on any planet and you will see their fairess. Here, read
the contracts, see what they say and decide for yourselves” He held out a sheef of papers.

"The contracts may sound well enough,” Da said, "but I'm tdling you whet they actudly say.”
Jack looked stricken. "But surdly just one or two things—"
Tiger shook his head. "Dd knows what he's taking about. | don't think we'd better buy anything at dl.”

The Garvian commander turned to Da angrily. "What are you tdling them? Thereis nothing fase in these
contractd”

"I didn't say there was. | just can't see them taking a beating with their eyes shut, that's dl. Your contracts
are legd enough, but the prices and terms are piracy, and you know it."



The commander glared a him for a moment. Then he turned away scornfully. "So what | have heard is
true, after dl," he said. "You redly have thrown in your lot with these pill-peddlers, these idiots from
Earth who can't even wipe their noses without logng in a trade." He sgnded the lifeboat pilot. "Take
them back to their ship, were wasting our time. There are better things to do than to ded with traitors.”

The trip back to the Lancet was made in slence. Da could sense the pilot's scorn as he dumped them
off in thar entrance lock, and dashed back to the Teegar with the lifeboat. Gloomily Jack and Tiger
followed Dd into the control room, a drab little cubby-hole compared to the Teegar's lounge.

"Widl, it was funwhileit lasted,” Jack said findly, looking up a Da. "But the way that guy dammed you,
| wish we'd never gone.”

"I know,” Dd sad. "The commander just thought he saw a perfect setup. He figured you'd never
question the contractsif | backed him up.”

"It would have been easy enough. Why didn't you?'

Dd looked at the Blue Doctor. "Maybe | just don't like people who give away surgicd sets” he said.
"Remember, I'm not a Garvian trader any more. I'm a doctor from Hospitdl Earth.”

Moments later, the grest Garvian ship was gone, and the red light was blinking on the call board. Tiger
started tracking down the cal while Jack went back to work on the dally log book and Dd set up food
for dinner. The pleasant dreams were over; they were back in the harness of patrol ship doctors once

again.

Jack and Dd were finishing dinner when Tiger came back with a puzzled frown on his face. "Findly
traced that cdl. At least | think | did. Anybody ever hear of a star called 31 Brucker?'

"Brucker?' Jack said. "It ign't on the lig of contracts. What's the trouble?"

"I'm not sure" Tiger said. "I'm not even certain if it's a cdl or not. Come on up front and see what you
think.”

CHAPTER 8

PLAGUE!
In the control room the interstdlar radio and teletype-trandator were slent. The red light on the cdl

board was il blinking; Tiger turned it off with a snap. "Here's the message that just cameiin, as near as |
can make out,” he said, "and if you can make sense of it, you're way ahead of me"

The message was a sngle word, teletyped in the center of a blue dispatch sheet:



GREETINGS
"Thisisdl?' Jack said.
"That's every hit of it. They repeated it hdf a dozen times, just like that.”
"Who repeated it?" Dd asked. "Where are the identification symbols?’

"There weren't any,” said Tiger. "Our own computer designated 31 Brucker from the direction and
intengty of the sgnd. The question is, what do we do?"'

The message stared up a them arypticdly. Da shook his head. "Doesn't give us much to go on, that's
certain. Even the location could be wrong if the Sgnd came in on an odd frequency or from a long
distance. Let's beam back at the same direction and intengty and see what happens.”

Tiger took the earphones and speaker, and turned the Sgndl beam to coincide with the direction of the
incoming message.

"We have your contact. Can you hear me? Who are you and what do you want?'

There was along delay and they thought the contact was lost. Then a voice came whispering through the
datic. "Where is your ship now? Are you near to us?'

"We need your co-ordinatesin order to tel,” Tiger said. "Who are you?'

Agan along pause and a howl of dtatic. Then: "If you are far away it will be too late. We have no time
left, we are dying...."

Abruptly the voice message broke off and co-ordinates began coming through between burds of datic.
Tiger scribbled them down, piecing them together through severd repetitions. "Check these out fagt," he
told Jack. "This sounds like red trouble" He tossed Dd another par of earphones and turned back to
the speaker. "Are you a contract planet?' he sgnded. "Do we have a survey on you?'

There was amuch longer pause. Then the voice came back, "No, we have no contract. We are dl dying,
but if you mugt have a contract to come...."

"Not at dl," Tiger sent back. "We're coming. Keep your frequency open. We will contact again when we
are closer.”

He tossed down the earphones and looked excitedly at Dal. "Did you hear that? A planet cdling for help,
with no Hospitd Earth contract!”

"They sound desperate,” Dd said. "Wed better go there, contract or no contract.”

"Of course well go there, you idiot. See if Jack has those co-ordinates charted, and start digging up



information on them, everything you can find. We need dl of the dope we can get and we need it fast.
Thisis our golden chance to sedl a contract with a new planet.”

All three of the doctors fdl to work trying to identify the mysterious cdler. Dd began searching the
information file for data on 31 Brucker, punching dl the reference tags he could think of, as wdl as the
gdactic co-ordinates of the planet. He could hardly control his fingers as the tapes with possble
references began plopping down into the dots. Tiger was right; this was amost too good to be true.
When a planet without a medica service contract caled a GPP Ship for help, there was dways hope that
abrand new contract might be sgned if the cdl was successful. And no greater honor could come to a
patrol craft crew than to be the originators of a new contract for Hospita Earth.

But there were problems in deding with uncontacted planets. Many dtar systems had never been
explored by ships of the Confederation. Many races, like Eathmen at the time ther star-drive was
discovered, had no inkling of the existence of a Gaactic Confederation of worlds. There might be no
information whatever about the specia anatomica and physologicd characteristics of the inhabitants of
an uncontacted planet, and often a patrol crew faced insurmountable difficulties, coming in blind to solve
amedicd problem.

Dd had his information gathered fird—a disgppointingly smal amount indeed. Among the hillions of
notes on filein the Lancet's data bank, there were only two scraps of data avallable on the 31 Brucker
system.

"Isthisdl you could find?' Tiger said, Saring at the information dips.

"Therés just nothing else there" DA said. "This one is a description and dlassficaion of the star, and it
doesn't sound like the one who wrote it had even been near it."

"He hadn't," Tiger said. "Thisis a routine radio-telescopic survey report. The gar is a red giant. Big and
cold, with three—possibly four—planets ingde the outer envelope of the gtar itsdlf, and only one outsde
it. Nothing about satellites. None of the planets thought to be habitable by man. What's the other item?!

"An exploratory report on the outer planet, done eght hundred years ago. Says it's an Earth-type planet,
and not much else. Gives reference to the full report in the Confederation files Not a word about an
intdligent race living there."

"W, maybe Jack's got a bit more for us”" Tiger said. "If the place has been explored, there mugt be
some information about the inhabitants.”

But Jack dso came up with ablank. Centrd Records on Hospitd Earth sent back a physicd description
of atiny outer planet of the star, with a thin oxygen-nitrogen atmosphere, very little water, and enough
methane mixed in to make the atmosphere deadly to Earthmen.

"Then there's never been amedica service contract?' Tiger asked.

"Contract!" Jack said. "It doesn't even say there are any people there. Not a word about any kind of life
form."



"Wadl, that's ridiculous” Dd said. "If were getting messages from there, somebody mugt be sending
them. But if a Confederation ship explored there, thereés away to find out. How soon can we convert to
dar-drive?’

"As 00N as we can get strapped down,” Tiger said.

"Then send our reconversion co-ordinates to the Confederation headquarters on Garv Il and request the
Confederation records on the place.

Jack stared & him. "You mean just ask to see Confederation records? We can't do that, they'd skin us
dive Those records are closed to everyone except ful members of the Confederation.”

"Tdl them it's an emergency,” Dd sad. "If they want to be legd about it, give them my Confederation
sid number. Garv |1 is amember of the Confederation, and I'm a native-born atizen."

Tiger got the request off while Jack and Dd strapped down for the converson to Koenig drive. Five
minutes later Tiger joined them, grinning from ear to ear. "Didn't even have to pull rank,” he said. "When
they started to argue, | just told them it was an emergency, and if they didn't let us see any records they
had, we would file thelr refusadl againgt damsthat might come up later. They quit arguing. WEIl have the
records as soon as we reconvert.”

The gtar that they were seeking was a long distance from the current location of the Lancet. The ship
was in Koenig drive for hours before it reconverted, and even Dd was beginning to fed the firg pangs of
drive-sckness before they fdt the customary jolting vibraion of the change to norma space, and saw
bright stars again in the viewscreen.

The gar cdled 31 Brucker was close then. It was indeed a red giant; long tenuous plumes of gas spread
out for hundreds of millions of mileson dl sides of its glowing red core. This mammoth star did not 1ook
50 cold now, asthey stared at it in the viewscreen, yet among the family of stars it was a cold, dying giant
with only a few moments of life left on the astronomicd time scale. From the Lancet's postion, no
planets at dl were vighle to the naked eye, but with the telescope Jack soon found two indde the star's
envelope of gas and one tiny one outside. They would have to be searched for, and the one tha they
were hoping to reach located before centering and landing maneuvers could be begun.

Already the radio was chattering with two powerful sgnds coming in. One came from the Gaactic
Confederation headquarters on Garv |l; the other was a good clear sgnd from very close range,
unguestionably beamed to them from the planet in distress.

They watched as the Confederation report came clacking off the teletype, and they dtared at it
unbdieving.

"It just doesn't make sense,” Jack said. "There must be intdligent creatures down there. They're sending
radio sgnds”



"Then why a report like this?' Tiger said. "This was filed by a routine exploratory ship that came here
eght hundred years ago. You can't tdl me that any intdligent race could develop from scratch in less than
gght centuries time”

Dd picked up the report and read it again. "This red giant star,” he read, "was udied in the usud
fashion. It was found to have seven planets, dl but one lying within the tenuous outer gas envelope of the
dar itdf. The seventh planet has an atmosphere of its own, and travels an orbit wedl outsde the star
surface. This planet was selected for landing and exploration.”

Fallowing this was a long, detailed and exceedingly dull description of the step-by-step procedure
followed by a Confederation exploratory ship meking a fird landing on a barren planet. There was a
description of the atmosphere, the soil surface, the land masses and mgor water bodies. Physcaly, the
planet was a desert, hot and dry, and barren of vegetation excepting in two or three areas of jungle dong
the equator. "The planet is inhabited by numerous smdl unintdligent anima species which seem
well-adapted to the semi-arid conditions. Of higher animds and mammds only two species were
discovered, and of these the most highly developed was an erect biped with an integrated central nervous
sysem and the intdligence levd of a Garvian drachma.”

"How smdl isthat?' Jack said.

"ldiot-levd," Dd sad gumly. "1.Q. of about 20 on the human scade. | guess the explorers weren't much
impressed; they didn't even put the planet down for a routine colonization survey.”

"Wdl, something has happened down there snce then. Idiots can't build interstdlar radios.” Jack turned
to Tiger. "Are you getting them?'

Tiger nodded. A voice was coming over the speaker, hesitant and gpologetic, usng the common tongue
of the Galactic Confederation. "How soon can you come?' the voice was asking dearly, dill with the
sound of greet reticence. "There is not much time”

"But who are you?' Tiger asked. "What's wrong down there?'

"We are sck, dying, thousands of us. But if you have other work that is more pressing, we would not
want to dday you—"

Jack shook his head, frowning. "I don't get this™ he said. "What are they afraid of ?"

Tiger spoke into the microphone again. "We will be glad to hdp, but we need information about you.
Y ou have our position—can you send up a spokesman to tdl us your problem?”

A long pause, and then the voice came back wearily. "It will be done. Stand by to receive him."

Tiger snapped off the radio receiver and looked up triumphantly a the others. "Now were getting
somewhere. If the people down there can send a ship out with a spokesman to tdl us about their
troubles, we've got a chance to sew up a contract, and that could mean a Star for every one of us”



"Yes, but who are they?' Dd said. "And where were they when the Confederation ship was here?"
"I don't know," Jack said, "but I'l bet you both that we have quite atime finding out.”
"Why?" Tiger said. "What do you mean?"

"I mean we'd better be very careful here" Jack said darkly. "I don't know about you, but | think this
whole business has a very srange amdl.”

There was nothing strange about the Bruckian ship when it findly came into view. It was a standard
design, surface-launching interplanetary craft, with separated segments on ether Sde suggesting atomic
engines. They saw the Sde jets flare as the ship maneuvered to come in dongside the Lancet.

Grapplers were thrown out to bind the emissary ship to the Lancet's hull, and Jack threw the switches to
open the entrance lock and decontamination chambers. They had taken pans to describe the interior
atmosphere of the patrol ship and warn the spokesman to keep himsdf in a sedled pressure suit. On the
intercom viewscreens they saw the smdl suited figure cross from his ship into the Lancet's lock, and
watched as the sprays of formdin washed down the outside of the suit.

Moments later the creature stepped out of the decontamination chamber. He was amdl and humanoid,
with tiny fragile bones and pae, hairless skin. He stood no more than four feet high. More than anything
ese, he looked like a very intdligent monkey with a diminutive space it fitting his fragile body. When he
spoke the words came through the trandator in English; but Dd recognized the flowing syllables of the
universd language of the Gdactic Confederation.

"How do you know the common tongue?' he said. "There is no record of your people in our
Confederation, yet you use our own universa language.”

The Bruckian nodded. "We know the language wel. My people dread outsde contact—it is a racid
characteristic—but we hear the Confederation broadcasts and have learned to understand the common
tongue" The space-suited stranger looked at the doctors one by one. "We dso know of the good works
of the ships from Hospital Earth, and now we apped to you."

"Why?" Jack said. "Y ou gave us no information, nothing to go on.”

"There was no time" the creature said. "Deeth is gdking our land, and the people are fdling at thar
plows. Thousands of us are dying, tens of thousands. Even | am infected and soon will be dead. Unless
you can find away to hdp us quickly, it will be too late, and my people will be wiped from the face of the
planet.”

Jack looked grimly at Tiger and Dd. "Well," he said, "I guess that answers our question, dl right. It looks
asif we have a plague planet on our hands, whether we likeit or not.”



CHAPTER9
THE INCREDIBLE PEOPLE

Sowly and patiently they drew the story from the emissary from the seventh planet of 31 Brucker.

The amdl, monkey-like creature was panfully shy; he required constant reassurance that the doctors did
not mind being caled, that they wanted to help, and that a contract was not necessary in an emergency.
Even a that the spokesman was reluctant to give details about the plague and about his stricken people.
Evey bit of information had to be extracted with patient questioning.

By tacit consent the doctors did not even mention the strange fact that this very planet had been explored
by a Confederation ship eight hundred years before and no dgn of intdligent life had been found. The
little creature before them seemed ready to turn and bolt at the firg hint of attack or accusation. But bit
by bit, a picture of the current Stuation on the planet devel oped.

Whoever they were and wherever they had been when the Confederation ship had landed, there was
unquestionably an intdligent race now inhabiting this londly planet in the outer reaches of the solar system
of 31 Brucker. There was no doubt of their advancement; a few well-sdected questions reveded that
they had control of atomic power, aworking understanding of the nature and properties of contra-terrene
meatter, and a workable star drive operating on the same basc principle as Earth's Koenig drive but
which the Bruckians had never redlly used because of thelr shyness and fear of contact with other races.
They ds0 had an excdlent understanding, thanks to ther eavesdropping on Confederation interstellar
radio chatter, of the exisence and functions of the Gdactic Confederation of worlds, and of Hospitd
Earth's work as physician to the galaxy.

But about Bruckian anatomy, physiology or biochemigry, the little emissary would tdl them nothing. He
seemed genuindy frightened when they pressed him about the physical make-up of his people, as though
their questions were somehow scraping a raw nerve. He indsted that his people knew nothing about the
nature of the plague that had stricken them, and the doctors could not budge him an inch from his stand.

But a plague had certainly struck.

It had begun Sx months before, sriking great masses of the people. It had walked the streets of the cities
and the hills and valeys of the countryside. Firg three out of ten had been stricken, then four, then five.
The course of the disease, once Started, was invariably the same: fird illness, weakness, loss of energy
and interest, then gradualy afading away of intdligent responses, leaving thousands of creatures waking
blank-faced and idiot-like about the streets and countryside. Ultimatdy even the dbility to take food was
log, and after an interva of aweek or s0, death invariably ensued.

FHndly the doctors retired to the control room for a puzzled conference. "It's got to be an organiam of
some sort that's doing it," Dd said. "There couldn't be an illness like this thet wasn't caused by some kind
of a paradtic germ or virus"



"But how do we know?' Jack said. "We know nothing about these people except what we can see.
Were going to have to do a complete biochemica and medica survey before we can hope to do

anything."
"But we aren't equipped for ared survey,” Tiger protested.

"Weve got to do it anyway," Jack said. "If we can just learn enough to be sure it's an infectious illness,
we might stand a chance of finding a drug that will cure it. Or at leest a way to immunize the ones that
aren't infected yet. If thisis a virus infection, we might only need to find an antibody for inoculation to
gop it in its tracks. But fird we need a good look at the planet and some more of the people—both
infected and hedthy ones. We'd better make arrangements as fast as we can.”

An hour later they had reached an agreement with the Bruckian emissary. The Lancet would be
permitted to land on the planet's surface as soon as the doctors were satisfied that it was safe. For the
time being the initid landings would be made in the patrol ship's lifeboats, with the Lancet in orbit a
thousand miles above the surface. Unquestionably the firg job was diagnods, discovering the exact
nature of the illness and sudying the aflicted people. This responshility rested squarely on Jack's
shoulders; he was the diagnostician, and Da and Tiger willingly yielded to him in organizing the program.

It was decided that Jack and Tiger would vist the planet's surface a once, while Da stayed on the ship
and set up the reagents and examining techniques that would be needed to measure the basic physica
and biochemicd characterigtics of the Bruckians.

Yet in dl the excitement of planning, Dd could not throw off the lingering shadow of doubt in his mind,
some indinctive voice of caution that seemed to say watch out, be careful, go dowly! This may not be
what it seems to be; you may be walking into a trap....

But it was only afant voice, and easy to thrust asde as the planning went ahead full speed.

It did not take very long for the crew of the Lancet to redize that there was something very odd indeed
about the small, sdif-effacing inhabitants of 31 Brucker VII.

Infact, "odd" was not redly quite the proper word for these creatures at dl. No one knew better than the
doctors of Hospitd Eath that oddness was the rule among the various members of the gdactic
avilization. All sorts and varieties of life-forms had been discovered, described and studied, each with its
angular differences, each with certain amilarities, and each quite "odd" in reference to any of the others.

In Dd this awareness of the oddness and difference of other races was paticulaly acute. He knew that
to Tiger and Jack he himsdf seemed odd, both anaiomicaly and in other ways. His fine gray fur and his
four-fingered hands set him apart from them—he would never be mistaken for an Earthman, even in the
densest fog. But these were comprehengble differences. His close attachment to Fuzzy was something
else, and 4ill seemed beyond ther ability to understand.



He had spent one whole evening patiently trying to make Jack understand just how his attachment to the
little pink creature was more than just the fondness of aman for his dog.

"Wdl, what would you cdl it, then?"

"Symbicgsis probably the best word for it,” Dd had replied. "Two lifeforms live together, and each one
helps the other—that's dl symbiods is. Together each one is better off than either one would be aone.
Wedl of uslivein symbioss with the bacteriain our digestive tracts, don't we? We provide them with a
place to live and grow, and they help us digest our food. It's a kind of a partnership—and Fuzzy and |
are partnersin the same sort of way."

Jack had argued, and then lost his temper, and findly grudgingly agreed that he supposed he would have
to tolerate it even if it didn't make sense to him.

But the creatures on 31 Brucker VII were "odd" far beyond the reasonable limits of oddness—so far
beyond it that the doctors could not believe the things that tharr eyes and their indruments were tdling
them.

When Tiger and Jack came back to the Lancet after thar firg trip to the planet's surface, they were
vighly shaken. Geographicdly, they had found it just as it had been described in the exploratory
reports—a barren, desert land with only a few large idands of vegetation in the equatorid regions.

"But the people!” Jack said. "They don't fit into any kind of pattern. They've got houses—at least | guess
you'd cdl them houses—but every one of them is like every other one, and they're dl crammed together
intight litle bunches, with nothing for miles in between. They've got an advanced technology, a good
communications system, manufacturing techniques and everything, but they just don't use them.”

"It's more than that," Tiger said. "They don't seem to want to use them.”

"Wil, it doesn't add up, to me" Jack said. "There are thousands of towns and cities down there, dl of
them miles gpart, and yet they had to go dig an old rudy jet scooter out of storage and get the motor
rebuilt just specidly to take us from one place to another. | know things can get disorganized with a
plague in the land, but this plague just hasn't been going on that long."

"What about the Sckness?' Dd asked. "Isit as bad as it sounded?'

"Worsg, if anything,” Tiger said gloomily. "They're dying by the thousands, and | hope we got those suits
of ours decontaminated, because | don't want any part of this disease.”

Grgphicdly, he described the conditions they had found among the stricken people. There was no
question that a plague was gdking the land. In the rutted mud roads of the villages and towns the dead
were piled in guitters, and in dl of the dties a desthly illness hung over the streets. Those who had not
yet succumbed to the illness were nursng and feeding the sck ones, but these unaffected ones were
growing scarcer and scarcer. The whole living population seemed resigned to hopelessness, hardly
noticing the strangers from the patrol ship.



But worst of dl were those in the find stages of the disease, wandering vagudy about the Street, ther
faces blank and ther jaws dack as though they were living in a dlent world of their own, cut off from
contact with the rest. "One of them dmogt ran into me" Jack said. "I was right in front of him, and he
didn't see me or hear me"

"But don't they have any knowledge of antisgpsis or isolation?' Dd asked.

Tiger shook his head. "Not that we could see. They don't know what's causng this sickness. They think
thet it's some kind of curse, and they never dreamed that it might be kept from spreading.”

Already Tiger and Jack had taken the fird routine steps to dedl with the sickness. They gave orders to
move the unaffected people in every town and village into isolated barracks and stockades. For hdf a
day Tiger tried to explain ways to prevent the spread of a bacteria or virus-borne disease. The people
hed stared a him as if he were taking gibberish; findly he gave up trying to explain, and just laid down
rules which the people were indructed to follow. Together they had collected standard testing specimens
of body fluids and tissue from both hedthy and afflicted Bruckians, and come back to the Lancet for a
breather.

Now dl three doctors began work on the specimens. Cultures were inoculated with specimens from
respiratory tract, blood and tissue taken from both sick and well. Haf a dozen fatd cases were brought
to the ship under specidly controlled conditions for autopsy examination, to reved both the norma
anaiomica characterigtics of this strange race of people and the damage the disease was doing. Down on
the surface Tiger had dready inoculated a dozen of the hedthy ones with various radioactive isotopes to
help outline the norma metabolism and biochemidry of the people. After a short deep period on the
Lancet, he went back down aone to follow up on these, leaving Dd and Jack to carry on the survey
work in the ship's lab.

It was a gargantuan task that faced them. They knew that in any race of creatures they could not hope to
recognize the abnorma unless they knew what the normd was. Tha was the sole reason for the
extensve biomedicd surveys tha were done on new contract planets. Under norma conditions, a survey
crew with specidisgts in physiology, biochemistry, anatomy, radiology, pharmacology and pathology might
spend months or even years on a new planet gathering base-line information. But here there was neither
time nor fadlities for such a study. Even in the twenty-four hours since the patrol ship arrived, the number
of dead had increased darmingly.

Alone on the ship, Dd and Jack found themselves working as a wel organized team. There was no time
here for argument or duplicated efforts; everything the two doctors did was dosdy co-ordinated. Jack
seemed to have forgotten his previous antagonism completely. There was a criss here, and more work
than three men could possbly do in the time avallable. " ou handle anatomy and pathology,” Jack told
Dd at the beginning. "You can get the picture five times as fagt as | can, and your pathology dides are
better than most commercia ones. | can do the best job on the cultures, once | get the growth media dl
st up.”

Bit by bit they divided the labor, checking in with Tiger by radio on the results of the isotopes sudies he
was running on the planet's surface. Bit by bit the data was collected, and Earthman and Garvian worked
more closaly than ever before as the task that faced them appeared more and more formidable.



But the results of thair tests made no sense whatever. Tiger returned to the ship after forty-eight hours
with circles under his eyes, looking as though he had been trampled in a crowd. "No deep, that's dl," he
sad breathlesdy as he crawled out of his decontaminated pressure suit. "No time for it. | swear | ran
those tests a dozen times and | dill didn't get any answers that made sense”

"The results you were sending up sounded plenty strange,” Jack said. "What was the trouble€?"

"I don't know," Tiger said, "but if we're looking for abiologicd pattern here, we haven't found it yet as far
as| can see”

"No, we certainly havent,” Dd exploded. "I thought | was doing something wrong somehow, because
these blood chemidtries I've been doing have been ridiculous. | can't even find a normd leve for blood
sugar, and as for the enzyme systems...." He tossed a shedf of notes down on the counter in disgust. "l
don't see how these people could even be dive, with a botched-up metabolism like thid I've never heard

of anything likeit."
"What kind of pathology did you find?' Tiger wanted to know.

"Nothing,” Dd said. "Nothing at dl. | did autopsies on the Sx tha you brought up here and made dides
of every different kind of tissue | could find. The anatomy is perfectly clear cut, no objections there.
These people are very dmilar to Earth-type monkeys in structure, with heart and lungs and voca cords
and dl. But | can't find any reason why they should be dying. Any luck with the cultures?’

Jack shook his head gumly. "No growth on any of the plates. At fird | thought | had something going,
butif I did, it died, and | can't find any Sgn of it in the filtrates™

"But welve got to have something to work on,” Tiger said desperately. "L ook, there are some things that
aways measure out the same in any intdligent creature no matter where he comes from. That's the whole
bass of gdactic medicine. Creatures may develop and adapt in different ways, but the basic biochemicd
resctions are the same.”

"Not here, they aren't,” Dd said. "Take alook & these testdl"”

They carried the hegp of notes they had collected out into the control room and began gfting and
organizing the data, just as a survey team would do, trying to match it with the pattern of a thousand other
living creatures that had previoudy been studied. Hours passed, and they were farther from an answer
than when they began.

Because this data did not fit a pattern. It was different. No two individuas showed the same reactions.
In every test the results were ather flatly impossible or completely the opposite of what was expected.

Caefully they retraced ther steps, trying to pinpoint what could be going wrong.
"Therés got to be alaboratory error,” Dd said wearily. "We mugt have dipped up somewhere.”

"But | don't see where" Jack said. "Let's see those culture tubes again. And put on a pot of coffee. |



can't even think sraight any more.”

Of the three of them, Jack was beginning to show the gtrain the most. This was his specid field, the place
where he was supposed to excd, and nothing was happening. Reports coming up from the planet were
discouraging; the isolation techniques they had tried to indtitute did not seem to be working, and the
spread of the plague was accderating. The communiqués from the Bruckians were taking on a note of

desperation.

Jack watched each report with growing apprehension. He moved restlesdy from lab to control room,
checking and rechecking things, trying to find some sign of order in the chaos.

"Try to get some deep,” Dd urged him. "A couple of hourswill freshen you up a hundred per cent.”
"I can't, I've dready tried it," Jack said.
"Go ahead. Tiger and | can keep working on these things for awhile”

"No, no, it's not that," Jack said. "Without a diagnosis, we can't do athing. Until we have that, our hands
are tied, and we aren't even getting close to it. We don't even know whether this is a bacteria, or a virus,
or what. Maybe the Bruckians are right. Maybe it's a curse.

"I don't think the Black Service of Pathology would buy that for a diagnoss” Tiger said sourly.

"The Black Service would choke on it—but what other answer do we have? You two have been doing
dl you can, but diagnosisis my job. I'm supposed to be good at it, but the more we dig into this, the
farther away we seem to get.”

"Do you want to cdl for hdp?' Tiger said.

Jack shook his head helplesdy. "I'm beginning to think we should have cdled for hep a long time ago,”
he said. "We're into this over our heads now and we're dill going down. At the rate those people are
dying down there, we don't have time to cal for hdp now." He stared at the piles of notes on the desk
and his face was very white. "l don't know, | just don't know," he said. "The diagnoss on this thing
should have been duck soup. | thought it was going to be a red feather in my cap, just waking in and
naling it down in afew hours. Well, I'm whipped. | don't know what to do. If either of you can think of
an answer, it'sdl yours, and I'll admit it to Black Doctor Tanner himsdf.”

It was bitter medicine for Blue Doctor Jack Alvarez to swalow, but that fact gave no pleasure to Dd or
Tiger now. They were as baffled as Jack was, and would have welcomed hep from anyone who could
offer it.

And, ironicaly, the firg glimpse of the truth came from the direction they least expected.



From the very beginning Fuzzy had been watching the proceedings from his perch on the swinging
platform in the control room. If he sensed that DA Timgar was ignoring him and leaving him to his own
devices much of the time, he showed no dgn of resentment. The tiny creature seemed to redize tha
something important was consuming his master's energy and attention, and contented himsdf with an
affectionate pat now and then as Dd went through the control room. Everyone assumed without much
thought that Fuzzy was merdy being tolerant of the Stuation. It was not until they had findly given up in
desperation and Tiger was trying to contact a Hospital Ship for help, that Dd stared up at his little pink
friend with a puzzled frown.

Tiger put the transmitter down for a moment. "What's wrong?' he said to Dd. "You look as though you
just bit into a rotten gpple.”

"I just remembered that | haven't fed him for twenty-four hours" Da said.
"Whao? Fuzzy?' Tiger shrugged. "He could see you were busy.”

Dd shook his head. "That wouldn't make any difference to Fuzzy. When he gets hungry, he gets hungry,
and he's pretty self-centered. It wouldn't matter what | was doing, he should have been screaming for
food hours ago.”

Dd waked over to the plaform and peered down at his pink friend in darm. He took him up and rested
him on his shoulder, a move that invarigbly sent Fuzzy into raptures of ddlight. Now the little creature just
st there, trembling and rubbing half-heartedly againgt Dal's neck.

Dd hdd him out at arm's length. "Fuzzy, what's the matter with you?'

"Do you think something's wrong with hm?' Jack said, looking up suddenly. "Looks like he's having
trouble kegping his eyes open.”

"His color isn't right, either,” Tiger said. "He looks kind of blue."

Quite suddenly the little black eyes closed and Fuzzy began to tremble vidlently. He drew himsdf up into
atight pink globule as the fuzz-like hair disappeared from view.

Something was unmigtakably wrong. As he hdd the shivering creature, Dd was suddenly aware that
something had been nibbling at the back of his mind for hours. Not a clear-cut thought, merdy an
impresson of pain and anguish and sickness, and now as he looked a Fuzzy the impresson grew so
grong it dmogt made him cry out.

Abruptly, Dd knew what he had to do. Where the thought came from he didn't know, but it was crysd
clear inhismind. "Jack, whereis our biggest virusfilter?' he asked quietly.

Jack stared at him. "Virusfilter? | just took it out of the autoclave an hour ago.”

"Getit," Dd said, "and the suction machine too. Quickiy!”



Jack went down the corridor like a shot, and reappeared a moment later with the big porcelain virus filter
and the suction tubing attached to it. Swiftly Da dumped the limp little creature in his hand into the top of
thefilter jar, poured in some gerile saline, and started the suction.

Tiger and Jack watched him in amazement. "What are you doing?' Tiger said.

"Hiteing im," Dd said. "He's infected. He mugt have been exposed to the plague somehow, maybe
when our little Bruckian vigtor came on board the other day. And if it's a virus that's causng this plague,
the virusfilter ought to hold it back and dill let Fuzzy's molecular structure through.”

They watched and sure enough a bluish-pink fluid began moving down through the porcdain filter, and
dripping through the funnd into the beaker below. Each drop coaesced in the beaker as it fdl until
Fuzzy's whole body had been sucked through the filter and into the jar below. He was 4ill not quite his
normd pink color, but as the filter went dry, a pair of frightened shoe-button eyes appeared and he
poked up a pair of ears. Presently the fuzz began appearing on his body again.

And on the top of thefilter lay afant gray film. "Don't touch it!" Dd said. "That's rea poison.” He dipped
on ameask and gloves, and scraped a bit of the film from the filter with a spatula. "I think we have it," he
sad. "Thevirus that's causng the plague on this planet.”

CHAPTER 10
THE BOOMERANG CLUE

It was a virus, beyond doubt. The eectron microscope told them that, now that they had the substance
isolated and could examine it. In the culture tubes in the Lancet's incubators, it would begin to grow
nicdy, and then fdter and die, but when guinea pigs were inoculated in the ship's laboratory, the
substance proved its virulence. The animds injected with tiny bits of the substance grew sick within hours
and very quickly died.

The cdl to the Hospita Ship was canceled as the three doctors worked in feverish excitement. Here at
last was something they could grapple with, something so common among the races of the gdaxy thet the
doctors fdt certain tha they could cope with it. Very few, if any, higher life forms existed that did not
have some sort of submicroscopic parasite dflicting them. Bacterid infection was a threat on every
inhabited world, and the viruses—the tiniet of al submicroscopic organisms—were the most difficult and
dangerous of them all.

And yet virus plagues had been stopped before, and they could be stopped again.

Jack radioed down to the planet's surface that the diagnosis had been made; as soon as the proper
medications could be prepared, the doctors would land to begin treatment. There was a new flicker of
hopefulness in the Bruckian's response, and an apped to hurry. With renewed energy the doctors went
back to the lab to start working on the new data.



But trouble continued to dog them. This was no ordinary virus. It proved resigant to every one of the
antibiotics and antivird agentsin the Lancet's stockroom. No drug seemed to affect it, and its molecular
sructure was different from any virus that had ever been recorded before.

"If one of the drugs would only just dow it up alittle, we'd be ahead," Tiger sad in perplexity. "We don't
have anything that even touchesiit, not even the purified globulins”

"What about antibodies from the infected people?' Jack suggested. "In every virus diseese I've ever
heard of, the victim's own body starts meking antibodies againg the invading virus. If enough antibodies
are made fast enough, the virus dies and the patient isimmune from then on.”

"Wl these people don't seem to be meking any antibodies at dl,” Tiger sad. "At least not as far as |
can see. If they were, a least some of them would be recovering from the disease. So far not a single one
has recovered once the thing started. They dl just go ahead and die”

"I wonder," Dd sad, "if Fuzzy had any defense.”
Jack looked up. "How do you mean?

"W, Fuzzy was infected, we know that. He might have died too, if we hadn't caught it in time—but as it
worked out, he didn't. In fact, he looks pretty hedlthy right now."

"That'sfinefor Fuzzy," Jack said impatiently, "but 1 don't see how we can push the whole population of
31 Brucker VII through a virus filter. They're flesh-and-blood cresatures.”

"That's not what | mean,” Dd said. "Maybe Fuzzy's body developed antibodies againg the virus while he
was infected. Remember, he doesn't have a rigid body sructure like we do. He's modly just basic
protein, and he can synthesize pretty much anything he wants to or needs to."

Jack blinked. "It'san ideg, a leadt. Is there any way we can get some of his body fluid away from him?
Without getting bit, | mean?"

"No problem there" Dd said. "He can regenerate pretty fast if he has enough of the right kind of food.
He won't miss an ounce or two of excess tissue.”

Hetook a beaker over to Fuzzy's platform and began squeezing off a little blob of pink materid. Fuzzy
seemed to sense what Dd wanted; obligingly he thrugt out a little pseudopod which Dd pinched off into
the beaker. With the addition of a andl amount of sdine solution, the tissue dissolved into thin, pink

suspension.

In the laboratory they found two or three of the guinea pigsin the last stages of the infection, and injected
them with atiny bit of the pink solution. The effect was dmaost unbdievable. Within twenty minutes dl of
the injected animds began to perk up, ther eyes brighter, nibbling at the food in tharr cages, while the
ones that had not been injected got sicker and sicker.

"Wl there's our answer,” Jack said eagerly. "If we can get some of this Suff injected into our friends



down below, we may be able to protect the hedthy ones from getting the plague, and cure the sick ones
aswdl. If we dill have enough time, that is™

They had landing permission from the Bruckian spokesman within minutes, and an hour later the Lancet
made an orderly landing on a newly-repaved landing fiedd near one of the centrd cities on the seventh
planet of 31 Brucker.

Tiger and Jack had obvioudy not exaggerated the strange appearance of the towns and dities on this
plague-ridden planet, and Dd was appaled at the ravages of the disease tha they had come to fight.
Only one out of ten of the Bruckians was dill uninfected, and another three out of the ten were dearly in
the late stages of the disease, waking about blankly and blindly, sumbling into thingsin ther paths, fdling
to the ground and lying mute and helpless until death came to release them. Under the gaing red sun,
weary parties of stretcher bearers went about the Slent streets, moving their grim cargo out to the mass
graves a the edge of the city.

Theorigind spokesman who had come up to the Lancet was dead, but another had taken his place as
negotiator with the doctors—an older, thinner Bruckian who looked as if he carried the tota burden of
his people on his shoulders. He greeted them eagerly at the landing fidd. "You have found a solution!” he
cried. "You have found away to turn the tide—but hurry! Every moment now is precious.”

During the landing procedures, Da had worked to prepare enough of the precious antibody suspension,
with Fuzzy's co-operation, to handle a large number of inoculations. By the time the ship touched down
he had a dozen flasks and severa hundred syringes ready. Hundreds of the unafflicted people were
crowding around the ship, saring in open wonder as Da, Jack and Tiger came down the ladder and
went into close conference with the spokesman.

It took some time to explan to the spokesman why they could not begin then and there with the mass
inoculdions againg the plague. Firdt, they needed test cases, in order to make certain that what they
thought would work in theory actudly produced the desired results. Controls were needed, to be certain
that the antibody suspension done was bringing about the changes seen and not something ese. At last,
orders went out from the spokesman. Two hundred uninfected Bruckians were admitted to a large
roped-off area near the ship, and another two hundred in late stages of the disease were led sumbling
into another closed area. Prdiminary skin-tests of the antibody suspension showed no Sgn of untoward
reaction. Dd began filling syringes while Tiger and Jack started inoculating the two groups.

"If it works with these cases, it will be ample to immunize the whole population,” Tiger said. "From the
amounts we used on the guinea pigs, it looks as if only tiny amounts are needed. We may even be able to
train the Bruckians to give the injections themsdves™

"Andif it works we ought to have a brand new medica service contract ready for Sgnature with Hospita
Eath,” Jack added eagerly. "It won't be long before we have those Stars, you wait and see! If we can
only get this done fast enough.”

They worked feverighly, particularly with the group of termind cases. Many were dying even as the shots
were being given, while the firs symptoms of the disease were gppearing in some of the unafflicted ones.
Swiftly Tiger and Jack went from patient to patient while Da kept check of the names, numbers and
locations of those that were inoculated.



And even before they were finished with the inoculations, it was apparent that they were taking effect.
Not one of the infected patients died after inoculation was completed. The series took three hours, and
by the time the four hundred doses were administered, one thing seemed certain: that the antibody was
checking the deadly march of the disease in some way.

The Bruckian spokesman was s0 excited he could hardly contain himsdf; he wanted to start bringing in
the rest of the population a once. "Weve dmogt exhausted this first batch of the materid,” Dd told him.
"Wewill have to prepare more—but we will waste time trying to move a whole planet's population here.
Get adozen arcraft ready, and a dozen hedthy, intdligent workers to help us. We can show them how
to use the materid, and let them go out to the other population centers dl at once.”

Back aboard the ship they started preparing a larger quantity of the antibody suspenson. Fuzzy hed
regenerated back to normd weight again, and much to Da's ddlight had been salitting off smdl segments
of pink protoplasmin acirdedl around him, as though anticipating further demands on his resources. A
quick test-run showed that the antibody was aso being regenerated. Fuzzy was voracioudy hungry, but
the materid in the second batch was dill as powerful asin the fird.

The doctors were dmost ready to go back down, loaded with enough inoculum and syringes to equip
themsalves and a dozen fidd workers when Jack suddenly stopped what he was doing and cocked an
ear toward the entrance lock.

"What'swrong?' Dd said.
"Ligen aminute
They stopped to ligen. "I don't hear anything,” Tiger said.

Jack nodded. "I know. That's what | mean. They were hallering ther heads off when we came back
aboard. Why so quiet now?"'

He crossed over to the viewscreen scanning the fidd below, and flipped on the switch. For a moment he
just stared. Then he said: "Come here aminute. | don't like the looks of this at dl."

Dd and Tiger crowded up to the screen. "What's the matter?' Tiger said. "I don't see ... wait a minute! ™
"Yes, youd better look again," Jack said. "What do you think, Da?"

"Wed better get down there fadt," Dd said, "and see what's going on. It looks to me like weve got a
tiger by thetall...."

They climbed down the ladder once again, with the antibody flasks and Sterile syringes strapped to their
backs. But this time the greting was different from before.



The Bruckian spokesman and the others who had not yet been inoculated drew back from them in terror
as they stepped to the ground. Before, the people on the fidd had crowded in eagerly around the ship;
now they were standing in silent groups staring at the doctors fearfully and muttering among themselves.

But the doctors could see only the inoculated people in the two roped-off areas. Off to the right anong
the infected Bruckians who had received the antibody there were no new dead—»but there was no
change for the better, either. The Sck creatures drifted about amlesdy, milling like animasin a cage, thar
faces blank, thair jaws dack, hands wandering foolishly. Not one of them had begun reacting normaly,
not one showed any sgn of recognition or recovery.

But the red horror was on the other sde of the fidd. Here were the hedthy ones, the uninfected ones
who had received preventative inoculations. A few hours before they had been left sanding in quiet,

happy groups, taking among themselves, laughing and joking....

But now they werentt taking any more. They stared across at the doctors with dack faces and dazed
eyes, thar feet dffling amledy in the dust. All were dive, but only hdf-alive. The intdligence and
dertness were gone from their faces; they were like the empty shdlls of the creatures they had been a few
hours before, indistinguishable from the infected crestures in the other compound.

Jack turned to the Bruckian spokesman in darm. "What's happened here?' he asked. "What's become of
the ones we inoculated? Where have you taken them?'

The spokesman shrank back as though afraid Jack might reach out to touch him. "Taken them!" he cried.
"We have moved none of them! Those are the ones you poisoned with your needles. What have you
done to make them like this?"

"lt—it must be some sort of temporary reaction to the injection,” Jack faltered. "There was nothing that
we used that could possibly have given them the disease, we only used a substance to hdp them fight it
off."

The Bruckian was sheking hisfig angrily. "It's no reaction, it is the plague itsdf! What kind of evil are you
doing? Y ou came here to help us, and instead you bring us more misary. Do we not have enough of that
to please you?"

Swiftly the doctors began examining the patients in both enclosures, and on each sde they found the
same picture. One by one they checked the ones that had previoudy been untouched by the plague, and
found only the sagging jaws and idiot stares.

"There's no sense examining every one," Tiger said findly. "They're dl the same, every one”

"But this is impossble” Jack said, glandng gpprehensively at the growing mob of angry Bruckians
outsde the stockades. "What could have happened? What have we done?’

"I don't know," Tiger said. "But whatever we've done has turned into a boomerang. We knew that the
antibody might not work, and the disease might just go right ahead, but we didn't anticipate anything like
this"



"Maybe some foreign protein got into the batch,” Dd said.

Tiger shook his head. "It wouldn't behave like this. And we were careful getting it ready. All weve done
was inject an antibody againg a specific virus. All it could have done was to kill the virus, but these
people act as though they're infected now."

"But they're not dying,” Dd said. "And the sick ones we injected stopped dying, too.”
"So what do we do now?" Jack said.

"Get one of these that changed like this aboard ship and go over him with a fine-toothed comb. Weve
got to find out what's happened.”

He led one of the stricken Bruckians by the hand like a mindless dummy across the fidd toward the little
group where the spokesman and his party stood. The crowd on the field were moving in closer; an angry
cry went up when Dd touched the sick creature.

"Youll have to keep this crowd under control,” Dd said to the spokesman. "We're going to take this one
aboard the ship and examine him to see what this reaction could be, but this mob is beginning to sound
dangerous.”

"They're afrad," the spokesman said. "They want to know what you've done to them, what this new
curse is that you bring in your syringes.”

"It's not a curse, but something has gone wrong. We need to learn what, in order to ded with it."
"The people are afraid and angry,” the spokesman said. "'l don't know how long I can control them.”

And indeed, the attitude of the crowd around the ship was very strange. They were not just fearful; they
were terrified. As the doctors waked back to the ship leading the stricken Bruckian behind them, the
people shrank back with dreedful cries, holding up therr hands as if to ward off some mongtrous evil.
Before, in the worst throes of the plague, there had been no Sgn of this kind of reaction. The people had
seemed gpathetic and miserable, resgned hopelesdy to ther fate, but now they were reacting in abject
terror. It dmost seemed that they were more afraid of these walking shdlls of ther former selves than they
were of the disease itsdlf.

But as the doctors started up the ladder toward the entrance lock the crowd surged in toward them with
figsraised in anger. "Wed better get help, and fagt," Jack said as he dammed the entrance lock closed
behind them. "I don't like the looks of this a bit. Dal, we'd better see what we can learn from this poor
cresture here"

As Tiger headed for the earphones, DA and Jack went to work once again, checking the blood and
other body fluids from the stricken Bruckian. But now, incredibly, the results of ther tests were quite
different from those they had obtained before. The blood sugar and protein determinations fdl into the
pattern they had origindly expected for a creature of this type. Even more surprisng, the levd of the
antibody againg the plague virus was high—far higher then it could have been from the tiny amount that



was injected into the cresture.

"They must have been making it themsdves" Dd said, "and our inoculaion was just the straw that broke
the camd's back. All of those people must have been on the brink of symptoms of the infection, and dl
we did was add to the naturd defenses they were dready meking.”

"Then why did the symptoms appear?’ Jack said. "If that's true, we should have been helping them, and
look at them now!"

Tiger appeared at the door, scowling. "Weve got red trouble, now," he said. "l can't get through to a
hospitd ship. In fact, | can't get a message out at al. These people are jamming our radios.”

"But why?' Dd said.
"I don't know, but take a look outsde there"

Through the viewscreen it seemed as though the whole fidd around the ship had filled up with the crowd.
Thefird reaction of terror now seemed to have given way to blind fury; the people were shouting angrily,
waving their clenched fids at the ship as the spokesman tried to hold them back.

Then there was a resounding crash from somewhere below, and the ship lurched, throwing the doctors to
the floor. They staggered to their feet as another blow jolted the ship, and ancther.

"Let's get a screen up,” Tiger shouted. "Jack, get the engines going. They're trying to board us, and |
don't think itll be much funif they ever break in"

In the control room they threw the switches that activated a powerful protective energy screen around the
ship. It was a device that was carried by dl GPP Ships as a means of protection againg physca attack.
When activated, an energy screen was virtudly impregnable, but it could only be used briefly; the power
it required placed an enormous drain on a ship's energy resources, and a year's nuclear fud could be
consumed in afew hours.

Now the screen served its purpose. The ship steadied, Hill vibrating from the lagt assault, and the noise
from below ceased abruptly. But when Jack threw the switchesto start the engines, nothing happened at
dl.

"Look a that!" he cried, garing at the motionless dids. "They're janming our dectrica sysem somehow.
| can't get any turn-over.”

"Try it again," Tiger said. "Weve got to get out of here. If they break in, we're done for."
"They can't break through the screen,” Dd said.

"Not aslong asit lagts. But we can't keep it up indfinitdy.”



Once again they tried the radio equipment. There was no response but the harsh datic of the jamming
sgnd from the ground below. "It's no good,” Tiger said findly. "We're stuck here, and we can't even cdl
for hep. You'd think if they were so scared of us they'd be glad to see us go."

"I think there's more to it than that," Dd said thoughtfully. "This whole business has been crazy from the
gart. Thisjust fitsinwith dl the rest.” He picked Fuzzy off his perch and set him on his shoulder asiif to
protect him from some unsuspected threat. "Maybe they're afraid of us, | don't know. But | think they're
afrad of something else awhole lot worse.”

There was nothing to be done but wait and stare hopelesdy at the mass of notes and records that they
hed collected on the people of 31 Brucker VII and the plague that aflicted them.

Until now, the Lancet's crew had been too busy to stop and piece the data together, to try to see the
picture as awhole. But now there was ample time, and the redlization of what had been happening here
began to dawn on them.

They had followed the well-established principles step by step in studying these incredible people, and
nothing had come out as it should. In theory, the steps they had taken should have yidded the answer.
They had come to a planet where an entire population was threatened with a dreadful disease. They had
identified the disease, found and isolated the virus that caused it, and then developed an antibody that
effectivdy destroyed the virus—in the laboratory. But when they had tried to gpply the antibody in the
dflicted patients, the response had been totaly unexpected. They had stopped the march of death among
those they had inoculated, and had produced instead a condition that the people seemed to dread far
more than degth.

"Let's face it," Dd said, "we bungled it somehow. We should have had hdp here right from the gart. |
don't know where we went wrong, but we've done something.”

"Wdl, it wasn't your fault" Jack sad gloomily. "If we had the right diagnosis, this wouldnt have
happened. And | Hill can't see the diagnosis. All I've been able to come up with is a nice mess”

"We're missng something, that's dl," Dd said. "Theinformation is dl here. We just aren't reading it right,
somehow. Somewhere in hereis a key to the whole thing, and we just can't seeit.”

They went back to the data again, going through it step by step. This was Jack Alvarez's specidty—the
technique of diagnosis, the ahility to take dl the available information about a race and about its illness
and piece it together into a pattern that made sense. Dd could see that Jack was now hitterly angry with
himsdf, yet & every turn he seemed to Srike another obstacle—some fact that didn't jibe, a missng
fragment here, a wrong answer there. With Da and Tiger hdping he started back over the sequence of
events, trying to make sense out of them, and came up squarely againgt a blank wall.

The things they had done should have worked; instead, they had falled. A specific antibody used againgt
a specific virus should have destroyed the virus or dowed its progress, and there seemed to be no



rationd explanation for the dreadful response of the uninfected ones who had been inoculated for
protection.

And as the doctors dfted through the data, the Bruckian they had brought up from the enclosure sat
daing off into space, making smdl noises with his mouth and moving his ams amlesdy. After a while
they led him back to a bunk, gave hm a medicine for degp and left him snoring gently. Another hour
passed as they pored over thar notes, with Tiger stopping from time to time to mop perspiration from his
forehead. All three were aware of the moving clock hands, marking off the minutes that the force screen
could hold out.

And then Dd Timgar was digging into the pile of papers, searching franticaly for something he could not
find. "That firg report we got,” he said hoarsdly. "There was something in the very firg informetion we
ever saw on this plangt...."

"You mean the Confederation's data? It's in the radio log." Tiger pulled open the thick log book. "But
what...."

"It'sthere, plan as day, I'm sure of it Dd said. He read through the report swiftly, until he came to the
last paragraph—a two-line description of the largest crestures the origind Exploration Ship had found on
the planet, described by them as totdly unintdligent and only observed on a few occasions in the course
of the exploration. Dd read it, and his hands were trembling as he handed the report to Jack. "I knew the
answer was therel" he said. "Take alook at that again and think about it for aminute”

Jack read it through. "I don't see what you mean,” he said.

"I mean that | think we've made a horrible misteke," Dd said, "and | think | see now what it was. Weve
hed this whole thing exactly 100 per cent backward from the start, and that explains everything that's
happened here!”

Tiger peered over Jack's shoulder at the report. "Backward?'

"As backward as we could get it" Dd sad. "Weve assumed dl dong that these flesh-and-blood
crestures down there were the ones that were cdling us for hdp because of a virus plague tha was
attacking and killing them. Al right, look at it the other way. Just suppose that the intdligent creature that
cdled us for help was the virus, and that those flesh-and-blood creatures down there with the blank,
supid faces are the real plague we ought to have been fighting al dong!”

CHAPTER 11
DAL BREAKSA PROMISE

For a moment the others just stared at their Garvian crewmate. Then Jack Alvarez snorted. "Y ou'd better
go back and get some rest," he said. "This has been a tougher grind than | thought. Y ou're beginning to



show the grain.”

"No, | meenit," Dd said earnestly. "I think that is exactly what's been hgppening.”
Tiger looked at him with concern. "Dd, thisis no time for double talk and nonsense.”
"It's not nonsense,” Dd said. "It's the answer, if youll only stop and think."

"Anintdligent virus?' Jack said. "Who ever heard of such a thing? There's never been a lifeform like
that reported since the beginning of the gaactic exploration.”

"But that doesn't mean there couldn't be one” Dd said. "And how would an exploratory crew ever
identify it, if it exiged? How would they ever even suspect it? They'd miss it completdy—unless it
happened to get into trouble itsdf and try to cdl for help!™ Da jumped up in excitemen.

"Look, I've seen a dozen articles showing how such athing was theoreticdly possible ... a virus lifeform
with hillions of submicroscopic parts acting together to form an intdligent colony. The only thing a
virus-creature would need that other intdligent creatures don't need would be some kind of a host, some
sort of anima body to livein so that it could use its intdligence.”

"It'simpossble Jack said scornfully. "Why don't you giveit up and get some rest? Here we St with our
feat in the fire, and dl you can do is dream up foolishness like this™

"I'm not so sureit's foolishness,” Tiger Martin said dowly. "Jack, maybe he's got something. A couple of
things would fit that don't make sense a dl."

"All sorts of things would fit," Dd said. "The viruses we know have to have a host—some other life-form
to live in. Usudly they are parasites, damaging or destroying their hosts and giving nothing in return, but
some set up red partnership housekeeping with their hosts so that both are better off."

"You mean a symbiatic rdaionship,” Jack said.

"Of course" DA said. "Now suppose these virus-creatures were intdligent, and came from some other
place looking for a new host they could live with. They wouldn't ook for an intdligent cresture, they
would look for some unintelligent creature with a good strong body that would be capable of doing all
sorts of things if it only had an intdligence to guide it. Suppose these virus-creatures found a
smple-minded, unintdligent race on this planet and tried to set up a symbictic rdationship with it. The
virus-creatures would need a hogt to provide a home and a food supply. Maybe they in turn could supply
theintdligence to raise the host to a cvilized leve of life and performance. Wouldn't thet be a far basis
for a sound partnership?’

Jack scratched his head doubtfully. "And you're saying that these virus-creatures came here after the
exploratory ship had come and gone?’

"They mugt have! Maybe they only came a few years ago, maybe only months ago. But when they tried
to invade the unintdligent creatures the exploratory ship found here, they discovered that the new host's



body couldn't tolerate them. His body reacted as if they were paraditic invaders, and built up antibodies
agang them. And those body defenses were more than the virus could cope with.”

Dd pointed to the piles of notes on the desk. "Don't you see how it adds up? Right from the beginning
weve been assuming that these monkey-like crestures here on this planet were the dominant, intdligent
lifeforms. Anatomicaly they were ordinary cdlular creatures like you and me, and when we examined
them we expected to find the same sort of biochemicd reactions we'd find with any such creatures. And
dl our results came out wrong, because we were dedling with a combination of two creastures—the host
and a virus. Maybe the creatures on 31 Brucker VII were naurdly blank-faced idiots before the virus
came, or maybe the virus was forced to damage some vitd part just in order to fight back—Dbut it was
the virus that was being killed by its own host, not the other way around.”

Jack studied the idea, no longer scornful. "So you think the virus-creatures cdled for help, hoping we
could find some way to free them from the hosts that were killing them. And when Fuzzy developed a
powerful antibody againg them, and we dtarted usng the suff—" Jack broke off, shaking his head in
horror. "Dd, if you're right, we were literdly daughtering our own patients when we gave those
injections down there!”

"Exactly," Dd said. "Isit any wonder they're so scared of us now? It must have looked like a deliberate
atempt to wipe them out, and now they're afraid that well go get hdp and really movein againg them.”

Tiger nodded. "Which was precisdy what we were planning, if you stop to think about it. Maybe that
was why they were so rductant to tdl us anything about themsdves. Maybe they've dready been
migtaken for paragitic invaders before, wherever in the universe they came from.”

"Butif thisis true, then we're redly in ajam," Jack said. "What can we possbly do for them? We can't
even repair the damage that we've dready done. What sort of trestment can we use?'

Dd shook his head. "I don't know the answer to that one, but | do know weve got to find out if we're
right. An intdligent virus-creature has as much right to life as any other intdligent lifeform. If weve
guessed right, then theré's a lot that our intdligent friends down there haven't told us. Maybe therell be
some clue there. Weve just got to face them with it, and see what they say.”

Jack looked at the viewscreen, at the angry mob milling around on the ground, held back from the ship
by the energy screen. "Y ou meen just go out there and say, 'Look fellows, it was dl a mistake, we didn't
redly mean to do it?" He shook his head. "Maybe you want to tdl them. Not me"

"Dd's right, though,” Tiger said. "Weve got to contact them somehow. They aren't even responding to
radio communication, and they've scrambled our outsde radio and fouled our drive mechanism
somehow. Welve got to sttle thiswhile we dill have an energy screen.”

There was along slence as the three doctors looked at each other. Then Da stood up and walked over
to the swinging platform. He lifted Fuzzy down onto his shoulder. "It1l be dl right,” he said to Jack and
Tiger. "Il go out."

"Theyll tear you to ribbond" Tiger protested.



Dd shook his head. "I don't think so," he said quietly. "I don't think they'll touch me. They'll greet me with
open ams when | go down there, and they'll be eager to talk to me."

"Areyou crazy?' Jack cried, legping to hisfeet. "We can't let you go out there."
"Dont worry," Dd said. "l know exactly what I'm doing. I'll be able to handle the Situation, believe me.”

He hesitated a moment, and gave Fuzzy alast nervous pat, settling him more firmly on his shoulder. Then
he started down the corridor for the entrance lock.

He had promised himsdf long before ... many years before ... that he would never do what he planned to
do now, but now he knew that there was no aternative. The only other choice was to wait heplesdy until
the power falled and the protective screen vanished and the creatures on the ground outside tore the ship
to pieces.

As he stood in the airlock waiting for the pressure to shift to outside norma, he lifted Fuzzy down into the
crook of hisarm and rubbed the little creature between the shoe-button eyes. "Y ou've got to back me up
now," he whispered softly. "It's been along time, | know that, but | need help now. It's going to be up to
you."

Dd knew the subtle strength of his people's peculiar talent. From the moment he had stepped down to
the ground the second time with Tiger and Jack, even with Fuzzy waiting back on the ship, he had fdt the
powerful wave of horror and fear and anger risng up from the Bruckians, and he had glimpsad the awful
idiot vacancy of the minds of the creatures in the enclosure, in whom the intdligent virus was dready
dead. This had required no effort; it just came naturdly into his mind, and he had known indantly that
something terrible had gone wrong.

In the years on Hospital Earth, he had carefully forced himsdf never to think in terms of his specid talent.
He had diligently screened off the impressons and emotions that struck at him condantly from his
classmates and from others that he came in contact with. Above dl, he had fought down the temptation
to turn his power the other way, to useit to his own advantage.

But now, as the lock opened and he started down the ladder, he closed his mind to everything ese.
Hugging Fuzzy close to his Sde, he turned hismind into a angle tight channel. He drove the thought out at
the Bruckians with dl the power he could muder: | come in peace. | mean you no harm. | have good
news, joyful news. You must be happy to see me, eager to welcome me....

He could fed the wave of anger and fear strike him like a physicd blow as soon as he appeared in the
entrance lock. The cries rose up in a wave, and the crowd surged in toward the ship. With the energy
fidd released, there was nothing to stop them; they were tripping over each other to reach the bottom of
the ladder firgt, shouting threats and waving angry figts, reaching up to grab a Dd's ankles as he came
down....



And then as if by magic the cries died in the throats of the ones closest to the ladder. The angry fids
unclenched, and extended into outstretched hands to hdp him down to the ground. As though an
ever-widening wave was spreading out around him, the aura of peace and good will struck the people in
the crowd. And as it spread, the anger faded from the faces; the hard lines gave way to puzzled frowns,
then to smiles DdA channdled his thoughts more rigidly, and watched the effect spread out from him like
ripplesin a pond, as anger and suspicion and fear melted away to be replaced by confidence and trust.

Dd had seen it occur a thousand times before. He could remember his trips on Garvian trading ships with
his father, when the traders with their fuzzy pink friends on their shoulders faced cold, hogtile, suspicious
buyers. It had seemed dmos miraculous the way the suspicions mdted away and the hodtile faces
became friendly as the buyers minds became receptive to barganing and trading. He had even seen it
happen on the Teegar with Tiger and Jack, and it was no coincidence that throughout the gdaxy the
Garvians—aways accompanied by ther fuzzy friends—had assumed the postion of power and wedth
and leadership thet they had.

And now once again the pattern was being repeated. The Bruckians who surrounded Dd were amiling
and taking eagerly; they made no move to touch him or harm him.

The spokesman they had talked to before was there a his elbow, and Dd heard himsdf saying, "We
have found the answer to your problem. We know now the true nature of your race, and the nature of
your inteligence. You were arad that we would find out, but your fears were groundless. We will not
turn our knowledge againgt you. We only want to help you."

An expresson dmog like despair had crossed the spokesman's face as DA spoke. Now he said, "It
would be good—if we could bdlieve you. But how can we? We have been driven for so long and come
so far, and now you would seek to wipe us out as parasites and disease-carriers.”

Dd saw the Bruckian creature's eyes upon him, saw the fral body tremble and the lips move, but he
knew now that the inteligence that formed the words and the thoughts behind them, the intdligence that
made the lips speak the words, was the intdligence of a creature far different from the one he was
looking at—a creature formed of hillions of submicroscopic units, imbedded in every one of the
Bruckian's body cdls, trapped there now and hdpless againg the antibody reaction that sought to
destroy them. This was the intelligence that had cdled for help in its desperate plight, but had not quite
dared to trust its rescuers with the whole truth.

But was this strange virus-creature good or evil, hogtile or friendly? Dd's hand lay on Fuzzy's tiny body,
but he felt no quiver, no vibration of fear. He looked across the face of the crowd, trying with dl his
grength to open hismind to the fedings and emotions of these people. Often enough, with Fuzzy nearby,
he had fdt the harsh impact of hodtile, crue, brutd minds, even when the owners of those minds hed tried
to conced their fedings behind smiles and pleasant words. But here there was no Sgn of the sckening
feding that kind of mind produced, no hint of hodility or evil.

He shook his head. "Why should we want to destroy you?' he said. "You are good, and peaceful. We
know that; why should we harm you? All you warnt is a place to live, and a hogt to join with you in a
mutudly vauable partnership. But you did not tdl us everything you could about yoursdves, and as a
result we have destroyed some of you in our dumsy attempits to learn your true nature.”



They talked then, and bit by bit the story came out. The lifeform was indeed a virus unimaginebly
ancient, and intdligent throughout millions of years of its history. Driven by over-population, a pure
culture of the virus-creatures had long ago departed from their origind native hogts, and traveled like
encagpsulated spores across space from a distant gdaxy. The trip had been long and exhauding; the
virus-creatures had retained only the minimum strength necessary to establish themsealves in a new hog,
some unintdligent creature living on an uninhabited planet, a creature that could benefit by the great
intdligence of the virus-creatures, and provide food and shelter for both. Findly, after thousands of years
of searching, they had found this planet with its dull-minded, fruit-gathering inhabitants. These creatures
had seemed perfect as hogts, and the virus-creatures had thought their long search for a perfect partner
wasfindly at an end.

It was not urtil they had expended the last dregs of their energy in anchoring themsdvesinto the cdls and
tissues of their new hogis that they discovered to their horror that the host-creatures could not tolerate
them. Unlike ther origind hosts, the bodies of these creatures began developing deadly antibodies that
atacked the virus invaders. In thelr desperate attempts to hold on and fight back, the virus-creatures had
destroyed vitd centers in the new hosts, and one by one they had begun to die. There was not enough
enargy left for the virus-creatures to detach themsdves and move on; without some way to sem the
ondaught of the antibodies, they were doomed to totd destruction.

"We were afraid to tdl you doctors the truth,” the spokesman said. "As we wandered and searched we
discovered that crestures like oursdves were extreme rarities in the universe, that most creatures Smilar
to us were mindless, unintdligent parasites that struck down their hosts and destroyed them. Wherever
we went, lifeforms of your kind regarded us as disease-bearers, and their doctors taught them ways to
destroy us. We had hoped that from you we might find a way to save ourseves—then you unleashed on
us the one weapon we could not fight.”

"But not mdicioudy,” Dd said. "Only because we did not understand. And now that we do, there may be
away to help. A difficult way, but a least a way. The antibodies themselves can be neutraized, but it
may take our biochemigts and virologists and dl their equipment months or even years to develop and
synthesize the proper antidote.”

The spokesman looked at Dd, and turned away with a hopeless gesture. "Then it istoo late, after dl," he
sad. "We are dying too fast. Even those of us who have not been affected so far are beginning to fed the
ealy symptoms of the antibody attack." He amiled sadly and reached out to stroke the amdl pink
cresture on Dal's am. "Y our people too have a partner, | see. We envy you.”

Dd fdt a movement on his am and looked down a Fuzzy. He had adways taken his little friend for
granted, but now he thought of the feding of emptiness and loss that had come across him when Fuzzy
had been dmogt killed. He had often wondered just what Fuzzy might be like if his dmogt-fluid, infinitdy
adaptable physcd body had only been endowed with intdligence. He had wondered what kind of a
cresture Fuzzy might be if he were able to use his remarkable structure with the guidance of an intdligent
mind behind it....

He fdt another movement on hisarm, and his eyes widened as he stared down at hislittle friend.

A moment before, there had been a angle three-inch pink cresture on his ebow. But now there were
two, each just one-hdf the sze of the origind. As Dd watched, one of the two drew away from the
other, cregping in to snuggle closer to Dd's Side, and a pair of shoe-button eyes appeared and blinked up



a him trugingly. But the other cresture was moving down his arm, draining out toward the Bruckian
spokesman....

Dd redized ingantly what was hgppening. He started to draw back, but something stopped him. Deep in
hismind he could sense a gentle voice reassuring him, saying, It's all right, there is nothing to fear, no
harm will come to me. These creatures need help, and thisis the way to help them.

He saw the Bruckian reach out a trembling hand. The tiny pink creature that had separated from Fuzzy
seemed dmogt to legp across to the outstretched hand. And then the spokesman hed him close, and the

new Fuzzy shivered happily.

The virus-creatures had found a host. Here was the ided kind of body for their intdligence to work with
and mold, a host where antibody-formation could be perfectly controlled. Dd knew now that the
problem had dmost been solved once before, when the virus-cresture had reached Fuzzy on the ship; if
they had only waited a litile longer they would have seen Fuzzy recover from his illiness a different
creature entirely than before.

Already the new creature was dividing again, with hdf going on to the next of the Bruckians. To a
submicroscopic virus, the body of the host would not have to be large; soon there would be a sufficient
number of hosts to serve the virus-creatures needs forever. As he started back up the ladder to the ship,
Dd knew that the problem on 31 Brucker VII had found a happy and permanent solution.

Back in the control room Da related what had happened from beginning to end. There was only one
detall that he concedled. He could not bring himsdf to tdl Tiger and Jack of the true nature of his
relationship with Fuzzy, of the odd power over the emotions of others that Fuzzy's presence gave him.
He could tdl by ther faces that they redized that he was leaving something out; they had watched hm go
down to face a blood-thirsty mob, and had seen that mob become docile as lambs as though by magic.
Clearly they could not understand what had happened, yet they did not ask him.

"S0 it was Fuzzy's idea to volunteer as a new host for the creatures” Jack said.

Dd nodded. "I knew that he could reproduce, of course” he said. "Every Gavian has a Fuzzy, and
whenever anew Garvian is born, the father's Fuzzy dways solits so that hdf can join the new-born child.
It's like the diviSon of a cdl; within hours the Fuzzy that stayed down there will have divided to provide
enough protoplasm for every one of the surviving intdligent Bruckians."

"And your diagnosis was the right one," Jack said.
"Well see" Dd sad. "Tomorrow well know better.”

But dlearly the problem had been solved. The next day there was an excited conference between the
gpokesman and the doctors on the Lancet. The Bruckians had elected to maintain the same host body as
before. They had gotten used to it; with the smdl pink creatures serving as a shelter to protect them



agangd the deadly antibodies, they could live in peace and security. But they were eager, before the
Lancet disembarked, to sgn a ful medicd service contract with the doctors from Hospitd Earth. A
contract was signed, subject only to find acceptance and ratification by the Hospitd Earth officids.

Now that ther radio was free again, the three doctors jubilantly prepared afull account of the problem of
31 Brucker and its solution, and dispatched the news of the new contract to the firs relay dation on its
way back to Hospitd Earth. Then, weary to the point of collapse, they retired for the fird good deep in
days, eagerly awaiting an offidd response from Hospital Earth on the completed case and the contract.

"It ought to wipe out any black mark Dr. Tanner has againg any of us" Jack said hagppily. "And
egoecidly in Dd's case" He grinned a the Red Doctor. "This one has been yours, dl the way. You
pulled it out of the fire after | flubbed it completely, and you're going to get the credit, if | have anything to
sy about it."

"We should dl get credit,” Dd said. "A new contract isnt Sgned every day of the year. But the way we
dl fumbled our way into it, Hospita Earth shouldn't pay much attention to it anyway."

But DA knew that he was only throwing up his habitud shidd to guard agang disgppointment.
Traditiondly, a new contract meant a Star rating for each of the crew that brought it in. All through
medicd school Dd had read the reports of other patrol ships that had secured new contracts with
uncontacted planets, and he had seen the fanfare and honor that were heaped on the doctors from those
ships. And for the firg time since he had entered medica school years before, Dd now dlowed himsdf
to hope that his god wasin Sght.

He wanted to be a Star Surgeon more than anything ese. It was the one thing that he had wanted and
worked for snce the crud days when the plague had swept his homeland, destroying his mother and
leaving his father an aling cripple. And since his assgnment aboard the Lancet, one thought had filled his
mind: to turn in the scarlet collar and cuff in return for the cape and slver star of the full-fledged physician
inthe Red Service of Surgery.

Always before there had been the hdf-conscious dread that something would happen, that in the end,
after dl the work, the dlver star would Hill remain just out of reach, that somehow he would never quite

et it.

But now there could be no question. Even Black Doctor Tanner could not deny a new contract. The
crew of the Lancet would be cdled back to Hospitd Earth for afull report on the newly contacted race,
and their days as probationary doctors in the Generd Practice patrol would be over.

After they had dept themsealves out, the doctors prepared the ship for launching, and made their farewdls
to the Bruckian spokesman.

"When the contract is rdified," Jack sad, "a survey ship will come here. They will have dl of the
information that we have gathered, and they will spend many months gathering more. Tdl them everything
they want to know. Don't conced anything, because once they have completed their survey, any Generd
Practice Petrol ship in the gdlaxy will be able to answer acal for hdp and have the information they need
to serve you."



They delayed launching hour by hour waiting for a response from Hospital Earth, but the radio was slent.
They thought of a dozen reasons why the message might have been delayed, but the radio slence
continued. Findly they strapped down and lifted the ship from the planet, dill waiting for a response.

When it findly came, there was no message of congratulations, nor even any acknowledgment of the new
contract. Instead, there was only a terse message:

PROCEED TO REFERENCE POINT 43621 SECTION XIX AND STAND BY FOR
INSPECTION PARTY

Tiger took the message and read it in Silence, then handed it to Dal.

"What do they say?" Jack said.

"Read it," Dd said. "They don't mention the contract, just an ingpection party.”
"Ingpection party! Is that the best they can do for us?'

"They don't sound too enthugiadtic,” Tiger said. "At least you'd think they could acknowledge receipt of
our report.”

"It's probably just part of therouting" Dd said. "Maybe they want to confirm our reports from our own
records before they commit themsdlves”

But he knew that he was only whigling in the dark. The moment he saw the terse message, he knew
something had gone wrong with the contract. There would be no notes of congratulaion, no returning in
triumph and honor to Hospital Earth.

Whatever the reason for the ingpection party, Dd fdt certain who the inspector was going to be.

It had been excting to dream, but the scarlet cape and the siver star were dill along way out of reach.

CHAPTER 12
THE SHOWDOWN

It was hours later when their ship reached the contact point co-ordinates. There had been little talk during
the trangt; each of them knew dready what the other was thinking, and there wasn't much to be said.
The message had said it for them.

Dd's worst fears were redized when the ingpection ship appeared, converting from Koenig drive within a
few miles of the Lancet. He had seen the ship before—a deek, handsomely ouitfitted patrol class ship



with the indgnia of the Black Service of Pathology emblazoned on its hull, the private ship of a Four-star
Black Doctor.

But none of them anticipated the action taken by the ingpection ship asit drew within lifeboat range of the
Lancet.

A scooter shot away from its storage rack on the black ship, and a crew of black-garbed technicians
piled into the Lancet's entrance lock, dressed in the specid decontamination suits worn when a ship was
returning from a plague spot into uninfected territory.

"What is this?' Tiger demanded as the technicians started unloading decontamination gear into the lock.
"What are you doing with that suff?'

The squad leader looked a him sourly. "You're in quarantine, Doc," he said. "Class I, dl precautions,
contact with unidentified pestilence. If you don't like it, argue with the Black Doctor, I've just got a job to
do."

He sarted shouting orders to his men, and they scattered throughout the ship, with blowers and
disnfectants, driving antiseptic sprays into every crack and cranny of the ship's interior, scouring the hull
outsdein the rigid pattern prescribed for plague ships. They herded the doctors into the decontamination
lock, stripped them of their clothes, scrubbed them down and tossed them specid derilized fatigues to
wear with masks and gloves.

"Thisisidiotic,” Jack protested. "We aren't carrying any dangerous organismd”

The squad leader shrugged indifferently. "Tdl it to the Black Doctor, not me. All | know is that this ship is
under quarantine until it's officdly released, and from what | hear, it's not going to be released for quite
ometime”

At lagt the job was done, and the scooter departed back to the inspection ship. A few moments later
they saw it returning, this time carrying just three men. In addition to the pilot and one technician, there
was a Sngle passenger: a portly figure dressed in a black robe, horn-rimmed glasses and cowl.

The scooter grappled the Lancet's side, and Black Doctor Hugo Tanner climbed wheezing into the
entrance lock, followed by the technician. He stopped hdfway into the lock to get his breath, and paused
again as the lock siwung closed behind him. Dd was shocked at the physica changein the man in the few
short weeks since he had seen him last. The Black Doctor's face was gray; every effort of movement
brought on paroxysms of coughing. He looked sick, and he looked tired, yet his jaw was dill set in angry
determination.

The doctors stood at atention as he stepped into the control room, hardly able to conced their surprise
a seaing him. "Wdl?' the Black Doctor snapped at them. "What's the trouble with you? You act like
you've seen a ghost or something.”

"We—we'd heard that you were in the hospita, gr.”



"Did you, now!" the Black Doctor snorted. "Hospitd! Bah! | had to tdl the press something to get the
hounds off me for a while. These young puppies seem to think that a Black Doctor can just wak away
from his duties any time he chooses to undergo their fancy surgicad procedures. And you know who's
been screaming the loudest to get their hands on me. The Red Service of Surgery, that's who!"

The Black Doctor glared a Dd Timgar. "W, | dare say the Red Doctors will have their chance a me,
dl in good time. But fird there are certain things which must be taken care of." He looked up at the
attendant. "Y ou're quite certain that the ship has been decontaminated?'

The atendant nodded. "Yes, gr."
"And the crewmen?'
"It's safe to tak to them, gir, aslong as you avoid physica contact.”

The Black Doctor grunted and wheezed and settled himsdf down in a seat. "All right now, gentlemen,” he
sad to the three, "let's have your story of this afar in the Brucker system, right from the start.”

"But we sent in afull report,” Tiger said.

"I'm aware of that, you idiot. | have waded through your report, dl thirty-five pages of it, and | only wish
you hadn't been so long-winded. Now | want to hear what happened directly from you. Wdl?'

The three doctors looked a each other. Then Jack began the story, darting with the firsd hestant
"gredting’ that had come through to them. He told everything that had happened without embdlishments:
their fird andyds of the nature of the problem, the biochemicd and medicd survey that they ran on the
dflicted people, his own falure to make the diagnoss, the incident of Fuzzy's sudden fliction, and the
strange solution that had finaly come from it. As he talked the Black Doctor sat back with his eyes half
closed, hisface blank, ligening and nodding from time to time as the story proceeded.

And Jack was carefully honest and far in his account. "We were dl of us logt, until DA Timgar saw the
sgnificance of what had happened to Fuzzy," he said. "His idea of putting the creature through the filter
gave us our firg specimen of the isolated virus, and showed us how to obtain the antibody. Then after we
saw what happened with our initid series of injections, we were redly a sea, and by then we couldn't
reach a hospital ship for hdp of any kind." He went on to relate Dal's idea that the virus itsdf might be the
intdligent creature, and recounted the things that happened after Da went down to tak to the spokesman
agan with Fuzzy on his shoulder.

Through it dl the Black Doctor listened sourly, glancing occasonaly at Da and saying nothing. "So is that
dl?' he said when Jack had finished.

"Not quite" Jack said. "I want it to be on the record that it was my falure in diagnoss that got us into
trouble. | don't want any misunderstanding about thet. If 1'd had the wit to think beyond the end of my
nose, there wouldn't have been any problem.”

"I see" the Black Doctor said. He pointed to Dd. "So it was this one who redly came up with the



answers and directed the whole program on this problem, is that right?'
"That'sright,” Jack said firmly. "He should get dl the credit.”

Something dtirred in Da's mind and he fdt Fuzzy suggling in tightly to his side. He could fed the cold
hodtility in the Black Doctor's mind, and he started to say something, but the Black Doctor cut him off.
"Do you agree to that dso, Dr. Martin?' he asked Tiger.

"I certainly do," Tiger said. "Il back up the Blue Doctor right down the line

The Black Doctor smiled unpleasantly and nodded. "Wdl, I'm certainly happy to hear you say that,
gentlemen. | might say that it isa very gresat rdief to meto hear it from your own testimony. Because this
time there shouldn't be any argument from either of you as to just where the responghility lies and I'm
relieved to know that | can completely exonerate you two, a any rate.”

Jack Alvarez's jaw went dack and he stared at the Black Doctor as though he hadn't heard him properly.
"Exonerate us?' he said. "Exonerate us from what?'

"From the charges of incompetence, mapractice and conduct unbecoming to a physcian which | am
lodging againgt your colleague in the Red Service here," the Black Doctor said angrily. "Of course, | was
confident thet neither of you two could have contributed very much to this bungling mess, but it is
reassuring to have your own statements of that fact on the record. They should carry more weight in a
Coundl hearing than any plea | might makein your behdf."

"But—but what do you mean by a Council hearing?' Tiger sammered. "l don't understand youl
This—this problem is solved. We solved it as a patrol team, dl of us. We sent in a brand new medica
sarvice contract from those people...."

"Oh, yes. That!" The Black Doctor drew along pink dispatch sheet from an inner pocket and opened it
out. The doctors could see the photo reproductions of ther sgnatures a the bottom. "Fortunately—for
you two—this hit of nonsense was brought to my attention at the fird relay dation tha received it. |
persondly accepted it and withdrew it from the circuit before it could reach Hospita Earth for filing.”

Sowly, as they watched him, he ripped the pink digpatch sheet into a dozen pieces and tossed it into the
disposa vent. "So much for that," he said dowly. "I can choose to overlook your foolishness in trying to
cloud the important issues with a so-called ‘contract’ to divert atention, but I'm afraid | can't pay much
atention to it, nor dlow it to appear in the generd report. And of course | am forced to dassfy the
Lancet as a plague ship until a bacteriologicad and virologica examination has been completed on both
ship and crew. The planet itsdf will be considered a gdactic plague spot until proper measures have been
taken to insure its decontamination.”

The Black Doctor drew some papers from another pocket and turned to Dd Timgar. "As for you, the
charges are clear enough. You have broken the mogt fundamentd rules of good judgment and good
medicine in handiing the 31 Brucker affar. You have permitted a Generd Practice Patrol ship to
approach a potentialy dangerous plague spot without any natification of higher authorities. You have
undertaken a biochemical and medical survey for which you had neither the proper equipment nor the
training qudifications, and you exposed your ship and your crewmeates to an incredible risk in landing on



such a planet. You are responsible for untold—possibly fatd—damage to over two hundred individuas
of the race that called on you for help. You have even subjected the creature that depends upon your
own race for its life and support to virtud davery and possble destruction; and findly, you had the
audacity to try to cover up your bungling with daims of arranging a medica service contract with an
uninvestigated race.”

The Black Doctor broke off as an atendant came in the door and whispered something in his ear.
Doctor Tanner shook his head angrily, "'l can't be bothered now!"

"They say it's urgent, Sr."

"Yes it's dways urgent.” The Black Doctor heaved to his feet. "If it weren't for this miserable
incompetent here, | wouldn't have to be taking precious time away from my more important duties” He
scowled at the Lancet crewmen. 'Y ou will excuse me for a moment,” he said, and disappeared into the
communications room.

The moment he was gone from the room, Jack and Tiger were taking a once. "He couldn't redly be
serious” Tiger sad. "It'simpossble!l Not one of those charges would hold up under investigation.”

"W, | think it's aframe-up,” Jack said, his voice tight with anger. "I knew that some people on Hospita
Earth were out to get you, but | don't see how a Four-star Black Doctor could be a party to such athing.
Either someone has been mignforming him, or he just doesn't understand what happened.”

Dd shook his head. "He understands, dl right, and he's the one who's determined to get me out of
medicine Thisis aflimsy excuse, but he has to use it, because it's now or never. He knows that if we
bring in a contract with a new planet, and it's formdly retified, well dl get our Stars and held never be
able to block me again. And Black Doctor Tanner is going to be certain that | don't get that Star, or die

trying."

"But thisis completely unfair," Jack protested. "He's turning our own words againg you! Y ou can bet that
hell have a survey crew down on that planet in no time, bringing home a contract just the same as the one
we wrote, and there won't be any questions asked about it."

"Except thet I'll be out of the service" Dd said. "Don't worry. Youll get the credit in the long run. When
dl the dugt settles, hell be sure that you two are named as agents for the contract. He doesn't want to
hurt you, it's me that he's out to get.”

"Wadl, he won't get away with it," Tiger said. "We can see to that. It's not too late to retract our stories. If
he thinks he can get rid of you with something that wasn't your fault, he's going to find out that he has to
get rid of alot more than just you."

But Dd was shaking his head. "Not thistime, Tiger. Thistime you keep out of it."

"What do you mean, keep out of it?" Tiger cried. "Do you think I'm going to stand by quietly and watch
him cut you down?"



"That's exactly what you're going to do,” Dd said sharply. "I meant what | said. | want you to keep your
mouth shut. Don't say anything more at dl, just let it be.”

"But | can't stand by and do nothing! When a friend of mine needs hdp—"

"Can't you get it through your thick skull thet thistime | don't want your help?' Dd said. "Do me a favor
thistime. Leave me alone. Don't stick your thumb in the pie”

Tiger just stared at thelittle Garvian. "Look, Dd, dl I'm trying to do—"

"I know what you're trying to do," Dd snapped, "and | don't want any part of it. | don't need your help, |
don't want it. Why do you have to force it down my throat?"

There was along slence. Then Tiger spread his hands helplesdy. "Okay," he sad, "if that's the way you
want it." He turned away from D4, his big shoulders dumping. "I've only been trying to make up for
some of the dirty breaks you've been handed since you came to Hospitd Earth.”

"I know that," Dd said, "and I've appreciated it. Sometimes it's been the only thing that's kept me going.
But that doesn't mean that you own me. Friendship is one thing; proprietorship is something ese. I'm not

your private property.”

He saw the look on Tiger's face, as though he had suddenly turned and sapped him vicoudy across the
face. "Look, | know it sounds awful, but | can't hep it. | don't want to hurt you, and | don't want to
change things with us, but I'm a person just like you are. | can't go on leaning on you any longer.
Everybody has to stand on his own somewhere aong the line. You do, and | do, too. And that goes for
Jack, too."

They heard the door to the communications shack open, and the Black Doctor was back in the room.
"WdI?' he said. "Am | interrupting something?' He glanced sharply at the tight-lipped doctors. "The cdl
was from the survey section,” he went on blandly. "A survey crew is on its way to 31 Brucker to dtart

gathering some useful information on the Stuation. But thet is neither here nor there. You have heard the
charges againg the Red Doctor here. Is there anything any of you want to say?'

Tiger and Jack looked at each other. The slence in the room was profound.
The Black Doctor turned to Dd. "And what about you?"

"I have something to say, but I'd like to talk to you done."

"Asyou wish. You two will return to your quarters and stay there.”

"The attendant, too," Dd said.

The Black Doctor's eyes glinted and met Dd's for a moment. Then he shrugged and nodded to his
attendant. "Step outside, please. We have a private matter to discuss.”



The Black Doctor turned his atention to the papers on the desk as Dd stood before him with Fuzzy
gtting in the crook of his arm. From the moment that the notice of the ingpection ship's approach had
come to the Lancet, Dd had known what was coming. He had been certain what the purpose of the
detainment was, and who the inspector would be, yet he had not redly been worried. In the back of his
mind, a smdl, comfortable thought had been sugtaining him.

It didn't redly matter how hodtile or angry Black Doctor Tanner might be; he knew that in a lagt-ditch
gtand there was one way the Black Doctor could be handled.

He remembered the dramatic shift from hodility to friendliness among the Bruckians when he had come
down from the ship with Fuzzy on his shoulder. Before then, he had never considered usng his curious
power to protect himsdf and gain an end; but Snce then, without even conscioudy bringing it to mind, he
hed known that the next time would be easier. If it ever came to a showdown with Black Doctor Tanner,
a trap from which he couldn't free himsdf, there was dill this way. The Black Doctor would never
know what happened, he thought. It would just seem to him, suddenly, that he had been looking at
things the wrong way. No one would ever know.

But he knew, even as the thought came to mind, that this was not so. Now, face to face with the
showdown, he knew thet it was no good. One person would know what had happened: himsdf. On 31
Brucker, he had convinced himsdf that the end judtified the means, here it was different.

For amoment, as Black Doctor Tanner stared up at him through the horn-rimmed glasses, Dd wavered.
Why should he hesitate to protect himsdf? he thought angrily. This attack againg him was fase and
unfair, trumped up for the sole purpose of destroying his hopes and driving him out of the Service. Why
shouldn't he grasp at any means, fair or unfair, to fight it?

But he could hear the echo of Black Doctor Arnquist's words in hismind: | beg of you not to use it. No
matter what happens, don't use it. Of course, Doctor Arnquist would never know, for sure, that he
hed broken faith ... but he would know....

"Wadl," Black Doctor Tanner was saying, "speak up. | can't waste much more time dediing with you. If
you have something to say, say it."

Dd sghed. He lifted Fuzzy down and dipped him gently into his jacket pocket. "These charges agangt
me are not trug" he said.

The Black Doctor shrugged. "Y our own crewmeates support them with their Satements.”

"That's not the point. They're not true, and you know it as wel as | do. You've ddiberatdy rigged them
up to build a case agang me"

The Black Doctor's face turned dark and his hands clenched on the papers on the desk. "Are you
uggedting that | have nothing better to do than to rig fdse charges agangt one probationer out of
seventy-five thousand traveling the gdaxy?'

"I'm suggedting that we are done here" Dd said. "Nobody dse is ligening. Just for once, right now, we



can be honest. We both know what you're trying to do to me. I'd just like to hear you admit it once.”

The Black Doctor dammed his fis down on the table. "'l don't have to ligen to insolence like this" he
roared.

"Yes you do," Dd said. "Jugt this once. Then I'll be through." Suddenly Dal's words were tumbling out of
control, and his whole body was trembling with anger. "You have been determined from the very
beginning that | should never finish the medicd training that | started. You've tried to block me time after
time, in every way you could think of. You've dmos succeeded, but never quite made it urtil this time.
But now you have to makeit. If that contract were to go through I'd get my Star, and you'd never again
be able to do anything about it. So it's now or never if you're going to break me"

"Nonsense!” the Black Doctor stormed. "I wouldn't lower mysdf to meddle with your kind. The charges
speak for themsalves.”

"Not if you look a them carefully. You dam | faled to notify Hospitd Earth that we had entered a
plague area—but our records of our contact with the planet prove that we did only what any peatrol ship
would have done when the cdl came in. We didn't have enough information to know that there was a
plague there, and when we findly did know the truth we could no longer make contact with Hospitd
Earth. You dam that | brought harm to two hundred of the natives there, yet if you study our notes and
records, you will see that our errors there were unavoidable. We couldn't have done anything else under
the circumstances, and if we hadn't done what we did, we would have been ignoring the basic principles
of diagnosis and treatment which we've been taught. And your charges don't mention that by possibly
harming two hundred of the Bruckians, we found a way to save two million of them from absolute
destruction.”

The Black Doctor glared a him. "The charges will stand up, I'll see to that.”

"Oh, I'm sure you will! You can ram them through and make them stick before anybody ever has a
chance to examine them carefully. Y ou have the power to do it. And by the time an impartid judge could
review dl the records, your survey ship will have been there and gathered so much more data and
muddied up the fidd so thoroughly that no one will ever be certain that the charges aren't true. But you
and | know that they wouldn't redlly hold up under ingpection. We know that they're fase right down the
line and that you're the one who is responsible for them.”

The Black Doctor grew darker, and he trembled with rage as he drew himsdf to his feet. Dd could fed
his hatred dmogt like a physca blow and his voice was dmogt a shriek.

"All right," he said, "if you indg;, then the charges are lies, made up specificdly to break you, and I'm
going to push them through if | have to jeopardize my reputetion to do it. You could have bowed out
gracefully at any time dong the way and saved yoursdf dishonor and disgrace, but you wouldn't do it.
Now, I'm going to force you to. I've worked my lifetime long to build the reputation of Hospital Earth
and of the Eathmen tha go out to dl the planets as representatives. I've worked to make the
Confederation respect Hospital Earth and the Earthmen who are her doctors. You don't belong here with
us You forced yoursdf in, you aren't an Earthman and you don't have the means or resources to be a
doctor from Hospitd Earth. If you succeed, a thousand others will follow in your footsteps, chipping
away a the reputation that we have worked to build, and I'm not going to alow one incompetent dien



bungler pretending to be a surgeon to wak in and destroy the thing I've fought to build—"

The Black Doctor's voice had grown ghill, dmost out of control. But now suddenly he broke off, his
mouth ill working, and his face went deathly white. The finger he was pointing at Dd wavered and fdll.
He clutched at his chest, his breasth coming in great gasps and staggered back into the chair. "Something's
happened,” his voice croaked. "I can't breathe.”

Dd stared a himin horror for a moment, then legped across the room and jammed his thumb againgt the
dambdl.

CHAPTER 13
THE TRIAL

Red Doctor Dd Timgar knew at once that there would be no problem in diagnoss here. The Black
Doctor dumped back in his seat, gasping for air, his face twisted in pain as he labored just to keep on
bresthing. Tiger and Jack burst into the room, and Da could tdl that they knew indantly what had

happened.

"Coronary,” Jack said grimly.

Dd nodded. "The question is, just how bad.”
"Get the cardiograph in here. Well soon see”

But the eectrocardiograph was not needed to diagnose the nature of the trouble. All three doctors had
seen the picture often enough—the sudden, massive blockage of circulation to the heart that was so
common to creatures with centra circulatory pumps, the sort of catastrophic accident which could cause
irreparable crippling or sudden desth within a matter of minutes.

Tiger injected some medicine to ease the pain, and started oxygen to help the labored breathing, but the
old man's color did not improve. He was too week to tak; he just lay heplesdy gasping for ar as they
lifted him up onto a bed. Then Jack took an el ectrocardiograph tracing and shook his head.

"Wed better get word back to Hospitdl Earth, and fast," he said quigtly. "He just waited a little too long
for that cardiac transplant, that's dl. Thisisa bad one. Tdl them we need a surgeon out here just as fast
as they can move, or the Black Serviceisgoing to have a dead physician on its hands."

There was a sound across the room, and the Black Doctor motioned feghly to Tiger. "The cardiogram,”
he gasped. "Let me see it.”

"Therés nothing for you to see" Tiger said. "You mustn't do anything to excite yoursdf."



"Let me see it Dr. Tanner took the thin strip of paper and ran it quickly through his fingers. Then he
dropped it on the bed and lay his head back hopelesdy. "Too late” he said, so softly they could hardly
hear him. "Too late for help now."

Tiger checked his blood pressure and listened to his heart. "It will only take a few hours to get help,” he
sad. "You rest and degp now. There's plenty of time”

Hejoined Dd and Jack in the corridor. "I'm afraid he's right, this time" he said. "The damage is severe,
and he hasn't the strength to hold out very long. He might last long enough for a surgeon and operating
team to get here, but | doubt it. We'd better get the word off.”

A few moments later he put the earphones aside. "Itll take 9x hours for the nearest help to get here" he
sad. "Maybe five and a hdf if they redly crowd it. But when they get alook at that cardiogram on the
screen they'll just throw up ther hands. He's got to have a trangplant, nothing less, and even if we can
keep him dive until a surgical team gets here the odds are a thousand to one againg his surviving the
urgery.”

"Wl, he's been asking for it," Jack said. "They've been trying to get him into the hospitd for a cardiac
trangplant for years. Everybody's known that one of those towering rages would get him sooner or later.”

"Maybe hell hold on better than we think," Dd said. "Let's wetch and wait.”

But the Black Doctor was not doing wel. Moment by moment he grew weaker, laboring harder for ar
as hisblood pressure crept dowly down. Haf an hour later the pain returned; Tiger took another tracing
while Da checked his venous pressure and shock leve.

As he finished, Dd fdt the Black Doctor's eyes on him. "It's going to be dl right," he said. "Therell be
time for help to come."

Feebly the Black Doctor shook his head. "No time" he said. "Can't wait that long." Dd could see the
fear in the old man's eyes. His lips began to move again as though there were something more he wanted
to say; but then his face hardened, and he turned his head away hdplesdy.

Dd walked around the bed and looked down at the tracing, comparing it with the firs one that was
taken. "What do you think, Tiger?'

"It's no good. Hell never make it for five more hours.”
"What about right now?"

Tiger shook his head. "It's aterrible surgicd risk.”
"But every minute of waiting makesit worse, right?"

"That'sright.”



"Then | think welll stop waiting,” Da said. "We have a prosthetic heart in condition for use, don't we?'
"Of course.”

"Good. Get it ready now." It seemed as though someone dse were taking. "Youll have to be firg
assgtant, Tiger. Well get him onto the heart-lung machine, and if we don't have help available by then,
well have to try to complete the transplant. Jack, youll give anaesthesia, and it will be atricky job. Try to
use locd blocks as much as you can, and have the heart-lung machine ready wel in advance. Well only
have afew seconds to make the shift. Now let's get moving.”

Tiger stared a him. "Are you sure that you want to do this?'

"I never wanted anything less in my life" Da sad fervently. "But do you think he can survive until a
Hospitd Ship arrives?!

"No."

"Then it seems to me that | don't have any choice. You two don't need to worry. This is a surgicd
problem now, and I'll take full respongbility.”

The Black Doctor was watching him, and Da knew he had heard the conversation. Now the old man lay
hdpledy as they moved about getting the surgicd room into preparation. Jack prepared the
anaesthetics, checked and rechecked the complex heart-lung machine which could atificidly support
creulation and respiration at the time that the damaged heart was separated from its great vessdls. The
trangplant prosthetic heart had been grown in the laboratories on Hospital Earth from embryonic tissue;
Tiger removed it from the frozen specimen locker and brought it to normd body temperature in the
gpecid warm sdine bath designed for the purpose.

Throughout the preparations the Black Doctor lay watching, sill conscious enough to recognize what was
going on, atempting from time to time to shake his head in protest but not quite succeeding. Andly Dd
came to the bedside. "Don't be afraid,” he said gently to the old man. "It isn't safe to try to dday until the
ship from Hospitd Earth can get here. Every minute we wait is counting againgt you. | think 1 can manage
the transplant if | start now. | know you dontt like it, but | am the Red Doctor in authority on this ship. If |
have to order you, | will."

The Black Doctor lay slent for amoment, staring at Dd. Then the fear seemed to fade from his face, and
the anger disappeared. With a greeat effort he moved his head to nod. "All right, son," he said softly. "Do
the best you know how."

Dd knew from the moment he made the decison to go ahead that the thing he was undertaking was dll
but hopeless.

There was little or no talk as the three doctors worked at the operating table. The overhead light in the



ship's tiny surgery glowed brightly; the only sound in the room was the wheeze of the anaesthesa
apparatus, the sngp of damps and the doctors own quiet breathing as they worked desperately against
time

Dd fdt as if he were in a dream, working like an automaton, going through mechanicd motions that
seemed completdy unrdated to the living patient that lay on the operating table. In his training he had
assged a hundreds of organ trangplant operations, he himsdf had done dozens of cardiac transplants,
with experienced surgeons assisting and guiding him until the steps of the procedure had become dmost
second nature. On Hospitd  Earth, with the unpardlded medicd fadilities avalable there, and with
well-trained teams of doctors, anaesthetists and nurses the technique of replacing an old worn-out
damaged heart with a new and hedthy one had become commonplace. It posed no more threat to a
patient than a Imple appendectomy had posed three centuries before.

But here in the patrol ship's operating room under emergency conditions there seemed little hope of
success. Already the Black Doctor had suffered violent shock from the damage that had occurred in his
heart. Already he was dinging to life by a fragile thread; the additiona shock of the surgery, of the
anaesthesia and the necessary converson to the heart-lung machine while the delicate tissues of the new
heart were fitted and sutured into place vessd by vessel was more than any patient could be expected to
urvive.

Yet Dd had known when he saw the second cardiogram thet the attempt would have to be made. Now
he worked swiftly, his fral body engulfed in the voluminous surgicd gown, his thin fingers working
carefully with the polished insruments. Speed and skill were dl that could save the Black Doctor now, to
offer him the one chance in a thousand that he had for surviva.

But the speed and kill had to be Dd's. DA knew that, and the knowledge was like a lead weight
strapped to his shoulders. If Black Doctor Hugo Tanner was fighting for his life now, Dd knew that he
too was fighting for hislife—the only kind of life that he wanted, the life of a physician.

Black Doctor Tanner's antagonism to him as an dien, as an incompetent, as one who was unworthy to
wear the collar and cuff of a physician from Hospital Earth, was common knowledge. Dd redized with
perfect darity that if he failed now, his career as a physician would be over; no one, not even himsdf,
would ever be entirdy certain that he had not somehow, in some dim corner of his mind, alowed himsdf
tofail.

Yet if he had not made the attempt and the Black Doctor had died before help had come, there would
aways be those who would accuse him of ddlaying on purpose.

His mouth was dry; he longed for a drink of water, even though he knew that no water could quench this
kind of thirst. His fingers grew numb as he worked, and moment by moment the sense of utter
hopelessness grew stronger in hismind. Tiger worked solidly across the table from him, inexpert help a
best because of the sketchy surgicd training he had had. Even his solid presence in support here did not
lighten the burden for Dal. There was nothing that Tiger could do or say that would help things or change
things now. Even Fuzzy, waiting done on his perch in the control room, could not hep him now. Nathing
could help now but his own individud skill as a surgeon, and his bitter determination that he must not and
would not fail.



But his fingers fdtered as a thousand questions weled up in hismind. Was he doing thisright? This vessd
here ... dampit and tie it? Or dissect it out and try to preserve it? This nerve plexus ... which one was it?
How important? How were the blood pressure and respirations doing? Was the Black Doctor holding
his own under the assault of the surgery?

The more Dd tried to hurry the more he seemed to be wading through waist-deep mud, unable to make
his fingers do what he wanted them to do. How could he save ten seconds, twenty seconds, a hdf a
minute? That half a minute might make the difference between success or falure, yet the seconds ticked
by swiftly and the procedure was going dowly.

Too dowly. He reached a point where he thought he could not go on. His mind was searching
desperately for hdp—any kind of help, something to leen on, something to brace him and give him
support. And then quite suddenly he understood something clearly that had been nibbling at the corners
of hismind for along time. It was as if someone had snapped on afloodlight in a darkened room, and he
saw something he had never seen before.

He saw that from the fird day he had stepped down from the Garvian ship that had brought him to
Hospital Earth to begin his medicd training, he had been rdying upon crutches to hep him.

Black Doctor Arnquist had been a crutch upon whom he could lean. Tiger, for dl his dumsy
good-heartedness and for dl the help and protection he had offered, had been a crutch. Fuzzy, who had
been by his Sde since the day he was born, was dill another kind of crutch to fdl back on, away out, a
port of haven in the sorm. They were crutches, every one, and he had leaned on them heavily.

But now there was no crutch to lean on. He had a quick mind with good training. He had two nimble
hands that knew ther job, and two legs that were capable of supporting hisweight, frail as they were. He
knew now that he had to stand on them squardly, for the firg timein hislife

And suddenly he redlized thet this was as it should be. 1t seemed o clear, so obvious and unmistakable
that he wondered how he could have faled to recognizeit for so long. If he could not depend on himsdf,
then Black Doctor Hugo Tanner would have been right dl dong. If he could not do this job that was
before him on his own strength, standing on his own two legs without crutches to lean on, how could he
dam to be a competent physician? What right did he have to the god he sought if he had to earn it on the
grength of the help of others? It was he who wanted to be a Star Surgeon—not Fuzzy, not Tiger, nor
anyone else.

He fdt his heart thudding in his chest, and he saw the operation before him as if he were sanding in an
amphithester peering down over some other surgeon's shoulder. Suddenly everything else was gone from
his mind but the immediate task a hand. His fingers began to move more swiftly, with a confidence he
hed never fdt before. The decisons to be made arose, and he made them without hesitation, and knew
as he made them thet they were right.

And for the firg time the procedure began to move. He murmured ingructions to Jack from time to time,
and placed Tiger's dumsy hands in the places he wanted them for retraction. "Not there, back a little” he
sad. "That's right. Now hold this damp and release it dowly while | tie, then reclamp it. Sowly now ...
that's the way! Jack, check that pressure again.”



It seemed as though someone el'se were doing the surgery, directing his hands step by step in the critica
work that had to be done. Dd placed the connections to the heart-lung machine perfectly, and moved
with new swiftness and confidence as the greet blood vessels were clamped off and the damaged heart
removed. A quick check of vital Sgns, chemidiries, oxygenation, a sharp indruction to Jack, a caution to
Tiger, and the new prosthetic heart was in place. He worked now with paingtaking care, manipulaing the
micro-sutures that would secure the new vessds to the old so firmly that they were dmost
indiginguishable from a hedled wound, and he knew that it was going right now, that whether the patient
ultimatdy survived or not, he had made the right decison and had carried it through with dl the kil at his
commeand.

And then the heart-lung mechine fdl slent again, and the carefully applied noda stimulator flicked on and
off, and dowly, at firs hestantly, then firmly and vigoroudy, the new heart began its endless pumping
chore. The Black Doctor's blood pressure moved up to a hedthy leve and stabilized; the gray flesh of his
face dowly became suffused with hedthy pink. It was over, and Dd was waking out of the surgery, his
hands trembling so vidently that he could hardly get his gown off. He wanted to laugh and cry a the
same time, and he could see the slent pride in the others faces as they joined himin the dressing room to

change clothes.

He knew then that no matter what happened he had vindicated himsdf. HAf an hour later, back in the
sckbay, the Black Doctor was awake, bresthing dowly and essly without need of supplemental oxygen.
Only the fine sweat standing out on his forehead gave indication of the orded he had been through.

Swiftly and dinicaly Dd checked the vitd sgns as the old man watched him. He was about to turn the
pressure cuff over to Jack and leave when the Black Doctor said, "Wait."

Dd turned to him. "Yes, Sr?'

"You did it?" the Black Doctor said softly.

"Yes, gr."

"It's finished? The trangplant is done?’

"Yes" Dd said. "It went well, and you can rest now. Y ou were a good patient.”

For the fird time Dd saw a amile cross the old man's face. "A foolish patient, perhaps,” he said, so softly
that no one but Dd could hear, "but not so foolish now, not so foolish that | cannot recognize a good
doctor when | see one.”

And with a amile he closed his eyes and went to deep.

CHAPTER 14



STAR SURGEON

It was amazing to Dd Timgar just how good it seemed to be back on Hospitd Earth again.

In the time he had been away as a crewman of the Lancet, the seasons had changed, and the port of
Philadephia lay under the seaming summer sun. As Dd stepped off the shuttle ship to join the hurrying
crowdsin the great space-port, it seemed dmogt as though he were coming home,

He thought for a moment of the night not so long before when he had waited here for the shuttle to
Hospitad Sesttle, to attend the meeting of the medicd training council. He had worn no uniform then, not
even the collar and cuff of the probationary physician, and he remembered his despair that night when he
hed thought that his career as a physcian from Hospitd Earth was a an end.

Now he was returning by shuttle from Hospitd Seettle to the port of Philadephia again, completing the
cydethat had been started many months before. But things were different now. The scarlet cape of the
Red Service of Surgery hung from his dender shoulders now, and the light of the station room caught the
polished dlver emblem on his callar. It was a tiny bit of metd, but its sgnificance was enormous. It
announced to the world DA Timgar's find and permanent acceptance as a physcdan; but more, it
symbolized the far-reaching distances he had aready traveled, and would travel again, in the service of
Hospitd Earth.

It was the Siver star of the Star Surgeon.

The week just past had been both excdting and confusing. The hospitd ship had arrived five hours after
Black Doctor Hugo Tanner had recovered from his anaesthesia, moving in on the Lancet in frantic haste
and garting the shipment of specia surgicd supplies, anaesthetics and maintenance equipment across in
lifeboats dmost before contact had been dabilized. A large passenger boat hurtled away from the
hospitd ship's Sde, carying a par of Four-star surgeons, hdf a dozen Three-star Surgeons, two
Radiologids, two Internigts, a dozen nurses and another Four-star Black Doctor across to the Lancet;
and when they arrived at the patrol ship's entrance lock, they discovered that their haste had been invain.

It was like Grand Rounds in the generdl wards of Hospital Philadelphia, with the Four-star Surgeons in
the lead as they tramped aboard the patrol ship. They found Black Doctor Tanner dtting quietly at his
bedside reading a journd of pathology and taking notes. He glared up a them when they burst in the
door without even knocking.

"But are you feding well, Sr?' the chief surgeon asked him for the third time.

"Of course I'm feding well. Do you think 1'd be gtting hereif | weren't?" the Black Doctor growled. "Dr.
Timgar ismy surgeon and the physician in charge of this case. Tak to him. He can give you dl the details
of the matter."

"You mean you permitted a probationary physician to perform this kind of surgery?' The Four-star
Surgeon cried increduloudy.

"I did not!" the Black Doctor snapped. "He had to drag me kicking and screaming into the operating
room. But fortunatdy for me, this particular probationary physician had the courage of his convictions, as



wdl as wit enough to redize that | would not survive if he waited for you to gather your army together.
But | think you will find the surgery was handled with excdlent skill. Again, | mug refer you to Dr.
Timger for the detalls. | was not paying attention to the technique of the surgery, | assure you."

"But gr," the chief surgeon broke in, "how could there have been surgery of any sort here? The dispaich
that came to us ligted the Lancet as a plague ship—"

"Plague ship! " the Black Doctor exploded. "Oh, yes. Egad! I—huml—imagine that the dispatcher must
have gotten his sgnds mixed somehow. Wdl, | suppose you want to examine me. Let's have it over
with."

The doctors examined him within an inch of his life They exhausted every means of physicd, laboratory
and radiologicd examinaion short of re-opening his chest and looking in, and at last the chief surgeon
was forced rductantly to admit that there was nathing left for him to do but provide post-operative
follow-up care for the irascible old man.

And by the time the examinaion was over and the Black Doctor was moved aboard the hospitd ship,
word had come through officda channels to the Lancet announcing that the quarantine order had been a
digpatcher's unfortunate error, and directing the ship to return a once to Hospitd Earth with the new
contract that had been sgned on 31 Brucker VII. The crewmen of the Lancet had specid orders to
report immediatdy to the medicd traning councl at Hospital Seettle upon arivd, in order to give their
formd Generd Practice Petrol reports and to receive their gppointments respectively as Star Physician,
Star Diagnogtician and Star Surgeon. The orders were sgned with the persond mark of Hugo Tanner,
Physdan of the Black Service of Pathology.

Now the ceremony and celebration in Hospitd Seettle were over, and Da had another appointment to
keep. He lifted Fuzzy from his ebow and tucked him safdy into an inner jacket pocket to protect him
from the crowd in the station, and moved swiftly through to the subway tubes.

He had expected to see Black Doctor Arnquist at the investment ceremonies, but there had been nether
dgn nor word from him. Dd tried to reach him after the ceremonies were over; dl he could learn was that
the Black Doctor was unavalable. And then a message had come through to Dd under the officd
Hospitd Earth headquarters priority, requesting him to present himsdf a once a the grand council
building at Hospital Philaddphiafor an interview of the utmost importance.

He followed the directions on the dispatch now, and reached the grand council building well ahead of the
appointed time. He followed corridors and rode eevators until he reached the twenty-second story office
auite where he had been directed to report. The whole building seemed dive with bustle, as though
something of enormous importance was going on; high-ranking physicians of dl the services were
hurrying about, gathering in little groups at the devators and talking among themsdves in hushed voices.
Even more strange, Dd saw ddlegation after delegation of dien creatures moving through the building,
some in the specid amosphere-maintaining devices necessary for ther survivd on Earth, some
characterigtically aone and unaccompanied, others in the company of great retinues of underlings. Dd
paused in the main concourse of the building as he saw two such deegations arrive by specid car from
the port of Philadephia.

"Odd," he said quietly, reeching in to stroke Fuzzy's head. "Quite a gathering of the clans, eh? What do



you think? Last time | saw a gathering like this was back at home during one of the centennia conclaves
of the Gaactic Confederation.”

On the twenty-second floor, a secretary ushered him into an inner office. There he found Black Doctor
Thorvold Arnquig, in busy conference with a Blue Doctor, a Green Doctor and a surgeon. The Black
Doctor looked up, and beamed. "That will be dl right now, gentlemen,” he said. "I'll be in touch with you
directly."

He waited until the others had departed. Then he crossed the room and practically hugged Dd in ddlight.
"It's good to see you, boy," he said, "and above dl, it's good to see that Siver sar at last. You and your
litle pink friend have done a good job, afar better job than | thought you would do, | must admit.”

Dd perched Fuzzy on his shoulder. "But whet is this about an interview? Why did you want to see me,
and what are dl these people doing here?'

Dr. Arnquigt laughed. "Don't worry," he said. "Y ou won't have to stay for the council mesting. It will be a
long boring session, | fear. Doubtless every sngle one of these delegates a some time in the next few
days will be standing up to give us a three hour oration, and it is my ill fortune as a Four-star Black
Doctor to have to St and ligen and amile through it dl. But in the end, it will be worth it, and | thought
that you should at least know that your name will be mentioned many times during these sessons.”

"My name?'
"You didn't know that you were aguinea pig, did you?' the Black Doctor said.
“ ... 'médfrad | didn't."

"An unwitting tool, so to spesk,” the Black Doctor chuckled. "You know, of course, that the Gaactic
Confederation has been ddaying and gdling any action on Hospitd Earth's application for full satus as
one of the Confederation powers and for a seat on the council. We had fulfilled two criteriafor admisson
without difficulty—we had resolved our problems a home so that we were free from war on our own
planet, and we had a tdent that is much needed and badly in demand in the gaaxy, a job to do tha
would fit into the Confederation's organization. But the Confederation has dways had a third criterion for
its membership, a criterion that Hospital Earth could not so eeslly prove or demondrate.”

The Black Doctor amiled. "After dl, there could be no place in a true Confederation of worlds for any
one race of people that considered itsdf superior to dl the rest. No race can be admitted to the
Confederation until its members have demonstrated that they are capable of tolerance, willing to accept
the members of other races on an equd footing. And it has dways been the nature of Earthmen to be
intolerant, to assume that one who looks strange and behaves differently must somehow be inferior.”

The Black Doctor crossed the room and opened a folder on the desk. "You can read the details some
other time, if you like. You were selected by the Gdactic Confederation from a thousand possible
goplicants, to serve as a test case, to seeif a place could be made for you on Hospita Earth. No one
here was told of your postion—not even you—dthough certain of us suspected the truth. The
Confederation wanted to see if a wdl-qudified, likeable and intdligent cresture from another world
would be accepted and elevated to equa rank as a physician with Earthmen.”



Dd stared a him. "And | was the one?'

"You were the one. It was a sruggle, dl right, but Hospitd Earth has findly satisfied the Confederation.
At the end of this conclave we will be admitted to full membership and given a permanent seat and vote
inthe galactic council. Our probationary period will be over. But enough of that. What about you? What
are your plans? What do you propose to do now that you have that star on your collar?'

They talked then about the future. Tiger Martin had been gppointed to the survey crew returning to 31
Brucker VII, a his own request, while Jack was accepting a temporary teaching post in the great
diagnodtic dinic at Hospita Philaddphia. There were a dozen things that Da had considered, but for the
moment he wanted only to travel from medica center to medicad center on Hospitd Earth, observing and
sudying in order to decide how he would best like to use his ahilities and his postion as a Physcian from
Hospitd Earth. "It will be in surgery, of course” he said. "Just where in surgery, or what kind, | don't
know jugt yet. But there will be time enough to decide that.”

"Then go dong,” Dr. Arnquig said, "with my congratulations and blessing. You have taught us a great
ded, and perhaps you have learned some things a the same time”

Dd hestated for a moment. Then he nodded. "I've learned some things" he said, "but there's ill one
thing that | want to do before | go."

Helifted hislittle pink friend gently down from his shoulder and rested himin the crook of his arm. Fuzzy
looked up a him, blinking his shoe-button eyes happily. "You asked me once to leave Fuzzy with you,
and | refused. | couldn't see then how | could possibly do without him; even the thought was frightening.
But now | think I've changed my mind."

He reached out and placed Fuzzy gently in the Black Doctor's hand. "'l want you to keep him," he said. "'l
don't think Il need him any more. I'll misshim, but | think it would be better if | don't have hm now. Be
good to him, and let me vigt him once in awhile”

The Black Doctor looked at Dd, and then lifted Fuzzy up to his own shoulder. For a moment the little
creature shivered asif afraid. Then he blinked twice at D4, trudingly, and shuggled in comfortably againgt
the Black Doctor's neck.

Without a word Dd turned and walked out of the office. As he stepped down the corridor, he waited
fearfully for the wave of desolation and londiness he had fdt before when Fuzzy was away from him.

But there was no hint of those desolate fedings in his mind now. And after dl, he thought, why should
there be? He was not a Garvian any longer. He was a Star Surgeon from Hospitd Earth.

He smiled as he stepped from the eevator into the main lobby and crossed through the crowd to the
street doors. He pulled his scarlet cape tightly around his throat. Drawing himsdf up to the full height of
which he was capable, he waked out of the building and strode down onto the street.
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