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For my mother, Audrey, who ultimately isresponsible for

dl this.

Prologue

Zaire, Africa

September 7, 1976

A TWENTY-ONE-YEAR-OLD Yadehiology student by the name of John Nordyke woke up at dawn
at the edge of avillage north of Bumba, Zaire. Rolling over in his swesat-drenched deeping bag, he stared
out through the mesh flap of his nylon mountain tent, hearing the sounds of the tropical rain forest mixed
with the noises of the awakening village. A dight breeze brought the warm, pungent odor of cow dung
permeated with the acrid aromaof cooking fires. High above him he caught glimpses of monkeys
skittering through the lush vegetation that shielded the Sky from hisview.

He had dept fitfully, and as he pulled himsdlf upright, he was unsteady and weak. He felt distinctly worse
than he had the night before, when he'd been hit by chills and fever an hour or so after dinner. He
guess=d he had malaria even though held been careful to take his chloroquine phosphate as prophylaxis



againg it. The problem wasthat it had been impossible to avoid the clouds of mosquitoes that emanated
each evening from the hidden poolsin the svampy jungle.

With ahesitant gait, he made hisway into the village and inquired about the nearest clinic. An itinerant
priest told him that there was Belgian mission hospital in Y ambuku, asmall town located afew kilometers
to the east. Sick and frightened, John quickly broke camp

stuffed histent and deeping bag into his backpack and set out for Y ambuku.

John had taken asix-month leave from college to photograph African animals, such asthe highland
gorilla, which were threatened by extinction. It had been his boyhood dream to emulate the famous
nineteenth-century explorers who had originaly opened the Dark Continent.

Y ambuku was scarcely larger than the village hedd just |eft, and the mission hospital did not inspire
confidence. It was no more than ameager collection of cinder-block buildings, dl in dire need of repair.
The roofswere ether rusting corrugated metd or thatched like the native huts, and there seemed no signs
of dectricity.

After checking in with anun, swathed in traditiona attire, who spoke only French, John was sent to wait
among athrong of nativesin al states of debility and disease. Looking at the other patients, he wondered
if he wasn't likely to catch something worse than what he dready had. Findly he was seen by aharried
Belgian doctor who could spesk alittle English, though not much. The examination wasrapid, and as
John had dready surmised, the diagnosiswas a "touch” of maaria. The doctor ordered an injection of
chloroquine and advised John to return if he didn't fedl better within the next day or so.

The examination over, John was sent into the trestment room to wait in linefor hisinjection. It was at
that point that he noticed the lack of aseptic technique. The nurse did not have disposable needles but
merely rotated one of three syringes. John was certain thet their short stay in the sterilizing solution was
not nearly long enough to render them germ-free. Besides, the nurse fished them out of the fluid with her
fingers. When it became histurn, he was tempted to say something, but his French was not fluent enough,
and he knew he needed the medicine.

During the next few days, John was glad that he'd been silent since he soon was fedling better. He stayed
inthe Y ambuku area, occupying himsdf by photographing the Budza tribesmen. They were avid hunters
and eager to demonstrate their prowess to the blond foreigner. By the third day John was preparing to
recommence hisjourney up the Zaire River, following Henry Stanley's footsteps, when his hedlth took a
rapid turn for the worse. The first thing he noticed was a violent headache, followed in rapid succession
by chills, fever, nauseaand diarrhea. Hoping it would pass, he took to histent and shivered through the
night, dreaming of home with clean sheets and a bathroom down the hail. By morning he felt weak and
dehydrated, having vomited severd timesin the darkness. With

great difficulty, he got histhings together and made hisway dowly to the misson hospitd. When he
arrived in the compound, he vomited bright red blood and collgpsed on the clinic floor.

An hour later he woke in aroom occupied by two other patients, both suffering from drug-resi stant
mdaria

The doctor, the same man who'd examined John on his previous visit, was darmed by the severity of
John's condition and noted some curious additiona symptoms: a strange rash over his chest and small
surface hemorrhagesin his eyes. Although the doctor's diagnosis was still maaria, hewastroubled. It
was not atypica case. Asan added precaution, he decided to include a course of chloramphenicol in



case the boy had typhoid fever.

September 16, 1976

Dr. Lugasa, Didtrict Health Commissioner for the Bumba region, glanced out the open window of his
office a the expanse of the Zaire River asit shimmered in the morning sunlight. He wished it was il
cdled the Congo with dl the mystery and excitement that name invoked. Then, forcing his mind back to
work, he looked again at the letter held just received from the Y ambuku Mission Hospital concerning the
deaths of an American mae, one John Nordyke, and of avigting farmer from a plantation near the Ebola
River. The mission doctor claimed that their deaths had been caused by an unknown infection that spread
rapidly; two patients housed with the American, four members of the planter's household who'd been
caring for the farmer, and ten of the clinic's outpatients had come down with severe cases of the same
illness

Dr. Lugasaknew that he had two choices. First, he could do nothing, which was undoubtedly the wisest
choice. God knew what kind of rampant endemic diseases there were out there in the bush. His second
option wasto fill out the bewildering array of officia forms reporting the incident to Kinshasawhere
someone like himself, but higher on the bureaucratic ladder, would probably decide it was prudent to do
nothing. Of course Dr. Lugasaknew that if he elected tofill out the forms, he would then be obligated to
journey up to Y ambuku, an ideathat was particularly odiousto him &t that particularly damp, hot time of
yedr.

With atwinge of guilt, Dr. Lugasalet the onionskin letter dip into the wastebasket.
September 23, 1976

A week later Dr. Lugasawas nervoudy shifting hisweight from one foot to the other as he watched the
aged DC-3 aircraft land at the Bumba airport. First out was Dr. Bouchard, Dr. Lugasas superior from
Kinshasa. The day before, Dr. Lugasa had telephoned Dr. Bouchard to inform him that held just received
word that a serious outbreak of an unknown disease was in progress in the areaaround the Y ambuku
Mission Hospitd. It was affecting not only the local inhabitants, but the hospital staff aswell. He had not
mentioned the |etter held received some seven days before.

The two doctors greeted each other on the tarmac and then climbed into Dr. Lugasa's Toyota Corolla.
Dr. Bouchard asked if there was any more news from Y ambuku. Dr. Lugasa cleared histhroat, still upset
about what held learned that morning from the wireless. Apparently eleven of the medica staff of
seventeen were dready dead, along with one hundred and fourteen villagers. The hospital was closed
since there was no onewell enough to runit.

Dr. Bouchard decided that the entire Bumba region had to be quarantined. He quickly made the
necessary calsto Kinshasaand then told the reluctant Dr. Lugasato arrange transportation for the next
morning so they could visit Y ambuku and assess the Stuation firsthand.



September 24, 1976

Thefollowing day when the two doctors pulled into the deserted courtyard of the Y ambuku Mission
Hospital they were greeted by an eerie ftillness. A rat scampered aong the balustrade of an empty
porch, and aputrid odor assaulted their senses. Holding cotton handkerchiefs over their noses, they
reluctantly got out of the Land Rover and gingerly looked into the nearest building. It contained two
corpses, both beginning to decay in the heat. It wasn't until they'd peered into the third building that they
found someone il dive, anurse delirious with fever. The doctors went into the deserted operating room
and put on gloves, gowns and masksin a belated attempt to protect themsalves. Still fearful for their own
hedlth, they tended to the sick nurse and then searched for more of the staff. Among nearly thirty dead,

they found four other patients barely clinging to life.

Dr. Bouchard radioed Kinshasa and requested emergency aid from the Zairean Air Forceto airlift
severd patients from the mission hospita back to the capita. But by the time the infectious disease
department at the university hospital was consulted about how to isolate the patients during transport,
only the nurse till lived. 1solation techniques would have to be excellent, Bouchard pointed out, because

they were obvioudy dedling with ahighly contagious and very deadly disease.

September 30, 1976

The Belgian nurse airlifted to Kinshasadied at 3:00 A.M. despite Six days of massive supportive
therapy. No diagnosis was made, but after the autopsy, samples of her blood, liver, spleen and brain
were sent to the Ingtitut de Medicine Tropicd in Antwerp, Belgium; to the Centersfor Disease Control in
Atlanta, U.S.A.; and to the Microbiological Research Establishment in Porton Down, England. In the

Y ambuku areathere were now two hundred ninety-four known cases of theillness, with afatdity rate of

approximately ninety percent.

October 13, 1976

The Y ambuku viruswasisolated dmost smultaneoudy at the three international |aboratories. It was
noted to be structuraly smilar to the Marburg virus, first seenin 1967 in afata outbreak in |aboratory
workers handling green monkeys from Uganda. The new virus, considerably more virulent than Marburg,
was named Ebolaafter the Ebola River north of Bumba. It was thought to be the most deadly

microorganism seen since the bubonic plague.

November 16, 1976

Two months after theinitia outbreak, the unknown disease in Y ambuku was considered successfully
contained since no new cases had been reported in the areafor severa weeks.



December 3, 1976

The quarantine of the Bumbaregion waslifted and air service reinstated. The Ebolavirus had evidently
returned to its origina

source. Where that source was remained acomplete mystery. An international team of professionals,
including Dr. Cyrill Dubchek of the Centers for Disease Control who had played abig roleinlocdizing
the Lassa Fever virus, had scoured the area, searching for areservoir for the Ebolaviruswithin
mammals, birds, and insects. The virologists had no success whatsoever. Not even aclue.

LosAngeles, Cdifornia
January 14
Present Day

Dr. Rudolph Richter, atal, dignified ophthadmologist originaly from West Germany, and cofounder of
the Richter Clinicin Los Angeles, adjusted his glasses and looked over the advertisng proofslaid out on
the circular table in the clinic's conference room. To hisright was his brother and partner, William, a
bus ness-school graduate, who was examining the proofs with equal attention. The materia wasfor the
next quarter's drive for new prepaid subscribersto the clinic's hedlth-care plan. It was aimed at young
people, who as agroup wererdatively hedthy. That was where the redl money wasin the prepaid
health-care business, William had been quick to point out.

Rudolph liked the proofs. It was the first good thing that had happened to him that day. It was aday that
had begun badly with afender-bender on the entrance to the San Diego freeway, resulting in anasty dent
in hisnew BMW. Then there was the emergency surgery that had backed up the clinic. Then there was
thetragic AIDS patient with some weird complication who'd coughed in hisface while hetried to
examine the man'sretinas. And on top of everything else, he'd been bitten by one of the monkeysused in
his ocular herpes project. What aday!

Rudolph picked up an ad scheduled for the L.A. Times Sunday Magazine. It was perfect. He nodded at
William, who motioned for the ad man to continue. The next part of the presentation wasadick
thirty-second TV spot dotted for the evening news. It portrayed carefree bikini-clad girlson aMalibu
beach, playing volley bal with some handsome young men. It reminded Rudolph of an expensive Peps
ad, though it extolled the concept of prepaid health maintenance as ddivered by an organization like the
Richter Clinic in contrast to conventiond fee-for-service medicine.

Along with Rudolph and William were a handful of other staff

doctors, including Dr. Navarre, Chief of Medicine. They were dl directors of the clinic and held small
amounts of stock.



William cleared histhroat and asked if there were any questions from the staff. There were none. After
the advertising people had departed, the group voiced unanimous approva of what had been presented.
Then, after abrief discussion about the construction of anew satellite clinic to dedl with theincreasein
subscribers from the Newport Beach area, the meeting was adjourned.

Dr. Richter returned to his office and cheerfully tossed the advertising proofsinto hisbriefcase. It wasa
sumptuous room, considering the relatively low professiond sdary he drew asaphysician in the group.
But hissdary wasjust incidenta remuneration compared to the profits from his percentage of the
outstanding stock. Both the Richter Clinic and Dr. Rudolph Richter were in sound financia shape.

After catching up on hiscalls, Dr. Richter made rounds on his own postoperative inpatients: two retina
detachments with difficult medica histories. Both were doing well. On hisway back to his office, he
thought about how little surgery he was doing as the sole ophthadmologist of the clinic. It was disturbing,
but with al the ophthamologistsin town, he was lucky to have what he did. He was thankful that his
brother had talked him into the clinic idea eight years ago.

Changing hiswhite coat for ablue blazer and picking up his briefcase, Dr. Richter left theclinic. It was
after 9:00 P.M., and the two-tiered parking garage was almost empty. During the day it was alwaysfull,
and William was aready talking about the need to expand it, not only for the spaces but for the
depreciation; issues like that Rudol ph didn't truly understand, nor did he want to.

Musing about the economics of the clinic, Dr. Richter was unaware of two men who had been waiting in
the shadows of the garage. He remained unaware even &fter they fell in step behind him. The men were
dressed in dark business suits. Thetaller of the two had an arm that seemed permanently frozeninto a
flexed pogition. In hishand was afat briefcase that he held high due to the immobility of the elbow joint.

Nearing his car, Dr. Richter sensed the footsteps behind him as they quickened in pace. An
uncomfortable sensation gripped histhroat. He swallowed hard and cast anervous glance over his
shoulder. He caught sight of the two men, who seemed to be coming directly toward him. Asthey passed
beneath an overhead light, Dr. Richter could appreciate that they were carefully dressed, with fresh shirts
and slk ties. That made him fed alittle better. Even so, he

p.

moved more quickly, rounding the back end of his car. Fumbling for the keys, he unlocked the
driver's-sde door, tossed in hisbriefcase, and did into the welcome smell of coach leather. He started to
close the door, when ahand stopped him. Dr. Richter reluctantly raised his eyesto what turned out to be
the cam, blank face of one of the men who had followed him. The suggestion of a smile crossed the
man's countenance as Dr. Richter looked at him inquiringly.

Dr. Richter tried again to pull hisdoor shut, but the man held it firmly from the outside.
"Could you tell methetime, doctor?" asked the man politely.

"Certainly,” said Richter, glad to have a safe explanation for the man's presence. He glanced at his
watch, but before he had a chance to speak, he felt himself rudely pulled from the car. He made a
halfhearted effort to struggle, but he was quickly overwhelmed and stunned by an open-handed blow to
the side of hisface that knocked him to the ground. Hands roughly searched for hiswallet, and he heard
fabric tear. One of the men said "businessman,” in what sounded like a disparaging tone, while the other
sad, "Get the briefcase." Dr. Richter felt hiswatch yanked from hiswrigt.



It was over as quickly asit had begun. Dr. Richter heard footsteps recede and acar door dam, then the
screech of tires on the smooth concrete. For afew moments he lay without moving, glad to be dive. He
found his glasses and put them on, noting that the left lens was cracked. Asasurgeon, his primary
concern wasfor his hands; they were the first thing he checked, even before he picked himsdlf up off the
ground. Getting to hisfeet, he began to examine therest of himsdf. Hiswhite shirt and histiewere
smeared with grease. A button was missing from the front of hisblazer, and inits place was asmal
horseshoe-shaped tear. His pants were torn from the right front pocket al the way down to his knee.

"God, what aday!" he voiced to himsdf, thinking that being mugged made the morning's fender-bender
seem trivid by comparison. After amoment's hesitation, he recovered his keys and returned to the clinic,
going back to his office. He called security, then debated whether to cal the L.A. police. Theidea of bad
publicity for the clinic made him hestate, and realy, what would the police have done? While he argued
with himself, he called hiswifeto explain that held be alittle |ater than expected. Then he went into the
lavatory to examine hisface in the mirror. There was an abrasion over theright cheekbone that was
sprinkled with bits of parking-garage grit. As he gingerly blotted it with antiseptic, hetried to estimate
how much he had contributed to the muggers welfare. He guessed held had about

ahundred dollarsin hiswallet aswell asdl his credit cards and identification, including his Caifornia
medica license. But it was the watch that he most hated to lose; it had been agift from hiswife. Well, he
could replace it, he thought, as he heard aknock on his outer door.

The security man was fawningly apologetic, saying that such aproblem had never happened before, and
that he wished held been in the area. He told Dr. Richter that he'd been through the garage only a
haf-hour before, on hisnormal rounds. Dr. Richter assured the man that he was not to blame and that
his, Richter's, only concern was that steps be taken to make certain that such an incident did not reoccur.
The doctor then explained hisreasonsfor not caling the police.

Thefollowing day, Dr. Richter did not fed well but he attributed the symptoms to shock and the fact that
hed dept poorly. By five-thirty, though, hefet ill enough to consider canceling arendezvous he had with
his mistress, a secretary in the medica records department. In the end, he went to her apartment but | eft
early to get somerest, only to spend the night tossing restlessly in his bed.

The next day, Dr. Richter wasredly ill. When he sood up from the dit lamp, he was light-headed and
dizzy. He tried not to think about the monkey bite or being coughed on by the AIDS patient. He was well
aware that AIDS was not transmitted by such casua contact: it was the undiagnosed superinfection that
worried him. By three-thirty he had a chill and the beginnings of a headache of migraineintensity.
Thinking he had developed afever, he canceled the rest of the afternoon's gppointments and | eft the
clinic. By then he was quite certain he had the flu. When he arrived home, hiswife took onelook at his
pale face and red-rimmed eyes, and sent him to bed. By eight o'clock, his headache was so bad that he
took a Percodan. By nine, he had violent ssomach cramps and diarrhea. His wife wanted to call Dr.
Navarre, but Dr. Richter told her that she was being an darmist and that he'd be fine. He took some
Damane and fell adeep. At four o'clock he woke up and dragged himself into the bathroom, where he
vomited blood. Histerrified wife left him long enough to cal an ambulanceto take him to theclinic. He
did not complain. He didn't have the strength to complain. He knew that he was sicker than held ever
beenin hislife

1



January 20

SOMETHING DISTURBED MARISSA Blumenthd. Whether the stimulus came from within her own
mind, or from some minor external change, she did not know. Nonethel ess her concentration was
broken. As sheraised her eyesfrom the book in her lap sheredized that the light outside the window
had changed from its pale wintery white to inky blackness. She glanced at her watch. No wonder. It was
nearly seven.

"Holy Toledo," muttered Marissa, usng one of her expressionsleft over from childhood. She stood up
quickly and felt momentarily dizzy. She had been sprawled out on two low dung vinyl-covered chairsina
corner of thelibrary of the Centersfor Disease Control (CDC) in Atlantafor more hours than she cared
to think about. She had made a date for that evening and had planned on being home by six-thirty to get

ready.

Hefting Fields ponderous Virology textbook, she made her way over to the reserve shdf, stretching her
cramped leg muscles en route. She'd run that morning, but had only put in two miles, not her usud four.

"Need help getting that monster on the shelf?' teased Mrs. Campbell, the motherly librarian, buttoning
her omnipresent gray cardigan. It was nonetoo warminthelibrary.

Asin al good humor, there was some basisin truth for Mrs. Campbe|'s whispered comment. The
virology textbook weighed ten

pounds-one-tenth as much as Marissa's hundred-pound frame. She was only five feet tall, although when
people asked, she said she was five-two, though that was only in heels. To return the book, she had to
swing it back and then dmost tossit into place.

"Thekind of help | need with this book," said Marissa, "isto get the contentsinto my brain.”

Mrs. Campbel|l laughed in her subdued fashion. She wasawarm, friendly person, like most everyone at
CDC. Asfar as Marissawas concerned, the organization had more the feding of an academic ingtitution
than afederal agency, which it had officially becomein 1973. There was a pervading atmosphere of
dedication and commitment. Although the secretaries and maintenance personnel |eft at four-thirty, the
professond gtaff invariably stayed on, often working into the wee hours of the morning. People believed
in what they were doing.



Marissawalked out of the library, which was hopelesdy inadequate in terms of space. Half the Center's
books and periodicals were stored haphazardly in rooms all over the complex. In that sensethe CDC
was very much afederaly regulated health agency, forced to scrounge for funding in an atmosphere of
budget cutting. Marissanoted it also looked like afederal agency. The hall was painted adrab,
ingtitutiona green, and the floor was covered in agray vinyl that had been worn thin down the middle. By
the elevator was the inevitable photograph of a smiling Ronad Reagan. Just beneeth the picture someone
had irreverently tacked up an index card that said: "If you don't like this year's gppropriation, just wait
until next year!"

Marissatook the stairs up one flight. Her office-it was generousto call it that; it was more cubbyhole
than office-was on the floor above the library. It was awindowless storage areathat might have been a
broom closet a onetime. The walls were painted cinder block, and there was just enough room for a
meta desk, file cabinet, light and swivel chair. But she was lucky to haveit. Competition for space at the
Center wasintense.

Y et despite the handicaps, Marissawas well aware that the CDC worked. It had delivered phenomenal
medica service over the years, not only inthe U.S,, but in foreign countries as well. She remembered
vividly how the Center had solved the Legionnaires Disease mystery anumber of years back. There had
been hundreds of such cases since the organi zation had been started in 1942 asthe Office of Mdaria
Control to wipe out that disease in the American South. In 1946 it had been renamed the Communicable
Disease Center, with separate |abs set up for bacteria, fungi, parasites, viruses

and rickettsae. Thefollowing year alab was added for zoonoses, diseases that are animal ailments but
that can be transmitted to man, like plague, rabies and anthrax. 1n 1970 the organi zation was renamed
again, thistime the Centersfor Disease Contral.

AsMarissaarranged some articlesin her government-issue briefcase, she thought about the past
successes of the CDC, knowing that its history had been one of the prime reasons for her considering
coming to the Center. After completing a pediatric residency in Boston, she had applied and had been
accepted into the Epidemiology Intelligence Service (EIS) for atwo-year hitch as an Epidemiology
Intelligence Service Officer. It waslike being amedica detective. Only three and ahalf weeks
previoudy, just before Christmas, she'd completed her introductory course, which supposedly trained her
for her new role. The course wasin public-hedth administration, biostatistics and epidemiol ogy-the study
and control of hedlth and disease in agiven population.

A wry smile appeared on Marissas face as she pulled on her dark blue overcoat. She'd taken the
introductory course, dl right, but as had happened so often in her medica training, shefdt totaly
unequipped to handle area emergency. It was going to be an enormous legp from the classroom to the
fied if and when she was sent out on an assignment. Knowing how to relate to cases of a specific disease
in a coherent narrative that would revea cause, transmission and host factorswas afar cry from deciding
how to control areal outbreak involving rea people and ared disease. Actudly, it wasn't aquestion of
"if," it was only aquestion of "when."

Picking up her briefcase, Marissaturned off the light and headed back down the hdl to the levators.
Sheld taken the introductory epidemiology course with forty-eight other men and women, most of whom,
like hersdlf, were trained physicians. There were afew micro-biologists, afew nurses, even one dentist.
Shewondered if they al shared her current crisis of confidence. In medicine, people generaly didn't talk
about such things; it was contrary to the"image.”

At the completion of the training, she'd been assigned to the Department of Virology, Specia Pathogens



Branch, her first choice among the positions available. She had been granted her request because shed
ranked number onein the class. Although Marissa had little background in virology, which wasthe
reason she'd been spending so much timein the library, sheld asked to be assigned to the department
because the current epidemic of AIDS had catapulted virology into the forefront of research. Previoudly it
hed

always played second fiddle to bacteriology. Now virology was where the "action™ was, and Marissa
wanted to be a part of it.

At the devators, Marissasaid hdllo to the smal group of people who were waiting. She'd met some of
them, mostly those from the Department of Virology, whose adminigtrative office wasjust down the hail
from her cubicle. Others were strangers, but everyone acknowledged her. She might have been
experiencing acrigs of confidencein her professona competence, but at least shefelt welcome.

On the main floor Marissastood in lineto sign out, arequirement after 5:00 P.M., then headed to the
parking area. Although it was winter, it was nothing like what sheld endured in Boston for the previous
four years, and she didn't bother to button her coat. Her sporty red Honda Prelude was as sheld left it
that morning: dusty, dirty and neglected. It still had Massachusetts license plates; replacing them was one
of the many errands that Marissa had not yet found time to do.

It was ashort drive from the CDC to Marissals rented house. The area around the Center was
dominated by Emory University, which had donated the land to the CDC in the early '40s. A number of
pleasant residentia nelghborhoods surrounded the university, running the gamut from lower middle class
to congpicuoudy rich. It wasin one of the former neighborhoods, in the Druid Hills section, that Marissa
had found a house to rent. It was owned by a couple who'd been transferred to Mali, Africa, to work on
an extended birth-control project.

Marissaturned onto Peachtree Place. It seemed to her that everything in Atlanta was named
"peachtree.” She passed her house on theleft. It was asmall two-story wood-frame building, reasonably
maintained except for the grounds. The architectura style was in-determinant, except for two lonic
columns on the front porch. Thewindows dl had fake shutters, each with a heart-shaped area cut out in
the center. Marissa had used the term "cute” to describeit to her parents.

Sheturned left a the next street and then left again. The property on which the house sat went dl the
way through the block, and in order for Marissato get to the garage, she had to approach from the rear.
Therewasacircular drive in front of the house, but it didn't connect with the rear driveway and the
garage. Apparently in the past the two driveways had been connected, but someone had built atennis
court, and that had ended the connection. Now, the tennis court was so overgrown with weedsit was
barely discernible.

Knowing that she was going out that evening, Marissadid not put

her car in the garage, but just swung around and backed it up. As she ran up the back steps, she heard
the cocker spanid, given to her by one of her pediatric colleagues, barking welcome.

Marissa had never planned on having adog, but six months previoudy along-term romantic relationship
that she had assumed was |eading to marriage had suddenly ended. The man, Roger Shulman, a
neurosurgica resident at Mass. General, had shocked Marissawith the news that he had accepted a
fellowship at UCLA and that he wanted to go by himsdf. Up until that time, they had agreed that Marissa
would go wherever Roger went to finish histraining, and indeed Marissahad applied for pediatric
positionsin San Francisco and Houston. Roger had never even mentioned UCLA.



Asthe baby in the family, with three older brothers and a cold and dominating neurosurgeon for afather,
Marissa had never had much salf-confidence. She took the breakup with Roger very badly and had been
barely ableto drag hersalf out of bed each morning to get to the hospital. In the midst of her resultant
depression, her friend Nancy had presented her with the dog. At first Marissa had been irritated, but
Taffy-the puppy had worn the cloyingly sweet name on alarge bow tied around its neck-soon won
Marissas heart, and, as Nancy had judged, it helped Marissato focus on something besides her hurt.
Now Marissawas crazy about the dog, enjoying having "life" in her home, an object to receive and return
her love. Coming to the CDC, Marissas only worry had been what to do with Taffy when she was sent
out inthefidd. Theissue weighed heavily on her until the Judsons, her neighbors on theright, fell inlove
with the dog and offered-no, demanded-to take Taffy any time Marissa had to go out of town. It was
like agodsend.

Opening the door, Marissa had to fend off Taffy's excited jumps until she could turn off the larm. When
the owners had first explained the system to Marissa, sheld listened with only half an ear. But now she
was glad she had it. Even though the suburbs were much safer than the city, she felt much moreisolated
at night than she had in Boston. She even appreciated the " panic button” that she carried in her coat
pocket and which she could use to set off the dlarm from the driveway if she saw unexpected lights or
movement insde the house.

While Marissalooked over her mail, shelet Taffy expend some of her pent-up energy racing in large
circlesaround the blue spruce in the front yard. Withouit fail, the Judsons | et the dog out around noon; till
from then until Marissagot home in the evening was along time for an eight-month-old puppy to be
cooped up in the kitchen.

Unfortunately, Marissa had to cut Taffy's exuberant exercise short. It was dready after seven, and she
was expected at dinner at eight. Ralph Hempston, a successful ophthalmologist, had taken her out severd
times, and though she gtill had not gotten over Roger, she enjoyed Ra ph's sophisticated company and the
fact that he seemed content to take her to dinner, the theater, a concert without pressuring her to go to
bed. In fact, tonight was the first time held invited her to his house, and hed madeiit clear it wasto bea
large party, not just the two of them.

He seemed content to let the relationship grow at its own pace, and Marissawas grateful, even if she
suspected the reason might be the twenty-two-year differencein their ages,; she wasthirty-one and he
wasfifty-three.

Oddly enough the only other man Marissawas dating in Atlantawas four years younger than she. Tad
Schockley, amicrobiologist Ph.D. who worked in the same department she ultimately had been assigned
to, had been amitten by her the moment held spied her in the cafeteria during her first week at the Center.
He was the exact opposite of Ralph Henipston: socidly painfully shy, even when held only asked her to a
movie. They'd gone out ahdf dozen times, and thankfully he, like Raph, had not been pushy in aphysica
sense.

Showering quickly, Marissathen dried hersdf off and put on makeup dmost automaticaly. Racing
agang time, she went through her closet, rgpidly dismissing various combinations. She was no fashion
plate but liked to look her best. She settled on asilk skirt and a swester she'd gotten for Christmas. The
swesater came down to midthigh, and she thought that it made her look taller. Slipping on apair

of black pumps, she eyed hersdlf in the full-length mirror.

Except for her height, Marissa was reasonably happy with her looks. Her features were small but



delicate, and her father had actualy used the term "exquisite” years ago when sheld asked him if he
thought she was pretty. Her eyes were dark brown and thickly lashed, and her thick, wavy hair wasthe
color of expensive sherry. Sheworeiit as she had since she was sixteen: shoulder length, and pulled back
from her forehead with atortoiseshell barrette.

It was only afive-minute drive to Raph's, but the neighborhood changed significantly for the better. The
houses grew larger and were set back on well-manicured lawns. Ralph's house was situated on alarge
piece of property, with the driveway curving gracefully up from the street. The drive waslined with
azaleas and rhododendrons that in the spring had to be seen to be believed, according to Ralph.

The house itsdlf was athree-gtory Victorian affair with an octagond

tower dominating the right front corner. A large porch, defined by complicated gingerbread trim, started
at the tower, extended along the front of the house and swept around the left side. Above the
double-doored front entrance and resting on the roof of the porch was acircular balcony roofed with a
cone that complemented the one on top of the tower.

The scene looked festive enough. Every window in the house blazed with light. Marissadrove around to
the left, following Raph'sinstructions. She thought that shewas alittle late, but there were no other cars.

As she passed the house, she glanced up at the fire escape coming down from the third floor. Sheld
noticed it one night when Ral ph had stopped to pick up hisforgotten beeper. HEd explained that the
previous owner had made servants quarters up there, and the city building department had forced him to
add the fire escape. The black iron stood out grotesquely against the white wood.

Marissa parked in front of the garage, whose complicated trim matched that of the house. She knocked
on the back door, which wasin amodern wing that could not be seen from the front. No one seemed to
hear her. Looking through the window, she could seealot of activity in the kitchen. Deciding againgt
trying the door to seeif it was unlocked, she walked around to the front of the house and rang the bell.
Ralph opened the door immediately and greeted her with abig hug.

"Thanksfor coming over early," he said, helping her off with her coat.

"Early?| thought | waslate."

"No, not a dl," said Ralph. "The guests aren't supposed to be here until eight-thirty.” He hung her coat in
the hall clost.

Marissawas surprised to see that Ral ph was dressed in atuxedo. Although she'd acknowledged how
handsome he looked, she was disconcerted.

"I hope I'm dressed gppropriately,” she said. "Y ou didn't mention that thiswas aformd affair.”

"You look stunning, asaways. | just like an excuse to wear my tux. Come, let me show you around.”
Marissafollowed, thinking again that Raph looked the quintessentid physician: strong, sympathetic
featuresand hair graying in just the right places. The two walked into the parlor, Ralph leading the way.
The decor was attractive but somewhat sterile. A maid in ablack uniform was putting out hors d'oeuvres.

"WEII beginin here. Thedrinkswill be made at the bar in theliving room," Ralph said.

He opened apair of diding-pand doors, and they stepped into the living room. A bar wasto the left. A



young man in ared vest was busily polishing the glassware. Beyond the living room, through an arch, was
theformal dining room. Marissa could see that the table waslaid for at least a dozen people.

She followed Ra ph through the dining room and out into the new wing, which contained afamily room
and alarge modern kitchen. The dinner party was being catered, and three or four people were busy
with the preparations.

After being reassured that everything was under control, Ralph led Marissa back to the parlor and
explained that he'd asked her to come over early in hopesthat she'd act as hostess. A little surprised-
after dl, sheld only been out with Raph five or six times-Marissa agreed.

The doorbell rang. Thefirst guests had arrived.

Unfortunately, Marissa had never been good at keeping track of people's names, but she remembered a
Dr. and Mrs. Hayward because of hisastonishingly silver hair. Then therewasaDr. and Mrs. Jackson,

she sporting adiamond the size of agolf bal. The only other names Marissarecalled afterward were Dr.
and Dr. Sandberg, both psychiatrists.

Making an attempt at small talk, Marissawas awed by the furs and jewels. These people were not
small-town practitioners.

When dmost everyone was standing in the living room with a

drink in hand, the doorbell sounded again. Ralph was not in sight, so

Marissa opened the door. To her utter surprise she recognized Dr.

Cyrill Dubchek, her boss at the Specid Pathogens Branch of the

Department of Virology.

"Hello, Dr. Blumentha," said Dubchek comfortably, taking Manssas presence in stride.

Marissawas visbly flustered. Sheld not expected anyone from the CDC. Dubchek handed his coat to
the maid, reveding adark blue Italian-tailored suit. He was a striking man with cod black, intelligent eyes
and an olive complexion. His features were sharp and aristocratic. Running ahand through his hair, which
was brushed straight back from hisforehead, he smiled. "We meet again.”

Marissaweakly returned the smile and nodded toward the living room. "The bar isin there."

"Wherés Raph?' asked Dubchek, glancing into the crowded living room.

"Probably in thekitchen,” said Marissa

Dubchek nodded, and moved off asthe doorbell rang again. This

time Marissawas even more flabbergasted. Standing before her was Tad Schockley!

"Marissal" said Tad, genuinely surprised.

Marissarecovered and allowed Tad to enter. While she took his coat, she asked, "How do you know



Dr. Hempston?"'

"Just from meetings. | was surprised when | got an invitation in themail.” Tad smiled. "But who am| to
turn down afreemed, on my sdary?’

"Did you know that Dubchek was coming?' asked Manissa. Her tone was dmost accusing.

Tad shook his head. "But what difference does it make?' Helooked into the dining room and then up
the main aircase. "Beautiful house. Wow!"

Marissagrinned in spite of herself. Tad, with his short sandy hair and fresh complexion, looked too
young to be Ph.D. Hewas dressed in a corduroy jacket, awoven tie and gray flannels so worn, they
might aswell have been jeans.

"Hey," he said. "How do you know Dr. Hempston?"

"He'sjus afriend,” said Marissaevasvely, gesturing for Tad to head into the living room for adrink.
Oncedl the guests had arrived, Marissafelt free to move away from the front door. At the bar, she got
hersdf aglass of white wine and tried to mingle. Just before the group was summoned into the dining
room, she found hersdlf in a conversation with Dr. Sandberg and Dr. and Mrs. Jackson.

"Welcometo Atlanta, young lady,” said Dr. Sandberg.

"Thank you," said Marissa, trying not to gawk at Mrs. Jackson's ring.

"How isit you happened to come to the CDC?" asked Dr. Jackson. His voice was degp and resonant.
He not only looked like Charlton Heston; he actualy sounded asif he could play Ben Hur.

Looking into the man's deep blue eyes, she wondered how to answer his seemingly sincere question.
She certainly wasn't going to mention anything about her former lover'sflight to L.A. and her need for a
change. That wasn't the kind of commitment people expected at the CDC. "I've dways had an interest in
public hedth."” That wasalittle white lie. "I've dways been fascinated by stories of medica detective
work." Sheamiled. At least that wasthe truth. "1 guess| got tired of looking up runny noses and into
draining ears.”

"Trained in pediatrics," said Dr. Sandberg. It was a statement, not a question.

"Children's Hospital in Boston," said Marissa. She dwaysfdt a

littleill at ease talking with psychiatrists. She couldn't help but wonder if they could analyze her motives
better than she could hersalf. She knew that part of the reason she had gone into medicine wasto enable
her to compete with her brothersin their relationships with their father.

"How do you fed about clinical medicine?' asked Dr. Jackson. "Were you ever interested in practicing?’
"Wel, certainly,” replied Marissa.

"How?" continued Dr. Jackson, unknowingly making Marissafed progressively uneasy. "Did you see
yoursdlf solo, inagroup, or inaclinic?



"Dinner isserved,” called Raph over the din of conversation.

Manissafelt relieved as Dr. Jackson and Dr. Sandberg turned to find their wives. For amoment she had
fet asif shewere being interrogated.

In the dining room Marissa discovered that Ralph had seeted himsdlf at one end of the table and had
placed her a the other. To her immediate right was Dr. Jackson, who thankfully forgot about his
questions concerning clinical medicine. To her left wasthe slver-haired Dr. Hayward.

Asthe med progressed, it became even clearer that Marissawas dining with the cream of Atlantal's
medica community. These were not just doctors; they were the most successful private practitionersin
the city. The only exceptionsto thiswere Cyrill Dubchek, Tad and herself.

After several glasses of good wine, Marissawas more talkative than normal. Shefdt atwinge of
embarrassment when she redlized that the entire table was listening to her description of her childhood in
Virginia. Shetold hersdlf to shut up and smile, and she was pleased when the conversation switched to
the sorry state of American medicine and how prepaid hedth-care groups were eroding the foundations
of private practice. Remembering the furs and jewd s, Marissadidn't fed that those present were
suffering too much.

"How about the CDC?" asked Dr. Hayward, looking across at Cyrill. "Have you been experiencing
budgetary congraints?'

Cyrill laughed cynicdly, hissmileforming deep creasesin his cheeks. "Every year we have to do battle
with the Office of Management and Budget as well as the House Appropriations Committee. Weve lost
five hundred positions due to budgetary cuts.”

Dr. Jackson cleared histhroat: "What if there were a serious outbreak of influenza like the pandemic of
1917-1918. Assuming your

r
department would be involved, do you have the manpower for such an eventudity?'
Cyrill shrugged. "It dependson alot of variables. If the strain doesn't mutate its surface antigens and we
can grow it readily in tissue culture, we could devel op avaccine quite quickly. How quickly, I'm not sure.

Tad?'

"A month or 0," said Tad, "if we werelucky. More time to produce enough to make asignificant
difference”

"Reminds me of the swineflu fiasco afew yearsago,” interjected Dr. Hayward.

"That wasn't the CDC'sfault,” said Cyrill defensvely. "There was no doubt about the strain that
appeared at Fort Dix. Why it didn't spread is anybody's guess.”

Marissafelt ahand on her shoulder. Turning, she found hersaf looking at one of the black-dressed
waitresses.

"Dr. Blumenthd?* whispered the girl.



IIYall
"Thereisaphonecdl for you."

Marissa glanced down the table at Ralph, but he was busy talking with Mrs. Jackson. She excused
hersdlf and followed the girl to the kitchen. Then it dawned on her, and shefelt adtirring of fear, likethe
firgt time she had been cdled at night asan intern: It had to be the CDC. After dl, shewason cdl and
sheld dutifully left Raph's number. No one else knew shewasthere.

"Dr. Blumenthal?' asked the CDC operator, when Marissa picked up the phone.

The call was switched to the duty officer. "Congratulations,” he said jovidly. "There has been an
epidemic aid request. We had acal from the California State Epidemiologist, who would like CDC help
onaprobleminL.A. It'san outbresk of unknown but apparently seriousillnessin ahospita caled the
Richter Clinic. Weve gone ahead and made areservation for you on Delta's flight to the coast that leaves
a 1:10 A.M. Weve arranged hotel accommodations at a place called the Tropic Motel. Sounds divine.
Anyway, good luck!™

Replacing the receiver, Marissaleft her hand on the phone for amoment while she caught her bresth.
Shedidn't fed prepared at al. Those poor, unsuspecting peoplein Caiforniahad called the CDC
expecting to get an epidemiologic expert, and instead, they were going to get her, Marissa Blumenthd.
All fivefeet of her. She made her way back to the dining room to excuse hersdlf and say good-bye.

2

January 21

BY THE TIME MARISSA had gotten her suitcase from the baggage carousdl, waited for the rent-a-car
van, gotten the rent-a-car (the first one wouldn't start), and had somehow managed to find the Tropic
Motel, the Sky had begun to lighten.

Asshesgnedin, she couldn't help thinking of Roger. But shewouldn't call. Sheld promised herself that
much severd times on theflight.



The motdl was depressing, but it didn't matter. Marissadidn't think she'd be spending much time there.
She washed her hands and face, combed her hair and replaced her barrette. With no other plausible
reason for delay, she returned to the rent-a-car and set out for the Richter Clinic. The pams of her hands
were damp against the steering whesdl.

The clinic was conveniently situated on awide thoroughfare. There were few cars at that time of
morning. Marissa pulled into a parking garage, took aticket and found a spot near the entrance. The
entire structure was modern, including the garage, the clinic, and what Marissa guessed was the hospitdl,
which gppeared to be seven storiestdl. Getting out of the car, she stretched, then lifted out her briefcase.
Init were her class notes from the epidemiology portion of the introductory course-asif that would be
any help-anote pad, pencils, asmal textbook on diagnostic virology, an extralipstick and a pack of
chewing gum. What ajoke.

Onceinside, Marissanoted the familiar hospital odor of disinfectant-asmell that somehow calmed her
and made her fed ingtantly at home. There was an information booth, but it was empty. She asked a

mai ntenance man mopping the floor how to get to the hospital wing, and he pointed to ared stripe on the
floor. Marissafollowed it to the emergency room. There wasllittle activity there, with few patientsin the
waiting room and only two nurses behind the main desk. Marissa sought out the on-call doctor and
explained who shewas.

"Oh, great!" said the ER doctor enthusiastically. "Arewe glad you're here! Dr. Navarre has been waiting
al night for you. Let meget him."

Marissa absentmindedly played with some paper clips. When shelooked up, she redlized the two nurses
were garing at her. She smiled and they smiled back.

"Can | get you some coffee?" asked thetaller of the two.

"That would be nice" said Marissa. In addition to her basic anxiety, she was feding the effects of only
two hours of fitful deegp on theflight from Atlanta.

Sipping the hot liquid, Marissarecalled the Berton Roueche medical detective storiesin The New

Y orker. She wished that she could beinvolved in a case like the one solved by John Snow, the father of
modern epidemiology: A London cholera epidemic was aborted when Snow deductively isolated the
problem to a particular London water pump. The real beauty of Snow's work wasthat he did it before
the germ theory of disease was accepted. Wouldn't it be wonderful to be involved in such aclear-cut
gtuation?

The door to the on-call room opened, and a handsome, black-haired man appeared. Blinking in the
bright ER light, he came directly toward Marissa. The corners of his mouth pulled upinabig smile. "Dr.
Blumenthal, we are so glad to see you. Y ou have noidea.”

Asthey shook hands, Dr. Navarre gazed down at Marissa. Standing next to her, he was momentarily
taken aback by her diminutive size and youthful appearance. To be polite, heinquired about her flight and
asked if shewas hungry.

"| think it would be best to get right down to business,” saild Marissa

Dr. Navarre readily agreed. As heled Marissato the hospital conference room, he introduced himself as
chief of the department of medicine. This news didn't help Marissals confidence. She recognized thet Dr.



Navarre undoubtedly knew a hundred times more than she about infectious disease.

Motioning for Marissato sit at the round conference table, Dr. Navarre picked up the phone and diaed.
Whilethe call was going through, he explained that Dr. Spenser Cox, the State Epidemiologist was
extremely eager to talk to Marissathe moment sheéld arrived.

Wonderful, thought Marissa, forcing awesk smile.

Dr. Cox sounded equally as happy as Dr. Navarre that Marissawas there. He explained to her that
unfortunately he was currently embroiled in a problem in the San Francisco Bay areaiinvolving an
outbresk of hepatitis B that they thought could be related to AIDS.

"l assume," continued Dr. Cox, "that Dr. Navarre hastold you that the problem at the Richter Clinic
currently involves only seven patients.”

"He hasn't told me anything yet," sad Marissa

"I'm sure heisjust about to," said Dr. Cox. "Up here, we have dmost five hundred cases of hepatitis B,
S0 you can understand why | can't come down there immediately.”

"Of course," said Marissa

"Good luck," said Dr. Cox. "By the way, how long have you been with the CDC?"
"Not that long," admitted Marissa

There was a short pause. "Well, keep meinformed,” said Dr. Cox.

Marissa handed the receiver back to Dr. Navarre, who hung up. "L et me bring you up to date," he said,
switching to astandard medical monotone as he pulled some three-by-five cards from his pocket. "We
have saven cases of an undiagnosed, but obvioudy severe, febrileiliness characterized by prostration and
multi-system involvement. Thefirst patient to be hospitalized happens to be one of the cofounders of the
clinic, Dr. Richter himsdlf. The next, awoman from the medical records department.” Dr. Navarre began
placing histhree-by-five cards on the table. Each one represented a patient. He organized them in the
order in which the cases had presented themselves.

Discreetly snapping open her briefcase without alowing Dr. Navarre to see what it contained, Marissa
extracted her note pad and a pencil. Her mind raced back to the courses she'd recently completed,
remembering that she needed to break the information down into understandable categories. First the
illness: Wasit redlly something new? Did a problem really exist? That was the province of thesmple 2 x
2 table and some rudimentary gatistics. Marissaknew she had to characterize theillnessevenif she
couldn't make a specific diagnosis. The next step would be to determine host factors of the victims, such
as age, X, hedlth, eating habits, hobbies, etc., thento

determine time, place and circumstancesin which each patient displayed initia symptoms, in order to
learn what e ements of commondity existed. Then there would be the question of transmission of the
illness, which might lead to the infectious agent. Finaly, the host or reservoir would haveto be
erradicated. It sounded so easy, but Marissa knew it would be a difficult problem, even for someone as
experienced as Dubchek.

Marissawiped her moist hand on her skirt, then picked up her pencil once more. "So," she said, staring



at the blank page. "Since no diagnosis has been made, what's being considered?”
"Everything,” said Dr. Navarre.
"Influenza?' asked Marissa, hoping she wasn't sounding overly smplidtic.

"Not likely," said Dr. Navarre. "The patients have respiratory symptoms but they do not predominate.
Besdes, serologica testing has been negative for influenzavirusin al seven patients. We don't know
what they have, but it is not influenza.”

"Any idess?' asked Marissa

"Mostly negatives," said Dr. Navarre. "Everything weve tested has been negative: blood cultures, urine
cultures, sputum cultures, stool cultures, even cerebrospind fluid cultures. We thought about maariaand
actually treated for it, though the blood smears were negative for the parasites. We even treated for
typhoid, with either tetracycline or chloramphenicol, despite the negative cultures. But, just like with the
antimaarias, there was no effect whatsoever. The patients are al going downhill no matter what we do.”

"Y ou must have somekind of differential diagnosis,” said Marissa. "Of course,” responded Dr. Navarre.
"Weve had anumber of infectious disease consults. The consensusisthat itisavira problem, dthough
leptospirosisis still aweak contender.” Dr. Navarre searched through hisindex cards, then held one up.
"Ah, here are the current differential diagnoses: leptospiross, as| mentioned; yellow fever; dengue;
mononucleosis; or, just to cover the bases, some other enterovira, arbovira or adenovira infection.
Needlessto say, we've made about as much progress in the diagnostic realm as the therapeutic.”

"How long has Dr. Richter been hospitaized?' asked Marissa

"Thisishisfifth day. | think you should see the patients to have an idea of what we are dedling with." Dr.
Navarre stood up without waiting for Marissa's response. She found she had to trot to keep up with him.
They went through swinging doors and entered the hospital proper. Nervous as she was, Marissa could
not help being impressed by the luxurious carpeting and amost hotellike decor.

She got on the elevator behind Dr. Navarre, who introduced her to an anesthesiologist. Marissareturned
the man's greeting, but her thoughts were € sawhere. She was certain that her seeing the patients at that
moment was not going to accomplish anything except to make her fed "exposed.” Thisissue had not
occurred to her while taking the introductory course back in Atlanta. Suddenly it seemed like abig
problem. Y et what could she say?

They arrived at the nurses gtation on the fifth floor. Dr. Navarre took the time to introduce Marissato
the night staff, who were making their initial preparationsto change shifts.

"All seven patients are on thisfloor,” said Dr. Navarre. "It has some of our most experienced personnel.
Thetwoin critica condition arein separate cubiclesin the medical intensve-care unit just acrossthe hdl.
Therest arein private rooms. Here are the charts." With an open palm, he thumped a pile stacked on the
corner of the counter top. "'l assumeyou'd liketo see Dr. Richter first." Dr. Navarre handed Richter's
chart to Marissa

Thefirg thing shelooked at wasthe "vitd-sign" sheet. Beginning hisfifth hospital day, she noticed that
the doctor's blood pressure was falling and his temperature was risng. Not agood omen. Rapidly she
perused the chart. She knew that sheld haveto go over it carefully later. But even acursory glance
convinced her that the workup had been superb, better than she could have done hersalf. The laboratory



work had been exhaustive. Again she wondered what in God's name she was doing there pretending to
be an authority.

Going back to the beginning of the chart, Marissa read the section entitled "history of the present illness.”
Something jumped out at her right away. Six weeks previous to the onset of symptoms Dr. Richter had
attended an ophthalmologica convention in Nairobi, Kenya.

Sheread on, her interest piqued. One week prior to hisillness, Dr. Richter had attended an eyelid
surgery conference in San Diego. Two days prior to admission held been bitten by a Cercopitheceus
aethiops, whatever the hell that was. She showed it to Dr. Navarre.

"It'satype of monkey," said Dr. Navarre. "Dr. Richter always has afew of them on hand for his ocular
herpes research.”

Marissa nodded. She glanced again at the laboratory vaues and noted that the patient had alow white
count, alow ESR and low thrombocytes. Other lab valuesindicated liver and kidney malfunction. Even
the EKG showed mild abnormdities. Thisguy was virulently sick.

Marissalaid the chart down on the counter.
"Ready?' questioned Dr. Navarre.

Although Marissa nodded that she was, she would have preferred to put off confronting the patients.
She had no delusions of grandeur that she would uncover some heretofore missed, but sgnificant,
physica sign, and thereby solve the mystery. Her seeing the patients at that point was pure theater and,
unfortunately, risky business. Shefollowed Dr. Navarre reluctantly.

They entered the intensive-care unit, with itsfamiliar backdrop of complicated e ectronic machinery. The
patients were immobile victims, secured with tangles of wires and plastic tubing. There wasthe smell of
acohol, the sound of respirators and cardiac monitors. There was aso the usud high leve of nursing
activity.

"Weveisolated Dr. Richter inthissideroom,” said Dr. Navarre, stopping at the closed doorway. To the
|eft of the door was awindow, and insde the room Marissa could make out the patient. Like the others
in the unit, he was stretched out beneath a canopy of intravenous bottles. Behind him was a cathode-ray
tube with a continuous EK G tracing flashing acrossits screen.

"I think you'd better put on amask and gown," said Dr. Navarre. "Were observing isolation precautions
on al the patients for obvious reasons.”

"By al means" said Marissa, trying not to sound too eager. If she had her way, shed climb into aplastic
bubble. She dipped on the gown and hel ped hersdf to a hat, mask, booties, and even rubber gloves. Dr.
Navarredid likewise,

Unaware she was doing it, Marissa breathed shalowly as she looked down at the patient, who, in
irreverent vernacular, looked asif he was about to "check out.” His color was ashen, his eyes sunken, his
skin dack. Therewas a bruise over hisright cheekbone; hislipswere dry, and dried blood was caked on
hisfront teeth.

AsMarissa stared down at the stricken man, she didn't know what to do; yet she self-conscioudy felt
obliged to do something, with Dr. Navarre hanging over her, watching her every move. "How do you



fed?" asked Marissa. She knew it was astupid, salf-evident question the moment it escaped from her
lips. Nonetheless Richter's eyes fluttered open. Marissa noticed some hemorrhagesin the whites.

"Not good," admitted Dr. Richter, his voice ahoarse whisper.

"Isit true you werein Africaamonth ago?' she asked. She had to lean over to hear the man, and her
heart went out to him.

"Six weeks ago," said Dr. Richter.

"Did you comein contact with any animals?' asked Marissa

"No," managed Dr. Richter after apause. "l saw alot but didn't handle any."
"Did you atend anyone who wasill?'

Dr. Richter shook his head. Speaking was obvioudy difficult for him.

Marissa straightened up and pointed to the abrasion under the patient'sright eye. "Any ideawhat this
is?' sheasked Dr. Navarre.

Dr. Navarre nodded. "He was mugged two days before he got sick. He hit his cheek on the pavement.”

"Poor guy," said Marissa, wincing at Dr. Richter's misfortune. Then, after amoment, she added, "I think
I've seen enough for now.”

Just inside the door |eading back to the ICU proper, there was alarge frame holding a plastic bag. Both
Marissaand Dr. Navarre peeled off their isolation appard and returned to the fifth-floor nurses station.
Compulsvely, Marissawashed her handsin the sink.

"What about the monkey that bit Dr. Richter?"' she asked.

"We have him quarantined,” said Dr. Navarre. "We've also cultured him in every way possible. He
appearsto be hedthy."

They seemed to have thought of everything. Marissa picked up Dr. Richter's chart to seeif his
conjunctiva hemorrhages had been noted. They had.

Marissatook adeep breath and looked over at Dr. Navarre, who was watching her expectantly. "Well,"
she said vaguely, "I've got alot of work to do with these charts." Suddenly she remembered reading
about a category of disease called "vird hemorrhagic fever." They were extremely rare, but deadly, and a
number of them came from Africa. Hoping to add something to the tentative diagnoses aready listed by
the clinic doctors, she mentioned the possibility.

"VHF was dready brought up,” said Dr. Navarre. "That was one of the reasons we called the CDC so
quickly."

So much for that "zebrd' diagnos's, thought Marissa, referring to amedical maxim that when you hear
hoofbeats, think of horses, not zebras.

To her great relief, Dr. Navarre was paged for an emergency. "I'm terribly sorry,” he said, "but I'm



needed in the ER. Isthere anything | can do before| go?!

"Well, | think it would be better to improve theisolation of the patients. Y ou've aready moved them to
the same genera area of the hospital. But | think you should place them in acompletely isolated wing and
begin complete barrier nuraing, at least until we have some idea as to the communicability of the disease.”

Dr. Navarre stared at Marissa. For amoment she wondered what he was thinking. Then he said,
"Youre absolutdy right.”

Marissatook the seven chartsinto asmall room behind the nurses station. Opening each, she learned
that, besides Dr. Richter, there were four women and two men who presumably had the sameillness.
Somehow, they all had to have had direct contact with each other or been exposed to the same source of
contamination. Marissakept reminding hersdlf that her method of attack on afield assgnment,
particularly her first, wasto gather as much information as she could and then relay it to Atlanta. Going
back to Dr. Richter's chart, Marissaread everything, including the nurses notes. On a separate sheet in
her notebook, shelisted every bit of information that could possibly have sgnificance, including the fact
that the man had presented with an episode of hematemesis, vomiting blood. That certainly didn't sound
likeinfluenza. The whole time she wasworking her mind kept returning to the fact that Dr. Richter had
been in Africasix weeks previoudy. That had to be sgnificant even though amonth'sincubation was
unlikely, given the symptomology, unless he had malaria, which gpparently he did not. Of course there
werevira diseaseslike AIDSwith longer incubation periods, but AIDS was not an acute viral infectious
disease. Theincubation period for such adisease was usudly about aweek, give or take afew days.
Marissa painstakingly went through al the charts amassing diverse dataon age, sex, life-style, occupation
and living environment, and recording her findings on a separate page in her notebook for each of the
patients. Rather quickly, she redlized that she was dealing with adiverse group of people. In addition to
Dr. Richter, there was a secretary, awoman who worked in medica records a the Richter Clinic; two
housewives; aplumber; an insurance sdlesman and ared estate broker. Opportunity for commondlity
seemed remote with agroup thisdiverse, yet dl of them must have been exposed to the same source.

Reading the charts dso gave Marissaabetter clinica picture of theillness she was dedling with.
Apparently it began rather suddenly, with severe headaches, muscle pain and high fever. Then the
patients experienced some combination of abdomina pain, diarrhea, vomiting, sore throat, cough and
chest pain. A shiver went down Marissa's spine as she thought about having been exposed to the
disease.

Marissarubbed her eyes. They fet gritty from lack of deep. It wastimeto vist therest of the patients
whether she wanted to or not.

Therewerealot of gaps, particularly in activities of each patient in the days directly preceding their
illness

She gtarted with the medical secretary, who was located in aroom next to Dr. Richter'sin the ICU, and
then worked her way through to the last patient to be admitted. Before seeing each case, she carefully
dressed in full protective clothing. All the patients were serioudy ill, and none felt much like talking. Still,
Marissawent through her list of questions, concentrating on whether each patient was acquainted with
any of the other people who were di. The answer was aways no, except that each one knew Dr.

Richter, and al were members of the Richter Clinic hedlth plan! The answer was so obvious shewas
surprised that no one seemed to have spotted it. Dr. Richter might have spread the disease himsdlf since
he might even have been in contact with the medica secretary. She asked the ward clerk to cdl for dl the
patients clinic outpatient records.



While shewaswaiting, Dr. Navarre caled. "I'm afraid we have another case,”" he said. "He's one of the
lab techs here at the clinic. HE'sin the emergency room. Do you want to come down?'

"Isheisolated?' asked Marissa.

"Aswell aswe can do it down here," said Dr. Navarre. "Were preparing an isolation wing upstairs on
the fifth floor. We will move dl the casesthere the moment it isready.”

"The sooner the better,” said Marissa. "For thetime being, | recommend that all nonessentia lab work
be postponed.”

"That's okay by me," said Dr. Navarre. "What about this boy down here? Do you want to see him?"
"I'monmy way," said Marissa

En route to the ER, Marissa could not shake the fedling that they were on the brink of amagjor epidemic.
Concerning the lab tech, there were two equally disturbing possibilities: the first was that the fellow had
contracted the ilinessin the same fashion as the others, i.e., from some active source of deadly virusin the
Richter Clinic; the second, more probable in Marissas estimation, was that the lab tech had been
exposed to the agent from handling infected materia from the existing cases.

The ER personnel had placed the new patient in one of the psychiatric cubicles. TherewasaDo Not
Enter sign on the door. Marissa read the technician's chart. He was atwenty-four-year-old male by the
name of Alan Moyers. His temperature was 103.4. After donning protective gown, mask, hat, gloves
and booties, Marissa entered the tiny room. The patient stared at her with glazed eyes.

"l understand you're not feding too well," said Marissa

"| fed like I've been run over by atruck,” said Alan. "I've never fdt this bad, even when | had the flu last
year."

"What wasthefirst thing you noticed?'

"The headache," said Alan. He tapped hisfingers against the sdes of hisforehead. "Right hereiswhere|
fed the pain. It'sawful. Can you give me something for it?'

"What about chills?"

"Y eah, after the headache began, | started to get them.”

"Has anything abnormal happened to you in the lab in the last week or 07"
"Likewhat?" asked Alan, closing hiseyes. "I did win the pool on the last Lakers game.”
"I'm more interested in something professona. Were you bitten by any animas?
"Nope. | never handle any animals. What's wrong with me?"

"How about Dr. Richter? Do you know him?"

"Sure. Everybody knows Dr. Richter. Oh, | remember something. | stuck myself with a vacu-container



needle. That never happened to me before.”
"Do you remember the patient's name on the vacu-container?”

"No. All | remember isthat the guy didn't have AIDS. | was worried about that, so | looked up his
diagnoss”

"What wasit?"'

"Didn't say. But it dways says AIDSif itisAIDS. | don't have AIDS, do 1?7

"No, Alan, you don't have AIDS," said Marissa.

"Thank God," said Alan. "For amoment there, | was scared.”

Marissawent out to find Dr. Navarre, but he was occupied with a cardiac arrest that had just been
brought in by ambulance. Marissaasked the nurseto tell him that she was going back to the fifth floor.
Returning to the elevators, Marissa began organizing her thoughtsto cal Dr. Dubchek.

"BExcuseme”

Marissafelt atap on her arm and turned to face a stocky man with a beard and wire-rimmed glasses.
"Areyou Dr. Blumentha from the CDC?" asked the man.

Nonplussed at being recognized, Marissa nodded. The man stood blocking her entrance to the eevator.
"I'm Clarence Hems, with the L.A. Times. My wife works the night shift up in the medica 1CU. Shetold
me that you were here to see Dr. Richter. What isit the man has?'

"At this point, no one knows," said Marissa

"Isit serious?'

"l imagine your wife can answer that aswell as|."

"She saysthe man isdying and that there are Sx other smilar cases, including a secretary from medical
records. Sounds to me like the beginnings of an epidemic.”

"I'm not sure that 'epidemic’ isthe right word. There does seem to be one more case today, but that's the
only onefor two days. | hopeit will bethe last, but no one knows."

"Sounds scary,” said the reporter.

"| agree," saidd Marissa. "But | can't talk longer. I'minahurry.” Dodging theinsgstent Mr. Hems, Marissa
boarded the next eevator and returned to the cubicle behind the fifth-floor nurses station and put through
acollect call to Dr. Dubchek. It was quarter-to-three in Atlanta, and she got Dubchek immediately.

"So, how'syour firg field assgnment?* he asked.

"It'sabit overwhelming,” said Marissa. Then, as succinctly as she could, she described the seven cases

sheld seen, admitting that she had not learned anything that the Richter Clinic doctors didn't already
know.



"That shouldn't bother you," said Dubchek. "Y ou have to keep in mind that an epidemiologist looks at
data differently than aclinician, so the same data can mean different things. The clinician islooking at each
casein particular, whereas you are looking at the whole picture. Tell me about theillness.”

Marissadescribed the clinical syndrome, referring frequently to her note pad. She sensed that Dubchek
was particularly interested in the fact that two of the patients had vomited blood, that another had passed
bloody diarrheaand that three had conjunctival hemorrhagesin their eyes. When Marissasaid that Dr.
Richter had been to an ophthalmology meeting in Africa, Dubchek exclamed, "My God, do you know
what you are describing?’

"Not exactly,” said Marissa. It was an old medical-schoal ploy: try to stay on neutral ground rather than
make afool of yoursdlf.

"Vira hemorrhagic fever," said Dubchek, ". . . and if it came from Africa, it would be Lassa Fever.
Unlessit was Marburg or Ebola. Jesus Christ!"

"But Richter'svidt was over Sx weeksago."

"Darn," said Dubchek, dmogt angrily. "The longest incubation period for that kind of fulminating illnessis
about two weeks. Even for quarantine purposes, twenty daysis considered adequate.”

"The doctor was dso bitten by a monkey two days before he became di," offered Marissa.,

"And that's too short an incubation period. It should be five or sx days. Where's the monkey now?"

"Quarantined,” saild Marissa.

"Good. Don't let anything happen to that animd, particularly if it dies. Weve got to test it for virus. If the
animd isinvolved, we have to consder the Marburg virus. In any case, theillness certainly soundslikea
vird hemorrhagic fever, and until proven otherwise, wed better consider it as such. We've worried about
something like this happening for some time; the problem isthat there's no vaccine and no treatment.”

"What about the mortdity rate?' asked Marissa.

"High. Tell me, does Dr. Richter have askin rash?"

Marissa couldn't remember. "I'll check.”

"Thefirst thing | want you to do is draw bloods, obtain urine samples, and do throat swabsfor vira
culture on al seven cases, and have them rushed to the CDC. Use Delta's small-package service. That
will bethe fastest way. | want you persondly to draw the blood, and for Christ's sake be careful. From
the monkey, too, if you can. Pack the samplesin dry ice before shipping them.”

"I'vejust seen what might be another case” said Marissa. "One of the clinic'slab techs."

"Include him, too, It soundsincreasingly serious. Make surethat al the patients are totally isolated with
complete barrier nursing. And tell whoever isin charge not to do any lab work until | get there.”

"l have" said Marissa. "Y ou're coming yourself?'



"You bet | am," said Dubchek. "This could be anationa emergency. But it isgoing to take sometimeto
prepare the Vickers Mobile Lab. Meanwhile, start setting up aquarantine for contacts, and try to get in
touch with the people who sponsored that eye meeting in Africaand seeif any of the other doctors who
went are di. And one other thing: don't say anything to the press. With al the publicity about AIDS, |
don't think the public could dedl with the threat of another fatal viral disease. There could be widespread
panic. And Marissa, | want you to wear full protective clothing, including goggles, when you seethe
patients. The pathology department should have them if no one else does. I'll be there as soon as

possble”

Hanging up, Marissa experienced arush of anxiety. Shewondered if she'd dready exposed hersdlf to
the virus. Then she worried about having dready talked to Clarence Hemsfrom the L.A. Times. Well,
what was done was done. She was glad that Dubchek was coming.

She knew she'd been in over her head from the moment shed arrived in L.A.

After putting inacal for Dr. Navarre, Marissa had one of the nurses help her get the materials ready to
draw blood from the patients. She needed vacu-containers with anticoagulants, plastic bags, and sodium
hypochlorite to decontaminate the outside of the bags. She also needed urine containers and throat
swabs. Then she phoned the micro lab and asked to have containers of viral transport media sent up,
along with shipment containers and dry ice. When Dr. Navarre called, she reated what Dubchek had
said about complete barrier nursing and about no lab tests until held arrived with aspecid facility. She
aso mentioned that they had better get together to talk about systematically quarantining al contacts. Dr.
Navarre agreed, shocked to hear that Dubchek thought they might be dealing with viral hemorrhagic
fever.

Following Dubchek's advice, Marissa got goggles from pathology. Sheld never thought about catching
anillnessthrough her eyes, but she was aware that their surface was a mucous membrane and was
obvioudy asavailableto vird assault as her nasa mucosa. When shewasfully attired in hood, goggles,
mask, gown, gloves and booties, she went to Dr. Richter's cubicle to begin her sampling.

Before she started, she examined him for askin rash. Hisarmswere clear, but he did have a curious red
area about the Sze of aquarter on hisright thigh. Lifting up his hospital gown, Marissanoted afine, but
definite, maculopapular eruption covering most of histrunk. She was impressed that Dubchek had
anticipated it.

She drew the blood first, then filled the urine container from the catheter bag. After each was sealed, she
washed its exterior with sodium hypochlorite, then put it in a second bag. After the exterior of the second
bag was washed in the disinfectant, she alowed it to be removed from the room.

Disposing of the hood, mask, gown, gloves and booties, and then donning new ones, Marissawent on
to the next patient, the medical secretary, whose name was Helen Townsend. Marissa repeated the same
procedures sheld done on Dr. Richter, including looking for skin eruptions. Helen aso had afaint rash on
her trunk, but no red circle on her thigh or esawhere. She seemed lessill than Richter, but none of the
patients appeared well enough to question Marissamuch as she went about her sampling. Only Alan
Moyers could muster the strength to offer some objections. At first he refused to dlow Marissato draw
blood unless shetold him what his diagnoss was. He wasterrified. When Marissatold him the truth, that
shedid not know

what he had and that that was why she needed the samples, hefindly gavein.

Asfor the monkey, Marissa didn't even attempt to get ablood sample. The anima keeper was out for



the day, and she had no intention of trying to handle the anima aone. The monkey looked hedthy
enough, but was not friendly. He threw feces at Marissathrough the mesh of hiscage.

Once Marissa completed the packing, making certain that al the screw capsweretightly in place so that
carbon dioxide from the dry ice could not penetrate the samples, she persondly rode out to the airport
and sent the boxes on their way to Atlanta. Luckily she got them on a convenient nonstop.

Back at the Richter Clinic, Marissamade a detour to the smal clinic library. There were afew standard
textsthere that included sections on viral diseases. She quickly scanned the entriesfor Lassa Fever,
Marburg and Ebolavirus. Then she understood Dubchek's excited reaction on the telephone. These
were the most deadly viruses known to man.

Arriving back on thefifth floor, Marissafound that al eight patients had been isolated in a separate wing.
She dso found that the clinic outpatient records she'd ordered had arrived. After putting inacall for Dr.
Navarre, Marissa sat down and began to study the charts.

Thefirst belonged to Harold Stevens, the real estate broker. She started from the back and immediately
discovered that the last outpatient entry was avist to Dr. Richter: Harold Stevens had chronic
open-angle glaucoma and saw Dr. Richter on aregular basis. Hislast checkup had been on January 15,
four days before he was admitted to the hospital.

With asense of growing certainty Marissalooked at the last entry on each chart. Thereit was. Each
patient had seen Dr. Richter on either the fifteenth or the sixteenth of January. All except Helen
Townsend, the secretary from medical records, and Alan, the lab tech. Thelast entry in Ms. Townsend's
outpatient file recorded avisit to an OB-CY N man for cydtitis. Alan had seen an orthopod the previous
year for asprained ankle he'd suffered in ahospita basketball league. Except for the medica secretary
and the lab tech, there was the strong suggestion that Dr. Richter was the source of theillness. The fact
that he'd seen five of the patientsjust before he devel oped symptoms had to be significant.

Marissa could explain the lab tech getting theillness by his sticking himsdlf with a contaminated needle,
but she couldn't immediately explain Helen Townsend. Marissa had to assume that Helen had seen Dr.
Richter sometime earlier in the week. She had come down with the illness just forty-eight hours after the
doctor. Maybe he had spent alot of timein medical records earlier that week.

Marissas musings were interrupted by the ward clerk, who said that Dr. Navarre had called to ask if
Marissawould kindly come down to the hospital conference room.

Returning to the room where sheld started the day reminded Marissa of how long sheld been working.
Shefelt bone weary as Dr. Navarre closed the door and introduced the other person who was present.
He was William Richter, Dr. Richter's brother.

"I wanted to thank you personaly for being here," said William. Although he wasimpeccably dressed in
apin-striped suit, his haggard face was mute testimony to hislack of deep. "Dr. Navarre hastold me
your tentative diagnosis. | want to assure you that we will support your effort to contain thisillnessto the
limits of our resources. But we are also concerned about the negative impact the Situation could have on
our clinic. | hope that you agree that no publicity would be the best publicity.”

Marissafelt mildly outraged, when so many liveswere at stake, but Dubchek himsdlf had said essentialy
the samething.

"| understand your concern,” she said, uncomfortably aware that she had aready spoken to areporter.



"But | think we haveto initiate further quarantine measures.” Marissawent on to explain that they would
have to separate the possible contacts into primary and secondary contacts. Primary contacts would be
those people who had spoken with or touched one of the current eight patients. Secondary contacts
would be anyone who had had contact with a primary contact.

"My God," said Dr. Navarre. "We're talking about thousands of people.”

"I'm afraid 30," said Marissa. "We're going to need al the manpower the clinic can spare. Well aso tap
the resources of the State Health Department.”

"WEll provide the manpower,” said Mr. Richter. "I'd prefer to keep this 'in-house.’ But shouldn't we
wait until we actudly have adiagnosis?'

"If wewalt, it may betoo late," said Marissa. "We can dways cdl off the quarantineif it is unnecessary.”
"There's no way welll keep thisfrom the press,” moaned Mr. Richter.

"To betruthful," said Marissa, "l think the press can play apostiverole by helping usreach dl the
contacts. Primary contacts must be

instructed to stay asisolated as possible for aweek and to take their temperaturestwice aday. If they
run afever of 1010 or over, they'll have to cometo the clinic. Secondary contacts can go about their
business but should still take their temperatures once aday.

Marissastood up and stretched. "When Dr. Dubchek arrives he may have some suggestions. But |
believe what I've outlined is standard CDC procedure. I'll leave itsimplementation up to the Richter
Clinic. My jobisto try to find out where the virus originated.”

Leaving two stunned men in her wake, Marissaleft the conference room. Passing from the hospital to
the clinic building, she gpproached the clinic information booth, asking directionsto Dr. Richter's office. It
was on the second floor, and Marissawent directly up.

The door was closed but unlocked. Marissa knocked and entered. Dr. Richter's receptionist was
dutifully behind her desk. Apparently she hadn't expected company, because she quickly stubbed out a
cigarette and put the ashtray in one of the desk drawers.

"Can | help you?' she asked. She wasfiftyish with slver-gray, tightly permed hair. Her nametag said
Miss Cavanagh. Reading glasses perched on the very end of her nose, their temple pieces connected by
agold chain that went around her neck.

Marissaexplained who shewas, adding, "It'simportant that | try to determine how Dr. Richter
contracted hisillness. To do that, | want to reconstruct his schedule for aweek or two prior to his getting
sck. Could you do that for me? I'm going to ask hiswife to do the same.”

"I suppose | could,” said Miss Cavanagh.

"Did anything out of the ordinary happen that you can recal?

"Likewhat?" asked Miss Cavanagh, with ablank face.

"Like his being bitten by amonkey or getting mugged in the parking garage!" Marissasvoice had a



sharp edgetoit.

"Those things did happen,” said Miss Cavanagh.

"| redizethat," said Marissa. "How about anything else odd or different.”
"I can't think of anything at the moment. Wait, he did dent hiscar.

"Okay, that'sthe idea," encouraged Marissa. "Keep thinking. And by theway, did you make the
arangementsfor his African medicad meeting?"

"Wes
"How about the San Diego meeting?'

"Thet too."

"I would like to have the phone numbers of the sponsoring organizations. If you could look them up for
me, I'd appreciateit. Also I'd liketo have alist of al the patients Dr. Richter saw during the two weeks

before hisillness. And findly: do you know Helen Townsend?!

Miss Cavanagh took her glasses off her nose and let them hang on their chain. She sighed
disapprovingly. "Does Helen Townsend have the sameillness as Dr. Richter?”

"We bdieve shedoes," said Marissa, watching Miss Cavanagh's face. The receptionist knew something
about Helen Townsend, but she seemed reluctant to speak, toying with the keys of her typewriter. "Was
Helen Townsend a patient of Dr. Richter's?' Marissa prodded.

Miss Cavanagh looked up. "No, she was hismigtress. | warned him about her. And there: she gave him
some disease. He should have listened to me.”

"Do you know if he saw her just before he got sick?

"Y es, the day before."

Marissastared at the woman. Helen Townsend didn't give Dr. Richter the disease; it was the other way
around. But she didn't say anything. It al fit into place. She could now relate dl the known casesto Dr.
Richter. Epidemiologicdly, that was extremely important. It meant that Dr. Richter was an index case and
that he, and only he, had been exposed to the unknown reservoir of the virus. Now it was even more
important for her to reconstruct the man's schedule in minute detail.

Marissa asked Miss Cavanagh to start working on an outline of Dr. Richter's schedule for the last two
weeks. Shetold the woman that she'd be back, but if needed, she could be paged through the hospital
operator.

"Can | ask you aquestion?’ said Miss Cavanagh timidly.

"Of course," said Marissa, with ahand on the door.

"Isthereachancel might get ill?*



Marissa had been suppressing the thought because she didn't want to frighten the woman, but she could
not lie. After dl, the secretary would have to be considered a primary contact.

"It'spossble” said Marissa. "We will be asking you to restrict some of your activities during the next
week or so, and I'd advise you to check your temperature twice aday. Persondly, however, | think you
will befine Snce you haven't experienced any symptoms so far.”

Back at the hospital, Marissa fought off her own fears and her devel oping fatigue. She had too much to
do. She had to go over the clinic chartsin detail. She hoped to find areason why some of Dr. Richter's
patients had gotten the disease and others hadn't. Also

Marissawanted to call Dr. Richter's wife. Between the wife and the secretary, she hoped she could
congtruct areasonably complete diary of the man's activities during the two weeks before he became di.

Returning to the fifth floor, Marissaran into Dr. Navarre. He looked astired as Marissafdt. "Dr.
Richter's condition is deteriorating,” he said. "He's bleeding from everywhere: injection sites, gums, Cl
tract. He's on the brink of kidney failure, and his blood pressure isway down. Theinterferon we gave
him had no effect whatsoever, and none of usknowswhat elseto try.”

"What about Helen Townsend?' asked Marissa
"She'sworse, too,” said Dr. Navarre, "She's also starting to bleed.” He sat down heavily.

Marissa hesitated for aminute and then reached for the phone. She placed another collect cal to
Atlanta, hoping Dubchek was aready on hisway. Unfortunately, he wasn't. He came on theline.

"Things are pretty bad here," reported Marissa. "Two patients are experiencing significant hemorrhagic
symptoms. Clinicdly, it islooking more and morelike vird hemorrhagic fever, and no one knowswhat to
do for these people.”

"Thereslittle that can be done," said Dubchek. "They can try heparinization. Otherwise, supportive
therapy-that's about it. When we make a specific diagnosis we may be able to use hyperimmune serum, if
itisavailable. On that track, we've aready got your samples, and Tad has begun processing them.”

"When will you be coming?' asked Marissa
"Shortly," said Dubchek. "Weve got the Vickers Mobile Isolation Lab al packed.

Manssawoke up with agtart. Thankfully, no one had comeinto the little room behind the nurses gtation.
Shelooked at her watch. It was ten-fifteen at night. Sheld only been adeep for five or ten minutes.

Getting to her feet, shefdt dizzy. Her head ached and she had the beginnings of a sore throat. She
prayed that her symptoms were a product of exhaustion and not the beginnings of vira hemorrhagic
fever.

It had been abusy evening. Four more cases had presented themsalvesin the ER, all complaining of
severe headache, high fever and vomiting. One aready had hemorrhagic sgns. The patientswere dl
family members of the previous victims, underlining the need for strict quarantine. The viruswas dready
into the third generation. Marissa had prepared vira samples and had them shipped to Atlanta by an
overnight carrier.



Recognizing that she was at the limit of her strength, Marissa decided to go back to her motel. She was
just leaving when the floor nurse said Dr. Richter's wife was able to see her. Redizing it would be crud to
put her off, Marissamet her in thevigtors lounge. Anna Richter, awell-dressed, attractive woman in her
late thirties, did her best tofill in her husband's schedule over the past two weeks, but she was
desperately upset, not just darmed about her husband but fearful for their two young children aswell.
Marissawas reluctant to press her for too much detail. Mrs. Richter promised to provide amore
complete chronology the next day. Marissawalked her to the doctor's BMW. Then she found her own
car and droveto the Tropic Motel where shefdll directly into bed.

3

January 22

ARRIVING AT THE CLINIC the next morning, Marissawas surprised to see anumber of TV trucks
pulled up to the hospita entrance, with their transmission antennae raised againgt the morning sky. When
shetried to enter through the parking garage, she was stopped by a policeman and had to show her
CDC identification.

"Quarantine," the policeman explained, and told her to enter the clinic through the main hospital entrance
wherethe TV trucks were |ocated.

Marissa obeyed, wondering what had been happening during the six-plus hours shed been away. TV
cables snaked their way along the floor to the conference room, and she was amazed at the level of
activity inthe main corridor. Spotting Dr. Navarre, she asked him what was going on.

"Y our people have scheduled a news conference,”" he explained. His face was haggard and unshaven,

and it seemed obvious he had not been to bed. He took a newspaper from under his arm and showed it
to Marissaa A NEW AIDS EPIDEMIC, shouted the headline. The article wasillustrated with a photo of

Marissatalking with Clarence Hems.

"Dr. Dubchek felt that such amisconception could not be allowed to continue,” said Dr. Navarre.

Marissagroaned. "The reporter approached meright after I'd arrived. | redlly didn't tell him anything.”



"It doesn't matter,” said Dr. Navarre, patting her gently on the shoulder. "Dr. Richter died during the
night, and with the four new cases, there was no way this could have been kept from the media”

"When did Dr. Dubehek arrive?' asked Marissa, getting out of the way of a camera crew headed into
the conference room.

"A little after midnight," said Dr. Navarre.

"Why the police?' asked Marissa, noticing a second uniformed officer slanding by the doorsleading to
the hospitd.

"After Dr. Richter died, patients started signing themsalves out of the hospitd, until the State
Commissioner of Hedlth issued an order placing the whole building under quarantine.”

Marissaexcused hersalf and made her way through athrong of pressand TV people outside the
conference room. She was glad Dubchek had arrived to take charge but wondered why he hadn't gotten
in touch with her. When she entered the room, Dubchek was just about to start speaking.

He handled himsdlf well. His calm no-nonsense manner quieted the room immediately. He began by
introducing himsdlf and the other doctors from the CDC. There was Dr. Mark Vredand, Chief of
Medical Epidemiology; Dr. Pierce Abbott, Director of the Department of Virology; Dr. Clark Layne,
Director of the Hospita Infectious Disease Program; and Dr. Paul Eckengtein, Director of the Center for
Infectious Disease.

Dubchek then went on to downplay the incident, saying that the problem wasnot "A New AIDS
Epidemic" by any stretch of theimagination. He said that the California State Epidemiologist hed
requested help from the CDC to look into afew cases of unexplained illness thought to be of vird origin.

Looking at reporters eager for copy, Marissacould tell they were not buying Dubchek's cam
assessment. Theideaof anew, unknown and frightening vird illness made for exciting news.

Dubchek continued by saying that there had only been atotal of sixteen cases and that he thought the
problem was under control. He pointed to Dr. Layne and announced that he would be overseeing the
quarantine efforts and added that experience proved this kind of illness could be controlled by strict
hospita isolation.

At this, Clarence Hems jumped up, asking, "Did Dr. Richter bring this virus back from his African
conference?'

"We don't know," said Dubchek. "It isapossihility, but doubtful. The incubation period would be too
long, since Dr. Richter returned from Africa over amonth ago. The incubation period for thiskind of
illnessisusualy about aweek."

Another reporter got to her feet: "If theincubation period for AIDS can be five years, how can you limit
it hereto lessthan amonth?’

"That's exactly the point,” said Dubchek, his patience wearing thin. "The AIDS virusistotally different
from our current problem. It isessentid that the media understand this point and communicate it to the
public.”



"Have you isolated the new virus?' asked another reporter.

"Not yet," admitted Dubchek. "But we do not expect to have any difficulty. Again, that's becauseitisa
very different virusfrom AIDS. It should only take aweek or soto cultureit.”

"If the virus has not been isolated,” continued the same reporter, "how can you say that it is different
from the AIDS virus?'

Dubchek stared at the man. Marissa could sense the doctor's frustration. Camly he said, "Over the
yearsweve cometo redizethat totdly different clinica syndromes are caused by totaly different
microorganisms. Now that isdl for today, but we will kegp you informed. Thank you for coming at this
early hour."

The conference room erupted as each reporter tried to get one more question answered. Dubchek
ignored them as he and the other doctors made their exit. Marissatried to push through the crowd but
couldn't. Outside the conference room the uniformed policeman kept the reporters from entering the
hospital proper. After showing her CDC identity card, Marissawas alowed to pass. She caught up to
Dubchek at the devators.

"Thereyou arel" said Dubchek, hisdark eyeslighting up. His voice wasfriendly as he introduced
Marissato the other men.

"l didn't know so many of you were coming," she said as they boarded the elevator.

"Wedidn't have much choice," said Dr. Layne.

Dr. Abbott nodded. "Despite Cyrill's comments at the news conference, this outbresk is extraordinarily
serious. An appearance of African vird hemorrhagic fever in the devel oped world has been anightmare
welve lived with sincetheillnessfirst surfaced.

"If it provesto be African vira hemorrhagic fever," added Dr. Eckengtein.

"I'm convinced,” said Dr. Vredand. "And | think the monkey will turn out to be the culprit.”

"| didn't get samples from the monkey," admitted Marissaquickly. "That'sokay," said Dubchek. "We
sacrificed the animal last night and sent specimens back to the Center. Liver and spleen sectionswill be
far better than blood."

They arrived on the fifth floor, where two technicians from the CDC were busy running samplesin the
Vickers Mobile Isolation Lab.

"I'm sorry about that L.A. Timesarticle," said Marissawhen she could speak to Dubchek done. "The
reporter approached mewhen | first entered the hospital.”

"No matter," said Dubchek. "Just don't et it happen again." He smiled and winked.

Marissa had no ideawhat the wink meant, nor the amile, for that matter. "Why didn't you call mewhen
you arrived?" she asked.

"I knew you'd be exhausted," explained Dubchek. "There really wasn't any need. We spent most of the
night getting the lab set up, autopsying the monkey, and just getting oriented. We aso improved the



isolation Situation by having fansingalled. Nonetheless, you are to be congratulated. | think you did afine
job getting thisaffair underway.

"For the moment, I'm buried in adminigtrative detail,” continued Dubchek, "but | do want to hear what
you've learned. Maybe you and | could have dinner tonight. I've gotten you aroom at the hotel where we
are staying. I'm sureit's better than the Tropic Motd."

"There's nothing wrong with the Tropic,” said Marissa. Shefdt an odd twinge of discomfort, asif her
intuition weretrying to tell her something.

Marissawent back to her small room behind the nurses station and began to catch up on her own
paperwork. Firgt she phoned the sponsoring organizations for the two medical meetings Dr. Richter had
attended. Shetold them that she needed to know if any of the other attendees had becomeill with avira
disease. Then, gritting her teeth at the cruelty of her next cdll, she dided Dr. Richter's home number and
asked if she could pick up the diary Mrs. Richter had promised her the night before.

The neighbor who answered the phone seemed gppalled by her request, but, after checking with the
widow, told Marissato come over in half an hour.

Marissa drove up to the beautifully landscaped house and nervoudy rang the bell. The same neighbor
answered and rather angrily directed Marissato the living room. AnnaRichter appeared afew minutes
later. She seemed to have aged ten years overnight. Her face was pale, and her hair, which had been so
carefully curled the night before, hung about her facein lank strands.

The neighbor helped her to a chair, and Marissawas amazed to see that she was anxioudy folding and
unfolding some lined papersthat

seemed to contain the requested list of her husband's activities over the last weeks. Knowing what a
strain the woman must have been under, Marissa didn't know what to say, but Annasmply handed her
the sheets saying, "1 couldn't deep last night anyway, and maybe thiswill help some other poor family.”
Her eyesfilled with tears. "He was such agood man . . . agood father . . . my poor children.”

Despite knowing of hisaffair with Helen Townsend, Marissadecided that Dr. Richter must have been a
pretty good husband. Annas grief seemed real, and Marissaleft her as soon as she politely could.

The notes that she read before starting the car were surprisingly detailed. Put together with afurther
interview with Miss Cavanagh and the doctor's appointment book, Marissafelt they would give her as
good apicture of Richter's last few weeks as anyone could get.

Back at the hospital, Marissamade a separate sheet of paper for each day of January and listed
Richter's activities. Onefact she discovered was that he had complained to Miss Cavanagh about an
AIDS patient named Meterko who was suffering from an undiagnosed retind disorder. It sounded like
something Marissa should look into.

In the afternoon, the phonein Marissas cubicle rang. Picking it up, she was startled to hear Tad
Schockley's voice. The connection was so good that for amoment she thought hewastherein L.A.

"Nope," said Tad, responding to her question. "I'm gtill herein Atlanta. But | need to speak to Dubchek.
The hospital operator seemed to think that you might know where he was."

"If hesnot in the CDC room, then | guess he's gone to hishotd. Apparently they were up al last night.”



"Wdl, I'll try the hotel, but in case | don't get him, could you give him amessage?"

"Of course,” said Marissa

"It'snot good news."

Straightening up, Marissa pressed the phoneto her ear. "Isit persona ?'

"No," said Tad with ashort laugh. "It's about the virus you people are dedling with. The samplesyou
sent were great, especialy Dr. Richter's. His blood was |oaded with virus-more than a billion per
milliliter. All I had to do was spin it down, fix it and look at it with the e ectron microscope.”

"Could you tdll what it was?" asked Marissa.

"Absolutely," said Tad excitedly. "There are only two virusesthat look like this, and it tested positive
with indirect fluorescene antibody for Ebola. Dr. Richter has Ebola Hemorrhagic Fever."

S

"Had," said Marissa, mildly offended by Tad's callous enthusiasm.

"Did the man die?" asked Tad.

"Last night,” said Marissa.

"It'snot surprisng. Theillnesshasaninety percent plusfataity rate.”

"My God!" exclamed Marissa. "That must make it the deadliest virus known."

"'Some people might give rabies that dubious honor,” said Tad. "But personaly | think it is Ebola. One of
the problemsisthat almost nothing is known about this illness because there has been so little experience.
Except for acouple of outbreaksin Africa, it's an unknown entity. Y ou're going to have your work cut

out for you trying to explain how it popped up in Los Angdles.”

"Maybe not," said Marissa. "Dr. Richter had been bitten just prior to hisillness by amonkey that had
come from Africa. Dr. Vredand is pretty sure the monkey was the source.”

"He's probably right,” agreed Tad. "Monkeys were responsible for an outbreak of hemorrhagic fever in
'67. The virus was named Mar-burg after the town in Germany where it occurred. Theviruslooksalot
likeEbola"

"Well soon know," said Marissa. "Now it's up to you. Hepatic and splenic sections from the monkey
areontheway. I'd appreciateit if you'd check them right away and let me know."

"My pleasure,” said Tad. "Meanwhile, I'm going to start work on the Ebolavirus and see how easily |
can cultureit. | want to figure out what strainiit is. Let Dubchek and the others know they're dealing with
Ebola. If nothing ese, it will make them super careful. I'll talk with you soon. Teke care.”

Leaving the cubicle, Marissa stepped across the hall and peered into the CDC room. It was deserted.
Going into the neighboring room, she asked the technicians where everyone was. They told her that some



of the doctors were down in pathology, since two more of the patients had died, and some werein the
ER admitting severd new cases. Dr. Dubchek had gone back to the hotd. Marissatold the technicians
that they were dealing with Ebola. Sheléeft it to them to pass the bad news to the others. Then she went
back to her paperwork.

The Beverly Hilton was just as Dubchek had described. It was certainly nicer than the seedy Tropic
Motel, and it was closer to the Richter Clinic. But it till seemed like unnecessary effort to Marissaas she
plodded after the bellman down the eighth-floor corridor to her

room. The bellman turned on dl the lightswhile she waited at the door. She gave him adollar, and he
|eft.

Sheld never unpacked at the Tropic, o the move wasn't difficult. Y et she wouldn't have madeit if
Dubchek hadn't inssted. Held called her that afternoon, severa hours after sheld talked with Tad. Sheld
been afraid to cdl him, thinking that shed awaken him. As soon as he was on the ling, shetold him Tad's
news about the outbresk being Ebola Hemorrhagic Fever, but hetook it in stride, amost asif heldd
expected it. He then had given her directionsto the hotel and told her that she merely had to pick up the
key for 805, since she was dready registered. And he had told her that they'd eat a seven-thirty, if that
wasal right with her, and that she should just come to his room, which was conveniently located afew
doorsfrom hers. He said held order up so they could go over her notes while they ate.

As she eyed the bed, Marissals exhaustion cried for attention, but it was already after seven. Getting her
cosmetics bag from her suitcase, she went into the bathroom. After washing, brushing out her hair and
touching up her makeup, Marissawas ready. From her briefcase, she removed the sheets of information
concerning Dr. Richter's activities before hed become LU. Clutching them to her, shewaked down to
Dubchek's door and knocked.

He answered her knock and, smiling, motioned for her to comein. He was on the phone, apparently
talking to Tad. Marissa sat down and tried to follow the conversation. It seemed the samples from the
monkey had arrived and they had tested clear.

"Y ou mean the electron microscopy showed no virusat al?* said Dubchek.

Therewas along silence as Tad relayed the details of the outcomes of the varioustests. Looking at her
watch, Marissa calculated that it was dmost eleven in Atlanta. Tad was certainly putting in overtime. She
watched Dubchek, redizing the man had a disturbing effect on her. She recalled how unnerved sheld
been when held turned up at Ralph's dinner party and was upset to find herself inexplicably attracted to
him now. From time to time he looked up, and her glance was trapped by an unexpected glint in his dark
eyes. Hed removed hisjacket and tie, and aV of tanned skin was visible at the base of his neck.

Findly he hung up the phone and walked over to her, gazing down at her. "Y ou're certainly the
best-looking thing I've seen today. And | gather your friend Tad would agree. He seemed very
concerned that you don't put yourself at risk."

"Certainly I'min no more danger than anyone dseinvolvedin

this" she said, vaguely annoyed at the turn the conversation wastaking.

Dubchek grinned. "1 guess Tad doesn't fed the rest of the aff isas cute.”

Trying to turn the talk to professiona matters, Marissa asked about the monkey's liver and spleen



sections.

"Clean sofar," said Dubchek, with awave of his hand. "But that was only by dectron microscopy. Tad
has dso planted the usud vird cultures. Well know morein aweek."

"Inthemeantime," said Marissa, "wed better look € sewhere”

"l suppose so," said Dubchek. He seemed distracted. He ran ahand over his eyes as he sat down
acrossfrom her.

Leaning forward, Marissahanded over her notes. "1 thought that you might be interested in looking at
these." Dubchek accepted the papers and glanced through them while Marissa talked.

In achronologica fashion, Marissa described what she'd been doing since her arriva in L.A. She made
aconvincing argument that Dr. Richter was the index case and that he was the source of the Ebola,
gpreading the disease to some of his patients. She explained his relationship to Helen Townsend and then
described the two medica meetingsthat Dr. Richter had attended. The sponsoring organizations were
sending complete lists of the attendees, with their addresses and phone numbers, she added.

Throughout her monologue Dubchek nodded to indicate that he was listening, but somehow he seemed
distracted, concentrating more on her face than on what she was saying. With so little feedback, Marissa
trailed off and stopped speaking, wondering if she were making some fundamental professional error.
After asigh, Dubchek smiled. "Good job," he said smply. "It'shard to believe that thisisyour first field
assignment.” He stood up at the sound of aknock on the door. "Thank goodness. That must be dinner.
I'm starved.”

The medl itself was mediocre; the meat and vegetables Dubchek had ordered were lukewarm. Marissa
wondered why they couldn't have gone down to the dining room. She'd thought that he'd intended to talk
business, but asthey ate, the conversation ranged from Ralph's dinner party and how she came to know
him, to the CDC and whether or not she was enjoying her assgnment. Toward the end of the medl
Dubchek suddenly said, "I wanted to tell you that | am awidower."

"I'm sorry to hear that,” said Marissa sincerdly, wondering why the man was bothering to inform her
about his persond life.

"I just thought you should know," he added, asif reading her mind. "My wife died two yearsago in an
auto accident.”

Marissa nodded, once again uncertain how to reply.
"What about you?' asked Dubchek. "Are you seeing anyone?'

Marissa paused, toying with the handle of her coffee cup. She had no intention of discussing her breakup
with Roger. "No, not a the moment,” she managed to tell him. She wondered if Dubchek knew that she
had been dating Tad. It had not been a secret, but it wasn't public knowledge either. Neither of them had
told people at the lab. Suddenly Marissafdt even more uncomfortable. Her policy of not mixing her
personal and professiond lives was being violated, she fdlt. Looking over at Dubchek, she couldn't help
but acknowledge that she found him attractive. Perhaps that was why he made her fed so uncomfortable.
But there was no way she wasinterested in amore persona relationship with him, if that waswhat this
was leading up to. All at once she wanted to get out of his room and return to her work.



Dubchek pushed back his chair and stood up. "If we're going back to the clinic maybe we should be on
our way."

That sounded good to Marissa. She stood up and went over to the coffee table to pick up her papers.
As she straightened up, she redlized that Dubchek had come up behind her. Before she could react, he
put his hands on her shoulders and turned her around. The action so surprised her that she stood frozen.
For abrief moment their lips met. Then she pulled away, her papers dropping to the floor.

"I'm sorry,” hesaid. "'l wasn't planning that at al, but ever snce you arrived at CDC |I've been tempted
to do that. God knows | don't believe in dating anyone | work with, but it's the first time since my wife
died that I've redlly been interested in awoman. Y ou don't look like her at al-Jane wastall and
blond-but you have that same enthusiasm for your work. She was a musician, and when she played well,
she had the same excited expression |'ve seen you get.”

Marissawas silent. She knew she was being mean, that Dubchek certainly had not been harassing her,
but shefelt embarrassed and awkward and was unwilling to say something to ease over the incident.

"Marissa," he said gently, "I'm telling you that I'd like to take you out when we get back to Atlanta, but if
you're involved with Ralph or just dontwant to . . ." hisvoicetrailed off.

Marissa bent down and gathered up her notes. "'If we're going back to the hospital, we'd better go now,"
shesad curtly.

He stiffly followed her out the door to the eevator. Later, Sitting Slently in her rent-a-car, Marissa

berated hersdlf. Cyrill was the most attractive man sheld met since Roger. Why had she behaved so
unreasonably?
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ALMOST FIVEWEEKSLATER, asthetaxi bringing her home from the airport turned onto Peachtree
Place, Marissawas wondering if she would be able to reestablish a pleasant, professiona relationship
with Dubchek now that they were both back in Atlanta. He had |eft afew days after their exchange @ the
Beverly Hilton, and the few meetings they'd had at the Richter Clinic had been curt and awkward.

Watching the lighted windows as the cab drove down her sireet, seeing the warm family scenesinside,
she was overcome with awave of loneliness.

After paying the driver and turning off the alarm, Marissa hustled over to the Judsons and retrieved
Taffy and five weeks worth of mail. The dog was ectatic to see her, and the Judsons couldn't have been
nicer. Rather than making Marissafed guilty about being gonefor so long, they acted truly sad to see
Teffy leave.

Back in her own house, Marissaturned up the heat to a comfortable level. Having a puppy there made
al the difference in the world. The dog wouldn't leave her side and demanded amost constant attention.

Thinking about supper, she opened the refrigerator only to discover that some food had gone bad. She
shut the door, deciding to tackle thejob of cleaning it out the next day. She dined on Fig Newtons and
Coke as she leafed through her mail. Asde from acard

from one of her brothers and aletter from her parents, it was mostly pharmaceuticd junk.

Manssa was startled when the phone rang, but when she picked up the receiver, she was pleased to
hear Tad's voice welcoming her hometo Atlanta. "How about going out for adrink?' he asked. "I can
pop over and pick you up.”

"Marissasfirst response was to say that she was exhausted after her trip, but then she remembered on
her last cdll from L.A. held told her he had finished his current AIDS project and was hard at work on
what he called Marissa's Ebola virus. Suddenly feding lesstired, she asked how those tests were going.

"Fing" said Tad. "The suff growslike wildfire in the Vero 98 tissue cultures. The morphology portion of
the sudy isadready complete, and I've Sarted the protein andyss.”

"I'm redlly interested in seeing what you're doing,” said Marissa.

"I'll be happy to show you what | can,”" said Tad. "Unfortunately, amgjority of thework isdoneinsde
the maximum containment lab."

"I'd assumed as much,” said Marissa. She knew that the only way such adeadly virus could be handled
wasin afacility that did just what its name suggested-contai ned the microorganisms. Asfar asMarissa
knew, there were only four such facilitiesin the world-one a the CDC, onein England, onein Belgium
and one in the Soviet Union. She didn't know if the Pasteur Ingtitute in Paris had one or not. For safety
reasons entry was restricted to afew authorized individuals. At that time, Marissawas not one of them.
Y et, having witnessed Ebolas devastating potentia, shetold Tad that shewasredly eager to see his
Sudies.

"Y ou don't have clearance,” said Tad, surprised by what seemed to him her naiveté.

"I know," said Marissa, "but what could be so terrible about showing me what you're doing with the



Ebolain the lab right now and then going out for adrink. After dl, it'slate. No onewill know if you take

Therewas apause. "But entry isrestricted,” said Tad plaintively. Marissawas fully aware that she was
being manipulative, but there was certainly no danger to anyone if she wereto go inwith Tad. "Who'sto
know?" she asked coaxingly. "Besides, | am part of the team.”

"l guess s0," Tad agreed reluctantly.

It was obviousthat he was wavering. The fact that Marissawould only see him if hetook her into thelab
seemed to force hisdecision.

Hetold her that held pick her up in half an hour and that she wasn't to breathe aword to anyone else.
Marissareadily agreed.
"I'm not so sure about this," admitted Tad, as he and Marissa drove toward the CDC.

"Relax," said Marissa. "I'm an EI S officer assigned to Specia Pathogens for goodness sakes.”
Purposefully, Marissa pretended to be alittleirritated.

"But we could ask for your clearance tomorrow," suggested Tad. Marissa turned toward her friend.
"Areyou chickening out?' she demanded. It was true that Dubchek was due back from atrip to
Washington the next day and that aformal request could be made. But Marissa had her doubts about
what hisresponse would be. Shefelt that Dubchek had been unreasonably cold over the last few weeks,
even if her own stupidity had been the cause. Why she hadn't had the nerve to gpologize or even say
sheld like to see him one evening, she didn't know. But with every day that passed the cool ness between
them, particularly on his side, increased.

Tad pulled into the parking lot, and they walked in silence to the main entrance. Marissamused about
men's egos and how much trouble they caused.

They sgned in under the watchful eyes of the security guard and dutifully displayed their CDC identity
cards. Under the heading "Degtination,” Marissawrote "office." They waited for the eevator and went up
threefloors. After walking the length of the main building, they went through an outside door to a
wire-enclosed catwalk that connected the main building to the virology labs. All the buildings of the
Center were connected on most floors by smilar walkways.

"Security istight for the maximum containment |ab," said Tad as he opened the door to the virology
building. "We store every pathologica virus known to man.”

"All of them?" asked Marissa, obvioudy awed.
"Just about,” said Tad like aproud father.
"What about Ebola?" she asked.

"We have Ebola samplesfrom every one of the previous outbreaks. We've got Marburg; smallpox,
which otherwiseis extinct; polio; yellow fever; dengue; AIDS. Y ou nameit; weve got it."

"God!" exclamed Marissa. "A menagerie of horrors.”



"l guessyou could say that."

"How arethey stored?" she asked.
"Frozen with liquid nitrogen.”
"Arethey infective?' asked Marissa.
"Just haveto thaw them out."

They were waking down an ordinary hal past amyriad of small, dark offices. Marissahad previoudy
been in this portion of the building when sheld come to Dubchek's office.

Tad stopped in front of awalk-in freezer like the kind seen in abutcher shop.
"Y ou might find thisinteresting,” he said, as he pulled open the heavy door. A light wasoninside.

Timidly Marissastepped over the threshold into the cold, moist air. Tad was behind her. She felt athrill
of fear asthe door swung shut and latched with aclick.

Theinterior of the freezer waslined with shelves holding tiny vids, hundreds of thousands of them.
"What isthis?' asked Marissa

"Frozen sera," said Tad, picking up one of the vids, which had anumber and adate written on it.
"Samplesfrom patients dl over the world with every known vird disease and alot of unknown ones.
They're here for immunologica study and obvioudy are not infective.”

Marissawas il glad when they returned to the hallway.

About fifty feet beyond the walk-in freezer the hail turned sharply to theright, and asthey rounded the
corner, they were confronted by amassive stedl door. Just above the doorknob was agrid of push
buttons smilar to Marissa's larm system. Below that was ad ot like the opening for acredit card a an
automatic bank teller. Tad showed Marissaa card that he had around his neck on aleather thong. He
inserted it into the dot.

"The computer isrecording the entry,” he said. Then he tapped out his code number on the push-button
plate: 43-23-39. "Good measurements,” he quipped.

"Thank you," said Marissa, laughing. Tad joined in. Since the virology building had been deserted, he
seemed more relaxed. After ashort delay, there was amechanica click asthe bolt released. Tad pulled
open the door. Marissafelt asif she had entered another world. Instead of the drab, cluttered halway in
the outer part of the building, she found hersalf surrounded by arecently constructed complex of
color-coded pipes, gauges and other futuristic pargphernaia. The lighting was dim until Tad opened a
cabinet door, exposing arow of circuit breakers. He threw them in order. The firgt turned on thelightsin
the room in which they were standing. It was amost two storiestal and wasfilled with dl sorts of
equipment. Therewas adight odor of phenolic disinfectant, asmell that reminded Marissa of the autopsy
room at her medicd schooal.

The next circuit breaker lit up arow of portholdike windowsthat lined the sides of aten-foot-high
cylinder that protruded into the room. At the end of the cylinder was an oval door like the watertight



hatch on asubmarine,

Thefind circuit breaker caused awhirring noise as some kind of large éectrica machinery went into
gear. "Compressors,” said Tad in response to Marissa's questioning look. He didn't elaborate. I nstead,
with asweep of hishand he said: "Thisisthe control and staging areafor the maximum containment lab.
From here we can monitor dl the fans and filters. Even the gamma-ray generators. Notice dl the green
lights. That meansthat everything isworking asit is supposed to be. At least hopefully!”

"What do you mean, 'hopefully'?" asked Marissa, somewhat alarmed. Then she saw Tad'ssmileand
knew hewasteasing her. Still, she suddenly wasn't one hundred percent sure she wanted to go through
with thevist. It had seemed like such a good ideawhen sheld been in the safety of her home. Now,
surrounded by al this alien equipment and knowing what kinds of viruses were inside, she wasn't so
certain. But Tad didn't give her timeto change her mind. He opened the airtight door and motioned for
Marissato go insde. Marissahad to duck her head dightly while stepping over the sx-inch-high
threshold. Tad followed her, then closed and bolted the door. A feding of claustrophobia amost
overwhelmed her, especialy when she had to swallow to clear her ears due to the pressure change.

The cylinder was lined with the porthol elike windows Marissa had seen from the outer room. Along both
sdes were benches and upright lockers. At the far end were shelves and another oval airtight door.

"Surprise!" said Tad as he tossed Marissa some cotton suits. "No street clothes allowed.”

After amoment's hesitation during which time Marissavainly glanced around for amodicum of privacy,
she began unbuttoning her blouse. As embarrassed as she was to be stripping down to her underwear in
front of Tad, he seemed more sdlf-conscious than she. He made a big production of facing away from
her while she changed.

They then went through a second door. "Each room that we enter as we go into the lab is more negative
interms of pressure than the last. That ensuresthat the only movement of air will beinto the [ab, not out.”

The second room was about the size of the first but with no windows. The smell of the phenolic
disinfectant was more pronounced. A number of large, blue plastic suits hung on pegs. Tad searched until
he found one he thought would fit Marissa. Shetook it from his outstretched hand. It was like a space
suit without abackpack or a heavy bubble helmet. Like a space suit, it covered the entire body,
complete with gloves and booties. The part that covered the head was faced with clear plastic. The suit
sedled with azipper that ran from the pubic areato the base of the throat. I1ssuing from the back, like a
long tall, was an air hose.

Tad pointed out green piping that ran dong the sdes of the room at chest height, saying that the entire
lab was laced with such pipes. At frequent intervals were rectangular lime green manifolds with adapters
to teke the air hoses from the suits. Tad explained that the suits werefilled with clean, positive-pressure
ar o that theair in the lab itself was never breathed. He rehearsed with Marissa the process of attaching
and detaching the air hose until he was convinced she felt secure.

"Okay, timeto suit up,” said Tad, as he showed Marissa how to start working her way into the bulky
garment. The process was complicated, particularly getting her head inside the closed hood. Asshe
looked out through the clear plastic face mask, it fogged immediately.

Tad told her to atach her air hose, and instantly Marissafdlt the fresh air cool her body and clear the
face piece. Tad zipped up the front of her suit and with practiced moves, climbed into hisown. He
inflated his suit, then detached hisair hose, and carrying it in his hand, moved down to the far door.



Marissadid the same. She had to waddle to walk.

To theright of the door wasapand. "Interior lightsfor thelab,” explained Tad as he threw the switches.
His voice was muffled by the suits; it was difficult for her to understand, especidly with the hiss of the
incoming air in the background. They went through another airtight door, which Tad closed behind them.

The next room was hdf again smdler than the first two, with walls and piping al covered with awhite
chaky substance. The floor was covered with aplastic grate.

They atached their air hoses for amoment. Then they moved through afina door into the [ab itsdlf.
Marissafollowed close behind Tad, moving her air hose and connecting it where he did.

Marissawas confronted by alarge rectangular room with a centra idand of lab benches surmounted by
protective exhaust hoods. The

wallswere lined with al sorts of equipment-centrifuges, incubators, various microscopes, computer
terminals, and a host of things Marissadid not recognize. To the left there was aso abolted insulated
door.

Tad took Marissadirectly to one of the incubators and opened up the glass doors. The tissue culture
tubeswerefitted into asowly revolving tray. Tad lifted out one and handed it to Marissa. "Here's your
Ebola" he said.

In addition to the small amount of fluid the tube contained, it was coated (on one sde) with athin film-a
layer of living cellsinfected with thevirus. Insgdethe cdls, the viruswasforcing its own replication. As
innocent as the contents looked, Marissa understood that there was probably enough infectious virusto
kill everyonein Atlanta, perhaps the United States. Marissa shuddered, gripping the glass tube more
tightly.

Taking the tube, Tad walked over to one of the microscopes. He positioned the airtight specimen,
adjusted the focus, then stepped back so Marissa could look.

" See those darkened clumpsin the cytoplasm?* he asked.

Marissa nodded. Even through the plastic face mask, it was easy to see the inclusion bodies Tad
described, aswell astheirregular cell nucle.

"That'sthefirg sign of infestation,” said Tad. "l just planted these cultures. That virusis unbelievably
potent.”

After Marissa straightened up from the microscope, Tad returned the tube to the incubator. Then he
began to explain his complicated research, pointing out some of the sophisticated equipment hewas using
and detailing his various experiments. Marissa had trouble concentrating. She hadn't cometo the lab that
night to discuss Tad'swork, but she couldn't tell him that.

Findly heled her down apassageway to amaze of animal cages that reached amost to the ceiling.
There were monkeys, rabbits, guinea pigs, rats and mice. Marissa could see hundreds of eyes staring at
her: some listless, some with fevered hatred. In afar section of the room, Tad pulled out atray of what he
caled Swissice mice. He was going to show them to Marissa, but he stopped. "My word!" he said. "I
just inocul ated these guys this afternoon, and most have dready died." Helooked at Marissa. "Y our
Ebolaisredly deadly-asbad asthe Zaire '76 strain.”



Marissarductantly glanced in a the dead mice. "Is there some way to compare the various strains?”
"Absolutdly,” said Tad, removing the dead mice. They went back

to themain lab where Tad searched for atray for thetiny corpses. He spoke while he moved,
responding to Marissa's question. Shefound it hard to understand him when he wasn't standing directly in
front of her. The plastic suit gave hisvoice ahollow qudity, like Darth Vader's. "Now that I've started to
characterize your Ebola," he said, "it will be easy to compare it with the previous strains. In fact I've
begun with these mice, but the results will haveto wait for agtatistica evauation.”

Once he had the mice arranged on a dissecting tray, Tad stopped in front of the bolted insulated door. "
don't think you want to comein here." Without waiting for aresponse, he opened the door and went
insde with the dead mice. A mist drifted out as the door swung back againgt hisair hose.

Marissaeyed the small opening, steeling herself to follow, but before she could act, Tad regppeared,
hastily shutting the door behind him. ™Y ou know, I'm aso planning to compare the structura polypeptides
and vira RNA of your virus againg the previous Ebolagtrains," he said.

"That's enough!" laughed Marissa. "Y ou're making mefedl dumb. I've got to get back to my virology
textbook before making sense of dl this. Why don't we cdll it anight and get that drink you promised
me?'

"Youreon," said Tad eagerly.

There was one surprise on the way out. When they had returned to the room with chaky walls, they
were drenched by ashower of phenolic disinfectant. Looking at Marissals shocked face, Tad grinned.
"Now you know what atoilet bowl fedslike."

When they were changing into their street clothes, Marissa asked what was in the room where hed
taken the dead mice.

"Just alarge freezer," he said, waving off the question.

Over the next four days, Marissareadjusted to life in Atlanta, enjoying her home and her dog. On the
day after her return, sheld tackled al the difficult jobs, like cleaning out the rotten vegetables from the
refrigerator and catching up on her overdue bills. At work, she threw hersdlf into the study of vira
hemorrhagic fever, Ebolain particular. Making use of the CDC library, she obtained detailed materia
about the previous outbreaks of Ebola: Zaire 76, Sudan 76, Zaire '77 and Sudan '79. During each
outbreak, the virus appeared out of nowhere and then disappeared. A great deal of effort was expended
trying to determine what organism served asthe reservoir for the virus. Over two hundred separate
pecies of animasand

insects were studied as potentia hogts. All were negative. The only positive finding was some antibodies
inan occasiona domestic guineapig.

Marissafound the description of the first Zairean outbreak particularly interesting. Transmission of the
illness had been linked to a hedlth-care facility called the Y ambuku Mission Hospital. She wondered
what possible points of amilarity existed between the Y ambuku Mission and the Richter Clinic, or for
that matter, between Y ambuku and Los Angeles. There couldn't be very many.



Shewas sitting at aback tablein thelibrary, reading again from Fields Virology. She was studying up
on tissue cultures as an ad to further practica work in the main virology lab. Tad had been helpful in
eiting her up with some relatively harmless viruses so that she could familiarize hersdlf with the latest

virology equipment.

Marissa checked her watch. It was alittle after two. At three-fifteen she had an appointment with Dr.
Dubchek. The day before, shed given his secretary aformal request for permission to use the maximum
containment |ab, outlining the experimental work she wanted to do on the communicability of the Ebola
virus. Marissawas not particularly sanguine about Dubchek's response. Held dl but ignored her since her
return from Los Angeles.

A shadow fell across her page, and Marissaautomatically glanced up. "Wel! Well! Sheisdill divel”
sad afamiliar voice.

"Ralph," whispered Marissa, shocked both by his unexpected presencein the CDC library and the
loudness of hisvoice. A number of heads turned toward them.

"There were rumors shewas adive but | had to see for mysdf," continued Ralph, oblivious of Mrs.
Campbdl'sglare.

Marissamotioned for Raph to be slent, then took his hand and led him into the halway where they
could talk. Shefelt asurge of affection as shelooked up at hiswelcoming smile.

"It'sgood to seeyou,” said Marissa, giving him ahug. Shefelt atwinge of guilt for not having contacted
him since returning to Atlanta. They'd talked on the phone about once aweek during her stay inL.A.

Asif reading her mind, Ralph said, "Why haven't you called me? Dubchek told me you've been back for
four days"

"l was going to call tonight,” she said lamely, upset that Ra ph was getting information about her from
Dubchek.

They went down to the CDC cafeteriafor coffee. At that time of the afternoon the room was amost
deserted, and they sat by the window overlooking the courtyard. Ralph said he was en route between the
hospital and his office and that he had wanted to catch her before the evening. "How about dinner?’ he
asked, leaning forward and putting ahand on Marissas. "'I'm dying to hear the details of your triumph
over EbolainL.A."

"I'm not sure that twenty-one deaths can be considered atriumph,” said Marissa. "Worse ill from an
epidemiologic point of view, wefailed. We never found out where the virus came from. There's got to be
somekind of reservoir. Just imagine the mediareaction if the CDC had been unableto trace the
Legionnaires bacteriato the ar-conditioning system.”

"| think you are being hard on yoursdf," said Raph.

"But we have no ideaif and when Ebolawill gppear again,” said Marissa. "Unfortunately, | have afeding
itwill. And it is so unbelievably deadly." Marissa could remember too well its devastating course.

"They couldn' figure out where Ebola came from in Africaeither,” said Ralph, il trying to make her fed
better.



Marissawasimpressed that Ralph was aware of the fact and told him so.

"TV," he explained. "Watching the nightly news these days gives one amedica education.” He squeezed
Marissas hand. " The reason you should consider your timein L.A. successful is because you were able
to contain what could have been an epidemic of horrible proportions.”

Marissasmiled. Sheredlized that Raph was trying to make her fed good and she appreciated the effort.
"Thank you," she said. "Y ou're right. The outbreak could have been much worse, and for atime we
thought that it would be. Thank God it responded to the quarantine. It's agood thing, because it carried
better than a ninety-four percent fatdity rate, with only two gpparent survivors. Even the Richter Clinic
seems to have become avictim. It now has as bad a reputation because of Ebola as the San Francisco
bathhouses have because of AIDS."

Marissa glanced at the clock over the steam table. It was after three. "I have ameeting in afew minutes,”
she gpologized. "Y ou are adear for stopping by, and dinner tonight sounds wonderful "

"Dinner it will be," said Ralph, picking up the tray with their empty cups.

Marissa hurried up three flights of stairs and crossed to the virology building. It didn't appear nearly as
threatening in the daylight asit had at night. Turning toward Dubchek's office, Marissaknew that just
around the bend in the hallway was the stedl door that led to the maximum containment lab. It was
seventeen after three when she stood in front of Dubchek’s secretary.

It wassilly for her to have rushed. As she sat across from the secretary, flipping through Virology Times
with its virus-of-the-month centerfold, Marissaredized that of course Dubchek would keep her waiting.
She glanced a her watch again: twenty of four. Beyond the door she could hear Dubchek on the
telephone. And from the telephone console on the secretary's desk, she could seethelittle lights blink
when he'd hang up and make another call. It wasfive of four when the door opened and Dubchek
motioned for Marissato comeinto his office.

The roomwas small, and cluttered with reprinted articles stacked on the desk, on the file cabinet and on
the floor. Dubchek wasin his shirt-deeves, histie tucked out of the way between the second and third
button of his shirt. There was no gpology or explanation of why she'd been kept waiting. In fact there
was a suggestion of agrin on hisface that particularly galled Marissa

"| trust that you received my letter,” she said, studioudy keeping her voice businesdike.

"l didindeed," said Dubchek.

"And ...?" said Marissa after a pause.

"A few days lab experienceis not enough to work in the maximum containment lab,” said Dubchek.

"What do you suggest?' asked Marissa.

"Exactly what you are presently doing," said Dubchek. "Continue working with less-pathogenic viruses
until you gain sufficient experience.”

"How will I know when I've had enough experience?’ Marissaredized that Cyrill had apoint, but she
wondered if hisanswer would have been different had they been dating. It bothered her even more that
shedidn't have the nerve to withdraw her earlier rebuff. He was a handsome man, one who attracted her



far more than Ra ph, whom she was happy enough to seefor dinner.

"I believe | will know when you have had adequate experience,” said Dubchek interrupting her thoughts,
"...or Tad Schockley will."

Marissafelt cheered. If it were up to Tad, she was certain that she would eventudly get the necessary
authorization.

"Meanwhile," said Dubchek, stepping around his desk and sitting down, "'I've got something more
important to talk with you about. I've just been on the phone with anumber of people, including the
Missouri State Epidemiologist. They have asingle case of asevere

vird illnessin &. Louisthat they think might be Ebola. | want you to leaveimmediately, assessthe
gtuation clinicaly, send Tad samples and report back. Here's your flight reservation.” He handed Marissa
asheet of paper. On it was written Delta, flight 1083, departure 5:34 P.M., arrivd 6:06 P.M.

Marissawas stunned. With rush-hour traffic, it was going to be anear thing. She knew that asan EIS
officer she should dways have abag packed, but she didn't, and there was Taffy to think of, too.

"WEIl havethe mobilelab ready if it isneeded,” Cyrill was saying, "but let's hopeit'snot.” He extended
his hand to wish her good luck, but Marissawas so preoccupied with the thought of possibly facing the
deadly Ebolavirusin lessthan four hours, that she walked out without noticing. She felt dazed. Sheld
gonein hoping for permission to use the maximum containment lab and was leaving with ordersto fly to
St Louis! Glancing at her watch, she brokeinto arun. It was going to be close.

5

March 3

ITWASONLY ASthe planetaxied onto the runway that Marissa remembered her date with Ralph.
Wéll, she should touch down in timeto catch him as soon as he got home. Her one smdll consolation was
that she felt more comfortable professiondly than she had en routeto L.A. At least she had some idea of
what would be demanded of her. Persondly, however, knowing thistime how deadly the virus could be,
if indeed it was Ebola, Marissawas more frightened at the thought of her own exposure. Although she
hadn't mentioned it to anyone, she still worried about contracting the disease from the first outbresk.



Each day that passed without the appearance of suspicious symptoms had been ardlief. But the fear had
never completely disappeared.

The other thought that troubled Marissawas the idea of another Ebola case appearing so quickly. If it
was Ebola, how did it get to St. Louis? Wasiit a separate outbreak from L.A. or merely an extension of
that one? Could a contact have brought it from L.A., or could there be an "EbolaMary" like the infamous
"Typhoid Mary"? There were many questions, none of which made Marissacheerful.

"Will you want dinner tonight?" asked a cabin attendant, breaking Marissastrain of thought.

"Sure," said Marissadropping her tray table. She'd better eat, whether she was hungry or not. She knew
that once she got to St. Louis she might not get thetime.

AsMarissaclimbed out of the taxi that had taken her from the . Louis airport to the Greater St. Louis
Community Health Plan Hospital, she was thankful for the elaborate concrete porte cochere. It was
pouring outside. Even with the overhead protection, she pulled up the lapels of her coat to avoid
wind-driven rain as she ran for the revolving door. She was carrying her suitcase aswell as her briefcase,
since sheld not taken the timeto stop in her hotel.

The hospital appeared an impressive affair even on adark, rainy night. It was constructed in amodern
style, with travertine-marble facing, and fronted by athree-stories-tall replica of the Gateway Arch. The
interior was mostly blond oak and bright red carpeting. A pert receptionist directed Marissato the
administration offices, located through apair of swinging doors.

"Dr. Blumentha!" cried adiminutive oriental man, jumping up from his desk. She took a step backward
asthe man relieved her of her suitcase and enthusiastically pumped her freed hand. "'I'm Dr. Harold
Taboso," hesaid. "I'm the medicd director here. And thisis Dr. Peter Augtin, the Missouri State
Epidemiologist. Weve been waiting for you."

Marissashook handswith Dr. Audtin, atal, thin man with aruddy complexion.

"We are thankful that you could come so quickly,” said Dr. Taboso. "Can we get you something to eat
or drink?"

Marissa shook her head, thanking him for hishospitaity. "1 ate on the plane," she explained. "Besides,
I'd like to get directly to business.”

"Of course, of course,”" said Dr. Taboso. For amoment he looked confused. Dr. Austin took advantage
of hisslenceto take over.

"Werewedl aware of what happened in L.A. and we're concerned that we might be dealing with the
same problem here. Asyou know, we admitted one suspicious case this morning, and two more have
arrived while you were en route.”

Marissabit her lip. She had been hoping that thiswould turn out to be afase alarm, but with two more
potentia cases, it was difficult to sustain such optimism. She sank into the chair that Dr. Taboso proffered
and said, "Y ou'd better tell me what you have learned so far."

"Not much, I'm afraid,” said Dr. Austin. "There has been little time. Thefirst case was admitted around
4:00 A.M. Dr. Taboso deserves credit for sounding the alarm as soon as he did. The patient was
immediately isolated, hopefully minimizing contacts here at the hospital.”.



Marissaglanced at Dr. Taboso. He smiled nervoudy, accepting the compliment.
"That wasfortunate," said Marissa. "Was any lab work done?’

"Of course," said Dr. Taboso.

"That could be aproblem,” said Marissa

"We undergtand,” said Dr. Augtin. "But it was ordered immediately on admittance, before we had any
suspicion of the diagnosis. The moment my office was aerted we called the CDC."

"Have you been able to make any association with the L.A. outbreak? Did any of the patients come
fromL.A.?'

"No," sad Dr. Austin. "We have inquired about such apossihility, but there has been no connection that
we could find."

"Well," said Marissa, reluctantly getting to her feet. "L et's see the patients. | assume that you have full
protective gear available.

"Of course," said Dr. Taboso asthey filed out of the room.

They crossed the hospita lobby to the eevators. Riding up in the car, Marissa asked, "Have any of the
patients been to Africarecently?’

The other two doctors looked at each other. Dr. Taboso spoke: "I don't believe s0."

Marissa had not expected a positive answer. That would have been too easy. She watched the floor
indicator. The elevator stopped on eight.

Asthey walked down the corridor, Marissarealized that none of the rooms they were passing were
occupied. When shelooked closer, sheredized that most weren't even fully furnished. And thewalls of
the hall had only been primed, not painted.

Dr. Taboso noticed Marissa's expression. "Sorry," he said. "I should have explained. When the hospital
was built, too many beds were planned. Consequently, the eighth floor was never completed. But we
decided to useit for this emergency. Good for isolation, don't you agree?”

They arrived at the nurses station, which seemed complete except for the cabinetry. Marissatook the
first patient's chart. She sat down at the desk and opened the meta cover, noting the man's name:

Zabriski. The vita-sign page showed the familiar complex of high fever and low blood pressure. The
next page contained the patient's history. As Marissa's eyes ran down the sheet, she caught the man's full
name: Dr. Carl M. Zabriski. Raising her eyesto Dr. Taboso, she asked increduloudly, "Isthe patient a
physcian?'

"I'm afraid s0," answered Taboso. "He's an ophthalmologist here at the hospital.”

Turning to Dr. Austin, she asked, "Did you know theindex casein L.A. wasdso adoctor? Infact he
was an ophthalmologist!”



"I was aware of the coincidence," said Dr. Austin, frowning.

"Does Dr. Zabriski do any research with monkeys?' asked Marissa. "Not that | know of," answered Dr.
Taboso. "Certainly not here at the hospitd.."

"No other physicianswereinvolved inthe L.A. outbresk that | canrecall,” said Dr. Audtin.

"No," said Marissa "Just the index case. There were three |ab techs and one nurse, but no other
doctors."

Redirecting her attention to the chart, Marissawent through it rapidly. The history was not nearly as
complete asthat done on Dr. Richter at the Richter Clinic. There were no referencesto recent travel or
animal contact. But the lab workup was impressive, and athough not al the tests were back, those that
were suggested severe liver and kidney involvement. So far everything was consistent with Ebola
Hemorrhagic Fever.

After Marissafinished with the chart, she got together the materias necessary for drawing and packing
viral samples. When dl was ready, she went down the hal with one of the nursesto the isolation area.
There she donned hood, mask, gloves, goggles and booties.

Inside Zabriski's room, two other women were smilarly attired. One was anurse, the other adoctor.

"How isthe patient doing?" asked Marissa as she moved alongside the bed. It was arhetorical question.
The patient's condition was gpparent. The first thing Marissa noticed was the rash over the man's trunk.
The second thing was Sgns of hemorrhage; a nasogastric tube snaked out of the man's nostril and was
filled with bright red blood. Dr. Zabriski was conscious, but just barely. He certainly couldn't answer any
questions.

A short conversation with the attending physician confirmed Marissa'simpressions. The patient had been
deteriorating throughout the day, particularly during the last hour, when they began to see aprogressive
fdl inthe blood pressure.

Marissa had seen enough. Clinicaly, the patient resembled Dr. Richter to ahorrifying degree. Until
proven otherwise, it had to be assumed that Dr. Zabriski and the other two subsequent admissions had
Ebola Hemorrhagic Fever.

The nurse helped Marissa obtain anasa swab aswell as blood and urine samples. Marissahandled
them as sheld donein L.A., double bagging the materia and disinfecting the outsides of the bagswith
sodium hypochlorite. After removing her protective clothing and

washing her hands, she returned to the nurses station to call Dubchek.

The phone conversation was short and to the point. Marissasaid thet it was her clinica impression that
they were dedling with an-other Ebola outbreak.

"What about isolation”?"
"They've done agood job in that regard,” reported Marissa.

"Well be there as soon as possible,” said Dubchek. "Probably tonight. Meanwhile, | want you to stop dl



further lab work and supervise athorough disinfection. Also have them set up the same kind of
quarantine of contactsthat weusedinL.A."

Marissawas about to reply when she realized that Dubchek had hung up. She sighed as she replaced
the recaiver; such awonderful working relationship!

"Wdll," said Marissato Drs. Taboso and Audtin, "let's get to work.” They quickly set the quarantine
measuresin motion, arranging for the sterilization of the lab and assuring Marissathat her sampleswould
be sent overnight to the CDC.

Asthey left to attend to their tasks, Marissa asked for the charts on the other two patients. The nurse,
whose name was Pat, handed them to her, saying, "I don't know if Dr. Taboso mentioned this, but Mrs.
Zabriski isdowndairs."

"Issheapatient?' asked Marissawith darm.

"Oh, no," said Pat. "She'sjust ingsting on staying at the hospital. She wanted to be up here, but Dr.
Taboso didn't think it was agood idea. Hetold her to stay in the firgt-floor lounge.”

Marissa put down the two new charts, debating what she should do next. She decided to see Mrs.
Zabriski, since she had very few details with regard to the doctor's recent schedule. Besides, she had to
stop by thelab to check the sterilization. Asking directions from Pat, Marissarode down to the second
floor on the elevator. En route she looked at the faces of the people next to her and guessed what their
responses would be when they heard that there had been an Ebola outbreak in the hospital. When the
doors opened on the second floor, she was the only one who got off.

Marissa expected to find the evening shift in the lab and was surprised to see that the director, a
pathologist by the name of Dr. Arthur Rand, was il in his office, even though it was after 8:00 P.M. He
was a pompous older man, dressed in aplaid vest complete with agold fob protruding from one of the
pockets. He was unimpressed that Marissa had been sent by the CDC, and hisfacia expression did

not change when Marissasaid it was her clinical opinion that there was an outbresk of Ebolain his

hospitd.

"l was awarethat wasin the differentid diagnoss.”

"The CDC has requested that no more lab tests be done on the involved patients.” Marissa could tell
that the man was not going to make it easy for her. "WEeIl be bringing in an isolation |ab sometime
tonight."

"l suggest you communicatethisto Dr. Taboso," said Dr. Rand.

"l have," said Marissa. "It's also our opinion that the lab here should be disinfected. In the outbreak in
L.A. three cases were traced to the lab. 1'd be willing to help, if you'd like."

"I believe that we can handle our own cleanup,” said Dr. Rand with alook that seemed to say, Do you
think | was born yesterday?

"I'm availableif you need me," said Marissa as she turned and left. Sheld done what she could.

On thefirst floor she made her way to a pleasant lounge with its own connecting chapd. She was unsure



how she would recognize Mrs. Zabriski, but it turned out she was the only person in the room.

"Mrs. Zabriski," said Marissasoftly. Thewoman raised her head. Shewasin her latefortiesor early
fifties, with gray-stregked hair. Her eyeswere red rimmed; it was obvious she had been crying.

"I'm Doctor Blumenthd," said Marissagently. "I'm sorry to bother you, but | need to ask you some
questions.”

Panic clouded the woman's eyes. "'Is Carl dead?"

"No," said Marissa.

"He'sgoing to die, isn't he?"

"Mrs. Zabriski," said Marissa, wanting to avoid such asensitive issue, especially since she believed the
woman's intuition was correct. Marissa sat down next to her. "I'm not one of your husband's doctors. I'm
hereto help find out what kind of illness he has and how he got it. Has he done any traveling over the
last-" Marissawas going to say three weeks, but remembering Dr. Richter'strip to Africa, she said
ingteed, "-the last two months?*

"Yes" Mrs. Zabriski said wearily. "He went to amedica meeting in San Diego last month, and about a
week ago he went to Boston.”

"San Diego" made Marissa gt up straighter. "Was that an eydid surgery conference in San Diego?"
"I believe s0," said Mrs. Zabriski. "But Judith, Carl's secretary, would know for sure.”

Marissa's mind whirled. Zabriski had attended the same meeting as Dr. Richter! Another coincidence?
The only problem was that the conference in question had been about six weeks previous, about the

sameinterva of time asfrom Dr. Richter's African trip to the gppearance of his symptoms. "Do you
know what hotdl your husband stayed in while hewasin San Diego?' asked Marissa. "Could it have
been the Coronado Hotdl ?"

"I believeit was," said Mrs. Zabriski.

While Marissa's mind was busy recalling the central role played by a certain hotel in Philadelphiaduring
the L egionnaires Disease outbreak, she asked about Dr. Zabriski'strip to Boston. But hiswife did not
know why he'd gone. Instead, she gave Marissa her husband's secretary's phone number, saying again
that Judith would know that kind of thing.

Marissatook the number and asked whether Dr. Zabriski had been bitten by, or had been around, any
monkeys recently.

"No, no," said Mrs. Zabriski. At least none that she knew of.

Marissa thanked the woman and gpologized for bothering her. Armed with the secretary's home phone
number, she went to call Judith.

Marissa had to explain twice who she was and why she was calling so late before the secretary would
cooperate. Judith then confirmed what Mrs. Zabriski had told her: namely, that the doctor had stayed at



the Coronado Hotel whilein San Diego, that Dr. Zabriski had not been bitten recently by any anima,
and, asfar as she knew, that held not been around any monkeys. When Marissaasked if Dr. Zabriski
knew Dr. Richter, the answer was that the name had never appeared on any correspondence or on his
phone list. Judith said the reason that Dr. Zabriski had gone to Boston was to help plan the
Massachusetts Eye and Ear Infirmary's upcoming dumni meeting. She gave Marissathe name and phone
number of Dr. Zabriski's colleague there. As Marissawrote it down, she wondered if Zabriski had
unknowingly transferred the virus to the Boston area. She decided that shed have to discuss that
possibility with Dubchek.

As she hung up, Marissa suddenly remembered that she hadn't called Raph from the airport. He
answered deepily, and Marissa gpologized both for waking him and for not getting in touch with him
before she left Atlanta. After she explained what had happened, Raph said that he would forgive her only
if she promised to call him every couple of daysto let him know what was going on. Marissa agreed.

Returning to the isolation ward, Marissawent back to the charts. The two later admissions were a Carol
Montgomery and aDr. Brian Cester. Both had come down with high fevers, splitting headaches and
violent abdomina cramps. Although the symptoms sounded

nonspecific, their intensity gave sufficient cause for darm. There was no referenceto travel or animal
contact in either chart.

After gathering the material necessary for taking viral samples, Marissadressed in protective gear and
visited Carol Montgomery. The patient was awoman one year older than Marissa. Marissafound it hard
not to identify with her. She was alawyer who worked for one of the city's large corporate firms.
Although shewas ucid and ableto talk, it was apparent that she was gravely ll.

Marissaasked if she had done any recent traveling. The answer was no. Marissa asked if she knew Dr.
Zabriski. Carol said that she did. Dr. Zabriski was her ophthalmologist. Had she seen him recently? The
answer was yes. sheldd gone to him four days ago.

Marissa obtained the viral samples and |eft the room with a heavy heart. She hated making adiagnosis of
adisease with no available trestment. The fact that she'd been able to uncover information that mirrored
the earlier outbreak was small compensation. Y et the information reminded her of aquestion that had
troubled her inL.A.:

Why did some of Dr. Richter's patients catch the disease and others not?

After changing into fresh protective clothing, Marissavisited Dr. Brian Cester. She asked the same
guestions and got the same replies, except when she asked if he was one of Dr. Zabriski's patients.

"No," said Dr. Cester after a gpasm of abdominal pain subsided. "I've never been to an
ophthamologig.”

"Do you work with him?* asked Marissa.

"l occasondly give anesthesiafor him," said Dr. Cester. Hisface contorted again in pain. When he
recovered, he said, "'l play tenniswith him more often than | work with him. In fact | played with him just
four daysago."

After obtaining her samples, Marissaleft the man, more confused than ever. She had begun to think that
fairly close contact-particularly with a mucous membrane-was needed to communicate the disease.



Playing tenniswith someone did not seem to fit that mold.

After sending off the second set of viral samples, Marissawent back to Dr. Zabriski's chart. Sheread
over the history in minute detail and began the sametype of diary shed drawn up for Dr. Richter. She
added what material she'd learned from Mrs. Zabriski and the secretary, knowing that she would have to
go back to both of them. Although such work had not resulted in determining the reservoir of thevirusin
the L.A. outbreak, Marissa had hopesthat by following the same procedure with Dr. Zabriski she might
find some common

element in addition to both doctors having been to the same eye conference in San Diego.

It was after twelve when Dubchek, Vredand and Layne arrived. Marissawas relieved to seethem,
particularly because Dr. Zabriski's clinical condition had continued to deteriorate. The doctor taking care
of him had demanded some routine blood work be done to determine the state of the patient's hydration,
and Marissa had been caught between the conflicting demands of treating the patient and protecting the
hospital. Shefindly alowed those tests that could be done in the patient's room.

After acursory greeting, the CDC doctors al but ignored Marissa asthey struggled to get the mobile
isolation laboratory functioning and improve theisolation of the patients. Dr. Layne had some large
exhaust fans brought in, while Dr. Vredand immediately went down to the administration areato discuss
improving the quarantine.

Marissawent back to her charts but soon exhausted the information they could supply. Getting up, she
wandered to theisolation lab. Dubchek had removed hisjacket and had rolled up his deeveswhile he
labored with the two CDC technicians. Some kind of electrica bug had devel oped in the automatic
chemistry portion of the apparatus.

"Anything | can do?' cadled Marissa.

"Not that | can think of," said Dubchek without looking up. He immediately began conversing with one
of the technicians, suggesting they change the sensing e ectrodes.

"I would like aminute to go over my findingswith you," caled Marissa, eager to discussthe fact thet Dr.
Zabriski had attended the same San Diego medica meeting as Dr. Richter had.

"It will haveto wait," said Dubchek coolly. "Getting thislab functioning takes precedence over
epidemiologic theories”

Going back to the nurses station, Marissa seethed. She did not expect or deserve Dubchek's sarcasm.
If hed wanted to minimize her contribution, he had succeeded. Sitting down at the desk, Marissa
considered her options. She could stay, hoping he might allow her ten minutes, at his convenience, or she
could go and get some degp. Sleep won out. She put her papersin her briefcase and went down to the
first floor to rescue her suitcase.

The operator woke Marissa a seven o'clock. As she showered and dressed, she realized that her anger
toward Dubchek had dissipated. After al, hewasunder alot of stress. If Ebolaraged out of control, it
was his neck on theline, not hers.

When she arrived back at the isolation ward, one of the CDC lab techstold her that Dubchek had gone
back to the hotel at 5:00 A.M. He didn't know where either Vredland or Layne was.



At the nurses gtation things were a bit chaotic. Five more patients had been admitted during the night
with apresumptive diagnosis of Ebola Hemorrhagic Fever. Marissa collected the charts, but as she
stacked them in order, she redlized that Zabriski's was missng. She asked the day nurse whereit was.

"Dr. Zabriski died just after four thismorning.”

Although sheld expected it, Marissawas still upset. Unconscioudy, she had been hoping for amiracle.
She sat down and put her face in her hands. After amoment she forced herself to go over the new
charts. It was easier to keep busy. Without meaning to, she caught hersalf touching her neck for swelling.
Therewas an area of tenderness. Could it be a swollen lymph node?

She was pleased to be interrupted by Dr. Layne, the Director of the CDC's Hospital Infectious Disease
Program. It was obvious from the dark circles under hiseyes, his drawn face and the stubble on his chin
that he had pulled an "dl-nighter.” She smiled, liking hisdightly heavyset, rumpled looks. He reminded
her of aretired football player. He sat down wearily, massaging histemples.

"Lookslikethisisgoing to bejust asbad asL.A.," he said. "We have another patient on the way up and
another inthe ER."

"I've just Sarted looking at the new charts,” said Marissa, suddenly feding guilty for having left the night
before.

"Well, | cantell you onething,” said Dr. Layne. "All the new patients seem to have gotten their disease
from the hospital. That's what bothers me so much.”

"Arethey al patients of Dr. Zabriski's?" asked Marissa

"Those are," said Dr. Layne, pointing at the chartsin front of Marissa. "They all saw Zabriski recently.
He apparently inoculated them during his examinations. The new cases are both Dr. Cester's patients.
He'd been the anesthesiologist when they had surgery during the last ten days.

"What about Dr. Cester?" asked Marissa. "Do you think that he contracted the disease the same way
that Dr. Zabriski did?'

Dr. Layne shook his head. "Nope. | talked at length with the man, and | found out that he and Zabriski
weretennis partners.”

Marissanodded. "But would such contact count?'
"About three days before Dr. Zabriski becameill, Dr. Cester borrowed histowel between sets. | think
that'swhat did it. Transmission seemsto depend on actua contact with body fluids. | think Zabriski is

another index case, just like Dr. Richter."

Marissafelt supid. She had stopped questioning Dr. Cester just one question short of learning acrucia
fact. She hoped that she wouldn't make the same mistake again.

"If we only knew how the Ebola got into the hospitd in thefirst place,” said Dr. Laynerhetorically.
Dubchek, looking tired but clean-shaven and as carefully dressed as dways, arrived at the nurses

gation. Marissawas surprised to see him. If held left a five, he'd hardly had time to shower and change,
much less get any deep.



Before Dubchek could get involved in a conversation with Layne, Marissaquickly told both doctors that
Zabriski had attended the same San Diego medical conference as Richter had and that they had stayed in
the same hotd.

"It'stoo long ago to be significant,” Dubchek said dogmatically. "That conference was over Sx weeks

"But it appears to be the only association between the two doctors,” protested Marissa. "1 think | should
follow up onit.”

"Suit yoursdf," said Dubchek. "Meanwhile, I'd like you to go down to pathology and make sure they
take every precaution when they post Zabriski thismorning. And tell them that we want quick-frozen
samplesof liver, heart, brain and spleen for vird isolation.”

"What about kidney?" interjected Layne.
"Y eah, kidney, too," said Dubchek.

Marissawent off fedling like an errand girl. She wondered if she would ever regain Dubchek's respect,
then remembering why sheld logt it, her depression was wiped out by a surge of anger.

In pathology, abusy place at that time of day, Marissawas directed to the autopsy rooms, where she
knew she'd find Dr. Rand. Remembering his pompous, overbearing manner, she was not looking forward
to taking with him.

The autopsy rooms were constructed of whitetile and gleaming stainless stedl. There was apervading
aromaof formain that made Marissa's eyes water. One of the technicianstold her that Zabriski's post
was scheduled for room three. "If you intend to go, you have to suit up. It'sadirty case”

With her genera fear of catching Ebola, Marissawas more than happy to comply. When she entered the
room, she found Dr. Rand just about to begin. Helooked up from the table of horrific tools. Dr.

Zabriski's body was till enclosed in alarge, clear plastic bag. His body was a pasty white onthetop, a
livid purple on the bottom.

"Hi!" said Marissabrightly. She decided that she might aswell be cheerful. Recelving no answer, she
conveyed the CDC's requests to the pathol ogist, who agreed to supply the samples. Marissathen
suggested the use of goggles. "A number of cases both hereand in L.A. were gpparently infected through
the conjunctival membrane," she explained.

Dr. Rand grunted, then disappeared. When he returned he was wearing apair of plastic goggles.
Without saying anything he handed apair to Marissa

"One other thing," Marissaadded. "The CDC recommends avoiding power saws on thiskind of case
because they cause sgnificant aerosol formation.”

"l was not planning to use any power tools," said Dr. Rand. " Although you may find thissurprising, |
have handled infectious cases during my career.”

"Then | suppose | don't have to warn you about not cutting your fingers,” saild Marissa. "A pathologist



died of vird hemorrhagic fever after doing just that.”
"l recdl," said Dr. Rand. "LassaFever. Are you about to favor uswith any further suggestions?'

"No," said Marissa. The pathologist cut into the plastic bag and exposed Zabriski's body to the air.
Marissa debated whether she should go or stay. Indecision resulted in inaction; she stayed.

Speaking into an overhead microphone activated by afoot peda, Dr. Rand began his description of the
externa markings of the body. His voice had assumed that peculiar monotone Marissaremembered from
her medical school days. She was startled back to the present when she heard Rand describe a sutured
scalp laceration. That was something new. It hadn't been in the chart, nor had the cut on the right elbow
or the circular bruise on the right thigh, a bruise about the size of aquarter.

"Did these abrasions happen before or after death?"
"Before," he answered, making no attempt to conced hisirritation at the interruption.

"How old do you think they are?' said Marissa, ignoring histone. She bent over to look at them more
carefully.

"About aweek old, I'd say," Dr. Rand replied. "Give or take a couple of days. Wed be ableto tel if we
did microscopic sections. However, in view of the patient's condition, | hardly think they are important.
Now, if you don't mind, I'd like to get back to work."

Forced to step back, Marissa thought about this evidence of trauma. There was probably some smple
explanation; perhaps Dr. Zabriski had falen playing tennis. What bothered Marissawas that the abrasion
and the laceration were not mentioned on the man's chart. Where Marissa had trained, every physica
finding went into the record.

As soon as Rand had finished and Marissa had seen that the tissue samples were correctly done, she
decided to track down the cause of theinjuries.

Using the phone in pathology, Marissatried Zabriski's secretary, Judith. She let the phone ring twenty
times. No answer. Reluctant to bother Mrs. Zabriski, Marissa thought about looking for Dr. Taboso, but
instead decided to check Dr. Zabriski's office, redlizing it had to beright there in the hospital. She walked
over and found Judith back at her desk.

Judith was afrail young woman in her mid-twenties. Mascara smudged her cheeks, Marissacould tell
that she'd been crying. But she was more than sad; she was aso terrified.

"Mrs. Zabriski issck,” she blurted out as soon as Marissaintroduced hersdlf. "I talked with her alittle
while ago. She's downgtairsin the emergency room but sheis going to be admitted to the hospitd. They
think she has the same thing that her husband had. My God, am | going to get it too? What arethe
Symptoms?'

With some difficulty, Marissa camed the woman enough to explain thet in the L.A. outbreak the
doctor's secretary had not come down with theillness.

"I'm still getting out of here," said Judith, opening aside drawer of her desk and taking out a swester.
Shetossed it into a cardboard box. Sheld obvioudy been packing. "And I'm not the only one who wants
to go," she added. "I've talked with a number of the staff and they areleaving, too."



"I understand how you fed," said Marissa. She wondered if the entire hospital would haveto be
quarantined. At the Richter Clinic, it had been alogigtical nightmare.

"l came hereto ask you aquestion,” said Marissa.
"So ask," said Judith. She continued to empty her desk drawers.

"Dr. Zabriski had some abrasions and a cut on his head, asif held fallen. Do you know anything about
thet?"

"That was nothing,” said Judith, making a gesture of dismissa with her hand. ""He was mugged about a
week ago, in aloca mall while he was shopping for abirthday gift for hiswife. Helost hiswallet and his
gold Rolex. | think they hit him on the head.”

So much for the mysterious question of trauma, thought Marissa. For afew minutes she stood watching
Judith throw her thingsinto the box, trying to think if she had any further questions. She couldn't think of
any just then, so she said good-bye, then left, heading for the isolation ward. In many ways shefelt as
scared as Judith did.

Theisolation ward had logt its previous tranquility. With al the new patients, it wasfully staffed with
overworked nurses. Shefound Dr. Layne writing in severd of the charts.

"Welcometo Bedlam," he said. "Weve got five more admissions, including Mrs. Zabriski."

"So I've heard,”" said Marissa, Stting down next to Dr. Layne. If only Dubchek would treat her as he did:
likeacolleague.

"Tad Schockley cdled earlier. It isEbola”
A shiver ran down Marissa's spine.

"We're expecting the State Commissioner of Hedlth to arrive any minute to impose quarantine,”
continued Dr. Layne. " Seemsthat anumber of hospital personnel are abandoning the place: nurses,
technicians, even some doctors. Dr. Taboso had ahdll of atime staffing this ward. Have you seen the

local paper?'

Marissashook her head, indicating that she had not. She was tempted to say that she didn't want to stay
gther, if it meant being exposed.

"The headlineis 'Plague Returng!' "Dr. Layne made an expression of disgust. "The media can be so
goddamned irresponsible. Dubchek doesn't want anyoneto talk with the press. He wants dl questions
directedto him."

The sound of the patient-elevator doors opening caught Marissa's attention. She watched as agurney
emerged, covered by aclear plagtic isolation tent. Asit went by, Marissarecognized Mrs. Zabriski. She
shivered again, wondering if thelocal paper redly had been exaggerating in their headline,
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April 10

MARISSA TOOK ANOTHER FORKFUL of thekind of dessert that she alowed hersalf only on rare
occasions. It was her second night back in Atlanta, and Ral ph had taken her to an intimate French
restaurant. After five weekswith little deep, gulping down medsin ahospita cafeteria, the gourmet med
had been atrue delight. She noticed that, not having had adrink since she'd left Atlanta, the wine had
goneright to her head. She knew she was being very takative, but Ralph seemed content to Sit back and
ligen.

Winding down, Marissa apologized for chattering on about her work, pointing to her empty glassasthe
excuse.

"No need to gpologize," Ralphinssted. "I could listen al night. I'm fascinated by what you have
accomplished, bothinL.A. andin St. Louis."

"But I'vefilled you in whilel was away," protested Marissa, referring to their frequent phone
conversations. While sheld beenin St. Louis, Marissa had gotten into the habit of caling every few days.
Taking with Ralph had provided a sounding board for her theoriesaswell asaway to relieve her
frustration at Dubchek's continued ingstence on ignoring her. In both cases, Ralph had been
understanding and supportive.

"I wish you'd tell me more about the community reaction,” he said. "How did the administrators and
medica gtaff of the hospitd try

to control the panic, considering that this time there were thirty-seven degths?'

Taking him a hisword, Marissatried to describe the turmoil at the St. Louis hospitd. The staff and
patients were furious at the enforced quarantine, and Dr. Taboso had sadly told her he expected the
hospita to close when it waslifted.

"Y ou know, I'm gtill worried about getting sick mysdlf,” admitted Marissawith a self-conscious laugh.
"Every timel get aheadache| think ‘thisisit." And though we gtill have no ideawhere the virus came
from, Dubchek’s pogition isthat the virus reservoir is somehow associated with medica personnel, which
doesn't make me any more comfortable.”



"Doyou believeit?' asked Raph.

Marissalaughed. "I'm supposed to,” she said. "And if it istrue, then you should consider yoursdlf
particularly at risk. Both index cases were ophthadmologigts.”

"Dont say that," laughed Ralph. "I'm superdtitious.”

M arissaleaned back as the waiter served a second round of coffee. It tasted wonderful, but she
suspected she'd be sorry later on when shetried to deep.

After the waiter |eft with the dessert dishes, Marissa continued: "If Dubchek's position is correct, then
somehow both eye doctors came into contact with the mysterious reservoir. I've puzzled over thisfor
weeks without coming up with asingle explanation. Dr. Richter camein contact with monkeys, in fact
he'd been bitten aweek before he becameill, and monkeys have been associated with arelated virus
called Marburg. But Dr. Zabriski had no contact with any animalsat all.”

"I thought you told methat Dr. Richter had been to Africa," said Raph. "It seemsto methat isthe crucid
fect. After dl, Africaiswherethisvirusisendemic.”

"True," said Marissa. "But the time frameis al wrong. Hisincubation period would have been six weeks,
when dl the other cases averaged only two to five days. Then consider the problem of relating the two
outbreaks. Dr. Zabriski hadn't been to Africa, but the only point of connection was that the two doctors
attended the same medical conferencein San Diego. And again, that was six weeks before Dr. Zabriski
got sck. It'scrazy.” Marissawaved her hand asif she were giving up.

"At least be happy you controlled the outbresks aswell asyou did. | understand that it was worse when
thisvirus gppeared in Africa”

"That'strue," agreed Marissa "'In the Zaire outbreak in 1976, whose index case may have been an
American college student, there were three hundred eighteen cases and two hundred eighty deaths.”

"Thereyou go," said Ralph, feding that the statistics should cheer Marissa. He folded his napkin and put
it on thetable. "How about stopping a my house for an after-dinner drink?”

Marissalooked at Raph, amazed at how comfortable shed become with him. The surprising thing was
that the relationship had devel oped on the telephone. " An after-dinner drink soundsfine," shesaid witha
amile

On theway out of the restaurant, Marissatook Ralph's arm. When they got to his car, he opened the
door for her. She thought that she could get used to such treatment.

Raph was proud of hiscar. It was obviousin the loving way he touched the instruments and the steering
whedl. The car was anew 300 SDL Mercedes. Marissa appreciated its luxuriousness as she settled
back in the leather sedt, but cars had never meant much to her. She aso couldn't understand why people
bought diesels since they had an uncomfortable rattle when they started and idled. "They are
economical,”" said Raph. Marissalooked around at the gppointments. She marveled that someone could
delude himsdlf that an expensive Mercedes was economical.

They didn't spesk for awhile, and Marissawondered if going to Raph's house at that time of night was
agood idea. But she trusted Raph and was willing to let their relationship develop alittle further. She



turned to look a him in the haf-light. He had a strong profile, with a prominent nose like her father's.

After they had settled on the couch in the parlor, with brandy sniftersin hand, Marissa mentioned
something she had been afraid to point out to Dubchek in his current patronizing mood. "Thereisone
thing about the two index casesthat | find curious. Both men were mugged just afew days before they
got sSck." Marissawaited for aresponse.

"Very suspicious,” said Ralph with awink. "Are you suggesting that thereis an 'EbolaMary' who robs
people and spreads the disease?"

Marissalaughed. "I know it sounds stupid. That'swhy | haven't said anything to anyone dse.”

"But you have to think of everything," added Ral ph. "The old medica-school training that taught you to
ask everything, including what the maternd greet-grandfather did for aliving in the old country.”

Déliberately, Marissa switched the conversation to Ralph'swork and his house, histwo favorite
subjects. Asthe time passed, she noted

that he did not make any movestoward her. Shewondered if it were something about hersdlf, like the
fact that she/d been exposed to Ebola. Then, to make mattersworse, heinvited her to spend the night in
the guest room.

Marissawasinsulted. Perhapsjust asinsulted asif held tried to drag her dress over her head the
moment they walked in the front door. She told him thank you, but she did not want to spend the night in
his guest room; she wanted to spend the night in her own house with her dog. The last part was meant to
be an affront, but it sailed over Ralph's head. He just kept on talking about redecorating plans he had for
thefirg floor of the house, now that held lived there long enough to know what he wanted.

In truth, Marissadid not know what she would have done if Raph had made any physical advances. He
wasagood friend, but she till didn't find him romanticaly attractive. In that respect, she thought
Dubchek'slooks digtinctly more exciting.

Thinking of Cyrill reminded her of something. "How do you and Dr. Dubchek know each other?”

"I met him when he addressed the ophthalmology residents at the University Hospitd," said Ralph.
"Some of the rare viruses like Ebola and even the AIDS virus have been locdized in tears and the
agueous humor. Some of them even cause anterior uvetis”

"Oh," said Marissa, nodding asif she understood. Actually she had no ideawhat anterior uveitiswas, but
she decided it was as good a point as any to ask Ralph to drive her home.

Over the next few days, Marissa adapted to amore normd life, dthough every time the phone rang, she
half expected to be called out for another Ebola disaster. Remembering her resolve, she did pack a
suitcase and kept it open in her closet, ready for her to tossin her cosmetics case. She could be out of
her house in amatter of minutes, if the need arose.

At work, things were looking up. Tad helped her perfect her vira laboratory skills and worked with her
to write up aresearch proposal on Ebola. Unable to come up with aworking hypothesisfor apossible
reservoir for Ebola, Marissa concentrated instead on the issue of transmission. From the enormous
amount of datathat she'd amassed in L.A. and St. Louis, she had constructed elaborate case mapsto
show the spread of theillness from one person to another. At the sametime, she'd compiled detailed



profiles on the people who had been primary contacts but who had not come down with the disease. As
Dr. Layne had suggested, close persona contact was needed,

presumably vird contact with amucous membrane, though, unlike AIDS, sexud transmission had only
been afactor between Dr. Richter and the medical secretary and Dr. Zabriski and hiswife. Given the fact
that hemorrhagic fever could spread between strangers who shared atowe, or by the most casua close
touch, Ebola made the AIDS scare seem like atempest in ateapot.

What Marissawanted to do wasto validate her hypothesis by using guinea pigs. Of course such work
required the use of the maximum containment lab, and she still had not obtained permission.

"Amazing!" exclamed Tad, one afternoon when Marissa demonstrated a technique sheld devised to
sdvage bacteria-contaminated vird cultures. "'l can't imagine Dubchek turning down your proposa now."

"l can," answered Marissa. She debated telling Tad about what had happened in the L.A. hotdl, but
once again she decided not to do so. It wouldn't accomplish anything and might cause problemsin Tad's
relationship with Cyrill.

Shefollowed her friend into his office. Asthey relaxed over coffee, Marissasaid, "Tad, you told me
when we went into the maximum containment |ab that there were al sorts of viruses stored in there,
including Ebola”

"We have samples from every outbreak. There are even samples frozen and stored from your two
outbreaks."

Marissawasn't at al sure how she felt about people referring to the recent epidemics as "hers.” But she
kept that thought to herself, saying instead, "Isthere any place dsethat the Ebolavirusis stored, other
than here at the CDC?"

Tad thought for amoment. "I'm not sure. Do you mean herein the

us?

Marissa nodded.

"The army probably has somein Ft. Detrick at the Center for Biologica Warfare. The fellow that runs
the place used to be here a the CDC and he had an interest in viral hemorrhagic fevers.”

"Doesthe army have a maximum containment lab?"
Tad whistled. "Man, they've got everything.”
"And you say the man in charge a Ft. Detrick hasan interest in viral hemorrhagic fever?'

"He was one of the people aong with Dubchek who had been sent out to cover theinitial Ebola
outbresk in Zaire."

Marissaspped her coffee, thinking that was an interesting coincidence. She was aso beginning to get a
germ of an idea, one S0 unpleasant that she knew she could not consider it areasonable hypothess.

"One moment, maam," said the uniformed sentry with aheavy Southern accent.



Marissawas stopped at the main gate to Ft. Detrick. Despite severd days of trying to argue herself out
of the suspicion that the army might have somehow been responsible for Ebola being loosened on an
unsuspecting public, she had findly decided to use her day off to investigate for hersdlf. Those two
muggings continued to nag at her.

It had only been an hour-and-a-haf flight to Maryland and a short drive in arent-a-car. Marissa had
pleaded her field experience with Ebolaas an excuseto talk to anyone else familiar with therare virus,
and Colonel Woolbert had responded to her request with enthusiasm.

The sentry returned to Marissa's car. Y ou are expected at building number eighteen.” He handed her a
pass that she had to wear on the lapdl of her blazer, then startled her with a crisp salute. Ahead of her,
the black-and-white gate tipped up, and she drove onto the base.

Building #18 was awindowless concrete sructure with aflat roof. A middle-aged man in civilian clothes
waved as Marissagot out of her car. It was Colonel Kenneth Wool bert.

To Marissa, he looked more like aunivergity professor than an army officer. Hewasfriendly, even
humorous, and was unabashedly pleased about Marissasvisit. He told her right off that shewasthe
prettiest and the smallest EIS officer he'd ever met. Marissatook the good with the bad.

The building felt like abunker. Entry was obtained through a series of diding stedd doors activated by
remote control. Small TV cameras were mounted above each door. The laboratory itself, however,
appeared like any other modern hospital facility, complete with the omnipresent coffegpot over the
Bunsen burner. The only difference wasthe lack of windows.

After aquick tour, during which the presence of amaximum containment lab was not mentioned,
Colonel Woolbert took Marissato their snack shop, which was nothing more than a series of vending
machines. He got her adonut and Pepsl, and they sat down at asmadll table.

Without any prompting, Colonel Woolbert explained that hed started at the CDC asan EIS officer in
the latefifties and had becomeincreasingly interested in microbiology and ultimately virology. In

the seventies, he'd gone back to school, at government expense, to get aPh.D.
"It'sbeen ahdl of alot better than looking at sore throats and clogged ears,” said the Colondl.

"Dont tel meyou werein pediatricd" exclaimed Marissa. They laughed when they redlized they had
both trained at Boston's Children's Hospital. Colonel Woolbert went on to explain how held ended up at
Ft. Detrick. He told Marissathat there had been a history of movement between Detrick and the CDC
and that the army had come to him with an offer he couldn't refuse. He said that the lab and the
equipment were superb, and best of dl, he didn't have to grovel for funds,

"Doesn't the ultimate goa bother you?' asked Marissa. "No," said Colond Woolbert. Y ou haveto
understand that three-quarters of the work hereinvolves defending the U.S. against biologicd attack, so
most of my efforts are directed at neutralizing viruseslike Ebola.”

Marissa nodded. Sheld not thought of that.

"Besdes," continued Colonel Woolbert, "I'm given complete latitude. | can work on whatever | want
to."



"And what isthat just now?" asked Marissainnocently. There was a pause. The colond'slight-blue eyes
twinkled.

"I suppose I'm not violating the confidentidity of the military by telling you, Sncel've been publishing a
gring of articleson my results. For the last three years my interest has been influenzavirus.”

"Not Ebola?' asked Marissa
Colonel Woolbert shook his head. "No, my last research on Ebolawas years ago.”

"|s anyone here at the center working on Ebola?" asked Marissa. Colonel Woolbert hesitated. Then he
sad, "l guess| can tdl you, since there was a Pentagon policy paper published onit in Strategic Studies
last year. The answer isno. No oneisworking on Ebola, including the Soviets, mainly becausethereis
no vaccine or treatment for it. Once started, it was generally felt that Ebola Hemorrhagic Fever would
gporead like wildfireto both friendly and hostile forces.”

"But it hasn't," said Marissa

"l know," said Colond Woolbert with asigh. "I've read with great interest about the last two outbreaks.
Someday wélll haveto review our assessment of the organism.”

"Please, not on my account,” said Marissa. The last thing she wanted to do was encourage the army to
work with Ebola. At the same time she wasrdlieved to learn that the army was not fooling around with
the virusjust then.

"| understand you were part of theinternational team that was sent to Y ambuku in 1976," she said.

"Which makes me appreciate what you're doing. | can tell you, when | wasin Africal was scared
shitless”

Marissagrinned. Sheliked and trusted the man. "Y ou are the first person to admit being afraid,” she
sad. "I've been struggling with my fear from thefirst day | wassenttoL.A."

"And for good reason,” said Colonel Woolbert. "Ebolas a strange bug. Even though it seemsit can be
inectivated quite eadily, it is extraordinarily infective, meaning that only a couple of organisms haveto
make entry to produce the disease. That'sin marked contrast to something like AIDS, where hillions of
the virus have to be introduced, and even then thereisonly alow statistical chance that the individua will
beinfected."

"What about the reservoir?' asked Marissa. "I know the officia position isthat no reservoir was
discovered in Africa. But did you have an opinion?"

"l think itisan anima disease" said Colond Woolbert. "I think it will eventualy beisolated to some
equatoria African monkey and istherefore azoonos's, or adisease of vertebrate animasthat
occasondly getstransmitted to man.”

" S0 you agree with the current CDC officia position about these recent U.S. outbreaks?' asked
Marissa.

"Of course," said Colond Woolbert. "What other position isthere?"



Marissa shrugged. "Do you have any Ebola here?!
"No," said Colond Woolbert. "But | know where we can get it."

"I know, too," said Marissa. Well, that wasn't quite true, she thought. Tad had said that it wasin the
maximum containment lab, but exactly where, she did not know. When they'd made their covert visit,
she'd forgotten to ask.

7

April 17

THE PHONE MUST HAVE been ringing for some time before Marissafinaly rolled over to pick up
the receiver. The CDC operator ingtantly apologized for waking her from such adeep deep. AsMarissa
struggled to Sit up, shelearned that a call had come through from Phoenix, Arizona, and that the operator
wanted permission to patch it through. Marissa agreed immediately.

While she waited for the phone to ring again, she dipped on her robe and glanced & thetime. It was
4:00 A.M.; that meant it was 2:00 A.M. in Phoenix. There wasllittle doubt in her mind that someone had
discovered another suspected case of Ebola.

The phone jangled again. "Dr. Blumentha," said Marissa.

The voice on the other end of the wire was anything but calm. The caller introduced himself as Dr. Guy
Weaver, the Arizona State Epidemiologist. "'I'm terribly sorry to be phoning at such an hour,” he said,
"but I've been called in on asevere problem at the Medica Hospita in Phoenix. | trust you are familiar
with the MedicaHospitd.."

"Cantsay | am."
"It's part of achain of for-profit hospitals which have contracted with the MedicaMedical Group to

provide prepaid, comprehensive carein this part of Arizona. Were terrified that the hospital's been hit
with Ebola™



"| trust that you've isolated the patient,” saild Marissa. "We've found that-"
"Dr. Blumenthal," interrupted Dr. Weaver. "It's not one case. It's eighty-four cases.
"Eighty-four!" sheexdamed in dishdlief.

"We haveforty-two doctors, thirteen RN's, eleven LPN's, four lab techs, six of the adminigtrative staff,
gx food service personnd and two maintenance men.”

"All & once?' asked Marissa.
"All thisevening," said the epidemiologist.

At that time of night, there was no convenient service to Phoenix, though Delta promised the most direct
flight available. As soon as she dressed, Marissa caled the duty officer a the CDC to say that she was
leaving for Phoenix immediately and to please brief Dr. Dubchek as soon as he came into the Center.

After writing a note to the Judsons asking them to please collect Taffy and pick up her mail, Marissa
droveto theairport. The fact that the new outbreak had started with eighty-four cases overwhelmed her.
She hoped Dubchek and his team would arrive by the afternoon.

The flight was uneventful, despite two stops, and was certainly not crowded. When it landed, Marissa
was met by a short, round man, who nervoudy introduced himself as Justin Gardiner, the assitant
director of the MedicaHospital.

"Here, let metake your bag," he said. But his hand was shaking so, the bag fell to the floor. Bending
down to retrieveit, he gpologized, saying that he was a bit upset.

"l can understand,” saild Marissa. "Have there been any further admissions?!
"Severd, and the hospitd isin apanic,” said Mr. Gardiner, asthey started down the concourse.
"Patients started checking out-staff were leaving, too-until the State Health Commissioner declared a

guarantine. The only reason | could meet you wasthat | was off yesterday."

Marissas mouth felt dry with fear as she wondered what she was getting herself into. Pediatrics began to
look alot more attractive than this.

The hospital was another elaborate modern structure. It occurred to Marissathat Ebolafavored such
contemporary edifices. The clean, dmost sterile lines of the building hardly seemed the proper setting for
such adeadly outbresk.

Despite the early hour, the street in front of the hospital was

crowded with TV trucks and reporters. In front of them stood aline of uniformed police, some of whom
were actudly wearing surgica masks. In the early light, the whole scene had a surred |ook.

Mr. Gardiner pulled up behind one of the TV trucks. "Y ou'll have to go inside and find the director,” he
sad. "My orders are to stay outside to try to control the panic. Good luck!"

As shewalked toward the entrance, Marissa got out her identification card. She showed it to one of the
policemen, but he had to call over to his sergeant to ask if it was okay to let her pass. A group of the



reporters, hearing that she was from the CDC, crowded around and asked for a statement.

"I have no direct knowledge of the Situation,” protested Marissa, as she felt hersdf buffeted by the
surging journdigts. She was grateful for the policeman, who shoved the press aside, then pulled one of
the barricades open and alowed her through.

Unfortunately things on the inside of the hospital were even more chaotic. The lobby was jammed with
people, and as Marissa entered, she was again mobbed. Apparently she was thefirst person to pass
either in or out of the building for severa hours.

A number of the people pressing in on her were patients, dressed in pgjamas and robes. They were dl
smultaneoudy asking questions and demanding answers.

"Pleasa!” shouted someone to Marissasright. "Please! Let methrough.” A heavyset man with bushy
eyebrows pushed hisway to Marissas sde. "Dr. Blumenthal ?*

"Yes" sad Marissawith relief.

The heavyset man took her by the arm, ignoring the fact that she was carrying both a suitcase and
briefcase. Pushing hisway back through the crowd, he led her across the lobby to a door that he locked
behind them. They werein along, narrow halway.

"I'm terribly sorry about dl thisturmoail,” said the man. "I'm Lloyd Davis, director of the hospital, and we
seem to have abit of apanic on our hands.”

Marissafollowed Davisto his office. They entered through a side door, and Marissanoticed the main
door was barricaded from the inside with aladder-back chair, making her believe that the "bit of panic”
had been an understatement.

"The gaff iswaiting to talk with you,” said Mr. Davis, taking Marissa's belongings and depositing them
next to his desk. He breathed heavily, asif the effort of bending over had exhausted him.

"What about the patients with suspected Ebola?' asked Marissa.

"For the moment they'll have to wait," said the director, motioning Marissato return to the hallway.

"But our firgt priority hasto be the proper isolation of the patients.”

"They are wdll isolated,” Mr. Davis assured her. "Dr. Weaver hastaken care of that." He pressed his
hand against the small of Marissas back, propelling her toward the door. "Of course well follow any
additional suggestionsyou have, but right now | would like you to talk with the saff before I'm faced with
mutiny."

"I hopeit'snot that bad,” said Marissa. It was onething if the inpatients were upset, quite another if the
professond staff was hysterica aswell.

Mr. Davis closed his office door and led the way along another corridor. "A lot of people areterrified at
being forced to stay in the hospitd.."

"How many more presumed cases have been diagnosed since you called the CDC?



"Sixteen. No more staff; al the new cases are Medica Plan subscribers.

That suggested that the virus was dready into its second generation, having been spread by theinitialy
infected physicians. At least that was what had happened in the two previous outbreaks. Marissa herself
quaked at theideaof being locked up in the same building with such a contagion, making her question
how much consol ation she would be able to extend to the staff. With so many people infected, she
wondered if they would be able to contain the problem asthey had in L.A. and S. Louis. The horror of
the thought of Ebola passing into the genera community was dmaost beyond comprehension.

"Do you know if any of theinitia cases had been mugged recently?' asked Marissa, as much to distract
hersdf asin hope of apostive answer. Davisjust glanced at her and raised his eyebrows asif shewere
crazy. That seemed as much of aresponse he felt the question merited. So much for that observation,
thought Marissa, remembering Raph's response.

They stopped in front of alocked door. Davistook out his keys, unlocked the door and led Marissa
onto the hospital auditorium's stage. It was not abig room: There was segting for approximately one
hundred and fifty people. Marissanoticed al the seats were occupied, with still more people standing in
the back. There was the buzz of adozen smultaneous conversations. They trailed off into sllence as
Marissanervoudy walked toward the podium, al eyes upon her. A tall, exceptiondly thin man stood up
from achair behind the podium and shook her hand. Mr. Davisintroduced him as Dr. Guy Weaver, the
man she'd spoken to on the phone.

"Dr. Blumenthd," said Dr. Weaver, his deep voice asharp contrast to his scrawny frame, "you have no
ideahow happy | am to seeyou.”

Marissafdt that uncomfortable sense of being an imposter. And it got worse. After tapping the
microphone to make certain it was "live," Dr. Weaver proceeded to introduce Marissa.

Hedid so in such glowing termsthat she felt progressively more and more uneasy. From his comments,
it was asif she were synonymous with the CDC, and that al the triumphs of the CDC were her triumphs.
Then, with asweep of hislong arm, he turned the microphone over to Marissa.

Never feding comfortable talking to alarge group under the best of circumstances, Marissawastotaly
nonplussed in the current Situation. She had no idea of what was expected of her, much less of what to
say. She took the few moments required to bend the microphone down to her leve, to think.

Glancing out at the audience, Marissa noted that about half were wearing surgical masks. Sheadso
noticed that alarge portion of the people, both men and women, were ethnic appearing, with distinctive
features and coloring. There was aso awide range of ages, making Marissaredize that what Mr. Davis
meant by staff was anybody working for the hospital, not just physicians. They were al watching her
expectantly, and she wished she had more confidencein her ability to affect what was happening at the

hospitdl.

"Thefirg thing wewill do isascertain the diagnos's,” began Marissain ahesitant voice severa octaves
above her normd pitch. As she continued speaking, not sure of which direction she would go, her voice
became more normal. She introduced hersdlf in reasonable terms, explaining her red function at the
CDC. She dso tried to assure the audience, even though she wasn't sure herself, that the outbreak would
be controlled by dtrict isolation of the patients, complete barrier nursing, and reasonable quarantine
procedures.

"Will weal get sck?" shouted awoman from the back of the room. A murmur rippled through the



audience. Thiswastheir mgor concern.

"I have been involved in two recent outbreaks," said Marissa, "and | have not been infected, though I've
come into contact with patientswho had." She didn't mention her own continuing fear. "We have
determined that close persona contact is necessary to spread Ebola. Airborne spread is apparently not a
factor." Marissanoticed that afew of the people in the audience removed their masks. She glanced
around at Dr. Weaver, who gave her an encouraging thumbs-up sign.

"Isit redlly necessary for usto remain within the hospital ?* demanded aman in the third row. He was
wearing a physcian'slong white coat.

"For thetime being," said Marissadiplomaticaly. "The quarantine procedure that we followed in the
previous outbreaks involved separating the contacts into primary and secondary groups.”" Marissawent
on to describe in detail what they had donein L.A. and St. Louis. She concluded by saying that no one
who'd been quarantined had come down with the illness unless they had previoudy had direct, hands-on
contact with someone areedy ill.

Marissathen fidlded a series of questions about the initial symptoms and the clinica course of Ebola
Hemorrhagic Fever. Thelatter ether terrified the audience into Slence or satisfied their curiosity- Marissa
couldn't decide which-but there were no further questions.

While Mr. Davis got up to talk to his staff, Dr. Weaver led Marissaout of the auditorium. Assoon as
they were in the narrow halway, she told him that she wanted to see one of theinitial cases before she
called the CDC. Dr. Weaver said held assumed as much and offered to take her himsalf. En route he
explained that they had placed all the cases on two floors of the hospital, moving out the other patients
and isolating the ventilation system. He had every reason to believe they'd made it a self-contained area.
He aso explained that the staff employed to man the floors were al specificaly trained by his people, that
laboratory work had been restricted to what could be donein ahastily set up unit on one of the isolated
floors and that everything used by the patients was being washed with sodium hypochlorite before being
directly incinerated.

Asfor the quarantine Situation, he told Marissa that mattresses had been brought in from the outside and
the outpatient department had been turned into a huge dormitory, separating primary and secondary
contacts. All food and water was aso being brought in. It was at that point that Marissalearned that Dr.
Weaver had been an EIS officer a the CDC six years previoudy.

"Why did you introduce me asthe expert?' asked Marissa, remembering his embarrassng
exaggerations. Obvioudy he knew as much as or more than she did about quarantine procedures.

"For effect,” admitted Dr. Weaver. "The hospital personnel needed something to believein.”

Marissagrunted, upset at being misrepresented, but impressed with Dr. Weaver's efficiency. Before
entering the floor, they gowned. Then, before entering one of the rooms, they double gowned, adding
hoods, goggles, masks, gloves and booties.

The patient Dr. Weaver brought Manssato see was one of the clinic's general surgeons. Hewasan
Indian, origindly from Bombay. All Marissas fears of exposure came back in arush as shelooked down
at the patient. The man appeared moribund, even though he'd been sick for only twenty-four hours. The
clinicd picture mirrored the termina phase of the casesin L.A. and S. Louis. Therewas high fever dong
with low blood pressure, and the typica skin rash with signs of hemorrhage from mucous membranes.
Marissaknew the man would not last another twenty-four hours.



To savetime, shedrew her vird samplesimmediately, and Dr. Weaver arranged to have them properly
packed and shipped overnight to Tad Schockley.

A glance a the man's chart showed the history to befairly sketchy, but with eghty-four admissonsin
lessthan six hours she could hardly have hoped for atextbook writeup. She saw no mention of foreign
travel, monkeys, or contact withthe L.A. or St. Louis outbreaks.

Leaving the floor, Marissa first requested access to atelephone, then said she wanted to have as many
physician volunteers as she could get to help her interview the patients. If many patientswere assick as
the Indian doctor, they would haveto work quickly if they were going to get any information at all.

Marissawas given the phone in Mr. Daviss office. It was dready after eleven in Atlanta, and Marissa
reached Dubchek immediately. The trouble was, he wasirritated.

"Why didn't you call me as soon asthe aid request camein? | didn't know you had gone until | got into
my office”

Marissa held her tongue. The truth was that she'd told the CDC operators that she should be called
directly if acdl camein suggestive of an Ebola outbreak. She assumed Dubchek could have donethe
sameif held wanted to be called immediately, but she certainly wasn't going to antagonize him further by
pointing out thefact.

"Doesit look like Ebola?"

"It does," said Marissa, anticipating Dubchek's reaction to her next bomb. "The chief differenceisin
number of those infected. This outbreak involves one hundred cases at this point.”

"I hope that you have indtituted the proper isolation,” was Dubchek's only reply.

Marissafelt cheated. She'd expected Dubchek to be overwhelmed. "Aren't you surprised by the number
of cases?' she asked.

"Ebolaisardatively unknown entity," said Dubchek. "At this
point, nothing would surprise me. I'm more concerned about containment; what about the isolation?”
"Theisolationisfing" said Marissa

"Good," said Dubchek. "The Vickers Lab isready and we will be leaving within the hour. Make sure
you havevird samplesfor Tad as soon as possible.”

Marissafound hersdlf giving assurances to adead phone. The bastard had hung up. She hadn't even had
achance to warn him that the entire hospita was under quarantine-that if he entered, hed not be alowed
to leave. "It'll servehimright,”" she said doud as she got up from the desk.

When she | eft the office, she discovered that Dr. Weaver had assembled eleven doctorsto help teke
histories: five women and sx men. All of them voiced the same moativation: aslong asthey had to be
cooped up in the hospita, they might aswell work.

Marissasat down and explained what she needed: good histories on as many of theinitia eighty-four



cases as possible. She explained that in both the L.A. and the St. Louisincidents there had been an index
caseto which all other patients could be traced. Obvioudy, therein Phoenix it was different. With so
many s multaneous cases there was the suggestion of afood- or waterborne disease.

"If it were waterborne, wouldn't more people have been infected?' asked one of the women.

"If the entire hospital supply wasinvolved,” said Marissa. "But perhaps a certain water fountain . . ." Her
voicetrailed off. "Ebolahad never been awater- or food-borneinfection,” she admitted. "It isal very
mysterious, and it just underlines the need for complete historiesto try to find some area of commondlity.
Were dl the patients on the same shifts? Were they dl in the same areas of the hospital? Did they dl
drink coffee from the same pot, eat the same food, come in contact with the same anima ?'

Pushing back her chair, Marissawent to a blackboard and began outlining a sequence of questions that
each patient should be asked. The other doctors rose to the challenge and began giving suggestions.
When they were done, Marissa added as an afterthought that they might ask if any of the patients had
attended the eyelid surgery conference in San Diego that had been held about three months before.

Before the group disbanded, Marissareminded everyone to adhere carefully to dl theisolation
techniques. Then she thanked them again and went to review the materia that was dready available.

Asshe had donein L.A., Marissa commandeered the chart room behind the nurses station on one of
theisolation floors as her command post. Asthe other doctors finished their history taking, they brought
their notes to Marissa, who had begun the burdensome task of collating them. Nothing jumped out of the
data except the fact that &l the patients worked at the Medica Hospital, something that was aready well
known.

By midday, fourteen more cases had been admitted, which made Marissa extremely fearful that they had
afull-blown epidemic on their hands. All the new patients, save one, were M edica subscribers who had
been treated by one of the origind forty-two sick physicians before the phys cians developed symptoms.
The other new case was alab tech who had done studies on the first few cases before Ebolawas

suspected.

Just asthe evening shift was coming on duty, Marissalearned that the other CDC physicians had
arrived. Relieved, she went to meet them. She found Dubchek hel ping to set up the Vickers Lab.

"Y ou might have told me the damn hospital was quarantined,” he snapped when he caught sight of her.
"You didn't give me achance," she said, skirting the fact that he had hung up on her. She wished there
was something she could do to improve their relationship, which seemed to be getting worse in-stead of

better.

"Wadl, Paul and Mark are not very happy,” said Dubchek. "When they learned dl three of uswould be
trapped for the length of the outbreak, they turned around and went back to Atlanta."

"What about Dr. Layne?' asked Marissaguiltily.

"He's aready meeting with Weaver and the hospitd adminigtration. Then hewill seeif the State Hedlth
Commissioner can modify the quarantine for the CDC."

"I suppose | can't talk to you until you get thelab going,” said Marissa.



"At least you have agood memory,” said Dubchek, bending over to lift a centrifuge from its wooden
container. "After | finish here and I've seen Layne about the isolation procedures, I'll go over your

findings"

As Marissa headed back to her room, she mulled over anumber of nasty retorts, al of which only
would have made thingsworse. That was why she had said nothing.

After amesl of catered airplane food eaten in an area of the outpatient clinic reserved for staff in direct
contact with the presumed Ebola patients, Marissareturned to her chart work. She now had histories on
mogt of theinitia eighty-four cases.

She found Dubchek leafing through her notes. He straightened up on seeing her. "I'm not sureit wasa
good ideato use the regular hospital staff to take these histories.”

Marissawas caught off guard. "There were so many cases," she said defensively. "I couldn't possibly
interview al of them quickly enough. Asit is, seven people were too sick to speak and three have
subsequently died.”

"That's fill not reason enough to expose doctors who aren't trained epidemiologists. The Arizona State
Hedth Department has trained staff that should have been utilized. If any of these physiciansyou've
drafted becomeill, the CDC might be held responsible.”

"But they-" protested Marissa.
"Enough!™ interrupted Dubchek. "I'm not here to argue. What have you learned?’

Marissatried to organize her thoughts and control her emotions. It was true that she'd not considered the
lega implications, but she was not convinced there was a problem. The quarantined physicians were
already considered contacts. She sat down at the desk and searched for the summary page of her
findings. When she found it, she began reading in aflat monotone, without glancing up a Dubchek: "One
of theinitid patientsis an ophthadmologist who attended the same San Diego conference as Drs. Richter
and Zabriski. Another of theinitia cases, an orthopedic surgeon, went on safari to East Africatwo
months ago. Two of theinitia cases have used monkeysin their research but have not suffered recent
bites.

"Asagroup, adl eighty-four cases devel oped symptoms within asix-hour period, suggesting that they all
were exposed a the sametime. The severity of theinitia symptoms suggeststhat they dl recelved an
overwheming dose of the infective agent. Everyone worked at the Medica Hospitdl but not in the same
area, which suggests the air-conditioning system was probably not the source. It seemsto mewe are
dealing with afood- or waterborne infection, and in that regard, the only commonality that has appeared
inthe dataisthat al eighty-four people used the hospital cafeteria. In fact, as nearly as can be
determined, dl eighty-four people had lunch there three days ago.”

Marissafindly looked up at Dubchek, who was staring at the ceiling. When he redlized that she had
finished speaking, he said, "What about contact with any of the patientsinthe L.A. or St. Louis
episodes?’

"Nong," said Marissa. "At least none that we can discover.”

"Have you sent blood samplesto Tad?'



"Yes," said Marissa

Cyril headed for the door. "I think you should redouble your efforts to associate this outbresk with one
of the other two. There hasto be a connection.”

"What about the cafeteria?’ asked Marissa

"Y ou're on your own there," said Dubchek. "Ebola has never been spread by food, so | can't see how
the cafeteria could be associated

" He pulled open the door. " Still, the coincidence is curious, and | suppose you'l follow your own
ingtincts no matter what | recommend. Just be sure you exhaust the possibilities of a connection with L.A.
or . Louis"

For amoment Marissa stared at the closed door. Then she looked back at her summary sheet and the
huge pile of histories. It was depressng.

Almogt asif Cyrill'slast words had been a chalenge, Marissa decided to vist the cafeteria, which had
been built as a separate wing over agarden courtyard. The double doors leading to the large room were
closed, and on the right one a notice had been tacked up stating: CLOSED BY ORDER OF STATE
HEALTH COMMISSIONER. Marissatried the door. It was unlocked.

Inside, the room was spotlessy clean and furnished in stainless steel and molded plagtic. Directly ahead
of Marissawas the steam table, with stacks of trays at one end and a cash register at the other.

A second st of double doors, with little round windows, was located behind the steam table and led to
the kitchen. Just as Marissa was deciding whether to go through or not, they opened, and a stout but
attractive middle-aged woman appeared and called out to Marissathat the cafeteriawas closed. Marissa
introduced hersalf and asked if she could ask the woman afew questions.

"Certainly," replied the woman, who explained with afaint Scandinavian accent that her name was Jana
Beronson and that she was the cafeteria manager. Marissafollowed her into her office, awindowless
cubicle whose walls werefilled with schedules and menus.

After some polite conversation, Marissa asked to see the lunch menu for three days ago. Miss Beronson
got it out of thefile, and Marissa scanned the page. It was ausual cafeteria menu, with three entrées, two
soups and aselection of desserts.

"Isthisdl thefood offered?’

"Those are dl the specias,” answered Miss Beronson. "Of course we always offer a selection of
sandwiches and sdlads and beverages.”

Marissaasked if she could have a copy of the menu, and Miss
Beronson took the paper and | &ft the office to Xerox it. Marissa decided that she would go back to each
of theinitial cases and ask what they had eaten for lunch three days ago. She would also question a

control group made up of people who ate from the same menu but who did not becomeill.

Miss Beronson returned with the copy. As she folded the paper, Marissasaid, " One of your employees
was stricken, wasn't she?”!



"MariaGonzaes," said Miss Beronson.

"What was her job here?’

"She worked ether the steam table or the salad bar," answered Miss Beronson.
"Could you tel mewhat she did on the day in question?' asked Marissa

Getting up, Miss Beronson went over to one of the large scheduling boards on her wall. "Desserts and
sdads" shetold Marissa.

Marissawondered if they should test the whole cafeteria staff for Ebola antibodies. Although Ralph had
been joking when held suggested an "EbolaMary," perhapsit was possible, dthough it had not been the
caein Africa

"Would you liketo see our facility?" asked Miss Beronson, trying to be helpful.

For the next thirty minutes Marissawas given agrand tour of the cafeteria, including both the kitchen and
the dining area. In the kitchen, she saw the walk-in cooler, the food preparation area and the huge gas
ranges. Inthe dining area, she walked aong the steam table, peering into slverware binsand lifting the
covers of the sdlad-dressing canisters.

"Would you like to see the stock rooms?’ Miss Beronson asked, when they were done.

Marissadeclined, deciding it wastime to start checking to see what the initid Ebola patients had chosen
from the menu in her purse.

Marissarocked back in the swivel chair and rubbed her eyes. It was 11:00A.M. of her second day in
Phoenix, and she'd only managed four hours of deep the previous night. She'd been assigned one of the
examination acovesin the OB-GY N clinic, and every time someone went by, she'd been awakened.

Behind her, Marissa heard the door open. She turned and saw Dubchek holding up the front page of a
local newspaper. The headline read: CDC BELIEVES HIDDEN SOURCE OF EBOLA IN U.SA.

Looking at his expression, Marissa guessed that he was, as usud, angry.

"| told you not to talk to the press.”

"l havent."

Dubchek smacked the paper. "It saysright here that Dr. Blumentha of the CDC said that thereisa
reservoir of Ebolain the U.S.A., and that the outbreak in Phoenix was spread by either contaminated
food or water. Marissa, | don't mind telling you that you arein alot of trouble!™

Marissatook the paper and read the article quickly. It wastrue that her name was mentioned, but only
at second hand. The source of the information was a Bill Freeman, one of the doctors who'd hel ped teke

patient histories. She pointed thisfact out to Dubchek.

"Whether you talk directly to the press, or to an intermediary who taksto the press, isimmaterid. The
effect isthe same. It suggests that the CDC supports your opinions, which is not the case. We have no



evidence of afood-related problem, and the last thing we want to do is cause mass hysteria”

Marissabit her lower lip. It seemed that every time the man spoketo her, it wasto find fault. If only
she'd been able to handle the episode in the hotel roomin L.A. in amore diplomatic way, perhaps he
wouldn't be so angry. After dl, what did he expect-that she wouldn't talk to anyone? Any team effort
meant communication.

Controlling her temper, Marissa handed Dubchek a paper. "I think you should take alook at this."
"What isit?' heasked irritably.

"It'sthe result of asecond survey of theinitialy infected patients. At least those who were able to
respond. Y ou'll notice that one fact jumps out. Except for two people who couldn't remember, dl the
patients had eaten custard in the hospital cafeteriafour daysago. Y ou'll remember that in my first survey,
lunch in the cafeteria on that day wasthe only point of commonality. Y ou'll aso seethat agroup of
twenty-one people who ate in the cafeteria on the same day but did not eat the custard remained
hedthy."

Dubchek put the paper down on the counter top. "Thisisawonderful exercisefor you, but you are
forgetting oneimportant fact:

Ebolais not afood-borne disease.”

"I know that," said Marissa. "But you cannot ignore the fact that this outbresk started with an avalanche
of cases, then dowed to atrickle with isolation.”

Dubchek took a deep bresth. "Listen," he said condescendingly, "'Dr. Layne has confirmed your finding
that one of theinitia patients had been to the San Diego conference with Richter and Zabriski. That fact
formsthe bass of the officid pogtion: Richter brought the

virus back from its endemic habitat in Africaand spread it to other doctorsin San Diego, including the
unfortunate ophthalmologist here at the MedicaHospitd "

"But that position ignores the known incubation period for hemorrhagic fever."

"I know there are problems," admitted Dubchek tiredly, "but at the moment that's our officia position. |
don't mind you following up the food-borne possibility, but for God's sake stop talking about it.
Remember that you are herein an officid capacity. | don't want you conveying your persona opinionsto
anyone, particularly the press. Understood?"

M arissa nodded.

"And there are afew things1'd like you to do,” continued Dubchek. "I'd like you to contact the Hedlth
Commissioner's Office and ask that they impound the remains of some of the victims. Well want some
gross specimens to be frozen and sent back to Atlanta.”

Marissa nodded again. Dubchek started through the door, then hesitated. L ooking back he said more
kindly, "Y ou might be interested to know that Tad has started to compare the Ebolafromthe L.A., St.
Louis and Phoenix outbreaks. His preliminary work suggeststhet they are dl the same strain. That does
support the opinion that it isredly one related outbreak." He gave Marissaa brief, saf-satisfied
expression, then left.



Marissa closed her eyes and thought about what she could do. Unfortunately, no custard had been | eft
over from thefatal lunch. That would have made things too easy. Instead, she decided to draw blood on
all the food staff to check for Ebola antibodies. She aso decided to send samples of the custard
ingredientsto Tad to check for viral contamination. Y et something told her that even if the custard were
involved she wasn't going to learn anything from the ingredients. The virus was known to be extremely
sengtiveto heat, so it could only have been introduced into the custard after it had cooled. But how
could that be? Marissastared at her stacks of papers. The missing clue had to be there. If she'd only had
abit more experience, perhaps she'd be able to seeit.
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ITWASNEARLY A month later, and Marissawas finaly back in Atlantain her little office a the
CDC. The epidemicin Phoenix had finally been contained, and she, Dubchek and the other CDC
doctorsin the hospita had been dlowed to leave, till without any find answers asto what caused the
outbreak or whether it could be prevented from reoccurring.

Asthe outbreak had wound down, Marissa had become eager to get home and back to work at the
Center. Y et now that she was there, she was not happy. With tear-filled eyes, due to amixture of
discouragement and anger, she was staring down at the memo which began, "I regret toinformyou. . ."
Once again Dubchek had turned down her proposa to work with Ebolain the maximum containment
|ab, despite her continued efforts to develop laboratory skillsin rdation to handling viruses and tissue
cultures. Thistime shefdt truly discouraged. She il felt that the outbreak in Phoenix had been
connected to the custard dessert, and she desperately wanted to vindicate her position by utilizing animal
systems. She thought that if she could understand the transmission of the virus she might develop an
indgght into whereit came from in thefirst place.

Marissaglanced at the large sheets of paper that traced the transmission of the Ebolavirus from one
generation to another in al three U.S. outbreaks. She had a so constructed |ess complete but smilar
diagrams concerning the tranamission of Ebolain thefirst two out-



breaksin 1976. Both had occurred amost smultaneoudly, onein Y ambuku, Zaire, and the other in
Nzara, Sudan. She'd gotten the materia from raw datastored in the CDC archives.

Onething that interested her particularly about the African experience was that areservoir had never
been found. Even the discovery that the virus causing LassaHemorrhagic Fever resded in aparticular
gpecies of domestic mouse had not helped in locating Ebola's reservoir. Mosquitoes, bedbugs, monkeys,
mice, rats-al sorts of creatures were suspected and ultimately ruled out. It wasamystery in Africajust as
it wasin the United States.

Marissatossed her pencil onto her desk with a sense of frustration. She had not been surprised by
Dubchek's | etter, especialy since he had progressvely distanced her from hiswork in Phoenix and had
sent her back to Atlanta the day the quarantine had been lifted. He seemed determined to maintain the
position that the Ebola virus had been brought back from Africaby Dr. Richter, who had then passed it
on to hisfdlow ophthamologists at the eydlid surgery conference in San Diego. Dubchek was convinced
that the long incubation period was an aberration.

Impulsively, Marissagot to her feet and went to find Tad. HEd helped her write up the proposal, and
shewas confident he'd alow her to cry on his shoulder now that it had been shot down.

After some protest, Marissamanaged to drag him away from the virology lab to get an early lunch.
"Youll just haveto try again," Tad said when she told him the bad news straight off.
Marissasmiled. Shefdt better already. Tad's naiveté was so endearing.

They crossed the catwalk to the main building. One benefit of eating early wasthat the cafeterialine was
nonexistent.

Asif to further torment Marissa, one of the dessertsthat day was carame custard. When they got to a
table and began unloading their trays, Marissa asked if Tad had had a chance to check the custard
ingredients that she'd sent back from Arizona.

"No Ebola," he said laconically.

Marissa sat down, thinking how smpleit would have been to find some hospita food supply company
wasthe culprit. It would have explained why the virus repeetedly appeared in medical settings.

"What about the blood from the food service personnd ?"
"No antibodiesto Ebola," Tad said. "But | should warn you:

Dubchek came across the work and he was pissed. Marissa, what's going on between you two? Did
something happen in Phoenix?'

Marissawas tempted to tell Tad the whole story, but again she decided it would only make abad
Stuation worse. To answer his question, she explained that she'd been the inadvertent source of anews
gtory that differed from the officid CDC position.

Tad took abite of his sandwich. "Was that the story that said there was a hidden reservoir of Ebolain
theU.S.?'



Marissa nodded. "I'm certain the Ebolawasin the custard. And I'm convinced that we're going to face
further outbresks."

Tad shrugged. "My work seemsto back up Dubchek's position. 1've been isolating the RNA and the
capsd proteins of the virusfrom dl three outbresks, and astonishingly enough, they are dl identical. It
meansthat the exact same drain of virusisinvolved, which in turn meansthat what we are experiencing is
one outbreak. Normaly, Ebola mutates to some degree. Even the two original African outbreaks, in
Y ambuku and Nzara, which were eight hundred fifty kilometers gpart, involved dightly different strains.”

"But what about the incubation period?' protested Marissa. "' During each outbreak, the incubation
period of new cases was adways two to four days. There were three months between the conferencein
San Diego and the problem in Phoenix.”

"Okay," said Tad, "but that is no bigger astumbling block than figuring out how the virus could have
been introduced into the custard, and in such numbers.”

"That'swhy | sent you the ingredients.”

"But Marissa," said Tad, "Ebolaisinactivated even at sixty degrees centigrade. Evenif it had beeninthe
ingredients the cooking process would have made it noninfective.”

"Thelady serving the dessert got sick hersalf. Perhaps she contaminated the custard.”

"Fine," said Tad, rolling his pae blue eyes. "But how did she get avirusthat livesonly in darkest Africa”
"I don't know," admitted Marissa. "But I'm sure she didn't attend the San Diego eye mesting.”

They atein exasperated silence for afew minutes.

"Thereisonly one place | know the dessert server could have gotten the virus," said Marissaat lagt.
"And wherésthat?'

"Here at the CDC."

Tad put down the remains of his sandwich and looked a Marissawith wide eyes. "Good God, do you
know whét you're suggesting?”

"I'm not suggesting anything," said Marissa. "I'm merely stating a

fact. The only known reservoir for Ebolaisin our own maximum containment lab."

Tad shook hishead in dishelif.

"Tad," said Marissain adetermined tone, "I'd like to ask you for afavor. Would you get a printout from
the Office of Biosafety of al the people going in and out of the maximum containment |ab for the last
year?'

"l don't likethis," said Tad, leaning back in his seat.

"Oh, comeon,” saidd Marissa. "Asking for aprintout won't hurt anyone. I'm sure you can think up a



reason to justify such arequest.”

"The printout isno problem,” said Tad. "I've done that in the past. What | don't like is encouraging your
paranoid theory, much less getting between you and the adminigtration, particularly Dubchek.”

"Fddlesticks," said Marissa. " Getting a printout hardly puts you between me and Dubchek. Anyway,
how will he know? How will anybody know?"

"True," said Tad reluctantly. "Provided you don't show it to anybody."

"Good," said Marissa, asif the matter had been decided. "I'll stop over at your apartment this evening to
pick it up. How'sthat?"

"Okay, | guess.”

Marissasmiled at Tad. He was awonderful friend, and she had the comfortable feeling that hed do
amost anything for her, which was reassuring, because she had yet another favor to ask him. Shewanted
to get back into the maximum containment |ab.

After giving the emergency brake agood yank, Marissa aighted from her red Honda. Theincline of the
street was steep, and she'd taken the precaution of turning the wheels againgt the curb. Although she and
Tad had gone out any number of times, Marissa had never been to his apartment. She climbed the front
steps and struggled to make out the appropriate buzzer. It was amost 9:00 P.M. and was dready dark.

The moment she saw Tad, Marissaknew that he had gotten what she wanted. It was the way he smiled
when he opened the door.

Marissa plopped hersef into an overstuffed sofa and waited expectantly as Tad's big tabby rubbed
sensuoudy againg her leg.

With a sdf-satisfied grin, Tad produced the computer printout. "I told them that we were doing an
interna audit of frequency of entry," said Tad. "They didn't raise an eyebrow.”

Turning back the first page, Marissanoted that there was an entry for each visit to the maximum
containment |ab, with name, timein

andtime out al duly noted. She traced down the list with her index finger, recognizing only afew of the
names. The one that appeared most often was Tad's.

"Everybody knows I'm the only one who works at the CDC," he said with alaugh.

"I never expected thelist to be so long,” complained Marissa, flipping through the pages. "Does
everyone on here ill have access?'

Tad leaned against Marissa's shoulder and scanned the pages. "' Go back to the beginning.”

"That guy," said Tad, pointing to the name, " Gaston Dubois no longer has access. He was from the
World Hedlth Organization and was in town only for ashort visit. And thisfellow"-Tad pointed to an
entry for one Harry Longford-"was a graduate student from Harvard, and he had access only for a

specific project.”



Marissanoticed Colonel Woolbert's name listed anumber of times, aswell asthat of aman called
Heberling, who seemed to have visted fairly regularly until September. Then his name disappeared.
Marissa asked about him.

"Heberling used to work here," explained Tad. "He took another job six months ago. There's been abit
of mobility in academic virology of late because of the huge grants generated by the AIDS scare.”

"Whered he go?' asked Marissa, going on to the next page.

Tad shrugged. "Darned if | know. | think he wanted to go to Ft. Detrick, but he and Woolbert never hit
it off. Heberling's smart but not the easiest guy in the world to get long with. Therewasarumor he
wanted the job Dubchek got. I'm glad he didn't get it. He could have made my life miserable.”

Marissaflipped through the list to January and pointed at a name that appeared severd timesover a
two-week period: Gloria French. "Who's she?' asked Marissa.

"Gloriasfrom parasitic diseases. She uses the lab on occasion for work on vector-borne vira
problems.”

Marissarolled up thelist.
"Satisfied?" asked Tad.

"It'salittle morethan | expected,” admitted Marissa. "But | appreciate your effort. There is another
thing, though.”

"Oh, no," said Tad.

"Relax," saild Marissa. "Y ou told me that the Ebolain L.A., St. Louis and Phoenix were dl theidentical
grains. I'd sure like to see exactly how you determined that."

"But dl that dataisin the maximum containment Iab,” said Tad weskly.

"S0?7" said Marissa

"But you haven't gotten clearance,” Tad reminded her. He knew what was coming.

"l don't have clearanceto do astudy,” said Marissa. "That means| can't go in by mysdf. But it's
different if I'm with you, especidly if thereisno one e sethere. There wasn't any problem after my last
vigt, wasthere?"

Tad had to agree. There hadn't been any trouble, so why not do it again? He'd never been specifically
told that he could not take other staff membersinto thelab, so he could aways plead ignorance.
Although he knew he was being manipulated, it was hard to withstand Marissa's charm. Besides, hewas
proud of hiswork and wanted to show it off. He was confident she'd be impressed.

"All right,” he said. "When do you want to go?"

"How about right now?"' said Marissa.

Tad looked at hiswatch. "1 supposeit's as good atime asany.”



"Afterwards we can go for adrink," said Marissa. "It be my treat."

Marissaretrieved her purse, noting that Tad's keys and his access card were on the same shelf by the
door.

En route to the lab in Marissas car, Tad began acomplicated description of hislatest work. Marissa
listened, but just barely. She had other interestsin thelab.

Asbefore, they signed in at the front entrance of the CDC and took the main elevators asif they were
going up to Marissas office. They got off on her floor, descended aflight of stairs, then crossed the
catwalk to the virology building. Before Tad had a chance to open the huge steel door, Marissa repested
his code number: 43-23-39.

Tad looked at her with respect. "God, what amemory!"
"Youforget," said Marissa. "Those are my measurements.”
Tad snorted.

When he switched on the lights and the compressorsin the outer staging area, Marissafelt the same
disquiet shed felt on her firgt visit. There was something frightening about the lab. 1t was like something
out of ascience-fiction movie. Entering the dressing rooms, they changed in silence, first donning the
cotton scrub suits, then the bulky plastic ones. Following Tad's lead, Marissa attached her air hoseto the
manifold.

"You'reacting likean old pro," said Tad as he turned on the
interior lightsin the lab, then motioned for Marissato detach her air hose and step into the next chamber.

AsMarissawaited for Tad in the smal room where they would get their phenolic-disinfectant shower on
the way out, she experienced an uncomfortable rush of claustrophobia. She fought againgt it, and it
lessened as they entered the more spacious main lab. Her practical work with viruses helped since alot
of the equipment was more familiar. She now recognized the tissue culture incubators and even the
chromatography units.

"Over here" cdled Tad, after they'd both hooked up to an appropriate manifold. He took her to one of
the lab benches, where there was a complicated setup of exotic glassware, and began explaining how he
was separating out the RNA and the capsid proteins from the Ebolavirus.

Marissa's mind wandered. What she really wanted to see was where they stored the Ebola. She eyed
the bolted insulated door. If she had to guess, she'd guess someplacein there. As soon as Tad paused,
she asked if he would show her where they kept it.

He hegitated for amoment. "Over there," he said, pointing toward the insulated door.

"Can| see?' asked Marissa.

Tad shrugged. Then he motioned for her to follow him. He waddled over to the side of the room and

pointed out an appliance next to one of the tissue-culture incubators. He wasn't pointing at the insulated
door.



"In there?' questioned Marissawith surprise and disappointment. She'd expected a more appropriate
container, one that would be safely locked away behind a bolted door.

"It looksjust like my parents freezer."

"Itis" said Tad. "Wejust modified it to take liquid-nitrogen coolant.” He pointed to the intake and
exhaust hoses. "We keep the temperature at minus seventy degrees centigrade.”

Around the freezer and through the handle was alink chain secured by a combination lock. Tad lifted the
lock and twirled the dial. "Whoever et this had a sense of humor. The magic sequenceis

6-6-6."

"It doesn't seem very secure,” said Marissa.

Tad shrugged. "Whao's going to go in here, the cleaning lady?*

"I'm serious” said Marissa.

"No one can get in the lab without an access card,” said Tad, opening thelock and pulling off the chain.
Big ded, thought Marissa.

Tad lifted the top of the freezer, and Marissa peered within, half expecting something to jump out at her.
What she saw through afrozen mist were thousands upon thousands of tiny plastic-capped vidsin meta

trays.
With his plastic-covered hand, Tad wiped the frost off the inside of the freezer'slid, revedling a chart

locating the various viruses. He found the tray number for Ebola, then run-imaged in the freezer likea
shopper looking for frozen fish.

"Heresyour Ebola," he said, selecting avia and pretending to tossit at Marissa.
In apanic, she threw her hands out to catch the vial. She heard Tad's laughter, which sounded hollow

and distant coming from within hissuit. Marissafdt astab of irritation. Thiswas hardly the place for such
antics.

Holding thevid a arm'slength, Tad told Marissato take it, but she shook her head no. Anirrational fear
gripped her.

"Doesn't ook like much," he said, pointing at the bit of frozen materid, "but there's about abillion viruses
inthere”

"Wdll, now that I've seeniit, | guessyou may aswell put it away." She didn't talk as he replaced the vial
inthe meta tray, closed the freezer and redid the bicycle lock. Marissa then glanced around the lab. It
was an dien environment, but the individua pieces of equipment seemed relatively commonplace.

"|sthere anything here that's not in any regular |ab?"

"Regular labs don't have air locks and a negative pressure system,” he said.



"No, | meant actua scientific equipment.”

Tad looked around the room. His eyes rested on the protective hoods over the workbenchesin the
center idand. "Those are unique,” he said, pointing. "They're cdled type 3 HEPA filter systems. Isthat
what you mean?'

"Arethey only used for maximum containment labs?' asked Marissa

"Absolutdly. They have to be custom constructed.”

Marissawalked over to the hood in place over Tad's setup. It was like a giant exhaust fan over astove.
"Who makesthem?' she asked.

"You canlook," said Tad, touching ametd labed affixed to the sde. It said: Lab Engineering, South
Bend, Indiana. Marissawondered if anyone had ordered smilar hoods lately. She knew theideain the
back of her mind was crazy, but ever since she'd decided that the Phoenix episode had been related to
the custard, she hadn't been able to stop wondering if any of the outbreaks had been ddliberately

caused. Or, if not, whether any physician had been doing some research which had gotten out of control.

"Hey, | thought you were interested in my work," said Tad suddenly.

"l am," indsted Marissa. "I'm just alittle overwhelmed by this place.”

After ahegtation for Tad to remember where hewas in his lecture, he recommenced. Marissa's mind
wandered. She made amenta note to write to Lab Engineering.

"So what do you think?" asked Tad when hefindly finished.
"I'm impressed,” said Marissa, . . . and very thirsty. Now let's go get those drinks."

Ontheway out, Tad took her into histiny office and showed her how closdly dl hisfina results matched
each other, suggesting that dl the outbreaks were really one and the same.

"Have you compared the American strain with the African ones?' she asked him.

"Not yet," admitted Tad.

"Do you have the samekind of charts or mapsfor them?”

"Suredo," said Tad. He stepped over to hisfile cabinet and pulled out the lower drawer. 1t was so full
that he had trouble extracting severd manilafolders. "Here€'sthe onefor Sudan and herés Zaire." He
stacked them on the desk and sat back down.

Marissa opened thefirst folder. The maps looked smilar to her, but Tad pointed out significant
differencesin amogt al of the six Ebola proteins. Then Marissa opened the second folder. Tad leaned
forward and picked up one of the Zaire maps and placed it next to the ones held just completed.

"l don't believethis." He grabbed severa other maps and placed them in arow on his desk.



"What?"' asked Marissa

"I'm going to have to run al these through a spectrophotometer tomorrow just to be sure.”
"Sure of what?'

"There'samost complete structural homology here” said Tad.

"Please," said Marissa. " Speak English! What are you saying?"

"TheZaire 76 drain is exactly the same as the strain from your three outbresks."

Marissaand Tad stared at one another for afew moments. Finaly Marissa spoke. "That meansthere's
been just one outbreak from Zaire 1976 through Phoenix 1987."

"That'simpossible," said Tad, looking back at the maps.
"But that'swhat you're saying,” said Marissa

"I know," said Tad. "l guessit'sjust adtatistica freak." He shook his head, his pale blue eyesreturning to
Marissa. "It'samazing, that'sdl | can say."

After they crossed the catwalk to the main building, Marissamade Tad wait in her office while she sat
and typed ashort |etter.

"Who's so important that you have to write him tonight?* asked Tad.

"l just wanted to do it whileit was on my mind," said Marissa. She pulled the letter out of the machine
and put it in an envelope. "There. It didn't take too long, did it?" She searched her pursefor astamp. The
addressee was Lab Engineering in South Bend, Indiana.

"Why on earth are you writing to them?' Tad asked.
"I want some information about atype 3 HEPA filtration system.” Tad stopped. "Why?' he asked with a
glimmer of concern. He knew Marissawas impulsive. Hewondered if taking her back into the maximum

containment lab had been amistake.

"Comeon!" laughed Marissa. "If Dubchek continues to refuse me authorization to use the maximum
containment lab, I'll just haveto build my own.”

Tad started to say something, but Marissagrabbed hisarm and pulled him toward the eevators.
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MARISSA GOT UPEARLY with asense of purpose. It was aglorious spring morning, and she took
full advantage of it by going jogging with Taffy. Even the dog seemed to reve in the fine weather, running
circles about Marissa as they crisscrossed the neighborhood.

Back home again, Marissa showered, watched a portion of the Today Show while she dressed, and
was on her way to the Center by eight-thirty. Entering her office, she deposited her pursein her file
cabinet and sat down at her desk. She wanted to seeif there was enough information available on Ebola
virusesfor her to calculate the statistica probability of the U.S. strain being the same asthe 1976 Zairean
grain. If the chanceswere asinfinitesmally smal as she guessed, then shéld have a scientific basisfor her
growing suspicions.

But Marissadid not get far. Centered on her green blotter was an interoffice memo. Opening it, she
found aterse message telling her to cometo Dr. Dubchek's office immediately.

She crossed to the virology building. At night the enclosed catwalk made Marissafed safe, but inthe
bright sun the wire mesh made her fed imprisoned. Dubchek's secretary had not comein yet, so Marissa
knocked on the open door.

The doctor was at his desk, hunched over correspondence. When he looked up hetold her to close the
door and sit down. Marissadid as she was told, conscious the whole time of Dubchek's onyx eyes
following her every move.

The office was as disorgani zed as ever, with stacks of reprinted scientific articles on every surface.
Clutter was obvioudy Dubchek's style even though he persondly was dways impeccably dressed.

"Dr. Blumenthd," he began, hisvoicelow and controlled. "I understand that you were in the maximum
containment lab last night.”

Marissa said nothing. Dubchek wasn't asking her a question; he was stating fact.

"| thought | madeit clear that you were not dlowed in there until you'd been given clearance. | find your
disregard for my orders upsetting, to say the least, especidly after getting Tad to do unauthorized studies
on food samples from MedicaHospitdl."

"I'm trying to do my job asbest | can,” said Marissa. Her anxiety was fast changing to anger. It seemed
Dubchek never intended to forget that she'd snubbed himinL.A.

"Then your bestis clearly not good enough,” snapped Dubchek. "And | don't think you recognize the



extent of the respongbility that the CDC hasto the public, especidly given the current hysteria over
AIDS"

"WEell, | think you arewrong," said Marissa, returning Dubchek's glare. "I take our respongbility to the
public very serioudy, and | believe that minimizing the threat of Ebolaisadisservice. Thereisno scientific
reason to believe that we've seen the end of the Ebola outbreaks, and I'm doing my best to trace the
source before we face another.”

"Dr. Blumentha, you are not in charge herel™

"I'm well aware of that fact, Dr. Dubchek. If | were, | surely wouldn't subscribeto the officia position
that Dr. Richter brought Ebola back from Africaand then experienced an unheard of six-week incubation
period. And if Dr. Richter didn't bring back the virus, the only known source of it is here at the CDC!"

"Itisjudt thissort of irresponsible conjecture that | will not tolerate.”

"You can cdl it conjecture,” said Marissa, rising to her feet. "I cal it fact. Even Ft. Detrick doesn't have
any Ebola. Only the CDC hasthevirus, and it isstored in afreezer closed with an ordinary bicyclelock.
Some security for the deadliest virus known to man! And if you think the maximum containment labis
Secure, just remember that even | was ableto get into it.”

Marissawas still trembling when she entered the University Hospital afew hourslater and asked
directionsto the cafeteria. As she walked down the hallway she marveled at hersdlf, wondering where

shed gotten the strength. She'd never been able to stand up to any authority as she'd just done. Y et she
felt terrible, remembering Dubchek's face as he'd ordered her out of his office. Uncertain what to do and
surethat her EIS career had come to an end, Marissa had |eft the Center and driven aimlessly around
until she remembered Ralph and decided to ask his advice. Sheld caught him between surgica cases, and
he'd agreed to meet her for lunch.

The cafeteriaat the University Hospital was a pleasant affair with yellow-topped tables and white tiled
floor. Marissasaw Ralph waving from acorner table.

Intypica style, Ralph stood as Marissa approached, and pulled out her chair. Although closeto tears,
Marissasmiled. His gallant manners seemed at odds with his scrub clothes.

"Thanksfor finding timeto seeme," shesad. "'l know how busy you are.”

"Nonsense," said Ralph. "I dways have timefor you. Tell mewhat'swrong. Y ou sounded really upset
on the phone."

"Let'sget our food firet," said Marissa.

The interruption helped; Marissawasin better control of her emotions when they returned with the trays.
"I'm having some trouble at the CDC," she confessed. She told Ralph about Dubchek's behavior in Los
Angeles and theincident in the hotel room. "'From then on things have been difficult. Maybe didn't
handle thingsaswell as| could have, but | don't think it was al my responsbility. After dl, it wasatype
of sexud harassment.”

"That doesn't sound like Dubchek," said Raph with afrown.



"Y ou do believe me, don't you?" asked Marissa.

"Absolutely,” Raph assured her. "But I'm till not sure you can blame dl your problems on that
unfortunate episode. Y ou have to remember that the CDC is agovernment agency even if peopletry to
ignore thefact." Ralph paused to take abite of his sandwich. Then he said, "L et me ask you aquestion.”
"Certainly," said Marissa

"Do you bdievethat | am your friend and have your best interests at heart?”

Marissa nodded, wondering what was coming.

"Then | can speak frankly," said Ralph. "I have heard through the grapevine that certain people at the
CDC are not happy with you because you've not been 'toeing the officid line." | know you're not asking
my advice, but I'm giving it anyway. In a bureaucratic system, you have to keep your own opinionsto
yoursdf until theright time.

Toput it badly, you haveto learn to shut up. | know, because | spent sometimein the military.”

"Obvioudy you arereferring to my stand on Ebola," said Marissa defensively. Even though she knew
Raphwasright, what held just said hurt. She'd thought that in genera she'd been doing agood job.

"Y our stand on Ebolaisonly part of the problem. Y ou smply haven't been acting as ateam player.”

"Who told you this?' asked Marissachalengingly.

"Tdling you isn't going to solve anything," Raph sad.

"Nor ismy staying silent. | cannot accept the CDC's position on Ebola. There are too many
inconsistencies and unanswered questions, one of which | learned only last night during my unauthorized
visit to the maximum containment 12b."

"And what was that?'

"It'sknown that Ebola mutates constantly. Y et we are faced with the fact that thethree U.S. strainsare
identical, and more astounding, they are the same asthe strain in an outbregk in Zaire, in 1976. To me, it
doesn't sound asif the diseaseis spreading naturdly.”

"You may beright," said Ralph. "But you arein apalitical Stuation and you haveto act accordingly. And
even if thereisanother outbreak, which I hope therewon't be, | have full confidence that the CDC will
be cgpable of contralling it.”

"That isabig question mark," said Marissa. "The gatistics from Phoenix were not encouraging. Do you
redlize there were three hundred forty-seven deaths and only thirteen Survivors?'

"I know the stats," said Ralph. "But with eighty-four initial cases, | think you people did asuperb job."
"I'm not sure you'd think it was so superb if the outbreak had been in your hospital,” said Marissa.

"l supposeyou'reright," sad Raph. "Theideaof further Ebola outbresksterrifies me. Maybe that's why
| want to believein the officia position mysdf. If it's correct, the threaet may be over.”



"Damn," said Marissawith sudden vehemence. "I've been so concerned about mysdlf, | completely
forgot about Tad. Dubchek must know it was Tad who took me into the maximum containment [ab. 1'd
better get back and check on him."

"I'll let you go on one condition,” said Ralph. "Tomorrow's Saturday. L et me take you to dinner.”

"Y ou are adear. Dinner tomorrow night would be atreat." Marissaleaned forward and kissed Ralph's
forehead. He was so kind. She wished she found him more attractive.

AsMarissadrove back to the CDC she realized her anger at Dubchek had been replaced by fear for
her job and guilt about her behavior. Ralph was undoubtedly correct: She'd not been acting asateam

player.

Shefound Tad in the virology lab, back at work on anew AIDS project. AIDS was till the Center's
highest priority. When he caught Sight of Marissa he shieded hisface with hisarmsin mock
defensveness.

"Wasit that bad?' asked Marissa.

"Worse," said Tad.

"I'm sorry,” said Marissa. "How did hefind out?"

"He asked me," said Tad.

"And you told him?'

"Sure. | wasn't about to lie. He also asked if | was dating you."

"And you told him that, too?" asked Marissa, mortified.

"Why not?" said Tad. "At least it reassured him that | don't take just anybody off the street into the
maximum containment lb."

Marissatook adeep breath. Maybe it was best to have everything out in the open. She put her hand on
Tad'sshoulder. "I'm redlly sorry I've caused you trouble. Can | try to make it up to you by fixing supper
tonight?"

Tad'sface brightened. " Sounds good to me."

At sx o'clock Tad came by Marissa's office and then followed her in his car to the supermarket. Tad
voted for double loin lamb chopsfor their meal and waited while the butcher cut them, leaving Marissato
pick up potatoes and salad greens.

When the groceries were stashed in Marissas trunk, Tad inssted that he stop and pick up some wine.
He said hed meet her back at her house, giving her a chance to get the preparations going.

It had begun to rain, but as Marissalistened to the rhythm of the windshield wipers, she felt more hopeful
than she had dl day. It was definitely better to have everything out in the open, and sheld talk to Dubchek
first thing Monday and gpologize. Astwo adults, they surely could straighten things out.



She stopped at aloca bakery and picked up two napoleons. Then, puffing in behind her house, she
backed up toward the kitchen door to have the least distance to carry the groceries. She was pleased
that she'd beat Tad. The sun had not set yet, but it was as dark asif it had. Marissahad to fumble with
her keysto put the proper onein thelock. She turned on the kitchen light with her elbow before dumping
the two large brown bags on the kitchen table. As she deactivated the darm, she wondered why Taffy
hadn't rushed to greet her. She called out for the dog, wondering if the Judsons had taken her for some
reason. She called again, but the house remained unnaturdly ill.

Walking down the short hall to the living room, she snapped on the light next to the couch. "Tara-a-affy,"
she called, drawing out the dog's name. She started for the stairs in case the dog had inadvertently shut
hersdf into one of the upgtairs bedrooms as she sometimes did. Then she saw Taffy lying on the floor
near the window, her head bent at astrange and darming angle.

"Taffy!" cried Marissa desperately, as she ran to the dog and sank to her knees. But before she could
touch the animal she was grabbed from behind, her head jerked upright with such force that the room
spun. Ingtinctively, she reached up and gripped the arm, noticing that it felt like wood under the cloth of
the suit. Even with dl her strength she could not so much as budge the man's grip on her neck. There was
aripping sound as her dresstore. Shetried to twist around to see her attacker, but she couldn't.

The panic button for the darm system was in her jacket pocket. She reached in and juggled it in her
fingers, desperately trying to depress the plunger. Just as she succeeded, ablow to her head sent her
sprawling to the floor. Listening to the ear-splitting noise, Marissatried to struggleto her feet. Then she
heard Tad's voice shouting at the intruder. She turned groggily, to see him struggling with atal, heavyset
man.

Covering her ears againgt the incessant screech of the alarm, she rushed to the front door and threw it
open, screaming for help from the Judsons. She ran across the lawn and through the shrubs that divided
the properties. As she neared the Judsons house, she saw Mr. Judson opening hisfront door. She yelled
for him to call the police but didn't wait to explain. She turned on her hed and ran back to her house, The
sound of the alarm echoed off the treesthat lined the street. Bounding up the front stepstwo at atime,
shereturned to her living room, only to find it empty. Panicked, she rushed down the hail to the kitchen.
The back door was gjar. Reaching over to the pand, she turned the alarm off.

"Tad," she shouted, going back to the living room and looking into the first-floor guest room. There was
nosgnof him.

Mr. Judson came running through the open front door, brandishing a poker. Together they went through
the kitchen and out the back door.

"My wifeiscdling the police” said Mr. Judson.
"Therewas afriend with me," gasped Marissa, her anxiety increasing. "1 don't know where heis”
"Here comes someone," said Mr. Judson, pointing.

Marissasaw afigure gpproaching through the evergreen trees. It was Tad. Relieved, sheran to him and
threw her arms around his neck, asking him what had happened.

"Unfortunately, | got knocked down," hetold her, touching the side of hishead. "When | got up, the guy
was outside. He had a car waiting."



Marissatook Tad into the kitchen and cleaned the Side of his head with awet towel. It wasonly a
superficid abrason.

"Hisarm fdt likeaclub," said Tad.

"Y ou're lucky you're not hurt worse. Y ou never should have gone after him. What if hed had agun?’
"l wasn't planning on being ahero,” said Tad. "And al he had with him was a briefcase.”

"A briefcase? What kind of burglar carries a briefcase?”

"Hewaswell dressed,” said Tad. "I'd have to say that about him."

"Did you get agood enough look at him to identify him?' asked Mr. Judson.

Tad shrugged. "I doubt it. It al happened so quickly.”

In the distance, they heard the sound of a police siren gpproaching. Mr. Judson looked at hiswatch.
"Pretty good responsetime.”

"Taffy!" cried Marissa, suddenly remembering the dog. She ran back into the living room, with Tad and
Mr. Judson close behind.

The dog had not moved, and Marissa bent down and gingerly lifted the animd. Taffy's head dangled
limply. Her neck had been broken.

Up until that moment Marissa had maintained cool control of her emotions. But now she began to weep
hystericaly. Mr. Judson findly coaxed her into releasing the dog. Tad put hisarmsaround her, trying to
comfort her as best he could.

The police car pulled up with lights flashing. Two uniformed policemen cameinsde. To thar credit,
Marissafound them sengtive and efficient. They found the point of entry, the broken living room window,
and explained to Marissa the reason why the darm hadn't sounded initidly: The intruder had knocked out
the glass and had climbed through without lifting the sash.

Then, inamethodica fashion, the police took dl the relevant information about the incident.
Unfortunately, neither Marissanor Tad could give much of adescription of the man, savefor his stiff arm.
When asked if anything was missing, Marissa had to say that she had not yet checked. When shetold
them about Taffy, she began to cry again.

The police asked her if sheld liketo go to the hospital, but she declined. Then, after saying they'd bein
touch, the police left. Mr. Judson a so departed, telling Marissato call if she needed anything and not to
concern herself about Taffy's remains. He dso said held see about getting her window repaired
tomorrow.

Suddenly Marissaand Tad found themsalves done, sitting at the kitchen table with the groceries il in
their bags.

"I'm sorry about dl this" said Marissa, rubbing her sore head.



"Don't beslly," protested Tad. "Why don't we just go out for dinner?

"l reglly am not up to arestaurant. But | don't want to stay here either. Would you mind if | fixed the
med at your place?'

"Absolutely not. Let'sgo!"
"Just give me amoment to change,” sald Marissa
r

10

May 20

ITWASMONDAY MORNING, and Marissawas filled with a sense of dread. It had not been agood
weekend. Friday had been the worst day of her life, starting with the episode with Dubchek, then being
attacked and losing Taffy. Right after the assault, shed minimized the emotiona impact, only to pay for it
later. Sheld made dinner for Tad and had stayed at his house, but it had been a turbulent evening filled
with tears and rage at the intruder who'd killed her dog.

Saturday had found her equally upset, despite first Tad's and then the Judsons' attempts to cheer her up.
Saturday night she'd seen Ralph as planned, and held suggested she ask for sometime off. He even
offered to take her to the Caribbean for afew days. Hefet that ashort vacation might let things at the
CDC cool down. When Marissaing sted that she go back to work, he suggested she concentrate on
something other than Ebola, but Marissa shook her head to that, too. "Well at least don't make more
waves," Ralph counseled. In his opinion, Dubchek was basically agood man who was still recovering
from the loss of the wife held adored. Marissa should give him another chance. On this point &t least,
Marissa agreed.

Dreading another confrontation with Dubchek, but resolved to try her best to make amends, Marissa
went to her office only to find another memorandum aready waiting for her on her desk. She assumed it
was from Dubchek, but when she picked up the envelope, she noticed it was from Dr. Carbonara, the



adminigtrator of the EI'S program and hence Marissa's real boss. With her heart pounding, she opened
the envelope and read the note which said that she should come to see him immediately. That didn't
sound good.

Dr. Carbonara's office was on the second floor, and Marissa used the stairs to get there, wondering if
she were about to befired. The office was large and comfortable, with one wall dominated by ahuge
map of the world with little red pinsindicating where EIS officers were currently assigned. Dr. Carbonara
was afatherly, soft-spoken man with ashock of unruly gray hair. He motioned for Marissato sit while he
finished a phone cal. When he hung up, he smiled warmly. The smile made Marissarelax alittle. He
didn't act as though he were about to terminate her employment. Then he surprised her by commiserating
with her about the assault and the death of her dog. Except for Tad, Ralph and the Judsons, she didn't
think anyone knew.

"I'm prepared to offer you some vacation time,” continued Dr. Carbonara. "After such aharrowing
experience achange of scene might do you some good.”

"| gppreciate your consderation,” said Marissa. "But to tell you the truth, I'd rather keep working. It will
keep my mind occupied, and I'm convinced the outbreaks are not over."

Dr. Carbonaratook up apipe and went through the ritua of lighting it. When it was burning to his
satisfaction he said, "Unfortunatdly, there are some difficulties reating to the Ebola Stuation. As of today
we are transferring you from the Department of Virology to the Department of Bacteriology. Y ou can
keep your same office. Actualy it's closer to your new assignment than it wasto your old one. I'm certain
you will find this new position equaly as chalenging asyour last." He puffed vigoroudy on hispipe,
sending up clouds of swirling gray smoke.

Marissawas devastated. In her mind the transfer was tantamount to being fired.

"I suppose | could tell you al sorts of fibs," said Dr. Carbonara, "but the truth of the matter isthat the
head of the CDC, Dr. Morrison, personally asked that you be moved out of virology and away from the
Ebolaproblem.”

"l don't buy that," snapped Marissa. "It was Dr. Dubchek!"

"No, it wasn't Dr. Dubchek," said Dr. Carbonarawith emphasis. Then he added: ". . . dthough he was
not againgt the decision.”

Marissalaughed sarcadtically.

"Marissa, | am aware that there has been an unfortunate clash of persondities between you and Dr.
Dubchek, but-"

"Sexud harassment ismore accurate,” interjected Marissa. " The man has madeit difficult for me ever
since | stepped on hisego by ressting his advances.”

"I'm sorry to hear you say that,” said Dr. Carbonaracamly. "Perhapsit would be in everyone's best
interestsif | told you the whole story. Y ou see, Dr. Morrison received acall from Congressman Calvin
Markham, who is a senior member of the House A ppropriations Subcommittee for the Department of
Hedlth and Human Services. Asyou know, that subcommittee handles the CDC's annual appropriations.
It was the congressman who ingsted that you be put off the Ebolateam, not Dr. Dubchek.”



Marissawas again speechless. The idea of aUnited States Congressman calling the head of the CDC to
have her removed from the Ebolainvestigation seemed unbelievable. " Congressman Markham used my
name specificaly?' asked Marissa, when shefound her voice.

"Yes," said Dr. Carbonara. "Believe me, | questioned it, too."
"But why?" asked Marissa.

"There was no explanation,” said Dr. Carbonara. "And it was more of an order than arequest. For
political reasons, we have no choice. | think you can understand.”

Marissashook her head. "That'sjust it, | don't understand. But it does make me change my mind about
that vacation offer. | think | need the time after dl.”

"Splendid," said Dr. Carbonara. "I'll arrange it-effective immediately. After arest you can make afresh
dart. | want to reassure you that we have no quarrel with your work. In fact we have been impressed by
your performance. Those Ebola outbresks had us dl terrified. Y ou'll be asignificant addition to the staff
working on enteric bacteria, and I'm sure you will enjoy the woman who headsthe division, Dr. Harriet
Samford."

Marissa headed home, her mind in turmoil. Sheld counted on work to distract her from Taffy's brutal
death; and while she'd thought there'd been a chance sheld be fired, she'd never considered sheld be
given avacation. Vaguely she wondered if she should ask Raph if he was serious about that Caribbean
trip. Y et such an ideawas not without disadvantages. While sheliked him asafriend, shewasn't sureif
she wereready for anything more.

Her empty house was quiet without Taffy's exuberant greeting. Marissa had an overwhelming urgeto go
back to bed and pull the covers over her head, but she knew that would mean yielding to the

depression she was determined to fight off. She hadn't really accepted Dr. Carbonaras story asan
excuse for shuffling her off the Ebolacase. A casua recommendation from a congressman usudly didn't
produce such fast results. She was sure if she checked she would discover Markham was afriend of
Dubchek's. Eyeing her bed with itstempting ruffled pillows, she resolved not to givein to her usua
pattern of withdrawal. The last reactive depression, after Roger left, wastoo fresh in her mind. Instead of
just giving in and accepting the situation, which was what sheld done then, shetold herself that she had to
do something. The question was what.

Sorting her dirty clothes, intending to do atherapeutic load of wash, she spotted her packed suitcase. It
was like an omen.

Impulsively, she picked up the phone and called Deltato make areservation for the next flight to
Washington, D.C.

"There's an information booth just inside the door," said the knowledgeable cab driver as he pointed up
the sairs of the Cannon Congressiona Office Building.

Onceinsde, Marissawent through ameta detector while a uniformed guard checked the contents of
her purse. When she asked for Congressman Markham's office she was told that it was on thefifth floor.
Following the rather complicated directions-it seemed that the main elevators only went to the fourth
floor-Marissawas struck by the genera dinginess of the interior of the building. Thewalls of the eevator
were actudly covered with graffiti.



Despite the circuitous route, she had no trouble finding the office. The outer door was gjar, so she
walked in unannounced, hoping an eement of surprise might work in her favor. Unfortunately, the
congressman was not in.

"He's not due back from Houston for three days. Would you like to make an appointment?”

"I'mnot sure,” saild Marissa, feding alittle slly after having flown al the way from Atlantawithout
checking to seeif the man would beintown, let done available.

"Would you careto talk with Mr. Abrams, the congressman's administrative ass stant?'

"l suppose," said Marissa. In truth she hadn't been certain how to confront Markham. If she merely
asked if he had tried to do Dubchek afavor by figuring out away to remove her from the Ebola case,
obvioudy hewould deny it. While shewas gill ddiberating, an earnest young man came up to her and
introduced himself as Michadl Abrams. "What can | do for you?' he asked, extending ahand. He

looked about twenty-five, with dark, dmost black, hair and awide grin that Marissa suspected could
not be as sncere asit first seemed.

"Isthere somewhere we can talk privately?' she asked him. They were standing directly in front of the
secretary's desk.

"By dl means" said Michadl. He guided her into the congressman's office, alarge, high-cellinged room
with ahuge mahogany desk flanked by an American flag on one Sde and a Texas state flag on the other.
The wallswere covered with framed photos of the congressman shaking hands with avariety of
celebritiesincluding al the recent presidents.

"My nameisDr. Blumenthal," began Marissa as soon as she was seated. "Does that name mean
anything toyou?'

Michadl shook hishead. "Should it?" he asked in afriendly fashion.
"Perhaps," said Marissa, unsure of how to proceed.
"Areyou from Houston?" asked Michadl.

"I'm from Atlanta," said Marissa. "From the CDC." She watched to seeif there was any unusua
response. There wasn't.

"The CDC," repeated Michadl. "Areyou herein an officid capacity?”

"No," admitted Marissa. "I'm interested in the congressman'’s association with the Center. Isit one of his
particular concerns?'

"I'm not sure 'particular’ isthe right word,” said Michael warily. "He's concerned about al areas of hedlth
care. In fact Congressman Markham has introduced more health-care legidation than any other
congressman. He's recently sponsored billslimiting the immigration of foreign medical school graduates, a
bill for compulsory arbitration of malpractice cases, ahill establishing afederd ceiling on mapractice
awardsand ahill limiting federd subsdy of HM O-Hed th Maintenance Organi zation-development . . ."
Michael paused to catch his breath.



"Impressve,” said Marissa. "Obvioudy hetakesared interest in American medicine.”
"Indeed,” agreed Michadl. "His daddy was a genera practitioner, and afine one a that.”

"But asfar asyou know," continued Marissa, "he does not concern himsdlf with any specific projects at
the CDC."

"Not that | know of," said Michadl.

"And | assume that not much happens around here without your knowing about it."

Michadl grinned.

"Well, thank you for your time," said Marissa, getting to her fedt.

Intuitively, she knew she wasn't going to learn anything more from Michadl Abrams.

Returning to the street, Marissafelt newly despondent. Her sense of doing something positive about her
Stuation had faded. She had no ideaif she should hang around Washington for three days waiting for
Markham'sreturn, or if she should just go back to Atlanta.

She wandered aimlesdly toward the Capitol. Sheld dready checked into ahotel in Georgetown, so why
not stay? She could visit some museums and art galleries. But as she gazed at the Capitol'simpressive
white dome, she couldn't help wondering why aman in Markham's position should bother with her, even
if hewere afriend of Dubchek's. Suddenly, she got the glimmer of an idea. Flagging acab, she hoppedin
quickly and said, "Federd Elections Commission; do you know wherethat is?"

The driver was a handsome black who turned to her and said, "Ladly, if there's some place in this city
that | don't know, I'll take you there for nothin'."

Satisfied, Marissa settled back and |et the man do the driving. Fifteen minuteslater they pulled up in front
of adrab semi-modern office building in a seedy part of downtown Washington. A uniformed guard paid
little heed to Marissa other than to indicate she had to Sign the register before she went in. Uncertain
which department she wanted, Marissaended up going into afirg-floor office. Four women were typing
busily behind gray metal desks.

As Marissa approached, one looked up and asked if she could be of assistance.

"Maybe" said Marissawith asmile. "I'm interested in a congressman's campaign finances. | understand
that's part of the public record.”

"Certainly is," agreed the woman, getting to her feet. "Are you interested in contributions or
disbursements?”

"Contributions, | guess," saild Marissawith ashrug.
The woman gave her aquizzica look. "What's the congressman's name?"

"Markham," said Marissa. "Cavin Markham."



The woman padded over to around table covered with black loose-leaf books. She found the
appropriate one and opened it to the M's, explaining that the numbers following the congressman's name
referred to the appropriate microfilm cassettes. She then led Marissato an enormous cassette rack,
picked out the relevant one and loaded it into the microfilm reader. "Which dection are you interested
in?" she asked, ready to punch in the document numbers.

"Thelast one, | suppose,” said Marissa. She gtill wasn't sure what she was after-just some way to link
Markham either to Dubchek or the CDC.

The machine whirred to life, documents flashing past on the screen so quickly that they gppeared asa
continuous blur. Then the woman pressed a button and showed Marissa how to regulate the speed. "It's
five centsacopy, if you want any. Y ou put the money in here." She pointed to acoin dot. "If you runinto
trouble, just yel."

Marissawas intrigued by the apparatus aswdll astheinformation available. As she reviewed the names
and addresses of all the contributors to Markham's considerable reglection coffers, Marissa noted that he
appeared to get fisca support on anationa scale, not just from hisdigtrict in Texas. She did not think that
wastypica, except perhaps for the Speaker of the House or the Chairman of the House Ways and
Means Committee. She aso noted that alarge percentage of the donors were physicians, which made
sensein light of Markham's record on hedlth legidation.

The names were a phabetized, and though she carefully scanned the D's, shefailed to find Dubchek’s
name. It had been a crazy ideaanyway, shetold hersdf. Where would Cyrill get the money to influencea
powerful congressman? He might have some hold on Markham, but not afinancid one. Marissalaughed.
Tothink she consdered Tad naivel

Still, she made acopy of al the contributors, deciding to go over thelist a her leisure. She noticed that
one doctor with six children had donated the maximum amount alowable for himsdf and for each
member of hisfamily. That wasred support. At the end of theindividua contributorswasalist of
corporate supporters. One caled the "Physicians Action Congress Palitical Action Committee” had
donated more money than any number of Texas oil companies. Going back to the previous eection,
Marissafound the same group. Clearly it was an established organization, and it had to be high on
Markham.

After thanking the woman for her help, Marissawent outside and hailed a.cab. Asit inched through
rush-hour traffic, Marissalooked again at thelist of individual names. Suddenly, she dmost dropped the
sheets. Dr. Ralph Hempston's name legpt out from the middle of apage. It was a coincidence, to be
sure, and made her fed what asmall world it was, but thinking it over she was not surprised. One of the
things that had always troubled her about Ralph was his conservatism. 1t would bejust like him to
support acongressman like Markham.

It wasfive-thirty when Marissa crossed the pleasant lobby of her hotel. As she passed thetiny
newsstand, she saw the Washington Post's headline: EBOLA STRIKES AGAIN!

Like iron responding to a magnet, Marissawas pulled across the room. She snatched up a paper and
read the subhead: NEWEST SCOURGE TERRIFIESTHE CITY OF BROTHERLY LOVE.

Digging up change from the bottom of her purse to buy the paper, she continued reading as she walked
toward the elevators. There were three presumed cases of Ebola at the Berson Clinic Hospita in
Abington, Pennsylvania, just outside of Philadelphia. The article described widespread panicin the
suburban town.



As she pressed the button for her floor, Marissa saw that Dubchek was quoted as saying that he
believed the outbreak would be contained quickly and that there was no need for concern: The CDC had
learned alot about controlling the virus from the three previous outbresks.

Peter Carbo, one of Philadelphias Gay Rights |leaders, was quoted as saying that he hoped Jerry Falwell
had noticed that not asingle known homaosexua had contracted this new and far more dangerous disease
that had come from the same area of Africaas AIDS had.

Back in her room, Marissaturned to an inside photo section. The picture of the police barricade at the
entrance to the Berson Hospital reminded her of Phoenix. Shefinished the article and put the paper down
on the bureau, looking at hersdlf in the mirror. Although she was on vacation and was officidly off the
Ebolateam, she knew she had to get the details firsthand. Her commitment to the Ebola problem left her
with little choice. Sherationdized her decison to go by telling hersdf that Philadelphiawas practicaly
next door to Washington; she could even go by train. Turning into the room, Marissa began collecting her

belongings

Leaving the ation in Philadel phia, Marissatook acab to Abington, which turned out to be afar more
expensve ride than shed anticipated. Luckily she had some traveler's checks tucked in her wallet, and
the driver waswilling to accept them. Outside the Berson Hospital, she was confronted by the police
barricade pictured in the newspaper. Before she attempted to cross, she asked areporter if the place
was quarantined. "No," said the man, who had been trying to interview a doctor who had just sauntered
past. The police were there in case a quarantine was ordered. Marissa flashed her CDC identity card at
one of the guards. He admitted her without question.

The hospital was ahandsome, new facility much like the Sites of the

Ebola outbreaksin L.A. and Phoenix. As Marissa headed toward the information booth, she wondered
why the virus seemed to strike these elegant new structures rather than the grubby inner-city hospitalsin
New Y ork or Boston.

Therewere alot of people milling about the lobby, but nothing like the chaos that she'd seen in Phoenix.
People seemed anxious but not terrified. The man at the information booth told Marissathat the cases
werein the hospitd'sisolation unit on the sixth floor. Marissa had started toward the €l evators when the
man called out, "I'm sorry, but there are no visitors alowed.” Marissaflashed her CDC card again. "'I'm
sorry, doctor. Takethe last elevator. It's the only one that goesto six."

When Marissagot off the elevator, anurse asked her to don protective clothing immediately. She didn't
guestion Marissaasto why she was there. Marissawas particularly glad to put on the mask; it gave her
anonymity aswell as protection.

"Excuse me, are any of the CDC doctors available?' she asked, sartling the two women gossiping
behind the nurses sation.

"I'm sorry. We didn't hear you coming,” said the older of the two. "The CDC people |eft about an hour
ago," said the other. "I think they said they were going down to the administrator's office. Y ou could try
there"

"No matter," said Marissa. "How are the three patients?'

"There are saven now," said the first woman. Then she asked Marissato identify hersdlf.



"I'mfromthe CDC," she sad, purposely not giving her name. "And you?"'

"Unfortunately, we're the RN's who normally run this unit. We're used to isolating patients with lowered
resistance to disease, not cases of fatal contagious disease. We're glad you people are here."

"Itisalittlefrightening at firgt," commiserated Marissa, as she boldly entered the nurses station. "Buit if
it'sany comfort, I've been involved with al three previous outbresks and haven't had any problems.”
Marissadid not admit to her own fear. "Are the charts here or in the rooms?”

"Here," said the older nurse, pointing to acorner shelf.

"How are the patients doing?'

"Terribly. | know that doesn't sound very professiond, but I've never seen sicker people. Weve used
round-the-clock special-duty nursing, but no matter what wetry, they keep getting worse."

Marissawell understood the nurse's frustration. Termind patients generally depressed the staff.

"Do either of you know which patient was admitted first?" The older nurse came over to where Marissa
was stting and pushed the charts around noisily before pulling out one and handing it to Marissa. "Dr.
Alexi wasthefirgt. I'm surprised he's lasted the day.”

Marissa opened the chart. There were dl the familiar symptoms but no mention of foreign travel, animal
experiments or contact with any of the three previous outbreaks. But she did learn that Alexi wasthe
head of ophthamology! Marissawas amazed; was Dubchek right after al?

Unsure of how long she dared stay in the unit, Marissa opted to see the patient right away. Donning an
extralayer of protective clothing, including disposable goggles, she entered the room.

"IsDr. Alexi conscious?" she asked the specia-duty nurse, whose name was Marie. The man waslying
dlently on his back, mouth open, staring at the celling. His skin was aready the pasty yellow shade that
Marissa had |earned to associate with near-desth.

"Hegoesin and out," said the nurse. "One minute he's talking, the next he's unresponsive. His blood
pressure has been falling again. 1've been told that he'sa'no code.™

Marissa swalowed nervoudy. Sheld aways been uncomfortable with the order not to resuscitate.

"Dr. Alexi," cadled Marissa, gingerly touching the man'sarm. Slowly heturned his head to face her. She
noticed alarge bruise beneath hisright eye.

"Canyou hear me, Dr. Alexi?'

The man nodded.

"Have you been to Africa recently?'
Dr. Alexi shook hishead "no."

"Did you attend an eyedlid surgery conference in San Diego afew months back?'



The man mouthed theword "yes."

Perhaps Dubchek really wasright. It was too much of a coincidence: each outbreak’s primary victim
was an ophthalmologist who'd attended that San Diego meeting.

"Dr. Alexi," began Marissa, choosing her words carefully. "Do you havefriendsin L.A., St. Louisor
Phoenix? Have you seen them recently?'

But before Marissa had finished, he'd dipped back into unconsciousness.

"That's what he's been doing," said the nurse, moving to the opposite side of the bed to take another
blood-pressure reading.

Marissa hesitated. Perhaps shed wait afew minutes and try to question him again. Her attention
returned to the bruise benesth the man's eye, and she asked the nurse if she knew how held gottenit.

"Hiswifetold me held been robbed,” said the nurse. Then she added, "His blood pressureis even
lower." She shook her head in dismay as she put down the stethoscope.

"He was robbed just before he got sick?' asked Marissa. She wanted to be sure she'd heard correctly.

"Yes. | think the mugger hit him in the face even though he didn't resist.”

An intercom sputtered to life. "Marie, isthere adoctor from the CDC in your room?"

The nurse looked from the speaker to Marissa, then back to the speaker again. "Yes, thereis.”

Over the continued crackle of static, indicating that the line was till open, Marissa could hear awoman
saying, "She'sin Dr. Alexi'sroom.” Another voice said, "Don't say anything! I'll go down and talk with
her."

Marissas pulse raced. It was Dubchek! Frantically, she looked around the room asif to hide. She
thought of asking the nurseiif there were another way out, but she knew it would sound ridiculous, and it
wastoo late. She could aready hear footstepsin the hall.

Cyrill walked in, adjusting his protective goggles.

"Marie?' he asked.

"Yes" saidthenurse.

Marissa started for the door. Dubchek grabbed her by the arm. Marissafroze. It wasridiculousto have
aconfrontation of this sort in the presence of adying man. She was scared of Dubchek's reaction,
knowing how many rules she had probably broken. At the sametime, she was angry at having been
forced to break them.

"What the hell do you think you're doing?' he growled. Hewould not let go of her arm.

"Have some respect for the patient, if not for anyonedse," said Marissa, findly freeing herself and
leaving the room. Dubchek was right behind her. She pulled off the goggles, the outer hood and gown,



then the gloves, and deposited them al in the proper receptacle. Dubchek did the same.

"Areyou making acareer out of flouting authority?" he demanded, barely controlling hisfury. "Isthisal
somekind of gameto you?'

"I'd rather not talk about it," said Marissa. She could tell that Dubchek, for the moment, was beyond any
reasonable discussion. She started toward the elevators.

"What do you mean, you'd 'rather not talk about it"?" yelled Dubchek. "Who do you think you are?’
He grabbed Marissa's arm again and yanked her around to face
"I think we should wait until you are alittle less upset,” Marissa managed to say as camly as she could.

"Upset?' exploded Dubchek. "Listen, young lady, I'm caling Dr. Morrison firgt thing in the morning to
demand that he make you take aforced leave of absence rather than avacation. If herefuses, I'll demand
aforma hearing."

"That'sfineby me," said Marissamaintaining afragile control. "There s something extraordinary about
these Ebola outbreaks, and | think you don't want to face it. Maybe aformal hearing iswhat we need.”

"Get out of here before | have you thrown out,” snapped Dubchek.
"Gladly," said Marissa

As sheleft the hospital, Marissaredized she was shaking. She hated confrontations, and once again she
was torn between righteous anger and guilty humiliation. She was certain she was close to the redl cause
of the outbreaks, but she till could not clearly formulate her suspicions-not even to her own satisfaction,
much less someone dse's.

Marissatried to think it through on her way to the airport, but al she could think of was her ugly scene
with Dubchek. She couldn't get it out of her head. She knew she had taken arisk by going into the
Berson Hospita when she was specifically unauthorized to do so. Cyril! had every right to be enraged.
She only wished she had been able to talk to him about the strange fact that each of the index cases had
been mugged just before becomingill.

Waiting for her plane back to Atlanta, Marissawent to a pay phoneto call Raph. He answered
promptly, saying he'd been so worried about her that he'd gone to her house when she had failed to
answer the phone. He asked her where sheld been, pretending to be indignant that she'd left town
without telling him.

"Washington and now Philadephia,” explained Marissa, "but I'm on my way home."

"Did you go to Philly because of the new Ebola outbreak?"

"Yes" said Marissa. "A lot has happened since we talked lagt. It'salong story, but the bottom lineis
that | wasn't supposed to go, and when Dubchek caught me, he went crazy. | may be out of ajob. Do
you know anybody who could use a pediatrician who's hardly been used?'

"No problem,” said Raph with achuckle. "I could get you ajob right here at the University Hospital.
What's your flight number? I'll drive out to the airport and pick you up. I'd like to hear about what was so



important that you had to fly off without telling me you were going.”

"Thanks, but it's not necessary,” saild Marissa. "My Hondaiswaiting for me."

"Then stop over on your way home."

"It might belate," said Marissa, thinking that it might be more pleasant at Ralph'sthan in her own empty
house. "I'm planning on stopping by the CDC. Thereis something I'd like to do while Dubchek is out of

town."
"That doesn't sound like agood idea,” said Ralph. "What are you up to?

"Believeme, not much,” said Marissa. "'l just want one more quick vigit to the maximum containment
lab."

"| thought you didn't have authorization.”

"I can manageit, | think," shetold him.

"My adviceisto stay away from the CDC," said Ralph. "Going into that |ab iswhat caused most of your
problemsin thefirst place.”

"I know," admitted Marissa, "but I'm going to do it anyway. This Ebolaaffair isdriving me crazy."

"Suit yourself, but stop over afterwards. I'll be up late.”

"Ralph?' Marissasaid, screwing up her courage to ask the question. Do you know Congressman
Markham?'

Therewasapause. "l know of him."

"Have you ever contributed to his campaign fund?'

"What an odd question, particularly for along-distance cal.”

"Haveyou?' perssted Marissa

"Yes" said Raph. "Severd times. | like the man's position on alot of medica issues”

After promising again to see him that night, Marissa hung up fedling reieved. She was pleased shed
broached the subject of Markham and was even happier that Ral ph had been so forthright about his

contributions.

Once the plane took off, though, her sense of unease returned. The theory still undeveloped in the back
of her mind was 0 terrifying, she was afraid to try to flesh it out.

More horrifying yet, she was beginning to wonder if her house being broken into and her dog killed was
something more than the random attack she'd taken it for.
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May 20-Evening

MARISSA LEFT THE AIRPORT and headed directly for Tad's house. She'd not caled, thinking it
would be better just to drop in, even though it was amost nine.

She pulled up infront of hishouse, pleased to see lights blazing in the living room on the second floor.

"Marissal" said Tad, opening the front door of the building, amedica journd in hishand. "What are you
doing here?'

"I'd like to see the man of the house," said Marissa. "I'm doing a home survey on peanut butter
preference.”

"Yourejoking."

"Of coursel'mjoking,” said Marissawith exasperation. "Are you going to invite mein or are we going to
spend the night standing here?' Marissa's new assertiveness surprised even herself.

"Sorry," sad Tad, stepping asde. "Comeonin."

Hed |eft his gpartment door open, so after climbing the stairs Marissa entered ahead of him. Glancing at
the shelf in the foyer, she saw that hislab access card was there.

"I've been cdling you dl day," said Tad. "Where have you been?"
"Out," said Marissavagudly. "It's been another interesting day.”

"I wastold you'd been transferred from Specia Pathogens,” said Tad. "Then | heard arumor that you
were on vacation. What's happening?’

"l wish | knew," said Marissa, dropping onto Tad'slow-dung sofa.

His cat materidized out of nowhere and legped into her 1ap. "What about Philadephia? Isit Ebola?’



"I'm afraid 0," said Tad, dtting down next to her. "The cal camein on Sunday. | got samplesthis
morning and they'reloaded with the virus"

"Isit thesame gtrain?'

"l won't know that for sometime,”" said Tad.

"You gl think it'sal coming from that San Diego eye meeting?' she asked him.

"l don't know," said Tad with adight edgeto hisvoice. "I'm avirologist, not an epidemiologist.”

"Don't be cross," sad Marissa. "But you don't have to be an epidemiologist to recognize that something
strange is happening. Do you have any ideawhy I've been transferred?

"I'd guessthat Dubchek requested it.”

"Nope," said Marissa. "It was aU.S. Congressman from Texas named Markham. He called Dr.
Morrison directly. He sits on the appropriations committee that decides on the CDC budget, so
Morrison had to comply. But that's pretty weird, isn't it? | mean I'm only an EIS officer.”

"l supposeitis," agreed Tad. He was becoming more and more nervous.

Marissareached out and put her hand on his shoulder. "What's the matter?'

"All thisworriesme," said Tad. "l like you; you know that. But trouble seemsto follow you around, and
| don't want to be drawn into it. | happen to likemy job."

"I don't want to involve you, but | need your help just onelast time. That'swhy | came here so late.”
Tad shook off her hand. "Please don't ask meto break any morerules.”

"l have to get back into the maximum containment lab,” said Marissa. "Only for afew minutes.
"No!" said Tad decisively. "l smply can't taketherisk. I'm sorry."

"Dubchek isout of town," said Marissa. "No one will bethere at this hour."

"No," said Tad. "l won't doit."

Marissa could tell he was adamant. "Okay,” she said. "'l understand.”

"You do?' said Tad, surprised that sheld givenin so easily.

"I redly do, but if you can't take meinto thelab, at least you could get me something to drink."
"Of course" said Tad, eager to please. "Beer, white wine. What's your pleasure?’

"A beer would be nice," said Marissa

Tad disappeared into the kitchen. When she heard the sound of the refrigerator opening, Marissa stood



and quickly tiptoed to the front door. Glancing at the shelf, she was pleased to see Tad had two access
cards. Maybe he wouldn't even notice that she'd borrowed one, she thought to hersalf, as she dipped
one of thetwo into her jacket pocket. She was back on the couch before Tad returned with the beers.

Tad handed Marissaabottle of Rolling Rock, keeping one for himsalf. He aso produced a package of
potato chipsthat he popped open and set on the coffee table. To humor him, Marissa asked about his
latest research, but it was obvious she wasn't paying close attention to his answers.

"You don' like Ralling Rock?" asked Tad, noticing that sheld hardly touched hers.

"It'sfing" saild Marissa, yawning. "l guess I'm moretired than thirsty. | suppose | ought to be going.”
"Y ou're welcome to spend the night,” said Tad.

Marissa pushed hersdf to her feet. "Thanks, but | redly should go home."

"I'm sorry about the lab,” said Tad, bending to kiss her.

"l understand,” said Marissa. She headed out the door before he could get hisarms around her.

Tad waited until he heard the outer door close before going back inside his gpartment. On the one hand,
he was glad that held had the sense to resist her manipulations. On the other, he felt badly that hed
disappointed her.

From where Tad was standing he was |ooking directly at the shelf where held left his access card and
keys. Still thinking about Marissa, he realized that one of his cards was gone. He carefully looked through
all the junk he'd removed from his pockets and then searched the shelves above and below. His spare
card was gone.

"Damn!" said Tad. He should have expected atrick when sheld given up so easily. Opening the door, he
ran down the stairs and out into the street, hoping to catch her, but the street was empty. There wasn't
even abresth of ar in the humid night. The leaves on the trees hung limp and fill.

Tad went back to his apartment, trying to decide what to do. He checked the time, then went to the
phone. He liked Marissa, but sheld gone too far. He picked up the phone and began diaing.

Driving to the Center, Marissa hoped Dubchek hadn't warned the guards she was no longer working in
virology. But when sheflashed her identity card the guard on duty just smiled and said, "Working late

agan?'

So far so good; but as a precaution, Marissafirst went to her own office in case the man decided to
follow her. Sheturned her light on and sat behind her desk, waiting, but there were no footstepsin the
hall.

There were afew letters on her blotter: two advertisements from pharmaceutical houses and athird from
Lab Engineering in South Bend. Marissaripped thisthird one open. A salesman thanked her for her
inquiry concerning their type 3 HEPA Containment Hoods and went on to say that such equipment was
only built to custom specifications. If she wasinterested, she should retain an architecturd firm
specidizing in hedlth-care congtruction. He ended by answering the question that had prompted her |etter:
Lab Engineering had built only one system in the last year and that had been for Professiond Labsin
Grayson, Georgia.



Marissalooked at amap of the United States that her office's previous occupant had left hanging and
which sheld never bothered to take down. Poring over Georgia, shetried to find Grayson. It wasn't
there. She searched through her drawers, thinking she had a Georgia road map somewhere. Finaly she
found it in thefile cabinet. Grayson was asmal town afew hours east of Atlanta. What on earth were
they doing with atype 3 HEPA Containment Hood?

After putting the road map back in the file cabinet and the letter in her blazer pocket, Marissa checked
the halway. It was quiet, and the elevator was till a her floor; it had not been used. She decided that the
time was right to make her move.

Taking the gairsto descend one floor, Marissaleft the main building and crossed to the virology building
by the catwalk. She was pleased that there were no lights on in any of the offices. When she passed
Dubchek's door, she stuck out her tongue. It was childish but satisfying. Turning the corner, she
confronted the airtight security door. Involuntarily, she held her breath as she inserted Tad's card and
tapped out his access number: 43-23-39. There was aresounding mechanical click and the heavy door
swung open, Marissa caught awhiff of the familiar phenolic disinfectant.

Marissafelt her pulse begin to race. As she crossed the threshold, she had the uncomfortable feding she
was entering ahouse of horrors. The dimly it cavernous two-story space, filled with its confusion of
pipes and their shadows, gave the impression of agigantic spider web.

As sheld seen Tad do on her two previous visits, Marissa opened the small cabinet by the entrance and
threw the circuit breakers, turning on the lights, and activating the compressors and ventilation equipment.
The sound of the machinery was much louder than sheld recalled, sending vibrations through the floor.

Alone, the futuristic |ab was even more intimidating than Marissaremembered. It took al her courageto
proceed, knowing in addition that she was breaking rules when she was aready on probation. Every
second, she feared that someone would discover her.

With sweaty pams, she grasped the releasing whed on the airtight door to the dressing rooms and tried
to turnit. The whedl would not budge. Findly, using al her strength, she got it to turn. The sedl broke
with ahiss and the door swung outward. She climbed through, hearing the door close behind her with an
ominousthud.

Shefdt her ears pop as she scrambled into a set of scrub clothes. The second door opened more easily,
but the fewer problems she encountered, the more she worried about the red risks she was taking.

Locating asmdl plastic isolation suit among the twenty or so hanging in the chamber, Marissafound it
much harder to get into without Tad's help. She was swegty by the time she zipped it closed.

At the switch pand, she only turned on the lights for the main |ab; the rest were unnecessary. She had no
intention of vigting the animal area. Then, carrying her air hose, she crossed the disinfecting chamber and
climbed through the find artight door into the main part of thelab.

Her first order of businesswasto hook up to an appropriately positioned manifold and let the fresh air
balloon out her suit and clear her mask. She welcomed the hissing sound. Without it the silence had been
oppressive. Orienting hersdlf in relation to al the high-tech hardware, she spotted the freezer. She was
aready sorry that she'dd not turned on al the lights. The shadows at the far end of the lab created a
snister backdrop for the deadly viruses, heightening Marissas fear.



Swinging her legs wide to accommodate the inflated and bulky isolation suit, Marissa sarted for the
freezer, again marveing that with dl the other "high-tech,” up-to-the-minute equipment, they had settled
for an ordinary household appliance. Its existence in the maximum containment lab was as unlikely asan
old adding machine at a computer convention.

Just short of the freezer, Marissa paused, eyeing the insulated bolted door to the left. After learning the
viruses were not stored behind it, she had wondered just what it did protect. Nervoudy, she reached out
and drew the bolt. A cloud of vapor rushed out as she opened the door and stepped inside. For a
moment she fdt asif she had stepped into afreezing cloud. Then the heavy door swung back against her
ar hose, plunging her into darkness.

When her eyes adjusted, she spotted what she hoped was alight switch and turned it on. Overhead
lightsflicked on, barely reveding athermometer next to the switch. Bending over she was able to make
out that it registered minus fifty-one degrees centigrade.

"My God!" exclaimed Marissa, understanding the source of the vapor: as soon asthe air at room
temperature met such cold, the humidity it contained sublimated toice.

Turning around and facing the dense fog, Marissamoved deeper into the room, fanning the air with her
arms. Almost immediately aghastly image caught her eye. She screamed, the sound echoing horribly
within her suit. At first she thought she was seeing ghosts. Then sheredlized that, still more horrible, she
wasfacing arow of frozen, nude corpses, only partidly visble through the swirling mist. At first she
thought they were standing on their own in arow, but it turned out they were hung like cadaversfor an
anatomy course- caiper-like devices thrust into the ear canas. As she came closer, Marissarecognized
thefirst body. For amoment she thought she was going to pass out: it was the Indian doctor whom
Marissa had seen in Phoenix, hisface frozen into an agonized death mask.

There were at |east a half-dozen bodies. Marissadidn't count. To the right, she saw the carcasses of
monkeys and rats, frozen in equaly grotesque positions. Although Marissa could understand that such
freezing was probably necessary for the viral study of gross specimens, she had been totaly unprepared
for the sght. No wonder Tad had discouraged her from entering.

Marissa backed out of the room, turning off the light, and closing and bolting the door. She shivered
both from distaste and actud chill.

Chadtised for her curiosity, Marissaturned her attention to the freezer. In pite of the clumsiness
afforded by the plastic suit and her own tremulousness, she worked the combination on the bicyclelock
and got it off with relative ease. Thelink chain was another story. It was knotted, and she had to stiruggle
to get it through the handle. It took longer than she would have liked, but at last it was free and she lifted
thelid.

Rubbing the frost off theinner Sde of thelid, Marissatried to

decipher theindex code. The viruseswere in aphabetica order. "Ebola, Zaire 76" wasfollowed by "97,
E11-E48, F1-F12." Marissa guessed that the first number referred to the appropriate tray and that the
letters and numbers that followed located the viruswithin the tray. Each tray held at least one thousand
samples, which meant that there were fifty individud vids of the Zaire 76 srain.

As carefully as possible, Marissalifted tray 97 free and set it on anearby counter top while she scanned
the dots. Each wasfilled with asmall black-topped vid. Marissawas both relieved and disappointed.
Shelocated the Zaire 76 strain and lifted out sample Eli. Thetiny frozen bal inside looked innocuous, but



Marissaknew that it contained millions of tiny viruses, any one or two of which, when thawed, were
capable of killing ahuman being.

Slipping thevid back initsdot, Marissalifted the next, checking to seeiif theice bal appeared intact.
She continued this process without seeing anything suspicious until finally she reached vid E39. Thevid
was empty!

Quickly, Marissawent through the rest of the samples: All were asthey should be. She held vid E39 up
to the light, squinting through her face mask to make sure she wasn't making amistake. But there was no
doubt: there was definitely nothing in the vid. Although one of the scientists might have misplaced a
sample, she could think of no reason avia might be empty. All her inarticulated fears that the outbresks
had slemmed from accidenta or even deliberate misuse of aCDC vid filled with an African virus seemed
to be confirmed.

A sudden movement caught Marissas atention. The whed! to the door leading into the disinfecting
chamber was turning! Someone was coming in!

Marissawas gripped with aparalyzing panic. For amoment shejust stared helplessy. When shed
recovered enough to move, she put the empty via back in thetray, returned it to the freezer and closed
thelid. She thought about running, but there was no place to go. Maybe she could hide. She looked
toward the darkened area by the animal cages. But there was no time. She heard the seal break on the
door and two people entered the lab, dressed anonymoudly in plagtic isolation suits. The smdler of the
two seemed familiar with the [ab, showing hislarger companion where he should plug in hisair hose.

Terrified, Marissastayed where she was. There was adways the faint chance that they were CDC
scientists checking on some ongoing experiment. That hope faded quickly when she redlized they were
coming directly toward her. It was at that point she noticed that the smaller individua was holding a
syringe. Her eyesflicked to his companion, who lumbered forward, his elbow fixed at an odd angle,
dirring an unpleasant memory.

Marissatried to see their faces, but the glare off the face plates made it impossible.

"Blumenthad?" asked the smaller of the two in a harsh, masculine voice. He reached out and ruddly
angled Marissa's mask against the light. Apparently he recognized her, because he nodded to his
companion, who reached for the zipper on her suit.

"No!" screamed Marissa, realizing these men were not security. They were about to attack her just as
she'd been attacked in her house. Desperately, she snatched the bicycle lock from the freezer and threw
it. The confusion gave Marissajust enough time to detach her air hose and run toward the animd area.

The larger man was after her in less than a second, but as he was about to grab her, hewas pulled up
short by hisair hose, like adog on aleash.

Marissamoved as quickly as she could into the dark corridors between the stacked animal cages,
hearing the frightened chatter of monkeys, rats, chickens and God knew what €l se. Trapped within the
confines of the lab, she was desperate. Hoping to create a diversion, she began opening the monkey
cages. The animaswho weren't too sick to move, immediately fled. Soon, her breathing became
labored.

Finding an air manifold, which was not easy in the darkness, Marissa plugged in, welcoming the rush of
cool, dry air. It was obvious the larger man was unaccustomed to being in thelab, but she didn't really



seethat it would give her much of an advantage. She moved down the line of cagesto where she could
seeinto the main area of the room. Silhouetted against the light, he was moving toward her. She had no
ideaif he could see her or not, but she stayed till, mentally urging the man down adifferent aide. But he
was unswerving. He waswalking right at her. The hairs on the back of her neck stood on end.

Reaching up, she detached her air hose and tried to move around the far end of the row of cages.
Before she could, the man caught her |eft arm.

Marissalooked up at her assailant. All she could see was the dight gleam of hisface plate. The strength
of hisgrip made res stance seem useless, but over his shoulder she glimpsed ared handle marked
Emergency Use Only.

In desperation, Marissareached up with her free hand and pulled the lever down. Instantly an darm
sounded, and a sudden shower of

phenolic disinfectant drenched the whole lab, sending up clouds of mist and reducing the vigihbility to
zero. Shocked, the man released Marissa's arm. She dropped to the floor. Discovering that she could
dither beneath the row of cages, she crawled away from the man, hoping she was headed back toward
the main lab. She got to her feet, moving forward by fed. The disinfectant shower was apparently going
to continue until someone replaced the lever. Her breathing was becoming painfully labored. She needed
freshair.

Something jumped in front of her, and she nearly screamed. But it was only one of the monkeys,
tortured by the lethd atmosphere. The animal held onto her for aminute, then did off her plastic-covered
shoulder and disappeared.

Gasping, Marissareached up and ran her hand aong the pipes. Touching an air manifold, she connected
her line.

Over the sound of the darm, Marissa heard acommoation in the next aide, then muffled shouts. She
guessed that her pursuer could not find amanifold.

Gambling that the second man would go to the aid of his accomplice, Marissa detached her own air
hose and moved toward the light, her arms stretched out in front of her like ablind man. Soon the
illumination was uniform and she guessed she had reached the main part of the lab. Moving toward the
wall, she banged into the freezer and remembered seeing a manifold just above it. She hooked up for
severd quick breaths. Then shefelt her way to the door. The second she found it, she released the sedl
and pulled it open. A minute later she was standing in the disinfecting room.

Having aready been drenched with phenolic disnfectant, she didn't wait through the usua shower. Inthe
next room, she struggled out of her plagtic suit, then ran into the room beyond, where she tipped the
lockers holding the scrub clothes over against the pressure door. She didn't think it would stop the door
from being opened, but it might dow her pursuers down.

Racing into her street clothes, sheflicked all the circuit breakers, throwing even the dressing roomsinto
darkness and turning off the ventilation system.

Once outs de the maximum containment |ab, Marissaran the length of the virology building, acrossthe
catwalk, and to the stairs to the main floor, which she bounded down two at atime. Taking adeep
breath, shetried to look relaxed as she went through the front lobby. The security guard was Sitting at his
desk to the left. He was on the phone, explaining to someone that a biologica darm had gone off, not a



Security door darm.

Even though she doubted her pursuers would have enlisted security's hel p after having tried to kill her,
sheld trembled violently while signing out. She heard the guard hang up after he explained to the person
he was talking to that the operators were busy searching for the head of the virology department.

"Hey!" yeled the guard, as Marissasarted for the door. Her heart legpt into her mouth. For amoment,
she thought about fleeing; she was only six feet from the front door. Then she heard the guard say, "You
forgot to put thetime.”

Marissamarched back and dutifully filled in the blank. A second later she was outside, running to her
car.

She was hafway to Ralph's before she was able to stop shaking and think about her terrible discovery.
The missing ball of frozen Ebola couldn't have been a coincidence. It was the same strain as each of the
recent outbresks across the country. Someone was using the virus, and whether intentionally or by
accident, the deadly disease was infecting doctors and hospitalsin disparate areas at disparate times.

That the missing sample from via E39 was the mysterious reservoir for the Ebola outbresksin the
United States was the only explanation that answered the questions posed by the apparently long
incubation periods and the fact that, though the virus tended to mutate, all of the outbreaks involved the
same strain. Worse yet, someone did not want that information released. That was why she'd been taken
off the Ebolateam and why she had just been nearly killed. The redlization that frightened her most was
that only someone with maximum containment |ab access-presumably someone on the CDC staff-could
have found her there. She cursed herself for not having had the presence of mind to look in the log book
as she signed out to seewho'd signed in.

She had aready turned down Ralph's street, anxiousto tell him her fears, when sheredlized that it wasn't
fair toinvolve him. Sheld dready taken advantage of Tad'sfriendship, and by the next day, when he saw
her name on the log, she would be atota pariah. Her one hope was that her two assailants would not
report her presencein thelab, since they would then be implicated in the attempt on her life. Even so, she
couldn't count on their not devising a plausible lie about what had gone on. It would be their word against
hers, and by tomorrow, her word wouldn't mean much at the CDC. Of that she was sure. For dl she
knew the Atlanta police might be looking for her by morning.

Remembering her suitcase was dtill in the trunk of her car, Marissa headed for the nearest motdl. As
soon as she reached the room assigned her, she put in acall to Ralph. He answered deepily on thefifth

rng.
"| stayed up aslong as| could,” he explained. "Why didn't you come by?'

"It'salong story,” said Marissa. "'l can't explain now, but I'min serioustrouble. | may even need agood
crimina lawyer. Do you know of one?'

"Good God," said Raph, suddenly not deepy. "1 think you'd better tell me what's going on."

"l don't want to drag you into it,” said Marissa. "All | can say isthat the whole situation has become
decidedly serious and, for the moment, I'm not ready to go to the authorities. | guessI'm afugitivel”
Marissalaughed hollowly.

"Why don't you come over here?' said Ralph. "Y ou'd be safe here.”



"Raph, I'm serious about not wanting to involve you. But | do need alawyer. Could you find me one?!
"Of course,” said Ralph. "I'll hep you any way | can. Where are you?"
"Il beintouch,” said Marissaevasvely. "And thanks for being my friend.”

Marissa disconnected by pushing the button on top of the phone, trying to build up her courageto cdll
Tad and apol ogi ze before he found out from someone else that sheld taken his access card. Taking a

deep breath, she dided. When there was no answer after severa rings, shelost her nerve and decided
not to wake him up.

Marissatook the letter from Lab Engineering from her pocket and smoothed it out. Grayson was going
to be her next stop.
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May 21

ALTHOUGH SHE WAS EXHAUSTED, Marissadept poorly, tortured by nightmares of being chased
through aien landscapes. When the early light coming through the window awakened her, it was ardief.

She looked out and saw aman filling the coin-operated newspaper dispenser. As soon as heleft, sheran
out and bought the Atlanta Journa and Constitution.

Therewas nothing in it about the CDC, but halfway through the morning television news, the
commentator said that there had been a problem at the Center. There was no mention of the maximum
containment lab, but it was repeated that a technician had been treated at Emory University Hospitd after
inhaling phenalic disinfectant and then released. The segment continued with aphoneinterview with Dr.
Cyrill Dubchek. Marissaleaned forward and turned up the volume.

"Theinjured technician wasthe only casudty,” Cyrill said, hisvoice sounding metalic. Marissawondered
if hewasin Philadephiaor Atlanta. "An emergency safety syslem wastriggered by accident. Everything
isunder control, and we are searching for aDr. Marissa Blumenthd in relation to theincident.”



The anchorperson capped the segment with the comment that if anyone knew the whereabouts of Dr.
Blumenthd, they should notify the Atlanta police. For about ten seconds they showed the photograph
that had accompanied her CDC gpplication.

Marissaturned off the TV. Sheld not considered the possibility of serioudly hurting her pursuers and she
was upset, despite the fact that the man had been trying to harm her. Tad wasright when held said that
trouble seemed to follow her.

Although Marissa had joked about being afugitive, sheld meant it figuratively. Now, having heard the
TV announcer request information about her whereabouts, she redlized the joke had become serious.
She was awanted person; at least by the Atlanta police.

Quickly getting her things together, Marissawent to check out of the motel. The wholetime shewasin
the office, she fdt nervous since her name was there in black and white for the clerk to see. But dl he
sadwas. "Have aniceday."

She grabbed a quick coffee and donut at aHoward Johnson's, and drove to her bank, which luckily had
early hoursthat day. Although shetried to conced her face at the drive-in window in case theteller had
seen the morning news, the man seemed as uninterested as usual. Marissa extracted most of her savings,
amounting to $4,650.

With the cash in her purse, she rdlaxed alittle. Driving up the ramp to Interstate 78, she turned on the
radio. Shewas on her way to Grayson, Georgia

The drive was easy, dthough longer than she'd expected, and not terribly interesting. The only sight of
note was that geological curiosity called Stone Mountain. It was abubble of bare granite sticking out of
the wooded Georgiahills, like amole on ababy's bottom. Beyond the town of Sndllville, Marissaturned
northeast on 84, and the landscape became more and more rural. Finaly she passed asign: WELCOME
TO GRAY SON. Unfortunately it was spotted with holes, asif someone had been using it for target
practice, reducing the sincerity of the message.

The town itself was exactly as Marissahad imagined. The main street was lined with a handful of brick
and wood-frame buildings. There was a bankrupt movie theater, and the largest commercia
establishment was the hardware and feed store. On one corner, agranite-faced bank sported alarge
clock with Roman numerals. Obvioudy it was just the kind of town that needed atype 3 HEPA
Containment Hood!

The streets were dmost empty as Marissadowly cruised dong. She saw no new commercid structures
and redlized that Professiona Labs was probably alittle ways from town. She would have to inquire, but
whom could she approach? She was not about to go to the local police.

At the end of the street, she made a U-turn and drove back. There was a genera store that also boasted
asgnthat read U.S. Post Office.

"Professiona Labs? Y eah, they're out on Bridge Road,” said the proprietor. He was in the dry-goods
section, showing bolts of cotton to a customer. "Turn yourself around and take aright at the firehouse.
Then after Parsons Creek, take aleft. You'l find it. It's the only thing out there ‘cept for cows.”

"What do they do?' asked Marissa.



"Darned if | know," said the storekeeper. "Darned if | care. They're good customers and they pay their
bills"

Following the man's directions, Marissa drove out of the town. He was right about there being nothing
around but cows. After Parsons Creek the road wasn't even paved, and Marissa began to wonder if she
were on awild-goose chase. But then the road entered a pine forest, and up ahead she could seea
building.

With athump, Marissa's Honda hit asphalt as the road widened into a parking area. There were two
other vehicles: awhite van with Professional Labs, Inc., lettered on the Sde, and a cream-colored
Mercedes.

Marissa pulled up next to the van. The building had peaked roofs and lots of mirror glass, which
reflected the attractive tree-lined setting. The fragrant smell of pine surrounded her as she walked to the
entrance. She gave the door apull, but it didn't budge. Shetried to push, but it was asif it were bolted
shut. Stepping back, she searched for abell, but there was none. She knocked a couple of times, but
redlized she wasn't making enough noise for anyone inside to hear. Giving up on the front door, Marissa
started to walk around the building. When she got to the first window, she cupped her hands and tried to
look through the mirror glass. It wasimpossble.

"Do you know you are trespassing?' said an unfriendly voice.

Marissa's hands dropped guiltily to her Sides.

"Thisis private property,” said a stocky, middie-aged man dressed in blue coverdls.

"Ummm. . . ," voiced Marissa, desperately trying to think of an excuse for her presence. With hisgraying
crew cut and florid complexion, the man looked exactly like ared-neck stereotype from thefifties.

"You did seethe Signs?" asked the man, gesturing to the notice by the parking lot.

"Wdll, yes" admitted Marissa. "But you see, I'm adoctor . . ." She hesitated. Being aphysician didn't
give her theright to violate some-

one's privacy. Quickly shewent on: "Since you have avird lab here, | wasinterested to know if you do
vird diagnogtic work."

"What makesyou think thisisavirad lab?" questioned the man.
"I'djust heard it was," said Marissa.

"Wadl, you heard wrong. We do molecular biology here. With theworry of industria espionage, we have
to bevery careful. So | think that you'd better leave unlessyou'd like meto call the police."

"That won't be necessary,” said Marissa. Involving the police was the last thing she wanted. "I certainly
apologize. | don't mean to be abother. | would like to see your lab, though. 1sn't there some way that
could be arranged?”

"Out of the question,” the man said flatly. He led Marissa back to her car, their footsteps crunching on
the crushed-stone path.



"|sthere someone that | might contact to get atour?' asked Marissa as she did behind the whed!.

"I'm the boss," said the man smply. "I think you'd better go." He stepped back from the car, waiting for
Marissato leave.

Having run out of bright ideas, Marissa started the engine. She tried smiling good-bye, but the man'sface
remained grim as she drove off, heading back to Grayson.

He stood waiting until the little Hondawas lost in the trees. With an irritated shake of his head, he turned
and walked back to the building. The front door opened automaticaly.

The interior was as contemporary as the exterior. He went down ashort tiled corridor and entered a
smdll [ab. At one end was adek, at the other was an airtight steel door like the one leading into the

CDC's maximum containment | ab, behind which was alab bench equipped with atype 3 HEPA filtration
sysem.

Another man was sitting at the desk, torturing a paper clip into grotesque shapes. He looked up: "Why
the hdl didn't you let me handle her?" Speaking made him cough violently, bringing tearsto hiseyes. He
raised a handkerchief to his mouth.

"Because we don't know who knows shewas here," said the man in the blue coverdls. "Use alittle
sense, Paul. Sometimes you scare me." He picked up the phone and punched the number he wanted with

unnecessary force.

"Dr. Jackson's office,” answered a bright, cheerful voice.

"l want to talk to the doctor."

"I'm sorry, but heswith a patient.”

"Honey, | don't careif he'swith God. Just put him on the phone.”

"Who may | say iscdling?' asked the secretary coally.

"Tdl him the Chairman of the Medica Ethics Committee. | don't care; just put him on!™
"One moment, please.”

Turning to the desk, he said: "'Paul, would you get my coffee from the counter.”

Paul tossed the paper clip into the wastebasket, then heaved himsdlf out of hischair. It took abit of
effort because he was abig man and hisleft arm was frozen at the ebow joint. Hed been shot by a
policeman when he was aboy.

"Who isthis?' demanded Dr. Joshua Jackson &t the other end of the phone.

"Heberling," said the man in the blue coverdls. "Dr. Arnold Heberling. Remember me?"

Paul gave Arnold his coffee, then returned to the desk, taking another paper clip out of the middle
drawer. He pounded his chest, clearing histhroat.



"Heberling!" said Dr. Jackson. "'l told you never to call me at my officel"

"The Blumentha girl was here," said Heberling, ignoring Jackson's comment. " She drove up pretty as
you pleaseinared car. | caught her looking through the windows."

"How the hdl did shefind out about the 1ab?"

"l don't know and | don't care,”" said Heberling. "The fact of the matter isthat she was here, and I'm
coming into town to see you. This can't go on. Something has to be done about her."

"No! Don't come here," said Jackson franticdly. "I'll come there.”
"All right," said Heberling. "But it hasto be today."
"I'll bethere around five," said Jackson, damming down the receiver.

Marissa decided to stop in Grayson for lunch. She was hungry, and maybe someone would tell her
something about the lab. She stopped in front of the drugstore, went in and sat down at the old-fashioned
soda fountain. She ordered a hamburger, which came on afreshly toasted roll with agenerous dice of
Bermuda onion. Her Coke was made from syrup.

While Marissa ate, she considered her options. They were pretty meager. She couldn't go back to the
CDC or the Berson Clinic Hospitd. Figuring out what Professional Labs was doing with a sophigticated
3 HEPA filtration system was alast resort, but the chances of getting in seemed dim: the place was built
like afortress. Perhgpsit wastimeto call Raph and ask if held found alawyer, except . .

Marissatook abite of her dill pickle. In her mind's eye she pictured the two vehiclesin the lab's parking
lot. The white van had had Professional Labs, Inc., printed onitsside. It wasthe Inc. that interested her.

Finishing her medl, Marissawaked down the street to an office building she remembered passing. The
door wasfrosted glass: RONALD DAVIS, ATI'ORNEY AND REALTOR, was genciled onitin gold
lesf. A bell jangled as she entered. There was a cluttered desk, but no secretary.

A man dressed in awhite shirt, bow tie and red suspenders, came out from an insde room. Although he
appeared to be no more than thirty, he was wearing wire-rimmed glasses that seemed almost
grandfatherly. "Can | help you?' he asked, with a heavy Southern accent.

"Areyou Mr. Davis?' asked Marissa
"Yup." The man hooked his thumbs through his suspenders.

"I have acouple of smple questions,” saild Marissa. "About corporate law. Do you think you could
answer them?'

"Maybe," said Mr. Davis. He motioned for Marissato comein.
The scenelooked like a set for a 1930s movie, complete with the desk-top fan that dowly rotated back
and forth, rustling the papers. Mr. Davis sat down and leaned back, putting his hands behind his head.

Then hesad: "What isit you want to know?"

"] want to find out about a certain corporation,” began Marissa. "If abusinessisincorporated, can



someone like mysdlf find out the names of the owners?!
Mr. Davistipped forward, resting his elbows on the desk. "Maybe and maybe not,” he said, smiling.

Marissagroaned. It seemed that a conversation with Mr. Davis was going to be like pulling teeth. But
before she could rephrase her question, he continued: "If the company in question is a public corporation,
it would be hard to find out al the stockholders, especidly if alot of the stock isheld in trust with power
of attorney delegated to athird party. But if the company is a partnership, then it would be easy. In any
casg, itisaways possibleto find out the name of the service agent if you have in mind to indtitute some
sort of litigation. Isthat what you havein mind?'

"No," said Marissa. "Just information. How would | go about finding out if acompany isapartnership or
apublic corporation?'

"Easy," said Mr. Davis, leaning back once more. "All you haveto do is go to the State House in Atlanta,
vigt the Secretary of State's office and ask for the corporate division. Just tell the clerk the name

of the company, and he can look it up. It'samatter of public record, and if the company isincorporated
in Georgia, it will belisted there”

"Thank you," saild Marissa, seeing aglimmer of light at the end of the dark tunnel. "How much do | owe
you?"

Mr. Davisraised his eyebrows, studying Marissas face. "Twenty dollars might do it, unless. .
"My pleasure," said Marissa, pulling out atwenty-dollar bill and handing it over.

Marissareturned to her car and drove back toward Atlanta. She was pleased to have agod, even if the
chances of finding sgnificant information were not terribly good.

She stayed just under the speed limit. The last thing she wanted was to be stopped by the police. She
made good time and was back in the city by 4:00. Parking in a garage, she walked to the State House.

Digtinctly uncomfortable in the presence of the capitol police, Marissa sweated nervoudy as she started
up the front steps, certain she would be recognized.

"Dr. Blumenthd," caled avoice.

For asplit second, Marissa considered running. Instead, she turned to see one of the CDC secretaries, a
bright young woman in her early twenties, walking toward her.

"Alice MacCabe, Doctor Carbonaras office. Remember me?"

Marissadid, and for the next few nerve-racking minutes was forced to engage in smal talk. Luckily,
Miss MacCabe was oblivious to the fact that Marissawas a "wanted" person.

As soon as she could, Marissa said good-bye and entered the building. More than ever, she just wanted
to get whatever information she could and leave. Unfortunately, there was along line at the corporate
divison. With dwindling patience, Marissawaited her turn, keeping ahand to her face with the mistaken
notion that it might keep her from being recognized.



"What can | do for you?' asked the white-haired clerk when it was finaly Marissasturn.
"I'd like some information about a corporation called Professona Labs."

"Whereisit located?' asked the clerk. He dipped on his bifocals and entered the name at acomputer
termind.

"Grayson, Georgia," saild Marissa
"Okay," saidtheclerk. "Hereit is. Incorporated just last year. What would you like to know?"'

"Isit apartnership or apublic corporation?’ asked Marissa, trying to remember what Mr. Davis had
sad.

"Limited partnership, subchapter S."
"What does that mean?" asked Marissa

"It has to do with taxes. The partners can deduct the corporate losses, if there are any, on their individual
returns.”

"Arethe partnerslisted?’ asked Marissa, excitement overcoming her anxiety for the moment.

"Yup," said the clerk. "There's Joshua Jackson, Rodd Becker . .

"Just asecond,” said Marissa. "Let me write thisdown." She got out a pen and began writing.
"Let'ssee” saidthe clerk, staring at the computer screen. " Jackson, Becker; you got those?

"Wes"

"There's Sinclair Tieman, Jack Krause, Gustave Swenson, Duane Moody, Trent Goodridge and the
Physicians Action Congress.”

"What wasthat last one?' asked Marissa, scribbling furioudly.
The clerk repeated it.

"Can an organization be alimited partner?' She had seen the name Physicians Action Congress on
Markham's contributions ligt.

"I'm no lawyer, lady, but | think so. Wdll, it must be so or it wouldn't be in here. Hereé's something else: a
law firm by the name of Cooper, Hodges, McQuinllin and Hanks."

"They're partnerstoo?' asked Marissa, starting to write down the additiona names.
"No," said the clerk. "They're the service agent.”

"l don't need that," said Marissa. "I'm not interested in suing the company.” She erased the names of
Cooper and Hodges.



Thanking the clerk, Marissa beat a hasty retreat and hurried back to the parking garage. Once inside her
car, she opened her briefcase and took out the photocopies of Markham'’s contributors list. Just as she'd
remembered, the Physicians Action Congress (PAC) was listed. On the one hand it was alimited
partner in an economic venture, on the other, a contributor to a conservative politician'sredection
campaign.

Curious, Marissalooked to seeif any of the other partners of Professiona Labswere on Markham'slist.
To her surprise, they al were. More astonishing, the partners, like Markham's contributors, came from al
over the country. From Markham'slist, she had dl their addresses.

Marissaput her key in theignition, then hesitated. Looking back at Markham'slist she noted that the
Physicians Action Congress was listed under corporate sponsors. Much as she hated to tempt fate by
passing the capitol police again, she forced hersdlf to get out of the

car and walk back. Shewaited in line for the second time, for the same clerk, and asked him what he
could tell her about the Physicians Action Congress.

The clerk punched in the name on histermind, waited for amoment, then turned to Marissa. "I can't tell
you anything. It'snot in here.”

"Doesthat mean it's not incorporated?'
"Not necessarily. It meansit's not incorporated in Georgia."

Marissathanked the man again, and again ran out of the building. Her car felt like a sanctuary. She sat
for afew minutes, trying to decide what to do next. Sheredly didn't have dl that much information, and
she was getting rather far afield from the Ebola outbreaks. But her intuition told her that in some weird
way everything she had learned wasrelated. And if that were the case, then the Physicians Action
Congresswas the key. But how could she investigate an organization she'd never heard of ?

Her firgt thought wasto vist the Emory Medica School library. Perhaps one of the librarians might
know whereto look. But then, remembering running into Alice MacCabe, she decided the chance of
being recognized was too great. She would do much better to go out of town for afew days. But where?

Starting the car, Marissahad an ingpiration: the AMA! If she couldn't get information about a physicians
organization at the AMA, then it wasn't available. And Chicago sounded safe. She headed south toward
the airport, hoping the meager supply of clothing in her suitcase would hold up.

Joshua Jackson's heavy sedan thundered over the wood-planked bridge spanning Parsons Creek, then
veered sharply to theleft, the tires squedling. The pavement stopped, and the car showered the shoul der
of the road with pebbles asit sped down the tree-lined lane. Inside, Jackson's fury mounted with each
mile hetraveled. He didn't want to vigit the [ab, but he had no intention of being seen in town with
Heberling. The man was proving increasingly unrdiable, and even worse, unpredictable. Asked to creste
minor confusion, he resorted to atomic warfare. Hiring him had been aterrible decision, but there wasn't
much any of them could do about the fact now.

Puffing up to the lab, Jackson parked across from Heberling's Mercedes. He knew that Heberling had
bought it with some of the funds he'd been given for technical equipment. What awaste!

Jackson walked up to the front of the building. It was an impressive affair, and Jackson, perhaps better
than anyone, knew how much



money it had dl cost. The Physicians Action Congress had built Dr. Arnold Heberling a persond
monument, and for what: ahell of alot of trouble, because Heberling was anut.

There was a click, the door opened and Jackson stepped inside.
“I'min the conference room," shouted Heberling.

Jackson knew the room Heberling meant, and it was hardly a conference room. Jackson paused at the
door, taking in the high calling, glasswal and stark furnishings. Two Chippenda e couches faced one
another on alarge Chinese rug. There was no other furniture. Heberling was on one of the couches.

"I hopethisisimportant,” said Jackson, taking the initiative. The two men sat facing each other.
Physicaly, they couldn't have been more different. Heberling was stocky with abloated face and coarse
features. Jackson wastall and thin with an dmost ascetic face. Their clothes helped heighten the contrast:
Heberling in coverdls, Jackson in abanker's pinsiripes.

"The Blumenthd girl wasright hereintheyard,” said Heberling, pointing over his shoulder for effect.
"Obvioudy shedidn't see anything, but just the fact that she was here suggests that she knows something.
She's got to be removed.”

"Y ou had your chance," snagpped Jackson. "Twice! And each time, you and your thugs made amess of
things. Firg at her house and then last night at the CDC."

"Sowetry again. But you've cdled it off."
"You'redarnright. | found out you were going to give her Ebola.”
"Why not?" said Heberling. " She's been exposed. Thered be no questions.”

"I don't want an Ebola outbreak in Atlanta," shouted Jackson. " The stuff terrifiesme. I've got afamily of
my own. Leave the woman to us. Well take care of her."

"Oh, sure," scoffed Heberling. " That's what you said when you got her transferred off Specia Pathogens.
Well, she's il athresat to the whole project, and | intend to see that she's eiminated.”

"You are not in charge here," said Jackson menacingly. "And when it comesto fixing blame, none of us
would beinthismessif you'd suck to the origina plan of using influenzavirus. Wevedl beenin adate
of panic since we learned you took it upon yourself to use Ebolal™

"Oh, were back to that complaint,” said Heberling disgustedly. ™Y ou were pretty pleased when you
heard the Richter Clinic was closing. If PAC wanted to undermine the public's growing confidencein
prepaid hedth clinics, they couldn't have done better. The

only difference from the origind plan wasthat | got to carry out somefield research that will save me
yearsof lab research time.”

Jackson studied Heberling's face. He'd come to the conclusion the man was a psychopath, and |oathed
him. Unfortunately the redlization was a bit late. Once the project had started, there was no easy way to
stop it. And to think that the plan had sounded so smple back when the PAC executive committee had

first suggested it.



Jackson took a deep breath, knowing he had to control himsdlf despite hisanger. "I'vetold you adozen
timesthe Physicians Action Congressis not pleased and, on the contrary, is appalled at theloss of life.
That had never been our intent and you know it, Dr. Heberling!"

"Bullshit!" shouted Heberling. "There would have been loss of lifewith influenza, given the strainswe
would have had to use. How many would you have tolerated? A hundred? And what about the loss of
life you rich practitioners cause when you turn your backs on unnecessary surgery, or alow incompetent
doctorsto keep their hospital privileges?"

"We do not sanction unnecessary surgery or incompetence,” snapped Jackson. He'd had about as much
of this psychopath as he could tolerate.

"Y ou do nothing to stop them," said Heberling, with disgust. I haven't believed any of this crap you and
PAC feed me about your concern for the negative drift of American medicine away from itstraditiona
vaues. Give meabreak! It'sdl an attempt to justify your own economic interests. All of asudden there
are too many doctors and not enough patients. The only reason I've cooperated with you is because you
built methislab." Heberling made asweeping gesture with hishand. ™Y ou wanted theimage of prepaid
hedlth planstarnished, and | ddlivered. The only differenceisthat | did it my way for my own reasons.”

"But we ordered you to stop,” yelled Jackson. "Right after the Richter Clinic outbreak."

"Haf-heartedly, | might add,” said Heberling. "Y ou were pleased with the results. Not only did the
Richter Clinic fold, but new subscribersto Californiahedth plans have leveled off for thefirst timeinfive
years. The Physicians Action Congressfedls an occasond twinge of conscience, but basicaly you're al
happy. And I've vindicated my bdiefsthat Ebolaisapremier biologica wegpon despite the lack of
vaccine or treatment. I've shown that it iseadily introduced, relatively easy to contain and devastatingly
contagious to small populations. Dr. Jackson, we are both getting what we want. We just have to deal
with thiswoman before she causesredl trouble.”

"I'm telling you once and for dl," said Jackson. "We want no further use of Ebola. That's an order!"

Heberling laughed. "Dr. Jackson," he said, leaning forward, "I have the distinct impression that you are
ignoring thefacts. PAC isno longer in aposition to give me orders. Do you redize what would happen to
your careersif thetruth getsout? And I'm telling you that it will unlessyou let me handle Blumenthd in my
ownway."

For amoment, Jackson struggled with his conscience. He wanted to grab Heberling by the neck and
choke him. But he knew the man wasright: PAC's hands weretied. "All right," he said rluctantly. "Do
whatever you think is best about Dr. Blumenthal. Just don't tell me about it and don't use Ebolain

Atlanta”

"Fine" Heberling smiled. "If that will make you fed better, I'll give you my word on both accounts. After
al, I'mavery reasonable man.”

Jackson stood up. "One other thing. | don't want you phoning my office. Cal me at home on my private
lineif you haveto reach me."

"My pleasure,” said Heberling.

Since the Atlanta-Chicago run was heavily traveled, Marissaonly had to wait haf an hour for the next



availableflight. She bought a Dick Francis nove, but she couldn't concentrate. Findly, she decided to call
Tad and at least attempt an gpology. She wasn't sure how much to tell him about her growing suspicions,
but decided to play it by ear. She dialed the lab, and as she suspected, he was working late.
"ThisisMarissa," she said when he answered. "Are you mad a me?'

"I'mfurious”

"Tad, 'msorry . .

"Y ou took one of my access cards.”

"Tad, I'mtruly sorry. When | seeyou, I'll explain everything.”

"Y ou actudly went into the maximum containment |ab, didn't you?' Tad said, hisvoice
uncharacteristicaly hard.

"Well, yes."

"Marissa, do you know that the lab isa shambles, al the animals are dead, and someone had to be
treated at Emory Emergency?'

"Two men cameinto the lab and attacked me."

"Attacked you?"

"Yes" sad Marissa "Y ou haveto believe me."

"I don't know what to believe. Why does everything happen to you?"

"Because of the Ebola outbresks. Tad, do you know who got hurt?"

"| assume one of the techs from another department.”

"Why don't you find out. And maybe you could aso find out who else went into the lab last night.”

"I don't think that's possible. No one will tell me anything right now because they know were friends.
Whereareyou?'

"I'mat theairport,” said Marissa

"If what you say about being attacked istrue, then you should come back here and explain. You
shouldn't be running away."

"I'm not running away," indsted Marissa. "'I'm going to the AMA in Chicago to research an organization
cdled the Physicians Action Congress. Ever hear of them?1 believe they are involved somehow.”

"Marissa, | think you should come directly back to the Center. You'rein red trouble, in case you don't
know."

"I do, but for the time being what I'm doing is more important. Can't you please ask the Office of



Biosafety who e se went into the maximum containment &b last night?*
"Marissa, I'm in no mood to be manipulated.”

"Tad, | ..." Marissastopped spesking. Tad had hung up. Slowly she replaced the receiver. She couldn't
redly blamehim.

She glanced at the clock. Five minutes until boarding. Making up her mind, she dialed Ralph's home
number.

He picked up on the third ring. In contrast to Tad, he was concerned, not angry. "My God, Marissa,
what isgoing on? Y our nameisin the evening paper. You'rein serioustrouble, the Atlanta police are
looking for you!"

"I canimaging," said Marissa, thinking that she'd been wiseto use afase name and pay cash when sheld
bought her arlineticket. "Ra ph, have you gotten the name of agood lawyer yet?'

"I'm sorry. When you asked, | didn't redlize it was an emergency.”

"It's becoming an emergency,” said Marissa. "But I'll be out of town for aday or two. So if you could do
it tomorrow I'd redly appreciateit.”

"What's going on?" asked Raph. "The paper gave no details.”
"Likel said last night, | don't want to involve you.”

"I don't mind," Ralph inssted. "Why don't you come over here. We can talk and | can get you alawyer
inthemorning.”

"Have you ever heard of an organization caled the Physicians Action Congress?' asked Marissa,
ignoring Raph's offer.

"No," said Ralph. "Marissa, please come over. | think it would be better to face this problem, whatever
itis. Running away makesyou look bad."

Marissa heard her flight called.

"I'm going to the AMA to find out about the organization | just mentioned,” said Marissaquickly. "I'll call
tomorrow. I've got to run." She hung up, picked up her briefcase and book and boarded the plane.

13

May 22



ARRIVING IN CHICAGO, MARISSA decided to treat herself to a nice hotdl and was happy to find
the Palmer House had aroom. She risked using her credit card and went straight upstairsto bed.

The next morning, she ordered fresh fruit and coffee from room service. While waiting, she turned on the
Today Show and went into the bathroom to shower. She was drying her hair when she heard the
anchorman mention Ebola. She rushed into the bedroom, expecting to see the news commentator giving
an update on the situation in Philadel phia. Instead, he was describing anew outbreak. It was at the
Rosenberg Clinic on upper Fifth Avenuein New Y ork City. A doctor by the name of Girish Mehta had
been diagnosed as having the disease. Word had leaked to the press, and awidespread panic had

gripped the city.

Marissa shivered. The Philadelphia outbreak was gtill in progress and another one had aready started.
She put on her makeup, finished fixing her hair and ate her bregkfast. Marissa got the AMA's address
and st out for Rush Street.

A year ago if someone had told her sheld be visiting the association, she never would have believed it.
But there she was, going through the front door.

Thewoman at the information booth directed her to the Public Rd ations office. The director, a James
Frank, happened by as Marissa

was trying to explain her needsto one of the secretaries. He invited her to his office.

Mr. Frank reminded Marissa of her high-school guidance counselor. He was of indeterminate age,
dightly overweight and going bald, but hisface had alived-in look that exuded friendliness and Sincerity.
Hiseyeswere bright, and he laughed alot. Marissaliked him ingtantly.

"Physicians Action Congress,” he repeated when Marissa asked about the organization. "I've never
heard of it. Where did you come acrossit?"

"On acongressman's contributionsligt,” saild Marissa.

"That'sfunny,” said Mr. Frank. "I'd have sworn that | knew al the active political action committees. Let
me see what my computer says.”

Mr. Frank punched in the name. There was adight delay, then the screen blinked to life. "What do you
know! Y ou're absolutely right. It'sright here." He pointed to the screen. "Physicians Action Congress
Political Action Committee. It's aregistered separate segregated fund.”

"What does that mean?' asked Marissa.



"Lessthan it sounds. It just meansthat your Physicians Action Congressis an incorporated membership
organization because it has legaly set up acommittee to dispense funds as campaign contributions. Let's
see who they have been supporting.”

"l can tell you one candidate,” said Marissa. "Calvin Markham.” Mr. Frank nodded. "Y up, here's
Markham's name aong with anumber of other conservative candidates. At least we know the political

"Right wing," said Marisa

"Probably very right wing," said Mr. Frank. "I'd guess they aretrying to knock off
DRGs-Diagnosis-Rdated Groups-limit immigration of foreign medica school graduates, ssop HMO
gart-up subsidiesand the like. Let me call someone | know at the Federal Elections Commission.”

After some chitchat, he asked hisfriend about the Physicians Action Congress. He nodded afew times
while he listened, then hung up and turned to Marissa. "He doesn't know much about PAC either, except
he looked up their Statement of Organization and told me they are incorporated in Delaware.”

"Why Ddlaware?' questioned Marissa.

"Incorporation is cheapest there.”

"What are the chances of finding out more about the organization?"' asked Marissa.
"Like what? Who the officers are? Where the home office is? That kind of stuff?"
"Yes" sad Marissa

Picking up the phone again, Frank said: "L et's see what we can learn from Delaware.”

He was quite successful. Although initially aclerk in the Delaware State House said that held haveto
comein person for theinformation, Mr. Frank managed to get a supervisor to bend the rules.

Mr. Frank was on the line for almogt fifteen minutes, writing as he listened. When he was done, he
handed Marissaalist of the board of directors. She looked down: President, Joshua Jackson, MD;
vice-president, Rodd Becker, MD; treasurer, Sinclair Tieman, MD; secretary, Jack Krause, MD;
directors, Gustave Swenson, MD; Duane Moody, MD; and Trent Goodridge, MD. Opening her
briefcase, shetook out the list of partnersfor Professiona Labs. They were the same names!

Marissaleft the AMA with her head spinning. The question that loomed in her mind was amost too
bizarre to condder: what was an ultraconservative physicians organization doing with alab that owned
sophisticated equipment used only for handling deadly viruses? Purposdly, Marissadid not answer her
own question.

Her mind churning, Marissa began walking in the direction of her hotel. Other pedestriansjostled her,
but she paid no heed.

Trying to pick holesin her own theory, Marissaticked off the significant facts: each of the outbreaks of
Ebolahad occurred in aprivate group prepaid hedlth-care facility; most of the index patients had
foreign-sounding names; and in each case where there was an index patient, the man had been mugged



just prior to getting sick. The one exception was the Phoenix outbreak, which she till believed was food
borne.

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw adisplay of Charles Jourdan shoes-her one weakness. Stopping
abruptly to glance in the store window, she was startled when aman behind her dmost knocked her
over. He gave her an angry look, but sheignored him. A plan wasforming in her mind. If her suspicions
had any merit, and the previous outbreaks had not been the result of chance, then theindex patient in
New Y ork was probably working for a prepaid hedlth-care clinic and had been mugged afew days
previousto becoming ill. Marissa decided she had to go to New Y ork.

Looking around, shetried to figure out where she was in relaion to her hotel. She could seethed in
front of her and remembered that the train traveled the L oop near the PAlmer House,

She began walking briskly when she was suddenly overwhelmed with fear. No wonder she'd been
attacked in her home. No wonder the man who'd caught her in the maximum containment lab had tried to
kill her. No wonder Markham had had her transferred. If her fears were true, then a conspiracy of
immense proportions existed and she wasin extreme jeopardy.

Up until that moment she'd felt safe in Chicago. Now, everywhere she looked she saw suspicious
characters. There was aman pretending to window-shop she was sure was watching her in the reflection.
She crossed the street, expecting the man to follow. But he didntt.

Marissa ducked into a coffee shop and ordered a cup of teato calm down. She sat at awindow table
and stared out at the street. The man who had scared her came out of the store with a shopping bag and
hailed acab. So much for him. It was at that moment that she saw the businessman. It wasthe way he
was carrying his briefcase that caught her atention, hisarm at an awkward angle, as though he couldn't
flex hiselbow.

In aflash, Marissawas back in her own home, desperatdly fighting the unseen figure whose arm seemed
frozen at thejoint. And then there was the nightmarein thelab .

As Marissawatched, the man took out acigarette and lit it, al with one hand, the other never leaving his
briefcase. Marissaremembered that Tad had said the intruder had carried a briefcase.

Covering her face with her hands, Marissa prayed she was imagining things. She sat rubbing her eyesfor
aminute, and when she looked again, the man was gone.

Marissafinished her tea, then asked directions to the PAmer House. She walked quickly, nervoudy
switching her own briefcase from hand to hand. At the first corner, shelooked over her shoulder:

the same businessman was coming toward her.

Immediately changing directions, Marissa crossed the street. Out of the corner of her eye, she watched
the man continue to the middle of the block and then cross after her. With arising sense of panic, she
looked for ataxi, but the street was clear. Instead, she turned around and ran back to the elevated train.
Hurriedly she climbed the stairs, catching up to alarge group. She wanted to bein acrowd.

Once on the platform, she felt better. There werelots of people standing about, and Marissawaked a
good distance away from the

entrance. Her heart was still pounding, but at least she could think. Wasit redly the same man? Had he



been following her?

Asif in answer to her question, the man popped into her line of vison. He had large features and coarse
skin and a heavy five-o'clock shadow. Histeeth were square and widely spaced. He coughed into a
closed figt.

Before she could move, the train thundered into the station, and the crowd surged forward, taking
Marissaaong with the rest. She lost Sight of the man as shewas carried into the car.

Fighting to stay near the door, Marissa hoped she could detrain at the last moment as she'd seen people
do in spy movies, but the crush of people hampered her, and the doors closed before she could get to
them. Turning, she scanned the faces around her, but she did not see the man with the stiff elbow.

Thetrain lurched forward, forcing her to reach for apole. Just as she grabbed it, she saw him again. He
was right next to her, holding onto the same pole with the hand of his good arm. He was so close,
Marissacould smdll his cologne. He turned and their eyesmet. A dight smile formed at the corners of his
mouth as he let go of the pole. He coughed and reached into hisjacket pocket.

Losing control, Marissa screamed. Frantically, shetried to push away from the man, but shewas again
hindered by the crush of people. Her scream died, and no one moved or spoke. They just stared at her.
The whed s of the train shrieked asthey hit a sharp bend, and Marissaand the man had to grab the pole
to keep from fdling. Their hands touched.

Marissalet go of the pole asif it werered hot. Then, to her utter relief, atrangt policeman managed to
shove hisway over to her.

"Areyou dl right?" yeled the policeman over the sounds of thetrain.

"This man has been following me," said Marissa, pointing.

The policeman looked at the businessman. "Isthistrue?!

The man shook his head. "I've never seen her before. | don't know what she'stalking about.”

The policeman turned back to Marissa asthe train began to dow. "Would you care to file acomplaint?’
"No," yelled Marissa, "aslong as he leaves me done.”

The screech of the whedls and the hiss of the air brakes made it impossible to hear until thetrain
stopped. The doors opened instantly.

"I'll be happy to get off if it would make the lady fed better," said the businessman.

A few people got off. Everyone e'sejust stared. The policeman kept the door from closing with his body
and looked questioningly at Marissa

"I would fed better," said Marissa, suddenly unsure of her reactions.

The businessman shrugged his shoulders and got off. AlImost immediately, the doors closed and thetrain
lurched forward once again.



"You dl right now?" asked the policeman.

"Much better,” said Marissa. She was rdlieved the businessman was gone, but afraid the cop might ask
for her identification. She thanked him then looked away. He took the hint and moved on.

Redlizing that every eye within sight was till on her, Marissawas acutely embarrassed. As soon asthe
train pulled into the next gtation, she got off. Descending to the stret, and irrationaly afraid the man had
found away to follow her, she caught the first cab she could to take her to the PAmer House.

Within the security of the taxi, Marissawas able to regain a degree of control. She knew shewasin over
her head, but she had no idea to whom in authority she could go. She was presupposing a conspiracy but
had no idea of its extent. And worst of al, she had no proof; nothing-just afew highly suggestive facts.

She decided she might aswell continue on to New Y ork. If her suspicions about that outbreak proved
to be correct, she'd decide there who to contact. Meanwhile, she hoped that Ralph had found her agood
lawyer. Maybe he could handle the whole thing.

As soon as she got back to the hotel, Marissawent directly to her room. With her present paranoia, she
wanted out as soon as possible, criticizing herself for having used a credit card and, hence, her own
name. She'd used an assumed name and paid cash for the flight from Atlantato Chicago, and she should
have done the same &t the hotdl.

Going up in the devator, Marissa had decided she would pack her few things and go right to the airport.
She opened her door and headed straight for the bathroom, tossing her purse and briefcase onto the
desk. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw movement and ducked automatically. Even so, shewas
struck so hard she was knocked forward over the nearest twin bed, ending up on the floor between
them. Looking up, she saw the man from the train coming toward her.

Frantically, she tried to scramble beneath one of the beds, but the man got ahold of her skirt with his
good arm and yanked her back.

Marissarolled over, kicking furioudy. Something fell out of the
man's hand and hit the floor with ametdlic thud. A gun, thought Marissa, compounding her terror.

The man bent to retrieve the gun, and Marissa dithered beneath the bed closest to the door. The man
returned, checking first under one bed, then under the one where Marissawas cowering. His large hand
reached for her. When he couldn't grab her, he got down on his knees and lunged under the bed,
catching Marissa by an ankle and pulling her toward him.

For the second time that day, Marissa screamed. She kicked again and loosened the man's grip. Ina
flash she was back under the bed.

Tiring of the tug of war, he dropped his gun onto the bed and came after her. But Marissarolled out the
other side. She scrambled to her feet and ran for the door. She had just wrenched it open when the man
leaped across the bed and caught her hair. Whipping her around, he threw her against the bureau with
such force that the mirror fell with acrash.

The man checked the hall quickly, then closed and secured the door. Marissaran to the bathroom,
grabbing what she thought was the gun off the far bed. She had almost managed to get the bathroom
door closed before the man reached it.



Marissawedged her back againgt the sink and tried to keep her attacker from opening the door further.
But, little by little, his greater strength prevailed. The door cracked open, enabling him to get the arm with
the frozen elbow hooked around the jamb.

Marissaeyed thewall phone but couldn't reach it without taking her feet off the door. Shelooked &t the
weapon in her hand, wondering if it would scare the man if she wereto fireabullet at thewall. That was
when sheredlized she was holding an air-powered vaccination gun of the kind used for massinoculations
in her old pediaricsdlinic.

The door had opened enough for the man to move hisarm more fredy. He blindly groped until he got a
grip on one of Marissas ankles. Fedling she had little choice, Marissa pressed the vaccination gun against
the man'sforearm and discharged it. The man screamed. The arm was withdrawn, and the door dammed
shut.

She heard him run across the room, open the door to the hail and rush out. Going back into the
bedroom, Marissa breathed asigh of rdief, only to be Sartled by astrong odor of phenalic disinfectant.
Turning the vaccinator toward hersdf with a shaky hand, she examined the circular busnessend.
Intuitively, she sensed the gun contained Ebolavirus, and she guessed that the disinfectant she smelled
was part of amechanism to prevent exposure to the operator. Now she wastruly terrified. Not only had
she possibly killed aman, she might also have triggered anew outbreak. Forcing herself to remain cam,
she carefully placed the gun in aplastic bag that she took from the wastebasket and then got another
plastic bag from the basket under the desk and placed it over thefirst, knotting it closed. For amoment
she hesitated, wondering if she should call the police. Then she decided there was nothing they could do.
The man wasfar away by now, and if the vaccination gun did contain Ebola, there was no way they
could find him quietly if he didn't want to be found.

Marissalooked out into the hall. It was clear. She put a Do Not Disturb sign on the door, then carried
her belongings, including the plastic bag with the vaccination gun, down to housekeeping. Therewere no
cleaning peoplein sight. She found a bottle of Lysol and disinfected the outside of the plastic bag. Then
she washed and disinfected her hands. She couldn't think of anything elseto do prophylactically.

In the lobby, where there were enough people to make Marissafed reasonably safe, she called the
[llinois State Epidemiologist. Without identifying hersdlf, she explained that room 2410 a the PAmer
House might have been contaminated with Ebola virus. Before the man could gasp out asingle question,
she hung up.

Next, she called Tad. All this activity was enabling her to avoid thinking about what had just happened.
Tad'sinitid coolness thawed when he redized that she was on the verge of hysteria.

"What on earth isgoing on now?"' he asked. "Marissa, areyou dl right?’

"l have to ask two favors. After the trouble I've caused you, I'd vowed that | wouldn't bother you again.
But | have no choice. First, | need avid of the convaescent serum from the L.A.. outbreak. Could you
send it by overnight carrier to Carol Bradford at the PlazaHotel in New Y ork?"

"Who the hell is Carol Bradford?'

"Please don't ask any questions,” said Marissa, struggling to keep from burgting into tears. "The lessyou

know at this point, the better." Carol Bradford had been one of Marissa's college roommates; it wasthe
name she'd used on the flight from Atlantato Chicago.



"The next favor involves aparce I'm sending you by overnight carrier. Please, do not openiit. Takeit
ingde the maximum containment lab and hideit." Marissa paused.

"Isthat it?" asked Tad.

"That'sit," said Marissa. "Will you help me, Tad?'

"l guess," said Tad. " Sounds reasonably innocuous.”

"Thank you," said Marissa. "I'll be ableto explain everything in afew days."

She hung up and called the Westin Hotd toll-free number and reserved aroom at the Plazafor that night
under the name of Carol Bradford. That accomplished, she scanned the Palmer House lobby. No one
seemed to be paying her any heed. Trusting that the hotel would bill her on her credit card, she did not
bother to check out.

Thefirst stop was a Federal Express office. The people were extremely nice when shetold them it wasa
special vaccine needed in Atlanta by the next day. They helped her pack her plastic bagsin an
unbreskable metal box and even addressed it, when they saw how badly her hand was trembling.

Back on the street, she flagged a cab to O'Hare. As soon as she was seated, she began checking her
lymph nodes and testing her throat for soreness. Sheld been close to Ebola before, but never this close.
She shuddered to think that the man had intended to infect her with the virus. It wasacrue irony that the
only way she'd escaped was to have infected him. She hoped that he redlized the conva escent serum had
aprotective effect if it was given prior to the gppearance of symptoms. Maybe that was why the man had
left so precipitoudy.

During the long ride to the airport, she began to cam down enough to think logically. The fact that sheld
been attacked again gave more credence to her suspicions. And if the vaccination gun proved to contain
Ebola, shed have her firgt real piece of evidence.

Thetaxi driver dropped Marissaat the American Airlinesterminal, explaining that they had hourly flights
to New Y ork. Once she got her ticket, passed through security and hiked the long distance to the gate,
she found she had nearly half an hour to wait. She decided to cal Ralph. She badly needed to hear a
friendly voice, and she wanted to ask about the lawyer.

Marissa spent severa minutes struggling with Ralph's secretary, who guarded him asif he were the
Pope, pleading with the woman to at least let him know she was on the line. Findly, Ralph picked up the
phone.

"l hope you're back in Atlanta,”" he said before she could say hdllo. "Soon," promised Marissa. She
explained that she was at the American termina in Chicago, on her way to New Y ork, but that shed
probably be back in Atlantathe following day, particularly if held found her agood lawyer.

"l made some discreet inquiries,” said Ralph, "and | think | have just the man. His nameis McQuinllin.
Heswith alargefirm herein Atlanta.”

"l hope hessmart," said Marissa. "He's going to have his hands full.”

" Supposedly he's one of the best.”



"Do you think that hewill require alot of money up front?'

"Chances are hell want aretainer of some sort,” said Raph. "Will that be a problem?”
"Could be," said Marissa. "Depends on how much.”

"W, don't worry," said Raph. "I'll be happy to lend ahand.”

"l couldn't ask you to do that," saild Marissa

"Y ou're not asking, I'm offering,” said Ralph. "But in return, I'd like you to stop this crazy trip. What's so
important in New Y ork?1 hopeit's not the new Ebola outbreak. Y ou don't want a repeat of
Philadelphia. Why don't you just fly back to Atlanta. I'm worried about you."

"Soon," said Marisa. "'l promise.”

After hanging up, Marissa kept her hand on the receiver. It dways made her fed good to talk with
Ralph. He cared.

Like most of the busi nesspeople who comprised ninety percent of the passengers, Marissa ordered
hersdf adrink. She was ill abundle of nerves. The vodkatonic camed her considerably, and she
actualy got into one of those "where you from?" and "what do you do?" conversations with a handsome
young bond dedler from Chicago, named Danny. It turned out he had asister who was adoctor in
Hawaii. He chatted so enthusiagtically, Marissafindly had to close her eyes and feign deep in order to
find timeto put her thoughtsin order.

The question that loomed in her mind was. how had the man with the frozen arm known shewasin
Chicago? And, assuming it was the same man, how had he known when sheld been in the maximum
containment lab? To answer both questions, Marissa's mind reluctantly turned to Tad. When Tad had
discovered the missing card, he must have known she would use it that night. Maybe he told Dubchek to
avoid getting into trouble himsdlf. Tad had aso known she was flying to Chicago, but she smply couldn't
believe he had intentionally set amurderer on her trail. And much as she resented Dubchek, she
respected him as a dedicated scientist. It was hard to connect him with the financidly oriented, right-wing
Physicians Action Congress.

Thoroughly confused as to what was intelligent deduction and what paranoid delusion, Marissawished
she hadn't et the vaccination gun out of her hands. If Tad was somehow involved, then sheld lost her only
hard evidence, provided it tested positive for Ebola.

As her plane touched down at La Guardia airport, Marissa decided that if the New Y ork outbreak
confirmed her theories about the origin of the Ebola outbresks, shewould go directly to Raph's lawyer
and let him and the police sort things out. She just wasn't up to playing Nancy Drew any longer. Not
againgt agroup of men who thought nothing of risking entire populations.

When the plane stopped and the seat-belt sign went off, indicating that they had arrived at the gate,
Marissastood and wrestled her suitcase out of the overhead bin. Danny ingsted on hel ping her down the
jetway, but when they said good-bye, Marissa vowed she would be more careful in the future. No more
conversations with strangers, and she would not tell anyone her real name. In fact, she decided not to
check into the Plaza as Carol Bradford. Instead, sheld stay overnight at the nearby Essex House, using
the name of her old high-school chum, LisaKendrick.



George Vdhaastood by the Avis Rent-a-Car counter and casualy scanned the crowdsin the baggage
area. Hisemployers had nicknamed him The Toad, not because of any physica characteristic, but rather
because of hisunusua patience, enabling him to st fill for hours on a stakeout, like atoad waiting for an
insect.

But this job was not going to utilize his special taent. Hed only been at the airport for a short time, and
hisinformation was that the girl would arrive on the five o'clock or the six o'clock flight from Chicago.
Thefive o'clock had just landed, and afew passengers were beginning to appear around the appropriate
carousd.

The only minor problem that George foresaw was that the description held been given wasvague: a
cute, short, thirty-year-old female with brown hair. Usualy he worked with a photo, but in this case there
hadn't been time to get one.

Then he saw her. It had to be her. She was dmost afoot shorter than everyone esein the army of
attaché-case-toting travelers swarming the baggage area. And he noticed that she was bypassing the
carousd, having apparently carried her suitcase off the plane.

Pushing off the Avis counter, George wandered toward Marissato get agood fix on her appearance.
Hefollowed her outside, where she joined the taxi queue. She definitely was cute, and she definitely was
little. George wondered how on earth she/d managed to overpower Paul in Chicago. Theideathat she
was some kind of martial-arts expert flitted through his mind. One way or another, George felt some
respect for thislittle trick. He knew Al did too, otherwise Al wouldn't be going through al thistrouble.

Having gotten alook at her up close, George crossed the street in front of the termina and climbed into
ataxi waiting opposite the taxi stand.

The driver twisted around, looking at George. "Y ou see her?' He was askinny fellow with birdlike
features, quite a contrast to George's pear-shaped obesity.

"Jake, do | look like an idiot? Start the car. She'sin the taxi line." Jake did as hewastold. He and
George had been working for Al for four years, and they got aong fine, except when George started
giving orders. But that wasn't too often.

"There sheis," said George, pointing. Marissawas climbing into acab. "Pull up alittle and let her cab
passus.”

"Hey, I'mdriving," said Jake. "Y ou watch, | drive." Nonetheless, he put the car in gear and started
dowly forward.

George watched out the rear window, noticing Marissa's cab had a dented roof, he said, "That will be
easy tofollow.” Thetaxi passed them on the right, and Jake pulled out behind. He alowed one car to get
between them before they entered the Long Idand Expressway.

There was no problem keeping Marissa's cab in sight even though the driver took the Queensborough
Bridge, which was crowded with rush-hour traffic. After forty minutes they watched her get out in front
of the Essex House. Jake pulled over to the curb fifty feet beyond the hotel.

"Wadl, now we know where she's staying," said Jake.



"Just to be certain, I'm going in to see that she registers,” said George. "I'll beright back.”
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MARISSA DID NOT SLEEP WELL. After theincident in the room at the PAlmer House, she might
never fed comfortablein ahotel again. Every noisein the hall made her fearful, thinking someone would
try to break in. And there were plenty of noises, what with people returning late and ordering from room
service.

She aso kept imagining symptoms. She could not forget the fed of the vaccination gun in her hand, and
each time she woke up, she was certain she had afever or was otherwiseill.

By the next morning, she wastotaly exhausted. She ordered fresh fruit and coffee, which arrived with a
complimentary New Y ork Times. The front page carried an article about the Ebola outbreaks. In New
Y ork, the number of cases had risen to eeven with one death, while in Philadelphiathe count stood at
thirty-six with seventeen deaths. The single death in New Y ork wastheinitia case, Dr. Gush Mehta

Starting at ten, Marissarepeatedly called the Plaza Hotel to inquire after aparcel for Carol Bradford.
Sheintended to keep caling until noon: the overnight carriers generdly guaranteed ddlivery by that time.
If the parcedl arrived, she would be lesswary of Tad's betraying her and would then go up to the
Rosenberg Clinic. Just after eleven, shewastold that the package was there and thet it was being held
for the guest'sarrivd.

AsMarissaprepared to leave the hotel, she didn't know whether to
be surprised that Tad had sent the serum or not. Of course the package could be empty, or its arrival
only aruseto get her to revea her whereabouts. Unfortunately, there was no way for Marissato be sure,

and she wanted the serum enough to make her doubts academic. She would have to take a chance.

Taking only her purse, Marissatried to think of away of obtaining the package that would involve the
least risk. Unfortunately, she didn't have any bright ideas other than to have a cab waiting and to be sure



there were plenty of people around.

George Vahdahad been in the lobby of the Essex House since early that morning. Thiswasthe kind of
stuation that he loved. HEd had coffee, read the papers and ogled some handsome broads. All inal,
he'd had a greet time, and none of the house detectives had bothered him, dressed ashewasin an
Armani suit and genuine dligator shoes.

He was considering ducking into the men's room when he saw Marissa get off the elevator. He dropped
hisNew Y ork Post and beat her out the revolving door. Dodging Fifty-ninth Street traffic, he jogged
acrossto the taxi where Jake was waiting and climbed into the front seet.

Jake had spotted Marissaand had dready started the car. " She looks even cuter in daylight,” he said,
preparing to make a U-turn.

"Y ou surethat's Blumentha ?" asked the man who had been waiting in the backseat. His name was
Alphonse Hicktman, but few people teased him about hisfirst name, just calling him Al, as he requested.
Hed grown up in East Germany and had fled to the West over the Berlin Wall. His face was deceptively
youthful. Hishair was blond, and he wore it short in a Julius Caesar-style shag. His pae blue eyeswere
ascold asawinter sky.

"She registered under the name of LisaKendrick, but she fits the description,” said George. "It's her all
right.”

"She's either awfully good or awfully lucky,” said Al. "Weve got to isolate her without any dipups.
Heberling says she could blow the whole dedl.”

They watched as Marissa climbed into ataxi and headed east.

Despite the traffic, Jake made his U-turn, then worked hisway up to a position only two cars behind
Marissastaxi.

"L ook, lady, you got to tell me where you want to go,” said Manssas driver, eyeing her in hisrearview
mirror.

Marissawas twisted around, till watching the entrance to the

Essex House. No one had come out who appeared to be following her. Facing forward, shetold the
driver to go around the block. Shewas il trying to think of asafe way to get the serum.

The driver muttered something under his bresth as he proceeded to turn right at the corner. Marissa
looked at the Fifth Avenue entrance to the Plaza. There were loads of cars, and the little park in front of
the hotel was crowded with people. Horse-drawn hansom cabs lined the curb, waiting for customers.
There were even several mounted policemen with shiny blue and black helmets. Marissafelt encouraged.
There was no way anybody could surprise her in such a stting.

Asthey came back down Fifty-ninth Street, Marissatold the driver that she wanted him to stop at the
Pazaand wait while sheraningde.

"Lady, | think ..

"I'll only be amoment,” said Marissa



"There are plenty of cabs," pointed out the driver. "Why don't you get another?”

"I'll add five dollarsto the metered fare," said Marissa, "and | promise | won't belong." Manissatreated
the man to the largest smile she could muster under the circumstances.

The driver shrugged. His reservations seemed adequately covered by the five-dollar tip and the smile.
He pulled up to the Plaza. The hotel doorman opened the door and Marissagot out.

She was extremely nervous, expecting the worst at any second. She watched as her cab pulled up about
thirty feet from the entrance. Satisfied, shewent ingde.

As sheld hoped, the ornate lobby was busy. Without hesitating, Marissa crossed to ajewelry display
window and pretended to be absorbed. Scanning the reflection in the glass, she checked the areafor
signs anyone was watching her. No one seemed to notice her at al.

Crossing the lobby again, she approached the concierge's desk and waited, her heart pounding.
"May | see someidentification?' asked the man, when Manissa requested the parcel.

Momentarily confused, Marissasaid she didn't have any with her. "Then your room key will be
adequate,” said the man, trying to be helpful.

"But | haven't checked inyet," said Marissa.

The man smiled. "Why don't you check in and then get your parcel. | hope you understand. We do have
aresponghility.”

"Of course," said Marissa, her confidence shaken. She obvioudy had not thought this out as carefully as
she should have. Recognizing she had little choice, she walked to the registration desk.

Even that process was complicated when she said she didn't want to use a credit card. The clerk made
her go to the cashier to leave a sizable cash deposit before he would give her aroom key. Findly, armed
with the key, she got her Federd Express package.

Tearing open the parcel as she waked, Marissalifted out the via and glanced at it. It seemed authentic.
She threw the wrapping in atrash can and pocketed the serum. So far so good.

Emerging from the revolving door, Marissa hesitated while her eyes adjusted to the midday glare. Her
cab was ill where sheéld last seen it. The doorman asked if she wanted transportation, and Marissa
smiled and shook her head.

She looked up and down Fifty-ninth Street. If anything, the traffic had increased. On the sidewalk
hundreds of people rushed along asif they were dl late for some important meeting. It was a scene of
bright sun and purposeful bustle. Satisfied, Marissa descended the few stepsto the street and ran the
short distance to her cab.

Reaching the car and grasping the rear door handle, she cast onelast look over her shoulder &t the Plaza
entrance. No one was following her. Her fears about Tad had been unfounded.

She was about to dide inside when she found hersdlf staring into the muzzle of agun held by ablond



man who'd apparently been lying on the backseat. The man started to speak, but Marissadidn't give him
time. She swung hersdlf clear of the cab and dammed the door. The weapon discharged with ahiss. It
was some kind of sophisticated air gun. The cab window shattered, but Marissawas no longer looking.
Shetook off, running as she'd never run before. Out of the corner of her eye, she noticed that the cab
driver had bolted out of his car and was running diagonaly away from her. The next time she looked over
her shoulder, she saw the blond man headed in her direction, pushing hisway through the crowds.

The sidewalk was an obstacle course of people, luggage, pushcarts, baby carriages and dogs. The blond
man had pocketed his weapon, but she no longer was convinced the crowds provided the protection she
had hoped for. Who would even notice the air gun's soft hiss? Sheld just fall to the ground, and her
attacker would escape before anyone realized sheld been shot.

People shouted as she crashed by them, but she kept going. The confusion she caused hampered the
blond man, but not dramaticaly. He was gaining on her.

Running across the drive east of the Plaza, Marissa dodged taxis and limos, reaching the edge of the
small park with its central fountain. Shewasin afull panic with no destination. But she knew she had to
do something. It was at that moment that she saw the mounted policeman's horse. It wasloosdly tethered
to thelink chain fence that bordered the tiny patch of grassin the park. As Marissaran toward the horse,
she searched desperately for the policeman. She knew he had to be near, but there was so little time. She
could hear the blond man's hedls strike the sdewalk, then hesitate. HEd arrived at the drive separating
the park from the hotel.

Reaching the horse, Marissa grabbed the reins and ducked underneath as the animal nervoudy tossed its
head. L ooking back, Marissa saw the man wasin the Street, rounding alimo.

Frantically, Marissas eyes swept the small park. There were plenty of people, many of them looking in
her direction, but no policeman. Giving up, she turned and started running across the park. There was no
chance to hide. Her pursuer was too close.

A good crowd was seated by the fountain, watching her with studied indifference. New Y orkers, they
were accustomed to any form of excess, including panic-filled flight.

AsMarissarounded the side of the fountain, the blond man was so close she could hear him breathe.
Turning again, Marissa collided with the people streaming into the park. Pushing and shoving, Marissa
forced her way through the pedestrians, hearing people muttering, "Hey, you!" "The nerve," and worse.

Bresking into aclear space, she thought shewasfree, until sherealized shewasin the center of acircle
of several hundred people. Three muscular blacks were break dancing to arap song. Marissas
desperate eyes met those of the youths. She saw only anger: Sheld crashed their act.

Before anyone could move, the blond man stumbled into the circle, corning to an off-baance hdt. He
dtarted to raise hisair gun, but he didn't get far. With a practiced kick, one of the infuriated dancers sent
the weapon on alow arc into the crowd. People began to move away as Marissa's pursuer countered
with akick of hisown. The dancer caught the blow on hisforearm and fdll to the ground.

Three of hisfriendswho'd been watching from the sidelines legped to their feet and rushed the blond
mean from behind.

Marissadidn't wait. She melted into the crowd that had backed away from the sudden brawl. Most of
the people were crossing Fifth Avenue, and she did the same. Once north of Fifty-ninth Street, she hailed



another taxi and told the driver she wanted the Rosenberg

Clinic. Asthe cab turned on Fifty-ninth, Marissa could see a sizable crowd near the fountain. The
mounted policeman was findly back on his horse, and she hoped he would keep the blond man occupied
for severa weeks.

Once again, Marissalooked over at the Plaza entrance. There was no unusual activity going on asfar as
she could see. Marissa sat back and closed her eyes. Instead of fear she was suddenly consumed with
anger. Shewas furious with everyone, particularly with Tad. There could be little doubt now that he was
telling her pursuers her whereabouts. Even the serum that sheld gone to so much trouble to obtain was
useless. With her current suspicions, there was no way sheld inject hersdf withit. Instead, sheld haveto
take her chances that the vaccination gun had been designed to adequately protect the user.

For ashort time, she considered skipping her visit to the Rosenberg Clinic, but the importance of
proving, at least to hersdlf, that the Ebolawas being deliberately spread won out. She had to be sure.
Besdes, after the last elaborate attack, no one would be expecting her.

Marissa had the cab drop her off alittle way from the clinic and went the remaining block on foot. The
place certainly was not hard to find. It was afancy, renovated structure that occupied most of acity
block. A mobile TV truck and severa police cruisers were parked out front. A number of officers
lounged on the granite steps. Marissa had to flash her CDC identity card before they let her through.

The lobby wasin the same state of confusion asthe other hospitals that had suffered an Ebola outbreak.
As she threaded her way through the crowd, she began to lose her resolve. The anger sheld fdlt inthe
taxi waned, replaced with the old fear of exposing herself to Ebola. Also, her exhilaration at escaping her
pursuer faded. In its stead wasthe redlity of being caught in adangerous web of conspiracy and intrigue.
She stopped, eyeing the exit. For amoment she debated leaving, but decided her only hope wasto be
absolutely sure. She had to remove any of her own doubts before she could possibly convince anyone
dse

She thought she would check the easiest piece of information first. She walked down to the business
office, where she found adesk with asign, New Subscribers. Although it was unoccupied, it was loaded
with printed literature. It only took amoment for her to learn that the Rosenberg Clinic was an HMO,
just as she'd suspected.

The next questions she wanted answered would be more difficult sncetheinitia patient had dready
died. Retracing her steps back to

the main lobby, Marissa stood watching the stream of people coming and going until she figured out
where the doctor's coatroom was. Timing her gpproach, Marissa arrived at the door along with a staff
doctor who paused to signal the man at the information booth. The coatroom door buzzed open and
Marissa entered behind the doctor.

Inside, she was able to obtain along white coat. She put it on and rolled up the deeves. Therewasa
name tag on the lapel that said Dr. Ann Elliott. Marissatook it off and placed it in the coat's Sde pocket.

Going back to the lobby, Marissawas sartled to see Dr. Layne. Turning away, she expected any
moment to hear acry of recognition. Luckily, when she glanced back, Dr. Layne wasleaving the

hospitdl.

Seeing him had made Marissa more nervous than ever. She was terrified of running into Dubchek as she



had in Philadelphia, but she knew she had to find out more about the dead index case.

Going over to the directory, she saw that the Department of Pathology was on the fourth floor. Marissa
took the next elevator. The Rosenberg Clinic was an impressive place. Marissa had to walk through the
chemigtry lab to get to the pathologists offices. En route, she noticed that they had the latest and most
expensive automated equi pmen.

Going through apair of double doors, Marissafound hersalf surrounded by secretaries busly typing
from Dictaphones. Thiswasthe center of the pathology department, where dl the reports were
prepared.

One of the women removed her ear piece as Marissa approached. "May | help you?'

"I'm one of the doctorsfrom the CDC," Marissasaid warmly. "Do you know if any of my colleaguesare
here?"

"l don't think s0," said the secretary, starting to rise. "'l can ask Dr. Stewart. He'sin his office.”

"I'm right here," said abig, burly man with afull beard. "And to answer your question, the CDC people
are down on thethird floor in our isolation wing."

"Well, perhaps you can hdp me" said Marissa, purposely avoiding introducing herself. "I've been
looking into the Ebola outbreaks from the beginning, but unfortunately | was delayed getting to New
York. | understand that the first case, aDr. Mehta, has aready died. Did you do a post?'

"Jug thismorning.”

"Would you mind if | asked afew questions?’

"l didn't do the autopsy,” said Dr. Stewart. Then, turning to the secretary, he asked, "Helen, seeif you
can round up Curt."

Heled Marissato asmall office furnished with amodern desk and white Formicalab bench, holding a
spanking new double-headed Zeiss binocular microscope.

"Did you know Dr. Mehta?" asked Marissa.

"Quitewell," said Stewart, shaking hishead. "He was our medical director, and his death will be agrest
loss" Stewart went on to describe Dr. Mehtals contributions in establishing the Rosenberg Clinic and his
enormous popularity among staff and patients dike.

"Do you know where he did histraining?' asked Marissa. "I'm not certain where he went to medica
school,” said Stewart. "'l think it wasin Bombay. But | know he did his residency in London. Why do
you ask?'

"l wasjust curiousif hewasaforeign medica school graduate,” said Marissa.

"Doesthat make adifference?’ asked Stewart, frowning.

"It might,” said Marissavaguely. "Arethere alarge percentage of foreign medica school graduates on
gaff here?"



"Of course," said Stewart. "All HMOs sarted by hiring alarge proportion of foreign medicd graduates.
American graduates wanted private practice. But that's changed. These days we can recruit directly from
the top residencies.”

The door opened and ayoung man camein.

"Thisis Curt Vandermay,” said Stewart.

Reluctantly, Marissagave her own name.

"Dr. Blumentha has some questions about the autopsy,” explained Dr. Stewart. He pulled achair awvay
from his microscope bench for Dr. Vandermay, who sat down and gracefully crossed hislegs.

"We haven't processed the sections yet," explained Dr. Vandermay. "So | hope the gross results will
do."

"Actudly, I'minterested in your externd exam," said Marissa. "Were there any abnormdities?’

"For sure" said Dr. Vandermay. "The man had extensive hemorrhagic lesonsin hisskin.”

"What about trauma?" asked Marissa.

"How did you guess?' said Dr. Vandermay, surprised. "He had a broken nose. I'd forgotten about that.”
"How old?" asked Marissa

"A week, ten days. Somewherein that range."

"Did the chart mention a cause?"

"Totdl thetruth, | didn't look," said Dr. Vandermay. "Knowing

the man died of Ebola Hemorrhagic Fever took precedence. | didn't give the broken nose alot of

thought.”
"l understand,” said Marissa. "What about the chart? | assumeit's herein pathology. Can | seeit?”

"By al means," said Vandermay. He stood up. "Why don't you come down to the autopsy area. | have
some Polaroids of the broken nosg, if you'd like to see them.”

"Please" said Marissa.

Stewart excused himsdlf, saying he had a meeting to attend, and Marissafollowed Vandermay ashe
explained that the body had been disinfected and then double-bagged in specia receptaclesto avoid
contamination. The family had requested that the body be shipped hometo India, but that permission had
been refused. Marissa could understand why.

The chart wasn't as complete as Marissawould have liked, but there was reference to the broken nose.
It had been set by one of Dr. Mehta's colleagues, an ENT surgeon. Marissadso learned that Dr. Mehta
was an ENT surgeon himsdlf, aterrifying fact given the way the epidemic had spread in the previous



outbreaks. Asfar asthe cause of the broken nose was concerned, there was nothing.

Vandermay suggested that they phone the man who set it. While he put through the call, Marissawent
through the rest of the chart. Dr. Mehta had no history of recent travel, exposure to animals or
connection to any of the other Ebola outbresks.

"The poor man was robbed,” said Dr. Vandermay, hanging up the phone. "Punched out and robbed in
his own driveway. Can you believeit? What aworld we livein!"

If you only knew, thought Marissa, now absolutely certain that the Ebola outbreaks were deliberately
caused. A wave of fear swept over her, but she forced hersdalf to continue questioning the pathologi<t.
"Did you happen to notice anummular leson on Dr. Mehtasthigh?

"l don't recall,” said Dr. Vandermay. "But here are dl the Polaroids." He spread a group of photos out
asif hewerelaying out apoker hand.

Marissalooked at the first one. They brutally portrayed the naked corpse laid out on the Stainless-stedl
autopsy table. Despite the profusion of hemorrhagic lesions, Manssawas able to pick out the same
circular leson she had seen on Dr. Richter'sthigh. It corresponded in Size to the head of avaccination

gun.
"Would it be possible for me to take one of these photos?' asked Marissa
Dr. Vandermay glanced at them. "Go ahead. Weve got plenty.”

Marissa dipped the photo into her pocket. It wasn't as good as the vaccination gun, but it was
something. She thanked Dr. Vandermay and got up to leave.

"Aren't you going to tell me your suspicions?' Vandermay asked. There wasadight smile on hisface, as
if he knew that something was up.

An intercom system crackled to life, informing Dr. VVandermay that he had aphonecal onlinesix. He
picked up, and Marissa overheard him say, "That's a coincidence, Dr. Dubchek, I'm talking with Dr.
Blumenthd right thismoment . .

That was dl Marissa needed to hear. She got up and ran for the elevators. Vandermay caled after her,
but she didn't stop. She passed the secretaries at a haf-jog and raced through the double doors,
clutching the pensin the pocket of the white coat to keep them from faling out.

Facing the elevators and fire sairs, she decided to risk the elevator. If Dubchek had been on the third
floor, he probably would think it faster to use the stairs. She pushed the Down button. A lab tech was
waiting with histray of vacu-containers. He watched Marissa franticaly push the dready illuminated
elevator button several moretimes. "Emergency?’ he asked astheir eyes met.

An eevator stopped and Marissa squeezed on. The doors seemed to take forever to close, and she
expected at any moment to see Dubchek running to stop them. But findly they started down, and
Marissa began to relax only to find hersdf stopping on three. She moved deeper into the car, for once
appreciating her smal stature. 1t would have been difficult to see her from outside the elevator.

Asthe elevator began to move again, she asked a gray-haired technician where the cafeteriawas. He
told her to turn right when she got off the elevator and follow the main corridor.



Marissagot off and did as she had been told. A short distance down the hall, she smelled the aroma of
food. For the rest of the way she followed her nose.

She had decided it was too dangerous to risk the front entrance to the clinic. Dubchek could have told
the policeto stop her. Instead, she ran into the cafeteria, which was crowded with people having lunch.
She headed directly for the kitchen. The staff threw her afew questioning looks, but no one challenged
her. As sheld imagined, there was aloading dock, and she exited directly onto it, skirting adairy truck
that was making addivery.

Dropping down to the level of the driveway, Marissawalked briskly out onto Madison Avenue. After
going north for half ablock, she turned east on aquiet tree-lined street. There were few pedestrians,
which gave Marissa confidence that she was not being trailed. When she got to Park Avenue, she hailed
acab.

To be surethat no one wasfollowing her, Marissagot off at Bloomingdales, waked through the store to
Third Avenue and hailed a second cab. By the time she pulled up at the Essex House, she was confident
that shewas sife, at least for the time being.

Outside her room, with its Do Not Disturb sign il in place, Marissa hesitated. Even though no one
knew she was registered under an assumed name, the memory of Chicago haunted her. She opened the
door carefully, scanning the premises before going in. Then she propped the door open with achair and
warily searched the room. She checked under the beds, in the closet and in the bathroom. Everything
was as sheld left it. Satisfied, Marissa closed and locked her door, using al the bolts and chains available.
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May 23-continued

MARISSA ATE SOME OF the generous portion of fruit she'd ordered from room service for her
breakfast that morning, pegling an apple with the sharp paring knife that had comewith it. Now that her
suspicions appeared to be true, she wasn't sure what to do next. The only thing she could think of wasto
go to Ralph'slawyer and tel him what she believed: that asmall group of right-wing physicianswere



introducing Ebolainto privately owned clinicsto erode public trust in HMOs. She could hand over the
meager evidence she had and let him worry about the rest of the proof. Maybe he could even suggest a
safe place for her to hide while things were being sorted out.

Putting down the apple, she reached for the phone. She felt much better having cometo adecision. She
dided Ra ph's office number and was pleasantly surprised to beimmediatdly put through to him.

"| gave my secretary specific ingtructions,” explained Ralph. "'In case you don't know it, I'm concerned
about you."

"You're swedt," said Marissa, suddenly touched by Ralph's sympathy. It undermined the tight control
sheld been holding over her emations. For a second she felt like the child who didn't cry after afdl until
she saw her mother.

"Are you coming home today?"

"That depends,” said Marissa, biting her lip and taking adeep breath. "Do you think | can talk to that
lawyer today?' Her voice wavered.

"No," said Raph. "I caled his office thismorning. They said he had to go out of town but that he's
expected back tomorrow."

"Too bad," said Marissa, her voice beginning to shake.

"Marissa, areyou dl right?" asked Ralph.

"I've been better," admitted Marissa. "I've had some awful experiences.”

"What happened?'

"I can't talk now," said Marissa, knowing if shetried to explain, shedd burst into tears.

"Listento me," said Ralph. "I want you to come hereimmediately. | didn't want you going to New Y ork
inthefirg place. Did you run into Dubchek again?'

"Worsethan that,” said Marissa.
"Well, that settlesit,” said Ralph. "Get the next flight home. I'll come and pick you up.”

Theideahad alot of appedl, and she was about to say as much when there was aknock on her door.
Marissafroze.

The knock was repested.

"Marissa, areyou there?”

"Just aminute," saild Marissainto the phone. "There's someone at the door. Stay on theline.”
She put the phone down on the night table and warily approached the door. "Who isit?’

"A ddivery for Miss Kendrick." Marissa opened the door acrack but kept the safety catch on. One of



the uniformed bellmen was standing there, holding alarge package covered with white paper.

Flustered, she told the bellman to wait while she went back to the phone. She told Ral ph that someone
was at her door and that sheld call back as soon as she knew what flight she was taking home to Atlanta
that evening.

"Y ou promise?' asked Ralph.
"Yed" said Marissa

Returning to the door, Marissalooked out into the hal again. The bellman was leaning against the wall
opposite, fill holding the package. Who could have sent "Miss Kendrick” flowers when asfar as
Marissaknew her friend was living happily on the West Coast?

Returning to the phone, she caled the desk and asked if sheld gotten any flowers. The concierge said,
yes, they were on their way up.

Marissafelt alittle better, but not enough to take off the chain. Instead, she called through the crack,
"I'mterribly sorry, but would you mind leaving the flowers?I'll get them in afew minutes.”

"My pleasure, madam,”" said the bellman, setting down the package. Then he touched his hat and
disappeared down the hall.

Removing the chain, Marissa quickly picked up the basket and relocked the door. She ripped off the
paper and found a spectacular arrangement of spring blossoms. On a green stake pushed into the
Styrofoam base was an envel ope addressed to Lisa Kendrick.

Removing it, Marissa pulled out afolded card addressed to Marissa Blumenthal! Her heart skipped a
beat as she began to read:

Dear Dr. Blumentha, Congratul ations on your performance this morning. Wewereal

impressed. Of course, we will have to make areturn visit unless you are willing to be reasonable.
Obvioudy, we know where you are a al times, but we will leave you doneif you return the piece of
medica equipment you borrowed.

Terror washed over Marissa. For amoment she stood transfixed in front of the flowers, looking at them
indisbeief. Theninasudden burst of activity, she began to pack her belongings, opening the drawers of
the bureau, pulling out the few things that she'd placed there. But then she stopped. Nothing was exactly
where shed I€eft it. They had been in her room, searching through her belongings! Oh, God! She had to
get away from there.

Rushing into the bathroom, she snatched up her cosmetics, dumping them haphazardly into her bag.
Then she stopped again. Theimplications of the note finally dawned on her. If they did not have the
vaccination gun, that meant Tad was not involved. And neither he nor anyone €l se knew she was staying
at the Essex House under a second assumed name. The only way they could have found her was by
following her from the airport in Chicago.



The sooner she was out of the Essex House the better. After flinging the rest of her thingsinto her
suitcase, shefound she had packed so badly it wouldn't close. As she sat on it, struggling with the latch,
her eyes drifted back to the flowers. All a once she understood. Their purpose wasto frighten her into
leading her assailants to the vaccination gun, which was probably just what she would have done.

She sat on the bed and forced herself to think calmly. Since her adversaries knew she didn't have the
vaccination gun with her, and were hoping she would lead them to it, shefelt she had alittle room to
maneuver. Marissa decided not to bother taking the suitcase with her. She stuffed afew essentiadsin her
purse and pulled the various papers she needed from her briefcase so she could leave that, too.

The only thing that Marissafelt absolutely certain of was that she would be followed. Undoubtedly her
pursuers expected her to leavein apanic, making it that much easier for them. Wdll, thought Marissa,
they werein for asurprise.

Looking again at the magnificent flowers, she decided she might well use the same sirategy her enemies
had. Thinking aong those lines, she began to develop aplan that might give the answersthat would
provide the solution to the whole effair.

Unfolding the list of officers of the Physicians Action Congress, Marissareassured hersdlf thet the
secretary was based in New Y ork, His name was Jack Krause, and he lived at 426 East Eighty-fourth
Street. Marissadecided that she'd pay the man an unannounced visit. Maybe dl the doctors didn't know
what was going on. It was hard to think of agroup of physicians being willing to spread plague. In any
case, her appearance on his doorstep should spread alot more panic than any bouquet.

Meanwhile, she decided to take some steps to protect her departure. Going to the phone, she called the
hotel manager, and in an irritated voice, complained that the desk had given her room number to her
estranged boyfriend and that the man had been bothering her.

"That'simpossible," said the manager. "We do not give out room numbers.”

"I have no intention of arguing with you," snapped Marissa. "Thefact of the matter isthat it happened.
Since the reason | stopped seeing him was because of hisviolent nature, I'm terrified.”

"What would you like usto do?" asked the manager, sensing that Marissa had something specificin
mind.
" think you could at least move meto another room,” said Marissa

"I'll seeto it mysdlf," said the manager.

"One other thing," said Marissa. "My boyfriend isblond, athletic looking, sharp features. Perhapsyou
could dert your people.”

"Certainly," said the manager.

Alphonse Hicktman took one last draw on his cigarette and tossed it over the granite wall that separated
Centrd Park from the sdewalk. Looking back at the taxi with its off-duty light on, Al could just make out
George's features. He was hunkered down, relaxed as usua. Waiting never seemed to bother the man.
Looking across the street at the Essex House entrance, Al hoped to God that Jake was properly situated
in the lobby so that Marissa could not leave unseen by aback entrance.



Al had been so sure that the flowers would send the woman flying out of the hotel. Now hewas
mystified. Either she was super smart or super stupid.

Walking over to the taxi, he whacked its roof with an open pam, making a noise like a kettledrum.
George wasingtantly haf out of the car on the other side.

Al smiled a him. "Little tense, George?' His patience made Al's frustration that much harder to bear.
"Jesus Chrigt!" exclamed George.
The two men got into the cab.

"What timeisit?' asked Al, taking out another cigarette. Hed aready gone through most of apack that
afternoon.

"Seven-thirty."

Al flicked the used match out the open window. The job was not going well. Since the vaccination gun
had not been in the woman's hotel room, his orderswere to follow her until sheretrieved it, but it wasall
too gpparent that Dr. Blumenthal was not about to accommodate them, at least not immediately.

At that moment agroup of revelers came stumbling out of the Essex House, arm in arm, swaying,
laughing and generdly making fools of themsalves. They were obvioudy conventioneers, dressed in dark
suits with name tags, and wearing plastic sun visorsthat said SANYO.

The doorman signaled a group of limousineswaiting just up the street. One by one, they droveto the
door to pick up their quota.

Al dapped George on the shoulder, frantically pointing toward the largest group to emerge through the
revolving door. Among them two men were supporting awoman wearing a Sanyo visor who seemed too
drunk to walk. "Isthat the mark hanging onto those guys?' he asked.

George squinted, and before he could answer, the woman in question disappeared into one of the
limousines. He turned back to Al. "I don't think so. Her hair was different. But | couldn't be sure.”

"Damn!" said Al. "Neither could |." After amoment's hesitation, Al jumped out of the taxi. "If she comes
out, follow her." Al then dodged the traffic and raced acrossto get in another cab.

From the back of the limousine, Marissawatched the entrance to the hotel. Out of the corner of her eye
she saw someone dight from a parked taxi and run across the street. Just as her limousine pulled in front
of abus, blocking her view, she saw the man climbing into another taxi, avintage Checker.

Marissaturned to face forward. She was certain she was being followed. She had severa options, but
with amost afull block's head start, she decided it would be best to get out.

As soon as the limousine turned on Fifth, Marissa shocked her companions by shouting at the driver to
pull over.

Thedriver complied, figuring she was about to be sick, but before any of the men knew what was
happening, she had the door open and jumped out, telling the driver to go on without her.



Spying a Doubleday bookstore, which, happily, was keeping late hours, she ducked insde. From the
store window she saw the Checker cab speed by and caught a glimpse of ablond head in the backsest.
The man was sitting forward, staring straight ahead.

The house looked more like amedieva fortressthan aNew Y ork luxury townhouse. Itsleaded
windows were narrow and covered with twisted wrought-iron grilles. The front door was protected by a
stout iron gate that was fashioned after a portcullis. The fifth floor was set back and the resulting terrace
was crendllated like a castle tower.

Marissaeyed the building from across the street. 1t was hardly a hospitable sight, and for amoment she
had second thoughts about visiting Dr. Krause. But safely ensconced in her new room at the Essex
House that afternoon, shed made some cals and learned that he was a prominent Park Avenue interni<t.
She could not imagine that he would be capable of harming her directly. Perhaps through an organization
like PAC, but not with his own two hands.

She crossed the street and climbed the front steps. Casting one last glance up and down the quiet Street,
sherang the bell. Behind the gate was the heavy wooden door, its center decorated with afamily crest
cavedinreief.

Shewaited aminute and rang again. All a once a bright light went on, blinding her so that she could not
see who was opening the door.

"Yes?' said awoman'svoice.
"I would like to see Dr. Krause," said Marissa, trying to sound authoritative.
"Do you have an gppointment?’

"No," admitted Marissa. "But tell the doctor that I'm here on emergency Physicians Action Congress
business. | think hell sseme.

Marissa heard the door close. The hard light illuminated most of the street. After acouple of minutes, the
door was reopened.

"The doctor will seeyou." Then there was the painful sound of theiron gate opening on hinges that
needed oil.

Marissawent insde, relieved to get away from the glare. She watched the woman, who was dressed in
amaid's black uniform, close the gate, then come toward her.

"If you'l follow me, please.

Marissawas led through a marbled and chanddiered entrance, down a short corridor to apaneled
library.

"If you'll wait here," said the woman, "the doctor will be with you shortly.”

Marissa glanced around the room, which was beautifully furnished with antiques. Bookcases lined three
of thewdls.



"Sorry to keep you waiting," said amellow voice.

Marissaturned to look at Dr. Krause. He had a fleshy face with deep lines, and as he gestured for her to
sit, she noticed his hands were unusudly large and square, like those of an immigrant [aborer. When they
were gtting, she could see him better. The eyes were those of an intelligent, sympathetic man, reminding
her of some of her interna medicine professors. Marissawas amazed that he could have gotten mixed up
in something like the Physicians Action Congress.

"I'm sorry to bother you a such an hour,” she began.

"No problem,” said Dr. Krause. "l wasjust reading. What can | do for you?"

Marissaleaned forward to watch the man'sface. "My nameis Dr. Marissa Blumentha ."

There was a pause as Dr. Krause waited for Marissato continue. His expression did not change. Either
he was agood actor or her name was not familiar.

"I'm an Epidemiology Intelligence Service officer at the CDC," added Marissa. Hiseyes narrowed just a
tad.

"My maid said that you were here on PAC business,” said Dr. Krause, ameasure of the hospitality
disappearing from hisvoice.

"l am," said Marissa. "Perhaps| should ask if you are aware of anything that PAC might be doing that
could concernthe CDC."

Thistime, Krause's jaw visibly tightened. He took a deep breath, started to speak, then changed his
mind. Marissawaited asif she had al thetimein theworld.

Finaly, Dr. Krause cleared histhroat. "PAC istrying to rescue American medicine from the economic
forcesthat aretrying to destroy it. That's been its god from the Sart.”

"A noblegoa," admitted Marissa. "But how is PAC atempting to accomplish thismisson?"

"By backing responsible and sensblelegidation,” said Dr. Krause.

He stood up, presumably to escape Marissas stare. "PAC is providing an opportunity for more
consarvative dementsto exert someinfluence. And it's about time; the professon of medicineislikea

runaway train." He moved over to the fireplace, hisface lost in shadow.

"Unfortunatdly, it seems PAC is doing more than sponsoring legidation,” said Marissa. "That's what
concernsthe CDC."

"| think we have nothing moreto discuss,” said Dr. Krause. "If you'll excuse me-"

"l believe PAC isresponsible for the Ebola outbresks,” blurted Marissa, standing up herself. "You
people have some misguided ideathat spreading disease in HMOs will further your cause.”

"That's absurd!" said Dr. Krause.

"I couldn't agree more,” said Marissa. "But | have papers linking you and the other officers of PAC to



Professond Labsin Grayson, Georgia, which has recently purchased equipment to handle the virus. |
even have the vaccination gun used to infect the index cases.”

"Get out of here," ordered Dr. Krause.

"Gladly,” said Marissa. "Buit firs let me say that | intend to visit dl the officers of PAC. | can't imagine
they al agreed to thisidiotic scheme. Infact, it's hard for meto imagine that aphysician like yoursdf-any
physician-could have dlowed it."

Maintaining acam she did not fed, Marissawaked to the door. Dr. Krause did not move from the
fireplace. "Thank you for seeing me," said Marissa. "I'm sorry if I've upset you. But I'm confident that one
of the PAC officers| see will want to help stop this horror. Perhaps by turning state's evidence. It could
be you. | hope so. Good night, Dr. Krause."

Marissaforced hersdlf to walk dowly down the short corridor to the foyer. What if she migudged the
man and he came after her? Luckily, the maid materidized and let her out. As soon as Marissawas
beyond the cone of light, she broke into arun.

For afew moments Dr. Krause didn't move. It was asif hisworst nightmare were coming true. He had a
gun upstairs. Maybe he should just kill himself. Or he could cdl hislawyer and ask for immunity in return
for turning state's evidence. But he had no ideawheat that really meant.

Panic followed paralysis. He rushed to his desk, opened his address book and, after looking up a
number, placed acdll to Atlanta

The phone rang dmost ten times before it was picked up. Joshua Jackson's smooth accent oiled itsway
aong thewires as he said hello and asked who was calling.

"Jack Krause," said the distraught doctor. "What the hell is going on?Y ou swore that asde from Los
Angeles, PAC had nothing to do with the outbresks of Ebola That the further outbresks sprang from
accidental contact with theinitial patients. Joshua, you gave me your word.”

"Cam down," said Jackson. " Get ahold of yourself!"

"Who is Marissa Blumenthal 7" asked Krause in aquieter voice.

"That's better," said Jackson. "Why do you ask?'

"Because the woman just showed up on my doorstep accusing me and PAC of starting al the Ebola
epidemics.”

"Isshedill there?'
"No. She'sgone," said Krause. "But who the hell is she?!
"An epidemiologist from the CDC who got lucky. But don't worry, Heberling istaking care of her."

"Thisaffar isturning into anightmare,”" said Krause. "I should remind you that | was againgt the project
evenwhenit only involved influenza.

"What did the Blumentha girl want with you?" asked Jackson.



" She wanted to frighten me," said Krause. "And she did adamn good job. She said she has the names
and addresses of dl the PAC officers, and sheimplied that she was about to visit each one.™

"Did she say who was next?"

"Of course shedidn't. She'snot stupid,” said Krause. "In fact she's extremely clever. She played melike
afinely tuned ingrument. If she seesusdl, somebody's going to fold. Remember Tieman in San Fran?
He was even more adamantly against the project than | was."

"Try torelax,” urged Jackson. "I understand why you're upset. But let me remind you that thereisno red
evidenceto implicate anyone. And as a precautionary measure, Heberling has cleaned out hiswhole [ab
except for hisbacterial sudies. I'll tel him that the girl plansto visit the other officers. I'm sure that will
help. In the meantime, well take extra precautions to keep her away from Tieman."

Krause hung up. Hefdt alittle lessanxious, but as he stood up and turned off the desk lamp, he decided
he'd phone his atorney in the morning. It couldn't hurt to inquire about the procedure for turning sate's
evidence.

As her cab whizzed over the Triborough Bridge, Marissawas mesmerized by Manhattan's nighttime
skyline. From that distanceit was beautiful. But it soon dropped behind, then out of sight dtogether as
the car descended into the sunken portion of the Long Idand Expressway. Marissaforced her eyes back
totheligt of namesand

addresses of the PAC officers, which she had taken from her purse. They were hard to make out asthe
taxi shot from one highway light to the next.

There was no logical way to choose who to visit after Krause. The closest would be easiest, but also
probably the most obviousto her pursuers, and therefore the most dangerous. For safety's sake, she
decided to vigt the man farthest away, Doctor Sinclair Tieman in San Francisco.

Leaning forward, Marissatold the driver she wanted Kennedy rather than LaGuardia airport. When he
asked what terminal, she chose at random: United. If they didn't have space on anight flight, she could
aways go to another termind.

At that timein the evening there were few people at the terminal, and Marissa got rapid service. Shewas
pleased to find a convenient flight to San Francisco with just one stop, in Chicago. She bought her ticket
with cash, usng yet another false name, bought some reading materia from a newsstand and went to the
gate. She decided to use the few moments before takeoff to call Ralph. As she anticipated, he was upset
she hadn't called him back sooner, but was pleased &t first to learn shewas at the airport.

"I'll forgive you thisonelast time," he said, "but only because you are on your way home."

Marissa chose her words carefully: "I wish | could see you tonight, but .

"Dont tell me you are not coming,” said Ra ph, feigning anger to concedl his disappointment. "I made
arrangements for you to meet with Mr. McQuinllin tomorrow at noon. Y ou said you wanted to see him

assoon aspossihle.”

"It will have to be postponed,” said Marissa. " Something has come up. | must go to San Francisco for a
day or two. | just can't explain right now."



"Marissa, what on earth are you up to?' said Raph in atone of desperation. "Just from the little you've
told me, I'm absolutely certain you should come home, see the lawyer; then, if Mr. McQuinllin agrees,
you can ill goto Cdifornia.”

"Ralph, | know you're worried. The fact you care makes me feel so much better, but everything isunder
control. What I'm doing will just make my dedlingswith Mr. McQuinllin that much eesier. Trust me."

"l can't," pleaded Raph. "Y ou're not being rationd.”
"They're boarding my plane” said Marissa. "I'll call assoon as| can.”

Marissareplaced the recelver with asigh. He might not be the world's most romantic man, but he
certainly was sensitive and caring.

Al told Jake to shut up. He couldn't stand the man'sincessant gab. If it wasn't about basebal, it was
about the horses. It never stopped. It was worse than George's eternd silence.

Al was stting with Jake in the taxi while George still waited in the Essex House lobby. Something told Al
that things were screwed up. Hed followed the limo all the way to arestaurant in Soho, but then the girl
he'd seen get in didn't get out. Coming back to the hotel, hed had Jake check to seeif Miss Kendrick
was till registered. She was, but when Al went up and walked past the room, he'd seen it being cleaned.
Worse, he'd been spotted by the house detectives, who claimed he was the broad's boyfriend and that
held better leave her done. Y ou didn't have to be abrain surgeon to know something was wrong. His
professond intuition told him that the girl had fled and that they were wasting their time staking out the
Essex House.

"Y ou sure you don't want to put asmall bet on the fourth at Belmont today?" said Jake.

Al was about to bounce a couple of knuckles off the top of Jake's head when his beeper went off.
Reaching under hisjacket, he turned the thing off, curang. He knew who it was.

"Wait here" he said gruffly. He got out of the car and ran across the street to the Plazawhere he used
one of the downgtairs pay phonesto cal Heberling.

Heberling did not even try to hide his contempt. *For Chrissake, the woman's only a hundred pounds or
0. It'snot like I'm asking you to take out Rambo. Why the hell is PAC paying you fellows athousand
dollarsaday?'

"The woman's been lucky," said Al. HE'd be patient, but only to a point.

"I don't buy that," said Heberling. "Now tell me, do you have any ideawhere sheisat this moment?"

"I'm not positive,” admitted Al.

"Meaning you've lost her," snapped Heberling. "Well, | can tell you where she's been. She's seen Dr.
Krause and scared him shitless. Now we're afraid she's planning to visit the other PAC officers. Dr.
Tieman'sthe most vulnerable. I'll worry about the other physicians. | want you and your orangutans to get

your assesto San Francisco. Seeif she'sthere, and whatever you do, don't et her get to Tieman.”
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May 24

IT WASJUST BEGINNING to get light as Al followed Jake and George down the jetway to San
Francisco's centrd termina. They'd taken an American flight that first Sopped for an hour and ahdf at
Dadllas, then was delayed in Las Vegas on what should have been abrief touchdown.

Jake was carrying the suitcase with the vaccination gun they'd used on Mehta. Al wondered if he looked
as bad as his colleagues. They needed to shave and shower, and their previoudy sharply pressed suits
were badly wrinkled.

The more Al thought about the current Situation, the more frustrated he became. The girl could bein any
oneof at least four cities. And it wasn't even asimple hit. If they did find her, they first had to get her to
tell them where sheld hidden the vaccination gun.

Leaving Jake and George to get the luggage, he rented acar, using one of the severa fake IDs he
aways carried. He decided the only thing they could do was stake out Tieman's house. That way, even if
they didn't find the girl, she wouldn't get to the doctor. After making sure he could get acar with acdlular
phone, he spread out the map the girl at Budget had given him. Tieman lived in some out-of -the-way
place called Sausdlito. At least there wouldn't be much traffic; it wasn't even 7:00 A.M. yet.

The operator at the Fairmont placed Marissa's wake-up call at 7:30 as she'd requested. Marissa had
been lucky the night before. A small convention group had canceled out at the last minute, and she'd had
no trouble getting aroom.

Lying in bed waiting for her breakfast she wondered what Dr. Tieman would be like. Probably not much
different from Krause: asdfish, greedy man whose attempt to protect his own wallet had gotten out of
control.

Getting up, she opened the drapes to a breathtaking scene that included the Bay Bridge, the hills of
Mann County, with Alcatraz Idand looking like amedieva fortressin the foreground. Marissaonly
wished that she was vigting under more pleasant circumstances.



By the time she'd showered and wrapped hersdlf in the thick white terry cloth robe supplied by the hotel,
her breakfast had arrived, an enormous selection of fresh fruit and coffee.

Pedling a peach, she noticed they had given her an old-fashioned paring knife-wood handled and very
sharp. Asshe ate, shelooked at Tieman's address and wondered if it wouldn't be better to vist him at his
office rather than at home. She was sure someone had contacted him after her visit to Dr. Krause, so she
couldn't count on really surprising the man. Under such conditions, it seemed safer to go to his office.

The Y dlow Pageswasin one of the desk drawers. Marissa opened it to Physicians and Surgeons,
found Tieman's name and noted that his practice was limited to OB-GY N.

Just to be certain the man wasin town, Marissa dided his office. The service operator said that the
office didn't open until eight-thirty. That was about ten minutes away.

Marissafinished dressing and dialed again. Thistime she got the receptionist, who told her the doctor
wasn't expected until three. Thiswas hisday for surgery at San Francisco Generdl.

Hanging up, Marissastared out at the Bay Bridge while she consdered this new information. In some
ways confronting Tieman in the hospital might even be better than at his office. It would certainly be safer
if the doctor had any idea of trying to stop her himself.

Shelooked at herself in the mirror. Except for her underwesr, she had been wearing the same clothes
for two days, and she redlized she'd have to sop somewhere and get some fresh things.

She put up the Do Not Disturb sign as she left the room, less nervous herethan in New Y ork since she
was certain she was severa jumps ahead of her pursuers.

The site of San Francisco Genera was gorgeous, but once inside,

the hospital was like any other large city hospitd, with the same random mixture of old and modern.
There was dso that overwheming sense of bustle and disorganization characteristic of such indtitutions. It
was easy for Marissato walk unnoticed into the doctor's locker room.

As she was sdlecting a scrub suit, an attendant came over and asked, "Can | help you?"

"I'm Dr. Blumenthd," said Marissa. "I'm here to observe Dr. Tie-man operate.”

"Let me giveyou alocker,” said the attendant without hesitation, and gave her akey.

After Marissachanged, her locker key pinned to the front of her scrub dress, she walked to the surgical
lounge. There were about twenty people there, drinking coffee, chatting and reading newspapers.

Passing through the lounge, Marissawent directly into the operating area. In the vestibule, she put on a
hood and booties, then stopped in front of the big scheduling board. Tieman's name was listed for room
eleven. The man was dready on his second hysterectomy.

"Y es?" inquired the nurse behind the OR desk. Her voice had that no-nonsense tone of awomanin
charge.

"I'm hereto watch Dr. Tieman," said Marissa.



"Go onin. Room eeven,” said the nurse, adready devoting her attention to another matter.

"Thank you," said Marissa, starting down the wide central corridor. The operating rooms were on either
Sde, sharing scrub and anesthesia space. Through the ova windows in the doors, Marissa caught
glimpses of gowned figures bent over their patients.

Entering the scrub area between rooms e even and twelve, Marissa put on amask and pushed into
Tieman's operating room.

There werefive people besides the patient. The anesthesologist was Sitting at the patient's head, two
surgeons were standing on either side of the table, a scrub nurse perched on afootstool and therewas
onecirculating nurse. As Marissa entered, the circulating nurse was itting in the corner, waiting for
orders. She got up and asked Marissawhat she needed.

"How much longer for the case?!

"Three-quarters of an hour," shrugged the nurse. "Dr. Tiemanisfast.”

"Which oneisDr. Tieman?' asked Marissa. The nurse gave her a strange 10ok.
"The one on theright,” she said. "Who are you?'

"A doctor friend from Atlanta," said Marissa. She didn't elaborate. Moving around to the head of the
table and looking at Dr. Tieman, she understood why the nurse had been surprised by her question:

the man was black.

How odd, thought Marissa. She would have suspected that al the PAC officers were old-guard, white
and probably racidly prejudiced.

For awhile she stood above the ether screen and watched the course of the operation. The uterus was
aready out, and they were starting repair. Tieman was good. His hands moved with that specia
economy of motion that could not be taught. It was ataent, agift from God, not something to be learned
even with practice.

"Start the damn car," said Al hanging up the cdllular phone. They were parked across from a sprawling
redwood house that clung to the hillside above the town of Sausdito. Between the eucalyptus trees they
could see blue patches of the Bay.

Jaketurned the key in theignition. "Where to?' He knew Al was pissed, and when he wasin that kind of
mood, it was better to say aslittle as possible.

"Back tothecity.”

"What did Tieman's office say?" asked George from the backseat. Jake wanted to tell George to shut
up, but he was afraid to speak. "That the doctor was in surgery at San Francisco General,” said Al,
amost white with anger. "Hisfirst operation was scheduled for seven-thirty, and he's not expected at the
officeuntil three"

"No wonder we missed him," said George disgustedly. "The guy must have left his house an hour before
we got here. What awaste of time. We should have goneto ahotel likel said.”



With blinding speed Al twisted around in the front seat and grabbed George's pink Dior tie. George's
eyes bulged and hisface turned red. "If | want your advice, I'll ask for it. Understand?’

Al released the tie and shoved George back down in his seat. Jake hunkered down like aturtleinto his
sports jacket. He hazarded aglancein Al'sdirection.

"And what are you gawking at?" demanded Al.

Jake didn't say aword, and after what had just happened, he hoped George had learned the wisdom of
Slence

They were dmogt at the bridge before anyone spoke.
"| think we should get another car,” Al said, hisvoice as cdm asif the outburst had never happened.

"Just in case we run into a problem and have to split up. Then well go to San Francisco Generdl. The
sooner we spot Tieman the better.”

With plenty of time to spare and fegling confident that she'd have no problem recognizing Dr. Tieman
now that she'd seen him, Marissalleft the operating room as the assi stant was closing. She changed back
to her street clothes. She wanted to be able to leave right after she spoke to the man. Going into the
surgica lounge, shefound a seat by the window. A few people smiled at her but no one spoke.

A half hour went by before Dr. Tieman appeared, coming into the room with the same effortless grace
that had characterized his surgica technique.

Marissawalked over to where he was pouring a cup of coffee. In his short-deeved scrub top, Marissa
could see hisbeautifully muscled arms. His color was arich brown, like polished walnuit.

"I'm Dr. Marissa Blumentha," she said, watching the man for areaction.

He had a broad, masculine face with awell-trimmed mustache and sad eyes, asif held seen more of life
than he cared to know. He looked down at Marissawith asmile. It was obvious from his expression that
he had no ideawho she was.

"May | speak to you in private?' asked Marissa.

Tieman glanced at his assistant, who was just gpproaching. "I'll seeyou inthe OR," Tieman said, leading
Marissaaway.

Hetook her to one of the dictation cubicles separated from the lounge by two swinging doors. There
was one chair, and Dr. Tieman turned it around, gesturing for Marissato Sit. He leaned againgt a counter,
holding his coffeein hisright hand.

Acutely conscious of her short stature and its psychologica handicap, Marissa pushed the chair back to
him, ingsting that he St since held been standing in surgery since early that morning.

"Okay, okay," he said with ashort laugh. "'I'm Sitting. Now what can | do for you?”'

"I'm surprised you don't recognize my name," said Marissa, watching the man's eyes. They were il
questioning, il friendly.



"I'm sorry," said Dr. Tieman. He laughed again, but with atinge of embarrassment. He was studying
Marissasface. "l do meet alot of people. .

"Hasn't Dr. Jack Krause called you about me?"' asked Marissa.
"I'm not even sure | know aDr. Krause," said Dr. Tieman, directing his atention to his coffee.

Thefirst lie, thought Marissa. Taking a deep breath, she told the doctor exactly what she'd told Krause.
From the moment she mentioned the L.A. Ebola outbregk, he never lifted his eyes. She could tell that he
was nervous. The surface of the coffee shook dightly in the cup in his hand, and Marissawas suddenly
glad she was not the man's next patient.

"I haven't the dightest ideawhy you aretelling methis" said Dr. Tieman, starting to rise. "And
unfortunately | have another case."

With uncharacteristic forwardness, Marissagently touched his chest, forcing him back in his seet. "I'm
not finished," she said, "and whether you redizeit or not, you are intimately involved. | have evidence that
Ebolaisbeing deliberately spread by the Physicians Action Congress. Y ou are their treasurer, and I'm
shocked that a man of your reputation could be connected to such asordid affair.”

"Y ou're shocked,” countered Dr. Tieman, findly rising to hisfeet and towering over her. "I'm amazed
that you have the nerve to make such irresponsible alegations.”

"Save your breath," said Marissa. "It's public knowledge that you are an officer of PAC aswell asa
limited partner in one of the only labsin the country equipped to handle viruses like Ebola”

"I hope you have plenty of insurance,” warned Dr. Tieman, hisvoicerising. "Y ou'll be hearing from my
lawvyer."

"Good," said Marissa, ignoring the threat. "Maybe he will persuade you that your best courseisto
cooperate with the authorities.” She stepped back and |ooked directly up at hisface. "Having met you, |
cannot believe you approved the idea of spreading adeadly disease. 1t will be adouble tragedy for you
to lose everything you've worked for because of someone e se's poor judgment. Think about it, Dr.
Tieman. You don't havealot of time."

Pushing through the swinging doors, Marissaleft a stunned doctor desperately heading for the phone.
Sheredized she had forgotten to tell Tieman that she was planning to visit the other PAC officers, but she
decided it didn't matter. The man was terrified enough.

"Theresthegirl!" ydled Al, dapping Jake on the shoulder. They were parked across the street from the
main entrance to the hospital. George waited behind them in the second car. When Al turned to look at
him, George gave athumbs-up sign, meaning that he'd also seen Marissa,

"Shewon't get away today,” said Al.

Jake started the car and, as Marissa got into a cab, he pulled out into the street, heading back into town.
Al watched as Marissds cab

pulled out behind them, followed negtly by George. Now things were working as they should.



"She must have seen Tieman if she'sleaving,” said Jeke.

"Who cares?' said Al. "We got her now." Then he added, "It would make things easier if shed go back
to her hotd."

Marissa's cab went by them with George in pursuit. Jake began to speed up. Ahead he saw George
overtake Marissa. They would continue legpfrogging until Marissareached her destination.

About fifteen minutes later, Marissas taxi stopped behind aline of carswaiting to pull up to the
Fairmont. "Looks like your prayers have been answered,”" said Jake, stopping across the street from the
hotel.

"I'll handlethe car,” said Al. ™Y ou get your assin there and find out what room she'sin."”

Jake got out as Al did behind the whedl. Dodging the midmorning traffic, Jake reached the front of the
hotel before Marissa had even gotten out of her cab. In the lobby, he picked up a newspaper and,
folding it commuter style, positioned himself so that he could see everyone coming into the hotel.

Marissawa ked directly to the front desk. He quickly moved behind her, expecting her to ask for her
room key. But she didn't. Instead she asked to use her safe-deposit box.

While the receptionist opened a gate alowing Marissainto the office behind the front desk, Jake
wandered toward the board announcing the various convention meetings. Presently Marissa regppeared,
busly closing her shoulder purse. Then, to Jake's consternation, she came directly toward him.

In afrantic moment of confusion, Jake thought she'd recognized him, but she passed right by, heading
down ahail lined with gift shops.

Jake took off after her, passing her inacorridor lined with old photos of the San Francisco earthquake.
Guessing she was headed to the devators, he made sure he best her there, mingling with the crowd

dready waiting.

An devator arrived, which Jake boarded before Marissa, making certain there was plenty of room. He
stepped in front of the salf-service buttons. Holding his newspaper asif he were reading, he watched as
Marissa pressed eleven. As more passengers got on, Marissawas pushed farther back into the car.
Asthe elevator rose, stopping occasiondly, Jake continued to keep his nose in the newspaper. When
the car stopped at the eeventh floor, he strolled off, still absorbed in his paper, alowing Marissaand
another guest to pass him. When she stopped in front of room 1127,

Jake kept walking. He didn't turn and go back to the elevators until he'd heard her door close.

Back on the street, Jake crossed over to Al's car.

"Well?' said Al, momentarily worried something had gone wrong.

"Room 1127," said Jeke with a sdlf-satisfied smile.

"You'd better beright,” said Al, getting out of the car. "Wait here. This shouldn't takelong at dl.” He

smiled so broadly that Jake noticed for the first time Al's gums had receded admost to the roots of his
front teeth.



Al waked over to George's car and leaned on the window. "I want you to drive around and cover the
back entrance. Just in case."

Fedling better than he had in severa days, Al crossed the street to the posh, red-and-black lobby.

He went over to the front desk and eyed the mailbox for 1127. There was an extra set of keys, but there
wasn't enough of acrowd for him to chance the receptionist's turning them over without asking questions.
Instead, he headed for the elevators.

On the eventh floor, he searched for the housekeeping cart. He found it outside of a suite, with its usual
complement of clean sheets, towd s and cleaning materids. Taking one of the hand towels, he carefully
folded it on the diagond, creating astout rope. Gripping an end in each hand, he entered the open suite
where the maid presumably was working.

Theliving room was empty. There was avacuum cleaner in the middle of the bedroom and apile of
linens on the floor, but he il didn't see anyone. Advancing to the dressing room, he heard running weter.

The maid was on her kneesin front of the bathtub, scrubbing itsinterior. A can of Comet was on the
floor by her knees.

Without amoment's hesitation, Al stepped behind the woman and, using the folded towel asagarrote,
strangled her. She made some muffled noises but they were covered by the sound of the bath water. Her
face turned red, then purple. When Al let up the tension on the ends of the towel, she dumped to the
floor likealimp rag dall.

Al found the passkeysin her pocket on abrassring the size of abracelet. Back in the hall, he hung aDo
Not Disturb sign on the knob and closed the door to the suite. Then he pushed the housekeeping cart out
of sght into the stairwell. Flexing hisfingerslike apianist preparing for arecita, he started for room
1127.
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MARISSA PEELED THE LAST of the breskfast fruit with the wooden-handled paring knife, leaving
the knife and rinds on her night table. She was on the phone to Northwest Airlinestrying to make a
reservation to Minneapolis. She had decided PAC and company would figure sheld probably goto LA
next, so Minneapolis seemed as good a bet as any.

The agent finally confirmed her on an afternoon flight. Flopping back on the bed, she began to debate
how she should spend the next hour or so, but while she was thinking, exhaustion overtook her and she
fdl adeep.

She was awakened by ametalic click. It sounded like the door, but she knew she'd left up the Do Not
Digturb sign. Then she saw the knob silently begin to turn.

She remembered being caught in the hotel room in Chicago by the man with the vaccination gun. Panic
danced through her like an dectrica current. Pulling herself together, she reached for the phone.

Before Marissa could lift the receiver, the door burst open, splintering part of the jamb asthe screws
holding the chain lock plate were yanked out of the molding. A man dammed the door shut then hurled
himself onto Marissa. He grabbed her by the neck with both hands and shook her likeamad dogina
frenzy. Then he pulled her ashen face closeto his. "Remember me?' he snarled furioudly.

Marissaremembered him. It was the blond man with the Julius Caesar haircut.

"Y ou have ten seconds to produce the vaccination gun,” hissed Al, loosening the desth grip he had on
Marissasthroat. "If you don't, I'll snap your neck." To emphasize his point, he gave her head aviolent
jolt, sending aflash of pain down her spine.

Bardly ableto bresthe, Marissafruitlessy clawed at the man's powerful wrists. He shook her again,
hitting her head againg the wall. By reflex Marissa's hands extended behind her to cushion her body.

The lamp fdl off the bedside table and crashed to the floor. The room swam as her brain cried for
oxygen.

"Thisisyour last chance," shouted Al. "What did you do with that vaccinator?"

Marissas hand touched the paring knife. Her fingers wrapped around the tiny haft. Holding it in her fist,
she hammered it up into the man's abdomen as hard as she could. She had no ideaif she'd penetrated
anything, but Al stopped speaking in midsentence, let go of Marissaand rocked back on his haunches.
Hisface registered surprise and dishdief. She switched thetiny knife to her right hand, keeping it pointed
at Al, who seemed confused when he saw the blood staining his shirt.

She hoped to back up to the door and run, but before she reached it he leaped at her like an enraged
animal, sending her racing to the bathroom. It seemed asif only hours before sheld been in the same
predicament in Chicago.

Al got his hand around the door before it shut. Marissa hacked blindly, feding thetip of her knife strike
bone. Al screamed and yanked his hand away, leaving a smear of blood on the panel. The door dammed
shut, and Marissa hadtily locked it.

She was about to dia the bathroom phone when there was aloud crash and the entire bathroom door



crashed inward. Al forced Marissato drop the phone, but she hung on to the knife, ill stabbing at him
wildly. She hit his abdomen severd times, but if it had any effect, it wasn't gpparent.

Ignoring the knife, Al grabbed Marissa by her hair and flung her againgt the sink. Shetried to stab him
again, but he grabbed her wrist and bashed it against the wal until her grip loosened and the wegpon
clattered to the floor.

He bent down to pick it up, and as he straightened, Marissa grabbed the phone that was swinging on its
cord and hit him as hard as she could with the receiver. For abrief instant, she wasn't surewho

was hurt more. The blow had sent abolt of pain right up to her shoulder.

For amoment Al stood asif he were frozen. Then hisblue eyesrolled upward, and he seemed to fdl in
dow moation into the bathtub, striking his head on the faucets.

AsMarissawatched, half expecting Al to get up and come at her again, a beeping noise snapped her
into action. She reached over and hung up the receiver. Glancing back into the tub, she was torn between
fear and her medicd training. The man had a sizable gash over the bridge of his nose, and the front of his
shirt was covered with blood stains. But terror won out, and Marissa grabbed her purse and ran from the
room. Remembering the man had not been alone in New Y ork, she knew she had to get awvay from the
hotel as soon as possible.

Descending to the ground floor, Marissa avoided the front entrance. Instead, she went down aflight of
gtairs and followed arrowsto arear exit. Standing just inside the door, she waited until a cable car came
into view. Timing her exit to give hersdlf the least exposure, she ran out of the hotel and jumped onto the
trolley.

Marissaforced her way through the crowd to the rear. She looked back at the hotel as the car began to
move. No one came out.

George blinked in disbelief. 1t wasthe girl. Quickly he dialed Jake's car.

"She just came out of the hotel," said George, "and jumped on acable car.”

"Is Al with her?" asked Jake.

"No," said George. "She'sby hersdlf. It looked like shewaslimping alittle.”

"Somethingisweird."

"Youfollow her," said George. "The cable car isjust starting. I'll go into the hotel and check on Al."

"Right on," said Jake. He was more than happy to let George ded with Al. When Al found out the girl
had flown, he was going to be madder than shit.

Marissalooked back at the hotel for any sign of being followed. No one came out of the door, but as
the cable car began to move, she saw aman get out of an auto and run for the hotdl's rear entrance. The
timing was suggestive, but as the man didn't even look in her direction, she dismissed it as a coincidence.
She continued to watch until the cable car turned a corner and she could no longer see the Fairmont.
Sheld madeit.



She relaxed until aloud clang almost made her jump out of her skin. She started for the door before she
redlized it wasjust the overhead bell that the conductor rang as he collected fares.

A man got off, and Marissa quickly took his seat. She was shaking and suddenly scared she might have
blood stains on her clothes. Thelast thing she wanted wasto cal attention to hersdlf.

As her fear abated, she became more aware of the pain where her hip had hit the sink, and her neck
was exquisitely tender and probably turning black and blue.

"Fare please," said the conductor.

Without lifting her eyes, Marissafished around in her purse for some change. That was when she saw
the blood caked on the back of her right hand. Quickly, she changed the way she was holding her purse
and used her left hand to give the money to the man.

When he moved off, Marissatried to figure out how they had found her. She'd been so careful . . .
Suddenly it dawned on her. They must have been guarding Tieman. It was the only possible explanation.

Her confidence shattered, Marissa began to have second thoughts about having fled the hotel. Perhaps
shewould have been safer if she had stayed and faced the police. Y et fleeing had become an ingtinct of
late. Shefdt like afugitive, and it made her act like one. And to think shed thought she would be able to
outwit her pursuers. Ralph had been right. She never should have goneto New Y ork, let aone San
Francisco. He had said she was in serious trouble before sheld visited both cities. Wdll, it was alot
worse now-for al she knew shed killed two men. It was al too much. She wasn't going to Minneapalis.
She would go home and turn everything that she knew, such asit was, and everything that she suspected,
over to the attorney.

The cable car dowed again. Marissalooked around. She was someplace in Chinatown. The car
stopped, and just asit was starting again, Marissa stood up and swung off. As she ran to the sdewalk,
she saw the conductor shaking his head in disgust. But no one got off after her.

Marissatook a deep breath and rubbed her neck. Glancing around, she was pleased to see that both
sdes of the street were crowded. There were pushcart vendors, trucks making deliveries and avariety of
soreswith much of their merchandise displayed on the sdewadk. All the sgnswere written in Chinese.
Shefdt asif the short cable-car ride had mysterioudy transported her to the Orient. Even the smellswere
different: amixture of fish and pices.

She passed a Chinese restaurant and, after hesitating a second, went inside. A woman dressed in a
Mandarin-collared, red silk dress dit to the knee came out and said the restaurant was not yet open for
lunch. "Half hour," she added.

"Would you mind if I used your restroom and your phone?' asked Marissa

Thewoman studied Marissafor a moment, decided she meant no harm and led her to the rear of the
restaurant. She opened a door and stepped aside.

Marissawasin asmall room with asink on one side and a pay phone on the other. There were two
doorsin the back with Ladies stenciled on one, and Gents on the other. The walls were covered with
years of accumulated graffiti.

Marissa used the phonefirst. She caled the Fairmont and reported to the operator that there was aman



inroom 1127 who needed an ambulance. The operator told her to hold on, but Marissa hung up. Then
she paused, debating whether she should call the police and explain everything to them. No, she thought,
it was too complicated. Besides, she'd already fled the scene. 1t would be better to go back to Atlanta
and seethe attorney.

Washing her hands, Marissaglanced a hersalf in the mirror. Shewas amess. Taking out her comb, she
untangled her hair and braided afew strandsto keep it off her face. Sheld lost her barrette when the
blond man had yanked her by the hair. When she was finished, she straightened her blazer and the collar
of her blouse. That was about al she could do.

Jake diadled George's car for the hundredth time. Mostly the phone went unanswered, but occasiondly
he'd get arecording telling him that the party he was cdling was not presently available.

He could not figure out what was going on. Al and George should have been back in the car long ago.
Jake had followed the girl, practicaly running her over when sheld leaped unexpectedly from the cable
car, and had watched her go into arestaurant called Peking Cuisine. At least he hadn't lost her.

He scrunched down in the driver's seet. The girl had just come out of the restaurant and was flagging a
cab.

An hour later, Jake watched helplessly as Marissa handed over her ticket and boarded a Delta nonstop
to Atlanta. He had thought about buying aticket himself, but scrapped the ideawithout Al's okay.

Sheld spent thelast half hour closeted in theladies room, giving Jake ampletimeto try the mobile phone
at least ten moretimes, hoping for some ingtructions. But still no one answered.

As soon as the plane taxied down the runway, Jake hurried back to his car. There was a parking ticket
under the windshield wiper, but Jake didn't give ashit. He was just glad the car hadn't been towed away.
Climbing in, he thought held drive back to the Fairmont and seeif he could find the others. Maybe the
whole thing had been called off, and held find both of them in the bar, laughing their asses off while heran
dl over thecity.

Back on the freeway, he decided to try caling the other mobile phone one last time. To his astonishment,
George answered.

"Wherethe hdll have you been?" Jake demanded. "'I've been caling you al goddamn morning.”
"There's been aproblem,” said George, subdued.

"Well, | hopeto hdll there's been something,” said Jake. "The girl ison aplaneto Atlanta. | wasgoing
crazy. | didn't know what the hell to do.”

"Al wasknifed, | guess by the girl. HE's at San Francisco Generd, having surgery. | can't get near him."

"Chrigt!" said Jake increduloudy, unable to imagine that the pint-sized broad could have knifed Al and
gotten away.

"He's not supposed to be hurt that bad," continued George. "What'sworse is that apparently Al wasted
amaid. He had the woman's passkeysin his pocket. He's being charged with murder.”

"Shit," said Jake. Things were going from bad to worse.



"Where are you now?" asked George.

"Just on the freeway, leaving the airport,” said Jake.

"Go back," said George. "Book us on the next flight to Atlanta. | think we owe Al abit of revenge.”
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"READING MATERIAL?" asked the smiling cabin attendant.

Marissanodded. She needed something to keep her from thinking about the horrible scenein the hotel.
"Magazine or newspaper?' asked the attendant.

"Newspaper, | guess,” said Marissa.

"San Francisco Examiner or New Y ork Times?!

Marissawasin no mood to make decisions. "New York Times" shesaid finally.

Thebig jet leveled off, and the seat-belt Sgn went out. Marissa glanced through the window at rugged
mountains stretching off into dry desert. It was ardief to have gotten onto the planefinaly. At the airport,

she had been so scared of either being attacked by one of the blond man's friends or being arrested, she
had smply hidden in atoilet in the ladies room.

Unfolding the newspaper, Marissa glanced at the table of contents. Continuing coverage of the Ebola
outbreaks in Philadel phiaand New Y ork was listed on page 4. Marissaturned to it.

The article reported that the Philadelphia death toll was up to fifty eight and New Y ork was at
forty-nine, but that many more cases had been reported there. Marissawas not surprised since the index



case was an ear, hose and throat speciaist. She aso noted that the Rosenberg Clinic had aready filed for
bankruptcy.

On the same page as the Ebola article was a photograph of Dr.
Ahmed Fakkry, head of epidemiology for the World Health Organization. The article next to the picture
said that he was vigiting the CDC to investigate the Ebola outbreaks because World Hedl th was fearful

that the virus would soon crossthe Atlantic.

Maybe Dr. Fakkry could help her, thought Marissa. Perhapsthe lawyer Raph waslining up for her
would be able to arrange for her to spesk with him.

Raph was catching up on his journals when the doorbell rang at 9:30 P.M. Glancing at hiswatch, he
wondered who could possibly be visiting at that hour. He looked out of the glass pandl on the side of the
door and was shocked to find himsdlf staring directly into Manssa's face.

"Marissal" hesaid in disbdief, pulling open the door. Behind her, he could see ayellow cab descending
hislong, curved driveway.

Marissa saw him hold out hisarms and ran into them, burgting into tears.

"| thought you werein California," said Raph. "Why didn't you call and let me know you were coming?|
would have met you at the airport.”

Marissajust held onto him, crying. It was so wonderful to fed safe. "What happened to you?' he asked,
but was only greeted by louder sobs.

"Atleadt let'sSit down," he said, helping her to the couch. For afew minutes, he just let her cry, patting
her gently on the back. "It's okay," he said for lack of anything else. He eyed the phone, willing it to ring.
He had to make acall, and at thisrate she was never going to let him get up. "Perhapsyou'd like
something to drink?" he asked. "How about some of that specia cognac? Maybe it will make you fed
better.”

Manissa shook her head.

"Wine? | have anice bottle of Chardonnay open in the refrigerator.” Ralph was running out of idess.

Marissajust held him tighter, but her sobs were lessening, her breathing becoming more regular.

Five minuteswent by. Ralph sighed. "Whereisyour luggage?'

Marissadidn't answer, but did fish atissue out of her pocket and wipe her face.

"I've got some cold chicken in the kitchen.”

At last Marissa sat up. "Maybein alittle bit. Just stay with me alittle longer. I've been so scared.”

"Then why didn't you call me from the airport? And what happened to your car? Didn't you leaveit
there?'

"It'salong gory," said Marissa. "But | was afraid that someone might bewatching it. | didn't want



anybody to know | was back in Atlanta."

Raph raised his eyebrows. "Does that mean you'd like to spend the night?”

"If you don't mind," said Marissa. "Nothing like inviting mysdf, but you've been such agood friend.”

"Would you like meto drive you over to your house to get somethings?' asked Ralph.

"Thanks, but | don't want to show up there for the same reason | was afraid to go to my car. If | wereto
drive anyplace tonight, 1'd run over to the CDC and get a package that | hope Tad put away for me. But
totdl you thetruth, | think it al can wait until morning. Even that crimina lawyer, who | hopewill be able
to keep me out of jail."

"Good grief,” said Ralph. "I hope you're not serious. Don't you think it'stime you told me what's going
on?'

Marissapicked up Ralph'shand. "I will. | promise. Let mejust cdm down alittle more. Maybe | should
egt something.”

"I'll fix you some chicken," hesaid.

"That'sal right. | know where the kitchen is. Maybe I'll just scramble some eggs.”

"Il joinyou inaminute. | haveto mekeacal."

Marissadragged hersdf through the house. In the kitchen, she glanced around at al the appliances and
space and thought it was awaste just to be making eggs. But that was what sounded best. She got them
out of the refrigerator, dong with some bread for toast. Then she redlized she hadn't asked Ralphif he
wanted some too. She was about to call out but decided he wouldn't hear her.

Putting the eggs down, she went over to the intercom and began pushing the buttons on the console to
seeif she could figure out how it worked. "Hello, hello,” she said as she held down different
combinations. Stumbling onto the correct sequence, she suddenly heard Ralph'svoice.

"She's not in San Francisco,” hewas saying. " She's here at my house.™

Pause.

"Jackson, | don't know what happened. She's hysterical. All she said was that she has a package waiting
for her at the CDC. Listen, | can't talk now. I've got to get back to her."

Pauise.

“I'll keep her here, don't worry. But get over here as soon asyou can.”
Pause.

"No, no one knows she's here. I'm sure of thet. '‘Bye."

Marissa clutched the counter top, afraid she was going to faint. All thistime Ra ph-the one person shed
trusted-had been one of "them." And Jackson! It had to be the same Jackson sheld met at Ralph's dinner



party. The head of PAC, and he was on hisway over. Oh, God!

Knowing Raph was on hisway to the kitchen, Marissaforced hersdlf to go on with her cooking. But
when shetried to break an egg on the side of the killet, she smashed it shell and dl into the pan. She had
the other egg in her hand when Ralph appeared with some drinks. She broke the second egg abit more
deftly, mixing it al together, including thefirst egg'sshell.

"Smellsgood,” he said brightly. He put down her glass and touched her lightly on the back. Marissa
jumped.

"Wow, you redlly are uptight. How are we going to get you to relax?"

Marissadidn't say anything. Although shewas no longer the dightest bit hungry, she went through the
motions of cooking the eggs, buttering the toast and putting out jam. Looking a Ralph's expensive silk
shirt, the heavy gold cuff links, the tasseled Gucci loafers, everything about him suddenly seemed a
ridiculous affectation, as did the whole elaborately furnished house. It dl represented the conspicuous
consumption of awedthy doctor, now fearful of the new medica competition, of changing times, of
medicine no longer being asdller's market.

Obvioudy, Ralph was a member of PAC. Of course he was asupporter of Markham. And it was
Raph, not Tad, who had always known where she was. Serving the eggs, Marissathought that even if
she could escape there was no one to go to. She certainly couldn't use alawyer Ralph recommended. In
fact, now that she knew Ra ph wasimplicated, she remembered why the name of the law firm hed
suggested had sounded familiar: Cooper, Hodges, M cQuinllin and Hanks had been listed asthe service
agent of PAC.

Marissafelt trapped. The men pursuing her had powerful connections. She had no idea how deeply they
had penetrated the CDC. Certainly the conspiracy involved the congressman who exerted control over
the CDC budget.

Marissas mind redled. She wasterrified no one would believe her, and she was acutely aware that the
only piece of hard evidence she

had-the vaccination gun-was resting somewhere in the maximum containment lab, to which she knew
from painful experience her pursuers had access. The only thing that was crystal clear wasthat she had to
get away from Ralph before Jackson and maybe more thugs arrived.

Picking up her fork, she had a sudden vision of the blond man hurling himself through the bathroom door
in San Francisco. She dropped the fork, again afraid she was about to faint.

Ralph grabbed her elbow and hel ped her to the kitchen table. He put the food on aplate and placed it in
front of her and urged her to edt.

"Y ou were doing so well aminute ago,” he said. "Y ou'll fed better if you get something in your ssomach.”
He picked up the fork she'd dropped and tossed it into the sink, then got another from the silver drawer.

Marissa dropped her head into her hands. She had to get herself under control. Vauable time was
ticking away.

"Not hungry after dl?" asked Raph.



"Not very," admitted Marissa. The very smell of the eggs was enough to make her sick. She shuddered.

"Maybe you should take atranquilizer. I've got some upstairs. What do you think?'

"Okay," sad Marissa

"Beright back," said Ralph, squeezing her shoulder.

This was the chance she had prayed for. As soon as he was out of the room, Marissawas on her fedt,
snatching the phone off its hook. But therewas no did tone. Ralph must have disconnected it somehow!
So much for the police. Replacing the phone, she rushed around the kitchen searching for Ralph's car
keys. Nothing. Next shetried the adjoining family room. There was atiny marble urn on the room divider
with afew keys, but none for a car. Going back through the kitchen, Marissawent to the smal foyer by
the back door. There was a cork bulletin board, an antique school desk and an old bureau. There was
aso adoor that led to the bathroom.

Trying the desk firdt, shelifted its cover and rummaged through its contents. There were some
odd-shaped house keys, but that was dl. Turning to the small bureau, she began opening drawers, finding
ajumble of gloves, scarvesand rain gear.

"What do you need?"' asked Ra ph, suddenly appearing behind her. Guiltily she straightened up,
searching for an dibi. Ralph waited, looking at her expectantly. Hisright hand was closed. Hisleft hand
held aglass of water.

"I thought maybe | could find a swester,” said Marissa.

Raph eyed her curioudy. If anything, the house wastoo warm. After dl, it was dmost June.

"I'll turn the heat on in the kitchen," he said, guiding her back to her chair. He extended hisright hand.
"Here, take this." He dropped a capsule into Marissa's pam. It was red and ivory in color.

"Damane?' questioned Marissa. "'l thought you were getting me atranquilizer.”

"It will relax you and give you agood night'sdeep,” explained Ralph.

Shaking her head and handing the capsule back to Ralph, Marissasaid, "I'd prefer atranquilizer.”
"What about Vdium?'

"Fing" said Marissa

As soon as she heard him climbing the back stairs, Marissaran to the front foyer. There were no keys
on the eaborate marble half-table or in the one centra drawer. Opening the closet, Marissarapidly
patted jacket pockets. Nothing.

Shewas back in thekitchen just in time to hear Ralph start down the back stairs.

"Thereyou go," he said, dropping a blue tablet into Marissa's hand.

"What doseisthis?



"Tenmilligrams”
"Don't you think that'salittle much?"

"You're S0 upset. It won't affect you asit would normaly,” said Raph, handing her aglass of water. She
took it from him, then pretended to take the Valium, but dropped it into the pocket of her jacket instead.

"Now let'stry thefood again,” said Ralph.

Marissaforced hersdlf to eat alittle as she tried to figure out away to escape before Jackson arrived.
The food tasted awful, and she put down her fork after afew bites.

"Still not hungry?' said Ralph.
Marissa shook her head.
"Well, let'sgo into theliving room.”

She was glad to leave the cooking smells, but the moment they were seated, Ralph urged her to have a
fresh drink.

"l don't think | should after the Vdium."
"A littlewon't hurt."

"Areyou sure you're not trying to get me drunk?' said Marissa. Sheforced alaugh. "Maybe you'd better
let mefix thedrinks"

"Fineby me" said Ralph, lifting hisfeet to the coffee table. "Make mine scotch.”

Marissawent directly to the bar and poured Ral ph a good four fingers of scotch. Then, checking to see
that he was absorbed, she took out the Valium tablet, broke it in haf and dropped the piecesinto the
acohol. Unfortunately, they did not dissolve. Fishing the pieces out, she pulverized them with the scotch
bottle and swept the powder into the drink.

"Y ou need any help?' caled Raph.
"No," shesaid, pouring alittle brandy into her own glass. "Here you go."
Ralph took his drink and settled back on the couch.

Sitting down beside him, Marissaracked her brainsto figure out where he might have put his car keys.
She wondered what he would say if she suddenly demanded them, but decided it wastoo great arisk. If
he redlized she knew about him, he might forcibly restrain her. Thisway, she ill had achance, if she
could just find the keys.

A horrible thought occurred to her: he probably had just put them in his pants pocket. As distasteful asit
was, Marissaforced hersdf to snuggle againgt him. Provocatively, she placed her hand on his hip. Sure
enough, she could fed the keys through the light gabardine. Now, how on earth was she going to get
them?



Gritting her teeth, shetilted her face to his, encouraging him to kissher. Ashisarmscircled her waist,

shelet her fingers dideinto his pocket. Scarcely breathing she felt the edge of thering and pulled. The

keysjangled alittle and she began franticaly kissing him. Sensing his response she decided she had to

take the chance. Please God, please God, she prayed and pulled out the keys and hid them in her own
pocket.

Ralph had obvioudy forgotten Jackson was coming, or he'd decided sex was the best way to keep
Marissaquiet. In any case, it wastimeto stop him.

"Darling," shesad. "l hateto do thisto you, but that pill is getting to me. | think I'm going to haveto go
todeep.”

"Just rest here. I'll hold you."

"I'd loveto, but then you'd have to carry me upstairs.” She pulled herself out of hisembrace, and he
solicitoudy helped her up the stairs to the guest bedroom.

"Don't you want meto stay with you?' he asked.

"I'm sorry, Ralph. I'm about to pass out. Just let me deep.” Sheforced asmile. "We can aways continue
when the Vdium wears off.” Asif to end any further conversation, shelay on the bed fully clothed.

"Don't you want to borrow pgjamas?’ he asked hopefully.
"No, no. | can't keep my eyes open.”
"W, cdll if you need anything. I'll just be downgtairs.”

The moment he closed the door, she tiptoed over and listened to him go down the front stairs. Then she
went to the window and opened it. The balcony outside was just as she remembered. Asquietly as
possible, she dipped out into the warm spring night. Above was an inverted bowl of sars. The trees
were just dark silhouettes. There was no wind. In the distance, adog barked. Then Marissaheard a car.

Quickly she surveyed her position. She was about fifteen feet above the asphdt drive. There was no
possibility of jumping. The bacony was surrounded by alow baustrade, separating it from the doped
roof of the porch. To theleft the porch roof abutted the tower and to the right it swept around the corner
of the building.

Climbing over the baustrade, Marissainched her way to the corner. The porch roof ended about twenty
feet away. Thefire escape descended from the third floor, but it was out of reach. Turning, she Sarted
back for the bacony. She was hafway there when the car sheld heard earlier turned into Ralph's drive.

Marissalay ill on the doped roof. She knew that shewasin full view of anybody coming up the
driveway if they happened to look up. The car'slights played againgt the trees, then swept acrossthe
front of the house, bathing her in light before it pulled up to the front steps. She heard the doors open and
severa voices. They were not excited; apparently no one had seen her sprawled on the roof. Ralph
answered the door. There was more conversation, and then the voices disappeared inside.

Marissa scampered aong the roof and climbed back over the baustrade to the bal cony. She ducked
into the guest room and eased open the door to the hallway. Stepping into the hail, she could hear
Raph's voice though she could not make out what he was saying. As quietly as possible, she started



toward the back sairs.

Thelight from the vetibule did not penetrate beyond the second turn in the hallway, and Marissahad to
make her way by running her hands along the walls. She passed a number of dark bedrooms before

sherounded afina corner and saw the kitchen light shining below. At the head of the dairs, she
hesitated. The soundsin the old house were confusing her. She gill heard voices, but she dso heard
footsteps. The problem was, she couldn't tell where they were coming from. At that moment she caught
sght of ahand on the newe post below.

Changing direction, Marissawent up the stairs and was hafway to the third floor in seconds. One of the
treads squeaked under her foot, and she hesitated, heart pounding, listening to the relentless approach of
the figure below. When he reached the second floor and turned down the hal toward the front of the
house, shelet out her breath.

Marissa continued up the stairs, wincing at every sound. The door to the servants apartment at the top
was closed but not locked.

Asquietly as possible, she made her way across the dark living room and into the bedroom that she
guessed looked out on the fire escape.

After struggling to raise the window, she climbed out onto the flimsy metal grate. Never fond of heights,
it took al her courage to stand upright. Hesitantly, she started down, one step at atime, leading with her
right foot. By the time she reached the second story, she heard excited voices inside the house and the
sound of doors opening and damming shut. Lights began going on in the darkened rooms. They had
aready redized that she had fled.

Forcing hersdlf to hurry, Marissarounded the second-story platform and was stopped by what seemed
to be alarge jumble of metal. Feding with her hands, she redlized that the last flight of stairs had been
drawn up to protect the house from burglars. Desperately, shetried to figure out how to lower them.
There didn't seem to be any release mechanism. Then she noticed alarge counterweight behind her.

Gingerly, she put her foot on the first step. There was aloud squeak of metal. Knowing she had no
choice, Marissashifted her full weight to the step. With a nerve-shattering crash, the sairs shot to the
ground and she ran down them.

As s00n as her feet touched the grass, she ran for the garage, arms swinging wildly. There was no way
the men inside the house could not have heard the fire escape's descent. In seconds they would be
looking for her.

She ran to aside door to the garage, praying to heaven that it was not locked. It wasn't. As she raced
inside, she heard the back door of the house open. Desperately, she stepped into the dark interior,
puffing the door shut behind her. Turning, she moved forward, colliding amaost immediately with Ralph's
300SDL sedan. Fedling for the car door, she opened it and dipped behind the whedl. She fumbled with
the key until it did into the ignition, and turned it. Several indicator lightsflashed on, but the car didn't
gart. Then she remembered Ralph explaining how you had to wait for the orange light to go

out because the engine was adiesdl. She switched the ignition back off, then turned the key part way.
The orange light went on, and Marissawaited. She heard someone raise the garage door; frantically, she
hit the button locking al four doors of the car.



"Come on!" she urged through clenched teeth. The orange light went out. She turned the key, and the
car roared to life as she stomped on the gas. There was a series of loud thumps as someone pounded her
window. She shifted to reverse and floored the accelerator. There was a second's delay before the big
car legped backward with such force that she was flung against the whedl. She braced herself asthe car
shot out the door, sending two men diving Sdewaysfor safety.

The car careened wildly down the drive. Marissajammed on the brakes as the car screeched around the
front of the house, but it wastoo late. She rammed Jackson's car with the back of hers. Shifting to
forward, Marissa thought she was free, until one of the men, taking advantage of her momentary halt,
flung himsdlf acrossthe hood. Marissa accelerated. Thetires spun, but the car did not move. Shewas
caught on the car behind. Putting the Mercedesinto reverse, then into drive, she rocked the car asif she
were stuck in snow. There was a scraping sound of metal; then she shot forward, didodging her attacker
as she careened down the drive.

"Forget it," said Jake, crawling out from under Jackson's car, wiping grease from his hands. " She busted
your radiator,” hetold the doctor. "There's no coolant, so even if it started, you couldn't driveit.”

"Damn," said Jackson, getting out. "That woman lives acharmed life." Helooked furioudy a Heberling.
"This probably wouldn't have happened if 1I'd come here directly instead of waiting for your goonsto get
infromtheairport.”

"Yeah?' said Heberling. "And what would you have done? Reasoned with her?'Y ou needed Jake and
George."

"You can usemy 450 SL," offered Ralph. "But it's only atwo-seater."
"She got too big ahead gart,” said George. "Wed never catch her.”

"l don't know how she escaped,” said Ralph apologeticaly. "I'd just left her to deep. She's had ten
milligramsof Vdium, for Chrissake™ Henaticed hefdt alittle dizzy himsdif.

"Any ideawhere she might go?" asked Jackson.

"I don't think shell go to the police" said Ralph. "She'sterrified of

everyone, especialy now. She might try the CDC. She said something about a package being there.”
Jackson looked at Heberling. They had the same thought: the vaccination gun.

"We may aswell send Jake and George,” said Heberling. "We're pretty sure shewon't go home, and
after what she did to Al, the boys are most eager for revenge.”

Fifteen minutes from the house, Marissa began to calm down enough to worry about where she was.
She had made so many random turnsin case she was being pursued, she had lost al sense of direction.
For al sheknew, she could have drivenin afull circle.

Ahead, she saw dreet lights and a gas station. Marissa pulled over, lowering her window. A young man
came out wearing an Atlanta Braves baseball hat.

"Could you tdl mewherel am?' asked Marissa.



"Thisheresa Shell gation,” said the young man, eyeing the damageto Ralph's car. "Did you know that
both your talllightsis busted?!

"I'm not surprised,” said Marissa. "How about Emory University. Could you tell me how to get there?"
"Lady, you look like you've been in ademolition derby,” he said, shaking hishead in dismay.
Marissarepeated her question, and finaly the man gave her some vague directions.

Ten minutes later Marissa cruised past the CDC. The building seemed quiet and deserted, but she ill
wasn't sure what she should do or who she could trust. She would have preferred going to agood
lawyer, but she had no idea how to choose one. Certainly McQuinllin was out of the question.

The only person she could envision approaching was Dr. Fakkry, from the World Hedlth Organization.
He certainly was above the conspiracy, and, conveniently, he was staying at the Peachtree Plaza. The

problem was, would he believe her or would he just call Dubchek or someone else at the CDC, putting
her back into the hands of her pursuers?

Fear forced her to do what shefelt was her only logical choice. She had to get the vaccination gun. It
was her only piece of hard evidence. Without it she doubted anyone would take her serioudy. She il
had Tad's access card, and if he was not involved with PAC, the card might till be usable. Of course
there was alway's the chance that security wouldn't allow her into the building.

Boldly, Marissaturned into the driveway and pulled up just past

the entrance to the CDC. She wanted the car handy in case anyone tried to stop her.

Looking in the front door, she saw the guard sitting at the desk, bent over a paperback novel. When he
heard her comein, helooked up, hisface expressonless.

Rolling her lower lip into her mouth and biting on it, Marissawaked deliberately, trying to hide her fear.
She picked up the pen and scrawled her name in the sign-in book. Then she looked up, expecting some
comment, but the man just stared impassively.

"What are you reading?' asked Marissa, nerves making her chatter.

"Camus."

Widl, shewasn't about to ask if it was The Plague. She started for the main elevators, conscious of the
man's eyes on her back. She pushed the button to her floor, turned and looked at him. He was ill
watching her.

The moment the doors shut, he snatched up the phone and dialed. As soon as someone answered, he
sad, "Dr. Blumenthd just signed in. She went up in the dlevator.”

"Wonderful, Jerome," said Dubchek. Hisvoice was hoarse, asif heweretired or sick. "Well beright
there. Don't let anyoneesein.”

"Whatever you say, Dr. Dubchek."

Marissagot off the elevator and stood for afew minutes, watching the floor indicators. Both elevators



stayed where they were. The building was silent. Convinced that she wasn't being followed, she went to
the stairs and ran down aflight, then out into the catwalk. Insde the virology building, she hurried down
the long cluttered hall, rounded the corner and confronted the sted security door. Holding her breath, she
inserted Tad's access card and tapped out his number.

Therewas apause. For amoment she was afraid an darm might sound. But al she heard was the sound
of thelatch releasing. The heavy door opened, and shewasinside.

After flipping the circuit breakers, she twisted the whedl on the airtight door, climbed into the first room
and, instead of donning ascrub suit, went directly into the next chamber. As she struggled into aplastic
suit, she wondered where Tad might have hidden the contaminated vaccination gun.

Dubchek drove recklessly, braking for curves only when absolutely necessary, and running red lights.
Two men had joined him; John, in the front seat, braced himsdlf againgt the door; Mark, inthe

back, had more trouble avoiding being thrown from side to side. The expressionson dl three faceswere
grim. They were afraid they would betoo late.

"Thereitis," said George, pointing at the sign that said Centersfor Disease Control.

"And thereés Ralph's car!" he added, pointing at the Mercedes in the semicircular driveway. "Lookslike
luck isfinaly on our sde.” Making up hismind, he pulled into the Sheraton Motor Inn lot acrossthe
drest.

Georgedrew hisS & W .356 Magnum, checking to see that all the chambers werefilled. He opened
the door and stepped out, holding the gun down along his hip. Light gleamed off the Stainless-stedl barrd.

"Y ou sure you want to use that cannon?"' asked Jake. "1t makes so goddamn much noise.”

"I wish | had had this thing when she was driving around with you on the hood," George snapped.
"Comeon!"

Jake shrugged and got out of the car. Patting the small of hisback, hefelt the butt of his own Beretta
automatic. It was a much neater weapon.

Air linein hand, Marissa hagtily climbed through the final door to the maximum containment lab. She
plugged into the centra manifold and looked around. The mess sheld helped create on that other fateful
night had al been cleared away, but the memory of that episode flooded back with horrifying clarity.
Marissawas shaking. All she wanted wasto find her parcel and get the hell out. But that was easier said
than done. Asin any lab, there was a profusion of places where a package that size could be hidden.

Marissa garted on the right, working her way back, opening cabinet doors and pulling out drawers. She
got about hafway down the room, when she straightened up. There had to be a better way. At the
centra idand, she went to the containment hood that Tad considered his own. In the cupboards below,
she found bottles of reagents, paper towd s, plastic garbage bags, boxes of new glassware and an
abundance of other supplies. But there was no package resembling hers. She was about to move on
when she looked through the glass of the containment hood itself. Behind Tad's equipment, she could just
barely make out the dark green of aplastic garbage bag.

Turning on the fan over the hood, Marissa pulled up the glass front. Then, careful not to touch Tad's
setup, shelifted out the bag. Inside was the Federal Express package. To be sure, she checked the label.



It was addressed to Tad in her handwriting.

Marissa put the package in anew garbage bag, sealing it carefully. Then she put the used bag back
ing de the containment hood and pulled the glass front into place. At the centrd manifold, she hurriedly
detached her air hose, then headed for the door. It wastimeto find Dr. Fakkry or someone elsein
authority she could trust.

Standing under the shower of phenolic disinfectant, Marissatried to be patient. There was an automated
timing device, so she had to wait for the process to finish before she could open the door. Oncein the
next room, she struggled out of her plastic suit, pulling frantically each time the zipper stuck. When she
finally got it off, her Street clothes were drenched with sweat.

Dubchek cameto ascreeching halt directly in front of the CDC entrance. The three men piled out of the
car. Jerome was dready holding open one of the glass doors.

Dubchek didn't wait to ask questions, certain that the guard would tell them if Marissahad |eft. Heran
into the waiting elevator with the other two men on his hedls, and pressed the button for the third floor.

Marissa had just started across the catwal k when the door to the main building opened and three men
burst out. Spinning around, she ran back into virology.

"Stop, Marissa," someone yelled. It sounded like Dubchek. Oh, God, was he chasing her too?

She latched the door behind her and looked about for a place to hide. To her right was an elevator, to
her left, astairwell. There was no time to debate.

By the time Dubchek forced open the door, al he could see was the eevator light pointing down.
Marissawas aready on the lobby level asthe three men began pounding down the gairs.

Knowing Dubchek was close behind, Marissaknew she had no time to dow down to avoid aerting the
security guard when she'd reached the main building. His head popped up from hisbook, just intimeto
catch her streaking past. He stood up but that was all, and she was aready gone when he decided that
Dr. Dubchek might have wanted her stopped by force.

Outside, she fumbled for the keysto Ral ph's car, switching her parcel to her left hand. She heard shouts
and then the doors to the CDC crash open. Wrestling the car door open, she started to dide behind the
whed. She was so programmed for flight that it took a

minute for her to redlize that the passenger seat was occupied. There was dso someone in the back. But
worse was the Sight of an enormous revolver pointing at her.

Marissatried to reverse her direction, but it was asif she were caught in aheavy, viscousfluid. Her
body wouldn't respond. She saw the gun coming up at her, but she could do nothing. She saw afacein
the half-light, and she heard someone start to say "good-bye." But the gun went off with afearful
concussion, and time stopped.

When Marissa regained consciousness, she was lying on something soft. Someone was caling her name.
Sowly opening her eyes, sherealized that she'd been carried back inside to the couch in the CDC lobby.

Hashing red and blue lights washed the room like a tawdry, punk discotheque. There seemed to be
many people coming in and out of the room. It was too confusing. She closed her eyesagain and



wondered what had happened to the men with the guns.

"Marissa, areyou dl right?’

Her lidsfluttered open, and she saw Dubchek bending over her, hisdark eyes amost black with fear.
"Marissa," hesaid again. "Areyou dl right? I've been so worried. When you findly made us redize what
was going on, we were afraid they'd try to kill you. But you never stayed till long enough for usto find
you."

Marissawas still too shocked to spesk.

"Please say something," Dubchek pleaded. "Did they hurt you?'

"| thought you were part of it. Part of the conspiracy,” was dl she could manageto utter.

"| was afraid of that,” groaned Dubchek. "Not that | didn't deserveit. | was so busy protecting the
CDC, | just dismissed your theories. But beieve me, | had nothing to do with any of it."

Marissareached for hishand. "I guess| never gave you much chanceto explain, either. | was so busy
bresking dl therules™

An ambulance attendant came up to them. "Does the lady want to go to the hospital ?*
"Do you, Marissa?' asked Dubchek.
"l guess 5o, but | think I'm okay."

As another attendant came up to help lift her onto a stretcher, she said, "When | heard the first bang, |
thought 1'd been shot.”

"No, one of the FBI men I'd derted shot your would-be killer instead.”

Marissa shuddered. Dubchek waked beside the stretcher asthey took her to the ambulance. She
reached out and took his hand.

Epilogue

MARISSA WAS UNPACKING FROM atwo-week vacation, taken at Dr. Carbonaras insistence,
when the doorbell rang. She had just returned from Virginia, where her family had done everything they
could to spail her, even giving her anew puppy that shed immediately named Taffy Two.

As shewalked downgtairs, she couldn't imagine who might be at the door. She hadn't told anyone the



exact date of her return. When she opened the door, she was surprised to see Cyril Dubchek and a
stranger.

"I hope you don't mind our turning up like this, but Dr. Carbonara said you might be home, and Dr.
Fakkry from World Hedlth wanted to meet you. Thisishislast day in America. Tonight heisflying back
to Geneva."

The stranger stepped forward and dipped his head. Then he looked directly at Marissa. His eyes
reminded her of Dubchek's: dark and liquid.

"I am deeply honored,” said Dr. Fakkry, with a crisp, English accent. "'l wanted to thank you persondly
for your brilliant detective work."

"And with no help from us," admitted Dubchek.
"I'm flattered,” said Marissa, at alossfor words.

Dubchek cleared histhroat. Marissafound his new lack of confidence gppeding. When he wasn't
making her furious, she could admit that he was actudly very handsome.

"We thought you'd like to know what's been happening,” he said. "The press has been given aslittle
detail aspossible, but even the police agree you are entitled to the truth.”

"I'd loveto hear everything," said Marissa. "But please comein and St down. Can | get you something
to drink?'

When they were settled, Dr. Fakkry said, "Thanks to you, almost everyone connected to the Ebola
congpiracy has been arrested. The man you stabbed in San Francisco implicated Dr. Heberling the
minute he recovered from surgery.”

"The police think he wanted to be sent to jail so you couldn't find him again,” said Dubchek, with ahint
of hisold sardonic grin.

Marissa shivered, remembering the terrible episode of stabbing the man in the bathroom at the Fairmont.
For amoment theimage of hisice-blue eyesfroze her. Then, puffing herself together, she asked what had
happened to Heberling.

"Hell be going before agrand jury on multiple counts of murder with intent,” said Dubchek. "Thejudge
refused to set bail, no matter how high, saying that he was as dangerous to society asthe Nazi war
criminas”

"And the man | hit with the vaccination gun?' Marissa had been afraid to ask this question. She didn't
want to be respongblefor killing anyone or for spreading Ebola

"Hell liveto stand trial. He did use the serum in time, and it proved effective, but he came down with a
severe case of serum sickness. As soon as he's better, helll also be off tojail.”

"What about the other officers of the Physicians Action Congress?' asked Marissa

"A number of them have offered to turn state's evidence," said Dubchek. "It's making the investigation
inordinately easy. We are beginning to believe that the regular members of the organization thought they



were supporting just an ordinary lobbying campaign.”

"What about Tieman? He certainly didn't seem the type to be mixed up in such an affair. Or a least his
conscience redlly seemed to bother him.”

"Hislawyer has been making arrangements for alighter sentencein return for his cooperation. Asfor
PAC itsdf, the group's bankrupt. The families of the victims have dmost al filed suit. They're dso suing
the doctorsindividualy. Most of the officers are being prosecuted as criminals. So they should be behind
bars agood while, particularly Jackson.”

"He and Dr. Heberling would be-I think your word islynched-if the public got ahold of them,” added
Dr. Fakkry.

"l guess Ralph will aso be sentenced,” Marissasaid dowly. Shewas il trying to cometo termswith
the fact that the man she considered a protector had tried to kill her.

"He was one of thefirst to cooperate with the prosecution. Hell get some breaks, but | doubt hell be
released for along time. Aside from his connection with PAC, heisdirectly linked to the attacks on you."

"I know," Marissasghed. "So it'sredly over."

"Thanksto your persstence,” said Dubchek. "And the outbreak in New Y ork is definitely under
control.”

"Thank God," shesaid.
"So when will you be coming back to the CDC?" asked Dubchek.

"Weve dready gotten you clearance for the maximum containment lab." Thistime there was no doubt
about hisgrin. "No one relished the thought of your ssumbling around in there a night anymore.”

Marissablushed in spite of hersdf. "I haven't decided yet. I'm actualy considering going back into
pediatrics.”

"Back to Boston?' Dubchek's facefell.
"It will bealosstothefied,” said Dr. Fakkry. "Y ou've become an internationa epidemiologica hero.”

"I'll give it more thought,” promised Marissa. "But evenif | do go back to pediatrics, I'm planning to stay
inAtlanta" She nuzzled her new puppy. There was a pause, then she added, "But I've one request.”

"If wecanbeof any help . . ." said Dr. Fakkry.

Marissashook her head. "Only Cyrill can help on this one. Whether | go back to pediatrics or not, | was
hoping held ask meto dinner again.”

Dubchek was taken off guard. Then, laughing at Fakkry's bemused expression, he leaned over and
hugged Marissato hisside.



