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About Nourse:

Alan Nourse was born August 11, 1928 to Benjamin and Grace (Ogg)
Nourse in Des Moines, Iowa. He attended high school in Long Island,
New York. He served in the U.S. Navy after World War II. He earned
a Bachelor of Science degree in 1951 from Rutgers University, New
Brunswick, New Jersey. He married Ann Morton on June 11, 1952 in
Lynden, New Jersey. He received a Doctor of Medicine (M.D.) degree
in 1955 from the University of Pennsylvania. He served his one year
internship at Virginia Mason Hospital in Seattle, Washington. He
practiced medicine in North Bend, Washington from 1958 to 1963 and
also pursued his writing career. He had helped pay for his medical
education by writing science fiction for magazines. After retiring
from medicine, he continued writing. His regular column in Good
Housekeeping magazine earned him the nickname "Family Doctor". He
was a friend of fellow author Avram Davidson. Robert A. Heinlein
dedicated his 1964 novel Farnham's Freehold to Nourse. His novel
The Bladerunner lent its name to the Blade Runner movie, but no
other aspects of its plot or characters, which were taken from
Philip K. Dick's Do Androids Dream of Electric Sheep? In the late
1970s an attempt to adapt The Bladerunner for the screen was made,
with Beat Generation author William S. Burroughs commissioned to
write a story treatment; no film was ever developed but the story
treatment was later published as the novella, Blade Runner (a
movie). His pen names included "Al Edwards" and "Doctor X". He died
on July 19, 1992 in Thorp, Washington. Some confusion arose among
science fiction readers who knew that Andre Norton used the pen
name "Andrew North" at about the same time. They mistakenly assumed
"Alan Nourse" to be another Norton pen name. 








(The following is taken from the files of the Medical
Disciplinary Board, Hospital Earth, from the preliminary hearings
in re: The Profession vs. Samuel B. Jenkins, Physician; First Court
of Medical Affairs, final action pending.)

COM COD S221VB73 VOROCHISLOV SECTOR; 4th GALACTIC
PERIOD 22, 2341 GENERAL SURVEY SHIP MERCY TO HOSPITAL EARTH

VIA: FASTEST POSSIBLE ROUTING, PRIORITY
UNASSIGNED

TO: Lucius Darby, Physician Grade I, Black Service
Director of Galactic Periphery Services, Hospital Earth

FROM: Samuel B. Jenkins, Physician Grade VI, Red
Service General Practice Patrol
Ship Lancet (Attached
GSS Mercy pro tem)

SIR: The following communication is directed to your attention
in hopes that it may anticipate various charges which are certain
to be placed against me as a Physician of the Red Service upon the
return of the General Survey Ship Mercy to
Hospital Earth (expected arrival four months from above date).

These charges will undoubtedly be preferred by one Turvold
Neelsen, Physician Grade II of the Black Service, and Commander of
the Mercy on its current survey mission into the
Vorochislov Sector. Exactly what the charges will be I cannot say,
since the Black Doctor in question refuses either audience or
communication with me at the present time; however, it seems likely
that treason, incompetence and mutinous insubordination will be
among the milder complaints registered. It is possible that even
Malpractice might be added, so you can readily understand the
reasons for this statement—

The following will also clarify my attached request that the
GSS Mercy, upon arrival in orbit around Hospital
Earth, be met immediately by a decontamination ship carrying a vat
of hydrochloric acid, concentration 3.7%, measuring no less than
twenty by thirty by fifty feet, and that Quarantine officials be
prepared to place the entire crew of
the Mercy under physical and psychiatric
observation for a period of no less than six weeks upon
disembarkation.

The facts, in brief, are as follows:

Three months ago, as crew of the General Practice Patrol
Ship Lancet, my colleague Green Doctor Wallace Stone
and myself began investigating certain peculiar conditions existing
on the fourth planet of Mauki, Vorochislov Sector (Class I Medical
Service Contract.) The entire population of that planet was found
to be suffering from a mass psychotic delusion of rather
spectacular proportions: namely, that they and their entire planet
were in imminent danger of being devoured, in toto, by an
indestructible non-humanoid creature which they called
a hlorg. The Maukivi were insistent that
a hlorg had already totally consumed a
non-existent outer planet in their system, and was now hard at work
on neighboring Mauki V. It was their morbid fear that Mauki IV was
next on its list. No amount of reassurance could convince them of
the foolishness of these fears, although we exhausted our energy,
our patience, and our food and medical supplies in the effort.
Ultimately we referred the matter to the Grey Service, feeling
confident that it was a psychiatric problem rather than medical or
surgical. We applied to the GSS Mercy to take us
aboard to replenish our ship's supplies, and provide us a
much-needed recovery period. The Black Doctor in command approved
our request and brought us aboard.

The trouble began two days later… .

 

THERE WERE THREE classes of dirty
words in use by the men who travelled the spaceways back and forth
from Hospital Earth.

There were the words you seldom used in public, but which were
colorful and descriptive in private use.

Then there were the words which you seldom used even in private,
but which effectively relieved feelings when directed at mirrors,
inanimate objects, and people who had just left the room.

Finally, there were the words that you just didn't use, period.
You knew they existed; you'd heard them used at one time or
another, but to hear them spoken out in plain Earth-English was
enough to rock the most space-hardened of the Galactic Pill
Peddlers back on his well-worn heels.

Black Doctor Turvold Neelsen's Earth-English was spotty at best,
but the word came through without any possibility of
misinterpretation. Red Doctor Sam Jenkins stared at the little man
and felt his face turning as scarlet as the lining of his uniform
cape.

"But that's ridiculous!" he finally stammered. "Quite aside from
the language you use to suggest it."

"Ah! So the word still has some punch left, eh? At least you
puppies bring something away from your Medical Training, even if
it's only taboos." The Black Doctor scowled across the desk at
Jenkins' lanky figure. "But sometimes, my good Doctor, it is better
to face a fact than to wait for the fact to face you. Sometimes we
have to crawl out of our ivory towers for a minute or two—you
know?"

Jenkins reddened again. He had never had any great love for
physicians of the Black Service—who did?—but he found himself
disliking this short, blunt-spoken man even more cordially than
most. "Why implicate the Lancet?" he burst out.
"You've landed the Mercy on plenty of planets
before we brought the Lancet aboard her—"

"But we did not have it with us before
the Lancet came aboard, and we do have it now.
The implication is obvious. You have brought aboard a
contaminant."

He'd said it again.

Red Doctor Jenkins' face darkened. "The Green Doctor and I have
maintained the Lancet in perfect conformity with
the Sterility Code. We've taken every precaution on both landing
and disembarking procedures. What's more, we've spent the last
three months on a planet with no mutually
compatible flora or fauna. From Hospital Earth viewpoint, Mauki IV
is sterile. We made only the briefest check-stop on Mauki V before
joining you. It was a barren rock, but we decontaminated again
after leaving. If you have a—a contaminant on
board your ship, sir, it didn't come from the Lancet.
And I won't be held responsible."

It was strong language to use to a Black Doctor, and Sam Jenkins
knew it. There were doctors of the Green and Red Services who had
spent their professional lives on some god-forsaken planetoid at
the edge of the Galaxy for saying less. Red Doctor Sam Jenkins was
too near the end of his Internship, too nearly ready for his first
Permanent Planetary Appointment with the rank, honor, and
responsibility it carried to lightly risk throwing it to the wind
at this stage—

But a Red Doctor does not bring a contaminant aboard a survey
ship, he thought doggedly, no matter what the Black Doctor
says—

Neelsen looked at the young man slowly. Then he shrugged. "Of
course, I'm merely a pathologist. I realize that we know nothing of
medicine, nor of disease, nor of the manner in which disease is
spread. All this is beyond our scope. But perhaps you'll permit one
simple question from a dull old man, just to humor him."

Jenkins looked at the floor. "I'm sorry, sir."

"Just so. You've had a very successful cruise this year with
the Lancet, I understand."

Jenkins nodded.

"A most successful cruise. Four planets elevated from Class IV
to Class II contracts, they tell me. Morua II elevated from Class
VI to Class I, with certain special riders. A plague-panic averted
on Setman I, and a very complex virus-bacteria symbiosis unravelled
on Orb III. An illustrious record. You and your colleague from the
Green Service are hoping for a year's exemption from training, I
imagine—" The Black Doctor looked up sharply. "You searched your
holds after leaving the Mauki planets, I presume?"

Jenkins blinked. "Why—no, sir. That is, we decontaminated
according to—"

"I see. You didn't search your holds. I suppose you didn't
notice your food supplies dwindling at an alarming rate?"

"No—" The Red Doctor hesitated. "Not really."

"Ah." The Black Doctor closed his eyes wearily and flipped an
activator switch. The scanner on the far wall buzzed into activity.
It focussed on the rear storage hold of
the Mercy where the
little Lancet was resting on its landing rack.
"Look closely, Doctor."

At first Jenkins saw nothing. Then his eye caught a long, pink
glistening strand lying across the floor of the hold. The scanner
picked up the strand, followed it to the place where it emerged
from a neat pencil-sized hole in the hull of
the Lancet. The strand snaked completely across the
room and disappeared through another neat hole in the wall into the
next storage hold.

Jenkins shook his head as the scanner flipped back to the hole
in the Lancet's hull. Even as he watched, the
hole enlarged and a pink blob began to emerge. The blob kept coming
and coming until it rested soggily on the edge of the hole. Then it
teetered and fell splat on the floor.

"Friend of yours?" the Black Doctor asked casually.

It was a pink heap of jelly just big enough to fill a scrub
bucket. It sat on the floor, quivering noxiously. Then it sent out
pseudopods in several directions, probing the metal floor. After a
few moments it began oozing along the strand of itself that lay on
the floor, and squeezed through the hole into the next hold.

"Ugh," said Sam Jenkins, feeling suddenly sick.

"The hydroponic tanks are in there," the Black Doctor said.
"You've seen one of those before?"

"Not in person." Jenkins shook his head weakly. "Only pictures.
It's a hlorg. We thought it was only a Maukivi
persecution fantasy."

"This thing is growing pretty fast for a persecution fantasy. We
spotted it eight hours ago, demolishing what was left of your food
supply. It's twice as big now as it was then."

"Well, we've got to get rid of it," said Jenkins, suddenly
coming to life.

"Amen, Doctor."

"I'll get the survey crew alerted right away. We won't waste a
minute. And my apologies." Jenkins was hurrying for the door. "I'll
get it cleared out of here fast."

"I do hope so," said the Black Doctor. "The thing makes me ill
just to think about."

"I'll give you a clean-ship report in twenty-four hours," the
Red Doctor said as confidently as he could and beat a hasty retreat
down the corridor. He was wishing fervently that he felt as
confident as he sounded.

The Maukivi had described the hlorg in
excruciating detail. He and Green Doctor Stone had listened, and
smiled sadly at each other, day after day, marvelling at the
fanciful delusion. Hlorgs, indeed! And such creatures
to dream up—eating, growing, devouring plant, animal and mineral
without discrimination—

And the
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