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REVENGE

By ARTHUR PORGES

Hell may have no fury like a woman scorned,
but the tury of a biochemist scorned is just as great
—and much more tendish.

F the Syndicate is half as pow-

erful as some people have
claimed, they'll murder me any
day now. I object on principle to
being killed by evil men for a
good deed, so maybe lynching
by stupid ones is preferable. I
mean you, and you—the suet-
heads who profited by my work,
but refused your help.

You've been yammering about
narcotics for years—how drug
eddiction was spreading, reach-
ing down even to your unman-
nerly, apoiled brats, who despise
their parents and our venal so-
ciety Lo the same degree. The
atuff comes in by the ton ecross
the Mexican border: they grow
It for our benefit in Red China;
and a few “friendly” Asian
countries don’t mind exporling
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some now and then, either. In
gpite of heroic work by our emall
group of poorly financed nar-
cotics agents, the flow of drugs
cannot be halted.

Oh you and your elected rep-
resentstives made a lot of pan-
icky moves to combat this
threat. The Department of
Health, Education. and Welfare
was given a new Bureau, set up
like the F. B. I., and headed by
Myron P. Bishop, & man trained
by that distinguished expert on
narcotics, Anslinger, himaelf.

But as to sensible solutions,
such as legalizing the sale of
hervin to Lreak the world-wide
eriminal control on the distribu-
tlon of drugs—that your vapid
Puritan morality wouldn’t per-
mit. Millions of dollars for en-
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forcement, and to punish the
sick, but not one cent for pre-
vention, and almeat nothing to
find out why people become ad-
diets in the first place, and how
to cure them.

It wasn't entirely your fault.
You listened to the experts, usu-
ally career policemen who expect
to cure any social evil with clubs
and prisons. I am reminded of
the simpleton found measuring
two horses with a tape in order
to be able to distinguish the
black one from the white. Until
I came along, nobody had ever
reached the core of the matter.
You don't kill a flourishing plant
—in this cese & Upas Tree—by
lopping off a handful of leaves.
You atrike at the roots. That's
what I meant to do—and did—
for your benefit. Oh, I edmit
there were a few dollars in it for
me, but so what? The ox that
treads the wheat is not muzzled.
‘When a man seves a manufac-
turer $60,000 a year by some im-
proved process, or even by using
three bolts someplace instead of
four, they gladly pay him three
per ceni of the annual savings,
or something like that, as a re-
ward. Most big oulfits have such
a policy, and it's a good one.
Well, if I cut millions off the
government budget, is & lousy
$100,000 too much to aak? I just
wanted to go on with my re-
searches without battling a
horde of bill collectors every

124

month. Fat chance—I didn’t get
a mensly dime. You, your elected
and appointed officials, and your
kept press just gave me the all-
time horse-laugh. Well, he who
laughs last—you’ll remember the
old saw; I'll see to that.

I'm writing this so you'll know
how they trealed me. You must-
n't think I'm e crank, mad at
the world for no reason. My case
is better than Dreyfus’ and Sac-
co-Vanzetti’s combined. Here 1
'was prepared to remove the drug
scourge forever, and at a pid-
dling cost, Did I get courteous
handling, or at least a feir hear-
ing? Nat bloody likely! I was
an idiot to expect anything from
the world's most inflated bureau-

y—Dickena’ Cir I i
Office brought up to date.

Let me start at the beginning;
then you'll see who's right. I'm a
bicchemist ~ by profession. A
damned good one, but too indi-
vidualistic to please the big re-
search centers. They like docile
teams—scientific Percherons to
pull the big red wagon. So I
taught at one jerhwater college
after another. Sooner or later
my superiors, oll dodderers who
stopped thinking with sighs of
relief once they had thelr PhD
union cards, objected to my at-
titude. I£ I published, they were
Jealous; it made the other facul-
ty members look bad. If I failed
to produce, then why was [
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wasling lab facilities and neg-
lecting my classes? The students
wanted thelr term papers back
within five days; the other
teachers could manage it, why
not me? The difference between
what my colleagues expected
from their pupils and what I did
was the difference between the
ligh bug and the li i
‘Those students! They didn't
went biochemistry; they want
a letter on & card; a “C” would
do. Damn few of them got it
from me, I'm happy to say, and
those that did, knew more about
the subject than most PhD’s,
Now, I take as my creed the
fruitful dictum: Think in other
categories. A famous researcher
once invented—or discovered—
this maxim in a dream. It is the
gecret of many great advances in
science. Get off the main line.
Stop fooling with the leaves of
the tree, and turn to the roots.
Invert the problem, if necessary.
1 waa thinking about the nar-
cotics scandal. A teacher at my
‘college had a lovely sixteen-year.
old daughter, carefully reared,
who was badly hooked. I saw
that poor man’s hair whiten in a
few monthe. How would you feel,
knowing that your daughter had
been so degraded by a drug as to
sell herself (o anybody with
enough money to buy her a fin?
An Inpocent, playful spiff at a
party, and some punk, probably
en addict himself, had trapped
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her in order to finance his own
habit. They talk about cures,
bul people on the inside know
thal permanent escape from the
trap is aa rare as portraita of
Trolsky in Russia. Or integrity
among politicians in this coun-
try.

Wel), I put my bralns to work
on the problem. It seemed obvl-
ous that, a8 in the case of Pro-
hibition, you couldn't possibly
lick the drug traffic by cutting
the lines of supply. Not in &
country as big as ours, with the
Mexican border end Red China
on the side of the enemy. Not
when & package the size of a
watch could be worth a fortune.

Think in other categories, 1
reminded myself. How can a bio-
chemist, rather than a police-
man, stop the Syndicale? Then
it came Lo me, simple and obvi-
ous. Hit the source, the weak
link, the roots of the poison Lree.
In short, Papaver somniferum,
the opium poppy itself.

Basic, isn’t it? Destroy the
plant, and you cut the heart out
of the drug traffic. No cops; no
hopeless warfare agalnst cun-
ning smugglers; no battle with
big-money corruption of offi-
cials. And remember: no chemist
alive can synthesize apium or i{s
derivatives. Sure, there are a fow
other bed narcotic druge from
different plants, like merijuena,
but they play a relatively small
part, and can be controlled. Be-
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sides, it was my intention to de-
stroy thelr sources as well, when
the time came. But first the big-
gest culprit.

1 go to work, re-examining all
the recent work on tohacco virus
and similar plant killers. New
studies on the key protein chnlns
of the genes were the

So far everything was fine,
except that, as usual, I lost my
job. I got fifty term papers be-
hind. It didn't bother me, be-
cause there wasn’t a student in
my three claases who knew any
more bfochemistry than a ba-
boon. In the first paper I'd found
thiu gem: “lt is well known thet

stonea of my plan. The disease
had to be highly specific and
deadly. [ couldn't risk even the
remotest poasibllity of harming
food plants In & hungry world.

But, a8 I've said, with no false
modesty, I'm no slouch in my
fleld of blochemistry. I took &
harmelss poppy rust from our
Californin flowers here, and
treated Ita genes with certain
chemicals. It was a matter of aix
months, and well over eighty
tries, but finally I came up with
a virus that killed the opium
poppy like smallpox wiped out
the Siour. No; more than that.
Some Indians were, or became,
[mmune to the disease, just as
Inseets bujld up resistance to the
most polent poisons. But with
my virue Lhat's simply not peasl-
ble. I won't get technical here,
but to become immune to thia
stuff would be like a men's de-
veloping anti-bodles against his
own tlssues. It couldn’'t heppen
without killing the organism
faater than the virus does. Once
this epldemic began, not a poppy
would survive,

126

d by suck-
Ilnx its young.’ » Faced with more
of the same, It was a pleasure to
be fired.

Now, In any really civilized
society, they'd have my stalue
on top of the capitol building,
and with neon lights to boot.
But in our bureaucratic wilder-
ness of Washlngton, with e
thousand government-hired cre-
tins running interference for
each big, appointed super-cretin,
my troubles had just begun.

I took some sample poppies to
the H. E. W, offices. They were
In vacuum sealed plastic envel-
opes, because I knew that once
my virus spores got lgose in the
atmosphere, they'd epread all
over the world like radioaclive
dust, or faster. I hoped to see
the Commissloner of Narcotics,
Myron P. Bishop, but His Mag-
filficence wes harder to reach
than the whole College of Cardi-
nals. It was impossible to put my
poinl across. Plants, wns it?
Thet way to the Department .of
Agriculture. Oh, popples. Pam-
phlets on wildfiowers sould be
bhad from Documents.
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I wrote countleas lelters,
pulled what few wires were with.
in my reach, and haunted Wash-
ington like the ghost of Calhoun.
And finally 1 got ten minutes
with El Pomposo himaself.

As I've said, dumb students
are nothing new to me. But even
the worst of them couldn’t have
been any more obluse than Bigh-
op. I had the dead plants, all
brown and withered. There were
simple charts showing exactly,
in terms of time, how the virus
worked, killing the poppy within
forty-eight hours, end even de-
stroying the viability of any
seeds that might be ripening.

Did this jughead appointed by
the President to fight the terri-
ble drug problem comprehend
the miracle being offered Lo
bim? The simple solution that
would make him the greatest—
in fact, the only—success in his
post that this country had ever
known? Not he. I had to spell it
out in nureery school terms.

But T've penetrated many &
numbskull in class by dint of
persistent drilling, and fnally
got through to the cold oatmeal
under his perietal bones.

Did that clear the sir? If yon
think so, guess again. He threw
up his hands in horror. Turn a
plent disease loose on the world
delib ly! It wes a violatl
of the conventions against germ
warfare. It was barred by Inter-
national law. It was unthinkabls
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that the United States would in-
dulge in such irresponsible be-
havior.

Al right, I 5aid. Take it to the
U. N. Let them distribute the
poppy killer. He brightened a lit-
tle at that, since every burenu-
crat loves above all to pass the
buck. A clear-cut decision is fatal
to the species. Then he gave me
8 note to our delegate, Wilbur
Cavanaugh, Jr.

This character weas a bit
sharper. He heard me out, looked
at my deceased poppies, and ar-
ranged a conference with a big-
wig from the State Department.
Then things got really messy.
When I pointed out that in a few
weeks every damned opium plant
in Asia would be deader than the
Mling Dynastly, this little creep
from Foggy Bottom almost had
kittens on the spot. It seems that
just now our relatione with Red
China are highly delicate. If we
turned the virus loose on them,
even If it did kill only poppies
(and he haed his doubts ebout
that What if—shudder—it at-
tacked rice?) the Reds would
scream murder. They'd yell germ
warfare, and have us cold. They
could ship us oplum by the long
ton—that didn’t affect the dell-
cate condition, though,

It seemed to me, however, that
there was something ambiguous
and wistful in the State man's
attitude, and I thought I under-
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slood. When a country sends &
spy to do some dirty job, they
disown him officially If he is
caught. Excepl for thal U-2 fias-
o some years ago, when the U. S,
broke all the unwritten rules and
made jackesses of us before the
world. Now, obviously, if I killed
all the poppies in the world. that
would be a falt accompli, Wash-
ington could deny knowing sny-
thing about the cause of death,
especially slnce it would work in-
discriminstely even in friendly
perts of Asia. Just as long as I
got my hundred thousand, I did-
n't mind ekipping the official
eredit. In fact, It would heep the
Syndicate off my back.

“Suppose,” 1 said, “on my own
respopsibility, I release the
sporea and ruin the opium trade
for good, Will you see that I get
paid?”

He was horrified. In the frst
place, nothing whatever could be
done until the virus had been
checked out by government sci-
entists. If T would give him the
virus, and my notes, he'd start
the ball rolling. I know that
Washington ball; it's all angles,
and doesn't roll worth a damn.
I went cold at the Lhought. Be-
fore you can get an okay on any-
thing big from a bureau there,
your long, grey beard will be
sweeping the floor.

For & moment I was {empted
to take my plans to Englend,
but then remembered that by
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sane legislalion legalizing the
sale of drugs under controlled
conditions, they hed already
licked the problem, and wouldn’t
be in the market. For two cents,
I thought, I'd make China pay
me the money to keep the virus
burled. For that matter, the Sny-
dicate would gladly kick in with
& million, But I'm an American
first, and couldn’t play it that
way, especially remembering
Professor A'a daughter.

T thought the thing through,
and decided that if I turned the
disease loose, so that every good
poppy is a dead one, any decent
government wil) quietly pay me
off. They only need o know that
no other plants are sffected.

And that's the way 1 played it
The next day 1 sprayed a few
grams of concentrated virus into
the humid sir of Washington, and
went home. If you read the pa-
pers, you know the reat of that
particular story. In eight months
not even Sherlock Holmes could
have found a live opium poppy
on the face of the earth. Once
current stocks are gone, there'll
be no more narcotics deriving
from that particular plant. The
governmenl sensibly outbid all
the addicts and operators in or-
der to save what is left for medi-
cal use. It should last for fifty
years. All according to . my
plan—£@ine!

But when 1 tried to collect,
they didn't know me from the
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late Lucky Lucisno. There was
no proof whatever, they said,
that my virus did the job. After
sll, their scientlsts had not been
allowed to check my work. I
could have faked the whole thing,
attempting to take credit for a
mutant disease which began nat-
urally, especially since dozens of
bacteriologists were now isolat-
Ing the- virus.

When I pressed harder, they
dragged out an F.B.I. file show-
ing I was a crank and maverick,
unable to hold a job, and guilty
of signing a peace petition in
1949. It Bishop or Cavanaugh
tried to help, I don't know about
it. I suppose I'm lucky that the
Syndicate has been equally skep-
tical. Otherwise, being out many
millions, they would have liqui-
dated me by now.

But basically it’s your fault—
you, the people. I took my case
to you, as a court of lest resort.
A few papers gave me a fair
enough shake to present the evl-
dence, but you paid no altention,
I tried to get your signatures to
a petition to purge the H.E.W.
Department, or to start a Con-
gressional investigation. You
just laughed at me. You enjoyed
that headline: “Crackpot Chem-
ist Claims He Killed All Those
Poppies. Was it Self-Defense?”

Well, my jovial friends, I'm
going to teach you a lesson. I
could easily wipe out half of you
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by killing some selected food
plants, but 1'm not 8 mass mur-
derer, and would rather make a
more subtle job of it. I've Lwo
more viruses just about perfect-
ed; after the first, it's- easier.
When T turn them loose, you'll
have a real grievance against me.
This time, you're getting nolice
in advance, so nobedy cen talk
about “natural” disease. Besldes,
the appended lab notes will easily
convince a few key men in bio-
chemislry; and they’ll confirm
me.

Now let me point out the two
plants you’ll miss badly.

One is yeast. Yes, yeast. When
you read this, the one-celled or-
ganisms responsible for wine,
beer, and alcohol generally, will
be dying as a race. In a few
months, good llguor will be
scarcer than an electric blanket
in hell. Sure, grain alcohol can
be synthesized, bul bouquet fs-
n't that simple, and you'll pay
dearly for it—bow you'll payl
and decent lsb-made whishkey
won't be on the shelves tomor-
row, either.

The other plant you’ll misa
even more. I mean tobacco. No
more cigarettes; no more fat ei-
gars—and hallelujah!—npo more
tobacco commercials on TV. Did
you know, tobacco cannot be syn-
thesized at all, at any price? Get
it, you two-peck-a-day fends?
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