Angie Grecca was a quick-thinking man who believed in planning ahead. When he made abuy, he
madeit well in advance. He wanted none of the urgency that drove the userswho waited until the last
minute. With his bags safely in his pocket he aways had a steady hand. He could even bargain with the
pusher and make his buys at a better price. Angie Grecca planned ahead, and that way he aways had
everything under control.

He glanced at hiswatch and knew it was amost timefor afix; hedid it by the clock rather than by
hisloins. He yawned and walked up the stairs to hisroom and laid out his stuff. Angie Greccawas proud
of the fact he made his own equipment. But unlike the equipment of the others, hiswas dways sterile. No
hepdtitis, or tetanus, for Angie Grecca, no abcesses on the arm. He carefully selected awell-boiled
needle and an eyedropper, being careful not to touch them where it mattered. He assembled them with
the sterile rubber components, and laid the outfit down on a Kleenex. He emptied the contents of abag
into the bowl of the spoon and added a bit of sterile water. He watched the horse dissolve as he warmed
the mixture over hisacohal flame. His movements were dow and steady, another advantage of dways
planning ahead! Never wait until the hands begin to shake,

It took Angie Greccaten minutesto get ready, and he loved every minute of it. He wrapped his belt
around his upper left arm, twice, dipped the end through the buckle, and gripped the end between his
teeth. With both hands free he drew the broth up into the eyedropper, tested its temperature with his
finger, and dipped the needle into adistended vein. There were other marks on hisarm, but they were al
small and well hedled; Angie Grecca used nothing but the sharpest needles.

He settled back in his chair, squeezed the rubber bulb a bit, and then drew some blood back up into
the glasstube. Heliked to ddlay it, play it alittle. He waited for the feding of gentle lassitude to begin. It
did not, so he worked more fluid back and forth into the vein, and waited. Nothing happened. He sat up
and shot it dl in. Therewas no result.

Angie Greccadid not panic; he had another bag, and he immediately began to work on it. He moved
more quickly, but carefully till, histhoughts on Vince Corda, the pusher who had sold him the horse,
sold him ablank bag, al milk sugar. When Angie Greccatook the belt in histeeth thistime, he bit down
on it hard, thinking of Corda. Nobody ever played Angie Greccafor a sucker, and Cordawas going to
be one sorry dob.

Angie shot haf the bag in one squeeze, waited for the feding that did not come, and shot the rest.
Nothing, and that was dl he had. Angie took the time to rinse the equipment and wrap it in the cloth and
drop it in a pocket. He went out and wa ked the two blocks to Washington Square and went in to
Podlofski's Mod Shop and said, "1 need abuy, Pod. Now." His voice was raspy.

Podlofski looked at him with apracticed eye and said, "Y ou in bad shape Angie. | dunno that | can
do anything for you. Y ou see if—"

Angie managed asmileand said, "I got one pusher on my list right now, Pod, that just sold mea
couplablanks. HE's gonna get his, quick. Don't make me add you to my list, so stop playing around.
Now." He wiped away perspiration.

Podlofski dipped his head quickly and pulled abag out from a pile of women's underwear benesth
the counter. He handed it to Angieand said, "Ten daollars.”

Angie's smile showed more teeth, but he handed over theten and said, "I'll take the use of your john
for afew minutesfor that money." And he walked around the counter, pushed aside the protesting
Podlofski, and went into the bathroom and laid out his pargpherndia. In aminute and ahaf he shot the
bag. Nothing happened, and he dowly dropped his parapherndlia, oneitem at atime, into the
wastebasket and went out to the front of the store. Podlofski started to say something, but Angie picked
up alarge incense burner and smashed it into hisface. Podlofski crumpled to the floor, and Angie stood
over him and said hoarsdly, "'l don't know what you guys are up to, but you don't pull none of it on Angie
Grecca." Podlofski was unconscious.

Hisright triceps was twitching as Angie got out to the street. A block avay he walked into the station
and up to the desk sergeant and said, "My nameis Angie Greccaand | got sometrouble.”



"Yeah, Angie. | seeyou do. Well send you over to the hospitd.."

"Before you do, | wantablow the whistle on a couple guys. Vince Corda, Podlofski. Pushers. I'll
testify against them. Y ou pick them up, I'll testify, anytime, anywhere. Y ou understand? They cheated
me. I'll tetify.”

The sergeant made notes, and another junkie walked in, perspiring, nose running, gasping. While he
was blurting out his story, athird walked in. The sergeant sent them dl over together in the same wagon,
and when they were herded into Admissions they found six more junkiesin more or less advanced stages
of withdrawa symptoms. Even the police officers were astonished. "What the hdll's going on? We got
haf the usersin the Thirty-fourth Precinct here. Somebody send in abad shipment?

Angie heard him and began to wonder. The doctors were making quick checks and segregating them
into groups and arranging for the guards to stand by. It was going to be abad few days for everybody.
Among the doctors was alittle man in ajacket and baggy dacks. He looked very much out of place.
Even through hisincreasing nausea Angie noticed him—funny little guy with abutton of anose, not old,
kept his head tilted back as though he were looking down his nose, even though he didn't have one.

They took Angieto one side and the intern said to the nurse, I want this one on methadone for afew
days, he'sgoing to testify." She nodded and quickly came back with the pill. Angie gratefully popped it
down with alittle water. His nausea grew. The intern nodded to the nurse, and she got another. Angie
took it, waited afew moments, and threw up the water. He began to shiver, and his back hurt, and the
stomach cramps came on. Theintern, a puzzled look on hisface, went over him again. When the hot
flash came, Angie saw the little man with no nose watching him closely. Theintern spoke quietly to the
little man and sent for ahypo with something and shot it into the muscle on Angi€'s upper left arm. It did
nothing, nothing &t dl. Thelittle man spoke to the intern and |ft, and the intern watched Angie with wide
eyes. Through his cramps and spasms Angie knew that in some way he was a pecid case.

The next four days were bad onesfor Angie. His habit was one of long standing, and the spasms that
wracked him, the diarrhea.and vomiting, the chills and fever, the screaming need for horse made him wish
he were dead. For four days he wished he were dead, although they kept tdling him, "Stay with it, Angie.
Nobody ever dies of heroin cold turkey in ahospital. Stay with it, boy. Another day or two."

When the worst was over the police took Angie's statement about Vince Cordaand Podlofski. In
another few days he was well enough to leave. He walked out the door and headed back to hisflat, eight
pounds lighter than when hewent in. A block from hisflat acar pulled up to the curb and ahusky manin
atight suit and a cauliflower ear hustled him into the back seet. Another man waited in the back seat
looking, acting and talking much like George Raft in the old movies.

Hesaid, "Angie, | want to ask you. Why did you blow the whistle on VVince Corda and Podlofski?
They were good boys, hard working. Now, why did you do that?'

Angie Greccastood by his principles, and though his scomach crawled within him, he said defiantly,
"They sold me bad goods, plain sugar, after | paid them good money, too. Nobody cheats Angie
Grecca. Nobody."

The George Raft type said, "Angie, that ain't true, it just ain't true. | happento. . ."

"Donttdl me. | shot three bagsin the space of half an hour. | know sugar when | get it. It was
nothing. Them guysisrobbers.”

"I happen to know that shipment was better than anything we ever had. Biggest one we ever had,
too. Wewas all surprised at how much got through, good pure stuff. And here you go and blow the
whistle on two good boys. Angie, we got to take you down to the river. Sorry, but wejust got to do it.”
He waved to the driver to move off.

Angi€'s somach twisted into avery smdl, very hard knot, but he never lost hiscool. He said, "Y ou're
making amistake. That stuff wasno good, | tell you." He had athought.

"How come dl them other guyswasin the hospita with meif that stuff was good? | never seen o
many guysin cold turkey before." He caught aquick glance between George Raft and the triggerman,



and knew he was on to something. "1 saw something else funny at the hospitd, too. | think you guysve
been had by the Feds." He stopped taking.

George Raft waited adecent interval, then said, "What else did you see at the hospital, Angie?"

"I want out of hereif | tel you. Now wait." The triggerman had turned toward him and had reached
for hisneck. "Wait. I'mtelling you your stuff was no good. All the guyswith the habit will tel you. Me
being at the bottom of the river won't change that. Y ou must alost more than Corda and Podlofski. Now
let'sjust talk about it like gentlemen, and forget about theriver. O.K.?"

George Raft thought about it, and then waved the driver over to the Sde of the street. Angie could
seetheriver two blocks away. When the car stopped Angie said, "There was astrange guy there at the
hospitd, little guy, about thirty-five, no nose, and he had Fed written dl over him. He was watching us,
giving ordersto the docs. He knew what was going on dl thetime. Y ou find that little guy and ask him a
few things. He knowswhat's going on.”

George Raft thought, along timethistime, then he said, "All right, Angie. Well let you go thistime,
but | want you to find out who that little guy is and what he's doing. Y ou do that, and you won't have to
go to theriver for now. But you blow this, and in you go."

"But | don't know nothing about these things. How am | gonna find out who heis, and dl like that.”

George Raft waved at the driver who put the car in gear, but Angie said, "Wait aminute, wait. All
right. I'll doit." He began to think. "L ook, thisisgoing to be abig ded. I'm gonnahave to hire me some
private eyes, and like that. Where do | get the money?’

"I'll giveyou dl you need. But Angie, you won't fool around none, will you? Becauseif you do, well
find you, and when we get done with you you'll wish you had gone right to the river thismorning. Y ou
understand, Angie?'

Angie nodded, and George Raft handed him alargerall of billsand said, "Asof right now, Angie,
you're working for me. Y ou do good, and you'll be dl right. Y ou blow this—"

Angie nodded, and hopped out of the car, and walked back to the hospital. Might just aswell get
started right away. Theintern said to him, "Didn't expect to see you back here so soon. Y ou heed
detoxification aready?'

"Wiseguy," said Angie. "l wannafind out something. Who'sthelittle guy who was hanging around
herewhilel wasin cold turkey. All you guyswastaking to him dl thetime, doing what he said. Who
was he?'

"Why do you want to know?"'

"He seemed like agood guy, like he knowswhat it's all about.”

"Yes" sadtheintern. "He knows. That was Dr. Linden Grey, out of the Alexandra Research Center,
up in Stamford. HEs achemigt.”

"Y ou mean he's not aregular doctor?”

"That'sright. He knows alot about medicine, but he's not aregular doctor. HesaPh.D., achemist.”

"In Stamford, you say? In Connecticut?"

"Y es. High Ridge Road. He'sinterested in narcotics users. Why don't you stop out and see him?'

Angie Grecca nodded and walked out up to Grand Central and caught the next train for Stamford.
He was surprised at how close Stamford was. He caught ataxi out to the Research Center, and walked
in the front door. The receptionist looked at hiswrinkled clothes and his palor and his generdly seedy
gppearance and sad, "The employment officeisjust downthe hall. Goright onin."

Angie Greccawas used to going aong with events to see what devel oped. The employment girl said
to him as he camein the door, "The only thing open isa bottle washer. We call it aglasswvare
maintenance engineer. Y ou interested?’

Angie nodded, and shefilled out the papers, and he signed them. An hour after he got off thetrain at
Stamford, Angie Greccawas an employee of the Alexandra Research Center, washing |aboratory
glassware just down the hall from the laboratory of Dr. Linden Grey. In the hour or two left in the
afternoon Angie learned about caustic solutions, rubber gprons, ultrasonic cleaners, chromate solutions,
and hot water, especidly hot water. He found aroom in town that evening and blackened his moustache
and shaved off his eyebrows and bleached his hair. When he saw Dr. Linden Grey the next morning, the



doctor did not recognize him.

"What kindawork you do, Doc?' Angie beieved in the direct approach.

Dr. Linden Grey looked down his nose that wasn't there, his head tilted back, looking with bright
blue eyesat Angie. "Little of this, little of that,” he said. "Y ou new around here?"

"Yegh"

"My name's Linden Grey. Friends call me Lindy." He stuck out ahand.

Angie shook it, thinking what afriendly little cuss he was. Angie said, "My friends cal me Angie,
Lindy. What do you mean, 'little of this, little of that'? Don't you got aline of some kind?"

Grey's bright eyes sparkled, and he turned and tilted his head at alarge, white oven-like affair in the
laboratory. "I'm achemist most of the time. And watch yoursdlf with the glassware from thislab, Angie.
Don't ever cut yoursdlf with it. Wetry to clean it up before we let it out of here, but you know how it is.
Wemissafew."

"What'sonit?'

"Well, maybe some poisonous stuff. Nothing too bad though.”

Two bright-looking young people came into the laboratory. One of them was ablond girl, and her
voice bubbled as she called out to Dr. Linden Grey, "Well, Nobby, in early again | see. Trying for
another one, areyou?'

"Yeah," said her companion, "let's get the last one wrapped up before we launch into another one.
How're you this morning, Nob?"

Angie Greccawas a bit annoyed at the interruption; he had hoped to learn more from Dr. Linden
Grey. But he responded politely when Grey introduced the bouncy couple as his associates. Grey used
thetitle "glassware maintenance engineer” to describe Angi€'sjob, but Angie quickly said, "C'mon, Doc.
I'm abottle washer." And as he shook hands, Angie could tdll that the bouncy couple liked what he said.

Angie said, "l thought your name was 'Lindy'. These people cal you Nob. Am | in the right house?'

They dl smiled, and the blond girl said, "Private joke, Angie. Lindy hereis going to win the Nobel
Prize before too long. Wejust cal him "Nob' while we can.”

Angie shrugged. "Don't know what the Nobel Prizeis, but it must be good. Got work to do. See you
around." He went over to the counter near the sink and began to transfer glassware from the wire holder
to his cart. He moved quietly, making little clatter, and he got hisreward. He heard Grey say to the
others, "The dides came back, the onesfrom Turkey and Marseille. Come on over tonight, about seven,
and I'll show them."

There was some quiet, close talk that Angie could not hear, but he was not concerned. In
midmorning he found timeto go to atelephone book and locate Dr. Linden Grey's home address. Right
after work that evening he went to the Stamford Library. The Reference Room librarian turned out to be
agtoutish, youngish woman who quickly made Angiefed that the most important part of her day wasto
supply him with the information he needed. He quickly learned much more about Nobel Prizesthan he
realy wanted to know, but when he walked out, he was impressed. Angiefelt that the bouncy couple
had not really been kidding about Dr. Linden Grey and the Nobel Prize.

Angie had timeto rent a car before seven o'clock, and it was while he was waiting for the papersto
befilled out that he had the call. Just standing there, waiting for aform to befilled out, when the yearning
unexpectedly swept over him. Thelonging, the need, thefeding in hisloinsthat he needed Dame Horse,
needed her bad. It was not the same as when he had the sweats. No goose flesh, no backaches, no
chills. Just alonging, strong, imperative. He struggled, and thought about the bottom of theriver, andina
moment he began to push it away from him. But the yearning stayed with him until the girl laid out the
papersfor him to sign. With other things on his mind, the power of the call faded, and by the time he had
driven to Grey's neighborhood and parked the car ablock away, he wasin control again.

It was dusk as Angie strolled around the corner, looking everywhere except a Grey's house,
blending in with one or two other strollers. He dipped into a stand of arborvitae and watched a car pulll
into Grey'sdriveway. Asthe bouncy couple went around to the front door to be let in, Angie went
around to the back and quickly found himsdf ahiding place in the bushes near an open window.

He listened to the three of them chat as Grey set up a projector and screen. Then Grey went to the



kitchen to get some beer before they settled down to watch the dides. Their conversation made more
than enough noise to cover the sounds Angie made when he took up a position from which he could see
the screen and hear plainly everything that was said.

A colored dide of an arplane sitting in an airport came on the screen, and Grey said, "Theres my
luggage going aboard—two suitcases, and the ten cylinders a twenty pounds each, right out in the open.
Weclassfied it amply as'liquid fertilizer', and nobody asked any questions. Flew right to Ankara, got in
at night the way wed planned. Herés ashot of the lights of Ankaraat night aswe camein. And thisonel
made as Ambassador Oliphant and one of the Turkish ministers of health came out to meet the airplane.

Dr. Linden Grey shook hands with United States Ambassador Oliphant at the bottom of the stairs.
The ambassador said, "Dr. Grey, 1'd like you to meet the Turkish Minister of Hedlth, Mr. Bayar. He has
assured us of full cooperation in this matter. In fact wewould all like to meet right now to iron out the last
details, if you're not too tired."

"I'mfine" said Grey, "and | would like to meet now, too. The sooner we start, the sooner well get
results.” He shook hands with the minister, and the three of them watched while the ten cylinders were
placed in the trunk of the ambassador's car. They drove to the United States Embassy and sat down
around atable in acomfortable meeting room.

Mr. Bayar said, "l can't tell you, Dr. Grey, how vita to human welfare my government considers your
work. We are dl overwhelmed by the scope and sweep of your intellect. Y our name will go downin
history as the man who has done more for mankind than any other. We cannot tell . . ."

Grey held up his hand, in degp embarrassment, and said, "Please, Mr. Bayar. First, it was largely
luck on my part, and second, it isredly amixed blessing, like amost everything e sein thislife. Morphine
has been avery useful drug when handled right, and men will now haveto get dong without it. Thisisa
high priceto pay."

Bayar waved a deprecating hand. "There are substitutes, plenty of synthetic substitutes, and the good
far, far outweighsthe price. No, Dr. Grey. Thisis atowering accomplishment.”

The ambassador saw how Grey felt, and so he said, "Well, shal we make our plans? Mr. Bayar, will
you tell Dr. Grey how you fed this should be handled?!

"Yes, certainly. Dr. Grey, wewill take up arather large airplane to spray thefieldsin Turkey. Fifteen
of our peoplewill go with you on the first trip to observe what you do. Once they've learned, we can
digpatch smaller airplanesto spray the rest of the fields and to seed the air currents we've plotted to
reach the critical regions of China, Indiaand Pakistan. In aweek, the virus ought to be everywhere we
want."

Grey held up ahand. "Please, Mr. Bayar. Do not cadl it avirus, the nameistoo menacing. People
may panic when theinformation isreleased later if they think they've been exposed to some sort of hogtile
virus. It isn't really avirusanyway. The namefor it is "pseudovirion."

"Oh. I thought it wasavirus." "No. It redly isagene wrapped in avirus-like coat. That'swhy it's so
small, about one millimicron in diameter. No extraction processes will removeit, but it'snot avirus. We
cdl it PV, the abreviation for pseudovirion. Wethink it'simportant not to use the namevirus.”

"Very well, Doctor. PV it is, from now on. All our airplanes are equipped to discharge the trickles of
liquid in the form of aerosols having the stated diameter you specified. Why that exact diameter?”

Grey sad, "So the droplet will fal to the ground in areasonable period of time without spreading
over too wide an area”

Bayar nodded and said, "I see. One more question, although | only ask it because the prime minister
wanted me to make one last check. Y ou are certain, are you not, that the materia is harmlessto human
beings? | must make assurances again. Oh, | begin to see theimportance of not cdling it avirus. That
must have been what worried the prime minister despite al the assurances from you and your
government.”

Grey nodded. "Many of us have been exposed to the pseudovirion. We know exactly what the
effectsare, and they aretotally harmless.”

"Good. | will relay that information, dong with the fact that the materid isnot avirus. That should do
it. Now, will you be ready to start in the morning?"



Grey nodded, and Bayar said, "WEell put your tanks under guard for the night. We have, by theway,
followed your suggestion of telling everyone save avery few that the materid in the tanksisanew and
vadtly improved fertilizer on which we are experimenting. So even if word lesks out, it should be
harmless. All right, gentlemen, see you inthe morning.”

There were no mgor problemsthe next day. A warming mantle did not function properly, and so the
tank that carried the PV suspension did not at first build up enough pressure to form droplets of the right
sze. A few adjustmentstook care of it. Then the outlet end of the discharge tube turned out to be
positioned incorrectly in the dipstream, but that was easily corrected.

The aiplane carried the latest e ectronic navigationa gear, and the navigator was able to pinpoint each
poppy field. One pass, on the upwind side of thefield, discharging afew grams of the PV suspension
was enough. Guards on the officia government fields Started to raise their rifles as the airplane swept low
over thefield, but the plane was gone before anyone could open fire. In the remote mountains, it was
different. The mountain men were more dert, and severa of the guards got off ashot or two at the plane
asit swept low. There were no hits. And the poppy fields till got their share of PV.

Back on the ground after the day's run, Grey and the other scientists discussed improvementsin the
method of dispersing the PV. The next day Grey stayed on the ground and studied the proposed
distribution system over the Jaldak and Shote regions. The Turkish government planes completed their
work in Turkey that day. Over the next few days the operation expanded, seeding the windsto reach
even the Nanking poppy fields. Then the time for good-byes.

Mr. Bayar held asmall, quiet farewd | party for Dr. Linden Grey. After the intensive efforts of the
preceding few days, everyone wastired.

Mr. Bayar said to Grey, "Areyou certain you will be safein Marsellle?!

"Oh, yes. Only the premier and two or three people in the Ministry of Health know what is
happening. Y ou need acetic anhydride to convert morphine to heroin, and there are only three
manufacturers of acetic anhydride in the country. WEIl be able to seed the entire supply with PV. Should
be no problem. Should be easier than the far more intricate operation you ran here.”

They drank afew quiet toasts, and parted. The next morning Grey flew to Marseille with the
remaining haf atank of PV.

In his preliminary meeting with the French officids, Grey found that seeding the acetic anhydride
supply in the areahad aready been planned for him. It was asmple matter of having an insurance
ingpector check the storage tanks and add the few ounces of PV suspension. But one of the three
ingpectors had aquestion. "Will this substance, this PV, survive being put in acetic anhydride? After all,
acetic anhydride is strong stuff.”

Grey nodded. "Yes, it will. And oncein, it will passthrough the entire acetylation of the morphine,
and enough of it will remain with the diacetylmorphine, the heroin, so the user will get it."

"Will it have any effect on the man who does not use heroin?!

"Noneat dl."

And 0 the seeding of the storage tanks was completed that afternoon.

The French were not as graciousto Dr. Grey asthe Turkish. They politely thanked Grey for putting
theillega chemistsout of business, but Grey had the impression that the French authorities wereredly
more interested in putting a stop to the non-taxpaying chemists than in abolishing the synthesis of heroin.

The airplane trip home was uneventful, and after aday at hometo get rid of his desynchronoss, Dr.
Linden Grey showed up at hislaboratory.

Dr. Grey turned off the bulb in the projector, but left the fan running to cool things off. When he went
to acorner to turn on atable lamp, Angie Grecca quietly dipped out of the bushes. He quickly found the
car and sat in it and stared out the windshield at the darkened street ahead. Heroin destroyed! He shook
his head, unable to see the size of what Dr. Grey had done. No more lovely poppy fields, al gone, rotted
away with some virus, or—what had he caled it?>—PV? Even the boysin Marseille, out of business,
poisoned. And the Sren wail came on then, the longing, the need. He had been afairly good man, only
doing what he had to do, so why couldn't—why shouldn't—he keep hislittle habit. It was anice habit, he
knew how to handleit, hedidn't hurt anything with it. The teearswelled to Angi€'s eyeswith longing for



the good Dame Horse. How he needed her now; he deserved her. But there was the matter of reporting
to George Raft; there was ariver to avoid. Blowing his nose, he started the car and drove to a corner
phone booth and dialed the number. When he asked for George Raft, and told who he was, the gruff
voicesad, "Whereareya?"

Cautioudy, Angiesaid, "A corner phone booth."

"WEell, go to yaroom. The Bossswaiting for yathere."

Angie hung up and dowly drove to his rooming house and dowly parked the car and dowly went up
the stairs, knocked, and went in.

"Sit down, Angie," said George Raft, "and tell me what you know."

Angie was low. He needed a hit, a heart, something. He looked at George Raft and saw the bottom
of theriver in hisface, and hedidn't care. He said, "It'sall over, Boss, the whole bit, done. Thislittle guy
here | told you about has ruined the business. He threw avirus, or something on dl the opium fields,
Turkey, India, Chinaeven. He had dl them foreigners working with him, too. He ruined it where they
grow it and he ruined it where they work it up, in Marseille. | don't know when I'll see any good horse
again. It'sadl gone." Angieleaned forward and put hisface in his hands. The next thing he knew he was
yanked to hisfeet by one of the muscles with George Raft, and Angie got astinging dap acrossthe face.
He stood, looking a George Raft who was cleaning hisfingernails, waiting for another dap, not caring.

George Raft said, "Angie, yourenot tdling it likeit is. | don't like to keep reminding you, but we got
aplacedl picked out for you, at the bottom of the river. Now you tdl melikeitis, huh?’

"l told you likeitis. You dont likeit, lumpit." Sap. "And asfar as|'m concerned, you know what
you can do with the bottom of the river, too. I've had it with you and your muscles. | did what | told ya"

"Hold it." The muscle's hand had been raised for another dap, but George Raft |ooked up and
stopped it. He looked at Angie Greccaand saw no fear in his eyes, no sense of lying. He waved the
muscleto achair and said thoughtfully to Angie, "O.K., Angie. | thought you were putting me on, but
maybe not. Maybe you don't know what's been happening the last two days. Sit down, and I'll tell you.”
Angiest.

"Y ou been telling me the heroin's been ruined. But | happen to know it hasn't been ruined. | had
some guys examineit, the best guys money could buy, andit'srea horse. It ain't beenruined at dl. Yet
when ajunkietakesahit of that same stuff, nothing. So they done something toit, dl right, but | don't
know what. Y ou hear? It's the same old heroin, but it don't work no more. Y ou know anything about
thet?"

Angie was puzzled, and dowly he became interested. He thought back over everything he had heard
that evening, but it didn't help. Slowly he shook his head. "I don't know nothing about that. But | bet |
know who does. That Dr. Grey, he knows. I'm sure he knows."

"Canyou find out?'

Angie nodded, and the more he thought about it, the faster he nodded. Thiswas something for him,
too. Unless somebody found out what was going on, it looked asif he could never again look forward to
the sweet caress of Dame Horse, and that was athing he did not want to think about. So Angie nodded
and sad, "l canfind out.”

"How long do you think it'll take?"

"How do | know? | been moving real good, so far, haven't 17"

George Raft nodded. "O.K., Angie. | think I'll hang around thistown for aday or two. | got abig
investment. Y ou find out for mereal quick what'sgoing on. I'll makeit right for you if you do it quick."

Angie hardly heard him. He vaguely nodded and turned away, wondering how he was going to get
the information he wanted from Dr. Linden Grey. There had to be away, but he needed to think it out.

George Raft stared at him amoment, then got up and said, "O.K., Angie. I'll be over at the Roger
Smith. Seeyou,” He and his muscles|eft.

Angie dowly undressed and went to bed. He intended to lie there and think about his problem; he
aways did good thinking just before going to deep. But he wastired, and without redlizing it, he dipped
off into adeep deep and did not wake up until the sun burned in hiswindow. He dressed and left and ate
breskfast thinking about the problem, but he had not solved it by the time he entered the glassware



wash-up room and put on his gpron, mask and gloves. He put in agood hour'swork, and then pushed
the glassware cart to Dr. Grey's laboratory to pick up some more glassware, and to look around in the
hope that something would turn up.

Dr. Grey stood in acorner of thelab talking to severa laboratory personnel including the bouncy
couple. Therewere four strangers with them, scientific types, and by moving closer Angie learned that a
mesting was about to begin. To kill time, Angie began ringng out some of the glasswareright in the lab
and carefully stacking it on his cart. He carefully emptied the water from the jackets of some of the glass
columns and poked out some of the granular solids that had collected at the outlets. The meeting sarted
in the adjacent conference room, and Angie worked industrialy right near the door. He suddenly became
aware that two men were standing quietly behind him. He turned casudly to look at them.

Each was abouit forty, each was dressed in an unobtrusive dark suit, with awhite shirt and quiet tie,
each wore black shoes, each looked in the pink of physical condition and stood aertly on the bals of his
feet. Onelook was enough for Angie, and the blood drained from his face as he recognized them. Feds.

One of them said, "Why don't you join us, Angie?"

"Why, | uh—"

The other took him by thearm and said, "It'sdl right, Angie. Come onin and join the meeting.” The
other stepped to his other side and the two of them half carried him into the meeting room. They stood
him near achair.

Dr. Grey looked up a him and said, "Morning, Angie. | hear you were at my house last night?”

Angie could not speek to him; his mouth hung open. The two men gently guided him into aseat, and
then sat down themselves. The man at the head of the table said to Angie, "My nameis Paton. After we
learned you werein Dr. Grey's house last night, we did some checking. Now, we know you went
through detoxification last week, and we know you have a contact with Johnny Mafiosa, and we know
you turned in acouple of hisboysafew days before that. But we don't know what you are after here.
Supposeyou tdl us."

Angie gulped and tried to think of something to say, but he could not. When he thought of telling them
what he wasredlly after, dl he could see was the bottom of the river again.

Dr. Grey said gently, "Angie, | thought that al you wanted from us was information on what has been
happening to the herain. Isthat right?’

Angie's face flooded with relief, obviousfor al of them to see. He gulped and nodded. Dr. Gray
continued, "Y ou're on a spot because you turned in those two hustlers, and you've got to turn over
information?’

Angie nodded again, fedling better al thetime. They aready knew, so he had not told them after dl.
George Raft couldn't hold that against him. He looked around, more relaxed now, his mind functioning
clearly again, and he redlized there was no hogtility in the people around him. Quick to sensean
advantage, he said, "Y eah, Doc, I'm in aspot. Can you tell me what you done to the horse?"

Dr. Grey glanced a Paton and then said, "Y es, Angie, we can tdl you. That'swhat thismeeting isdl
about. Were going to tell several science reporterswhat's, been going on, and you can listen in. Tonight
the newswill break in the Internationd press, but well let you and the underworld in on it afew hours
early; you'll hear it with thereporters. O.K.?" Angie nodded, dumb again, and Dr. Grey continued, "One
thing, Angie. Please don't make a big thing out of thiswhen the reporters get here, unless you want your
namein the papers, too. O.K.?'

Angie nodded and sat back and relaxed. The others talked softly among themselves, and in the
peacefulness of the moment Angie began to fed the call again. The oddity struck him. Sitting therein the
middle of the Feds and these big brains who had done something to the heroin, he had to get the urge for
ahit. It was dmost funny, but the humor did nothing to cut down the need. And the need was growing
and beginning to make him restless when thefirgt reporter walked in. Angie could tell he was abig shot
from the way he looked around and did not seem glad to be there. He wore tinted glasses. The others
arived, fivein all. Each of them had that same odd manner of wanting to be somewhere ese, and none
of them smiled. Paton said, "Please sit down, gentlemen. I'll be brief." He waited while the group took
chairs and looked chalengingly at him. Paton stared back at them abit longer than necessary, long



enough to make the situation dightly uncomfortable. Then he said, "We have caled you here to announce
that Dr. Grey and hisgroup,” he nodded toward the end of the table where they sat, "have accomplished
afesat which has diminated the effects on the human body of heroin, morphine or any morphine
derivetives, and methadone.”

Angie frowned when he heard it. Now he knew. He didn't know how, but it didn't seem important
ether. In hisbones he felt that his days of play at the syringe were over. The five science reporters
looked blankly at Paton, uncomprehending. Paton said, "Y ou did not understand whet | just told you.
Mankind can no longer respond to the opiates as aresult of the work done here over the last few years.”
Hewaited until he saw aglimmering of intelligence gppear in the eyes of the reporters. They straightened
intheir chairs, and two of them even took out small pads of paper and placed them in front of them,
apparently getting ready to take notes. Paton leaned back and said, "Dr. Grey will explain what he's
done." He nodded a Grey.

Without preamble Grey said, " Six years ago my colleagues here," he nodded toward the bouncy
couple, "found an enzyme that quickly reduced morphineto a series of biologicaly inactive degradation
products. The enzyme can float in the human bloodstream, and it will then destroy al morphinein the
bloodstream before the blood can carry the morphine to the central nervous system. Aswe explored it
further we found that the enzyme a so acts on heroin. Heroin is merely diacetyl morphine. We found out
that the enzyme will destroy dl opiates, and we were able to i solate the exact sequence of atomsit
attacked. It attacks the quaternary carbon and the two adjacent carbons along with the tertiary nitrogen.
So it also destroys methadone. It even has adight effect on LSD which hasaclosdly related structure.
Sothenwe. . ." He stopped, noticing the completely blank look on the faces of the science reporters.
He shook his head and said dowly, "Let me put it thisway. We found an enzyme that can float
harmlesdy in the bloodstream and at the same time quickly destroy all opiates. Y ou can think of it asan
opiate destroyer. Call it opiase. Understand?’

They understood, and severa began to make notes. Angie understood, too. He could see that dame
horse was growing less reliable every moment. One of the reporters said, "How do you make the user
take the enzyme?’ It seemed like an intelligent question, and Angie thought he knew the answer. Y ou
mixed the enzyme with the heroin, that's how.

Dr. Grey sad, "Wdll, that's the next part of the story. The discovery of the enzyme came a atime
when my own work on vird infections had produced some interesting results. We found amateria to
implant agene in the nucleus of the cdl it infected, and no more. The gene controlled protein production
of various kinds. So we built it to control production of the enzyme. That'sdl therewastoit.” The
reporters stopped making notes and looked up, the usua blank look on their faces. Angie was puzzled,
too, and when Dr. Grey saw that Angie was puzzled, he redized he had not made it clear enough.

Hesad, "Let meput it thisway, smply. We made amateria, a pseudovirion, that implanted anew
gene in the human chromosome. O.K.?' He waited for the nods al around. " That gene's sole function
was to make an enzyme. O.K.?' The nods came. "That enzyme destroyed dl opiates in the human
bloodstream. O.K.?" The reporters were getting a bit resentful, but they nodded. " So anyone infected
with the pseudovirion can never get the dightest effect from any of morphine, heroin, codeine,
dihydromorphinone, dihydrocodeinone, oxycodone, thebaine, metopon, pethidine, ketobemidone,
aphaprodine, trimeperidine, piminidine, methadone—shall | name some more?’ The blank stareswere
back, but Angie had quit listening once Dr. Grey had got beyond codeine. Mild stuff, codeine, but it
would do in apinch. And even that was denied to him now; Angie knew he had been infected. The
yearning came again, worse thistime, because he now knew he could never assuageit.

Dr. Grey continued, "We did some traveling and seeded dl theillega poppy fieldswe could
locate—doused them al with the pseudovirion. We a so got access to the crude opium and crude
morphinein Marseaille and infected it with the pseudovirion before the chemists could diacetylate the
morphine and make heroin out of it. In that way we passed on the pseudovirion to al the users. It forced
them to undergo withdrawal and made it impossible for them ever again to get any effect from a shot of
any of these narcotics. That's about it. That'swhereit sandstoday." Hefel slent.

The reporterslooked at one another, and one of them said, "Wasn' it pretty high handed of you to



go around infecting people a your own whim? Where aretherights of the individua?"

Dr. Grey looked down at Paton, and then looked down at the tabletop right in front of him, and
dowly shook his head. Paton spoke up. "We have eiminated harmlessly one of man's most pressng
modern problems, and your only comment isto question whether weve violated individud rights.” Now
he shook his head. One of the reporters started to speak, but Paton raised his hand and said, "I gather
you don't appreciate what you heard. It wasthe illegal fieldsthat wereinfected, the illegal morphineand
opium that wasinfected. Heroin isillegd the world over, wherever it isfound. Every user wasin violation
of the law.

That's how he got infected. To say it violated hisrightsisthe same asto say hisrights were violated
by arresting him when he used it. His act of usewasillegal, and that's how he got the harmlessinfection.”
The reporters made notes, and Paton said, "1'm surprised one of you hasn't raised the question of
what the pseudovirion doesto legitimate uses of morphine. Doctors can't use it any more for deadening

pain, say, intermind cancer.”

"l wasjust going to bring that up.”

"Sure. Well, we took a consensus of medica authority, and we learned there are enough substitutes.
Morphinewill be missed, but not badly."

"Well," said onereporter, "I'm not sure | buy your arguments. | may not run the story, at least not
yet."

Paton said, "That'sdl right; it is certainly up to you. We asked you here to give you an advance
announcement. We did not prepare a handout because you are al |eaders among the science reporters
and we thought you'd want to write your own stuff. However, that's up to you. Tomorrow'sissue of the
journd Science will carry acomplete scientific explanation of everything weve done here. | understand
the entire issue will be devoted to it. So you can wait and study it before you publish anything." He
looked around. No one said anything, so he stood up and said, "Wdll, that's it gentlemen. Thank you for
coming.”" The reportersfiled out quietly, and Angie began to follow them. His face was sorrowful,
reflecting thelonging hefelt. Dr. Grey put ahand on hisarm and said softly, "Isit redly that bad, Angie?
It'sfor the best, you know." Angie looked at him sadly, and said, "'l had agood habit, Doc. | managed it,
used it right. It was agood habit, gone now.” He shook hishead sadly.

Dr. Grey comforted him, talked to him for afew moments, then watched him walk dowly away.

Angie went to hisroom and sat down quietly while George Raft and his muscleswatched him. "Wéll,
well. Whatchafind out?*

Angielooked up, Sartled, and then said, "Oh, yeah. Well, Big Boss, you gottafind anew line of
work. Narcoticsisal gone now. Y ou know what that Doc's gone and done? He's given everybody a
virus, see?' And Angietold the whole story. George Raft asked many questions, and finadly understood
what had happened. He sat quietly for along time, and then sighed, and stood up and said, "All right,
Angie, you done good. Here's some dough.” He tossed abundle of billsinto Angi€'s lap, but Angie paid
no attention. George Raft said, "'l need adrink. See you around, Angie." He headed for the door.

Angie stirred himsalf and looked up and said, ™Y ou better hurry if you want that drink. This Doc, he's
apretty smart guy. He just told me he's got another virus now, and he's gonnarelease it soon.”



