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1

THE city snarled. Its sudden hostility was a bitter taste
and a biting scent of menace, and a livid glow of danger
over everything he saw, and cold peril crawling up the
back of his neck. Though his ears heard no warning, alarm
crashed inside his brain,

Dane Belfast met that shocking impact when he opened
the door of his New York hotel room, at seven that March
morning. The unexpected force of it took his breath and
drove him backward. He retreated into the doorway, grop-
ing dazedly to discover what had hit him.

The maroon-carpeted corridor lay empty. He listened,
thinking there must have been some shot or scream, but he
could hear nothing more alarming than the muted mutter of
traffic on Madison Avenue, twenty floors below. He sniffed
to test the air for smoke, but he found no actual odor more
disturbing than the faint, stale human scents of tobacco
and perfume.

His straining senses found no threat of anything, and he
tried at first to ignore what he had felt. He was a scientist,
a research geneticist. He had found mysteries enough in the
working of the genes and chromosomes, whereby like gives
birth to like. He had no time for the inexplicable.

He caught his breath and carefully brushed a fleck of lint
from the overcoat folded on his arm and started resolutely
out again toward the elevator. You didn’t need to be a pro-
fessional biologist to know that danger by itself has no taste
or feel or warning glow, and he tried for a moment to be-
lieve that he had been stricken with a sudden synesthesia
—that abnormality of perception in which sounds are seen
in color and colors tasted.

But he wasn’t ill. He had never been, not even with a
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cold. Even after the crushing strain of these last months, he
felt too hard and fit to be yielding to any fevered imaginings.
He was only twenty-five, still clothed in the indestructible
vigor of youth. Everything had been all right, until the
moment when he opened the door.

He hastily explored the day before, but he could recall no
disturbing incident—certainly no taste or scent or feel of
peril. Bad weather had delayed his plane, so that he arrived
too late to call on the man he had come to see. He had gone
out alone to eat and see the lights of Times Square. He
watched a fight on the television set in a bar, while he
drank three beers, and then returned to his hotel. New
York had not been snarling then.

He was trying now to swallow that acrid taste of evil, but
it clung to his tongue. He blinked against that colorless
glare, but still it washed the corridor with a dreary enmity.
And danger halted him again, before he could close the door
of his room. An invisible yet strangely actual barrier, it de-
layed him for a few uneasy seconds—long enough to hear
the telephone ringing.

He hurried back inside to answer.

“Dane?” The voice was a young woman’s, low-pitched
-and pleasant. “Dr. Dane Belfast?”

She sounded as if she thought she knew him, but he
hadn’t been East since the time long ago when he and his
mother came along with his father to a medical convention.
He had no friends in New York; no girl friends, certainly.

“I’'m Nan Sanderson,” she was saying, but he couldn’t
remember ever meeting anybody named Sanderson. “Of the
Sanderson Service. We’re on Fortieth, just a few blocks from
your hotel. Would you come over to our ofﬁce this morning,
say at eleven?”

“Huh?” He felt sure he had never heard of the Sanderson
Service, and he wondered for a moment how the firm had
got his name. He had not announced his coming even to
Messenger, the financier he meant to see. “What are you
selling?”’

“Nothing,” she answered quietly. “Unless you’d call it
life insurance. Because you’re in danger, Dr. Belfast. And
we can probably save your life.”
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Her voice had a ring of conviction, and her words opened
the room to the dark illumination he had met outside. Now
that danger-sense was no longer a possible illusion. It was
suddenly something real, that he had to accept and explain.

“Danger?” he whispered blankly. “What enemies have
I?)’

“Enough!” Her hushed voice had a hurried urgency.
“Deadly enemies, working cleverly in secret, desperate
enough to poison your food or shoot you in the back or stab
you while you sleep.”

Five minutes ago, he might have laughed at that. Now,
however, he could feel the frosty breath of peril seeping
around the closed door, and taste the venom of hate linger-
ing -on his tongue.

“That sounds pretty drastic.” He couldn’t help shivering.
“Who would want to murder me?”

“One man who might is John Gellian.”

He repeated that name. Its sound was strange, and he
tried again to deny the possibility of danger. He had injured
nobody. His research goals had been unselfish. He had noth-
ing anyone could want desperately enough to kill him for it.

He reached absently to touch his flat pocketbook. Most
of his savings had gone to meet unpaid bills at the bankrupt
laboratory, after his father died and Messenger’s donations
were cut off. The five twenties he had left were not a tempt-
ing bait for robbery.

“I can’t talk long,” the girl was saying. She gave him an
address on Fortieth. “Will you be here at eleven?”

“But I can’t be in any real trouble,” he insisted. “Unless
—” He caught uneasily. “Is it because of my research?”

Like his father, he had been leoking for a way to reach
and change the genes, to reshape the traits of inheritance
they carried. That secret of creation might have been
enough to surround him with greedy enemies—but he had
failed to find it.

Tantalizing keys to all the mysterious wonder and power
of life, the genes were too small to touch and turn with any
process they had tried. Their repeated failures must have
worn out Messenger’s faith in the project, and Dane knew
they had finally killed his father. He had been ready to give
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up, himself, before he found the old letters in his father’s
desk.

Letters from Charles Kendrew—written in the 1930’s by
that pioneer geneticist, about his daring plans for the great
new science he called genetic engineering. Letters from
Messenger, dated many years later, promising funds to
carry on Kendrew’s unfinished work.

Those letters were in Dane’s scuffed brief case now. They
had brought him to New York. They contained exciting
evidence that a workable process for creating useful genetic
mutations had already been discovered, probably by Ken-
drew himself, and that Messenger had made a fortune from
it

That circumstantial evidence was what he meant to talk
to the financier about. He expected an explosive inter-
view. Any process for making directed mutations could be
more important to mankind than the methods of setting off
atomic fission. If Messenger had anything to hide, the let-
ters might become a dangerous possession after he had been
confronted with them.

But Messenger hadn’t seen them yet. Neither had any-
body else. Whatever his motives, he had given nearly two
million dollars in all to the laboratory. That entitled him,
Dane felt, to the benefit of a considerable doubt. The evi-
dence was too uncertain to establish any crime, and he still
hoped that the financier could explain it innocently.

All Dane wanted was another chance to realize Ken-
drew’s magnificent dream. If Messenger was already ex-
ploiting come crude mutation process, as the letters sug-
gested, he wanted to learn it, perfect it, and see it applied
as Kendrew had intended—to benefit mankind and not a
corporation.

Dane was not, however, an enemy of property. He re-
gretted his own shortage of funds as merely a temporary
handicap. He was quite willing to let Messenger’s company
make an incidental profit on all the creations of genetic
engineering, and he had been reasonably confident of fair
treatment—until he opened his door and met that dark
blaze of danger.

Now he wasn’t sure of anything.
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“I’ve been doing some genetics research,” he explained
to the girl on the telephone. “It might have been important,
but it didn’t pan out. If anybody thinks I discovered any-
thing worth stealing—?”

“No, Dane, it isn’t that,” she broke in quickly. “But your
predicament is truly desperate. Look out for Gellian. And
we’ll be expecting you at eleven.”

“Wait!” he whispered. “Can’t you tell me—"

She had hung up. He replaced his own receiver and
reached absently for his handkerchief to wipe the sweat
from his clammy palms. He had failed to learn anything
about the Sanderson Service, but he knew he would be there
at eleven, hoping to escape the cold pall of danger around
him.

Her warning had convinced him that his disquieting
sensations were due to some real cause outside himself, but
it seemed to him now, as he turned from the telephone, that
they were already fading. He realized uncomfortably that
the net result of that glare and reek and taste of harm had
been to keep him here long enough to receive her call.

Until he had more data, however, the nature of that dan-
ger-sense seemed likely to remain mysterious. He gulped
a glass of water to ease the dryness in his throat, and then
unlocked his brief case, suddenly afraid the contents would
be gone, with all his clues to that secret science.

He found them safe—the time-yellowed letters in the
neat hand printing of Charles Kendrew, and the notes from
Messenger typed on the expensive letterheads of Cadmus
Corporation, and the penciled drafts or the carbon copies of
a few of his father’s replies.

He locked the case gratefully, and took it with him
when he started out again. He met no shock of new alarm,
and that pitiless bloom of danger had dimmed to a haunting
memory by the time he reached the lobby.

Almost himself again, he ate ham and eggs in the hotel
coffee shop, although that danger-sense had left a bitter aft-
ertaste that dulled his appetite. He went back to the lobby,
and called the office number on Messenger’s letterhead from
a public telephone booth.

Mr. Messenger wasn’t in, a sleek voice purred. Mr. Mes-
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senger seldom came in before three in the afternoon, and
he was usually in conference after three. Mr. Messengers
schedule didn’t permit appointments, but Dane could leave
his name. He left his name, and said he would be waiting
~ to see Mr. Messenger at three.

It was still nearly two hours hefore he would be expected
at the Sanderson Service. Hoping to find some illuminating
fact about that firm or Messenger’s company or even about
somebody named John Gellian, he bought an armful of
newspapers at the stand in the lobby and started back to
read them in the dubious sanctuary of his room.

“Excuse me—aren’t you Dr. Belfast?”

The inquiry was softly spoken behind him, as he left the
newsstand. Somehow, it awoke a momentary echo of that
disconcerting danger-sense. He spun apprehensively, and
saw a sullen flicker of dark hostility that picked out and
identified the tall man hurrying after him.

“I’'m Belfast,” he admitted huskily. “I suppose you are
John Gellian?”

“Of the Gellian Agency.” The stranger gave him a ‘stern
little smile. “May I have a moment of your time?”

2

DANE mAD stEPPED back defensively, but that flash of
danger made visible had already faded. John Gellian was
left with a look of harassed good will. With an uneasy nod,
Dane followed him away from the newsstand, toward an
unoccupied corner of the lobby.

Dane studied the stranger sharply, and failed to ﬁnd the
implacable enemy that Nan Sanderson’s call and his own
shock of danger had led him to expect. John Gellian was a
rawboned, dark-skinned man of about thirty-five, vigorous
and muscular but slightly stooped, as if from overwork.
Something about him was puzzling.

There was a veiled desperation beneath the gravely
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courteous restraint of his manner. His nervous movements
and his worried frown seemed to reveal some cruel inner
confiict, of ruthless purpose fighting crushing handicaps.
He looked grimly determined, yet thoroughly afraid.

Perhaps he was ill. Waiting anxiously to find out what he
wanted, Dane had time to see the haggard brightness of his
eyes and the bad color of his skin and the lines of pain cut
deep around his mouth. He was fighting some grave sick-
ness, Dane decided, and haunted with a consuming fear of
death.

They reached a group of chairs in an empty corner, away
from the newsstand and the desk and the busy elevators,
but Gellian made no move to sit. He swung abruptly to
face Dane, his hollowed eyes unexpectedly sharp.

“I wasn’t expecting you to know me.” His voice was still
oddly soft. “Do you mind saying how you knew my name?”

Dane smiled warily. “I might ask the same question.”

“We’re a private detective agency.” Gellian smiled dis-
armingly. “We have been investigating you, with a view to
offering you a place on our staff. When our operatives re-
ported that you were in town, I decided to talk it over with
you.”

Somewhat astonished, Dane shook his head. He had rid-
dles enough of his own to solve: the strange disappearance
of Charles Kendrew; the peculiar prosperity of Messenger’s
company; the nature of the Sanderson Service and the
source of that baffling danger-sense.

“I’'m afraid you have the wrong man,” he said. “I’m not a
criminologist.”

“What we need is an expert geneticist,” Gellian answered
quietly. “Our reports seem to show that you have just the
sort of background we require. I understand that you are
free, since the Kendrew Memorial Laboratory went out of
existence, and we’re able to pay whatever you want.”

“Thanks,” Dane said. “Thanks, but really I’'m not in-
terested.”

“You will be,” Gellian promised softly. “When you know
what we’re doing. Because we aren’t the usual sort of
agency. We don’t run down missing husbands or people
who fail to pay their bills. We’re fighting a war—?”
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A sudden vehemence had lifted Gellian’s voice, but he
checked himself sharply to glance around the lobby as if
afraid of being overheard.

“The job will interest you.” His voice sank cautiously.
“But before I tell you any more about it, I’d like to know
something about your work at the Kendrew laboratory.”

“TI’'m not looking for a job,” Dane insisted. “But there’s
no secret about our research there. In fact, our results have
all been published. We were studying mutations—the sud-
den changes in the genes that give the offspring new traits,
not inherited from either parent.”

Gellian nodded impatiently. “But what was the purpose
of your work?” :

“When my father set up the laboratory, he was hoping to
find a method of directing mutation—a process for creating
new varieties and species at will, without waiting on the
random process of natural variation the way plant and ani-
mal breeders have always done. We spent twelve years and
two million dollars on the project, and finally gave it up.”

“I know, I know.” Gellian shrugged nervously. “Our
people on the West Coast reported your failure.” His hol-
lowed eyes narrowed keenly. “What they didn’t report is
where you got the two million.”

“My father’s secret.” Dane felt his fingers tighten on the
handle of the brief case, as he thought of the letters from
Messenger inside. “The gifts were anonymous,” he went on
quickly, hoping Gellian hadn’t noticed his reaction. “We
promised not to reveal their source.”

“Perhaps that doesn’t matter.” Restlessly, the gaunt man
looked around the lobby again. “Or perhaps youw’ll decide to
tell me later. Anyhow, here’s a more important question.”
His anxious eyes came back to Dane. “Why was your labo-
ratory named for Charles Kendrew?”

Dane thought he felt the chill of danger creeping back
into the lobby, and thought he saw the dark flicker of it on
Gellian’s haggard face again. It made him shiver a little, but
he could see no harm in the question. He answered soberly:

“Kendrew was an old friend of my father’s. A gifted
geneticist, born before his time. Forty years ago, he began
trying what we just failed to do. But a family tragedy broke
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up his life. He abandoned his work and dropped out of
sight, back in 1939, years before I was born. My father was
hoping to carry on from where he quit—”

“But he didn’t quit!” A hushed violence quivered in
Gellian’s voice. “He never abandoned his work. He disap-
peared deliberately, to carry on his unholy experiments in
secret.”

“You’re mistaken,” Dane said sharply. “I’ve seen letters
Kendrew wrote about his work, and it wasn’t unholy. I
know he meant nothing but good—”

“I don’t know his intentions,” Gellian cut in, grimly.
“But I've seen the results.”

The frosty breath of peril hung bitter in the air. Staring
in wonder, Dane shivered again. His clutch on the brief
case stiffened. Those letters held tantalizing hints of Ken-
drew’s success, but he had found no actual proof.

“What results?” he whispered eagerly.

“Mutants!” Gellian’s deep-sunk eyes had a haggard
glitter, but his quiet voice seemed sane enough. “I thought
that ought to interest you, Belfast. The fact is that we have
both been working on the same problem, from our different
angles. Don’t you think we should join forces?”

“I don’t know.” The icy pressure of danger made it hard
for Dane to breathe. “I’ve wondered, of course, what hap-
pened to Kendrew.” He stared at Gellian’s face, which
seemed cruel and cold beneath that dark light. “Where are
these mutants you’ve seen?”

“All around us.” The lines of pain looked deeper in Gel-
lian’s hollowed cheeks, and he peered behind him again like
a man afraid. “Superhuman monsters!” His hushed voice
shook. “Hiding among men, waiting to overwhelm us.”

“Huh!” Dane stepped uneasily back from his trembling
vehemence and that pall of sensed peril around him. “You
don’t mean—mutant men?”’

“They aren’t men!” Gellian stalked after him, gaunt
hands knotted and quivering. “They’re a new species. Not-
men, we call them. They were bred from human beings, by
Kendrew’s wicked science. They look like men. They try
to pass for men. But if you had ever met one, you could feel
the difference.”
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Dane stood hunched apprehensively. His nostrils had
caught a sharper scent of danger, and its bitter taste was on
his tongue again.

“T told you we’re at war,” Gellian went on bleakly. “Our
agency is a little group of loyal, determined men, organized
to fight Kendrew’s creatures for survival—the same way I
suppose the last desperate Neanderthalers fought our own
mutant Cro-Magnon forebears, a hundred thousand years
ago. Only, we know the danger. We're getting a faster start
than the Neanderthalers did. In spite of all the gifts and
powers Kendrew gave his monsters, we intend to win.”

“They can’t exist,” Dane muttered huskily.

But couldn’t they? He had the letters in his brief case,
and he knew that human mutants were no more impossible
than the mutant plants that Messenger’s company was
growing in New Guinea. He wet his lips, and tried to swal-
low that clinging bitterness.

“Wait till you meet them,” Gellian challenged him.
“They’re so clever that it’s hard to see the difference, but
you'll feel it then—Ilike ice in the marrow of your bones.”

“I’ve been feeling—something.” Dane couldn’t help
glancing behind him, as uneasily as Gellian had done, and
he had to catch his breath. Was that what he had sensed—
the veiled enmity of monstrous mutant minds, striving with
unknown powers to overwhelm humanity?

“Yes?” Gellian whispered quickly. “Feeling what?”

“Danger.” He shook his head uncomfortably. “Ever
since I opened the door of my room this morning. I can’t
understand it, because I’ve no reason to be afraid of any-
body.”

“But you do. You were in danger from the moment we de-
cided to take you into the agency—those #kings seem to
have an uncanny knowledge of our plans against them.”

“T don’t know what to think,” Dane murmured uneasily.
“I’'m sure old Kendrew meant no harm, and this seems too
dreadful to believe—"

Gellian’s fingers checked him, digging savagely into his
arm. The rawboned detective stood silent for a moment,
swaying on his feet as if weak from fatigue or perhaps from
the illness visible in him. Then he straightened.
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“Let’s step over to the office, if you can spare a moment.”
His voice was mild again; self-control had returned. “If
you still have any doubts about our proposition, I can show
you all the proof you want.”

54

Tur GELLIAN AGENCY occupied the seventh floor of a
shabbily respectable old building near Madison Square. The
harried-looking detective had said nothing more in the taxi
about that secret war, and Dane looked around him with a
puzzled alertness as they left the elevator. 7

The receptionist was a slim, shy-faced Negro girl, whose
limpid eyes seemed to light with devotion when she spoke
to Gellian. The operator at the switchboard behind her was
a dazzling Nordic blonde, and the trim brunette busy at
the teletype machines beyond was Chinese.

“Yes, we come from every race,” Gellian commented
softly. “From every human race. Our old racial quarrels
have come to seem pretty stupid, now that we’re fighting
side. by side against these things of Kendrew’s.”

He took Dane back into a comfortable private office. The
Chinese girl followed to bring him a yellow sheaf of mes-
sages torn from the machine. He read them, while the
creases of pain cut slowly deeper into his thin, sick face.

“Ask Miss Hunter to get our Canberra branch on
the phone,” he told the girl abruptly, and then turned
apologetically to Dane. “Sorry, Belfast, but this is urgent.
I'll be back in a few minutes to talk about your place with
us.”

He gestured at a chair as he hurried out, but Dane felt
too deeply excited to sit down. The ambiguous hints in
those old letters had been enough to bring him to New
York. Proof of Kendrew’s genetic discovery would be—tre-~
mendous!

Dane was still. reluctant to believe that the lost geneti-

s



cist had created any sort of superhuman beings to crowd out
mankind, but he was breathless with a driving anxiety to
see the evidence. He looked around him wonderingly.

He was still somewhat staggered by the idea of a secret
conflict for survival between mutants and men, but the
agency had a convincing air of matter-of-fact efficiency. The
busy people here seemed calm and sane as clerks in a bank.

And the organization must be surprisingly extensive, if
there were branches as far away as Australia.

His searching glance paused on the books shelved behind
Gellian’s scuffed and cluttered desk. Instead of volumes on
criminology and law, he saw recent works on the biological
sciences. There was even a copy of his own research report,
The Biochemistry of Mutation.

He turned from the books with an uneasy shrug, and the
map caught his restless eyes. A huge map of the world, it
covered most of one wall. Dozens of black pins had been
stuck into it, and a scarlet cord was wound among them,
ending upon a black-inked question mark.

Peering at the question mark, he shook his head blankly.
The pins were scattered, as if at random, across the in-
habited areas of five continents. He failed to see what they
stood for, and the windings of the red cord seemed tco intri-
cate to mean anything.

Baffled, he walked on around the room and came to the
tree. A decoration left from last Christmas, he thought at
first, and he wondered why it hadn’t been thrown out
months ago. But it seemed to shine, in the dim corner where
it stood, as if with a gray reflection of that danger-glow.

It was a small, dark-leaved evergreen set in a common red
flower pot. The pot had been weighted with pieces of dark
rock and rusty scrap metal. A few bits of dusty tinsel still
hung from the branches, and among them was a toy.

A rocket ship. He wondered for a moment why it hung
neglected here, so long after Christmas. He had seen the
pictures of two dark-eyed children on Gellian’s desk, a girl
and a boy. And the tiny ship was a thing to delight any
child, with its bright sheen and the fine workmanship of air-
lock and landing gear and bell-flared exhausts. He was
reaching to touch it, when Gellian came back.
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“If you want proof of the mutants!” The gaunt man
shrugged unhappily. “That was the sort that keeps us on
edge. A child eight years old—clever enough to get away
from our best operatives in Australia! We need men with
your training, to tackle such cases.”

Turning from the puzzle of that dusty Christmas tree,
Dane shook his head.

“I'm not a detective,” he protested. “I can’t believe
Charles Kendrew made any superhuman monsters—he
certainly didn’t intend to, when my father used to know
him.” He stepped quickly forward. “But I’'m anxious to see
whatever proof you have.”

“I'll show it to you.” Gellian sat down heavily at the
desk, his back to the windows and the rain-dimmed up-
town skyline. His troubled glance went to the pattern of
pins and string on the wall map, and touched that exquisite
toy shining on the little tree, and then paused sadly upon
those children in the picture on his desk. For a moment he
seemed tired and frightened and haggard with his illness,
but then his gaunt body straightened defiantly.

“Wasn’t Kendrew trying to create controlled mutations,
as long as forty years ago?” Stern again, his hollowed eyes
flashed back to Dane. “What makes you so sure he failed?”

“I'm not sure he failed,” Dane said. “I suppose it’s pos-
sible that he did invent some sort of mutation process, after
he disappeared in 1939. But he wasn’t irresponsible or
stupid or wicked enough to create anything dangerous to
mankind.”

“The evidence says he did.”

“But my father knew him,” Dane insisted. “In fact, they
used to work together. When my father got out of medical
school, back in 1925, Kendrew hired him as a research as-
sistant.”

“For mutation research?” Gellian leaned anxiously across
the desk. “What did they accomplish?”

“Nothing.” Dane shook his head. “Kendrew did have
sound ideas about such things as the similarity of viruses
and genes, my father used to say. But the world wasn’t
ready. There were no electron microscopes or radioisotopes
to explore the living molecules he theorized about. My fa-
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ther got discouraged, after several years of failure, and
opened his practice as a surgeon.”

“But Kendrew kept on?”

“In spite of everything,” Dane nodded. “His financial
support had collapsed, in those depression years. He left
San Francisco, to take whatever positions he could find as
an instructor. He used to write my father about his work in
meager little college labs or at home, with only his wife for
an assistant.”

“Working to create our destroyers!”

“He meant no harm,” Dane protested. “I'm quite sure of
that, from things he used to write my father about his plans
and dreams. If he sometimes hoped to change the world, it
wasn’t for the worse.” :

He could hear the echo of Kendrew’s great hopes ringing
in his own eager voice. In spite of Gellian’s forbidding
frown, he let his old enthusiasm carry him on.

“What-are the genes? Only protein molecules, perhaps,
, strung like beads to make the chromosomes. But they are
the pattern of life. They duplicate themselves, when a cell
divides. They are the living templates that shape each new
life in the likeness of the old—except when mutation
changes the pattern. Suppose we could reach and rebuild
them at will!”

Gellian nodded grimly. “So that’s what he did?”

“What he tried to do,” Dane said. “Can you blame him?

Just think what success would mean! Plants and animals

—and even viruses—could be transformed. Useful species
could be improved, and harmful species made useful. Ap-
plied to man himself, genetic engineering could eliminate
all the hereditary flaws and deformities with which each
human generation now saddles the next. From what he used
to write my father, Kendrew must have speculated about
that. But he wanted only to improve Homo sapiens, not to
replace us.”

“T wouldn’t be so sure of that.” Gellian’s haggard eyes
narrowed probingly. “But what do you know about the
circumstances of his disappearance?”

“His last letter was written from Albuquerque, in
1939.” Dane leaned to set his brief case on the floor; those
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letters ought to interest Gellian, but he wasn’t ready to show
them. “Things must have been pretty desperate. Kendrew
was jobless. His wife was expecting another child, and he
was having a hard time finding milk for the first. Yet he was
still the optimist, busy writing some sort of paper on genetic
engineering.”

“Huh?” Gellian stiffened. “What became of that?”

“It was burned, I imagine,” Dane said. “Because the
thing happened a day or two after he wrote the letter. His
wife went berserk. She set fire to the house. She shot their
baby daughter, and put three bullets into Kendrew, and
then she killed herself.”

“Why?” Gellian whispered. “Don’t you know?”

“My father never knew.” Dane shook his head. “He
saved the newspaper clippings about it, but they don’t ex-
plain anything. Margaret Kendrew had been a scientist her-
self—a parapsychologist—but she had been enough in love
to give up her own career when she married. My father used
~ to say she had a splendid mind, and he couldn’t understand
what broke her sanity.”

“She was sane enough!” Gellian said bitterly. “I can tell
you what happened. She was a human being. She found out
that her own children weren’t! That little girl was the first
of the things that had to be killed.” His thin jaws hardened.
“The great tragedy is that Kendrew survived, to make
other mutants.”

“Did he?” Dane’s breath caught. “Do you know?”

“Firemen dragged him out of the burning house,” Gel-
lian said. “He recovered from the burns and bullet
wounds, and got away to Mexico.” The gaunt man rose
abruptly, swinging toward the wall map. “There’s the trail
he left us.”

“How’s that?”

“The trail of the maker!” Gellian strode to the map, ges-
turing at the red cord wound across the continents. “Each
pin marks the birthplace of a proven mutant. The string
joins them, in order of occurrence. The first was Kendrew’s
own child, born in Albuquerque thirty-four years ago. The
latest we’ve found is this infant prodigy born eight years
ago in Australia.” :
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“Is Kendrew really alive?” Dane had turned hopefully
from the riddle of that twisted string, and he couldn’t help
flinching from Gellian’s cadaverous face. “I mean, how do
you link him with those later births?”

“We still don’t know how the mutants are made.” The
gaunt man spoke deliberately, scowling as if with disap-
proval of his breathless interest in Charles Kendrew. “But
it seems logical to assume that the man who made them was
near by when they were conceived.” He gestured sternly
at the map. “The maker must have been in Acapulco in
1940, and in Rio de Janeiro two years later, and in Manila
in 1945. Kendrew followed that same trail, making each
}r;love at precisely the right date—so far as we can trace

1

“Pretty flimsy evidence,” Dane objected. “There must
have been thousands of travelers who went the same way.”

“But very few geneticists,” Gellian said. “None known
to have heen tinkering with the genes. We had eliminated
many thousand suspects before we came across Kendrew
—he doesn’t seem to have published any work, and he was
never well known. But I’m certain he’s the maker.”

Dane glanced at the map, with a doubtful frown.

“If that’s your best evidence, how do you know there is
a maker?” he demanded. “Mightn’t it be that you’re in-
vestigating cases of natural mutation?”

“You’re too good a geneticist to be suggesting that.” Gel-
lian shook his head, with a bleak impatience. “I know there
has been a lot of sensational speculation, ever since Hiro-
shima, about the effects of atomic radiations on the germ
plasm. But these not-men aren’t fission products!”

“Natural mutations are caused by several other factors,

besides radiation,” Dane pointed out.
_ “But mutations in nature are usually slight,” Gellian an-
swered quickly. “And usually bad. Nature can’t create a
successful new species with one tremendous step, the way
these not-men are made. Natural evolution requires thou-
sands of generations, to accumulate the tiny accidental
changes that happen to be useful, and to eliminate those
that don’t.” :

Dane nodded reluctantly, and tried not to shudder at the
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sullen glow of danger coming back to Gellian’s stern and
hollowed face.

“That’s true,” he admitted. “If these mutants are diff-
ferent enough from men to be classified as a new species,
that would show manipulation of the genes by some intel-
ligence.”

“By Charles Kendrew’s!” Gellian’s emaciated features
hardened, and his sick eyes glittered strangely beneath that
dark illumination. “And the not-men are different enough,”
he muttered. “When you see how different, you’ll regret
your efforts to defend the evil genius who made them.”

“Maybe.” Dane stepped back watchfully; he had begun
to see that this meeting might have awkward consequences.
“But you haven’t showed me anything to prove that Ken-
drew made these mutants—or even anything to show that
they exist. If you’ve any real evidence, let’s see it.”

“Now we’re getting places.” Gellian nodded, with a
quick, thin smile. “We’ve proof eneugh, and I want you to
ask questions. Many hard-headed men pass through this
office, on their way into our organization—financiers and
statesmen and military leaders. Most of them seem doubt-
ful as you are, at first. They usually ask the same questions
—and join us gladly when they learn the answers.”

* His cold smile became disquieting.

“Men must join us,” he added softly. “Just because
they’re men.”

Dane shook his head uncomfortably. “I don’t see why.”

“There’s no room on Earth for two master races,” the
gaunt man said. “The past proves that—that old Neander-
thalers, and all the other past competitors of men.”

“I'm not so sure,” Dane murmured. “But let’s see your
evidence.”

“There’s what I used to show.” Gellian gestured restlessly
at a-locked steel cabinet. “Such objects as a book of intei-
lectual poems, written in Braille by a blind child. A sym-
phony—a weird, metallic, dissonant sort of thing, hard to
perform and painful to hear—composed by a boy of six.
The notebooks of another infant prodigy, kept in cipher—
the only section we managed to read is a criticism of the
quantum theory.”
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“Are such things alarming?”

“They do seem harmless,” Gellian agreed quietly.
“Harmless as the first human footprints must have seemed
to creatures still walking on all fours.”

Dane stared at him, shaken with a sick amazement.

“Have you declared war on a few gifted children, just
because they seem a little too precccious?”

“It’s true that most of the things we fight are young.”
Gellian nodded impatiently. “Their youth is all that gives
us any chance of winning.”” His stern face tightened. “We
can’t afford mercy, when even a mutant baby carries the
seed of our destruction.” His haggard eyes looked hard at
Dane. “Can’t you see that?”

Dane shrank from the cruel glare of danger shining on
Gellian, and he shivered from the chill of it gathering in the
room. The taste of peril was sharp in his mouth, and the
odor of it choked him. But he straightened defiantly. What-
ever the trouble ahead, he meant to take no part in any war
on children, whether mutant or human.

“No,” he said. “Nothing you show me could make me see
that.”

4

GELLIAN’S STARE seemed hawklike for an instant, but then
his frosty smile came back.

“You’re human, and you want to be humane.” He nodded
disarmingly, his voice soft again. “Most of us did, in the
beginning. But war is not humane. Don’t make up your
mind before you’ve seen the evidence.”

“Let’s see it,” Dane said. “But it will have to be good.”

“Tt is.” Gellian nodded nervously again at that locked
cabinet, but still he didn’t open it. “We’ve other exhibits
there, that I used to show before we had anything better.
Generally they were good enough.”

Dane stepped back watchfully. The gathering glare of
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visible danger was painful to his eyes, a sinister riddle that
had to be explained. He didn’t intend to be convinced that
Kendrew had created any superhuman enemies of men, but
he wanted desperately to find out what the missing genet-
icist had really done. He could already foresee trouble to
come, if he refused to join Gellian. But he was looking for
the secret of creation, and any fact he learned might be a
useful clue. He waited silently.

“There’s one item that always convinced the politicians,”
Gellian continued. “A detailed and cunning scheme for set-
ting up a military dictatorship in America. Tt was found
among the papers of a brilliant West Point cadet, who died
of a brain hemorrage before he graduated.”

He gestured restlessly at the wall map.

“That ambitious not-man was Case 44. There’s the pin
that marks his birth—in Miami, twenty-four years ago.
Though we’ve found no other evidence of Kendrew’s move-
ments during that year or since, the map shows that he went
from Japan to South Africa about that time, and he must
have stopped in Florida long enough to shift the genes that
made that monster—I wish I knew how!?”

With a baffled shrug, the haggard man swung back to the
cabinet.

“Anyhow,” he went on, “here’s another item that always
enlists the technically minded. It’s a report written by a
stool pigeon for the warden at Alcatraz. It describes the
plans of another convict to blow up the prison with a lith-
ium hydride bomb. The convincing technical point is that
the atomic explosion was to be triggered with radium from
the dial of a wrist watch.”

“Not very convincing,” Dane objected. “It takes a fission
bomb, plus a lot of secret equipment, to set off any sort of
fission reaction.”

“Radium atoms fission,” Gellian said gently. “In this
case, the evidence shows that they set off a fusion bomb.”

Dane stared skeptically. “When I left San Francisco
yesterday, Alcatraz was still sitting in the bay.”

“But you probably heard about the- explosion and fire
there last year.”

“We felt the shock, out at the lab.” He shook his head.
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“Tt must have been quite a blast—but a real H-bomb would
have burned out the whole bay area.”

“We had the facts hushed up, hoping to keep other not-
men from repeating that experiment,” Gellian said quietly.
“But that fire was actually caused by a limited fusion re-
action, set off in a few grams of lithium hydride by some
process that the AEC hasn’t yet discovered. The prisoner
died in the blast, but the evidence is adequate. Besides the
stool pigeon’s testimony, there’s the fact that the whole cell
block was contaminated with radioisotopes—so strongly
that the debris had to be dumped at sea.”

“A homemade H-bomb!” Dane peered at the gaunt man,
appalled. “If such a secret got out—"

“Compared to the secrets of genetic engineering, it would
be pretty harmless,” Gellian cut in grimly. “But it didn’t
get out. The explosion obliterated every trace of the gadget
itself, and the stool pigeon’s descripticn is pretty sketchy.
That shows you, though, what Kendrew’s creatures can do
—even the imperfect mutations.”

He moved as if to leave the cabinet, but swung back with
a troubled frown.

“There’s another item I used to show, that’s even more
disturbing,” he went on. “A letter, written before the last
war by a patient in a state mental hospital. Addressed to the
president. It’s a protest against his diplomatic blunders—
and it describes the results to come, with the dates and the
places of all our first terrible defeats and disasters.

“At the time, of course, it looked like just one more crank
letter. The investigators found that the writer was a girl in
her early teens, confined as a hopeless manic-depressive
case, and the letter was simply filed away. By the time it
came into our hands—after all those dreadful events had
confirmed her predictions—she had already hanged her-
self.”

His sick eyes lifted. >

“Almost frightening, don’t you think?”

“Not to me,” Dane protested. “Ordinary human beings
seem to have such glimpses of the future now and then. My
own mother did.” /-

“T’m afraid,” Gellian said softly. “Though not so much
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because of the ambitious cadet and the ingenious convict
and the psychopathic seer—I think they were- flawed cre-
ations. Slips of the maker’s hand. He’s still human, remem-
ber. Subject to error, even since he set up shop as a creating
god.”

The colorless cast of danger lay cold on Gellian’s fleshless
face, and Dane thought he shuddered.

“Things that frighten me are those precocious  poems,
and that uncanny music, and that notebook in cipher,” he
went on huskily. “Because they show the terrible abilities
of the true not-men. The cadet and the prisoner and the
seer were all unfit—they didn’t even live to meet our agents.
The fitter mutants have a greater capacity for survival.”
His sunken face grew hard again. “Greater than our own, if
we let them grow up!”

Dane straightened impatiently.

“Let’s see your evidence,” he challenged the gaunt man.
“Those documents—or something more convincing. You
still haven’t showed me any sufficent reason for hunting
down bright children.”

“But here it is.” Gellian swung abruptly from the locked
cabinet, toward the potted evergreen Dane had seen. “Our
newest exhibit. As innocent, at first glance, as that blind .
child’s poetry. Just a child’s toy, hanging on a Christmas
tree. But it has never failed to convince anybody.”

Dane followed him to the dusty little tree.

“What’s so odd about it?”

“Plenty.” Gellian’s voice sank dramatically. “The odd-
ities are cunningly disguised, as you might expect—it was
last Christmas day that we found the thing, in a raid on a
Park Avenue apartment where we hoped to trap a mutant
girl. She escaped, as the more competent and dangerous
ones generally do. But we did get this plant.”

“I don’t see anything—” -

“Feel the leaves.”

Dane reached to touch the needles, and pricked his finger
on a point sharp as glass. The entire plant seemed curiously
heavy and hard.

“Metal,” Gellian said softly. “The roots are using up
that scrap and ore in the pot. When we sawed off a branch
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for analysis—and ruined a good hacksaw blade—the report
showed forty percent iron. And a dozen other metals, with
even a trace of uranium.”

His feverish eyes peered at Dane.

“Would you believe that?”

Dane had to catch his breath, but he nodded slowly.

“I do,” he whispered. “Metals are essential, after all, to
any sort of life. The iron in this plant is no more remark-
able, I suppose, than the iron carrying oxygen in our own
red blood cells.”

Gellian was smiling bleakly.

“Then you find it convincing?”

“Fxciting!” Dane bent over it eagerly. “A remarkable
mutation. Real proof, I suppose, that somebody can manip-
ulate the genes. I'd like to look at it, inside a good labora-
tory.” He turned from it, back to Gellian. “But I don’t see
anything to make it so alarming.”

“Then look at this.” Gellian reached to touch the bright
hull of that toy rocket, his thin smile fading. “It grew there
—inside a sort of shell we were able to chisel off.” His fear-
ful eyes came back to Dane. “What do you think of that?”

Dane stooped to feel the toy. The metal was heavy and
cold in his trembling fingers. Fragments of a dark, thick
husk still clung to it, around the hard metal stem which at-
tached it to the tree.

“Well?” Gellian said. “Isn’t that enough?”

“A wonderful thing!” He straightened from it reluc-
tantly. “Though, granting that somebody can rebuild genes,
1 suppose such a toy as this would be a good deal simpler to
make than a human being—or a superhuman mutant.”

He leaned eagerly to touch the shining hull again.

“Tt’s beautiful!” he whispered. “But not very dangerous,
so far as I can see.”
~ T think it was planned to be more than a toy.” Gellian’s
voice had a tremor of unease. “It was still growing, until we
cut away that husk. Our Geiger counters show that uranium
is being concentrated inside the hull, possibly for fuel.”

“You don’t mean—" Dane paused to stare at the tiny
ship, breath-taken.

“ think it was meant to grow into a real ship of space.”

26



Gellian peered at it apprehensively. “The not-men are al-
ready uneasy, I should imagine, under our attacks. I think
they’re looking for a fortress on some other planet, beyond
our reach.”

“These mutants—”’ Dane turned at last from the metallic
plant, frowning over that more disturbing puzzle. “How do
you identify them?”

“That’s a problem I hope you can help us solve,” Gellian
said. “A difficult thing, because the mutants were so
cleverly shaped to hide among men. They’re somewhat
tougher and quicker and stronger than we are, and ap-
parently immune to most diseases, but the older ones are
already cunning enough to conceal such physical differ-
ences, as well as their stranger mental endowments.”

“And—the mental differences?”’

“High intelligence,” the gaunt man said. “An average
I. Q. probably twice ours. A remarkable acuity of the senses
—from the images she used in her poems, that blind child
must have been able to smell the red color of a rose, and to
hear the molecular vibration of heat. But the gift that
makes them so dangerous, and so difficult to trap, is ESP.”

““Extrasensory perception?” Dane shook his head un-
easily. “Are you certain?”

Gellian nodded.

“We haven’t had any not-men in the laboratory. Not
alive. We don’t know the extent or the limits of their psy-
chophysical capacities. But nothing else could account for
that girl’s escapes from all our traps.”

“I hope they all aren’t so gifted,” he went on huskily.
“But that one female thing seems to know our plans before
we do. Besides evading all our efforts to kill or capture her,
she has been able to warn and hide quite a number of sus-
pected children before we could take them.”

“Is that the worst thing she has done?” Dane inquired.
“Rescuing children doesn’t seem so reprehensible—?”

“She’s deadly!” Gellian stiffened angrily. “She is armed
with weapons more dangerous than that convict’s H-bomb
—because they’re more subtle. Several of our best opera-
tives have disappeared on her trail. By sheer good luck, we
found what she had done to the last one.”
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Dane stood listening uneasily.

“The chief investigator for our Canberra office,” Gellian
went on grimly. “An able man, trained and loyal, armed as
well as we could arm him. He went out alone, two months
ago, to check a newspaper story about this gifted eight-year-
old. He didn’t come back.

“Investigating a possible mutant takes time and caution,
and he had been gone three days before the branch manager
got alarmed enough to look for him. The manager couldn’t
find him, or the mutant child, or any other clue. It’s just an
accident that one of our operatives on another case recog-
nized him last week, washing dishes in a waterfront joint
up in Darwin.”

“Then this girl didn’t kill him?”

“Not physically.” Gellian seemed to shiver again. “But
his mind had been destroyed. Memory wiped out. He was
using a different name, and apparently he was quite content
with his dish-washing job. He recalled nothing of his work
with the agency—didn’t even know the old friend who
found him.”

“Amnesia?” :

“Not any common kind.” Gellian shook his head un-
easily. “Our medical experts say that he has Craven’s dis-
ease—a rare type of encephalitis, first reported a dozen
years ago by a mission doctor in New Guinea. A brain in-
fection that destroys the memory—permanently. All the
evidence shows that he had been deliberately infected with
the virus—probably by this mutant girl.”

Dane nodded uncomfortably. The chill of danger hung
cold in the room, and he wondered for an instant if what
his senses had detected could be the working of some other
secret weapon, strange as that virus. '

“That’s the sort of thing we’re up against,” Gellian went
on. “Such biological warfare could destroy us before we
know we've been attacked, yet it’s perfectly safe for the
not-men, because of their natural immunity to disease. You
can see why we need such experts as you are.”

“T'm not sure.” Dane shook his head. “It looks to me as
if the mutants used that virus only in self-defense—"

“A hellish weapon!” Gellian broke in. “But we could
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learn to cope with weapons. What worries me isn’t any
weapon, or even the terrible cunning of the not-men, but
their psychophysical gifts. While I suppose some human
beings do have some feeble extrasensory perceptions, those
mutant psy capacities are as strange and dangerous to us as
the new mutation of human reason must have been, long
ago, to the last dull near-men.”

Dane shivered a little, awed in spite of himself.

“That’s the danger.” Gellian’s haunted eyes looked hard
at him. “Now will you join us?”

Dane hesitated uncomfortably. The bitter taste of danger
burned his tongue again. Refusal was going to be awkward,
yet he knew he must refuse. Sparring for time to decide
what to say, he asked uneasily: ;

“Just what would you want me to do?”

“Help us trap the maker, first” Gellian said grimly.
“That trail’s too cold to be of much more use.” He gestured
restlessly at the wall map. “We’re going to set a geneticist,
to catch one.”

“I couldn’t be much help with that.” Dane was thinking
uneasily of the letters he had brought from San Francisco,
but he carefully kept from looking at his scuffed brief case,
where he had set it on the floor.

“Anyhow,” he said defensively, “I don’t see much sense
in_trying to run down Kendrew. He’d be a harmless old
man, by this time. Or very likely already dead—if that last
mutant was born eight years ago.”

“He’s still alive,” Gellian insisted flatly. “If he can create
new species, he can certainly protect his own health. And
he’s our logical point of attack—ijust because he’s human.
Whatever he has created, I doubt that he was able to make
himself a superman. If we can catch him alive, we have the
means to make him tell who all the not-men are and how he
mutated them. Perhaps we can destroy them, with the same
science that made them.”

He straightened aggressively.

“That’s your job, Belfast. Are you ready to begin?”

“I don’t think so.” Flinching from Gellian’s gaze, Dane
turned uncertainly back to that bright rocket growing on
the mutant tree. “This is all—tremendous!” he whispered.
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“More exciting than atomic fission ever was, because it’s a
creative art. But I think youw’re unduly alarmed.”

He swung earnestly back to face Gellian’s stare.

“Tf Kendrew’s discoveries have fallen into the wrong
hands, I'm anxious to do something about it,” he added
quickly. “I want more information—there’s a number of
things I don’t understand. But I don’t see any reason for
ganic. Certainly, I'm not ready to start slaughtering chil-

ren!”

Gellian’s breath caught sharply. ”

“You phrase it too harshly.” Anger snapped in his hard
voice. “But you’ve no choice, however you put it. Not if
you’re a man!”

“I’m human,” he whispered sharply. “I want to be loyal.
But I’ve been following Kendrew’s great dream all my life.
I can’t turn my back on it, without even taking time te
think—" :

“We have no time. If we fail now, while the not-men are
young, they won’t give us another chance.” A sudden exas-
peration shook his voice. “Didn’t you say you could feel
them—observing us with their strange senses?”

“T do feel—something.” :

That sourceless blaze of danger lay darker on Gellian’s
sunken cheeks, now when he looked. The frost of it seemed
colder in the air, and its bite sharper on his tongue.

“Something—but I don’t know what it is,” he whispered
uneasily. “Perhaps it is a reaction to some sort of uncon-
scious awareness of the psychophysical powers of those mu-
tants—if they’re really as vicious as you think. Perhaps it’s
something else. Anyhow, it’s still too vague and fitful to act
on. I need time to find out what it is.”

Gellian shrugged impatiently.

“Better consider your own position, while you’re taking
time,” he said softly. “Although our agents satisfied them-
selves that you’re a man, don’t forget that your father was
a friend of Kendrew’s. That might become an awkward
fact, if you refuse to join us.”

Dane stepped backward apprehensively.

“Please don’t threaten me,” he muttered huskily. “Can’t
you give me a little time to think?”
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“Normally, we couldn’t.” Gellian peered at him discon-
certingly, and then nodded in decision. “But since we need
you so badly, I'll make an exception. If you decide to come
back, be here at eight tomorrow morning.”

“Or else I become another black pin on the wall?”

“I didn’t want to be so blunt.” Glancing soberly up at the
wall map, Gellian seemed almost apologetic. “I’'m quite
sure you're human. I know the maker left San Francisco
many years before your birth.”

His fevered eyes swept back to Dane,

“I'm not threatening you,” he added quietly. “I’'m simply
stating an ugly situation. You’re either with us or against
us. This is war, and that’s the way it has to be.”

Deliberately putting down a surge of panic, Dane made
himself pause to look at his watch. Ten-thirty. He still had
time to find out what that girl wanted, at the Sanderson
Service, before he tried to see Messenger. He bent to pick
up his brief case, trying not to seem too uneasy with it, and
turned quickly toward the door. '

“By eight in the morning,” Gellian repeated gently. be-
hind him. “I hope you decide to come back.”

He went out to the elevator, trying not to hurry. The
glare and reek and chill of enmity went with him. He
clutched the brief case desperately, afraid for a moment
that Gellian’s agents would try to stop him. But they let him
go.

5

HE rOUND a cab at the corner. Sitting uneasily straight as it
crawled back uptown through the heavy midmorning traffic,
toward the Fortieth Street address of the Sanderson Service,
he tried to decide what to do.

He couldn’t go back. Kendrew’s old dream had grown
into a stubborn purpose of his own, rooted perhaps in his
father’s crusading idealism and his mother’s vivid Eurasian
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loveliness. In spite of Gellian’s fears, the promise of genetic
engineering still seemed too splendid to be destroyed.

If his mother’s blood had been all Caucasian, it occurred
to him now, he might have grown up well content with the
world as he found it. The pain of genetic accident must have
been what forged his own eager hopes of genetic revolu-
tion. And it had kindled a defiant independence in him that
wouldn’t easily yield to Gellian’s ultimatum.

For Tanya de Jong had carried the chaos of the age writ-
ten in her genes. Her dark beauty and her sensitive intel-
ligence and her quick emotions had been the gifts of many
races. Moody with the restless longings of homeless genera-
tions, she came of White Russian fugitives from violence
and Dutch Colonial wanderers of commerce, of yellow peo-
ple and brown driven from their ancient ways by the white
man’s passing triumph and already rebellious in exile.

She had been a laboratory technician in one of Manila’s
bomb-scarred hospitals when Dr. Philip Belfast arrived
there in 1045, an Army surgeon, worn and lonely from the
long ordeal of all the islands behind. They fell in love. Deaf
to the shocked friends who said it wouldn’t work out, he
wanted to marry her.

“But she ran away.” His father’s voice came back to him
now, edged with the sad bewilderment with which the old
doctor had always spoken of that event and its aftermath.

“She quit her job, and wrote me a desperate little note to
say she was going because she didn’t want to hurt me.

“T thought the trouble was only her worry about our
racial difference, though we had already agreed that we
wouldn’t let that matter—not too much. But I was ordered
on to Okinawa before I could talk to her, and I didn’t see
her again until I went back to look for her, after the war.

“T found her then, back at work in the same hospital. I
could see she still loved me, even though I was American.
There hadn’t been any other man. But still she wouldn’t
marry me—not until after I made her tell me what the
trouble was.

“She thought she was psychic—maybe she was, though I
laughed at the notion, then. She claimed she had prophetic
dreams. She insisted she had seen her parents die in her

32



dreams, when she was a little girl, the same way they really
died in the fist air raid on Manila,

“In the dream that had frightened her away from me,
she thought she saw me kneeling, torn with grief, beside an
operating table where she lay dead. She was convinced that
she was doomed to die young, and she didn’t want to hurt
me the way I had been hurt in the dream.

“I didn’t take much stock in any sort of extrasensory
perception—not then. I thought she was just a little un-
strung from all that had happened to her and her people in
the war. Though I don’t think I ever really shook her con-
viction of that fate waiting, I finally made her understand
that her hysterical flight had hurt me as much as anything
could.

“Anyhow, she married me.” Dane could see the old sur-
geon’s wistful smile again, lighted even in his memory with
an undying love. “We came back to San Francisco be-
fore you were born. She promised to forget those dreams,
and I think she did—at least for a while.”

Frowning thoughtfully now in the cab, trying to forget
the cold cloud of sensed hostility around him, Dane tried
to weigh the consequences of their marriage. It must have
damaged his father’s career. He knew his mother had been
deeply hurt, many times. Yet neither, he felt, had ever
really been sorry. :

His mother died the year he was ten. The racial snobs
were not to blame for that. The cause had been crushingly
incomprehensible to him then—though when he learned
about her precognitions, later, it occurred to him that the
very effort to deny her doom had helped to cause it, by
keeping her as silent about the warning symptoms of her
illness as she had learned to be about her dreams.

She died of cancer.

He remembered the smiling hope and the veiled despair,
the tight-lipped silences of pain, the desperate surgery. The
last day of her life came back to him now with a painful
clarity: the pale grace of her emaciated hand waving to him
almost gaily as she was wheeled away to the operating
room; the rank sweetness of ether in the lonely, busy cor-
ridors where he waited forever; the hoarse agony in his
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father’s voice, saying she would never wake up, because her
heart had stopped while she lay under Dr. Huber’s scalpel.

“Why did you let him do it?” In his numbed dismay, he
must have been thoughtlessly accusing, “Everybody says
you’re the top surgeon here. Why did you let Huber kill
her?”

He saw his father’s gray face stlffen, and knew his bltter
tone had hurt.

“Huber didn’t kill her, Dane.” His fathers low voice
seemed tired and very kind. “The cancer did, and it had
already spread too far before that first operation. I watched
Huber today, and nobody could have done better. Tanya
didn’t have a chance.”

“Why didn’t she?” He felt the cruelty of his questions,
yet he couldn’t check. their tortured urgency. “You’re a fine
doctor. I know you loved her. Why didn’t you—why didn’t
somebody give her a chance?”

“Because nobody’s good enough.” The surgeon took his
hand gently, to lead him away from the shrunken, sheet-
covered - body bemg wheeled out of the operating room.
“Because medicine is not yet really a science. We know t00
many facts, without enough understanding.” H

They came out of the hospital, away from the dim hush
of death into the sunlit street and the clean wind from‘the
sea. Feeling miserably regretful for his bitter questwns
Dane clung hard to his father’s cold fingers, silent until
they were in the parking lot.

“But couldn’t there be a science of life?”” he Whlspered
hopefully, then. “So-that people would never have to be
sick, or suffer, or die before they were ready?”

* “Some day, maybe.” His father nodded wearily, walking
on beyond the parked car as if he hadn’t seen it. “Once I
had a friend who dreamed of such a science. I even tried for
years to help him work it out. His name for it was genetlc
engineering.”

“Did he ever do it?”

“I don’t know.” His father kept walking on, away from
the car, and still Dane didn’t stop him. “Once he wrote me
that he almost had it. But then a tragedy wrecked his life,
He disappeared. I-never found out where he went, but it
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looks as if he failed to conquer disease and pain and death.
Because people still—"

His father turned suddenly back toward the car, asking
in a softer voice if he wouldn’t like to stay with Dr. Hu-~
' ber’s sons until after the funeral. But people still died. Even -
people like his mother, who had wanted so terribly to keep
on living.

“No, Dad, I'll go on home with you,” he said quickly.
“But I'm not going to be a surgeon, after all. I want to be a
geneticist, like that old friend of yours., I want to finish the
job you worked on with him—so that people needn’t die
the way mother did.”

“She always said you’d do something very wonderful.”
Fumbling clumsily with the keys, as if he had forgotten
how to start the car, his father tried to smile. “But I'm
afraid you’ll find the same difficulty in biological research
we have in medicine—too many facts illuminated with too °
little understanding.”

That was the first Dane ever heard of Charles Kendrew.
It must have been about that time that his father began to
notice those new clues to the fate of the missing geneticist,
for it was later that same year that he retired to open the
Kendrew Memorial Laboratory.

.« Already in slowly failing health, the old surgeon had
worked there as desperately as if determined to conquer
‘death before he died. His failure was due, Dane thought
now, to that foreseen difficulty. The many related sciences
of biology consisted of more facts than any mind could
grasp, without some deeper understanding to bring them
into focus. -

In his own turn, Dane tried just as hard. Too hard, per-
haps, completing the thesis for his doctorate before he was
23, and replacing his father as research director not a year
later. Though he still felt fit enough, he wondered for a mo-
ment if the strain and the failure of intense effort might be
half the matter with him today. °

He knew their defeats had killed his father, and he had
begun to wonder what had turned the successful surgeon
back to that once abandoned undertaking, when he found
the letters that were in his brief case now, His father had
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written Messenger the same year Tanya died, as a tattered
carbon copy showed:

“Once I had a friend who was trying to mutate new spe-
cies to order. He disappeared in Mexico, nearly twenty
" years ago, after a crushing family tragedy. I had believed
him dead—until I began to see the recent advertisements of
Cadmus, Inc.

“I have since examined some of the remarkable plant
products your corporation is shipping from New Guinea.
Cotton stronger than nylon. Latex better than any syn-
thetic. Timber superior to mahogany and teak—from trees
no botanist has ever described.

“While I know that cultivated plants are always being
improved, your amazing progress in New Guinea makes me
believe your products must come from entirely new plant
species, of the sort my lost friend hoped to create by di-
rected mutation. I am most anxious for news of him. Any
confidence will be respected. His name was Charles Ken-
drew.”

Messenger’s prompt reply to that inquiry was typed on a
crisply expensive gold-colored bond, beneath the New York
address of the corporation and a green engraving of the
dragon and demigod that was the Cadmus trade mark.

“The origins of the eccentric expert who bred ouriim-
proved plant strains have always been a mystery to me”:
the financier had written. “I’'m indeed grateful for your
suggestion that he may be your missing friend, and I regret
very deeply that it comes several years too late.

“The few pertinent facts I know are these: The man is
obviously American. I first met him in Darwin, Australia,
when I was there as an Air Forces meteorologist in 1944—
some five years, I believe, after your friend vanished. While
he was always evasive about his past, he behaved like the
victim of some overwhelming misfortune. He never wanted
to come home, not even after his health seemed to require a
change of climate. While he calls himself Charles Potter,
that is probably a nom de guerre.

“Unfortunately, I am unable to make any positive }dentl-
fication from the photographs and physical description you
- enclosed. The height and the bone structure .of the - face
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seem about right, but Charles Potter’s health had already
been wrecked, when I first met him, by excessive drink-
ing, and his face disfigured by tropical skin diseases.

“Tragically, the man himself is no longer able to tell us
anything. While he-is still living in New Guinea, at our
experimental plantation on the upper Fly, his mind is hope-
lessly gone. He is receiving every possible care, but I'm
afraid he can’t live much longer.

“That’s all T know, and I leave the conclusion to you. The
open possibility that this sick man may be your lost friend,
however, leads me to mention something else which ought
to interest you. Ever since Potter became ill, we in the
company have wanted to set up a laboratory in which his
unfinished researches' can be carried on, and his papers
edited for publication.

“In view of your past experience, as well as your personal
interest, I am venturing to ask your advice. If you are in-
terested, wire me at once.” ‘

That promise of Charles Potter’s papers must have been
enough to win his father. Though Dane had found no
copy’ of any reply, it was later that same year that the sur-
geon iturned for the second time from his practice to re-
search, becoming director of the new laboratory.

(‘There were other letters, written later. Carbons. of his
father’s discouraged reports. Brief notes of encouragement
from Messenger, always promising money for some new
project. But no other mention, strangely, of Kendrew or
Potter or the Cadmus exports from New Guinea.

Had all the financier’s generous gifts to the laboratory
been only a cynical device to bribe his father into forgetting
the vanished geneticist? He had been trying vainly to avoid -
that painful suspicion, ever since the unexpected failure of
his father’s heart plunged him into the shocking disorder. of
the old surgeon’s papers and affairs.

His father hadn’t been dishonest. In spite of the auditors,
Dane knew that. Never a successful businessman, he had
simply failed to keep any adequate accounts, or limit ex-
penses to the endowment funds. Dane had to sell all the
- precious equipment, besides using up most of his own sav-.
ings, to meet accumulated bills. i
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~ Yet, if those donations hadn’t been some sort of bribe,
why had Messenger cut them off so abruptly when his
father died? And why else had that correspondence re-
mained hidden in his father’s desk, unmentioned even after
Dane became research director?

Those were the questions Dane meant to ask Messenger,
when he could see the financier, and he was trying to re-
serve judgment until he had heard the answers. All his clues
were inconclusive. He was hoping for an innocent explana-
tion of his father’s silence, and perhaps even a look at the
Potter papers.

Cadmus had grown greater than ever, in these twelve
years since Philip Belfast first inquired about his missing
friend. Nowadays, the sleek advertising of the corpora-
tion no longer mentioned the exciting novelty of its New
-Guinea products, but only their accepted excellence. Cad-
mus copra and cotton and latex and hardwoods were staples
of world commerce, and even Dane himself had once taken
them for granted.

Since his .talk with Gellian, however, those profitable
exports from New Guinea had become as disturbing to him
as that iron tree and its peculiar fruit. His hopes for an
honest understanding with Messenger began to flickér. /If
Charles Kendrew had really been the man Gellian called
the maker—and whom Messenger called Charles Potter-
and if all the vast wealth of Cadmus had grown from a se-
cret exploitation of genetic engineering—

The consequences of that proposition became too alarm-
.ing to pursue, and Dane felt relieved to escape them for the
time, when his taxi stopped below the tall new office build-
ing on Fortieth, at Nan Sanderson’s business address.

i

THE SMALL RECEPTION ROOM on the nineteenth floor was
empty when he entered, yet it seemed a sanctuary. Dane
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Belfast escaped that haunting danger-sense at the door, as
if he had come somehow into a safe refuge. He was looking
at the neat glass desk and the chrome-and-plastic chairs,
trying to surmise the nature of the Sanderson Service, when
a tall girl walked out of the room beyond.

“Dane!” She looked at him with a curiously anxious in-
_tentness, and then smiled approvingly. “I'm Nan Sander-
son.”

He smiled back, at the friendly light in her eyes. He liked
the clean planes of her tan face and the smooth up-sweep of
her red-brown hair and the trim simplicity of her gray busi-
ness suit, but those surface things couldn’t explain the way
she made him feel.

Somehow, she made a tremendous sense of relieved se-
curity well up inside him. That surge of feeling took his
breath and closed his throat, so that for a moment he
couldn’t speak. He stood staring blankly at her tawny love-
liness, thinking of something that had happened long ago in
San Francisco.

He didn’t know why he should think of it now, because it
was one of the painful childhood incidents he had always
tried to forget. Nine years old, he had been invited to a
children’s party at Dr. Huber’s home. Two small girls were
‘choosing sides for some game on the lawn, and they left
him standing alone at the end, unchosen. He started un-
easily toward the one he thought would have to take him,
but she shook her prim curls scornfully.

“We don’t want you.” The agony of that rejection had
returned in his dreams for many years, and even now he
winced again from her shrill cruelty. “’Cause you ain’t
white!”

“But I am too white!” He held out his hands indignantly
to show they were no darker than her own. “My father’s
Dr. Belfast, and he’s white as yours.”

“But your mama ain’t,” she informed him stonily. “And
S0 you ain’t—no matter how you look.” All the children
were turning to stare, the way cruel bystanders were later
to stare in his dreams. “And my mama says it’s a shame Dr.

~ Belfast threw himself away on her,” the pitiless child went

on. “’Cause she’s part Chinaman and part nigger and part
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God knows what!”” Her curls tossed haughtily. “And that’s
why we don’t want you.”

Speechless with shock and pain, he had been dimly aware
of flustered adults trying to smooth the incident over. His
mother wasn’t Negro at all, but only part Eurasian. The
children must let him play because he was Dr. Belfast’s
boy, and anyhow his mother was cultured and charming
and half Caucasian. The other little girl grudgingly agreed
to choose him, but suddenly he didn’t want to play. His
mother was as good as anybody, and he didn’t want apolo-
gies or pity. He said politely that it was time for him to go
home, and thanked Mrs. Huber and his little hostess prop-
erly, and walked stiffly away alone.

He bhad never told anybody about that, not even his
mother, because he knew it would hurt her the way it did
him; but he remembered studying himself in the mirror
often afterwards, when he knew he was alone, uneasily glad
his gray eyes didn’t show the slight Chinese cast of his
mother’s, half sick with fear that his lean face might tan too
darkly, wishing forlornly that his straight brown hair had
been a sandy red, like his father’s.

Time had slowly worn most of the old pain away. Most
people must have forgotten about his mother, after she was
dead. In science, he had found a world where men of all
races could meet equally on the common ground of honest
intellectual effort, and presently his own research had kept
him too busy to think much about anything else.

Now, however, Nan Sanderson somehow made all that
come back. The cruel hostility of those small children had
been as incredible to him then as this awareness of unseen
hate around him today, and the enormous relief that relaxed
him when she smiled was the same secure feeling of un-
questioning acceptance he always found with his mother.

“Well?” the tall girl was saying. “Aren’t you Dr. Bel-
fast?”

“Dane Belfast.” Gulping at the lump in his throat, he
yielded to his impulse to explain, because her serene blue
eyes seemed so understanding. “I didn’t mean to stare, but
you just gave me the oddest feeling.”

“Yes?’”” She waited, interested.
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“I don’t quite know what’s wrong with me today.” He
looked at her hopefully. “Since just before you called, I’ve
had the queerest feelings. Of danger. I can’t be sure it’s
anything real, yet the sensations are so vivid they frighten
me. I seem to see danger, like dark fire, and feel it, like a
cold wind—if you can imagine that. It somehow comes and
goes, but it followed me all the way here. But suddenly,
when I saw you, I felt—well, safe.”

He had paused, afraid of what she might think, but she
was nodding soberly.

“The danger’s real enough,” she said quietly. “But we'll
try to make you safe.”

“What sort of danger?” He couldn’t help glancing back
toward the empty corridor outside. “And how are you going
to make me safe?” ‘

She shook her head. “Before I can tell you anything, you
must establish your right to our service.”

“How do I do that?”

“You answer questions, and you pass a test.” She turned
to the door behind her. “Come on inside.”

He followed eagerly, lifted by a curious confidence that
he could answer any question, and pass every test. The
tastefully plain room beyond might have been the office of a
successful psychoanalyst, but nothing about it told him the
object of the Sanderson Service. The girl beckoned him
toward a chair and turned to take a wide blue card from a
filing cabinet. 2

“First we must check your record.” She studied the card
thoughtfully. “Dane Belfast. Race: white. Birthplace: San
Francisco. Father: Dr. Philip Belfast, surgeon and bio-
chemist. Mother: Tanya de Jong Belfast.” Her liquid eyes
lifted. “Is all that correct?”

“All—almost.” An unexpected wave of feeling shook
him and choked him, so that he had to swallow. “All except
the race.”

His own words frightened him. He hadn’t thought of his
mixed ancestry for a long time until today, because it didn’t
seem to matter in the tolerant world of science, but now that
old bewildered fear came back to seize him as if it had been
haunting his unconscious all the time.
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“I—I'm not entirely white.” He didn’t want to tell Nan
Sanderson the truth; he was terribly afraid the fact would
shatter her quiet friendliness, yet somehow he had to speak.
His voice trembled, and his eyes fell from hers. “My mother
was Eurasian. A quarter Chinese. An eighth each Javanese
and Filipino. The rest was white, Russian and Colonial
Dutch.”

“That’s the way we have it.”” When he dared look up, she
was calmly checking something on the card. “Now, your
university records—"

“Doesn’t that matter?” He couldn’t help his hoarse inter-
ruption. “That Eurasian blood?”

“Not to us.” Her blue eyes were innocently wide. “No
racial strain is really pure, anyhow. I’'m an eighth Chero-
kee, myself.” Smiling, her lean face was a warm golden
brown. “Do you mind that?”

He could only shake his head, because that hard con-
striction had closed his throat again, She had somehow
awakened that old pain, which must have been rankling just
beneath the level of his consciousness all the years when he
thought it forgotten. Accepting him now, she had helped
to heal those old injuries.

“Any racial stock can contribute very useful genes.”
She was studying the card again, as if she had looked away .
from him out of respect for the privacy of his emotions.
“But we’re interested now in qualifications of an entirely
different sort.” :

She didn’t say where she had found the information, but
the card listed his biology degrees from Stanford, and his
doctorate in biochemistry from Caltech, and even his two
years as research director at the Kendrew Memorial. She
asked about the commen diseases of childhood, and seemed
pleased when he said he had escaped them.

“Now come with me,” she said, and he followed her back
into a small laboratory, where she took his blood pressure
and deftly stabbed his finger for a blood specimen. Watching
in perplexed impatience while she entered something on the
card, he asked:

“Am T going to qualify?”

“I don’t know yet.” She spoke half absently, turning to
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study a smear of his blood under a microscope. “Because
all this is just preliminary. The physical data is no more im-
portant than your racial background really. The essentxa.l
tests are mental.”

He almost gasped. That curious sense of sanctuary had
swept away his first faint notion that she might be one of
the mutants Gellian hunted, but this brought that suspi-
cion back, with a shattering force of conviction. Recovering
from his mvcluntary start, he studied her searchingly.

Still busy, to his relief, with the microscope, her fine face
wistfully intent and the cold north light turned warm on her
hair, she looked entirely and enchantingly human. But all
the maker’s creatures, in Gellian’s disturbing theory, had
been cunningly shaped to hide among men.

Dane nodded, shaken. For all he knew, she could be that
most evasive, most dangerous thing. Yet, oddly, he felt no
revulsion or fear, He was enormously interested, instead;
fascinated by her veiled strangeness and breathless to dis-
cover her mutant gifts. A quick pity touched him, too, when
.he thought of her as a lonely alien, bravely fighting her

“ human hunters.

That flashing suspicion made the nature of her busxness
“seem;'suddenly clear. She must be looking. for her kinsmen,
vscattered along the maker’s trail, to warn and aid: them
-against Gellian’s exterminators. The Sanderson Service, it

struck him, must exist to serve not-men only. And these
tests were des1gned to find them!

- For-one strange moment, Dane wished that he could pass.
The drama of the girl’s desperate position had already stirred
him, and now for one wild instant in his imagination they
stood side by side, heroic and alone, the hunted but un-
daunted Eve and Adam of a noble new race.

Impatiently, he discarded that fantasy. He didn’t want
to be a misfit, and he tried to guard himself against such
neurotic wishes, He had merely surmised that she might
be a mutant, anyhow, he reminded himself. Even if she were,
she could have had no reason for picking him for these tests,
except his father’s old friendship with Charles Kendrew;
and his own birth had come many years too late for that to
signify.
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“Well?” He saw her turning from the microscope, and
tried to cover his awed wonder with that casual query. “How
am I doing?”

“Well enough.” Nodding approvingly, she brought two
sharpened pencils to the little table where she had seated
him: “Now we come to the psychological tests.”

Psychology was one of the biological sciences, and he
knew all the standard tests. These were unfamxhar how-
ever, and the most difficult he had seen. For the next hour,
whxle the girl held a stop watch and marked his papers, he
sweated through increasingly intricate riddles.

“Do I have to be.a genius?” he finally demanded. .

“It wouldn’t hurt your chances.” Smiling slightly, she
glanced at his scores on the card. “But you have quahﬁed
for the final test.”

While he waited, tapping with a penc11 in an effort to dis-
guise the taut 1ntensltv of his expectation, she set up a
wooden screen before him on the table.

“I'm going to shuffle these, and deal them out of your
sight.” She showed him a thin deck of cards, printed W1th
simple geometric figures. Call them as they fall.” )

Trying too hard to seem at ease, he heard the pencil pomt
snap beneath his tightened ﬁngers For he knew the calds,
the standard ESP deck, devised years ago for the parapsy-
chology research at Duke University. Extrasensory pertép-
tion, Gellian had said, was the mark of the mutants.

« can’t,” he whxspered “I’'m not psychic.”

Investlgatmg that new frontier of the W1demng sciences
of life, he had sometimes found challenging signs of a real
psi capac1ty—an inexplicable reach of the mind beyond the
range of any known senses or physical faculties—but only
now and then, unpredxctably erratic as his mother’s gllmpses
to tragedy tol come, always in other subjects. Never in him-
self.

“Please!” The anxiety in his own voice surprised. him.
“Can’t we skip this?”

“This is the one you have to pass.” But her warm eyes
‘gave him a grave encouragement. “I think you will. This .
feeling of danger you mention—I think that’s an actual
perception, of a very actual peril.”
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‘He nodded, reluctantly. That cold dry:glow of evil over
everything outside this puzzling haven must be evidence
of—something. He straightened in the chair, waiting nerv-
ously for her to go ahead.

“Ready?” She sat down behind the screen, where he
couldn’t see her. “Here’s the first card, face down on the
table. Just take your time, and try to tell me what it is.”

7

He trIED hard enough, surely. That faint, unfriendly glow
from outside the window was still distracting, however,
even when he closed his eyes. All he could visualize was her
face, changed in his mind to a lovely but somehow inhuman
mask of lean-carved ivory, her long eyes turning slowly
hostile as if they had narrowed against that penetrating
glare.

i“Call the one in your mind,” she urged at last. “You’ll
hiti.”

 He could only guess, desperately, “Is it—a star?”
«“#Tidon’t know, until we finish the run. Now just relax, and
take your time, and tell me what you see. Ready?”

“It’s—probably a cross?”

She dealt again, and he kept on guessing wildly. He
couldn’t expect to qualify, he reminded himself. He
shouldn’t even try, because success would only mark him
for Gellian’s executioners. In spite of himself, however, the
thing he feared was failure. And even though he was afraid
that fear itself might make him fail, he couldn’t stop the
anxious sweat that felt cold on his forehead and clammy on
his hands, or evade that pitiless pale reflection from the
gray sky outside.

“Why take it so hard?” She rose when the run was fin-
ished, shaking her head in reproof at his breathless tensity.
“Why don’t you smoke, while.-I check your score?”

He was a light smoker, because he had worked so much in
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sterile laboratories where nicotine was contraband, but he
found a cigarette and pulled on it nervously until he heard
her shuffling the cards again.

“How’d I do?” he asked huskily.

“Well enough.” But he caught the disappointment in her
voice. “Let’s try another run.”

He tried again, but still he felt no truth in his desperate
guesses. And he saw the trouble on her tawny face when
. she rose, her faint smile forced and foreboding.

“I’'m terrlbly sorry, Dr. Belfast.” He felt the chill of new
formality in her voice. “I was sure you’d qualify.”

“I'm trying.” That cruel dry light was suddenly stronger
in the room, turning her somehow coldly pale and stern, He
knew she was about to turn him out of this unaccountable
refuge. “Trying too hard, probably.” An illogical alarm
shook his voice. “Please don’t turn me down without an-
other chance.”

“That wouldn’t help.” Remote from him, she shook her
head wearily. “Not unless your psi capamty had been dis-
turbed by some emotional shock.” Her blue eyes turned
piercing, and something hushed her voice. “Have you seen
the man I mentioned?” she whispered sharply. “John Gel-
lian?”

Meeting her probing stare watchmg for her reactlon
Dane nodded slowly. “He found me in the lobby of my
hotel, an hour after you called. He took me around to his
ofﬁce and told me a story, and offered me a job.”

Her tawny body seemed to freeze, Cold as that glare out-
side, her wary eyes searched him again before she de-
manded: “Did you take itp”

“Not yet.” Curiously relieved to discover that her mutant
perception didn’t tell her everything—if she were a mutant
—Dane relaxed a little. “What he told me was too much to
deal with, all at once,’ ” he added. “I’m thinking it over, till

eight in the morning.”

“He told you I'm something strange?” she breathed
faintly. “Something—monstrous?”

“He talked about genetic mutations,” Dane admitted un-
comfortably “A strange story. I don’t quite know what to

~ think—
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. “Don’t believe him!” The ice in her voice thawed sud-
denly, to a hot vehemence. “I know that horrible story, and
it isn’t true. That man’s sick. He has those hideous delu-
sions. They make him dangerous—to you as well as to me.”

She sat down suddenly on the edge of the little table that
held the screen, as if weak with her troubled emotion. Her
long eyes were suddenly too innocent.

“No wonder you bungled the tests—if you believed Gel-
lian’s insane lies!” She smiled at him, with a wan relief.
“Trust me, Dane. Just ask me anything you want to know.”

“All right.” He leaned g little forward, watching her anx-
iously. “Just tell me who you are.”

“Nobody very exciting.” She spoke flatly, suddenly with-
drawn again. “Just an ordinary business girl.”

“I—I do want to know you, Nan.” A flood of feeling
surged up against his own reserve, an urgent impulse he
didn’t clearly understand, born perhaps of that sense of
sanctuary and his fear of losing it. “Please tell me all about
you. Just imagine I’m making out a blue card for you.”

“If you like.” Her red mouth was smiling shghtly, but
her eyes stayed veiled and distant. “Father was a mining
engineer, and Mother a schoolteacher he met in Montana. I
was born in Anaconda. He’s retlred now, and they live on a
han—acre ranch near San Diego.”

% “And—you?”

“Nothing unusual.” She shrugged, toco casually. “Duil
little mining towns, where Father: worked. College. Two or
three men who thought they loved me. A few jobs that didn’t
matter. Including this one—"

“But this one does matter,” Dane objected quickly. “If
you're going to tell the truth I want to know something
about the Sanderson Service.” .

“Sorry,” she said curtly. “I’m not permitted to discuss
our service with people who fail to qualify.”

“I know something about it, anyhow,” he said. “Gellian
told me you’re busy locating and helping other not-men.”
He studied her. “Is that your service?”

“Gellian’s wrong!”’ Her lifted voice turned bitterly vehe-
ment. “His sick imagination has twisted the facts into a
shocking lie. But I see that I must tell you something.”
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“I think you’d better.”

“You won’t repeat it?” Her long eyes turned dark Wlth
troubled pleading., “Not even to Gellian? Particularly, not
to him!”

“All right,” he agreed slowly. “You have my word.”

Nodding for him to follow, she walked back inio her of-
fice and sat down wearily. Not looking at him, she leaned
absently to straighten penstand and calendar and clock,
and then brushed automatically at some invisible fleck of
dust,

“Well?” He waited, standing impatiently in front of her
desk.

“You see, I'm a geneticist, too,” she said at last. “I’'m
helpmg conduct a. tremendous experiment in human genet-
ics. The service is part of that.”

“Your object?”

“To rescue the human race from civilization.”

He waited, puzzled. »

“We feel that modern civilization, by sheltering the unfit,
has stopped the forward evolution of the individual. Per- -
haps even turned it backward. We’re trying to replace the
missing care of nature. To evolve an improved human type
by a process of intelligent artificial selection.”

“Kendrew’s process?” Dane whispered huskily. “Genetlc::
engineering?”

“Kendrew?” Her blue eyes widened mnocently “No our
‘process isn’t genetic engineering. We’re using the same
simple method men have always used to improve any breed.
We select individuals who have desirable traits, and cause
them to marry and have children.” Annlessly, her long
golden ﬁngers moved the penstand again. “Among the genes
.we requue ”? she added at last, “are those for the psi capac-
ity.”

“And you qualified?”

She hesitated. For a moment he thought her face had a
look of lonely yearning, but then she turned quickly from
him, into the merciless thin glare from outside. That washed
all feehng from her face, leaving it fixed and cold.

Faintly, she said, “I qualiﬁed.”

“I see.” Almost believing her, Dane yielded to a sudden,
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troubled impulse. “Once there was a little girl,” he mut-
tered. “She said I couldn’t play, because my genes weren’t
all white.” He laughed harshly, not sure why he did. “You
can’t change your genes.” :

“Quite true.” She rose briskly, moving toward the door.
“I'm glad you understand, and I'm sure youll keep your
word. Good-by, Dr. Belfast.”

“Wait.” He stood stubbornly where he was. “Didn’t you
promise me another chance?”

“I did intend to give you one.” Her unhappy eyes came
back to him. “But I can see now that you simply aren’t for
us. Please forgive my blunder. And go—before you’re
deeper in danger!”

“From Gellian?” :

“From all unthinking people, outside our experiment.”
Urgency lifted her voice. “From people who mistakenly
feel that we’re assaulting the Christian ethic, don’t you see,
and the democratic philosophy that all men are brothers.”

“I see.” He studied her pale anxiety. “Gellian is only a
champion of the old race, jealous and resentful of the supe-
rior breed you'’re creating?”

HIf you wish to phrase it that way.” She nodded quickly.
“That’s the danger. The reason you must go now—and never
attempt to see me again,”

He nodded carefully, trying not to show that he had seen
through her lie. But he had. Her story of that vast experi-
ment in applied human genetics had been planned cleverly
enough to convince another geneticist. Given the organiza-
tion, with the money and the devoted leadership to work
secretly through several generations, man might be bred
into superman, without the need of any new process of ge-
netic engineering.

Her story was quite plausible—but still a lie.

Any such actual experiment, for one thing, running as it
must through centuries, would require absolute secrecy to
protect its records and its staff and its selected subjects
from such hostile men as Gellian. If her story were true, it
could be told to no outsider.

Shaken by that consideration, his reluctant belief was
swept away entirely when he thought of that metallic tree,
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which must have been found in one of her own raided
refuges. Perhaps she still hoped Gellian had failed to notice
anything unusual beneath the holiday disguise, or to con-
nect that plant with the mutant men.

Generations of selective mating would surely produce a
superior human breed. Even the psi capacities might be
vastly increased, assuming that the genes for those were
existing but recessive. But such a new creation as that harm-
less-seeming Christmas tree might require. an impossible
million generations of natural mutation and artificial selec-
tion. It hadn’t been made that way, and it demolished her
story entirely. .

She had opened the door, waiting for him to go. Still
reluctant to leave this sanctuary, before he found what
made it so, he paused to look at her hopefully. All he saw
was that glare from outside on her tawny face, a strange
cruel sheen, inexplicable as ever. :

“Good-by, Dane.” Her voice was hushed and taut. “Bet-
ter go on.” : S

But still he hesitated. He felt suddenly sorry for her, be-.
cause of that pathetic lie. Because it showed so clearly -the.
limits of whatever slight psi capacity she might possess; and
because it seemed such a flimsy defense against Gellian's:
killers and all the glowing hate outside. iR

“May I see you again?” he begged impulsively. ““To-
night? Tomorrow? Can’t we try that test again?”

“You didn’t qualify.” Cold beneath that reflected enmity,
she had withdrawn even beneath the reach of his pity. “Your
failure is final,” she added flatly. “And my time limited.”

So was his own. At eight in the morning, he must join her
hunters, or else be hunted with her. In the few free hours
left, he ‘still had Messenger to see, and too many puzzles to
solve, and that hard choice to make. He walked out stiffly,
driven by that overwhelming urgency, and heard her snap
the lock behind him.
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SHORT As HIS TIME was, Dane could do nothing before he
saw Messenger. Waiting for three o'clock, when the old
tycoon might be in, he ate lunch with a forced deliberation
and wandered restlessly back to his room to search again
through the meager clues in those old letters.

He managed to relax a little in the cab, inching down-
town through the wet streets, but all that sense of pitiless
attack fell back upon him when he got out at Messenger’s
address. Unnerved by that impact, he paused on the curb
* to look for its source.

The enormous tower, all sternly functional glass and
granite, had been planted boldly in a somewhat run-down
section of shops and lesser office buildings in between the
financial district and the sleek, newer developments in the
Rockefeller Center area, as if its builders intended to pio-
neer in New Vork real estate as they had in New Guinea.
The disturbing thing about the building was the plaque of
bronze and colored glass above the entrance.

"Green glass filled a golden outline of New Guinea, the
shape of it a sprawling dragon, the monstrous jaws tooth-
less and spread wide. Against it in high relief stood a bronze
figure of Cadmus, the dragon-slayer of that old Greek myth,
arms flung out to sow the teeth which took instant root, so
the legend went, to grow into men. Beneath the dying
dragon, huge golden letters spelled: CADMUS, INC. :

That symbol had always seemed harmless enough before,
in the company advertising and on Messenger’s letterhead:
a natural reference to the beastlike shape of that great is-
land on ‘the map, the triumphant giant standing for the
corporation, sowing those vast new plantations. Now, how-
ever, it had become a disquieting hint of the maker’s super- -
human creations.

That hueless glare of evil shone cold on the plaque, and
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the dusty reek of unseen deadliness seemed stronger than
the bitter traffic fumes. Retreating again from the snarl of the
street, Dane pushed through the massive glass doors.

“Yes, sir?” A pale, bulky man challenged him from the
glass-and-granite fortress of a desk which guarded the ele-
vators, “May I assist you, sir?”’

“Dane Belfast to see Mr. Messenger,” he said. “I left my
name this morning.”

The pale man might have been a retired detective. He
studied Belfast with opaque cold eyes as if trying to recall
him from some police line-up, before he reached for the
telephone. But as he listened, his tight-lipped disapproval
* changed, surprisingly, to a wintry smile.

“Go on up.” He nodded toward the elevators, “Mr. Mes-
senger wants to see you right away.”

All that unaccountable feel of crouching peril seemed to
fall away from Dane, as the express elevator lifted him, so
that he was almost at ease again when a blond receptionist
cooed his name into an office interphone, and then came
gliding with a sullen grace to guide him past empty desks
into a long, luxurious room beyond. e s Gl

“Well, Dr. Belfast!” An enormous, ugly, weather-beaten
man, J. D. Messenger came waddling laboriously around:a
magnificent desk made of pale New Guinea silverwood;: to
grasp his hand with an entirely unexpected warmth. #T've
been expecting you. Sit down and have a cigar.” :

Dane declined the cigar, but he sat down gratefully in a
huge leather chair, trying to get over his instant liking for
Messenger. Prepared to meet some human reflection of this
cold fortress of a building and the unobtrusive power of
Cadmus, he wanted to mistrust this genial reception.

“What’s on your mind?”

But Dane sat hesitantly silent, watching Messenger move
with an elaborate and laborious caution back to his chair.
Old and overweight and obviously ill, the financier still had
a certain surprising felicity of action, and even a kind of
charm. The history of an active life lived nearly to the end
was written on his calmly massive face, in ancient. scars:
and unhealthy purple blotches and sagging yellow wattles
of loose skin, yet his shrewd blue eyes were smiling serenely.
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“Good to see you.” Already puffing, the old man paused
as if the task of sitting down took all his effort. “Admired
your father. Interested in your research. Deeply. Sorry I
bad to cut the money off.”

That beaming cordiality made Dane feel awkward about
the questions he had to ask, and he hastily reviewed his
plans. Logically, Messenger ought to know both Nan San-
derson and Gellian. Milking his vast fortune from those
mutant plants, he had certainly learned something about the
maker’s more ambitious creations, And Gellian’s implacable
hunt for the not-men, covering Australia, had surely also
reached New Guinea. Yet Messenger’s cheery innocence
made him doubt that the man was involved with either of
- them. For an instant, he questioned even the evidence that

the financier had bought or tricked his father., :

“Well?” Settled now behind the desk, hands locked over
his belly, Messenger seemed disarmingly patient. “If you
want something, young man, let’s talk about it.”

“I do want something,” The scarred smile had begun to
reassure Dane, even about those awkward questions. “Some-
thing you promised my father, when you first endowed the
laboratory.” He watched uncomfortably for the big man’s
reaition. “If you can arrange it, I'd like to see Charles Pot-
tet’sinotes.” :
svIhose battered features showed no flicker of surprise.

“Sorry, but I can’t arrange it.” Messenger shook his head,
with a ponderous bland regret. “Poor old Potter was eccen-
tric, you know. Trusted nobody. We found all his papers
destroyed, after he died.” :

“Died?” Dane had half expected that blow, yet he
flinched. “When?” - : -
- “Let me sce.” Messenger scrutinized his flat blue thumbs.
“Must have been last year—no, two years ago. Out in New
Guinea. The old bird would never hear of coming back to
civilization, not even to die.” :

- “Did my father ever know?”

“I doubt -it.” Messenger shrugged, with a patient huge
indifference. “Old Potter had squandered all he ever made,
on drugs and drink and experiments that failed. Alien-

“ated all his friends outside the company. Had no relatives.
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Seemed to hate mankind. I don’t think anybody cared—"

“My father was never alienated,” Dane broke in quickly.
“] know he cared, because Charles Potter—Charles Ken-
drew—was his oldest friend.” He stared at the genial finan-
cier, searchingly. “What I don’t know is why he never told
me that your plant breeder was his missing friend.”

“Because he wasn’t, probably.” Messenger’s small, pal
eyes lifted lazily. “What gave you any such idea?” :

“My father’s papers. Letters to him from Kendrew. A
letter of your own.” Accusations would do no good, and
Dane tried to soften his voice. “Didn’t you think Potter
was actually Kendrew when you endowed the Kendrew Me-
morial?”

“Your father’s notion.” Messenger peered idly down at
his restless thumbs. “Before he knew anything about Pot-
ter. I thought he might be right, until I learned more about
Kendrew. We both agreed, then, that his missing humani-
tarian couldn’t very likely be my twisted misanthrope dying
in New Guinea. We knew he wasn’t, when your father failed
—ag you have also done—to turn Kendrew’s ambitious
theories even into Potter’s very modest practical results.”:

The humanitarian might have been changed into the:bit-
ter recluse by that tragedy in Albuquerque. Dane was about
to suggest that when a sudden suspicion shook him. i Had
Messenger killed the missing geneticist?

Still gasping a little for his breath, this jovial fat man
didn’t look like a murderer for profit. Yet he and his as-
sociates had been the only known beneficiaries from those
tremendous discoveries. Messenger’s guilt could explain the
generous arrangements to insure his father’s silence, and
this present glib insistence that his plant breeder had not
been Kendrew. ;

“No regrets about the millions we poured into your re-
search,” the financier was wheezing. “No hard feelings, un-
derstand.” He shrugged good-naturedly. “We bet on a los-
ing hand. I’m just sorry we couldn’t afford to go on losing.”

This was not the time or place to make any unproved ac-
cusations. Dane sat frowning, wondering how to get the most
information at the least risk. T

“A bad year for the company, you see.” Messenger’s fat,
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mottled hands gestured apologetically above the polished
silverwood. “Floods in New Guinea. And a bad time for
me,” he added wryly. “My last wife’s lawyers are bleeding
me dry.”

“But we can carry on our research, without much
money,” Dane insisted. “Even if your expert burned all his
papers, there’s still a record of his process—in the genes of
the plants he bred for you.”

“Sorry, Belfast.” Pursing fat blue lips, Messenger shook
his head. “¥our father used to want specimens, but we can’t
ship live plants. Company policy.”

“Then T'll go to New Guinea,” Dane offered—grasping
eagerly at that possible escape from Gellian. “I can study
them better on the spot, anyhow—"

“Impossible!” The warmth had gone from Messenger’s
eyes, leaving them cold and flat and somehow too small for
that enormous, mottled, sagging face. “My associates
wouldn’t consider that.” _

“I don’t intend to steal your secrets.” Dane half rose,
drawn taut with anxiety. “But I believe those plants are
directed mutations—no matter who Potter was. If we knew
how he made them, we could make—anything! Specialized
mutant viruses, for instance, to wipe out disease germs.”
He looked hard at Messenger’s own sick face. “Would that
be against your policy?”’

The old man’s small eyes met Dane’s for a moment, sur-
prisingly keen, before they fell sleepily again to his cradled.
paunch,

“I organized Cadmus more than twenty years ago, to
operate mines and plantations in New Guinea.” He spoke
slowly, economizing his wheezing breath. “We needed
plants adapted to the nasty climate there, and I hired this
Charles Potter to breed them for us. He did it, without tell-
ing anybody how. Then he threw away his slice of the prof-
its, and devoted himself to his own peculiar method of slow
suicide. We gave him all we promised, and that transac-
tion is closed. Our policy now is simply to protect and de-
velop our enormous mvestment in New Guinea.”

His eyes flickered at Dane, hard as lumps of ice beneath
the swoﬂen, drooping lids.
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~ “Cadmus is a legitimate business,” he went on doggedly.
“Our exports average billions of dollars a year. We pay
enormous taxes and concession fees and dividends. Our em-
ployees—white-collared accountants here or naked Kan-
akas in the jungle—get decent treatment and excellent pay.
The wealth we create benefits all the world.” He caught a
rasping breath. “Isn’t that enough?”

“Not for me,” Dane blurted impulsively. “Not if you’re
hiding and exploiting those wonderful discoveries Kendrew
hoped to make. Not if you’re guilty of—that.”

Murder, he had wanted to say. Murder of a new-born
science, and its unfortunate inventor. But this shrewd old
man had betrayed nothing, and such charges would be
obviously unwise. Dane checked his outburst, and tried to
soften his bitter voice.

“Sorry I troubled you,” he muttered stiffly. “Thanks for
all the help you gave my father.”

Trembling, he turned to go.

“Wait!” Messenger boomed behind him. “We haven’t
talked about that job.” _

The financier was standing when he turned, swaying
ponderously beyond the desk, smiling with that shattered
charm which still somehow transformed his gross bulk and
redeemed his scarred and mottled ugliness. Dane came
slowly back, asking blankly, “What job?” b

“Didn’t you come to ask for a position with the com-
pany?” Genial again, those faded little eyes peered inno-
cently out of their deep wells of bloated flesh. “Knowing
something of your circumstances, I took that for granted.
How would you like a place in our public relations divi-
sion?”

“T didn’t suppose you wanted much publicity.”

“We don’t.” Messenger’s slow grin was almost likable.
“Half the work of any press agent is preventing bad pub-
licity.”

Dane stood thinking of that other job, waiting at the Gel-
lian Agency. Hoping Messenger might yet somehow rescue
him from that pressing dilemma of whether to become
hunter or hunted, he tried to tell himself that the cunning
old tycoon looked too bluff and hearty to be entirely bad.
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“People envy our success,” the financier was wheezing.
“They start malicious rumors, and attempt to meddle in our
private affairs, and try to steal our trade secrets. Your job
will be to fight such interference.”

Belfast stared incredulously. “To help conceal the very
facts T want to learnp”

“Put it that way if you like.” Messenger nodded cheer-
fully. “Be here at ten in the morning, if you want to go to
work. Your pay starts at three hundred a week.”

Dane stiffened at that improbable figure, wondering if
Messenger hoped. to buy him off, as he thought his father
had been bought. '

“A lot of money,” he said. “How do I earn it?”

“Relax, and T’ll tell you all about it.” Beaming as ex-
pausively as if he had already accepted, the fat man offered
dark New Guinea cigars in a heavy silver humidor, and
lighted one himself. “You’ll have an office down the.corridor
—though most of your work will be outside. You can set
your own hours, and you’ll find us liberal about expenses.
We try to make our people happy, Dr. Belfast.”

Declining the cigar, he waited mistrustfully.

“Cadmus spends millions of dollars a year to create a
favorable public opinion,” Messenger went on. “We hire
expert professional publicists, and we buy every kind of
- advertising. But, in our special case, that isn’t enough.”

Dane shook his head. This job already looked as ugly as
Gellian’s.

“Unfortunately, occasional matters come up that are too
delicate to be handled in any ordinary way.” The shrewd
old eyes didn’t seem to see his silent protest. ‘I want you to
join the small staff of skilled specialists we employ to care
for such extraordinary cases as they come up, by whatever
methods they may require.”

Including—murder?

The thought opened that wide room for a moment to a
sudden glare of danger, which turned the pale New Guinea
bardwood cold as actual metal. The smoke of Messenger’s
cigar had a sudden bitter bite of deadliness. Belfast shifted
uncomfortably where he stood, wondering if this offer might
be as difficult to decline as Gellian’s.
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“As such a specialist,” Messenger continued blandly,
“you will work directly under me. You will receive your
assignments from me personally, and report their accom-
plishment to me alone—there must be no failures. Miss
Falk will pay your salary and expenses in cash, but you
aren’t to discuss your work with her or anyone else.”

“But I haven’t taken the job.”

“A necessary precaution,” the fat man panted. “And you
will take it, when you hear about your first assignment.”

Dane listened uncomfortably, certain Messenger would
never tell him so much, except as a warning to forget what
he already knew.

“A tricky affair.” Worry erased the financier’s ponderous
confidence. “There’s a newspaper reporter—a filthy little
rat—prying into our private business with a stupid per-
sistence and no legitimate reason. He has even been to New
Guinea, trespassing on our concessions. Now he’s back in
New York City, ready to expose us—as he puts it. Your
first job will be to gag him.”

“How?” Belfast rasped harshly. “Am I to cut his throat?”

“Don’t joke.” A pained reproof stiffened Messenger’s red,
ugly slab of a face. “Didn’t 1 tell you we’re strictly legiti-
mate? That’s the peculiar difficulty of this job. Your meth-
ods must always be entirely honest.”

“If a man is writing the truth,” Dane said flatly, “how
can you gag him—honestly?”

“Your problem,” Messenger murmured. “Although we
can assist you with unlimited funds and a staff of clever
specialists who have solved many such problems with never
an incident to stain the good name of Cadmus!” The faded
eyes peered sharply through gray cigar smoke. “Is that per-
fectly clear?”

“Perfectly,” Dane said. “Even though I can’t take the -
job.”

“Better think it over.” The fat man was blinking at him
sleepily, and he felt danger like a cold liquid dripping down
the back of his neck. “Come back in the morning, if you
change your mind. I'll hold it open until ten.” :

“T’ll think it over,” Dane agreed. “But I've had another
offer that’s even harder to refuse.” :
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. “Better watch your.step,” Messenger warned, with an air
of lazily friendly concern. “These people trying to steal
our secrets don’t stop at anything. Bits of accidental in-
formation about our business have cost a number of men
their lives.”

“Thanks.” Nodding ironically, Dane turned to the door.
“I’Il try to be on gpard.”

9

Dark uncerrainty followed him out of the building, past
the sullen blond receptionist and the pale man guarding
the elevators; and that snarl of unseen danger met him again
when he came out into the windy street.

The taste of hostility was once more a dry bitterness in
his- mouth, and the feel of it a cold weight at the back of
his; skull. Alarm was a soundless siren, cutting through the
thunder of traffic. The scent of hate was a nauseous reek,
and he had to squint against a driving glare of black malig-
nance.
volhat awareness couldn’t be real—but it was. For a pan-
icky instant, in spite of Nan Sanderson’s tests, he wondered
if it could be some actual perception of Messenger’s special-
ists or Gellian’s executioners or even Kendrew’s inhuman
creations; and he turned back suddenly, trying to catch
some murderous stalker by surprise.

The people he saw were harmless to the eye: a few clerks
and office girls, shrinking timidly from the raw east wind
and ignoring him entirely. Yet that colorless cast -of danger
made all their pale faces equally gray and wary and im-
placably intent.

Rain was beginning to fall, and he failed to signal a taxi,
Shoulders hunched against the wind-driven drops, he hur-
ried to the subway entrance at the corner, wondering des-
perately what to do.

Of these two jobs he didn’t want, the one with Cadmus
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seemed faintly preferable. That, at least, wouldn’t place
him among the exterminators of Nan Sanderson’s new race.
But neither position seemed to offer any immunity from the
unpleasant consequences of not taking the other, and he
started down the subway steps as eagerly as if escaping the
need to decide.

That suffocating reek of danger checked him again on
the stair, stronger than ever underground. Retreating con-
fusedly, he stumbled back outside and started plodding
back through the thin rain toward his hotel, groping dazedly
for anything to do.

Give it up and get away, common sense was urging. But
it had been too late for that, he knew, ever since Gel-
Jian spoke to him in the lobby. Perhaps ever since Nan
Sanderson called. There was nowhere to go beyond the
reach of Gellian’s men, or Messenger’s. If the mutants were
causing this danger-sense, they might be anywhere.

Anyhow, even now, he didn’t want to run away. The
amazing art which had shaped that metallic plant was
worth any possible risk. The wealth of Cadmus was merely
a hint of what it could do. Here was the goal of all his life,
too near and real to be abandoned now. Yoo ke

Yet, what else was possible? i i

The police were unlikely to believe anything he might’
say about murder in New Guinea, or not-men in New:York,
or even about that bitter taste of danger on his tohgue.
Messenger was secure in the impregnable fortress of his
corporation, and Gillian’s operations were evidently within
and above the law.

He couldn’t help thinking wistfully of the comforting
sense of safety he had found at the Sanderson Service, but
even that uncertain sanctuary was closed to him now. The
hunted girl had made it plain that she would class him with
her human hunters, since he had failed to qualify.

He had no money to hire bodyguards, or to finance any
investigation of his own. Feeling more than ever a stranger
in New York, he could think of no man or woman to whom
he could turn—except, perhaps, that unknown newspaper-
man Messenger was planning to gag.

Bedraggled in the storm, Broadway was jammed now
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with the first homeward rush of shoppers and office workers,
raucous with horns and police whistles and the squeal of
wet brakes. All the remembered color and glamor of the
street was gone, since he had seen it with his parents so
long ago, and it lay gray and cold and ugly now beneath
that chill dry glare.

He was still plodding north, too aimless even to signal
at the taxis passing in the rain, when his harried thoughts
turned to that nameless reporter. He wanted to know what
the man had discovered in New Guinea, but he could see
no way to find out. He shook his head wearily—and no-
ticed the change in that pall of overhanging danger.

Before, that colorless glow of something not light had
seemed to burn uniformly over all the inhospitable city, but
now it seemed to fade and flow, condensing into an omi-
nous column east of him.

At the next corner, he turned uncertainly toward it. For
that sudden shift was at least another hint that it came
from something outside his troubled mind, from something
more than his own fatigue and strain and the cruelty of that
small .girl, so long ago, who wouldn’t let him play because
she said he wasn’t white. If he could find its actual source,
here and now, he thought that might turn out to be the key
to allhis riddles.

Leaning against the whipping wind, he followed that dark
column two blocks east, watching it slowly fade from ahove
the shabby streets ahead, until it was entirely gone. He
stopped at the corner to search again, but that gray glare
seemed once more sourceless, diffused everywhere. Shivering
in his damp clothing, he turned heavily back toward Broad-
way. ‘

He had no better clue to follow, and there was nothing
else to do. He felt worn out, too tired to wonder any longer.
He wanted the dry warmth of his hotel room, and yet felt
suddenly afraid to go back to it, because he thought Mes-
senger’s men or Gellian’s might already be waiting for him
there. :

- He wished again that he could find the man from New
Guinea. But that enterprising journalist, with such excel-
lent reasons for avoiding the Cadmus specialists, was no
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doubt already in hiding, lost beyond any search he could
make—

The glare ahead was fading. Staring blankly, he saw that
dark illumination move again, flowing away from Broadway
to gather over one grimy block on the side street behind
him. He turned back toward it once more, driven by a
breathless urgency.

For the change in that strange radiation had come as he
wondered how to find that hiding man—almost as if it had
been a searchlight, focused to guide him. Now he noticed
that it seemed to fade and spread while he wondered what
it was, and to gather again when his mind came back to
that nameless newsman.

Dimming and returning with every shift of his thoughts,
that inexplicable beacon hung over the same dilapidated
block until he reached it, and then the ominous reflection of
it seemed to pick out the gloomy doorway of a cheap tran-
sient hotel. Trying not to breathe the strong reek of menace
seeping out of the narrow lobby, he pushed eagerly inside.

“Sorry, mister.” The sad-faced red-haired youth at the
desk looked up mistrustfully at his empty-handed damp-
ness. “No vacancy here.” s -

“I just want to see one of your guests, A newspaperman,
just back from New Guinea.” Anxiety caught his breath.
“I don’t know his name, but don’t you know the one I

mean?”’
~ The clerk’s sad eyes brightened at Dane’s five-dollar
bill.

“We do have a funny little guy up in five-eleven,” he
admitted. “Name of—" He paused to peer at the dog-eared
register. “Name of Nicholas Venn. Sunburned, from some
hot country. Typing, up in his room. Would he be your
party?”

“Let me talk to him.”

The clerk picked up the five, and nodded at the ancient
automatic elevator. A typewriter stopped, when Dane
knocked at the locked door of 511, but he had to wait a long
half minute before it was opened on a chain to a cautious
slit; A tired nasal voice asked harshly -who he was.

“Nobody you know,” he said. “But who I'm not might
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interest you. I'm not a Cadmus expert. T think that gives
us something in common. May I come in?”

- After another uncertain half minute, Nicholas Venn un-
chained the door. A nervous, shabby, hungry-faced little
man, he secured the door again before he turned to face
Belfast, with a glitter of puzzled mistrust in his narrowed
eyes.

“All right,” he rasped uneasily. “Tell me what we have
in common,”

“Danger,” Belfast said. “From Messenger’s specialists.”

And he turned to look around that musty cell of a room,
_which opened on a dark air shaft. Stronger than the light of
the naked bulb at the ceiling, that hueless glare of peril
washed the stained walls and the ramshackle dresser and
the battered suitcase half under the unmade bed.

Catching an apprehensive movement behind him, he
swung back to see the worn bolo on the dresser, now in easy
reach of Venn’s poised hand. A forlorn, unshaven little fugi-
tive, in his wrinkled tropical suit and high boots still caked
with dried red clay, as if he had been pressed too hard to
cleanthem ever since he left the swamps of New Guinea,
the man looked more alarmed than alarming, yet that dark
firg'shimmered on the long jungle knife with the glint of
deathfitself.

i “Well?” Venn stood peering at him fearfully. “How do I
know you really aren’t a Cadmus man?”’

““I'm a geneticist. I want to talk about those mutant
plants in New Guinea. I’ve some papers—”’ Dane had stooped
to open the brief case, but.he stopped as Venn’s thin, dirty-
nailed hand darted for the bolo. “Just papers.”

. Dane took off his damp topcoat to show that he had no
weapon, and the little man put down the jungle blade with
an apologetic grimace.

“Guess I'm jittery.” Venn’s blood-shot eyes narrowed
again. “But how did you get here, unless Messenger put you
on my trail?” B

“He did, in a way.” Dane decided to say nothing of that
guiding column of dark fire, just yet, though he still hoped
to find the source of it in something here. “When he was
,trying to hire me.” e
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“If you aren’t working for him—why not?”

“Because I think he’s exploiting a discovery stolen from
a friend of my father’s. A way to mutate new species. If
you’ve really been to New Guinea, I think we can help each
other.”

“I’ve been there, all right.” Venn nodded wearily. “I do
need help. From a geneticist, especially.” He nodded at the
only chair. “Sit down, and let’s talk things over.”

Removing an empty milk carton and a full ash tray,
Dane sat down in the chair. “What can a geneticist do?”

“Examine something I brought back.” The haggard little
man came limping quickly to sit on the edge of the untidy
bed. His cautious voice turned harshly vehement. “Then he
can help me smash Messenger’s gang!”

“Something from New Guinea?” Dane had to catch his
breath. “A specimen?”

“T don’t know what it is.” Venn frowned uneasily. “That’s
why I need an expert. It was already dead when I found it,
floating on the Mamberamo.”

“Let me see it.” Eagerness brought him out of the lumpy
chair, “If it’s any sort of mutant plant, it ought to tell us
something about genetic engineering—the process I think
Messenger got from my father’s murdered friend.”

“It might be a mutant.” The frightened man had nedded
with a quick alertness in his hollowed eyes, and Dane began
to see the sane intelligence and defiant courage with which
he faced some pursumg terror “But it isn’t a plant—not
altogether, anyhow

“May I examine it?”

“T think we ought to get acquainted, first.” A weary
watchfulness came back to Venn’s sleepless eyes. “Let me
see your papers, now.”

Belfast showed the contents of the brief case and his wal-
let, and spent the next half hour answering shrewdly
searching queries about his scientific training and Kendrew’s
old dream of rebuilding the genes of life at will and his own
recent meeting with Messenger.

“Okay, Belfast.” He gave Dane a thin smile of approval
“You’ll see why I had to be safe when you know what I've
been through.”
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“That specimen—may I see it now?”

“Later.” Venn grinned wearily at his restless anxiety.
“But the thing isn’t even whole. It won’t mean much until
you know how I got it.”

“Then let’s hear about it.” Sitting impatiently back to
listen, Dane lighted a cigarette, hoping the tobacco might
help cover that bitter scent of hostility still hanging in the
room. He saw the sudden glitter of hunger in Venn’s red
eyes, and offered the package. .

“Thanks!” Venn’s soiled, broken-nailed fingers quivered
with the match. “I’'m all out of tobacco.” He lowered his
voice, glancing sharply at the door. “Because I’'m afraid to
leave this room to buy any more. Or even to eat. I'll tell
you why—if you’re willing to take the risk of a cut throat,
for knowing.”

10

BeLrasT sHIVERED. Venn had hung his wet overcoat on the
head of the bed, but the chill of the windy street had struck
deep into him, and the icy feel of something else against his
spine was colder still.

“I’m listening.” Peering uneasily at the defiant little man
hunched before him on the side of the bed, he restlessly
stubbed out the cigarette, which had failed to kill the dusty
scent of menace in the room. “Though I am afraid.”

“You had better be!”

“It’s hard to believe Messenger could afford to murder
anybody.” Feebly, he argued against his own haunting ap-
prehensions. “After all, Cadmus is a respectable business
firm.”

“Think so?” Venn shook his head. “You’re wrong.”

Glancing sharply at the door, he dropped his voice again.

“An accident I got on the trail. Couple years ago, I be-
gan doing a series of features on business leaders. I did the
top men of General Motors and General Electric and U. S.
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Steel. I came to J. D. Messenger, and the big wheels told me
to cross him off the list.

“The Cadmus advertising account was worth a hundred
thousand dellars a year, they told me, but the company
didn’t like free publicity. A smarter man might have quit,
but I didn’. I’ve got a nose for crooks. Cadmus had a
funny smell, and I began digging.

“The job wasn’t easy. Most people didn’t know anything.
The few that did were getting rich out of keeping quiet. But
I followed my nose. In spite of all the friendly advice, I
kept asking questions. I even went around to the Cadmus
Building.

“The company press agents made me a little too welcome.
They took me up to a private bar to load me with
good Scotch and glittering statistics. Millions of acres
of plantation cut out of the jungle. Millions of tons
of copra and rubber and lumber and cotton and sugar and
oil. Millions of ounces of fine gold. Billions paid out to the
lucky investors.

“They seemed to feel T was insulting their hospitality
when I wanted to know where Messenger came from and
how he got his business start and why his competitors have
all gone under. Nobody would tell me much, not even Mes-
senger himself.

“A tough old bird to interview. Tried to ask all the ques-
tions himself. Insisted he was just a hired man for the big
bankers on the board of directors, men like Zwiedeineck
and Ryling and Jones. When I didn’t fall for that, he offered
- me twice what I was making to write advertising copy for
Cadmus.

“I turned him down, because I had already been to see
those bankers. I didn’t like the way they had told me to
lay off the story. Besides, I had begun to pick up rumors.”

“Huh?” Dane straightened breathlessly.

“Just a word here and a hint there,” the shabby man said.
“Mostly from other people who had wondered about Cad-
mus, and been bluffed or paid to lay off. It was one of Mes-
senger’s own publicity men who told me why the company
doesn’t have any labor problem in New Guinea—after he’d
had too much of his own Scotch.”
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“They hire native labor?”

Venn shook his head. “I was trying to learn how Mes-
senger had run Cadmus from a shoestring to the top of the
list, in twenty years. I kept pumping everybody I could
reach, about his production methods and labor relations
and sales policies, What I finally learned isn’t anything you
might expect.”

Belfast waited painfully, while Venn kicked absently
at that worn suitcase, pushing it farther under the bed.

“Cadmus doesn’t use Kanaka labor,” he said. “A returned
missionary had told me most of the natives have been shut
up in a few reservations near the coast. But it can’t be im-
ported labor either—because the statistics don’t show any

- immigration to New Guinea from anywhere. Interesting
problem, don’t you think?”

“Machinery?” Dane suggested impatiently. “Mechan-
ized farming?”

“ ‘Mules.” So our drunk friend said.”

“Mules?” Dane stared. “Don’t mules need drivers?”

“These aren’t the braying kind. A sort of tame iguana,
the press agent said, that a man named Potter found in an
unknown valley on the upper Fly. Smarter than elephants,
but still too dumb to join labor unions. The climate doesn’t
hurt them, and they’ll work until they drop.”

“I wonder if Potter really found them.” Dane was think-
ing of the Cadmus trade-mark—that bronze giant scatter-
ing the dying dragon’s teeth, which in the myth had grown
into men. “I wonder if he didn’t make them?”

Venn peered at him oddly. ;

“The mutation process probably works on animals, as
well as plants.” Gellian’s not-men were evidence of that,
but Dane decided not to mention them, just yet. He looked
eagerly at the suitcase under the bed. “Did you bring back
one of those mules?”

“Something, I don’t know what it is.”

Waiting, Dane fumbled mechanically for another cig-
arette, and Venn reached greedily for the pack.

“Mold spoiled ours, there on the Mamberamo. There
were times when Messenger might have bought me off with
one good smoke.”
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“So you went to New Guinea?”

“In the end.” Venn inhaled again, avidly. “That Cadmus
man convinced me he had told the truth about the mules,
after he sobered up—with the panicky way he insisted they
were just a crazy rumor. I drew out my savings for
expenses—and learned you can’t buy a ticket to New
Guinea.”

“Company policy,” Dane quoted sardonically.

“So I went to Australia, first. Got across to the island
on a government cutter, with an official party out from Can-
berra to inspect the native reservation west of Moresby.
That still didn’t get me into the Cadmus concessions, but
I stayed ashore. I tried to hire native guides, but the com-
pany property is taboo, and the Kanakas are all scared to
death of the little-fella green-fella devil-fella—that seems
to be the pidgin term for Potter’s lizards.

“Finally I found a discouraged missionary who wanted
to get back to the States, and swapped him my return
ticket for a leaky motor launch. I meant to go up the Fly,
west of the reservation, and take a quiet look around Mes-
senger’s back yard.” ‘

Dane looked up expectantly from that mud-stained suit-
case. “And—did you?”

“Bad luck from the start.” Venn sucked the last possible
breath of smoke out of the cigarette, and crushed the tiny
stub regretfully. “The Fly’s more river than you’d expect
to find on any island. I was lost for a week among the man-
grove islets in the estuary. Never did get far upriver, or find
anything except mosquitoes and crecodiles and wide miles

of muddy water.

- “Native constabulary cutter picked me up, after I ran
out of gasoline. It turned out the unconverted missionary
had stolen the launch from the company, and I spent three
months in a stinking native jail before a Cadmus man came
around to get me out.

“Nice of him!” Venn grinned sardonically. “Under the
concession agreements, Cadmus pays all the reservation
expenses, which makes any company man a little tin god.
This one was friendly and apologetic. He got my case dis-
missed and offered to pay my way back home.



“I told him I was too sick for the trip. He sent me to a
Darwin hospital, at company expense, to get over the
malaria and fungus infections I had picked up on the Fly.
I got out without a dime, and worked my way around to
Manila to try the back door.”

Feeling an increasing admiration for the stubborn tenac-
ity of this frightened, grimy little man, Dane inquired,
“How’d you get on, without money?”

“Cadmus has made a lot of people curious,” Venn said. “I
found men ready to pay for what I knew, and willing to
risk their lives to find out more. A little group of us joined
forces, to go back. :

“We had among us all sorts of theories about the pros-
perity and secretiveness of Cadmus. A majority thought the
company had found uranium and developed private atomic
power to reclaim the jungle. One man, a little Frenchman
named Lambeau, had a theory the company was using
uranium rays to breed new plants. A few were after dia-
monds or gold.- What I wanted, by that time, was one of
Potter’s mules.

“We used to meet in the back room of a grimy little Ma-
nila bar, to pool the pesos and rumors we had managed to
collect. Took months to get started, but we finally hired
a fishing boat to smuggle us ashore on the north coast, west
‘of Humbolt Bay, where the jungles are a little too wild even
for the company’s native guards—”

Venn paused abruptly, listening as footsteps approached
along the corridor outside. Sweat broke out on his thin sal-
low face, but he relaxed as the feet moved on outside, and
reached eagerly again for Dane’s cigarettes.

“And what did you find?”

“Nothing pleasant.” Venn inhaled thirstily. “We man-
aged to avoid the company launches on the rivers and the
constabulary lookout towers on the headlands and the pa-
trols that fly along the coast, but New Guinea beat us. Mos-
quitoes and leeches and jungle rot.” He shook his head rue-
fully. “Malaria and typhus and dysentery. Jungle vines
and mountain ranges and river swamps and rain that never
ends. That island isn’t fit for human beings. I suppose we
needed a gang of those domesticated lizards!”
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He paused to finish the cigarette, sucking on it greedily
and uneasily watching the door.

“Did you get inland?”

“Part of us.” The worn man shrugged. “You’d think we
already had troubles enough, what with the company
guards and New Guinea itself, but we had to fight one an-
other. Our organization went to pieces. Most of the men
balked at the coastal range—some were already too sick
to travel and the rest lost interest in everything else when
_they found a few flakes of gold.

“Just three of us went on across the range, into the Mam-
beramo country. That little Frenchman, and a big Dutch-
man named Heemskirk who looked soft as tallow and
turned out to be indestructible—almost. Lambeau had a
Geiger counter, and they were looking for uranium.

“We three split up again at the Mamberamo. They had
heard so many native tales that they didn’t want to meet
the little-fella green-fella devil-fella. They got across the
river on a log raft one night, going on toward the great cen-
tral range, and I started upriver in a little inflated plastic
boat.

“Patrol planes were droning over pretty often by that
time—I suppose somebody had got wind of us. I had to
keep close to the river bank, under the edge of the jungle,
with mosquitoes eating me alive. A constabulary launch
finally ran me off the river altogether. I struck overland
for the fence around the Mamberamo concession. Never
got there.”

Sitting hunched on the bed, Venn shivered. “Stinking
swamps alive with leeches. Flooded tributary streams full
of crocodiles, and hills that are rain forests tipped on edge,
and more nipa swamps beyond. I ran out of food and ata-
brine. Malaria hit me again. Finally gave it up.

“T was three-quarters dead, the day I came paddling back
down that tributary into the Mamberamo—too weak and
groggy to know where I was or to care who saw me—and
found the dead thing floating.”

“A mutant iguana?” Belfast whispered.

“Maybe you can tell what it is.” Smiling with a haggard
triumph, Venn got down on his knees to pull the travel-
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scarred suitcase from under the bed. He unlocked it, and
dug beneath soiled shirts and underwear to come up with
a heavy, strong-smelling package.

“The boat.” He began unrolling layers of tough, trans-
parent plastic from around something shaped unpleasantly
like the body of a child. “I cut it up for wrapping.”

The thing he unwrapped was neither human nor lizard
nor anything else Dane could name. The color of it was a
shiny, greenish black, and the heavy, penetrating odor of
it became part of that reek of danger in the room.

“It doesn’t decay.” An awed puzzlement slowed Venn’s
voice. “I was too sick the night I dragged it out of the water
to use the preservatives I had hrought, and next day I could
see they weren’t needed. Know what it is?”

Kneeling beside him on the floor, carefully turning and
prodding that queer, crumpled thing, Dane shook his head
dazedly. The creature had been a biped, he could see, with
slender three-fingered hands and a long, egg-shaped head.
Its sleek, dark armor was somewhat like the chitinous ex-
terior skeletons of insects and crustaceans, and the small
masses of dried, brittle tissue on the back resembled ves-
tigial wings. The rest of it was incomprehensible.

“Well?” Venn whispered anxiously. “What is it?”

. “Something new.” Dane frowned blankly at the curiously
smooth oval of its head. “Something I don’t understand.
No mouth, you see. No jaws. Eyes, but no external ears.
No nostrils—though it must have had some respiratory ar-
rangement to live at all. No evidence of any sort of alimen-
tary tract, or even of reproductive organs.”

He bent to peer and prod again, and finally shrugged
with bafflement. “It’s no iguana, certainly. No more a liz-
ard than it is a man. The fact that it doesn’t decay—and
its odor—suggests an entirely different chemistry of life.”

He rose at last, turning slowly back to Venn.

“The thing’s exciting,” he said. “It proves that somebody
is creating entirely new kinds of life in New Guinea. It may
even tell us something about the method they’re using,
though I’ll need time and equipment for any real examina-
tion.” He glanced at the suitcase, asking hopefully, “You
didn’t bring anything else?”
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“No.” The haggard man hesitated, frowning at that reek-
ing green thing. “There was somethlng else,” he admitted
reluctantly. “Something stranger than the mule. I didn’t
mean to mention it, because it’s something you won’t want
to believe.”

i

Warting tMPATIENTLY, Dane watched Nicholas Venn wrap
that dead green creature back in the sheets of plastic, and
bury it once more under his soiled laundry.

“Let’s see this other thing,” he whispered anxiously.

“I didn’t bring it back.” Nervously, Venn pushed the suit-
case back under the bed. “I was afraid to bring it,” he con-
fessed. “It’s somewhere on the bottom of the Mamberamo,
now.”

“What was it?”

“Just a twig.” Restlessly, Venn helped himself to Dane’s
last cigarette. “Just a twig from a tree.”

“And what made it so strange?” ‘

“It was heavy as iron. Really mostly iron, I think, be-
cause it was highly magnetic.” Venn peered at him uncer-
tainly, nervously burnmg up the cigarette. “Maybe you’ll
believe me when you’ve heard about the tree where it grew.’

“Go ahead.”

“Heemskirk and Lambeau found the tree,” Venn began.
“Growing somewhere up near the snow line on the slopes
of Mt, Carstensz. So that durable Dutchman said—Lam-
beau’s mind was blank as a baby’s when Heemskirk came
packing him back to our rendezvous, and even the Dutch-
man himself was half out of his head. They had lost the Gei-
ger counter, and everything else except that twig. A wonder
they got back at all!”"

“Malaria?”

“Malaria—and something else. We all knew a little jun-
gle medicine by that time, but Heemskirk couldn’t tell me
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much about what had hit them. He was half delirious, rav-
ing about thickets of thorny scrub they had crossed in the
lower valleys, and queer black flies that stung them, and
that peculiar tree.”

“The treep”

“It grows along some high valley beyond the thorns and
the flies and the glaciers,” the haggard man said. “If you
want to believe the Dutchman—he muttered and shouted
and screamed about that tree, day and night, until his fever
broke. It shines at night, with a cold blue glow. He used to
gibber about that glow, and he called it the color of death.
The tree rattled the counter, he kept saying, as if it grew
out of the mother lode of all the uranium on Earth. But the
tree itself was iron.” '

“Huh?” Dane felt that pressure on his spine turn colder.
“Iron?” :

“I didn’t want to tell you,” Venn shook his head apolo-
getically. “I can’t expect you to helieve me.”

“But I do.”

Recalling that queerly similar metallic plant in Gellian’s

office, Dane sat for a moment wondering uneasily what
would be the fruit of that hidden tree. What, beyond mu-
tant men, had been the ultimate logical aim of the maker’s
art? The stars?
- “Every living thing is partly metal,” he assured Venn,
soberly. “That green mule seems to me a more radical muta-
tion, though I’d like to know why that tree was designed to
assimilate uranium and such large amounts of iron. I do
wish you had brought that twig.”

“It frightened me,” Venn confessed huskily. “It was still
radioactive enough to glow in the dark. When I saw that,
and saw how sick its rays had made those two men, I threw
it in the river. Too late.” He shrugged regretfully. “Heems-
kirk and Lambeau are both in a Manila hospital now, with
total amnesia.”

“Amnesia isn’t a common result of radiation sickness,”
Dane said. “There’s a virus encephalitis endemic in New
Guinea that destroys the memory. I wonder if your friends
didn’t pick that up. Perhaps it’s carried by those stinging
flies.”
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- “A convenient virus, for Messenger’s company!” Venn’s
red -eyes narrowed. “Anether mutation, you think?”

“Likely enough.” Nodding uncomfortably, Dane thought
of Gellian’s investigator infected with that same virus. “I
don’t think it had ever been reported before Messenger’s
outfit went in there, and only a few isolated cases have ever
appeared anywhere else. Not much is known about it, not
even how it spreads. It ought to make an effective biolog-
ical weapon.”

“I’d never heard of it,” Venn muttered apologetically.
“Sorry I threw away the twig, but just then things were
getting pretty desperate.”

“You were lucky to get out with the mule,” Dane agreed.
“It’s enough to prove that Cadmus is using some process
for directing mutation.”

“Will you help me do that?” Venn’s shadowed eyes
searched him anxiously. “Prove to the public what Mes-
senger and his gang are up to?”

“T’ll do anything I can.” Dane nodded quickly. “Because
T'm pretty well convinced they murdered my father’s oid
friend, to get that process. I want to recover it. Kendrew
intended to enrich the whole world with it, not just a few
bankers.” ‘

“Then let’s decide what to do.” ;

“You might do more without me,” Dane warned him,

“Don’t worry too much about Messenger’s specialists.”
A feverish purpose glinted in Venn’s weary eyes, and
quivered in his rasping voice. “Because we can run those
vermin to cover now. I've smashed other rackets with press
campaigns—though none quite so vicious. I know how to
use publicity.”

“So does Messenger,” Dane said grimly. “But I'm going
to be in trouble with another group, besides. A private de-
tective agency, hunting mutant men supposed to have
been made by this same process. I've refused to join them
—and they’re going to be looking for me, after eight in the
morning.”

“Mutant men, huh?” Staring forebodingly, Venn seemed
to listen again for footsteps in the hallway. “Is there no
limit to what that process can make?”
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“It can unlock ail the latent powers of life,” Dane said
soberly. “And the limits of life have never been reached.”

“Anyhow, we still have tonight.” Venn shrugged
abruptly, as if trying to shake off his fears. “You can ex-
amine the mule again, and describe it for the scientists. I’ll
fix up a press release. We’ll have a press conference—at
seven in the morning!”

Nodding in agreement, Dane felt hope come back.

“I know how to manage that.” Venn’s weary voice was
confident again. “I’ll invite reporters and photographers
enough so Messenger can’t intimidate them all. We’ll have
copies of our release ready for the wire, You can display the
mule for the photographers, and answer questions for the
science editors. We’ll have Messenger running for cover, by
eight o’clock. The glare of publicity ought to protect us
from him—and everybody else.”

“I'm not sure Messenger’ll run,” Dane objected uncer-
tainly. “He struck me as a pretty tough customer. And
P'm still afraid of Gellian. Though I think he’s too much
alarmed about the mutants, he evidently does have a wide
and powerful organization.”

“Can you suggest a better plan?”

“No.” Dane shook his head soberly. “I don’t see much
more we can do.”

“Then let’s get at it, now.” Venn got up impatiently from
his seat on the bed. “The first thing—" His haggard face
turned anxious. “I hope you have some money?”

“Not enough. Around a hundred dollars.”

“That should do it.” Venn frowned thoughtfully. “We’ll
need to rent a duplicating machine to run off our press re-
lease. Paper and supplies. A few dollars for tips, to get word
around. Money to hire a larger room, somewhere, for our
press reception.”

“At my hotel,” Dane suggested. “I’ll call about it.”

“Good. My welcome here’s about worn out.” The shabby
man grinned wryly. “Even the room service doesn’t seem to
trust me for a pack of cigarettes.”

“Oh.” Dane saw then that he must be hungry. “Let’s go
somewhere to eat.”

“I do need food.” Venn nodded at the empty milk carton.
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“That was yesterday. But I'm afraid to go outside. Just
bring me something when you come back—and be careful
yourself, in case anybody’s already watching.” ,

And Dane went down again to the street, which seemed
more friendly now than Venn’s beleaguered room. The
rain had stopped, and that gray glare was paler in the
twilight. Facing the raw east wind, he inhaled gratefully,
glad to escape that bitter reek of something more than
the dead green mule.

He walked three blocks, watching shop windows, with-
out finding either business machines for rent or the labora-
tory equipment he needed for his own examination of the
mule. Deciding to shop by telephone, he turned back,
stopping at a delicatessen to buy cold meats and a loaf of
bread and containers of hot coffee.

Night had fallen, in the half hour since he came out,
and now the city lights shone sickly pink against the low,
wind-torn clouds. That colorless dark fire seemed to set-
tle and clot once more around the bedraggled old hotel, as
he approached it, and that dusty reek met him again in the
lobby, grown suffocatingly strong.

The red-haired clerk watched him suspicicusly over a
tattered comic magazine, as he carried his packages into
the automatic elevator. The fifth floor seemed too silent, and
its hush set that soundless alarm to throbbing again in his
mind. He hurried to knock, and the door swung open from
his hand. /

The odor of death came out to meet him, overwhelming
now. Holding his breath against it, he stumbled inside,
The light was out, but that harsh glare ‘of something else
revealed Nicholas Venn, sprawled across the unmade bed,
beheaded.

Fighting panic, Dane set his packages on the dresser and
shut the door and snapped on the light. Merciless as that
other dark illumination, the light showed him Venn’s head,
more than ever pinched and pale, staring from its own black
pool on the sheets.

He turned quickly from it, feeling ill, to look for the
brief case, which he had left on the dresser. It wasn’t there.
He started across the room to look for it, and stumbled
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against the suitcase. It lay open on the floor, Venn’s dirty
shirts dumped out and one of them soiled again with
wiped red smears.

The plastic-wrapped package was also gone.

He bent to search for it under the bed, but his groping
fingers failed to reach the mule. What he found felt cold as
death itself, and what he saw when he drew it out was
Venn’s long jungle-knife, red-spattered and blazing with
that dark fire in his hand.

12

SWAYING FrRoM his shock, Dane stood for dragging seconds
in that gloomy room, aware only of the dry scent of deadli-
ness, and the sticky chill of the bolo hilt in his hand, and
the somber glare of something inexplicable which shone
on the beheaded body of Nicholas Venn.

Pity made a painful tightness in his throat; and then he
began trembling with a cold anger at the killers of this
shabby little man, whose only offense had been his stub-
born effort to learn and tell the truth about Cadmus, Inc.

A shaken impulse swung him to the telephone, to notify
the hotel management and the police. For Messenger’s
specialists in preventing publicity had overreached them-
selves. Not even all the Cadmus billions, he thought,
could buy immunity for such things as this.

His hasty fingers caught the receiver—and the touch of
it rocked him with an almost physical impact of alarm.
The hueless bloom of death darkened in the room, and its
dusty bitterness choked him. He let go the instrument,
staggering back from it dazedly.

The harsh consequences of that act were suddenly as
clear as if he had already endured them. Messenger would
suavely deny any charges against his men, hinting shrewdly
that the rascals trying to steal his priceless trade secrets
had fallen out among themselves.
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Cadmus would remain impregnable. For the fingerprints
stamped in Venn’s blood on the bolo hilt and the telephone
were now his own. He shivered to a sudden icy certainty
that Messenger’s efficient experts had followed him here
from the Cadmus building, and deliberately arranged this
final disposition of the Venn case so that it would also dis-
pose of his own.

A sense of trapped futility held him helpless for a mo-
ment. But he hadn’t completed the call. Warned by that
puzzling awareness, he still had time and freedom to fight.
The green mule would make a powerful weapon in court,
the thought steadied him, if he could somehow recover it.

Calmer now, he nerved himself to examine the body and
the head. At first he saw no mark of anything except the
jungle knife, but the twisted oddness of the head’s grisly
grin drew him back to find a faint swollen discoloration of
the upper lip, from some slight injury which must have
been inflicted while Venn was still alive. It appeared to be
no ordinary bruise, because tiny beads of blood had oozed
from the punctured skin. Yet he could discover no other
cause for it.

Frowning at that, he hurried on to inspect the lock and
chain. They were intact, as if Venn himself had opened
the door. But how had that frightened man been induced
to let his killer come in? Searching the narrow room, he
found no explanation. i

He listened anxiously at the door and started to open it,
in a mounting panic to escape this glare and reek of death
before Messenger’s men could arrange to have him found
here with Venn’s blood drying on his hands, but he fought
fear down again, and made himself turn back.

Too much haste could destroy him now, as surely as the
Cadmus killers. Deliberately, he took time to wipe the tele-
phone and the bolo hilt and the inside door knob with an-
other of Venn’s soiled skirts. He used his handkerchief to
open the drawers of the dresser, dimly hopeful of finding
whatever Venn had been writing. Messenger’s experts must
have been far too.efficient to leave such evidence against
the company, however; the drawers were empty.

Gathering up the bag of food and cartons of cooling
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coffee he had set on the dresser, he bent to listen and
opened the door with his handkerchief, and paused again to
wipe the outer knob. The automatic elevator was an endless
time coming. It took him down alone.

Three decayed and elderly men were sitting in the row of
worn chairs along the lobby wall, idly watching a florid fat
man who was asking at the desk for the sample room on
the fifth floor. None of the three looked vigorous enough to
have beheaded Venn, and the other, still damp and flushed
from the weather, had obviously just come in.

Belfast waited for the salesman to limp toward the ele-
vator with a heavy sample case. He knew the sullen youth
at the desk would soon be recalling everything about him
for the police, but he decided to take the risk of leaving a
stronger impression.

“I came here to buy some valuable plant specimens that
Mr. Venn brought back from New Guinea,” he began care-
fully. “He told me to come back later, because he was ex-
pecting another bid. Now he doesn’t answer my knock.”
He looked sharply at the clerk. “I wonder if the other bid-
der came?”

The clerk shrugged, with a weary indifference.

.~ “I think somebody’s about to beat me out of a big com-
mission.” He showed a twenty-dollar bill. “Can you re-
member anybody who called on Mr. Venn while T was out?”

“Nobody.” The sallow youth eyed the money wistfully.
“That little guy never had no callers. You're the only
party seen him since he checked in.”

Dane tried not to shiver visibly.

“Somebody must have bought those tropical plants,” he
insisted. “Maybe somebody staying. here. Probably carried
them out, while T was gone. Has anybody left with bag-
gage since I was here before?”

“Couple of salesmen checking in. Nobody checking out.
Unless—” The clerk looked back at the twenty, hopefully.
“Unless your party could be a girl?”

Belfast began to shake his head, and changed his mind.
“Might be.” He tried not to seem too desperately concerned.
“If she left in the last hour, with baggage or a large pack-
age.”
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“She did.”

The clerk was holding out his pale hand, but Dane hesi-
tated. No ordinary woman would have strength and skill
to decapitate a man with one slash of a knife. But the not-
men, he recalled that warning of Gellian’s, were quicker
and stronger than men. He released the bill.

“When was she here?”

“Came in just after you asked about Venn.” The clerk
crumpled the money into his pocket. “Wanted a room on
the fifth floor. All we had was the sample room and an in-
side single. She took the single.”

“But she’s already gone?” :

“Checked out ten minutes ago. Said she’d changed her
plans.”

“And she had luggage?”

“A big white rawhide bag. She tipped me a dollar just
{0 set it out on the sidewalk and flag a taxi for her.”

“What did she look like?”

“Tall, I’d say. Not bad-looking.”

“Did she have blue eyes and reddish-brown hair?” Dane’s
voice was dry with strain. “Skin just faintly olive—as if
she had a little Indian blood? Was she wearing a gray
business suit?”

“That’s right,” the clerk agreed eagerly. “Except. that
she changed the suit upstairs. She came down in a low-
necked evening dress and a thousand dollars’ worth of fur.”

He must have swayed, for he felt cold and sick inside. He
found himself clutching at the desk with a sweaty hand, and
drew back apprehensively, hoping the police wouldn’t
check for fingerprints there.

His first warm liking for Nan Sanderson made it hard to
imagine her in this murderous role, yet the evidence
already had a sickening weight. Messenger had probably
known of the human mutants from the beginning, and that
cunning tycoon couldn’t fail to see the advantages of em-

ploying such superior specialists.

- Why, he wondered, had she changed clothes upstairs?
To charm her way into Venn’s room, with that low-necked
gown? Or had she taken off the gray business suit after it
was already spattered with his blood?
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“May I see her name?” he muttered huskily. “The way
she wrote it on the register?”

Grudgingly, as if afraid he would want the twenty dol-
lars back, the clerk pushed the worn book toward him,
pointing. Evelyn Barker, Chicago. The name and the vague
address meant nothing at all, but he had seen Nan Sander-
son’s handwriting when he took that test in her office, and
this neat script was the same.

“Thanks,” he whispered bleakly. And then, recalling his
commercial role, he lamely tried to grin. “It begins to look
like Miss Barker has beaten me out of that commission.”

Nodding with a veiled hostility, anxious to be rid of him
now, the clerk watched sharply as he gathered up his par-
cels and plodded out to meet the leer of the streets. The
sullen youth would recall him very clearly, when the
police came.

He stuffed his dangerously conspicuous burden of food
and cold coffee into a trash can at the nearest corner, and
hastily flagged a taxi there. He kept it for only a few blocks,
then walked across the street and caught another cab.

The dark shine and the hateful reek of pursuing peril
followed him all the way to his own hotel, however, and he
was shaken to see his unshaven haggardness in the bath-
room mirror. With his gray suit shapeless from the rain
and his face pinched and drawn beneath that frosty glare,
he looked the hunted fugitive he soon would be.

A thin illusion of safety let him sink into a chair, feeling
too tired to move. But the room was no refuge, and the mer-
ciless spur of danger drove him on again. Delaying only
to bathe and shave and change into his other suit, a dark
blue that wouldn’t fit the clerk’s description, he went out
again to look for that green mule.

Flinching from the harsh-lit streets, he couldn’t help
wishing for some simpler weapon, something solid and
deadly in his hands. But any effort to buy a gun would
doubtless put the police on his trail. And that bolo,
he warned himself, had failed to save Nicholas Venn.

Wet from the rain, Madison Avenue was puddled with
pale reflections of colored signs, and strange with that other,
colorless glow. That dark illumination seemed the same in
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all directions, until, experimentally, he began to look for
the stolen mule. The effort made it shift again, as he had
half expected. It became the glow of a hueless moon, low
beyond ‘the buildings to the south, in the direction of Nan
Sanderson’s office.

Facing that dark beacon, he stood frozen for a moment
in puzzled fear. The strange way it guided him to Venn’s
hotel had made him believe it might be some incredible,
newborn power of his own. Now, however, recalling the
deadly trap into which it had lured him there he thought
it more likely some unknown weapon or power of the not-
men, designed for defense against their human hunters.

Anyhow, whatever the truth, Nan Sanderson’s office
seemed a logical place to look for the missing mule. Still
trying not to leave too plain a trail, he took one taxi back
to Times Square, and another east on Forty-second Street,
and walked the last two blocks south to Fortieth.

The building looked dark, but a sleepy-eyed elevator
operator took him to the nineteenth floor and waited while
he rapped at the door of the Sanderson Service. To his
surprise, it opened instantly.

“Why, Dane!” Smiling, the tall girl looked past him to
meet the questioning glance of the man in the elevator.
“It’s all right, Kaptina,” she called. “Dr. Belfast is one of
our clients.”

She let him in, and locked the door. He stared at her
uneasily. She still had on the evening gown she had worn
from Venn’s hotel. The luminous blue of it turned her eyes
violet again, and her olive skin to tawny gold. She looked
lovely, and strangely afraid.

“Why did you come back, Dane?” Her tapered, graceful
hands had risen apprehensively when she saw him, and her
breathless voice held a wounded reproof. “Didn’t I warn
you?”

“You warned me.”

And he recoiled a little, watching her nervous hands go
on from that apprehensive gesture to smooth back her
damply shining, red-brown hair. She looked so entirely
and appealingly human that he tried for an instant to be-
lieve she was—and somehow blameless. Perhaps a helpless
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tool of Messenger’s. Or more likely an innocent captive of
the mutants, trapped in that same web of terror he had felt
around him all day. .

Reluctantly, he discarded that idea. It failed to explain
away all the evidence that she herself was a desperate su-
per-human being—probably one of the first flawed crea-
tions of a fumbling maker, lost and frightened and there-
fore deadly. He gulped uncomfortably.

“I came back for a biological specimen.” Watching her
lean-drawn loveliness, he saw terror crawl up to drain the
blood from her lips and the light from her eyes. “The body
of a small greenish creature, called a mule. I think you have
it here.” :

“Please—won’t you leave me alone?” Her pale hands
made a violent protesting gesture. “And get out of town,
while you can!”

“Sorry.” He grinned at her stiffly. “But it’s much too
late for that. I've talked to Messenger, you see, as well as
John Gellian. And I've just seen poor little Venn with his
head off.” . :

She nodded, shrinking from him, her sloe eyes narrow
and greenish-seeming now. Her hands were folded, ivory-
white and trembling. She seemed to wait for his accusation,
and he made it hoarsely:

“You killed him—didn’t you?”

. She flinched, and seemed to catch her breath. The line of
her pale lips drew harder, expressing neither admission nor
denial.

“Anyhow,” he added harshly, “I want that mule.”

She stood for a long time motionless, her tawny body
taut. She seemed at bay, desperate and dangerous. He sup-
posed she must be planning a new disposition of his case,
since he had avoided that other trap, yet he couldn’t escape
a pang of pity for the ultimate loneliness he felt in her.

“I have it,” she admitted at last. “Back in the lab.” -

He moved forward quickly. “Let me see it.”

“Please, Dane.” She stepped in front of him. “Don’t!”

Her fine hands were open and empty, and he had brought
her no bolo. Vet he stopped uneasily. “I need that mule,”
he insisted huskily. “To save my life!”
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“It didn’t save Venn’s.” Her low voice trembled with
anxiety. “It wouldn’t save yours. Buft I can still help—if
you’ll only try to get away.”

Determinedly shaking his head, he watched her turn im-
pulsively to pick up her plastic bag on the reception desk.
Blue to match her shining gown, it was far too small to hold
a bolo, or even any ordinary dagger or gun, but he swung
toward her quickly, poised to snatch at any weapon. What
she got out was only a key.

“Won’t you take my car?” She thrust the key at him
quickly. “A maroon convertible, parked across the street.
I think it will get you out of town, if you go at once.”

“Not without that mule.”

Still blocking the door, she studied him with a tortured
indecision dark in her eyes. “I’'m sorry,” she whispered at
last. “I really wanted to help you get away.” She dropped
the key back in the blue bag, moving regretfully out of his
way. “Come on in, if you must see the mule.”

He followed her back to the little laboratory where he
had failed to qualify for the benefits of the Sanderson Serv-
ice. Choking fumes brought him gasping to the sink. There
he found the creature from the Mamberamo, reduced to
a few dark shapeless scraps dissolving in a greenish acid
froth.

“I’'m sorry, Dane.” Her low voice swung him back. “I
didn’t plan it this way—"

That was all he heard. He caught one glimpse of
the weapon she had found in the moment while his back
was turned: a thin metal tube little longer than the key.
Though it looked too tiny to be dangerous, he snatched
at it desperately. It clicked very softly in her golden fingers
before he could reach it, stabbing out a fine jet that stung
his forearm like a hot blade. That was all he knew.
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SoMEBODY was shaking him. _

“Wake up!” It was a girl, bending over him anxiously.
“Can’t you wake up, now?”

She was beautiful in shimmering blue, reddish-haired
and tawny-limbed, but he didn’t recognize her. He didn’t
know this dim-lit office room. His head ached intolerably
when he tried to lift it, and his right arm throbbed, and he
couldn’t wake up.

“Who are you?” She kept on shaking him, without
mercy. ‘“What’s your name?”

He couldn’t remember anything at all, but he was too
deeply asleep to speak or even shake his head. She
stopped at last, to slip a cold thermometer under his tongue.
She stabbed his finger with a painful little needle to take
a drop of his blood, and even lifted his eyelids open again,
with a deft, cool thumb, to probe his eyes with a thin blade
of light. The light hurt, but still he couldn’t wake.

* Later, a telephone rang near his head. Still too drowsy
to move, he heard the girl’s quick footsteps, and her low
voice speaking.

“No, 'm still waiting,” she said. “I’ve packed what we
can take, and destroyed what might harm us. I’'m ready
to go, as soon as our visitor is able.”

The answering voice was too faint for him to hear.

“The usual satisfactory reaction to the jet injection.”
The girl spoke briskly again. “He crumpled up, before he
ever knew what hit him. Pulse still accelerated and tem-
perature high. He’s a clean page, by this time.”

Dimly, he wondered what her words could mean, but
he couldn’t remember anything. Feeling too heavy to move,
too blank even to ask who he was or what had happened
to him, he kept on listening.

“Two hours, probably,” the girl said. “He’s still uncon-
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scious. We can’t move him yet, without the risk of greater
damage to his brain. I had better stay with him, until the
fever breaks.”

: He felt feebly grateful, because his head was still burst-
ng.

“Leave him behind?” Her voice lifted protestingly.
“He’s worth all the danger to us. And he wouldn’t have a
chance, if they ever found him here.”

He Wondered vaguely who ‘they” were, and why
he wouldn’t have a chance.

“A raid?” Her voice turned faint with fear. “At four?
No, I didn’t know. I'm too tired tonight to see that
far ahead.”

‘The other voice murmured in the instrument.

“But we can’t just abandon him.” Cool resolution
steadied her tone. “We need him too much with his mind
undamaged. I’m afraid to move him yet, but I think I can
delay that raid.”

He thought the other voice objected.

“I’'m going out now, to make a diversion,” the girl said
firmly. “If I get away with it, I'll come back here in two
hours for our new recruit. We ought to reach your place by
five—if we get there at all.”

She hung up the telephone. He felt the thermometer in
his mouth again, and the sting of a cold swab against a
painful spot on his swollen arm. Then her quick footsteps
receded. A door opened and closed, and she was gone. Won-
dering dimly whose that other voice had been, he went back
to sleep.

What woke him was a shock of sheer alarm. It brought
him to his feet, dazed and trembling. The movement hurt
his head and left him giddy. He leaned weakly against the
office desk, hands lifted to his throbbing temples, trying to
remember anythmg

He had been lying on the floor, with a blanket spread
over him and a coat folded under his head. He thought he
must have been somehow hurt, but he could find no in-
jury except a small swollen discoloration on his right fore-
arm. His shirt sleeve had been rolled above it, and the spot
had been swabbed with some dark antiseptic.
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He loocked around him blankly, but he didn’t recognize
the desk or filing cabinet or the doorway beyond. All he
knew was the fact of deadly danger, which didn’t need re-
membering, because it was dusty bitterness hanging in the
air, and a frosty bloom on the anonymous walls, and an
urgent cold pressure at the back of his head.

Shivering, he put on the coat. Driven by those sensa-
tions of alarm, he tiptoed through the doorway into a small
reception room, which looked equally strange and felt
equally dangerous. He slipped out through another door,
into a dark corridor.

Even in the darkness, that cold glow of something not
light showed him the stair. He ran down flight after flight,
as silently as possible, until at last he came to a closed
door at the bottom. He reached to try it, and a shock of new
alarm numbed his throbbing arm.

Drawing back confusedly, breathless and trembling, he
could hear heavy feet beyond the door, and cautious low
voices, and the muffled clicks of guns being loaded. Those
sounds passed on, and the danger behind spurred him to
try the door again.

It let him out, into a wider hallway. He ran silently along
it toward the gray light from the street, until once more the
feel of danger caught him. That cold force held him flat-
tened: back against a closed door while two men with short
automatic rifles burst in from the street and ran crouching
past him to enter the stair door from which he had
just emerged.

That frosty clutch of warning let him go again, as the
riflemen disappeared, and he hurried out the way they
had come, into the street. It was a gloomy canyen, the dis-
tant lamps veiled in rain. Afraid to run, he started walking
briskly past the cars parked at the entrance, toward the
nearest corner.

No sound of alarm or pursuit came from behind, but he
knew suddenly that those armed men had reached that room
and found him gone. A warning reverberation echoed in
his throbbing brain, and the bitter reek of hate exploded
all around him, and the whole building shone with a dread-
ful dark luminosity.
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He ran from it, then, frantically.

The sensations of danger faded slowly, as he ran. That
warning bite went out of the air he gasped, and that dark
reflection dimmed behind him, and that driving reverbera-
tion ceased. He was plodding along the empty sidewalk,
three blocks away, shivering only from the thin rain, when
the sudden headlamps of a car struck him from behind.

He almost ran again. That white glare was merely light,
however, and he could feel nothing colder than the rain.
He held himself from flight, even when the car pulled up
to the curb beside him.

“Hello, there.” The girl from the office was at the wheel.
She leaned quickly to open the car door for him. In the
faint glow from the instrument panel he could see the red-
}hsh color of her hair and the warm ivory tones of her lean

ace.

“I’m Nan Sanderson,” she whispered. “I’ve come to help
you get away.”

Something made him hesitate. The glow against her
face was only light, however, and he could feel no danger
around her. Something made her car a sort of sanctuary.
Gratefully, he got in beside her.

She drove rapidly at first through the rain, uneasﬂy
watching the dark streets behind in the rear view mirror
and frowning sometimes at the panel clock, whose hands
stood at five. She leaned to turn on the car heater when he
sneezed, but seemed to give him no other attention.

Chilled and dripping, he relaxed in the blast of warm
air, watching her sleepily. The pale, increasing light
of dawn gave her a look of childish, troubled innocence.
He liked her, and he felt safe with her. The danger he had
fled was drowned in the dripping dark behind, and he could
feel no pursuit.

Once, however, she pulled into a narrow alley, snapped
off the lights, and waited there, uneasily watching the
clock. After what seemed a long time, a police car came
racing the way they had come, siren moaning and red light
glaring.

She backed out of the alley when it was gone, and fol-
lowed it more slowly. Rain-dimmed daylight had come
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by the time a toll gate stopped them, at the end of a long
bridge. She paid from a small blte plastic bag, and she no
longer watched the mirror as they went on, but smiled at
him as if her fear had all been left beyond the river.

“We’ve made it!” He liked the friendly warmth of her
voice. “Now you’d like to know where we’re going?”

“I—I suppose.” That was all he said, for words, like
everything else, were curiously hard for him to recall. He
didn’t care, really, where they went. He was with her, and
that colorless glare of enmity was left somewhere far be-
hind.

“We’re going to Mr. Messenger’s estate on Long Is-
land,” she said. “Don’t you remember him?”

He shook his head drowsily.

“Don’t you even know your own name?”

But he didn’t remember anything. He didn’t even want
to try, because the effort hurt his head. All that mattered
was the moment, and the girl’s warm presence. He didn’t
want this trip with her to end anywhere.

“Fallon.” Her tawny smile heightened his dreamy con-
tent. “You’re Dr. Donovan Fallon.”

“Fallon?” The syllables seemed somehow stiffly unfa-
miliar, but all words came awkwardly to him now. He re-
peated carefully, “Dr. Donovan Fallon.”
~ “Now, Don Fallon, would you like to have a job?”

“I don’t know.” The future was as blank as the past.
“I don’t know—anything.” ‘

“You need a job.” Her lean face was gravely concerned.
“You’ve been sick, and you’re in serious trouble now.
You’ve no family. No friends. No money. But Mr. Mes-
senger can help you, if you’re willing to work for him.”

“What kind of job?” He looked down at his hands, flex-
ing them doubtfully. “I can’t remember—what I ever did.”

“Don’t worry about that.” Her golden smile thawed his
cold uncertainty. “Part of your memory was destroyed for-
ever by this illness—it was a rare type of virus encepha-
litis. Youw’ll have to start all over again. But your manual
skills weren’t harmed. And the damage to the memory is
usually quite shallow, so that you can probably relearn
most of what you used to know very quickly.”
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He answered her smile, trying hard to follow.

“Anyhow,” she assured him, “Mr. Messenger will under-
stand your difficulties. He makes a hobby, you see, of help-
ing people stricken with that encephalitis, because he thinks
the virus was ‘accidentally imported by his own company.”
Her smile widened confidently. “You'll like Mr. Messen-
ger.”

He nodded, gratefully, but a lingering unease made him
inquire; “What’s this trouble I’'m in?”

“You’re a geneticist.” Her long blue eyes looked up at
him from the road, full of a troubled innocence. “You were
working with this encephalitis virus, trying to identify it
as a fresh mutation, when you had a laboratory accident.
A young woman assistant was also infected, when you were.
She died. You are accused of her murder.” '

“Murder?” He stared at her blankly, “Can Mr. Mes-
senger get me out of that?”

“He'll take you to New Guinea,” she said. “We're going
there to undertake some very important laboratory work
for the company. When you’ve recovered enough of your.
old knowledge and skill, Mr. Mesenger wants you to be
his laboratory technician.”

“If it was all an accident, why must I run away?”

“Because the girl was pregnant. The police believe she
had been the unwilling subject of some illegal experiment
in human genetics. They think you deliberately gave her
a deadly injection of the virus, to cover it up, taking a safe
dose yourself to divert suspicion.”

“But—1I didn’t do that!” He watched her searchingly.
E1)id 172

“You're innocent.” Her calm smile reassured him. “But
such charges stir up a great deal of feeling, and the author-
ities have circumstantial evidence enough to send you to
the chair. We can’t help you in court, and obviously you
can’t testify in your own defense.”

Groping in the blankness of his mind, he found no fact
to help him.

“But you’ll be safe enough in New Guinea.” She was
still smiling, yet her sidelong glance seemed oddly anx-
ious. “If you want to come with us?”
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“Then you’re going, too?”

“I am.” She nodded. “As Mr. Messenger’s secretary.”

That decided him, This new life was not two hours old,
and she was still the center of it. He relaxed.

“I want to come,” he told her. “If we can get away.”

14

SHE SLOWED the car at last, to turn from the highway into
a broad drive which curved between massive masonry pil-
lars toward a long mansion which loomed massive as a
fortress in the rain.

“Mr. Messenger’s place,” she said. “We’re to pick him
up. His private plane is waiting at the airport.” He heard
the tremor of urgency in her voice. “We must get off the
ground before the police broadcast your description. That
gives us not quite an hour.”

He wondered how she knew, but a faint alarm whispered
in his mind, warning him not to ask. He turned restlessly
to study that dark building, dimly awed by its frowning
bulk.

“Mr. Messenger must be sad about giving up the place,”
she said. “But he had to sell it, to help save Cadmus.”

“Cadmus?”’

“T’d forgotten.” She smiled apologetically. “That’s Mr.
Messenger’s company. It operates plantations in New
Guinea. It used to be enormously successful, but produc-
tion has fallen to nothing. Your job now is to help us breed
new plants, to get the company back on its feet.”

She parked at a side door of the mansion and slipped out
of the car, nodding for him to follow. Unlocking the door,
she hurried him up a wide stair to a huge bedroom, where
an enormous man sat waiting.

“Nan, I thought yowd never come!” The big man tried
to rise from his chair, and sprawled back helplessly. “What
made you so long?”
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“T went to that detective agency, trying to help Dr. Fal-
Ion.” The girl moved quickly as she spoke to lift the fat
man’s wrist, and paused to take his pulse. “I did destroy
that Christmas tree and several other damaging exhibits,
but I was almost trapped. Dr. Fallon’s place was already
surrounded before I could get back there, but he had wan-
dered outside. I found him on the street—and he wants to
go with us.”

“Glad you’re going, Fallon!” A genial smile swept all the
scarred ugliness and the mottled illness from the huge man’s
sagging face, and he held out his hand: “My name’s Mes-
senger.”

Wondering how a Christmas tree could be a damaging
exhibit, he took Messenger’s flabby yellow hand. The girl
gave him no time to ask about anything.

“Your heart’s worse.” She bent over the swollen wrist,
frowning in concern as she counted the pulse again. “I'm
afraid you shouldn’t risk the flight.”

“I'm tough as a mule,” Messenger wheezed. “And I've
already burned our bridges behind.” Grasping a silverwood
cane, he leaned laboriously to stir ashes and charred papers
in a metal wastebasket. A scuffed brief case lay open and
empty on the floor beside it. “Our baggage is already on the
plane.” His pale, small eyes lifted uneasily. “Can we still
make it?” »

The girl glanced at her watch. “We’ve forty minutes,”
she said. “Before the ‘airport authorities receive Dr. Fal-
lon’s description.”

“Then help me get up.”

They both helped. He came ponderously upright, gasp-
ing alarmingly, yet moving with a surprising ease and dig-
nity once his feet were under him. At the car, he heaved
himself into the rear seat, and seemed to fall asleep.

The girl drove the treacherous wet streets with a silent
concentration until the air terminal buildings emerged from
the gray veil of rain ahead. She slowed the car then, to turn
with a low-voiced warning:

“Be careful, here. You’re Dr. Donovan Fallon—that’s all
youwll need to say. Mr. Messenger has your passport, and
we'll take care of any questions.”
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The time now was six. He could feel her mounting strain
as they approached the customs and immigration men, but
Messenger aroused himself with an appearance of lazy pa-
tience to display their papers, and the officials waved them
on.
The pilot of the waiting plane waved cheerfully from the
high cockpit as they started toward it, and a small brown
crewman stood waiting to help them aboard, grinning an
amiable welcome. -

“Well, Dr. Fallon.” The girl touched his arm, whispering
softly. “I think you’re safe.”

He followed her eagerly until he saw the insigne painted
on the bright aluminum flank of the craft. Terror checked
him then, with an icy suspicion that he wasn’t safe at all.
He paused uneasily, looking up at the emblem.

A green dragon, outlined in gold, gaped and hissed as it
died from the red wounds twisting across it like rivers on a
map. A tall bronze giant towered above it, arms flung wide
as if sowing seed. An ominous dark glow shone over those
figures, out of his own lost past. He thought he could almost
remember—

“Coming, Dr. Fallon?”

The girl’s warm voice shattered that moment of dread.
Returning her smile, he hurried to overtake her. The dark
steward was already helping Messenger up the ramp. They
followed, and the brown man closed the cabin door, and the
plane began to move at once.

He could see the girl’s elation as the great craft lifted
them through the pounding turbulence of the clouds, but
he was no longer sure he shared it. His glimpse of that green
dragon had somehow thinned the veil across his memory,
and now he was suddenly afraid of what lay just beyond.

“Just thirty hours aloft!” She was showing him the sleek
luxury of the lounge and the staterooms, the gaunt strain
on her bronze face relaxing into loveliness now. “Fuel stops
at two or three Pacific islands—and we’ll be at Edentown.”

“Eden—What?”

“Our experimental plantation on the Fly River, deep in-
side New Guinea,” she explained. “Where all the wealth of
the company was born—and where we must create it
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again.” She caught his arm. “Now let’s go meet the rest of
the crew.”

He turned with her, and shivered when he saw the dying
dragon and the giant again, this time on the bulkhead at
the end of the lounge. Glowing with pale danger, that em-
blem seemed the key to his forgotten past. He stood frown-
ing at it, trying to remember.

“That dragon is the map of New Guinea.” She stepped to
touch a jagged red wound across its belly. “The Fly. Eden-
town’s right about here.” She smiled. “You’ll be quite safe,
there.” x

Not sure of that, he turned quickly to keep her from see-
ing his uncertainty. They went forward, into the comfort-
able quarters of the crew. The pilot and the navigator on
duty and the two men waiting to relieve them were all
tanned and cheery. Somehow, with their smiling compe-
tence, they reminded him of that triumphant giant stand-
ing over the dragon.

“Another lotus-eater.” So the girl introduced him. “Dr.
Donovan Fallon.”

He blinked at the phrase, but each man grinned and
gripped his hand with a hearty warmth, as if the phrase
had established a special bond between them. Mounting
doubts were nibbling away his first deep liking for the girl;.
however, so that he was suddenly afraid to ask her what a:
lotus-eater was.

“Now I’'m going to my room,” she told him. “Better get
some rest, yourself, because we’ve a lot of work to do.”

She called the steward, Medina, to install him in his
cabin. As soon as she was gone, he asked uneasily, “Just
what is a lotus-eater?”

“Most of us are,” the little brown man said. “Nearly all
the company people who ever see New Guinea. We get the
jungle jobs, you see, because we’re immune.”

“Immune to what?”

“Virus encephalitis.” Medina looked at him curiously.
“Not many people get it, here in the States. You must have
picked it up from a fly we shipped in by accident.”

“T don’t know.” A thin panic crept into his voice. “I can’
remember anything.” :
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“You never will.” The steward shrugged unconcernedly.
“But don’t fret about it. The company will take care” of
you, no matter how you caught the bug.”

“I can almost remember,” he muttered uncomfortably.
“Something—not very pleasant.”

“We all feel that way at first.” Medina grinned. “You’ll
get over it. All you’ve really lost is your troubles. Mr. Mes-
senger always says he wishes he could pick up the bug him-
self, because he says we lotus-eaters are the happiest men
on earth.”

Dane shook his head uncertainly.

“Look at my case,” Medina insisted cheerfully. “I used
to be a Filipino.” He spoke as if the virus had obliterated
his nationality as well as his past. “I am told that I came to
New Guinea, hoping to rob the company. A man must be
unhappy, to face such desperate risks for the sake of an un-
known gain. All of us feel better now, as loyal servants of
the company, than we could possibly have before. You'll -
soon be happy as the rest of us.”

“I don’t think so.”

““You’re just tired.” Medina shrugged cheerily. “Call me
if you want anything.” ¥
“He woke suddenly, sweating and shivering in his berth.
For.a moment he thought some shocking memory had come
back as he slept, but each detail vanished as he groped for
it, until only a haunting recollection of terror was left. He
sat up at last, flinching from a thin needle of pain at the

back of his head.

The plane was steady now, droning through stable air,
and the bright sunlight soon swept away the lingering dread
of the dream. Even that tiny ache was gone from his head,
by the time he had washed his face and left his room to
look for breakfast.

“Good morning, Dr. Fallon.” Startled by that genial hail,
he found Nan Sanderson and the financier sitting over
coffee cups in the lounge. Beaming at him, Messenger’s fat,
splotched face seemed to have a better color, and the girl
was radiant.

“Feeling better, Don?” She nodded at the ports. “Now
you can see you’re really safe.”
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Turning uneasily to look out, he saw an endless rolling
plain of white stratus clouds below, bright as new snow be-
neath the morning sun but fissured here and there with
chasms floored with dark, wind-wrinkled water.

“The Pacific,” she said. “We’re not three hours from
Hawaii. Your old troubles won’t overtake you now.”

“But can’t T be traced?” He stared at her, wondering
uncomfortably if she had been part of that forgotten dream.
“The people at the airport have my name.”

“Donovan Fallon is a new name, to fit your new life.”
Her quiet friendliness brushed away his apprehensions.
“Don’t worry over the old.” She rang for the steward. “Eat
your breakfast, and let’s get started with your re-education.”

The grinning former Filipino brought a tray which made
a little table beside his chair, and Dane emptied the plastic
dishes with a relish which surprised him. Before he had
finished, Nan Sanderson came back with an armful of heavy
books. He frowned at the titles.

Microbiology. Mechanisms of Mitosis. Proteins, Viruses,
and Genes. Evolution of Mankind. And another, that
somehow recalled the haunting unease of his dream: Bio-
chemistry of Mutation.

“Better begin with that one,” Nan said. “It’s by one of
the best young men in the field, Dane Belfast.” The name
made him shiver inside, but he didn’t know why. “I think
you'll find them all easy reading, because your memory is
really only half erased.”

He read all day, alone in his cabin, skimming that book
and the others until his eyes blurred and his head ached
again, looking for the past he had lost. He was disappointed.
The briefest glance recalled the meaning of each page, like
something known before, but that was all. The books opened
their limited area of technical knowledge across that stub-
born barrier of forgetfulness, but all his groping efforts
failed to find anything beyond.

Once, when the plane landed, he looked out to see a
fringe of palms beyond the taxiways, and pink stucco
bungalows buried in purple bougainvilleas. He left his books
uneasily, to ask where they were.

“Potter Field,” the steward told him. “Near Honolulu.”
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Beyond the ports on the other side of the lounge, Medina
showed him huge freighters docked, and rows of long ware-
houses all bearing the emblem of the dragon and the giant.
“And Potter Harbor.” '

“All this belongs to Cadmus?”

“We’re an enormous enterprise.” The little brown lotus-
eater beamed as proudly as Messenger himself. “The sun
never sets on the dragon. We’re all very lucky, to be with
such a company.”

Nodding dubiously, he went back to the books.

That night he slept badly, while the plane lurched and
shuddered through rain squalls along the tropical front. He
dreamed another dreadful dream, in which Nan Sanderson
and Messenger were generous friends no longer, but sly and
dangerous enemies.

He woke in the dark, his ears clicking painfully from the
pressure change as the plane came down to land. A thin
pain pulsed in his head again, and his mouth tasted bitter
and dry. He lay sweating and trembling in his berth, almost
afraid to breathe. For that nightmare had followed him out
of sleep, no longer a dream. He was no longer Donovan
Fallon, groping to find himself in a strange world one day
old.

He was Dane Belfast.

15

RUBBER BARKED against hard coral as the wheels struck a
landing strip, and he stumbled to the small round win-
dow of his cabin as the plane taxied through sudden damp
heat toward a lighted hangar and a waiting fuel truck. He
searched the dark field, frantically.

Still sick and shuddering from the terror of that night-
mare turned real, he could think only of the need to reach
John Gellian with his apologetic warning that Messenger
was an ally of the not-men, and New Guinea their fortress—
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an impregnable citadel defended by that virus of forget-
fulness, and by all the men it had robbed of their human-
ity, and doubtless by deadlier creations of the maker’s stolen
science.

And this, panic whispered, might be his last chance.
Escape from those guarded concessions had proved impos-
sible for many ‘another man before him; and the next time
these enemies of men removed his memory, their means
would surely be something more primitive and permanent
than that mutant virus.

He dressed quickly in the dark, and came back to meas-
ure the little porthole. It was far teo small to let him out,
and the glass was securely fastened. Peering out anxiously
as the craft rolled to a halt and the engines died, he recoiled
from another barrier.

Painted above the hangar doors was the Cadmus trade-
mark, the dragon-shape of that enormous island and the
victorious golden giant sowing dark human seed. This Pa-
cific islet must be another company station, operated by
lotus-eaters too cheerily loyal to give him any aid.

“Three hours?” Nan Sanderson was saying. “Then let’s
ask Dr, Fallon to join us.”

He couldn’t help an apprehensive start when he heard the
steward knock, but he tried not to look so hopelessly trapped
as he felt when he came out into the lounge, where the girl
and Messenger and one of the pilots sat drinking coffee.

“T heard you moving, Don.” She was smiling, but her
words frightened him. He had been very quiet. How
keen, he wondered, were her mutant perceptions? How
long could he hide his escape from forgetfulness?

“Time we were up, anyhow,” she went on brightly.
“Though it’s only midnight here, we’re almost keeping up
with the sun—or we were, until this engine quit. While
they’re changing it, how about a walk on the beach?”

She looked at Dane, inquiringly. Suddenly too confused
to speak, he nodded hastily. He saw that she didn’t know
his memory had come back, and for a moment this looked
like the chance he wanted. Feverishly, his imagination
seized it.

- Now he could wait to make his break for freedom until
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they were alone on the beach. Though she herself might be a
deadly thing, tougher and quicker and stronger than any
human woman, he could hope to offset her mutant faculties
with the advantage of surprise.

Once away from her, he would have the cover of the
dark. Even though the odds might be still overwhelmingly
against him, he could try to find some sort of craft to carry
him off this enemy islet. And any man he met should be his
ally—any except those grinning slaves of forgetfulness. All
he needed was to reach one man—the captain of a liner or
the humblest beachcomber—faithful enough to take his
warning to Gellian.

“How about it?”” Nan had turned to Messenger. “Feel
like coming with Don and me?”

He heard the utter trust with which she spoke his name—
and it struck him then that his present status as a supposed
lotus-eater was an accidental weapon in his hands, worth
far more than all the information he could take to Gellian,
even if he got away.

He knew too little.

How many not-men were gathered in New Guinea? What
were their weapons and their plans? Were they fighting to
dominate mankind, or only to save their own lives? Was
Nan Sanderson the leader she had seemed in New York or
merely a minor agent?

What of Messenger? Was that sick financier the dupe of
the not-men, the unsuspecting human screen for a spread-
ing alien empire? Or a willing ally? Or had he used the
youthful mutants as innocent tools of his own shrewd
schemes?

Those were the questions Gellian would ask—for that
efficient detective ought to know about as much as he did,
by this time, from the clues Messenger and the girl must
have left. Choosing the human side, Dane saw his duty to
look for the answers. And he ought to find them in his hands,
if he could only conceal his recovery.

He might do even more. For the danger driving Mes-
senger and Nan Sanderson back to New Guinea must be
something more grave than Gellian’s raids. He thought it
might turn out to be a crisis in the fortunes of the not-men
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that could be used to end this war of races with some just
peace.

The role of a happy captive of the virus would be hard to
play. The difficulties and the dangers he saw waiting in
New Guinea made that discarded scheme for escape seem
cowardly. Yet he was suddenly eager to go on, hoping to
learn Charles Potter’s actual fate, and even to discover the
final secrets of life which had been his own goal frora the
beginning,

He turned to Nan, and contrived a hopeful smile.

“You two go ahead,” Messenger was wheezing, already
breathless and dripping in the moist heat. “T’'m all right—
tough as a mule—but I’ll wait here.”

Leaving the steward to look after him, Dane and the girl
got off the plane together. She led the way almost gaily
along the narrow slope of coral and wet sand between the
airstrip and the sea, showing a childish pleasure in the
starry tropic night and the luminous breakers on the reef.

Following, trying to conceal his own dangerous con-
straint, he had time to wonder what she was. In spite of
himself, he liked her, and her warm charm now made him
think for a moment that she might be after all a normal
human girl, caught as he had been in the not-men’s secret
web and controlled by some device as sinister as that mu-
tant virus.

“Careful, Don!”

Watching her dim figure in the dark, he hadn’t seen the
sharp coral ledge that tripped him. Before he could fall,
she had turned back to catch his arm and help him get his
balance back.

“Thanks,” he whispered hoarsely.

Terror had taken his breath, because her flashing quick-
ness and her effortless strength recalled all the evidence
that she was a mutant enemy. Even her disarming loveliness
was merely one more weapon, he thought grimly, used to
camouflage her deadliness.

Walking silently on beside her, he couldn’t escape his
awareness of that charm, however, nor help feeling a re-
luctant admiration for the daring and the skill with which
she was fighting for the survival of her race. She must have
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stood off Gellian’s whole organization in New York, single-
handed. From her cryptic report to Messenger, she must
have raided the agency offices alone, to destroy that metal-
lic tree and those other accumulated evidences of the mak-
er’s work.

Still human, however, he shivered again at the picture of
her cunning strength matched against the hopeless exhaus-
tion of little Nicholas Venn. If she were truly superhu-
man, the cold thought struck him, that killing must have
been no more to her than the necessary disposition of a
dangerous animal. She would doubtless destroy him with as
little compunction, if she happened to read his thoughts.

“Don.” Terror touched him when she turned toward
him in the dark. Her quiet tone reassured him, and then
frightened him again, when he recalled how deftly Venn
must have been disarmed. “Did you finish the Belfast
book?”

“And most of the others.” He managed to breathe again.
“It seemed more like remembering than learning.”

“You’re lucky,” she told him. “The amnesia is generally
deeper. Death is uncommon, but more often there is perma-
nent damage to the mind. I'm glad you’re doing so well,
because we need your best to save the company.”

She went on to ask a few questions about the biolumines-
cent organisms which made cold fire in the lapping water at
their feet, as if testing his recovered knowledge, and then
they walked on silently again. Afraid to ask how his best
could save the company, he was trying hard to assume the
patient content of those men without pasts.

He was faintly startled to recognize the crooked South-
ern Cross, which he had seen only on star maps before, now
standing low over the pale surf ahead, but he looked away
from it quickly, afraid that even a second glance might be-
tray him. Those books had included no texts on astronomy.

The girl didn’t seem to notice. She caught his arm while
they scrambled over another coral ledge, and let it go as they
crossed the patch of dark sand beyond, walking on in
thoughtful silence. He supposed she must be planning her
defense of the not-men and the company, until she said
quietly:
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“Sometimes it gives me an awed feeling—almost a re-
ligious feeling, I think—to waik on a tropical beach. Be-
cause it must have been in a place like this that the life on
Earth was first created.”

She nodded at a hollow in the rock beside them, where
starlight shone pale on a pool of still water.

“In some natural test tube like that,” she went on softly.
“In one of the billions which the waves and tides had
washed and filled again, times without number, with differ-
ent trial solutions that were heated under the sun and
cooled by radiation, concentrated by evaporation and di-
luted again with rain, stirred with the wind and bombarded
with natural radioactivity—until at last the patient chemis-
try of chance put our first parent molecule together, in such
a way that it could endure and reproduce itself and undergo
mutation into all the forms of life we know.”

“Chance alone created life?”

He regretted that whispered question instantly, but he
had been thinking of the riddle of her own origin, and of
the logical necessity of the maker’s unknown art to take the
place of the many generations of normal mutation and na-
tural selection required to create a new species in nature.

“Chance alone.” Her quiet reply showed that she had
caught no reference to herself. “But that action of chance
doesn’t dim the wonder of the universe for me. Probability
is involved in the structure of every atom, and the possi-
bility of life must have existed in matter from the begin-
ning of time, waiting to be revealed.”

“T think T understand.”

He could share the solemn feeling she expressed, and it
made him less reluctant to take her hand when they came
again to hroken footing. For they both belonged to the same
common stream of life, which had flowed down all the ages
since it first sprang from that ancient tidal pool. For an in-
stant he almost forgot that he was human and she was not.

For a moment they were kin—and then the feeling fright-
ened him. He let go her hand uneasily, when they came to
smoother going, and tried to guard himself against her
deadly charm by asking technical questions about her
theory of that chance creation.
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Where, precisely, was the threshold of animation, at
which that original molecule crossed the borderline of life?
What had made it a living template, able to shape inert
matter into perfect copies of itself? How had mutation be-
gun changing the templates, to launch evolution?

Her answers made a shield against that dangerous sense
of kinship, until they came back to the plane. Her knowl-
edge of genetics made him wonder if Charles Potter had
been her teacher, and it frightened him. If the mutants
ever learned to direct mutation—he was afraid to think of
that.

Saying he was sleepy, he retreated to his cabin.

16

THEY WERE again in flight when the hot sunlight of an-
other morning woke him. Looking from his cabin window,
he saw only sky and clouds and sea: the sky an infinite
bright chasm of milky light in which the droning plane
hung motionless; the clouds remote cumulus, luminous and
topless and somehow palely unreal; the sea a dull mirror
for the clouds and the sea, equally infinite and equally un-
real. .

The sea washing an island beach had meaning, because it
had been the mother of life, but this remote blank un-
bounded surface was alien as outer space must be. He
turned away from it uneasily, to wash and dress and look for
breakfast.

He found Nan Sanderson standing in the lounge, staring
somberly out at that empty sky and lonely sea. That peri-
lous kinship they had found on the beach made her seem
entirely human for an instant, when he saw the trouble in
her eyes.

“Something wrong?”

“Mr. Messenger.” Her brown face was gaunt with worry.
“I'm afraid the altitude changes have been too much for
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his heart in spite of the pressurized cabin.” She smiled
soberly. “Though he still insists he’s tough as a mule!”

He had been tough, Dane thought bleakly. The fantastic
buccaneer who had stolen the science of creation, and allied -
himself with the alien enemies of his race to build and de-
fend the empire of Cadmus—death in bed, of corcnary
thrombosis, would be a somewhat anticlimactic fate for J. D.
Messenger.

Her sad eyes came back to him, and Dane felt cold in-
side. Trying hastily to mold his face into the bovine calm
of the lotus-eaters, he tried not to wonder if her mutant
perceptions included any power of mind-reading. If they
did, such a thought might kill him. '

“We’ll soon be over New Guinea,” she was saying. “Shall
we eat while we wait to see it?”

She rang for the steward. Before they had finisked break-
fast, the shape of land began emerging into that feature-
less bright void, first a pale shadow beneath the tall pillars
of shining cloud ahead, and then a sudden green reality,
edged raggedly with a thin white line of beach and broken
water, and trailing reddish stains from muddy rivers far
out into the clean dark sea. ' /

“That red is like the dragon’s blood.” The girl nodded
sadly at the long stains. “And Cadmus is dying, really—
unless we can grow another crop of Potter’s mules.”

He caught his breath to inquire how Potter’s mules were
grown, and abruptly swallowed the question. Too easily, he
could betray too much knowledge about the dead green crea-
ture Nicholas Venn had died for possessing, and too much
emotion for a man without a past.

Turning quickly, he looked again at the land ahead,
which here rose steeply from the sea, dark with the dense
green forest which seemed to express the ruthless drive of
life to survive, in the way it clung to every broken surface,
soaring and thrusting seaward and skyward in competition
for space and light. :

That visible conflict for the means of survival, the un-
easy thought struck him, must have begun in that same
quiet tidal pool where life was born. The first fission of that
ariginal living molecule had created two equal rivals for the
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lean resources of the then sterile planet. The first mutation,
introducing unequal advantage, had made that unending
struggle still more deadly.

This cruel clash of men and not-men, he saw, was only
the inevitable continuation of that same conflict, which he
thought must go on until life expired. The stern reality of
that eternal war was the reason for John Gellian’s implac-
able intolerance, and also for this slender girl’s resolute
ability to behead a man with a jungle knife.

“We’ve left the coasts as they. were,” she was saying.
“Except for improving a few seaports, and moving the
natives into reservations away from the flies that carry that
encephalitis.

“The jungle is a very convenient screen,” she added in-
nocently. “Against ‘the people who try to steal our busi-
ness secrets—and generally become faithful employees,
after the virus hits them.”

Belfast nodded, carefully keeping his face toward the
window and striving for the calm of one who had forgotten
everything and therefore could be surprised by nothing.
Defending himself against her tawny fascination, he began
to think they had to be enemies, not because she was wicked
nor because he was, but simply because they were both
alive and she a new mutation. The barrier between them
was a law of nature, old as life.

After all his rationalizing, however, she still disturbed
him. If she had been obeying some such primordial law, all
her acts became forgivable. He wanted to like her, in spite
of everything—but nothing could ever bridge that genetic
gulf between them. Afraid to look at her, he stood watching
the dark jungle silently, and he felt vastly relieved when
she left him to see how Messenger was feeling.

The sick man came shuffling laboriously back with her,
wheezing for his breath. His puffy flesh looked sallow and
blotched and almost cadaverous, but he was able to grin
a genial greeting at Belfast, and soon he was leaning pon-
derously to inspect the company concessions which came
into view beyond the coastal range, his shrewd eyes anx-
ious.

Those concessions made Dane almost forget his careful
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calm. Broad highways cut the deep rain forest, leaping
canyons and rivers on long steel bridges. Tall white dams
backed blue lakes against frowning mountains. The sun
glanced on railway steel. Unending rows of cultivated trees
made ranks and files across vast plantations.

“The mules have done all that,” the girl remarked. “With
only a few lotus-eaters like yourself to supervise them.”

He nodded: stiffly, trying hard to conceal the dismay
which had followed his first amazement. This was literally
an empire, created and controlled by that stolen science of
genetic engineering. What could one man hope to accom-
plish against it?

“Look!” Messenger was muttering gloomily. “Won’t you
look at that?”

And Dane forgot his dismay, staring at the financier in
deep bewilderment. For Messenger seemed to find no pleas-
ure in the look of this immense green domain. Shaking his
puffy head, he was making dull clucking sounds of regret.

“What’s wrong?”’ Dane whispered.

“The mules,” the fat man gasped. “Dying.”

“Where?” They were flying far too high to distinguish
those small green creations of the maker. Dane was puzzled,
and almost sorry for the sick man. “I can’t see anything.”

“Nothing.” Messenger nodded sadly. “No tractors work-
ing the plantations. No trucks on the roads. No trains. No
shipping on the rivers. The mules are dying—and every-
thing has stopped.” '

“But we’ll soon grow another crop of mules.” The girl
brought Messenger a small white pill and a glass of water.
“Now take this, and sit down. We’re climbing again, to
cross those mountains, and you must rest your heart.”

She stayed to watch him anxiously .while the plane
swayed through turbulent clouds over a formidable range.
For a time he had to fight for his breath, but he seemed
more comfortable again after they dropped into another
immense valley beyond, and Nan went back to her room.
Left alone with Messenger, Belfast decided to risk some of
the questions he was afraid to ask the girl.

“There isn’t much about mules in those books,” he began
cautiously. “Aren’t they a kind of hybrid?”
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“Potter’s mules are different.”

“Won’t T need to know something more about them?”

Messenger nodded, and he waited painfully, trying to
cover the naked mtemxty of his interest with the serene
cheer of those men without trouble.

“Potter’s mules conquered New Guinea.” The sick man
nodded somberly at the jungle-choked canyons below the
descending craft. “This damned island’s no place for men,
and there was too much work for men to do.”

* “Who is Potter?”

“Dead.” The only emotion Messenger betrayed was con-
cern for his labored breath. “He was my first associate in
the company. A queer old duck. But he knew how to take
the genes apart and put them back together to grow what-
ever he wanted.”

The financier paused, glancmt7 at Belfast with tired,
watery, blood-shot little eyes which still seemed disturb-
ingly keen. His sudden question was disconcerting:

“How much do you know?”

Dane drew a careful breath, trying hard to hold that mask
of quiet. “I read those books,” he said slowly. “Each page
seemed to come back as soon as I saw it, but there must
be a great deal more I can’t remember—”

“Good,” the hig man broke in. “I just wanted to be sure
you could follow. Anyhow, I first came out here to investi-
gate the assets of a bankrupt gold mine. I was going back
to report that the claims couldn’t be worked profitably with
native labor, when I met Charles Potter in Sydney.”

This wasn’t what Messenger had written his father, Dane
recalled. He had been an A1r Forces meteorologist, in that
other account, and that meeting in Darwin. One story had
to be a lie. Had he told it to cover the murder of his first
associate? Nothing in his bloated yellow face seemed to
answer that. Dane discovered that his own hands were
clenched, and relaxed them apprehensively.

“Potter was peculiar.” Smiling at the oddities of the
maker, Messenger’s scarred ugliness became almost lik-
able. “A creator—a god, almost—begging on the water-
front. He had pasteboard in his shoes to patch the holes. I
bought him a drink and his dinner and a pair of shoes. We
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talked all night in my hotel room, and next day we started
back to New Guinea.” - :

Messenger’s swollen hand made a feeble gesture toward
the ragged mountains westward.

“The mine was somewhere yonder, near the head of the
Fly. Potter’s mules dug four million ounces of fine gold
out of it, the year we started. Just the beginning! I had to
show him what that trick of his was worth. Even then, he
was sometimes stubborn. Just a genius, I guess.”

- Pausing as if to reflect on the regrettable illogic of gen-
ius, Messenger fumbled at his coat pocket and found it
empty.

“My cigars.” He grinned ruefully. “The doctors have
been after me, and now Nan’s trying to wean me. I’ll have
her give you the box—if you smoke?” -

“T—T don’t know.” Belfast caught himself in time to
shake his head blankly, wondering if that suave query had
been intended as a trap. “I don’t remember.”

“Try them, anyhow,” the big man rumbled heartily. “A
special brand, grown from a new tobacco that Potter mu-
tated to suit my own taste.”

“Thanks.” Dane decided to chance another question.
“How did Potter cause mutations?”

“T wish we knew!” Messenger shook his head gloomily.
“A queer, twisted sort. Must have hated his own guts.
Drunk half the time, when he wasn’t full of drugs. Never
trusted any assistants. He would never even tell me much,
and I didn’t know enough genetics to follow the little he
did.”

“That’s too bad,” Dane said carefully.

“Calamitous!” Messenger gasped. “Unless you and Miss
Sanderson know enough genetics to grow another crop of
mules.”

“What did he mutate them from?”

“A motile alga, he called it.” The fat face frowned. “I
don’t remember the Latin name he used, but it’s a simple,
one-celled plant that swims in fresh water ponds under its
own power. He changed the genes to make the cells develop
into obedient little bipeds, about half as tall as men. They
can’t talk, but they’re intelligent enough for most kinds of
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labor. And they don’t eat—that’s a touch of Potter’s gen-
ius.”

Belfast tried to breathe again, reminding  himself that
to a man without memory such creatures might seem no
more remarkable than the common green scum from which
they had been made.

“Potter kept the chlorophyll, you see,” Messenger was
wheezing. “But mutated, too, to store up eighty percent of
the energy of sunlight, instead of one percent. All those
mules need for food is air and water and sunshine.”

Dane nodded, as blankly as possible.

“I don’t suppose you fully appreciate that,” the finan-
cier rumbled. “But it means free labor, in an age when the
human worker wants more and more for less and less. We
could have taken over the world—if old Potter had made
mules enough.”

“But don’t they breed?”

“Mules are sterile,” Messenger wheezed. “That’s why he
picked the name. He made them that way on purpose—
for the same reason he made them so short-lived and so
small. Afraid they’d get out of hand. He was a twisted little
human wreck, I told you. No better head for business than
he had for whisky. Didn’t even trust himself.”

The fat man paused to peer gloomily out at the clouds
piling up toward the dark mountains westward, all their
bases level as if they stood on some transparent floor, the
summits billowing far up into the milky brightness of the
tropic sky. Dane waited impatiently, afraid to prompt him.

“Potter made the mules to live just two years,” he went
on bitterly. “The last crop came out of his lab just before
he died, nearly two years ago. That’s why we've got to
grow another.”

Dane opened his clenched hands again, and inhaled
deliberately. “Those books tell you how to cause a few mu-
tations at will,” he said carefully. “But those few are all
simple special cases. There’s no general formula. I wouldn’t
know how to begin trying to breed anything like that. Un-
less—” '

He looked up at Messenger, trying not to seem too anx-
ious. “Unless Potter left some record of his process?”
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“Unreasonable, I told you.” The bulging head shook
heavily. “He burned every scrap of paper in the lab.”

“Then I don’t see much hope—"

“Miss Sanderson knows something,” the financier said.
“T gent her out here to help nurse old Potter, and she
finally won his trust. He tried to tell her how, toward the
end—after he was already too far gone, it seems, to remem-
ber all the steps.”

Had he trusted her, really? Dane looked down at the
jungle again, to cover that sudden doubt. Had Potter really
talked—or had she just attempted to pick the priceless
secret from his mind, with some mutant but still imperfect
mental perception?

“She tried a batch of mules, after he was dead,” Mes-
senger wheezed sadly. “They looked all right—until they
died in the vats. But she’s been studying in New York, and
now she has you to help. Maybe you two can do it, to-
gether. We're ruined if you fail.” 4

Gloomily, he elaborated. “Production falling, the last
two years, as the dying mules were not replaced. Export -
shipments at a standstill, now—with overhead and divi-
dends eating up our capital reserves, until the company’s
about to crash.”

Recalling the haughty facade of the Cadmus Building in
New York, Dane found it difficult to veil his astonishment.

“Everybody outside still thinks we’re solid as Gibraltar,”
Messenger went on. “I’'ve floated bonds and horrowed
money to keep up a convincing front, but that’s played out.
Our own directors want to come out here to see what’s
wrong. I can’t stall them off much longer. If we haven’t
got production to show them, that’s the end of Cadmus.”

Emotion shuddered in the shallow voice. “That’s the
situation, Dr. Fallon. A grave predicament for all of us—
and especially for you lotus-eaters, who depend so much
on the company. You understand why you must give your
utmost?”

Belfast nodded as calmly as he could. “I think so.”

“Then help me get up!”

He tugged while Messenger heaved, and then stood
watching the huge man move out of the lounge with that

110



laborious slow shuffle, which still somehow had dignity and
grace. Peering out and down again at the flat, sun-parched
barrens now unfolding beyond the forest, he considered the
story of the mules with a puzzled scowl.

Most of his questions remained unanswered. The num-
ber and the aims of the not-men were yet to be discovered,
but the collapse of the company which had aided and con-
cealed them would be a profound crisis in their affairs.
Whatever the outcome of that, he was almost inside their
stronghold, and he still could hope to learn Potter’s pro-
cess of creation.

17

BELFAST saw the mules half an hour later, when the land-
ing plane taxied to a jolting stop on a muddy airstrip at
Edentown. Recent floods had slashed raw canyons into the
strip and the taxiways, and the mules were repairing the
damage.

Silent busy pygmies, toiling with toy spades or strug-
gling by twos and threes to lift small stones, they came
scarcely to the waist of their overseer, a tanned lotus-eater
who towered above them like a golden giant. The green of
their queer, slim bodies was glossy and almost black, and
they worked with an unceasing haste. Some of them spread
graceful membranes which he first thought were wings.

“Can they fly?” he asked Nan Sanderson, following her
toward a mud-splashed jeep in which another smiling, sun-
burned man sat waiting.

‘She shook her head, and he could see already that those
slender, fringed appendages were too delicate for flight.
They were specialized tissues, she said, which served as
swimming organs while the mules were in the embryonic
stage, growing in the vats. In these mature individuals,
they had been modified to drink in the energy of light.

He nodded silently, pausing to gape. An astonishing
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triumph of biological engineering, the mules were living
protoplasm shaped for one specific purpose—to deliver free
labor. Designed with all the free ingenuity that other sorts
of engineers had always used in building their simpler
mechanisms of dead metal, they amazed him and they
frightened him.

“Coming, Don?” the girl called back.

He hurried after her, uneasily. They caught up with
Messenger, who was gasping painfully and mopping feebly
at the sweat already shining on his bloated flesh. Moving
with that careful poise which always seemed a triumph of
mind over gross matter, he was dolefully shaking his head.

“Look at everything!” he panted sadly. “Holes in the
road. Bridges out. Boats tied up. Factories stopped and
warehouses empty and machines gone to rust. Plantations
buried in lawyer vines and Aunai grass. Nothing but ruin
anywhere!”

“But the mules we can grow from one mutant cell will
change everything.” The girl took his puffy arm, her ges-
ture quick and tender. “They can cut the weeds and mend
the roads and save the company.”

“If we can only make them!”

“We can,” she promised him softly.

The jeep driver came to meet Messenger. “Mr. Van Doon
wanted to be here,” he apologized. “But he has been up at
the gold mines, and the bad roads must have delayed him.”

“Vic Van Doon’s our New Guinea manager,” the girl
told Dane. “An old lotus-eater, and one of the best. You'll
like to work with Vic.” :

The warmth of her tone caught him with a twinge of
irrational jealousy. Far from sure he would like Van Doon,
he turned to help the driver haul Messenger into the front
seat of the jeep, and then climbed in to sit with Nan on the
luggage in the rear.

She had undressed for the tropic heat, her long body
golden beneath blue shorts and halter, and for a moment he
couldn’t take his eyes from her lithe loveliness. In spite of
himself, he suddenly wanted to have her and hold her and
defend her forever, even against his fellow men.

But then she looked at him. A faint smile warmed her
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cool Dlue eyes, as if she had sensed his surge of emotion,
She seemed aloofly pleased—but a dark terror brushed him.
If she could read his unwilling admiration, she would
surely soon perceive some more dangerous thought.

He turned away quickly, grateful for the pitching of the
jeep in the muddy ruts, that flung them apart and kept
them busy hanging on. Afraid to say anything, he sat
sweating in the damp heat, his clothing already adhesive.

Her tawny allure was only one more weapon, he warned
himself. She probably used it as deliberately as she did that
mutant virus, to keep the loyalty of these men who had
forgotten other women—but even that thought might be

his last, if she were to pick it up.
* “Look around you, Fallon.” Messenger’s breathless
voice brought him a welcome escape. “You’ll see how much
we need the mules.”

Relieved to turn his thoughts from the girl’s inhuman
charm, he looked out at a young plantation already choked
with grass and vines. Y

“Potter’s last creation,” the financier gasped laboriously.
“A mutant kind of rubber tree. The latex is a thermoset-
ting plastic, clear as glass and strong as steel. This one
plantation might save Cadmus, if we had mules enough to
hold the jungle back.”

The only mules Dane could see, however, were a few
carrying rocks and earth in tiny baskets, to fill a gully
where flood water had cut the road. He was watching one
small creature when it paused and staggered with its bur-
den. Its flightless wings fluttered and collapsed. Silently,
ignored by the others, it sank down in the mud.

“They die that way,” the girl said. “As quietly as they
live.” :

The long bridge across the Fly was still intact, but the
flood had cut one approach with a wide ravine, spanned
now with a makeshift wooden scaffold which swayed alarm-
ingly under the jeep. Downstream, an abandoned dredge
lay where it must have run aground, canted across a red
sandbar. Beyond the river, a few more mules were toiling,
ineffectually as ants, to remove a great tree which had fallen
across the road.
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“A sad thing to see,” Messenger puffed, as the jeep
jolted around the tree. “These old mules are used up, the
way I am. You should have been here two years ago, when
they were young and strong and swarming. New Guinea
looked like a billion dollars, then.”

“And it will again!” The girl spoke too vehemently, as
if trying to convince herself. Dane felt almost sorry for her
and the sick man, until he reminded himself that even the
driver had been a victim of their strange alliance, robbed
of memory and nation and family to serve against his race.

“Edentown.” Messenger gestured feebly at a cluster of
straggling buildings by the road ahead. “Our New Guinea
headquarters. You'll live at the Cadmus House.”

The Cadmus House had a look of decayed luxury. The
ornamental woodwork of the long verandas needed new
paint. A rank forest of papayas had overrun the grounds,
and creeping vines were smothering the hibiscus and
frangipani along the walks.

The jeep driver started to turn in toward it, but Mes-
senger ‘waved him on. They passed a hospital and a few
stragghng shops and warehouses and one tall office build-
ing. Beyond that forlorn outpost of the company, the forest
closed in to wall the road again, until the jeep emerged on a
grassy plateau that rose like an island from the jungle sea,
two miles from the river.

“Old Potter’s house.” Messenger nodded heavily toward
a rambling stone mansion, scarlet with beugainvillea, at
the end of a muddy driveway. “That’s where he died.”

“Mr. Van Doon has it ready for your party.” Approach-
ing the turn the driver slowed again. “The air-conditioner’s
running—

“Drive on.” Messenger’s swollen hand lifted, with a pain-
ful urgency. “I want to get started.”

The battered vehlcle splashed ahead again, and Nan’s
golden arm lifted toward a low structure of whlte concrete,
which stood isolated beyond a barbed wire fence ahead.

“The mutation lab,” she told Dane. “The biological
envineerinﬂ section, where Potter used to produce all his
mutations.”

Trying to veil the taut agony of his interest, he leaned
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to study the building where that lonely genius had made the
mules, and probably that virus of forgetfulness, and pos-
sibly even Nan Sanderson herself. The massive windowless
walls gave it the look of a fortress, and he was not surprised
to see two brown riflemen outside.

“Notice them, Fallon!” Messenger’s voice had a sudden
flat vehemence. “That area’s taboo—even to you lotus-
eaters. Keep out. Those guards shoot to kill.”

“Outsiders want our secret processes,” the girl said more
quietly. “Some of them are ingenious and persistent. We
have to protect the company.”

Dane nodded as calmly as he could, trying not to flinch
when he recalled how she had protected the company from
one persistent and ingenious outsider named Nicholas Venn.

“The production section.” The fat man gestured heavily.
“Your domain, Fallon.”

Just across the muddy ruts from the mutation lab, the
production section was another long building roofed with
sheet aluminum. Beyond it, a series of broad shallow con-
crete tanks spread fan-like down the slope toward the jun-
gle-clotted river.

“That looks strange.” Cautiously, Dane probed again for
the secret of creation. “Do I know enough to run it?”

“Not yet,” Messenger gasped at Nan. “Tell him.”

Dane forced himself to breathe again. Afraid the girl
would see the raw violence of his anxiety, he turned to
frown again at the puzzling construction of those empty
tanks. For here must be the tremendous secret he had
sought from the beginning.

“Potter grew each crop of mules from a single mutant
cell,” she began briskly. “He let it multiply in a sterile food-
solution until he had as many billion germ cells as he
wanted. Then he added a reagent to stop the fission, and
start each cell developing into a mature mule.

“But you won’t be concerned with that.”

Numb with disappointment, Belfast turned with a careful
show ®f expectation toward the building above the empty
vats.

“Here’s where we’ll bring you the  swimmers—the micro-
scopic embryonic mules. Your job is to keep them alive.

115§



Though the grown mules are hardy enough, the swimmers
are quite delicate. The last ones we made died in the tanks—
killed, I think, by some blunder. With your skill, perhaps,
we can grow them to maturity.”

Dane looked at her doubtfully. “I’m afraid those books
didn’t say anything about growing swimmers.”

“T’ll bring you a memo on the process.” Her voice was
intense, her blue eyes dark and grave; her lean ivory loveli-
ness caught him so painfully that he had to turn away.

“The first stages are critical,” she added. “The vat so-
lutions must be kept uncontaminated, exactly balanced
chemically, and irradiated with just the right intensity of
light—since the swimmers live on light, even a few moments
of darkness can kill them, by stopping photosynthesis.

“An exacting job, you see.” She looked at him keenly.
“Can you do it?”

“I think so.” He tried desperately to mold his face into
the stolid good humor of a lotus-eater. “I know I can!”

“Good.” She gave him a quick little smile of confidence.
“The larger swimmers aren’t quite so delicate. When they’re
old enough to leave the sterile vats inside, they develop an
instinct which guides them on through the growing tanks
. outside. There, they need only sunlight and a few days of
time to become adults, ready to climb out and dry their
swimming membranes and go to work for the company.”

Belfast mopped at the sweat on his face and studied the
empty tanks again. Perhaps this elaborate process for the
manufacture of intelligent slaves shouldn’t seem remarkable
to a man who remembered nothing else, but he found it hard
to hide his dazed amazement. He felt grateful for the inter-
ruption, when another jeep came splashing up behind them.

“It’s Vic Van Doon.” And the girl called gladly, “Hi,
Witel

A muscular, sun-browned man in faded shorts and shape-
less pith helmet came wading through the mud to shake
hands with her and the panting financier.

“Nan! J. D.! Good to see you!” His voice was bluff and
wvigorous, and his broad face was smooth with oblivior. “I
wanted to meet you at the plane,” he said, “but the jeep got
stuck in a wash-out, up in the hills.”
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“The mines?” Messenger asked. “Did you get them run-
ning?” :

Momentarily grave, Van Doon shook his head. “I took
the best mules I had up there, but they’re all too weak and
old to do the work. And dying like flies.”

“We’ll soon have more.” Nan turned. “Vic, this is Don
Fallon. Our newest lotus-eater. He’s to be in charge of the
production section.”

“Hello, Fallon.” Van Doon caught his hand with a bone-
cracking grip. “You’ll never be sorry the black flies bit you.
I’ve been with the company three years, and never a regret.
- That virus is a sure cure for trouble-makers.” He chuckled
genially. “T believe T came to murder Mr. Potter and break
the company—right, J. D.?”

“Right,” Messenger said. “Nearly did it, too.”

Belfast looked away from Van Doon’s smiling pride in
that conversion, trying not to shiver. It made him sick to see
how that virus had turned such a determined enemy of the
company into this loyal slave, and for a moment his own
plans seemed hopeless.

“No time to squander.” Messenger straightened impa-
tiently. “Let’s get to work!”

Dane nodded, trying feebly to smile again. No matter
how many before him had failed, his purpose was still unde-
tected. Though he was disappointed to be shut out of the
mutation lab, the products of it might tell him something
about the process. And—in spite of Messenger’s taboo—he
still hoped to find a way inside.

“I’'ll bring you that memo, as soon as I can,” Nan told
him. “But you might start looking over the plant right
away. We ought to have the first batch of swimmers ready
by morning.” Yow’ll have to have everything sterile, and
fresh solutions mixed.”

“Wait here, Fallon,” Van Doon added. “I’ll send your
assistants out with the keys.” He turned to Messenger and
the girl. “I’ve got the old Potter house ready for you. Nan,
won’t you ride over with me?”

She let him help her out of the jeep. Belfast climbed
hastily out on the other side, to hide his flush of unwilling
resentment. Let her go, he advised himself bitterly. She
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meant nothing to him except alien strangeness and shock-
ing danger. The lotus-eater was welcome to her!

Left alone when the two jeeps lurched away, he walked
stiffly out of the driving sun into the hot shade under the
eaves of the production building, Waiting there, feeling the
drops of sweat creeping like insects down his flanks and
legs, he cautiously surveyed the mutation lab across the
road.

The two riflemen returned his gaze suspiciously. He
swung as casually as possible to examine the slope behind
him, where those tiers of empty tanks dropped toward the
river bottom. Searching for a back path to that fenced and
guarded fortress, he paused abruptly when another riddle
challenged him.

Danger seethed all around him. He knew it was there—
but he couldn’t feel it, not in the way he had sensed the
hostility of New York. The jungle was alive with crocodiles
and deadly insects and internal parasites and a hundred
other shapes of death, but it had no warning glow of evil.
The faint dankness of the river swamps was not that bitter
reek of hate. The harsh cries of unseen birds in the trees be-
low him were strange enough, but they rang no alarm in his
mind.

Glancing uncomfortably at the guards across the road,
whose restless guns needed nothing more than light to show
their deadly readiness, he frowned at the riddle of that lost
danger-sense—or had it been a sense?

For that seeming awareness of peril had never led him to
actual safety. Coming upon him just before Nan Sanderson
first called, it had guided him twice—or three times, really
—into her mantraps. It had brought him here, into ever-
mounting jeopardy.

Nan Sanderson had been the common factor, it struck
him, in all of those baffling experiences. She must have
somehow caused those sensations. Had what he felt been her
mutant mind, reaching out to read his thoughts and even to
influence his actions?

He nodded uneasily. That would explain the absence of
those feelings now—she had naturally relaxed her unknown
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faculties, when she thought the virus had made him her
harmless teol. But when those sensations returned, they
would mean she had decided to pick his mind again.

He shivered when he recognized her in the jeep, coming
back with Messenger from the old Potter house. Her cheer-
ful wave of greeting startled him unpleasantly. He managed
to answer it stiffly, but he felt relieved when she drove on
past him, into the fenced grounds of the mutation lab.

Four more lotus-eaters came up from the town in a rusty
truck, with keys to the production section. Dane went in
with his new assistants to explore the building. What he
found was a long row of stainless steel vats, each larger than
the next, all linked with a bewildering web of pipes and
pumps and valves. Before he could finish inspecting the
intricate auxiliary equipment of boilers and filters and
flood-lamps and thermostats and air-conditioning units, one
of the men called him back to the door.

“Don?” A thin dread touched him when he heard Nan
Sanderson’s voice, but he relaxed a little when he saw the
folded papers in her hand. “The memo.”

He took it silently.

“Follow it exactly,” she told him. “Remember, an error
of one minute or one degree or one percent might be enough
to kill the swimmers.” '

Memo to Dr. Fallon, the first page was headed, in blue-
black ink which had not yet darkened. The hand-printed
characters staggered wearily, but they were stubbornly
legible. In the first step, he read, the embryonic swimmers
must be kept for eight minutes in ten liters of sterile water
at 38 degrees Centigrade, under 96 foot-candles of filtered
light. In step two—

Dane started, and then tried hard to stop the trembling
of the pages in his fingers. For he had seen that same hand-
printing—neater and more vigorous, but still the same—
in letters written long ago. For all that wavering weakness,
the slanted bar at the top of the 4 and the curved oblique
stroke across the f and the back-slanted tails of the g and
the v made it unmistakable.

The writing was- Charles Kendrew’s.
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Nan Sanperson made him come with her down the de-
scending row of vats. Pausing to show him how to operate
each one, she let him study the instructions in that memo
and then shot rapid questions to be sure he understood.

Dane followed her dazedly. His forced responses seemed
painfully mechanical to him, but she appeared not to notice
his disturbance. When they left the bottom vat, where the
growing swimmers were expected to leap a low barrier to
the tanks outside, she turned anxiously.

“Think you can do it?”

Huskily, he said he thought he understood everything.
He walked with her out to the jeep, and watched her drive
back toward that squat building beyond the barbed wire,
which had the look of a prison now.

Stumbling slowly back to begin his own task, he studied
that unsteady hand-printing again. No, he couldn’t be
mistaken—the writing was Kendrew’s. The implications
staggered him.

The memo proved that Messenger’s eccentric plant
breeder was actually Charles Kendrew—as his father had
once suspected, before the financier somehow bribed or
tricked him into forgetting the notion. Charles Potter was
the missing maker of the not-men, whom Gellian was hunt-
ing.

And he was still alive!

Messenger and Nan Sanderson must have lied about his
illness and death, to discourage inquiries about him. That
fresh ink and the words Memo to Fallon were sufficient evi-
dence that the maker was not only still alive, but well and
sane enough today to write these elaborate instructions for
the care of his creations.

Alive—but the helpless prisoner, obviously, of the man
who had been his friend and the inhuman creatures he had
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made. Somehow, Dane decided, they had compelled him to
write this paper. Right now, no doubt, they were trying to
make him create that mutant cell they needed so des-
perately.

But how could a creator be confined?

Dane frowned again at the memo, and the answer seemed
clear enough, between the wavering lines. For no process of
reshaping genes could turn a human geneticist into a god.
Whatever the maker’s method, it had’ limitations—the ini-
tial weakness of the mutant cells showed that, He thought
it unpleasantly significant, too, that the maker was not al- .
lowed to control the whole process of growing even the
harmless mules. : 3

Trying to read the history of his father’s missing friend
in those scrawled pages, Dane shivered again, even in the
sticky tropic heat. He knew Messenger’s ruthless shrewd-
ness, and he recalled his chilly awareness of Nan Sander-
son’s mutant faculties. Merely human, the maker must have
trusted them—his friend and his splendid new creation. He
~ must have been too stunned to save himself, when they
joined against him.

Scowling at the memo, Dane tried to puzzle out the cir-
cumstances. Perhaps the personal tragedy that drove Ken-
drew to leave America had broken his vision and his pur-
pose, leaving him the abject tool of the financier. That
might help explain the virus of forgetfulness!

He nodded over the pages, in bleak understanding. Pur-
sued even to this far wilderness by some unendurable mem-
ory, the maker could have created that virus to wipe out his
own unhappiness and so unwittingly surrendered his new
science to Messenger and the mutants he had made. If that
were true, the guarded mutation lab might be the only
world he now knew, and the art of biological engineering all
he had cared to remember.

Whatever the truth, the maker must be rescued. The
present plight of his captors seemed to prove that they had
not yet fully learned his arts. He must be set free before the
not-men had extorted knowledge enough to make them for-
ever invincible.

“What’s wrong, Fallon?”
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Startled by that loud voice, he turned to find Van Doon
behind him in the doorway.

“Sick?” the brown man boomed. “Or why aren’t you
busy?” .

“Nan just brought this.” He showed the memo, and tried
to recover his lost calm. “Instructions, for me to read.”

“Miss Sanderson, to you.” Van Doon seemed curiously
curt, for a lotus-eater. “And you had better get to work.”

He went to work. All that breathless day and half the
stifling night, he toiled with his crew to prepare the vats
for those mutant cells. His mind was busier—turning over
shadowy surmises and unsure conclusions, trying to imagine
the maker’s present situation and to plan a rescue.

Charles Kendrew would be an old man by now, he re-
minded himself, perhaps as feeble as Messenger. The halt in
the creation of new mules, two years ago, could have come
from infirmity instead of rebellion. Whatever had hap-
pened, Nan Sanderson was evidently learning the art of
mutation now, with the maker her tutor.

In that circumstance Dane thought he saw a stern time
limit. With her superior intelligence and her possible mind-
reading ability, the mutant girl would surely soon learn the
science that had shaped her. When she did, the not-men
might have no further reason to keep their creator alive.

Too much haste, however, could be as fatal as delay.
Pursued by his dread of the absent slip of the tongue or the
unthinking gesture that might unmask him instantly, he
strove for the tireless patience of the true slaves of oblivion,
while he scoured vats and pipes and tested valves and
pumps, and smiled at the pitiless heat.

The production unit was air-conditioned—but not, he
found, for human comfort. The sterile, humid, super-heated
atmosphere required by the growing mules was even more
distressing than the fitful breath of the dying monsoon out-
side. By midnight, when at last the vats were ready to re-
ceive those strange seeds, he was limp and reeling with
fatigue.

But the broken prisoner in that low fortress across the
road had become real and pitiable in his mind by now; he
could smell the dungeon odor and see the festered sores the .
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-chains had worn and hear the stubborn moans of torture.
Despite his exhaustion, the maker couldn’t wait.

He picked one man from his cheerful crew to watch the
instruments inside that steamy incubator, and posted an-
other on guard inside the air-lock that kept out contami-
nated breezes. The others he sent back to their quarters in
the river village.

“Stand by,” he told the guard. “I’m going to catch a nap
in the stock-room. Call me if anything comes from the
mutation lab.” :

The dark stock-room, outside the air-lock, seemed in-
credibly cool and dry and comfortable. Lying on a cot, he
heard the truck depart. The blowers of the air system
droned softly, and rain hissed ceaselessly on the sheet metal
roof. Occasional faint strange cries came from some jungle
bird, and he could hear the muted steady thudding of the
diesel plant down by the town. :

Those quiet sounds encouraged him. After a long hali-
hour of listening, he rolled silently off the cot, selected a
pair of wire-cutting pliers from the tool-bins beside the
door, and walked cautiously back into the dim hallway.

He glanced toward the air-lock. The man on guard inside
stood where he had left him, stolidly faithful, safely out of
view but casting a broad patient shadow through the glass
door.

Silently, yet trying not to seem furtive, he let himself out
of the building into the rain. Pouring straight down from a
windless black sky, drumming on the metal roof, it fell with
a surprising cold force that took his breath and made his
teeth chatter for a moment.

Lights on four tall steel masts flooded the fenced labora-
tory beyond the road, silhouetting the two motionless rifle-
men at the gate. He retreated from them quickly, into
the long black shadow of the production building, which
reached back to the straggling fringe of tall grass that edged
the plateau. ]

That screened his path to a point on the other side of the
clearing, where he was shielded from the guards by the low
bulk of the mutation lab itself. He caught his breath there,
and ran crouching out to the barbed wire. -
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For a moment, sprawled cautiously flat in the rain-beaten
mud and reaching for the wire-cutters, he felt almost vic-
torious. In his mind, he was already past the fence and the
concrete walls ahead, inside the maker’s prison.

He could see no lights within that windowless building,
but the jeep parked outside assured him that Nan Sander-
son and Messenger were still there, and his hot imagination
saw them busy wringing the secret of creation from the
man they had betrayed.

Creeping forward to cut the wire, he weighed the heavy
pliers thoughtfully. Not much of a weapon—but he hoped
to come silently upon those two; he must learn all he could
before he struck. Messenger was a feeble old man. Nan, for
all her unknown gifts, was still a girl. With a reasonable run
of luck—

Alarm struck him.

The shock of it came when he touched the barbed wire, so
abrupt that he thought for an instant that he had been hit
by high voltage current. He recoiled, gasping for breath.
The taste of danger bit his tongue again, and the sweetish
jungle smell of wet decay was drowned under bitter deadli-
ness. :

He lay still in the cold muck, too stunned to move. But
the wires were not insulated to carry current: that shock
had been something else. It had lighted a dark blaze of
- jeopardy all around the building ahead, and it had chilled
the rain on his back with the icy finality of death.

Was it Nan Sanderson’s mind? He felt suddenly sure it
was—and panic shook him. If he could feel the unknown
power of her mutant brain, reaching out to guard the labo-
ratory, she could doubtless sense his presence too. Once she
found him here at the fence she wouldn’t need to read his
thoughts to learn that he was no true lotus-eater. A word to
those riflemen would send him back into oblivion, to stay.

He crushed out that panic, and reached for the wire
again. He was only guessing, after all, that her mind caused
those danger-sensations. He might be wrong. Or even if she
had perceived him, she wasn’t omnipotent. His pliers
touched the fence—and that shock struck again.

It stopped his breath and numbed his arm, so that he
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dropped the tool. It blinded him, with a wild flare of peril
like a great sudden light. It closed his throat with the bitter
dustiness of death.

. As soon as he could move, he started crawling away. For
he had failed—and thrown his life away for nothing, if this
venture were discovered. Whatever the nature of that bar-
rier, it was impregnable. Halfway back to the jungle fringe,
he tried to rise and run. As he came to his knees, however,
that danger-shock struck again. It flattened him back to the
mud and pinned him down there, shivering and breathless
under the driving rain.

-Nan Sanderson had really found him, he thought then. He
thought she was holding him for the guards—the way she
had held little Venn, no doubt, while she struck with the
bolo. There was nothing he could do about it, except lie
waiting for a bullet or a knife.

But no one came out to kill him. Once he heard a door
open and presently close again at the laboratory, but that
was all. After a long time that dreadful dark illumination
began to fade behind him, and that icy pressure on him
slowly relaxed. The danger was passing.

That was the way he felt, and he began to wonder again if
those sensations could really be what they seemed: an
actual awareness of danger. He recalled his mother’s belief
that she was psychic, and her seeming foreknowledge of her
own death. Had he inherited that uncomfortable trait?

He wanted to reject the notion. He had always doubted
the reality of such supernormal experiences. Though his
mother had died as she expected, he thought the expecta-
tion itself had killed her. Certainly no tests—not even Nan
Sanderson’s—had ever showed any psychophysical capac-
ities in himself.

Searching for a more acceptable explanation, he turned to
that virus encephalitis. Evidently that synthetic disease
did more than merely erase the memories of its victims: the
industrious obedience of all these men who had come to rob
or break the corporation showed that it changed person-
alities. He wondered suddenly if it also sharpened the
senses. :

The virus was designed to convert the enemies of the not-

i25



men into useful tools of the company. Lowered thresholds
of sensation might make the slaves more efficiently alert. It
was barely possible that he had been already infected at the
time he first felt that danger-sense—for all he knew, a
droplet of the virus might have been left for him some-
where, perhaps on the glass in his hotel room.

But the idea seemed unlikely. He shook his head slightly
—and even that tiny movement renewed the crushing pres-
sure of danger. The shock and flash and reek of menace
were things too violently real and terribly near to be easily
rationalized into anything else. Impatiently, he pushed
the notion of virus-sharpened senses out of his mind.

For that weight of cold hostility was lifting. Experi-
mentally, he raised his head. This time nothing forced him
down. He crawled on again, toward the ragged curtain of
grass, and nothing stopped him. Still shivering from some-
thing colder than the rain, he.started back to his post in the
production section.

Reflected light from the clearing showed his path dimly,
and even that fading glow of danger seemed to help him
find the way. Once the dark shine of it picked out a fallen
log that would have tripped him, and again the faint feel of
peril checked him at the brink of a dark gully he had not
seen. Whatever their cause, those sensations seemed more
and more a useful gift of his own.

He knelt once in a shallow rain-torrent to wash most of
the clinging mud from his hands and knees and shoes. And
he hurried on again, hoping now to get back unseen to his
cot in the stock-room. He had almost reached the produc-
tion lab, running silently up the black shadow behind it,
when that feel of menace challenged him again.

Pausing to listen, he heard a door slam. Feet splashed in
the rain-puddles. A starter growled, and a motor coughed,
and gears clashed. He swung to run for the jungle, but the
cold touch of danger froze him where he stood. The sweep-
ing headlamps found him.

He was grateful then for the warning that had restrained
his impulse to run, for he couldn’t have reached any cover
in time. The slightest false movement could destroy him
now. He could only stride on toward the building lights,
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trying not to scowl too painfully, striving to recover his thin
mask of forgetfulness.

“Well, Fallon.” The loud voice of Van Doon halted him.
“Where’ve you been?” \

“Walking.” He tried to shrug. “Just up the road.”

“Walking—in this rain?” Van Doon’s voice seemed too
brittle with anger for a lotus-eater’s. “Why?” .

“It’s hot inside.” He tried to seem merely tired and an-
noyed. “And we’ve got the vats ready. Just standing by. I
tried to get a nap, but I couldn’t sleep. I thought the rain
would cool me off.”

He came on as if to pass the jeep.

“Stay where I can see you,” Van Doon rapped. “Tell me
exactly where you went.”

“Just up the road. Out past the old Potter house to the
- edge of the jungle.” He let himself shiver. “Maybe I went
too far; I’'m cold now.”

“Weren’t you trying to spy on the mutation lab?”

“What makes you think that?” He let resentment tinge
his tone. “Mr. Messenger told me it’s taboo.”

“Sorry, Fallon.” A surprising. mildness softened that
bleak voice. “You see, I woke up half an hour ago, feeling
that something was wrong. When I called from town, the
men found you gone. I was naturally upset, don’t you see?”

Squinting against the headlamps, Dane quivered to a
stab of suspicion. Real lotus-eaters were unlikely to be
awakened by worry, it occurred to him. And this sudden
conciliatory calm was overdone—as if Van Doon were an-
other pretender, reminding himself to act like a slave of the
virus. Too serenely, he was asking now:

“Do you know the reason for that taboo?”

“To protect the secret of mutation—?

“To save our lives,” Van Doon said softly. “That fenced
area has been infected, you see, with a hundred kinds of
leadly mutant organisms. Mr. Potter immunized Miss San-
lerson and Mr. Messenger against them, but no intruder
could get back outside that fence alive. Do you see why I
was so upset about you?” :

That was probably a lie, Dane thought, invented to keep
people away from the mutation lab.,
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“Thanks,” he said. “I’ll stay away.”

Trying not to frown, he stood wondering about Van
Doon. The man had seemed a little too vigorous and stern
from the first, it seemed to him now, and too possessive
about Nan Sanderson—he stiffened in the light, and tried
not to stare too narrowly. :

He had expected to find other members of the new race
cornered here. Not many; Gellian’s map of the maker’s trail
had shown intervals of weeks or months between muta-
tions, and he thought most of Kendrew’s first creations
must have been flawed beings, too imperfect to discover
they weren’t human.

But Nan Sanderson must have taken those brilliant chil-
dren somewhere, when she rescued them from the Gellian
Agency. And, among all the maker’s early efforts, others
besides Nan must have been successful enough to see what
" they were and to escape Gellian’s hunters. With the Sander-
son Service, she had probably been able to find and gather
at least a few of them.

Trying hard to hold his composure, Dane shuddered in
the glare of the headlamps. Van Doon’s tireless competence
and carefully veiled alertness seemed more than human to
him now.

If Nan were the golden Eve of the variant race, Van Doon
must be a dark Adam!

Hiding in his guise of forgetfulness, he must have been .
the keeper of this jungle fortress, and the maker’s jailer,
while Nan and Messenger were away. He was fighting be-
side them now, it seemed clear to Dane, in jealous defense
of his mate and his race.

“Sorry, Fallon.” His voice was far too friendly now. “I
hope you understand—and please be careful, for your own
sake. Now I think you had better get some rest, to be ready
when you’re needed.”

The jeep lurched away at last, and Dane stumbled heay-
ily back into the production lab. He was chilled, and his
knees felt weak, and failure lay heavy on him. Mutant or
not, Van Doon was unlikely to let him make another at-
tempt to reach the mutation lab. The maker seemed remote
from himy, as a man already dead.
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THE LoTUS-EATER guarding the air-lock met Belfast with
a look of reproof. “Please don’t go out alone, Dr. Fallon.”
His brown calm seemed disturbed. “We thought you were
asleep, until Mr. Van Doon called. Are you all right?”

“Of course I'm all right.” Dane tried to match his even
tone. “Just walking, because I couldn’t sleep.”

“We aren’t permitted to go about alone, here near the
lab,” the guard said. “We’re to look out for each other, be-
cause of the danger of mutant infection. Mr. Van Doon’s
orders.”

“I see.” Dane nodded stiffly. “Thanks.”

Back on his cot in the stock-room, he lay sleepless for a
long time, trying to devise some way to reach the maker.
He needed John Gellian, but the New York office of that
zealous enemy of the mutants was precisely as inaccessible -
as Kendrew’s prison, just across the muddy road. Now that
all the company exports had ceased, he saw no chance even
to smuggle out a message.

A dark mood of hopeless desperation came to crush all
his efforts to frame some plan of action. Exhausted and
afraid, his mind saw mankind already doomed, as surely as
the last shambling sub-men had been when Homo sapiens
evolved. Those last slow ape-men must have been as help-
lessly bewildered before human intelligence, he reflected bit-
terly, as he was now before the unknown faculties of the new
race.

He fell at last into vague dreams of dreadful Armaged-
dons in which all the armies of mankind were stunned and
destroyed by something unseen, while Nan Sanderson and
Vic Van Doon strolled untroubled among the scattered
human dead, bathed in a dark and dreadful fire.

“Please, Dr. Fallon.” The air-lock attendant was shaking
him apologetically. “Miss Sanderson just telephoned, and
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they’re nearly ready with the germ cells. We're to stand
by »

The men on his day shift had come back in the truck
bringing his breakfast in a cardboard box from the Cadmus
House. With the diligence of a true servant of the company,
he set them to cleaning the growing tanks outside before
he paused to eat. He was waiting at the door when Nan San-
derson and Messenger came across from the mutation lab,
where they must have been all night.

The financier waved feebly from the jeep as the girl
parked it, as if too exhausted or ill to get out. His blotched
puffy face looked almost cadaverous, and his breath was a
shallow, noisy gasping. Dane couldn’t help feeling faintly
sorry for him.

“Ready, Don?” Nan came wading through pools of yel-
low water, gingerly carrying a vacuum bottle. Fatigue had
hollowed her tawny cheeks, but her eyes had a burning
expectation. He looked quickly away from the glints of rain
on her reddish hair, afraid even of her loveliness.

“We’re ready.”

She put on a surgical mask and sterile gloves and boots
and gown, and came with him through the air-lock into the
main room. Frowning against the painful bluish glare of the
germicidal lamps, she carefully opened the vacuum bottle
to remove a stoppered,, gauze-wrapped test tube.

“The next crop of mules.” She handed Dane the test tube,
half full of a greenish liquid. “Steady. You’re holding the
~ company’s future—and your own.”

He poured the liquid carefully into the solution ready in
the first vat, and methodically set down the time and tem-
perature. She stood watching silently, her eyes dark and
anxious above the white mask. A fear that she might read
his thoughts made him ask:

“Can’t we make another batch, if anything goes wrong?”

“We’ve no time.” She shook her head uneasily. “Vic just
telephoned.”

He waited, afraid to think anything.

“Vic had been talking with New York,” she said. “Bad
news. Somebody found out that Mr. Messenger had left the
States. Rumors that the company was in trouble started a
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‘foolish panic on the stock exchanges. Our directors managed
to stop the wave of selling, but now t4ey’re scared.”

“Our own directors—” He reminded himself to show no
knowledge of Wall Street. “Won’t they help?”

“They did form a pool—three of ‘the original investors.
They bought enough of our shares and securities to stop the
break, but now they’re afraid to hold them. Vic says they’re
coming out here in a chartered plane, to see what’s wrong.”

He nodded carefully, waiting.

“They weren’t to do that.” Anxiety quivered in her
muffled voice. “Mr. Messenger never allowed any outsiders
here. It wasn’t hard to keep people out, so long as we were
making billions. But these three bankers will be flying in
here tomorrow morning. They’ll want to see something more
than mud holes and dead mules.” :

The first eight minutes had gone. He opened a valve and
started a pump to lift the solution into the larger second vat.
Watching his deliberate care, the girl smiled approvingly.

“Now I must go see about Mr. Messenger,” she said.
“Last night was almost too much for him.” Above the mask,
her blue eyes were luminous with an appealing trust which
made Belfast almost wish his memory had not come back.
“Take good care of the mules!”

“T will,” he promised.

Curiously, he really wanted to. Notwithstanding all the
-ugly evidence against these two, he couldn’t help an un-
~willing admiration for Messenger’s shrewdly stubborn cour-
age, nor could he entirely deny his liking for this lovely,
lonely enemy of men.

Letting the girl out through the air-lock, he found him-
self trembling. She had left the future of Cadmus in his
hands. The act of sabotage would be quite simple. He could
kill the young swimmers by simply turning off a light for
two or three minutes.

Yet that was impossible.

He had accomplished too little. And any attempt at
sabotage would destroy his chance to reach the maker or to
learn the aims and numbers of the mutants. He saw in-
stantly that he must do his best to grow the mules.

His reluctant admiration for Messenger and his pity for
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the troubled girl had nothing to do with that sound de-
cision. So he told himself; yet a dull mistrust of his own
motives kept nagging at him until he began to feel that
Nan’s strange charm could serve as insidiously as that virus
to turn her victims against mankind.

Haunted by that dark uncertainty of himself, he spent all
day sweltering inside that humid incubator, faithfully
reading dials and keeping records and turning valves to
move the greenish spawn from each vat to the next, on
schedule. The others on his crew were at work outside,
filling the outdoor tanks.

Late that afternoon, while he was pumping the still-
invisible swimmers into the last indoor vat, he heard a
knock at the sealed glass door at the rear of the building,
and turned to see Nan Sanderson and Messenger outside.
Touching his mask, he shook his head and signaled for them
to come around to the air-lock.

The girl beckoned him closer.

“You can let us in,” she called through the heavy glass.
“No contamination should hurt the swimmers now. They’re
ready for the tanks outside, and those aren’t sterile, any-
way.”

Grasping for the patient obedience of a lotus-eater, he
unsealed the door. Rest had erased the girl’s fatigue, and
the financier seemed himself again, carrying his flabby bulk
with that old, surprising poise.

He asked anxiously, “How are they growing, Fallon?”

“T’ve followed that memo,” Dane said. “That’s all I
know.”

Bending laboriously to study the pale green solution be-
neath the blazing lamps, Messenger nodded with a massive
approval.

“The color’s all right.” He gestured at a low-power
microscope on a little bench beside the vat. “Let’s see a
sample.”

Dane dipped a little of the solution into a Petri dish, and
placed it below the lenses. The mutant creatures were in-
stantly visible: tiny graceful fish-like shapes, swimming
with swift undulations of those filmy membranes which
would be modified into wing-like organs for photosynthesis
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in the grown mules. Fascinated, he kept looking until Mes-
senger nudged him anxiously.

“Good!” the fat man whispered. “Potter’s were just like
that.”

He gave his place to Nan, who smiled with such eagerness
that Dane almost shared her joy. “They seem sound,” she
agreed. “They ought to be leaping soon.”

The swimmers had now come to the stage when their own
instincts should begin to drive them on from each vessel to
the next. Dane unsealed the slit that would let them leap
into the tank outside, while the girl was counting the in-
dividuals in the sample.

Messenger glanced at the figures she was setting down.

“Eighty-nine?” Triumph lit his yellow face. “The way
Potter used to figure, that means nearly five billion in the
batch! Enough to turn all the island back into a garden.
And start the doilars and pounds and francs and marks and
pesos and rubles to rolling in again!”

“They can save Cadmus,” Nan said. “And more.”

What else they could save, she didn’t say. But Dane
dared a glance at her as she stood watching the thin blade
of stainless steel the tiny swimmers must jump. He could see
her hope like a bright flame along it, and the darkness of her
loneliness and her dread all around it, and he understood.

. Cadmus was the fortress of her race. The mules had built
it, and it had been falling into ruin since as they died. This
new generation of those small slaves could make it powerful
again—and Dane found it hard not to share her eagerness.

“They’ll make a green mist over the blade,” Messenger
was whispering. “The billions of them crossing. I’ve seen it
many times.”

- Dane adjusted the shining barrier to stand precisely at
the level of the liquid. He snapped on the blue light above
it, to trigger that phototrophic instinct, and raised the metal
hood outside to protect the tiny swimmers as they fell into
the tank.

And they waited.

The strain turned Nan’s face ivory-pale and gaunt again.
It shortened the fat man’s shallow breath, and spread a
yellow cast across his mottled, swollen flesh, And it drew
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Dane taut, so that he started more violently than any vic-
tim of oblivion should when Van Doon brushed against
him, coming silently to stand beside the girl.

They waited, and saw no swimmers leaping.

Dane was afraid to look at the illness creeping over Mes-
senger. He tried not to see the girl’s haggardness, or her
quiet glance of gratitude when Van Doon’s hard brown hand
touched her shoulder with a small caress of intimate as-
surance.

No swimmers leapt, and after a long time Dane saw tiny
bubbles beginning to rise through the liquid, leaving an oily,
greenish scum where they burst. He leaned to leok closer,
and caught a faint but sickening stench. Pointing at that
foul broth, he turned inquiringly to Messenger.

“Rotting . . .” The financier’s lax blue lips framed the
word silently, and his puffy face sagged into a dreadful
cadaverous emptiness. “Rotting alive . . .”

He staggered. The spots on his face turned a darker
purple. He began coughing and gasping and rattling in his
throat, fighting for air. But he shook off Dane and Van
Doon when they tried to help him.

“Don’t mind me.” He swayed to the microscope bench
and lowered his cumbrous bulk to the stool there, clinging
to the bench with his swollen hands as frantically as he
clutched at life itself. “Still tough—as a mule!” His face
twisted queerly, trying to grin. “Just find out—what’s
wrong.”

White-lipped, Nan turned back to the evil-smelling vat,
but Van Doon swung upon Dane in a savage ferocity.

“I’'m going to kill you, Fallon, if you’re to blame for
this!” .

“Wait,” Messenger panted feebly. “Let’s wait and see.”

Dane turned carefully to watch the pale girl. He tried
not to think of anything else, while she read the tempera-
ture of the vat and checked the intensity of the light above
it and tested the green solution. Her trembling hands
spilled one sample, and all he felt at last was pity for her
quiet desperation.

“There’s nothing wrong with the solution.” Her bloodless
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band pushed the rack of test tubes slowly from her. “Ex-
cept that the swimmers are dying in it.”

Messenger had leaned to study the specimen in the Petri
dish, and now he straightened heavily. “These too,” he said.
“Rotting—while they swim.”

“His doing?” Van Doon glared at Dane, with an ani-
mosity strange in a lotus-eater. “If he sabotaged them—?”

“It’s our fault, Vic,” the girl broke in. “Another imper-
fect mutation. The developing swimmers should become
immune to the organisms of decay before they reach this
stage. These didn’t—and they were destroyed by the first
contamination.”

She turned gravely to Dane.

‘“This is a terrible blow to the company, Dr. Fallon. But
you aren’t responsible, in any way. Please forgive Vic. He’s
naturally upset.”

“That’s all right,” Dane muttered uncomfortably.

“Drain off that slop,” Messenger rasped at him. “Sterilize
the vats, and stand by.” He swung ponderously from Dane
to Van Doon and the girl. “Because we’re going to try again
tonight.” :

- “What’s the use?” Nan said bitterly. “Those bankers
will be here by daylight. Even if the next lot lives, we won’t
have anything ready to show—"

“I’ll take care of them.” Messenger’s breath was coming
back, and contempt edged his returning voice. “Ryling and
Zwiedeineck and Jones—I’ll sell them a spoonful of some
green scum, whether the next lot lives or rots!”” He clutched
the bench again, to drag himself upright. “I’ve been bluffing
those old buzzards ever since Potter died. I can do it again.”

Declining any aid, he lumbered heavily away. Every
labored breath and footstep seemed such a triumph of
purpose over time and dissolution that Dane stood looking
after him with an unwilling awed respect, in spite of all his
frauds.

135

P



20

DANE WAS WAITING in the hot still of dawn when Messenger
and Nan Sanderson emerged again from the guarded muta-
tion laboratory. He went out to meet them, as she parked
the jeep.

“We’re standing by,” he said. “Everything sterile

again—"
~ Her tawny shoulders rose and fell, in a tired little gesture
of empty defeat. “We mutated another cell,” she said. “It
seemed all right, at first. It lived—but it failed to multiply.
Worthless. Now we’ve nothing at all to show those bank-
€ers.”

“But we’ll bluff ’em, anyhow!” A sallow color of fatigue
lay over Messenger’s sagging jowls. He looked too feeble to
help himself out of the jeep, yet his shallow voice had an
undertone of invincible confidence. “Right, Dr. Fallon?”

“Right,” Dane said, striving hard for a lotus-eater’s calm.

“Here they are.” Messenger turned laboriously to point,
and Dane saw three jeeps bouncing up the muddy road
from the river. “Van Doon called an hour ago to say they
were landing. I told him to leave their luggage at the Cad-
mus House, and bring them right on up.”

He lurched feebly forward in the seat.

“So get me out to meet the greedy fools! I've made them
billions enough. You might think they’d be content with-
out flocking in to pick our bones, now we’re down. What
they need is a shot of lotus-juice.” He gave the girl a spotted
grin, “Got your jet-needle handy?”

“We can’t do that!” The girl caught his puffy arm, to
help Dane lift him out of the seat. “Cadmus is already get-
ting bad publicity, and we couldn’t get away with such im-
portant men. The uproar—”

“Don’t you worry!” Messenger chuckled. Every breath
seemed to cost him a great effort. He was clutching at the
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jeep for support, yet he balanced his bloated bulk with an
air of invincible audacity. “These titans of finance are fel-
low-thieves of mine, and I can talk their lingo.”

The three jeeps jolted to a stop, and the bankers climbed
gingerly down into the red mud, followed by the attorneys
and accountants and engineers they had brought to support
them against the aged invalid who faced them now with an
expression of bland inquiry.

“Hello, gentlemen,” Messenger said. “So you had to see
New Guinea?”

The newcomers had gathered into a silent huddle, as if
for defense. They looked uncertainly at Messenger, and ap-
prehensively at the fringes of jungle around them, and
defiantly back at the fat man. Three of them came uneasily‘
forward at last, squeamishly skirting the deeper mud, to
shake his flabby hand. His shrewd eyes blinked, and his lax
lips moved as if with a secret amusement. The three re-
treated.

“I know you didn’t want us out here, Messenger.” The
speaker was plump and florid. He had dressed for the jungle
in the shiny boots and gaudy shirt and white sombrero of a
dude cowboy, and he looked uncomfortable in them now.
“Now I see why.”

“Please, Mr. Zwiedeineck,” Messenger said mildly. “I
know things did run down while I was away, but now I’m
back.” His small eyes studied the others, with a pale in-
solence. “Before you start anything, gentlemen, let .me re-
mind you that I’ve made you just about the richest men
alive.”

“Huh!” That impatient snort came from a gaunt, un-
compromising man, still dressed in the same severe dark
suit and stiff white shirt he must have worn on Wall Street.
“Let’s get down to facts, J. D. You know what we want.”

“A few more billions, I suppose. But you don’t see them
here—do you, Mr. Jones? You’ll have to wait and let me
make them for you.”

“I’ve waited long enough.” Jones gestured impatiently
with a black notebook. “I’ve been trying for two years to
learn why our exports were slumping. Already I see the
reasons—machinery rusting and plantations abandoned and
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things in general gone to wrack. I think we need new blood
out here, J. D.”

“You’re right,” Messenger said. “Green blood. That’s
what we’re trying to manufacture. Want to see our plant?”
He swung toward the third banker, a tiny wisp of a man in
shorts and white sun helmet, who was shrinking back
toward the jeeps. “What’s wrong, Mr. Ryling?”

“Maybe you can tell us.” Ryling’s high voice stuck, and
he cleared his throat nervously. “But I don’t like this
damned island—the heat and diseases and bugs, and the
way the jungles are growing back over everything. Or the
look of. those little green monsters working on the roads!”

“You don’t like the mules?” Messenger blinked at him
incredulously. “Not even after they’ve made you hundreds
of millions out of that beggarly eighteen thousand you
scraped up to put in the company?”

“T don’t like your sneers, Mr. Messenger.” Ryling’s
bright, black eyes looked vulturine. “Or your secret, schem-
ing business methods. Or your people out here—those
damned flat grins are getting on my nerves. I'm getting out
of Cadmus!” He fell back farther toward his own little
group of experts. “I’'m going to demand the liquidation of
the company and division of the assets.”

“You’re a little late with that idea, Mr. Ryling.” Mes-
senger chuckled innocently. “I’ve already used all our
working capital and reserves to pay overhead and dividends
—and nearly a billion of borrowed money, besides. The
corporation has no physical assets left to liquidate.”

Ryling crouched warily back among his supporters.
Zwiedeineck lunged forward angrily, forgetting to skirt the
mud, and stopped as if injured when it splashed his cowboy
boots. Jones was the one who spoke, anger striking a harsh
Yankee twang in his voice.

“A shocking admission, Messenger! If that’s a fact, how
do you intend to keep Cadmus afloat—and your own fat
carcass out of jail? Or do you?”

“T do.” Messenger beamed benevolently at his wrath.

“Bad as things are, I still have two intangible but impor-
tant assets. One is the enormous extent of our insolvency.
The other is a unique bit of technical know-how.”
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“Insolvency?” Jones glared, “How is that an asset?”

“You can’t help yourselves by cutting up a corpse.” He
paused to blink genially at Ryling and Zwiedeineck. “You’ll
never make another penny out of Cadmus—none of you—
unless you let me bring it back to life.”

The gaunt banker turned to stare down at the bend of the
Fly, where wild green walls overhung the sullen chocolate
water. Perhaps his imagination saw the mosquitoes and
leeches and crocodiles there. Dane thought he shivered.

“You think you can beat this jungle?r”

“I did it once,” Messenger said. “With that bit of know-
how.” &

“So?” Jones watched him distrustfully.

“A process of mutation.” His eyes flickered toward that
windowless building beyond the barbed wire barrier. “The
creative power of a god, almost.”

Jones spat skeptically. “Let’s see your creator.”

“If that process were yours, would you take chances?”
Blandly, Messenger shook his head. “But you’ve seen its
products—our exports, and those mules Mr. Ryling doesn’t
like.”

“You’ve got to show us something.”

“If you wish.” Messenger nodded at Dane. “Our Dr.
Fallon, gentlemen. In charge of the production section.
He’ll show you how we grow the mutant germ cells into use-
ful mules.”

“Fine,” said Jones. “But how do you make the mutant
cells?” ;

“You wouldn’t be sucking up to me in this stinking mud
hole if you knew that.” Messenger gave him a spotted grin.
“You'd be busy building another private empire, all your
own.”

“Maybe.” The lean man studied the dark river again,
where that abandoned dredge lay washed aground. “But
then we wouldn’t be here, if you were really growing any-
thing. We’d be back in New York clipping our coupons.”
His suspicious eyes flashed back at Messenger. “Are you
having trouble with your ‘god’?” -

“Yes, we’ve had trouble.” Messenger nodded regretfully.
“The original creator, you see, was Potter. Potter’s dead.”
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“Dead?” ‘The Yankee voice twanged again, with a nasal
concern. “And.his process is lost?”

“Only temporarily.” Messenger paused to beam at little
Ryling’s fearful greed. “We’ve had our technical difficulties,
but Dr. Fallon and Miss Sanderson are getting them licked.
Well soon have New Guinea swarming with new mules,
gentlemen, and your billions rolling in again.”

“You’d better!” The banker watched him avidly. “Where
are you producing these mutations?”

“Yonder.” He shrugged toward the fenced laboratory.

_ “Let’s have a look.” Jones swung aggressively.

And Dane hoped for an instant that these suspicious men
would force their way inside the building.

“You won’t want to go in there.” Messenger’s mild,
asthmatic voice shattered his hope. “Not when you know
how poor cld Potter died.” .

The banker turned back watchfully. “How?”

“Insane,” Messenger said. “A god gone mad!”

“How is that?” .

“An insane creator.” Messenger’s fat shoulders quivered,
in a deploring shrug. “Afraid of his own creations. Afraid
to share his process, until he lay dying. Afraid of being
murdered for it—as men enough had tried to do. I suppose
he was trying to defend himself, in his own twisted way.
Toward the end he made himself some strange allies.”

Messenger glanced at Ryling with a pale-eyed pity that
made the tiny man cringe, as if he shrank from the jungle
around him and the mud underfoot and even the air he
breathed.

Jones asked harshly, “Just what are you driving at?”

“I suppose you know New Guinea’s no health resort.”
Messenger had begun to shudder with exhaustion, Dane
could see, yet he still contrived to beam urbanely. “Ma-
laria,” he murmured. “Typhus and filariasis.” Yaws and
leprosy and jungle rot.”

The others had all retreated toward the jeeps, leaving
Jones alone. '

“What do you mean?” His voice was husky. “Potter
didn’t have—all those diseases?”

“None of them,” Messenger said. “He had studied the
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organisms that cause them, back when his mind was better,
and he had made himself immune.”

“Then I don’t see—"

“Those organisms are all alive.”

Messenger paused, swaying where he stood. Dane came
quickly to take his arm, but he shook off the offered support.
He had to struggle for his breath, but at last he was able to
go on, his careful shallow voice barely audible, yet oddly
calm.

“They’re all alive,” he repeated. “Plasmodia. Rickettsiae.
Nematode worms. Spirochetes. The microorganisms of
leprosy. Malignant fungi. They’re alive—and old Potter
could shift the genes in anything alive, to make it into what
he wanted.” Messenger gestured feebly at the fenced labo-
Tl

“I told you he was crazy.” Messenger had to gasp for air
again. “Spent his last years locked up there, mutating new
diseases. He immunized himself against each one, and then
deliberately contaminated the whole area with persistent
cysts and spores—his last dreadful gift to the world he
feared and hated.”

“If that’s true,” Jones said bleakly, “how can you work
there yourself?”

“He had to immunize a few of us,” Messenger said
smoothly. “People he halfway trusted, so that we could
come in to care for him. But he poured all his serums down
the drain, before he died.” His shrewd eyes swept the gray-
faced group. “Now do you want to see the mutation lab?”

Pale now, sweating through the cowboy shirt, Zwiedei-
neck shook his head. Ryling scrambled back into his jeep,
as hastily as if he thought those cysts and spores had spread
across the road. Jones stood his ground, however, scowling
thoughtfully—and in his opaque, slate-colored eyes, Dane
glimpsed the fleeting shape of opportunity. Jones looked
like a good poker player.

Doubtfully, he was repeating, “If that’s all true—"

Without looking around, Dane was vividly aware of Mes-
senger’s shrewd alertness, and Nan Sanderson’s deadly per-
fection, He could feel the veiled desperation beyond Van
Doon’s bright brown calm. If any of the three caught his
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gesture—he was glad he had no time to consider what would
happen then.

The banker’s hard narrowed eyes had moved from Mes-
senger to the girl and Van Doon. They both smiled, and
Dane thought the gaunt man shivered. His suspicious
glance came on to Dane. Clutching desperately at his fragile
‘mask of calm, Dane shook his head quickly.

The bleak eyes paused, inquiringly. Swiftly, lifting his
hand as if to brush away a gnat, Dane let his fingers touch
his lips. Nodding as if in abrupt decision, Jones swung back
to Messenger.

“T don’t want any of those mutant germs and parasites,”
he said. “But I will inspect Dr, Fallon’s department—if
there’s no danger.”

“None at all,” Messenger purred. “Only a little dis-
comfort. The place is an incubator, you understand. Pretty
warm and humid.”

“That’s all right.” Jones was already sweating through
coat and collar and tie, but he shrugged defiantly. “Let’s
have a look.”

For one breathless instant, as he waited for Messenger’s
assent, Dane hoped for a chance to talk alone with Jones,
but then he heard the sick man urging cordially:

“Ryling, Zwiedeineck—won’t you go along? No danger
at all. Too hot in there for my old heart, but Van Doon and
Miss Sanderson will help Dr. Fallon show you through.”

Dane stiffened, and tried to walk on steadily, afraid to
wonder whether Messenger had seen his signals. Little Ry-
ling refused to leave the jeep, and the girl stayed with Mes-
senger, but Zwiedeineck and Van Doon followed, so close
that he had no chance to whisper anything.

The lab was sterile, he explained, and he waited for all
the party to put on boots and gowns and masks before he let
them into the blue glare of that super-heated room where
the shining vats waited for mutant life. He tried unobtru-
sively to draw Jones ahead, but Van Doon hurried the other
banker to keep up with them.

“You tell ’em, Fallon!” He wondered if that was a veiled,
sardonic warning. “Tell ’em how it works.”

“The original germ cell multiplies by binary fission,”
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he began nervously, already wet and limp with perspiration.
“But that happens over in the mutation lab. Miss Sanderson
has stopped the fission process, before she brings the cells
to me. In this first vat, we start the multicellular growth—"’

“I'm interested,” Jones kept rasping through the mask.
“Tell me all about it.”

No chance came, however, until they had come back to
the air-lock. Zwiedeineck caught Van Doon’s arm, pointing
at his mask, and Jones beckoned impatiently at Dane.

“Give me a hand with this infernal gag.”

Dane was afraid to wonder whether Van Doon had any
mutant acuity of hearing.

“Messenger’s lying!” He breathed the words into the
gaunt man’s ear, his own mask covering the movement of
his lips. “About Potter—the creator. I don’t know any-
thing about those mutant diseases. But the mutation-maker
is still alive, locked up in that laboratory!”

He felt Jones stiffen under the gown, and he heard that
Yankee twang come back to his nasal voice.

“Hurry, can’t you?”

“This twisted strap—" Fumbling at the knot, Dane
leaned to breathe again: “Get out while you can! Go to the
Gellian Agency. In New York City, just off Madison Square.”

Struggling impatiently with the white gown, Jones
moved his head slightly.

“Tell John Gellian where the maker is. Tell him the
mutant men are using Cadmus for a front. Tell him Nan
Sanderson is out here—learning to be another maker! Tell
him she isn’t alone. And tell him to strike—”

Jones joggled his arm, and he saw Van Doon swinging
toward him.

“Trouble, Fallon?”

“No trouble.” The words came hoarsely, and he was
grateful for the mask still hiding his own face.

“Here, Fallon.” Van Doon flung him the robe Zwiedei-
neck had worn. “Hang this up, and I’ll take care of Mr.
Jones.”

Dane took the robe and turned away. Outside the build-
ing, Van Doon hurried the two perspiring bankers back to
Messenger, who challenged them: -
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“Well, gentlemen?”’

Jones drew Zwiedeineck aside, to the jeep where Ryling
sat. They whispered together, the plump man slapping at
insects with his cowboy hat, and Ryling’s eyes watching the
mutation laboratory with a glitter of frightened cupidity.

Dane tried not to stare at them too anxiously. Mopping
at the hot rivulets of sweat crawling down his own taut
body, he tried not to listen too breathlessly when Jones
came back alone.

“We'll give you three more months, J. D.” His tone
seemed calm enough, but Dane could hear the Yankee rasp
of veiled emotion. “But if you aren’t producing in three
months, we’re unloading. That clear?”

“Clear enough, and fair enough.” Messenger grinned
painfully. “Shake on it!”

Jones took his hand gingerly, and turned abruptly away.
Without a glance at Dane, he strode back to his apprehen-
sive satellites. They all climbed hastily into the jeeps, and
Van Doon escorted them down to the Cadmus House.

“Well, Fallon!” Messenger had dropped that mask of
bland assurance, as the jeeps lurched out of view between
the walls of creepers. He looked shockingly ill, yet his
hoarse whisper seemed elated. “What do you think?” :

Dane gulped uncomfortably. He couldn’t even be sure
that Jones had heard his cautious whisper, and now a per-
verse impulse of pity made him almost wish the banker
hadn’t heard. He didn’t quite know what to think, and he
was afraid to think anything at all. He felt relieved when
Messenger didn’t wait for him to answer.

“We’re safe!” the sick man gasped. “Three months ought
to be all the time we need.”

21

THE BANKERS' CHARTERED PLANE took off two hours
later. Dane heard its engines, and he came to the door of the
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production section to watch it rise beyond the river. It
wheeled once above the brown bend of the Fly and then
turned east. In a few minutes it was gone, and he went back
to wait for another batch of mutant cells, wondering
whether John Gellian would ever get his message.

Messenger and Nan Sanderson had returned to the muta-
tion laboratory. The brief, hot dusk had fallen before he
saw them emerge again, the man so feeble that he had to try
three times before he could climb in the jeep, even with her
aid. They drove past him toward the old Potter dwelling
without stopping, but Nan glanced at him as they passed.
She told him, with a tired shake of her head, that they had
failed again.

The men on his night shift brought word from Van Doon
that he wouldn’t be needed until morning, and he went back
to the company town with the cheery lotus-eaters of his
day crew, trying hard to be one of them. That night, lying
in the windy chill of his air-conditioned room in the Cadmus
House, he was a long time going to sleep.

A troubled uncertainty came back to dull his hope that
Gellian would get his warning. Even now, he didn’t want to
help exterminate the mutant race—not at least without
some fair and open trial. Yet the plight of their betrayed
maker still haunted his imagination. He was afraid Gellian
would be too ruthless, but whatever the cost, they must
reach the prisoner in that guarded laboratory and find out
the truth.

“Dr. Fallon! Everybody out!”

He had been asleep at last, when that urgent voice dis-
turbed him. He looked at his watch; it was three in the
morning. Somebody began shaking the door of his room,
and he got out of bed to open it. The man in the hall was
one of the sunburned lotus-eaters he had seen guarding the
mutation laboratory.

“What’s up?” He felt too dull and heavy with sleep to
face any fresh crisis. “Van Doon sent word they wouldn’t
need me—"

“Everybody out!” the brown man broke in sharply. “Go
straight to your post, and stand by for orders.”

“To the production section, you mean?”
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“If that’s your post.’” The guard shrugged impatiently.
“And stand by.”

His breath caught. “Is—is anything wrong?”

“An emergency alert.” Even the lotus-eater looked some-
what upset. “There must be trouble somewhere, but that’s
all T know. You had better get moving.”

The man went on, to shout at the next door.

Dane dressed, trying sleepily to guess what sort of crisis
had come up and what he ought to do. Several men ran past
his door, but when he came out into the hall the old build-
ing seemed already empty. The muted roar of the air-con-
ditioning system drowned the sounds from outside, but he
could see the flicker of swiftly moving headlamps on the
thicket of papayas that screened the windows.

Wondering what he must face, he hurried out through the
abandoned lobby into the warm tropic night. Outside, he
found urgent activity. It wasn’t exactly panic—the lotus-
eaters were too calm for panic. Yet he caught a sense of
frightened desperation.

Jeeps and trucks were jolting along the worn pavement,
driven too fast. A bonfire was blazing against the dark two
blocks away, in front of the company office building, and he
saw hurried men tossing desks and chairs and bundled
papers into the flames. From the airstrip across the river, he
could hear the muffled thunder of motors being warmed up.

He went back to the parking area behind the building,
but the jeep his crew had used was already gone. After a
moment of indecision, he started walking out toward the
production section, still trying to understand, and to shape
some plan.

Was his whispered warning to Jones the cause of this
emergency? He considered that possibility, but dropped it.
The bankers had been gone only eighteen hours; they were
probably still somewhere over the Pacific. Even if they
had radioed his message to Gellian, he thought it unlikely
that any action could have followed so soon.

Yet the crisis was obviously grave. At the edge of the
town, he came to a warehouse burning. Nothing told him
whether the fire was accidental or deliberate, but the great
pillar of roaring flame rose straight into the still night, un-
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attended. The drivers of the passing trucks and jeeps had
no time to watch or fight it.

He went on by, obeying orders like another lotus-eater.
Beyond the end of the pavement, he was plodding through
the mud beside the deep-cut ruts when a jeep stopped be-
side him.

“Where to, Dr. Fallon?”

- _The calm friendly voice seemed familiar, and he recog-
nized the driver who had brought him from the airstrip, the
morning he came in Messenger’s plane. He said he was go-
ing to his post at the production section.

“Jump in,” the driver said. “I'm going out to the old
Potter house.”

He wiped his feet and climbed in gratefully.

“What’s happening?” he asked. “Is the company in
trouble?” :

“Can’t say.” The driver shrugged, with a calm acceptance
of whatever came. “But everybody’s standing by for some-
thing. I’ve got to pick up somebody at the Potter place.
That’s all I know.” '

He got out at the production section. The two men on
duty there were sitting patiently in the air-lock. They had
heard nothing of any alarm, and they appeared undisturbed
when he told them what he had seen. He inspected the
equipment quickly, and went back to the door to wait for
semething to happen.

Another jeep was already coming back from the direction
of the old Potter house. In the floodlights from the mutation
laboratory, he recognized Van Doon and Nan Sanderson,
Her luggage was piled in the rear. Van Doon was driving,
and he stopped the vehicle across the road, at the gate in
the laboratory fence.

Dane was standing in the open, outside the door of his
own building, but they gave him no attention. Van Doon
called the two guards to the jeep. While he sat talking to
them, the girl got out. She was wearing white coveralls.
Without a glance at Dane, she ran up the gravel drive and
disappeared inside the laboratory.

She was gone perhaps five minutes, Dane thought, though
the time seemed longer. After their brief talk with Van
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Doon, the two riflemen got in the jeep, to sit on the luggage
in the back. Waiting at the wheel, Van Doon sat watching
the drive impatiently.

Dane was taut with a troubled expectation. The smoky
flames of that burning warehouse still flickered above the -
jungle, subsiding now, and he could see hurrying headlamps
on the road across the river. Aircraft engines still thundered
dully in the night; he saw the lifting lights of one plane
taking off. Nan’s luggage, with all those other signs of hur-
ried departure, made him think the mutants must be re-
treating again, even from this hidden fastness,

He tried for a moment to imagine where they might be
going, but that puzzle was swept from his mind by a quick
concern for the maker. He had seen men burning papers
outside the company office building, but surely that creative
brain was a record too precious to be destroyed. He waited
with a painful anxiety for Nan to emerge with her prisoner
—and he felt sick when he saw her come running back
alone.

She got into the jeep with Van Doon and the two rifle-
men. The idling motor roared instantly. The little vehicle
skidded back into the muddy ruts, and the red tail lamps
fled into the dark with what seemed a guilty haste. Dane
turned back toward the now unguarded laboratory, afraid
to wonder what her errand there had been.

“What’s the matter, Dr. Fallon?”

That quiet voice frightened him. He had already started
impulsively toward the floodlit building across the road, but
he turned back awkwardly. He found the knuckles of his
clenched hand pressed hard against his teeth, but he tried
to relax. He grinned sheepishly at the calm lotus-eater com-
ing out of the air-lock behind him.

“T don’t know what’s wrong.” His voice was hoarse and
trembling. He swung hastily again to hide his face, and
made a sick effort to stop his mind from seeing the beheaded
body of Nicholas Venn. He swallowed to wet his dry
throat.

“But there’s trouble, somewhere,” he went on carefully.
“T see Mr. Van Doon has taken the guards off the mutation
lab. I wonder why?”
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“No business of ours.” The brown man shrugged. “Any-
how,” he added, “it’s still well enough defended. Those mu-
tant diseases will kill anybody who goes inside the fence.”

Dane wasn’t sure of that. Although the virus of forget-
fulness was proof enough that the maker could manufac-
ture new diseases, it would have been more difficult to keep
wind. and rain from spreading such mutant organisms out-
side the fence.

Even if those deadly cysts and spores were merely a men-
tal hazard, however, there were other barriers to pass. Be-
sides the paralyzing shock that had stopped him at the
barbed wire before, there was the single-minded loyalty of
these two lotus-eaters with him.

“We’re standing by,” he told the one who had followed
him outside. “I want to keep everything ready for another
batch of swimmers. Please go inside and check all the in-
struments again.”

“Right away, Dr. Fallon.”

The man turned obediently. :

Glancing after him through the glass door, Dane saw him
putting on mask and gown, preparing to go inside the sterile
room. The other still sat watching through the glass, how-
ever, patiently alert to keep him from risking his life across
the road. :

Dane was still wondering how to escape that cheerful
solicitude, when a raucous horn called him back outside.
Another jeep was jolting back from the old Potter dwelling.
He recognized the driver who had picked him up on the
road.

“Here, Fallon!” Messenger spoke faintly from the rear
seat. His face looked gray and cadaverous.

“We're closing the production section,” he whispered
asthmatically. “Send your men out here, and we’ll take
them to the airstrip. Before you leave, I want you to burn

-all your papers. That technical memo. All your records on
the swimmers you processed. Any notes you’ve made.
Everything! Is that clear?”
= ‘Tfsiclear,” ‘

“Then call your men,” Messenger said. “I’ll send a jeep
back for you.”
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Dane went to the door and asked the lotus-eater in the
air-lock to call the one inside.

“They’re coming,” he told Messenger. “Is something
wrong?” A

“Everything.” Messenger’s voice was husky with de-
spair. “Those bankers double-crossed me, before they ever
got back to the States. Radioed orders to sell Cadmus short.
Broke the market and smashed the company!”

“T thought they gave us three more months.”

“T thought so.” Messenger’s voice was sick. “I thought I
had those three buzzards under my thumb. But they came
unbluffed—I don’t know why.”

Dane knew, and the knowledge felt uncomfortable in him.
Listening to -his breathed warning without a facial sign,
Jones had played an excellent game of poker. Those few
hurried words must have already broken Cadmus. But now,
watching Messenger’s despair, Dane felt little elation.

“They sold us out,” the shallow voice toiled on. “Van
Doon got the news, when he called New York tonight.
Headlines in all the papers—New Guinea bubble bursts!
Rumors and lies. Petitions in involuntary bankruptcy.
Charges of grand fraud. But all that isn’t the worst.”

Dane quit trying to swallow his anxiety, for this news
ought to be disturbing, even to a lotus-eater.

“What else?” he whispered.

“We’ve an enemy,” Messenger said. “A man who thinks
we’ve misused the art of mutation. We’ve stood him off for
years. Fought his influence with company money, and
captured his agents with the virus, and foxed him the way I
used to fox those bankers. His name is Gellian.”

“Gellian?” Dane tried to speak as if he had never heard
the name. “What can he do?”

“Plenty!” Messenger said bitterly. “He has convinced a
good many political and military leaders that we are manu-
facturing superhuman mutants that are dangerous to man-
kind. They are sending a military expedition out to destroy
us.”

Dane waited, while the sick man struggled to breathe.
“The code name for it is Operation Survival,” Messenger
went on at last. “Men from several nations are taking part.
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Most of them have been told that they’re wiping out an
illicit private atomic research center—a lie evidently in-
tended to confuse people who might oppose genocide. :

“The strike had been already planned. It seems that Gel-
lian was waiting only for the information those bankers
brought back. Van Doon says military aircraft are already
headed this way from several Australian and island bases.
We're trying to evacuate everybody before they arrive.”

Dane wet his lips. “Where—where are we going?”

“You lotus-eaters will be scattered here and there about
our other New Guinea installations,” Messenger said. “Van
Doon has given the orders for that—but the less any of you
remember, when Gellian gets hold of you, the better.”

He nudged the driver impatiently. “Honk that horn!”

The horn blared again, and the two men came running at
last from the building, the one who had been in the sterile
section still shedding boots and mask and gown. They got
in the jeep, and it shot forward instantly.

“Burn your papers,” Messenger called back. “And wait
here.”

Dane crumpled all the notes and records he had made
into a quick little blaze on the concrete floor of the stock-
room, but he saved that memo in the writing of Charles
Kendrew. If the mutants ever got the just and public trial
he wanted them to have, that might be an important bit of
evidence. He was about to hide it in a can among the shelved
chemicals, when it occurred to him that the building might
be burned. He put it in his hip pocket.

In spite of himself, that act of disobedience added to a
growing sense of guilt. He couldn’t help feeling that his
whispered warning to Jones had been a cowardly stab in
Nan Sanderson’s back. But, whatever the consequences, he
had opened a way at last to that building across the road.

Back at the door, he peered cautiously up and down
those muddy ruts. The smoky glare of that dying fire still
shone above the jungle, and busy traffic still crawled along
the road between the airstrip and the town, but he saw no
nearer lights. He caught his breath, and ran across the road.

This time nothing stopped him. No shock of danger dazed
him. He saw no dark blaze of evil, and met no dusty deadli-
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ness, and felt no chill of warning. If any mutant cysts or
spores were taking root in his flesh, he was not aware of
them.

Surprisingly, Nan Sanderson had left the door unlocked.
It opened to his trembling touch. Darkness met him, and
empty silence. He wanted to call out, but his throat was sud-,
denly too dry. He groped beside the door, and found a
switch, Light struck him, cruel as a blow.

For it showed him no prisoner, but a shocking riddle in-
stead. The whole building was only one long room. Stum-
bling out to the center of it, he peered around him at the
naked concrete walls. He gulped and wet his lips and shook
his head. ,

He saw no bars to hold the aged prisoner of his imagina-
tion. No chains; no sign of violence; no arrangements for
any sort of long-continued occupancy. It gave him an irra-
tional relief to know that Nan Sanderson had not come back
to killsthe maker—because obviously there had been no-
body here to kill.

The room was queerly bare, neither prison nor fortress
nor even laboratory. A white-enameled kitchen table stood
near the center of the clean concrete floor, with two kitchen
chairs beside it. Arranged on the table were half a dozen
empty test tubes in a small wooden rack, a tiny alcohol
burner, a few sealed ampules of sterile water, and a stain of
green slime drying in a Petri dish—a culture of that alga,
perhaps, from which the green mules had been mutated.

That was all. He saw an old army cot where Messenger
must have rested, and empty plastic containers in which
Nan Sanderson must have brought sandwiches- and coffee.
Near the table was a little pile of ashes, where papers had
been burned—that, he thought, must have been what Nan
came back to do.

But he found no equipment for the unknown art of ge-
netic engineering. No sterile incubators. No carboys of
chemicals. No centrifuges or electron microscopes or X-ray
machines. He knew a dozen methods of causing useless
random mutations, but he saw no apparatus even for those
inadequate processes.

“Well, Dane.”
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He thought he had closed the door, and he hadn’t heard
it open, but Nan was standing in it when he turned. Framed
against the dark, she looked slim but not boyish in the
white coveralls. Her tawny face was haggard with trouble.
Her level voice seemed disarming, but he thought she had
come to kill him. ;

22

DaANE BAD PICKED UP a scrap of fragile ash, from where
the papers had been burned on the floor. He was peering
at it when she spoke, trying to read the traces of writing.
His fingers crushed it with a sudden tension of alarm, but he
tried to recover his mask of forgetfulness.

“Mr. Messenger told me to burn all our papers.” He
grinned feebly, with a sick imitation of a lotus-eater. “I just
came across the road to see—"

His voice shuddered to a stop, for he realized then that
she had called him Dane. That meant she knew he had his
memory back. He retreated a little, absently wiping the

-black ash from his fingers, watching her with a bleak ex-
pectation.

Her ivory hands hung open and empty, but that was not
reassuring when he recalled the inconspicuous weapon with
which she had knocked him out before. No doubt she was
adequately armed, but still she made no threatening ges-
ture, and it struck him that she wasn’t ready to kill him, yet.

His presence here was enough to prove him no faithful
slave of the company. It was almost a confession of his
warning to Jones. But she would want to know how much
he knew and what else he had done, before she erased his
memory again—and this time surely his life.

She was asking quietly, “What were you doing here?”

He straightened defiantly. No deception was likely to
succeed again, and he said evenly, “I came to look for
Charles Kendrew.”
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Her nostrils flared slightly, as she had caught her breath.
Her ivory face tightened, but her long eyes told him noth-
ing. She nodded at the empty room around them, and her
low-voiced question was a challenge.

“Did you find him?”

“I—I don’t know.”

He stiffened, and looked at her searchingly. For that
faintly mocking query had set his mind to work at last, on
the new fact of this empty room. Although this was not
the maker’s prison, and obviously had never been, she had
brought the mutant cells from here, and that memo—

“I'm not quite sure I found Kendrew.” He spoke slowly,
watching her pale hostility, waiting to see her reaction.
“But I’d like to see a sample of Mr. Messenger’s writing.”

He thought her eyes narrowed slightly.

“That’s impossible.” She looked at the crushed black ash
on his fingers and the small pile of it on the floor. “I burned
all the papers we had here,” she said. “And Mr. Messenger
himself is already on his plane, waiting to leave. You aren’t
apt to see him again.”

Dane nodded, accepting that hard fact. He would fight
when the time came, with anything he found, but he could
see no real hope of winning. Trying to make the most of
these uncertain moments before she was ready to kill him,
he groped again for the implications of this empty labora-
tory, but her low voice broke in upon his searching thoughts..

-“So you think he is Charles Kendrew?” She was frown-

ing at him as if with a troubled astonishment, but still she
had revealed no weapon. “Why?”
. “I know Kendrew’s alive,” he said. “Because I recog-
nized his writing on that Memo to Fallon. You brought it
from this building, and the only man here was Messenger.
He’s about the right age, when you come to think of it.
Though he doesn’t resemble the pictures I’ve seen of Ken-
drew as a young man, you’d hardly expect him to. Kendrew
was disfigured by burns about the time he disappeared—
and Messenger’s face is scarred!”

She shook her head. “Pretty inadequate evidence.”

_ “There’s more than that.” Conviction steadied his voice.
“A great deal more, when you come to see it. Messenger has
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always controlled Kendrew’s discoveries. He was unex-
pectedly generous to my father—who had been Kendrew’s
friend. He is still fighting with all his cunning to defend
Kendrew’s creations. Isn’t he?”

He paused again, watching the girl, but she failed to
answer. Her troubled eyes seemed to weigh him, narrow-
ing with doubt. Waiting for her to decide when to erase
his inconvenient recollections, he returned to the logical
consequences of this empty room—and they startled him.

“Nan!” He caught his breath. “When I accused you of
murdering Nicholas Venn—why didn’t you deny it?”

“No denial would have made any difference to you then.”
He saw the flicker of intense wonder in her troubled eyes,
but her voice kept strangely calm. “Would it matter now?”

“It would.” Disturbed emotion made a kind of roaring in
his brain, or it seemed to, so that his own voice was suddenly
a faint sound far away. “I felt sure you had killed him,
then. Now I’'m just as sure you didn’t.”

If she hadn’t murdered Venn, his harried thoughts ran
on, she might not kill him. He looked at her eagerly.

“With too little evidence for either conclusion,” she
said.

“I had reason enough to believe you killed him, then,”
be said defensively. “You were in his room within a few.
minutes of his death. You knocked him out with the same
sort of shot you used on me—his upper lip had oozed blood
where it struck. You robbed him of that dead mule. You
took the manuscript he was writing, and my brief case.

“But now I know you didn’t kill him.”

“You do?” Her searching, impersonal gaze reminded
him that he was only human, and she something more.
“How do you know?”

“Because Messenger is Charles Kendrew.”

“How does that apply?”

He started to answer and paused uncomfortably before
her probing gaze. She had stepped a little toward him out
of the black rectangle of the doorway—and he thought
from the way she studied him that his words meant less to
her than the unconscious reactions of voice and face and
gesture that he could not control.
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“Messenger didn’t murder Venn,” she said quietly.
“Neither did Charles Kendrew. Neither, in fact, did I. But
the question is why you’ve decided I didn’t.”

“You aren’t human.”

The words struck fear in Dane, even as he spoke them.
For that was a dreadful accusation. The tone of his own
voice brought back the shrill voice of a child from long ago,
saying that he wasn’t white. He felt that Nan would be
wounded and angered, and he couldn’t go on.

“T am a mutant.” Her voice was brisk and cool. She didn’t
seem offended, but that wary aloofness veiled whatever she
felt. “But we were talking about murder,” she said. “And
why you changed your mind.”

“T knew you were a mutant,” Dane said huskily. “Though
I suppose Kendrew had good reasons for changing his name
and inventing Potter, all his lies had me pretty well con-
vinced that you and Messenger had robbed and probably
murdered him. It makes a difference—"

Dane didn’t understand quite what took his voice. He
was looking at the wistful loneliness on her face. Even in
the shapeless white coveralls, she seemed transfigured with
a sudden, tragic loveliness. He thought he was only sorry
for her, but he had to gulp and catch his breath.

“Tt makes a difference, when I know that you have been
faithful to Kendrew,” he went on awkwardly. “It isn’t so
easy now to accuse you of killing anybody.” -

“But Nicholas Venn was no friend of Messenger’s.” She
stood watching him with the same remote acuity, as if his
pity mattered no more to her than his terror. “He had
learned too much, and we had to keep him quiet.”

“But you didn’t kill him.” Even though she didn’t seem
to care what he said, that fact was now enormously impor-
tant to him. “Because you didn’t need to. That virus you
shot into his face would have wiped out all he knew, and
made him another loyal employee of the company. Wouldn’t
TtP2

She stood watching him as if looking for something more
significant than anything he could say, and it took her a
long time to answer.

“Perhaps.” Her voice was curiously casual, as if it didn’t
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really matter what he thought about her guilt. “But some-
body killed him.” :

“If you didn’t, it must have been Gellian’s men.” He
nodded slowly, accepting that notion. “They must have
followed me away from Gellian’s office in New York that
morning—to run me down in case I decided not to join
them.” He felt cold inside. “Probably I'm the one who led
them to poor little Venn.”
~ “Possibly.” She seemed half absent. “But why would
they want to kill himp”

“Gellian’s business is exterminating mutants—or people
he thinks are mutants,” Dane said. “It’s hard to pick them
out, and he’s afraid to take chances. If you aren’t with him,
you’re against him. Venn wasn’t with him,”

“But Venn wasn’t a mutant,” the girl said. “Even as a
human being, he had no gifts great enough to place him in
danger. The Sanderson Service was investigating every
gifted individual who could possibly be a mutant, but we
had nothing in our files on Venn.”

“I don’t imagine Gellian’s men required much evidence,”
Dane answered. “If they were shadowing me that day, they
must have seen me visit your office, and then Messenger’s,
before I found Venn. I don’t know exactly what they knew
about you and Messenger at that time, but it was surely
enough to make them suspicious of anybody else I called
on.”

He paused, frowning at her, trying to picture the event.

“Venn must have looked like another mutant in hiding,”
he said. “If their investigation uncovered any facts about
that green mule, they probably thought it was some un-
successful creation of his own. When they found him un- -
conscious in his room—I suppose they thought he was only
asleep—the chance seemed too good to waste.” He looked at
her keenly. “Doesn’t that make sense?”

“That’s more or less what happened.” She spoke off-
handedly, her mind still on something else. “Though Gel-
lian’s killers had a better reason for thinking Venn was a
mutant.”

He stared, and tried not to shiver. “You—know what
happened?”
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“T saw the report of the two operatives who handled the
case,” she said quietly. “It was lying in a basket on Gel-
lian’s desk when I raided the agency, the night we left New
York. The one who killed him had been watching from a
room across the hall for several days, waiting to see his
contacts. The other checked in immediately after the kill-
ing, posing as a traveling salesman. They carried the body
out in a sample case.”

“] saw that salesman—asking for the sample room!”
Dane studied the girl again, and a sense of her alien gifts
brushed him with cold awe. “I suppose my visit clenched
the case against him. But why were they watching him—
why did they take him for a mutant?”

Nan didn’t answer at once. She had come halfway to-
ward him across the empty room, and now she paused again,
surveying him with a critical alertness. She frowned a
little, and nodded slightly, as if making up her mind.

“Venn had come back from New Guinea with his memory
undamaged,” she said at last. “The others who went inland
with him lost theirs, from virus encephalitis. Gellian’s men
believed that Venn had been exposed, too, although in
fact he had never reached an infected area. They thought
he was immune.”

“T don’t quite see the connection.” Dane shook his head.
“You mean they killed him because the virus didn’t hit
him?”

“You see, we mutants are naturally immune.” Her low
voice seemed faintly malicious. “In cases where the psi
capacity is still dormant, that virus is sometimes the only
positive test to tell our kind from men,” she added softly.
“Too drastic, however, for general use.”

Dane started back from her, but something froze him.
For a long time he couldn’t move or speak or even breathe.
The white-walled room seemed to blur and darken and spin
around him insanely, so that all he could see clearly was
her lean-lined ivory loveliness.

“]—» He couldn’t speak; but his dry lips moved silently.
“T must be immune!”

The fact was monstrous, but he could not escape. The
clues pursued him through the flickering darkness of his
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mind. All the things he had known before, the signs he had
been afraid to see: His mixed blood, like Nan’s. His fa-
ther’s old friendship with the maker. His mother’s psychic
gift. His own danger-sense—was that some hidden psycho-
physical gift, just beginning to stir in him?

He wanted to deny it all, as desperately as he had wanted
long ago to deny the mixture of his race. The same helpless -
rage came back to shake him; he hated Nan, the way he
once had hated that yellow-haired child. But there was
nothing he could do. White or dark, human or not, you
couldn’t change your own genetic heritage.

“You’re immune.” She was nodding soberly. “You're
another mutant.”

“It can’t be true,” he muttered feebly. “You tested me
yourself—and you said I didn’t pass.”

“But I didn’t try the virus on you—not that time.” She
was smiling slightly now, and she seemed less remote. “No
other test is definite, in cases like yours where the psi ca-
pacity is still latent.”

He wet his lips, and shook his head unbelievingly.

“We were designed, you see, to hide among mankind until
we are old enough to protect ourselves.” She seemed amused
at his confusion, yet her faint little smile was not unkind.
“That’s what makes it so hard to tell you from a man your
age. The difference is that the man is grown.”

“Aren’t—aren’t we?”

“Physically, yes. But Mr. Messenger says we're all still
children, mentally. He says the gifts he tried to give us have
only begun unfolding.”

“It’s too much to accept, all at once.” He stared at her
dazedly. “I need time to get adjusted—”

She checked him with troubled gesture. They listened,
and he heard the faint beep of a horn outside. He looked at
her uneasily.

“I'm afraid you’ll have to do your adjusting on the run.”
She turned quickly toward the door. “And it’s time now for
us to start, because the first aircraft of Gellian’s Operation
Survival will be here by dawn.”

He followed her out into the night. Now he understood
why she had been observing him so critically. She had been
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testing him again, to decide whether he belonged to her
new race and whether he would do to trust. This time he
had passed.

25

FROM THE LABORATORY DOOR, Dane saw the jeep waiting
under the floodlight at the foot of the gravel drive. Van
Doon sat at the wheel, impatiently erect. The horn blared
again.

“We should have been gone already.” Nan caught his
arm, to hurry him toward the jeep. “We were already at
the airstrip when I had a feeling about you—that I ought to
come back. An extrasensory perception, I suppose, though
my own psi capacity is still pretty erratic. Anyhow, I made
Vic bring me to see about you.”

He glanced aside at her uncertainly.

“And now you want me to come with you—where?”

“We’ve one last refuge,” she said. “Another place where
we can hide—if we get there before Gellian overtakes us.
I can’t tell anybody where it is, until we reach it.”

An excited expectation took his breath. He wanted des-
perately to see that secret sanctuary of the mutants—but
he had no right to go there.

“We’re taking a company plane,” she was saying. “The
same one we came in from New York. Mr. Messenger’s
aboard by now, and we ought to take off right away. This
time, Vic will be our pilot.”

They were almost to the jeep. He caught her arm to stop
her, and he lowered his voice, because he didn’t want Van
Doon to hear. g

“Before we start,” he said, “there’s something I ought to
tell you.”

“Well?” She paused restively. “We’ve no time to waste.”

“Maybe you know this already.” His voice was husky
with confused emotion. “But I want to tell you now that
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T’'m to blame for this attack. I sent a message to Gellian, by
that banker, Jones.”

She drew back quickly, as if shocked, but in a moment
she nodded bleakly.

“You're getting fast results!” She gave him a bitter little
smile. “But I'm the one to blame.” She seemed honestly
apologetic. “I should have recognized you sooner. But we’ve
had too many other troubles, and your ESP score was too
completely negative, and your first reaction to the virus
seemed too human.”

She urged him toward the jeep again. “Let’s get along.”

He hesitated, still half doubtful. “If you still want me—"

“Please, Dane!” She swung back to face him earnestly.
“There are only a few of us. We’re fighting for our lives—
or running for them. If we don’t stand together now, Gel-
lian will destroy all Mr. Messenger had tried to do. We
need your loyalty, desperately—and we aren’t going to
blame you for anything you’ve done. Now, let’s go!”

Nodding gratefully, he went on with her to the jeep. Van
Doon sat watching him with a wary mistrust. He felt rea-
sonably certain that the sunburned lotus-eater was actually
a fellow mutant. He tried to like him now, but a wave of
fear and hate overwhelmed his feeble effort to smile.

“Well, Fallon!” Van Doon spoke harshly. “So we trust
you alone for fifteen minutes—and you try to rob the com-
pany!” He turned sternly to Nan. “How do you want him
punished?”

“I don’t,” she said. “Dr. Fallon was only doing what he
thought we wanted. He’s coming with us, Vic, in Mr.
Messenger’s plane.”

“Huh?” Van Doon stared at him coldly, and nodded at
the rear seat with an evident reluctance. “Then climb in,
Fallon.”

Dane climbed in. Uncomfortably, he watched the girl
swing into the front seat with Van Doon. Hanging on, as
the jeep pitched back into the rutted road, he wondered un-
easily why she still called him Dr. Fallon.

Had he been wrong in placing Van Doon among the mu-
tants? His mind was still shaken from all he had discovered
'in the mutation laboratory, but he tried to calm his thoughts

161



enough to reconsider the status of Van Doon. The brown
man still seemed a little more alert and emotional than the
other lotus-eaters, but that was all he really knew. It
wasn’t enough to justify any sort of action.

A silent constraint had settled on them in the jeep. Van
Doon drove rapidly, with a grim concentration. Nan sat taut
and straight beside him, holding to the side of the lurching
vehicle. Dane was afraid to ask the questions in his mind,
and he sat trying to guess her thoughts.

Suppose the three of them were the only grown mutants
left alive? There were the children she had rescued from
Gellian—hidden, perhaps, in that secret refuge——but he
had seen no evidence of any other adults, here or anywhere.
Three would be an awkward number. He wondered if Nan
had put off telling Van Doon about him, for fear of jealousy
between them.

A fantastic notion, he tried to tell himself. As the last
three survivors of the new race, they surely had other ene-
mies enough, without turning on one another. Aiming at
perfection, the maker surely hadn’t left them capable of
fighting like savages over a girl. For all his trying, however,
he still couldn’t trust Van Doon. ]

The jungle town looked abandoned as they jolted through
it. All the lights were out, and that warehouse had burned to
red embers. The airstrip beyond the long bridge was still
lighted, however, and the muddy roads around it still
crowded with lotus-eaters sitting patiently in their jeeps and
trucks, waiting to be evacuated.

Messenger’s plane was standing at the end of. the strip,
with half a dozen other company aircraft drawn up behind
it. Cheerful brown men put them quickly aboard. Van Doon
hurried forward to the cockpit, and the plane began to move
at once.

They found Messenger himself in the lounge, sprawled
helplessly back in a chair. Dane peered at him, shaken with
a mixture of emotions. Age and sickness and his strange
conflict with his fellow men all had left their ugly scars upon
him. His eyes were pale and cold in their deep yellow wells
of bloated flesh, and he peered up at Dane with an air of
sleepy hostility.
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Yet he was the maker.

“I went back to look for Dr. Belfast.” Nan lowered her
voice as if to be certain Van Doon didn’t hear. “I found
him in the mutation lab, looking for your handwriting on
the ash of the papers I burned. He remembers everything.
He’s immune—another one of us.”

“That’s wonderful!” Hitching his gross bulk laboriously
forward, he gave Dane his feeble hand. “Your father was
my best friend. I was terribly disappointed in New York,
when Nan told me you had failed the psi test. It makes me
feel better to have you with us now.”

“I’ll have to get used to all this.” Dane smiled uncertainly,
and some lingering doubt made him ask, “If you don’t mind
—may I see a sample of your writing?”

“I don’t blame you!” The old man’s smile made the shat-
tered bits of his lost charm seem almost whole again. “Find
me a piece of paper.”

Dane fumbled in his pockets. What he found was the
folded Memo to Fallon. He gave that to the fat man with
his pen, and watched the swollen fingers write painfully:

Charles Kendrew, alias Charles Potter, alias J. D. Mes-
“senger.

‘He unfolded the memo to compare the two specimens, and
‘set them both against the old letters in his memory. They
were all the same. The #’s in Potter were crossed in Ken-
‘drew’s way, and the tails of the g’s were all alike. He began
_tearing the memo into fine scraps, and he whispered huskily:

“Thank you—Dr. Kendrew.”

“Please call me Messenger,” the big man gasped. “A
safer name to wear!”’

“It must be,” Dane agreed feelingly. “So long as men
like Gellian are hunting Charles Kendrew.”

“More useful, too,” the sick man whispered soberly.
“Kendrew, with his naive approach, had failed Homo ex-
cellens. Messenger, the financier, with his new personality
and his indirect methods, was able to create Cadmus to
shelter them.”

“So you walked into these jungles as Charles Kendrew,
and came out again—""" . 2

“But forget all that,” Nan put in warningly. “Even when
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we're alone, we make it a rule to keep up the fiction that
Kendrew changed his name to Potter and died there on the
Fly.”

“You have been pretty consistent with that deception.”
Dane smiled. “Talking to me about Potter, as if he had
been a real person, even when you thought I was another
faithful lotus-eater.”

“The lotus-eaters must believe the story, because so
many of our enemies are always trying to pump them. And
we must believe it ourselves, as nearly as we can,” she added
quietly. “Just one slip could kill us all.”

The plane was taking off now, roaring along the strip and
jolting unexpectedly into holes the green mules had failed
to fill. Messenger clung to the arms of his chair, breathless
and pale, as if the jolts had hurt him. Nan moved anxiously
to stand by his side until they were aloft, and stooped then
to take his pulse.

“Dr. Belfast is trying to blame himself for our troubles,”
she told him absently. “He says he sent word about us
back to Gellian, by our old friend Jones.”

Messenger blinked sharply at him and then shrugged
with a weary apprehension.

“I’m sorry,” Dane muttered. “I wish I had known
sooner.” -

“Never worry about the past.” Messenger gave him a
feeble smile. “The future’s where all our dangers are. Now
that you’re on our side, I hope you can help us get away
from Gellian.” :

“T’ll do what I can,” he promised uneasily. “But every-
thing seems too new and strange, and there’s still too much
I don’t know. I’m confused, and nothing seems quite real.”
- Messenger nodded sympathetically. “What else do you
want to know?”

“A great many things,” Dane said. “My father told me a
little about you long ago, the day my mother died—that
was when I decided to be a geneticist. But I don’t under-
stand what you’ve done and why you did it. I wish you’d
bring me up to date.”

“T’ll try,” Messenger promised. “If Gellian gives us time.”

“More than anything, I want to know about your pro-
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cess.” Bewilderment slowed Dane’s eager voice. “I was
expecting to find that mutation lab filled with some sort of
apparatus for genetic engineering—but there was almost
nothing.”

“That’s right.” Messenger nodded. “I used to try all the
complicated equipment anybody ever did, for causing di-
rected mutations. None of it worked.”

: f‘iI‘hen how do you do it?” Dane bent toward him breath-
essly.

“I don’t, any more.” Messenger shrugged heavily. “You -
saw what happened to those mules we tried to make.”

“Have you forgotten?” The sick thought struck Dane
that Messenger had been accidentally stricken with his own
virus of oblivion. “Have you lost the process?”

“Not entirely,” Messenger said. “I’ll tell you all about
e

Nan shook her head reprovingly, laying down his wrist.

“Not all at once,” she said. “We’ve a hard fight ahead.
We’ll be climbing high. Even with the plane pressurized,
you’ll'need all your strength.”

“T’ll make it—"

“T know you're tough as a mule.” She smiled at him
gently. “And you may talk to Dane, if you feel like it, while
I give Vic the route to fly.”

_Dane opened the compartment door for her, wondering
again about Van Doon. If he was another mutant—and Dane
félt curiously sure he was—why hadn’t he been trusted with
their route before the plane was in the air? No answer to:
that was apparent, and Dane turned quickly back to Mes-
senger.

“Well?” The fat man peered at him shrewdly. “Where
shall we begin?”

“Anywhere,” he said. “I’ve seen a few of the letters you
used to write my father, years before I was born. I know
something about what you were trying to do then. Now it
seems you’ve done it—but in a peculiar way.” He studied
Messenger, with an uneasy bewilderment. “I can’t quite
see the need for all this secrecy and deception, when you
were doing something good.”

“Neither could I, in the beginning,” Messenger said bit-

165



’

terly. “I didn’t understand how Homo sapiens would - feel
about Homo excellens. Madge was the one who began to
teach me that—she was my first wife.”

Dane saw the pain on Messenger’s splotched face, and he
remembered the clippings he had found in his father’s files,
which told how Margaret Kendrew had tried to kill her
husband, and then destroyed her child and herself.

“T loved her.” Messenger’s little eyes were blinking, and
Dane thought he saw the gleam of tears. “She was the finest
sort of woman. A gifted scientist—without her help, I
couldn’t have perfected the methods of genetic engineer-
ing.n

Messenger had to pause, gasping.

“My father knew her,” Dane said. “He liked her. He used
to say he couldn’t imagine what happened, there in Al-
buquerque, unless she lost her mind.”

“She was sane,” Messenger insisted. “As sane at least as
most human beings. And we hadn’t quarreled—not over
any such common difficulty as money or infidelity. The
police and the reporters and her suspicious relatives all
failed to guess what was wrong.

“She was human—that was all the trouble.”

Dane shivered a little. “She didn’t like—us?” j

Messenger nodded sadly. “There was a time when she
used to share my dream of creating a more perfect race. For
years, we worked together toward that great goal. Our own
little daughter was the first successfully directed human
mutation—a more precocious type than such later ones
as you and Nan, because I hadn’t learned the danger then.
Our next child would have been the second.

“Before it was born, however, Madge began to see the
mutant gifts we had given the older child. She must have
been proud at first, with a normal human pride. But then
those gifts began to frighten her, when she realized how far
they went beyond humanity.

“For a long time she didn’t say anything about it, but I
began to notice that she looked unhappy and asked her
what was on her mind. She told me, and her bitterness
astonished me. She wanted to stop the whole effort, and kill
the unborn child.
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“Of course I couldn’t agree to that. I tried to make her
see all the good that Homo excellens could bring mankind,
and I thought at the time that she did. She said nothing
more about it—she must have been already desperate with
her fear of the older child. The thing she did was a hideous
surprise to me, but she did it because she was human—I
see that now.”

Dane shook his head uneasily. “It’s hard to understand
how any sane woman could murder her own child.”

“Human beings have a herd instinct,” the maker said. “I
suppose it was useful for survival once, and it’s still a
powerful drive—it was stronger in Madge than her mother
love.” The small eyes peered at him with a sad intentness.
“But I imagine you’ve already felt the pitiless penalty for
being different, with your own Asiatic blood.”

It struck Dane then that this wheezy old man knew more
about his antecedents than anybody else. He wanted to ask
again about the process of directed mutation, but suddenly
he was afraid to.

“I’ve met race prejudice,” he said awkwardly, “but never
anything quite that c{rastic.” :

Yet it had been bad enough. That small girl’s veice saying
he wasn’t white still hurt like a knife, even when he thought
of it now.

“You've felt the reaction to a very minor difference,”
Messenger was saying. “If the human beings who slighted
and snubbed you had known you weren’t human, most of
them would have reacted as ruthlessly as Madge did.”

“I can’t believe it—""

“Because you aren’t burdened with that herd instinct,”
Messenger said. “It is one of the useless vestiges of the beast
that I tried to leave out of the making of Homo excellens.”
A brief burst of energy gave his voice a sudden vigor. “In-
tolerance has been the root of all my difficulties,” he said
bleakly. “It is the explanation of everything I’ve done—
and the sad cause of our failure now.”

The sick man paused again with that outburst, as if ex-
hausted by the toil of speech. His swollen yellow hands
drooped limply over his fat knees, and his tired eyes closed
behind the folds of sagging flesh. Sprawled back in the
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chair, he seemed for a moment already dead, until he began
to heave and shudder again with the labor of drawing one
more breath.

His spotted ugliness and his helpless decay stung Dane
to ask, with a sudden unbelief, “If you’re the maker—if
you can really create Homo excellens—why didn’t you do
something for yourself?”

At first he didn’t seem to hear. His eyes stayed closed
while he exhaled, with raucous snoring sound, and strove
to inhale again. But at last he stirred slightly in the chair,
peering dimly back at Dane.

“Because I couldn’t.” His voice was faint and slow, and
dull with weariness. “All I ever learned how to do was to
rebuild the genes in one cell at a time. Each crop of
mules grew from a single germ cell. So did you, Dane—
from one cell, in which I rearranged the genes after the in-
stant of fertilization, to enlarge your heritage from Homo
sapiens.”

Dane wanted to know how that was done, and again he
felt curiously hesitant about inquiring.

“The rebuilding of just one cell requires hours of exhaust-
ing effort—and usually weeks of observation and prepara-
tion.” Messenger’s gross shoulders shrugged feebly. “There
are trillians of cells in my body. I never even hoped to re-
make myself.”

Dane could see that Messenger had already talked too
long. He felt touched by the predicament of a creator un-
able to recreate himself. He knew he ought to let the
maker rest, yet he was driven on to ask more questions by
a new fear that the sick man had lost the art of creation.

“Back there at the lab—" he said huskily. “Did you fer-
get the process?”

“I’'m just too old.” Messenger had to fight for breath
again, but his feeble voice seemed oddly calm when he
went on. “Heart bad. Arteries brittle. Cerebral hemor-
rhage two years ago, caused by a brain tumor—that’s what
put the skids under Cadmus. The tumor was removed, but
I haven’t been able to mutate anything since.”

“But now you’re teaching Nan?”

“She’s learning.” He smiled feebly. “She knows the
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theory already. She’s not quite mature enough to work it,
yet, but someday she can do more than I ever did—if she
gets away from Gellian.”

“That’s going to take some doing!” Nan spoke from the
compartment door behind them, and she was pale with
strain when Dane turned to see her. “It seems we were
a little too slow about taking off.”

Dane went toward her uneasily. “What’s wrong?”’

“Operation Survival seems to be moving about two hours
ahead of the time-table we had set up for it,” she told him.
“Vic has been searching with the radar, and he just picked
up a flight of aircraft coming in from Australia. Maybe a
hundred miles behind us.”

“Have they discovered us?”

“They surely have,” she said. “But all our company
planes are up now, scattering. I hope they won’t know
which one to follow. Vic’s trying to slip out of radar range
beyond the mountains, and that means we’ll be climbing
right away.”

She swung urgently to Messenger, but he didn’t wait for
her to speak.

“Im all right,” he gasped. “I don’t need my pulse
counted, and I don’t want to go to bed. Dane and I have
been having a most enjoyable talk. I was just about to tell
him how I made him.”

. “Later.” Her gentle voice was also firm. “Later—if we
get away!” :

24

DaNE HELPED Messenger out of the chair, and Nan went
with him back to his room. Left alone in the lounge, Dane
turned apprehensively to the windows. The night was still
dark outside, and even the stars were hidden by a high over-
cast, so that the plane seemed to hang in its own black uni-
verse.
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Yet he could see the broad wing above the windows, be-
eause it was filmed with a dark fire of danger. He had the
feeling of peril nearer and more deadly than the threat of
those hostile aircraft lost in the night behind—a feeling that
puzzled and frightened him.

He turned from the windows, frowning over the riddle of
that danger-sense. He felt sure now that it was neither any
sinister influence of Nan’s nor any effect of the virus of for-
getfulness, but instead some useful new ecapacity of his
own.

He wanted to ask the girl about it, but she hadn’t come
back from Messenger’s room. He glanced uneasily around
the lounge, as he stood waiting for her, and he saw that
eerie glow again. It shone through the compartment door, as
if the metal had been transparent to it.

That hueless illumination gave him a sense of the nar-
row passage beyond the bulkhead. It showed him the empty
bunks in the crew’s quarters, and the unoccupied galley,
and the navigator’s vacant desk. It even let him see Van
Doon, alone in the cockpit.

Yet it wasn’t any sort of vision. There were no shadows
upon shadows, as an X-ray would show. For one strange
instant, he simply had a grasp of those things in their
places. And then the feeling was gone, a thing so fleeting
that it seemed almost a trick of his troubled imagination.

It left him curiously sure, however, that Van Doon was
alone. Although he had seen no other crewmen when he
came aboard, he had supposed they were busy at their
places. That instant of perception left him panic-stricken.

He ought to like Van Doon, he tried to tell himself. If
they were both mutants, they ought to stand together
against their human hunters. Even if Nan were the only
woman of their race, they ought to rise above any rivalry
for her. He ought to be ashamed of his distrust—and he
began to wonder if that sensation had been a product of his
own jealousy.

Impulsively, he epened the compartment door. He was
trying to hope that the steward would be busy in the galley,
and the relief crew asleep, but everything looked just as he
had seemed to sense it.
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He started through the doorway, and danger struck him
like a cold wind. It made a frosty glitter around him in the
dark, and it smothered him with a dusty deadliness in the
air. For a moment it paralyzed him, and then he stumbled
doggedly up the narrow steps to the cockpit.

Van Doon was really alone, a black silhouette against
the lighted instruments. Dane paused uneasily behind him.
The automatic pilot was flying the plane, but Van Doon
looked busy enough. Headphones were clamped against his
ears, and he was leaning to adjust something beside the
greenish glow of the radar scope. He swung to face Dane,
and snapped impatiently:

“What do you want?”

“I can’t see anything outside,” Dane said apologetically.
“But we seem to be in danger. I was wondering how close
it is, and what I can do about it.”

“You can’t do anything.” Van Doon spoke curtly, swing-
ing to watch the radar scope again. “You might as well
relax.”

“That’s hard to do,” Dane said. “Are their planes after
us?”

“They’re coming from all directions.”

Van Doon nodded toward the greenish pips scattered
across the scope, and bent again to do something with the
knobs beside it. He said nothing else, and after a moment
Dane returned to the lounge, feeling more deeply agitated
than before.

He went to the windows, but all he could see was dark-
ness and the black fire of danger shining on the wing. He
sat down to wait for Nan, intending to ask her about that
danger-sense, but she didn’t come out of Messenger’s room,
Waiting became intolerable, and he went back to knock
hopefully.

Nan opened the door and shook her head reprovingly.

“Please!” Her tone was hushed and urgent. “Don’t dis-
turb Mr. Messenger.”

“Then may I talk to you?” He lowered his own voice. “I
still don’t know much about what’s going on, but I’ve a feel-
ing of things gone wrong.” He glanced at her sharply. “I
don’t trust Van Doon.”
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“Vic’s all right.” She smiled faintly. “The trouble you
feel is real enough, but he’ll fly us out of it if anybody can.”

“T don’t like him,” Dane insisted. “And if this feeling is
any sort of real perception—"

. He stopped when he heard Messenger’s struggle for

breath beyond the door, and saw that Nan was no longer

listening to him.

“You’re just upset.” She looked back at him, pale with
anxiety. “But try not to worry over Vic. After all, he isn’t
the one who tipped off Jones. Now I must be looking after

" Mr. Messenger. He wants to talk to you again, as soon as he
feels strong enough.”

She closed the door, and Dane went unwillingly back to
the lounge. Though Nan had not seemed resentful, he felt
hurt by her reminder that he had tipped off Jones. He
wanted to repair that blunder. Inactivity had become im-
possible, yet there was nothing he could do.

Pale daylight drew him back to the windows of the
lounge. The plane was still climbing through broken clouds.
Though the heated and pressurized cabin was still comfort-
able, he could see thin ice on the leading edge of the wing.

. He glimpsed dark peaks ahead, and above them a storm.

' He waited uneasily for Van Doon to turn the plane, but it
droned on toward those angry clouds. He felt the force of

3 gusty winds, and saw a raindrop on the glass, and then gray

‘mist blotted out everything. He turned and sat down, half-

. expecting the plane to strike some unseen cliff.
| But no crash came. The rain soon stopped, and the air

turned smooth again. Van Doon’s strategy had been good,
' he admitted reluctantly. The storm cloud would hide them,
and perhaps even confuse radar search. Hopeful again, he
went back to the windows.

Behind them, the rain cloud towered above the windward
slope of the mountains. Below lay a vast ocean of lower
| clouds, shining under the cold light of the rising sun, wash-
_ing the peaks and ridges of the foothills that lifted through
it like ragged islands.

The plane was descending now. In a few minutes it sank
| into that sea of clouds, like a diving submarine. Dane sat
, down again, wondering when they would reach the refuge
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ahead. For a moment he felt almost safe—until he thought
of Van Doon again, and saw the glow of danger still shining
from the cockpit.

Nan came back at last from Messenger’s room, and he
rose anxiously to meet her. Her face looked gaunt with
weariness, but she nodded when she saw the question in
his ‘eyes. 3

“You may talk to him now,” she said. “But not too long.”
She hurried on past him, toward the cockpit. “I must see
Vic, about our course.”

Messenger’s door was open. He lay in his bed in the nar-
row room, propped on pillows under his head and shoulders.
The mottled color of his bloated body looked alarming to
Dane, but his small eyes seemed to have all their old sharp-
ness.

“Come on in,” he called feebly. “If you want to know how
I made you.”

“I do.” Dane came quickly to the side of his bed. “And
I’'m anxious to ask you about something else—a feeling of
danger, that I don’t understand. A shock, sometimes. Or a
glow or an odor or a taste. Can you explain that?”

“ESP,” the sick man whispered. “You’ll understand it
better when you know more about genetic engineering.”

Dane’s knees felt weak with his eagerness. He sat down
heavily in the chair beside the bed. His heart was pound-
ing.

“I’ve been looking for a way to direct mutations, ever
since my father first told me about you,” he whispered husk-
ily. “I had decided it was impossible, until I began seeing
the things you had made. How do you do it?”

“Tt isn’t easy.” Messenger’s careful voice was so faint
that he had to strain to hear, and agonizingly slow. “I
worked for years to untangle the structure of the genes
with electron microscopes, but they don’t reveal enough. I
tried every physical agency that causes mutations. Temp-
erature. Pressure. Radiations. Chemicals. Ultrasonic vi-
bration. None of them offered any promise of the fine con-
trol you need to move the atoms in one gene and leave the
next one unchanged. I was ready to give up, when Madge
helped me perfect a finer tool.”
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“Huh?” Dane blinked. “What other tool is possible?”

The maker’s eyes had closed. He lay motionless for a
long time, not even breathing. His blotched flesh seemed
bloodless. At last, however, he inhaled again, and looked
keenly back at Dane.

“The mind,” he whispered. “The mind alone—that is the
finest tool. Delicate and quick enough to grasp a single
gene and rearrange its atoms in any way you like, with no
danger of disturbing anything else in the living cell where
you must work.”

“The mind alone?” Dane stared at him. “What do you
mean by that?”

“My wife was psychic, as people used to put it,” he ex-
plained laboriously. “Like your own mother. Before we
married, she had been a research parapsychologist. She saw
my problem, and helped me solve it.

“With psychokinesis?”

“Call it that, if you want.” Messenger nodded feebly.
“That’s a word. I don’t know quite what it means to you or
to anybody else. What Madge and I discovered is a fact. A
process that works—though it may not fit the word, ex-
actly.”

‘(Yes?”

Messenger heaved himself a little higher against the pil-
lows. “Madge had worked with Rhine at Duke University,”
he went on. “She had already got her great idea, though
she hadn’t done much with it. That was to link mind and
time.”

“How’s that?”

“The mind works in time,” Messenger said. “The flow of
consciousness shows a time-factor, and nearly every datum
of parapsychology points the same way. With that for a
start, Madge had come up with a new explanation of the
electrical brain waves recorded by the electroencephalo-
graph.”

He had to gasp for air, as if exhausted by that word.

“Those waves are rapid pulsations of voltage in the brain
tissue,” he continued. “Her idea was that the voltage
changes are caused by the rhythmic vibration of atoms of
electrons in the plane of time.”
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Dane leaned nearer, not quite sure what he had heard.

“In time—not space.” The faint voice was difficult to
hear, but Dane had a sense of the vigorous mind behind it,
striving robustly to reach him. “You can see that the elec-
trical effect of such a vibrating particle would fall to zero
as it swings away in time, and then increase again as it re-
turns.

“Enough such particles, vibrating in unison, would cause
the voltage pulsations we find. The duration of one wave,
Madge thought, determines the instant that is zow. Each
new wave, she thought, creates a new #ow and carries the
consciousness on from the old, leaving it a part of the past.”

Messenger stopped to rest again, limp and almost lifeless
on his pillows,

“A simple notion,” he toiled on at last. “But it seems to
explain many things. The simplest living molecules—the
viruses and genes—must be built around single particles
vibrating in time. And fission must begin when another
particle begins vibrating in unison.”

“An exciting idea!” Dane whispered breathlessly. “But
—if mental energy can affect physical particles—don’t you
have trouble about the conservation of energy?”’

“That energy in time is still physical,” Messenger an-
swered. “I’ve no time to write the equations, but mind is a
function of the energy-flow, back and forth, between space
and time. The oldest proof of that is the temperature drop
that accompanies any massive psychophysical effect—when
heat is drawn from the air to become the literal force of
mind.

“The same sort of transfer is going on all the time, in
every human brain and every living cell, although it’s
usually harder to detect, because the amount of heat ab-
sorbed is exactly balanced, in the long run, by the new heat
generated as the vital energy is spent.”

Dane nodded, in awed comprehension.

“So you did prove her theory?”

“A little of it—though the vibration in time is far more
rapid than she first thought, and the brain waves seem to
be due to a sort of ebb and flow between the spatial and
temporal states of energy. Most of the theory is still de-
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batable, as useful theories generally are. But it has served
us pretty well.”

Messenger closed his eyes to rest again, and it seemed a
long time to Dane before he resumed:

“That energy of life obeys its own special laws. Its dual
nature gives it a limited independence from both space and
time. Though it usually comes from the transformation of
heat in our own nerve cells, a receptive brain can sometimes
draw it from another—that is telepathy. :

“Or a trained and gifted mind can absorb it from any sort
of objects at nearly any distance—that is the basis of direct
extrasensory perception.

“Usually, we spend it to operate our own nervous sys-
tems, but it can be spent on distant objects—that’s psy-
chokinesis, if you wish to use the word. A difficult trick, for
Homo sapiens!”

The maker lay back to rest again, watching Dane with a
look of speculation in his faded eyes. He smiled at last wist-
fully.

“Tt ought to be easier for you,” he whispered. “But it’s
so hard for us that Madge had given up proving her theory,
before I met her. Even after we tackled it together, it took
us years to learn how to apply that actual force of mind to a
few atoms in one molecule at a time. And that’s all we could ;
ever do.” !

Dane had. been listening too desperately to breathe. Fe
straightened when Messenger paused, and they both gasped
for air. He nodded slowly.

“So that’s the way you made us?” :

“It wasn’t quite that simple.” Messenger gave him a wry
little grin. “There’s only a brief critical time, you see, when
the genes can be rearranged to make a successful human
mutation. That is just after the moment of conception,
when the fertilized ovum is ready to begin development.”

“I can see that.” Dane nodded quickly. “With all the
millions of divers male gametes competing to reach the egg
cell, you couldn’t know the combination of available genes
until one of them has entered it. And soon afterwards, the
cleavage of the fertilized cell would form more genes than
you could change.”
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“Exactly,” Messenger panted. “The act of mutation must’
be completed before the cell division begins. But that crucial
time is far too short for all the work that must be done to
shape such a complex being as you or Nan. It takes days,
or even weeks, to chart all the significant genes involved and
discover what traits they carry and work out all the changes
to be made.”

“But you did it.” Wonder quickened Dane’s low voice.
“HOW?” 2

“With training, we were able to focus our new perceptions
on a living germ cell,” the old man whispered laboriously.
“That selected cell could remain undisturbed in the
mother’s body, because we didn’t have to be near it in space.
And we were able at last to get around that problem of time,
when we learned how to look a little way into the future.”

“Prevision?” Dane stiffened with astonishment.

“That follows logically enough from the temporal factor
we had already found in life and mind,” Messenger insisted
patiently. “You and Nan should be better at it, when you
grow up, but Madge and I could never see more than just
one cell, as it would be no longer than a few weeks ahead.

“In that limited time, we had to complete all our studies
of the genetic possibilities of the cell we had chosen, and
plan the gene-shifts that would remove all the old hereditary
faults and replace them with the gifts of the new race. When
the crucial instant came, we had to be ready for the few
hours of concentrated effort that would make the coming
child Homo excellens.”

“So you could plan the work ahead?” Dane nodded,
frowning. “But you had to wait for the crucial moment, be-
fore you did it?”

“Right,” Messenger murmured feebly. “We could see
that little way into the future, but we could never reach
into it, not even to move one atom. Perhaps we had run
into some undiscovered natural law.”

“Anyhow, ‘there’s something else I’d like to know.” An
awed wonder caught Dane’s voice, so that it was a moment
before he could go on. “What—just what are the new gifts
you gave Nan and me, that makes us so different?”

“Can’t you wait?” The maker grinned. “For your own
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safety, I made you to seem as much as possible like members
of the old race during your early years, but your differences
ought to be showing up quite rapidly from now on. Don’t
you want to be surprised?”

Anxiously, Dane shook his head.

“All right, if you really want to know.” Messenger nodded
ponderously. “Physically, you're stronger than man. You're
immune to nearly all diseases. You can expect a normal life-
span many times as long as man’s. And you'll stay youthful
and vigorous, with no reason to fear the senile decay that
has overtaken me.

“Mentally, the differences are even more significant. The
growth of your intelligence was not arrested at the age of
ten or twenty, as a man’s is; your intellectual development
should continue as long as you live. And your psi capacities,
just now beginning to unfold, should vastly widen the prom-
ise of your lives—how far, I can’t even guess.”

Dane sat awed and silent while the maker labored to
breathe again.

“And there’s something else,” the sick man went on at
last. “Something greater—because most of your other gifts
are only its inevitable consequences. That is something you
don’t have—the hereditary mental and physical flaws and
handicaps of Homo sapiens. The potentials were already
there, hidden in the genes. The most of what I did was just
to clear away the barriers that held them in check. Now that
the latent genius of the old race is awakened in you, there
are no limits on your future—none at all, so far as I can
see.”

As if exhausted then, he sank back against the pillows.
The eager smile faded from his splotched and swollen face,
and he lay silent for a time, except for his raucous breath-
ing. Dane sat watching, humbled and amazed by his glimpse
of those dawning wonders, until at last the maker’s bright
eyes opened again.

“I’m sorry.” A sharp pity caught Dane’s throat. “Sorry
you lost your own gift.”

“Tt had served its turn.” Messenger shrugged, with a calm
acceptance. “Anyhow, it was never so useful as yours will
be. The effort used to leave me sick with exhaustion, even
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when I was younger. The trouble now, since I had' that
stroke, is just that I can’t keep my inadequate faculties in
focus long enough to make a perfect mutation.”

“But that must have been a wonderful thing,” Dane in-
sisted, still grave with his awe. “Reaching out with just
your mind to explore and shift the genes to shape a new
species! And all, I suppose, without our parents knowing
that anything was happening?”’

“It had to be that way.” The maker’s bloated face was
suddenly tired and sad. “Madge taught me that, when she
turned against me and tried to wreck our great experiment.
I’m afraid the old race is too intolerant to accept the new.”

Dane nodded bleakly, thinking of Gellian’s campaign of
extermination and the military forces of Operation Survival
closing in upon them now. He didn’t want to fight the
mother race, but he could see no promise of any sort of
truce. Genetic engineering seemed to be the only hope for
those it had created, and he turned his mind back to that.

“How did Nan come to be looking for the mutants, at the
Sanderson Service?” he asked abruptly. “Didn’t you al-
ready know who we were?”

- Laboriously, Messenger shook his head.

“Don’t forget the difficulties I had to work against,” he
panted huskily. “After Madge killed herself and our chil-
dren, if you want to know the truth, I came near giving up
altogether.”

Dane nodded sympathetically. “You must have been
badly broken up.”

“I loved her,” Messenger gasped. “I was terribly hurt.
And bitterly disillusioned, about all our great plans, More
than that, her desperate effort to kill me was a warning of
what men like Gellian would ultimately do. I was terrified.”

He sobbed for his breath.

“I ran away—from America and our work and the
memory of her. For the first two or three years, still run-
ning away, all I wanted was escape from men and their
cruel world. And I found the means to get away, before I
ever dared to pause. A new application of genetic engineer-
ing. I could have left the Earth. But I didn’t.”

His head lifted briefly from the pillows.
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“Because, somehow, T had got back my nerve,” he said.
“T think that achievement was what made me see that my
new powers must be paid for, with whatever good I could -
make them do. I was still a man, whatever happened, and I
would always be. I couldn’t abandon my own kind, and still
keep my self-respect. I decided to go ahead with the crea-
tion of Homo excellens, in spite of all the difficulties.”

He dropped limply back to rest again.

“Difficulties!” he wheezed again at last. “I met enough
of them. Madge had helped very competently with the first
mutations, but now I had to learn to do everything alone. I
was afraid to trust another human being, afraid to stay long
anywhere. In most cases, too, my subjects had to be
strangers or only casual acquaintances, which made it
harder to determine their traits and chart the genetic link-
ages involved—it’s no accident that you and Nan, my most
successful mutations, were the children of old friends.”

He lay silent for a time, watching Dane with a quiet ap-
proval.

“Too many of the others turned out badly,” he resumed
again, with a frown of tired regret. “Because I had to work
in secret and keep on the move so constantly—I thought
you mutants would be safer, scattered as widely as possible.
And then there was my own inexperience at ‘creation.’”

He smiled faintly, as if the word embarrassed him.

“T had expected failures, from the first,” he whispered, '
almost. apologetically. “Even when Madge was helping, the -
range of our perceptions was always too narrow, and that
crucial period too short for all the genes we had to change.
Afterwards, when I was forced to work with strangers, I
had to guess about too many traits and their linkages. I
knew that blunders were inevitable. But I didn’t expect the
imperfect mutations to be quite so dangerous, and I wasn’t
prepared to have their twisted gifts turned against me by
such men as Gellian.”

He had to pause again, panting noisily, but at last he
continued: “Because of all those dangers, I nearly always
had to move along again, before the mutant children were
born. I couldn’t follow them up, to help with their care or
even to check the results of my work, without too much risk
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of exposing them. Nan is one of the few I was able to keep
with me.”

“Because her parents were your friends?” Dane’s breath
caught, and he leaned forward suddenly. “I wonder—did
you knew my mother, too?”

“Before your father ever saw her.” The old man smiled
fondly. “In the Manila hospital where she worked. When
I was there for plastic surgery—getting some of Charles
Kendrew’s scars erased, to smooth the way for J. D. Mes-
senger.

“Nan’s father was a mining engineer,” he went on, “I
met him while I was in the Philippines on that same trip,
and hired him to survey the mines I was buying to work
with the mules in New Guinea. I brought him back to the
States before he had seen too much, and after he married I
managed to keep on friendly terms with the family.

“Nan finished college at sixteen, still believing she was
just a bright human being. I put her to work as my private
secretary—my health was already failing by that time; I
wanted her near me and needed her help. When I saw her
mutant faculties beginning to develop, I told her what she
was. A year ago, I helped her set up the Sanderson Service,
to find and aid the children I had lost.

“She wasn’t really ready for such a dangerous task, be-
cause her own variant gifts had only begun unfolding. She’s
still a child—as you are, Dane. Her psi capacity is still er-
ratic, and I was afraid she would only sacrifice herself.

“But I had made too many blunders.” The tired maker
paused to sigh. “T had frightened Gellian, with too many
defective mutations. His exterminators were beginning to
find and kill too many good ones. We had to do something—
and I had come to the end of my doing.

“I had tried to make the company a fortress for Homo
excellens, but it began to crumble the day my stroke stopped
me from mutating new mules. I'd tried to keep Gellian from
suspecting that I was the maker—I even contributed money
to his agency—but he was collecting clues, mapping the
mutations, and slowly closing in. :

“We had to do something—and Nan did it. She was able
to warn and hide a good many precocious children—more of
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them probably human than mutants; every bright child was
in danger. She kept the agency pretty well disorganized,
with raids on the office and clues she planted to draw the
hunt from those children to her. She earned us another year
of time—"

“And T threw it away!” Dane whispered bitterly. “I wish
T had known sooner.” He frowned at Messenger. “You must
have known I was a mutant. I don’t understand why you
didn’t tell me—or why Nan gave me that test I failed to
pass.”

“But I didn’t know,” Messenger protested. “I knew only
that you might be. I couldn’t keep any records, you see, for
fear of men like Gellian, and usually I had no way of learn-
ing the circumstances of the birth. When the mutant cell
failed to develop, the next ovulation was likely to produce a
human child. In many cases—in your own—TI had no way of
knowing which had happened until Nan could run her tests.
When you failed, I was forced to assume that you were
Homo sapiens. But I had done everything I could for you
and your father—without letting him find out that I had
been Charles Kendrew.”

Dane nodded. “I used to wonder why you endowed that
laboratory, for a man you had never met!” :

“For several reasons.” The sick man smiled faintly. “I
hoped your father might find some physical way to direct
mutation—I could already see that old age was going to take
away my own uncertain psi capacity. Even if he failed, I
thought his work would help get men used to the idea—and
perhaps make them kinder to Homo excellens. Besides, I
wanted to be sure you got a good background in biology.”

“T wish Nan’s tests had been more accurate.”

“She wasn’t looking just for mutants,” Messenger ex-
~ plained. “A good many of those your age turned out wrong
—they’re the ones that caused all our trouble with Gellian.
Her tests were designed to identify perfect specimens of
Homo excellens. :

“You can see why that’s so difficult to do. I planned all of
you to be as hard as possible to tell from men until you come
of age—to help you hide among them. Before the psi ca-
pacity develops, there’s no conclusive test except that en-
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cephalitis virus—and you somehow managed to counter-
feit the human reaction to that, when Nan had to innoculate
you.”

“I was pretty sick at first,” Dane said. “We were halfway
out here in the plane before I began to remember anything.”

“The effect of a massive injection, I suppose.” Messenger
nodded. “The ampules in her jet-gun were loaded with the
virus a thousand black flies would carry.” He paused to
breathe heavily. “Anyhow, it’s too bad for all of us that your
psi capacity was still too much retarded to let you call those
cards.”,

He lifted his head to blink at Dane.

“But you say it is awakening now?”

“I have this feeling of danger—”

Dane caught his breath and stiffened, for that fitful
awareness had come back when he thought of it, over-
whelmingly intense. Sudden peril burned his tongue like
acid, and it hung like some fuming poison in the air. It
chilled him like a sudden wind and it throbbed in his brain
like a warning gong. It was a glare of darkness, flaming over
everything around him.

. “I feel it now!” His breath and voice were gone, leaving
his agitated whisper as faint as Messenger’s. “I can taste it
and smell it and hear it and see it—coming closer every
second.”

.. That dreadful illumination was gathering around the man
on the bed, like a visible shadow of approaching jeopardy
and death. It turned him cold and cadaverous—and Dane
felt sick with dread, because he had begun to feel affection
for him. Strangely, however, the maker didn’t seem to see
that monstrous darkness falling on him.

“The awakening of the psi capacity is sudden and un-
certain,” he was whispering calmly., “Or it was in Nan’s
case. I suppose it has to use the images of the other senses
at first, until it can form those of its own. That gives you
the illusion that you are feeling or tasting or smelling or
hearing things that are really beyond the reach of your
physical senses. When you get that danger-sense, you are
probably perceiving the consequences of some possible
future event—" ,
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Dane wasn’t listening any longer. The throb of approach-
ing peril seemed louder to him now than the engines of the
plane. He started to turn, nerving himself to face it, but the
chill of danger paralyzed him. He felt the room door open,
and he saw that dreadful glare strike through it and fall
upon the maker.

Van Doon came in.

25

MESSENGER SEEMED unaware of any danger from Van Doon.
He turned stiffly on his pillows, and his watery eyes blinked
hopefully at the man in the doorway.

“Well, Vic?” he whispered anxiously. “How are we doing,
with Operation Survival?”

“We're still surviving.” The stocky man grinned easily.
“T think we’ve got away from Gellian. Since we crossed the
mountains, the radar shows no aircraft behind.” He strode
closer to the bed. “How are you by now?”

“I’ll be all right,” Messenger said. “If you can only fly
us where I want to go.” :

“Can do,” Van Doon promised cheerfully. “But you'll
have to tell me where it is. Nan’s in the cockpit now, watch-
ing the radar for me—we’re on the automatic pilot. She
has been telling me what course to fly, but she says she
doesn’t know our final destination.”

“T’ll tell you when the time comes,” Messenger murmured
softly. “Until I do, just fly the course Nan gives you. That
will bring us in sight of a certain mountain peak. When we
get there, Il come to the cockpit and show you where to
land.” :

“We’re wasting gasoline, flying from point to point,” Van
Doon protested, with an air of slight impatience. “And
Nan’s afraid for you to do so much, while we’re at high alti-
tude. Hadn’t you better just tell me where we’re going, so
you can relax while I fly us in?”
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Messenger shook his head weakly—and Dane shivered to'
another chill of danger. He could feel the veiled violence
behind Van Doon’s sunburned smile, and his muscles tight-
ened to meet some murderous attack.

“Our destination’s too well hidden for that,” the maker
was whispering. “I’ll have to point it out.”

“If you say so.” Van Doon nodded casually—too cas-
ually, it seemed to Dane. “I was just trying to save trouble
for you. I'll have Nan call you, when we see that mountain.”

He glanced at Dane, too carelessly, and smiled at Mes-
senger too openly, and slowly turned to go. That icy feel of
danger went with him. The glare of darkness faded from
around the maker, and Dane gulped for air that now was
clean enough to breathe again.

“I'm glad you didn’t tell him anything,” he whispered
impulsively. “I don’t trust him—even if he is a mutant.”

Messenger stiffened against the pillows.

“Vic Van Doon?” His small eyes blinked painfully be-
neath the folds of swollen flesh. “What makes you think
he’s a mutant?” g

“The way he behaves.” Dane frowned uncertainly, grop-

‘ing for his evidence. “He isn’t relaxed, like all the men
who’ve really had that synthetic brain fever. He’s desperate
‘—and trying to hide his desperation. I first noticed it when
I was pretending to be a lotus-eater, the way I think he is.”
" “So that’s all?” Messenger grinned with relief. “You had
me frightened.” i

“I'm still frightened,” Dane insisted. “Since you didn’t
know he’s a mutant, I'm afraid he’s working against you.
Maybe he isn’t grateful for being mutated!”

“You’re just worn out and upset.” Messenger seemed as
cheery as Van Doon had been. “Nan used to imagine all
sorts of things, when her psi capacity was beginning to
awake. Yours will do you more harm than good, until you
learn how to use it. Better forget about Van Doon, and try
to get some sleep.” '

Dane wasn’t sleepy, and he couldn’t forget Van Doon.

“Could he be a mutant?” He looked at the maker, search-
ingly. “Nan ought to know, if she investigated all your ef-
forts at human mutation.”
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“She trusts him,” Messenger said. “As completely as I
do.”

“But would she know?”

Messenger shook his head, with a mild impatience.
“There were a good many of the older ones she failed to
trace. In all those years, the parents had often moved or
died, and her methods of search were limited by the danger
of leaving clues for Gellian.”

“Then couldn’t Van Doon be one she didn’t find?”

“A bare possibility.” Messenger shrugged. “Though she
thought Gellian’s men had already quietly disposed- of
most of them. Probably the others had discovered their dan-
ger and disappeared to escape it.”

“Van Doon might be one of them.” Dane rubbed his chin
uncertainly. “How much do you really know about him?”

“His name used to be Vaughn.”

“‘Used to be’?”

“We always renamed the lotus-eaters, besides revising
their personal history,” Messenger explained. “To avoid
the risk that the old names might disturb old memories, in
cases of shallow amnesia. And to confuse the outsiders who
were always trying to pump our people.” :

“How old is he?” :

“About twenty-eight—he’s young enough, at that, to be
a mutant.” The maker spoke faintly and slowly, saving his
breath. “I think he was born in the States, and I know he
had a good scientific education. He first came to New Guinea
four years ago on a secret mission for an American biological
warfare research project—a few reports on our special en-
cephalitis had begun to get into the medical journals, and
he was sent out to investigate it for possible military use.

“He posed as a mission doctor, on the Sepik River reser-
vation. He treated several natives who had picked up the
virus while they were trespassing on our concessions. Ap-
parently he experimented enough to find that the virus is
useless for military purposes—I’'d had that danger in mind,
when I made it. It is carried only by the mutant flies, and
their range is limited te areas where we have concessions.
Without the flies, the only way to infect anybody is by hypo
dermic injection. : :
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“He tried to immunize himself, and he thought he had
succeeded. Our people managed to keep him on the reserva-
tion, and he didn’t get the bug—not that time.

“But he came back, a year later. Our people must have let
him learn too much on that first trip, because he came back
in command of a private military expedition. He had some-
how got hold of three light bombers—surplus army air-
craft. They were fully armed, and manned with trained
commandos—picked boys, as tough as he was, ready to die
for the secret of creation. _

“He struck our headquarters at Edentown one day at
dawn. Shot up the radio transmitter. Bombed out the roads
and telephone lines. Strafed the docks and shops and offices.
Seized the airstrip. Took the bridge, and then the town.
Finally captured the mutation lab.”

Messenger grinned feebly.

“A beautiful raid. Soundly planned and brilliantly exe-
cuted. Vic was a good man, even then—nobody else had
ever got quite so far. But it threw him off his stride when he
found nothing in the lab. I was away in New York at the
time, and nobody at Edentown knew how to mutate any-
thing. He was looking for Charles Potter—who never ex-
isted. For all his planning, the black flies got him and all his
men.

“They thought they were immune, but Homo sapiens
can’t be immunized. The black flies avoid lotus-eaters, but
all of those pirates must have been stung before they were
on the ground an hour. They were all too sick to fly, by the
time they gave up and tried to get away. Three were killed,
trying to take off in one plane. All the rest recovered, to
become useful employees.”

Dane sat frowning doubtfully.

“Three years seems a long time for Van Doon to go on
pretending,” he conceded. “But the secret of mutation
would be worth the effort, if he’s still fighting for it.” He
leaned forward urgently. “Can’t we leave him. somewhere?”

“Not yet,” Messenger muttered feebly. “Later, maybe—
T’ll talk to Nan about it. But we need him, now, to take us
in. Human or not, he’s a good pilot, and this is going to be
a difficult landing.”
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Dane shook his head. “I wish we didn’t have to trust
him—”

He paused when he saw Nan at the door, beckoning.

“Please, Dane,” she whispered. “Mr. Messenger needs
rest.”

“But I’'m not tired at all.” The maker turned stiffly on
the pillows to face her. “I'm feeling unusually fine,” he
gasped faintly. “We’ve been having a talk.” He winked
solemnly at Dane. “A very interesting talk, about creation.”

“Tt’s over now,” she told him. “And you both need sleep.”

Reluctantly, Dane went back to the lounge. He glanced
at the windows, but they were filmed with rain and all he
could see outside was dense cloud driving past the wings.
He sat down wearily, because there was nothing else to do.
For a time he fought his aching weariness, but at last he
must have fallen asleep.

“Well, Dane!” Nan’s voice aroused him. “Here we are.”

She stood near him in the lounge, looking outside. The
strong light from the windows found all the red in her hair,
and it made her fine skin a kind of pink, translucent ivory.
She looked flushed and lovely with elation.

“We’ve got away from Gellian,” she said. “This is our
refuge, and now I think we’re safe from men.” 5

He hurried to her side, and looked out eagerly. The
clouds were gone. Far below them, he could see tangled
_mountains, all covered with the crowded tufts of great trees
which made them seem deceptively soft, like a wrinkled
rug. Ahead of the plane, above the vivid green of the sunlit
forest, a dark wilderness of tumbled boulders lifted to the
foot of a sheer basalt precipice. Above the cliffs, a great

" peak stood far away, shining against the deep-blue sky of
this high altitude with the dazzle of new snow.

“That is Mt. Carstensz.” She pointed at the white moun-
tain. “In the Snow Range. Mr. Messenger went to the cock-
pit, when we sighted it. He’ll show Vic where to land.”

Dane had caught her sense of victory. He stood watching
with a breathless expectation, while the plane climbed to
fight the gusts of a windy pass above the cliffs, and skimmed
low across new fields of equatorial snow, and wheeled down
again over naked boulder slides and patches of sparse grass
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and lower slopes splashed red and yellow and white with
rhododendrons. Something made him clutch her hand, when
they saw the canyon. :

It was a narrow gorge, cut back into the same dark ba-
saltic formation they had seen below the pass. A glacial
stream made a white plume of falling water at its head,
plunging into a thin blue fleck of lake, and its foot was
guarded by an enormous, solitary tree.

“That’s it!” Nan pointed into the canyon. “I know it,
from what Mr. Messenger has told me about it. It’s the
hiding place he found, when he first came to New Guinea to
get away from men. It’s ours, now.”

The plane was diving between the cliffs, and he leaned
anxiously to watch. He saw vertical rusty streaks washed
down from iron deposits, and a wide black vein that shone
with the dull luster of pitchblende, and a yellow patch that
must be carnotite.

“That rock looks rich with minerals,” His voice was hur-
ried, husky with his wonder. “There are even signs of ura-
njum. But I don’t see any buildings.” Apprehension caught
him. “Or anywhere to land!”

“We’ll have to ditch the plane.” Her low voice echoed his
unease. “That will be dangerous—especially for Mr. Mes-’
senger.” She nodded quickly at a yellow bale, ready at the
door. “A rubber life raft. We’ll have to launch it the mo-
ment we stop, and get him off the plane before it sinks.”

They had already flown the length of the canyon. The
plane lifted suddenly to clear the waterfall, and wheeled
away over the dark cliffs again, as if to make a new ap-
proach.

“I don’t much like it.” Dane swung uneasily, peering
back at that gigantic tree at the mouth of the gorge. “We’d
have to come in very low, to lose enough speed, and I don’t
see space to pass that tree.”

“Vic can do it!” She smiled confidently. “He’s a wonder-
ful pilot.” :

Dane dropped her hand, uncomfortably. He wanted to
talk to her about Van Doon, but he wasn’t sure how to be-
gin. She seemed likely to resent whatever he said, and he
decided to wait until they got ashore from the ditching
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operation. Even then, if Van Doon had brought them safely
in, his loyalty would be difficult to chailenge.

“We'll be safer, really, by ditching,” she was saying
quietly. “Because the lake’s quite deep, Mr. Messenger says,
and the plane ought to sink without leaving any traces for
Gellian’s fliers to see.”

“T wonder if that matters.” He turned to look at her,
moodily. “Men will soon find us, anyhow, even here. New
Guinea will be overrun, now that Cadmus is gone. The
secret of mutation will be prize enough to draw them—be-
sides that promise of uranium. I'm afraid we haven’t got
away.”

She faced him, her lean brown face very grave at first.
Her eyes met his, candidly probing. A frown drew troubled
lines across her tawny forehead, but her quick smile erased
them.

“Perhaps I shouldn’t tell you, but I'm going to,” she
moved toward him impulsively. “After all, it’s our secret. I
think you ought to know, in case we don’t all get ashore
after we ditch.”

He waited uneasily, trying not to think of Van Doon.

“We’ll be gone from here,” she went on, “before men can
find us.”

“But if we ditch the plane—"

“Mr. Messenger has a space ship waiting,” she told him.
“We won’t know how good it is until we try it, but it ought
to be better than the rockets men are building, because it
has atomic power—there is uranium in those cliffs.”

“Atomic power? A space ship—” He shook his head, un-
believingly. “It would take hundreds of experts and mil-
lions and millions of dollars worth of equipment to build any
sort of fission-driven space ship,” he protested. “I didn’t see
any shops, or any sign of such a project.”

“Mr. Messenger’s the maker,” she reminded him, gently.
“He doesn’t need shops to make machines.”

“How else—” Dane gulped, suddenly voiceless with an
awed surmise. “You mean that he built a space ship by shift-
ing genes? That he—grew it?”

He turned abruptly back to the windows, looking for that
enormous tree at the mouth of the gorge. All he saw now was

190



dazzling snow and dark naked rock and the white billows of
cumulus clouds building against the windward slopes far
below. He couldn’t find that tree, and he turned blankly
back to Nan.

“It isn’t so difficult to grow a machine as you might im-
agine,” she said. “Most living things are a good deal more
intricate, when you come to think of it, than most machines.
Mr. Messenger says the space ship was an easier problem
than you and I were. In fact, he once had me try one, just
for practice.”

“Was that—" Dane tried to swallow the dry croak in his
throat. “Was that what Gellian showed me? A sort of hali-
metallic Christmas tree, growing out of lumps of iron and
rock in a flowerpot, with a toy ship hanging on it?”

“My first mutation—except for a new virus or two.” She
nodded quietly. “I made it last fall in New York. Mr. Mes-
senger was trying to teach me how to mutate the mules, but
they were still too difficult. I tried the space ship because he
said it would be easier, and because I could already see we
were going to need one, to get away from men.”

“How did Gellian get it?” ,

“I left it for him,” she said. “Because he was getting too
bold. His men were killing too many bright children—hu-
man as well as mutant. He was coming too close to Mr.
Messenger, with that map and all his other clues. My little
Christmas gift unnerved them all, and helped me rescue
several children.”

A stern little smile crossed her face, when she spoke of
that limited victory. :

“Gellian had begun to use it for a recruiting device, when
he showed it to you,” she added. “But I stopped that, the
night we left New York. I raided his headquarters and
destroyed it, together with most of his other evidences of
our existence.”

“And we might have been safe—” Dane nodded bitterly.
“If I hadn’t sent that warning back to him.”

“Don’t brood over that.” She touched his hand sympa-
thetically. “I'm the one to blame. And it won’t matter, any-
how, if we reach the ship.”

He turned again, gratefully, to watch for that narrow
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gorge in the cliffs ahead of the wheeling plane. He failed to
find it, but a sudden recollection startled him.

“T’d heard about that tree.” His troubled gaze came back
to Nan. “It shines at night, with a cold blue glow. It is
mostly iron, and highly magnetic, but it has uranium enough
to rattle a Geiger counter. A man got near enough fo carry
away a twig.”

Her eyes widened apprehensively. “Who told you?”

“Venn—the man I thought you killed.”

“He didn’t get that far!” she protested. “He’d never
have escaped.”

“The man who got the twig was a rugged Dutchman
named Heemskirk. The black flies had stung him, all right,
but he kept his memory long enough to talk about the tree.”
Dane hesitated, frowning. “He must have examined the tree
pretty thoroughly, but he said nothing about any such fruit
hanging on it.”

“Mr. Messenger was better at mutation than I am,” she
told him. “His tree’s a neater job. It’s hollow—you saw how
thick it is. The ship was grown inside the trunk—all the
parts formed inside sheathing membranes which were later
absorbed.”

“And it’s still hidden there?” Dane shivered with wonder.
“How far—”” he whispered. “How far will it carry us?”

“I don’t know.” Her voice was hushed, as if she shared
his awe. “Mr. Messenger came back to look at it four years
ago—he had left it growing here long before, when he went
out to organize the company. He found it fully formed, with
the matrix tissues already absorbed. He didn’t try to fly it
then, but he thinks it can reach Venus or Mars.”

Dane stood silent before the prospect of exile to another
planet, which would surely be stranger and more hostile
even than New Guinea. He shivered again, under a sudden
shadow of loneliness and unease, and he reached 1mpul-
sively to touch Nan’s hand.

“It’s a desperate thing, I know.” Her fingers clung to his;
as if she sensed his dread. “But better than waiting for
Gellian to kill us. Life on any other world would be hard at
first, but we should be able to keep alive aboard the ship
until we learn enough genetic engineering to grow a crop of
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mules—or something like them—to help us begin making a
home for our people.”

The idea of that bold project took hold of Dane, and it
slowly changed his fear to excited eagerness. The colony
would be a tiny outpost against the perilous unknown. The
sun would be too hot or too cold, the gravity wrong, the air
itself probably unbreathable. But Homo excellens would
have a chance to survive, he thought, where the older race
would die. -

“We can do it!” He squeezed her taut hand, reassur-
ingly. “If we can really learn mutation. Even if we meet un-
friendly kinds of life, we ought to be immune to infections—
and perhaps we could mutate the hostile species into useful
ones.” '

“I think we can.” Looking through the windows as if she
saw something far beyond the dazzling peak of Mt. Car-
stensz, Nan smiled confidently. “I think we can build a new
sanctuary—and then we must come back for the children.”

“I’ve been wondering where you hid them,” Dane said
anxiously. “They aren’t here?”

She shook her head. “It was hard to decide what to do
- about them. We were afraid to gather them here in New
Guinea—or anywhere—for fear Gellian might get them
all with one raid. I couldn’t even tell them much of the
truth, when I tried to warn them—too many of those in
danger were human, and even the mutants weren’t old
enough to be sure of.”

Worry cut frowning lines around her eyes. :
“A difficult problem, and I’'m still not sure we found the
best solution,” she went on. “But still T don’t see any other
—until we find some safe refuge. The children were made
to hide among men until they come of age, and that’s

where we left them.”

“But you did warn them?”

“I talked to the children, and to most of their parents.
What I told them was a variation of the same story we had
invented for people who failed to qualify for the Sanderson
Service.”

“About that secret selective breeding project?” -Dane
grinned wryly. “I remember that.”
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“Ttold the parents that their glfted offspring had been
selected for a long range experiment in human genetics.”
She nodded. “I warned them of deadly danger from a mur-
derous opposition group. When they were skeptical, I gave
them cash enough to convince them, and to help them guard
and educate the children—those gxfts helped break Mr.
Messenger.

“Also, I saw each child alone. I promised that we would
come back with more help, and taught each one a set of rec-
ognition signals so that he could tell whom to trust, and
armed the ones who seemed responsible—with injectors
loaded with the forgetfulness virus.

“They’re still. in danger.” Her troubled glance fell from
the bright peak to the dark cliffs marching above the boul-
der-slopes. “Yet that was all we could do—except for mak-
ing these diversions, to draw the hunt away from them. I
think that most of them will survive until we can come back
for them.”

Dane was watching that frowning basalt wall, and he
pointed suddenly.

“The tree!” he whispered. “Up yonder.”

. The gorge was a sharp V of sky notched deep into the rim
of that ragged black escarpment. The tree stood near the
bottom point, looking no stranger than most New Gumea
trees, deceptively small in the high distance.

“That canyon looks too narrow,” he muttered uneasﬂy‘
“And I’m afraid we’re too low to reach it on this approach k3

“Vic can fly us in, if anybody can.’

Nan was sm111ng confidently, but her mention of Van
Doon brought Dane a dazing crash of danger. It turned the
air to frost around him, and stung his nostrils with a blt-
ter dust of death.

“Don’t worry, Dane.” She seemed to feel his alarm, and
her fingers tightened in his own. “We’ll soon be safe.

“I don’t think so.” Dane clung to her taut hand, and he
searched her face, which had become a lifeless ivory mask
beneath that glare of shocking jeopardy. He sensed the se-
cret unease behind that effort to encourage him and herself,
and he glimpsed the depths of her trust in him. Suddenly, he
could talk to her about Van Doon.
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“I'm afraid of Vic,” he whispered. “I’ve tried hard to
like him, because it seems so dreadful for us to fight over
you. But I can’t trust him, even if he is another mutant.”

“But he isn’t—" Her voice stumbled, and he saw the dark
terror dilating her eyes. “If he is,” she whispered huskily,
“he’s one that went wrong.” :

“I’ve got a feeling—" He dropped her hand, and impera-
tive purpose turned him. “I want to see what Van Doon’s
doing now!”

He ran to the compartment door, and she followed si-
lently. Danger was a biting chill in the narrow passage
through the crew’s quarters. Its dusty bitterness took his
breath and burned his tongue. It roared in his brain, louder
then the engines. It glared from the cockpit, stronger than
the cold sunlight.

He started up the narrow steps behind the cockpit, and
paused when he could see Van Doon and Messenger. He
reached back to check Nan, and touched his lips warningly.
The aged maker sat slumped far down in the co-pilot’s seat,
but Van Doon was leaning forward, with the radio head-
phones over his ears, shouting into the microphone.

“Captain Vaughn to General Soames, Comopsur!” Dane
caught the hoarse and frantic words, above the drone of the
engines and that louder roaring of alarm. The term Com-
opsur puzzled him for an instant, until he recognized it as
military shorthand for Commander Operation Survival. Van
Doon’s name had been Vaughn, and the spy was now.re-
porting.

“Get this!” Dane was stumbling desperately up the steps
again, but he felt weak and sick with shock, and that harsh
voice raced faster than he could move. “Headquarters of
not-men in canyon north of summit. Look for huge solitary
tree below basalt cliffs. I’'m crashing plane on rocky slope
below, to mark spot for you—” :

Dane felt half paralyzed. His dazed brain was grasping
the enormity of this disaster. He could see a black tangle
of fallen boulders ahead. He realized that the plane was al-
ready diving toward destruction, but his stunned body
seemed too slow to do anything about it.

Moving in what seemed like the agonized slow. motion
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of a nightmare, he came up the'steps to the cockpit at last.
He snatched the headset and microphone and hurled his
body against Van Doon, fighting for the wheel.

He hauled it back, strugghng to pull the plane out of
that suicidal dive, but Van Doon pushed it down again in-
stantly, with a monstrous strength, Rising half out of the
seat, the spy lifted an improvised club: a hand fire ex-
tmgulsher Dane snatched at the heavy cylinder, but it slid
out of his grasp, already slippery with blood.

"“Mr. Messenger!” Nan had followed him up the steps,
and her sudden scream knifed through his mind. “He has
killed Mr. Messenger!”
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DANE stinn FELT trapped in that strange slow motion.
When he reached again for Van Doon’s weapons, the inertia
of his limbs seemed to hold him back. The resistance was
like some thick fluid. The shape of disaster was already
stark in his mind, but he couldn’t move fast enough to do
anything about it.

That nightmare feeling was only illusion, he knew. Des-
peration must have speeded up his mind to a pace that his
body couldn’t match, for all Van Doon’s movements seemed
as queerly deliberate as his own. He failed again to grasp
that blood-stained club, but he had time  to catch the
hard bronze arm that held it. He ducked the blow, and
twisted to drag Van Doon away from the controls.

“Take the wheel!” His shouted words to Nan seemed to
come as slowly as his body moved, and he thought the div-
itg plane would strike the rock-slide ahead before she could
reach the pilot’s seat.

“Puyll it back!” he yelled. “Quick!”

Her movements must have been faster than they seemed.
She slipped into the seat with a surprising air of knowing
vihat she was doing. Her feet found the rudder controls, -and
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she swung the wheel as'she brought it back, watching the
instruments as well as that tumbled boulder-slope ahead.
She was trying to turn the plane away from the cliffs above
-the slope, and for an instant Dane thought she would suc-
ceed. : ;

Van Doon gave him ro time to watch.

He bad always known, without thinking much about it,
that he was strong for his size. Without pausing to consider
the odds, he had attacked Van Deon with high confidence.

If his strength was a gift of the maker’s, however, their
contest gave quick evidence that Van Doon was also a mu-
tant. The spy was many pounds heavier, and equally in
earnest, His brown arm twisted out of Dane’s desperate
fingers, like a massive lever of actual bronze. Again it rose
and fell with the fire extinguisher, murderously swift.

Dane flung up his hand defensively, but the heavy brass
cylinder crushed it down and struck his temple. The blow
rocked him backward. Van Doon swung instantly, lifting
that red club to strike at the back of Nan’s head.

Dane was reeling and half blind with pain, but he swayed
forward to clutch at the weapon. It slipped out of his fingers

. again but he caught Van Doon’s elbow and hung on grog-
5 gily.- That feeble effort took all his will. He expected to be
¢ flung away, but something made the mutant spy relax.

Dully, he realized that Van Doon had stopped to wait
for the crash. The nose of the plane was still coming up.

«That wilderness of fallen rock had begun to slip aside, as

“Nan tried to bank and turn before they struck. Abruptly
there was blue sky ahead, instead of the cliffs. He thought
‘they would avoid a.crash—until the right wingtip struck.

He heard Nan’s faint cry of despair, and then the shriek
of tearing metal. Sharp pain stabbed his ears, as the air
pressure went out of the cabin. He felt the sickening lurch
of the lifting plane, and then he was hurled forward against
Van Doon when it struck another boulder. They both were.
flung to the front of the cockpit. Something came against his
hegd=

Suddenly, then, everything was very quiet. The cockpit
was tipped sharply downward, and he lay crumpled against

. the instruments. Van Doon’s heavy body was sprawled
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across his legs, still curiously relaxed. He caught a bitter-
almond whiff of potassium cyanide. s

The agony of death paralyzed him, a shock of emotion
more violent than the crash. For one dreadful instant he
thought he had felt Nan dying, but then he knew that the
death he sensed had been Van Doon’s. As clearly as if she
had spoken to him, he knew that Nan was still alive and not
yet badly hurt.

Not yet—but the fuel would explode.

That sick fear swept over him—and then ebbed abruptly.
Even before he had time to try to gather up his bruised and
quivering limbs, the calm knowledge came to him that there
would be no fire. Grateful to his mutant faculties for that as-
surance, he sank back to collect his strength and breath.

Yet, even though he and Nan had come through alive, the
danger he perceived had not been extinguished. It still
burned like a dark phosphorescence in Van Doon’s dead
flesh, glowing over the shattered cockpit and the silent shape
of the maker. Even though there would be no explosion, he
and Nan were still trapped in that stranger blaze. The mo-
tives and the misdeeds of Van Doon’s queer career re-
mained a deadly riddle. :

He managed to move a little, and found breath to speak;

“Nan!” he called faintly. “Can you answer?”

“T’'m all right.” Her shaken whisper came from close be;
side him. “I—T think T am.” , : :

He pushed Van Doon’s inert body off his knees. Blood:
was oozing from the lax lips, and he saw fine shards of glasg
upon them. The mouth sagged open as the head turned, and *
that bitter odor was suddenly powerful. He turned away
from it, to look for Nan.

She lay almost beside him, crushed against the great inert
bulk of Messenger’s body. Her lean cheeks were streaked:
with blood, but that must have come from the long ragged
wound in the maker’s scalp, for he saw no wound in her
face. She smiled at him, with a shaken relief.

- “I’'m so glad—you’re alive!” she sobbed. “Is Vic—"

“Dead,” he told her, “I think from an ampule of prussic
acid crushed in his teeth.” -

“He was faithful so long.” A troubled wonder edged her
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shaken voice. “I can’t ‘quite believe he ‘was against us all
the time.”

“But he must have been,” Dane said. “I don’t think he
ever knew he wasn’t human. His immunity from the virus
protected his memory, and his mutant gifts made him an
efficient spy. If you had been in time to find him, with the
Sanderson Service, he might have been one of us.”

She tried uncertainly to get up but sank back to rub ber
bruises. ;

“Not one of us!” She shook her head, quickly. “Or he’d
bave realized what he was, long ago. He must have been
one of those that turned out wrong.” Her sick eyes went to
the body at Dane’s feet, and quickly fled. “I wonder why he
took that poison?”

“An accident, I think,” Dane said.

‘He could see how it must have happened. Sharing Gel-
lian’s fear of the mutants, the spy must have been prepared
for torture. He must have had the poison capsule ready in
his mouth, just now, to protect his secrets if he were cap-
tured, and the crash must have made him break it.

“I trusted him,” Nan whispered. “I even liked him—I
suppose he couldn’t help showing a little more personality
than the real lotus-eaters.”

“Even now, I can almost admire him.” Dane nodded re-
luctantly. “We_ were monstrous enemies, in his imagination.
I don’t see how he expected to survive this crash, even if his
capsule hadn’t killed him. He was willing to give his life to
kill us—and it may turn out that he succeeded.”

“We can’t be pessimists.” She tried to smile, through her
tight-lipped apprehension. “Maybe nobody heard his call.
You stopped him before he had time to say much.”

“He told where we are,” Dane muttered bleakly. “And
anyhow that probably wasn’t his first call—he must have
been reporting our progress every time I got that danger-
feeling. I imagine we’ve been traced by radar, too, all the
way from Edentown.”

“I guess you’re right.” Nodding hopelessly, she forgot to
smile. “They let us lead them here. Now they’ll soon be
closing in, with their whole expedition, to finish us off.”

“Which means we haven’t much time.” Dane glanced
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outside at the huge fallen boulders that walled the wreckage.
“We must get out of here—if we can—before they spot us
and drop a few sticks of bombs, just to make certain of us.”

“How far is the tree?” A desperate hope came back to
her eyes. “Do you think we can get there on foot?”

“We can try.” He frowned doubtfully. “The going will be
hard, at this altitude—up this rock-slide and then the cliffs.
But perhaps there’s a trail.” He glanced at Messenger’s
crumpled body: “Or how did he go there?”

“In a helicopter.”

“T think we’ll need one,” he said. “But we can try.”

Wincing from the pain of a dozen sprains and bruises of
his own, he moved stiffly to help Nan rise from the tilted
floor. She stooped to examine the. wound in Messenger’s
scalp, which was still oozing blood.

“It seems so cruel,” she whispered, “that he had to be
killed by a creature he had made, when all he meant to do
was good—” Her breath caught, and she bent lower. “But
he isn’t dead!”

Messenger was alive, but little more. Breath fluttered his
fat lips feebly as they straightened his body on the sloping
floor, behind the seats, but it seemed a long time before he
struggled to inhale again. Half open beneath the folds of
flesh, his faded eyes stared dimly at nothing. The blotches
were darker on his swollen face, and his lips already blue.

“There’s a medical kit in his room,” Nan whispered

anxiously. “Or it was there, before we crashed. Gray plasticy

with a chrome catch. Will you see if you can find it?”

Dane went back to look for it, scrambling clumsily up the
incline of the tilted wreck. Light struck through a wide hole
torn in the cabin wall where the galley had been, and he
paused to look out uneasily.

Both wings had been sheared off, he saw, when the cabin
‘came between two great boulders. The crumpled wings and
the battered engines, ripped from their mounts, were all
many yards away. He could see no danger of fire, but his re-
lief at that was forgotten when he glanced up toward the
e tree.

The boulder-slope stretched up far above the wreck, a
forbidding wilderness of broken stones sometimes as large
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as buildings. Above and beyond, the vertical face of the
cliff raised another barrier. Standing in that narrow notch
against the sky, the tree looked no larger than a thick-
stemmed shrub.

Its promise of safety and escape was suddenly far away.
Messenger would never be able to reach it, with all the aid
they could give. The climb would be heartbreaking, even
for him and Nan. And time was short—Gellian had studied
another mutant tree, and he was unlikely to overlook this
one. :

Dane clambered heavily on through the wreckage. He
found the medical kit on the floor of Messenger’s room, and
a metal canteen nearly full of water. He rolled them in the
blankets from the berth, and slid down with them to the
cockpit.

The maker was still unconscious, breathing slowly and
very feebly. Nan took the kit silently, to swab his flabby
arm and stab it with a hypodermic needle. She felt his pulse
and leaned to listen at his chest and finally shook her
head.

“It doesn’t seem to help,” she said. “I’m afraid nothing
will, unless we get him back into a pressurized cabin—soon.
We must bring the ship down here.”

STl try to get it,” he said. “If you can tell me something
about how to operate it.”

i “I’ll have to go,” she told him. “Because the ship is—
protected. I know how to get inside, and something about
how to pilot it—when I was working last year on that mu-
tant tree of my own, I spent months studying the plans and
specifications Mr. Messenger had worked out for this one.”

“Tt will be a terrible climb,” he protested uneasily.
“Shouldn’t we tackle it together?”

--She looked at Messenger a long time, and shook her head.

“T wish you’d stay,” she whispered. “I’'m afraid to leave
him so long. He'll need another shot in about an hour—I’ll
show you what to do. Will you stay?”

He hesitated. The aircraft of Operation Survival would be
here soon, he knew, and this wreckage was sure to get their
first attention. : :

“You don’t know him the way I do,” Nan added softly.
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“T don’t suppose you've learned to love him. But we both
owe him a certain debt.”

He looked down at the maker, fighting so feebly to
breathe. For a moment he stood thinking of Cadmus and
the green mules and the virus of forgetfulness, all designed
to defend the new race. The debt was there, and he felt
abruptly anxious to repay what he could.

“T’ll stay,” he agreed. “Just tell me what he needs.”

She kissed him unexpectedly, and then opened the kit to
show him what to do when Messenger’s tired heart faltered
again. In a few minutes she was ready to go. The cabin door
had been crumpled and jammed, but he helped her through
the ragged hole where the galley had been. She started away
from him toward the jagged face of the first great boulder
above, and turned back impulsively.

“P'm glad you’re willing to stay.” Tears shone in her eyes,
and all the marks of fatigue and fear were erased from her
brown face by a sudden tenderness. “I’'m glad you under-
stand.”

He wanted to take her in his arms, but they had nc time
for that. A sharp emotion caught his throat, so that he
couldn’t even speak. He tried to smile, but his face felt stiff
and numb. All he could do was to nod and lift his hand,
with an awkward little gesture that seemed to say nothing.

“T’ll come back,” she whispered. “If I can—” o

27

NAN TURNED again, to begin the climb. She looked lean
and strong in the white coveralls, and she scrambled up the
side of that first huge rock with a swift, sure grace. He
knew that she had the hardiness of Homo excellens—but
a cold shudder struck him when he saw the tree again, so
far beyond her.

She was out of sight for a moment, on top of the boulder
and then he glimpsed her again, running along a sharp knife-
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edge stone, to jump the wide gap between two rocks. Thé
leap took her out of view, and for a long time he felt a sick
fear that she had fallen.

When he saw her again, she was already high above, a
tiny white figure toiling upward against barriers and dis-
tances that became overwhelming when her smallness
showed their scale. For most of the boulder-slope was still
ahead of her, and then the cliffs above.

- He saw her fall. The boulder she was climbing looked no
larger than a pebble in the distance, but it was many times
her height. She was halfway up its face when he saw her
slip and tumble back. She lay for what seemed a long time
in the sunlight blazing on the black ledge below, but at last
she rose, and stooped as if to rub her bruised knees, and
finally tried again. '

She stopped at the place where she had slipped, as if
pinned against the rock. He could imagine her precarious
groping for some tiny projection strong enough to take her
weight, and he felt sick with fear that she would slip again.
But she inched her way on to the top of ‘that pebble, and
turned to wave to him, and limped quickly on toward the
next rock-chimney she must climb.

"He watched her out of sight and went uneasily back to
look after the injured maker. The cramped space where he
lay was getting too warm, as the vertical sun heated the bat-
tered cabin, and Dane carried the blankets outside to make
him a more comfortable bed on a flat ledge that was shaded
by one of the twisted wings.

Messenger was still unconscious, breathing so feebly that
his stubborn grip seemed about to slip from the outmost
rim of life, and his great weight made him hard to move.
Dane ripped a compartment door from inside the cabin to
use for a stretcher, and slid him out of the wreckage upon it.

He seemed to breathe more easily in the cooler air out-
side, and he stirred suddenly while Dane was dressing the
wound in his scalp. His trembling hand came up to touch
the bandages, and his pale eyes opened again, seeing and
sane. -

“Well?” he gasped faintly. “What hit me?”

“Van Doon.” Dane told him what had happened. “Nan
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ought to be back with that ship ‘before night,” he finished,
with more confidence than he felt. “All we’ve got to do is
just hold out till she comes.”

“T’'m hard to kill.” Messenger grinned feebly. “People
have been trying that for years.” He lay silent while Dane
fastened the bandage, and then asked for water. He lay
back with his eyes closed for a long time afterward, as if
cxhausted. Dane bent to count his pulse at last, wondering
if his heart was giving up.

“Not yet!” He pulled his wrist away with an unexpected
vigor. “I’ll tell you when I need another shot.” He lay for a
while watching Dane with a kind of relaxed intentness. “So
you and Nan are off to the stars?” he whispered at last.
“Dane, what do you think of her?”

“I don’t know,” he began, but then some mute urgency
in the maker’s faded eyes made him want to be completely
honest. “I do know!” he said-impulsively. “She’s just about
perfect—there wasn’t any error in the genes you made for
her. I’m sorry for some of the things I used to think about
her—when I believed she had killed Nicholas Venn, and
supposed Van Doon was her mate. Because she’s—wonder-
ful! I believe we’re in love.”

“Puppy stuff!” A faint smile turned Messenger’s weather-
beaten face fondly wise. “I think myself that I did all right
with Nan, and well enough with you. I’'m glad you like each
other, though that is not surprising. But—love!”

He closed his eyes to rest again, while Dane waited u*h'
certainly.

“You're children, yet,” he went on at last. “Both of you
—except in size. If you think you’re capable of love—think
about today again in another twenty years, or forty, after
your mutant faculties are more mature. Then you’ll know
the meaning of love!”

He lay stlll again, as if worn out.

From the flat ledge where Dane sat beside him, he could
see the tree sfar-dm(r in that high gorge. Resdessly, he kept
searchmg the cliffs and boulder-fields below, but Nan was
never in sight. He was afraid she had fallen again, but he
tried to cover his gnawing apprehension when he saw Mes-
senger’s eyes upon him,
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The maker turned fretfully, ‘and saw the distant ‘tree.
Dane felt him stiffen. “You've cause enough for worry,” he
whispered. “I didn’t know it was such a man-killing climb.
Why didn’t you go with her?”

“A sprained ankle,” Dane said promptly.

“Don’t lie,” Messenger rasped. “Why don’t you say she
made you stay to look after me2 The dear little fooll You
had better follow now—if you know which way she went.
She’ll need help.”

Dane shook his head. “She wants you to be alive when she
gets back with the ship.”

“I know she does,” the maker breathed. “She has already
kept me going longer than I had any right to. But I can’t
live forever—you and Nan were made to stay alive and
youthful as long as you can reasonably wish, but I was never
able to remake myself.”

He lay staring at the distant tree, while he got his breath
again,

“Nan has already saved me from one unpleasant disease,”
he said at last. “And she has been hoping and working to
rescue me from old age.”

“Is that possible?”

- “She thought it was,” he said laboriously. “Death is a
necessary function of evolving life—to remove the old gen-
erations and make way for the new. Growing old seems to be
a normal vital process. Nan was hoping to rebuild a few
hormone-producing cells, somewhere in my old carcass, and
so reverse senility.”

Dane nodded silently, awed at the notion of turning back
biological time.

“Naturally, I tock a friendly interest in her project,” the
maker’s faint voice toiled on. “That was a pleasant dream:
to be young again; to go out with you to the moon or Mars
to find a sanctuary for Homo excellens; to watch you and
Nan and the others grow into the fine beings I planned; to
help you if I could.”

“It isn’t a dream.” Dane had stayed for Nan’s sake, but
suddenly now he felt glad he had stayed, for the maker’s.
“She’ll be back.” Hope echoed again in his voice. “Soon
we’ll have you safe on the ship.”
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¢ “No.” Messenger’s puffy quivering hand reached across
the blankets, to touch the naked black ledge. “This is where
I die.”

“Please!” Dane tried not to shiver. “Don’t say that.”

“Tt’s true.” The maker had to gasp for air again. “My old
clock’s about to run down. Nan was trying to wind it up
again. She’ll know how in a few more years. But today is
when it stops.”

“Nonsense!” Dane protested sharply. “I know this alti-
tude puts a burden on your heart. Perhaps you need another
shot. You’ve got to relax. Don’t try to talk.”

“Don’t you heckle me,” he gasped. “I’ll relax when I'm
dead. And I do know I die today. I’ve a better trained psi
capacity than yours is yet, you know.”

“Huh?” Dane bent to stare. “You think you can really
see the future?”

“One cell at a time, a few days or even a few weeks
ahead,” he whispered calmly. “I can still do that, in spite
of my stroke. I've. heen examining the future condition of
my own brain cells. They all die today.”

Dane straightened, impressed by his quiet certainty.
“How long have you known?”

“Almost a month,” he said. “I didn’t tell Nan, but that’s
why I brought her out here in such haste and tried so hard
to help mutate those mules.” His faded eyes peered keenly
up at Dane, not yet vanquished. “I didn’t want to leave Jou
unprotected.” _

The shrewd glint of his eyes gave Dane a puzzled start.
His death today was likely enough, from Gellian’s bombs if
‘not from the failure of his heart—but he had invented in-
genious lies enough in defense of Homo excellens and this
could easﬂy be another.

“So you’re wasting your time;” he was whispering. “Risk-
ing your life for nothing, waltmg for Gellian’s planes to
catch you here. Nan needs you, and you’ve done about all
you can for me. Give me another shot if you like, and then
get started.”

“No, I'm not going.” Dane began swabbing his arm for
the needle. “I don’t quite trust your forecast, and I’m afraid
that looking into the future is a dangerous busmess
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- “Snap it up!” Messenger’s faint voice: sharpened: fret-
fully “Get on with it, and get away while you can.”

® “T was thinking of my mother.” Methodically, Dane be-
gan filling the syringe. “I suppose you know she had a psy-
chic gift—but did you know it killed her?”

The maker shook his head, with a feeble impatience.

“She had believed since she was a girl that she was going
to die on the operating table. When she began to feel the
symptoms of cancer, the fear of dying made her put off the
operation until too late to save her life. Believing she would
die is what killed her.”

“But still she died,” Messenger whispered, “the way she
had foreseen.”

“And you’re trying to arrange your own death the same
way,” Dane insisted. “If I leave, you’ll probably die before
Nan gets back with the ship.” He caught up the sallow flesh
~ and thrust the thin needle in. “But I promised Nan I'd

stay,” he said. “I’'m going to.”

The maker didn’t seem to feel the needle.

“My blunder.” His hollowed eyes blinked, as if dim with
exhaustion. “Should have made you less a fool. Or should
I?” His eyes fluttered and closed, and his tired whisper was
:barely audible. “You and Nan are throwing your lives away
for nothing, but maybe that’s because you’re Homo excel-
Jens. And maybe it isn’t quite for nothing—"

"o His voice was gone. Afraid he was dying, Dane reached
quickly to feel his pulse. It was hard to find, alarmingly
faint and uncertain at first, but it seemed steadier and
stronger as the injection took effect. His slow breathing be-
came easier, and the deathly blue receded a little from his
lips.

Hopeful of outwitting the maker’s foreseen death, Dane
climbed the great boulder that had broken the wing of ‘the
plane, to look for Nan. He stared against the hot glare of
the noonday sun until his eyes throbbed and blurred with
tears, but all he could see was the vast slope of broken basalt
blocks, and the tall cliffs from which they had fallen and
the tiny-seeming tree in that distant gap.

He watched the tree, waiting hopefully for the massive
trunk to split and fall apart, unfolding like a flower.to reveal
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the ship. His aching eyes strained to see the tall spindle of
it standing new in the sun, dazzling and miraculous, and
then rising slowly from its splintered shell on white-hot"
atomic jets.

But nothing burst from the tree, and his troubled imagi-
nation began to picture Nan lying broken beneath some
treacherous ledge, or turning helplessly back from the foot
of some overhanging precipice, or killed in the ship when
she tried to fly it. He couldn’t help recalling that it had
never been tested, or help thinking of all those other muta-
tions that had turned out wrong.

Depressed and tired, he went back to the ledge below. The
maker lay unconscious, and time dragged away. The storm
he had seen on the windward slopes must have continued to
grow, for a scarf of high cloud moved over the sun and
turned the air suddenly chill. He spread a blanket over Mes-
senger, and stood up to watch once more for Nan until the
tree itself began to fade and waver in his vision. He sat
down to wait again, shivering in the cold wind rising.

The clouds were lowering and darker. Distant thunder
began to mutter against the cliffs. At first he thought the
storm was crossing the summits, but then the sound in the
air became more alarming than any natural thunder.

It was the drone of aircraft.

“Well, Dane.” Messenger was awake again, blinking at
him sadly from the blankets on the ledge. “I'm sorry you?

didn’t go, while you had a chance.” © o

02

28

MgzsSENGER HAD ASkED fretfully for Nan, and Dane was
anxiously climbing the boulder above their ledge to look for
her again when he felt the familiar feel of danger. He turned,
and the dark glare of peril led his eyes at once to the heli-
copter, floating down on quiet rotors out of that thunderous
murmur of engines in the sky.

208



“Hide!” Messenger gasped behind him. “Maybe you can
get away, yet.”

But he had been seen. The air shuddered to a nearer
blast of sound, as the helicopter checked its descent, and
he could see machine guns in their turrets already moving
to cover him. His empty hands clenched savagely, but the
time for action had gone. He went slowly back to wait be-
side Messenger.

The helicopter circled them, keeping at a cautious dis-
tance. It was a heavy military craft, the closed cabin
splashed with green-and-gray camouflage. He made out the
insignia of the United States Air Force, half covered by the
hastily painted black initials of Operation Survival,

The guns didn’t fire. After two slow circuits of the wreck-
age, the helicopter rose a little, and hovered uncertainly,
and finally came back to perch on a boulder beyond the
broken engines of the plane. Two airmen climbed down to
the rock, and a third man in a business suit.

They scrambled down a little way across the torn metal
and broken stone, and then paused uncertainly. The civil-
ian began waving a white handkerchief, nervously. Dane
beckoned them to come on, and then started uncomfortably
when he recognized the man with the handkerchief.

John Gellian! :

i:Dane couldn’t help flinching back from that implacable

enemy, but Gellian didn’t look victorious. His eyes were
hollowed, and his black-stubbled face was drawn thin with
something deadlier than anxiety. He appeared as ill as the
maker.

“Hullo, Belfast.” He paused at the end of the ledge, nod-
ding at the wary airmen behind him. “General Soames and
Colonel Humbolt,” he said. “General -Soames is commander
of Operation Survival.”

The airmen nodded bleakly, and stood looking around
them uneasily while Gellian came on to Dane. He was ob-
viously the real commander, and Dane could see the gen-
eral’s stern disapproval of his unmilitary methods.

“We’re looking for Captain Vaughn,” he said.

“Your spy?” Dane nodded at the wreck. “You'll find him
there.”
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“Dead?”: Gellian’s voice' was hushed and hoarse. “You
killed him.” L

“He broke a vial of cyanide in his teeth,” Dane said. “Be-
fore he found out that he'd been fighting on the wrong side.”

“You don’t mean—" Gellian stepped backward, and
shook his gaunt head incredulously. “He was our ablest
agent.”

“He was a mutant,” Dane said. “That was the secret of
his success. Men can’t be immunized to Craven’s disease.”

“If that's true, he’s well off dead.” Gellian swung mis-
trustfully away from Dane, to stare down at Messenger.
“So you're the maker?” His lips tightened with contemp-
tuous hate. “Traitor! But I want to talk to you.”

“Better hurry, then.” Messenger’s bandaged head lifted
feebly from the blankets. “I won’t be talking long.”

Gellian stalked toward him aggressively.

“Can’t we get rid of ¢kat?” He nodded apprehensively at
Dane, his voice thick with hate. “I want to deal with you,
not your monsters.”

Messenger shook his head, with a comforting grin at
Dane. ; :

“Let him stay.” Gellian shrugged disdainfully. “He can’t
do much.” :

He swung to Dane, his haggard face malevolent. w3

“We’re in constant radio communication with the air»
craft above.” He nodded grimly at the helicopter, waiting
with engines idling and machine guns trained on them. “If
anything happens to us—or if anything breaks our radio .
contact—their orders are to saturate this whole area with
H-bombs. Including the canyon above that tree. Keep that
in mind, while you plan your mutant tricks.”

Dane nodded. “There won’t be any tricks.”

“Just keep that in mind.” : .

Gellian swung nervously back to Messenger, who blinked
at him calmly.

“Well, John?”

“T want some information,” Gellian rasped. “About these
things you’ve made.” '

“If you really want the truth—”" Messenger lifted his
trembling hands. “Help me up, so I can talk.”
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- They took his arms and set him up against the rock be-
hind the ledge. Dane wrapped the blankets back around
him. He had to gasp for his breath, but his pale eyes blinked
at Gellian with their old patient shrewdness.

“My staff officers wanted to order bombs away without
any effort to negotiate with you.” The gaunt man nodded
impatiently at the general and the colonel, who had moved
nearer to listen. “But Captain Vaughn’s last report was
interrupted, and I’m not satisfied with the visible target.”

His savage eyes raked Dane again. ;

“Is the main colony of the not-men really located in that
gorge?” he snapped at Messenger. “We can’t find any in-
stallations—are they camouflaged?” He leaned intently
closer. “What I want is complete information about the
numbers and positions and weapons and plans of the
enemy.”

“Homo excellens is nobody’s enemy,” the maker an-
swered softly. “But why should I tell you anything?”

“I think you need medical care,” Gellian said harshly.
“We can give you that—and the opportunity to atone for
your crimes against mankind, by helping us destroy these

. creatures you’ve made.”

“Not a very strong inducement.” Messenger grinned
feebly. “My appointment to die is already made, and my
chief regret is that I wasn’t able to make mutants enough to
people the fortified colony you’re looking for.”

1 “Where is it?”

“It doesn’t exist—except in your sick imagination.” Mes-
senger shook his head, and strove to breathe again. “You
have been waging war on an old man and a girl and a few
defenseless children. I'm afraid you’ve just about finished
us.”

“You've been lying long enough.” Gellian knotted a
threatening fist. “I want the truth.”

“I don’t think so.” The maker blinked innocently. “You
wouldn’t recognize it.”

“Tell me where that girl is,” Gellian rapped. “And where
she hid those children. You can save yourself and this thing
from a more severe interrogation.” He nodded at Dane, and
glanced at his watch. “P’ll give you five minutes to talk.”
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" “Thank you, John,” Messenger whispered. “I've a thing
or two to say—if I can find the breath—about your war on
Homo excellens.” -

“Say it.” Gellian’s abrupt impatience was edged, Dane :
could tell, with physical pain. “Get to the point.”

“I'm a biologist,” the maker began heavily. “I've wanted
for a long time to talk to you, John, about biology and tol-
erance—because I think you’re honest. I believe you mean
well. I’ve seen you show a degree of tolerance—TI used to see
people of all races working side by side in your offices.” He
sank back against the rock, and fought for air, and finally
gasped, “Why draw the line at Homo excellens?”

“We’re men.” Gellian stiffened, his dark face haggard
and stern with that inner agony. “Black or yellow or white,
we're all men together. Your monsters have united us, and
we're fighting for survival.” His fevered eyes swept Dane
warily, and came back to Messenger. “There’s no use beg-
ging for tolerance, because we’d get none if your creatures
had us at their mercy.”

The maker shook his bandaged head, painfully.

“I think you could depend on justice,” he whispered.
“But I’m not begging for mercy. I want to call your atten-
tion to a scientific fact. I think your fear of Homo excel-
lens is rooted in a misunderstanding: of the Darwinian
scheme of evolution.”

“We aren’t concerned with natural evolution,” Gellian
answered harshly, “We're simply struggling for existence;
against your unnatural monsters.” St

Messenger heaved himself straighter against the rock.
Dane could hear the labored rasp of his breathing and see:
an alarming cyanotic color coming back to his lips. Yet his
voice had a sudden desperate vigor.

“You've let those ideas of the struggle for existence and
the survival of the fittest dominate your thinking, because
you fail to see the whole process of life. Competition is part
of it, true. But the biologist can see another great principle,
more essential for survival. That’s co-operation.”

“We’re co-operating,” Gellian said, “—to kill your crea-
tures while we can!” g

“T know.” Messenger nodded sadly, still sitting desper-
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ately erect. “You are living the ethic of competition, which®
bas made you surrender to a herd instinct that no Jlonger
has any survival value. If you’ll only look around, you will
see that co-operation is the first principle, and competition
merely secondary, everywhere in nature. That fact is a
scientific basis for an ethic of love instead of hate.”

- Gellian shrugged impatiently, looking at his watch.

“Darwin knew the role of co-operation,” Messenger went
on doggedly. “In T4e Descent of Man, I think it is, he de-
plores the artificial barriers that keep our sympathies from
extending to the men of all nations and races. But too many
smaller individuals have twisted and perferted his views, to
excuse or glorify rivalry and imperialism., .

“Vicious little men are always quoting him to prove that
nature’s whole plan is war, but that is a wicked delusion.
Combat and conquest, hatred and killing—they are the
dramatic shadows that sometimes hide the great realities of
love and mutual aid. Competition is a parasitic thing that
can’t exist until co-operation has created something for it
to destroy.”

Dane could feel the truth of that, but he could see that
Gellian wasn’t listening. The gaunt man had retreated a
little toward the silent airmen, and he was restlessly search-
ing that cruel wilderness of broken stone, as if still alert for
some treacherous attack.
t“Look back to the beginning,” the maker begged him
huskily. “Life on Earth began with single cells. They lived
in competition for the scanty means of survival on a sterile
planet—but it was in co-operation that they united 1o
evolve  multicellular - creatures, and so make survival far
simpler.” =

“A billion years ago!” Gellian shrugged impatiently.
“We’re fighting to keep alive today.”

“You’re blindly destroying the very beings who could do
the most to help you keep alive,” Messenger whispered
hoarsely. “The fact is that you’re ignoring an important aw
of competition and co-operation.”

“Huh?” Gellian peered at him skeptically.

“It runs against the law of the herd,” Messenger gasped.
“It proves the folly of herd prejudice, and it lays down a
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scientific basis for tolerance. Here it is: the field of* co~
operation extends far beyond the range of competition,
which is most bitter among things most alike.”

“How’s that?”

““T suppose the simplest example of the law in action is
the savage competition of males of the same species for .
females with which they can live in co-operation—the mu-
tual difference is what makes mutual aid both possible and
vital.”

Messenger sobbed again for his breath.

“Other examples are all around us. The oxygen I need so
much is a waste product of plants, and the carbon dioxide I
exhale is food for them—is that competition?”

He blinked earnestly at Gellian. -

“Or take your own agency. You employ people of every
race, and you must have found a great advantage in their
wide range of backgrounds and abilities. Your best opera-
tive was Captain Vaughn. A mutant, most useful because
he was most different.” - i

Messenger collapsed against the rock, and gasped for air
again, and went on stubbornly:

“Homo excellens can do as much for all the mother race
as that spy did for you. The differences are great enough toi
place the mutant race almost outside the range of competis!
tion. Though those new traits and gifts may offend your
herd instinct, they also widen the opportunities for mutual:
help. ‘

“The mutants were designed to supply many of the things'
that our race lacks. They-can balance the aggressiveness of:
men with a wider and finer kind of love. I believe they can:
“save our quarrelsome old race from self-destruction, John—
if you will only let them live!” -t

The maker’s whisper was sharp with pleading.

“Can’t you see the sanity of that?”

Restlessly, Gellian glanced at the lone tree in that distant
gap, and peered suspiciously at Dane, and looked at his’
watch again. : r :

“Time’s up,” he rapped at Messenger. “I still want to
know where to find that girl and the children.” He nodded
ominously at the waiting helicopter, and gestured impa-
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tiently toward the muffled thunder in the sky. “Are you go-~
ing to tell me?”

“I was hoping to.” Messenger nodded his head feebly.
“But T don’t think you’re following what I say.” .

“That’s true.” The gaunt man nodded quietly. “T’ll tell
you why.” His drawn face Jooked stern, but his voice was
oddly soft. “I’m dying of cancer—cancer of the liver.”

“Oh!” Messenger’s shallow breath caught. “I see.”

“The doctors can’t do anything for me,” Gellian said.
“Drugs don’t help any more.” He stiffened restlessly, his
hollowed. face hard. “Can you expect me to follow your
scientific arguments—in that agony?”

“But it hasn’t stopped your war on Homo excellens.”

“If you’re a biologist, you know what cancer is.” A sud-
den ruthless violence shattered the quiet of his voice. “It is
a colony of mutant cells—as deadly to the body as your
mutants are to mankind. I can’t do much about the cancer,
but I can still eradicate your not-men!” :

“I wish I had known sooner.” The maker’s faded eyes
blinked regretfully. “Because I once had cancer, too. A
malignant tumor of the brain.” He glanced at Dane. “I told
you how it destroyed my skill at mutation. It had spread
too far to be cut out, before I knew the trouble was any-
thing more than old age.”

«“Huh?” Dane looked down at him sharply. “Didn’t yeu
say you had it removed??” .

“But not by surgery.” His bandaged head turned pain-
fully back to Gellian. “That’s a wonderful example of the
mutual assistance I was talking about. I was beyond the
medical aid of Homo sapiens, but Nan Sanderson saved my
life.”

The haggard man moved toward him with a hungry in-
tentness. “How?” |

“She made a special virus,” he whispered. “She rebuilt a
common bacteriophage, to feed on cancer cells. That was
ber first successful mutation—done just in time to save
my life.””*

“Bacterio—what?”

“‘Fleas have smaller fleas to bite ’em—ad infinitum.’”
The maker grinned wanly. “The bacteriophages are viruses
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that consume bacteria. Nan modified one of them, to give it
an appetite for cancer cells and nothing else.” :

“And—did it work?” :

“Tt works,” Messenger said. “The pain is ended in a few
minutes. Every malignant cell is killed and dissolved into
harmless wastes which are quickly absorbed. Recovery is
rapid, because there is no damage to healthy tissue.”

“A wonderful thing!” Gellian breathed eagerly, but then
he drew back suspiciously. “If it’s such a perfect cure, why
didn’t you publish it?”"

“You were pressing us a little too hard,” the maker told
him. “The medical profession is skeptical of such radical
new treatments—with reason. Any announcement complete
enough to win a hearing would have betrayed Homo excel-
lens to you.” '

Gellian peered at him sharply. “Do you think I'm that
inhuman?”

“You've always seemed pretty implacable.” Messenger
blinked at him thoughtfully. “We were planning to give
Nan’s invention to the public, as soon as we safely could.
If we had known that the pain of cancer was the root of your
hatred, we might have offered it to you.”

Gellian straightened abruptly, his lean hands clenched.
He wet his pale lips nervously, and glanced helplessly at the
officers behind him. Dane could see the torment of inde-
cision in his hollowed eyes, a doubt as cruel as his physicall
agony. 5

“T" won’t bargain,” he muttered hoarsely. “I won’t be
stalled or duped. If all this is only one more of your cunning
lies, you’ll pay for it.” :

The maker turned feebly to Dane.

“Open the medicine kit. Show him the serum.”

Dane fumbled in the plastic kit, and found a small carton
arked Cancerphage. He opened it, to show six tiny glass
ampules, packed carefully. Gellian bent to peer at them,
trembling with his hope and fear. %

“Take the box,” Messenger told him, “The serum should
be injected into a vein. One shot is enough. You can prepare
more serum from the blood of convalescent patients, taken
about twenty-four hours after treatment.” :
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Gellian reached hungrily for the little carton, but checked
himself to peer at Messenger fearfully.

“What do you want in return?”

“Nothing,” the maker said. “If you’re going to wipe out
everything else I’ve tried to do, I want you to save the can-
cerphage. A gift from Homo excellens.”

The gaunt man still hesitated, drawn taut in his torment
of uncertainty.

“I don’t trust you,” his harsh voice rasped. “If this is all
a scheme to infect our forces with your diabolical encepha-
litis—”

“Mr. Gellian!” the general broke in. “I’d advise you to
take the serum. We can arrange to have it tested. And I
think we had better have a talk among ourselves—with Mr,
Messenger’s permission. Let’s go back aboard.”

Gellian seized the little carton. He stood for a moment
looking up across that broken wilderness of stone at the
mutant tree that seemed so small above those high black
cliffs, and then he nodded slowly. 4

“I guess we had better have a talk.” He swung back to
Messenger. “This ought to make a difference, if you have
told the truth. We’ll hold off the bombing until we can
réach some decision—unless your mutants try some attack.”
2“A boy and a girl!” Messenger whispered sardonically.
“Tiost in these mountains, empty-handed against your H-
Bombs. What could they do?”

“I'm still not sure.” Gellian started away, scowling, but
he turned abruptly back after the colonel had caught his
arm and murmured something in his ear. :

“You're in bad shape yourself,” he said. “Do you want
us to send a stretcher for you? We’ve oxygen equipment on
the helicopter, and we can pressurize the cabin.” He nodded
grudgingly at Dane. “You may even bring—him.”

“Thanks just the same.” The maker shook his head. “But
we’ll feel more at home out here, until you decide to trust
us.” He piped and rattled again, with his laborious breath-
ing. “If you’re going to talk about peace,” he gasped,
“please remember that we have more to offer than the can-
cerphage.”

Gellian waited for his words with a restless impatience,
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but Dané saw an ‘éndrmous intetést in .the eyes of the two
officers.

“There are other diseases that ought to yield to mutant
bacteriophages,” he went on painfully. “The process of
genetic engineering can make the whole world over. Inci-
dentally, Dr. Belfast and Miss Sanderson can help you
protect society from any other imperfect mutants still alive
—some of them are really dangerous!” '

The general stood frowning at Messenger.

“We’ll consider that,” he promised uneasily. “We came
to assault a fortress, and we’re hardly prepared to make an
alliance. You must give us time. If you won’t come aboard,
please wait here.”

Messenger whispered faintly that they would wait. His
face was splotched again with blue, and his breath was a
strangled whistling, but he sat stubbornly erect while the
three men hurried back across the wreckage and climbed
into the helicopter. Then he slumped back against the
rock, as if unconscious.

29

DanEe 1A him back on the blankets, and felt for the un-
certain flutter of his pulse, and hastily gave him another
injection. It failed to take effect. His fight for air seemed
hopeless, and his faint pulse began to skip. Dane started
impulsively toward the helicopter, after aid.

“Don’t!” Messenger gasped. “Come—back!”

“I’m going after their oxygen equipment,” Dane told him.
“To help you breathe.”

“No use.” His bandaged head rocked painfully from side
to side on the blankets. “No matter. My work—all donel!”

“I’m not so sure.” So Dane tried to spur his weary will to
live. “Gellian still seems pretty hostile.”

“He’s still sick,” Messenger wheezed. “But he’ll soon—
be well.” :
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fAnd so will you!” Dane bent to. prop his head and
shoulders higher on a folded blanket, to help him breathe.
“But let me get that oxygen—" .

~He caught Dane’s sleeve, with a sudden frantic strength.

“Listen—" He clung, fighting for breath to go on. “Prom-
ise me—you and Nan—you won’t forget—the muddling
race—the stupid, noble race that made you.”

“We won’t forget,” Dane whispered. “I promise.”

“Thank you—both.” His convulsive grasp drew Dane
closer. “You can’t—do much—for me. But you can help—
old Homo sap—"

The painful wheezing ceased, and the clutching hand let
go. Dane caught it up to feel for the pulse again, but there
was none. Stooping to straighten the body and draw the
blanket over the sudden repose of that tired face, he felt
crushed beneath a total desolation he couldn’t understand.

Death was still a final fact, unchangeable even by genetic
engineering. He felt a sick regret that he had failed to delay
Messenger’s foreseen fate. In these last hours, he had come
to like and admire this stubborn old creator, yet he was sur-
prised by that overwhelming weight of grief.

But I've known him longer. The sad words were Nan’s,
and he thought for a moment that she had come back. 7
loved him more.

Dane looked around eagerly, but all he could see was the
helicopter with the machine guns still trained upon him,
and the tilted waste of shattered basalt, and the high cliffs
beneath the mutant tree. Something made him shiver.

“Nan?” he whispered sharply. “Are you—hurt?”

DLm terribly hurt, her words came back. Because I wanted
. S0 much to keep im alive—until we could learn enough to
make his body as young again as kis mind always was. We
needed him, Dane. You and I did, and those other mutant
ckildren he made. And the old race needed him, too. '

“But did you fall?” he gasped. “Are you injured?”

Only by kis death, she answered. Pve come almost to the.
top of the cliff. Just above me is a cave that leads back to a
hollow root of the tree. That is the way to the ship. ;

He knew then that he was really picking up her thoughts,
through their unfolding new capacities. She must have per-
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 ceived the maker’s: death: with his senses, and that sudden
overwhelming sadness was her own emotion, shared with
him. S

“I’m coming to you.” He had been waiting too long; the

need for action was suddenly imperative in him. “I can’t |

do anything else for Mr. Messenger, and I believe I can get
away through these boulders—”

No, you must wait, her warning thought checked his im-
pulse to flight. You must tell Gellian what we just promised,
and arrange for us to begin. There’s a great deal we must do
for the maker and the mother race before we atiempt any
expedition to space, even if this new ship fiies.

- “T’ll wait,” he agreed. “I’ll talk to Gellian, if he wants to
talk—but I’'m afraid he wasn’t very much moved by any-
thing Mr, Messenger said. I’'m afraid we’ll have to run for it
to save our lives. And work the way the maker did, te keep
our promises. I think we’ll need a base, somewhere off the
Earth.” :

We’ll see, she answered. Now I'm going aboard the ship,
" if I can find that cave and pass those barriers. I want to
study the controls, so that we’ll be ready to launch it when
we have @ chance. ,

The burden of her sorrow was lifted from him then,:as
their mental contact broke. He still felt the sharp pain of:his
own regret, but that was balanced now by the knowledge
that Nan was safe. o1t

Anxious hope awoke in him, when he saw a man return--

ing from the helicopter. He started eagerly to meet him; ex-
pecting word from Gellian, but the man was only a perspir-
ing sergeant, carrying a yellow-painted oxygen bottle with
hose and valve and breathing mask.
“For “Mr. Messenger,” he said nervously. “General
Soames sent me—"
He paused at sight of the blanket-wrapped body.
“Youre a little late,” Dane told him bleakly. “Tell the
general Mr. Messenger is dead.”
The sergeant retreated in confusion, and Dane waited
~again. He paced the ledge until he was tired, and sat down
to rest, and got up to walk the uneven rock again. He was
afraid to watch the mutant tree, because the gunners were
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~still watching him,.but now and again-he groped with his.
mind for Nan, :

He failed to reach her. It must have been their shared
grief for the maker, he decided, that created that momen-
tary bridge between their minds. In time, as their new ca-
pacities unfolded, that communion of thought might draw
them into a perfect oneness unknown to the older race, but
now he could only worry and wait.

The engines of the helicopter had idled noisily for a long
time, ready for flight, and it almost startled him when they
were cut off. Listening in the sudden quiet, he could hear the
dull drum of the unseen aircraft circling above.

That ominous sound seemed to rise and fall, for a time,
but then it slowly died away, as if the planes were depart-
ing. His hopes lifted again, in that deeper silence, but for
another endless time he saw no movement about the heli-
copter. .

The clouds grew darker as the sun went down behind
them, and he was shivering in a cold wind blowing from
the snows above, when at last he saw John Gellian coming
back. His heart sank when he saw the way the gaunt man
stumbled over the rocks and scraps of wreckage. Hopelessly,
he thought Gellian must have tried the cancerphage and

-been stricken by it.
»40“The maker’s dead.” He couldn’t keep a tired defiance
from his voice.-“I guess you’ll have to talk .to me.”

1 “The sergeant told us.” Gellian paused beside the cov-
ered body, gray-faced and swaying. “It seems such a dread-
ful thing, and I’'m the one to blame.”

And he stood helplessly shaking his head. :

“Well?” Dane whispered anxiously. “Have you and the
general decided what you want to do, about—us?” '

“A difficult problem.” Gellian kept looking down at Mes-
senger, and he made soft clucking sounds of regret. “It’s
a terrible thing, hounding such a man to death. If I had
known the truth—but that’s no use.” He turned to Dane.

“There’s one favor we want to ask.” His voice was hoarse
with weariness, and hushed with a curious humility, “If
you and Miss Sanderson don’t object, we want to take the
body. Do you mind?”

22F%



Dane hesitated; but he and Nan could do no more.-

“I suppose not,” he said. P

“Thank you.” Gellian’s haggard eyes flashed with grati-
tude. “There’s so little we can do, except to bury him.”

He was swaying where he stood, but Dane saw now that
he didn’t look stricken. His face was lined with bone-deep
fatigue, and his hollowed eyes dark with remorse, but that
sternness of agony was gone.

“The cancerphage?” Dane asked quickly. “Have you
done anything with that?”

“General Soames made me the guinea pig.” He smiled a
little, and his dark face had a look of peace Dane had not
seen there before. “I think he was more impressed than I
was, by Messenger’s plea, and he pointed out that I had
nothing to lose, whatever it did to me.”

“What did it do?”

“It stopped the pain, as quickly as he promised.” Gellian
glanced sadly at the maker’s body. “You wouldn’t know how
much that means. Just now I'm weak as a kitten—reaction,
I suppose. But I’m getting well! I expect to sleep tonight—
without drugs—a thing I haven’t done in months.”

“I’m glad,” Dane whispered. “I was afraid it had failed.”

He looked at the gaunt man, anxiously. “But what are you

going to do about us?”
“T don’t know.” Worry erased Gellian’s tired relief.
“Soames and I have been talking with our people in the

governments, trying to decide.” He shrugged helplessiy..

“An appalling problem, because it caught us by surprise.
I’'m sorry we kept you waiting so long, but even yet we
don’t know what to do.”

“What seems to be the trouble?”

“There’s so little we can do.” Gellian hesitated, studying
him uncertainly. “And it’s impossible to decide what we
ought to offer, because so much depends on you. We can’t
settle anything, until we know what you are going to de-
mand.”

Dane caught his breath, astonished. “We aren’t demand-
ing anything.”

“You're entitled to more than we can give,” Gellian in-
sisted urgently, “We can’t do much for Messenger except
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bury him, but we'want to ‘do whatever we can for you—
because of him.” :

“So you mean to let us live?” Dane’s knees felt sud-
denly weak. “That’s all we really need.”

“I believe your lives are still in danger, but we’re doing
what we can.” Gellian shook his head regretfully. “It will
take a long time to uproot all the fear and hatred we’ve
been planting. I know we can’t undo all the damage, or
bring any of those children back to life. But the witch-hunt
is ended.” -

Dane felt the hot sting of tears in his eyes. He saw Gel-
lian hesitating, as if doubtful of his reaction, but something
hurt his throat so that he couldn’t speak of his relief.

“Operation Survival is being disbanded,” Gellian went on
softly. “Our planes are already returning to their bases, and
the last of our forces will be out of New Guinea by tomor-
row-night.”

Dane gave him a thin little smile of gratitude.

“Another thing—” He paused -again, uncertainly. ©I
don’t know what you and Miss Sanderson are planning, but
we're afraid for you to leave New Guinea, now.” '
, Dane couldn’t help a troubled glance toward the mutant
tree. “I don’t know where we’re going.”

“We're reversing the aims of our organization,” Gellian
went on nervously. “The new purpose of the agency will be
toiget justice for Homo excellens, but it won’t be easy to tear
down all the intolerance we’ve built. You will probably be
in danger for a long time to come.” ‘

Dane shrugged, with a sudden cheerful confidence.

“If you give us half a chance, I think we’ll get along.”

“We’ve been talking about the company.” Gellian
frowned at him, doubtfully. “Mr. Messenger’s company. I
called Jones in New York—the banker. He has been a silent
supporter of the agency, and now he has agreed to reorgan-
ize Cadmus—that is, if you and Miss Sanderson think you
can make it pay again.”

“I think we could.” Dane nodded thoughtfully. “Nan will
soon be able to make more mules, and other mutations, I’'m
sure. We’d want the benefits’' to be spread more widely
than they were before. Whatever we do will be for both our
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races, instead of just for Mr. Jones. But I suppose we do
need to make some money—ior the children that are still
alive.”

. “Good!” Gellian seemed relieved, though still uneasy.

“Splendid! T’ll tell him that you agree in principle. You can
call him whenever you like, to work the details out.”

His tired smile was suddenly too cordial, Dane thought,
and his husky voice too loud. Even though the witch-hunt
had ended, the chasm of difference remained. Man and not-
man, they could be firm allies and warm friends, but never
quite alike. Gellian’s good intentions left him unmoved
and still alone.

“T think that settles everything, in principle.” Gellian
reached quickly to grasp his hand, and quickly let it go, as
if faintly uncomfortable in his presence. “Is there anything
else?” He turned restlessly toward the helicopter. “Do you
want us to take you back to Edentown?”

Dane shook his head.

“Please leave me here,” he said. “Nan’s waiting for me,
and we’ve a way to travel. You can leave word that we'll
soon be back again, to work on a new crop of mules.”

The helicopter lifted a few minutes later, carrying the
maker’s body and Van Doon’s. Dane watched it out of
sight, shivering where he stood in the windy mountain dusk.
As soon as it was gone, he started climbing eagerly toward
the high black cliffs and the mystery of that mutant tree,
glowing faintly blue against the sudden tropic dark, where
Nan was waiting for him. .

Now that you have finished this book, you will probably be interested in
other best-selling POPULAR LIBRARY editions of novels and non-fiction
now obtainable at 25¢ and 35¢ per copy on all newsstands. Published by
POPULAR LIBRARY, INC., 10 East 40th Street, New York 16, N. Y.

224






. POPULAR
LIBRARY

COMPLETE - UNABRIDGED

T €N ON N "'.——»—"m

=
£
=J

PASSION...

out of this world!
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" named Nan Sanderson. She must be killed!”

Neither man suspected the truth: Dane Belfast
was one of the supermen — and he found it out

with Nan Sanderson in his superarms!
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