























Hastening there, Harker finds the
place in confusion. Mitchison and
Klaus have disappeared. And when
Harker suggests a public demonstra-
tion, Raymond confesses for the
first time that the process does not
always work—and when it does
work, one time out of six the brain
is not revived with the body.

This, of coutse, eliminates the
possibility of a public demonstra-
tion, which would, Harker now re-

- alizes, be like a game of Russian
Roulette, with one chance in six that
the whole show would blow up in
their faces. As he considers the
situation, Barchet enters and in-
forms him that the reporters are
growing restless. He' composes a
hasty statement disowning Mitchi-
son, crediting Raymond as head of
the project, and declaring that full
details of the technique will be re-
leased as soon as they are ready.
Then he locates the nearest vidset,
to see how the news is being treated.

‘The original announcement has
already pushed all other news into
the background. Thurman and oth-
ers are calling for an immediate
Senate investigation with a view to
placing the reanimation technique
under Federal regulation. The
President and Vice-President are
treating the news calmly. But there
is one large and vitally important
question still to be answered. That
question is: how will the man in the
street react? Harker wishes he knew.

Now Read Part Two:
RECALLED TO LIFE

CHAPTER IX

HARKER held his first news-
conference at three-thirty
that afternoon, in the hastily-
rigged room that was now his
Litchfield office.

By that time, it bad occurred
to him that he had become not
only the legal adviser of the labo-
ratories, but the public spokes-
man, publicity director, and
chairman of the board as well.
Everyone, Raymond included,
seemed perfectly willing to dele-
gate responsibility to him.

He made a list of e®ht select-
ed media representatives—three
newspapers, both press scrvices,
two video networks and one radio
network, and invited them to
send men to his conference. No
others were allowed in.

He told ‘them very concisely

what the Beller techniquc was,

how it had been devcloped, and
what it could do. He uséd a few
technical terms that he had pick-
ed up from his weekend reading.
He did not mention the fact that

the technique was not without

flaws.

When he had finished his ex-
planation, he called for questions.
Surprisingly few. were forthcom-
ing. The news seemed to have -
stilled the tongues of even these
veteran reporters.

At the close of the conference
he said, "Headquarters for
further Beller news will be right
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here. I'll try to make myself
available for comment about the
same time every afternoon.”

He watched them go. He won-
dered how much of what he had
said would reach the public un-
distorted, and how much would
emerge in garbled and sensation-
alized form. .

Toward evening, he started
finding out.

Harker reached his home in
Larchmont about seven that eve-
ning, utterly exhausted. Lois was
at the door, anxious-faced, tense.

“Jim! I've been listening to
the news™all day. So have the
boys. Your name’s’been mention-
ed every time.”

“That's nice,” Harker said
wearily. He unsnapped his shoes
and nodded hello to his sons,
who stared at him strangely as if
he had undergone some strange

transformation during the day. = -

"I'll be spénding most of my
time-at Litchfield until things get
calmer,” he said. "I may even
have to sleep out there for a
while.”

The phone rang suddenly.
Harker started to go for it, then
changed his mind and said,
“Find out who it is, first. If it's
anybody official tell them I'm not
home yet. Except Raymond.”

Lois nodded and, glided off to-
ward the phone alcove. When
she returned, she looked even
more pale, more tense.

“Who was it?”

“'Some—some crank. There've
been a lot of those calls today,
Jim.”

He tightened his lips. “I'll
have the number changed to-
morrow. Nuisances.”’

The late editions of two of the
New York papers lay on the has-
sock near his’ chair. He picked
up the Seventh Edition of the
Star-Post. A red-inked banner
said, CAN LIFE BE RESTORED?
READ NOBEL WINNER'S OPIN-
ION!

- Harker glanced at the article.
It was by Carlos Rodriguez, the
Peruvian poet, winner of the
Nobel Prize for Literature in
2018. Evidently it was a philo-
sophical discussion of man’s right
to bring back the dead. Harker
read about three paragraphs, then
abruptly lost interest when an-
othgr headline at-the lower right-
hand corner caught ‘his eye. It
said,

Rick BRYANT REMAINS DEAD,
SAY SPACE PIONEER’s HEIRs

New York, May 20—The
body of 73-year-old Richard
Bryant, early hero of the space
age, will be cremated on sched-
ule tomorrow morning, according
to a. family spokesman. Com-
menting on the growing public
sentiment that the famed Bryant
be granted a reprieve from death
for his epochal flight to Mars,
Jonathan Bryant, his oldest son,
declared:
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advance information and hung
up. Storm-clouds were beginning
to gather already. But his earlier
mood of gloom and desperation
had washed away, he found.

He knew why. The battle had
been joined. No more behind-
the-scenes skulkmg he was out
in the open as the stmdard-
bearer of Beller Labs. rom-
ised to be a rough ﬁght, but that
didn't scare him. ,

“This is my second chance,”
he said to Lois.

She smiled palely.
understand, Jim."”

“I was clected Governor of
New York on a reform platform
that nobody in the party organi-
zation took seriously except me.
I waded in and started to make
reforms, and I got my tecth ram-
med down my throat for it.
-Okay. I lost round one. But now
I'm in the thick of the fight
again, fighting -against ignorince
and fear and hysteria. Maybe I'll
lose again—but at least I'll have
tried.”

She touched his arm, almost
timidly. Harker realized that he
had never really seen into his
wife before: seen the contradic-
tions in her, the caution, the
timidity, and the core of tough-
ness that was there too.

“This time you'll win, Jim,”
she said simply.

“I don't

- IT DIDN'T look that way in the
morning.
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THURMAN SPEARHEADS RE-
ANIMATION INQUIRY, the T/mes
announced, and the story reveal-
ed that Senator Clyde Thurman
(N-L, N.Y.) had urged immedi-
ate Congressional investigation
of the claims of Beller Rescarch
Laboratories, and from the tone
of Thurman's statements it was
obvious that he was hostile to the
whole idea of reanimation. "S-
ful . . . possibly a menace lo the
fabric of society . . " were two
of the terms quoted in the news-
paper. -

The Tinzes also printed a full
page of extracts from editorials
of other newspapers throughout
the country, plus a few comments
from overseas papers that had
arrived in time for the early
cditions.

The prevailing newspaper sen-
timent was one of caution. The
East Coast papers generally sug-
gested - that™ careful scrutiny be

‘applied to the alleged statements

of Beller Labs before such a
process be used on any wide
scale. The Far West papers called
for immediate scientific study of
the Beller achievement, and most
of them implied that it would be
a tremendous boon to humanity
if the claims were found to be
true.

The Midwest papers, though
took a different approach, in
general. The Chicago Tribune
declared: “We fear that this new
advance of science may instead
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guide, giving forth bristling sci-
entific terminology at every pos-
sible opportunity. The senators
looked impressed.

The senators also looked in-
creasingly weary — all except
Thurman, who strode along next
to Raymond and Harker and put

forth a never-ending string of

questions, some of them pointless
and others embarrassingly per-
ceptive.

As he struggled to keep pace
with Thurman, Harker felt a
surge of new admiration for the
Nat-Lib patriarch. Thurman was
a ruggedly built rhan, well over
six feet tall and still erect of
bearing; his face was a craggy
affair dominated by massive
snowy-white eyebrows and a
thatch of silver hair, and his
voice was a commanding rumble.

It was Thurman who had com-

pleted the destruction of the old

Democratic  and  Republican
parties by serving as organizer
for the National-Liberal * Party
that carried the 1990 congres-
sional elections; he had then per-
suaded the incumbent President
Morrison to run for re-election
on the Nat-Lib, rather than
Democratic ticket, in '92—and,
by '94, the obsolete political
parties had vanished, replaced by
a more logical alignment of
liberal against conservative.
Now, Harker thought, the
party lines were blurring again;
perhaps it was an inevitable force
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at work. There were liberals .in
the American-Conservatives, and
some early Nat-Libs, especially
Thurman, were with increasing
regularity voting for Conserva-
tive-sponsored measures. Perhaps
in another fifty years’ time a
further re-organization would be
needed; it seemed to be necessary
about once a century, judging by
past performance.

As they explored the enzyme
lab and watched the big centri-
fuge at work in the serotinin
room, Harker wondered how he
stood with Thurman now. Fif-
teen years ago, he had virtually
been a son to the Senator, serving
for a while as his private secre-
tary before being tapped for
prominence in the New York
Nat-Lib organization. Thurman
had guided him up through the
Mayoralty, saw him into the gov-
ernor’s mansion in Albany—and
then, when the party decided: to
ostracize him, Thurman had not
said a word in his defense. It was
more than a year since he had
spoken to the veteran legislator.

“These dogs,” Senator Vorys
said as Raymond and Vogel dem-
onstrated reanimation on a pair
of spaniels, “they feel no pain?”
Vorys was a waspish, bald little
man, with seemingly a lifetime
tenure as American-Conservative
Senator from South Carolina.

“Absolutely none,” Raymond
assured him.

“Animal experiments ar€ le-
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reddened even more than nor-
mally, and he squirmed wretch-
edly in his inflated pncumatic
desk-chair. "I've been following
the papers, Jim. I've been fol-
lowing the whole thing.”

“I warned you it was hot.”

“I know. I didn't know how
hot it was, though. Jim, this hurts
me,” Kelly said. “I'm going to
ask a favor of you. It's £ lousy
thing to ask, because it shows I
don't have guts or the courage of
your convictions or something
along those lines. But—"

Harker said, "I'll spare you
the troublc of putting it into
words. The answer is yes. If you
think my presence on your firm
letterhead will hurt the firm,
Bill, T'll resign.”

A look of gratitude appeared -

on Kelly’s fleshy sweat-shiny
face. "Jim, I want you to under-
stand—that is—Ilook ‘here, I ask-
ed you to come in with m¢ when
your party booted you out, and
don’t think I didn't get my wrist
slapped for it. But this reanima-
tion thing is too big. I don’t want
to get associated with it in any
way. And so—well it seemed to
Portobello and Klein and me—"
“Sure, Bill.” Harker had. a
sudden dizzying vision of him-
self standing at the rim of a bot-
tomless abyss, but he heard his
voice saying, calmly, rock-steady,
“I'll draft a note informing you
that I'm resigning because of the
pressure of outside activities.”
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Hoarsely Kelly said, “Thanks,
Jim. And if this thing blows over
—if it all works out—we'll have
a spot for you here. Don’t forget
that.” .

“I won't.” Not even becanse
you don’t mean i, Harker
thought. It wasn’'t possible for
Kelly to mean it. It was just a
formal ritualistic statement, this
implication that he could come
back at a future time.

He was through here. Proba-
bly he was through with private
law practice forever. Kelly was
a brave and intelligent man, but
Kelly had been afraid to keep
the: hot potato named James
Harker on his letterhead any
longer. No onc clse would wel-
come him either. Beller Labs was
the straw to' which he had to
cling now.

He stood up.

"Okay, Bill. Glad we got
cverything  clcared  up.  Just
thought T'd tell you about the
wrap-up on the Bryant case. T'll
clear out my officc next week.”

“No hurry about it. Oh-—

nearly forgot.” Keclly consulted
a memo slip. “Lco Wainstead's
office phoned here for you carlier
today. The Governor wants you
to call hirh back between onc-
thirty and three o'clock this after-
noon.
~Harker frowned momentarily.
Winstead? What does he want
with me? He said to Kelly,
“Thanks, Bill. And so long.”
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the Thurman situation last night.
First let me tell you that the Nat-
Libs have decided to issue a pub-
lic statement praising your outfit

and asking for careful considera-

tion of reanimation.”

Harker smiled. “It's about
time someone said he was on our
side.” :

"Don’t break your arm patting
your back,” Winstead warned.
“The Amer-Cons forced our
hand. It took all night for us to
agree to support you. A lot of us
aren't in favor of reanimation
at all.”

“And a lot of you aren'’t in fa-
vor of anything I'm in favor of,”
Harker said crisply. “But what's
this about Thurman, now?"

“"He’s killing us! How can we
come out pro-reanimation when
the elder patriarch of our party is
issuing statements condemning
it?”

Harker shrugged. “I'll admit
you have a problem.” .

“Any such inconsistency would
make us look- silly,” Winstead
said. “Jim, would you do us a
favor?"’

The idea of doing favors for
the party leaders who had sum-
marily expelled him less than a
year ago did not appeal to him.
But he said, in a cautious voice,
“Maybe. What do you want?”

“We haven't approached Thur-
man directly yet. We'd like you to
do it.”

“Me?"”
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Winstead nodded. “Go down

to Washington and appeal to the
old gorilla’s sense of sentiment.
Plead with hinrto come back to
the fold. Thurman was once very
high on you, Jim. Maybe he still
is.
Harker said, "'I saw Thurman
yesterday and he wasn't running
over with sentiment. He came, he
saw, and he condemned. What
more can I say to him?"

Winstead’s face grew agitated.
Harker wondered what pressures
had been exerted on the Governor
to make this phone-call. “Jim,
this is for your sake as well as,

“ours. If you can win Thurman

over, Congressional approval of
reanimation’s a cinch! You're just
cutting your own throat by refus-
ing to go down.”

"You know I'm not anxious to
do favors for —”

"We understand that! But can’t
you see you'll be helping yourself
as well? We'll try to make things

_easier for you if you convince

Thurman.”

Harker grinned pleasantly. It
was fun to see Winstead squirm.
"Okay,” he said finally. "T'll go
down to see Thurman first thing
tomorrow morning.”

CHAPTER XIV

FRIDAY MORNING. Ten-fifteen
a.m., on the morning of May .
24, 2033.

James Harker stared out the
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some keen-eyed reader would read
the Barchet obit and wonder why
an official of the Beller Labora-
tories had been allowed to die on
the premises, when reanimation
equipment was right there. No
doubt the question would be
raised in the afternoon papers,
since any news of the Beller re-
searchers rated a good play.

He was not mistaken. At noon
Mart Raymond called; he stared
somewhat reproachfully at Hark-
er out of the screen and said,
“Some reporters just phoned up,

Jim. They saw Barchet's obit and -

want to know how come he wasn’t
reanimated. What am I supposed
to tell them—the truth?”

Harker scowled. “Don’t tell
them anything. Let me think. Ah
—yes. Tell them Barchet was de-
spondent over personal affairs,
and left a memo imploring us not
to reanimate him. Naturally, we
abided by his last request.”

“Naturally,” Raymond said
acidly.” “Okay. I'll tell them. It
sounds halfway plausible, any-
way.

The newspapers moved fast.
By nightfall the story had been
promoted to the front pages, gen-
erally headed with something like
BELLER MAN CHOOsEs DEATH.
The editorial pages of the Star-
Post’s evening edition had an in-
teresting comment:

NATURAL DEATH OR SUICIDE?
Yesterday Simeon Barchet, an
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executive of the now-famous Bel-
ler Laboratories, died suddenly of
a heart attack. According to bis
colleagues at Beller, Mr. Barchet-
had been in a despondent frame
of mind and left instructions that
he was not to be reanimated.

The situation exposed a new
facet of the already-explosive re-
animation situation. Can willful
refusal to undergo reanimation be
considered suicide? According to
time-honored principles of law,
suicide or attempted suicide iy an
2llegal act. In this case, the odd
paradox arises of a man already
dead commilting what can only
be termed suicide. Should rean:-
mation be given the cachet of
legal approval during the forth-
coming Congressional hearings,
then it is clear that a testament
forbidding reanimation will reach
beyond the grave to bind the dead
man's  survivors, counsel, and
physicians in a conspiracy to abet
suicide.

Obviously this is an impossible
state of affairs. It demonsirates
once again that the staggering
Beller Laboratories success, which
renders death in many cases
merely temporary, will unavoid-
ably bring about a massive revolu-
tion in our codes of legal and
medical ethics, and indeed .a
change in our entire manner of

life.

As he looked through the heap
of newspapers, Harker began to



feel that the tide was turning. The
hysteria was dying down. Men
were realizing that reanimation
was no grisly joke, no hoax, but
something real that had been de-
veloped and which could not be
stamped out. There were relative-
ly few cries for wholesale sup-
pression of the process. A Funda-
mentalist minister from Kansas
had got his name into the papers
by demanding immediate destruc-
tion of all equipment and plans
for reanimation apparatus, but his
was an isolated voice.

The tone of the Star-Post edi-
torial secemed to be the tone of the
concensus. Men  of mtclhgcncc
were saying, Reanimation exists.
for good vr evil. Let's study it for
a while and find ont what it can
do and how it will change society.
Let's not scream for its suppres-
sion. but let's not unleash jt en-
tively hefure we know what we're
letting loose.

The most authoritative of the
secular anti-reanimation voices
had belonged to Clyde Thurman,
and that voice now was stilled.
The act had been one of colossal
audacity and thoughtlessness, and
even now Harker found it diffi-
cult to endure the memory of the
noble old warrior's mindless eyes:
but, he had to admit it, it had
silenced a potent force for sup-
pression.

Perhapy these were . times fw
violence and audacity, Harker
thought.

52

It that case I'm the wrong man
for my job. But it's too late to
help that now.

SUNDAY'S PAPERS continued
the general trend toward reason-
able consideration of the rcanima-
tion case, and also reported no
progress in the scarch for the
missing Senator. It was learned
that the reanimation hearings
would begin as scheduled on
Monday-—not in  Washington,
though, but in New York. Late
Sunday evening a messenger ap-
peared at Harker's door and
handed him a document.

It was a subpoena, requesting

.him to be present at 10:00 the

following morning at the Hotel
Manhattan, where the Congres-
sional hearings would. begin.

Harker arrived there half an
hour carly. The hearings were .
taking place in a meeting-room on
the nineteenth floor of the big ho-
tel. Federal law required the pres-
encc of the press at Congressional
hearings; television cameras were
already set up, and at the back of
the room Harker saw the four
senators who had visited the labs:
Brewster, Vorys, Dixon, West-
morc. Two American-Conserva-
tives, two National-Liberals. The
fifth seat had been left vacant, ob-
viously for Thurman; but Thur-
man would not be likely to take
part in the hearings, though only
a few men knew that fact with
any certainty.
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Speaking easily and freely
now, Raymond told of the orig-
inal Beller bequest, the gathering-
together of the laboratory staff,
the early failures. He outlined a
rough sketch of ‘the technique as
it was now practiced. “To date
we've had about seventy success-
ful reanimations,” he finished.

“And how many failures have
there been?”

“About ten out of the seventy.
Previous to our first successful
reanimation we had thirty con-
secutive failures.”

“I see. And what is the nature
of these failures?”

Raymond began to fidget. "Ah
—well, we.don’t succeed in re-
storing life.”

“The body
mate?”’ .

“Yes. Most of the time, that is.
I mean—"

It was too late. Vorys pounced
on the slip gleefully and said,
“"Most of the time, Dr. Raymond?
I don’t quite understand. Does
that mean that some of your fail-
ures result in actual reanimation,
" or partial reanimation? Will you
make yourself clear?”’

Panicky, Raymond glanced at
Harker, who shrugged and nod-
ded resignedly. It bad to come ont
eventually, Harker thought.

The squirming Raymond was a
pitiful sight under the merciless
lights. He said in a hopeless
voice, "I guess I ought to be more
specific.”
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remains  inani-

“That would help, Dr. Ray-
mond.”

“Well,” Raymond said,
"“"Counting the boy we reanimated
when you were at the labs, Sen-
ator, we’'ve had 72 reanimations
since the first success. No, 73. In
62 of those cases, we've had
c-complete success. In four others,
it was impossible for us to restore
life at all. And in the remaining
seven’ —now it comes ont, Hark-
er thought—"we achieved reani-
mation with partial success.”

“In what way partial?”” Vorys
pressed.

Raymond had run out of eva-
sions. He said, “"We restored the
body to functional activity. We
were unable to achieve a similar
restoration of the mind, in those
seven cases.”

CHAPTER XVII

HE NEWSPAPERS had a field
day with Raymond’s uhwill-
ing revelation. Even the tradi-
tionally sedate Times devoted six
of its eight columns to a banner

- headline about it, and a story

which began,

Public faith in the Beller re-
animation process was Sseriously
shaken today by the surprising
revelation that veanimation sone-
times produces a mentally defi-
cient individual.

Dr. Martin Raymond, head of
the Beller research organization,
made the statement in New Y ork












They've rejected my ideas—
which were close to being per-
fected—and instead chose to sup-
press the whole affair.”

Harker felt his pulse mounting.
Klaus seemed icily calm up there,
speaking now with cold precision
—most unusual for him. He
sounded as if he had rehearsed
this speech all morning.

Brewster said, “It would seem
to me that the directors of the
Beller Laboratories were guilty of
an act of bad faith. Wouldn'’t you
agree, Dr. Klaus?

“Definitely, sir.”

“Thank you. We would like to

hear from Mr. James Harker,
now.
Moistening his lips, Harker
rose and took his place in the
spotlight. Brewster gave place to
Dixon, for which Harker was
thankful; the American-Conser-
vative Senators had a way of con-
ducting hearings as if they were
representatives of the Spanish
Inquisition. '

Dixon said, “Would you tell
us how you became affiliated with
the Beller outfit, Mr. Harker?”

"I was approached by Dr. Lu-
rie of Beller,” Harker said. "I
had retired to private law practice
after conclusion of my term as
Governor of New York State. Dr.
Lurie requested me to handle the
legal aspects of reanimation.”

“Ah. How long have you been
connected with Beller, then?”

“Dr. Lurie first approached me
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on May 8. Roughly three weeks
ago, Senator Dixon.”

~ “And you have acted as spokes-
man for the laboratory since May
82"

“No sir. My first public state-
ment for Beller appeared on May
20. It was occasioned by the pre-
mature and unauthorized release
of information to the public by
Dr. Klaus and our then public-
relations agent, Mr. Mitchison.
This was the act of insubordina-
tion for which they were dis-
missed from the laboratory.”

“You infer that the first public.
announcement of the Beller re-
animation experiments was made
without your consent or knowl-
edge?” ’

“That's right, sir.”

“Why did you intend to main-
tain continued secrecy?” :

“The process was not quite per-
fect, sir. A few more weeks of
work and we could have elimin-
ated the possibility of mental loss.

It was my plan not to bring the

matter to the public notice until
then—but Dr. Klaus took it upon
himself to inform the world with-
out my knowledge.”

- Harker glanced at Brewster
and Vorys. They were frowning;
perhaps he had gotten through to
them. He wondered if his words
would counteract the tide of unfa-
vorable reactions already swelling.

Dixon said, “Could you tell us
how close you are to actual elim-
ination of the hazard of insanity?”
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his temper—for Vorys was obvi-
ously deliberately baiting him—
Harker said, "I believe it would
be possible to grant you and your
three colleagues access to our rec-
ords, to prove the fraudulent na-
ture of the Janson matter. But
public exposure of the names
would not be necessary, would it?”

“Quite possibly not. Thank
you, Mr. Harker. We will recess
for one hour now.”

As soon as Harker had left the
stand, Mart Raymond approached
him and said, "Things arc get-
ting rough, eh?”

Harker nodded. “Vorys and
Brewster arc out for our scalps.
The American-Conservatives must
be preparing to come down hard.”
- "I'm sorry about letting that
statistic slip yesterday, Jim—"

“Forget it. It had to come out
sooner or later, and maybe if we
had announced it at the start we
wouldn’t be having so much trou-
ble now. Well, it couldn't bc
helped. Let's go get somc lunch.”

As they rode downward in the
gravshaft toward the hotel dining
room, Harker said, "Exactly how
close are you to getting the bugs
out of the process?”

Raymond looked vague. "A
week, a month, maybe a year. We
know what causes the mental
breakdown—most of ‘the timc.
It’s a matter of hormone impurity,
generally. Of course, 1n some
cases the brain suffers severc dam-
age in the process of dying, and
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we'll never be able to lick that
any morc than we can revive a
man who's been blown apart by
dynamite. But I'm prefty sure we
can lick the defects in our own
system soon.”

“And what probability of suc-
cess would you predict after that?”

Raymond shrugged and said,
“Who knows? Nine out of ten
successes? Ninety-seven out of a
hundred? Until we have ten or
twenty thousand case histories be-
hind us, our statistics don't mean
a hoot.”

Harker nodded thoughtfully.
The meal was a quiet one; neither
man said much. Harker was going -
back over the morning's session,
trying to pick out the phrases the
press would leap on.

He hoped he had discredited
the Mitchison-Klaus combine and
Bryant by his refutation. Surely
the public would sce that Mitchi-
son and Klaus were vengeful
power-seckers and nothing more,
and that the whole Janson affair
was nothing but a malicious hoax.

But he overestimated the pub-
lic's ability to distinguish truth
from slung mud, it scemed. The

cearly afternoon papers were al-

ready on sale by the time the hear-
ing resumed for the afternoon.

The headline on the Star-Post
was, KL.AUs SAYs HARKER FIRED
Him; CHARGEs BELLER ‘BaD
FaiTH'.

The story, slanted heavily in
Klaus’ direction, implied that the
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tion will work every time, pro-
vided no vital organs are dam-
aged and that decay hasn't be-
gun.”

“What's the point of doing
that? It isn’t so.”

“It will be so, sooner or later.
Sooner, I hope. But I have an idea
for a sort of publicity. stunt, a
grandstand play that should clinch
the idea of reanimation’s safety.
Or else finish us altogether.”

Harker walked to the window
and stared out. Raymond said,
“Jim, what the dickens are yo
talking about?” ‘

Harker turned sharply. “Very
simple. We're going to give a
public demonstration of reanima-
tion, sometime in the next couple
of days. In order to prove the ab-
solute safety of the process. I'm
going to allow you to kill me
under laboratory conditions and
bring me back to life.”

“Are you crazy?”

“Desperate. It's not quite the
same thing.”

“But suppose it doesn’t work?
What if—you remember how
Thurman looked?”

“I do. I'll take my chances. If
it doesn’t work, then we’re not
much worse off than we are now.”
Harker turned again and stared
out the window. )

The rain had stopped; the sun
was out. A rainbow arched proud-
ly across the low hills, a many-
colored ribbon stretching out to
the horizon.

RECALLED TO LIFE

HARKER drafted two press re-
leases during the afternoon, and
by nightfall they had reached
print in the newspapers. Both
caused sensations. -

At seven that evening he tuned
in the video at one of the labora-
tory dorm lounges, and heard a
news commentator say, “Exciting
news from the Beller Research
Laboratories of New [ersey today.
The last technical flaw in the re-
animation process has been licked,
according to lab director Martin
Raymond. The Beller Lab state-
ment declared that from now on
reanimation will be virtually fool-
proof, with no risk of possible in-
sanity as before.

“As if to drive home the im-
portance of this new develop-
ment, a simultaneous statement.
comes from James Harker, who of
course is closely affiliated with the -
reanimation researchers. Harker
let it be known this afternoon
that he is suffering from a rare
heart ailment, one which has been
hitherto impossible to correct be-
canse the necessary surgery can-
not be performed on aliving man.

“Harker declared that he is so
confident of the Beller technique’s
results that he will submit to the
operation, necessitating  tem po-
rary ‘death, and then will be
reanimated at the conclusion of
the operation.”

‘Harker listened soberly to this
largely fictitious news broadcast.
He had no heart ailment; the last
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ries, but our life-span is that of a
mayfly, and they do nothing about
it,” said Birkala bitterly. "The
Earthmen flash from world to
world in an instant, but we must
use antiquated rockets and be con-
fined to our own system of plan-
ets.” ‘

Direka nodded again.

“The Earthmen are greedy,”
he agreed sagely.

“I am going to talk with the
Earthmen,” said Birkala, and
added cruelly: “You must leave
me, Direka. Your crooked body
would hurt the Earthmen’s sen-
sitive eyes.”

“Yes, I shall go so you may talk
with the Earthman,” assented
Direka and moved away - sadly
down the street.

Birkala watched him go, and
smiled ruefully. He did not really
like to hurt Dircka, but if he made
Direka think the Earthman was
repelled at the sight of him, per-
haps Direka would engender his
own hatred of Erik, instead of
merely echoing Birkala’s emo-
tions.

Birkala stepped to the open
gate and entered the garden. It
was a more beautiful garden than
even the greatest artists of the
world Orcti could arrange, for
into Erik’s planning had gone the
aesthetic tradition of many millen-
nia. The green sun that swam in
Ourcti’s violet sky shone down on
foliage and grasses of orange and
brown and rust, and so carefully
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were things placed that even the
great silver-and-blue lina flowers
did not blare their supremacy over
lesser plants, as in most Orcti gar-
dens. They blended with the stat-
uary and foliage, with the walks
and the pools, tamely contribut-
ing their beauty to the balanced
picture of peace and quietude.

ERIK looked up from his easel
as Birkala approached. He was a
blond man of noble face and
bearing, looking to be Birkala’s
own age. Yet this Earthman had
lived and traveled the stars before
Birkala’s great grandfather was
conceived in the womb.

Spira sat nude on the edge of a
fountain pool, one knee bent and
one hand dipped gracefully in the
sparkling water. She sat patiently
and kept her wide golden eyes
fixed on Erik’s face, but recog-
nized Birkala's approach with a
faint smile. The sunlight glinted
from her yellow-green hair and
burnt orange skin. '

Birkala stood at Erik’s shoul-
der, his feet apart and his hands
clasped behind him, and studied
the unfinished painting critically.
With a sure, light brush, Erik had
captured the innocence of a young
woman seated by a fountain. The
style was so simple as to be almost
calligraphic, yet a few lines and
spots of paint portrayed to the eye
the long curve of Spira’s thigh,
the tilt of her breasts, the candor
and loveliness of her face.
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He whistled softly between his
teeth.
“We've found it, Direka!” he
cxclaimed to " his  companion.
“This is the beam transmitter that
Erik haskept hidden so carefully.
This is the control panel, and the
room undoubtedly is the transmit-
ter itself.”
Direka looked puzzled, then
bnghtened
“Now we can go to Earth? Yes
Birkala?” he chirped.

BIRKALA inspected the control
panel carefully. The charts were
star-charts, etched on metal under
glass. Below each was a series of
dials, and Birkala deduced that
these dials set the coordinates on
- the charts, establishing the des-
tination. He recognized the con-
figurations of the heavens from
Orcti.

“Yes, Direka, 1 think we
could,” he said. “But then the
Earthmen would know we had
been meddling. If we should go,
we should go here, I think.”

He stabbed a finger at one of
the charts, at a star on the outer

edge of the inhabited portion’ of-

~ the galaxy.

“The inhabited planet in this
system is no more advanced than
Orcti,” he said. "If T could go
there, I could perhaps evade dis-
covery by the Earthman there. But
we certainly shall not risk going
anywhere until I learn more about
the operation of this machine.”

Birkala was too good a scientist
not to realize that grave danger
was involved in tinkering with an
unfamiliar machine. But he was
too ardent a scientist and his ob-
session with the beam transmit-
ter was too strong for him not to
risk danger to himself willingly.

“Direka, you go out into the
house, and if you see either Erik
or Spira approaching, warn me
quickly,” he commanded. "I must
study this machine.”

Direka slipped out through the
opening, and Birkala turned back
to the control panel. As experi-
enced as he was with machinery
and technical matters, he never-
theless expected to be baffled by
this product of Earth’s advanced
science.

. But the controls were surpris-
ingly simple. There were the des-
tination coordinates, and Birkala
was able to read enough of the
square, blocky Earth writing to
discern the designations for off
and on beside what was appar-
ently the control lever. There were
some power—or volume—or per-
haps  distance—controls about
which he was not sure; the best
thing to do about them was not
to touch them.

There were no controls in the
room itself, so Birkala deduced
that one set the coordinates for
one’s destination, switched on the
machine and then walked into the
room. The room probably acted
as both sender and receiver, and
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after a time lapse the sending ap-
paratus perhaps switched off auto-
matically so that the room could
receive again.

~ He pushced aside the chill, dis-
turbing speculation about the con-
trols of unknown purposc. He set
the coordinates firmly for the star
system Denragi, and pushed the
switch to the on position.

At first Birkala thought the
power source to the machine must
be disconnected. There was no
throbbing, no hum, no indication
that it had been activated. Yes,
there was one: a bright red spark
showed square on the destination
he had set by the coordinates.
Denragi shone of its own light
on the control panel.

Encouraged, he stepped to the
door of the empty room.

Birkala recoiled, appalled.

He could not sec into the room.
The luminescence was gone. The
room was absolutely dark.

Yet the darkness was ‘more
than the absence of light. It was
more, even, than the utter jet-
blackness of intergalactic space. It
was an active blackness, a pres-
ence of blackness, and it filled
the room to the very edgc of the
door, untouched by the normal
light from the hallway.

The most frightening thing
about it was that he fclt an im-
pulse to move into the room, a
strong pull into the room, into
the blackness. As he instinctively
resisted, the pull grew stronger.
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And then Birkala was terrified.
For the pull was so strong that he
could not step back away from
the yawning door.

In a semi-daze, he fought with
his mind, for the force was not a
physical one. He fought, and he
felt his control slipping. )

- There came a commotion from
the bedroom behind him, the
sound of upraised voices. There
was Dircka’s agonized chatter, a
shrill protest, and the firm angry
voice of a woman.

He was able to turn his head
slightly to sce Spira comc through
the opening into the hallway.

Birkala could not speak. He
tried to warn Spira back with his
strained, stinging eyes. But, un-
clothed as she had been at the
fountain, she walked purposefully
to him.

“Birkala, you know Erik does
not wish you tampering with
these forbidden things!™ she
chided, and laid a restraining
hand on his shoulder.

At her touch, the powerful at-
tractive force drained from Bir-
kala in a rush. Releascd, he stag-
gered back and fell against the
opposite wall of the corridor.

But Spira was yanked into the
black room like a filing to a mag-
net, and vanished utterly.

WHEN Spira left him to go
into the housc, Erik sat for a few
moments, studying his unfinished
canvas critically. Now, an arc of
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pure orange there, a trace of sub-
dued green there . . . '

A disturbing current intruded
from the outer fringes of his

mind, that still undeveloped
realm of precognition. There was
something . . . something was to

happen . . . to Spira! :

He rose in haste, and strode
swiftly into the house.

He encountered the hunchback
sneaking from the direction of
the bedroom. At sight of him,
Direka broke into an awkward
trot toward the front door. There

was something in his face that -

made Erik speed his steps.

The hidden panel to the back
of the house was open. Erik burst
through it.

The transmitter was on, and
its electrical aura hovered omi-
nously around the door of the

transmission room. In the hallway *

across from that door, Birkala
was struggling to his feet.

Erik seized Birkala in time to
prevent him from hurling him-
self into the blackness of the ac-
tivated room.

“Spira!” gasped Birkala. “She
was pulled in there!”

"~ With the strength of a giant,
Erik hurled Birkala the length of
the corridor.

“Get out!” he roared. “Quick-
Iy!”
Erik plunged into the holocaust
of hostile blackness.

The room was endless, infinite.
It was all space and all beyond

BEAUTY INTERRUPTED

space, and there was no light
there for human eyes to see.

There was an alien presence in
this nothingness, a vampire pres-
ence that clutched a pathetic, limp
figure light-years away, and
reached out toward Erik with its
hungry essence.

Erik stood straight in the midst
of nothing, his head thrown back,
his yellow hair lifting on the wind
that blows between the galaxies.
The questing essence touched him
and explored him, blindly una-
ware of humanity’s challenge to
its elemental insistence.

Erik let his mind expand be-
yond him in a flexing of sure
strength. Erik forced his mind
from him in a blaze of anger.
Erik attacked with his mind, mag-
nificent in its unchained and im- -
measurable power.

The alien force receded, it
dwindled, it diminished. It melted
before the strength of Erik’s
mind, that was a burning, pulsat-
ing power like light, and yet was
not light. The vampire essence
slowly, reluctantly, relinquished
its distant, doll-like victim and re-
tired in pain beyond the edges of
the galaxies.

In a room that was a room once
more, in a room that was yet dark
but lighted to him by the cold fire
of his brain, Erik strode to a cor-
ner and lifted the crumpled, un-
conscious figure of Spira in his
arms. Carrying her tenderly, he
left the terrible room.



THE CORRIDOR was empty. Bir-
kala was no longer there.

Erik "pulled down the control
switch, and the blackness that had
sprung up behind him in the
transmission room faded into the
harmless air of Orcti.

Bearing Spira, Erik strode
through the house and out into
the garden.

Birkala was pacing back and
forth near the easel, his face
working in his agitation. Erik ap-
proached him, and laid Spira
gently on the soft grass before
him. She lay still, the rise and fall
of her breasts the only indication

. that she lived.

“Is she all right?” choked Bir-
kala, kneeling at her side in an
agony of remorse.

“She is not harmed physically,”
said Erik, and Birkala gasped
with relief. Erik added: “But you
must see the rest of your answer.”

He leaned over her and called
softly: ’

“Spira!”

As though awakening from a

spell, Spira opened her golden
eyes. They fixed themselves on
Erik’'s sorrowful face, and they
. widened. She smiled.
. But, with growing horror, Bir-
‘kala realized it was not the smile
of Spira, the sister of his child-
hood. It carried no message of
-recognition nor of intelligence. It
was the pitiful smile of mindless-
ness.

She gurgled.
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Erik helped her to sit up, and
she stared about her wonderingly.
“You have looked on me as an
alien, Birkala,” he said sternly,
“but we are of the same humani-

“ty. The mother of your race, too,

was Earth. But while the far-flung
children of Earth had to start as
pioneers to build the cultures of
their varied worlds, the men of
Earth forged ahead through the
millennia in their climb toward
whatever estate may one day be
the goal of mankind.

“We of Earth who come to
your worlds are watchers to help
you avoid some of the pitfalls we
know may divert you from that
same path we have trod, and de-
stroy you. When you think of me
as a man, Birkala, you think of
me as one who knows the secret
of long life and has a physical
science in advance of your own.
But the difference is far more:
there are thresholds beyond the
physical which you cannot’ com- -
prehend, and beyond these thresh-
olds the man of Earth has gone
and explored and moves ever
outward.”

“I know this must be true,”
murmured  Birkala  brokenly,
stroking his sister’s yellow-green
hair. "I wronged you, Erik.”

“No, you wronged "yourself,
Birkala, and your people. Because
you stand at the pinnacle of your
own science, you thought. you
could step forward into ours. Be-
cause the words ‘beam transmit-
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horses of weird literature, and has
concentrated on finding frankly
bloodcurdling yarns of lesser
fame. On hand, in order, are:

“The Screaming Woman,”
Ray Bradbury—a murder story
with all of Bradbury's excesses
and beauties, notable for utterly
grisly insight into the child-mind.

“A Bottomless Grave,” Am-
‘brosc Bierce—a broad and cheek-
tonguing farce in what has since
become known as the Charles
Addams vein; this story is as good
a parody of the weird-tale genre
as has ever been penned.

Richard Hughes’ “The Cart”
—not a complete story but a brief
fragment of nightmare, memora-
ble as it stands but irritatingly ob-
lique at the end.

“The Graveyard Rats,” by
Henry Kuttner—the first-pub-
lished story by the late Kuttner;

it’s strictly derivative, borrowing

from Lovecraft all the way, but
it's notable as a demonsttation of
Kuttner’s technical mastery even
~th 1936, and the finale is mag-
- nificently gruesome.

“The Skin,” by Roald Dahl—a
New Yorker story and the
sprightliest in the book: light,
grotesque, funny, brilliantly told.
Not a fantasy at all, but it has a
definite place in this volume.

“Night Court,” by Mary Eliza-
beth Counselman—a tract against
reckless driving, written in slickly
sentimental terms and annoyingly
moralistic in tone, but redeemed

9%

totally by the unexpected shocker
at the end.

“Free Dirt,” by Charles Beau-
mont—a sort of surrealistic hor-
ror story, awkwardly written and
clumsily contrived. It doesn’t
seem to belong in the company it
finds itself keeping here.

“Listen, Children, Listen,” by
Wallace West—plenty of local
color, Maw-and-Paw stuff; I don’t
find this sort of story appealing,
but of its kind it seems to be well
done.

“Special Delivery,” John Col-
lier—Collier’s classic story of the
young man who falls in love with
a window dummy. Comic and
tragic all at once, with that won-
derful Collier cruelty.

“The Child that Loved a
Grave,” by Fitz-James O'Brien—
oldest story in the collection, dat-
ing from 1861, and a peculiar lit-
tle thing it is, too: an oddball
story of childhood, faintly musty
in the writing and inexplicably
moving despite it.

“The Outsider,” by H. P. Love-
craft—the Master himself, in one
of his most-familiar stories: as
usual, overwritten, almost funny
in its ‘Poeishness, and yet— in
spite of its being based on what
scems to me to be some totally un-
tenable propositions—the ending
still comes with the frisson its
author intended. ,

The final item in the collection
is also the lone new one: a short
story by Theodore Sturgeon, clev-
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poraries. The difficulty increases
by a factor of at least ten when
the subject is a wily, clever, and
thoroughly ruthless scoundrel
like Leland Hale. If it was diffi-
cult for the Interstellar Police to
track down Hale a century ago, it
is easy to see why it would be
almost impossible today. The rec-
ords are too sketchy.

But while it is virtually impos-
sible to give any coherent chron-
ological account of the life of Le-
land Hale, it is certainly possible
to deduce what did happen dur-
ing thosc periods of his lifc which
are accurately documented. Mod-
ern psychometric analysis enables
us to pinpoint his character down
to the scventieth decimal place,
and that, in turn, cnables us to see
what he must have done in a
given circumstance, being the
kind of man he was.

Folk legend has a tendency to
make heroes of even the vilest of
villains, provided they are color-
ful enough, and no amount of
fact ever quite smothers the ro-
mantic legend. Such mythical or
semi-mythical characters as Robin
Hood, Jesse James, Billy the Kid,
John Dillinger, Captain Hamling
Fox III, and Hilary Boone were
all rascals to the core, but even
today they have their practicing
cults. But the cx/tus peculiar to
Lcland Hale seems to outshine
them all, and for the singularly
perversc reason that he was worse
~than all the rest rolled together.
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Indeed, he has been touted
throughout the galaxy as a sort of
super Simon Templar, who
“robbed from the rich and gave
to the poor.” Rob from the rich
he did, but the recipient was Le-
land Hale, who was rarely, if
cver, in penurious circumstances.

If there is any way in which
the legends of Leland Hale do
not exaggerate, it is in the descrip-
tions of his physical size. Here,
there is no need to exaggcrate;
Hale stood six feet six in his bare
feet and had an absolute mass of
some onc hundred thirty-cight
kilograms—very little of it fat.
His hair was black and his skin
was deeply tanned; his face was
hard, blocky, and handsome.
Mentally, he was brilliant; moral-
ly, he had one philosophy—"Le-
land Hale deserves to.own the
galaxy.” He knew the goal was
unobtainable, but he worked
steadily at it.

What he wanted, he took, and
if it wasn't available, he took the
next best thing—all of which
brings us around to the peculiar
incident on the planet Apfahl.,

A CENTURY ago, Apfahl was
just one of those little backwater
planets that cluttered the fringes
of the main streams of galactic
trade. During the early coloniza-
tion of the planet, the great south-
errr continent was the only sec-
tion of the new world that scemed
worth colonizing. By the ¢nd of
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dark, lean specimen with a cor-
vine nose, a vulpine mind, and a
porcine greed. Lest this list of
characteristics smack too -much of
the animalistic, let it be said that
Fonshliezen’s memory was not
elephantine, which was too bad
for him.

Hinrik’s great grandfather, one
Villim Fonshliezen, had man-
aged, through dint of much hard
labor and much underhanded
business, to amass one of the big-
gest ranches in Sudapfahl. By the
time Hinrik’s generation rolled
around, the Fonshliezen holdings
were great enough to make it
worth Hinrik’s while to enter pol-
itics—which, of course, he did. In
what is known as due time, he
reached the position of State Port-
folio, a chancellorship second
only to the Prime Chancellor
himself.

It is easily understandable that
his ambitions included the Pri-
macy itself. He knew, however,
that his chances of actually getting
the office were slim. He was efh-
cient; he could handle any of the
Portfolios in the File with ease.
He had been elected to the File
from his own county because he
had financial control of that coun-
try, but winning a General Elec-
tion was something else again, be-
:ause he was not a popular man.

That is not to say he was #»n-
popular; probably he was no more
generally disliked than any other
politician. But he simply didn’t
102

have the knack of attracting fa-
vorable attention to himself; he
was not, to put it bluntly, a lova-
ble man. He had very carefully
avoided doing anything that
would make the public angry with
him, but avoiding hatred is not
the same thing as attracting love.

Having come to this realiza-
tion, Hinrik Fonshliezen found
himself looking for either a good
deed to do or a good press agent
—or both.

Let’s leave him looking for the
moment, and skip up above the
border into the country of Nord-
apfahl. In the city of Grosstat,
we will find the Museum of Cul-
tural History, and within that mu-
seun, seated in a comfortable,
book-lined office, we find the mu-
seum’s director, Dr. Rudolf Mier.

Physically, Dr. Mier was easily
distinguishable from Fonshliezen.
To parallel the previous trope,
Mier was porcine in build, bovine
in manner, and lupine in business
matters.

Mier liked the good things of
life—food, liquor, women, fine

_art, good music, and well-tailored

clothes. He overindulged in all of
them except liquor and women.
He was moderate in his use of the
former because he found drunk-
enness repulsive, and of the lat-
ter because women found Ahim
repulsive.

The Museum of Cultural His-
tory was his great love, however;
as long as he had it and his work,
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in. On every side, flunkies, both
in uniform and out, bowed and
scraped as the Great Man passed
by. Dr. Mier reached his book-
lined office just as the telephone
rang.

He picked up the instrument, a
mechanism of ancient design pos-
sessing no vision equipment, and
announced that he was Dr. Ru-
dolf Mier.

“This is Lieutenant-Marshal
Dilon, State Police. You have just
returned from lunch with a Dr.
Allen H. Dale, purporting to be
from the Galactic Museum?”

“Why, yes; I just—What do
you mean, purporting?”

“We have reason to believe,
Doctor, that this man is wanted
by the Interstellar Police. We
have received a communication
from LP. headquarters warning
us that Dr. Allen H. Dale is actu-
ally a man named Leland Hale.”

“Who is Leland Hale?”

“A criminal, Doctor. He is
wanted so badly that the L.P. is
actually sending a contingent of
men here to apprehend him,”
said the lieutenant-marshal.

-“A criminal, yes—but what
kind of a criminal?”

“I gather,” said the lieutenant-
marshal drily, “that he steals
things. I imagine he’s after the
Dachboden original.”

“That’s ridiculous! He couldn’t
possibly get into the Muscum!
It's surrounded by—" His voice
choked off as he realized that he,
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himself, had already extended an’
invitation to “Dr. Dale” to come
to the Museum. “But—but—I
spoke to Dr. Dale for over an
hour! He can’t be a thief.”

“Possibly not,” agreed Lieu-
tenant-Marshal Dilon. “The In-
terstellar  Police aren’t always
right, and I must say I don’t care
for their high-handed manner at
times. Nevertheless, we'll have to
take proper precautions. I'll see
that the guard around the Muse-
um is reinforced, and send out a
pickup order on Dr. Dale. If
there’s been any mistake made, it
will be the fault of the I.P. Mean-
while, I would appreciate it Doc-
tor, if you would come to my of-
fice. We've got to make better
arrangements for the protection
of the time capsule.”

AND THUS the call went out
for Dr. Allen H: Dale.

- He wasn't found, of course. By
the time the police got to the ho-
tel, he had “mysteriously” van-
ished. By the simple expedient of
shaving off his beard and remov-
ing the gray from his hair had
changed his appearance enough
so that a mere change of clothing
was all that.was needed to com-
pletely dispose of Dr. Allen H.
Dale. Leland Hale was never one
to be caught napping; he was
never one to be caught at all.

Naturally, a planet-wide alarm
went out. Even Sudapfahl, warrled
that the “arch-criminal” might at-
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tempt to steal the contents of their
own time capsule, sent out word

to all local police forces to be on

the alert. ) .

Two days later, a fast, fully-
armed Interstellar Police cruiser
settled to the landing pit of the
spaceport in Grosstat, Nordap-
fahl, and disgorged a squad of
eighty LP. troopers under the
command of Captain Bradney W.
Whitter, a tough, shrewd law of-
ficer with twenty years of experi-
ence behind him.

Whitter had been up against
Leland Hale before; he still car-
ried a white, puckered scar on one
leg, a reminder of Leland Hale's
ability to use a megadyne hand-
gun. If Leland Hale was actually
on ‘Apfahl; Captain Whitter in-
tended to get him.

IN THE office of Dr. Mier, the
captain called a conference. Pres-
ent were himself, Dr. Mier, Lieu-
tenant-Marshal Dilon, and sev-
eral others, high officers of the
L.P., the museum staff, and the
Nordapfalian State Police.

“Gentlemen,” Captain W hitter
said determinedly, “we are going
to get Leland Hale this time.
We've got him.”

Lieutenant-Marshal Dilon lift-
cd a heavy eyebrow. “I'm afraid
I don’t quite see how, Captain.”
He made an all-inclusive gesture
toward the window. “He has a
whole planet to hide from us in.
A great part of it is still wildes-

RESPECTFULLY MINE

ness, jungle, desert, and arid
mountains.

The captain’s granite face
turned toward Dilon. “My dear
Marshal, it is obwious that you
don’t know Leland Hale. He is
not the type of man to hide out in
the hills forever. I doubt that he
even took off for the hinterlands;
I wouldn't be surprised if he were
right here in Grosstat.”

The marshal shrugged heavy
shoulders. “I'll admit it’s possible.
This is a city of three-quarters
of a million people. He might be
difficult to find.”

“The galaxy is 2 damned sight
bigger than that,” Whitter point-
ed out. “Hale could have hidden
out long ago if that were the way
he operated. But he doesn’t. He
hits and runs and then comes back
to hit again. A louse he may be,
but I never underestimate an op-
ponent; he’s smart and he’s got
guts. And he’s got pride. And
that's what will catch him.”

“I'm afraid I don’t understand
you,” said Dr. Mier.

Whitter glanced down at the
director. “Your time capsule
seems to have aroused quite a bit
of interest in certain parts of the
galaxy, Dr. Mier. That Dachbo-
den carving, especially, has made
news on the older worlds—even
on Earth, I understand. And now
that it is known that Leland Hale
has practically announced that he
wants that Dachboden, the news
seérvices will be watching to see if
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he gets it.” He grinned sourly.
“And believe me, Leland Hale
won’t turn down a challenge like
that.” :

Marshal Dilon looked more
than mildly skeptical. “Do you
mean that you think he will at-
tempt it in spite of the precau-
tions we have taken?”

“I'do.” He looked at the quiet
group around him. “We'll have
to lay a trap—one that will get
Leland Hale when he tries to
steal that statue. And he’ll try, be-
lieve me. I know Leland Hale.”

The captain was right, as far as
he went. Pity he didn’t know Le-
land Hale a little better.

LELAND HALE, smooth-shaven
and black-haired, leaned back in
a comfortable chair and blew a
large smoke ring into the air. He
watched it swirl in on itself and
slowly dissolve into nothingness.

“Your Excellency,” he said, "I
must admit that your southern to-
bacco has more flavor than the
milder northern type. This is an
excellent cigar.” .
- Hinrik  Fonshliezen  glared
down his long, "pointed nose at
the big man in the overstuffed
chair. "I'm glad you enjoy them,
Mr. Hale,” he said bitterly. “You
may not get them in prison.”

Hale glanced up mildly. “Pris-
on? Oh, but I never go to prisons

—at least, not for long. I'm aller- -

gic to them. They give me a pain
—here.” He patted his hip pocket.
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“If 1 don’t get that statue in
time for the opening of our time
capsule,” said the State Portfolio
coldly, “T will at least collect the
not inconsiderable reward for
your capture.”

Leland Hale stood up leisurely
and stepped toward the other
man. He pointed a finger at Hin-
rik’s face, stopping with the fin-
gertip a scant cighth of an inch
from the other’s nose.

“Now, listen,” he said softly,
“I don’t care for threats of that
kind. Not that they bother me;
they don’t. But they make me sus-
picious of my confederates, and
that makes me uncomfortable,
and I don’t like to be uncomfor-
table. Is that clear?”

Hinrik Fonshliczen backed up
a step to remove his nose from
the vicinity of the finger. “"Don’t
try to bully me, Hale,” he said.
But there was a slight waver in
his voice.

“Fair enough. I don't bully
you, you don't bully me.”

“And don’t call me your con-
federate,” added Fonshliezen,
somewhat encouraged by Hale’s
manner.

“I'm damned if I'll call you a
comrade-in-arms,” said Hale.
“Would ‘assistant’ suit you bet-
ter?”

Fonshliczen reddened. "One of
these days you'll push me too far,
Hale!”

“When I do, you'll fall,” said
Hale, in a voice like chilled steel.
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side the building, technicians with
sensitive equipment hovered over
dials and meters.

“It’s possible that he may try
to tunnel under the building,” the
captain explained. “It wouldn'’t be
too difiicult with modern equip-
ment. But if he tries it, we'll have
him.”

Around the capsule itself stood
an honor guard of a dozen picked
I.P. men; around them stood a
second ring of Lieutenant-Mar-
shal Dilon’s men. All through the
building, lights blazed brightly as
the guard kept on a round-the
clock watch.

Precision detectors scanned
the skies for any sign of flying
craft after a State Police order
grounded all aircraft within five
miles of the Museum. Special il-
lumination projectors were set up
all over the area to pick out any-
one wearing an invisibility suit,
although the I.P. didn’t mention
anything about that, since at that
time the invisibility suit was sup-
posed to be an official I.P. secret.
Nevertheless, Captain Whitter
didn’t bypass the possibility that
Leland Hale might have laid his
hands on one of them.

Captain Whitter surveyed his
work and found it good.

“We're ready for him,” he
said. “All we have to do is wait
for him to come.”

They waited.

And waited.

Eventually, the spaceship Quin-
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sen, out of Denebola arrived and
several genuine staff members of
the Interstellar Museum disem-
barked, followed by reporters of
a score of news services. They
were carefully checked-and kept
well beyond the outer perimeter
of the guard.

And the guard went on wait-
ing.

Came the eve of the day of the
Grand Opening, the day when the
radio-decay clock would release
the lock on the time capsule. Cap-
tain Whitter was in a nervous
sweat by this time, as were the
others.

“He'll have to try it tonight,”
the captain stated positively.
“We'll double the guard and
sweat him out.”

But only the guard did any
sweating. The night passed peace-
fully, if somewhat tensely, and
the sun rose on the most jittery
bunch of men this side of the Les-
ser Magellanic Cloud.

And still nothing happened.

When the hour came for the
lock to open, the representatives
of the Galactic Museum demand-
ed to be let in, but Captain Whit-
ter was as adamant as cast tung-
sten. No one would be allowed
near the capsule until Leland
Hale had been captured.

At the final hour, the guards
stood nervously around the big
metallic cylinder. Within the ring
of armed men, Captain Whitter,
Lieutenant-Marshal Dilon, and
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video recordings would go to the
LP., disclosing Hinrik’s complic-
ity in the deal.

The whole thing had to be on
the up-and-up.

The phone rang again. His Ex-
cellency picked it up and iden-
-tified himself. He listened.. A
broad, wolfish smile spread itself
over his face. '

So Hale actually did it?” he
said. "Well, that’s too bad, my
dear fellow. Of course, we must
take the utmost precautions our-
selves.”

He hung up, and, whistling
softly to himself, he picked up
the briefcase and left his office.

For ALL of half a day, there
was great rejoicing in Sudapfahl
when it was discovered that the
time capsule in Grunfelt had
opened and had disclosed a mar-
velous collection of two-century-
old artifacts, including a Dach-
boden original. His Excellency,
the Portfolio of State, was the
man of the day.

But it didn’t last more than
half a day. When the art experts
pronounced the Dachboden a
phony, the popularity of Hinrik
dropped; when it was proved that
the whole time capsule, with con-
tents, was actually the one that
belonged in Grosstat, Hinrik's
popularity collapsed completely.
He was held by the I.P. for ques-
tioning and confessed all.

By that time, Leland Hale was:
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a good many parsecs away in hLis
own private ship.

An excerpt from the report
filed by Captain Whitter contains
some enlightening information.

“What happened became obvi-
ous after the fact,” the captain
wrote. “The whole buildup was a
phony from beginning to end.
Hale had heard of the time cap-
sule in Grosstat, so he went to
Apfahl with a duplicate time cap-
sule, which contained his note.
He tunneled underneath the Mu-
seun and switched capsules. It
was not until after he had made
the switch that he planted the
forged Dachboden note for Dr.
Mier to find.

“There never had been a Dach-
boden carving in the capsule; that
was all a figment of Leland
Hale’s imagination.

“Dr. Rudolf Mier couldn’t un-
derstand why Hale had done it.
‘Why did he make me think
there was a statue in there?’ he
kept asking me. "Why did he do
this to me?’ :

“I think the answer is simple.
The records show that Hale was
on Kessin IV three years ago, dur-
ing the war therc. I believe that
he actually was swindled himself;
someone sold him a bogus Dach-
boden. Remember, the art-swin-
dler Fenslaw was killed at that
time.

“Hale, therefore, had a phony
Dachboden on his hands that he
had to unload to save his pride.
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Chief Defense Counsel turned
to the interpreter and spoke brief-
ly. His "expression combined
wounded professional pride at los-
ing a case and satisfaction that
justice had won out in spite of his
best- efforts.

The interpreter's words were
succinct and to the point.

“They find you guilty as charg-
ed.”

Iannicelli’s attitude was that of
the fatalistic malefactor who
knows that one day the breaks
will turn against him. He merely
shrugged and said, “"Why
shouldn’t they? We are.”

Weems, his blonde hair dishev-
eled, whined, "I don’t like it,
Gino. There isn't even a Feder-
atton Consul on this god-forsaken
lump of mud. We're in a sweet
hell of a spot!”

“What's the sentence?” asked
Iannicelli.

The interpreter pointed to the
bench with its eighteen judges,
“Even now they are weighing
your fate.”

The judges conferred at great
iength amid considerable com-
motion from the excited crowd
and-furious activity of bailiffs run-
ning up and down the aisles try-
ing to maintain some semblance
of order.

The senior judge finally rose to
his feet—all three of them—and
the noise shut off as sharply as
if all the air had suddenly been
evacuated from the hall.  The
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judge’s lower eye looked sternly
down at the cringing defendants.
The few words he spoke made
the crowd roar. The Chief De-
fense Counsel blanched to a pale
chartreuse.

Weems' fingers bit into the in-
terpreter’s arm where the elbow
would have been if he had had
one.
“Quick!” he pleaded. “What
did he say? Whaddiddesay?”

The interpreter’s eyes dwelt on
the pair, compassion outweighing
scorn. He had to shout to make
himself heard over the tumult of
the crowd, which was starting to
form into a sort of snake-dance.
If such a thing is possible, his
shout had a kind of hushed qual-
ity.

y"You are sentenced to be de-
livered tomorrow.”

Weems pounded Iannicelli’s
back in glee. '

“You hear that,
They're going to deliver us!”

“That’s a punishment, Jamie?
I don’t-know of anything I'd like
better than getting delivered out
of this place.”

“They must think that Blas-
phoum is so wonderful that be-
ing sent away is a Fate Worse
Than Death or something.”
Weems' pale eyes, watery at any
time, were overflowing in relief.

Their jubilation buoyed them
up as they were led off to their
cells, still festooned with - ropes.
Weems greeted the dawn with a
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Gino-boy? _
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