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In the man called Baron human destiny had paused
at the crossroads, pointing the way to a new tomor-
row. But there was an arrow pointing backwards,
too—a great danger.
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THE RESURRECTED MAN 11

needed more servicing. Gunners
were expendable.

Baron had a harder task. He
had to pilot the ship, dodge
homing torpedoes, approach within
firing range, give the gunner op-
portunities to blast the enemy, and
avoid answering fire. He had to
do all this while travelling at high
speeds and constantly altering ac-
celerations. He had to watch his
instruments,” compute flight pat-
terns, gauge distance, remain con-
scious and remain one jump ahead
of enemy pilots who had all his
qualifications and motives.

A pilot was considered old at
twenty-eight and ready for re-
classification at thirty. The jerking
acceleration ruptured blood cells
and capillaries, strained ligaments
and tore muscles. The results were
similar to those suffered by care-
less boxers after repeated blows
on the head and punch-drunken-
ness was an occupational disease.

But now there was no time to
think of that.

Visiscreens flickered into life as
electrical silence was abandoned
with the betraying lances of flame
from the streaming rocket tubes.
Radar had revealed their position
but any meteor or drifting mass
would have produced the same re-
sult on the screens. Once the
rockets flared into life, however,
there could be no hope of conceal-
ment and Baron drew hard on the
controls as he blasted towards the
enemy ships.

A squat-hulled cargo-type vessel
swelled on the visiscreen, fire
sparking from the multiple can-
non in its turret and streamers of
flame slashing across the void
from its steering jets.

Carlos chuckled as he sighted
it. “Look at that fat pig. Watch.”

His guns throbbed as he sent
a stream of shells towards the un-
gainly vessel, Baron holding their
course to give him a clear target.
Blood gushed from ears and nose
as he fed power to the steering
jets and jerked the patrol ship
from its line of flight. Struts
groaned as the opposing thrust tore
at the structure and the drumming
of the flaring rockets mounted as
he reversed the ship and altered
their relative speed.

Again they drove towards the
enemy vessel and again the throb
of guns vibrated through the ship
as Carlos blasted at squat hulls
with steel and flame.

“Like geese,” yelled the gunner.
“Like sitting ducks. They must be
mad to try and run a blockade
with converted cargo ships.”

“Don’t get careless,” said Baron
grimly. He swore and jerked at
the levers as a torpedo homed to-
wards him, its rocket trail clear
against the night of space. Abruptly
a flower of incandescence blos-
somed where a ship had been—
a spreading gush of obliterating
energy as one of the torpedoes
homed on its target and detonated
the fuel, ripping hull and crew,


















THE RESURRECTED MAN 17

“But first we must restore this
man’s life.”

“And we will!” Le Maitre al-
most trembled in his excitement.
“Everything is ready in the lab-
oratory. You will arrange for the
body to be stripped and made
ready?”

“Yes.”

“Hurry, then. I will wait for you
in the main lab.”

It took a long time before the
frozen corpse of the space captain
was ready. First his heavy space-
suit had to be cut away, then
the anti-acceleration padding, the
thick underwear and the restrain-
ing bandages. Whitney sweated as
he worked, knowing that any strain
would snap glass-hard tissue -and
cause irreparable injuries. Finally
it was done, the stiff body washed
with alcohol, and placed gently on
supporting webbing in the immer-
sion vat.

“We must not hurry this,” said
Le Maitre as he stood by the main
panel and directed operations.
“The thawing however, while not
too slow, must yet be quick enough
to prevent tissue breakdown. Most
important of all, the thawing must
be even, from inside out, so to
speak, and the temperature must
be controlled at every moment.”

“Shall I put on the mask?”

“Not yet. We’ll seal his mouth
and nose against admission of the
immersion fluids but it is too soon
to apply the oxygen mask. There
will be time enough for that when

he has been thawed to normal tem-
perature.”

Whitney nodded, carefully seal-
ing the parted lips and nostrils
with the plastic filler. Then he
glanced at the old man.

“Ready?” he asked.

“Yes.”

Relays clicked and a motor
droned to sudden life. Liquid
gushed from opened valves into
the wide vat in which the dead
man lay, covering him with a
luminescent green film, thick and
oily looking. More relays thudded
against their contacts, and on the
wide instrument panel several
needles flickered across their dials.

“High frequency current on,”
murmured the old man. “The eddy
waves will penetrate every cell and
thaw evenly- throughout.” = He
glanced at the conductive fluid in
the vat. “This part is simple. All
we are really doing is putting him
in an electronic oven. The hard
part will follow when he has
thawed enough to be handled with
safety.”

“The artificial lung?” Whitney
glanced to where the instrument
stood next to the revivification vat.
The old man nodded.

“Naturally. The lung, controlled
heat, an artificial heart to stir the
blood, electronic energy flow to
restore individual cell potential,
drugs to stimulate the nerves and
muscles. Shock treatment to re-
store synapses and magnetic induc-
tion to replace lost ionic complex.


























































































THE RESURRECTED MAN 47

peeled off fifty credits. He didn’t
begrudge the money. It would have
cost far more to consult a regis-
tered lawyer, and the price was
cheap for correct advice.

Hansard, like many more as-
pirants after professional status,
had found that there wasn’t room
at the top. To plead at court he
had to take expensive examina-
tions, open hard-to-get offices, con-
fine himself to a rigid system of
ethics and procedure. The result
was the founding of the advisory
counsellors, would-be lawyers who
just hadn’t made the grade and who
eked out a living by acting as in-
between men, a buffer to the law-
yers with their sky-high prices and
would-be litigants who wanted to
make certain they had a genuine
case in law.

Baron knew that he didn’t have
a chance.

They sat drinking after that, tilt-

ing the bottle until it was dry,
then sending for more. Strangely,
the potent spirit seemed to have
no effect on the counsellor. He
smiled a little wider, washed his
hands a little faster, and his shifty
eyes darted at increased speed, but
that was all. With Baron it was
different. _

The alcohol seemed to light tiny
fires in his brain. Thoughts coursed
through his mind like scurrying
rats, clear and bright and wonder-
ful and, as he drank, warm, some-
how alien pictures painted them-
selves against his mental vision.

Men, dressed in strange clothing,
bearded and weaponed. Women,
laughing, screaming, wide-eyed
with passion and narrow eyed with
hate. The ruby light of smoulder-
ing cities and the surging roar of
vast seas. Sounds and sights he had
never before experienced, tantaliz-
ing glimpses of a world both famil-
iar and strange, flashing across his
mind like the flickering images
from a television screen.

Mingled with them were other
images, the cold light of the distant
stars, the squat form of a cargo
vessel exploding into incandescent
brilliance, the harsh face of his
commanding officer, the greasy
features of Morris. He felt rage
when he thought of the fat man,
a searing, stomach-knotting rage,
and he breathed in great rasping
gulps, his muscles tensing and his
blood pounding through his veins
with the sheer desire to rend and
tear, rip and destroy, to wallow in
blood and—

Baron grunted as a hand shook
his shoulder. “What’s the matter?”

“Are you all right?” Hansard
peered at him, his eyes for once
no longer flickering from object
to object. The thin man seemed
worried and his tongue darted,
snake-like, over his lower lip.

“Sure I'm all right. Why?”

“You looked — strange.” The
counsellor smiled as the big man
sat upright in his chair, and his
eyes resumed their interrupted
flickering,






























THE RESURRECTED MAN 57

and doubt. We hold that the ego is
but part of an infinite reservoir of
intelligence, that after death we re-
turn to the Mother Flow and there
mingle with all those who have
been and who ever will be.” He
paused. “You follow me?”

“NO.”

“Naturally my explanation is an
over-simplification. I have hardly
the time to show you the signifi-
cance of the symbols and phenom-
ena attendant to the Prime Func-
tion, but it must suffice. However,
let us say that after death the indi-
vidual does not die but merely re-
merges with the One, there to ex-
perience all the joys and passions
of all those who have ever lived,
sharing and vibrating to all other
lives, retaining individual aware-
ness, and yet capable of completely
merging with all forms of life in the
entire Universe at will, either as
spectators or as temporary Owners
of illusion.”

“Illusion?”

“Certainly. All this, our bodies,
this world, are nothing but illusion.
But to continue. After death the
eg0, as I have explained, returns to
the One, there to enjoy all until
such time as rebirth or, as we say,
re-entrance into illusion is desired.
This necessitates a mental blank-
ness of past experience and knowl-
edge in order to complete the illu-
sion, which can only survive while
it is thought to be real.”

“Nice racket.” Baron stared at
his brandy, fighting the desire to

empty the glass, and forcing him-
self to put it down untouched. “It
answers almost everything. Even to
the lack of real knowledge of this
so-called ‘One’.” He nodded.
“Very nice. Did you dream it up
or can anyone join in?”

“I am proud to be the inspired
prophet and leader of the sect,”
said the Eurasian gravely. “The
Electro-Mechanistic doctrine em-
braces both old superstition and
modem discovery. It is the answer
to all.”

“Congratulations. Where do I
come in?”

“I would have thought,” said the
dark man quietly, “that would have
been obvious to a person of even
average intelligence.”

“Yes.” Baron’s hand moved
from table to mouth and back
again, the empty glass ringing on
the stained wood as he set it down.
“Now I get it.”

“Every religion needs at least
one miracle,” murmured the Guru
smoothly. “Faith is so rarely suffi-
cient for the weak illusion which is
human frailty.” He spread his
hands and smiled as if forgiving all
the sins of the world. “A few wa-
verers, a few doubters, a few who
decry the wisdom of the ancients
and—"

“A few suckers who don’t like
being plucked?” Baron stared som-
berly at his glass. “Shall we cut the
nonsense and talk English? I'm
not one of those fat fools you soft-
soap with jargon. I've got more to
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heard of people under hypnosis
who can cut themselves and not
bleed? Injure themselves and not
suffer? Even the wounds received
in such a condition can be made to
heal with fantastic speed. That is
further evidence of the power of
the mind over the body. There are
others, the ability of certain trained
minds to go into a state of cata-
lepsy, or of altering their heart beat
—a thing impossible to the average
person. No, inspector, we have
proof that such a thing can, and
does, happen.”

“I’ll take your word for it, but
what about Baron? His case is a
little different to those you have
mentioned.”

“Only in degree.” Whitney
frowned. “It is the time element
that is worrying me. If only he had
stayed here, or even reported to a
hospital on Earth, we could have
detected the change and maybe
have done something for him.”

“Just as long as I know who
we’re looking for.” McMillan rose
to his feet and glanced again at his
wrist watch. “I’ll broadcast the De
Witt recognition factors and alert
the entire force, He won’t get
away.”

“I don’t want him harmed, in-
spector. I told you that before.”

“Don’t you?” McMillan stared
at the young man. “Don’t you
think I'm the best judge of that?”

“NO.”

“Why not?”

“Your job is to catch a man sus-

pected of murder, and I've no
doubt that you do the job well, but
I know the police and I know how
they operate. Baron is a frightened
man. He won’t stop when chal-
lenged. Fear will make him run,
and your men are trained to shoot
at any man running from a com-
mand to halt. I don’t want Baron
shot.”

“Neither do 1,”” admitted McMil-
land. “Even if he did kill the Guru,
and there’s not much doubt about
it now. I can realize that he may
not be responsible for his actions.”
He hesitated. “This change you’ve
talked about. As far as I can see
it has altered him quite a bit al-
ready. How far will it go?”

“I don’t know.” Whitney
glanced at the old man, and Le
Maitre shook his head.

“It will accelerate, that I can
tell you, but the rate of change
is dependent on so many factors.
Without data it is impossible to
say.”

“Impossible, doctor — or im-
probable?” McMillan smiled at
the old man. “I can supply you
with some data, if that’s what you
want. We’ve managed to fill in the
gaps on Baron. It was just that I
didn’t want to waste time chasing
the wrong man.” He took a sheet
of paper from his briefcase. “From
the start he seems to have hit the
battle pretty heavily. He—"

“What!” Whitney snatched at
the paper. “Alcohol! Le Maitre!
There’s the answer!™




































THE RESURRECTED MAN 79

areas where he had been reported.
Not one of them has been touched,
but the robberies and killings still
go on.”

The inspector rifled through a
sheaf of reports. “He seems to have
concentrated on the butcher shops
lately, and there are quite a few
dogs and cats missing. Would he
be changing his diet?”

“Man is an omnivorous animal,
he can live on both meat and vege-
tables, but our very early ancestors
were hunters, not farmers.”

“Should we try drugged meat as
bait then?”

“No. He can probably sense
there is something wrong, perhaps
even smell the odor of the drug
or the men who handled it. Don’t
forget that his senses are far
sharper than ours, smell, vision,
hearing even. They had to be for
man to survive at all back in the
prehistoric age.”

“You know,” said McMillan
thoughtfully, “the more I think
about what you told me the more
fantastic it seems. Here we have
Baron, a civilized man, a space
pilot, turning into a brute like that.
I can accept the theory, for I've
seen too much to be dogmatic
about anything. But that a civil-
ized, cultured man should revert
back to a gorilla-like ape-man. It
doesn’t seem to make sense.”

“It’s true, nevertheless.” White
ney listened to the droning voice
from the wall-speaker and slumped
down into a chair. “The alcohol

started it, and then the radiations
from the sludge pits, God knows
what they did to his metabolism
and mind. Then just to make it
worse they had to make a fighter
out of him. They deliberately put
him in the very circumstances
where he had to depend on killer
instinct and brute force.” He
gritted his teeth. “They deserved
everything he did to them.”

“Would it have been any dif-
ferent if you had taken him in
charge?”

“Yes. We could have plotted his
physical structure change and by
mental therapy kept a residue of
his conscious mind in control. With
drugs and neuron surgery we might
even have been able to check the
retrogression, but in any case he
would have had scientific care and
release from all pressure.”

He stared sombrely at the in-
spector. “Think of what we could
have learned. The shift in some
of the internal organs, the altera-
tion in bone structure, the differ-
ence in the glands. We could have
traced evolution back over half
a million years and answered for
all time just how we became what
we are. We may have discovered
just what is the purpose of the
pineal gland, the vestigal ‘third eye’
within the skull. We could have
traced the evolutionary life of the
appendix and found out just how
intelligent our ancestors were. SO
many questions, and instead of
that—"













































94 SATELLITE SCIENCE FICTION

lows those of Seaborn’s Symzonia
and the tale becomes more fantas-
tic as it evolves, with the discovery
of hitherto unknown aquatic crea-
tures and water which is “veined”
and peculiarly alive.

As the ill-fated ship journeys
closer, the area near the South
Pole seems to warm up, strange
white creatures go drifting by, a
peculiar ash falls continually from
the sky and in the distance can be
dimly seen through the vapor a
“limitless cataract, rolling silently
into the sea from some immense
and far-distant rampart in the
heaven. The gigantic curtain
ranged along the whole extent of
the southern horizon. It emitted
no sound.”

Overhead “gigantic and pallidly
white birds flew continuously now
from beyond the veil, and their
scream was the eternal Tekeli-li...
there arose in our pathway a
shrouded human figure, very far
larger in proportions than any
dweller among men. And the hue
of the skin was of the perfect
whiteness of the snow.”

There the story ends and what
might have come next has fasci-
nated readers for over a century,
none more so than Jules Verne,
who wrote a sequel, Sphinx of the
Icefields, and H. P. Lovecraft, who
in a sense also wrote a sequel in
At the Mountains of Madness.
Lovecraft’s novel of the explora-
tion of an advanced and ancient
civilization beneath the ice of the

antarctic ends, as did Poe’s, with
“the repetition of a single, mad
word of all too obvious source:
“Tekeli-li . . . Tekeli-li!”

Poe’s The Conversation of Eiros
and Charmion, first published in
BURTON’S GENTLEMAN’S MAGAZINE
for December, 1838, is of singular
literary significance. A comet,
passing through the earth’s atmos-
phere, alters its chemistry so that
all life perishes. This being the
case, the story is necessarily told
by two spirits in the hereafter. But
the fact that the earth had never
before been wiped out in fiction,
in quite this astronomical and sci-
entifically sound fashion, cannot be
minimized.

It is a striking commentary upon
the attitude of publishers towards
native authors in Poe’s time that
one of his most powerful short
stories, the gripping Descent Into
the Maelstrom, which we know to
have been in manuscript form as
early as 1833, had to go begging
until 1841, when GRAHAM’S LADY’S
AND GENTLEMAN’S MAGAZINE for
May of that year published it.
Dramatic poetry in prose, this tale
moves along with the speed of a
modemn thriller, recounting the ad-
ventures of two brothers, fishing off
Norway, who are sucked down
into an immense whirlpool off the
coast,

They descend for many miles,
accompanied by myriads of objects
which the maelstrom has also cap-
tured. The tale is powerfully re-


















by HARLAN ELLISON

IMPOSSIBLE FOOTSTEPS sounded
down the catwalk. Impossible, be-
cause he was alone with his
brother Paulie, sealed up in an
experimental rocket two hundred
thousand miles from Earth and
Paulie was just waiting for an op-
portunity to kill him,

Impossible because this was the
first ship to attempt a circum-
navigation of the Moon, and God
only knew how rough it was with-

MY BROTHER
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out Paulie constantly on the stalk,
trying to burn away the top of his
skull.

Brad Woodland pressed himself
closer to the gigantic hydrazine
tank, wedging himself in tighter
between the tank and bulkhead of
the Resurrection IX. Silently, he
prayed his brother would drop
dead.

The footsteps drew nearer, di-
rectly over his head now.

“Brad! Brad Boy! Out, Brad,
c’'mon out!”

© 1958, by Harlan Ellison
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Not only was this a dangerous
solo flight! It was a crucial test for
him. Eight ships had gone before,
and eight ships had exploded in
space, or crashed back to Earth,
or shot off into the void, or—

Eight ships before, and yet there
was no reason why he should not
have made it, for he was in great
shape, along with the top shape of
his ship. He would have made it!
Except—

“Brad! Hey,
where are you?”

The footsteps clanked heavily
overhead, and Brad prayed -again
in the cavern of his skull that
Paulie would not look down. For,
save for the area that was blocked
off by the crossbeam of the over-
head catwalk, he was plainly vis-
ible from above. In the dusking
light that was still clear enough to
see by, Brad knew his brother
could aim the blaster and char him
to ashes before he could extricate
himself.

He pressed closer, his breath
catching in his throat.

The steps passed by, and Paulie
went further toward the “rear” of
the rocket. On a lower level, the
whine of the spin-turbos reminded
Brad that without the centrifugal
spin of the ship, there would be no
gravity. And wouldn’t that be a
help to Paulie....

The steps receded, and Brad
breathed easier again. Why had
Paulie done this fantastic, incred-
ible thing? Why? Well, he knew

dear brother,
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the answer to that, too. He knew
exactly what had made Paulie
think he could get away with the
murder of his brother.

He thought back, remembering
the first few moments of shock and
horror. When the control compart-
ment door had slammed open, and
Brad craned his neck around in
chill apprehension, he had found
himself staring into a face that was
almost identical with his own.

Almost identical for Brad and
Paulie Woodland were twins.

But there were differences, too
—in eyes and voice and gesture
—and when they were together
they could easily be told apart.
Only when one was absent, did
the other seem a replica of both.

“When all those flashbulbs go
off, at the landing,” Paulie had
said softly, smiling at him from
the compartment doorway, “every-
one’ll be so full of hot-juice and
hysteria, they won’t stop to think
you look different. You went up
alone, you came back alone.
Maybe, they’ll tell themselves,
space does that to a man, sort of
changes his face a little. No sweat,
Brad boy. No sweat at all. You go
out the lock, and into the sun, and
I go back to glory. How’s that,
Brad boy?”

Brad had been petrified with
horror. The blaster had loomed
enormous in his brother’s clasp.
He had watched the bell-muzzle
of it, and felt the roaring blast of
its power, deep inside himself. He























































































