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Enter the SF Gateway …


In the last years of the twentieth century (as Wells might have put it), Gollancz, Britain’s oldest and most distinguished science fiction imprint, created the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series. Dedicated to re-publishing the English language’s finest works of SF and Fantasy, most of which were languishing out of print at the time, they were – and remain – landmark lists, consummately fulfilling the original mission statement:




‘SF MASTERWORKS is a library of the greatest SF ever written, chosen with the help of today’s leading SF writers and editors. These books show that genuinely innovative SF is as exciting today as when it was first written.’





Now, as we move inexorably into the twenty-first century, we are delighted to be widening our remit even more. The realities of commercial publishing are such that vast troves of classic SF & Fantasy are almost certainly destined never again to see print. Until very recently, this meant that anyone interested in reading any of these books would have been confined to scouring second-hand bookshops. The advent of digital publishing has changed that paradigm for ever.


The technology now exists to enable us to make available, for the first time, the entire backlists of an incredibly wide range of classic and modern SF and fantasy authors. Our plan is, at its simplest, to use this technology to build on the success of the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series and to go even further.


Welcome to the new home of Science Fiction & Fantasy. Welcome to the most comprehensive electronic library of classic SFF titles ever assembled.


Welcome to the SF Gateway.
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Afterwards, Thomas Blaine thought about the manner of his dying and wished it had been more interesting. Why couldn’t his death have come while he was battling a typhoon, meeting a tiger’s charge, or climbing a windswept mountain? Why had his death been so tame, so commonplace, so ordinary?


But an enterprising death, he realized, would have been out of character for him. Undoubtedly he was meant to die in just the quick, common, messy, painless way he did. And all his life must have gone into the forming and shaping of that death—a vague indication in childhood, a fair promise in his college years, an implacable certainty at the age of thirty-two.


Still, no matter how commonplace, one’s death is the most interesting event of one’s life. Blaine thought about his with intense curiosity. He had to know about those minutes, those last precious seconds when his own particular death lay waiting for him on a dark New Jersey highway. Had there been some warning sign, some portent? What had he done, or not done? What had he been thinking?


Those final seconds were crucial to him. How, exactly, had he died?


He had been driving over a straight, empty white highway, his headlights probing ahead, the darkness receding endlessly before him. His speedometer read seventy-five. It felt like forty. Far down the road he saw headlights coming toward him, the first in hours.


Blaine was returning to New York after a week’s vacation at his cabin on Chesapeake Bay. He had fished and swum and dozed in the sun on the rough planks of his dock. One day he sailed his sloop to Oxford and attended a dance at the yacht club that night. He met a silly, pert-nosed girl in a blue dress who told him he looked like a South Seas adventurer, so tanned and tall in his khakis. He sailed back to his cabin the next day, to doze in the sun and dream of giving up everything, loading his sailboat with canned goods and heading for Tahiti. Ah Raïatea, the mountains of Morréa, the fresh trade wind …


But a continent and an ocean lay between him and Tahiti, and other obstacles besides. The thought was only for an hour’s dreaming, and definitely not to be acted upon. Now he was returning to New York, to his job as a junior yacht designer for the famous old firm of Mattison & Peters.


The other car’s headlights were drawing near. Blaine slowed to sixty.


In spite of his title, there were few yachts for Blaine to design. Old Tom Mattison took care of the conventional cruising boats. His brother Rolf, known as the Wizard of Mystic, had an international reputation for his ocean-racing sailboats and fast one-designs. So what was there for a junior yacht designer to do?


Blaine drew layouts and deck plans, and handled promotion, advertising and publicity. It was responsible work, and not without its satisfactions. But it was not yacht designing.


He knew he should strike out on his own. But there were so many yacht designers, so few customers. As he had told Laura, it was rather like designing arbalests, scorpions and catapults Interesting creative work, but who would buy your products?


“You could find a market for your sailboats,” she had told him, distressingly direct. “Why not make the plunge?”


He had grinned boyishly, charmingly. “Action isn’t my forte. I’m an expert on contemplation and mild regret.”


“You mean you’re lazy.”


“Not at all. That’s like saying that a hawk doesn’t gallop well, or a horse has poor soaring ability. You can’t compare different species. I’m just not the go-getter type of human. For me, dreams, reveries, visions, and plans are meant only for contemplation, never for execution.”


“I hate to hear you talk like that,” she said with a sigh.


He had been laying it on a bit thick, of course. But there was a lot of truth in it. He had a pleasant job, an adequate salary, a secure position. He had an apartment in Greenwich Village, a hi-fi, a car, a small cabin on Chesapeake Bay, a fine sloop, and the affection of Laura and several other girls. Perhaps, as Laura somewhat tritely expressed it, he was caught in an eddy on the current of life … But so what? You could observe the scenery better from a gently revolving eddy.


The other car’s headlights were very near. Blaine noticed, with a sense of shock, that he had increased speed to eighty miles an hour.


He let up on the accelerator. His car swerved freakishly, violently, toward the oncoming headlights.


Blowout? Steering failure? He twisted hard on the steering wheel. It wouldn’t turn. His car struck the low concrete separation between north and south lanes, and bounded high into the air. The steering wheel came free and spun in his hands, and the engine wailed like a lost soul.


The other car was trying to swerve, too late. They were going to meet nearly head-on.


And Blaine thought, yes, I’m one of them. I’m one of those silly bastards you read about whose cars go out of control and kill innocent people. Christ! Modern cars and modern roads and higher speeds and the same old sloppy reflexes …


Suddenly, unaccountably, the steering wheel was working again, a razor’s edge reprieve. Blaine ignored it. As the other car’s headlights glared across his windshield, his mood suddenly changed from regret to exultance. For a moment he welcomed the smash, lusted for it, and for pain, destruction, cruelty and death.


Then the cars came together. The feeling of exultance faded as quickly as it had come. Blaine felt a profound regret for all he had left undone, the waters unsailed, movies unseen, books unread, girls untouched. He was thrown forward. The steering wheel broke off in his hands. The steering column speared him through the chest and broke his spine as his head drove through the thick safety glass.


At that instant he knew he was dying.


An instant later he was quickly, commonly, messily, painlessly dead.
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He awoke in a white bed in a white room.


“He’s alive now,” someone said.


Blaine opened his eyes. Two men in white were standing over him. They seemed to be doctors. One was a small, bearded old man. The other was an ugly red-faced man in his fifties.


“What’s your name?” the old man snapped.


“Thomas Blaine.”


“Age?”


“Thirty-two. But—”


“Marital status?”


“Single. What—”


“Do you see?” the old man said, turning to his red-faced colleague. “Sane, perfectly sane.”


“I would never have believed it,” said the red-faced man.


“But of course. The death trauma has been overrated. Grossly overrated, as my forthcoming book will prove.”


“Hmm. But rebirth depression—”


 “Nonsense,” the old man said decisively. “Blaine, do you feel all right?”


“Yes. But I’d like to know—”


“Do you see?” the old doctor said triumphantly. “Alive again and sane. Now will you co-sign the report?”


“I suppose I have no choice,” the red-faced man said. Both doctors left.


Blaine watched them go, wondering what they had been talking about. A fat and motherly nurse came to his bedside. “How do you feel?” she asked.


“Fine,” Blaine said. “But I’d like to know—”


“Sorry,” the nurse said, “No questions yet, doctor’s orders. Drink this, it’ll pep you up. That’s a good boy. Don’t worry, everything’s going to be all right.”


She left. Her reassuring words frightened him. What did she mean, everything’s going to be all right? That meant something was wrong! What was it, what was wrong? What was he doing here, what had happened?


The bearded doctor returned, accompanied by a young woman.


“Is he all right, doctor?” the young woman asked.


“Perfectly sane,” the old doctor said. “I’d call it a good splice.”


“Then I can begin the interview?”


“Certainly. Though I cannot guarantee his behavior. The death trauma, though grossly overrated, is still capable of—”


“Yes, fine.” The girl walked over to Blaine and bent over him. She was a very pretty girl, Blaine noticed. Her features were clean-cut, her skin fresh and glowing. She had long, gleaming brown hair pulled too tightly back over her small ears, and there was a faint hint of perfume about her. She should have been beautiful; but she was marred by the immobility of her features, the controlled tenseness of her slender body. It was hard to imagine her laughing or crying. It was impossible to imagine her in bed. There was something of the fanatic about her, of the dedicated revolutionary; but he suspected that her cause was herself.


“Hello, Mr. Blaine,” she said. “I’m Marie Thorne.”


“Hello,” Blaine said cheerfully.


“Mr. Blaine,” she said, “where do you suppose you are?”


“Looks like a hospital. I suppose—” He stopped. He had just noticed a small microphone in her hand.


“Yes, what do you suppose?”


She made a small gesture. Men came forward and wheeled heavy equipment around his bed.


“Go right ahead,” Marie Thorne said. “Tell us what you suppose.”


“To hell with that,” Blaine said moodily, watching the men set up their machines around him. “What is this? What is going on?”


“We’re trying to help you,” Marie Thorne said. “Won’t you cooperate?”


Blaine nodded, wishing she would smile. He suddenly felt very unsure of himself. Had something happened to him?


“Do you remember the accident?” she asked.


“What accident?”


“Do you remember being hurt?”


Blaine shuddered as his memory returned in a rush of spinning lights, wailing engine, impact and breakage.


“Yes. The steering wheel broke. I got it through the chest. Then my head hit.”


“Look at your chest,” she said softly.


Blaine looked. His chest, beneath white pajamas, was unmarked.


“Impossible!” he cried. His own voice sounded hollow, distant, unreal. He was aware of the men around his bed talking as they bent over their machines, but they seemed like shadows, flat and without substance. Their thin, unimportant voices were like flies buzzing against a window.


“Nice first reaction.”


“Very nice indeed.”


Marie Thorne said to him, “You are unhurt.”


Blaine looked at his undamaged body and remembered the accident. “I can’t believe it!” he cried.


“He’s coming on perfectly.”


“Fine mixture of belief and incredulity.”


Marie Thorne said, “Quiet, please. Go ahead, Mr. Blaine.”


“I remember the accident,” Blaine said. “I remember the smashing, I remember—dying.”


“Get that?”


“Hell, yes. It really plays!”


“Perfectly spontaneous scene.”


“Marvellous! They’ll go wild over it!”


She said, “A little less noise, please. Mr. Blaine, do you remember dying?”


“Yes, yes, I died!”


“His face!”


“That ludicrous expression heightens the reality.”


“I just hope Reilly thinks so.”


She said, “Look carefully at your body, Mr. Blaine. Here’s a mirror. Look at your face.”


Blaine looked, and shivered like a man in fever. He touched the mirror, then ran shaking fingers over his face.


“It isn’t my face! Where’s my face? Where did you put my body and face?”


He was in a nightmare from which he could never awaken. The flat shadow men surrounded him, their voices buzzing like flies against a window, tending their cardboard machines, filled with vague menace, yet strangely indifferent, almost unaware of him. Marie Thorne bent low over him with her pretty, blank face, and from her small red mouth came gentle nightmare words.


“Your body is dead, Mr. Blaine, killed in an automobile accident. You can remember its dying. But we managed to save that part of you that really counts. We saved your mind, Mr. Blaine, and have given you a new body for it.”


Blaine opened his mouth to scream, and closed it again. “It’s unbelievable,” he said quietly.


And the flies buzzed.


“Understatement.”


“Well, of course. One can’t be frenetic forever.”


“I expected a little more scenery-chewing.”


“Wrongly. Understatement rather accentuates his dilemma.”


“Perhaps, in pure stage terms. But consider the thing realistically. This poor bastard has just discovered that he died in an automobile accident and is now reborn in a new body. So what does he say about it? He says, ‘It’s unbelievable.’ Damn it, he’s not really reacting to the shock!”


“He is! You’re projecting!”


“Please!” Marie Thorne said. “Go on, Mr. Blaine.”


Blaine, deep in his nightmare, was hardly aware of the soft, buzzing voices. He asked, “Did I really die?”


She nodded.


“And I am really born again in a different body?”


She nodded again, waiting.


Blaine looked at her, and at the shadow men tending their cardboard machines. Why were they bothering him? Why couldn’t they go pick on some other dead man? Corpses shouldn’t be forced to answer questions. Death was man’s ancient privilege, his immemorial pact with life, granted to the slave as well as the noble. Death was man’s solace, and his right. But perhaps they had revoked that right; and now you couldn’t evade your responsibilities simply by being dead.


They were waiting for him to speak. And Blaine wondered if insanity still retained its hereditary privileges. With ease he could slip over and find out.


But insanity is not granted to everyone. Blaine’s self-control returned. He looked up at Marie Thorne.


“My feelings,” he said slowly, “are difficult to describe. I’ve died, and now I’m contemplating the fact. I don’t suppose any man fully believes in his own death. Deep down he feels immortal. Death seems to await others, but never oneself. It’s almost as though——”


“Let’s cut it right here. He’s getting analytical.”


“I think you’re right,” Marie Thorne said. “Thank you very much, Mr. Blaine.”


The men, solid and mundane now, their vague menace disappeared, began rolling their equipment.


“Wait—” Blaine said.


“Don’t worry,” she told him. “We’ll get the rest of your reactions later. We just wanted to record the spontaneous part now.”


“Damn good while it lasted.”


“A collector’s item.”


“Wait!” Blaine cried. “I don’t understand. Where am I? What happened? How—”


“I’ll explain everything tomorrow,” Marie Thorne said. “I’m terribly sorry, I must hurry now and edit this for Mr. Reilly.”


The men and equipment were gone. Marie Thorne smiled reassuringly, and hurried away.


Blaine felt ridiculously close to tears. He blinked rapidly when the fat and motherly nurse came back.


“Drink this,” said the nurse. “It’ll make you sleep. That’s it, take it all down like a good boy. Just relax, you had a big day, what with dying and being reborn and all.”


Two big tears rolled down Blaine’s cheeks.


“Dear me,” said the nurse, “the cameras should be here now. Those are genuine spontaneous tears if I ever saw any. Many a tragic and spontaneous scene I’ve witnessed in this infirmary, believe me, and I could tell those snooty recording boys something about genuine emotion if I wanted to, and they thinking they know all the secrets of the human heart.”


“Where am I?” Blaine asked drowsily. “Where is this?”


“You’d call it being in the future,” the nurse said.


“Oh,” said Blaine.


Then he was asleep.
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After many hours he awoke, calm and rested. He looked at the white bed and white room, and remembered.


He had been killed in an accident and reborn in the future. There had been a doctor who considered the death trauma overrated, and men who recorded his spontaneous reactions and declared them a collector’s item, and a pretty girl whose features showed a lamentable lack of emotion.


Blaine yawned and stretched. Dead. Dead at thirty-two. A pity, he thought, that this young life was snuffed in its prime. Blaine was a good sort, really, and quite promising …


He was annoyed at his flippant attitude. It was no way to react. He tried to recapture the shock he felt he should feel.


Yesterday, he told himself firmly, I was a yacht designer driving back from Maryland. Today I am a man reborn into the future. The future! Reborn!


No use, the words lacked impact. He had already grown used to the idea. One grows used to anything, he thought, even to one’s death. Especially to one’s death. You could probably chop off a man’s head three times a day for twenty years and he’d grow used to it, and cry like a baby if you stopped …


He didn’t care to pursue that train of thought any further.


He thought about Laura. Would she weep for him? Would she get drunk? Or would she just feel depressed at the news, and take a tranquillizer for it? What about Jane and Miriam? Would they even hear about his death? Probably not. Months later they might wonder why he never called any more.


Enough of that. All that was past. Now he was in the future.


But all he had seen of the future was a white bed and a white room, doctors and a nurse, recording men and a pretty girl. So far, it didn’t offer much contrast with his own age. But doubtless there were differences.


He remembered magazine articles and stories he had read. Today there might be free atomic power, undersea farming, world peace, international birth control, interplanetary travel, free love, complete desegregation, a cure for all diseases, and a planned society in which men breathed deep the air of freedom.


That’s what there should be, Blaine thought. But there were less pleasant possibilities. Perhaps a grim-faced Qligarch had Earth in his iron grasp, while a small, dedicated underground struggled toward freedom. Or small, gelatinous alien creatures with outlandish names might have enslaved the human race. Perhaps a new and horrible disease marched unchecked across the land, or possibly the Earth, swept of all culture by hydrogen warfare, struggled painfully back to technological civilization while human wolfpacks roamed the badlands; or a million other equally dismal things could have happened.


And yet, Blaine thought, mankind showed an historic ability to avoid the extremes of doom as well as the extremes of bliss. Chaos was forever prophesized and utopia was continually predicted, and neither came to pass.


Accordingly, Blaine expected that this future would show certain definite improvements over the past, but he expected some deteriorations as well; some old problems would be gone, but certain others would have taken their places.


“In short,” Blaine said to himself, “I expect that this future will be like all other futures in comparison with their pasts. That’s not very specific; but then, I’m not in the predicting or the prophesying business.”


His thoughts were interrupted by Marie Thorne walking briskly into his room.


“Good morning,” she said. “How do you feel?”


“Like a new man,” Blaine said, with a perfectly straight face.


“Good. Would you sign this, please?” She held out a pen and a typed paper.


“You’re very damned efficient,” Blaine said. “What am I signing?”


“Read it,” she said. “It’s a release absolving us from any legal responsibility in saving your life.”


“Did you save it?”


“Of course. How did you think you got here?”


“I didn’t really think about it,” Blaine admitted.


“We saved you. But it’s against the law to save lives without the potential victim’s written consent. There wasn’t opportunity for the Rex Corporation lawyers to obtain your consent beforehand. So we’d like to protect ourselves now.”


“What’s the Rex Corporation?”


She looked annoyed. “Hasn’t anyone briefed you yet? You’re inside Rex headquarters now. Our company is as well known today as Flyier-Thiess was in your time.”


“Who’s Flyier-Thiess?”


“No? Ford, then?”


“Yeah, Ford. So the Rex Corporation is as well known as Ford. What does it do?”


“It manufactures Rex Power Systems,” she told him, “which are used to power spaceships, reincarnation machines, hereafter drivers, and the like. It was an application of the Rex Power Systems that snatched you from your car at the moment after death and brought you into the future.”


“Time travel,” Blaine said. “But how?”


“That’ll be hard to explain,” she said. “You don’t have the scientific background. But I’ll try. You know that space and time are the same thing, aspects of each other.”


“They are?”


“Yes. Like mass and energy. In your age, scientists knew that mass and energy were interchangeable. They were able to deduce the fission-fusion processes of the stars. But they couldn’t immediately duplicate those processes, which called for vast amounts of power. It wasn’t until they had the knowledge and the available power that they could break down atoms by fission and build up new ones by fusion.”


“I know this,” Blaine said. “What about time travel?”


“It followed the same pattern,” she said. “For a long time we’ve known that space and time are aspects of the same thing. We knew that either space or time could be reduced to fundamental units and transformed into the other by a power process. We could deduce the warping of spacetime in the vicinity of supernovae, and we were able to observe the disappearance of a Wolf-Rayet star when its time-conversion rate accelerated. But we had to learn a lot more. And we had to have a power source exponentially higher than you needed to set off the fusion process. When we had all this, we could interchange time units for space units—which is to say, time distances for space distances. We could then travel the distance of, say, a hundred years instead of the interchangeable distance of a hundred parsecs.”


“I see, after a fashion,” Blaine said. “Would you mind running through it again, slowly?”


“Later, later,” she said. “Will you please sign the release?”


The paper stated that he, Thomas Blaine, agreed not to bring suit against the Rex Corporation for their unauthorized saving of his life in the year 1958 and the subsequent transporting of that life to a Receptacle in the year 2110.


Blaine signed. “Now,” he said, “I’d like to know—”


He stopped. A teen-age boy had come into the room holding a large poster. “Pardon me, Miss Thorne,” he said, “the Art Department wants to know will this do?”


The boy held up the poster. It showed an automobile at the moment of smashup. A gigantic stylized hand was reaching down from the sky and plucking the driver from the burning wreck. The caption read: REX DID IT!


“Not bad,” Marie Thorne said, frowning judiciously. “Tell them to brighten the reds.”


More people were coming into the room. And Blaine was growing angry.


“What’s going on?” he asked.


“Later, later,” Marie Thorne said. “Oh, Mrs. Vaness! What do you think of this poster for a teaser?”


There were a dozen people in his room now, and more coming. They clustered around Marie Thorne and the poster, ignoring Blaine completely. One man, talking earnestly to a grey-haired woman, sat down on the edge of his bed. And Blaine’s temper snapped.


“Stop it!” Blaine shouted. “I’m sick of this damned rush act. What’s the matter with you people, can’t you behave like human beings? Now get the hell out of here!”


“Oh lord,” Marie Thorne sighed, closing her eyes, “He would have to be temperamental. Ed, talk to him.”


A portly, perspiring middle-aged man came to Blaine’s bedside. “Mr. Blaine,” he said earnestly, “didn’t we save your life?”


“I suppose so,” Blaine said sullenly.


“We didn’t have to, you know. It took a lot of time, money and trouble to save your life. But we did it. All we want in return in the publicity value.”


“Publicity value?”


“Certainly. You were saved by a Rex Power System.”


Blaine nodded, understanding now why his rebirth in the future had been accepted so casually by those around him. They had taken a lot of time, money and trouble to bring it about, had undoubtedly discussed it from every possible viewpoint, and now were conscientiously exploiting it.


“I see,” Blaine said. “You saved me simply in order to use me as a gimmick in an advertising campaign. Is that it?”


Ed looked unhappy. “Why put it that way? You had a life that needed saving. We had a sales campaign that needed sparking. We took care of both needs, to the mutual benefit of you and the Rex Corporation. Perhaps our motives weren’t completely altruistic; would you prefer being dead?”


Blaine shook his head.


“Of course not” Ed agreed. “Your life is of value to you. Better alive today than dead yesterday, eh? Fine. Then why not show us a little gratitude? Why not give us a little cooperation?”


“I’d like to,” Blaine said, “but you’re moving too fast for me.”


“I know,” Ed said, “and I sympathize. But you know the advertising game, Mr. Blaine. Timing is crucial. Today you’re news, tomorrow nobody’s interested. We have to exploit your rescue right now, while it’s hot. Otherwise it’s valueless to us.”


“I appreciate your saving my life,” Blaine said, “even if it wasn’t completely altruistic. I’ll be glad to cooperate.”


“Thank you, Mr. Blaine,” Ed said. “And please, no questions for a while. You’ll get the picture as we go along. Miss Thorne, it’s all yours.”


“Thanks, Ed,” Marie Thorne said. “Now, everybody, we have received a provisional go-ahead from Mr. Reilly, so we’ll continue as planned. Billy, you figure out a release for the morning papers. ‘Man from Past’ sort of thing.”


“It’s been done.”


“Well? It’s always news, isn’t it?”


“I guess once more won’t hurt. So. Man from 1988 snatched—”


“Pardon me,” Blaine said. “1958.”


“So from 1958 snatched from his smashed car at the moment after death and set into a host body. Brief paragraph about the host body. Then we say that Rex Power Systems performed this snatch over one hundred and fifty-two years of time. We tell ’em how many ergs of energy we burned, or whatever it is we burn. I’ll check with an engineer for the right terms. OK?”


“Mention that no other power system could have done it,” Joe said. “Mention the new calibration system that made it possible.”


“They won’t use all that.”


“They might,” Marie Thorne said. “Now, Mrs. Vaness. We want an article on Blaine’s feelings when Rex Power Systems snatched him from death. Make it emotional. Give his first sensations in the amazing world of the future. About five thousand words. We’ll handle the placement.”


The grey-haired Mrs. Vaness nodded. “Can I interview him now?”


“No time,” Miss Thorne said. “Make it up. Thrilled, frightened, astonished, surprised at all the changes that have taken place since his time. Scientific advances. Wants to see Mars. Doesn’t like the new fashions. Thinks people were happier in his own day with less gadgets and more leisure. Blaine will OK it. Won’t you Blaine?”


Blaine nodded dumbly.


“Fine. Last night we recorded his spontaneous reactions. Mike, you and the boys make that into a fifteen minute spin which the public can buy at their local Sensory Shop. Make it a real connoisseur’s item for the prestige trade. But open with a short, dignified technical explanation of how Rex made the snatch.”


“Gotcha,” said Mike.


“Right. Mr. Brice, you’ll line up some solido shows for Blaine to appear on. He’ll give his reactions to our age, how it feels, how it compares to his own age. See that Rex gets a mention.”


“But I don’t know anything about this age!” Blaine said.


“You will,” Marie Thorne told him. “All right, I think that’s enough for a start. Let’s get rolling. I’m going to show Mr. Reilly what we’ve planned so far.”


She turned to Blaine as the others were leaving.


“Perhaps this seems like shabby treatment. But business is business, no matter what age you’re in. Tomorrow you’re going to be a well-known man, and probably a wealthy one. Under the circumstances, I don’t think you have any cause for complaint.”


She left. Blaine watched her go, slim and self-confident. He wondered what the penalty was, in this day and age, for striking a woman.
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The nurse brought him lunch on a tray. The bearded doctor came in, examined him and declared him perfectly fit. There was not the slightest trace of rebirth depression, he declared, and the death trauma was obviously overrated. No reason why Blaine shouldn’t be up and about.


The nurse came back with clothing, a blue shirt, brown slacks, and soft, bulbous grey shoes. The outfit, she assured him, was quite conservative.


Blaine ate with good appetite. But before dressing, he examined his new body in the full-length bathroom mirror. It was the first chance he’d had for a careful appraisal.


His former body had been tall and lean, with straight black hair and a good-humored boyish face. In thirty-two years he had grown used to that quick, deft, easy-moving body. With good grace he had accepted its constitutional flaws, its occasional illnesses, and had glorified them into virtues, into unique properties of the personality that resided within them. For his body’s limitations, far more than its capabilities, seemed to express his own particular essence.


He had been fond of that body. His new body was a shock.


It was shorter than average, heavily muscled, barrel chested, broad shouldered. It felt top-heavy, for the legs were a little short in proportion to the herculean torso. His hands were large and callused. Blaine made a fist and gazed at it respectfully. He could probably fell an ox with a single blow, if an ox were procurable.


His face was square and bold, with a prominent jaw, wide cheekbones and a Roman nose. His hair was blonde and curly. His eyes were a steely blue. It was a somewhat handsome, slightly brutal face.


“I don’t like it,” Blaine said emphatically. “And I hate curly blonde hair.”


His new body had considerable physical strength; but he had always disliked sheer physical strength. The body looked clumsy, graceless, difficult to manage. It was the kind of body that bumped into chairs and stepped on people’s toes, shook hands too vigorously, talked too loudly, and sweated profusely. Clothes would always bulge and constrict this body. It would need continual hard exercise. Perhaps he would even have to diet; the body looked as though it had a slight tendency toward fat.


“Physical strength is all very well,” Blaine told himself, “if one has a purpose for it. Otherwise it’s just a nuisance and a distraction, like wings on a dodo.”


The body was bad enough. But the face was worse. Blaine had never liked strong, harsh, rough-hewn faces. They were fine for sandhogs, army sergeants, jungle explorers and the like. But not for a man who enjoyed cultured society. Such a face was obviously incapable of subtlety of expression. All nuance, the delicate interplay of line and plane, would be lost. With this face you could grin or frown; only gross emotions would show.


Experimentally he smiled boyishly at the mirror. The result was a satyr’s leer.


“I’ve been gypped,” Blaine said bitterly.


It was apparent to him that the qualities of his present mind and his new body were opposed. Cooperation between them seemed impossible. Of course, his personality might reshape his body; on the other hand, his body might have some demands to make on his personality.
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