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As Isaac points out, this fine story is about immortality, one of the most
important themes in modern science fiction. However, it is also about
personal and political corruption, which in modern science fiction is a
common assumption, if not a theme. The corruptibility of human beings
in positions of power in sf stories is the rule, not the exception, and
directly parallels attitudes in American society, which views politicians
with great distrust, ranking them last out of twenty occupational types in
a recent poll (used car salesman was nineteenth). However, it should be
pointed out that these attitudes are almost universal across human
cultures.

 
We have discussed the impressive career of Clifford D. Simak in

earlier volumes of this series, but for the record let it be stated again that
he has been working productively in this field for some fifty-five years,
and is still near the top of his form.—M.H.G.

 
(Immortality is the oldest dream of human beings. Death is the

ultimate outrage; the ultimate disappointment. Why should people die?
 
Surely, that was not the original plan. Human beings were meant to

live forever and it was only through some small miscalculation or
misstep that death entered the world. In Gilgamesh, the oldest surviving
epic in the world, Gilgamesh searched for immortality and attained it and
then lost it when, while he was asleep, a snake filched the plant that
contained the secret.

 
In the story of Adam and Eve, with which the Bible begins, Adam

and Eve had immortality, until a snake— But you know that one.
 
And even today, so many people, so many people [even that

supreme rationalist, Martin Gardner, to my astonish­ment] can’t accept
death but believe that something about us must remain eternal.
Personally, I don’t know why. Consider­ing how few people find any
happiness in this wonderful world of ours, why should human beings,
generally, feel anything but relief at the thought that life is only



temporary?
 
Science fiction writers sometimes play with the possibility of

physical immortality attained through technological advance, but you
can’t cheat drama. The excitement comes, as with Gilgamesh and
Adam, with the chance that immortality may be lost, as in “Eternity Lost,”
by Clifford D. Simak.—I.A.)

 
* * * *

 
Mr. Reeves:              The situation, as I see it, calls for well defined

safeguards which would prevent continuation of life
from falling under the patronage of political parties or
other groups in power.

 
Chairman Leonard: You mean you are afraid it might become a political 

football?
 

Mr. Reeves:              Not only that, sir, I am afraid that political parties
might use it to continue beyond normal usefulness the
lives of certain so-called elder statesmen who are
needed by the party to maintain prestige and dignity in
the public eye.
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* * * *

 
Senator Homer Leonard’s visitors had something on their minds. They
fidgeted mentally as they sat in the senator’s office and drank the senator’s
good whiskey. They talked, quite importantly, as was their wont, but they
talked around the thing they had come to say. They circled it like a hound
dog circling a coon, waiting for an opening, circling the subject to catch an
opportunity that might make the message sound just a bit offhanded—as if
they had just thought of it in passing and had not called purposely on the
senator to say it.

 
It was queer, the senator told himself. For he had known these two for

a good while now. And they had known him equally as long. There should
be nothing they should hesitate to tell him. They had, in the past, been
brutally frank about many things in his political career.



 
It might be, he thought, more bad news from North America, but he

was as well acquainted with that bad news as they. After all, he told himself
philosophically, a man cannot reasonably expect to stay in office forever.
The voters, from sheer boredom if nothing else, would finally reach the day
when they would vote against a man who had served them faithfully and
well. And the senator was candid enough to admit, at least to himself, that
there had been times when he had served the voters of North America
neither faithfully nor well.

 
Even at that, he thought, he had not been beaten yet. It was still

several months until election time and there was a trick or two that he had
never tried, political dodges that even at this late date might save the
senatorial hide. Given the proper time and the proper place and he would
win out yet. Timing, he told himself—proper timing is the thing that counts.

 
He sat quietly in his chair, a great hulk of a man, and for a single

instant he closed his eyes to shut out the room and the sunlight in the
window. Timing, he thought. Yes, timing and a feeling for the public, a finger
on the public pulse, the ability to know ahead of time what the voter
eventually will come to think—those were the ingredients of good strategy.
To know ahead of time, to be ahead in thinking, so that in a week or a month
or year, the voters would say to one another: “You know, Bill, old Senator
Leonard had it right. Remember what he said last week—or month or
year—over there in Geneva. Yes, sir, he laid it on the line. There ain’t much
that gets past that old fox of a Leonard.”

 
He opened his eyes a slit, keeping them still half closed so his

visitors might think he’d only had them half closed all the time. For it was
impolite and a political mistake to close one’s eyes when one had visitors.
They might get the idea one wasn’t interested. Or they might seize the
opportunity to cut one’s throat.

 
It’s because I’m getting old again, the senator told himself. Getting

old and drowsy. But just as smart as ever. Yes, sir, said the senator, talking
to himself, just as smart and slippery as I ever was.

 
He saw by the tight expressions on the faces of the two that they

finally were set to tell him the thing they had come to tell. All their circling
and sniffing had been of no avail. Now they had to come out with it, on the
line, cold turkey.

 
“There has been a certain matter,” said Alexander Gibbs, “which has

been quite a problem for the party for a long time now. We had hoped that



matters would so arrange themselves that we wouldn’t need to call it to your
attention, senator. But the executive committee held a meeting in New York
the other night and it seemed to be the consensus that we communicate it
to you.”

 
It’s bad, thought the senator, even worse than I thought it might

be—for Gibbs is talking in his best double-crossing manner.
 
The senator gave them no help. He sat quietly in his chair and held

the whiskey glass in a steady hand and did not ask what it was all about,
acting as if he didn’t really care.

 
Gibbs floundered slightly. “It’s a rather personal matter, senator,” he

said.
 
“It’s this life continuation business,” blurted Andrew Scott.
 
They sat in shocked silence, all three of them, for Scott should not

have said it in that way. In politics, one is not blunt and forthright, but
devious and slick.

 
“I see,” the senator said finally. “The party thinks the voters would like

it better if I were a normal man who would die a normal death.”
 
Gibbs smoothed his face of shocked surprise.
 
“The common people resent men living beyond their normal time,” he

said. “Especially—”
 
“Especially,” said the senator, “those who have done nothing to

deserve it.”
 
“I wouldn’t put it exactly that way,” Gibbs protested.
 
“Perhaps not,” said the senator. “But no matter how you say it, that is

what you mean.”
 
They sat uncomfortably in the office chairs, with the bright Geneva

sunlight pouring through the windows.
 
“I presume,” said the senator, “that the party, having found I am no

longer an outstanding asset, will not renew my application for life
continuation. I suppose that is what you were sent to tell me.”

 



Might as well get it over with, he told himself grimly. Now that it’s out in
the open, there’s no sense in beating around the bush.

 
“That’s just about it, senator,” said Scott.
 
“That’s exactly it,” said Gibbs.
 
The senator heaved his great body from the chair, picked up the

whiskey bottle, filled their glasses and his own.
 
“You delivered the death sentence very deftly,” he told them. “It

deserves a drink.”
 
He wondered what they had thought that he would do. Plead with

them, perhaps. Or storm around the office. Or denounce the party.
 
Puppets, he thought. Errand boys. Poor, scared errand boys.
 
They drank, their eyes on him, and silent laughter shook inside him

from knowing that the liquor tasted very bitter in their mouths.
 

* * * *
 
Chairman Leonard: You are agreed then, Mr. Chapman, with the other 

witnesses, that no person should be allowed to seek
continuation of life for himself, that it should be granted
only upon application by someone else, that—

 
Mr. Chapman:         It should be a gift of society to those persons who are

in the unique position of being able to materially benefit
the human race.

 
Chairman Leonard: That is very aptly stated, sir.
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* * * *

 
The senator settled himself carefully and comfortably into a chair in the
reception room of the Life Continuation Institute and unfolded his copy of
the North American Tribune.



 
Column one said that system trade was normal, according to a report

by the World Secretary of Commerce. The story went on at length to quote
the secretary’s report. Column two was headed by an impish box that said a
new life form may have been found on Mars, but since the discoverer was a
spaceman who had been more than ordinarily drunk, the report was being
viewed with some skepticism. Under the box was a story reporting a list of
boy and girl health champions selected by the state of Finland to be
entered later in the year in the world health contest. The story in column
three gave the latest information on the unstable love life of the world’s
richest woman.

 
Column four asked a question:
 

WHAT HAPPENED TO DR. CARSON: 
NO RECORD OF REPORTED DEATH

 
The story, the senator saw, was by-lined Anson Lee and the senator

chuckled dryly. Lee was up to something. He was al­ways up to something,
always ferreting out some fact that eventu­ally was sure to prove
embarrassing to someone. Smart as a steel trap, that Lee, but a bad man
to get into one’s hair.

 
There had been, for example, that matter of the spaceship contract.
 
Anson Lee, said the senator underneath his breath, is a pest. Nothing

but a pest.
 
But Dr. Carson? Who was Dr. Carson?
 
The senator played a little mental game with himself, trying to

remember, trying to identify the name before he read the story.
 
Dr. Carson?
 
Why, said the senator, I remember now. Long time ago. A biochemist

or something of the sort. A very brilliant man. Did something with colonies
of soil bacteria, breeding the things for therapeutic work.

 
Yes, said the senator, a very brilliant man. I remember that I met him

once. Didn’t understand half the things he said. But that was long ago. A
hundred years or more.

 
A hundred years ago—maybe more than that.



 
Why, bless me, said the senator, he must be one of us.
 
The senator nodded and the paper slipped from his hands and fell

upon the floor. He jerked himself erect. There I go again, he told himself.
Dozing. It’s old age creeping up again.

 
He sat in his chair, very erect and quiet, like a small scared child that

won’t admit it’s scared, and the old, old fear came tugging at his brain. Too
long, he thought. I’ve already waited longer than I should. Waiting for the
party to renew my applica­tion and now the party won’t. They’ve thrown me
overboard. They’ve deserted me just when I needed them the most.

 
Death sentence, he had said back in the office, and that was what it

was—for he couldn’t last much longer. He didn’t have much time. It would
take a while to engineer whatever must be done. One would have to move
most carefully and never tip one’s hand. For there was a penalty—a terrible
penalty.

 
* * * *

 
The girl said to him: “Dr. Smith will see you now.”

 
“Eh?” said the senator.
 
“You asked to see Dr. Dana Smith,” the girl reminded him. “He will

see you now.”
 
“Thank you, miss,” said the senator. “I was sitting here half dozing.”
 
He lumbered to his feet.
 
“That door,” said the girt.
 
“I know,” the senator mumbled testily. “I know. I’ve been here many

times before.”
 
Dr. Smith was waiting.
 
“Have a chair, senator,” he said. “Have a drink? Well, then, a cigar,

maybe. What is on your mind?”
 
The senator took his time, getting himself adjusted to the chair.

Grunting comfortably, he clipped the end off the cigar, rolled it in his mouth.



 
“Nothing particular on my mind,” he said. “Just dropped around to

pass the time of day. Have a great and abiding interest in your work here.
Always have had. Associated with it from the very start.”

 
The director nodded. “I know. You conducted the original hearings on

life continuation.”
 
The senator chuckled. “Seemed fairly simple then. There were

problems, of course, and we recognized them and we tried the best we
could to meet them.”

 
“You did amazingly well,” the director told him. “The code you drew

up five hundred years ago has never been questioned for its fairness and
the few modifications which have been necessary have dealt with minor
points which no one could have anticipated.”

 
“But it’s taken too long,” said the senator.
 
The director stiffened. “I don’t understand,” he said.
 
The senator lighted the cigar, applying his whole attention to it,

flaming the end carefully so it caught even fire.
 
He settled himself more solidly in the chair. “It was like this,” he said.

“We recognized life continuation as a first step only, a rather blundering first
step toward immortality. We devised the code as an interim instrument to
take care of the period before immortality was available—not to a selected
few, but to everyone. We viewed the few who could be given life
continuation as stewards, persons who would help to advance the day when
the race could be granted immortality.”

 
“That still is the concept,” Dr. Smith said, coldly.
 
“But the people grow impatient.”
 
“That is just too bad,” Smith told him. “The people will simply have to

wait.”
 
“As a race, they may be willing to,” explained the senator. “As

individuals, they’re not.”
 
“I fail to see your point, senator.”
 



“There may not be a point,” said the senator. “In late years I’ve often
debated with myself the wisdom of the whole procedure. Life continuation
is a keg of dynamite if it fails of immortality. It will breed, system-wide revolt
if the people wait too long.”

 
“Have you a solution, senator?”
 
“No,” confessed the senator. “No, I’m afraid I haven’t. I’ve often

thought that it might have been better if we had taken the people into our
confidence, let them know all that was going on. Kept them up with all
developments. An informed people are a rational people.”

 
The director did not answer and the senator felt the cold weight of

certainty seep into his brain.
 
He knows, he told himself. He knows the party has decided not to ask

that I be continued. He knows that I’m a dead man. He knows I’m almost
through and can’t help him any more—and he’s crossed me out. He won’t
tell me a thing. Not the thing I want to know.

 
But he did not allow his face to change. He knew his face would not

betray him. His face was too well trained.
 
“I know there is an answer,” said the senator. “There’s always been

an answer to any question about immortality. You can’t have it until there’s
living space. Living space to throw away, more than we ever think we’ll
need, and a fair chance to find more of it if it’s ever needed.”

 
Dr. Smith nodded. “That’s the answer, senator. The only answer I can

give.”
 
He sat silent for a moment, then he said: “Let me assure you on one

point, senator. When Extrasolar Research finds the living space, we’ll have
the immortality.”

 
The senator heaved himself out of the chair, stood planted solidly on

his feet.
 
“It’s good to hear you say that, doctor,” he said. “It is very heartening.

I thank you for the time you gave me.”
 
Out on the street, the senator thought bitterly:
 
They have it now. They have immortality. All they’re waiting for is the



living space and another hundred years will find that. Another hundred years
will simply have to find it.

 
Another hundred years, he told himself, just one more continuation,

and I would be in for good and all.
 

* * * *
 
Mr. Andrews:          We must be sure there is a divorcement of life

continuation from economics. A man who has money
must not be allowed to purchase additional life, either
through the payment of money or the pressure of
influence, while another man is doomed to die a natural
death simply because he happens to be poor.

 
Chairman Leonard: I don’t believe that situation has ever been in
question.

 
Mr. Andrews:          Nevertheless, it is a matter which must be

emphasized again and again. Life continuation must
not be a commodity to be sold across the counter at so
many dollars for each added year of life.
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* * * *

 
The senator sat before the chessboard and idly worked at the problem.
Idly, since his mind was on other things than chess.

 
So they had immortality, had it and were waiting, holding it a secret

until there was assurance of sufficient living space. Hold­ing it a secret from
the people and from the government and from the men and women who
had spent many lifetimes working for the thing which already had been
found.

 
For Smith had spoken, not as a man who was merely confident, but

as a man who knew. When Extrasolar Research finds the living space, he’d
said, we’ll have immortality. Which meant they had it now. Immortality was
not predictable. You would not know you’d have it; you would only know if
and when you had it.



 
The senator moved a bishop and saw that he was wrong. He slowly

pulled it back.
 
Living space was the key, and not living space alone, but economic

living space, self-supporting in terms of food and other raw materials, but
particularly in food. For if living space had been all that mattered, Man had it
in Mars and Venus and the moons of Jupiter. But not one of those worlds
was self-supporting. They did not solve the problem.

 
Living space was all they needed and in a hundred years they’d have

that. Another hundred years was all that anyone would need to come into
possession of the common human heritage of immortality.

 
Another continuation would give me that hundred years, said the

senator, talking to himself. A hundred years and some to spare, for this
time I’ll be careful of myself. I’ll lead a cleaner life. Eat sensibly and cut out
liquor and tobacco and the woman-chasing.

 
There were ways and means, of course. There always were. And he

would find them, for he knew all the dodges. After five hundred years in
world government, you got to know them all. If you didn’t know them, you
simply didn’t last.

 
Mentally he listed the possibilities as they occurred to him.
 
ONE: A person could engineer a continuation for someone else and

then have that person assign the continuation to him. It would be costly, of
course, but it might be done.

 
You’d have to find someone you could trust and maybe you couldn’t

find anyone you could trust that far—for life continua­tion was something
hard to come by. Most people, once they got it, wouldn’t give it back.

 
Although on second thought, it probably wouldn’t work. For there’d be

legal angles. A continuation was a gift of society to one specific person to
be used by him alone. It would not be transferable. It would not be legal
property. It would not be something that one owned. It could not be bought
or sold, it could not be assigned.

 
If the person who had been granted a continuation died before he got

to use it—died of natural causes, of course, of wholly natural causes that
could be provable—why, maybe, then— But still it wouldn’t work. Not being
property, the continuation would not be part of one’s estate. It could not be



bequeathed. It most likely would revert to the issuing agency.
 
Cross that one off, the senator told himself.
 
TWO: He might travel to New York and talk to the party’s executive

secretary. After all, Gibbs and Scott were mere messengers. They had
their orders to carry out the dictates of the party and that was all. Maybe if
he saw someone in authority—

 
But, the senator scolded himself, that is wishful thinking. The party’s

through with me. They’ve pushed their continuation rack­et as far as they
dare push it and they have wrangled about all they figure they can get. They
don’t dare ask for more and they need my continuation for someone else
most likely—someone who’s a comer; someone who has vote appeal.

 
And I, said the senator, am an old has-been.
 
Although I’m a tricky old rascal, and ornery if I have to be, and

slippery as five hundred years of public life can make one.
 
After that long, said the senator, parenthetically, you have no more

illusions, not even of yourself.
 
I couldn’t stomach it, he decided. I couldn’t live with myself if I went

crawling to New York—and a thing has to be pretty bad to make me feel like
that. I’ve never crawled before and I’m not crawling now, not even for an
extra hundred years and a shot at immortality.

 
Cross that one off, too, said the senator.
 
THREE: Maybe someone could be bribed.
 
Of all the possibilities, that sounded the most reasonable. There

always was someone who had a certain price and always someone else
who could act as intermediary. Naturally, a world senator could not get
mixed up directly in a deal of that sort.

 
It might come a little high, but what was money for? After all, he

reconciled himself, he’d been a frugal man of sorts and had been able to
lay away a wad against such a day as this.

 
The senator moved a rook and it seemed to be all right, so he left it

there.
 



Of course, once he managed the continuation, he would have to
disappear. He couldn’t flaunt his triumph in the party’s face. He couldn’t take
a chance of someone asking how he’d been continuated. He’d have to
become one of the people, seek to be for­gotten, live in some obscure
place and keep out of the public eye.

 
Norton was the man to see. No matter what one wanted, Norton was

the man to see. An appointment to be secured, someone to be killed, a
concession on Venus or a spaceship contract—Norton did the job. All
quietly and discreetly and no questions asked. That is, if you had the
money. If you didn’t have the money, there was no use of seeing Norton.

 
* * * *

 
Otto came into the room on silent feet. 
 

“A gentleman to see you, sir,” he said. 
 
The senator stiffened upright in his chair.
 
“What do you mean by sneaking up on me?” he shouted. “Always

pussyfooting. Trying to startle me. After this you cough or fall over a chair or
something so I’ll know that you’re around.”

 
“Sorry, sir,” said Otto. “There’s a gentleman here. And there are those

letters on the desk to read.”
 
“I’ll read the letters later,” said the senator.
 
“Be sure you don’t forget,” Otto told him, stiffly.
 
“I never forget,” said the senator. “You’d think I was getting senile, the

way you keep reminding me.”
 
“There’s a gentleman to see you,” Otto said patiently. “A Mr. Lee.”
 
“Anson Lee, perhaps.”
 
Otto sniffed. “I believe that was his name. A newspaper person, sir.”
 
“Show him in,” said the senator.
 
He sat stolidly in his chair and thought: Lee’s found out about it.

Somehow he’s ferreted out the fact the party’s thrown me over. And he’s



here to crucify me.
 
He may suspect, but he cannot know. He may have heard a minor, but

he can’t be sure. The party would keep mum, must necessarily keep mum,
since it can’t openly admit its traffic in life continuation. So Lee, having
heard a rumor, had come to blast it out of me, to catch me by surprise and
trip me up with words.

 
I must not let him do it, for once the thing is known, the wolves will

come in packs knee deep.
 
Lee was walking into the room and the senator rose and shook his

hand.
 
“Sorry to disturb you, senator,” Lee told him, “but I thought maybe you

could help me.”
 
“Anything at all,” the senator said, affably. “Anything I can. Sit down,

Mr. Lee.”
 
“Perhaps you read my story in the morning paper,” said Lee. “The

one on Dr. Carson’s disappearance.”
 
“No,” said the senator. “No, I’m afraid I—”
 
He rumbled to a stop, astounded.
 
He hadn’t read the paper!
 
He had forgotten to read the paper!
 
He always read the paper. He never failed to read it. It was a solemn

rite, starting at the front and reading straight through to the back, skipping
only those sections which long ago he’d found not to be worth the reading.

 
He’d had the paper at the institute and he had been interrupted when

the girl told him that Dr. Smith would see him. He had come out of the office
and he’d left the paper in the reception room.

 
It was a terrible thing. Nothing, absolutely nothing, should so upset

him that he forgot to read the paper.
 
“I’m afraid I didn’t read the story,” the senator said lamely. He simply

couldn’t force himself to admit that he hadn’t read the paper.



 
“Dr. Carson,” said Lee, “was a biochemist, a fairly famous one. He

died ten years or so ago, according to an announcement from a little village
in Spain, where he had gone to live. But I have reason to believe, senator,
that he never died at all, that he may still be living.”

 
“Hiding?” asked the senator.
 
“Perhaps,” said Lee. “Although there seems no reason that he

should. His record is entirely spotless.”
 
“Why do you doubt he died, then?”
 
“Because there’s no death certificate. And he’s not the only one who

died without benefit of certificate.”
 
“Hm-m-m,” said the senator.
 
“Galloway, the anthropologist, died five years ago. There’s no

certificate. Henderson, the agricultural expert, died six years ago. There’s
no certificate. There are a dozen more I know of and probably many that I
don’t.”

 
“Anything in common?” asked the senator. “Any circum­stances that

might link these people?”
 
“Just one thing,” said Lee. “They were all continuators.”
 
“I see,” said the senator. He clasped the arms of his chair with a

fierce grip to keep his hands from shaking.
 
“Most interesting,” he said. “Very interesting.”
 
“I know you can’t tell me anything officially,” said Lee, “but I thought

you might give me a fill-in, an off-the-record background. You wouldn’t let
me quote you, of course, but any clues you might give me, any hint at all—”

 
He waited hopefully.
 
“Because I’ve been close to the Life Continuation people?” asked the

senator.
 
Lee nodded. “If there’s anything to know, you know it, senator. You

headed the committee that held the original hear­ings on life continuation.



Since then you’ve held various other congressional posts in connection with
it. Only this morning you saw Dr. Smith.”

 
“I can’t tell you anything,” mumbled the senator. “I don’t know

anything. You see, it’s a matter of policy—”
 
“I had hoped you would help me, senator.”
 
“I can’t,” said the senator. “You’ll never believe it, of course, but I

really can’t.”
 
He sat silently for a moment and then he asked a question: “You say

all these people you mention were continuators. You checked, of course, to
see if their applications had been renewed?”

 
“I did,” said Lee. “There are no renewals for any one of them—at

least no records of renewals. Some of them were approaching death limit
and they actually may be dead by now, although I doubt that any of them
died at the time or place announced.”

 
“Interesting,” said the senator. “And quite a mystery, too.”
 
Lee deliberately terminated the discussion. He gestured at the

chessboard. “Are you an expert, senator?”
 
The senator shook his head. “The game appeals to me. I fool around

with it. It’s a game of logic and also a game of ethics. You are perforce a
gentleman when you play it. You observe certain rules of correctness of
behavior.”

 
“Like life, senator?”
 
“Like life should be,” said the senator. “When the odds are too terrific,

you resign. You do not force your opponent to play out to the bitter end.
That’s ethics. When you see that you can’t win, but that you have a fighting
chance, you try for the next best thing—a draw. That’s logic.”

 
Lee laughed, a bit uncomfortably. “You’ve lived according to those

rules, senator?”
 
“I’ve done my best,” said the senator, trying to sound humble.
 
Lee rose. “I must be going, senator.”
 



“Stay and have a drink.”
 
Lee shook his head. “Thanks, but I have work to do.”
 
“I owe you a drink,” said the senator. “Remind me of it sometime.”
 
For a long time after Lee left, Senator Homer Leonard sat unmoving

in his chair.
 
Then he reached out a hand and picked up a knight to move it, but his

fingers shook so that he dropped it and it clattered on the board.
 

* * * *
 
Any person who gains the gift of life continuation by illegal or extralegal
means, without bona fide recommendation or proper authorization
through recognized channels, shall be, in effect, excommunicated from
the human race. The facts of that person’s guilt, once proved, shall be
published by every means at humanity’s command throughout the Earth
and to every corner of the Earth so that all persons may know and
recognize him. To further insure such recognition and identification, said
convicted person must wear at all times, conspicuously displayed upon
his person, a certain badge which shall advertise his guilt. While he may
not be denied the ordinary basic requirements of life, such as food,
adequate clothing, a minimum of shelter and medical care, he shall not
be allowed to partake of or participate in any of the other refinements of
civilization. He will not be allowed to purchase any item in excess of the
barest necessities for the preservation of life, health and decency; he
shall be barred from all endeavors and normal associations of
humankind; he shall not have access to nor benefit of any library, lecture
hall, amusement place or other facility, either private or public, designed
for instruction, recreation or entertainment. Nor may any person, under
certain penalties hereinafter set forth, know­ingly converse with him or
establish any human relationship whatsoever with him. He will be
suffered to live out his life within the framework of the human community,
but to all intent and purpose he will be denied all the privileges and
obligations of a human being. And the same provisions as are listed
above shall apply in full and equal force to any person or persons who
shall in any way knowingly aid such a person to obtain life continuation
by other than legal means.

 
From The Code of Life Continuation.



 
* * * *

 
“What you mean,” said J. Barker Norton, “is that the party all these years
has been engineering renewals of life continuation for you. Paying you off
for services well rendered.”

 
The senator nodded miserably.
 
“And now that you’re on the verge of losing an election, they figure

you aren’t worth it any longer and have refused to ask for a renewal.”
 
“In curbstone language,” said the senator, “that sums it up quite

neatly.”
 
“And you come running to me,” said Norton. “What in the world do

you think I can do about it?”
 
The senator leaned forward. “Let’s put it on a business basis, Norton.

You and I have worked together before.”
 
“That’s right,” said Norton. “Both of us cleaned up on that spaceship

deal.”
 
The senator said: “I want another hundred years and I’m willing to pay

for it. I have no doubt you can arrange it for me.”
 
“How?”
 
“I wouldn’t know,” said the senator. “I’m leaving that to you. I don’t

care how you do it.”
 
Norton leaned back in his chair and made a tent out of his fingers.
 
“You figure I could bribe someone to recommend you. Or bribe some

continuation technician to give you a renewal without authorization.”
 
“Those are a pair of excellent ideas,” agreed the senator.
 
“And face excommunication if I were found out,” said Norton.

“Thanks, senator, I’m having none of it.”
 
The senator sat impassively, watching the face of the man across the

desk.



 
“A hundred thousand,” the senator said quietly.
 
Norton laughed at him.
 
“A half million, then.”
 
“Remember that excommunication, senator. It’s got to be worth my

while to take a chance like that.”
 
“A million,” said the senator. “And that’s absolutely final.”
 
“A million now,” said Norton. “Cold cash. No receipt. No record of the

transaction. Another million when and if I can deliver.”
 
The senator rose slowly to his feet, his face a mask to hide the

excitement that was stirring in him. The excitement and the naked surge of
exultation. He kept his voice level.

 
“I’ll deliver that million before the week is over.”
 
Norton said: “I’ll start looking into things.”
 
On the street outside, the senator’s step took on a jauntiness it had

not known in years. He walked along briskly, flipping his cane.
 
Those others, Carson and Galloway and Henderson, had

disappeared, exactly as he would have to disappear once he got his extra
hundred years. They had arranged to have their own deaths announced and
then had dropped from sight, living against the day when immortality would
be a thing to be had for the simple asking.

 
Somewhere, somehow, they had got a new continuation, an

unauthorized continuation, since a renewal was not listed in the records.
Someone had arranged it for them. More than likely Norton.

 
But they had bungled. They had tried to cover up their tracks and had

done no more than call attention to their absence.
 
In a thing like this, a man could not afford to blunder. A wise man, a

man who took the time to think things out, would not make a blunder.
 
The senator pursed his flabby lips and whistled a snatch of music.
 



Norton was a gouger, of course. Pretending that he couldn’t make
arrangements, pretending he was afraid of excommunication, jacking up the
price.

 
The senator grinned wryly. It would take almost every dime he had,

but it was worth the price.
 
He’d have to be careful, getting together that much money. Some

from one bank, some from another, collecting it piecemeal by withdrawals
and by cashing bonds, floating a few judicious loans so there’d not be too
many questions asked.

 
He bought a paper at the corner and hailed a cab. Settling back in the

seat, he creased the paper down its length and started in on column one.
Another health contest. This time in Australia.

 
Health, thought the senator, they’re crazy on this health business.

Health centers. Health cults. Health clinics.
 
He skipped the story, moved on to column two.
 
The head said:
 

SIX SENATORS POOR BETS FOR RE-ELECTION
 
The senator snorted in disgust. One of the senators, of course, would

be himself.
 
He wadded up the paper and jammed it in his pocket.
 
Why should he care? Why knock himself out to retain a senate seat

he could never fill? He was going to grow young again, get another chance
at life. He would move to some far part of the earth and be another man.

 
Another man. He thought about it and it was refreshing. Dropping all

the old dead wood of past association, all the ancient accumulation of
responsibilities.

 
Norton had taken on the job. Norton would deliver.
 

* * * *
 
Mr. Miller:                What I want to know is this: Where do we stop? You

give this life continuation to a man and he’ll want his



wife and kids to have it. And his wife will want her Aunt
Minnie to have it and the kids will want the family dog to
have it and the dog will want—

 
Chairman Leonard: You’re facetious, Mr. Miller.

 
Mr. Miller:                I don’t know what that big word means, mister. You

guys here in Geneva talk fancy with them six-bit words
and you get the people all balled up. It’s time the
common people got in a word of common sense.
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* * * *

 
‘‘Frankly,” Norton told him, “it’s the first time I ever ran across a thing I
couldn’t fix. Ask me anything else you want to, senator, and I’ll rig it up for
you.”

 
The senator sat stricken. “You mean you couldn’t— But, Norton, there

was Dr. Carson and Galloway and Henderson. Someone took care of
them.”

 
Norton shook his head. “Not I. I never heard of them.”
 
“But someone did,” said the senator. “They disappeared—”
 
His voice trailed off and he slumped deeper in the chair and the truth

suddenly was plain—the truth he had failed to see.
 
A blind spot, he told himself. A blind spot!
 
They had disappeared and that was all he knew. They had published

their own deaths and had not died, but had disappeared.
 
He had assumed they had disappeared because they had got an

illegal continuation. But that was sheer wishful thinking. There was no
foundation for it, no fact that would support it.

 
There could be other reasons, he told himself, many other reasons

why a man would disappear and seek to cover up his tracks with a death



report.
 
But it had tied in so neatly!
 
They were continuators whose applications had not been renewed.

Exactly as he was a continuator whose application would not be renewed.
 
They had dropped out of sight. Exactly as he would have to drop from

sight once he gained another lease on life.
 
It had tied in so neatly—and it had been all wrong.
 
“I tried every way I knew,” said Norton. “I canvassed every source that

might advance your name for continuation and they laughed at me. It’s been
tried before, you see, and there’s not a chance of getting it put through.
Once your original sponsor drops you, you’re automatically cancelled out.

 
“I tried to sound out technicians who might take a chance, but they’re

incorruptible. They get paid off in added years for loyalty and they’re not
taking any chance of trading years for dollars.”

 
“I guess that settles it,” the senator said wearily. “I should have

known.”
 
He heaved himself to his feet and faced Norton squarely. “You are

telling me the truth,” he pleaded. “You aren’t just trying to jack up the price a
bit.”

 
Norton stared at him, almost unbelieving. “Jack up the price! Senator,

if I had put this through, I’d have taken your last penny. Want to know how
much you’re worth? I can tell you within a thousand dollars.”

 
He waved a hand at a row of filing cases ranged along the wall.
 
“It’s all there, senator. You and all the other big shots. Complete files

on every one of you. When a man comes to me with a deal like yours, I look
in the files and strip him to the bone.”

 
“I don’t suppose there’s any use of asking for some of my money

back?”
 
Norton shook his head. “Not a ghost. You took your gamble, senator.

You can’t even prove you paid me. And, beside, you still have plenty left to
last you the few years you have to live.”



 
The senator took a step toward the door, then turned back.
 
“Look, Norton, I can’t die! Not now. Just one more continua­tion and

I’d be—”
 
The look on Norton’s face stopped him in his tracks. The look he’d

glimpsed on other faces at other times, but only glimpsed. Now he stared
at it—at the naked hatred of a man whose life is short for the man whose
life is long.

 
“Sure, you can die,” said Norton. “You’re going to. You can’t live

forever. Who do you think you are!”
 
The senator reached out a hand and clutched the desk.
 
“But you don’t understand.”
 
“You’ve already lived ten times as long as I have lived,” said Norton,

coldly, measuring each word, “and I hate your guts for it. Get out of here,
you sniveling old fool, before I throw you out.”

 
* * * *

 
Dr. Barton:               You may think that you would confer a boon on

humanity with life continuation, but I tell you, sir, that it
would be a curse. Life would lose its value and its
meaning if it went on forever, and if you have life
continuation now, you eventually must stumble on
immortality. And when that happens, sir, you will be
compelled to set up boards of review to grant the boon
of death. The people, tired of life, will storm your hearing
rooms to plead for death.

 
Chairman Leonard: It would banish uncertainty and fear.

 
Dr. Barton:               You are talking of the fear of death. The fear of death,

sir, is infantile.
 

Chairman Leonard: But there are benefits—
 

Dr. Barton:               Benefits, yes. The benefit of allowing a scientist the
extra years he needs to complete a piece of research; a



composer an additional lifetime to complete a
symphony. Once the novelty wore off, men in general
would accept added life only under protest, only as a
duty.

 
Chairman Leonard: You’re not very practical-minded, doctor.

 
Dr. Barton:               But I am. Extremely practical and down to earth. Man

must have newness. Man cannot be bored and live.
How much do you think there would be left to look
for­ward to after the millionth woman, the billionth piece
of pumpkin pie?
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* * * *

 
So Norton hated him.

 
As all people of normal lives must hate, deep within their souls, the

lucky ones whose lives went on and on.
 
A hatred deep and buried, most of the time buried. But sometimes

breaking out, as it had broken out of Norton.
 
Resentment, tolerated because of the gently, skillfully fos­tered hope

that those whose lives went on might some day make it possible that the
lives of all, barring violence or accident or incurable disease, might go on
as long as one would wish.

 
I can understand it now, thought the senator, for I am one of them. I

am one of those whose lives will not continue to go on, and I have even
fewer years than the most of them.

 
He stood before the window in the deepening dusk and saw the lights

come out and the day die above the unbelievably blue waters of the
far-famed lake.

 
Beauty came to him as he stood there watching, beauty that had gone

unnoticed through all the later years. A beauty and a softness and a feeling
of being one with the city lights and the last faint gleam of day above the



darkening waters.
 
Fear? The senator admitted it.
 
Bitterness? Of course.
 
Yet, despite the fear and bitterness, the window held him with the

scene it framed.
 
Earth and sky and water, he thought. I am one with them. Death has

made me one with them. For death brings one back to the elementals, to
the soil and trees, to the clouds and sky and the sun dying in the welter of
its blood in the crimson west.

 
This is the price we pay, he thought, that the race must pay, for its life

eternal—that we may not be able to assess in their true value the things that
should be dearest to us; for a thing that has no ending, a thing that goes on
forever, must have decreas­ing value.

 
Rationalization, he accused himself. Of course, you’re rationalizing.

You want another hundred years as badly as you ever did. You want a
chance at immortality. But you can’t have it and you trade eternal life for a
sunset seen across a lake and it is well you can. It is a blessing that you
can.

 
The senator made a rasping sound within his throat.
 
Behind him the telephone came to sudden life and he swung around.

It chirred at him again. Feet pattered down the hall and the senator called
out: “I’ll get it, Otto.”

 
He lifted the receiver. “New York calling,” said the operator. “Senator

Leonard, please.”
 
“This is Leonard.”
 
Another voice broke in. “Senator, this is Gibbs.”
 
“Yes,” said the senator. “The executioner.”
 
“I called you,” said Gibbs, “to talk about the election.”
 
“What election?”
 



“The one here in North America. The one you’re running in.
Remember?”

 
“I am an old man,” said the senator, “and I’m about to die. I’m not

interested in elections.”
 
Gibbs practically chattered. “But you have to be. What’s the matter

with you, senator? You have to do something. Make some speeches, make
a statement, come home and stump the country. The party can’t do it all
alone. You have to do some of it yourself.”

 
“I will do something,” declared the senator. “Yes, I think that finally I’ll

do something.”
 
He hung up and walked to the writing desk, snapped on the light. He

got paper out of a drawer and took a pen out of his pocket.
 
The telephone went insane and he paid it no attention. It rang on and

on and finally Otto came and answered.
 
“New York calling, sir,” he said.
 
The senator shook his head and he heard Otto talking softly and the

phone did not ring again.
 
The senator wrote:
 
To Whom It May Concern:
 
Then crossed it out.
 
He wrote:
 
A Statement to the World:
 
And crossed it out.
 
He wrote:
 
A Statement by Senator Homer Leonard:
 
He crossed that out, too.
 
He wrote:



 
Five centuries ago the people of the world gave into the hands of a

few trusted men and women the gift of continued life in the hope and
belief that they would work to advance the day when longer life spans
might be made possible for the entire population.

 
From time to time, life continuation has been granted addi­tional

men and women, always with the implied understanding that the gift was
made under the same conditions—that the persons so favored should
work against the day when each inhabitant of the entire world might
enter upon a heritage of near-eternity.

 
Through the years some of us have carried that trust forward and

have lived with it and cherished it and bent every effort toward its
fulfillment.

 
Some of us have not.
 
Upon due consideration and searching examination of my own

status in this regard, I have at length decided that I no longer can accept
farther extension of the gift.

 
Human dignity requires that I be able to meet my fellow man upon

the street or in the byways of the world without flinching from him. This I
could not do should I continue to accept a gift to which I have no claim
and which is denied to other men.

 
The senator signed his name, neatly, carefully, without the usual

flourish.
 
“There,” he said, speaking aloud in the silence of the night-filled

room, “that will hold them for a while.”
 
Feet padded and he turned around.
 
“It’s long past your usual bedtime, sir,” said Otto.
 
The senator rose clumsily and his aching bones protested. Old, he

thought. Growing old again. And it would be so easy to start over, to regain
his youth and live another lifetime. Just the nod of some­one’s head, just a
single pen stroke and he would be young again.

 
“This statement, Otto,” he said. “Please give it to the press.”



 
“Yes, sir,” said Otto. He took the paper, held it gingerly.
 
“Tonight,” said the senator.
 
“Tonight, sir? It is rather late.”
 
“Nevertheless, I want to issue it tonight.”
 
“It must be important, sir.”
 
“It’s my resignation,” said the senator.
 
“Your resignation! From the senate, sir!”
 
“No,” said the senator. “From life.”
 

* * * *
 
Mr. Michaelson:     As a churchman, I cannot think otherwise than that the

proposal now before you gentlemen constitutes a
perversion of God’s law. It is not within the province of
man to say a man may live beyond his allotted time.

 
Chairman Leonard: I might ask you this: How is one to know when a
man’s 

allotted time has come to an end? Medicine has
prolonged the lives of many persons. Would you call a
physician a perverter of God’s law?

 
Mr. Michaelson:     It has become apparent through the testimony given

here that the eventual aim of continuing research is
im­mortality. Surely you can see that physical
immortality does not square with the Christian concept. I
tell you this, sir: You can’t fool God and get away with it.
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* * * *

 
Chess is a game of logic.



 
But likewise a game of ethics.
 
You do not shout and you do not whistle, nor bang the pieces on the

board, nor twiddle your thumbs, nor move a piece then take it back again.
When you’re beaten, you admit it. You do not force your opponent to carry
on the game to absurd lengths. You resign and start another game if there
is time to play one. Otherwise, you just resign and you do it with all the good
grace possible. You do not knock all the pieces to the floor in anger. You
do not get up abruptly and stalk out of the room. You do not reach across
the board and punch your opponent in the nose.

 
When you play chess you are, or you are supposed to be, a

gentleman.
 
The senator lay wide-awake, staring at the ceiling.
 
You do not reach across the board and punch your opponent in the

nose. You do not knock the pieces to the floor.
 
But this isn’t chess, he told himself, arguing with himself. This isn’t

chess; this is life and death. A dying thing is not a gentleman. It does not
curl up quietly and die of the hurt inflicted. It backs into a corner and it
fights, it lashes back and does all the hurt it can.

 
And I am hurt. I am hurt to death.
 
And I have lashed back. I have lashed back, most horribly.
 
They’ll not be able to walk down the street again, not ever again,

those gentlemen who passed the sentence on me. For they have no more
claim to continued life than I and the people now will know it. And the
people will see to it that they do not get it.

 
I will die, but when I go down I’ll pull the others with me. They’ll know I

pulled them down, down with me into the pit of death. That’s the sweetest
part of all—they’ll know who pulled them down and they won’t be able to say
a word about it. They can’t even contradict the noble things I said.

 
Someone in the corner said, some voice from some other time and

place: You’re no gentleman, senator. You fight a dirty fight.
 
Sure I do, said the senator. They fought dirty first. And politics always

was a dirty game.



 
Remember all that fine talk you dished out to Lee the other day?
 
That was the other day, snapped the senator.
 
You’ll never be able to look a chessman in the face again, said the

voice in the corner.
 
I’ll be able to look my fellow men in the face, however, said the

senator.
 
Will you? asked the voice.
 
And that, of course, was the question. Would he?
 
I don’t care, the senator cried desperately. I don’t care what happens.

They played a lousy trick on me. They can’t get away with it. I’ll fix their
clocks for them. I’ll—

 
Sure, you will, said the voice, mocking.
 
Go away, shrieked the senator. Go away and leave me. Let me be

alone.
 
You are alone, said the thing in the comer. You are more alone than

any man has ever been before.
 

* * * *
 
Chairman Leonard: You represent an insurance company, do you not,
Mr. 

Markely? A big insurance company. 
 
Mr. Markely:           That is correct. 
 
Chairman Leonard: And every time a person dies, it costs your company 

money? 
 
Mr. Markely:           Well, you might put it that way if you wished, although

it is scarcely the case— 
 
Chairman Leonard: You do have to pay out benefits on deaths, don’t
you? 



 
Mr. Markely:           Why, yes, of course we do. 
 
Chairman Leonard: Then I can’t understand your opposition to life
continuation. 

If there were fewer deaths, you’d have to pay fewer
benefits. 

 
Mr. Markely:           All very true, sir. But if people had reason to believe

they would live virtually forever, they’d buy no life
insurance.

 
Chairman Leonard: Oh, I see. So that’s the way it is.
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* * * *

 
The senator awoke. He had not been dreaming, but it was almost as if he
had awakened from a bad dream—or awakened to a bad dream—and he
struggled to go back to sleep again, to gain the Nirvana of unawareness, to
shut out the harsh reality of existence, to dodge the shame of knowing who
and what he was.

 
But there was someone stirring in the room, and someone spoke to

him and he sat upright in bed, stung to wakefulness by the happiness and
something else that was almost worship which the voice held.

 
“It’s wonderful, sir,” said Otto. “There have been phone calls all night

long. And the telegrams and radiograms still are stacking up.”
 
The senator rubbed his eyes with pudgy fists.
 
“Phone calls, Otto? People sore at me?”
 
“Some of them were, sir. Terribly angry, sir. But not too many of them.

Most of them were happy and wanted to tell you what a great thing you’d
done. But I told them you were tired and I could not waken you.”

 
“Great thing?” said the senator. “What great thing have I done?”
 



“Why, sir, giving up life continuation. One man said to tell you it was
the greatest example of moral courage the world had ever known. He said
all the common people would bless you for it. Those were his very words.
He was very solemn, sir.”

 
The senator swung his feet to the floor, sat on the edge of the bed,

scratching at his ribs.
 
It was strange, he told himself, how a thing would turn out sometimes.

A heel at bedtime and a hero in the morning.
 
“Don’t you see, sir,” said Otto, “you have made yourself one of the

common people, one of the short-lived people. No one has ever done a
thing like that before.”

 
“I was one of the common people,” said the senator, “long before I

wrote that statement. And I didn’t make myself one of them. I was forced to
become one of them, much against my will.”

 
But Otto, in his excitement, didn’t seem to hear.
 
He rattled on: “The newspapers are full of it, sir. It’s the biggest news

in years. The political writers are chuckling over it. They’re calling it the
smartest political move that was ever pulled. They say that before you
made the announcement you didn’t have a chance of being re-elected
senator and now, they say, you can be elected president if you just say the
word.”

 
The senator sighed. “Otto,” he said, “please hand me my pants. It is

cold in here.”
 
Otto handed him his trousers. “There’s a newspaperman wait­ing in

the study, sir. I held all the others off, but this one sneaked in the back way.
You know him, sir, so I let him wait. He is Mr. Lee.”

 
“I’ll see him,” said the senator.
 
So it was a smart political move, was it? Well, maybe so, but after a

day or so, even the surprised political experts would begin to wonder about
the logic of a man literally giving up his life to be re-elected to a senate
seat.

 
Of course the common herd would love it, but he had not done it for

applause. Although, so long as the people insisted upon thinking of him as



great and noble, it was all right to let them go on thinking so.
 
The senator jerked his tie straight and buttoned his coat. He went into

the study and Lee was waiting for him.
 
“I suppose you want an interview,” said the senator. “Want to know

why I did this thing.”
 
Lee shook his head. “No, senator, I have something else. Something

you should know about. Remember our talk last week? About the
disappearances.”

 
The senator nodded.
 
“Well, I have something else. You wouldn’t tell me anything last week,

but maybe now you will. I’ve checked, senator, and I’ve found this—the
health winners are disappearing, too. More than eighty percent of those
who participated in the finals of the last ten years have disappeared.”

 
“I don’t understand,” said the senator.
 
“They’re going somewhere,” said Lee. “Something’s happen­ing to

them. Something’s happening to two classes of our people— the
continuators and the healthiest youngsters.”

 
“Wait a minute,” gasped the senator. “Wait a minute, Mr. Lee.”
 
He groped his way to the desk, grasped its edge and lowered himself

into a chair.
 
“There is something wrong, senator?” asked Lee.
 
“Wrong?” mumbled the senator. “Yes, there must be some­thing

wrong.”
 
“They’ve found living space,” said Lee, triumphantly. “That’s it, isn’t it?

They’ve found living space and they’re sending out the pioneers.”
 
The senator shook his head. “I don’t know, Lee. I have not been

informed. Check Extrasolar Research. They’re the only ones who
know—and they wouldn’t tell you.”

 
Lee grinned at him. “Good day, senator,” he said. “Thanks so much

for helping.”



 
Dully, the senator watched him go.
 

* * * *
 
Living space? Of course, that was it.

 
They had found living space and Extrasolar Research was sending

out handpicked pioneers to prepare the way. It would take years of work
and planning before the discovery could be announced. For once
announced, world government must be ready to confer immortality on a
mass production basis, must have ships available to carry out the hordes to
the far, new worlds. A premature announcement wouldbring psychological
and economic disruption that would make the government a shambles. So
they would work very quietly, for they must work quietly.

 
His eyes found the little stack of letters on one corner of the desk and

he remembered, with a shock of guilt, that he had meant to read them. He
had promised Otto that he would and then he had forgotten.

 
I keep forgetting all the time, said the senator. I forget to read my

paper and I forget to read my letters and I forget that some men are loyal
and morally honest instead of slippery and slick. And I indulge in wishful
thinking and that’s the worst of all.

 
Continuators and health champions disappearing. Sure, they’re

disappearing. They’re headed for new worlds and immortality.
 
And I ... I ... if only I had kept my big mouth shut—
 
The phone chirped and he picked it up.
 
“This is Sutton at Extrasolar Research,” said an angry voice.
 
“Yes, Dr. Sutton,” said the senator. “It’s nice of you to call.”
 
“I’m calling in regard to the invitation that we sent you last week,” said

Sutton. “In view of your statement last night, which we feel very keenly is an
unjust criticism, we are with­drawing it.”

 
“Invitation,” said the senator. “Why, I didn’t—”
 
“What I can’t understand,” said Sutton, “is why, with the invitation in

your pocket, you should have acted as you did.”



 
“But,” said the senator, “but, doctor—”
 
“Good-by, senator,” said Sutton.
 
Slowly the senator hung up. With a fumbling hand, he reached out and

picked up the stack of letters.
 
It was the third one down. The return address was Extrasolar

Research and it had been registered and sent special delivery and it was
marked both PERSONAL and IMPORTANT.

 
The letter slipped out of the senator’s trembling fingers and fluttered

to the floor. He did not pick it up.
 
It was too late now, he knew, to do anything about it.

 
* * * *


