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I F ever | am badly injured, take meto Dr. Toussaint. If ever, after an accident, the company

physicians pronounce me dead, take meto Dr. Toussaint anyway."

Thiswas one of LIoyd Jorgensen's favorite sayings spoken haf humor-oudy, half ruefully, yet with a
deep un-dercurrent of seriousness and respect.

For you see Lloyd Jorgensen was a crack test flyer for the Hartman Rocket Plane Corporation. He
was the biggest, quietest, and probably the nerviest cussin the ouitfit, and he knew what his job meant.
Heknew aso Dr. Ferre Tous-saint.

Their comradeship was based on mutua admiration, the one for the other. Toussaint admired
Jorgensen for his cold, reckless courage and for his almost heroic proportions and phy-sique. Asfor
Jorgensen, the dapper little savant aroused in him afeding that was close to awe.

Nor was the emotion unfounded. To thetest flyer, and in fact to the world at large, Toussaint was not
amere sci-entist; he was something of awizard.

And yet arestless, ruthless energy drove him on with the spirit of the con-queror, seeking new fields
to bow to hiswill. Hisbrain, keen and quick as an dectric spark, was of the kind with which theworld is
gifted or cursed, not more, perhapsless, than oncein acentury.

It was natura in the circumstances that Toussaint should be the ruling per-sondlity of the friendship
between Jor-gensen and himsdlf. Not that he ever wished to dominate his comrade—he was far too
human basically for that—but he was assertive and outspoken; he was very sure of what he thought was
aproper courseto follow.

IT HAPPENED one day when Toussaint came to deliver some blue prints which he had worked out
for the Hartman Corporation. Completing his business, he decided to look for Jorgen-sen. They often
played chessor hil-liards, or just chatted, in the lounge of the pilots quarters.

He found the massive Scandinavian in hisrooms. A moment of scrutiny told him that Jorgensen's
fedings were not of the best.

"Either you areunwdll, Lloyd, or you areinlove," he sated.

The big blond shrugged disconsolately but said nothing.

"Not only in love but—what should | say>—thereisafly inthe cintment,” the savant added. "May |
be so brave asto inquire for details, my little one?"

Jorgensen's grin was sheepish. No useto try to hold anything back from Toussaint.

"Joyceisafrad I'll get killed or maimed for life, Pete,” he said. "Shewon't marry me unless| quit my
pres-ent job. To make matters brief, that's just what I'm going to do. It will be easy enough to get a
position in the offices. [—"

An explogive laugh from Toussaint cut him short. "In an officel™ he burst out shrilly, hisround blue
eyeswiden-ing. "Y ou, the strongest of men, in an office, to become, astime passes, agredt, fa, deepy
toad—in an office! Bah! Itisdrall, itissad, it isdis-gusting!”

Jorgensen'sjaw hardened with anger. "Well," he growled, "I'm freeto do as| choose, am | not?’

"But yes, of course, my friend," was Toussaint's quick, placating response. "Only listen. | am older
than you; | know. Once | wasin love. My woman refused me for the same reason. My work was
dangerous. What did | do? 1 chose my work instead of the woman. Now | am glad—more so than | can
tdl you."



Toussaint paused for breath. Then he started off again: ™Y ou do not be-lieve that experimenting
involves phys-ica risk?Y ou do not remember my right hand? Look at it! It ssems ex-actly like my eft,
only itisartificial. Someyearsago | wasabit careless. A beam from a powerful cosmic-ray generator
struck it, and goof, there was nothing left but lifeless bone. From rubber, from meta, from small
electro-magnets, from tiny platinum wires, | made another hand, as good, as useful, asif it was of flesh.

"How wasit accomplished? Ah, my old one, that is something saneto talk about! It has great
possibilities! The electromagnets, the rods attached to them, serve my mechanical hand in place of
muscles. A little battery carried over my heart, suppliesthem with energy. Thefine platinum threads
penetrate the stump of my arm, and touch the mo-tor nerves which once controlled the movements of my
real hand. They col-lect the minute eectric currents pro-duced by the nervefibers.

"Though not basically dectrical, nerveimpulses do create smal quantities of eectricity, proportiona
to the strength of the impulses. These currents are amplified until they can work the €l ec-tromagnets. |
command my mechanica hand to move, just asif it wasaliving member, and, behold, thefingersof it, all
of it, respond perfectly. See! It can grip dmost as good as yours. | will show you."

Toussaint grasped Jorgensen's brown paw and gave it ahearty squeeze. "1 apologize for having
bored you, my un-happy giant," he said. "But come! Y ou told me that you wished to resign. It isbest to
put unpleasantness out of the way as soon as possible. Isit not 07" The scientist’'s smile wasfaintly
uncertain.

"Oh, goto the devil, Petel”

JORGENSEN didn't resgn. There was a degp-hidden sengitiveness within him. A deepy toad inan
officel He could not bear the thought. Besides, he loved flying. He renewed his con-tract for six months.
Perhapsin that times he could win Joyce over.

In his decision, however, fate spoke. Two months afterward, the Grim Regper made a vicious pass
at him. Late one afternoon he climbed blithely into anew plane, X-96, which it was hoped would reach,
in the upper strato-sphere, agpeed in excess of three thou-sand two hundred miles an hour.

But the ship had barely attained an atitude of three hundred feet when a port-side rocket tube,
weakened by some flaw in the metal, exploded, dam-aging the wing surfaces. Erraticaly the craft shot
groundward. Jorgensen could not get clear. They pulled him from the wreckage, agory pulp of aman
who quivered now and then, and in whom the pulse of life till fluttered fecbly.

Fate was pulling the strings again, for Dr. Pierre Toussaint was an eye-witness to the accident. No
need to waste precious time calling him. He mastered the Situation at once, giving shrill, staccato orders.

In seconds they had the test pilot loaded into an ambulance. In five min-utes the twisted flesh of him
lay sprawled on awhitetablein Dr. Tous-saint'slaboratory. With agesture the little man sent the others
avay.

A momentary moisture of rebellion and grief blurred hisround eyes. He had not expected thisto
happen. Sub-consicoudy he must have endowed Jor-gensen with some of theimmorta qua-itiesof a
demigod. But that his hero could revert to dust was starkly evident now.

His gaze grew clear and hard, hislipstightened. With areckless preci-sion his dender fingers darted
here and there. Dr. Pierre Toussaint, wizard, was a work

LLOYD JORGENSEN battled hisway from oblivion, regaining aduggish and precarious
consciousness. Dimly he was cognizant of his surroundings, or, rather, thelack of them. He seemed
suspended in ablack void, in which great balls of fire burst and spattered every few seconds, bringing
with them twinges of exquisite pain, of intense heet, of bitter cold. He seemed to hear grating, roaring
sounds.

What was this place? The abode of some post-mortal existence? Heaven, or, far more likely, hell?
His brain wastoo fogged for him to follow the idea through. But he must have died, or he must have met
with an accident. Else, why wasthat fearful memory spinning inside him—amemory in which he clutched
usdless controls and hurtled down toward arow of hangars?

Maybe Toussaint was a hand. Hetried to call the savant's name, but hisvoca chords produced no



sound that he could hear. He had no sensation of breathing. He tried to raise himself from wherever he
waslying. The only result was aterrific rush of searing agony that amost made him lose hishold on the
thin thread of consciousness that he had grasped.

A pretty face—Joyces—floated across hisinner vison. Delirium made him think that it wasred. He
attempted to clutch at it, as ababy reachesfor abright object. The pain the effort brought drove him
back into the empti-ness from which he had so recently emerged.

An indefinite time later, the rediza-tion of some sort of existence returned. Jorgensen was more
comfortable now, histhoughts clearer. However, the things he had noted before—the dark-ness, the
flashes of light, the sounds, and the pain—were still present. After awhile, asthough adrug had been
ad-minigtered to him, he seemed to fall adeep.

And soit went on, aperiod of wake-fulnessfollowed by a period of dum-ber, like night and day. It
happened so often that he lost count, but he was sure that weeks at |east had passed.

His mind could function normally once more. The gloom around him per-ssted, but the agony was
gone except for very rare twinges. The roaring, grating sounds and the flashes of light grew less frequent
and seemed confined to definite intervals of time. He knew that he was recovering from the acci-dent,
and he was glad. At least he was not dead.

Y et everything was puzzling, filling him with atense anxiety. Still he could not move or speek; he
could not see or hear anything familiar.

AT LAST, when hewas dmost re-signed to an eternity of jumbled, mean-inglessimpressions, a
voice spoke to him from somewhere—just afew tired, re-assuring words:

"Have patience, my old one. We have a great reason to rejoice. Y ou cannot talk to me yet, but
to-morrow, | promise you, we shall chat alittle once more. For the present, thismust be all. Rest!"

Lloyd Jorgensen did not rest a once. The voice had been Toussaint's with-out question, and yet
there had been something oddly keen about it—metalic, dmost. Perhaps it was only because he had not
heard coherently for so long. There was no sensein dlowing so trivial amatter to become troublesome.
Hedismissed it and fell adeep.

Toussaint was as good as hisword. It wasthe little savant's voice, sounding queerly efin with its
new, ringing, tin-kling tones, that aroused Jorgensen.

"Speak, my smdl giant!" he com-manded gayly. "I long to hear you tell me that you are wdll. It has
been sixty-three days since last we really conversed. Speak, or | shal go mad with suspense!” Therewas
triumph throbbing in hiswords.

Thetest pilot felt acuriouswave of reverence. "That | am aswell as| am is probably nobody's fault
but yours, Pete," he said.

That he was actudly spesking, he knew, for he could hear what he was saying. His words possessed
that same odd, metdlic qudity that Toussaint's displayed. It annoyed him atrifle.

"Do not waste time on usdessflat-tery. Tell memore!™ the savant or-dered eagerly.

"No," Jorgensen responded. "1 fed dl right, and I'm sane. That's enough for just at present. Y ou tell
me some-thing! Will | be a sound man again? Will | recover my sight and the use of my limbs? For
Heaven's sake, suill it!"

The emphasis of Toussaint's answer was amost dectrica. It was dmost terrifying.

"Yes, my old one, yes! Y ou shal see and hear and fed and move about again. Y ou shdl be sounder,
more ac-tive than ever before.”

"Then I'm happy,” said Jorgensen. "Do you know what | intend to do? I'm going to quit flying for
good. I'm going to marry Joyce. I'm going to get away from machines, at least for awhile—away from
anything that has wheelsto turn around insideiit, or ismoved by man-harnessed energy. I'm sick of that
sort of guff!”

The scientist's tones became faintly reproachful. "Can you talk thus, Lloyd, when | have made so
many plans? Do you ill think of the woman when the future holds so much theat is glorious and
ingoiring?'

"What do you mean?' Jorgensen de-manded in rebellious puzzlement.



"| cannot say more yet, my stubborn giant." Toussaint chuckled benignantly. "To-morrow you shall
know everything. Y ou will be completely recovered then. Thereiswork for meto do. Once more | ask
for patience. That isdl.”

Jorgensen tried to cry out in protest; but his power of speech was suddenly gone, and he could hear
nothing with meaning. Again hewasimprisoned in adark void. A sedative tilled histumultuous thoughts.

TO-MORROW becameto-day. LIoyd Jorgensen awoke abruptly. At first everything wasjust asit
had been for over two months. Then there was asnap like the closing of aswitch. A greet change came.
Theworld ma-teriaized around him.

Toussaint was bending over him, haggard and gaunt from overwork, yet smiling. The savant seemed
towait. Then, impatiently, he gestured with his dender hands.

"Up, my lazy colossud™ he piped shrilly. "Isit that you cannot fed your health and your strength? Up!
Do not keep mehangingintheair!”

Further invitation was quite unneces-sary. Jorgensen was on hisfeet in the twinkling of an eye. The
ease and swiftness of hismotion startled him.

Pierre Toussaint rubbed nervousfin-gers together. That he expected acrisis was evident. He cleared
histhroat and began to speak in alow, steady manner that was not quite like his usud self.

"It istime to—what should | say?>— pull the cat out of the bag, my old one. | can startle you now and
explain after-ward, or | can explain now and startle you later. Since these are my only two aternatives, |
prefer to get the sartling over and done with immediately.”

He pointed toward a corner of the room. "For the convenience of the oc-casion | have placed there
alargemir-ror,” hewent on. "1 ask that you ex-amine yoursdf init."

Wondering what it was al about, Jorgensen did as he was told. Where-upon he received adouble
shock. Firgt he did not see himself at al—only what he thought was areflection of the labo-ratory
equipment. Had he become a disembodied spirit? He brushed his hand dazedly across hisforehead. No;
he was not a spirit, for the mirror threw back to him the image of amoving hand —his hand—yet it
glistened with the Slvery sheen of metdl.

A thick arm of the same substance supported it, and the arm in its turn was attached to ahuge
cylindrical torso as smooth and shiny as anew flywhed. There was a second arm and hand on the other
sde of thisbody. Two gleam-ing, jointed pillars, terminating in broad, rubber-shod feet, supported the
mongtrous thing's weight, and a head shaped like a pyramid rested on its vast shoulders.

Jorgensen started at the colossal doll, and its great, quartz-lensed eyes stared back. He understood
at lagt. It wastheimage, the reflection, of himself. By some bizarre dchemy he had become a being of
auminum, sted, glass, and rubber. Degp within him he could fed the throbbing whir of somevitd
mecha-nism.

"God!" he choked. "Oh, God!" Though pain-racked, the words were peculiarly without specific
feding. Hisemotions were stunned.

THE little doctor tapped him solic-itoudy on the shoulder. ™Y ou will know presently what | know,
my dear pal," he said softly, "for | shall tell you. Y ou are depressed now. Y ou should not be. Y ou have
become ademigod. Y ou should rgoice as| am rgjoicing, and in the end you shdl, | assure you—unless
you do something very rash. Gloriousthings, glorious adventures, lie ahead. | will explain. Do not think;
do not interrupt. Only listen!"

The robot nodded dumbly.

"When | brought you here after the plane crashed, in no circumstances could you have lived, asyou
were, more than haf an hour," Toussaint began. "What did | do? What could | do? | removed your brain
from your skull, salvaging it from the wreckage of your body. | placed it in abath of oxygen-ated fluid
containing nourishing food dements. | caused the fluid to circulate through the veins and arteries of your
brain by means of asmall mechanica pump which served you then and serves you now as aheart.

"I kept the fluid always perfectly pure by means of afilter system. The oxygen content was constantly
renewed, the carbon dioxide, and other wastes, removed. Necessary gland secretions were supplied in



their normal quanti-ties. The temperature was held steedy at blood heet. It was al quite smple, entirely
automatic.

"Y our brain lived, harboring—what should | say?—atrapped soul, an im-potent intellect. It could
receive no red impressions of the outside world, only false and incoherent sensations of light and sound
from the severed and raw optic and auditory nerves, and smilarly jangled impressions, including great
pain, from other crushed nervetissue. It had no body. | must giveit one, eseitslife wasworse than
death.

"Y ou can guess much of therest. This hand—this mechanical hand of mine—gave me the needed
suggestion. | made your form asit isnow. | made it strong—far stronger than you were. Thousands of
electromagnets went into its congtruction, dmost as many ddicate relay systems. Asa source of power |
ingdled init asub-atomic energy cdll that can hardly run down in ahundred years. Count-lessfine
platinum wires were prepared, ready to be attached to the motor nervesleading out of your brain, when |
darted thefina assembling.

"Meanwhile, | wastrying to give you senses. This phase of my task was somewhat more difficult, for
| had never worked with sensory nerves before—only motor nerves controlling the move-ments of
muscles. | congtructed eyes, they were television cameras, really; | made amicrophoneto serveyouin
place of ears; | devised artificid or-gans of touch, and artificia organs of baance. Smell and taste | did
not trou-ble with, for I consdered them super-fluous. | fitted my creations with plati-num threads for
attachment to the vari-ous sensory nerve ends leading into your brain. All thiswas quite smple.

"The great trick, my friend, was to cause those platinum threads to carry a properly modulated
electric current to stimulate your nerve cellsin just the way that would make you see and hear and fed
properly. Testswere neces-sary. In part | experimented with you, and when | did, many of those jangled
sensations of the first days were doubt-less repeated, even though your injuries were hedled. But | did
not wish to make your position unbearable, so | did most of my testing on a blind man and a deaf mute
whom | caled in for the purpose.

"Finaly | wasfinished; | was suc-cessful. | began putting you, my Her-cules, together. When | first
gpoke to you the work was aready far advanced. The next time, we exchanged greet-ings, your voice
nerves activating a sound digphragm.

"And now, see! You are asyou are, my old one. Can you not tell me that you are not too displeased
with what has happened?’ Toussaint waited, anx-iety showing in his pale face and round eyes.

LLOYD JORGENSEN had abetter grasp of matters now; he could realize abit more clearly what
his outlandish position might mean to him.

"Thisiswhat you called glorious, Pete?' heasked. "I don't quite seeit if it isso. Better tell me."

Hiswords seemed mild, composed, and matter-of-fact; yet in them wasahint of arising fury that
might easily swell to murderous proportions.

"Don't seeit?' Pierre Toussaint shrilled. "In the name of agreen beard, isit not clear? Y ou have
become agenie of the Nights Arabian! Y our form will never grow tired! Y ou are more powerful than
twenty bulls All of you that is of flesh, your brain, is seded up, protected from injury, from germ
infections, by metal, cushioned by the most efficient shock-absorbing sys-tem that | could devise! Itis,
for dl one may know, amost immortal, snceit is not dependent upon aweak human body for its
sustenance.

"What shal you do with this mechanica form of yours? Continue test-ing stratospheric planes? Bah,
mere play for achild! You shal go on, up, my old one, into space! | have plans—new fuds, better
rocket tubes. Theterrific acceleration will not trouble you at dl. Nor the cold of the void—noth-ing! Y ou
shdl walk on the crater bot-toms of the Moon, and on the deserts of Mars. Perhaps you shall enter the
hot atmosphere of Jupiter, or even plumb the region of the ars. It iscolossal! My grest child, why can
you not understand it as| do?"

Breathless, Toussaint paused. He was sincere, perfectly so, in everything that he had said.

"Whereis Joyce?" Jorgensen asked with seeming irrdevance, hiswords till deadly mild.

Perhaps the voice digphragm did not register his fedlings quite asthey were, but his armored



shoulders hunched menacingly.

Thelittle doctor looked worried, hurt. ™Y ou can understand, Lloyd, that you must put such things
behind you," he said. "The woman was properly grief-stricken when she was informed that you were
dead. She attended the funeral of your original body. Now she has gone away—I do not know where.
By thistime sheisdoubtless hersaf again. Nature will bekind to her, asit oftenisto dl living creatures.
But thereis no reason to remember.”

The robot that was Jorgensen edged alittle closer to Toussaint. "Thereis no reason?' he queried
camly. "Do you know what you have done to me, Pete?'Y ou have stolen my right to be called human,
and to enjoy the things human beings were meant to enjoy. Y ou want meto be a pawn in the ful-fillment
of your dreams.

"Do you remember that day when | was going to quit flying and you laughed? Wheét followed was not
your fault, yet | hold you responsible. Perhaps I'm crazy, but | want revenge. At least you could have let
me die. Now I'm going to take these two sted hands you have given me and crush you with them.”

Toussaint Sared at the advancing metal bulk. Nothing that could be read showed in its gleaming,
quartz eyes. The pulsein the scientist's white throat throbbed quickly.

"Itisnot likethat, Lloyd!" hecried. "It cannot be! | did my best, | swear! And | am not infalible!
Mistakes—every one makesthem!”

Toussaint was not acoward; he was not pleading for hislife, but for some-thing more elusive.
Understanding, faith, was what he wanted from the cool, slent test pilot who had been his hero for so

long.

HOWEVER, the automaton con-tinued its advance. A heavy chair splin-tered inits path. Itslong
arms, clawed with stedl, reached forward.

Then Pierre Toussaint, wizard, acted. Like areleased spring he leaped to close quarters. A dia on
the breast of the mechanica man, turned in hisgrasp. There was aclick and the glistening colossus was
gtill. Toussaint opened asmall door initstorso and drew avia from his pocket. Quickly he poured a
portion of its contentsinto the funnel-like end of atube which led into the vitals of his creation. When this
was done he reclosed the door and stood waiting for afull minute.

"Mind over matter," he muttered rue-fully. "1 am sorry, but it wasthat or worse."

Hereturned the did toitsorigind position. The robot swayed, steedied itsdlf.

"Youfed better, Lloyd?' Toussaint queried solicitoudy.

Jorgensen, who once more had been steeped in familiar gloom, surprised himself by saying"Yes."

Hedid fed better, much better. A thrilling warmth and a sense of well-being had come over him.
Toussaint had been right. Nothing could please him more now than hurtling at terrific speed through the
cold emptiness of space—the planets, the stars. This opportunity against the other—how could he have
been such afool?

"In the name of sense, Pete, what did you do to me?" he demanded.

The scientist hung his head just atrifle. "I am not glad, my old one," he said. "'l did not wish to tamper
with your emations. It was desecration. But | could not see you unhappy. | put into the nourishing fluid of
your brain acertain liquid which—what should | say?—I prepared beforehand for the uncertainties of the
occasion. Adrendinis part of it, and something else.

"Remarkable, isit not, how it changes one's fedings? | must never et you become depressed again.
We shdl pre-pare soon for our adventure. Perhaps| shal become asyou are, if | can train a surgeon.
Perhaps sometimes we shd | both return to the flesh if we so desire. Already | know much of why
protoplasm lives, you remember. How-ever, it isnot fitting for meto say more, my old one. | am very,
very tired. | must deep.”

He threw himsdlf down on a near-by couch. Jorgensen watched him benignly until his eyes closed
and hisfeaturesre-laxed. If the meta visage could have smiled, it would have done so.

Filled with awild, ecstatic longing, the robot man hurried out of the house and onto the lawn. It was
very dill. The evening air of late autumn was frosty, but he did not fed the cold. Stars were beginning to
twinkle. Jor-gensen sent asted fist clanging against his armored chest. Over the treetops, at the edge of



the city ahdf mile away, the Moon rose, beckoning with acal like that of home.



