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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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      Author’s Note

      This novel was originally written in 1957. I was pleased with it then; but when an opportunity arose to bring it back into
         print, I looked through the text and found it full of youthful flaws and blemishes. So I have treated my younger self’s novel
         as a first draft and have reworked it, in a sense collaborating with myself across a decade and a half. The gulf between the
         writer of 1957 and the writer of 1971 is a great one; my fundamental approach to the art of fiction is different today, and
         therefore the book you now hold represents neither the Silverberg of 1957 nor the Silverberg of 1971, but, rather, a sort
         of hybrid form. I hope the experiment will have been of some value and that the novel will give pleasure in its reconstituted
         and transformed version.
      

      
      Robert Silverberg,

      
      June 1971

      



      
      ONE

      
      
      
      That morning, James Harker was not expecting anything unusual to happen. He had painstakingly taught himself, these six months
         since the election, not to expect anything. He had returned to private law practice and to an obscurity he had not known since
         he was a very young man; the governorship and all such gaudy things were now only bright memories, growing dimmer each month.
      

      
      Well. Morning of an ex-governor. There was plenty to do: the Bryant trust-fund business was due for a hearing next Thursday
         and Harker had to get his case in order. An ugly, contemptible thing: pitiful old Bryant, one of the glorious pioneers of
         the space age, assailed by greedy heirs in his declining days. It was enough to turn a man cynical, Harker thought, unless
         a man happened to be cynical already.
      

      
      He reached across the desk to tap for the printout on the Bryant hearing, on 5/16/33. The sound of the outer-office buzz trickled
         into the room and Harker realized he had somehow managed to switch on the interoffice communicator. He started to turn it
         off, but his hand hovered, and as he hesitated he heard a dry, thin voice say, ‘Is the Governor in?’
      

      
      And his secretary’s prim reply: ‘You mean Mr. Harker.’

      
      ‘That’s right.’

      
      ‘He doesn’t like to be called “Governor,” you know.’

      
      ‘I didn’t realize.’

      
      ‘Do you have an appointment? There’s nothing in the calendar for—’

      
      ‘Appointment? I’m afraid not. I didn’t realize I’d need one. I don’t live in New York, you see, and I’ve just come in for
         a few days—’
      

      
      
      ‘I’m extremely sorry. But Mr. Harker can’t see any unscheduled visitors. He’s extremely busy, and there’s no way that I—’
      

      
      ‘I’m quite aware of that.’ The voice was nervous and oddly edgy. ‘But this is a matter that’s come up quite suddenly, and—’

      
      ‘Dreadfully sorry, sir. If you’ll file a written statement of the case, I’ll see to it that it comes immediately to Mr. Harker’s
         attention.’
      

      
      To the eavesdropping Harker, the conversation sounded like something left over from his Albany days. No one simply dropped
         in on the Governor of New York, even if the Governor had a clear calendar; hiding him behind a wall of appointment books enhanced
         his authority. But he had no authority to enhance now. He was no longer Governor of New York and he was no longer the fair-haired
         boy of the National-Liberal Party. He wasn’t being groomed for the presidency these days, either. And suddenly he found himself
         positively yearning to be interrupted.
      

      
      He leaned forward and said, ‘Joan, I’m not really very busy right now. Suppose you send the gentleman in.’

      
      ‘Oh – uh – Mr. Harker. Of course, Mr. Harker.’ She sounded startled and irritated; perhaps she wanted to scold him for having
         eavesdropped. Harker cut the audio circuit, slipped the Bryant file out of sight, cleared his desk, and tried to look keenly
         awake and responsive.
      

      
      A timid knock sounded at his office door. Harker pressed the OPEN button; the door split laterally, the segments rising smoothly into the ceiling and sliding into the floor, and a man in
         a short frock coat and white, unpressed trousers stepped through, grinning apologetically. A moment later the door snapped
         shut behind him.
      

      
      ‘Mr. Harker?’

      
      ‘That’s right. Good morning.’

      
      The visitor approached Harker’s desk awkwardly; he walked as if his body were held together by baling wire, and as if his
         assembler had done the job none too skillfully. His shoulders were extraordinarily wide for his thin frame, and his long arms
         dangled loosely, like a marionette’s. He had a wide, friendly, toothy grin and much too much unkempt soft brown hair. He handed Harker a card. The lawyer took it, spun it around
         right side up to read it, and scanned the neat engraved characters. It said:
      

      
      BELLER RESEARCH LABORATORIES

      
     Litchfield, N.J.

      
      Dr. Benedict Lurie

      
      Harker frowned. Lurie said, ‘I doubt that you’ve ever heard of us.’

      
      ‘I’m afraid I haven’t.’

      
      ‘That’s perfectly understandable. We don’t seek publicity. I’d be very surprised if you had heard of us.’ Lurie’s head bobbed boyishly as he spoke; Harker had rarely met someone quite so ill at ease. Perhaps some
         chemical relaxing was in order. Harker reached into his pocket.
      

      
      ‘Care to have a stick?’ he asked.

      
      ‘Oh, no – never!’

      
      Grinning, Harker took one himself, squeezed the igniting capsule with his index finger’s nail, and put the pack away. A deep
         pull; the intoxicating smoke pervaded his lungs. Ah. An immediate mild lightheadedness. Good stuff. Even so, Harker felt strangely
         fidgety, as though Lurie’s awkwardness were contagious. He waited for the stick to take full effect. Lurie, watching him,
         seemed to disapprove.
      

      
      ‘I guess you’re wondering why I came here to see you, Mr. Harker.’

      
      ‘I guess I am.’

      
      ‘We’re interested in obtaining your services.’

      
      ‘Go on, Dr. Lurie.’

      
      Lurie didn’t. He spliced his long and slightly quivering fingers, and then, as if dissatisfied, separated his hands again,
         crossed his legs, and gripped his kneecaps. He blinked and swiveled his chair slightly to the left. Sensing that the sun slanting
         through the window behind the desk was bothering him, Harker pressed the OPAQUE button and the room’s three windows dimmed.
      

      
      Finally Lurie said, ‘Perhaps I should begin at the beginning, Mr. Harker. Our laboratory was established in 2024 under the terms of a grant from the late Darwin F. Beller. Of whom you
         may have heard.’
      

      
      Harker nodded. ‘The deep-sea mining man?’

      
      ‘Yes. Beller of Beller Industries.’

      
      A notorious crank, Harker thought. Espouser of lost causes. The lawyer began to regret the impulse that had led him to invite
         this gawky stranger in.
      

      
      Lurie said, ‘Mr. Beller provided our group with virtually unlimited funds, established us in a secluded area in northern New
         Jersey, and posed us a scientific problem: could we or could we not develop a certain valuable process? I’ll be more specific
         in a moment. Let me say that many of the men Mr. Beller gathered for the project were openly skeptical of its success. But
         they were willing to try. The scientific frame of mind in its finest manifestation, you might say.’
      

      
      I might, Harker thought. Or a manifestation of the willingness to grab a good thing when it comes down the road. Harker had
         had no particular experience with scientists, but plenty with human beings. Lurie’s speech sounded as if it had been prepared
         for him by a professional image-maker, and very carefully rehearsed.
      

      
      ‘To come to the point,’ Lurie said, uncrossing his legs again. ‘After eight years of research, our project has reached the
         point of imminent success. The time is coming when we’ll want to make our work public. For that we need a spokesman, a man
         of considerable prestige, a nationally known figure. With a background in legal matters. We have lawyers on our staff, of
         course, but they’ve been handling routine things, the usual bureaucratic trivia. Now we must have an advocate.’
      

      
      Harker became more interested. ‘And you’ve picked me for that role, is that it?’

      
      ‘Exactly. Our process is, to say the least, a controversial one. We foresee multitudes of legal difficulties and other problems.’

      
      ‘I’m not a patent lawyer, Dr. Lurie. That’s a highly specialized field, of which I know very little. But I can give you the
         name of a friend who—’
      

      
      ‘We’re not interested in patents,’ Lurie said. ‘We want to give our process to mankind with no strings attached. The problem is, will mankind accept it? We aren’t sure. Powerful emotional
         dilemmas will be involved. We may come in for some harassment. On the surface, one would think that what we have to offer
         would be hailed as miraculous, but we already have reason to believe it may not be received in quite that way.’
      

      
      A little impatiently, Harker said, ‘Suppose you get down to cases, then. It’s getting late, and I have a lot of work to do
         before lunch.’
      

      
      An odd smile flickered at the corners of Lurie’s wide mouth. He said flatly, ‘All right. We’ve developed a process for bringing
         newly dead human being back to life. It works if there’s no serious organic damage and the body hasn’t been dead more than
         twenty-four hours.’
      

      
      Harker was silent for a long moment. He sat perfectly still, and it seemed to him he could hear the blood pumping in his own
         veins and the molecules of air crashing against his eardrums. He fought back an impulse to break into laughter. He drew deeply
         on his stick, pulled the smoke far down, and closed his eyes. A process for bringing newly dead human beings back to life.
         Sure. Sure.
      

      
      Eventually he said, ‘I’ll assume for the sake of discussion that what you’re telling me is true. If it is, then you know you’re
         holding down dynamite.’
      

      
      ‘We know that. That’s why we came to you. You’re the first prominent figure who hasn’t thrown me out of his office as soon
         as I came out with the real story.’
      

      
      Sadly Harker said, ‘I’ve learned how to reserve judgment. I’ve also learned how to be tolerant of crackpots or possible crackpots.
         I learned these things the hardest possible way.’
      

      
      ‘Do you think I’m a crackpot, Mr. Harker?’

      
      ‘I’m not ready to answer that.’

      
      ‘Does what I have to say hold any credibility at all for you?’

      
      ‘I’m not ready to answer that, either.’ Harker stubbed out his stick with a tense, stiff-wristed gesture. His head was swimming.
         He said, ‘It violates professional ethics, I suppose, for me to ask you who you approached before you came to me. But I’d like to know how many there were, at any rate.’
      

      
      ‘You were fourth on the list,’ Lurie said.

      
      ‘Umm. And the others turned you down flat?’

      
      Lurie’s open face reddened slightly. ‘Absolutely. I was called a zombie salesman by one. Another just asked me to get out.
         The third man advised me to blow up the labs and cut my throat. They were appalled. As if I had announced the invention of
         some new kind of nerve gas. As if I were offering death, not life. So we came to you.’
      

      
      Harker nodded slowly. He realized that he had not yet begun to react, either viscerally or intellectually, to Lurie’s claim.
         Assume it’s true. For the sake of discussion. To return from death, yes. A process that resouls the desouled. Could it be?
         Is it conceivable? The wonder of it. The terror. The terror. Harker’s throat was dry. He felt himself backing away from Lurie’s
         offer. Ask him to leave. Why get involved? Nothing but trouble. Let someone else have the worries. After a moment he remarked,
         ‘I suppose the idea’s exciting at first. All sorts of tragedies undone, you know? But then come the afterthoughts. Like the
         soul. What happens to the soul, say – if there is such a thing – to the spirit, to the anima, in the interval between death and resuscitation? What’s a person like, after he’s been dead and come back? That old story
         “The Monkey’s Paw,” remember? There’s the dead son outside, knocking at the door, the parents have wished him back to life
         – knock, knock, the boy wants to come in, the parents are terrified, the old father saying, For God’s sake don’t let it in.
         It. And he grabs the monkey’s paw and wishes his son dead again. Eh? Eh? You know the story, Lurie?’ Harker smiled. ‘Even if
         you don’t, I imagine you’ve thought about all of this. You can expect tremendous opposition to any such process. There’ll
         be a theological fuss, for sure, and plenty of hysterical public outbursts. The dead walk again, et cetera, et cetera. We’ll
         need a new set of medical ethics, of course. To decide who gets revived, when, what circumstances. There’ll be a need for
         legislation.’ Harker drummed on the desk with his fingertips. ‘Whoever agrees to serve as your adviser is taking on a gigantic
         job.’
      

      
      ‘We’re aware of that,’ Lurie said. ‘The pay is extremely good. I’m prepared to discuss the retainer, if—’
      

      
      ‘I haven’t said I’m accepting,’ Harker reminded him crisply. ‘For all I know right now, this is just a pipe dream, a lot of
         wishful thinking on the part of a bunch of ambitious or naive scientists. A hoax, even. A gimmick.’
      

      
      Lurie managed a radiant, toothy smile. ‘Naturally we wouldn’t think of asking you to make a decision until you’ve been to
         our lab and seen demonstrations of the process. If you think you’re interested, we could arrange a visit at your convenience.’
      

      
      Harker shut his eyes again. ‘If I accepted, I’d become your lightning rod. I’d draw the public abuse. I’d be at the center
         of the storm. Wouldn’t I?’
      

      
      ‘There’d be pressure, no doubt of it. But you should be used to that, Mr. Harker. As a former national political figure—’

      
      The ‘former’ stung. Harker had a sudden glaring vision of his rise through the Nat-Lib party ranks, his outstanding triumph
         in the 2024 mayoralty contest, his natural ascension to the gubernatorial post four years later – and then, the thumping fall,
         the retirement into private life, the painful packing away of old aspirations and dreams—
      

      
      He shrugged wearily. ‘Yes, I know what it’s like. I was just wondering whether it’s worthwhile to get back on the firing line
         again.’ He moistened his lips. ‘Look, Dr. Lurie, I need time to think about all this. Is there a place I can call you this
         afternoon?’
      

      
      ‘I’m staying at the Hotel Manhattan,’ Lurie said. He retrieved his calling card with surprising deftness and scribbled a phone
         number on it, then a room number, and handed it back to Harker. ‘I’ll be there most of the afternoon.’
      

      
      Harker pocketed the card. ‘I’ll be in touch.’

      
      Lurie rose and shambled toward the door, arms flailing, shoulders heaving. Harker pressed the OPEN button and the two halves of the door slid into their slots. Rising, he accompanied Lurie into the outer office. The scientist’s
         stringy frame towered six or seven inches over Harker’s compact, still-lean form. Harker glanced up, toward the strangely
         soft eyes. ‘I’ll give this some careful thought,’ he heard himself promise.
      

      
      ‘I hope so. Thank you for listening, Governor.’

      
      
      As he returned to his office Harker reflected that the final ‘Governor’ had been either savagely unkind or else a bit of casual
         absent-mindedness. He tried to ignore it. Dumping himself behind his desk, he cradled his head in his hands and dug his thumbs
         into his eyeballs. Beller Research Laboratories. Dr. Benedict Lurie. The dead shall walk again. How about another stick? To
         calm the jangled spirit. No. No. The other remedy. He got up, crossed to the portable bar, and dialed himself a whiskey sour.
         He sipped thoughtfully.
      

      
      Resurrection of the dead.

      
      A thrilling idea. A miraculous idea. A fantastic idea. A crazy, grotesque idea. A frightening idea. Perhaps a hoax. Perhaps
         a publicity ploy. But science had come up with a way of containing the hundred-million-degree fury of a fusion reaction; why
         not a way to bring the newly departed back to life? It was possible. Almost anything was possible. Harker didn’t doubt that
         it could be done, somehow. He was willing to take Lurie’s claim at face value.
      

      
      It was his own part in the enterprise that made him hold back. What Lurie evidently had in mind for him was no mere matter
         of filing briefs and entering contracts, but rather that he should act as a sort of public advocate, arguing the researchers’
         case before the courts of law and of human opinion. It was a terrifying responsibility, and if the tide swept against him
         he would be carried away.
      

      
      But what have I to lose?

      
      He eyed the tridims of his wife and sons that occupied one corner of his desk. His political career, he knew, couldn’t be
         any deader than it was now. His own party had cast him loose, refusing to nominate him for a second term after his frenzied,
         eighteen-month patronage battle with the state committee. He’d never get back to a position of importance, and he was resigned
         to that. For months now he had retreated steadily into a shroud of privatism: his family, his home, his law practice. The
         practice did well, though not spectacularly. His investments cushioned his downfall. He could go along as he had been doing
         since the end of his term in office. Coasting. Vegetating. Or he could say yes to Lurie. He had nothing to lose but his good
         name, and he had already had that badly stained in the political mess. And he had a whole world to win.
      

      
      Revival of the dead? How about a dead career, he wondered? Could I manage to revive that, too?

      
      Rising from his desk, he paced around the office, pausing to depolarize the windows. Bright morning sunshine poured in. Through
         his window he could see the playground of the public school across the street. Thin-legged girls, nine or ten years old, were
         playing a game of punchball; he could hear the shrieks of delight or anguish even at this distance as they scrambled for the
         ball.
      

      
      A sudden sharp image came to him: himself, nine years before, standing spread-legged and rigid on the beach at Riis Park,
         with Lois staring white-faced at him and three-year-old Chris peeking strangely around her legs. It was a blisteringly hot
         day; his skin, to which sprinkles of sand had adhered, was red, raw, tender. He heard the booming of the surf, the overhead
         zoop of a Europe-bound rocket, the distant cry of refreshment vendors, and the nearer laughter of small girls.
      

      
      He was not laughing. He was holding a small, cold, wet bundle tight, and he was crying for the first time in some twenty years.
         He huddled his drowned five-year-old daughter to him and tried to pretend, as the police and lifeguards pushed the circle
         of murmuring onlookers backward, that it had not happened.
      

      
      It had happened, and Eva was dead – the girl child whom he had seen, in his fantasies, as America’s darling when he reached the
         White House, in fifteen years or so.
      

      
      That had been nine years back. Eva would have been nearly fifteen now, flowering into womanhood. He had no daughter. But she
         could have lived, Harker thought. They might have saved her. With their magic hocus-pocus. Maybe. Maybe. And then? To stare
         into her eyes and see the shadow of death lurking there? No. No. She would have lived. Smiled again. Laughed and played and
         cried and run and danced.
      

      
      He returned to his desk and sat quietly for a while. After half an hour of silent thought he reached for his phone and punched
         out Lurie’s number.
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