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He'd found the crook's ideal of the absolutely perfect hide-out—-
a way to hide in another man's body!
 
-
 
              Neither of the pair knew that Jensen was behind that door. If for a single instant they had suspected that an interloper was there, stretching his eager ears in the darkness outside, they'd have been more cautious in the matter of shooting off their mouths. But they didn't suspect—Jensen was too shadowy and soft-footed to betray himself by as much as the sigh of a deeply drawn breath. So the two talked on, or rather argued, their voices loud with the loudness of contradictory and irreconcilable opinions.
 
              In the deep gloom of the passage Jensen stood with his ear near to the inch-wide crack of light flowing past the almost closed door. His hearing was directed toward that crack, but his hot, hard and somewhat bloodshot eyes kept watch in the direction whence he had come. There was silence in all the rest of the house, but he was taking no chances on the sudden appearance of a servant as cat-footed as himself.
 
              He must not be caught. In no circumstances must he be captured again. The stir-crazy Hammel had bumped one guard as they made the jailbreak, and although he, Jensen, had not fired the shot he was implicated both before and after the fact.
 
              Not that another killing made much difference—he'd practically ducked from under the chair as it was. But Jensen wasn't going to the chair. He had brains in his dome, and guys with brains in their domes don't go to the chair.
 
              The death house stare was still within those eyes that continued to flicker warily while he listened. There was a fat, middle-aged man in that room. He was debating with a little, white-haired runt who looked more like a country horse doctor than anything else. The subject of the argument was a machine.
 
              Fatty's name was Blenkinsop, and he addressed the other sometimes as Wane, sometimes as Dr. Wane. The machine, of which Jensen had managed to catch a glimpse through the crack, was a highly polished and rather complicated affair bearing a slight resemblance to those big helmets under which dames sit and get their permanents. It was fitted on a high-backed chair, and a long cable connected it with the electric mains.
 
              "All right, Wane," oozed Blenkinsop, "I'll accept your statement that original life force is an all-pervading radiation that you have captured and controlled. I'll also accept your claim that this gadget can spray this same life force as easily and as simply as a sunray lamp can spray healthful rays." He patted his very large stomach, sucked his cigar until his fat cheeks went hollow. "So what?"
 
              "I've told you repeatedly," replied Dr. Wane. "The immense growth of spiritual strength permits liberation of the psyche."
 
              "Yes, yes, I know." Blenkinsop burned half an inch with one suck. He blew the product over the machine. "I've read of that stunt being done by mystics; ramas and khamas and llamas and swamis and all those nuts. I once knew one named Raj Swami Alajar. He claimed he could release his astral body and go places. He was Joe O'Hanlon from Minneapolis, and it was bunk!" He made four chins with his grin. "But with a machine produced by a qualified scientist like yourself, I will not deny that it might be possible."
 
              "It is possible," asserted Dr. Wane, with sudden violence.
 
-
 
              "Keep calm," Blenkinsop advised. "I will grant your claim without test." He waved a fat hand airily; a diamond on the middle finger scintillated brilliantly, drew an answering gleam from an eye near the crack in the door. "I'm your backer," said Blenkinsop, expansively. "I'm just a plain, honest, hard-working and thoroughly deserving financier. Knowing this, you will appreciate that there may be a difference in the way we view things."
 
              "Don't mention it," said Wane. "We've had dealings before."
 
              "To our mutual advantage," the other pointed out. "Now me, I look at this new thing of yours, and I say to myself, 'Here's Wane's latest brainwave. It does what he claims. It cost me money. Can it show me a modest return for my outlay?' " He moved his gaze from the machine back to Wane. "Well, can it?"
 
              "Money, money, money," voiced the little doctor, sarcastically. "Is accomplishment to be judged only by the standard of what profits can be dragged in?" He pointed to the machine. "I've said that it'll liberate the psyche of any subject."
 
              "Who wants to liberate his psyche? Who'll pay to have it done? Hell, pigs can fly nowadays, so what's the use of an automatic psyche liberator? If I go to see Maisie in Santa Monica, I go in person, flesh, blood, clothes and all. Where'd be the sense in just sending her my astral body?"
 
              "You forget," retorted Wane, his voice rising once more, "that the gain in life power is such that the affected personality can escape and take over any other living body it desires, ejecting the natural owner forever— excepting, of course, any case where the owner happens to have received treatment giving him power equal or greater."
 
              "Body-snatching," grinned Blenkinsop. "You've produced .some wonderful things in your time, but this time you've slipped up. I. can't get dividends out of a mechanical body-snatcher, and I'm not interested in the thing."
 
              "You go off at angles," protested Wane. "I only contemplate the legal transfer of bodies."
 
              "Legal!" Blenkinsop choked as he tried to laugh with a chestful of cigar smoke. "Whose bodies can be taken legally, and for whose benefit?" He stabbed Wane's middle with a thick finger. "Who's going to pay for the transfer, who's going to get the money, and where do I come in?"
 
              Looking him over with open distaste, Wane said, "Last Thursday, Collister died. He was the world's leading cancer specialist. The same day, they executed Bats Maloney, a criminal. Collister's personality was vigorous and healthy to the last, but he was physically worn out by a lifetime of service to humanity. Bats Maloney died as an incurably warped and antisocial psyche inhabiting a coarse but thoroughly healthy body."
 
              "I get it," said Blenkinsop. He picked up his hat. "You'd have liked to shove Collister inside Maloney's carcass. I won't argue about the scientific aspect, because I believe you could have done it, but I know my legal oats. I haven't spent my life in a laboratory; I've spent it in this wide and naughty world. Take some advice from a miserable sinner: you won't get legislation to cover a trick like that if you agitate for it from now until the crack of doom." 
 
              "But—"
 
              "Be your age," Blenkinsop ordered, displaying loss of patience. "You're too idealistic. I can't sell an ideal for ten cents, let alone a million dollars." The eye behind the door gleamed and vanished even as his fat hand reached for the door handle. "I suggest you get going on that stereoscopic television you've been thinking about for years. There's money in that. The public wants it. But if you offer me another crazy dingus like this one, I'll die laughing."
 
              Then he went out laughing—and died.
 
-
 
              Jensen said to Wane, "You're a brainy old geezer, and there ain't much of you, but you've got some funny ideas." He let his gaze roam over the other, noted that the eyes, though tired, were sharp, full of inward fires. This white-haired runt had a toughness of his own, a sort of mental toughness that he could both sense and respect. Wane would never break free by violence or so much as dream of attempting it. He'd just stay put, thinking, thinking. Then one day Jensen would find himself outwitted and in the bad.
 
              "For your own good as well as mine," Jensen warned him, "there are some facts of life you ought to know. The first is, I busted out of the death house last night. I'm only half a jump ahead of the cops, but I ain't never going back." A hard stare at his listener. "Never!"
 
              "I knew you were a fugitive," said Wane, easily. His eyes roamed from his tightly bound wrists toward the gleaming machine and thence to the other's harsh features. "Your photo was in this morning's papers along with three others."
 
              "Yes, there was me, Hammel, Joule and Krast. We split up. If I never see them again, it'll be too soon."
 
              "You were described as Henry Meynell Jensen," Wane proceeded. "A very dangerous man, wanted for double murder."
 
              "Its triple now—I bumped the Fat Boy."
 
              "Ah, Blenkinsop—you've killed him?"
 
              "He was a blab—I closed his trap."
 
              Wane looked slightly dazed, was silent awhile, then said, "Undoubtedly, you will be punished for that."
 
              "Hah!" said Jensen, skeptically. He leaned forward. "Listen, Pop. or Professor, or whatever you like to be called: I've heard all about this dingus of yours. Fatty was no fool, and he was ready to believe that it really works. I could tell that you knew it would work. That's fine! That's real dandy! You're going to be my fairy godmother."
 
              "In what way?"
 
              "You're going to help me get myself a new body."
 
              "I shall," said Wane, "see you in hell first!"
 
              "Now don't get hard. You ain't in too good a position for getting hard, anyway." Jensen studied the other's bonds, bent and fingered the rope that held his victim's legs to the chair. "What they're after is my body. They want to put it in a chair and burn it. They'll know it when they see it because it's got a face, and fingerprints and other identifiable trimmings. You're the one guy in the world who can let them have what they want, and let me have what I want, and leave everybody pleased and happy. And all I want is a body in which the cops ain't interested."
 
              "I can do it," agreed Wane, "but I won't. I'm an old man, not afraid to die. You can add another crime to the burden already on your conscience—if you've got one—but it'll do you no good."
 
              "Listen, dad," said Jensen, his face not changing, but his eyes growing icy, "you can act stubborn if you like, but it won't faze me. I was once a fully qualified electrician, and I'll deserve to fry if I can't get the hang of this gadget of yours with a little co-operation from elsewhere."
 
              "What d'you mean?"
 
              "I'll grab a kid and try it out on him. If it works properly, O. K.! If it doesn't, well, there's plenty more guinea pigs playing around the city lots. Maybe it'll take two, maybe it'll take ten, but I'll get there in the end. So it's your life against theirs."
 
              "You wouldn't dare!"
 
              "Nope? Let me tell you, little man, I'd dare anything that'd pull a stunt like this! Seems like you've never had only your brains and your legs to prevent your being short-circuited out of existence. A guy like me ain't going to let them do a thing like that. And a guy like me ain't going to spend all his life on the lam. You bet there's nothing I wouldn't dare to get rid of John Law for good and all!"
 
-
 
              Wane thought it over, his steady gaze resting contemplatively on the other. This machine of his had never been tried on a human subject, but he knew that it would work, knew it as certainly as any scientist knows that a particular array of circumstances must produce a particular result. He shuddered at the thought of trying it out at the behest of this cold-blooded criminal. But seeming agreement would gain him time. On the other hand, a blank refusal most certainly would profit him nothing, and might cost half a dozen innocent lives.
 
              "I'll help you," he decided, "as far as I'm compelled to, and as far as my conscience will permit."
 
              "That's plain horse sense," approved Jensen. He stood up, towering over the bound and seated figure. "Play with me and I'll play with you—but Heaven help you if you try to pull a fast one." He favored Wane with a cold, ferocious stare. "You've an auto in your garage. We'll take it. We'll take your machine with us. You and me'll set it up in a nice, quiet place I know, and when it's got me into the clear I'll smash it up and let you go."
 
              His listener offered no comment, so he carried on, "I snitched these hick duds from a farmhouse, and I guess I could do with something more natty." His laugh was harsh and ghoulish. "But why bother looking for some when the new body will have its clothes already on?"
 
              Still Wane made no remark. He sat there, his legs tight against the legs of the chair, his bound wrists resting in his lap. Unwaveringly, his eyes studied Jensen while his white hair gleamed in the artificial light.
 
              Mooching to the silent machine, Jensen looked at the chair on which it was mounted, and said, "Reminds me of something other guys have sat in. Hah, that's a joke! I'll use the seat of the mighty to escape the seat of oblivion." He was astounded by the superbness of his own metaphors, aired them a second time, then repeated, "That's a joke!" Turning to the unmoving Wane, he added, "Where's your notes?"
 
              "In the top drawer." Wane nodded toward a tall, steel filing cabinet.
 
              Getting them out, Jensen skimmed through them rapidly. His brief comments showed him to have a lot more intelligence than Wane had suspected, and he betrayed a surprising grasp of scientific terms and theories. Finally, he shoved the notes into his pocket.
 
              "O. K., let's go."
 
-
 
              The house was a large, solidly built affair made offensive by years of neglect. It stood on a crossroads, in a commanding position, but its architectural importance had faded with the years. A big, dull ghost of a house; a place past which people hurried and at which only an occasional furtive figure knocked.
 
              The sole occupant of this senile edifice was a blowzy person with an enormous bosom and piggish eyes. Wane recalled that when they'd appeared two days ago, this woman had received Jensen with grim resentfulness. Evidently the dump was a regular hide-out. Pig-eyes knew how to hold her tongue, she needed the business, she didn't like the risks.
 
              Standing in the shadow by an open window on the sunless side of the house, his attention fixed on the crossroads, and Wane's notes held loosely in his hand, Jensen said, "I guess I've got it all now. I can't trespass on a different species, meaning animals and suchlike." He grinned. "Who'd want to be an animal, anyway?" He glanced at the notes, returned his gaze to the outside. "If I make a change, I've got to make it fast, because I don't retain the increased power—it dissipates itself in a couple of minutes, bringing me back to normal. That right?"
 
              "Yes," said Wane, reluctantly. "Which means I can't jump from one guy to another, huh? I'd have to get myself recharged each time I wanted to make a change. Ah, well, one'll do for what I want. I'll pick on the first specimen that suits my fancy."
 
              "Look here, Jensen, can't you drop this dangerous trick and—"
 
              "Shut up!" Jensen again refreshed himself with the notes. "All I have to do is concentrate my gaze on the gimp I'm going to take. Directly I find myself free I jump him and beat him out of his own carcass." He whirled around. "Say, if I kick him out, is there any chance of him taking over my body when I've got his?"
 
              "None whatever," said Wane, flatly. "Only a living body can be taken over. A dead one is impossible to occupy." He didn't offer any reason, and Jensen did not ask for one.
 
              The criminal's entire attention was now fixed on one of the roads. With powerful binoculars to his eyes, he was making a close study of his subject. His general attitude was one of strained excitement. Suddenly, he dropped the glasses, made for the chair over which they had fixed the life force projector.
 
              "Here he comes! Just the guy I want!" Sitting back, he exposed his teeth. "Put on the fluence, and be sharp about it!"
 
              Obediently, though sick at heart, Dr. Wane socketed the power plug, moved the switch. There was nothing else he could do. The desperate Jensen would be conscious and in full possession of his faculties right up to the very moment of release, after which—action would come too late. There was nothing to do but obey and pray for a failure at Jensen's cost.
 
              His face paler than usual, he did pray silently for the utter and complete failure of his life force projector, his mind sadly forming the words even as the apparatus sprang into operation. There was no light radiating from the complicated headpiece, no visible emanations to indicate that the device was functioning, but he knew that it now should be pouring its output into the eager, wolfish figure beneath.
 
              Motionless in the chair, Jensen sat with his eyes bulging toward the open window, the look in them slowly grew to a hypnotic glare. For half a minute he squatted with that feral light flaring from his distorted optics while the fingers of his hungry hands twisted in nervous spasms.
 
              Then with eerie suddenness his face fell into repose, his hands quietened, the light died from his eyes.
 
              Wane stared at the limp thing in the seat. Incredulity, hope and fear alternated through his mind, while his ears failed to note that the walker in the roadway had turned into the path, stamped hard-heeled up the steps, and even now was knocking upon the front door. He was still staling as Pig-eyes slopped along the passage and opened the door with a bellicose, "Well?"
 
              A rumble of short conversation sounded from the front while Wane gazed at the form he knew to be a corpse, passed weary hands through white locks, and realized that his frantic prayer had not been answered. His machine worked!
 
-
 
              With trembling fingers, he switched it off, turned to face the newcomer. The figure entering the room was that of a man some years younger than Jensen had been, also broader in the shoulder, heavier in the jaw, easier in carriage. He was wearing pepper-and-salt whipcords of expensive cut, a genuine velours slouch-brim hat, and handmade brogues of mellow sheen.
 
              "Well," said this person, his voice deeper than Jensen's. "How d'you like me?" Spreading his arms, he revolved slowly, like a manikin displaying an evening gown.
 
              "You're ... you're—not Jensen?"
 
              "Sure! Sir Henry, that's me!" Blithely stepping to the chair beneath the machine, he looked at the figure flopped therein. The satisfied expression fled from his face and was replaced by a look of awe. "Say, it's a hell of a feeling to see yourself dead! It gives me the creeps all through my insides."
 
              "What was the change-over like?" asked Wane, speaking with an effort.
 
              "I dunno. It made me feel like I was doing a job that nobody'd do unless he was as close to the hot seat as me. I got bigger and bigger, and stronger and stronger. Then all of sudden there was a sort of ghastly snap and I was out of myself and inside him. Yeah, right inside, walking on his legs, seeing through his eyes, hearing through his ears, and fighting him for his brain. He struggled like a maniac before I tossed him out." The new Jensen had sobered himself by his own recital. He shuddered. '"I seemed to hear his wail as he went—it was awful!"
 
              "That," declared Wane, deliberately, "was a murder. You'll answer for it in a court higher than any in this country." A strange look was on his lined features as he continued to examine the dapper personage who, almost unbelievably, was Jensen. "And I share the guilt."
 
              "Forget it," advised the other. He had another uneasy stare at the body he once had owned. "I can't take this back any time?"
 
              "Never. It is dead. You can't reclaim a dead body. In-fact, you can only occupy a living one by taking command before or instantaneously with its rightful owner's release. It's like changing drivers in a speeding car; the feat is risky, but it can be accomplished providing that one steady hand remains always on the wheel. There must be continual control by one or the other."
 
              "I get you. He staggered around a bit before I pushed him out. Guess the car was skidding, huh?" A thought struck him; he scowled to himself. "Now he's gone, where's he gone?"
 
              "The whole world would like to know," Wane told him. "That question voices the mystery of life."
 
              "All right, all right. Guess you can't be expected to know everything." Pulling a thin dress watch from his pocket, Jensen consulted it admiringly. "I'm going to dump my body where the cops'll find it and call off the heat. It'll carry evidence solving the Fat Boy's murder for them, ha, ha, ha! I'm starting my new life by doing the cops a good turn. Ain't that a joke?" His eyes turned to Wane. "I'm going to keep your gadget and your notes. I'll let you loose on my way to some place else."
 
              "You're going to release me?"
 
              "Of course! Why not—I'm a reformed character, ain't I? Blab if you like. See if you're believed!" His laugh was loud, triumphant. "Even if you do tell them the whole story, and make them believe it, where'll they go from there? Describe me to them. Take a photograph of me and give it to them. Give them my pawprints with it. They won't know who I'll be tomorrow, or who else I'll be the day after that!"
 
              "But you said you'd smash the projector."
 
              "You bet! Kill the goose, eh?" Buttoning his jacket, he swaggered around. "I can go where I like, do what I like, let any witness positively identify me, and not give a single damn. Before the cops can catch up, I'll be some other guy." His laugh verged on the uproarious. "I might help them look for myself. I could be the chief of police—or even the President of the United States!"
 
              Wane's mind went icy cold as he realized the full truth of the other's boastful remarks. Here was something well-nigh invincible for the forces of law and order to struggle against in vain, something that he, Wane, unwittingly had presented to the field of crime. No doubt the ambitious Jensen would keep the secret of his own power entirely to himself, jealously hiding it from others of his lawless world. But he remained a fearful menace as an individual, or as a possible one of any thousand elusive individuals.
 
              The subject was still writhing within the depths of his mind a good ten hours later. He got out of the car, stood on the grass verge of the lonely byway, watched the still dapper and openly gloating Jensen speed away into complete and unbreakable freedom. The car was gone with a trail of dust and a whir of tires. Wane watched it shrink in the distance, while a boastful phrase kept circling around in his brain. •
 
              "I can be the chief of police, or—" Despondently, the little scientist commenced to trudge toward the nearest town. "He can be anybody," he muttered to himself. "Anybody."
 
              He kept on repeating the word until it became dismally monotonous. Then, just for variation, he said, "Somebody." It stopped him in his tracks. He looked at the far horizon, then at the sky, dazedly added, "Somebody—by hokey, that's an idea! Somebody!"
 
              During his twenty years of hectic and lawless experience Henry Meynell Jensen had cased many a joint and subsequently heisted a goodly proportion of same. Which, in underworld jargon, meant that he was slick in pulling a job. He was an old hand in a young body, knew the most effective methods, was automatically responsive to all the necessary motions.
 
              He was crediting himself with all this aptitude even as he strolled toward the little bank. This hick joint was a pushover that might have been made for a lone wolf. All he had to do was to use a gun and a soul like granite, both of which he possessed. What made the feat a pleasure and a joy were the unique touches with which he was now able to decorate the coming performance.
 
              For instance, there was to be no spectacular getaway, no movie stunt of racing the law halfway into the next State. Neither need he indulge in so melodramatic a mannerism as wearing a mask. He'd walk in, take it, walk out, and dump it—just like that.
 
              Which is precisely what he did do. He walked in half a minute before closing time, noted the place was empty of its few clients, showed the paying teller the hole in the end of what he'd pulled from his pocket. The paying teller looked both startled and incredulous.
 
              "Don't yawp, brother. This is just a local boy making good." He edged his weapon slightly nearer, found himself wondering whether his face could look as tough and desperate as the face he used to have. "Wrap it up and I'll take it with me. I'll came again if I like your service."
 
              Like one in a dream, the teller shoved bundles of notes together. There wasn't a lot; Jensen hadn't expected a big haul in this two-man dump. But it was an easy break, and it'd keep him going until he got settled. Backing a step, he almost booted the panel out of the door to the manager's office. That worthy emerged under full steam, looked down the barrel, closed his mouth and elevated his hands.
 
              Two minutes later, Jensen came out, carefully shutting the main door behind him. The pair were locked in the manager's office, but not bound. They couldn't use the phone —he'd seen to that. It would take them perhaps a full five minutes to break out. Five minutes were plenty for his purpose.
 
              Unhurriedly, he clambered into his automobile, drove for two minutes, cached his loot in the luggage compartment of another parked automobile. Then he went to his one-room apartment, carefully seated himself by the open window, waited awhile. The helmet of the Wane projector hung over his head, the switch lay within his reach. His eyes were on the street.
 
              The hue and cry had already started when he put out his hand and turned the switch.
 
-
 
              He got the projector away all right. That, above all, was the most important thing. The precious device must be given first consideration and preserved at all costs. Nothing must cause him to lose it, and if ever he had to take his choice between surrendering that or the loot, then the loot must go west.
 
              After this, it amused him to walk casually along the street, his hands in his rough, homespun pockets, his lips pursed in a silent whistle. Funny the way he felt: sort of happy and horrified at one and the same time. Here he was, on top of the world —but with that terrible wail still ringing in his ears.
 
              An excited group had gathered on the corner, their mouths working with staccato babblings: "Yeah, yeah, I remember when— Reminds me of Billy the Kid, except that he— As cool as you like. Just stepped in and helped himself— Second in six months. Reckon they ought to rebuild it and get themselves a guard."
 
              "What's the matter, boys?" asked Jensen, amiably.
 
              "Holdup," replied one lanky individual. His voice was curt, his stare slow and deliberate. "We got into town just in time to miss it. There was only one guy. He got away."
 
              "Ah!" Jensen studied the out-of-towner with equal coolness. He scratched his head, tilting his hat over his nose to do it. "There's a big, green sedan parked outside the brownstone around the corner."
 
              "Waal?" encouraged the other.
 
              "Remember noticing it standing outside the bank for best part of an hour." His gaze was as level as the one his listener put on him. "Maybe its owner noticed something that'd help. Somebody ought to ask him —he mightn't yet know there's been a stick-up."
 
              "Guess that's a useful idea," the lanky one agreed. "Bill's a deputy." He looked at his companions. They nodded. "Coming?" he said to Jensen.
 
              "No, I've got to get along. You can't mistake the ear; it's the big, green sedan outside the brown-stone." He moved off, conscious that they were watching him. A hundred yards farther on he glanced around, found that they had vanished in pursuit of the sedan.
 
              The rest was easy to imagine. They'd knock, ask his former landlady if the car's owner was in. She'd show them up to his room, or maybe she'd go up by herself. Anyway, they'd find the body of the bank robber. The paying teller and the manager would identify it positively. But they'd never get the spoils.
 
              Chuckling to himself, he returned to the other parked car, climbed into the driver's seat. The cash was back of him locked in the trunk. The projector lay hidden in its large carrying case on the rear seat. As for the car itself, he'd noted it for sale, posted the necessary money, requested the seller to leave it for him there to pick up at his convenience. The seller had never seen him in either this body or the former one.
 
              Yes, this was the perfect crime. He'd got away with it and was absolutely in the clear. Moreover, he could do it again and again and again. John Law would run round in circles and get nowhere.
 
              The only snag was that he didn't know whose body he was wearing. Regardless of his form, he was always Jensen, with no memories but those of Jensen. The evicted personality left him the brain, but never its private contents. Seemed as if memory was a spiritual faculty rather than a material record in the cerebellum. Scientists would be interested in that fact.
 
              He felt around in the pockets of his jacket, looking for papers that would provide data on who he was supposed to be. He'd get the low-down on his new self before he started the car and beat it.
 
              "Say, Hank, where'd ya borrow the heap?"
 
              The sudden voice at his side startled him. A long, horsy, phlegmatic face stared at him through an open window. Its owner's jaws moved rhythmically on a wad of tobacco as he waited for a reply.
 
              So he was Hank Somebody-or-other! Jensen's mind moved fast. If he fell in with the spirit of the occasion, he'd surely trip up. Denial was the safest course.
 
              It wasn't so flexible, this face of his, but he did his best to give it a slight distortion as he turned it toward the other and replied, "It's ray own car. And I ain't Hank."
 
              "What!" The long jaw stopped abruptly on the upstroke, and the mouth hung half open. "You ain't Hank?"
 
              "No. You've made a mistake." He looked the surprised one straight in I he eye. "I'd sure like to meet this Hank sometime. We must be twins. You're about the tenth who's mistaken me for him." Then a brilliant thought struck him; he favored his listener with a knowing leer. "Maybe there's a reason for the likeness—if only we knew it!"
 
              With that, he started his machine, tooled her away from the curb. Horse-face watched him depart, his mouth still half closed on the chew.
 
              This was the one flaw in the body-snatching racket. The odds were always in favor of picking on a local character and being involved in complications. In future, Jensen decided, he'd better study his intended victims as thoroughly as his jobs. Strangers to the locality would be his best bet any time, any place. Strangers to the country would be even better. But the flaw was there; he'd have to bear it in mind—and watch his step.
 
-
 
              Jensen always got a great kick out of reading the daily papers. He liked the touch of mystery, stark-ness and drama these journalistic guys put into their descriptions of unusual crimes.
 
              Here they were, at it again, busy on his sixth successful exploit. According to them, the individual who'd pulled this last bank robbery single-handed was a person of al-most saintlike disposition, with a lily-white record to suit. He'd been found dead. His takings had not been found. The unsolvable mystery was why a person so clean-and upright had suddenly committed so desperate a crime. Also, why he had died, and where he had dumped the proceeds of his feat.
 
              "Hah!" chortled Jensen, his eye crawling down the column of print.
 
              All the same, these journalists could show traces of shrewdness. The writer of this particular report, a guy using the initials A. K. D.. had linked this crime with three others. He enlarged on their common factors: bank robberies employing the same technique, done by people of unimpeachable character who, only shortly after, were all found dead—sans loot. Concluding, he recalled the official destruction of a local plot, of marijuana, hinted darkly at the insidious spread of the drug traffic in outwardly innocent circles. . "Ain't that a joke?" Jensen asked of himself. Then his pleased eye side-slipped and found the advertisement.
 
              It was a small one in the persona! column, but given a little prominence by being boxed. He read it slowly:
 
-
              H. M. J. Get in touch with me. Am willing to buy device for cash. 
              Genuine offer.                                          Wank
-
 
              Phoning the newspaper from a public booth, Jensen got Wane's address. It was out of town, but. listed in the telephone directory. He used another phone a mile from the first.
 
              "This is you-know-who," he announced, bluntly. "I ain't taking any chances with you, so talk fast before I hang up."
 
              "Listen, Jensen," came Wane's reedy voice, speaking rapidly. "I've found a foreign backer who believes that the machine could be put to a worthy purpose in his own country. He's willing to buy it."
 
              "O. K., build him another."
 
              "I've got to produce before I see his money, and I can't afford to do that. Besides, it would take me two years. Jensen, he's a young and extremely wealthy—"
 
              "I'll think it over," interrupted Jensen. He rang off without giving Wane time to finish.
 
-
 
              Twenty-four hours later Jensen had decided to dicker. It was to his advantage. His present body was one of absolutely no interest to the law, he was well plastered with the proceeds of his nefarious exploits, but he was perfectly willing to see whether more money could be extracted from the little scientist— without surrendering the projector. Also, he had another bright idea coming up. A really good one, this time.
 
              Phoning/he made himself known, heard Wane say, "Well, how much d'you want for it?"
 
              "How much," countered Jensen, "is this boob willing to pay?"
 
              "I don't know. If you're willing to sell, you'll have to start somewhere. Name a figure as a basis. For all I know, he might meet it without argument."
 
              The scientist's complete confidence in his backer's spending power got the better of Jensen's curiosity, and the latter said, "Who is this backer, anyway?"
 
              "He's a European of thirty," answered Wane, his voice taking on an eager note. "He's a very, very wealthy man. He's engaged, and shortly to be married. I believe that his fiancée is also wealthy as well as one of the season's leading beauties. I can't reveal his identity at this stage, but I can tell you that he's got more money and influence than any man I've ever met."
 
              "O. K., I'll talk to him."
 
              "But—"
 
              "No funny business," Jensen put in, his tone harsh. "I'm ringing off. Sometime I'll phone you again and tell if I'm ready to talk to him. You can arrange a meeting in some nice, quiet dump. And you can tell him that the price'll be high!" He grinned as he hung up. A foreigner, rolling in dough, engaged to a society stunner. This was going to be good!
 
-
 
              The set-up proved that it was going to be good. The window of the opposite apartment was only fifty yards away, directly across the street. It was on the third floor, and Jensen could look right into it from his window on the same level.
 
              Of course, the place could be a trap, but the way he was walking into it would make it a farce. Wane's tale about his wealthy backer could be a phony yarn. On the other hand, it might be genuine. Either way, he, Jensen, had much to gain and little to lose.
 
              Yes, the gamble was simply one of whether, in abandoning his present body, he'd get the brawny carcass of some smart detective waiting to plug him on sight, or the patrician form of a foreigner who had it all.
 
              Verily, Jensen had brains. Guys with brains don't go to the chair. He even had wit enough to anticipate that Wane himself might have a share of brains and guess how Jensen would try to spring the trap. Wane might, for instance, have been cunning enough to bait the place with a dummy or a corpse, enticing Jensen to release his psyche, leaving him frantic and disembodied to face real and ultimate death as his power dissipated. It's brainy not to underestimate your opponent, and Jensen wasn't going to be guilty of that.
 
              So for some minutes he'd studied as much as he could see of the apartment through powerful binoculars. The guy hanging around behind that open window was real and living. He'd gone to the window several times, peering cautiously down into the street, giving Jensen an excellent view of his face and figure.
 
              This intended victim was youthful, burly and decidedly dapper. He was expensively jeweled, too. The diamond on his right hand was a veritable blinder. His carefully slicked hair and tough-looking face were slightly familiar. Probably Jensen had seen his pic sometime, perhaps in the society column arm in arm with a classy dame, or maybe with his foot on a dead tiger.
 
              Anyway, his general appearance was quite to Jensen's taste. Picking bodies was like choosing overcoats, and the chooser was beginning to get somewhat fastidious. This one opposite would be entirely satisfactory for Jensen to wear.
 
              Vaguely, he wondered whether the victim had a butler who would address him as, "Yes, milord!" and "No, milord!" Which reminded him, he'd have to drop his habit of saying, "Naw, it ain't." He'd have to practice saying, in high-falutin' tones, "No, Simmonds, it is not."
 
              Slick-hair was now back at the window, having a careful look at an automobile which had parked by the curb below. He turned and spoke briefly to someone hidden in the farther shadows of the room, then brought his attention back to the street.
 
              Jensen had an equally cautious look, let his gaze pass the silent vehicle, wander along the sidewalk, discover the slight figure and silvery hair of Wane as the little scientist trotted along with a nonchalant air. Without any hesitation or so much,-as a brief glance around, Wane turned into the doorway immediately below Slick-hair's post. The latter was still studying the motionless automobile.
 
              Now was the time. Diving for the chair, Jensen sat in it, switched on the projector. Practice made perfect, although familiarity had not bred contempt. The seat and its weird helmet still looked ominous, reminding him of another kind of chair that he never wished to see.
 
              Fundamental force flooded his ego while he sat there and glared at the man behind the open window just across the street. Jensen was intelligent enough to have improved on the work of the undoubtedly brainy Wane! He leaned slightly forward in his seat so that when his deserted body slumped it would knock a second switch and close the projector. A Jensen refinement, that one. He was proud of it.
 
              Within thirty seconds he was free. He was also across the street, in that room, and in that other body, the ungodly transference taking place with familiar rapidity.
 
-
 
              An overwhelming power and mighty triumph were features of his nonmaterial fiber as he fought to eject the other's stubborn psyche. This victim was a tough specimen, far stronger, far more determined and infinitely more desperate than any the invader had yet tackled. He was resisting with all the ferocity and with all the tenacity of a prehistoric reptile.
 
              The disputed body staggered and weaved around the room while two personalities fought insanely for complete ownership. It gasped occasionally, made vague struggling motions and many ghastly gesticulations. Twice it fell, rolled over with eerie writhings, retched violently, then clambered awkwardly to its uncertain feet.
 
[image: ]
 
              Already Jensen's power was commencing to decrease but still his spiritual force was abnormal. He knew now that he could never have conquered this tigerish personality unaided by the strength he had gained from the projector. But he did conquer. The body collapsed again as with a tremendous effort he thrust its owner from the world of material life, and in these new ears, this fresh brain he heard the terrible susurration of the psyche that he had damned.
 
              Perspiration beaded his new form as Jensen came upright, propped himself against a wall and breathed with heavy sobbing sounds. His extra vibrancy was now almost gone, he was nearly back to normal, and " his legs felt weak. But he was in possession! He passed his satisfied grin along to Wane as that person opened the door, paused in the gap and stared at him.
 
              "Oh," said Wane, looking slightly uncertain. "I thought— Aren't you, Jensen?"
 
              "So you've guessed it." Finding the corner of the desk, Jensen seated himself on it. He felt a lot better now. Dynamic, that was the word for it. Full of confidence. "You sure are a shrewd old cuss, but not clever enough to realize the possibilities of your own inventions. You thought I'd sell it, eh?" He laughed, stopped at the deep, sneering sound of his new voice, then laughed again. "I'd be a fool to sell the key to immortality."
 
              Still standing imperturbably in the doorway, Wane said, "Ah, yes, immortality. I understood it too late." He smoothed his white locks. "The device is excellent. I have no cause to be ashamed of it. Its only fault is that it has come many centuries too soon. Humanity is not ready for it." He raised his tired eyes, looked directly into Jensen's mocking ones. "I shall destroy it."
 
              "Don't kid yourself," Jensen advised, easily. "And don't lounge there like a dummy. Come inside. I want all the information you can give about the guy I'm now supposed to be."
 
              "Of course, of course." agreed Wane, speaking very, very gently, lie entered the room. A pair of tall, broad-shouldered and efficient-looking individuals followed him in. "You are." informed Wane, "no less a person than Enrico Rapalli, otherwise known as Public Enemy No. 1."
 
              A hellish photomontage flamed in Jensen's mind: the long and bloody list of Rapalli's crimes. The record had been made while Jensen was in jail, and he'd seen the master criminal's picture only once. No wonder that hard face had looked familiar. No wonder that psyche had been so ferociously reptilian.
 
              "'I went to Washington and reported everything," Wane continued, his voice still gentle. "'The Federal agents had located Rapalli and were about to take him. They agreed to my suggestion and kept off him while I used him as bait. My advertisement appeared in a score of papers for ten days before you swallowed the hook. I then made the appointment you wanted. I made it here, at Rapalli's hide-out, and the Federal men kindly arranged to have the opposite apartment made vacant. Immediately you moved in with the projector we knew we'd got you where we wanted, you." Again he smoothed his locks. "Now I must destroy my projector."
 
              "Come along, Rapalli." growled one of the pair.
 
              "I'm not Rapalli," shouted Jensen, his face livid. "I'm ... I'm—"
 
              "Well, who are you?" The questioner permitted himself a hard smile. "You've Rapalli's face, Bertillon measurements, fingerprints and body marks. You've got Rapalli's body—and that's all the law wants to have, all the law is going to burn."
 
              "Damn you," bellowed Jensen as cold steel circled his wrists. His wild eyes found Wane going through the doorway; he struggled futilely, hurled a string of vicious curses at the little scientist.
 
              Wane turned, looked at him, said, softly, "Jensen, I'm really sorry for you. Your next seat will be the seat of death. That is nothing, nothing at all," he moistened his lips, "if death means complete dissolution." His silence was long before he finished what he wanted to say. "If it doesn't, your psyche will go somewhere—and find others waiting!"
 
 
 
The End
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