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A jester by his efforts may give laughter to others, but by no
| abor can he seize it for hinself.

| have touched mi nds that worked hard at revelry.

Men and wonmen who poured tine and wealth and genius into
costunes and nusic and smling masks, seeking escape fromthe
terror of the world ... but who found no | aughter.

And no escape.

This is a work of fiction. Al the characters and events
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INTRODUCTION

|, TH RD HI STORI AN OF THE CARMPAN RACE, IN GRATITUDE to the Earth-
descended race for their defense of ny world, set down here for
themny fragnmentary vision of these battles fromtheir great
war agai nst our conmon eneny.

The vi sion has been fornmed piece by piece through ny contacts
in past and present tine with the m nds of nen and of machi nes.
In these mnds alien to ne | often perceive what | cannot
understand, yet what | see is true. And so | have truly set
down the acts and words of Earth-descended nen great and snal
and ordinary, the words and even the secret thoughts of your
her oes and your traitors.

Looking into the past | have seen howin the twentieth century
of your Christian cal endar your forefathers on Earth first
built radio detectors capabl e of sounding the deeps of
interstellar space. On the day when whispers in our alien
voices were first detected, straying in across the enornous
intervals, the universe of stars becane real to all Earth’'s
nations and all her tribes.

They becane aware of the real world surrounding them—a

uni verse strange and i mense beyond thought, possibly hostile,
surroundi ng and shrinking all Earthnen alike. Like island
savages just becone aware of the great powers existing on and
beyond their ocean, your nations began— sullenly,

m strustfully, alnost against their will—to put aside their
gquarrels with one another.

In the same century the nen of old Earth took their first steps
i nto space. They studi ed our alien voices whenever they coul d
hear us. And when the nen of old Earth began to travel faster
than light, they followed our voices to seek us out.

Your race and mine studied each other with eager science and

Wi th great caution and courtesy. W Carnpan and our ol der
friends are nore passive than you. W live in different
environnments and think mainly in different directions. W posed
no threat to Earth. W saw to it that Earthmen were not crowded
by our presence; physically and nentally they had to stretch to
touch us. Qurs, all the skills of keeping peace. Al as, for the
day unt hi nkabl e that was to cone, the day when we w shed

oursel ves warl i ke!

You of Earth found uni nhabited planets, where you could thrive
in the warnmth of suns nuch like your own. In |arge col onies and
smal | you scattered yoursel ves across one segnent of one arm of
our slowturning galaxy. To your settlers and frontiersnen the
gal axy began to seema friendly place, rich in worlds hanging
ri pe for your peaceful occupation.

The alien imensity surroundi ng you appeared to be not hostile
after all. Inmagined threats had receded behind horizons of
silence and vastness. And so once nore you all owed anong

your sel ves the | uxury of dangerous conflict, carrying the

t hreat of suicidal violence.

No enforceable | aw exi sted anong the planets. On each of your
scattered col onies individual |eaders nmaneuvered for persona



power, distracting their people with real or inagined dangers
posed by other Earth-descended nen.

Al'l further exploration was del ayed, in the very days when the
new and i nexplicable radio voices were first heard drifting in
from beyond your frontiers, the strange soon-to-be-terrible
voi ces that conversed only in mathematics. Earth and Earth’s
col onies were divided each against all by suspicion, and in
nmut ual fear were rapidly training and arm ng for war.

And at this point the very readiness for violence that had
sonetimes so nearly destroyed you, proved to be the neans of
life's survival. To us, the Carnpan watchers, the w thdrawn
seers and touchers of mnds, it appeared that you had carried
the crushing wei ght of war through all your history know ng
that it would at | ast be needed, that this hour would strike
when nothing | ess awful woul d serve.

When the hour struck and our eneny canme w thout warning, you
were ready with swarmng battle-fleets. You were dispersed and
dug in on scores of planets, and heavily arned. Because you
were, sonme of you and sone of us are now alive.

Not all our Carnpan psychol ogy, our |ogic and vision and
subtlety, would have availed us anything. The skills of peace
and tol erance were usel ess, for our eneny was not alive.

What is thought, that nechanism seens to bring it forth?



MASQUE OF THE RED SHIFT

FI NDI NG HI MSELF ALONE AND UNOCCUPI ED, FELI PE NOGARA chose to spend a free
nonent in |ooking at the thing that had brought himout here
beyond the | ast fringe of the galaxy. Fromthe |luxury of his
quarters he stepped up into his private observation bubbl e.
There, in a raised done of invisible glass, he seened to be
standi ng outside the hull of his flagship N rvana.

Under that hull, “ below the Nirvana s artificial gravity,
there slanted the bright disk of the gal axy, including in one
of its arnms all the star systens the Earth-descended man had
yet explored. But in whatever direction Nogara | ooked, bright
spots and points of light were plentiful. They were other

gal axi es, marching away at their recessional velocities of tens
of thousands of mles per second, marching on out to the
optical horizon of the universe.

Nogara had not come here to | ook at gal axi es, however; he had
cone to | ook at something new, at a phenonenon never before
seen by nen at such cl ose range.

It was made visible to himby the apparent pinching-together of
t he gal axi es beyond it, and by the clouds and streanmers of dust
cascading into it. The star that fornmed the center of the
phenomenon was itself held beyond human sight by the strength
of its own gravity. Its nmass, perhaps a billion tinmes that of
Sol, so bent spacetine around itself that not a photon of |ight
could escape it with a visible wavel ength.

The dusty debris of deep space tunbled and churned, falling
into the grip of the hypernass. The falling dust built up
static charges until lightning turned it into |um nescent

t hundercl ouds, and the flicker of the vast |ightning shifted
into the red before it vanished, near the bottom of the
gravitational hill. Probably not even a neutrino could escape
this sun. And no ship would dare approach nuch cl oser than

Ni rvana now rode.

Nogara had cone out here to judge for hinself if the recently
di scovered phenonenon m ght soon present any danger to

i nhabited planets; ordinary suns would go down |ike chips of
wood into a whirlpool if the hypermass found themin its path.
But it seenmed that another thousand years woul d pass before any
pl anets had to be evacuated; and before then the hypernass

m ght have gorged itself on dust until its core inploded,

wher eupon nost of its substance could be expected to re-enter
the universe in a nost spectacul ar but | ess dangerous form

Anyway, in another thousand years, it would be soneone else’s
problem Right nowit mght be said to be Nogara’ s—for nen
said that he ran the galaxy, if they said it of anyone.

A communi cat or sounded, calling himback to the encl osed | uxury
of his quarters, and he wal ked down quickly, glad of a reason
to get out fromunder the gal axies.

He touched a plate with one finger. “ Wat is it?”

“ M lord, a courier ship has arrived. Fromthe Flam and
system They are bringing ...”

‘ Speak plainly. They are bringing nmy brother’s body?”



“ Yes, ny lord. The launch bearing the coffin is already
approaching Nirvana.”
“1 will nmeet the courier captain, alone, in the Geat Hall. |
want no cerenony. Have the robots at the airlock test the
escort and the outside of the coffin for infection.”

“Yes, ny lord.”
The nention of disease was a bit of msdirection. It was not
the Fl aml and pl ague that had put Johann Karlsen into a box,
t hough that was the official story. The doctors were supposed
to have frozen the hero of the Stone Place as a | ast resort, to
prevent his irreversible death.

An official |ie was necessary because not even H gh Lord Nogara
could lightly put out of the way the one man who had nade the
difference at the Stone Place. Since that battle it seened that
life in the gal axy woul d survive, though the fighting against
the berserkers was still bitter.

The Great Hall was where Nogara net daily for feasting and
pl easure with the forty or fifty people who were with himon
Ni rvana, as aides or crewren or entertainers. But when he
entered the Hall now he found it enpty, save for one nman who
stood at attention beside a coffin.

Johann Karl sen’s body and whatever remained of his life were
seal ed under the glass top of the heavy casket, which contained
its own refrigeration and revival systens, controlled by a
fiber-optic key theoretically inpossible to duplicate. This key
Nogara now denanded, with a gesture, fromthe courier captain.

The captain had the key hung around his neck, and it took hima
nonent to pull the golden chain over his head and hand it to
Nogara. It was anot her nonment before he renenbered to bow, he
was a spacenman and not a courtier. Nogara ignored the | apse of
courtesy; it was his governors and admirals who were
reinstituting cerenonies of rank; he hinself cared nothing
about how subordi nates gestured and postured, so |ong as they
obeyed intelligently.

Only now, with the key in his own hand, did Nogara | ook down at
his frozen half-brother. The plotting doctors had shaved away
Johann’s short beard and his hair. Hs |ips were marble pale,
and his sightless open eyes were ice. But still the face above
the folds of the draped and frozen sheet was undoubtedly
Johann’s. There was sonething that would not freeze.

“ Leave ne for atinme,” Nogara said. He turned to face the end
of the Great Hall and waited, |ooking out through the w de
viewport to where the hypermass blurred space |like a bad | ens.

When he heard the door ease shut behind the courier captain he
turned back—and found hinself facing the short figure of
Aiver Mcal, the man he had selected to replace Johann as
governor of Flam and. M cal nust have entered as the spacenan
| eft, which Nogara thought m ght be taken as synbolic of
sonet hi ng.

Resting his hand famliarly on the coffin, Mcal raised one
graying eyebrow in his habitual expression of weary anmusenent.
His rather puffy face twitched in an overcivilized smle.

“ How does Browning's |line go?” Mcal nused, glancing down at



Karlsen. “ ‘Doing the king’s work all the dimday | ong’—and
now, this reward of virtue.”

“ Leave me,” said Nogara.
Mcal was in on the plot, as was hardly anyone el se except the
Fl am and doctors. “ | thought it best to appear to share your
grief,” he said. Then he | ooked at Nogara and ceased to argue.

He made a bow that was mild nockery when the two of them were
al one, and wal ked briskly to the door. Again it closed.

So, Johann. If you had plotted against nme, | would have had you
killed outright. But you were never a plotter, it was just that
you served nme too successfully, ny enemes and friends alike
began to | ove you too well. So here you are, ny frozen

consci ence, the last conscience I'll ever have. Sooner or |ater
you woul d have becone anbitious, so it was either do this to
you or kill you.

Now I’ Il put you away safely, and maybe soneday you’'ll have
anot her chance at life. It’s a strange thought that soneday you
may stand nusing over ny coffin as | now stand over yours. No
doubt you'll pray for what you think is my soul. . . . | can't
do that for you, but | w sh you sweet dreans. Dream of your
Bel i evers’ heaven, not of your hell.

Nogara i magi ned a brain at absolute zero, its neurons
superconducti ng, repeating one dream on and on and on. But that
was nonsense.

“ 1 cannot risk nmy power, Johann.” This tinme he whispered the
words aloud. “ It was either this or have you killed.” He
turned again to the w de viewport.

“ | suppose Thirty-three’s gotten the body to Nogara already,”
said the Second O ficer of Esteeler Courier Thirty-four,

| ooki ng at the bridge chrononmeter. “ It nust be nice to declare
yoursel f an enperor or whatever, and have peopl e hurl

t hensel ves all over the galaxy to do everything for you.”

“ Can’'t be nice to have soneone bring you your brother’s
corpse,” said Captain Thurman Holt, studying his astrogational
sphere. H's ship’s Cplus drive was rapidly stretching a | ot of
tinmelike interval between itself and the Flam and system Even
if Holt was not enthusiastic about his mssion, he was glad to
be away from Fl am and, where Mcal’s political police were

t aki ng over.

“ 1 wonder,” said the Second, and chuckl ed.
“ What’ s that nmean?”
The Second | ooked over both shoul ders, out of habit forned
on Flam and. “ Have you heard this one?” he asked.
“ Nogara is God—but half of his spacenen are atheists.”
Holt smled, but only faintly. “ He's no mad tyrant, you
know. Esteel’s not the worst-run governnent in the gal axy.
Ni ce guys don’t put down rebellions.”
“ Karlsen did all right.”
“ That’s right, he did.”
The Second grimaced. “ Ch, sure, Nogara could be worse, if
you want to be serious about it. He's a politician.
But | just can’t stand that crew that’s accunul ated around him
in the |ast few years. W ve got an exanple on board now of
what they do. If you want to know the truth I'ma little scared



now t hat Karl sen’s dead.”

“Well, we’'ll soon see them” Holt sighed and stretched.
“1"mgoing to ook in on the prisoners. The bridge is
yours, Second.”

“1 relieve you, sir. Do the man a favor and kill him
Thurm”

A mnute later, |ooking through the spy-plate into the
courier’s small brig, Holt could wish with honest conpas-
sion that his nale prisoner was dead.

He was an outlaw chi eftain naned Janda, and his capture had
been the | ast success of Karlsen's Flam and service, putting a
virtual end to the rebellion. Janda had been a tall man, a
brave rebel, and a brutal bandit. He had rai ded and fought

agai nst Nogara’s Esteeler enpire until there was no hope |eft,
and then he had surrendered to Karl sen.

“ My pride commands ne to conquer my eneny,” Karlsen had
witten once, in what he thought was to be a private letter.

“ My honor forbids nme to hunble or hate ny eneny.” But Mcal’s
political police operated with a different phil osophy.

The outlaw m ght still be |ong-boned, but Holt had never seen
himstand tall. The nmanacles still binding his wists and

ankl es were of plastic and supposedly woul d not abrade human
skin, but they served no sane purpose now, and Holt woul d have
renoved themif he coul d.

A stranger seeing the girl Lucinda, who sat now at Janda’s side
to feed him m ght have supposed her to be his daughter. She
was his sister, five years younger than he. She was also a girl
of rare beauty, and perhaps Mcal’'s police had notives ot her
than mercy in sending her to Nogara’s court unmarked and

unbrai nwashed. It was runored that the demand for certain kinds
of entertai nnent was strong anong the courtiers, and the
turnover anong the entertainers high.

Holt had so far kept hinmself from believing such stories,

| argely by not thinking about them He opened the brig now—he
kept it | ocked only to prevent Janda s straying out and falling
childlike into an acci dent—and went in.

When the girl Lucinda had first cone aboard ship her eyes had
shown hel pl ess hatred of every Esteeler. Holt had been as
gentl e and as hel pful as possible to her in the days since
then, and there was not even dislike in the face she raised to
hi m now—t here was a hope which it seened she had to share with
soneone.

She said: “ 1 think he spoke ny nanme a few mnutes ago.”
“ Oh?” Holt bent to look nore closely at Janda, and could see
no change. The outlaw s eyes still stared glassily, the right

eye now and then dripping a tear that seened to have no
connection with any kind of enption. Janda’s jaw was as sl ack
as ever, and his whol e body was awkwardly sl unped.

“ Maybe—* Holt didn’t finish

“ What ?” She was al nbst eager.

Gods of Space, he couldn’'t let hinmself get involved with
this girl. He al nost wished to see hatred in her eyes
agai n.

“ Maybe,” he said gently, “ it will be better for your brother



i f he doesn’t make any recovery now. You know where he’s
going.”
Luci nda’ s hope, such as it was, was shocked away by his words.

She was silent, staring at her brother as if she saw sonet hi ng
new.

Holt’s wrist-intercom sounded.

“ Captain here,” he acknow edged.

“ Sir, reported a ship detected and calling us. Bearing five

o' clock level to our course. Small and nornal.”

The | ast three words were the customary reassurance that a
sighted ship was not possibly a berserker’s giant hull. Such
Flam and outlaws as were | eft possessed no deep space ships, so
Holt had no reason to be cauti ous.

He went back to the bridge and | ooked at the snmall shape on the
detector screen. It was unfamliar to him but that was hardly
surprising, as there were many shi pyards orbiting many pl anets.
Why, though, should any ship approach and hail himin deep
space?

Pl ague?
“ No, no plague,” answered a radio voice, through bursts of
static, when he put the question to the stranger. The video
signal fromthe other ship was also junpy, making it hard to
see the speaker’s face. “ Caught a speck of dust on ny | ast
junp, and ny fields are shaky. WIlI| you take a few passengers
aboar d?”

“ Certainly.” For a ship on the brink of a Cplus junp to
collide with the gravitational field of a sizable dust-speck
was a rare accident, but not unheard of. And it would explain
t he noi sy conmmuni cations. There was still nothing to al arm
Hol t .

The stranger sent over a | aunch which clanped to the courier’s
airlock. Wearing a smle of welconme for distressed passengers,
Holt opened the lock. In the next nonent he and the hal f-dozen
men who made up his crew were caught hel pl ess by an i nrush of
net al —a berserker’s boarding party, cold and nercil ess as

ni ght mar e.

The machi ne seized the courier so swiftly and efficiently that
no one could offer real resistance, but they did not

i medi ately kill any of the humans. They tore the drive units
fromone of the |lifeboats and herded Holt and his crew and his
erstwhile prisoners into the boat.

“1t wasn’'t a berserker on the screen, it wasn't,” the

Second O ficer kept repeating to Holt. The humans sat side by
side, jammed agai nst one another in the small space. The
machi nes were allowi ng themair and water and food, and had
started to take them out one at a tinme for questioning.

“1 know, it didn't look |like one,” Holt answered. “ The
berserkers are probably form ng thensel ves i nto new shapes,
bui | di ng t hensel ves new weapons. That’'s only logical, after the
Stone Place. The only odd thing is that no one foresaw it.”

A hatch cl anged open, and a pair of roughly man-shaped machi nes
entered the boat, picking their way precisely anong the nine



cranped humans until they reached the one they wanted.

“ No, he can’t talk!” Lucinda shrieked. “ Don't take him”
But the machi nes could not or would not hear. They pull ed Janda
to his feet and marched himout. The girl followed, dragging at
them trying to argue with them Holt could only scranble
usel essly after her in the narrow space, afraid that one of the
machi nes would turn and kill her. But they only kept her from
foll owing themout of the |ifeboat, pushing her back fromthe
hatch with netal hands as gently resistless as tine. Then they
were gone with Janda, and the hatch was cl osed again. Lucinda
stood gazing at it blankly. She did not nove when Holt put his
arm around her.

After a tineless period of waiting, the humans saw t he hatch
open agai n. The nmachi nes were back, but they did not return
Janda. Instead they had cone to take Holt.

Vi brations echoed through the courier’s hull; the nachines
seened to be rebuilding her. In a small chanber seal ed off from
the rest of the ship by a new bul khead, the berserker conputer-
brain had set up electronic eyes and ears and a speaker for
itself, and here Holt was taken to be questioned.

The berserkers interrogated Holt at great |ength, and al nost
every question concerned Johann Karlsen. It was known that the
berserkers regarded Karlsen as their chief eneny, but this one

seened to be obsessed with him—and unwilling to believe that
he was really dead.

“ 1 have captured your charts and astrogational settings,” the
berserker rem nded Holt. “ I know your course is to Nirvana,

wher e supposedly the nonfunctioni ng Karl sen has been taken.
Describe this N rvana-ship used by the life-unit Nogara.”

So long as it had asked only about a dead nman, Holt had given

t he berserker straight answers, not wanting to be tripped up in
a useless lie. But a flagship was a different matter, and now
he hesitated. Still, there was little he could say about
Nirvana if he wanted to. And he and his fellow prisoners had
had no chance to agree on any plan for deceiving the berserker;
certainly it nust be listening to everything they said in the

| i feboat .

“1’ve never seen the Nirvana” he answered truthfully. “ Logic
tells ne it nmust be a strong ship, since the highest human
| eaders travel on it.” There was no harmin telling the

machi ne what it could certainly deduce for itself.

A door opened suddenly, and Holt started in surprise as a
strange man entered the interrogation chanber. Then he saw t hat
it was not a nman, but sone creation of the berserker. Perhaps
its flesh was plastic, perhaps sone product of tissue culture.

“H, are you Captain Holt?” asked the figure. There was no
gross flawin it, but a ship canmoufl aged with the greatest
skill looks |ike nothing so nmuch as a ship that has been
canouf | aged.

When Holt was silent, the figure asked: What’ s wrong?”

Its speech al one would have given it away, to an intelligent
human who |istened carefully.

“You're not a man,” Holt told it.



The figure sat down and went |inp.

The berserker explained: “ You see | am not capabl e of naking
an imtation life-unit that will be accepted by real ones face
to face. Therefore | require that you, a real life-unit, help

nme make certain of Karlsen's death.”

Hol t sai d not hi ng.
“ 1 ama special device,” the berserker said, “ built by the
berserkers with one prinme goal, to bring about with certainty
Karlsen’s death. If you help ne prove himdead, | wll
willingly free you and the other life-units | now hold. If you
refuse to help, all of you will receive the nbst unpl easant
stimuli until you change your m nd.”

Holt did not believe that it would ever willingly set them
free. But he had nothing to | ose by tal king, and he m ght at
| east gain for hinself and the others a death free of nost
unpl easant stinuli. Berserkers preferred to be efficient
killers, not sadists.

“ What sort of help do you want from ne?” Holt asked.
“ When | have finished building nmyself into the courier we are
going on to Nirvana, where you will deliver your prisoners. |
have read the orders. After being interviewed by the hunan
| eaders on Nirvana, the prisoners are to be taken on to Esteel
for confinement. Is it not so?”

“It is.”

The door opened again, and Janda shuffled in, bent and
benused.

“ Can’t you spare this man any nore questioning?” Holt asked
the berserker. “ He can’'t help you in any way.”

There was only silence. Holt waited uneasily. At last, |ooking
at Janda, he realized that somethi ng about the outlaw had
changed. The tears had stopped flowing fromhis right eye. Wen
Holt saw this he felt a nounting horror that he could not have
expl ained, as if his subconscious already knew what the
berserker was going to say next.

“ What was bone in this life-unit is now nmetal,” the berserker
said. “ Were bl ood fl owed, now preservatives are punped.
Inside the skull | have placed a conputer, and in the eyes are

caneras to gather the evidence | nust have on Karlsen. To natch
t he behavi or of a brai nwashed nan is within ny capability.”

“ 1 do not hate you,” Lucinda said to the berserker when it
had her alone for interrogation. “ You are an accident, |ike a
pl anet - quake, like a pellet of dust hitting a ship near |ight-
speed. Nogara and his people are the ones | hate. If his

brot her was not dead | would kill himw th nmy own hands and
willingly bring you his body.”

“ Courier Captain? This is Governor M cal, speaking for the
Hi gh Lord Nogara. Bring your two prisoners over to Nirvana at
once.”

“ At once, sir,” Holt acknow edged.
After coming out of Cplus travel within sight of N rvana, the
assassi n-nachi ne had taken Holt and Lucinda fromthe |ifeboat.
Then it had let the boat, with Holt’'s crew still on it, drift
out between the two ships, as if men were using it to check the
courier’s field. The nen on the boat were to be the berserker’s



hostages, and its shield if it was discovered. And by |eaving
themthere, it doubtless wanted to nake nore credible the
prospect of their eventual release.

Holt had not known how to tell Lucinda of her brother’s fate,
but at |ast he had managed sonehow. She had wept for a mnute,
and then she had becone very calm

Now t he berserker put Holt and Lucinda into a | aunch for the
trip to Nirvana. The nmachi ne that had been Lucinda’s brother
was aboard the |aunch already, waiting, slunped and broken-

| ooki ng as the man had been in the |ast days of his life.

When she saw that figure, Lucinda stopped. Then in a clear

voi ce she said: “ Machine, | wish to thank you. You have done
ny brother a kindness no human would do for him | think
woul d have found a way to kill himnyself before his enem es

could torture himany nore.”

The Nirvana s airlock was strongly arnored, and equi pped with
aut omat ed def enses that woul d have repelled a rush of boarding
machi nes, just as Nirvana s beans and m ssiles woul d have
beaten off any heavy-weapons attack a courier, or a dozen
couriers, could launch. The berserker had foreseen all this.

An of ficer welcomed Holt aboard. “ This way, Captain. W're
all waiting.”
“AL?
The officer had the well-fed, confortable |ook that cane with
safe and easy duty. H s eyes were busy appraising Lucinda.
“ There's a celebration under way in the Geat Hall. Your
prisoners’ arrival has been nmuch anticipated.”

Musi c throbbed in the Geat Hall, and dancers withed in
costunes nore obscene than any nakedness. From a tabl e running
al nost the length of the Hall, serving machines were clearing
the remmants of a feast. In a throne-like chair behind the
center of the table sat the Hi gh Lord Nogara, a rich cloak

t hrown over his shoul ders, pale wine before himin a crystal
goblet. Forty or fifty revelers flanked himat the |ong table,
men and wonmen and a few of whose sex Holt could not at once be
sure. Al were drinking and |aughi ng, and some were donning
masks and costunes, naking ready for further celebration.

Heads turned at Holt’'s entrance, and a nonment of silence was
followed by a cheer. In all the eyes and faces turned now
toward his prisoners, Holt could see nothing |ike pity.

“ Wl come, Captain,” said Nogara in a pleasant voice, when
Holt had renenbered to bow. “ Is there news from
Fl am and?”

“ None of great inportance, sir.”
A puffy-faced man who sat at Nogara' s right hand | eaned

forward on the table. “ No doubt there is great nourning
for the | ate governor?”
“ O course, sir.” Holt recognized Mcal. “ And nuch
anticipation of the new.”
M cal |eaned back in his chair, smling cynically. “ I’msure

the rebel lious population is eager for ny arrival. Grl, were
you eager to neet ne? Cone, pretty one, round the table, here
to me.” As Lucinda slowy obeyed, Mcal gestured to the

serving devices. “ Robots, set a chair for the man—there, in



the center of the floor. Captain, you may return to your
ship.”

Fel i pe Nogara was steadily regarding the manacled figure of his
ol d eneny Janda, and what Nogara m ght be thinking was hard to
say. But he seened content to let Mcal give what orders

pl eased him

“Sir,” said Holt to Mcal. “ 1 wuld like to see—the
remai ns of Johann Karl sen.”
That drew the attention of Nogara, who nodded. A serving
machi ne drew back sabl e draperies, revealing an alcove in one
end of the Hall. In the alcove, before a huge viewport, rested
the coffin.

Holt was not particularly surprised; on many planets it was the
customto feast in the presence of the dead. After bowing to
Nogara he turned and sal uted and wal ked toward the al cove.
Behi nd hi m he heard the shuffle and clack of Janda’ s manacl ed
novenent, and held his breath. A nuttering passed al ong the
tabl e, and then a sudden quieting in which even the throbbing
musi ¢ ceased. Probably Nogara had gestured perm ssion for
Janda’ s wal k, wanting to see what the brai nwashed nan woul d do.

Holt reached the coffin and stood over it. He hardly saw the
frozen face inside it, or the blur of the hypermass outside the
port. He hardly heard the whispers and giggles of the revelers.
The only picture clear in his mnd showed the faces of his crew
as they waited helpless in the grip of the berserker.

The machine clothed in Janda’s flesh cane shuffling up beside
him and its eyes of glass stared down into those of ice. A
phot ograph of retinal patterns taken back to the waiting
berserker for conparison with old captured records would tel
it that this man was really Karl sen

A faint cry of anguish nade Holt | ook back toward the | ong
tabl e, where he saw Lucinda pulling herself away fromMcal’s
clutching arm Mcal and his friends were | aughing.

‘“ No, Captain, I amno Karlsen,” Mcal called down to him
seeing Holt’s expression. “ And do you think |I regret the
di fference? Johann’s prospects are not bright. He is rather

bounded by a nutshell, and can no | onger count hinself king of
infinite space!”
‘ Shakespeare!” cried a sycophant, show ng appreciation of

Mcal’s literary erudition.

“Sir.” Holt took a step forward. “ May | —nmay | now t ake
the prisoners back to ny ship?”
Mcal msinterpreted Holt’s anxiety. “ Ch, ho! | see you
appreciate sone of life's finer things, Captain. But as you
know, rank has its privileges. The girl stays here.”

He had expected themto hold on to Lucinda, and she was
better here than with the berserker.

“Sir, then if—if the man alone can come with ne. In a
pri son hospital on Esteel he may recover—*

‘ Captain.” Nogara’s voice was not loud, but it hushed the
table. “ Do not argue here.”
“ No, sir.”

M cal shook his head. “ My thoughts are not yet of mercy to ny



eneni es, Captain. Wiether they may soon turn in that
direction—wel |, that depends.” He again reached out a

| ei surely armto encircle Lucinda. “ Do you know, Captain, that
hatred is the true spice of |ove?”

Hol t | ooked hel pl essly back at Nogara. Nogara s cold eye said:
One nore word, courier, and you find yourself in the brig. | do
not give two warni ngs.

If Holt cried berserker now, the thing in Janda’ s shape m ght
kill everyone in the Hall before it could be stopped. He knew
it was listening to him watching his novenents.

“l—I1 amreturning to nmy ship,” he stuttered. Nogara | ooked
away, and no one else paid himmch attention. “ I wll .
return here ... in a few hours perhaps. Certainly before I
drive for Esteel.”

Holt’'s voice trailed off as he saw that a group of the revelers
had surrounded Janda. They had renoved the manacles fromthe
outlaw s dead |inbs, and were putting a horned hel net on his
head, giving hima shield and a spear and a cl oak of fur,

equi page of an old Norse warrior of Earth—first to coin and
bear the dread name of berserker

“ Observe, Captain,” nocked Mcal’s voice. “ At our masked
ball we do not fear the fate of Prince Prospero. W willingly
bring in the senblance of the terror outside!”

“ Poe!” shouted the sycophant, in glee.

Prospero and Poe nmeant nothing to Holt, and M cal was
di sappoi nt ed.
“ Leave us, Captain,” said Nogara, nmaking a direct order of
it.
“ Leave, Captain Holt,” said Lucinda in a firm clear voice.
“ W all know you wish to help those who stand i n danger here.
Lord Nogara, will Captain Holt be blaned in any way for what
happens here when he has gone?”

There was a hint of puzzlenent in Nogara s clear eyes.
But he shook his head slightly, granting the asked for
absol uti on.

And there was nothing for Holt to do but go back to the
berserker to argue and plead with it for his crew. If it was
patient, the evidence it sought m ght be forthcomng. If only
the revel ers woul d have nercy on the thing they thought was
Janda.

Holt went out. It had never entered his burdened m nd that
Karl sen was only frozen.
M cal’s arm was about her hips as she stood beside his chair,
and his voice purred up at her. “ Wiy, how you trenble, pretty

one ... it noves ne that such a pretty one as you should
trenble at ny touch, yes, it noves ne deeply. Now, we are no
| onger enemes, are we? If we were, | should have to deal

harshly with your brother.”

She had given Holt tinme to get clear of the Nirvana. Now she
swung her armwith all her strength. The blow turned Mcal’s
head hal fway round, and nade his neat gray hair fly wldly.

There was a sudden hush in the Geat Hall, and then a roar of
| aughter that reddened all of Mcal’'s face to natch the



handpri nt on his cheek. A man behi nd Luci nda grabbed her arns
and pinned them She relaxed until she felt his grip | oosen
slightly, and then she grabbed up a table knife. There was
anot her burst of |aughter as M cal ducked away and the man
behi nd Luci nda sei zed her again. Another man cane to help him
and the two of them | aughing, took away the knife and forced
her to sit in a chair at Mcal’s side.

When the governor spoke at last his voice quavered
slightly, but it was |ow and al nost calm

“ Bring the man closer,” he ordered. “ Seat himthere,
just across the table fromus.”

While his order was being carried out, Mcal spoke to

Luci nda in conversational tones. “ It was ny intent, of
course, that your brother should be treated and allowed to
recover.”

“ Lying piece of filth,” she whispered, smling.

Mcal only smled back. “ Let us test the skill of ny m nd-
control technicians,” he suggested. “ I'I|l wager no bonds w |
be needed to hold your brother in his chair, once | have done
this.” He nmade a curious gesture over the table, toward the
gl assy eyes that | ooked out of Janda’'s face. “ So. But he wll
still be aware, with every nerve, of all that happens to him
You nmay be sure of that.”

She had pl anned and counted on sonething |ike this happening,
but now she felt as if she was exhausted from breathing evil

air. She was afraid of fainting, and at the sane tinme w shed
t hat she coul d.

“ Qur guest is bored wwth his costune.” M cal |ooked up and
down the table. “ Who will be first to take a turn at
entertaini ng hinP”

There was a spattering of applause as a giggling effem nate
arose froma nearby chair.

“ Jany is known for his inventiveness,” said Mcal in
pl easant tones to Lucinda. “ | insist you watch closely, now.
Chin up!”

On the other side of Mcal, Felipe Nogara was |osing his air of
renoteness. As if reluctantly, he was being drawn to watch. In
his bearing was a rising expectancy, w nning out over disgust.

Jany cane giggling, holding a small jewel ed knife.

“ Not the eyes,” Mcal cautioned. “ There'|ll be things I
want himto see, later.”

“ On, certainly!” Jany twittered. He set the horned hel net
gingerly aside, and wi ped the touch of it fromhis

fingers. “ W'll just start like this on one cheek, wth a
bit of skin—*
Jany’s touch with the bl ade was gentle, but still too nmuch for

the dead flesh. At the first peeling tug, the whole |ifeless
mask fell red and wet from around the staring eyes, and the
steel berserker-skull grinned out.

Luci nda had just tinme to see Jany’s body flung across the Hal
by a steel-boned arm before the nen hol ding her let go and
turned to flee for their lives, and she was able to duck under
the table. Scream ng bedl am broke | oose, and in another nonent
the whole table went over with a crash before the berserker’s



strength. The nmachine, finding itself discovered, thwarted in
its primary function of getting away with the evi dence on

Karl sen, had reverted to the old berserker goal of sinple
slaughter. It killed efficiently. It noved through the Hall
squatting and hopping grotesquely, nmowing its way w th scythe-
| i ke arns, harvesting how ing panic into bundles of bl oody
still ness.

At the main door, fleeing people jamred one another into

i mmobility, and the assassin worked nethodically anmong t hem
mangl ing and slaying. Then it turned and canme down the Hal
again. It cane to Lucinda, still kneeling where the table-

ti ppi ng had exposed her; but the machine hesitated, recognizing
her as a sem -partner in its prime function. In a nonent it had
dashed on after another target.

It was Nogara, swaying on his feet, his right arm hangi ng
broken. He had come up with a heavy handgun from sonmewhere, and
now he fired | eft-handed as the machi ne charged down the other
side of the overturned table toward him The gunbl asts
shattered Nogara’'s friends and furniture but only grazed his
novi ng target.

At | ast one shot hit honme. The nmachi ne was w ecked, but its
i npetus carried it on to knock Nogara down agai n.
There was a shaky quiet in the Geat Hall, which was wecked as
if by a bonb. Lucinda got unsteadily to her feet. The qui et
began to give way to sobs and npbans and gropi ngs, everywhere,
but no one el se was standing.

She picked her way dazedly over to the snashed assassi n-

machi ne. She felt only a nunbness, |ooking at the rags of
clothing and flesh that still clung to its netal frame. Now in
her mi nd she could see her brother’s face as it once was,
strong and smling.

Now, there was sonmething that mattered nore than the dead, if
she could only recall what it was—of course, the berserker’s
host ages, the good ki nd spacenen. She could try to trade

Karl sen’s body for them

The serving machines, built to face energencies on the order of
spilled wine, were dashing to and fro in the nearest thing to
pani ¢ that nechani sm coul d achi eve. They i npeded Lucinda s
progress, but she had the heavy coffin wheel ed hal fway across
the Hall when a weak voice stopped her. Nogara had dragged
hinself up to a sitting position against the overturned table.

He croaked again: “ —alive.”
“ What ?”
‘ Johann’s alive. Healthy. See? It’s a freezer.”
“But we all told the berserker he was dead.” She felt stupid

with the inpact of one shock after another. For the first tine
she | ooked down at Karlsen's face, and | ong seconds passed

bef ore she could tear her eyes away. “ It has hostages. It
wants his body.”

“ No.” Nogara shook his head. “ | see, now. But no. | won't
give himto berserkers, alive.” A brutal power of personality
still emanated from his broken body. His gun was gone, but his

power kept Lucinda from noving. There was no hatred left in her
NOW.



She protested: “ But there are seven nen out there.”

“ Berserkers |like nme.” Nogara bared pain-clenched teeth.
“I1t won't let prisoners go. Here. The key . . .” He
pulled it frominside his torn-open tunic.

Lucinda’s eyes were drawn once again to the cold serenity of
the face in the coffin. Then on inpul se she ran to get the
key. When she did so Nogara slunped over in relief,
unconsci ous or nearly so.

The coffin lock was marked in several positions, and she
turned it to EMERGENCY REVI VAL. Lights sprang on around
the figure inside, and there was a hum of power.

By now the automated systens of the ship were reacting to the
energency. The serving nachi nes had begun a stretcher-bearer
service, Nogara being one of the first victins they carried
away. Presumably a robot nedic was in action sonewhere. From
behi nd Nogara’s throne chair a great voice was shouting:

“ This is ship defense control, requesting human orders!

What is nature of energency?”

“ Do not contact the courier ship!” Lucinda shouted back.

“ Watch it for an attack. But don’t hit the lifeboat!”

The glass top of the coffin had become opaque.
Lucinda ran to the viewport, stunbling over the body of M cal
and going on without a pause. By putting her face against the
port and | ooki ng out at an angle she could just see the
berserker-courier, pinkly visible in the wavering light of the
hypermass, its |ifeboat of hostages a small pink dot still in
pl ace before it.

How | ong woul d it wait, before it killed the hostages and
fled?
When she turned away fromthe port, she saw that the coffin’s
lid was open and the man inside was sitting up. For just a
nonent, a nonent that was to stay in Lucinda’s mnd, his eyes
were like a child s fixed hel plessly on hers. Then power began
to grow behind his eyes, a power sonehow conpletely different
fromhis brother’s and perhaps even greater.

Karl sen | ooked away from her, taking in the rest of his
surroundi ngs, the devastated Great Hall and the coffin

“ Felipe,” he whispered, as if in pain, though his half-
brot her was no | onger in sight.

Luci nda noved toward himand started to pour out her story,
fromthe day in the Flam and prison when she had heard that
Karl sen had fallen to the plague.

Once he interrupted her. “ Help ne out of this thing, get ne
space arnor.” His armwas hard and strong when she grasped it,
but when he stood beside her he was surprisingly short. “ Go
on, what then?”

She hurried on with her tale, while serving nmachi nes canme to
armhim “ But why were you frozen?” she ended, suddenly
wondering at his health and strength.

He ignored the question. “ Cone along to Defense Control.
W nust save those nen out there.”
He went famliarly to the nerve center of the ship and hurl ed
hinself into the conbat chair of the Defense Oficer, who was
probably dead. The panel before Karlsen cane alight and he



ordered at once: “ Get me in contact with that courier.”

Wthin a few nonents a fl at-sounding voice from the courier
answered routinely. The face that appeared on the conmmunication
screen was badly lighted; sonmeone viewing it w thout advance
war ni ng woul d not suspect that it was anything but human.

“ This is H gh Conmander Karl sen speaking, fromthe Nirvana.”
He did not call hinself governor or lord, but by his title of
the great day of the Stone Place. “ |’m com ng over there.
want to talk to you nen on the courier.”

~ The shadowed face noved slightly on the screen. “ Yes,
sir.”

Karl sen broke off the contact at once. “ That'l|l keep its hopes
up. Now, | need a | aunch. You, robots, |load ny coffin aboard
the fastest one available. 1’mon energency revival drugs now
and | may have to refreeze for a while.”

“ You re not really going over there?”

Up out of the chair again, he paused. “ | know berserkers.
If chasing ne is that thing's prinme function it won't
waste a shot or a second of tinme on a few hostages while
[’min sight.”

“ You can’t go,” Lucinda heard herself saying. “ You nean
too much to all men—*

“1"mnot commtting suicide, | have a trick or two in
mnd.” Karlsen s voice changed suddenly. “ You say

Fel i pe’s not dead?”
“1 don’t think he is.”
Karlsen’s eyes closed while his lips noved briefly, silently.
Then he | ooked at Luci nda and grabbed up paper and a styl us

fromthe Defense Oficer’s console. “ Gve this to Felipe,” he
said, witing. “ He'll set you and the captain free if | ask
it. You re not dangerous to his power. Wereas | ”

He finished witing and handed her the paper. “ | nust go.

God be with you.”

Fromthe Defense Oficer’s position, Lucinda watched Karlsen's
crystalline | aunch | eave the Nirvana and take a | ong curve that
brought it near the courier at a point some distance fromthe

| i feboat .

“ You on the courier,” Lucinda heard himsay. “ You can tell
it’s really nme here on the launch, can’t you? You can DF ny
transm ssi on? Can you phot ograph ny retinas through the
screen?”

And the | aunch darted away with a right-angle swerve, dodging
and twisting at top acceleration, as the berserker’s weapons

bl asted the space where it had been. Karlsen had been right.

The berserker spent not a nonent’s delay or a single shot on

the lifeboat, but hurled itself instantly after Karlsen's

| aunch.

“Ht that courier!” Lucinda screanmed. “ Destroy it!” A salvo
of mssies left the Nirvana, but it was a shot at a receding
target, and it m ssed. Perhaps it m ssed because the courier
was already in the fringes of the distortion surrounding the
hyper mass.

Karl sen’s | aunch had not been hit, but it could not get away.



It was a gl assy dot vani shing behind a screen of blasts from
t he berserker’s weapons, a dot being forced into the mael strom
of the hypernass.

“ Chase them” cried Lucinda, and saw the stars tint blue
ahead; but al nost instantly the Nirvana s autopil ot

count ermanded her order, barking mathenmatical assurance that to
accelerate any further in that direction would be fatal to al
aboar d.

The | aunch was now going certainly into the hypernass, gripped
by a gravity that could nake any engi nes usel ess. And the

ber serker-shi p was goi ng headl ong after the | aunch, caring for
not hi ng but to nake sure of Karl sen.

The two specks tinted red, and redder still, racing before an
enormous falling cloud of dust as if flying into a planet’s
sunset sky. And then the red shift of the hypernass took them
into invisibility, and the universe saw them no nore.

Soon after the robots had brought the nen fromthe |ifeboat
safe aboard Nirvana, Holt found Lucinda alone in the G eat
Hal | , gazing out the viewport.

“ He gave hinself to save you,” she said. “ And he’ d never
even seen you.”’

“I know.” After a pause Holt said: “I’ve just been talking to the Lord Nogara. I don’t know
why, but you’re to be freed, and I’'m not to be prosecuted for bringing the damned berserker
aboard. Though Nogara seems to hate both of us ...”

She wasn’t |istening, she was still |ooking out the port.
“1 want you to tell me all about him soneday,” Holt said,
putting his arm around Lucinda. She noved slightly, ridding
herself of a mnor irritation that she had hardly noticed. It
was Holt’s arm which dropped away.

“1 see,” Holt said, after a while. He went to | ook after
hi s nmen.
| have seen, and | still see, a future in which you, the Earth-
descended, may prevail over the wolves of planets and the
wol ves of space. For at every stage of your civilizations there
are nunbers of you who put aside selfishness and dedicate their
lives in service to sonething they see as being greater than
t hensel ves.

| say you may prevail, | say not that you will. For in each of
your generations there are nen who choose to serve the gods of
dar kness.



IN THE TEMPLE OF MARS

SOVETHI NG WAS DRI VI NG WAVES OF CONFUSI ON THROUGH H'S mi nd, so that he knew
not who he was, or where. How | ong ago what was happeni ng had
started or what had gone before it he could not guess. Nor
coul d he resist what was happeni ng, or even decide if he wanted
to resist.

A chant beat on his ears, growled out by barbaric voices:

On the wall there was painted a forest

In which there |ived neither man nor beast
Wth knotty, gnarled, barren trees, old .

And he could see the forest around him Wether the trees and
the chanting voices were real or not was a question he could
not even fornulate, with the confusion patterns racking his

m nd.

Thr ough broken branches hi deous to behol d

There ran a cold and sighing sind

As if a stormwoul d break down every bough

And downward, at the bottomof a hill

Stood the tenple of Mars who is mghty in arnms .

And he saw the tenple. It was of steel, curved in the dread
shape of a berserker’s hull, and hal f-sunken in dark earth. At
the entrance, gates of steel sang and shuddered in the cold

w nd rushing out of the tenple, rushing out endlessly to rage
t hrough the shattered forest. The whol e scene was gray, and

| ighted from above by an auroral flickering.

The northern lights shone in at the doors
For there was no wi ndow on the walls
Through which men m ght any |ight discern

He seened to pass, with a conqueror’s strides, between the
claw i ke gates, toward the tenpl e door
The door was of eternal adamant
Bound | engt hways and si deways with tough iron
And to nmake the tenple stronger, every pillar
Was thick as a barrel, of iron bright and shiny.

The inside of the tenple was a kal ei doscope of viol ence, a
frantic abattoir. Hordes of phantasnmal nmen were nowed down in
scenes of war, wonen were slaughtered by machi nes, children
crushed and devoured by animals. He, the conqueror, accepted it
all, exulted init all, even as he becane aware that his m nd,
under sone outer conpulsion, was building it all fromthe words
of the chant.

He could not tell howlong it |asted. The end came abruptly—
the pressure on his mnd was eased, and the chanting stopped.
The relief was such that he fell sprawing, his eyes closed, a
soft surface beneath him Except for his own breathing, all was
qui et .

A gentle thud made hi mopen his eyes. A short netal sword had
been dropped or tossed from sonewhere to | and near him He was
in a round, softly lighted, famliar room The circular wall



was covered by a continuous nural, depicting a thousand
variations on the thene of bloody violence. At one side of the
room behind a low altar, toward the statue of an arnmed man
gripping chariot reins and battleax, a man who was | arger than
life and nore than a man, his bronze face a mask of insensate
rage.

Al'l this he had seen before. He gave it little thought except
for the sword. He was drawn to the sword |i ke a steel particle
to a magnet, for the power of his recent vision was still fresh
and irresistible, and it was the power of destruction. He
crawled to the sword, noticing dimy that he was dressed |ike
the statue of the god, in a coat of mail. Wen he had the sword
in his hand the power of it drew himto his feet. He | ooked
round expectantly.

A section of the continuous nural-wall opened into a door, and
a figure entered the tenple. It was dressed in a neat, plain
uniform and its face was | ean and severe. It |ooked |like a
man, but it was not a man, for no bl ood gushed out when the
sword hewed in.

Joyfully, thoughtlessly, he hacked the plastic-bodied figure
into a dozen pieces. Then he stood swaying over it, drained and
weary. The netal pommel of the sword grew suddenly hot in his
hand, so that he had to drop it. Al this had happened before,
agai n and agai n.

Thi s pai nted door opened once nore. This tine it was a real man
who entered, a nman dressed in black, who had hypnotic eyes
under bushy brows.

“ Tell me your nane,” the black-uniformordered. H's voice
conpel | ed.
“ My nane is Jor.”
“ And m ne?”
“ You are Katsulos,” said Jor dully, “ the Esteel er secret
police.”
“ Yes. And where are we?”
“In space, aboard the Nirvana Il. W are taking the H gh Lord
Nogara’ s new space-going castle out to him out to the rim of
t he gal axy. And when he cones aboard, | am supposed to
entertain himby killing soneone with a sword. O anot her
gladiator will entertain himby killing nme.”
“ Normal bitterness,” remarked one of Katsul os’ nen,
appearing in the doorway behind him
“ Yes, this one always snaps right back,” Katsulos said. “ But

a good subject. See the brain rhythns?” He showed the other a
torn-of f piece of chart fromsone recordi ng device.

They stood there discussing Jor |ike a specinen, while he

wai ted and |istened. They had taught Jor to behave. They

t hought they had taught hi m permanent|l y—but one of these days
he was going to show them Before it was too |late. He shivered
in his mail coat.

“ Take himback to his cell,” Katsulos ordered at | ast.
“1’ll be along in a nmonent.”
Jor | ooked about himconfusedly as he was | ed out of the tenple
and down sone stairs. Hs recollection of the treatnment he had
j ust undergone was al ready becom ng uncertain; and what he did



remenber was so unpl easant that he nade no effort to recal
nore. But his sullen determnation to strike back stayed with
him stronger than ever. He had to strike back, sonmehow, and
soon.

Left alone in the tenple, Katsulos kicked the pieces of the
plastic dutmy into a pile, to be ready for careful salvage. He
trod heavily on the nall eable face, nmaking it unrecogni zabl e,
just in case soneone beside his own nen shoul d happen to see
it.

Then he stood for a nonent | ooking up into the mani acal bronze
face of Mars. And Katsul os’ eyes, that were cold weapons when
he turned them on other nmen, were now alive.

A communi cat or sounded, in what was to be the Hi gh Lord

Nogara’ s cabin when he took delivery of Nirvana Il. Admra
Henphill, alone in the cabin, needed a nonment to find the
proper switch on the huge, unfamliar desk. “ What is it?”

“ Sir, our rendezvous with the Solarian courier is conpleted,
we’'re ready to drive again, unless you have any |ast-m nute
messages to transmt?”

“ Negative. Qur new passenger came aboard?”

“ Yes, sir. A Solarian, naned Mtchell Spain, as we were
advi sed.”

“ 1 know the man, Captain. WII|l you ask himto conme to this
cabin as soon as possible? 1'd like to talk to him at

once.”
“ Yes sir.”
“ Are those police still snooping around the bridge?”
“ Not at the nmonent, Admral.”
Henphill shut off the conmuni cator and | eaned back in the

throne-1ike chair fromwhich Felipe Nogara woul d soon survey
his Esteel er enpire; but soon the habitually severe expression

of Henphill’'s | ean face deepened and he stood up. The | uxury of
this cabin did not please him
On the bl ouse of Henphill’s neat, plain uniformwere seven

ri bbons of scarlet and bl ack, each representing a battle in
whi ch one or nore berserker nachi nes had been destroyed. He
wore no ot her decorations except his insignia of rank, granted
him by the United Planets, the anti-berserker |eague, of which
all worlds were at |east nom nal nenbers.

Wthin a mnute the cabin door opened. The nan who entered,
dressed in civilian clothes, was short and nuscul ar and rat her
ugly. He smled at once, and cane toward Henphill, saying: “ So
it’s High Admiral Henphill now Congratulations. It’s a |ong
time since we've net.”

“ Thank you. Yes, not since the Stone Place.” Henphill’s nouth
bent upward slightly at the corners, and he noved around the
desk to shake hands. “ You were a captain of marines, then, as
| recall.”

As they gripped hands, both nen thought back to that day of
victory. Neither of themcould smle at it now, for the war was
goi ng badly again.

“ Yes, that’s nine years ago,” said Mtchell Spain. “ Now—I'm
a foreign correspondent for Solar News Service. They’ re sending



me out to interview Nogara.”

“1’ve heard that you' ve nade a reputation as a witer.”
Henphill notioned Mtch to a chair. “ I'"mafraid | have no tine
nyself for literature or other non-essentials.”

Mtch sat down, and dug out his pipe. He knew Henphill well
enough to be sure that no slur was intended by the reference to
literature. To Henphill, everything was non-essential except

t he destruction of berserker machines; and today such a

vi ewpoi nt was doubtl| ess a good one for a H gh Admral.

Mtch got the inpression that Henphill had serious business to
tal k about, but was uncertain of how to broach the subject. To
fill the hesitant silence, Mtch remarked: “ | wonder if the
High Lord Nogara will be pleased with his new ship.” He
gestured around the cabin with the stemof his pipe.

Everything was as quiet and steady as if rooted on the surface
of a planet. There was nothing to suggest that even now the
nost powerful engines ever built by Earth-descended man were
hurling this ship out toward the rimof the gal axy at many
times the speed of |ight.

Henphill took the remark as a cue. Leaning slightly forward in
hi s unconfortabl e-1 ooking seat, he said: “ |I’mnot concerned
about his liking it. Wat concerns ne is howit’s going to be
used.”

Since the Stone Place, Mtch's left hand was nostly scar tissue
and prosthetics. He used one plastic finger nowto tanp down

the gl owi ng coal of his pipe. “ You nean Nogara' s idea of
shi pboard fun? | caught a glinpse just now of the gl adiatori al
arena. |’ve never nmet him but they say he’s gone bad, really

bad, since Karlsen's death.”

“ 1 wasn’t tal ki ng about Nogara’s so-call ed anusenents.
What |'"mreally getting at is this: Johann Karlsen may be stil
alive.”

Henphill’s calm fantastic statenent hung in the quiet cabin
air. For a nonent Mtch thought that he could sense the notion
of the C-plus ship as it traversed spaces no nan under st ood,
spaces were it seened tinme could nmean not hing and the dead of

all the ages might still be walking.
Mtch shook his head. “ Are we tal king about the sane Johann
Karl sen?”
“ O course.”
“ Two years ago he went down into a hypernassive sun, with a
berserker-controlled ship on his tail. Unless that story’s
not true?”

“I1t’s perfectly true, except we think now that his |aunch
went into orbit around the hypermass instead of falling
into it. Have you seen the girl who's aboard?”

“ | passed a girl, outside your cabin here. | thought...”

“ No, | have no tinme for that. Her nane is Lucinda, single
nanes are the customon her planet. She’'s an eyew t ness of
Kar|l sen’ s vani shing.”

“ Oh. Yes, | renenber the story. But what’s this about his
being in orbit?”

Henphill stood up and seened to becone nore confortable, as
anot her man would be sitting dowmn. “ Ordinarily, the hypernass



and everything near it is invisible, due to the extreme red
shift caused by its gravity. But during the |last year sone
scientists have done their best to study it. Their ship didn't

conpare to this one” —Henphill turned his head for a nonent,
as if he could hear the m ghty engi nes—*“ but they went as
cl ose as they dared, carrying sone new instrunents, |ong-wave
tel escopes. The star itself was still invisible, but they

br ought back these.”

Henphill stood behind him “ That’s what space | ooks |ike near
t he hypermass. Renenber, it has about a billion tines the nass
of Sol, packed into roughly the sane volune. Gavity like that
does things we don’t yet understand.”

“Interesting. Wiat fornms these dark |ines?”

‘“ Falling dust that’s beconme trapped in lines of gravitic

force, like the lines round a nmagnet. O so |I'mtold.”

“ And where’s Karl sen supposed to be?”
Henphill’s finger descended on a photo, pointing out a spot of
crystalline roundness, tiny as a raindrop within a magnified
line of dust. “ We think this is his launch. It’s orbiting
about a hundred mllion mles fromthe center of the hypernass.
And the berserker-controlled ship that was chasing himis here,
following himin the sanme dust-line. Now they’'re both stuck. No
ordi nary engines can drive a ship down there.”

Mtch stared at the photos, |ooking past theminto old
menories that cane flooding back. “ And you think he’s alive.”
‘ He had equi pnment that would let himfreeze hinself into
suspended ani mation. Also, time nmay be running quite slowy for
him He's in a three-hour orbit.”

“ A three-hour orbit, at a hundred mllion mles . . . wait
a mnute.”
Henphill alnost smled. “ | told you, things we don’t

under stand yet.”

“ Al right.” Mtch nodded slowy. “ So you think there’'s a
chance? He’s not a man to give up. He'd fight as long as
he could, and then invent a way to fight sone nore.”

“Yes, | think there is a chance.” Henphill’'s face had becone
iron again. “ You saw what efforts the berserkers made to kil
him They feared him in their iron guts, as they feared no one
el se. Though | never quite understood why . . . So, if we can
save him we nust do so without delay. Do you agree?”

“ Certainly, but how?”

“Wth this ship. It has the strongest engines ever built—
trust Nogara to have seen to that, with his own safety in
m nd.”

Mtch whistled softly. “ Strong enough to match orbits with
Karl sen and pull himout of there?”

“ Yes, mathematically. Supposedly.”

“ And you nmean to make the attenpt before this ship is
delivered to Nogara.”

“ Afterwards may be too | ate; you know he wanted Karl sen out
of the way. Wth these police aboard |I’ve been keepi ng ny
rescue plan a secret.”

Mtch nodded. He felt a rising excitenent. “ Nogara may rage
if we save Karlsen, but they’' |l be nothing he can do. How
about the crew, are they willing?”



“1’ve already sounded out the captain; he’s with ne. And since
| hold ny admral’s rank fromthe United Planets | can issue

| egal orders on any ship, if | say |I’macting agai nst
berserkers.” Henphill began to pace. “ The only thing that
worries me is this detachnent of Nogara's police we have
aboard; they're certain to oppose the rescue.”

“ How many of them are there?”

“ A couple of dozen. | don’t know why there are so many, but
t hey outnunber the rest of us two to one. Not counting
their prisoners, who of course are helpless.”

“ Prisoners?”

“ About forty young nen, | understand. Sword fodder for the
arena.”

Luci nda spent a good deal of her tinme wandering, restless and
al one, through the corridors of the great ship. Today she
happened to be in a passage not far fromthe central bridge and
flag quarters when a door opened cl ose ahead of her and three
men canme into view. The two who wore black uniforns held a
single prisoner, clad in a shirt of chain mail, between them

When she saw the black uniform Lucinda’s chin lifted. She
wai ted, standing in their path.
“ Go round ne, vultures,” she said in an icy voice when they
came up to her. She did not |ook at the prisoner; bitter
experi ence had taught her that show ng synpathy for Nogara’s
victinms could bring added suffering upon them

The black unifornms halted in front of her. “ I am
Kat sul os,” said the bushy-browed one. “ Wio are you?”
“ Once ny planet was Flam and,” she said, and fromthe

corner of her eye she saw the prisoner’s face turn up.

“One day it will be ny honme again, when it is freed of

Nogara’s vultures.”
The second bl ack uniform opened his nmouth to reply, but never
got out a word, for just then the prisoner’s el bow cane
smashing back into his belly. Then the prisoner, who till now
had stood neek as a | anb, shoved Katsulos off his feet and was
out of sight around a bend of corridor before either policeman
coul d recover

Kat sul os bounced quickly to his feet. H's gun drawn, he pushed
past Lucinda to the bend of the corridor. Then she saw his
shoul ders sl unp.

Her delighted | aughter did not seemto sting Katsulos in
the | east.

“ There’s nowhere he can go,” he said. The look in his
eyes choked off her laughter in her throat.
Kat sul os posted police guards on the bridge and in the engine
room and secured all |ifeboats. “ The man Jor is desperate and
dangerous,” he explained to Henphill and to Mtchell Spain.
“ Half of my nmen are searching for himcontinuously, but you
know how big this shipis. | ask you to stay close to your
quarters until he’s caught.”

A day passed, and Jor was not caught. Mtch took advantage of
the police dispersal to investigate the arena— Sol ar News
woul d be nmuch interested.



He clinbed a short stair and enmerged squinting in imtation
sunlight, under a high-doned ceiling as blue as Earth’s sky. He
found hinsel f behind the upper row of the approximately two
hundred seats that encircled the arena behind a sl oping
crystalline wall. At the bottom of the glassy bow, the oval-
shaped fighting area was about thirty yards long. It was

fl oored by a substance that | ooked |ike sand but was doubtl ess
sonet hi ng nore cohesive, that would not fly up in a cloud if
the artificial gravity chanced to fail.

In this facility as slickly nodern as a death-ray the worst

vi ces of ancient Rone could be nost efficiently enjoyed. Every
spectator would be able to see every drop of blood. There was
only one awkward-| ooking feature: set at equal intervals around
the upper rimof the arena, behind the seats, were three
bui | di ngs, each as large as a snall house. Their architecture
seened to Mtch to bel ong sonmewhere on Ancient Earth, not here;
their purpose was not immedi ately apparent.

Mtch took out his pocket camera and nmade a few phot ographs
from where he stood. Then he wal ked behind the rows of seats to
t he nearest of the buildings. A door stood open, and he went

in.

At first he thought he had di scovered an entrance to Nogara’s
private harem but after a nonent he saw that the people in the
pai ntings covering the walls were not all, or even nost of

them engaged in sexual enbraces. There were nmen and wonen and
godl i ke beings, posed in a variety of relationships, in the
costunes of Ancient Earth when they wore any costunes at all.
As Mtch snapped a few nore photos he gradually realized that
each painted scene was neant to depict sone aspect of hunman

| ove. It was puzzling. He had not expected to find | ove here,

or in any part of Felipe Nogara s chosen environnent.

As he left the tenple through another door, he passed a smling
statue, evidently the resident goddess. She was bronze, and the
upper part of her beautiful body energed nude fromglittering
sea-green waves. He phot ographed her and noved on.

The second building’ s interior paintings showed scenes of

hunti ng and of wonmen in childbirth. The goddess of this tenple
was cl othed nodestly in bright green, and arned with a bow and
qui ver. Bronze hounds waited at her feet, eager for the chase.

As he noved on to the last tenple, Mtch found his steps
qui ckening slightly. He had the feeling that sonething was
drawi ng hi m on.

What ever attraction m ght have existed was anni hilated in
revul sion as soon as he stepped into the place. If the first
building was a tenple raised to |l ove, surely this one honored
hat e.

On the painted wall opposite the entrance, a sow i ke beast
thrust its ugly head into a cradle, devouring the scream ng
child. Beside it, nmen in togas, faces glowing with hate,
stabbed one of their nunmber to death. Al around the walls nen
and wonen and children suffered pointlessly and died horribly,
wi t hout hope. The spirit of destruction was al nost pal pabl e
within this room It was |like a berserker’ s—



Mtch took a step back and cl osed his eyes, bracing his arns
agai nst the sides of the entrance. Yes, he could feel it.
Somet hi ng nore than painting and |ighting had been set to work
here, to honor Hate. Sonething physical, that Mtch found not
entirely unfamliar.

Years ago, during a space battle, he had experienced the attack
of a berserker’s mind beam Men had | earned how to shield their
ships from m nd beans—did they now bring the eneny’s weapons

i nside deliberately?

Mtch opened his eyes. The radiation he felt now was very
weak, but it carried something worse than nere confusion.
He stepped back and forth through the entrance. Qutside the
thick walls of the tenple, thicker than those of the other
bui l dings, the effect practically disappeared. Inside, it was
definitely perceptible, an energy that pricked at the rage
centers of the brain. Slowy, slowy, it seened to be fading,
| i ke a residual charge froma machine that had been turned off.
If he could feel it now, what nust this tenple be |ike when the
proj ector was on?

More inportantly, why was such a thing here at all?
Only to goad a few gladiators on to |livelier deaths? Possibly.
Mtch glanced at this tenple’ s towering bronze god, riding his
chariot over the world, and shivered. He suspected sonething
worse than the sinple brutality of Roman ganes.

He took a few nore pictures, and then renenbered seeing an
intercomstation near the first tenple he had entered. He

wal ked back there, and punched out the nunber of Ship’ s Records
on the intercomkeys.

When the automated voi ce answered, he ordered: “ | want sone
i nformati on about the design of this arena, particularly the
three structures spaced around the upper rim?”

The voi ce asked if he wanted di agrans.

“ No. At least not yet. Just tell me what you can about the
designer’s basic plan.”
There was a delay of several seconds. Then the voice said:
“ The basic designer was a man naned A iver Mcal, since
deceased. In his design programm ng, frequent reference is nade
to descriptive passages within a literary work by one Geoffrey
Chaucer of Ancient Earth. The quote fantastic unquote work is
titled The Knight’s Tale.”

The nane of Chaucer rang only the faintest of bells for Mtch.
But he renenbered that Aiver Mcal had been one of Nogara s
brai nwashi ng experts, and also a classical scholar.

“ What ki nd of psychoel ectronic devices are built into these
three structures?”

“ There is no record aboard of any such installation.”
Mtch was sure about the hate-projector. It m ght have been
built in secretly; it probably had been, if his worst

suspi ci ons were true.

He ordered: “ Read ne sone of the rel evant passages of this
literary work.”

“ The three tenples are those of Mars, Diana, and Venus,”
said the intercom “ A passage relevant to the tenple of
Mars follows, in original |anguage:



“ First on the wal was peynted a forest

In which there dwell eth neither nan ne beast
Wth knotty, knarry, barreyn trees ol de

O stubbes sharp and hi dous to bi hol de.”

Mtch knew just enough of ancient |anguages to catch a word
here and there, but he was not really listening now. H's m nd
had stopped on the phrase “ tenple of Mars.” He had heard it
before, recently, applied to a newly risen secret cult of

ber ser ker - wor shi ppers.

“ And downward froma hill, under a bente

Ther stood the tenple of Mars arm potente
Wought all of burned steel, of which the entree
Was | ong and streit, and gastly for to see.”

There was a soft sound behind Mtch, and he turned quickly.
Kat sul os stood there. He was smling, but his eyes rem nded
Mtch of Mars’ statue.

“ Do you understand the ancient |anguage, Spain? No? Then

shall translate.” He took up the verse in a chanting voice:
“ Then saw | first the dark imagining
O felony, and all its conpassing

The cruel ire, red as any fire

The pi ckpurse, and al so the pal e dread

The smler with the knife under his cloak

The stable burning with the bl ack snoke

The treason of the nmurdering in the bed

The open war, with all the wounds that bled ...”

“ Who are you, really?” Mtch denanded. He wanted it out in
t he open. And he wanted to gain time, for Katsulos wore a
pistol at his belt. “ What is this to you? Sone kind of
religion?”

“ Not sone religion!” Katsulos shook his head, while his eyes
gl owed steadily at Mtch. “ Not a mythol ogy of distant gods,
not a system of pale ethics for dusty phil osophers. No!” He
took a step closer. “ Spain, there is no time now for nme to
proselyte with craft and subtlety. | say only this—the tenple
of Mars stands open to you. The new god of all creation wll
accept your sacrifice and your |ove.”

“ You pray to that bronze statue?” Mtch shifted his
wei ght slightly, getting ready.
“ No!” The fanatic’s words poured out faster and | ouder. “ The
figure with hel net and sword is our synbol and no nore. Qur god
is new, and real, and worthy. He w el ds deat hbeam and m ssil e,
and his glory is as the nova sun. He is the descendant of Life,
and feeds on Life as is his right. And we who give ourselves to
any of his units becone inmmortal in him though our flesh
perish at his touch!”

“1’ve heard there were nen who prayed to berserkers,” said
Mtch. “ Sonmehow | never expected to neet one.” Faintly in the
di stance he heard a man shouting, and feet pounding down a
corridor. Suddenly he wondered if he, or Katsulos, was nore
likely to receive reinforcenent.



‘“ Soon we will be everywhere,” said Katsulos loudly. “ W are

here now, and we are seizing this ship. We will use it to save
the unit of our god orbiting the hypermass. And we wll| give
the badlife Karlsen to Mars, and we will give ourselves. And
through Mars we will |ive forever!”

He | ooked into Mtch's face and started to draw his gun,
just as Mtch hurled hinself forward.
Katsulos tried to spin away, Mtch failed to get a solid grip
on him and both nmen fell sprawiing. Mtch saw t he gun muzzle
swing round on him and dived desperately for shelter behind a
row of seats. Splinters flew around himas the gun blasted. In
an instant he was noving again, in a crouching run that carried
himinto the tenple of Venus by one door and out by anot her.
Bef ore Katsul os could sight at himfor another shot, Mtch had
| eaped down an exit stairway, out of the arena.

As he energed into a corridor, he heard gunfire fromthe
direction of the crew s quarters. He went the other way,
headi ng for Henphill’s cabin. At a turn in the passage a bl ack
uni form stepped out to bar his way, aimng a pistol. Mtch
charged wi thout hesitation, taking the policenman by surprise.
The gun fired as Mtch knocked it aside, and then his rush
bow ed the bl ack-uniformover. Mtch sat on the nman and

cl obbered himwith fists and el bows until he was quiet.

Then, captured gun in hand, Mtch hurried on to Henphill’s
door. It slid open before he could pound on it, and cl osed
again as soon as he had junped i nside.

A dead bl ack-uni form sat | eaning against the wall, unseeing
eyes aimed at Mtch, bullet-holes patterned across his chest.
“ Wl conme,” said Henphill drily. He stood with his left hand
on an el aborate control console that had been raised froma
pl ace of conceal nent inside the huge desk. In his right hand a
machi ne pistol hung casually. “ It seens we face greater
difficulties than we expected.”

Lucinda sat in the darkened cabin that was Jor’s hiding place,
watching himeat. Imediately after his escape she had started
roam ng the ship s passages, |ooking for him whispering his
name, until at |ast he had answered her. Since then she had
been smuggling himfood and dri nk.

He was ol der than she had thought at first glance; a nan of
about her own age, with tiny lines at the corners of his
suspi ci ous eyes. Paradoxically, the nore she hel ped him the
nore suspi cious his eyes becane.

Now he paused in his eating to ask: “ Wat do you plan to do
when we reach Nogara, and a hundred nen cone aboard to search
for me? They’' Il soon find ne, then.”

She wanted to tell Jor about Henphill’s plan for rescuing

Karl sen. Once Johann Karl sen was aboard, no one on this ship
woul d have to fear Nogara, or so she felt. But just because Jor

still seemed suspicious of her, she hesitated to trust himwth
a secret.
“ You knew you’ d be caught eventually,” she countered. * So

why did you run away?”
‘“ You don’t know what it’s |like, being their prisoner.”



“1 do know.”
He ignored her contradiction. “ They trained ne to fight in the
arena with the others. And then they singled ne out, and began
to train nme for sonmething even worse. Now they flick a switch

somewhere, and | start to kill, like a berserker.”
“ What do you nean?”
He cl osed his eyes, his food forgotten. “ I think there’s a nan

they want ne to assassinate. Every day or so they put ne in the
tenple of Mars and drive nme nmad, and then the inmage of this man
is always sent to ne. Always it’s the sane face and uniform
And | nust destroy the image, with a sword or a gun or with ny

hands. | have no choice when they flip that switch, no control
over nyself. They’ ve hollowed ne out and filled me up with
their own nmadness. They’'re madnen. | think they go into the

tenpl e thensel ves, and turn the foul nadness on, and wallow in
it, before their idol.”

He had never said so much to her in one speech before. She was
not sure how nmuch of it was true, but she felt he believed it
all. She reached for his hand.

“Jor, | do know sonething about them That’'s why I’ ve hel ped
you. And |’ve seen other men who were really brai nwashed. They
haven't really destroyed you, you'll be all right again
soneday.”

“ They want me to |l ook normal.” He opened his eyes, which
were still suspicious. “ Wiy are you on this ship, anyway?”
“ Because.” She |ooked into the past. “ Two years ago | net a
man cal |l ed Johann Karl sen. Yes, the one everyone knows of. |
spent about ten mnutes with him... if he’s still alive, he’'s
certainly forgotten me, but | fell inlove with him”

“In love!” Jor snorted, and began to pick his teeth.

O | thought I fell in love, she said to herself. Watching
Jor now, understanding and forgiving his sullen m strust,
she realized she was no | onger able to visualize Karlsen's
face clearly.

Sonmet hing triggered Jor’s taut nerves, and he junped up to
peek out of the cabin into the passage. “ Wat’' s that
noi se? Hear? It sounds like fighting.”

“ So.” Henphill’s voice was grimrer than usual. “ The
surviving crewnen are barricaded in their quarters, surrounded
and under attack. The dammed berserker-lovers hold the bridge,
and the engine room In fact they hold the ship, except for
this.” He patted the console that he had raised from

conceal ment inside Nogara’'s innocent-|ooking desk. “ | know
Fel i pe Nogara, and | thought he’ d have a master control in his
cabin, and when | saw all the police |I thought | m ght possibly
need it. That’'s why | quartered nyself in here.”

“ What all does it control?” Mtch asked, w ping his hands. He
had just dragged the dead man into a closet. Katsul os should
have known better than to send only one against the Hi gh

Adm ral .

“1 believe it will override any control on the bridge or in
the engine room Wth it | can open or close nost of the doors
and hatches on the ship. And there seemto be scanners hidden



in a hundred places, connected to this little viewscreen. The
berserker-1lovers aren’t going anywhere with this ship until
they’ ve done a lot of rewiring or gotten us out of this
cabin.”

“ 1 don’t suppose we’'re going anywhere either,” said
Mtch. “ Have you any idea what’'s happened to Lucy?”
“ No. She and that man Jor may be free, and they may do us sone
good, but we can’t count on it. Spain, |look here.” Henphill
pointed to the little screen. “ This is a view inside the
guardroom and prison, under the arena’ s seats. If all those
i ndi vidual cells are occupied, there nust be about forty nen in
there.”

“ That’s an idea. They may be trained fighters, and they’ll|
certainly have no love for the black uniforns.”
“1 could talk to them from here,” Henphill nused. “ But how
can we free themand armthen? | can’t control their individual
cell doors, though |I can keep the eneny | ocked out of that
area, at least for a while. Tell me, how did the fighting
start? What set it off?”

Mtch told Henphill what he knew. “ It’s al nost funny. The
cultists have the sanme idea you have, of taking this ship out
to the hypermass and going after Karlsen. Only of course they
want to give himto the berserkers.” He shook his head. “ I
suppose Kat sul os hand- pi cked cultists from anong the police for
this mssion. There nust be nore of them around than any of us
t hought . ”

Henphill only shrugged. Maybe he understood fairly well those
fanati cs out there whose polarity happened to be opposite from
hi s own.

Luci nda woul d not |eave Jor now, nor |let himleave her. Like
hunted ani mal s they nade their way through the corridors, which
she knew wel|l from her days of restless wal ki ng. She gui ded him
around the sounds of fighting to where he wanted to go.

He peered around the |last corner, and brought his head
back to whisper: “ There’s no one at the guardroom door.”
“ But howw Il you get in? And sone of the vultures may be
i nside, and you're not arned.”
He | aughed soundl essly. “ What have | to lose? W life?”
He noved on around the corner.

Mtch' s fingers suddenly dug into Henphill’s arm “ Look! Jor’s

there, with the sane idea you had. Open the door for him

qui ck!”

Most of the painted panels had been renmoved fromthe interior
wal I's of the tenple of Mars. Two bl ack-uniformed nmen were at
wor k upon the nmechani smthus reveal ed, while Katsul os sat at
the altar, watching Jor’s progress through his own secret
scanners. \Wen he saw Jor and Lucinda being let into the

guar droom Kat sul os pounced.

“ Quick, turn on the beamand focus on him Boil his brain with
it! He'll kill everyone in there, and then we can take our tine
with the others.”

Kat sul os’ two assistants hurried to obey, arranging cables and
a directional antenna. One asked: “ He's the one you were



training to assassi nate Henphill?”

“ Yes. His brain rhythns are on the chart. Focus on him
qui ckly!”

“ Set themfree and armthem” Henphill’s inage shouted, from
a guardroom vi ewscreen. “ You nmen there! Fight with us and |
prom se to take you to freedom when the ship is ours; and |
prom se we' || take Johann Karlsen with us, If he’'s alive.”
There was a roar fromthe cells at the offer of freedom and
anot her roar at Karlsen’s nane. “ Wth him we’d go on to
Esteel itself!” one prisoner shouted.

When the beam fromthe tenple of Mars struck downward, it went
unfelt by everyone but Jor. The others in the guardroom had not
been conditioned by repeated treatnents, and the heat of their
enotions was al ready high.

Just as Jor picked up the keys that woul d open the cells, the
beam hit him He knew what was happeni ng, but there was nothing
he could do about it. In a paroxysm of rage he dropped the
keys, and grabbed an automatic weapon fromthe arnms rack. He
fired at once, shattering Henphill’s image fromthe viewscreen.

Wth the fragnent of his mnd that was still his own, Jor felt
despair like that of a drowning man. He knew he was not going
to be able to resist what was conmi ng next.

When Jor fired at the viewscreen, Lucinda understood what
was being done to him

“Jor, no!” She fell to her knees before him The face of Mars
| ooked down at her, frightening beyond anything she had ever
seen. But she cried out to Mars: “ Jor, stop! | |ove you!”

Mars | aughed at her love, or tried to laugh. But Mars coul d not
guite manage to point the weapon at her. Jor was trying to cone
back into his own face again, now com ng back hal fway,
struggling terribly.

“ And you love ne, Jor. | know. Even if they force you to
kill me, remenber | know that.”
Jor, clinging to his fragnment of sanity, felt a healing power
cone to him setting itself against the power of Mars. In his
m nd danced the pictures he had once glinpsed inside the tenple
of Venus. O course! There nust be a countering projector in
t here, and soneone had nmanaged to turn it on.

He made the finest effort he could imagi ne. And then, with
Luci nda before him he nmade a finer effort still.
He canme above his red rage |like a swi nmmer surfacing, |ungs
bursting, froma drowning sea. He | ooked down at his hands, at
the gun they held. He forced his fingers to begin opening. Mrs
still shouted at him | ouder and | ouder, but Venus power grew
stronger still. H's hands opened and the weapon fell

Once the gladiators had been freed and arned the fight was soon
over, though not one of the cultists even tried to surrender.
Kat sul os and the two with himhimfought to the last from
inside the tenple of Mars, with the hate projector at maxi num
power, and the recorded chanting voices roaring out their song.
Per haps Katsulos still hoped to drive his enemes to acts of

sel f-destructive rage, or perhaps he had the projector on as an
act of worshinp.



What ever his reasons, the three inside the tenple absorbed the
full effect thenselves. Mtch had seen bad things before, but
when he at | ast broke open the tenple door, he had to turn away
for a nonent.

Henphi Il showed only satisfaction at seeing how the worship of
Mars had cul m nated aboard Nirvana Il. “ Let’'s see to the
bridge and the engine roomfirst. Then we can get this ness

cl eaned up and be on our way.”

Mtch was glad to follow, but he was detained for a nonent

by Jor.
“ Was it you who nanaged to turn on the counter-projector?
If it was, | owe you much nore than ny life.”

Mtch | ooked at himblankly. “ Counter-projector? What’'re
you tal ki ng about ?”
“ But there nust have been ...~
When the others had hurried away, Jor renmained in the arena,
| ooking in awe at the thin walls of the tenple of Venus, where
no projector could be hidden. Then a girl’s voice called, and
Jor too hurried out.

There was a half mnute of silence in the arena.
“ Emergency condition concluded,” said the voice of the
intercomstation, to the rows of enpty seats. “ Ship’ s records
returning to normal operation. Last question asked concerned
basis of tenple designs. Chaucer’s verse relevant to tenple of
Venus follows, in original |anguage:

“1 recche nat if it may bettre be

To have victorie of them or they of ne

So that | have nyne lady in nyne arnes.

For though so be that Mars is god of Arnes,

Your vertu is so great in hevene above

That, if yowlist, I shall wel have ny love ...”

Venus smled, half-risen fromher glittering waves.



BROTHER BERSERKER

THE BAREFOOT MAN IN THE GRAY FRIAR S HABI T REACHED THE top of a
rise and paused, taking a | ook at the country ahead of him In
that direction, the paved road he was follow ng continued to
run al nost straight under a | eaden sky, hunping over one gentle
hill after another, cutting through scrubby woods and unt ended
fields. The stones of this road had been | aid down in the days
of glory of the great Continental Enpire; there was not nuch
else in the world that had survived the centuries between then
and now.

From where the friar stood, the road appeared to be aimed at a slender tower, a sharp and
lonely temple spire, gray and vague in the day’s dull light, which rose from an unseen base at
some miles’ distance. The friar had walked with that spire in sight for half a day already, but

his goal still lay far beyond.

The friar was of nedium height and wiry build. H s appearance
seened to have little relation to his age; he m ght have been
anywhere between twenty and forty. H s scantily bearded face
was tired now, and his gray robe was spotted with nud of darker
gray. Here along the shoulders of the road the fields were all
ankl e-deep in nud, and they showed no sign of having been

pl owed or planted this spring or |ast.

“ Ch, Holy One, | thank you again that | have had this pavenent
to follow for so nuch of nmy journey,” the friar murmured, as
he started forward again. The soles of his feet |ooked as
scarred and tough as those of well-used hiking boots.

Except for the distant spire, the only sign of any recent human
presence in this unprom sing | andscape was a heap of | ow,
ruined wal ls at roadsi de just ahead. Only the fact of ruin was
recent; the walls thenselves were old and m ght have been a
part of a caravanserai or mlitary post in the days of the
Enpire’s strength. But last nonth or |ast tenday a new war had
passed this way, dissolving one nore building into raw tunbl ed
stones. What was left of the structure |looked as if it mght be
going to sink without a trace into the nud, even before the
spring grass could start to grow around the foundations.

The friar sat down on the remmant of the old wall, resting from
his journey and | ooking with m nor sadness at the m nor
destruction about him After a bit, in the manner of one who
cannot sit entirely still for very long, he | eaned over and
took one of the fallen stones in his |ean strong hands. Looking
at the stone with what m ght have been a mason’s practiced eye,
he fitted it deftly into a notch in the stunp of wall and sat
back to study the effect.

A distant hail made himraise his head and | ook back al ong the
way he had cone. Another lone figure, dressed in a habit nuch
li ke his own, was hastening toward him waving both arns for
attention.

The first friar’s thin face lighted gently at the prospect of
conpany. He returned the wave and waited, forgetting his little
gane of masonry. Soon he got to his feet.

Presently the approaching figure resolved itself into a man of
m ddl e hei ght, who was al nost stout and who had recently been



cl ean-shaven. “ Gory to the Holy One, revered Brother!”
puffed this newconer, as he arrived at last within easy talking
di st ance.

“dory to Hs nane.” The bearded friar’s voice was warm but
unr emar kabl e.
The portly one, a man of about thirty, seated hinself

heavily on the low wall, w ped at his face, and inquired
anxiously, “ Are you, as | think, Brother Jovann of
Er nard?”

“ That is my nane.”

“ Now nmay the Holy One be praised!” The heavier man nade a

wedge-sign with his hands and rolled his eyes heavenward.
“M nanme is Saile, brother. Now may the Holy One be
prai sed, say |—"

“So beit.”
“ —for He has led ne in nysterious ways to reach your side!
And many nore shall follow Brother Jovann, men will flock to

you fromthe four corners of the world, for the fane of your
heroic virtue has spread far, to the I and of Msnar, or so |
have heard, and even to the |lands of the infidel. And here in
our own | and—even at this nonment, in the isolated villages of
these renote hills—sonme of the nbst backward peasants are
awar e of your passage.”

“1 fear ny many faults are al so known hereabouts, for
was born not far away.”
“ Ah, Brother Jovann, you are overly nodest. During ny arduous
struggles to reach your side, | have heard again and agai n of
your holy exploits.”

Br ot her Jovann, his face show ng sone concern, sat down on the
wal | again. “ Wiy have you struggl ed, as you say, to reach ny
si de?”

“ Ahh.” What a struggle it had been, said Saile s headshake.

“ The flame of ny determ nation was first kindled several

nont hs ago, when | was told by uni npeachabl e sources,
eyew t nesses, how, when you were with the army of the Faithfu
in the field, you dared to | eave the sheltering ranks, to cross
no-man’ s-land into the very jaws of the infidel; there to enter
the tent of the arch-infidel hinmself and preach to himthe
truth of our Holy Tenple!”

“ And to fail to convert him” Jovann nodded sadly. “ You do
well to remnd ne of nmy failure, for I amprone to the sin of
pride.”

“ Ah.” Saile |ost headway, but only for a nonment. *“ It was, as
| say, upon hearing of that exploit, Brother Jovann, that it
becane ny own nost hunble w sh, nmy nost burning and holy
anbition, to seek you out, to be anong the very first to join
your order.” Saile s eyebrows went up questioningly. “ Ah, it
Is true, then, that you are on your way to Enpire City even
now, to petition our nost holy Vicar Nabur for perm ssion to
found a new religious order?”

The thin friar’s eyes | ooked toward the spire in the distance.
“ Once, Brother, God called ne to rebuild fallen tenples with
stone and brick. Now, as you say, | amcalled to rebuild with
men.” His attention cane back to Brother Saile, and he was



smling. “ As for your becom ng a nenber of the new order when
it is forned, why, | can say nothing yet of that. But if you
shoul d choose to walk with ne to Enpire Cty, | will be happy
for your conpany.”

Saile junped to his feet, to bob up and down with bow ng.
“1t is | who am nost happy and nost honored, Brother Jovann!”
Sai |l e prolonged his thanks as the two nen wal ked on together.
He had then comented at sone | ength on the unpl easant prospect
of yet nore rain falling and was di scoursing on the probl em of
where, in this deserted-I|ooking |and, two nendicant friars
m ght hope to obtain their next neal, when there occurred a
di straction.

A speedy coach was overtaking themon the road. The vehicle was
not ornate, but it was well built, looking as if it m ght

bel ong to sone nobl eman or prelate of |ower-m ddle rank. The
friars’ ears gave themplenty of warning to step aside; four
agil e | oad-beasts were naking the wheels clatter over the

| evel ed stones at a good speed.

As the coach runbl ed past, Brother Jovann felt his eyes drawn
to the face of an occupant who rode facing forward, with his
head visible in profile and one el bow extended slightly froma
wi ndow. So far as could be judged, this man was of stocky
build. He was well dressed, old and gray-bearded, though the
short-cut hair on his head was still of ginger color. His thick
nmouth was twi sted slightly, as if ready to spit or to dispute.

‘ They m ght have given us a |lift,” Brother Saile nuttered
unhappily, | ooking after the coach as it dwindled into the
di stance. “ Plenty of room There were no nore than two
passengers, were there?”

Br ot her Jovann shook his head, not having noticed whether there
had been any other passengers. His attention had been held by
the old man’s eyes, which had probably never seen the friars at
all. Those eyes, fixed in the direction of the Holy City a
hundred mles and nore away, were clear and gray and powerful .
But they were also very nuch afraid.

When Derron Odegard wal ked out on the victory cel ebration at
Ti me Operations, he had no clear idea of where he was going.
Only when he found hinself approaching the nearby hospital
conplex did he realize that his feet were taking himto Lisa.
Yet, it would be best to face her at once and get it over wth.

At the student nurses’ quarters he | earned that she had noved
out the day before, after having gotten perm ssion to drop out
of training there. Wile being tested and consi dered for other
j obs, she was sharing a cubicle with another girl in a | ow
rank, uplevel corridor.

It was Lisa s new roommate who opened the door to Derron’s
knock; since the girl was in the mdst of doing sonmething to
her hair, she went back inside the cubicle and pretended not to
be |i stening.

Li sa nust have seen Derron’s news in his face. Her own face at

once becanme as calmas a nask, and she remained just inside the
hal f - open door, letting himstand in the narrow corridor to be

brushed by the curious and incurious passers-hy.



“lt's Matt,” he said to her. Wien there was no reaction, he
went on. “ Oh, the battle’s won. The berserkers are stopped.
But he sacrificed hinself to do it. He's dead.”

Proud and hard as a shield, her mask-face lifted slightly
toward him “ O course he is. He did the job you gave him
knew he woul d.”

“ Understand, Lisa—when | went to himwth that sales talk
| thought he was going to have a chance, a good chance.”
She was not going to be able to keep the shield up, after all;
with something |ike relief he saw her face begin to nove and
heard her voice begin to break. She said, “ I—knew you were
going to kill him?”

“ My God, Lisa, that wasn’t what | neant to do!” He kept
hi s hands fromreaching out to her.
Slowy dissolving and nelting into a woman’s grief, she | eaned
agai nst the doorjanb, her hands hidden behind her. “ And now—
there’ s—n-nothing to be done!”

“ The doctors tried—but no, nothing. And Operations can't go
back to do anything for Matt in the past—it’d weck the world
if we tried to pull himout of that ness now.”

“ The world’ s not worth it!”

He was murmuring sone banality, and had reached out at | ast
totry to confort her, when the door slamed in his face.
If Lisa was the woman he needed, he woul d have stayed there; so
he thought to hinself a few days |ater as he sat alone in his
tiny private office on the Operations Level. He woul d have
stayed and nmade her open the door again or else kicked it down.
It was only a door of plastic, and behind it she was stil
alive.

The fact was, of course, that the woman he did need had been
for a year and nore behind the door of death. And no man coul d
smash through that. A man could only stand before that door and
nmourn, until he found that he was able to turn away.

Derron had been sitting in his office staring into space for
sone little tine before he noticed an official-I|ooking envel ope
that sonme courier nmust have left on his small desk. The

envel ope was neat and thick, sealed and addressed to him After
| ooking inertly at it for a while he took it up and opened it.

Inside was the formal notice of his |latest pronotion, to the
rank of |ieutenant col onel. * i n consideration of your
recent outstanding service in Time Operations, and in the
expectation that you will continue ...” A set of appropriate
col lar insignia was encl osed.

The insignia held in his hand as if forgotten, he sat there a
whil e | onger, |ooking across the roomat an object—it was an
ancient battle-helnmet, ornanmented with wi ngs—that rested |ike
a trophy atop his small bookcase. He was still doing this when
the clangor of the alert signal sounded throughout Operations
and pulled himreflexively to his feet. In another nonent he
was out the door and on his way to the briefing room

Lat econers were still hurrying in when a general officer,
Time Ops’ chief of staff, nounted the dais and began to speak.
“ The third assault we’ ve been expecting has begun, gentl enen.



Wn or lose, this will be the |last attack the berserkers can
nount outside of present-tine. It’Il give us the final bearing
we need to locate their staging area twenty-one thousand years
down.”

There were a few scattered expressions of optimsm

“ | suggest that you don’t cheer yet. This third attack
gi ves every indication of involving some new tactics on
the eneny’s part, sonething subtle and extrenely

dangerous.”
The general perfornmed the usual unveiling of some hastily
assenbl ed maps and nodels. “ Like the previous attack, this one

is aimed at a single individual; and, again, there’ s no doubt
about the target’s identity. This tine the nane is Vincent
Vi ncento.”

There was a nmurnur at that name, a ripple of awe and wonder and
concern. There would have been a simlar reaction from al nost
any audi ence that m ght have been assenbled on Sirgol. Even the
hal f - educated of that world had heard of Vincento, though the
man was sone three hundred years dead and had never ruled a
nation, started a religion, or raised an arny.

Derron’s attention becane sharply focused, and he sat up
straighter, his feeling of inertia slipping away. In his prewar
hi storical studies he had specialized in Vincento’s tinme and

pl ace—and that |ocale was al so oddly connected with his
private grief.

The general on the dais spoke on, in businesslike tones.
“Vincento's lifeline is anong the very few ultra-inportant
ones for which we have provided continuous sentry protection
along their entire effective lengths. O course, this doesn’'t
mean that a berserker can’t get near him But should one of
themtry to do violent harmto Vincento, or even to any other
person within a couple of mles of him we’'d be onto its
keyhole in a couple of seconds and cancel it out. The sane
thing applies if they should try to kidnap or capture Vincento
hi nsel .

“ This special protection actually starts back in Vincento' s
grandparents’ tinme and runs along his lifeline until his
conpletion of his last inportant work at the age of seventy-

ei ght, and we can assune the eneny knows that this protection
exists. That’s why | said that this tinme the berserkers’ plans
are no doubt subtle.”

After going into the technical details of the sentry protection
agai nst direct violence, the general noved on to discuss

anot her point. “ Chronol ogically, the eneny penetration is not
nore than a tenday before the start of Vincento s fanous trial
by the Defenders of the Faith. This may well be nore than a

coi nci dence. Suppose, for exanple, that a berserker could alter
the outconme of this trial to a death sentence for Vincento. If
t he Defenders should decide to burn himat the stake, the
berserker’s part in his death would be too indirect to give us
any help in finding its keyhol e.

“ And al so remenber—an actual death sentence would not seemto
be necessary for the eneny’s purpose. Vincento at the tinme of
his trial is seventy years old. If he should be put to torture



or thrown into a dungeon, the odds are high that his life would
be effectively ended.”

A general seated in the front row rai sed his hand.
“ Doesn’t he historically undergo sonme such treatnent?”
“ No. That’s a fairly conmon idea. But, historically, Vincento
never spent a day of his life in prison. During his trial he
occupied a friendly anbassador’s quarters. And after his
recantati on, he passed the few years left to himin physically
confortabl e house arrest. There he gradually went blind, from
natural causes—and also laid the foundation of the science of
dynam cs. On that work of his, needless to say, our nodern
science and our survival nost heavily depend. Make no m st ake
about it, those last years of Vincento's life after his trial
are vital to us.”

The questioning general shifted in his front rank chair. “ How
in the world is an alien machine going to influence the outcone
of a trial in an ecclesiastical court?”

The briefing officer could only shake his head and stare
gloomly at his charts. “ Frankly, we’ve still a shortage of
good ideas on that. We doubt that the eneny will try again to
play a supernatural role, after the failure of their |ast
attenpt along that line.

“ But here’s an angle worth keeping in mnd. Only one eneny
device is engaged in this attack, and fromall screen
indications it’s a physically small machine, only about the
size of a man. Which i medi ately suggests to us the possibility

that this one may be an android.” The speaker paused to | ook
round at his audience. “ Ch, yes, | know, the berserkers have
never, anywhere, been able to fabricate an android that woul d
pass in human society as a normal person. Still, we hardly dare

rule out the possibility that this tine they ve succeeded.”

A di scussion got goi ng on possible counter-neasures. A whole
arsenal of devices were being kept in readiness in Stage Two
for dropping into the past, but no one could say yet what m ght
be needed.

The briefing officer pushed his charts aside for the nonent.
“ The one really bright spot, of course, is that this attack
lies within the tine band where we can drop |ive agents. So

naturally we’ Il count on putting nen on the spot as our main
defense. Their job will be to keep their eyes on Vincento from
alittle distance; they' Il be people able to spot any
significant deviation fromhistory when they see it. Those we
choose as agents will need to know that particular period very
wel |, besi des having experience in Tine Operations. ”

Li stening, Derron | ooked down at the new insignia he was stil
carrying in his hand. And then he began at |last to fasten them
on.

About two mles along the road fromthe spot where they had
nmet, Brother Jovann and Brother Saile topped yet another rise
and di scovered that they were about to catch up with the coach
that had passed them so speedily not |ong before. Its | oad-
beast s unharnessed and grazing nearby, the vehicle stood enpty
besi de the broken gate of a high-walled enclosure, which
crouched under slate roofs at the foot of the next hill ahead.



Atop that hill there rose the already famed cathedral -tenpl e of
QO bbog, nmuch of its stonework still too new to bear noss or
signs of weathering. Holding its spire now i mense and

over shadow ng agai nst the |owering sky, the graceful nass
seened al nost to float, secure above all human effort and
concern.

The ancient road, after passing the broken gate of the
nonastery at the foot of the new cathedral’s hill, swerved |eft
to meet a bridge. O the stub of a bridge, rather. From where
the friars now stood they could see that all of the spans were
gone, together with four of the six piers that had supported
them The river that had torn them down was raging still,
jamm ng tree trunks |i ke forked spears agai nst the supports
that remai ned. Cbviously swollen to several tinmes its nornmal
flow, the current was ravagi ng the | owl ands on both its banks.

On the other side of the torrent, beyond anot her stub of
bridge, the walled town of G bbog sat secure on its high
ground. People could be seen noving here and there in those
distant streets. Inside the town’s gate, which opened on the
Enpire road, nore coaches and | oad-beasts waited, having been
interrupted in journeys outbound fromthe Holy Gty.

Br ot her Jovann wat ched | eaden cl ouds still mounting om nously
up the sky. Fleeing fromthese clouds was the river, a great
swol len terrified snake being | ashed and goaded by di st ant
flails of lightning, a snake that had burst its bonds and
carried them away.

“ Brother River will not let us cross tonight.”

When he heard this personification, Brother Saile turned his
head sl oWy and cautiously around, as if he wondered whet her he
was expected to laugh. But before he had tinme to decide, the
rain broke again, like a waterfall. Tucking up the skirts of
their robes, both friars ran. Jovann sprinted barefoot, Saile
wi th sandals flapping, to join the occupants of the coach in
what ever shelter the abandoned-| ooki ng nonastery m ght afford.

A hundred mles away, in what had been the capital of the
vani shed Enpire and was now the Holy Gty of the enbattled
Tenpl e, the same day was warmand sultry. Only the wath of
Nabur the Eighth, eighty-first in the succession of Vicars of
the Holy One, stirred like a stormwind the air of his

| uxurious private apartnents.

This wath had been sone tinme accumul ati ng, thought Defender
Bel am who stood in robes of princely scarlet, waiting in
silent gravity for it to be over. It had been accunul ated and
saved up till now, when it could be discharged harm essly,
vented into the discreet ears of a nost trusted auditor and
friend.

The vicar’s peripatetic tirade against his mlitary and

t heol ogi cal opponents broke off in m d-sentence; Nabur was

di stracted, and his pacing stopped, by a dull scraping sound,
ending in a heavy thud, which floated in from outside,
acconpani ed by the shouts of workmen. The vicar noved to | ook
down from a bal conied window into a courtyard. Earlier, Belam
had seen the workmen down there, starting to unload sone

massi ve bl ocks of marble froma train of carts. Today a faned



scul ptor was to choose one bl ock, and then begin work on
Nabur’s portrait-statue.

What did it matter if each of eighty predecessors had been
willing tolet their worldly glorification wait upon posterity?
The vicar turned fromthe bal cony suddenly, the skirts of his
sinple white robe swirling, and caught Bel am wearing a
di sapprovi ng face.

In his angry tenor, which for the past forty years had sounded
li ke an old man’s voice, the vicar declained, “ Wen the statue
is conpleted we will have it placed in the city’'s Great Square,
that the majesty of our office and our person may be increased
in the eyes of the people!”

“Yes, ny vicar.” Belams tone was quite calm For decades he
had been a Defender of the Faith and a Prince of the Tenple.
From cl ose range he had seen them cone and go, and he was not
easily perturbed by vicarial tenpers.

Nabur felt the need to explain. “ Belam it is needful that we
be shown increased respect. The infidels and heretics are
tearing apart the world which has been given by God into our
care!” The last sentence cane bursting out, a cry fromthe

i nner heart.

“ MW faith is firm ny Vicar, that our prayers and our
armes wll yet prevail.”
“ Prevail ?” The vicar cane stal king toward him grimacing
sarcastically. “ O course! Soneday. Before the end of tine!
But now, Belam now our Holy Tenple lies bl eeding and
suffering, and we . " The vicarial voice dropped
tenporarily into al nost inaudi ble weakness. “ W nust bear nany
burdens. Many and heavy, Belam You cannot begin to realize,
until you nmount our throne.”

Bel am bowed, in sincere and silent reverence.
The vicar paced again, skirts flapping. This tinme he had a
goal. From his high-piled worktabl e he snatched up in shaking
fist a panphlet that was al ready worn from handling, and
winkled, as if it had perhaps been once or tw ce crunpled up
and thrown across a room

Bel am knew what the panphlet was. A contributing if not a
sufficient cause of today’s rage, he thought, with his cool
habit of theologian’s logic. A small thorn conpared with
others. But this particular barb had stabbed Nabur in the
tenderest part of his vanity.

Nabur was shaki ng the paper-covered booklet at him
“ Because you have been away, Belam we have not yet had the
opportunity to discuss with you this—this back-stabbing
abom nation of Messire Vincento's! This so-called Di al ogue on
t he Movenent of the Tides! Have you read it?”

“I_“

“ The wretched nan cares nothing about the tides. In this
panphl et his purpose is to once nore pronul gate his heresy-
tainted dreans. He clings to his wish to reduce the solid world
beneath our feet to a nere speck, to send us all flying around
the sun. But even that is not enough. No, not for hinl”



Bel am frowned now in real puzzlenment. “ Wat el se, ny
Vi car ?”
Nabur advanced on himin a gl ow of anger, as if the Defender
were the guilty one. “ What else? | will tell you! The
argunents of this panphlet are cast in the formof a debate
anong three persons. And Vincento its author intends one of
these fictional debaters—the one who defends traditional
i deas, who therefore is described as ‘sinple-mnded and ‘bel ow
the I evel of human intelligence’—he intends this person to
represent ourself!”

“ M Vicar!”

Nabur nodded vi gorously. Oh, yes. Sone of our very words
are put into the nmouth of this sinpleton, so-called!”
Bel am was shaking his head in strong doubt. *“ Vincento has
never been noderate in his disputes, which have been many.
Many? Nay, continuous, rather. But | am convinced that he has
not in this panphlet or el sewhere intended any irreverence,
either to your person or to your holy office.”

“ 1 know what he intended here!” Vicar Nabur al nost screaned
the words. Then the nost honored man in the worl d—possibly

al so the nost hated, quite possibly also the nost burdened by
what he saw as his God-given tasks—groaned incontinently and,
like a spoiled child, threw hinself into a chair.

Arrogance renai ned, as always, but the spoiled-child aspect did
not last long. Irascible hunors having been di scharged, calm
and intelligence returned.

“ Belam”

“ My Vicar?”’

“ Have you yet had time to study this panphlet, while on
your travels perhaps? | know it has been w dely
circulated.”

Bel am gravely inclined his head.

“ Then give us your considered opinion.”

“ 1 ama theologian, ny Vicar, and not a natural phil osopher.
Therefore | have taken counsel wi th astrononers and others and
find my own opinion in this matter generally confirmed. Wich
is that Vincento's argunents in this panphl et concerning the
tides really prove nothing regarding the novenent of the
celestial bodies, and are not even very accurate as regards the
tides thensel ves.”

“ He thinks we are all fools, to be dazzled by brilliant words
i nto accepting whatever shoddy |logic he offers us. And that we
will not even realize it when we are nocked!” The vicar stood

up for a nonment, sighed, and then tiredly resumed his seat.

Bel am chose to ignore the theory, which he did not for a nonent
bel i eve, that the panphlet’s aimwas sacril egi ous nockery. The
real issue was vital enough. “ As the vicar may possibly

recall, | had occasion sonme years ago to wite to Vincento
regardi ng his specul ations on the idea of a sun-centered

uni verse. Then, as now, such theorizing caused ne concern in ny
capacity as Defender.”

“ W recall the occasion very well, ha hum In fact, Messire
Vi ncento has al ready been summoned here to stand trial for his
violation in this panphlet of your injunction at that tine.



Bel am what were the precise words of your warning, again?”

Bel am t hought awhi |l e before answering, and then spoke slowy
and precisely. “ 1 wote him first, that mathematicians are
quite free to cal cul ate and publish whatever they w sh
regardi ng the cel estial appearances or any ot her natural
phenomena—provi ded they remain strictly in the real mof
hypot hesi s.

“ Secondly, it is quite a different matter to say that in fact
the sun is in the center of the universe. That in fact our

gl obe spins fromwest to east each day, while revol ving round
the sun each year. Such statenments nust be considered very
dangerous; though not formally heretical, they are liable to
injure faith by contradicting the Holy Witings.”

“ Your nmenory, Belam is even nore than usually excellent.
Just when did you wite this letter of injunction?”

“ Fifteen years ago, ny Vicar.” Belamshowed a dry snmle
nonentarily. “ Though | nust admt that | re-read our archive
copy this norning.”

He was utterly serious again. “ Thirdly and lastly, | wote

Vincento that if sone real proof existed of the sun-centered
uni verse he chanpi ons, we should then be forced to revise our
interpretations of those passages in the Holy Witings which
woul d appear to say otherwi se. W have in the past revised our
scriptural interpretations, for exanple in regard to the
roundness of the world. But, in the absence of any such proof,
the weight of authority and traditional opinion is not to be
set aside.”

Nabur was |listening with great attentiveness. “ It seens to
us, Belam that you wote well, as usual.”

“ Thank you, ny Vicar.”
Sati sfaction appeared m xed with anger in the vicarial nen.
“In this panphlet Vincento has certainly violated your
i njunction! The debater into whose nouth he puts his own
opi ni ons advances no convi ncing proofs, at |east none that can
be grasped by nere nortals |ike ourselves. And yet he does
argue, at great length, that in very truth our globe spins like
a toy top beneath our feet. To convince the reader of this is
his plain intention. Then!” The vicar stood up, dramatically.
“ Then, on the |ast page, our argument—often expressed by us
as a neans of conprom sing these difficult philosophical
matters—our argunent, that God may produce whatever effect He
likes in the world, wthout being bound by scientific causes—
our argunent is quoted by the sinpleton-debater who has been
wrong about everything el se; quoted as comng froma person of
hi gh | earning and wi sdom suprenely above contradiction.’” And
at this the other debaters piously declare thensel ves sil enced
and decide to adjourn for refreshnment. One cannot fail to see
them and their author, |aughing up their sleeves!”

While the vicar struggled to regain his breath and cal m once
nore, there was silence in the apartnent, save for the

wor knmen’ s shouts and | aughter drifting in. Wiat were they doing
out there? Oh, yes, only the marble. Belamuttered a bri ef
prayer that he m ght never again be required to order a stake
prepared for a heretic.



When Nabur spoke again, it was in a reasonable tone. “ Now,
Belam O her than this weary argunent on tides, which all seem
to agree is inconclusive, do you suppose there can exi st
anywhere any evidence for Vincento’ s spinning world? Anything
he m ght inpertinently introduce at his trial to ... disrupt
its course?”

Bel am drew hi nsel f up, slightly but perceptibly. “ My Vicar, we
shal | of course conduct Vincento's trial, or any other, wth
the greatest zeal for the truth that we can nuster. Vincento
may argue in his own defense—*

“ O course, of course!” Nabur interrupted with a rapid
di sm ssive waving of his hand; it was the gesture he used at a
ti me when anot her man m ght apol ogi ze. But then he still waited

for an answer.

After frowning thoughtfully at the floor, Belam began to give
what a |later age would call a background briefing. “ My Vicar,

| have through the years nmade an effort to keep abreast of
astrononmers’ thinking. |I fear many of them religious and

| aymen bot h, have becone Messire Vincento' s enemes. He has a
relish and skill for making others | ook |ike fools. He has
arrogance, in claimng for his own all that these new devi ces,
t el escopes, discover in the heavens. An arrogant and
argunentative man is hard to bear, and triply hard when he is
so often in the right.” Belam glanced up sharply for a nonent,
but Nabur had not taken the description as applying to anyone
but Vincento. “ My Vicar, is it not true that this panphlet was
brought to your attention by sone priest-astrononer whom

Vi ncento has offended and bested in sonme debate?” Though Bel am
knew of a nunber of such nen, he was really only guessing.

“ Hum It may be so, Belam it may be so. But Vincento's
offense is real, though it nmay have been maliciously called to
our attention.”

The two of them were pacing now, with old nmen’s neasured tread,
sonetinmes orbiting each other |ike perturbed planets. The

Def ender of the Faith said, “ | raise the point to show the
difficulty of obtaining unbiased testinony in this nmatter from
ot her scholars. They are certainly unlikely to rush to
Vincento' s defense. Nevertheless, | believe that nost
astrononers now performtheir cal culations using the

mat hemat i cal assunption that the planets, or sonme of them at

| east, revolve about the sun. O course, that idea is not
original with Vincento, nor is the idea that our globe is only
a planet. It seens these assunptions make the mathematics of
cel estial novenent nore el egant and sonewhat nore satisfying to
the schol ar; fewer epicycles need be included in the orbits to
make them fit the circular form—*

“ Yes, yes, Vincento nakes the mathematics nore el egant. But
stick to the point. Can he have proof, mathematical or
ot herwi se? Pl ain evidence of any kind?”

“1 would say rather the contrary.”
“ Ha!” Nabur stopped pacing and faced Bel am squarely, al nbst
smling.
The Defender said, “ Had Vincento any plain proof, | think he
woul d have printed it here. And there is solid evidence agai nst



him?” Belamgestured with his scholar’s hands, frail fingers
unsure of technicalities but still grasping firmy whatever
they were required to grasp. “ It seens that if our globe did
make a yearly journey round the sun, the relative positions of
the fixed stars should appear to us to change fromnonth to
nont h, as we approached certain constellations or drew away
fromthem And no such displacenent of the stars can be
observed.”

Vi car Nabur was noddi ng, | ooking satisfied.
Bel am made a shruggi ng gesture. “ O course, it is possible to
argue that the stars are sinply too distant for our
nmeasurenents to di scover such displacenent. Vincento will

al ways have argunents, if he wants to use them . . . | fear
that no other astrononer is going to be able to prove him
wrong, much as sone of themwould love to do so. No, | think we

must admt that the celestial appearances would be essentially
the sane if we did go round the sun.”

“ That is enough for any reasonable man to say.”
“ Exactly, ny Vicar. As | wote Vincento, where there is |ack
of other certainty, we have no excuse for turning our backs on
tradition and substituting strained interpretations for the
pl ain meaning of the Holy Witings.” Belanmis voice was rising
gradual |y, achieving the tone of power that it would have in
court. “ W of the Tenple have the sol enm duty before God to
uphold the truth that those

Witings reveal. And, ny Vicar, what | wote to Vincento
fifteen years ago is still true today—I| have never been shown
any proof of the notion of the world we stand on, and so |
cannot believe that any such proof or any such notion exists!”

The vicar had resunmed his seat. Now his face was gentle, as he
rai sed his hands, then clanped them down decisively on the arns

of his ornate work-chair. “ Then it is our decision that you
and the other Defenders nust proceed with the trial.” Nabur
spoke regretfully at first, though as he went on his anger
gradual ly returned, |ess vehenent than it had been. “ W do not

doubt that he can be convicted of violating your injunction.
But understand, we have no wish to visit any great puni shnent
upon our erring son.”

Bel am bowed his grateful assent to that.
Nabur went on, “ In charity we grant that he intended no attack
upon the Faith and no insult to our person. He is only
headstrong, and stubborn, and intenperate in debate. And sadly
| acking in gratitude and hum lity! He nust be taught that he
cannot set hinself up as a superior authority on all matters
tenporal and spiritual. . . . Did he not once attenpt to
| ecture you on theol ogy?”

Bel am once nore inclined his head in assent, neanwhile sharply
war ni ng hinmsel f that he nust guard agai nst taking any personal
satisfaction in Vincento' s approaching humliation.

Even now Nabur could not let the subject drop, not yet. “ Ah, |
could curse the man! In the past, we ourself have been anong
the first to heap praise on his achi evenents. W have granted
hi m hours of private audi ence. W have shown himfriendliness
to a degree we do not always extend to princes! Before



ascending to this chair, we ourself once even wote a panphl et
in his praise! And now, how are we repai d?”

“ | understand, ny Vicar.”

k k k
“ 1 see you have requested assignnent to one particular tine,
Col onel (Odegard.” Col onel Lukas spoke the words around his

cigar, while at the sanme tine using the formal style of
address. He was a sonetinme drinking acquai ntance of Derron’s,
who might be finding it alittle difficult to strike the right
bal ance in his role today of exam ning psychologist. If he had
been a close friend of Derron’s he woul d probably have
disqualified hinmself as exam ner. But what close friends did
Derron have these days anong the |iving? There was Chan Anling

an old classmate, yes. Bosom buddy, no. The fact was that
he had none.

Lukas was | ooking at him “ Yes, | did,” Derron answered,
somewhat tardily.
Lukas shifted his cigar. “ The two days Vincento spends near

the town of G bbog, delayed on his way to his trial
Waiting to cross a flooded river. Had you any particul ar
reason for wanting that tinme?”
Ch, yes, he had. He had not put it into words, however, even
for hinself, and was not about to try to do so now. “ Just that

| know the | ocale very well. | once spent a |long holiday there.
It was one of those places that didn't change very nmuch in
three or four hundred years.” O course, the town and

cat hedral of Q bbog, like all the other surface |andnmarks of

the planet, were now in the past tense. Derron’ s particul ar
reason was that the long holiday there had been with her. He
caught hinself sliding forward tensely on his chair again and
forced hinself to slunp a little and rel ax.

Squi nting through his cigar snoke, Col onel Lukas shuffled
uncertainly through the papers on his desk and then threw one
of his sneaky fast balls. “ Have you any particul ar reason for
wanting to be an agent at all?”

For Derron that question inmediately called up an i mage of Matt
and Ay, two fornms blending nore and nore into a single kingly
figure as they receded fromthe noving nonent of the present.
Their heroic image seened to be growing steadily larger with

di stance, the way a nountain in the old days on the surface had
sonetinmes seened to swell as you hiked away fromit.

But that was not the sort of reason a man could tal k about; at
| east not without all of a sudden sounding far too noble and
dedi cat ed.

Derron made hinself slide back in his chair again. “ Wll, as |
said, | know the period very well. | believe I can do a good
job. Like everyone else, | want to win the war.” He was
uttering noble sentinents after all, and too many of them
Better stretch it into a joke. “ | want prestige, | suppose.
Acconpl i shnment. Pronotion. You nane it. Did | hit the right one
yet ?”

“ What is the right one?” Lukas shrugged glumy. “ I don't
know why I'mrequired to ask that—why does anyone want to be
an agent?” He shaped his papers into a neat stack before him



“ Now, Colonel. Just one nore thing | want to bring up before
certifying you as good agent material. That is the matter of
your personal religious views.”

“1"mnot religious.”

“ How do you feel about religion?”

Rel ax, relax. “ Well, frankly, | think that gods and tenples
are fine things for people who need crutches. | haven't
yet found any necessary.”

“1 see. | think this is a valid psychol ogi cal point which
shoul d be rai sed, because there are dangers inherent in sending
back to Vincento's time anyone who is likely to find hinself
susceptible to ideological fever.” Lukas made an apol ogetic
gesture. “ You as an historian understand better than | how

t hi ck dogmas and doctrines are in the air back there. Religious
and phil osophi cal controversy seens to draw all the energy of
that era.”

“ Yes.” Derron nodded. “ | see what you nean. You don’t want a
fanatic of any stripe. Well, I'"mnot what they call a mlitant
atheist. My conscience will let ne play any part that’s
necessary.” Maybe he was explai ning too nuch, talking too
much, but he had to nake this point, he had to be allowed to
go. “1’'Il be a rabid nonk and spit on Vincento if required.”

“1 don’t suppose Tinme Ops will ask that of you. Al right,
then, Derron. You're in.”

And Derron tried not to show too nuch relief.
What Operations really decided was that he would do best in the
part of a traveling scholar. They gave hi ma name—Val zay—and
started to build for himan identity that had never
historically existed. He was supposedly from Mosnar, a country
distant from Vincento’s but for the nost part faithful to the
Holy Tenple. Val zay was to be one of the itinerant
intell ectuals of Vincento's tinme, who wandered sonewhat |ike
sacred cows across mnor political and | anguage boundari es,
fromone university or wealthy patron to another.

Derron and a dozen ot her chosen agents, nostly nmale, were
rushed into preparation. Wirking singly or in pairs, they were
to keep Vincento under practically continuous observation
during the now doubly critical days of his life just preceding
his trial and during it. Each agent or teamwould remain on the
job for a day or two and then be relieved by another. Chan
Aming, now a captain, was assigned as Derron’s team partner;

t hey woul d not often be together on the job, but would
alternate in keeping Vincento nore or less in sight. Aming was
to play the role of one of the wandering friars who in
Vincento’s day were quite nunerous, and for the nost part only
| oosel y disciplined.

The program of preparation was hurried and rugged, begi nning
with the surgical 1nplantation of comunications transducers in
j awbone and skull. This woul d enabl e each agent to renmain in
contact with Operations w thout having to munbl e al oud or wear
anyt hi ng as bul ky as a hel net.

There were speech and manners to be rehearsed, sonme know edge
of events current in Vincento's day to be nmenorized, and sone
know edge to be repressed, of events in the i mediate future of
that tinme. There were the techni ques of comunications and



weaponry to be nastered— all this in a few days.

Ami d his fatigue and concentration, Derron noticed al nost

Wi t hout surprise that Lisa was now working in Operations, one
of the calmvoiced girls who relayed orders and information to
I ndi vi dual sentries and could do the sane for slave-unit
operators, or for live agents when sone of themtook the field.

He had only scraps of free tine now and nade no effort to use
any of it to speak to her. The know edge that he was on his way
back to O bbog had crowded al nost everything el se out of his
mnd. He felt like a man going to a rendezvous with his own
true |l ove; the people of flesh and bl ood around him Lisa

i ncl uded, took on the senbl ance of shadows for himeven as the
dead past grew nore vivid.

Then one day, as he and Amling sat in folding chairs at the
side of Stage Three, resting between behavior drills, Lisa cane
wal ki ng past and stopped.

‘ Derron, I want to wi sh you success.”

‘ Thanks. Pull up a chair, if you like.”

She did. AmMing decided he wanted to stretch his | egs, and

he anbl ed away.

Lisa said, “ Derron, | shouldn’t have accused you of killing
Matt. | know you didn't want himto die, that you felt as bad
as | did about it. \Wat happened to himwasn't your fault.”
She was speaking |ike someone who had |ost a friend anong ot her
friends in war. Not |ike sonmeone whose |ife had been destroyed

with the life of her beloved. “ I’ve just been nmastering nmy own
internal difficulties— you know about that—but that’s no
excuse for what | said. | should have known you better. I’ m
sorry.”

“1t’s all right.” Derron shifted unconfortably in his chair,
sorry that she felt so bad about it. “ Really, it’s . . . Lisa,
| thought you and I m ght have had—sonething. | suppose not

the whole thing there can be between a nan and a woran, but
still sonething good.”

She | ooked away fromhim a faint frown creasing her forehead.
“ 1 had some feeling like that about Matt. But that nmuch of a
feeling would never be enough for ne.”

He went on hurriedly. * As far as anything permanent and
tremendous is concerned, well, I've tried that already, once in
ny life. And I'mstill up to ny neck init, as you nay have

noticed. I'msorry, I’ve got to get noving.” And he junped up
out of his chair and hurried to where AmMing and the others
were not yet ready for him

When the day cane for the drop, the costuners dressed Derron in
clothing that was slightly worn but good, suitable for a fairly
successful gentleman-scholar on his travels far fromhonme. In
hi s haversack they placed a reasonabl e supply of food, along
with a flask of brandy. Into his wallet went a noderate sum of
the proper coins, silver and gold, and also a forged letter of
credit on an Enpire City bank. They hoped he woul d not need
much noney, and plans did not call for himto get to within a
hundred mles of the Holy City. But just in case.

Chan Amling was issued a sonewhat worn and soiled gray friar’s



habit, but very little else, in keeping with his nmendi cant

role. He did half-seriously request perm ssion to take along a
pair of dice, arguing that he would not be the first friar in
history to go so arnmed. But Tinme Ops was soon able to establish
t hat such equi pnent was scarcely standard issue for religious,
even in Vincento' s tine, and he turned down the request.

Bot h Derron and Chan had hung around their necks abom nably
carved wooden wedge-synbols. The inages differed in detail of
design, but each was big enough to conceal the bulk of a

m ni aturi zed conmuni cator, as well as being too ugly and cheap-
| ooki ng for anyone to want to steal. If any of Vincento’s

cont enporaries should be noved to wonder audi bly why Derron
wore such a thing, he was to say that it was a present fromhis
wife.

From an arsenal assenbled in Stage Three, Odegard and Aniing
were issued sturdy travelers’ staffs. These again were
dissimlar in outer detail, but both were nmuch nore effective
weapons than they appeared to be. Al of the agents were arned,
with staffs or other innocent-appearing devices; they were all
to be dropped within half a m nute of one another, present-
time, though, of course, they were to arrive in different

pl aces and on different days.

Their processing for this m ssion had been too hurried and with
too nuch individual attention for themto get to know one

anot her very well. But during the |ast few m nutes before the
drop, as the masquer ade-costunmed group bade one anot her good

| uck and good berserker hunting, there was an atnosphere of

j oking canaraderie in Stage Three.

Derron felt it. It crossed his mnd that once again he had good
friends anong the living. The | aunching file formed on order,
and he took his place in it calmy, |ooking forward over short
Chan Amling’ s gray-cow ed head.

Aming turned his head slightly. “ Five will get you ten,” he

whi spered, “ that |I land up to ny crotch in nud sonepl ace. Qut
of sight of the bloody road, at |east.”
“ No bet,” said Derron automatically, as the count began. The

| ine nmoved briskly forward, one figure after another in front
of himabruptly vani shing fromhis sight.

Am i ng made sone | ast remark that Derron could not catch
and then Aming too was gone.

It was Derron’s turn. He swung a booted foot in a |ong
stride out over the mercurial |aunching circle, then brought it
down.

He was standing in darkness, and around himwas the

unm st akabl e, never-to-be-forgotten feeling of open air. Except
for a nere whisper of breeze and a drizzle of rain, he was

i mersed in an echol ess silence, a great |oneliness in which
his materialization nust have passed unnoticed. Good.

“ Reverend Brother?” he inquired of the darkness in a | ow

voi ce, speaking in Vincento' s | anguage. There was no answer;
Am ing m ght well have come down in sonme nud hol e out of sight
of the road. He had a knack for achieving what he was willing
to bet on.



As Derron’s eyes grew nore accustoned to the gloom he realized
that the hard surface under his own boots did indeed seemto be
the stones of the old Enpire highway that passed through

QO bbog. Operations had put at |least half of the teamspatially
on the bull’s-eye, then. Wether they had done as well
tenporally remained to be seen, though rain and darkness were
reassuring signs.

Subvocalizing, Derron tried to reach Operations for a routine
check-in, but the comuni cator seened utterly dead. Sone kind
of paradox-1oop woul d be bl ocking contact. Such things cropped
up now and then; there was nothing to do but hope that the
condition would not |ast |ong.

He waited the agreed-upon few m nutes for Aming, meanwhile
opening his staff at one end and consulting the conpass thus
reveal ed, to nake sure of the direction he was facing on the
road. Then, after calling once nore to his reverend brother
with no result, he began to wal k, boots clopping solidly on the
pavenent. Lightning flashed distantly at irregular intervals.
He drank deep breaths of the washed air.

He had not gone far before the transducer behind his ear gave

hima sudden twinge. “ ... QOdegard, can you read ne yet?
Col onel COdegard ...” The nmale voice sounded weary and bored.
“ This is Colonel COdegard; | read you.”
“ Colonel!” Sudden excitenment. Of mke: “ W’ ve got
contact, sir!” Back on: “ Colonel, it’s plus tw days and

three hours here since you were dropped. Tine scal e has
been slipping.”

“ Understand.” Derron kept his speech subvocal. *“ |’ m about
plus five mnutes since dropping. Still on the road in the
rain, at night. No contact with Anling yet.”

Qdegard, you’'re blurring on the screens.” It was Tine Ops’

voi ce speaking now. “ But it |looks Iike you re farther fromthe

cat hedral than we intended, just about two mles. You may be
outside the safety zone, so get in closer to Vincento as fast
as possible.” By “ safety zone,” of course, Tine Ops neant

the zone of protection against any direct violence fromthe

berserker, a zone created by the intense concentration of

sentry observation round Vincento's lifeline. “ W’ ve just
pul | ed out the team ahead of you. They report all’s well wth

Vi ncento. You say you haven't seen Amling yet.”

“ Right.” Derron stepped up his pace a trifle, though he was
having to tap along with his staff to be sure of not
fl oundering off the pavenent into the mnud.

“ W haven't found himeither. Can't see his line in this
blurring on the screens. It may be just the tine-slippage and a
par adox- | oop.”

Lightning flared directly ahead of Derron, obligingly show ng
himthat his road ran straight for some distance in that
direction and giving hima glinpse of the cathedral spire,

whi ch was farther off than it should have been. He supposed it
was about two mles away.

He reported this to Operations, nmeanwhile puzzling over
sonething el se that the Iightning had shown hi m—a dully
gl eami ng object in the center of the road ahead, |ying atop a



line or thin trench that seenmed to have been scratched or dug
across the pavenent

. I"’mjust comng up to it now Looks like ...”

It was soft to the prodding tip of his staff. He waited for
the lightning, which flashed again in a few seconds.
‘“ Never mnd trying to contact Amling anynore.” The body was
quite naked; it could have been here a day or an hour. Derron
stood over it, describing the situation as best he coul d. Human
robbers m ght have stolen a staff and even a cheap pectoral
wedge, but would they have taken a friar’s habit? .

He bent to touch the deep scratch mark that cut across the road
beneath the body. No nedi eval tool had nmade that rul er-straight
slice through stone; quite likely it had been carved by the
sanme cybernetic Iinb that had renoved the back of Anming’ s
head.

“Qps, | think it’s marked the boundary of the safety zone
for us. To let us know that it knows about it.”
‘ Yes, yes, you may be right, Qdegard, but never mnd that now.
You just nmove in close to Vincento quickly. Protect yourself.”

He was noving that way al ready, wal ki ng backward and hol di ng
his staff like arifle while all his senses probed as best they
could the rainy night through which he had just passed. Not
that all his alertness would do himany good, if the eneny was
out there and able to strike.

But Derron |ived. After a hundred paces he turned and wal ked
normal |y ahead, once nore naking good tine. The berserker had
killed casually, in passing, leaving its mark |ike sone defiant
human outlaw. And then it had gone on to its nore pressing

busi ness here.

By the tine Derron had reached the place where the road bent
sharply to the left toward the washed-out bridge, the |ightning
had gone on over the horizon; he felt rather than saw the bul k

of the hill and its cathedral ahead of himand above. But
nearer, close by the side of the road, he could nake out the
nonastery’s high wall, the tunbled stones of what had been an

arched gateway, and the remants of a broken gate. And when he
stood just before the gateway he coul d distinguish, just

i nside, a coach that he knew nust be Vincento' s; standing
deserted in a puddle. Fromthe shelter of a cloister came the
gentl e munbling and grunting of | oad-beasts. Derron paused only
a nonment before plodding on through the gate and across a soggy
garth toward what | ooked |ike the nain entrance of the main
bui | di ng, which was a sprawl i ng one-story structure.

He made no effort to be quiet, and the dark doorway before him
pronptly emtted a challenge. “ Who's there? Stand and gi ve
your nane!”

The di al ect was one that Derron had expected to run into. He
stopped in his tracks and, as the beamof a lantern flicked out
at him he answered. “ | am Val zay of Msnar, nmathematicus and
scholar. Fromthe coach and animals | see here, | judge that
you Wi thin are honest nmen. And | have need of shelter.”

‘ Step for’ard then,” said the wary nmal e voice that had
chal Il enged him A door cracked, and behind the door the |antern



retreated

Derron advanced slowy, displaying hands enpty save for an

i nnocent staff. Wen he had gotten in out of the rain, the door
was shut behind him and the lantern brightened. He found

hi nsel f in what nust have been the comon room of the
nonastery. Facing himstood a pair of soldiers, one arnmed with
a crude pistol and the other with a short sword; judgi ng by
their patchwork unifornms, they were nenbers of one of the
mercenary conpani es that were now nmultiplying in this war-torn
| and.

When they could see his gentlenman’s clothes nore plainly, the
sol diers’ manner becane nore or |ess respectful. “ Well, sir,
how d’ you cone to be awanderin’ afoot and al one?”

He scowl ed and swore, winging water fromhis cloak. He rel ated
how his skittish | oad-beast, scared by lightning, had run off
with his light sulky. A plague was too good for that animal! If
he could catch it in the norning, he’ d have sone of its hide
off in narrow strips, they could bet on that! Wth whip-
cracki ng vehenence he shook water from his broad-brinmed hat.

Derron had an effortless feel and skill for acting when there
was a need for it, and these lines had been well rehearsed. The
sol di ers chuckl ed, rel axed nost of their vigilance, and becane
willing to chat. There was, they said, plenty of roomfor

anot her boarder here, because the proprietary nonks had al

cl eared out |ong ago. The place was no tavern with girls and
al e, worse luck, and even firewood was in short supply, but the
roof did keep the rain off. Yes, they were froma nercenary
conpany, one that was now in the pay of the Holy Tenple. Their
captain, with the bulk of his nmen, was now in O bbog across the
river.

“ And if the cap’n can’t do no nore’n wave to us for the
next couple days, why that’s all right with us, hey what?”
For all the jocularity, they still naintained a nm ninal
pr of essi onal suspicion of Derron—he m ght conceivably be a
scout for sone well-organi zed band of brigands—and so they did
not tell him how many sol di ers had been caught on this side of
the torrent when the bridge they had been guardi ng col |l apsed.
He did not ask, of course, but he gathered there were not many.

In answer to a question he did ask, one of the soldiers said,
‘“ Naw, no one but the old gentleman as owns the coach, and his
servant an’ his driver. And a pair o friars. Plenty enpty
cells, sir, so take your pick. One’s about as danp as the
next.”

Derron nurmured his thanks and then, with sone brief assistance
fromthe lantern, groped his way down a vaulted passage |ined
with doorless cells and into one of these, which was pointed
out to himas unoccupied. Built against the cell’s rear wall
was a wooden bunk frame that had not yet been ripped out for
firewood. Derron sat down to pull off his squel ching boots,
while the lantern’s |light receded once nore down the passage
and vani shed.

His boots off and tipped to drain, Derron stretched out on the
wooden frame, the knapsack under his head, a dry garnment from
t he knapsack over himfor cover, his staff within easy reach



He did not yet have the feeling of having achi eved his goal and
returned to O bbog. AmMing s death seened a bit unreal. Neither
could he quite grasp the fact that Vincent Vincento in the
living fl esh was somewhere within a few neters of him that one
of the founding fathers of the Modern world m ght even be the
aut hor of the snore that now drifted faintly down the passage.

Lyi ng on his wooden bed, Derron reported briefly to Operations,
bringing themup to the mnute on his progress so far; then,
genuinely tired, he found hinself drifting toward sl eep. The
sound of rain was lulling, and there was nothing he could do
about getting a ook at Vincento until the norning. Even as his
consciousness dulled, it struck himas mldly odd that his

t houghts were occupied neither with his mssion for Operations
nor his private mssion of return. Not with the staggering fact
of time travel, or the loss of Amling, or the nenace of the
berserker. Sinply with the fadi ng sound of dimnishing rain and
the freshness of the infinite clean atnosphere around him It
was the thenme of resurrection. :

He was jarred out of the beginning of sleep when Operations put
a throbbing behind his right ear. He cane w de awake at once,
with only a mld start, and tucked his carven wedge- synbo

cl oser under his chin.

“ QOdegard, we’'re starting to read through sone of this blurring
on the screens. W can count fourteen lifelines in or near that
nonastery-tenpl e conpl ex. One of them of course, is your own.
Anot her is Vincento’s. Another one seens to be an unborn
child s line; you know how t hey show on a screen in dots and
dashes.”

Derron shifted his position slightly on the creaki ng wooden
rack; he felt oddly confortable and snug, hearing the |ast
dripping of the rain outside. He nused subvocally, “ Let’s see.
Me, Vincento, his two servants, and the two soldiers |’ve seen.
That makes six. And they said there were two friars. Eight,

whi ch woul d | eave six nore unaccounted for. Probably four nore
soldiers and a canp follower who's picked up a little dotted
line she won’t want to carry. Wait a mnute, though—that one
sol dier did say something about there being no girls here.
Anyway, | suppose your idea is that one of the apparent people
| find here will have no lifeline showi ng on your screens—
meani ng he or she is really our hypothetical berserker-
android.”

“ That’s our idea, yes.”

“ Tonmorrow | can count noses and . . . WAit.”
In the darkness of the entrance to Derron’s cell, a shape of
| esser bl ackness becane discrete with novenent. The figure of a
hooded friar, utterly faceless in the gloom cane a half-step
into the cell before halting abruptly.

Derron froze, recalling the hooded robe mssing fromAming s
corpse. H's hand noved to his staff and gripped it tightly. But
he woul d not dare to use his weaponry w thout being very sure
of his target. Even then, at this close range, the staff would
be torn from his hands and broken before he could aimit.

Only an instant had passed since the hooded figure had entered.
Now it nuttered a few indistinguishable words, which m ght have



been an apol ogy for entering the wong cell. And in another
nonent it had withdrawn into the blackness, as noisel essly as
it had cone.

Derron remai ned hal f-risen on one el bow, still gripping
his usel ess weapon. He told Operations what had j ust
happened.

“It won't dare kill you there, remenber. Be very sure

before you fire.”

“ Understand.” Slowy he stretched out again. But al

confort had gone with the last of the rain, and

resurrection was a lie.
When Vi ncento was awakened by a touch, and found hinself in
dar kness, bedded am d danp straw with bare stone walls close
about him he knew a nonent of sinking terror. The worst had
al ready happened, and he lay in the Defenders’ dungeon. The
terror was deepened when he saw t he facel ess nonk-hooded figure
bendi ng over him He could see it by the noonlight which now
filtered through the tiny wi ndow—evidently the rain was over.

The rain ... O course, he was still on his way to the Holy
City, his trial was still to cone! The intensity of his relief
was such that Vincento accepted alnost with courtesy his being
awakened. “ What do you want?” he nuttered, sitting up on his
shelf of a bed and pulling his traveling-rug closer about his
shoul ders. H's manservant WII| slept on, a huddl ed nound on the
dark fl oor.

The visitor’s hooded face could not be seen. The visitor’s
voi ce was a sepul chral whisper. “ Messire Vincento, you are to
cone alone to the cathedral tonorrow norning.

At the crossways of nave and transepts you will receive
good news fromyour friends in high places.”
He tried to digest this. Could it be that Nabur or perhaps
Bel am wanted to send hi m sone secret reassurance of |eniency?
That was possible. Mre likely, this was sone Defenders’
trickery. A man sumoned to trial was not supposed to discuss
the matter with anyone.

“I1t will be good news, Messire Vincento. Cone al one, and be
willing to wait if you are not net at once. The crossways of
nave and transepts. And do not seek to |l earn ny name or see ny
face.”

Vi ncento maintained his silence, determned to commt hinself
to nothing. And his visitor, satisfied that the nessage had
been delivered, nelted away into the night.

When Vi ncento awakened the next tine, it was froma pl easant
dream He had been back in his own villa, on the estate that
had been provided for himby the senate of his city, safe in
his own bed with his mstress’s warm body solid and conforting
beside him In reality the wonan had been gone for sone tinme—
wonen no | onger neant very nuch—but the estate was stil

there. If only they would let himreturn to it in peace!

This time he had been aroused by a touch of a different sort—
the touch on his face of a shaft of norning sunlight, which
cane striking into his cell fromthe high thin wi ndow of the
cell across the corridor. As he lay recalling with curiosity



his strange m dnight visitor, making sure in his own mnd that

t hat had been no dream the sun shaft was al ready noving slowy
away fromhis face. And instantly that notion nmade it a gol den

pendul um of subtle torture, driving all other thoughts fromhis
m nd.

The pendul um he really faced was that of choice. H's mnd could
swi ng one way, tick, and neet in foresight the shane of
swal l owed truth and swal l owed pride, all the humliation of an
enforced recanting. And if he swung his thoughts the other way,
tock, there they confronted the breaking agony of the boot or
the rack or the slower destruction in a buried cell.

It was not a dozen years since the Defenders had burned
Onadroig alive in the Geat Square of the Holy Gty. O course
Onadroi g had been no scientist, but rather a poet and a

phi | osopher. The consensus these days anong schol ars was t hat
he must have al so been a madnman, an utter fanatic who had

wal ked into a fire rather than give over his theories. And what
t heori es had possessed him He had believed that the Holy One
had been no nore than a nagician; that the chief of devils
woul d one day be saved; that there were infinite worlds in
space, that the very stars were peopl ed.

Neither in the Scriptures nor in nature could the |east
justification for any of these absurd ideas be found—so Bel am
and the other Defenders had argued, indefatigably but
fruitlessly trying to change Onadroig’s mnd during the seven
years’ inprisonnent that had preceded his burning as an

I ncorrigible heretic.

To Vincento hinself, the crude physical torture was a renote
threat only. He or any other reputable scholar would have to
show very del i berate and prol onged stubbornness before the

Def enders woul d enpl oy any such nmet hods agai nst him But the
threat would be in the background, all the sanme. At his trial
he would be fornmally threatened with torture, perhaps even
shown the instruments. Al ritual, no nore. But it was not
possible that it should cone to that. They would say, with
genui ne unhappi ness, that a defendant who absolutely refused to
yield to all mlder nmethods of persuasion forced themto take
har sh measures, for the good of his immortal soul and the pro-
tection of the Faith.

So—hi s pendul um of choice was i mgi nhary. He had no real choice
but to recant. Let the sun nove any way they wanted it to. Let
it go whirling around the globe in an insane yearly spiral, to
pl ease the arrogant, short-sighted fools who thought they had
already read all the secrets of the universe in a few dusty
pages of the Holy Witings.

Lyi ng on his back, Vincento raised a hand veined with ropy
vessel s against the slowswi veling torture blade of the sun

But the sun would not be stopped in its notion by any man’s
hand. It nocked himall the nore, making bright translucent wax
of the old bones and flesh of his fingers.

On the floor, WII stirred sluggishly in his rug cocoon.

Vi ncent o barked hi m awake and chased hi m outside to rouse the

coachman, Rudd, who sl ept beside the beasts— Rudd to | ook at

the river’s level, WIIl to make sonme tea and get a little food



ready for breakfast. Vincento had had the foresight to
provi sion his coach well.

Left al one, he began the slow humliating process of getting
hi s agi ng bones unlinbered and ready for what the day m ght
bring. In recent years his health had been poor, and now each
day began with a cautious testing of sensation. But he was not
sick now, only old. And, yes, he was afraid.

By the tine WII came to informhimthat a fire and hot tea
were ready in the nonastery’s common room Vincento was ready
to step forth. Sonewhat to his surprise, he discovered when he
entered the conmon room that another wayfarer had arrived
during the night, a youngster who introduced hinself as Val zay
of the distant |and of Mosnar.

Val zay, as he put it hinself, nade a nodest claimto

schol arship. Hearing this, Vincento studied himnore carefully.
But, for a wonder, the youngster was decently respectful,
seenmng to regard Vincento with genuine if restrained awe, and
murnuring that even in his distant honel and Vincento’s

di scoveri es were known and prai sed.

Vi ncento acknow edged all this with pl eased nods, neanwhile

si pping his breakfast tea and wondering if this youth was the
bearer of the good news he was supposed to hear this norning
fromsoneone in the cathedral. Mght it after all be a word of
hope from Nabur? He scow ed. No, he would not |et hinself hope,
| i ke a vassal, for another man’s ki ndness, not even when the
other was the Vicar of the Holy One hinsel f. He strai ghtened
hi s back. Anyway, he was not going to rush up the hill to the
tenpl e at once.

Rudd cane to report that the river was no | onger rising, but
was still too high and dangerous for anyone to think of trying
to ford it here. In one nore day it woul d probably be safe.

So Vincento took his time at finishing his tea and consum ng a
little food. He left word with Rudd to take sone food to the
two friars and then strolled leisurely out into the sunshine to
warm his bones. If he cane late to his trial, there were plenty
of witnesses here to tell the reason. Let the Defenders inveigh
against the river, if they liked. No doubt the torrent, in
deference to their superior know edge of the Holy Witings,
woul d dry up. No doubt all of nature would do their bidding; it
was |ikely the ruined bridge here would rebuild itself if they
came to threaten the stones of torture.

But no, away with such thoughts; he nust begin to practice his
hum lity. He called to WII to fetch himhis witing materials
fromthe coach and then he went out through the broken gate to
sit alone in the sun beside the road, with one tunbl ed bl ock of
stone for a bench and another for a table. He mght as well put
his time to use, start witing his statenent of recantation to
present during the trial.

O course, the accused was not supposed to know why he had been
sumoned. Probably the Defenders’ first question would be

whet her or not he had any idea of what he had been charged

wi th. No doubt such an opening sonetines brought unsuspected
crinmes bursting to light fromguilty lips, but in Vincento’s
case there could hardly be any doubt of the reason for his



sumtmons. It had been fifteen years since Belanis warning

i njunction, which Vincento hinself had since managed al nost to
forget. Qther scholars before and since had tal ked of the

hel i ocentric hypothesis with inmpunity and had used it in their
publ i shed cal cul ati ons. But when the Defenders’ summobns cane,
Vincento realized that he had bitterly antagoni zed nmen who were
i n high places and who never forgot anything.

The first paper he pulled fromhis portable escritoire was the
old letter of injunction from Defender Belam |nvoluntarily,
Vincento’s eye went at once to the words, “ no proof of our

gl obe’s notion exists, as | believe, since none has been shown
to ne.”

No proof. Vincento wi ped at his forehead with a trenul ous hand.
Now, with nortal fear to enforce bleak clarity of thought, he
coul d see that the argunents he had conjured fromtides and
sunspots really proved nothing at all about the notions of sun
and planets. The truth about those notions had becone apparent
to him before he had ever thought of the need for proving it.
He had | ooked | ong through tel escopes and he had thought | ong
and deeply about what he saw. Wth eyes and m nd he had wei ghed
the sun, he had grasped at stars and planets and conets, and
truth had conme through some inward door, |ike a revel ation.

H s enem es who cried himdown were, of course, far |esser nen
than he. They were stupid and blind in their refusal, or their
inability, to see what he showed themas the truth. And yet he
knew t hat those who were to sit as his judges were shrewd
enough | ogi ci ans when they set thenselves to think within their
formal rules. If only there were sone firm proof, sinple and

i ncontrovertible, that he m ght set before them. . .oh, what
woul d he not give for that! H's mnd ached, his fists cl enched,
his very guts contracted at the thought. If he had one solid
sinpl e proof he would risk all, he would dare anything, to
confront and confound his enemes with it, to rub their |ong
arrogant noses in the truth!

But since in fact he had nothing to support this nood of
gl orious defiance, it soon passed. The truth was, he was old
and afraid and he was going to recant.

Slowly he got out pen and ink and bl ank paper; slowy he began
his first draft. Fromtine to time he paused, sitting with
cl osed eyes in the sun, trying not to think.

Derron counted seven soldiers around the breakfast fire, and he
found each of them overjoyed to accept a swall ow of brandy from
his traveling flask and willing enough to tal k. No, there was
no one he had not seen in the nonastery or the cathedral, or
anywhere nearer than the town across the river. Not that they
knew of, and they woul d know.

When he was alone in the privy a few mnutes later, Derron
di d sonme subvocal munbling. “ Operations?”

“ Time Ops here.”
Maybe the Commander never had to sl eep, but Derron hinself was
sufficiently tired and strained to dispense with mlitary
courtesy. “ Count the lifelines here again. | nmake it just
thirteen of us. If you can nmake it twelve, then one of ny
sm | ing conpanions has clockwork for guts. But if you cone out



with fourteen again, then either there’s sonme bandit or
deserter lurking in a corner | haven't seen or you're

m sreadi ng your screens. | think that dotted line at least is a
m stake in interpretation; | consider it unlikely that any of
us here is pregnant, since we're all nen.”

“ W'l recheck right away. You know how tricky screen
interpretation can be sonetinmes.” Time Qps’ tone was quietly

apol ogetic, which was sonehow nore disturbing to

Derron than a chew ng-out woul d have been. It neant that his
position here was not considered so vital that Operations woul d
bend every effort to make things go nore snoothly for him

The soldiers, after finishing their norning neal and enptying
Derron’s brandy flask, had for the nost part settled down to
serious l|oafing. Rudd, Vincento' s coachman, was |eading his

| oad- beasts forth in search of grass. Followi ng the aninals
through the gate, Derron | ocated Vincento, sitting peacefully
al one and apart with his witing materials. Wl |l and good.

Renenberi ng his imagi nary | oad-beast and sul ky, Derron put on
an exasperated expression and strolled along the road toward
the ruined bridge, scanning the fields in all directions as if
in search of his mssing property.

At the bridge-stunp were the two friars, gray cow s thrown back
fromtheir unremarkabl e heads. Judging by their gestures and a
word or two that floated Derron’s way, they were tal king of
ways in which the bridge m ght soneday be rebuilt. Derron knew
that within a year or two there would i ndeed be new arches of
stone spanning the river here. And those arches would still be
standing solidly nore than three hundred years later, when a
young postgraduate history student would cone striding over
themon a hiking tour, the girl he loved striding just as
eagerly beside him Both of them would be enthusiastic about
seeing for the first tine the ancient town and the famed
cathedral of GO bbog. . . . The river would | ook nuch different
then, gentler, of course, and there would be nore trees al ong
its banks. Wiile the stones of the ancient Enpire road woul d
still look nmuch the sane ...

“ May the Holy One give you a good day, esteened sir!” It was
the stouter of the two friars whose voice broke in upon
Derron’s reverie.

The interruption was wel cone. “ Good day to you al so,
reverend Brothers. Does the river still rise?”
The thinner friar had a loving face. In hands that seened al
bone and tendon, he was weighing a small chunk of masonry, as
if he meant to start this mnute to rebuild the bridge. “ The
river falls now, sir. How does the course of your life go, up
or down?”

The fal sehood about beast and buggy seened dreary and
unnecessary. “ That can hardly be an easy question for any man
to answer.”

Derron was spared any further probing for the nonent, as the
attention of both friars had been distracted. Seven or eight of
the | ocal peasantry had materialized out of nud and di stance
and were plodding their barefoot way al ong the drying bank of



the torrent toward the bridge-stunp. One nman wal king in front
of the others proudly swng a string of large and silvery fish,
fresh enough to be still twitching and tw sting.

A few paces away fromthe edge of the pavenent, the peasants

hal ted. Together they bowed rather perfunctorily in Derron’s

direction; he was not dressed finely enough to overawe anyone
and he was obviously not the person the peasants had conme to

see.

The man who carried the fish began talking to the friars, in a
|l ow tone at first but raising his voice as the others began

al nost at once to interrupt him In a few nonents they were al
squabbl i ng over who had the right to speak first and whose was
the right of disposal of the fish. They had cone to strike a
bargain. Wuld the holy brothers accept the biggest and
freshest of this fine catch (“ From nme!” * No, fromme, Holy
Brother, it was ny fishline!” ) and in return say sone potent
prayers for the giver’'s crops?

Derron turned away from what prom sed to becone a nasty quarrel
anong the peasants, to see that Vincento was still sitting
alone. And it was then that the full sunlit view of the

Cat hedral of QO bbog caught hi m al nost by surprise.

The narrowed tip of the central spire held its gilded synbolic
wedge two hundred and sixty feet above the flattened hilltop.
The stones of tower and wall, of arch and flying buttress, were
rich clear gray, alnost shining in the norning light. Inside,
he knew, the stained-glass wi ndows along the eastern wall woul d
be like living flane. If fragile glass and spire had risen from
the dust, then surely she too nust be alive, not only alive but
sonmewher e near where he m ght reach her. At the nonent the
resurrected reality before himheld nore conviction than any
rein of logic. At any second now, her voice might call to him
he m ght be able to reach out and touch ...

There was a splash nearby. The stout friar was wearing a

cari cature-expression of anger, disappointnment, and surprise,
whil e the thinner one stood with a hand stretched out over the
water. A big fish now junped and spl ashed agai n; one of the
slippery catch had evidently escaped.

touch her warmand |iving skin. Now even a detail that he
had sonehow forgotten, the way her hair noved sonetines in the
wi nd, came back to himw th the visual clarity of something
seen only a m nute ago.

Derron’s feet took himaway fromthe bridge-stunp and back
along the road. He noted dutifully with half his mnd that
Vincento still sat alone in the sun. But Derron did not go back
to the nonastery. The hill raised the m ghty cathedral before
him and he began steadily to clinb.

Br ot her Jovann kept |ooking sadly at the peasants, even as he
seened to address his words to the splasher in the water.

‘ Brother Fish, | have set you at liberty not because we do not
need food, but so you nay be able to praise God, who sends al

bl essings—the fish to the angler and freedomto the fish.”
Sorrowful Iy, Jovann shook his head at the peasants. “ W nen so
often forget to give thanks when they are due, so often we
spend our energy instead in trying to get ahead of one



anot her!”

The fishes splashed, and | eaped, and spl ashed again. It was as
if the pain of the hook, or the tinme spent gilling air—or
sonet hing el se—had driven it quite nad.

Jovann | ooked down with new di stress upon this watery uproar.

‘ Be still now, Brother Fish! Enough! Live in the water, not
the painful air. Gve praise and thanks as a fish may naturally
do!”

The spl ashi ng stopped. The last ripples and foam were swept
away downstream
Silence hung in the air. Every peasant’s hands were raised in
t he wedge-sign, and they darted their eyes at one another as if
t hey woul d have liked to take to their heels in flight, but did
not dare. Brother Saile was gaping as blankly as any of the
fish, while he swung his eyes fromJovann to the river and back
agai n.

Jovann beckoned Saile away and said to him “ | am going apart
for an hour, to pray to the Holy One to cl eanse ne of anger and
pride. And also for these poor nen’s crops. Do you |ikew se.”
And Saile was left still staring, as Jovann wal ked sl oWy away
al one, on up the road toward the nonastery’s gate.

As Derron clinbed the steps that sw tchbacked up the face of
the cathedral hill, the irrational sense of his |ove' s presence
faded, leaving himwith only the bitter certainty of her
permanent | oss. It crossed his mnd that at this nmonent in tine
her genes were scattered in the chronosones of sonme two

t housand ancestors. That was as close as he could cone to her
today, the closest he would ever be able to cone. He knew t hat
a solid palisade of paradox-loops would forever bar himfrom
revisiting the days of her life, what he thought of as the tine
of his own yout h.

The truth was that he had never forgiven her for dying, for
bei ng hel plessly killed with all the other mllions, for her
crinme of enptying his world. Maybe forgiving her was what he
had come back to O bbog to try to do. So, he told hinself, do
it. Do whatever is necessary to end it now, today. Cet it al
over with sonehow, out of your systemonce and for all, so that
you can be sone good to yourself and to soneone el se agai n.

By now the roof of the nonastery had fallen below the |evel of
his clinbing feet. Wien he | ooked back he saw the vall ey
spreadi ng out, flood-ravaged now and wilder in its beauty than
he renmenbered it, but still essentially the sane. At a turn on
the stairs he passed a sapling and with a pang of realization
he knew that in three hundred years this slender stem woul d be
a gnarled and mghty trunk, with heavy branches to shade out

t he sunmer sun. And beside it he would stand with her, | ooking
out over the valley, the two of themchoosing a hill for

t hemsel ves—that hill there, oh God, though no trees grew on it
now —where one day they intended to build their hone and raise
the pair of kids they neant to have.

He kept right on clinbing. He felt that if he stopped here now
he m ght never go on, and going on was necessary. Now at | ast
his eyes rose above the | evel of the paved space before the
mai n entrance of the cathedral. His nenory recogni zed the very



pattern of the paving stones here, where her feet and his woul d
one day stand. |If he stood here now, |ooking straight ahead at
remenber ed hedges and statues, his vision bounded by the gray
stone of the cathedral’s front—why, for all that he could see
or hear, holiday and youth and | ove mght still be true, war
and grief no nore than bad dreans passing.

The twi gs of the hedges were green again, with rain and late
spring sunshine. But her voice was not to be heard here, nor
woul d he ever again feel her touch, though he were to stand
here till he fell. And for a nonent he thought he m ght be
going to fall, or to kneel and pray, or to cry aloud, because
t he know edge of her passing fromhimwas al nost too much—but
then, at long, long last, that know edge coul d be accepted.

The process of acceptance was not over in an instant, but once
it had fairly begun he knew he was not going to collapse. His
eyes were none too clear, but he was not going to weep. He was
just going to stand here and go on I|iving.

No, he was not finished yet. To conplete the process of
acceptance and rel ease he had still to go into the building,
where he had spent a norning hel pi ng her photograph the stained
gl ass. He renenbered wi shing aloud at that tine that the
supposed Aut hor of the universe would come out of hiding and
make an appearance in this, supposedly H's tenple; because the
young hi storian had a few sharp questions that he wanted to
ask. Questions having to do with the unnecessary anount of

i njustice in the world.

The great door was just as solidly hung as Derron renenbered
it. He wondered briefly if a wooden door in steady use m ght

| ast three hundred years. No matter. He tugged it open, hearing
t he boom ng reverberation of the broken closure cone back with
repetitions fromthe building s cavernous interior. Just then
it crossed Derron’s mnd that his traveler’s staff with all its
weaponry was resting back in his nonastery cell. But that was
no matter; inmedi ate violence fromthe berserker was not a
danger.

He went in and paced down the center of the nave, which was
only about thirty feet wide between the rows of columms that
divided it fromthe side aisles, but enornobus in its other

di mrensi ons—t hree hundred feet |ong, the keystones of its
arches a hundred feet above the floor. There seened roomin
here for God and berserker both to hide, with plenty of corners
|l eft to conceal sone deserter or pregnant waif whose lifeline
m ght be showi ng up to confuse Operations.

Al ong the eastern wall the stained-glass w ndows fl aned.
Centuries of candle snoke had not yet darkened the high arches.
Most of the cathedral had been built during the | ast
generation; in fact, construction had not been quite conpleted
when this |atest war had resulted in the workmen being ordered
or frightened off the job. Miuch scaffolding still surrounded
colums and clung to walls, here and there festooned with the
wor knen’ s abandoned ropes and cabl es, which were as steady in
the notionless air as if carved fromstone thensel ves. A few
abandoned tools were very slowy gathering dust where they had
been set down.



Whet her because of the conmbatants’ reverence or superstitious
fear, or only through chance, war had not tranpled here. Even
the stained glass was all intact, splintered only by the sun
coming into fire the mld gloomw th richness. The w de steps
that led to side chapels, and nost of the paving of the nave,
were no nore than a century old, still flat and practically
unworn; three centuries and nore of random footsteps woul d be
required to shape theminto standard distribution curves.

As Derron approached the center of the building, where nave and
transepts intersected, a nmovenent caught the corner of his eye.
One of the friars, hood worn over his head here in God’ s house,
was approachi ng himdown a side aisle.

Derron stopped, nodding politely. “ Reverend Brother.” And
then it struck himas odd that one of the nmen he had | eft down
at the bridge should have hurried here ahead of him Peering
closely, he saw that the face beneath the cow was not quite a
face. And the hands reaching out to grab himas the figure shot
forward were dumry flesh, split open now to show the stee

cl aws.

* %k ok

The | eaner of the friars had cone draggi ng al ong, head bowed,
up the road fromthe bridge. He passed the nonastery’ s gateway,
and Vincento was just thinking wwth sonme relief that the man
was going right on by him when at the |ast nonent the friar
appeared to becone aware of Vincento and, after a little
startl ed pause, changed course and cane toward him

He stopped a coupl e of paces away, smling now, a gentle and

bedraggled figure. “ God will reward you, Vincent, for
provi di ng ny conpanions and ne with food.”

“ God knows | have sone need of H's favor, Brother,” Vincento
answered shortly. He supposed the nendicant had | earned his
given nane fromRudd or WII. Curiously, he did not feel

of fended by the famliar form of address; the dusty beggar
before him seened, |like an infant, beneath any question of
st at us.

But Vincento remained wary. It was just possible that this
friar was one of the Defenders’ agents.
The friar was | ooking at the papers spread out before Vincento
as he m ght have regarded sone friend s unbandaged wound.
“ Vincent, why do you waste your mnd and soul in all these
struggl es and di sputes? Their outcone does not nmatter, really.
But one thing matters, and that is the |ove of God.”

The mad i nnocent sincerity of these words all but w ped away

Vi ncento’ s suspicions and coul d provoke hi mto nothing stronger
than a smle. “ It seens you have taken the trouble to |learn
sonething of ny affairs. But, reverend Brother, what do you
real |y understand of ny disputes and why | have then?”

The friar drew back wwth a little quiver of distaste. “ |
do not understand them | do not wsh to; it is not ny way.”
“ Then, Brother, pardon ne, but it seenms to ne you shoul d not
| ecture on what you do not understand, nor stand here disputing
with ne as to why | have disputes.”

The friar accepted the rebuke so neekly that Vincento felt a



nonentary pang of sonething like regret for having spoken it.
And with that the dispute between them if one could really
call it that, was over, Vincento having scored his point with
the ease of an arnored kni ght knocking down a child.

The friar did not turn away before he had raised his hands in
bl essing and nurmured a few words that were not addressed to

Vi ncento. Then he departed at once, wal king slowy on along the
road—once hesitating as if on the point of turning back, then
going on. It crossed Vincento's mnd that he had once again won
an argunment and perhaps | ost sonething el se—though what it was
one | ost on these occasions he could not exactly say. He al nost
called after the man, feeling an inpulse to try to reach across
the gap between then. But he did not call. Really, he thought,
we have nothing to say to each other.

Now t hat he had been distracted fromthe humliating task of
witing his recantation, he did not want to take it up again.
And so Vincento sumrmmoned WIIl, gave himthe escritoire and
papers to take in charge, and then turned his own steps
restlessly upward in the fine sunlight.

Thinking it over now, he decided that the neeting supposedly
arranged in the cathedral was nost probably a snare of the

Def enders—or nore likely, of sonme of Vincento's enem es,
religious or |aynmen, who woul d be eager to trick himinto sone
conprom sing utterance or behavior on the eve of his trial.
Very well, let themtry. He would see through the schene,
whatever it was, before they had gotten very far with it. He
m ght be able to turn the tables on them conpletely. Vincent

m ght fear nen who overmatched himin power, but he knew full
wel | that none could overmatch himin intelligence.

He was patient with his old legs, resting themfor a single
breath after every two or three steps, and so they served him
wel | enough on the clinb. After a |onger pause for rest at the
top of the stairs, he entered at the cathedral’s main door and
tugged it firmy closed behind him He devoutly hoped that no
one was going to neet himsinply to offer synpathy. A
synpat hi zer was at best a secret gloater, having al ways at

| east some inplied claimto be the equal —nore like the
superior!—of the one he supposedly was trying to console. Pah!

Vincento strolled through the nave, a stone-seal ed space too
vast to give the | east sense of confinenent. To his right and

| eft, the vault-supporting colums towered in their parall el
rows. Distance di mnished the apparent space between each
colum and the next, until at fifty paces ahead of himeach row
becane opaque as a wall. No matter where a man stood inside
this unpartitioned space, half of it would always be bl ocked
fromhis view—nore than half, if one counted the areas of the
transept arnms and the chapels.

When he reached the appoi nted neeting place, the cross-ways of
nave and transepts, Vincento could |ook directly up nearly two
hundred feet into the shadowed interior of the tenple’ s mghty
central spire. There were worknen's platforns even there,
reached by | adders mounting fromthe clerestory |evel, which in
turn nmust be accessible by sone stair coiling up within the
wall fromthe level of the floor Vincento stood upon.



In this tenple, built in the grand old style, there were no
chandeliers, and no breezes to swing themif they had exi sted.
If in Vincento's youth this had been his parish house of

wor shi p, he would have had to begin to work out the | aws of
pendul uns sonmewhere el se, and not during a drowsy Sabbath

ser non.

A single cable of great |ength descended thinly fromthe
utternost dark interior of the spire. Vincento' s eye foll owed
this cable down, to discover that there was a pendul um here
after all, at least in potential. For bob, there hung on the
end of the long cable a ball of netal that would be as heavy as
a man. This weight was pulled to one side, held by the merest

| oop of cord to one of the four thick colums that stood at the
corners of the nave-transept intersection.

Looki ng up and down, up and down again, tended to nake an old
man di zzy. Vincento rubbed his neck. But there was an offense
to logic here that was beyond his power to ignore. What use
could the builders have had for such a patriarch of pendul uns?

It could, he supposed, be sonething that they swung when hard
stone and nortar had to be denolished—but that was hardly a
satisfactory explanation. And if it was only a plunb line, why
so weighty? A few ounces of |ead would serve that purpose just
as wel | .

What ever they had intended or used it for, it was a pendul um
The restraining tether of cord, with its single knot, |ooked

i nsubstantial. Vincento thrunmed the taut little cord with his
finger, and the long, |one cable gently whi pped and swayed. The
massi ve wei ght nmade |little bobbing notions, dipping like a ship
at anchor.

The oscillations quickly died away, the stillness of the
cat hedral soon regai ned ascendancy. Once nore cord and cabl e

and bob were as steady as the stone columms in the still gray
air. The pendul um ship was drydocked.
Set sail, then! On inpulse Vincento tugged once at the end

of the restraining cord. And with startling ease the knot

di ssol ved.

Starting fromrest, the weight for a nonent seened reluctant to
nove at all. And even after it had undeni ably begun its first
swing, still it noved so slowy that Vincento’ s eye went

i nvoluntarily racing once nore up into the shadows of the
spire, to see howit was possible that nere length of cord
shoul d so del ay t hings.

A man m ght have counted four w thout haste before the weight
for the first time reached the center, the |ow point, of its
swi ng. Al nost touching the floor, it passed that center in a
snooth fast rush and i medi ately began to sl ow again, so that

it needed four nore counts to clinb the gentle gradient of the
far half of its arc. Then the wei ght paused for an unneasurabl e
i nstant, not quite touching the colum at the opposite corner
of the crossways, before it crept into its returning notion.

Maj estically the bob went back and forth, holding its, cable
taut, describing a perfect arc segnment about ten yards in

| ength. Vincento’s eye could find no dimnution in the
anplitude of the first half-dozen swi ngs. He supposed that a



wei ght so heavy and so freely suspended as this m ght continue
to oscillate for nmany hours or even for days.

Wait, though. Here was sonmething. Vincento squinted at the
pendul um t hrough one swi ng. Then, |eaning against the colum it
had been tethered to, and hol ding his head notionl ess, he

wat ched t he pendulunm s swi ng end-on for another half-dozen

cycl es.

What was it he had cone in here for? Ch, yes, soneone was
per haps going to nmeet him
But this pendulum He frowned at it, shook his head and wat ched
sone nore. Then he started to | ook around him He was going to
have to make sure of sonething he thought he saw.

Some wor knen’ s sawhor ses were standi ng not far away. He dragged
a pair of these to where he wanted them so that the plank he
now t ook up and set across themlay beneath the end of the
pendul ums arc and perpendicular to that arc’s direction. On
the bottom of the swi nging weight he had noticed a projection
like a small spike: whatever it had been neant for, it would
serve Vincento's present purpose well. He laid a second pl ank
atop the first, and slightly readjusted the position of his
whol e structure, in careful increnents. Now on each swi ng the
spi ke passed within an inch of the topnost board.

He woul d nake marks upon the board ... but no, he could do
better. Somewhere in here he had seen sand. Yes, piled in a

m xi ng trough, there by the entrance to the first side chapel.
The sand was satisfactorily danp fromthe |ong spell of wet
weat her; he brought handfuls of it and dunped them on his upper
board. Al ong several feet of the board s I ength he patted and
built the sand into a tiny wall, an inch or two high and just

t hi ck enough to stand. Then, in an interval between sw ngs, he
slid that upper board just slightly forward, taking his sand
wal | into the edge of the pendulum s arc.

A neatly designed experinent, he thought with satisfaction. On
its first return, the noving spike notched his little sand
fence delicately, tunbling a tiny clot of grains down the

m nute sl ope. Then the weight pulled its taut cable away again,
t aki ng anot her sl ow ni bble of eternity.

Vi ncento held his eyes fromblinking as he watched the
pendul um's return. Holding his breath too, he could now hear
for the first time the faint ghostly hissing of the sw ng.

The spike as it noved back to the wall of sand nmade a new

not ch, though one contiguous with the first. Then the wei ght
once nore departed, in a novenent huge and regul ar enough to be
the cathedral’s stately pul se.

And si xteen seconds later the third notch was new again, by the
same margin and in the sane direction as the second. In three
vi brations the plane of the pendulum had shifted its extremty
si deways by half a finger-width. H's eyes had not deceived him
earlier; that plane was slowy and regularly creeping

cl ockw se.

M ght this effect be due to some slow untwi sting of the cabl e?
Then it should soon reverse itself, Vincento thought, or at
| east vary in anplitude. Again he stared up into the high



shadows, oblivious of his aching neck.

If he could, he would soneday, sonewhere, hang anot her pendul um
like this one and study it at leisure. Yes, if he could. Even
supposing that his health held out and that he was spared
prison, it would be difficult. Enclosed towers of this height
were anything but common. In another big tenple or at sone

uni versity, perhaps—but he had no intention of stooping to

col | aborati on.

. . Suppose now that the puzzling sideways progression was
not due to the cable’s unwi ndi ng. He thought he could feel that
it was not, in somewhat the sane way as, after study, he had
come to feel certain of the stability of the sun. This
cl ockwi se creeping had sonething too el emental about it for him
to be able to credit a trivial cause.

Already the width of two fingers had been nibbled fromthe
top of his little parapet of sand.
He wondered how the cable was fastened at the top. Younger |egs
than his would be required to find that out, and Vincento
departed to obtain them Several tinmes in his passage down the
nave he turned, frowning back at the ceasel ess pendul um as he
m ght have stared at an unexpected star.

O it all, Derron had seen only an upper segnent of the noving
cable. He saw even that much with only one eye, for his face
was being held with steady force agai nst the rough planking of
the high platformto which he had been carried, helpless as a
kicking infant in the grip of the berserker. |nhumanly
notionless, it crouched over himnow, one chill hand gripping
his neck and hol ding part of his coat gaglike in his nouth, the
ot her hand twi sting one of his arnms just to the point of pain.

Qobvi ously the machine had no intention of killing or crippling
him not here. Still, his captivity seenmed less |ike a period
of time than a segnent of eternity, neasured out by the
meani ngl ess regularity of the sw nging cable. Having him
prisoner, the berserker was content to wait, which neant he had
already failed. He had not had tinme even to comunicate his
situation to Operations: the berserker had at once known his
pectoral wedge for what it was; it had ripped the wooden
carving fromhis neck and cracked it like a thin-shelled nut,
squeezing the neat of metal and conponents into trash between
its fingers.

Perhaps it thought that he could see nothing fromthe position
in which it held him That was alnbst true. Fromthe tail of
one eye he could just descry that netronom c cable, its arc
narrow at this height, but its slow novenent speaking of its
enor nous | engt h.

At that the cathedral door far bel ow boonmed shut for the second
time since he had been captured. And only then did eternity
begin to cone to an end; the berserker |et himgo-

Slowy and painfully he raised his hal f-nunbed body fromthe
wood. Rubbi ng the cheek that had been ground agai nst the
platformand the armthat had been twi sted, he turned to face
his eneny. Under the nonk’s cow he saw a pattern of seaned
netal that |ooked as if it mght be able to open and slide and
reshape itself. He knew that he was faci ng what was probably



t he nost conpl ex and conpact machine that the berserkers had
ever built. Inside that steel skull, could there be plastic
skin that could evert to beconme the convincing nmask of a human
face? There was no way to tell that much, |et al one guess what
identity it mght be able to wear.

‘ Col onel COdegard,” it said, in a voice nmachine-tailored
to neutrality.
Taken sonewhat by surprise, he waited to hear nore, while the
thing facing himon the high platformsquatted on its heels,
arnms hanging linp. The hands were as anbi guous as the face;
they were not human now, but there was no sayi ng what they
m ght be able to becone.

The rest of the body was hi dden under the shapel ess robe,

whi ch had probably once been Anming’s.

‘ Col onel (Odegard, do you fear the passage fromlife to

not-1ife?”

He didn’t know what he had expected to hear, but hardly

that. “ And if | do, what difference does it make?”

“ Yes,” said the berserker inits flat voice. “ Wiat is

programed goes on, regardl ess of any passage.”
Before he could try to nmake any sense out of that, the nachine
junped precisely forward and grabbed hi m again. He struggl ed,
whi ch of course made no difference. It tore strips fromhis
coat, ripping the tough cloth with precise and even sounds.
Wth the strips it gagged himagain and tied himhand and
foot—tightly, but not so tightly that he felt no hope of ever
working free. It was not going to blunder into being
responsi ble for a death here in the safety zone.

After it had bound him the nmachi ne paused for a nmonment, noving
its cowmed head like a listening nman, searching the area with
senses far beyond the human. And then it was gone down the

| adder in utter silence, noving less like a man than |ike a

gi ant cat or ape.

He could only strain desperately to get free, the gag
choki ng back his curses.
A second group of peasants, fromsone village higher in the
hills, had cone along the road to the cathedral. It was Brother
Saile they nmet first; when they |earned that he was not the
saint and mracle worker of whomthe whol e countryside was
talking, a brief glow of hope died fromtheir faces, |eaving
only bitter anxiety.

“ Tell me, what is it you wish to see Brother Jovann about ?”
Saile inquired magisterially, clasping his hands with dignity
across his belly.

They cl anored piteously, all at once, until he had to speak
sharply to get themto talk one at a tinme and nake sense. Then
he heard that, for several days past, a great wolf had been
terrorizing their little village. The nonstrous beast had
killed cattle and even—they swore it! —uprooted crops. The
peasants were all talking at once again, and Saile was not sure
If they said a child had been devoured, or if a herd boy had
fallen and broken his arm trying to get anay fromthe wolf. In
any case, the villagers were desperate. Men scarcely dared to
work their fields. They were isolated, and very poor, with no
powerful patron to give themaid of any kind, save only the



Holy One Hinself! And now the saintly Jovann, who nust and
woul d do sonet hing! They were utterly desperate!

Brother Saile nodded. In his manner there showed synpat hy m xed

with reluctance. “ And you say your village is several mles
distant? In the hills, yes. Wll—we shall see. | will do ny
best for you. Come with ne and I will put your case before good

Br ot her Jovann.”

Wth a puzzled WII now wal ki ng beside him Vincento entered
the cathedral once nore and nade the best speed that he could
down the nave. Back at the nonastery, Rudd had chosen this tine
to bother himw th warnings and conpl ai nts about the scarcity
of food for the beasts. And when he had di sentangl ed hinsel f
fromthat, his old | egs had rebell ed against clinbing the hill
a second tinme, even with WIlIl’s help. Now as Vincento hurri ed,
wheezing for breath, back to his still-sw nging pendulum nore
than an hour had passed since he had first set the bob in
not i on.

For a few seconds he only stared in thoughtful silence at what
had happened since his departure. The tiny battlenment of sand
had been denvolished by continuous notches, up to the point
where the pendulunmis turning plane had left it behind

al together. That plane had by now i nched cl ockwi se through ten
or twelve degrees of arc.

“WIIl, you ve helped ne in the workship. Now this is
anot her such case, where you nust follow ny orders
precisely.”

“ Aye, nmaster.”

“ First, keep in mnd that you are not to stop the sw ng-
ing of this cable here or disturb it in any way.
Under st ood?”

13 Aye. ”
‘ Good. Now | want you to clinb; there seemto be | adders and
pl atforns enough for you to go up all the way. | want to

di scover how this swi nging cable is nounted, what holds it at
the top. Look at it until you can nmake ne a sketch, you have a
fair hand at draw ng.”

“ Aye, | understand, sir.” WII craned his neck unhappily.
“1t’s longish bit o clinbin’, though.”
‘ Yes, yes, a coin for you when you' re down. Another when
you’ ve given ne a good sketch. Take your time now, and use your
eyes. And renenber, do not disturb the cable’ s swing.”

Derron had nade only noderate progress toward getting the bonds
| oosened fromhis wists when he heard clunsier feet than the
berserker’s clinbing toward him Between the |adder’s uprights
WI1Il’s honest face cane into view,, then predictably registered
shock.

... Bandit!” Derron spat, when his hands had been cut free
and he could rid hinself of the gag. “ Must’ve been hiding in
here sonewhere . . . forced nme up here and tied nme up.”

‘ Robbed ye, hey?” WII|l was awed. “ Just one of ‘enP”
‘“Yes, just one. Uh . . . | didn't have any valuables with

me, really. Took the wedge from around ny neck.”
‘ That’s fearsome. One o' them | one rogues, hey?” Wondering
and synpathetic, WIIl shook his head. “ Likely he'd a slit



your throat, sir, but didn’t want to do no real sacril ege.

Think he mght still be here about?”

“ No, no, I'’msure he was running away. Long gone by this
tinme.”

W1l went on shaking his head. “ Well, You'd better liven up
your linbs, sir, before you starts to clinb down. |’ m
going on up, bit of a job to do for naster.”

“ Job?”

“ Aye.” WIIl was already clinbing again, seem ngly meaning
to go right on up into the spire.

Still on all fours, Derron peered down over the edge of the

platform Vincento s ginger-colored hair marked a toy figure
nore than a hundred feet below. Down there the nysteriously
novi ng cable ended in a dot, a ball of some kind that was
tracing back and forth with sedate regularity. Derron had seen
a pendulum of this size and shape before, somewhere. It had
been used as a denonstration of

Derron’s nuscles | ocked, after a nonent in which he had been
near falling over the platform s edge. He had suddenly realized
what Vincento was | ooking at, what Vincento doubtless had been
studying for nost of the tinme Derron had been held captive. On
old Earth they had honored its earliest known inventor by
namng it the Foucault pendul um

“ Honor abl e Vi ncento!”

Vi ncento | ooked around in surprise and annoyance to di scover
the young man, Al zay or Val zay or whatever his nanme was,
hurrying toward Vincento in obvious agitation, having evidently
just descended fromthe tiny coiled stair where WII had begun
his clinb.

Val zay canme hurrying up as if bringing the nost vital news,

t hough when he arrived all he had to relate was sone inbecilic
story about a bandit. Valzay’'s eyes were | ooking sharply at the
sawhorses and planks and the little wall of sand, even as he
spout ed pestiferous wordage that threatened to tangle

Vi ncento’ s thoughts.

Vincento interrupted him “ Young man, | suggest you give your
recital to the soldiers.” Then he turned his back on the
intruder. Now. If it was not the cable untwisting, and if it
proved to be not sone trick of the nounting above—then what ?
Certainly the bones of the cathedral were not creeping
countercl ockwi se. But yet... His mnd strained forward,
soundi ng unknown dept hs.

“1 see, Messire Vincento, that you have already discovered ny
little surprise.” Derron saw very clearly how the ganme was
certain to go, how it perhaps had gone already. But he al so saw
one desperate ganble that was still open to himand he seized

t he chance.

“ Your—Ilittle—surprise?” Vincento s voice becane very
deliberate. His brows knit as if presaging thunder, while he
turned slowy back to face Derron. “ Then it was you who sent
that rascally friar to ne in the night?”

The detail of the friar was confirmation, if any was needed, of
what the berserker planned. “ It was | who arranged this!”



Derron gestured with proprietary pride at the pendulum * |
nmust confess, sir, that | have really been here for several
days; at first in the conpany of sone friends, who aided ne in
this construction.”

It was a big lie that Derron was inprovising, and one that
woul d not stand investigation. But if it had the initial inpact
that he hoped it would, Vincento would never want to

i nvesti gate.

As he told the silent, grimold nan how he and his inmaginary
ai des had installed the pendulum Derron visualized the
berserker here at work, catlike, nonkeylike, devilish,
arrangi ng nounting and cable and wei ght in order that

“ ... you see before you, Messire Vincento, a firm proof of
the rotation of the gl obe!”
There was a startled gleamin the old eyes, but no real
surprise. Beyond a doubt the desperate ganbl e had been
justified. Now, to see if it could be won. Vincento had becone
a waiting statue, nmouth tw sted, eyes unbli nking.

Derron spoke on. O course, | have foll owed your exanple,

di stinguished sir, and that of several of our contenporaries,
in protecting rightful claimto this discovery while stil
keeping it secret for ny own advantage in further research. To
this end I have sent to several distinguished persons, in
several parts of the world, anagram nessages whi ch encode a
description of this experinent.

“ This to keep the secret yet awhile was, as | say, ny plan.

But when word reached ne of your present—difficulties—I found
| could not stand idly by.”

Vi ncento had not yet noved. “ A proof of our globe' s
rotation, you say.” The tone was flat, suspended.
“ Ah, forgive nme! | had not thought an explanation in detail
woul d be—um You see, the plane of the pendul um does not
rotate, it is our globe that rotates beneath it.” Derron

hesitated briefly—it was just occurring to Val zay that old

Vi ncento had nost likely becone just a little slow, a trifle
senile. Derron put on what he hoped | ooked |like a faintly

i ndul gent sm|e and spoke on, nore slowy and distinctly. “ At
the poles of the world, such a device as this would trace daily
a full circle of three hundred and sixty degrees. At the

equator it would appear not to rotate at all.” Speeding up
gradual ly, he poured in nerciless detail his three and a half
centuries’ advantage in accunul ated know edge. “ Between these

extrenes, the rate of rotation is proportional to the |atitude;
here, it is about ten degrees per hour. And since we are in the
nort hern hem sphere, the direction of apparent rotation is

cl ockw se. ”

From hi gh above, WI| was shouting down to his master, “ She be
nounted free to turn any way, but there be nothing turning
her!”

Vi ncento shouted up, “ Conme down!”

“ ... bit nore study if ‘ee wants a sketch—"

“ Cone down!” The thick |ips spat it out.
Derron kept the pressure on as best he could, switching the
enphasis now to relentl ess generosity. “ My only w sh, of



course, is to help you, sir. | have put aside thoughts of

per sonal advantage to cone to your rescue. |In bygone days you
have acconplished very substantial things, very substantial,
and you nust not now be cast aside. My lance is at your
disposal; I will gladly repeat this denonstration of ny

di scovery for the authorities in the Holy City, so that the
entire world may witness—*

“ Enough! | have no need of help!” Vincento made the |ast word
an obscenity. “ You will not—neddl e—in—ny— affairs. Not in
the | east degree!”

In his contenpt and wath the old man becanme a towering figure.
Derron found hinself physically retreati ng— even as he
realized that he had won his ganble, that Vincento's pride was
i ndeed as nonunental as his geni us.

The out burst of proud anger was short-lived. Derron ceased
retreating and stood in silence as Vincento, shrinking once
nore under his burdens of age and weariness and fear, shot him
a parting | ook of hate and turned away. Now Vi ncento woul d
never use the Foucault proof, nor believe it, nor even

i nvestigate in that direction. He would force the whol e thing
fromhis mnd if he could. The snallness and jeal ousy that were
| eadi ng Vincento on to trial and humliation existed not only
in other nen, but in hinself.

Derron knew fromhistory that at his trial Vincento woul d not
only recant, he would go beyond what his judges asked or wanted
of himand offer to wite a new panphlet, proving that the sun
did after all fly in a circle around the world of nen.

My only wish is to help you, sir. Vincento' s shuffling figure
dwi ndl ed at last to the end of the nave, and at |ast the door
boonmed shut behind him Exhausted, Derron sagged agai nst a
colum, hearing now in the silence the pendul um s unperturbed
repeated hiss. WIIl cane scranbling down the stair to scow
unconprehendingly at himand then hurry on after his naster.

And now even Vincento's tragedy could be forgotten for the
nonent. Real victory and real hope were powerful stinmulants.
They gave Derron energy enough to hurry out of the cathedral by
a side door and go skipping down a steep stair that |ed
directly to the nonastery. If the berserker had not al so
smashed the backup conmunication hidden in his staff, he could
transmt the joy of victory at once to all the Mddern worl d.

The eneny had not bothered with anything in his cell. As he
hurried toward it along the vaul ted passage, an energency
sumons from Operati ons began to throb in the bone behind his
ear.

Brother Saile was puffing, though he had certainly been making
no effort to hurry. The narrow cattle path the friars were

foll owing went nostly up and down hill, winding its way through
scrubby bushes and thin woods. Saile was actually hangi ng back,
and trying, with alnost every | abored breath, to di scourage

Br ot her Jovann from goi ng on

“ |1 thought—to have said a few prayers in the village— would
have been sufficient. These peasants, as you know— are often
foolish. They may have—greatly exaggerated— the depredations



of this—supposed wolf.”

‘ Then ny own peasant foolishness is not likely to cause any
harm” said Jovann, |eading on inplacably. They were m|les
fromthe cathedral now, deep in the wolfs supposed domain.
Their peasant supplicants and gui des had turned back through
fear a quarter of a mle earlier.

‘1 spoke too harshly of them WMy the Holy One forgive ne.”
Sai |l e wheezed to the top of a hill and gathered breath for
readi er speech on the descent. “ Now, if this one beast has
really caused in a few days all the death and danage attri buted
toit, or even half so nuch, it would be utter folly for us to
approach it, unarnmed as we are. It is not that |I doubt for an
instant the inscrutable wi sdom of Providence that can cause a
fish to leap for joy after you have released it, nor do | doubt
the story that is told of the gentle little birds listening to
your preaching. But a wolf, and especially such a wolf as this,
IS quite anot her

Br ot her Jovann did not appear to be listening very closely. He
had paused briefly to followwth his eyes a train of scavenger
i nsects, which crossed the path and vani shed into the brush.
Then he went on, nore slowy, until a simlar file appeared a
little farther along the trail. There Brother Jovann turned

asi de and wal ked noisily into the brush, |eading his conmpani on
toward the spot where it seened the two |lines of insects nust

i ntersect.

Staff in hand, Derron nmade the best cross-country tinme he
could, running fifty steps and wal king fifty.
‘ Odegard!” Tinme OQps had cried out. “ There’s another lifeline
just as vital as Vincento' s right there with you. O he was
wi th you. Now he and one of the others have noved out a couple
of mles; they' re about to | eave the safety zone. You ve got to
get there and protect hi msonmehow. The berserker will have him
cold if it’s out there waiting!”

And of course it would be out there, in anbush or pursuit. The
attack on Vincento had been in deadly earnest, as the first
punch in any good one-two should be. But it was the second
punch that was really expected to get through and do the
damage. And hunmanity had been |l eft w de open for this one.

Running fifty steps, walking fifty, Derron steadily covered
ground al ong the bearing Operations had given him He asked,
* Just who am | | ooking for?”

And when they told him he thought he should have guessed the
nane, shoul d have been alerted by his first | ook into that
| oving face.

In the mdst of the thicket there had been havoc. It had
happened days ago, for the tree branches that had been broken
were now quite dead. And though the insects were still busy
am d the weckage of bone and gray fur on the ground, there was
no | onger much for themto scavenge.

“ This was a very big wolf,” said Brother Jovann thoughtfully,
bending to pick up a piece of jawbone. The bone had been
shattered by sone violent blow, but this fragnent stil

contai ned teeth of inpressive size.



“ Very big, certainly,” agreed Brother Saile, though he knew
little about wolves and had no wish to | earn any nore. He kept
| ooki ng about hi m nervously. The sun was slanting into late
afternoon, and to Saile the forest seenmed om nously still.

Jovann was rnusing al oud. “ Now, what nmanner of creature can it
be that deals thus with a big male wolf? Even as | in ny greed
have sonetinmes dealt with the bones of a little roast fow ...
but no, these bones have not been gnawed for nourishnment. Only
broken, and broken again, as if by sonme creature nore wantonly
savage than any wolf.”

The nane of Brother Jovann synbolized gentleness and | ove to
Modern historians as well as |laynmen, to skeptics as well as the
ort hodox tenpl e-nenbers who venerated himas a saint. Like

Vi ncento, St. Jovann had beconme a towering folk figure, only
hal f - under st ood.

“W’'re just this hour catching on to Jovann’s practi cal
i nportance,” said Tinme OQps’ voice in Derron’s head, as
Derron ran. “ Wth Vincento stabilized, and all our observers
concentrated on the area you're in, we're getting a better | ook
at it than ever before. Historically, Jovann's lifeline goes on
about fifteen years fromyour point, and all along the way it
radi ates support to other lines. What has been described as
‘good-turn-a-day stuff.’ Then these other lines tend to radiate
life support in turn, and the process propagates on up through
hi story. Qur best judgnent now is that the disarnmanent treaty
three hundred years after Jovann’s death will fall through, and
that an international nuclear war will w pe out our
civilization in pre-Mdern tines, if St. Jovann is term nated
at your point.”

When Tinme OQps paused, a girl’s voice cane in briskly. *“ A
new report for Col onel COdegard.”

Wal ki ng again, Derron asked, “ Lisa?”
She hesitated for just an instant, then continued, business
first. “ Colonel, the lifeline that was described to you
earlier as having an enbryoni c appearance is noving out of the
safety zone after the other two. It seens to be traveling at a
high rate of speed, faster than a man or a | oad-beast can run.
We can give no explanation of this. Also, you re to bear five
degrees left.”

“ Understand.” Derron turned five degrees left, as near as he
could judge. He was getting out of the | ow ands now, and there
was a little less nmud to inpede his progress. “ Lisa?”

“ Derron, they let ne cone on because | said I’'d tend
strictly to business.”

“ Understand. You do that.” He judged he had wal ked fifty
steps and began to run once nore, his breath i medi ately

turning into gasps. “ | just want to say—I| w sh—you were
carrying ny baby.”
There was a small, conpletely fem nine sound. But when

Lisa’s voice cane back on intelligibly, it was cool again,
with nore bearing corrections to be given.
% * %
From the corner of his eye Brother Sail e caught the distant
novi ng of sonething running toward them through the trees and
brush. He turned, squinting under the afternoon sun, and with



surprise at his own relative cal mhe saw that their search for
the wol f had cone to an end. Wl f? The thing approachi ng shoul d
per haps be call ed nonster or denon instead, but he could not
doubt it was the creature that had spread terror anong the
peasants, conme nowto find the nen who dared to search for it.

Poi sonous-1 ooking as a silver wasp, the man-sized creature was
still a hundred yards away, running through the scrub forest
silent, catlike, four-legged. Brother Saile realized that he
shoul d now attenpt to lay down his life for his friend, he
shoul d shove Brot her Jovann back and rush forward hinself to
distract the thing. And sonething in Brother Saile wanted to
achi eve such heroism but his belly and feet had now turned to
| ead, leaving himimobile as a statue. He tried to shout a
war ni ng, but even his throat was paral yzed by fear. At |ast he
di d manage to seize Brother Jovann by the arm and point.

“ Ah,” said Jovann, com ng out of a reverie and turning to

| ook. A score of paces away, the nonster was slowing to a halt,
crouching on its four slender |legs, |ooking fromone friar to
the other as if to decide which of themit wanted. Peasants
glinpsing the creature might call it wolf. Shreds of gray
fabric festooned it here and there, as if it had been cl ot hed
and then had, beast-like, torn itself out of the garnent. Naked
and hairless and sexless, terrible and beautiful at once, it
flowed Iike quicksilver as it took two rapid strides closer to
the nen. Then it settled again into a crouching, silent statue.

“In God s n-nane, conme away!” Brother Saile whispered, his
jaws shivering. “ It is no natural beast. Cone away, Brother
Jovann!”

But Jovann only raised his hands and signed the horror with
t he wedge; he seened to be blessing it rather than exorcising.
“ Brother Wlf,” he said lovingly, “ you do indeed | ook unlike
any beast that | have ever seen before, and I know not from
what worl dly parentage you may have sprung. But there is in you
the spirit of life; therefore never forget that our Father
above has created you, as He has created all other creatures,
so we are all children of the one Father.”

The wol f darted forward and stopped, stepped and stopped,

i nched up and stopped again, in a fading oscillation. Inits
open nouth Saile thought he saw fangs not only | ong and sharp,
but actually blurring with vicious notion |ike the teeth of
some incredible saw. At |ast there canme forth a sound, and
Sail e was rem nded sinmul taneously of ringing sword bl ades and
of human agony.

Jovann dropped to one knee, facing the crouching nonster nore

on a level. He spread his arnms as if willing an enbrace. The
t hi ng bounded in a blur of speed toward him then stopped as if
a |l eash had caught it. It was still six or eight paces fromthe

kneeling man. Again it uttered a sound; Saile, half-fainting,
seened to hear the creak of the torture rack and the cry of the
victimrise together.

Jovann’s voice had nothing in it of fear, but only bl ended
sternness with its | ove.
“ Brother Wolf, you have killed and pillaged Iike a wanton
crimnal, and for that you deserve punishnent! But accept



i nstead the forgiveness of all the nen you have wonged. Cone
now, here is ny hand. In the nane of the Holy One, cone to ne,
and pledge that fromthis day on you will live at peace with
men. Cone!”

Derron, approaching at a staggering, exhausted run, first heard
a murnmur of speech, and then saw the figure of Brother Saile
standi ng notionl ess, |ooking off to one side at sonething
conceal ed fromDerron by a thicket. Derron lurched to a halt,
raising his staff but not yet aimng it. He knew now that Saile
was not the berserker. What Operations had reported about the
enbryo-like lifeline had fitted in at last in Derron’s mnd

wi th sonething the berserker had said to himin the cathedral
fitted in to make a wondrous kind of sense. Three steps

si deways brought Derron to where he could see what Saile was
gapi ng at.

He had cone in time to see the berserker-wolf take the |ast
hesitant step in its advance. To see it raise one netal paw—
and with its steel clawfingers gently touch the kneeling
friar’s extended hand.

“ So, ny guess was right; it had becone a living thing,” said
Derron. H's head was resting in Lisa s lap, and he could if he
chose | ook up past her face at the buried park’s real tree tops
and artificial sun. “ And, as such, susceptible to St. Jovann’s
dom nation. To his love ... | guess there’s no other way to put
it.”

Li sa, stroking his forehead, raised her eyebrows ques-
tioningly.
Derron put on a defensive frown. “ Ch, there are rational
expl anati ons. The nobst conpl ex and conpact nachi ne the
berserkers ever built, driven up through twenty thousand years
of evolutionary gradient fromtheir stagi ng area—sonething
like life was bound to happen to it. O so we say now. And
Jovann and sone ot her nen have had anmazi ng power over |iving
things; that's fairly well docunented, even if we rationalists
can’t understand it.”

“ 1 looked up the story about St. Jovann and the wolf,” said
Lisa, still stroking his brow. “ It says that, after he taned
it, the animal lived out its days like a pet dog in the
village.”

“ That would refer to the original wolf. ... | guess the little
change in history we had wasn’t enough to change the | egend. |
suppose it was the berserker’s plan all along to kill the
original animal and take its place during the tam ng epi sode.
Killing Jovann then m ght nake people think he had been a fraud
all his life. But tearing the original wolf into bits was an
irrational, lifelike thing to do—if we’d known about that
sooner, we m ght have guessed what’d happened to our eneny.
There were other little clues along the way—things it did for
no reason that would be valid for a machine. And | really
shoul d have guessed in the cathedral, when it started babbling
to me about passages between life and not-life. Anyway, Opera-
tions isn't as trusting as Jovann and his biographers. W’ ve
got the thing in a cage in present-tinme while the scientists
try to decide what to . ”



Derron had to pause there, to accommobdate a young | ady who was
bendi ng over himwi th the apparent intention of being kissed.

“... Dd I nmention how nice sone of that country | ooked around
there?” he went on, a little later. “ OF course, the big hill
is reserved for the rebuilding of the cathedral. But | thought
you and | mght drop into a Honestead Ofice sonme tine soon
you know, before the postwar rush starts, and put our names
down for one of those other hilltops. ”

And Derron had to pause again.
Not science nor nusic nor any other art enconpasses the ful
nmeasure of life' s refusal to succunb. The pattern is as deep as
the blind growth of cells, as high as the loftiest intellect—
and broader than we can see as yet.



SMASHER

CLAUS SLOVENSKO WAS COM NG TO THE CONCLUSI ON THAT THE battl e in near by
space was going to be invisible to anyone on the planet
Waterfal |l —assum ng that there was really going to be a battle
at all.

Cl aus stood alone atop a forty-neter dune, studying a night sky
that flaned with the stars of the alien Busog cluster, nostly
bl ue-white giants which were ordinarily a sight worth watching
in thensel ves. Agai nst that background, the greatest energies
rel eased by interstellar warships could, he supposed, be m ssed
as a barely visible twi nkling. Unless, of course, the fighting
shoul d come very cl ose i ndeed.

In the direction he was facing, an ocean nade invisible by

ni ght stretched fromnear the foot of the barren dune to a

hori zon marked only by the cessation of the stars. O aus turned
now to scan once nore the sky in the other direction. That way,
toward planetary north, the starry profusion went on and on. In
the northeast a silvery hal f-noon, sone antique stage

desi gner’ s concept of what Earth’s own noon should be, hung | ow
behi nd thin clouds. Bel ow those clouds extended an entire
continent of |lifeless sand and rock. The | and nasses of
Waterfall were bound in a silence that Earth ears found
uncanny, stillness marred only by the wi nd, by nurnurings of
sterile streans, and by occasional deep runblings in the rock
itself.

Claus continued turning slowy, till he faced south again.

Bel ow hi mthe night sea |apped with lulling false famliarity.
He sniffed the air, and shrugged, and gave up squinting at the
stars, and began to feel his way, one cautious foot after

anot her, down the shifting slope of the dune’s flank. A smal
conpl ex of buildings, labs and living quarters bunched as if
for conpanionship, the only human habitation on the world of
Waterfall, lay a hundred nmeters before himand bel ow. Toni ght
as usual the windows were all cheerfully alight. Ino Vacroux
had deci ded, and none of the other three people on the planet
had seen any reason to dispute him that any attenpt at

bl ackout woul d be pointless. If a berserker force was going to
descend on Waterfall, the chance of four defensel ess hunmans
avoi di ng di scovery by the unliving killers would be nil

Just beyond the foot of the dune, C aus passed through a gate
in the high fence of fused rock designed to keep out drifting
sand—wi th no | and vegetation of any kind to hold the dunes in
pl ace, they tended sonetinmes to get pushy.

A few steps past the fence, he opened the | ockless door of the
main entrance to the confortable living quarters. The |arge
comon room just inside was cluttered with casual furniture,
books, amateur art, and small and m ddl e-si zed aquari uns. The
t hree ot her people who conpl eted the popul ati on of the planet
were all in this roomat the nonent, and all | ooked up to see
i f O aus brought news.

Jenny Surya, his wife, was seated at the small conputer
termnal in the far corner, wearing shorts and sweater, dark
hair tied up sonmewhat carelessly, long el egant | egs crossed.



She was frowning as she | ooked up, but abstractedly, as if the
wor st news Cl aus might be bringing themwould be of sone
potential distraction fromtheir work.

Closer to Claus, in a big chair pulled up to the big
commruni cat or cabi net, slouched Ino Vacroux, senior scientist of
the base. Claus surm sed that I no had been a magnificent

physi cal specinmen a few decades ago, before being nearly killed
I n a berserker attack upon another planet. The nedi cs had
restored function but not fineness to his body. The gnarl ed,
hairy thighs below his shorts were not nmuch thicker than a
child s; his ravaged torso was draped now in a fl anboyant

shirt. In a chair near himsat G enna Reyes, his wife, in her
usual work garb of clean white coveralls. She was just a little
younger than Vacroux, but wore the years with considerably nore
ease.

“ Nothing to see,” Claus inforned themall, with a | oose
wave neant to describe the lack of visible action in the sky.
“O to hear, either,” Vacroux grated. Hi s face was grimas he

nodded toward the comuni cator. The screens of the device
sparkled, and its speakers hissed a little, with noise that
wandered in fromthe stars and stranger things than stars
nature had set in this corner of the Gal axy.

Only a few hours earlier, in the mddle of Waterfall’s short
autum afternoon, there had been plenty to hear indeed. Driven
by a priority code comng in advance of a vitally inportant
nmessage, the communi cator had booned itself to life, then
roared the nessage through the house and across the entire
base, in a voice that the four people heard plainly even four
hundred nmeters di stant where they were gathered to watch

dol phi ns.

“ Sea Mother, this is Brass Trunpet. Predators here, and
we’'re going to try to turn them Hold your place. Repeating.

One repetition of the substance cane through, as the four were
al ready hurrying back to the house. As soon as they got in they
had pl ayed back the autonmatically recorded signal; and then
when d enna had at | ast |ocated the code book somewhere, and
they could verify the worst, they had played it back once nore.

Sea Mot her was the code nanme for any humans who m ght happen to
be on Waterfall. It had been assigned by the mlitary years
ago, as part of their precautionary routine, and had probably
never been used before today. Brass Trunpet, according to the
book, was a nanme conveying a warning of deadly peril—it was to
be used only by a hunman battle force when there were thought to
be berserkers already in the Waterfall systemor on their way
toit. And “ predators here” could hardly nmean anything but

ber serkers—unlivi ng and unmanned war machi nes, programed to
destroy whatever life they found. The first of them had been
built in ages past, during the nadness of sone interstellar war
bet ween races now | ong-si nce vani shed. Between berserkers and
starfaring Earthhumans, war had now been chronic for a thousand
standard years.

That Brass Trunpet’s warning should be so brief and vague was
under st andabl e. The eneny woul d doubtless pick it up as soon as
its intended hearers, and m ght well be able to decode it. But



for all the nessage content reveal ed, Sea Mdther m ght be

anot her powerful human force, toward which Brass Trunpet sought
to turn them O it would have been conceivable for such a
nessage to be sent to no one, a planned deception to nake the
eneny waste conputer capacity and detection instrunents. And
even if the berserkers’ deadly electronic brains should sonehow
conpute correctly that Sea Mother was a small and hel pl ess
target, it was still possible to hope that the berserkers would
be too intent on fatter targets el sewhere, too hard-pressed by
human forces, or both, to turn aside and snap up such a m nor
nor sel .

During the hours since that first warning, there had cone
not hi ng but noise fromthe communi cator. d enna sighed, and
reached out to pat her man on the arm bel ow t he sl eeve of his
| oud shirt. “ Busy day with the crustaceans tonorrow,” she
rem nded him

“ So we’'d better get some rest. | know.” Ino | ooked and
sounded worn. He was the only one of the four who had ever seen
berserkers before, at anything |li ke close range; and it was not
exactly reassuring to see how grimy and intensely he reacted
to the warning of their possible approach.

“ You can connect the small alarm” d enna went on
it'll be sure to wake us if another priority message cones
in.”

That, thought C aus, would be easier on the nerves than being
bl ast ed out of sleep by that God-voice shouting again, this
time only a few nmeters fromthe head of their bed.

SO

“Yes, I'll do that.” 1Ino thought, then slapped his chair-
arns. He made his voice a little brighter. “ You re right about
tomorrow. And over in Twenty-three we’'re going to have to start
feeding the mantis shrinp.” He glanced round at the wall near

his chair, where a | ong chart showed ponds, bays, |agoons and
tidal pools, all strung out in a kiloneters-long array, nost of
it natural, along this part of the coast. This array was a
chi ef reason why the Sea Mot her base had been | ocated where it
was.

Fromits sun and noon to its gravity and atnosphere, Waterfal
was renmarkably Earthlike in alnost every neasurable attribute
save one—this world was congenitally lifeless. About forty
standard years past, during a lull in the seem ngly

i nt erm nabl e berserker-war, it had appeared that the peaceful
advancenment of interstellar humani zation m ght get in an inning
or two, and work had begun toward altering this |ifel essness.
Great ships had settled upon Waterfall w th nassive

i nocul ations of Earthly [ife, in a programvery carefully
orchestrated to produce eventually a twin-Earth circling one of
the few Sol -type suns in this part of the Gl axy.

The enornously conplex task had been interrupted when war
flared again. The first recrudescence of fighting was far away,
but it drew off people and resources. A nman-w fe team of
scientists were selected to stay alone on Waterfall for the
duration of the enmergency. They were to keep the program goi ng
al ong pl anned |ines, even though at a slow pace. Ino and d enna
had been here for two years now. A supply ship fromAtlantis
called at intervals of a few standard nonths; and the last to



call, eight |ocal days ago, had brought al ong anot her husband-
and-wife teamfor a visit. Caus and Jenny were both
psychol ogi sts, interested in the study of couples living in

I solation; and they were to stay at least until the next supply
shi p cane.

So far the young guests had been wel cone. d enna, her own
children I ong grown and i ndependent on other worlds, approached
not herliness sometines in her attitude. Ino, nore of a born
conpetitor, swamraces with Caus and ganbl ed—Iightly—wth
him Wth Jenny he alternated between hal f-serious gallantry
and teasing.

“ 1 alnpbst forgot,” he said now, getting up fromhis chair
bef ore the conmuni cator, and racking his arnms and shoul ders
with an intense stretch. “ I’ve got a little present for you,

Jen.”

“ Oh?” She was bright, interested, inperturbable. It was her
usual working attitude, which he persisted in trying to break
t hr ough.

Ino went out briefly, and cane back to join the others in the
kitchen. A small snack before retiring had becone a daily
ritual for the group

“ For you,” he said, presenting Jen with a small bag of
clear plastic. There was water inside, and sonething el se.
“ Ch, ny goodness.” It was still her usual nurselike business
tone, which evidently struck Ino as a challenge. “ What do | do
with it?”

“ Keep himin that last aquariumin the parlor,” 1no
advised. “ It’s untenanted right now”

Cl aus, |ooking at the bag from hal fway across the kitchen, nade

out in it one of those non-human, non-nmanmali an shapes that are

apt to give Earth people the inpression of the intensely alien,

even when the organi smsighted comes fromtheir own planet. It

was no bigger than an adult human finger, but replete with

wavi ng appendages. There canme to m nd sonething witten by

Laf cadi o Hearn about a centipede: The blur of its nmoving |legs .
toward whi ch one woul d no nore advance one’s hand .

than toward the spinning blade of a power saw

O some words close to those. Jen, Caus knew, cared for the
shapes of non-manmalian life even | ess than he did. But she
woul d grit her teeth and struggle not to let the teasing old
man see it.

“Just slit the bag and let it drain into the tank,” 1no was
advi sing, for once sounding pretty serious. “ They don’t |ike
handling . . . okay? He's a bit groggy right now, but tonorrow,

if he’s not satisfied with you as his new owner, he may try to
get away.”’

G enna, in the background, was rolling her eyes in the general
direction of Brass Trunpet, mmng: Wiat is the old fool up to
now? When is he going to grow up?

“ Get away?” Jen inquired sweetly. “ You told nme the other
day that even a snail couldn’t clinb that gl ass—*
The house was filled with the insistent droning of the alarm
that 1no had just connected. He's running sone kind of test,



Cl aus thought at once. Then he saw the other nman’s face and
knew t hat I no wasn’'t.

Already the new priority nmessage was conmng in: “ Sea Mt her
the fight’s over here. Predators departing Waterfall System
Repeating ...”

Claus started to obey an inmpulse to run out and | ook at the sky
again, then realized that there would certainly be nothing to
be seen of the battle now Radio waves, no faster than |ight,
had just announced that it was over. Instead he joined the
others in voicing their nutual relief. They had a mnute or so
of totally unsel fconscious cheering. Ino, his face much
relieved, broke out a bottle of sonmething and four glasses. In
alittle while, all of themdrifted noisily outside, unable to
keep from | ooking up, though know ng they would find nothing
but the stars to see.

“ What,” asked Caus, “ were berserkers doing here in the
first place? We’re hardly a big enough target to be interesting
to a fleet of them Are we?”

“ Not when they have bigger gane in sight.” Ino gestured
upward with his drink. “ On, any living target interests them
once they get it in their sights. But 1'd guess that if a

si zabl e force was here they were on the way to attack Atlantis.
See, sonetinmes in space you can use a planet or a whole system
as a kind of cover. Sneak up behind its solar wind, as it were,
its gravitational vortex, as soneone fighting a | and war m ght
take advantage of a nmountain or a hill.” Atlantis was a | ong-
col oni zed system |l ess than a dozen parsecs distant, heavily
popul at ed and heavily defended. The three habitable Atlantean
pl anets were surfaced nostly with water, and the popul ace |ived
al nost as nuch bel ow the waves as on the shaky conti nents.

It was hours | ater when d enna roused and stirred i n darkness,
pul ling away for a nmonment fromlino' s famliar angularity
nestl ed besi de her.

She blinked. “ What was that?” she asked her husband, in

a low voice barely cleared of sleep

Ino scarcely noved. “ What was what ?”

“ A flash, | thought. Sone kind of bright flash, outside.

Maybe in the distance.”

There cane no sound of thunder, or of rain. And no nore

flashes, either, in the short time d enna renai ned awake.
Shortly after sunrise next norning, Caus and Jen went out for
an early swm Their beach, pointed out by their hosts as the
pl ace where swi nmers woul d be safest and | east likely to danmage
t he new ecol ogy, lay a few hundred neters along the shoreline
to the west, with several tall dunes between it and the
bui | di ng conpl ex.

As they rounded the first of these dunes, follow ng the pebbly
shoreline, O aus stopped. “ Look at that.” A continuous track,
suggesting the passage of sonme small, belly-dragging creature,
had been drawn in the sand. Its lower extremty |ay sonewhere
under water, its upper was concealed am d the hunps of sterile
sand somewhere inland.

“ Sonet hing,” said Jenny, crawl ed up out of the water. |
haven’t seen that before on Waterfall.”



“ O came down into it.” Caus squatted beside the tiny trail.
He was anything but a skilled tracker, and could see no way of

determ ning which way it led. “ | haven't seen anything |ike
this before either. 3 enna said certain species—I| forget
whi ch—were starting to try the land. | expect this wll

i nterest them when we get back.”

When C aus and Jenny had rounded the next dune, there cane into
viewon its flank two nore sets of tracks, |ooking very nuch
like the first, and |ike the first either going up fromthe

wat er or com ng down.

“ Maybe,” Claus offered, “ it’s the sane one little ani nal
goi ng back and forth. Do crabs make tracks |ike that?”
Jen couldn’t tell him *“ Anyway, |let’s hope they don’t pinch
swinmers.” She slipped off her short robe and took a running
dive into the cool water, whose salt content nade it a good
match for the seas of Earth. Half a mnute |ater, she and her
husband cane to the surface together, ten neters or so out from
shore. From here they could see west past the next dune. There,
a hundred neters distant, underscored by the slanting shadows
of the early sun, a whole tangled skein of narrow, fresh-
| ooki ng tracks connected soneplace inland with the sea.

A toss of Jen’s head shook water from her |ong, dark hair.
“1 wonder if it’s some kind of seasonal mgration?”

“ They certainly weren’t there yesterday. | think I’ve had
enough. This water’s col der than a bureaucrat’s heart.”
Wal ki ng briskly, they had just re-entered the conpound when
Jenny touched Claus on the arm “ There’'s denna, at the
tractor shed. I’mgoing to trot over and tell her what we
saw. ”

“ Al right. I'll fix sone coffee.”

G enna, coming out of the shed a little distance inland from
the mai n house, forestalled Jenny’ s announcenent about the
tracks with a vaguely worried question of her own.

“Didyou or Caus see or hear anything strange |ast night,
Jenny?”

“ Strange? No, | don’t think so.”

d enna | ooked toward a snmall cluster of nore distant

out bui l dings. “ W’ ve just been out there taking a schedul ed
sei snmograph reading. It had recorded sonething rather violent
and unusual , at about oh-two-hundred this norning. The thing
s, you see, it nust have been just about that tine that

sonet hing woke nme up. | had the distinct inpression that there
had been a brilliant flash, sonmewhere outside.”

Ino, also dressed in coveralls this norning, appeared anong the
di stant sheds, trudging toward them When he arrived, he

provi ded nore detail on the seismc event. “ Quite sharp and
apparently quite localized, not nore than ten kiloneters from
here. Qur systemtriangulated it well. I don’t know when we’ve

regi stered another event quite like it.”

“ What do you suppose it was?” Jen asked.

Ino hesitated mnimally. “ It could have been a very small
spaceship crashing; or naybe a fairly large aircraft. But
the only aircraft on Waterfall are the two little ones we
have out in that far shed.”

“ A neteor, maybe?”



“ | rather hope so. Otherwi se a spacecraft just m ght be our
nost likely answer. And if it were a spacecraft from Brass
Trunpet’s force com ng down here—crippled in the fighting,
per haps—we’ d have heard from himon the subject, | should
t hi nk.”

The remaining alternative hung in the air unvoiced. Jenny bit
her Iip. By now, Brass Trunpet nust be |ong gone fromthe
system and inpossible of recall, his ships outspacing |ight
and radi o waves alike in pursuit of the eneny force.

In a voice nore worried than before, denna was saying: “ O
course if it was sone eneny unit, danaged in the battle, then I
suppose the crash is likely to have conpleted its

destruction.”

“1’d better tell you,” Jenny blurted in. And in a couple
of sentences she described the peculiar tracks.

Ino stared at her with frank dismay. “ | was going to rol
out an aircraft ... but let me take a | ook at those tracks

first.”

The qui ckest way to reach them was undoubtedly on foot, and the
gnarled man trotted off along the beach path at such a pace
that Jenny had difficulty keeping up. G enna renai ned behind,
sayi ng she would |l et C aus know what was goi ng on.

Moving with flashes of former athletic grace, Ino reached the
nearest of the tracks and dropped to one knee beside it, just

as Claus had done. “ Do the others | ook just like this?”
“ As nearly as | could tell. W didn't get close to all of
them”
“ That’s no animal | ever saw.” He was up again already,
trotting back toward the base. “ | don't like it. Let’s

get airborne, all of us.”
“ | always pictured berserkers as huge things.”
“ Most of ‘emare. Sonme are small machines, for specialized

pur poses.”

“1’11 run into the house and tell the others to get ready
to take off,” Jenny volunteered as they sped into the
conpound.

“ Do that. denna will know what to bring, | expect. 1’11l
get a flyer rolled out of the shed.”
Runni ng, Jen thought as she hurried into the house, gave
substance to a danger that m ght otherw se have existed only in
the mnd. Could it be that Ino, with the horrors in his nmenory,
was sonewhat too easily al arned where berserkers were
concer ned?

G enna and C aus, who had just changed into coveralls, met her
in the conmon room She was telling themof Ino’ s decision to
take to the air, and thinking to herself that she had better
change out of her beach garb al so, when the first outcry
sounded from sonmewhere outside. It was |ess a screamthan a
baf f | ed- soundi ng, hysterical | augh.

G enna pushed past her at once, and in a nonent was out the
door and runni ng. Exchanging a gl ance with her husband, Jenny
turned and foll owed, Caus right at her heels.

The strange cry canme again. Far ahead, past d enna’ s running
figure, the door of the aircraft shed had been slid back, and



inits opening a white figure appeared outlined. A figure that
reel ed drunkenly and waved its arns.

d enna turned aside at the tractor shed, where one of the snal
ground vehicles stood ready. They were used for riding,
haul i ng, pushing sand, to sculpt a pond into a better shape or
slice away part of a too-obtrusive dune. It’Il be faster than
runni ng, Jenny thought, as she saw the ol der worman spring into
the driver’'s seat, and heard the notor whoosh quietly to life.
She | eaped aboard too. O aus shoved strongly at her back to
make sure she was safely on, before he used both hands for his
own grip. A grip was necessary because they were already
rolling, and accel erating quickly.

Ino’s figure, now just outside the shed, came hurtling closer
with their owmn speed. He shook his arns at them again and
staggered. Upon his chest he wore a browni sh thing the size of
a small plate, like some great nmedallion that was so heavy it
al nost pulled himdown. He clawed at the brown plate with both
hands, and suddenly his coveralls in front were splashed with
scarlet. He bellowed words which Jenny could not nmake out.

Claus gripped denna’ s shoul ders and pointed. A dozen or nore
brown plates were scuttling on the brown, packed sand, between
the aircraft shed and the onrushing tractor. The tracks they
drew were faint replicas of those that had |lined the softer
sand al ong the beach. Beneath each saucer-I|ike body, small |egs
blurred, rem nding C aus of something recently seen, sonething
he could not stop to think of now.

The things had nothing like the tractor’s speed but still they
were in positionto cut it off. G enna swerved no nore than
slightly, if at all, and one |inbed plate di sappeared beneath a
wheel . It came up at once with the wheel’s rapid turning, a
brown bl ur seem ngly enbedded in the soft, fat tire, resisting
sonehow the centrifugal force that m ght have thrown it off.

I no had gone down with, as C aus now saw, three of the things
fastened on his body, but he sonehow fought back to his feet
just as the tractor jerked to a halt beside him If Caus could
have stopped to anal yze his own nental state, he m ght have
said he |lacked the time to be afraid. Wth a blow of his fist
he knocked one of the attacking things away fromlIno, and felt
the surprising weight and hardness of it as a sharp pang up
through his wist.

Al'l three dragging together, they pulled Ino aboard; d enna was
back in the driver’s seat at once. O aus ki cked anot her
attacker off, then threw open the |id of the tractor’s tool box.
He grabbed the | ongest, heaviest netal tool displayed inside.

A swarm of attackers were between them and the aircraft shed,
and the shadowed shape of a flyer, just inside, was spotted
with themtoo. As d enna gunned the engine, she turned the
tractor at the sane tinme, heading back toward the main building
and the sea beyond. In the rear seat, Jenny held Ino. He bled
on everything, and his eyes were fixed on the sky while his
nmouth worked in terror. In the front, Caus fought to protect
the driver and hinself.

A brown plate scuttled onto the cowing, noving for denna’s
hands on the controls. C aus swung, a baseball batter, bright



nmetal blurring at the end of his extended arns. There was a
hard, satisfying crunch, as of hard plastic or ceram c cracking
t hrough. The brown thing fell to the floor, and he caught a
glinpse of dull linmbs still in notion before he caught it with
a foot and kicked it out onto the flying ground.

Anot her of the eneny popped out from sonewhere onto the dash.
He pounded at it, m ssed when it seened to dodge his bl ows. He
cracked its body finally; but still it clung on under the
steering colum, hard to get at, inching toward d enna’s
fingers. Claus grabbed it with his left hand, felt a | ance. Not
until he had thrown the thing clear of the tractor did he | ook
at his hand and see two fingers nearly severed.

At the sanme nonment, the tractor engine died, and they were
rolling to a silent stop, with the sea and the small dock

G enna had been steering for only a few neters ahead. Under the
edge of the engine cow ing another of the eneny appeared,
thrusting forward a linb that | ooked |like a pair of ceramc
pliers, shredded el ectrical connectors dangling in its grip.

The humans abandoned the tractor in a wordl ess rush. C aus, one
hand hel pl ess and dri ppi ng bl ood, aided the wonen with Ino as
best he coul d. Together they hal f-dragged, half-carried him
across the dock and rolled himinto a small, open boat, the
only craft at once available. In nonments d enna had freed them
fromthe dock and started the notor, and they were headed out
away from shore.

Away from shore, but not into the sea. They were separated from
deep- bl ue and choppy ocean by a barrier reef or causeway, one
of the features that had nade this coast desirable for life-
seedi ng base. The reef, a basically natural structure of sand
and rock deposited by waves and currents, was about a hundred
meters fromthe shore, and stretched in either direction as far
as vision carried. Running frombeach to reef, artificial walls
or | ow causeways of fused rock separated ponds of various

si zes.

‘“W're in a kind of square | agoon here,” denna told Jenny,
notioning for her to take over the job of steering. “ Head for
that far corner. If we can get there ahead of them we may be
able to lift the boat over the reef and get out.”

Jen nodded, taking the controls. denna slid back to a pl ace
besi de her husband, snapped open the boat’s small first-aid
kit, and began applying pressure bandages.

Claus started to try to help, saw the world beginning to turn
gray around him and sl unped back agai nst the gunwal e; no use
to anyone if he passed out. Ino | ooked as if he had been
attacked, not by teeth or claws or knives, but by several sets
of nail-pullers and wire-cutters. H's chest still rose and
fell, but his eyes were closed now and he was gray w th shock.
G enna draped a thernmal bl anket over him

Jen was steering around the rounded structure, not nuch bigger
than a phone booth, protrudi ng above the water in the m ddle of
t he pond. Most of the ponds and bays had sim|ar observation
stations. Claus had | ooked into one or two and he thought now
that there was nothing in themlikely to be of any help. Mre
first-aid kits, perhaps— but what Ino needed was the big



nmedi r obot back at the house.

And he was not going to get it. By now the building conplex
must be overrun by the attackers. Berserkers . . .
“ Where can we find weapons?” C aus croaked at @ enna.
“ Let’s see that hand. | can’t do any nore for Ino now. . .
[’11 bandage this. If you nean guns, there are a couple a
t he house, sonmewhere in storage. W can’t go back there
now. ”
“1 know.”
G enna had just let go his hand when fromthe front seat there
cane a scream C aws and a brown saucer-shape were clinbing in
over the gunwal e at Jenny’'s side. Had the damed thing cone
aboard sonmehow with them fromthe tractor? O was this pond
infested with themtoo?

In his effort to help drag Ino to the boat, C aus had abandoned
his trusty wench beside the tractor. He grabbed now for the
best substitute at hand, a small anchor at the end of a chain.
Hi s overhand swing m ssed Jenny’s head by | ess than he had

pl anned, but struck the nonster like a mace. It fell into the
bottom of the boat, vibrating its linbs, as C aus thought,

usel essly; then he realized that it was naking a neat hole.

Hi s second desperation-swi ng cane down upon it squarely. One
sharp prong of the anchor broke a segnent of the brown casing
cl ean away, and sonet hi ng sparked and sizzl ed when the sea cane
rushing i n—

e seawater rushing—

e into the bottom of the boat—
The striking anchor had enl arged the hol e that the eneny
had begun. The bottomwas split, the boat was taking water
fast.

Sonmeone grabbed up the sparking berserker, inert now save for
internal fireworks, and hurled it over the side. denna threw
hersel f forward, taking back the wheel, and Jenny scranbl ed
aft, to hel p one-handed C aus with bailing.

The boat |inped, staggered, gul ped water and wall owed on toward
the landbar. It mght get themthat far, but forget the
tantalizing freedom of blue surf beyond .

Jenny started to say sonething to her husband, then al npost
shrieked again, as Ino’s hand, resurgently alive, canme up to
catch her wist. The old nman’s eyes were fixed on hers with a
t remendous purpose. He gasped out words, and then fell back
unable to do nore.

The words first registered with Jenny as:
... do the splashers ...” It made no sense.
G enna | ooked back briefly, then had to concentrate on
boat handl i ng. I n anot her nmonent the fractured bottom was
grating over rock. Caus scranbled out and held the prow
agai nst the above-water portion of the reef. The wonen
foll owed, got their footing established outside the boat, then
turned to lift at Ino’s inert form

Jenny paused. “ denna, |I'mafraid he’'s gone.”
“ No!” Denial was fierce and absolute. “ Help ne!”
Jen alnost started to argue, then gave in. They got Ino up into

need t hem



a fireman’ s-carry position on Caus’s shoulders; even with a
bad hand he was consi derably stronger than either of the wonen.
Then the three began to wal k east along the reef. At high tide,
as now, it was a strip of land no nore than three or four
nmeters wide, its low crest half a neter above the water. Waves
of any size broke over it. Fortunately today the surf was

al nrost calm

Claus could feel the back of his coverall and neck wetting with
Ino’s blood. He shifted the dead wei ght on his shoul ders. All
right, so far. But his free hand, nutil ated, throbbed.

He asked: “ How far are we going, d enna?”’
“1 don’t know.” The worman paced ahead—afraid to | ook at
her husband now?—staring into the distance. “ There isn’t

any place. Keep going.”
Jenny and C aus exchanged | ooks. For want of any better plan at
the nonent, they kept going. Jen took a | ook back. “ They're on
the reef, and on the shore too, follow ng us. A good distance
back.”

Cl aus | ooked, and | ooked again a mnute |ater. Brown
speckl es by the dozen foll owed, but were not catching up. Not
yet.

Now t hey were passing the barrier of fused rock separating the
pond in which they had abandoned the boat fromits nei ghbor.
The eneny noving along the shore would intercept them or very
nearly, if they tried to walk the barrier back to |and.

Ahead, the reef still stretched intermnably into a sun-
dazzl ed not hi ngness.

“Wat’'s in this next pond, denna?’ Caus asked, and knew a
nmeasure of relief when the gray-haired woman gave a little
shake of her head and answered sensi bly.

‘“ Gouper. Sone other fish as food stock for them Wy?”

‘ Just wondering. What’Il we run into if we keep on going in
this direction?”

‘ This just goes on. Kiloneter after kilometer. Ponds, and

bays, and observation stations—I| say keep goi ng because
otherwi se they' |l catch us. Wat do you think we ought to
do?”

Cl aus abruptly stopped wal king, startling the wonmen. He |et
the dead man slide down gently fromhis shoul ders. Jen
| ooked at her husband, exam ned |Ino, shook her head.
Claus said: “ 1 think we’ve got to |leave him”
G enna | ooked down at I1no’s body once, could not keep
| ooki ng at him She nodded fiercely, and once nore |led the
way.
A tinme of silent wal king passed before Jenny at Claus’s side
began: “ If they' re berserkers .
“ What el se?”
“Well, why aren’t we all dead already? They don’t seemvery
. . efficiently deS|gned for killing.”
‘ They nmust be specialists,” Caus nused. “ Only a small part
of a large force, a part Brass Trunpet m ssed when the rest
noved on or was destroyed. Renenber, we were wondering if
Atlantis was their real target? These are special nachines,
built for ... underwater work, maybe. Their ship nust have been
wrecked in the fighting and had to cone down. \Wen they found
t hensel ves on this planet they nust have cone down to the sea



for a reconnai ssance, and then decided to attack first by |and.
Probably they saw the |ights of the base before they crash-

| anded. They know which [ife-formthey have to deal with first,
on any planet. Not very efficient, as you say. But they' ||l keep
comng at us till they' re all smashed or we’'re all dead.”

G enna had sl owed her pace a little and was | ooking toward the
smal | observation post rising in the mdst of the pond that
they were passing. “ | don't think there’s anything in any of
these stations that can help us. But | can't think of anywhere
else to turn.”

Cl aus asked: What’s in the next pond after this?”

“ Sharks ... ah. That m ght be worth a try. Sonetines
they’ Il snap at anything that noves. They’'re small ones,
so | think our risk will be relatively small if we wade

out to the mddle.”
Cl aus thought to hinself that he would rather end in the
belly of a |ive shark than be torn to pieces by an inper-

sonal device. Jen was willing also to take the chance.
They did not pause again till they were on the brink of the
shark pond. Then d enna said: “ The water will be no nore than

three or four feet deep the way we’'re going. Stay together and
keep spl ashing as we go. O aus, hold that bad hand up; nustn’t
drip a taste of blood into the water.”

And in they went. Only when they were al ready spl ashi ng wai st -
deep did Caus recall Ino’s blood wetting the back of his
coverall. But he was not going to stop just nowto take it off.

The pond was not very large; a mnute of industrious wading,
and they were clinbing unnol ested over the low, solid railing
of the observation post rising near its mddle. Here was space
for two people to sit confortably, sheltered fromweather by a
transparent dome and novabl e side panels. In the central
console were instrunents that continually nonitored the life in
t he surroundi ng pond. Usually, of course, the readings from al
ponds woul d be nonitored in the nore convenient central station
attached to the house.

The three of them squeezed in, and d enna pronptly opened a
smal| storage |ocker. It contained a witing instrument that

| ooked broken, a cap perhaps |eft behind by sone construction
wor ker, and a small spider—another inmgrant from Earth, of
course—who m ght have been bl own out here by the wi nd. That
was all.

She sl anmed the | ocker shut again. “ No help. So nowit’'s a
matter of waiting. They' |l obviously cone after us through the
wat er. The sharks may snap up sonme of them before they reach
us. Then we nust be ready to nove on before we are surrounded.
It’s doubtful, and risky, but I can’t think of anything else to
try.”

Claus frowned. “ Eventually we’ll have to circle around, get
back to the buil dings.”
Jen frowned at him “ The berserkers are there, too.”
“1 don’t think they will be, now. You see—*
G enna broke in: “ Here they cone.”
The sun had clinbed, and was starting to get noticeably hot. It
cane to Caus’s mnd, not for the first time since their flight



had started, that there was no water for themto drink. He held
his left armup with his right, trying to ease the throbbing.

Al ong the reef where they had wal ked, al ong the parallel
shore—and com ng now over the barrier fromthe grouper pond—
pl at e- si zed specks of brown death were flowi ng. There were
several dozen of them noving nore slowy than hurried humans
could nove, alnost invisible in the shinrer of sun and sea.
Some pl opped into the water of the shark pond as C aus wat ched.

“1 can’t pick themup underwater,” @ enna announced. She was
twiddling the controls of the station’s instrunents, trying to
catch the eneny on one of the screens neant for observing

marine life. “ Sonar . . . notion detectors . . . water’s too
mur ky for sinple video.”
Under st andi ng dawned for Claus. “ That’s why they’ re not netal!

Way they’' re conparatively fragile. They' re designed for
avoi di ng detection by underwater defenses, on Atlantis |
suppose, for infiltrating and disabling them”

Jen was standing. “ W' d better get noving before we’'re cut
of f.”

“In another mnute.” denna was still swi tching from one
vi deo pi ckup to another around the pond. “ |I’msure we
have at | east that much to spare . . . ah.”

One of the eneny had appeared on screen, sculling toward the
canera at a nodest pace. It looked less lifelike than it
had in earlier noments of armis-1length conbat.

Now, entering the picture fromthe rear, a shark

Cl aus was not especially good on distinguishing marine speci es.
But this portentous and sonehow familiar shape was identifiable
at once, not to be confused even by the non-expert, it seened,
with that of any other kind of fish.

Claus started to say, He's going right past. But the shark was
not. Gving the inpression of afterthought, the torpedo-shape
swerved back. Its nmouth opened and the berserker device was
gone.

The peopl e wat chi ng made wordl ess sounds. But Jen took the
others by an armapiece. “ W can’t bet all of themw Il be
eaten—Ilet’s get noving.”

Cl aus al ready had one |l eg over the station’s low railing when
the still surface of the pond west of the observation post

expl oded. Leaping clear of the water, the premer killer of
Earth’s oceans twisted in md-air, as if trying to snap at its
own belly. It fell back, vanishing in a hill of |ashed-up foam
A nmonent later it junped again, still thrashing.

In the fraction of a second when the animal was clearly
visible, Caus watched the dark Iine cone into being across its
white belly as if traced there by an invisible pen. It was a
short line that a nonent |ater broadened and evol ved in bl ood.
As the fish rolled on its back sonething dark and poi nted cane
into sight, spreading the edges of the hole. Then the

convul sing body of the shark had vani shed, in an eruption of
wat er turned opaque with its bl ood.

The wonen were wadi ng quickly away fromthe platformin the
opposite direction, calling himto follow, hoping al oud that



t he remai ning sharks would be drawn to the dying one. But for
one nonment |onger Claus lingered, staring at the screen. It
showed the roiling bloody turmoil of killer fish converging,
and out of this cloud the little berserker emerged, unfazed by
shark’s teeth or digestion, resuming its nethodical progress
toward the humans, the life-units that could be really
dangerous to the cause of death.

Jen tugged at her husband, got himnoving with them In her
exhausted brain a nonsense-rhyne was bei ng generated: Bl oody
wat er hides the slasher, seed them heed them sue the

spl ashers .

No!
As the three conpleted their water-plow ng dash to the east
edge of the pond, and clinbed out, Jenny took G enna by the
arm “ Sonmething just cane to ne. Wien | was tending | no—he
said something before he died.”

They were wal ki ng east along the barrier reef again. “ He said
smashers,” Jen continued. “ That was it. Lead them or feed
them to the snashers. But | still don’t understand—*

G enna stared at her for a nonent, an al nost frightening gaze.
Then she stepped between the young couple and pull ed them
forward

Two ponds down she turned aside, wading through water that
spl ashed no higher than their calves, directly toward anot her
observation post that |ooked just |ike the |ast.

“ W won't be bothered in here,” she assured them “ W' re too
big. OF course, of course. Ch, Ino. | should have thought of
this nmyself. Unless we should happen to step right on one, but
there’s very little chance of that. They wait in anbush nost of
the time, in holes or under rocks.”

“ They?” Injury and effort were taking toll on O aus. He
| eaned on Jenny’s shoul der now.
G enna gl anced back inpatiently. “ Mantis shrinp is the
common name. They’ re stomatopods, actually.”
“ Shrinp?” The dazed query was so soft that she may not
have heard it.
A mnute later they were squeezed aboard the station and could
rest again. Above, clean norning clouds were building to
enormous hei ght, clouds that m ght have forned in the
unbreathed air of Earth five hundred mllion years before.

“ Caus,” Jen asked, when both of them had caught their breath
alittle, " what were you saying a while ago, about circling
back to the house?”

“I1t’s this way,” he said, and paused to organi ze his

t houghts. “ W’ ve been running to nowhere, because there’'s
nowhere on this world we can get help. But the berserkers can’t
know that. |’ m assum ng they haven't scouted the whol e planet,

but just crash-landed on it. For all they know, there’s another
col ony of humans just down the coast. Maybe a town, with lots
of people, aircraft, weapons ... so for themit’s an absolute
priority to cut us off before we can give a warning. Therefore
every one of their units nust be commtted to the chase. And if
we can once get through themor around them we can outrun them



hone, to vehicles and guns and food and water. How we get
t hrough them or around them | haven't figured out yet. But I
don’t see any other way.”

“W' |l see,” said denna. Jen held his hand, and | ooked at
himas if his idea m ght be reasonable. A distracting raindrop
hit himon the face, and suddenly a shower was spattering the
pond. Wth open nouths the three survivors caught what drops
they could. They tried spreading Jenny’s robe out to catch
nore, but the rain stopped before the cloth was wet.

“ Here they come,” denna infornmed them shading her eyes from
re-energent sun. She started tuning up the observing gear
aboard the station.

Cl aus counted brown saucer-shapes dropping into the pond.
Only nineteen, after all.

“ Again, | can’'t find themw th the sonar,” d enna
muttered. “ W'Ill try the tel evision—there.”
A berserker unit—for all the watching humans could tell, it

was the sane one that the shark had swal | owed— was
centinetering its tireless way toward them wal king the bottom
in shallow, sunlit water. Death was wal king. A living thing

m ght run nore quickly, for a time, but life would tire. O |let
life oppose it, if life would. Already it had wal ked t hrough a
shark, as easily as traversing a nmass of seaweed.

“ There,” denna breathed again. The advanci ng eneny had
detoured slightly around a rock, and a nonent |ater a dancing
ri ppl e of novenent had energed from hiding sonewhere to foll ow
inits path. The pursuer’s score or so of tiny |egs supported
in flowng notion a soft-1ooking, roughly segnented tubular
body. Its sinuous |ength was about the same as the eneny

machi ne’ s dianeter, but in contrast the foll ower was aglow wth
life, gold marked in detail with red and green and brown, I|ike
banners carried forward above an advanci ng col um. Long
antennae waved as if for bal ance above bul bous, short-stal ked
eyes. And underneath the eyes a coil of heavy forelinbs rested,
not used for |oconotion.

“ Qdonodactylus syllarus,” denna murnured. “ Not the
bi ggest speci es—but maybe bi g enough.”
“ What are they?” Jen’s voice was a prayerful whisper.
“ Well, predators ...~
The berserker, intent on its own prey, ignored the aninate
ripple that was overtaking it, until the smasher had
cl osed al nost to contact range. The nachi ne paused then,
and started to turn.
Before it had rotated itself nore than halfway its brown body
was visibly jerked forward, under some striking inpetus from
the smasher too fast for human eyes to follow The krak! of it
cane clearly through the audi o pickup. Even before the
berserker had regained its balance, it put forth a tearing-claw
| i ke that which had opened the shark’s gut from i nside.

Again the invisible inpact flicked froma finger-Iength away.
At each spot where one of the berserker’s feet touched bottom
a tiny spurt of sand junped up with the transmtted shock. Its
tearing claw now dangl ed usel essly, hard ceram c cracked cl ean
acr oss.



“1’ve never neasured a faster novenent by anything that |ives.
They strike with special dactyls—well, with their el bows, you
m ght say. They feed primarily on hard-shell ed crabs and cl ans
and snails. That was just a little one, that Ino gave you as a
j oke. One as long as ny hand can hit something |li ke a four-
mllimeter bullet—and sonme of these are |onger.”

Anot her hungry smasher was now com ng swift upon the track of
the brown, shelled thing that | ooked so |like a crab. The second
smasher’s eyes noved on their stal ks, cal culating distance. It
was evidently of a different species than the first, being
sonmewhat | arger and of a variant coloration. Even as the
berserker, which had just put out another tool, sharp and wiry,
and cut its first assailant neatly in half, turned back, C aus
saw—or al nost saw or inagined that he saw—the newconer’s

| ongest pair of forelinbs unfold and return. Again grains of
sand beneath the two bodies, living and unliving, junped from
the bottom Wth the concussion white radii of fracture sprang
out across a hard, brown surface .

Four mnutes later the three hunans were still watching, in
near-perfect silence. A steady barrage of kraks, from every
region of the pond, were echoing through the audi o pickups. The

vi deo screen still showed the progress of the first individual
conbat .

“ Peopl e sonetines tal k about sharks as being aggressive, as
terrible killing machines. Gtamfor gram | don’t think they' re
at all in the same class.”

The smashi ng st omat opod, i ncongruously shrinplike, gripping
wWith its six barb-studded smaller forelinbs the ruined casing
of its victim—fromwhich a single ceramc wal king-linb stil

t hrashed—began to drag it back to the rock fromwhich its
anbush had been | aunched. Once there, it propped the
interstellar terror in place, a Lilliputian nonster blacksmth
arrangi ng netal against anvil. At the next strike, imginable
if not visible as a doubl e backhand snap fromthe fists of a
karate master, fragments of tough casing literally flew through
the water, mxed nowwith a spill of delicate conponents. Wat,
no soft, delicious nmeat in sight as yet? Then smash again

An hour after the audio pickups had reported their |ast krak,
the three humans wal ked toward hone, unnol ested through the
shal |l ows and al ong a shore where no brown saucers noved.

When |1 no had been brought hone, and C aus’s hand seen to, the
house was searched for eneny survivors. Guns were got out, and
the great gates in the sand-walls closed to be on the safe

side. Then the two young people sent G enna to a sedated rest.

Her voice was dazed, and softly, infinitely tired. “ To-
norrow we'll feed them sonething real.’

“ This afternoon,” said Caus. “ Wen you wake up. Show ne
what to do.”

“ Look at this,” <called Jen a mnute later, fromthe conmon
room

One wall of the smallest aquarium had been shattered
outward. Its tough glass |ay sharded on the carpet, al ong
with a large stain of water and the soft body of a snal
creature, escaped and dead.



Jen picked it up. It was much smaller than its cousins out
in the pond, but now she could not m stake the shape, even
curled | oosely in her palm
Her husband cane in and | ooked over her shoulder. “ denna’'s
still muttering. She just told nme they can stab, too, if they
sense soft meat in contact. Spear-tips on their snmashers when
they unfold themall the way. So you couldn’t hold himlike

that if he was still alive.” Caus’s voice broke suddenly, in
a del ayed reaction.
“ Ch, yes | could.” Jen’s voice too. “ Oh, yes | could

i ndeed. ”



