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| NTRODUCTI ON

I, third historian of the carnpan race, in gratitude to the Earth-descended
race for their defense of ny world, set down here for themny fragnmentary
vision of their great war agai nst our common eneny.

The vision has been formed piece by piece through my contacts in past and
present tine with the mnds of men and of nachines. In these nminds alien to
me | often perceive what | cannot understand, yet what | see is true. And so
| have truly set down the acts and words of Earth-descended men great and
smal | and ordinary, the words and even the secret thoughts of your heroes 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 whi spers
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 al

her tri bes.

They becane aware of the real world surrounding thema universe strange and

i mense beyond thought, possibly hostile, surrounding and shrinking al

Eart hmen alike. Like island savages just beconme aware of the great powers

exi sting on and beyond their ocean, your nations began-sullenly,
mstrustfully, alnost against their will-to put aside their quarrels with one
anot her.

In the same century the nen of old Earth took their first steps into space.
They studied our alien voices whenever they could hear us. And when the nen
of old Earth began to travel faster than light, they foll owed our voices to
seek us out.

Your race and mne studied each other with eager science and with great
caution and courtesy. W Carnpan and our older friends are nore passive than
you. W live in different environnments and think mainly in different
directions. W posed no threat to Earth. W sawto it that Earthmen were not
crowded by our presence; physically and nmentally they had to stretch to touch
us. Qurs, all the skills of keeping peace. Alas, for the day unthinkabl e that
was to come, the day when we wi shed ourselves warlike!

You of Earth found uni nhabited planets, where you could thrive in the warnth
of suns much |Iike your own. In large colonies and small you scattered
your sel ves across one segnment of one arm of our slowturning galaxy. To your
settlers and frontiersnen the gal axy began to seema friendly place, rich in
wor | ds hanging ripe for your peaceful occupation

The alien i mensity surroundi ng you appeared to be not hostile after all

| magi ned threats had receded behind horizons of silence and vastness. And so
once nmore you all owed anong yoursel ves the |luxury of dangerous conflict,
carrying the threat of suicidal violence.

No enforceabl e | aw exi sted among the planets. On each of your scattered
col oni es individual |eaders maneuvered for personal power, distracting their
people with real or inagined dangers posed by ot her Earth-descended nen.

Al 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 voices that conversed only in
mat hematics. Earth and Earth's col onies were divided each against all by
suspicion, and in rmutual fear were rapidly training and arm ng for war.



And at this point the very readi ness for violence that had sonetines so
nearly destroyed you, proved to be the neans of life's survival. To us, the
Car npan wat chers, the withdrawn seers and touchers of minds, it appeared that
you had carried the crushing weight 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 came w thout warning, you were ready wth
swarnmi ng battlefleets. You were dispersed and dug in on scores of planets,
and heavily armed. Because you were, sone of you and sone of us are now alive.

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

What is thought, that nmechanismseens to bring it forth?



W THOUT A THOUGHT

The machi ne was a vast fortress, containing no life, set by its |ong-dead
masters to destroy anything that lived. It and many others like it were the
i nheritance of Earth from some war fought between unknown interstellar
enpires, in some time that could hardly be connected with any Earthly

cal endar.

One such machi ne could hang over a planet col onized by nen and in two days
pound the surface into a lifeless cloud of dust and steam a hundred mles
deep. This particular machi ne had al ready done just that.

It used no predictable tactics in its dedicated, unconscious war agai nst
life. The ancient, unknown ganesnen had built it as a random factor, to be
| oosed in the eneny's territory to do what danage it mght. Men thought its
pl an of battle was chosen by the random di sintegrations of atoms in a bl ock
of some long-lived isotope buried deep inside it, and so was not even in

t heory predictable by opposing brains, human or el ectronic.

Men called it a berserker

Del Murray, sonetinme computer specialist, had called it other nanmes than
that; but right now he was too busy to waste breath, as he noved in
staggering lunges around the little cabin of his one-man fighter, plugging in
repl acenent units for equi prent danaged by the | ast near-mi ss of a berserker
mssile. An animal resenbling a large dog with an ape's forel egs noved around
the cabin too, carrying in its nearly human hands a supply of energency
seal i ng patches. The cabin air was full of haze. \Werever nmovenent of the
haze showed a |l eak to an unpressurized part of the hull, the dog-ape noved to
apply a patch.

"Hel | o, Foxglove!" the man shouted, hoping that his radio was again in
wor ki ng order.

"Hello, Murray, this is Foxglove," said a sudden |oud voice in the cabin.
"How far did you get?"

Del was too weary to show rmuch relief that his conmunications were open
again. "I'll let you knowin a mnute. At least it's stopped shooting at ne
for a while. Mve, Newton." The alien animal, pet and ally, called an aiyan,
nmoved away fromthe man's feet and kept singlenm ndedly |ooking for |eaks.

After another minute's work Del could strap his body into the deep-cushi oned
conmand chair again, with sonething |like an operational panel before him
That |ast near-m ss had sprayed the whole cabin with fine penetrating
splinters. It was remarkabl e that man and ai yan had cone through unwounded.

H s radar working again, Del could say: "I'm about ninety mles out fromit,
Foxgl ove. On the opposite side fromyou." H s present position was the one he
had been trying to achieve since the battle had begun

The two Earth ships and the berserker were half a |light year fromthe nearest
sun. The berserker could not |eap out of normal space, toward the defensel ess
colonies of the planets of that sun, while the two ships stayed close to it.
There were only two nen aboard Foxgl ove. They had nore machi nery working for
themthan did Del, but both nmanned ships were mtes conpared to their
opponent .

Del's radar showed him an ancient ruin of netal, not nuch smaller in cross
section than New Jersey. Men had blown holes in it the size of Manhattan



I sland, and nmelted puddl es of slag as big as | akes upon its surface.

But the berserker's power was still enornous. So far no man had fought it and
survived. Now, it could squash Del's little ship like a nosquito; it was
wasting its unpredictable subtlety on him Yet there was a special taste of
terror in the very difference of it. Men could never frighten this eneny, as
it frightened them

Earthnen's tactics, worked out frombitter experience agai nst other
berserkers, called for a sinultaneous attack by three ships. Foxgl ove and
Murray made two. A third was supposedly on the way, but still about eight
hours di stant, noving at Cplus velocity, outside of normal space. Until it
arrived, Foxglove and Murray must hold the berserker at bay, while it brooded
unguessabl e schenes.

It might attack either ship at any nonment, or it night seek to di sengage. It
m ght wait hours for themto nake the first nove-though it would certainly
fight if the men attacked it. It had |l earned the | anguage of Earth's
spacenen-it nmight try to talk with them But always, ultimately, it would
seek to destroy themand every other living thing it met. That was the basic
conmand given it by the ancient warlords.

A thousand years ago, it would easily have swept ships of the type that now
opposed it fromits path, whether they carried fusion mssiles or not. Now,
it was in some electrical way conscious of its own weakeni ng by accumul at ed
damage. And perhaps in long centuries of fighting its way across the gal axy
it had learned to be wary.

Now, quite suddenly, Del's detectors showed force fields formng in behind
his ship. Like the encircling arns of a huge bear they bl ocked his path away
fromthe eneny. He waited for some deadly blow, with his hand trenbling over
the red button that would salvo his atomic missiles at the berserker-but if
he attacked al one, or even wi th Foxglove, the infernal machine would parry
their mssiles, crush their ships, and go on to destroy another hel pl ess

pl anet. Three ships were needed to attack. The red firing button was now only
a last desperate resort.

Del was reporting the force fields to Foxglove when he felt the first hint in
his m nd of another attack.

"Newt on!" he called sharply, |eaving the radi o connection w th Foxgl ove open
They woul d hear and understand what was goi ng to happen

The ai yan bounded instantly fromits conbat couch to stand before Del as if
hypnoti zed, all attention riveted on the man. Del had sonetimes bragged:
"Show Newt on a drawing of different-colored lights, convince himit
represents a particular control panel, and he'll push buttons or whatever you
tell him until the real panel matches the draw ng."

But no aiyan had the human ability to learn and to create on an abstract
| evel ; which was why Del was now going to put Newton in command of his ship.

He switched of f the ship's computers-they were going to be as useless as his
own brain under the attack he felt gathering-and said to Newton: "Situation
Zonbi e. "

The ani mal responded instantly as it had been trained, seizing Del's hands
with firminsistence and draggi ng themone at a tinme down beside the comrand
chair to where the fetters had been install ed.



Hard experience had taught nen sonmethi ng about the berserkers' mnd weapon,

al t hough its principles of operation were still unknown. It was slowin its
onslaught, and its effects could not be steadily maintained for nore than
about two hours, after which a berserker was evidently forced to turn it off
for an equal time. But while in effect, it robbed any human or el ectronic
brain of the ability to plan or to predict-and left it unconscious of its own
i ncapacity.

It seened to Del that all this had happened before, maybe nore than once.

Newt on, that funny fellow, had gone too far with his pranks; he had abandoned
the little boxes of colored beads that were his favorite toys, and was noving
the controls around at the lighted panel. Unwilling to share the fun with
Del, he had tied the man to his chair sonehow. Such behavior was really

i ntol erabl e, especially when there was supposed to be a battle in progress.
Del tried to pull his hands free, and called to New on.

Newt on whi ned earnestly, and stayed at the panel

"Newt, you dog, cone |enme |oose. | know what | have to say: Four score and
seven... hey, Newt, where're your toys? Lemre see your pretty beads." There
were hundreds of tiny boxes of the varicol ored beads, |eftover trade goods
that Newton loved to sort out and handl e. Del peered around the cabin,
chuckling a little at his own cleverness. He woul d get Newton distracted by
t he beads, and then... the vague idea faded into other crackbrained

grot esqueri es.

Newt on whi ned now and t hen but stayed at the panel noving controls in the

| ong sequence he had been taught, taking the ship through the feinting,
evasi ve maneuvers that mght fool a berserker into thinking it was stil
conpetently nmanned. Newton never put a hand near the big red button. Only if
he felt deadly pain hinmself, or found a dead man in Del's chair, would he
reach for that.

"Ah, roger, Murray," said the radio fromtinme to time, as if acknow edgi ng a
nmessage. Sometinmes Foxgl ove added a few words or nunbers that night have
meant sonething. Del wondered what the tal king was about.

At | ast he understood that Foxglove was trying to help maintain the illusion
that there was still a conpetent brain in charge of Del's ship. The fear
reacti on came when he began to realize that he had once again lived through
the effect of the mi nd weapon. The broodi ng berserker, half genius, half
idiot, had forborne to press the attack when success woul d have been

certai n-perhaps decei ved, perhaps followi ng the strategy that avoi ded
predictability at al nost any cost.

"Newt on." The animal turned, hearing a change in his voice. Now Del could say
the words that would tell Newton it was safe to set his naster free, a
sequence too long for anyone under the nind weapon to recite.

"-shall not perish fromthe earth,” he finished. Wth a yelp of joy Newon
pulled the fetters fromDel's hands. Del turned instantly to the radio.

"Effect has evidently been turned off, Foxglove," said Del's voice through
t he speaker in the cabin of the larger ship.

The Commander |let out a sigh. "He's back in control!"

The Second Oficer-there was no third-said: "That nmeans we've got sone kind
of fighting chance, for the next two hours. | say let's attack now "



The Conmmander shook his head, slowy but without hesitation. "Wth two shi ps,
we don't have any real chance. Less than four hours until G zno gets here. W
have to stall until then, if we want to win."

"It'll attack the next time it gets Del's mind scranbled! | don't think we
fooled it for a minute... we're out of range of the m nd beam here, but Del
can't withdraw now. And we can't expect that aiyan to fight his ship for him
W'll really have no chance, with Del gone."

The Commander's eyes noved ceasel essly over his panel. "W'll wait. W can't
be sure it'll attack the next tine it puts the beamon him.. "

The berserker spoke suddenly, its radi oed voice plain in the cabins of both
ships: "I have a proposition for you, little ship." Its voice had a cracking,
adol escent quality, because it strung together words and syllabl es recorded
fromthe voi ces of human prisoners of both sexes and different ages. Bits of
human enotion, sorted and fixed like butterflies on pins, thought the
Conmander. There was no reason to think it had kept the prisoners alive after
| earning the | anguage from them

"Wel |l ?" Del's voice sounded tough and capabl e by conpari son

"I have invented a gane which we will play,"” it said. "If you play well
enough, | will not kill you right away."

"Now |'ve heard everything," nurnured the Second O ficer

After three thoughtful seconds the Commander slanmmed a fist on the armof his
chair. "It means to test his learning ability, to run a continuous check on
his brain while it turns up the power of the m nd beamand tries different
nmodul ations. If it can make sure the m nd beamis working, it'll attack
instantly. 1'll bet nmy life onit. That's the gane it's playing this tine."

"I will think over your proposition," said Del's voice coolly.

The Conmmarder said: "lIt's in no hurry to start. It won't be able to turn on
the m nd beam again for al nbst two hours."

"But we need another two hours beyond that."
Del's voice said: "Describe the ganme you want to play."
"It is asinplified version of the hunman ganme call ed checkers.™

The Conmmander and the Second | ooked at each other, neither able to inagine
Newt on able to play checkers. Nor could they doubt that Newton's failure
would kill themw thin a few hours, and | eave anot her planet open to
destructi on.

After a minute's silence, Del's voice asked: "What'l|l we use for a board?"
"W will radio our noves to one another," said the berserker equably. It went
on to describe a checkers-like gane, played on a smaller board with | ess than
t he normal nunber of pieces. There was nothing very profound about it; but,

of course, playing would seemto require a functional brain, human or

el ectronic, able to plan and to predict.

"If I agree to play," said Del slowy, "how |l we decide who gets to nove
first?"



"He's trying to stall," said the Commander, gnawi ng a thunbnail. "W won't be
able to offer any advice, with that thing listening. Oh, stay sharp, Del boy!"

"To simplify matters,"” said the berserker, "I will nove first in every gane."

Del could |l ook forward to another hour free of the m nd weapon when he
finished rigging the checkerboard. Wen the pegged pieces were noved,
appropriate signals would be radioed to the berserker; |ighted squares on the
board woul d show hi mwhere its pieces were noved. If it spoke to himwhile
the m nd weapon was on, Del's voice would answer froma tape, which he had
stocked with vaguely aggressive phrases, such as: "Get on with the game," or
"Do you want to give up now?"

He hadn't told the eneny how far along he was with his preparati ons because
he was still busy with sonething the eneny nust not knowthe systemthat was
going to enable Newton to play a game of sinplified checkers.

Del gave a soundless little |laugh as he worked, and gl anced over to where
Newt on was | oungi ng on his couch, clutching toys in his hands as if he drew
some confort fromthem This schene was going to push the aiyan near the
l[imt of his ability, but Del saw no reason why it should fail.

Del had conpletely analyzed the m ni ature checker game, and di agrammed every
position that Newton could possibly face-playing only even-nunbered noves,

t hank the random berserker for that specification!-on small cards. Del had
di scarded sone |lines of play that would arise from sone poor early noves by
Newt on, further sinplifying his job. Now, on a card show ng each possible
remai ni ng position, Del indicated the best possible nove with a drawn-in
arrow. Now he could quickly teach Newton to play the gane by | ooking at the
appropriate card and maki ng the nmove shown by the arrow

"Ch, oh," said Del, as his hands stopped working and he stared into space.
Newt on whi ned at the tone of his voice.

Once Del had sat at one board in a simnultaneous chess exhibition, one of
sixty players opposing the world chanpi on, Bl ankenship. Del had held his own
into the mddle gane. Then, when the great man paused again opposite his
board, Del had shoved a pawn forward, thinking he had reached an unassail abl e
position and could begin a counterattack. Bl ankenship had noved a rook to an
i nnocent -1 ooki ng square and strolled on to the next board-and then Del had
seen the checkmate coming at him four noves away but one nmove too late for
himto do anything about it.

The Conmander suddenly said a foul phrase in a loud distinct voice. Such
conduct on his part was extrenely rare, and the Second O ficer |ooked round
in surprise. "Wat?"

"I think we've had it. "The Commander paused. "I hoped that Mirray could set
up sone kind of a systemover there, so that Newton could play the gane-or
appear to be playing it. But it won't work. Whatever system Newt on plays by
rote will always have hi mnaking the sane nove in the sane position. It may
be a perfect systembut a man doesn't play any game that way, dam it. He
makes m stakes, he changes strategy. Even in a gane this sinple there'll be
roomfor that. Mdst of all, a man | earns a gane as he plays it. He gets
better as he goes along. That's what'll give Newton away, and that's what our
bandit wants. It's probably heard about aiyans. Now as soon as it can be sure
it's facing a dunb ani mal over there, and not a nman or conputer... "

After alittle while the Second Oficer said: "lI'mgetting signals of their
noves. They've begun play. Maybe we shoul d've rigged up a board so we could



follow along with the gane."

"We better just be ready to go at it when the time cones.” The Comander
| ooked hopel essly at his salvo button, and then at the clock that showed two
hours must pass before G zno coul d reasonably be hoped for

Soon the Second O ficer said: "That seens to be the end of the first gane;
Del lost it, if I"'mreading their scoreboard signal right." He paused. "Sir,
here's that signal we picked up the last time it turned the mnd beam on. Del
must be starting to get it again.”

There was not hing for the Conmander to say. The two nen waited silently for
the enemy's attack, hoping only that they could damage it in the seconds
before it would overwhelmthemand kill them

"He's playing the second gane," said the Second Oficer, puzzled. "And | just
heard himsay "Let's get on withit.' "

"Hi s voice could be recorded. He nust have nmade sone plan of play for New on
to follow, but it won't fool the berserker for long. It can't."

Ti me crept unmeasurably past them

The Second said: "He's lost the first four ganmes. But he's not nmaking the
same noves every time. | wish we'd made a board... "

"Shut up about the board! We'd be watching it instead of the panel. Now stay
alert, Mster."

After what seened a long tine, the Second said: "Wll, 1'll bel™
"What ?"

"Qur side got a draw in that gane."

"Then the beamcan't be on him Are you sure..

"It is! Look, here, the sane indication we got last time. It's been on him
the better part of an hour now, and getting stronger."

The Conmander stared in disbelief; but he knew and trusted his Second's
ability. And the panel indications were convincing. He said: "Then someone-or
somet hing-with no functioning mind is learning how to play a gane, over
there. Ha, ha," he added, as if trying to renenber how to | augh

The berserker won another gane. Another draw. Another win for the enemy. Then
three drawn ganmes in a row.

Once the Second O ficer heard Del's voice ask coolly: "Do you want to give up
now?" On the next nove he | ost another ganme. But the foll owi ng ganme ended in

anot her draw. Del was plainly taking nore tine than his opponent to nove, but
not enough to make the eneny inpatient.

"It's trying different nodul ations of the mind beam" said the Second. "And
it's got the power turned way up."

"Yeah," said the Conmander. Several tinmes he had alnost tried to radio Del,
to say sonething that m ght keep the man's spirits up-and also to relieve his
own feverish inactivity, and to try to find out what coul d possibly be going
on. But he could not take the chance. Any interference m ght upset the



m racl e.

He could not believe the inexplicable success could last, even when the
checker match turned gradually into an endl ess successi on of drawn ganes
bet ween two perfect players. Hours ago the Commander had said good-bye to
life and hope, and he still waited for the fatal nonent.

And he wait ed.

"-not perish fromthe earth!" said Del Murray, and Newton's eager hands flew
to loose his right armfromits shackle.

A game, unfinished on the little board before him had been abandoned seconds
earlier. The nmind beam had been turned off at the sane tine, when G zno had
burst into normal space right in position and only five nmnutes late; and the
berserker had been forced to turn all its energies to neet the inmedi ate
all-out attack of G znp and Foxgl ove.

Del saw his conputers, recovering fromthe effect of the beam 1lock his
aimng screen onto the berserker's scarred and bul ging m dsection, as he shot
his right armforward, scattering pieces fromthe ganme board.

"Checkmate!" he roared out hoarsely, and brought his fist down on the big red
but t on.

"I"'mglad it didn't want to play chess," Del said later, talking to the
Conmander in Foxglove's cabin. "I could never have rigged that up."

The ports were cleared now, and the nmen could | ook out at the cloud of
expandi ng gas, still faintly |um nous, that had been a berserker; netal
fire-purged of the | egacy of ancient evil.

But the Commander was watching Del. "You got Newt to play by follow ng
di agranms, | see that. But how could he | earn the gane?"

Del grinned. "He couldn't, but his toys could. Now wait before you slug ne."
He called the aiyan to himand took a small box fromthe animal's hand. The
box rattled faintly as he held it up. On the cover was pasted a di agram of
one possible position in the sinplified checker gane, with a

di fferent-col ored arrow i ndi cati ng each possi ble nmove of Del's pieces.

"It took a couple of hundred of these boxes," said Del. "This one was in the
group that Newt examined for the fourth nove. Wien he found a box with a

di agram mat chi ng the position on the board, he picked the box up, pulled out
one of these beads frominside, wthout |ooking-that was the hardest part to
teach himin a hurry, by the way," said Del, denmponstrating. "Ah, this one's
bl ue. That means, nake the nove indicated on the cover by a blue arrow. Now
the orange arrow | eads to a poor position, see?" Del shook all the beads out
of the box into his hand. "No orange beads left; there were six of each color
when we started. But every tine Newton drew a bead, he had orders to |leave it
out of the box until the game was over. Then, if the scoreboard indicated a

| oss for our side, he went back and threw away all the beads he had used. Al
the bad nmoves were gradually elimnated. In a few hours, Newt and his boxes

| earned to play the gane perfectly.”

"Well," said the Commander. He thought for a nonent, then reached down to
scratch Newt on behind the ears. "I never would have come up with that idea."

"I shoul d have thought of it sooner. The basic idea's a couple of centuries
old. And conputers are supposed to be ny business."



"This could be a big thing," said the Commander. "I mean your basic idea
m ght be useful to any task force that has to face a berserker's mnd beam™

"Yeah." Del grew reflective. "Also... "
"What ?"

"I was thinking of a guy | met once. Naned Bl ankenship. | wonder if | could
rig something up... "

Yes, |, third historian, have touched living nminds, Earth m nds, so deadly
cool that for a while they could see war as a gane. The first decades of the
berserker war they were forced to see as a gane being lost for life.

Nearly all the terrors of the slaughters in your past were present in this
vaster war, all magnified in time and space. It was even | ess a gane than any
war has ever been.

As the grimlength of the berserker war dragged on, even Earthnen di scovered
init certain horrors that they had never known before.

Behol d. . .

GOODLI FE

"It's only a machine, Henmphill," said the dying man in a small voice.
Hemphi I, drifting weightless in near-darkness, heard himw th only faint

contenpt and pity. Let the wetch go out timdly, forgiving the universe
everything, if he found the goi ng-out easier that way!

Hermphi || kept on staring out through the port, at the dark crenel ated shape
that blotted out so nmany of the stars.

There was probably just this one conpartnent of the passenger ship |eft
livable, with three people in it, and the air whining out in steady |eaks

t hat woul d soon exhaust the emergency tanks. The ship was a weck, torn and
beaten, yet Henphill's view of the enenmy was steady. It nust be a force of
the enemy's that kept the weck from spinning.

Now t he young wonman, another passenger, cane drifting across the conpart ment
to touch Henphill on the arm He thought her nane was Maria sonething.

"Listen," she began. "Do you think we mght-"

In her voice there was no despair, but the tone of planning; and so Henphil
had begun to listen to her. But she was interrupted.

The very walls of the cabin reverberated, driven |ike speaker diaphragms

t hrough the power of the eneny force field that still gripped the butchered
hul | . The quavering voice of the berserker nachine cane in:
"You who can still hear me, live on. | plan to spare you. | am sendi ng a boat

to save you fromdeath."

Hemphi Il was sick with frustrated rage. He had never heard a berserker's
voice in reality before, but still it was famliar as an old nightrmare. He
could feel the woman's hand pull away fromhis arm and then he saw that in
his rage he had raised both his hands to be claws, then fists that al npst



smashed t hensel ves against the port. The damed thing wanted to take him
inside it! O all people in space it wanted to make hi m pri soner

A plan rose instantly in his mnd and fl owed snoothly into action; he spun
away fromthe port. There were warheads, for small defensive nissiles, here
in this conpartment. He renmenbered seeing them

The ot her surviving man, a ship's officer, dying slowy, bleeding through his
uniformtatters, saw what Henmphill was doing in the weckage, and drifted in
front of himinterferingly.

"You can't do that... you'll only destroy the boat it sends... if it lets you
do that much... there may be other people... still alive here... "
The man's face had been upsi de-down before Henphill as the two of them

drifted. As their novenent |let them see each other in normal position, the
wounded man stopped tal king, gave up and rotated hinself away, drifting
inertly as if already dead.

Hermphi Il coul d not hope to nanage a whol e warhead, but he could extract the
chemi cal - expl osi ve detonator, of a size to carry under one arm All
passengers had put on energency spacesuits when the unequal battle had begun
now he found hinself an extra air tank and sone officer's |laser pistol, which
he stuck in a loop of his suit's belt.

The girl approached himagain. He watched her warily.

"Do it," she said with quiet conviction, while the three of them spun slowy
in the near-darkness, and the air |eaks whined." Do it, The |oss of a boat
will weaken it, alittle, for the next fight. And we here have no chance
anyway. "

"Yes." He nodded approvingly. This girl understood what was inportant: to
hurt a berserker, to smash, burn, destroy, to kill it finally. Nothing else
mattered very nuch

He pointed to the wounded mate, and whispered: "Don't |et himgive ne away."

She nodded silently. It might hear themtalking. If it could speak through
these walls, it might be listening.

"A boat's comng," said the wounded man, in a cal mand distant voice.
"CGoodlife!" called the nmachi ne-voi ce, cracking between syllables as al ways.

"Here!" He woke up with a start, and got quickly to his feet. He had been
dozi ng al nost under the dripping end of a drinking-water pipe.

"Goodlifel!" There were no speakers or scanners in this little conpartnent;
the call came from some di stance away.

"Here!" He ran toward the call, his feet shuffling and thunping on netal. He
had dozed off, being tired. Even though the battle had been a little one,
there had been extra tasks for him servicing and directing the commensa
machi nes that roaned the endl ess ducts and corridors repairing damage. It was
smal |l help he could give, he knew

Now hi s head and neck bore sore spots fromthe helnmet he had had to wear; and
his body was chafed in places fromthe unaccustoned covering he had to put on
it when a battle canme. This time, happily, there had been no battl e damage at



all.
He cane to the flat glass eye of a scanner, and shuffled to a stop, waiting.

"Goodlife, the perverted machi ne has been destroyed, and the few badlives
left are hel pless.™

"Yes!" He jiggled his body up and down in happi ness.

"I remnd you, life is evil," said the voice of the machine.
"Life is evil, | am Goodlife!l" he said quickly, ceasing his jiggling. He did
not think punishnent inpended, but he wanted to be sure.

"Yes. Like your parents before you, you have been useful. Now | plan to bring
ot her humans inside nyself, to study themclosely. Your next use will be with
them in ny experiments. | remnd you, they are badlife. W nust be careful.”

"Badlife." He knew they were creatures shaped like hinself, existing in the
wor | d beyond the machi ne. They caused the shudders and shocks and damage t hat
made up a battle. "Badlife-here." It was a chilling thought. He raised his
own hands and | ooked at them then turned his attention up and down the
passage in which he stood, trying to visualize the badlife become real before
hi m

"CGo now to the nedical room" said the nmachine. "You nust be i mmuni zed
agai nst di sease before you approach the badlife."

Hermphi Il made his way from one ruined conpartment to another, until he found
a gash in the outer hull that was plugged nearly shut. Wile he wenched at
the obstructing material he heard the clanging arrival of the berserker's
boat, conme for prisoners. He pulled harder, the obstruction gave way, and he
was bl own out into space.

Around the wreck were hundreds of pieces of flotsam held near by tenuous
magneti sm or perhaps by the berserker's force fields. Henphill found that his
suit worked well enough. Wth its tiny jet he noved around the shattered hul
of the passenger ship to where the berserker's boat had cone to rest.

The dark bl ot of the berserker machine cane into view against the starfield
of deep space, battlemented like a fortified city of old, and | arger than any
such city had ever been. He could see that the berserker's boat had sonehow
found the right compartnment and cl anped itself to the wecked hull. It would
be gathering in Maria and the wounded man. Fingers on the plunger that would
set off his bonb, Henphill drifted closer

On the brink of death, it annoyed himthat he would never know with certainty
that the boat was destroyed. And it was such a trifling blowto strike, such
a small revenge.

Still drifting closer, holding the plunger ready, he saw the puff of
deconpressed air noisture as the boat disconnected itself fromthe hull. The
invisible force fields of the berserker surged, tugging at the boat, at
Hemphil 1, at bits of weckage within yards of the boat. He nanaged to clanp

hinself to the boat before it was pulled away fromhim He thought he had an
hour's air in his suit tank, nore than he woul d need.

As the berserker pulled himtoward itself, Henphill's m nd hung over the
brink of death, Henphill's fingers gripped the plunger of his bonb. In his
m nd, his night-colored enenmy was death. The bl ack, scarred surface of it



hurtled closer in the unreal starlight, becom ng a planet toward which the
boat fell.

Hemphi Il still clung to the boat when it was pulled into an opening that
coul d have acconmodat ed many ships. The size and power of the berserker were
all around him enough to overwhel m hate and courage alike.

Hs little bonb was a pointless joke. Wen the boat touched at a dark
i nternal dock, Henphill |eaped away fromit and scranmbled to find a hiding
pl ace.

As he cowered on a shadowed | edge of metal, his hand wanted to fire the bonb,
sinmply to bring death and escape. He forced his hand to be still. He forced
hinself to watch while the two human prisoners were sucked fromthe boat

t hrough a pul sing transparent tube that passed out of sight through a

bul khead. Not know ng what he meant to acconplish, he pushed hinself in the
direction of the tube. He glided through the dark enormnmous cavern al nost

wei ghtl essly; the berserker's mass was enough to give it a small natura
gravity of its own.

Wthin ten mnutes he came upon an unmi stakable airlock. It seened to have
been cut with a surrounding section of hull fromsone Earth warship and set
into the bul khead.

I nside an airlock would be as good a place for a bonb as he was likely to
find. He got the outer door open and went in, apparently wi thout triggering
any alarms. If he destroyed hinself here, he woul d deprive the berserker

of -what ? Why should it need an airlock at all?

Not for prisoners, thought Hemphill, if it sucks themin through a tube.
Hardly an entrance built for enemies. He tested the air in the | ock, and
opened his helmet. For air-breathing friends, the size of nen? That was a
contradiction. Everything that |ived and breathed nust be a berserker's
enemny, except the unknown beings who had built it. O so man had thought,
until now.

The inner door of the | ock opened at Henphill's push, and artificial gravity
cane on. He wal ked through into a narrow and badly |ighted passage, his
fingers ready on the plunger of his bonb.

"Go in, CGoodlife," said the machine. "Look closely at each of them™

Goodl i fe made an uncertain sound in his throat, |like a servonotor starting
and stopping. He was gripped by a feeling that resenbl ed hunger or the fear
of puni shnent - because he was going to see life-forns directly now, not as old
i mages on a stage. Knowi ng the reason for the unpleasant feeling did not

hel p. He stood hesitating outside the door of the roomwhere the badlife was
bei ng kept. He had put on his suit again, as the machine had ordered. The
suit would protect himif the badlife tried to danage him

"Go in," the machi ne repeated

"Maybe 1'd better not," CGoodlife said in msery, renmenbering to speak |oudly
and clearly. Punishment was always | ess |ikely when he did.

"Puni sh, punish," said the voice of the nachine.
When it said the word twice, punishment was very near. As if already feeling

in his bones the wenching pain-that-|eft-no-damge, he opened the door
qui ckly and stepped in.



He lay on the floor, bloody and damaged, in strange ragged suiting. And at
the sane tine he was still in the doorway. Hi s own shape was on the fl oor

t he sane human form he knew, but now seen entirely from outside. Mre than an
i mge, far nmore, it was hinself now bil ocated. There, here, hinself,

not - hi msel f -

Goodlife fell back against the door. He raised his armand tried to bite it,
forgetting his suit. He pounded his suited arnms violently together, unti
there was brui sed pain enough to nail himto hinself where he stood.

Slowy, the terror subsided. Gadually his intellect could explain it and
master it. This is nme, here, here in the doorway. That, there, on the
floor-that is another life. Another body, corroded like me with vitality.
Only far worse than I. That one on the floor is badlife.

Maria Juarez had prayed continuously for a long time, her eyes closed. Cold

i npersonal grippers had noved her this way and that. Her weight had cone
back, and there was air to breathe when her helnmet and her suit had been
careful ly renoved. She opened her eyes and struggl ed when the grippers began
to renmove her inner coverall; she saw that she was in a | owceilinged room
surrounded by nman-sized machi nes of various shapes. Wen she struggl ed they
gave up undressing her, chained her to the wall by one ankle, and glided
away. The dying mate had been dropped at the other end of the room as if not
worth the trouble of further handling.

The man with the cold dead eyes, Henphill, had tried to make a bonb, and
failed. Now there would probably be no quick end to life-

When she heard the door open she opened her eyes again, to watch wi thout
conpr ehensi on, while the bearded young man in the ancient spacesuit went

t hrough sensel ess contortions in the doorway, and finally cane forward to
stand staring down at the dying man on the floor. The visitor's fingers noved
wi th speed and precision when he raised his hands to the fasteners of his

hel met; but the helnet's renmpval reveal ed ragged hair and beard fram ng a
slack idiot's face.

He set the hel net down, then scratched and rubbed his shaggy head, never
taking his eyes fromthe nan on the floor. He had not yet | ooked once at
Maria, and she could | ook nowhere but at him She had never seen a face so
bl ank on a living person. This was what happened to a berserker's prisoner

And yet-and yet. Maria had seen brai nwashed nmen before, ex-crininals on her
own planet. She felt this nan was sonethi ng nore-or something |ess.

The bearded man knelt beside the mate, with an air of hesitation, and reached
out to touch him The dying man stirred feebly, and | ooked up w t hout
conpr ehensi on. The floor under himwas wet w th bl ood.

The stranger took the mate's linp armand bent it back and forth, as if
interested in the articulation of the human el bow. The mate groaned, and
struggl ed feebly. The stranger suddenly shot out his netal -gauntleted hands
and seized the dying nman by the throat.

Maria could not nove, or turn her eyes away, though the whole room seened to
spin slowy, then faster and faster, around the focus of those arnored hands.

The bearded man rel eased his grip and stood erect, still watching the body at
his feet.



"Turned of f," he said distinctly.

Per haps she nmoved. For whatever reason, the bearded man raised his

sl eepwal ker's face to |l ook at her. He did not neet her eyes, or avoid them

H s eye novements were quick and alert, but the nuscles of his face just hung
there under the skin. He cane toward her

Why, he's young, she thought, hardly nore than a boy. She backed against the
wal | and waited, standing. Wnen on her planet were not brought up to faint.
Sonehow, the closer he came, the less she feared him But if he had sniled
once, she would have screaned, on and on

He stood before her, and reached out one hand to touch her face, her hair,
her body. She stood still; she felt no lust in him no meanness and no
ki ndness. It was as if he radi ated an enpti ness.

"Not images," said the young man as if to hinself. Then another word,
sounding like: "Badlife."

Al most Maria dared to speak to him The strangled man lay on the deck a few
yards away

The young man turned and shuffled deliberately away from her. She had never
seen anyone who wal ked just |ike him He picked up his hel mret and went out
t he door without | ooking back

A pipe streamed water into one corner of her little space, where it gurgled
away through a hole in the floor. The gravity seened to be set at about Earth
| evel . Maria sat |eaning against the wall, praying and listening to her heart
pound. It al nost stopped when the door opened again, very slightly at first,

t hen enough for a large cake of pink and green stuff that seemed to be food.
The machi ne wal ked around the dead man on its way out.

She had eaten a little of the cake when the door opened again, very slightly
at first, then enough for a man to step quickly in. It was Henphill, the

col d-eyed one fromthe ship, leaning a bit to one side as if dragged down by
the weight of the little bonmb he carried under his arm After a quick | ook
around he shut the door behind himand crossed the roomto her, hardly

gl anci ng down as he stepped over the body of the mate.

"How many of them are there?" Henmphill whispered, bending over her. She had
remai ned seated on the floor, too surprised to nove or speak

"Who?" she finally nanaged.

He jerked his head toward the door inpatiently.

"Them The ones who live here inside it, and serve it. | saw one of them

com ng out of this room when | was out in the passage. It's fixed up a |ot
of living space for them™

"I"ve only seen one man."

H s eyes glinted at that. He showed Maria how the bonb could be made to

expl ode, and gave it to her to hold, while he began to burn through her chain
with his | aser pistol. They exchanged infornmation on what had happened. She
did not think she would ever be able to set off the bomb and kill herself,

but she did not tell that to Henphill

Just as they stepped out of the prison room Henphill had a bad nonent when



three nmachines rolled toward them from around a corner. But the things
i gnored the two frozen humans and rolled silently past them going on out of
si ght.

He turned to Maria with an exultant whisper: "The dammed thing is
three-quarters blind, here inside its own skin!"

She only waited, watching himw th frightened eyes.

Wth the beginning of hope, a vague plan was forming in his mnd. He |l ed her
al ong the passage, saying: "Now we'll see about that man. O nen." Was it too
good to be true, that there was only one of then?

The corridors were badly lit, and full of uneven jogs and steps. Carel essly
built concessions to life, he thought. He noved in the direction he had seen
the man take.

After a few m nutes of cautious advance, Henphill heard the shuffling
foot steps of one person ahead, com ng nearer. He handed the bonb to Maria
agai n, and pressed her behind him They waited in a dark niche.

The footsteps approached with carel ess speed, a vague shadow bobbi ng ahead of
them The shaggy head swung so abruptly into view that Henphill's

nmetal -fisted swing was alnost too |ate. The blow only grazed the back of the
skulI'; the man yel ped and staggered off bal ance and fell down. He was wearing
an ol d-nodel spacesuit, with no hel net.

Hermphi Il crouched over him shoving the |aser pistol alnost into his face.
"Make a sound and I'Il kill you. Wiere are the others?"

The face | ooking up at Henphill was stunned-worse than stunned. It seened
nore dead than alive, though the eyes noved alertly enough from Henphill to
Mari a and back, disregarding the gun.

"He's the sane one," Maria whispered.

"Where are your friends?" Henphill denanded.

The man felt the back of his head, where he had been hit. "Damage," he said
tonelessly, as if to hinmself. Then he reached up for the pistol, so calnly

and steadily that he was nearly able to touch it.

Hermphi || junped back a step, and barely kept hinmself fromfiring. "Sit down
or I'I'l kill you! Now tell me who you are, and how many others are here."

The man sat there calmy, with his putty face showi ng nothing. He said: "Your
speech is steady in tone fromword to word, not like that of the nachine. You
hold a killing tool there. Gve it to me and I will destroy you and-that one."
It seened this man was only a brai nwashed ruin, instead of an unspeakabl e
traitor. Now what use coul d be made of hin? Henphill noved back anot her step
slowy lowering the pistol

Maria spoke to their prisoner. "Where are you fron? \Wat planet?"

A bl ank stare.

"Your home," she persisted. "Were were you born?"

"Fromthe birth tank." Sonetines the tones of the man's voice shifted |ike



the berserker's, as if he was a fearful conedi an nocking it.

Hemphi I | gave an unstable laugh. "Froma birth tank, of course. What el se?
Now for the last time, where are the others?"

"l do not understand."

Hemphi Il sighed. "All right. Where's this birth tank?" He had to start with
sormet hi ng.

The pl ace | ooked |ike the storeroomof a biology |ab, badly lighted, piled
and crowded wi th equi pment, |aced with pipes and conduits. Probably no |iving
techni ci an had ever worked here.

"You were born here?" Henphill demanded.
"Yes."
"He's crazy."

"No. Wait." Maria's voice sank to an even | ower whisper, as if she was
frightened anew. She took the hand of the slack-faced man. He bent his head
to stare at their touching hands.

"Do you have a nane?" she asked, as if speaking to a lost child.

"l am Coodlife."

"I think it's hopeless,” put in Henphill

The girl ignored him "Goodlife? My nane is Maria. And this is Henphill."

No reaction

"Who were your parents? Father? Mt her?"

"They were goodlife too. They hel ped the machine. There was a battle, and
badlife killed them But they had given cells of their bodies to the nachine,
and fromthose cells it made ne. Now | amthe only goodlife."

"Great God," whispered Hemphill.

Silent, awed attention seened to nmove Goodlife when threats and pl eas had
not. Hs face twisted in awkward grimaces; he turned to stare into a comner.
Then, for alnost the first time, he volunteered a conmunication: "I know they

were |ike you. A man and a woman."

Hermphi Il wanted to sweep every cubic foot of the niles of mechanismw th his
hatred; he | ooked around at every side and angle of the room

"The dammed things," he said, his voice cracking |like the berserker's. "Wat
they' ve done to nme. To you. To everyone."

Pl ans seenmed to come to himwhen the strain of hating was greatest. He noved
quickly to put a hand on Goodlife's shoul der."Listen to me. Do you know what
a radioactive isotope is?"

"Yes."

"There will be a place, sonewhere, where the-the machi ne decided what it will



do next-what strategy to follow A place holding a block of some isotope with
a long half-life. Probably near the center of the nachine. Do you know of
such a pl ace?"

"Yes, | know where the strategic housing is."

"Strategic housing.'
us to reach it?"

Hope nounted to a strong new level. "Is there a way for

"You are badlife!" He knocked Hemphill's hand away, awkwardly. "You want to
damage t he machi ne, and you have damaged ne. You are to be destroyed."

Maria took over, trying to soothe. "Goodlife-we are not bad, this man and |
Those who built this machine are the badlife. Someone built it, you know,
some living people built it, long ago. They were the real badlife."

"Badlife." He might be agreeing with Maria, or accusing her

"Don't you want to live, Goodlife? Henphill and I want to live. W want to
hel p you, because you're alive, like us. Wn't you hel p us now?"

Goodlife was silent for a few noments, contenplating a bul khead. Then he
turned back to face themand said: "All life thinks it is, but it is not.
There are only particles, energy and space, and the | aws of the machines.”

Maria kept at him "CGoodlife, listen to nme. A wise man once said: | think
therefore I am' "

"A wi se man?" he questioned, in his cracking voice. Then he sat down on the
deck, huggi ng his knees and rocking back and forth. He m ght be thinking.

Drawi ng Maria aside, Henphill said: "You know, we have a faint hope now.
There's plenty of air in here, there's water and food. There are warships
following this thing, there nust be. If we can find a way to disable it, we
can wait and maybe be picked up in a nonth or two. O less.”

She watched himsilently for a nonent. "Henphill-what have these machi nes
done to you?"

"My wife-nmy children.” He thought his voice sounded al nost indifferent. "They
were on Pascal o, three years ago; there was nothing left. This machine, or
one likeit."

She took his hand, as she had taken Goodlife's. They both | ooked down at the
joined fingers, then raised their eyes, smling briefly together at the
simlarity of action.

"Where's the bonb?" Henmphill thought al oud suddenly, spinning around.

It lay in a dimcorner. He grabbed it up again, and strode over to where
Coodl i fe sat rocking back and forth.

"Well, are you with us? Us, or the ones who built the machi ne?"

Goodl i fe stood up, and | ooked closely at Henphill. "They were inspired by the
| aws of physics, which controlled their brains, to build the nachi ne. Now the
machi ne has preserved themas imges. It has preserved ny father and nother

and it will preserve ne."

"What inmages do you nmean? \Were are they?"



"The images in the theater."

It seened best to accustomthis creature to cooperation, to win his
confidence and at the sanme time | earn about him and the machine. Then, on to
the strategi ¢ housing. Henphill made his voice friendly: "WIIl you guide us
to the theater, Goodlife?"

It was by far the largest air-filled roomthey had yet found, and held a
hundred seats of a shape usable by Earth-descended nen, though Henphill knew
it had been built for soneone el se. The theater was el aborately furni shed and
wel | -1ighted. Wen the door closed behind them the ranked i mages of
intelligent creatures brightened into Iife upon the stage.

The stage becane a window into a vast hall. One person stood forward at an

i maged | ectern; he was a slender, fine-boned being, topologically like a man
except for the single eye that stretched across his face, with a bright
bul gi ng pupil that slid to and fro |ike nercury.

The speaker's voice was a high-pitched torrent of clicks and whines. Most of
those in the ranks behind hi mwre a kind of uniform Wen he paused, they
whi ned in unison.

"What does he say?" Maria whispered.

Goodl i fe | ooked at her. "The machine has told me that it has | ost the meaning
of the sounds."

"Then may we see the inmages of your parents, Goodlife?"

Hermphi I |, watching the stage, started to object; but the girl was right. The
sight of this fellow s parents might be nore i medi ately hel pful

Goodl i fe found a control sonewhere.

Hermphi Il was surprised nonentarily that the parents appeared only in flat
projected pictures. First the man was there, against a plain background, blue
eyes and neat short beard, nodding his head with a pl easant expression on his
face. He wore the lining coverall of a spacesuit.

Then t he woman, hol ding some kind of cloth before her for covering, and

| ooking straight into the camera. She had a broad face and red braided hair.
There was hardly tinme to see anything nore before the alien orator was back
whi ni ng faster than ever.

Hermphi Il turned to ask: "lIs that all? Al you know of your parents?"

"Yes. The badlife killed them Now they are inmages, they no | onger think they
exist."

Maria thought the creature in the projection was assuming a nore didactic
tone. Three-dinensional charts of stars and pl anets appeared near him one
after another, and he gestured at them as he spoke. He had vast nunbers of
stars and planets on his charts to boast about; she could tell sonehow that
he was boasti ng.

Hermphi Il was noving toward the stage a step at a tine, nore and nore
absorbed. Maria did not |like the way the light of the inages reflected on his
face.



Goodl i fe, too, watched the stage pageant which perhaps he had seen a thousand
times before. Maria could not tell what thoughts m ght be passing behind his
nmeani ngl ess face whi ch had never had anot her human face to inmtate. On

i mpul se she took his arm again.

"Goodlife, Hemphill and | are alive, like you. WII you help us now, to stay
alive? Then in the future we will always help you." She had a sudden nent al
pi cture of Goodlife rescued, taken to a planet, cowering anong the staring
badlife.

"Cood. Bad." His hand reached to take hold of hers; he had renoved his suit
gauntl ets. He swayed back and forth as if she attracted and repelled him at
the sane tinme. She wanted to screamand wail for him to tear apart with her
fingers the nmindl essly proceeding netal that had made hi m what he was.

"We've got them " It was Henphill, coming back fromthe stage, where the
recorded tirade went on unrelentingly. He was exultant. "Don't you see? He's
showi ng what nust be a conpl ete catal ogue, of every star and rock they own.
It's a victory speech. But when we study those charts we can find them we
can track them down and reach them "

"Hermphill." She wanted to cal m himback to concentrati on on inmedi ate
probl ems. "How ol d are those inages up there? What part of the gal axy were
they made in? O do they even come from sonme other gal axy? WIl we ever be
able to tel | ?"

Hermphi Il | ost sone of his enthusiasm "Anyway, it's a chance to track them

down; it's information we've got to save." He pointed at Goodlife. "He's got
to take me to what he calls the strategic housing; then we can sit and wait

for the warships, or maybe get off this dammed thing in a boat."

She stroked Goodlife's hand, soothing a baby. "Yes, but he's confused. How
could he be anything el se?"

"OfF course." Henphill paused to consider. "You can handl e hi mnmuch better
than |."

She didn't answer.

Hermphi Il went on: "Now you're a woman, and he appears to be a physically
heal thy young male. Calmhimdown if you like, but sonehow you've got to
persuade himto help ne. Everything depends on it." He had turned toward the
stage again, unable to take nore than half his mnd fromthe star charts."Go
for alittle walk and talk with him don't get far away."

And what el se was there to do? She led Goodlife fromthe theater while the
dead man on the stage clicked and shouted, catal oguing his thousand suns.

Too much had happened, was still happening, and all at once he could no

| onger stand to be near the badlife. Goodlife found hinmself pulling away from
the female, running, flying down the passages, toward the place where he had
fled when he was small and strange fears had cone from nowhere. It was the
room where the machi ne al ways saw and heard him and was ready to talk to him

He stood before the attention of the machine, in the chanber-that-has-shrunk
He thought of the place so, because he could renmenber it clearly as a |arger
room where the scanners and speakers of the nachi ne towered above his head.
He knew the real change had been his own physical growh; still, this
conpartnent was set apart in a special association with food and sl eep and
protective warnth.



"I have listened to the badlife, and shown themthings,"
fearing puni shnment.

he confessed,

"I know that, CGoodlife, for |I have watched. These things have becone a part
of ny experinent."

What joyous relief! The machine said nothing of punishment, though it mnust
know that the words and actions of the badlife had shaken and confused his
own i deas. He had even imagi ned hinself showi ng the man Henphill the
strategi c housing, and so putting an end to all punishnent, for always.

"They wanted ne-they wanted me to-"

"I have watched. | have listened. The man is tough and evil, powerfully
nmotivated to fight against ne. | must understand his kind, for they cause
much damage. He nust be tested to his linmits, to destruction. He believes
hinself free inside me, and so he will not think as a prisoner. This is

i mportant."

Goodlife pulled off his irritating suit; the machine would not let the
badlife in here. He sank down to the floor and wapped his arnms around the
base of the scanner-speaker console. Once | ong ago the machi ne had given him
a thing that was soft and warm when he held it... he closed his eyes.

"What are ny orders?" he asked sleepily. Here in this chanber all was steady
and conforting, as always.

"First, do not tell the badlife of these orders. Then, do what the man
Hemphill tells you to do. No harmw Il cone to ne."

"He has a bonb."

"I watched his approach, and | disabled his bonb, even before he entered to
attack ne. His pistol can do me no serious harm Do you think one badlife can
conquer me?"

"No." Smiling, reassured, he curled into a nore confortable position."Tell me
about ny parents.” He had heard the story a thousand tines, but it was al ways
good.

"Your parents were good, they gave thenselves to me. Then, during a great
battle, the badlife killed them The badlife hated them as they hate you.
When they say they like you, they lie, with the evil untruth of all badlife.

"But your parents were good, and each gave ne a part of their bodies, and
fromthe parts | nade you. Your parents were destroyed conpletely by the
badlife, or I would have saved even their non-functioning bodies for you to
see. That woul d have been good."

"Yes."

"The two badlife have searched for you. Now they are resting. Sleep
Goodlife."

He slept.
Awakeni ng, he renenbered a dreamin which two people had beckoned himto join

them on the stage of the theater. He knew they were his nother and father
t hough they | ooked like the two badlife. The dream faded before his waking



mnd could grasp it firmy.
He ate and drank, while the machine talked to him

"I'f the man Henphill wants to be guided to the strategic housing, take him
there. I will capture himthere, and let himescape later to try again. Wen
finally he can be provoked to fight no nore, I will destroy him But | nean
to preserve the life of the female. You and she will produce nore goodlife
for me."

"Yes!" It was inmediately clear what a good thing that would be. They woul d
give parts of their bodies to the nachine, so new goodlife bodies could be
built, cell by cell. And the man Henphill, who puni shed and damaged with his
fast-swinging arm would be utterly destroyed.

When he rejoined the badlife, the man Henphill barked questions and

t hreat ened puni shnent until Goodlife was confused and a little frightened.

But CGoodlife agreed to help, and was careful to reveal nothing of what the
machi ne planned. Maria was nore pleasant than ever. He touched her whenever
he coul d.

Hermphi || denanded to be taken to the strategic housing. Goodlife agreed at
once; he had been there many tines. There was a hi gh-speed el evator that made
the fifty mle journey easy.

Hermphi I | paused, before saying: "You're too damm willing, all of a sudden."
Turning his face to Maria. "I don't trust him"

This badlife thought he was being false! Goodlife was angered; the machine
never lied, and no properly obedient goodlife could lie.

Hermphi || paced around, and finally demanded: "Is there any route that
approaches this strategic housing in such a way that the machi ne cannot
possi bly watch us?"

Goodl i fe thought. "I believe there is one such way. W will have to carry
extra tanks of air, and travel nmany mles through vacuum" The machi ne had
said to help Henphill, and help he would. He hoped he could watch when the

mal e badlife was finally destroyed.

There had been a battle, perhaps fought while nen on Earth were hunting the
manmot h wi th spears. The berserker had nmet sone terrible opponent, and had
taken a terrible lance-thrust of a wound. A cavity two nmiles wide at the

wi dest, and fifty mles deep, had been driven in by a sequence of shaped
atom c charges, through |evel after |evel of machinery, deck after deck of
arnor, and had been stopped only by the | ast inner defenses of the buried
unliving heart. The berserker had survived, and crushed its eneny, and soon
afterward its repair machi nes had seal ed over the outer opening of the wound,
using extra thicknesses of arnor. It had nmeant to gradually rebuild the whole
destruction; but there was so much life in the galaxy, and so nmuch of it was
st ubborn and cl ever. Sonehow battl e damage accunul ated faster than it could
be repaired. The huge hol e was used as a conveyor path, and never nuch worked
on.

When Hemphill saw the blasted cavity-what little of it his tiny suit |anp
could showhe felt a shrinking fear that was greater than any in his nmenory.
He stopped on the edge of the void, drifting there with his arminstinctively
around Maria. She had put on a suit and acconpani ed him wi thout being asked,
wi t hout protest or eagerness.



They had already cone an hour's journey fromthe airlock, through weightless
vacuum i nside the great nachine. Goodlife had | ed the way through section
after section, with every show of cooperation. Henphill had the pistol ready,
and the bonb, and two hundred feet of cord tied around his left arm

But when Henphill recognized the once-nolten edge of the berserker's great
scar for what it was, his delicate new hope of survival left him This, the
dammed t hing had survived. This, perhaps, had hardly weakened it. Again, the
bonb under his armwas only a pathetic toy.

Goodlife drifted up to them Henphill had already taught himto touch hel nets
for speech in vacuum

"This great damage is the one path we can take to reach the strategi c housing
wi t hout passing scanners or service machines. | will teach you to ride the
conveyor. It will carry us nost of the way."

The conveyor was a thing of force fields and huge rushi ng containers,
hundreds of yards out in the enormus wound and runni ng | engthw se through
it. When the conveyor's force fields caught the people up, their

wei ghtl essness felt nore than ever like falling, w th occasional vast shapes,
corpuscles of the berserker's bl oodstream flickering past in the
near - darkness to show their speed of novenent.

Hemphi Il fl ew beside Maria, holding her hand. Her face was hard to see,
i nsi de her hel net.

Thi s conveyor was yet another nmad new world, a fairy tale of nonsters and
flying and falling. Henphill fell past his fear into a new determ nation.
can do it, he thought. The thing is blind and helpless here. | will do it,
and | will survive if | can

Goodlife led themfromthe slowi ng conveyor, to drift into a chamber hol |l owed
in the inner arnor by the final explosion at the end of the ancient

| ance-thrust. The chanber was an enpty sphere a hundred feet across, from

whi ch cracks radiated out into the solid arnor. On the surface nearest the
center of the berserker, one fissure was as wi de as a door, where the [|ast
energy of the eneny's blow had driven ahead.

Goodl i fe touched helnets with Henmphill, and said: "I have seen the other end
of this crack, frominside, at the strategic housing. It is only a few yards
fromhere.'

Hermphi Il hesitated for only a nonent, wondering whether to send CGoodlife
through the tw sting passage first. But if this was some incredibly conplex
trap, the trigger of it mght be anywhere.

He touched his helmet to Maria's. "Stay behind him Follow himthrough and
keep an eye on him" Then Henphill |ed the way.

The fissure narrowed as he followed it, but at its end it was still w de
enough for himto force hinself through

He had reached anot her vast holl ow sphere, the inner tenple. In the center
was a conplexity the size of a small house, shock-mounted on a web of girders
that ran fromit in every direction. This could be nothing but the strategic
housi ng. There was a glow fromit like flickering moonlight; force field

swi tches responding to the random atomic turnoil w thin, somehow choosing
what human shi pping | ane or col ony woul d be next attacked, and how.



Hemphill felt a pressure rising in his mnd and soul, toward a climax of
triunphal hate. He drifted forward, cradling his bonmb tenderly, starting to
unwi nd the cord wrapped around his arm He tied the free end delicately to
t he plunger of the bonmb, as he approached the central conpl ex.

| mean to live, he thought, to watch the dammed thing die. | will tape the
bonb agai nst the central block, that so-innocent |ooking slab in there, and
will brace nyself around two hundred feet of these heavy netal corners, and

pul I the cord.

Goodl i fe stood braced in the perfect place fromwhich to see the heart of the
machi ne, watching the man Henmphill string his cord. Goodlife felt a certain
satisfaction that his prediction had been right, that the strategi c housing
was approachable by this one narrow path of the great damage. They woul d not
have to go back that way. \Wien the badlife had been captured, all of them
could ride up in the air-filled el evator Goodlife used when he cane here for
mai nt enance practi ce.

Hermphi Il had finished stringing his cord. Now he waved his armat Coodlife
and Maria, who clung to the same girder, watching. Now Henphill pulled on the
cord. O course, nothing happened. The nachi ne had said the bonb was

di sabl ed, and the machi ne woul d make very certain in such a matter

Maria pushed away from beside Goodlife, and drifted in toward Henphill.

Hermphi || tugged again and again on his cord. Goodlife sighed inpatiently, and
noved. There was a great cold in the girders here; he could begin to feel it
now t hrough the fingers and toes of his suit.

At | ast, when Henphill started back to see what was wong with his device,
t he service machi nes cane from where they had been hiding, to seize him He
tried to draw his pistol, but their grippers noved far too quickly.

It was hardly a struggle that Goodlife saw, but he watched with interest.
Hemphill's figure had gone rigid in the suit, obviously straining every
muscle to the linmt. Wy should the badlife try to struggle agai nst steel and
atom c power? The machi nes bore the man effortlessly away, toward the

el evator shaft. Goodlife felt an uneasiness.

Maria was drifting, her face turned back toward Goodlife. He wanted to go to
her and touch her again, but suddenly he was a little afraid, as before when
he had run fromher. One of the service nachi nes canme back fromthe el evator
to grip her and carry her away. She kept her face turned toward Goodlife. He
turned away fromher, a feeling like punishment in the core of his being.

In the great cold silence, the flickering light fromthe strategi c housing
bat hed everything. In the center, a chaotic block of atons. El sewhere,

engi nes, relays, sensing units. Wiere was it, really, the m ghty machi ne that
spoke to hin? Everywhere, and nowhere. Wul d these new feelings, brought by
the badlife, ever leave hinP He tried to understand hinself, and could not
begi n.

Light flickered on a round shape a few yards away anong the girders, a shape
that of fended Goodlife's sense of the proper and necessary in machinery.
Looki ng closer, he saw it was a space hel net.

The notionless figure was wedged only lightly in an angle between frigid
nmet al beans, but there was no force in here to nove it

He could hear the suit creak, stiff with great cold, when he grabbed it and



turned it. Unseeing blue eyes | ooked out at Goodlife through the facepl ate.
The man's face wore a neat short beard.

"Ahhh, yes," sighed Goodlife inside his own helnet. A thousand tinmes he had
seen the image of this face.

H s father had been carrying sonething, heavy, strapped carefully to his
ancient suit. His father had carried it this far, and here the old suit had
wheezed and fail ed.

H s father, too, had followed the |ogical narrow path of the great damage, to
reach the strategic housing wthout being seen. H's father had choked and

di ed and frozen here, carrying toward the strategi c housi ng what could only
be a bonb.

Goodl i fe heard his own voi ce keening, w thout words, and he could not see
plainly for the tears floating in his helnmet. Hs fingers felt nunbered with
cold as he unstrapped the bonb and lifted it fromhis father..

Hermphi Il was too exhausted to do nore than gasp as the service machi ne
carried himout of the elevator and along the air-filled corridor toward the
prison room Wen the machi ne went dead and dropped him he had to lie stil
for Iong seconds before he could attack it again. It had hidden his pisto
somewhere, so he began to beat on the robotlike thing with his arnored fists,
while it stood unresisting. Soon it toppled over. Henmphill sat on it and beat
it sone nore, cursing it with sobbing breaths.

It was nearly a mnute later when the trenor of the explosion, racing from

t he conpounded chaos of the berserker's torn-out heart, racing through neta
beanms and decks, reached the corridor, where it was far too faint for anyone
to feel.

Maria, completely weary, sat where her nmetal captor had dropped her, watching
Hermphill, loving himin a way, and pitying him

He stopped his pointless pounding of the machi ne under him and said
hoarsely: "It's a trick, another dammed trick."

The trenmor had been too faint for anyone to feel, here, but Maria shook her
head. "No, | don't think so." She saw that power still seemed to be on the
el evator, and she watched the door of it.

Hermphi Il went away to search anobng the now purposel ess machi nes for weapons
and food. He cane back, raging again. \What was probably an autonatic
destructor charge had wecked the theater and the star-charts. They m ght as
wel | see about getting away in the boat.

She ignored him still watching an el evator door which never opened. Soon she
began quietly to cry.

The terror of the berserkers spread ahead of them across the gal axy. Even on
wor | ds not touched by the physical fighting, there were people who felt

t hensel ves breat hi ng darkness, and sickened i nwardly. Few men on any world
chose to look for long out into the nighttinme sky. Sone nmen on each world
found thensel ves new y obsessed by the shadows of death.

| touched a m nd whose soul was dead..

PATRON OF THE ARTS



After sone hours' work, Herron found hinself hungry and willing to pause for
food. Looking over what he had just done, he could easily imagi ne one of the
sycophantic critics praising it: A huge canvas, of discordant and brutal
line! Aflane with a sense of engulfing nmenace! And for once, Herron thought,
the critic mght be praising sonething good.

Turning away from his view of easel and bl ank bul khead, Herron found that his
captor had noved up silently to stand only an arms |l ength behind him for
all the world like some human ki bitzer

He had to chuckle. "I suppose you've sone idiotic suggestion to make?"

The roughly man-shaped machi ne said nothing, though it had what m ght be a
speaker mounted on what might be a face. Herron shrugged and wal ked ar ound
it, going forward in search of the galley. This ship had been only a few
hours out fromEarth on C plus drive when the berserker nmachine had run it
down and captured it; and Piers Herron, the only passenger, had not yet had
time to learn his way around.

It was nore than a galley, he saw when he reached it-it was nmeant to be a

pl ace where arty colonial |ladies could sit and twitter over tea when they
grew weary of staring at pictures. The Frans Hal s had been built as a
traveling museum then the war of |ife against berserker nmachi nes had grown
hot around Sol, and BuCulture had wongly decided that Earth's art treasures
woul d be safer if shipped away to Tau Epsilon. The Frans was ideally suited
for such a mission, and for al nost nothing el se.

Looki ng further forward fromthe entrance to the galley, Herron could see
that the door to the crew conpartnent had been battered down, but he did not
go to look inside. Not that it would bother himto | ook, he told hinself; he
was as indifferent to horror as he was to alnost all other human things. The
Frans's crew of two were in there, or what was left of themafter they had
tried to fight off the berserker's boardi ng machi nes. Doubtl ess they had
preferred death to capture.

Herron preferred nothing. Now he was probably the only living being-apart
froma few bacteria-within half a light year; and he was pl eased to di scover
that his situation did not terrify him that his |ong-grow ng weariness of
l[ife was not just a pose to fool himself. Hs metal captor followed himinto
the gall ey, watching while he set the kitchen devices to work.

"Still no suggestions?" Herron asked it. "Maybe you're smarter than |

t hought . "

"I amwhat nmen call a berserker," the man-shaped thi ng squeaked at him
suddenly, in an ineffectual -sounding voice. "I have captured your ship, and
will talk with you through this small nachi ne you see. Do you grasp ny
nmeani ng?"

"I understand as well as | need to." Herron had not yet seen the berserker
itself, but he knew it was probably drifting a few nmles away, or a few
hundred or a thousand nmiles, fromthe ship it had captured. Captain Hanus had
tried desperately to escape it, diving the Frans into a cloud of dark nebul a
where no ship or machine could nove faster than |light, and where the
advantage in speed lay with the smaller hull.

The chase had been at speeds up to a thousand nmiles a second. Forced to
remain in nornmal space, the berserker could not steer its bulk anong the
net eoroi ds and gas-wi sps as well as the Frans's radar-conputer system could
maneuver the fleeing ship. But the berserker had sent an arned |aunch of its



own to take up the chase, and the weaponl ess Frans had had no chance.

Now, dishes of food, hot and cold, popped out on a galley table, and Herron
bowed to the machine. "WIIl you join nme?"

"I need no organic food."

Herron sat down with a sigh. "In the end," he told the machine, "you'll find
that lack of humor is as pointless as |aughter. Wait and see if |'m not
right." He began to eat, and found hinself not so hungry as he had thought.
Evidently his body still feared death-this surprised hima little.

"Do you normally function in the operation of this ship?" the machi ne asked.

"No," he said, nmaking hinmself chew and swallow "I'mnot much good at pushing
buttons." A peculiar thing that had happened was naggi ng at Herron. Wen
capture was only mnutes away, Captain Hanus had come dashing aft fromthe
control room grabbing Herron and dragging himalong in a tearing hurry, aft
past all the stored art treasures.

"Herron, listen-if we don't make it, see here?" Tooling open a double hatch
in the stern conpartment, the captain had pointed into what | ooked lIike a
short padded tunnel, the dianeter of a | arge drainpipe. "The regular |ifeboat
won't get away, but this mght."

"Are you waiting for the Second Oficer, Captain, or |eaving us now?"
"There's roomfor only one, you fool, and |I'm not the one who's going."

"You mean to save ne? Captain, |'mtouched!" Herron | aughed, easily and
naturally. "But don't put yourself out."

"You idiot. Can | trust you?" Hanus lunged into the boat, his hands flying
over its controls. Then he backed out, glaring like a madman. "Listen. Look
here. This button is the activator; now |'ve set things up so the boat should
cone out in the main shipping |anes and start sending a distress signal
Chances are she'll be picked up safely then. Now the controls are set, only
this activator button needs to be pushed down-"

The berserker's launch had attacked at that nonment, with a roar |ike
mountains falling on the hull of the ship. The lights and artificial gravity
had failed and then come abruptly back. Piers Herron had been thrown on his
side, his w nd knocked out. He had watched while the captain, regaining his
feet and noving like a man in a daze, had closed the hatch on the mysterious
little boat again and staggered forward to his control room

"Why are you here?" the machi ne asked Herron

He dropped the forkful of food he had been staring at. He didn't have to
hesitate before answering the question. "Do you know what BuCulture is?
They're the fools in charge of art, on Earth. Sonme of them I|ike a |lot of
other fools, think I'ma great painter. They worship nme. Wien | said | wanted
to leave Earth on this ship, they made it possible.

"I wanted to | eave because al nbst everything that is worthwhile in any true
sense is being renoved fromEarth. A good part of it is on this ship. Wat's
| eft behind on the planet is only a swarm of aninals, breeding and dying,
fighting-"

"Way did you not try to fight or hide when ny machi nes boarded this ship?"



"Because it would have done no good."

When the berserker's prize crew had forced their way in through an airl ock
Herron had been setting up his easel in what was to have been a snall
exhibition hall, and he had paused to watch the uninvited visitors file past.
One of the man-shaped nmetal things, the one through which he was being

guesti oned now, had stayed to stare at himthrough its | enses while the

ot hers had noved on forward to the crew conpartnent.

"Herron!" The intercom had shouted. "Try, Herron, please! You know what to
do!" C angi ng noi ses foll owed, and gunshots and curses.

What to do, Captain? Wiy, yes. The shock of events and the promi se of

i mm nent death had stirred up sone kind of Iife in Piers Herron. He | ooked
with interest at the alien shapes and lines of his inanimte captor, the

i nhuman col d of deep space frosting over its netal here in the warm cabin.
Then he turned away fromit and began to paint the berserker, trying to catch
not the outward shape he had never seen, but what he felt of its inwardness.
He felt the enotionl ess deadliness of its watching | enses, boring into his
back. The sensation was faintly pleasurable, like cold spring sunshine.

"What is good?" the machi ne asked Herron, standing over himin the galley
while he tried to eat.

He snorted. "You tell ne.

It took himliterally. "To serve the cause of what nen call death is good. To
destroy life is good."

Herron pushed his nearly full plate into a disposal slot and stood up

"You're al nost right about life being worthless-but even if you were entirely
right, why so enthusiastic? What is there prai seworthy about death?" Now his
t houghts surprised himas his |ack of appetite had.

"I amentirely right," said the nachine.

For 1 ong seconds Herron stood still, as if thinking, though his mnd was
al nost conpletely blank. "No," he said finally, and waited for a bolt to
strike him

"I'n what do you think I amwong?" it asked.
"I"ll show you." He led it out of the galley, his hands sweating and his
mout h dry. Way woul dn't the dammed thing kill himand have done?

The paintings were racked row on row and tier on tier; there was no roomin
the ship for nore than a few to be displayed in a conventional way. Herron

found the drawer he wanted and pulled it open so the portrait inside swing

into full view, lights springing on around it to bring out the rich colors

beneath the twentieth-century statglass coating.

"This is where you're wong," Herron said.

The man-shaped thing' s scanner studied the portrait for perhaps fifteen
seconds. "Explain what you are showing ne," it said.

"I bowto you!" Herron did so. "You adnit ignorance! You even ask an
intelligible question, if one that is sonewhat too broad. First, tell ne what
you see here."



"I see the image of a life-unit, its third spatial dinension of negligible
size as conpared to the other two. The inmage is sealed inside a protective
jacket transparent to the wavel engths used by the human eye. The life-unit
i mged is, or was, an adult male apparently in good functional condition
garmented in a manner | have not seen before. What | take to be one garnent
is held before him"

"You see a man with a glove," Herron cut in, wearying of his bitter gane.
"That is the title, Man with a d ove. Now what do you say about it?"

There was a pause of twenty seconds. "Is it an attenpt to praise life, to say
that life is good?"

Looki ng now at Titian's thousand-year-old nore-than-nmasterpiece, Herron
hardly heard the machine's answer; he was thinking hel pl essly and hopel essly
of his own nobst recent work.

"Now you will tell me what it means," said the nachi ne without enphasis.

Herron wal ked away wi t hout answering, |eaving the drawer open

The berserker's mout hpi ece wal ked at his side. "Tell me what it means or you
wi Il be punished."

"I'f you can pause to think, so can |." But Herron's stonmach had knotted up at
the threat of punishnment, seeming to feel that pain nattered even nore than
death. Herron had great contenpt for his stomach.

H s feet took himback to his easel. Looking at the discordant and brutal
line that a few nminutes ago had pleased him he now found it as disgusting as
everything el se he had tried to do in the past year

The berserker asked: "What have you nade here?"

Herron picked up a brush he had forgotten to clean, and wi ped at it
irritably."It is nmy attenpt to get at your essence, to capture you with paint
and canvas as you have seen those humans captured." He waved at the storage
racks. "My attenpt has failed, as nost do."

There was anot her pause, which Herron did not try to tine.
"An attenpt to prai se nme?"
Herron broke the spoiled brush and threw it down. "Call it what you like."

This time the pause was short, and at its end the machine did not speak, but
turned away and wal ked in the direction of the airlock. Some of its fell ows
cl anked past to join it. Fromthe direction of the airlock there began to
cone sounds |ike those of heavy metal being worked and hammered. The

i nterrogation seemed to be over for the time being.

Herron's thoughts wanted to be anywhere but on his work or on his fate, and
they returned to what Hanus had shown him or tried to show him Not a
regul ar |ifeboat, but she m ght get away, the captain had said. Al it needs
now is to press the button

Herron started walking, smling faintly as he realized that if the berserker
was as careless as it seened, he night possibly escape it.



Escape to what? He couldn't paint any nore, if he ever could. Al that really
mattered to himnow was here, and on other ships |eaving Earth.

Back at the storage rack, Herron swung the Man with a d ove out so its case
cane free fromthe rack and became a handy cart. He wheeled the portrait aft.
There m ght be yet one worthwhile thing he could do with his life.

The picture was massive in its statglass shielding, but he thought he could
fit it into the boat.

As an itch might nag a dying man, the question of what the captain had been
i ntending with the boat nagged Herron. Hanus hadn't seenmed worried about
Herron's fate, but instead had spoken of trusting Herron..

Nearing the stern, out of sight of the machines, Herron passed a
st rapped- down stack of crated statuary, and heard a noise, a rapid feeble
poundi ng.

It took several mnutes to find and open the proper case. Wen he lifted the
lid with its padded lining, a girl wearing a coverall sat up, her hair al
wild as if standing in terror.

"Are they gone?" She had bitten at her fingers and nails until they were
bl eedi ng. When he didn't answer at once, she repeated her question again and
again, in a rising whine.

"The machines are still here," he said at |ast.
Literally shaking in her fear, she clinbed out of the case. "Were's Qus?
Have t hey taken hin®"

"Qus?" But he thought he was begi nning to understand.

"Qus Hanus, the captain. He and | are-he was trying to save nme, to get ne
away from Earth."

"I"'mquite sure he's dead," said Herron. "He fought the machines."

Her bl eeding fingers clutched at her |lower face. "They'll kill us, too! O
wor se!l What can we do?"

"Don't nourn your lover so deeply," he said. But the girl seened not to hear
him her wild eyes | ooked this way and that, expecting the machines. "Help ne
with this picture,” he told her calmy. "Hold the door there for ne."

She obeyed as if hal f-hypnotized, not questioning what he was doi ng.

"Qus said there'd be a boat," she nuttered to herself. "If he had to smuggle
me down to Tau Epsilon he was going to use a special little boat-" She broke
of f, staring at Herron, afraid that he had heard her and was going to stea
her boat. As indeed he was.

When he had the painting in the stern conpartnment, he stopped. He | ooked | ong
at the Man with a Gove, but in the end all he could seemto see was that the
fingertips of the ungloved hand were not bitten bl oody.

Herron took the shivering girl by the armand pushed her into the tiny boat.
She huddl ed there in dazed terror; she was not good-| ooki ng. He wondered what
Hanus had seen in her.



"There's roomfor only one," he said, and she shrank and bared her teeth as
if afraid he neant to drag her out again."After | close the hatch, push that
button there, the activator. Understand?

That she understood at once. He dogged the double hatch shut and waited. Only
about three seconds passed before there cane a scraping sound that he
supposed neant the boat had gone.

Near by was a tiny observation blister, and Herron put his head into it and
wat ched the stars turn beyond the dark blizzard of the nebula. After a while
he saw the through the blizzard, turning with the stars, black and rounded
and bi gger than any nountain. It gave no sign that it had detected the tiny
boat slipping away. Its [aunch was very near the Frans but none of its
commensal nachi nes were in sight.

Looking the Man with a G ove in the eye, Herron pushed himforward again, to
a spot near his easel. The discordant lines of Herron's own work were now
wor se than di sgusting, but Herron nmade hinself work on them

He hadn't time to do nmuch before the man-shaped machi ne canme wal ki ng back to
him the uproar of netal working had ceased. Wping his brush carefully,
Herron put it down, and nodded at his berserker portrait. "Wen you destroy
all the rest, save this painting. Carry it back to those who built you, they
deserve it."

The machi ne-voi ce squeaked back at him "Wy do you think I will destroy
pai ntings? Even if they are attenpts to praise life, they are dead things in
t hensel ves, and so in thensel ves they are good."

Herron was suddenly too frightened and weary to speak. Looking dully into the
machi ne's | enses he saw there tiny flickerings, keeping time with his own
pul se and breathing, like the indications of a lie detector

"Your mind is divided," said the machine. "But with its much greater part you
have praised ne. | have repaired your ship, and set its course. | now rel ease
you, so other life-units can learn fromyou to praise what is good."

Herron could only stand there staring straight ahead of him while a
tranpling of nmetal feet went past, and there was a final scraping on the hull.

After sone tinme he realized he was alive and free.

At first he shrank fromthe dead nmen, but after once touching them he soon
got theminto a freezer. He had no particular reason to think either of them
Believers, but he found a book and read Islamc, Ethical, Christian and

Jewi sh burial services.

Then he found an undamaged handgun on the deck, and went prowling the ship,
taken suddenly with the wild notion that a machi ne m ght have stayed behi nd.
Pausing only to tear down the abom nation fromhis easel, he went on to the
very stern. There he had to stop, facing the direction in which he supposed
t he berserker now was.

"Dam you, | can change!" he shouted at the stern bul khead. H s voi ce broke.
"I can paint again. I'll show you... | can change. | amalive."

Different men will find different ways of praising life, of calling it good.
Even I, who by ny nature cannot fight or destroy, can see intellectually this

truth: In a war against death, it is by fighting and destroying the eneny



that the value of life is affirned.

In such a war, no living fighter need concern hinself with pity for his
eneny; this one twi sted pain, at |east, no one need feel

But in any war the vital effect of pacifismis not on the foe, but on the
paci fist.

| touched a peace-loving nmind, very hungry for life..
THE PEACEMAKER

Carr swallowed a pain pill and tried to find a | ess unconfortable position in
the conbat chair. He keyed his radio transmtter, and spoke:

"I come in peace. | have no weapons. | conme to talk to you."

He waited. The cabin of his little one-man ship was silent. H's radar screen
showed the berserker machine still many |ight-seconds ahead of him There was
no reaction fromit, but he knew that it had heard him

Behind Carr was the Sol -type star he called sun, and his hone pl anet,

coloni zed fromEarth a century before. It was a lonely settl enent, out near
the rimof the galaxy; until now, the berserker war had been no nore than a
renote horror in news stories. The colony's only real fighting ship had
recently gone to join Karlsen's fleet in the defense of Earth, when the
berserkers were said to be massing there. But now the enemy was here. The
peopl e of Carr's planet were readying two nore warships as fast as they
could-they were a small colony, and not wealthy in resources. Even if the two
ships could be made ready in time, they would hardly be a match for a

ber serker.

When Carr had taken his plan to the | eaders of his planet, they had thought
himmad. Go out and talk to it of peace and love. Argue with it? There m ght
be sone hope of converting the nost depraved human to the cause of goodness
and nercy, but what appeal could alter the built-in purpose of a machine?

"Way not talk to it of peace?" Carr had denanded. "Have you a better plan?
I"'mwilling to go. I've nothing to |ose."

They had | ooked at him across the gulf that separates healthy planners from
t hose who know they are dying. They knew his schene would not work, but they
could think of nothing that would. It would be at |east ten days until the
war ships were ready. The little one-man ship was expendabl e, bei ng unar nmed.
Armed, it would be no nore than a provocation to a berserker. In the end,
they let Carr take it, hoping there was a chance his argunents night del ay
the inevitable attack

When Carr cane within a mllion mles of the berserker, it stopped its own

unhurried notion and seened to wait for him hanging in space in the orbita
track of an airless planetoid, at a point fromwhich the planetoid was stil
several days away.

"I amunarned," he radioed again. "I cone to talk with you, not to danage
you. If those who built you were here, | would try to talk to them of peace
and | ove. Do you understand?" He was serious about talking love to the
unknown buil ders; things like hatred and vengeance were not worth Carr's tine
NOW.

Suddenly it answered him "Little ship, maintain your present speed and



course toward nme. Be ready to stop when ordered.”

"I-1 will." He had thought hinself ready to face it, but he stuttered and
shook at the mere sound of its voice. Now the weapons which could sterilize a
pl anet woul d be trained on himalone. And there was worse than destruction to
be feared, if one tenth of the stories about berserkers' prisoners were true.
Carr did not let hinmself think about that.

When he was within ten thousand mles it ordered: "Stop. Wait where you are,
relative to nme."

Carr obeyed instantly. Soon he saw that it had | aunched toward hi m sonet hi ng
about the size of his own ship-a little nmoving dot on his video screen
com ng out of the vast fortress-shape that fl oated against the stars.

Even at this range he could see how scarred and battered that fortress was.
He had heard that all of these ancient machi nes were damaged, fromtheir |ong
sensel ess canpai gn across the gal axy; but surely such apparent ruin as this
nmust be excepti onal

The berserker's launch slowed and drew up beside his ship. Soon there cane a
cl angi ng at the airlock.

"Open!" demanded the radio voice. "I nust search you."
"Then will you listen to nme?"
"Then | will listen."

He opened the | ock, and stood aside for the half-dozen machi nes that entered.
They | ooked not unlike robot valets and workers to Carr, except these were
linping and worn, like their great master. Here and there a new part gl eaned,
but the machi nes' novenments were often unsteady as they searched Carr,
searched his cabin, probed everywhere on the little ship. Wen the search was
conpl eted one of the boarding machines had to be half-carried out by its

fell ows.

Anot her one of the nmachines, a thing with arms and hands |ike a man's, stayed
behi nd. As soon as the airlock had cl osed behind the others, it settled
itself in the conbat chair and began to drive the ship toward the berserker

"Wait!" Carr heard hinmself protesting. "I didn't mean | was surrendering!"
The ridicul ous words hung in the air, seem ng to deserve no reply. Sudden
pani c made Carr nove w thout thinking; he stepped forward and grabbed at the
mechani cal pilot, trying to pull it fromthe chair. It put one netal hand
agai nst his chest and shoved himacross the cabin, so that he staggered and
fell inthe artificial gravity, thunping his head painfully against a

bul khead.

"In a matter of minutes we will talk about |ove and peace," said the radio.

Looki ng out through a port as his ship neared the inmense berserker, Carr saw
the scars of battle beconme plainer and plainer, even to his untaught eye.

There were holes in the berserker's hull, there were square niles of bendings
and swellings, and pits where the netal had once flowed molten. Rubbing his
bunped head, Carr felt a faint thrill of pride. W' ve done that to it, he

t hought, we soft little living things. The martial feeling annoyed himin a
way. He had al ways been sonet hing of a pacifist.

After sone delay, a hatch opened in the berserker's side, and the ship



foll owed the berserker's | aunch i nto darkness.

Now t here was nothing to be seen through the port. Soon there cane a gentle
bunp, as of docking. The mechanical pilot shut off the drive, and turned
toward Carr and started to rise fromits chair.

Sonething in it failed. Instead of rising snoothly, the pilot reared up
flailed for a noment with arns that sought a grip or bal ance, and then fel
heavily to the deck. For half a mnute it noved one arm and nade a grindi ng
noi se. Then it was still.

In the half mnute of silence which followed, Carr realized that he was again
master of his cabin; chance had given himthat. If there was only sonething
he coul d do-

"Leave your ship," said the berserker's calmvoice. "There is an air-filled
tube fitted to your airlock. It will lead you to a place where we can tal k of
peace and | ove."

Carr's eyes had focused on the engine switch, and then had | ooked beyond
that, to the G plus activator. In such proxinity as this to a mass the size
of the surrounding berserker, the Cplus effect was not a drive but a
weapon-one of trenmendous potential power.

Carr did not-or thought he did not-any |onger fear sudden death. But now he
found that with all his heart and soul he feared what m ght be prepared for
himoutside his airlock. Al the horror stories came back. The thought of
goi ng out through that airlock now was unendurable. It was less terrifying
for himto step carefully around the fallen pilot, to reach the controls and
turn the engi ne back on.

"I can talk to you from here,"
effort to keep it steady.

he said, his voice quavering in spite of an

After about ten seconds, the berserker said: "Your C plus drive has safety
devices. You will not be able to kanm kaze ne."

"You may be right," said Carr after a noment's thought. "But if a safety
devi ce does function, it mght hurl ny ship away fromyour center of nass,
right through your hull. And your hull is in bad shape now, you don't want
any nore damage."

"You woul d die."

"I'"ll have to die sonetinme. But | didn't come out here to die, or to fight,
but to talk to you, to try to reach sone agreenent."

"What ki nd of agreenent?"

At last. Carr took a deep breath, and narshalled the argunents he had so
often rehearsed. He kept his fingers resting gently on the C plus activator
and his eyes alert on the instruments that norrmally nonitored the hull for
m croneteorite damage.

"I"ve had the feeling," he began, "that your attacks upon humanity may be
only sone ghastly nistake. Certainly we were not your original eneny."

"Life is ny eneny. Life is evil." Pause. "Do you want to becone goodlife?"

Carr closed his eyes for a noment; some of the horror stories were comng to



life. But then he went firmy on with his argunment. "From our point of view,
it is you who are bad. W would Iike you to becone a good machi ne, one that
hel ps men instead of killing them 1s not building a higher purpose than
dest royi ng?"

There was a | onger pause. "What evidence can you offer, that | should change
nmy purpose?”

"For one thing, helping us will be a purpose easier of achievenent. No one
wi || damage you and oppose you."

"What is it to ne, if | am danaged and opposed?"

Carr tried again. "Life is basically superior to non-life; and man is the
hi ghest formof life."

"\What evi dence do you offer?"
"Man has a spirit.”

"I have learned that many nen claimthat. But do you not define this spirit
as somet hi ng beyond the perception of any machi ne? And are there not many nen
who deny that this spirit exists?"

"Spirit is so defined. And there are such nen."
"Then | do not accept the argument of spirit.”

Carr dug out a pain pill and swallowed it. "Still, you have no evi dence that
spirit does not exist. You rmust consider it as a possibility."

"That is correct."”

"But leaving spirit out of the argument for now, consider the physical and
chemi cal organization of life. Do you know anything of the delicacy and
intricacy of organization in even a single living cell? And surely you nust
admt we humans carry wonderful conputers inside our few cubic inches of
skul . "

"I have never had an intelligent captive to dissect," the nechanical voice
i nfornmed him blandly. "Though | have received sone rel evant data from ot her
machi nes. But you admit that your formis the deternmined result of the
operation of physical and chem cal |aws?"

"Have you ever thought that those | aws nmay have been designed to do just
t hat - produce brai ns capable of intelligent action?"

There was a pause that stretched on and on. Carr's throat felt dry and rough
as if he had been speaking for hours.

"I have never tried to use that hypothesis,"” it answered suddenly. "But if
the construction of intelligent life is indeed so intricate, so dependent
upon the laws of physics being as they are and not otherw se-then to serve
life may be the hi ghest purpose of a machine.”

"You may be sure, our physical construction is intricate." Carr wasn't sure
he could follow the machine's |line of reasoning, but that hardly mattered if
he coul d somehow win the game for life. He kept his fingers on the C plus
activator.



The berserker said:"If | amable to study sone living cells-"

Li ke a hot iron on a nerve, the neteorite-damage indicator noved; sonething
was at the hull. "Stop that!" he screaned, w thout thought. "The first thing
you try, 1"l kill you!"

Its voice was unevenly calm as always."There nay have been sone acci dental
contact with your hull. | am danaged and many of nmy commensal machi nes are
unreliable. | mean to land on this approaching planetoid to mne for netal
and repair nyself as far as possible.” The indicator was quiet again.

The berserker resunmed its argunent. "If | amable to study sonme living cells
froman intelligent life-unit for a few hours, | expect | will find strong
evi dence for or against your claims. WIIl you provide me with cells?"

"You must have had prisoners, sometine." He said it as a suspicion; he really
knew no reason why it mnmust have had human captives. It could have | earned the
| anguage from anot her berserker

"No, | have never taken a prisoner."
It waited. The question it had asked still hung in the air.

"The only human cells on this ship are ny owmn. Possibly | could give you a
few of them"

"Half a cubic centinmeter should be enough. Not a dangerous |oss for you,
believe. I will not demand part of your brain. Also | understand that you
wi sh to avoid the situation called pain. | amwlling to help you avoid it,
if possible.”

Did it want to drug hin? That seenmed to sinple. Always unpredictability, the
stories said, and sonetinmes a subtlety out of hell

He went on with the gane. "I have all that is necessary. Be warned that ny
attention will hardly waver fromny control panel. Soon | will place a tissue
sample in the airlock for you."

He opened the ship's nmedical kit, took two painkillers, and set very
carefully to work with a sterile scal pel. He had had sone bi ol ogi cal training.

When the small wound was bandaged, he cleansed the tissue sanple of bl ood and
| ynph and with unsteady fingers sealed it into a little tube. Wthout letting
down his guard, he thought, for an instant, he dragged the fallen pilot to
the airlock and left it there with the tissue sanple. Uterly weary, he got
back to the combat chair. Wen he switched the outer door open, he heard
somet hing cone into the |lock and | eave agai n.

He took a pep pill. It would activate sone pain, but he had to stay alert.
Two hours passed. Carr forced hinself to eat sone emergency rations, watched
t he panel, and waited.

He gave a startled junp when the berserker spoke again; nearly six hours had
gone bhy.

"You are free to leave," it was saying. "Tell the leading life-units of your
pl anet that when | have refitted, | will be their ally. The study of your
cells has convinced ne that the human body is the highest creation of the
uni verse, and that | should make it my purpose to help you. Do you
under st and?"



Carr felt nunb. "Yes. Yes. | have convinced you. After you have refitted, you
will fight on our side."

Sonet hi ng shoved hugely and gently at his hull. Through a port he saw stars,
and he realized that the great hatch that had swall owed his ship was sw nging
open.

This far within the system Carr necessarily kept his ship in normal space to
travel. His last sight of the berserker showed it nmoving as if indeed about
to l et down upon the airless planetoid. Certainly it was not follow ng him

A coupl e of hours after being freed, he roused hinself from contenplation of
the radar screen, and went to spend a full minute considering the inner
airlock door. At last he shook his head, dialed air into the |ock, and
entered it. The pilot-machine was gone, and the tissue sanple. There was
not hi ng out of the ordinary to be seen. Carr took a deep breath, as if
relieved, closed up the lock again, and went to a port to spend sone tine
wat chi ng the stars.

After a day he began to decelerate, so that when hours had added into anot her

day, he was still a good distance fromhonme. He ate, and slept, and watched
his face in a mirror. He weighed hinself, and watched the stars sone nore,
with interest, like a nman reexam ning something long forgotten.

In two nore days, gravity bent his course into a hairpin ellipse around his
hone planet. Wth it bul king between himand the berserker's rock, Carr began
to use his radio.

"Ho, on the ground, good news."

The answer cane al nost instantly. "W've been tracking you, Carr. Wat's
goi ng on? \Wat's happened?"

He told them "So that's the story up to now," he finished. "I expect the
thing really needs to refit. Two warships attacking it now should win."
"Yes." There was excited talk in the background. Then the voi ce was back
soundi ng uneasy. "Carr-you haven't started a |andi ng approach yet, so maybe
you understand. The thing was probably Ilying to you."

"Ch, | know. Even that pilot-machine's collapse mght have been staged.

guess the berserker was too badly shot up to want to risk a battle, so it
tried another way. Mist have sneaked the stuff into ny cabin air, just before
it let me go-or nmaybe left it in my airlock."

"What ki nd of stuff?"

"I'"d guess it's sone freshly nmutated virus, designed for specific virulence
against the tissue | gave it. It expected ne to hurry home and | and before
getting sick, and spread a plague. It nust have thought it was inventing

bi ol ogi cal warfare, using life against life, as we use machines to fight
machi nes. But it needed that tissue sample to blood its pet viruses; it nust
have been telling the truth about never having a human prisoner."

"Some kind of virus, you think? What's it doing to you, Carr? Are you in
pain? I nean, nore than before?"

"No." Carr swiveled his chair to look at the little chart he had begun. It
showed that in the last two days his weight [oss had started to reverse



itself. He | ooked down at his body, at the bandaged pl ace near the center of
a di scol ored i nhuman-1 ooki ng area. That area was snaller than it had been
and he saw a hint of new and heal t hy skin.

"What is the stuff doing to you?"

Carr allowed hinself to smle, and to speak al oud his growi ng hope. "I think
it's killing off my cancer.”

For nmost men the war brought no mracles of healing, but a steady deform ng
pressure which seened to have existed al ways, and whi ch had no foreseeabl e
end. Under this burden some nen becane |ike brutes, and the minds of others
grew to be as terrible and inplacable as the machi nes they fought against.

But | have touched a few rare human minds, the jewels of life who rise to
nmeet the greatest chall enges by becom ng surprenely men.

STONE PLACE

Earth's Gobi spaceport was perhaps the biggest in all the small corner of the
gal axy settled by Sol arian man and his descendants; at |east so thought

M tchell Spain, who had seen nost of those ports in his twenty-four years of
life.

But | ooki ng down now fromthe crowded, descending shuttle, he could see
al nrost nothing of the Gobi's mles of ranmp. The vast crowd bel ow, neaning
only joyful welcone, had defeated its own purpose by forcing back and
breaking the police lines. Now the vertical string of descendi ng

shuttl e-ships had to pause, searching for enough clear roomto | and.

Mtchell Spain, crowded into the | owest shuttle with a thousand ot her

vol unteers, was paying little attention to the |anding problemfor the
nmonent. Into this jamed conmpartnent, once a | uxurious observation | ounge,
had just come Johann Karlsen hinself; and this was Mtch's first chance for a
good | ook at the newy appoi nted Hi gh Commander of Sol's defense, though
Mtch had ridden Karlsen's spear-shaped flagship all the way from Austeel

Karl sen was no ol der than Mtchell Spain, and no taller, his shortness
somehow surprising at first glance. He had becone ruler of the planet Austee
t hrough the influence of his half-brother, the nighty Felipe Nogara, head of
the enmpire of Esteel; but Karlsen held his position by his own talents.

"This field may be bl ocked for the rest of the day," Karlsen was sayi ng now,
to a col d-eyed Earthman who had just come aboard the shuttle froman aircar
"Let's have the ports open, | want to | ook around.”

d ass and netal slid and reshaped thensel ves, and seal ed ports becane snal |
bal coni es open to the air of Earth, the fresh snells of a living pl anet-open
al so, to the roaring chant of the crowd a few hundred feet below "Karlsen
Kar | sen!"

As the Hi gh Commrander stepped out onto a balcony to survey for hinself the
chances of landing, the throng of nen in the | ounge made a hal f-voluntary
brief surging nmovenent, as if to follow These men were nostly Austeel er

vol unteers, with a sprinkling of adventurers like Mtchell Spain, the Martian
wander er who had signed up on Austeel for the battle bounty Karlsen offered.

"Don't crowd, outlander,"” said a tall man ahead of Mtch, turning and | ooking
down at him



"I answer to the nanme of Mtchell Spain." He let his voice rasp a shade
deeper than usual. "No nore an outl ander here than you, | think."

The tall one, by his dress and accent, cane from Venus, a planet terraforned
only within the last century, whose people were sensitive and proud in
newness of independence and power. A Venerian mght well be junpy here, on a
ship filled with nen froma planet ruled by Felipe Nogara's brother

"Spai n-sounds like a Martian nane," said the Venerian in a milder tone,
| ooki ng down at Mtch

Martians were not known for patience and | ong suffering. After another noment
the tall one seemed to get tired of |ocking eyes and turned away.

The col d-eyed Eart hman, whose face was sonehow famliar to Mtch, was talking
on the comuni cator, probably to the captain of the shuttle. "Drive on across
the city, cross the Khosutu hi ghway, and |l et down there."

Karl sen, back inside, said: "Tell himto go no nore than about ten kiloneters
an hour; they seemto want to see ne."

The statenent was matter-of-fact; if people had made great efforts to see
Johann Karlsen, it was only the courteous thing to greet them

Mtch watched Karlsen's face, and then the back of his head, and the strong
arms lifted to wave, as the H gh Commander stepped out again onto the little
bal cony. The crowd's roar doubl ed.

Is that all you feel, Karlsen, a wish to be courteous? On, no, my friend, you
are acting. To be greeted with that thunder nust do something vital to any
man. It might exalt him possibly it could disgust or frighten him friendly
as it was. You wear well your mask of courteous nobility, H gh Comuander

Wiat was it |like to be Johann Karlsen, conme to save the world, when none of
the really great and powerful ones seened to care too nuch about it? Wth a
bride of famed beauty to be yours when the battle had been won?

And what was brother Felipe doing today? Schem ng, no doubt, to get econonic
power over yet another planet.

Wth another shift of the little nob inside the shuttle the tall Venerian
moved fromin front of Mtch, who could now see clearly out the port past
Karl sen. Sea of faces, the old clich,, this was really it. Howto wite
this... Mtch knew he woul d soneday have to wite it. If all nmen's
fool i shness was not permanently ended by the coming battle with the unliving,
the battle bounty should suffice to let a man wite for sonme tine.

Ahead now were the bone-colored towers of U an Bator, rising beyond their
fringe of suburban slideways and sunfields; and a hi ghway; and bri ght

mul ti col ored pennants, worn by the aircars swarmng out fromthe city in glad
wel cone. Now police aircars were keepi ng pace protectively with the
spaceshi p, though there seemed to be no possi bl e danger from anything but
excess ent husi asm

Anot her, special, aircar approached. The police craft touched it briefly and
gently, then drew back with deference. Mtch stretched his neck, and nmade out
a Carmpan insignia on the car. It was probably their anmbassador to Sol, in
person. The space shuttle eased to a dead sl ow creeping.

Sone said that the Carnpan | ooked |ike nmachi nes thensel ves, but they were the



strong allies of Earth-descended nen in the war agai nst the enenies of al
life. If the Carnpan bodies were slow and squarish, their mnds were
visionary; if they were curiously unable to use force agai nst any eneny,
their indirect help was of great val ue.

Sonet hi ng near silence came over the vast crowd as the ambassador reared
hinself up in his open car; fromhis head and body, ganglions of wire and
fiber stretched to make a hundred connections with Carnmpan ani mal s and
equi pnent around him

The crowd recogni zed the neaning of the network; a great sigh went up. In the
shuttle, nen jostled one another trying for a better view The col d-eyed
Eart h-man whi spered rapidly into the conmmuni cator.

"Prophecy!" said a hoarse voice, near Mtch's ear

"-of Probability!" came the anbassador's voice, suddenly anplified, seem ng
to pick up the thought in mdphrase. The Carnpan Prophets of Probability were
hal f nystics, half cold mathematicians. Karlsen's aides nust have deci ded, or
known, that this prophecy was going to be a favorable, inspiring thing which
the crowd shoul d hear, and had ordered the anbassador's voice picked up on a
public address system

"The hope, the living spark, to spread the flame of life!" The inhuman nouth
chopped out the words, which still rose ringingly. The arm i ke appendages

poi nted straight to Karlsen, level on his balcony with the hovering aircar
"The dark nmetal thoughts are now of victory, the dead things make their plan
to kill us all. But in this nman before nme now, there is life greater than any
strength of nmetal. A power of life, to resonate-in all of us. | see, with
Karl sen, victory-"

The strain on a Carnpan prophet in action was always i mense, just as his
accuracy was always high. Mtch had heard that the stresses involved were
nore topol ogi cal than nervous or electrical. He had heard it, but |ike nost
Eart h-descended, had never understood it.

"Victory," the ambassador repeated. "Victory... and then..
Sonet hi ng changed in the non-Sol ari an face. The col d-eyed Eart hman was

per haps expert in reading alien expressions, or was perhaps just taking no
chances. He whi spered anot her command, and the anplification was taken from
t he Carmpan voice. A roar of approval nounted up past shuttle and aircar
fromthe great throng who thought the prophecy conplete. But the anmbassador
had not finished, though now only those a few nmeters in front of him inside
the shuttle, could hear his faltering voice.

" then death, destruction, failure." The square body bent, but the alien
eyes were still riveted on Karlsen. "He who wins everything... will die
owni ng nothing... "

The Carmnpan bent down and his aircar noved away. In the |ounge of the shuttle
there was silence. The hurrahi ng outside sounded |i ke nockery.

After | ong seconds, the H gh Commander turned in fromthe bal cony and rai sed
his voice: "Men, we who have heard the finish of the prophecy are few but
still we are many, to keep a secret. So | don't ask for secrecy. But spread
the word, too, that | have no faith in prophecies that are not of God. The
Car npan have never clained to be infallible."

The gl ooy answer was unspoken, but al nost telepathically |Ioud anong the



group. Nine times out of ten, the Carnmpan are right. There will be a victory,
then death and failure.

But did the dark ending apply only to Johann Karl sen, or to the whol e cause
of the living? The nmen in the shuttle | ooked at one another, wondering and
mur nur i ng.

The shuttles found space to | and, at the edge of U an Bator. D senbarking,
the men found no chance for gloom with a joyous crowd grow ng thicker by the
nmonent around the ships. Alovely Earth girl canme, weathed in garlands, to
throw a flowery |l oop around Mtchell Spain, and to kiss him He was an ugly

man, quite unused to such willing attentions.

Still, he noticed when the H gh Conmander's eye fell on him

"You, Martian, cone with nme to the General Staff meeting. | want to show a
representative group in there so they'll know |I'm not just my brother's
agent. | need one or two who were born in Sol's light."

"Yes, sir." Was there no other reason why Karlsen had singled himout? They

stood together in the crowd, two short nmen | ooking levelly at each other. One
ugly and fl ower-bedecked, his armstill around a girl who stared with sudden
awed recognition at the other man, who was magnetic in a way beyond
handsomeness or ugliness. The ruler of a planet, perhaps to be the savior of
all life.

"I like the way you keep people from standing on your toes in a crowd," said
Karlsen to Mtchell Spain. "Wthout raising your voice or uttering threats.
What ' s your name and rank?"

Mlitary organi zation tended to be vague, in this war where everything that
lived was on the same side. "Mtchell Spain, sir. No rank assigned, yet. |'ve
been training with the marines. | was on Austeel when you offered a good
battl e bounty, so here | am"

"Not to defend Mars?"

"l suppose, that too. But | mght as well get paid for it.
Karl sen' s hi gh-ranking ai des were wangling and shouti ng now, about groundcar
transportation to the staff neeting. This seenmed to | eave Karlsen with tine
to talk. He thought, and recognition flickered on his face.

"Mtchell Spain? The poet?"

"I-1'"ve had a couple of things published. Nothing nuch..

"Have you conbat experience?"

"Yes, | was aboard one berserker, before it was pacified. That was out-"
"Later, we'll talk. Probably have sone nmarine command for you. Experienced
men are scarce. Henphill, where are those groundcars?"

The col d-eyed Earthman turned to answer. O course his face had been
famliar; this was Henphill, fanatic hero of a dozen berserker fights. Mtch
was faintly awed, in spite of hinself.

At | ast the groundcars cane. The ride was into Uan Bator. The mlitary
center would be under the netropolis, taking full advantage of the defensive



force fields that could be extended up into space to protect the area of the
city.

Ri di ng down the |long el evator zigzag to the buried War Room Mtch found
hi nsel f again next to Karlsen

"Congratul ati ons on your coming marriage, sir." Mtch didn't know if he Iiked
Karl sen or not; but already he felt curiously certain of him as if he had
known the man for years. Karlsen would know he was not trying to curry favor.

The Hi gh Commander nodded. "Thank you." He hesitated for a nmonment, then
produced a small photo. In an illusion of three dinensions it showed the head
of a young woman, golden hair done in the style favored by the new

ari stocracy of Venus.

There was no need for any polite stretching of truth. "She's very beautiful."
"Yes." Karlsen | ooked long at the picture, as if reluctant to put it away.
"There are those who say this will be only a political alliance. God knows we
need one. But believe nme, Poet, she neans far nore than that to ne."

Karl sen blinked suddenly and, as if anused at hinmself, gave Mtch a
why-am|-telling-you-all-this | ook. The elevator floor pressed up under the
passengers' feet, and the doors sighed open. They had reached the cataconb of
the General Staff.

Many of the staff, though not an absolute majority, were Venerian in these
days. Fromtheir greeting it was plain that the Venerian nenbers were coldly
hostile to Nogara's brother

Humanity was, as always, a tangle of cliques and alliances. The brains of the
Sol arian Parlinment and the Executive had been taxed to find a H gh Conmander

I f sonme objected to Johann Karlsen, no one who knew hi m had any honest doubt
of his ability. He brought with himto battle many trai ned men, and unlike
some mghtier |eaders, he had been willing to take responsibility for the

def ense of Sol

In the frigid atnosphere in which the staff neeting opened, there was nothing
to do but get quickly to business. The eneny, the berserker nachi nes, had
abandoned their old tactics of single, unpredictable raids-for slowy over
the | ast decades the defenses of |ife had been strengthened.

There were now thought to be about two hundred berserkers; to neet humanity's
new defenses they had recently formed thenselves into a fleet, with
concentrated power capable of overwhelming one at a time all centers of hunman
resi stance. Two strongly defended planets had al ready been destroyed. A
massed human fleet was needed, first to defend Sol, and then to neet and
break the power of the unliving.

"So far, then, we are agreed," said Karlsen, straightening up fromthe
plotting table and | ooki ng around at the General Staff. "W have not as nany
ships or as many trained nen as we would |ike. Perhaps no governnment away
from Sol has contributed all it could."

Kemal , the Venerian adniral, glanced around at his planetnen, but declined
the chance to comment on the weak contribution of Karlsen's own half-Dbrother
Nogara. There was no living being upon whom Earth, Mrs, and Venus coul d
really agree, as the leader for this war. Kemal seenmed to be willing to try
and live with Nogara's brother.



Karl sen went on: "W have available for conbat two hundred and forty-three
ships, specially constructed or nodified to suit the new tactics | propose to
use. W are all grateful for the magnificent Venerian contribution of a
hundred ships. Six of them as you probably all know, nount the new

| ong-range C-plus cannon.”

The prai se produced no visible thaw anmong the Venerians. Karlsen went on: "W
seemto have a nunerical advantage of about forty ships. | needn't tell you
how t he enemy out gun and out power us, unit for unit." He paused. "The

ram and- board tactics should give us just the el enment of surprise we need.”

Per haps the Hi gh Conmander was choosing his words carefully, not wanting to
say that sone el enent of surprise offered the only |ogical hope of success.
After the decades-1ong dawni ng of hope, it would be too nuch to say that. Too
much for even these tough-m nded men who knew how a berserker machi ne wei ghed
in the scales of war against any ordi nary warship.

"One big problemis trained nen," Karlsen continued, "to | ead the boardi ng
parties. |'ve done the best | can, recruiting. O those ready and in training
as boardi ng marines now, the bulk are Esteelers.”

Admiral Kermal seenmed to guess what was coning; he started to push back his
chair and rise, then waited, evidently wanting to nake certain.

Karl sen went on in the sanme |level tone. "These trained marines will be forned
i nto conpani es, and one conpany assigned to each warship. Then-"

"One monent, Hi gh Commander Karlsen." Kemal had risen
"Yes?"

"Do | understand that you nean to station conpani es of Esteel ers aboard
Veneri an shi ps?"

"I'n many cases ny plan will nean that, yes. You protest?"

"I do." The Venerian | ooked around at his planet-men. "W all do."
"Nevertheless it is so ordered.”

Kermal | ooked briefly around at his fellows once nore, then sat down,

bl ankfaced. The stenocaneras in the rooms corners enmitted their |ow
sibilance, renminding all that the proceedi ngs were bei ng recorded.

A vertical crease appeared briefly in the H gh Conmander's forehead, and he

| ooked for |ong thoughtful seconds at the Venerians before resumng his talk.

But what el se was there to do, except put Esteelers onto Venerian ships?

They won't let you be a hero, Karlsen, thought Mtchell Spain. The universe
is bad; and nmen are fools, never really all on the sane side in any war.

In the hold of the Venerian warship Solar Spot the arnor |ay packed inside a
padded coffinlike crate. Mtch knelt beside it inspecting the knee and el bow
joints.

"Want me to paint some insignia on it, Captain?"
The speaker was a young Esteel er naned Fi shman, one of the newy forned

mari ne conpany Mtch now commanded. Fi shman had picked up a multicol or
pai ntstick sonewhere, and he pointed with it to the suit.



M tch glanced around the hold, which was swarming with his nen busily opening
crates of equipnent. He had decided to |l et things run thenmsel ves as nuch as
possi bl e.

"I nsignia? Wiy, | don't think so. Unless you have sone idea for a conpany
i nsignia. That m ght be a good thing to have."

There seened no need for any distinguishing mark on his armored suit. It was
of Martian make, distinctive in style, old but with the | atest inprovenents
built in-probably no nman wore better. The barrel chest already bore one
design-a | arge bl ack spot shattered by jagged red-showing that Mtch had been
in at the "death" of one berserker. Mtch's uncle had worn the sanme arnor;
the men of Mars had al ways gone in great numbers out into space.

"Sergeant MKendrick," Mtch asked, "what do you think about having a conpany
i nsi gni a?"

The newl y appoi nted sergeant, an intelligent-Iooking young man, paused in
wal ki ng past, and | ooked fromMtch to Fishman as if trying to deci de who
stood where on insignia before conmtting hinself. Then he | ooked between
them his expression hardening.

A thin-faced Venerian, evidently an officer, had entered the hold with a
squad of six nmen behind him arnbanded and sidearned. Ship's Police.

The officer took a few steps and then stood notionl ess, |ooking at the
pai ntstick in Fishman's hand. Wen everyone in the hold was silently watching
him he asked quietly:

"Why have you stolen from ships' stores?"

"Stolen-this!" The young Esteeler held up the paintstick, half-smling, as if
ready to share a joke.

They didn't cone joking with a police squad, or, if they did, it was not the
kind of joke a Martian appreciated. Mtch still knelt beside his crated
arnor. There was an unl oaded carbine inside the suit's torso and he put his
hand on it.

"W are at war, and we are in space," the thin-faced officer went on, stil
speaking mldly, standing relaxed, |ooking round at the open-nouthed Esteeler
conpany. "Everyone aboard a Venerian ship is subject to law. For stealing
fromthe ship's stores, while we face the eneny, the penalty is death. By
hangi ng. Take hi maway." He made an economical gesture to his squad.

The paintstick clattered |loudly on the deck. Fishman | ooked as if he m ght be
going to topple over, half the snle still on his face.

Mtch stood up, the carbine in the crook of his arm It was a stubby weapon
wi th heavy double barrel, really a mniature recoill ess cannon, to be used in
free fall to destroy arnored machinery. "Just a minute," Mtch said.

A coupl e of the police squad had begun to nove uncertainly toward Fi shnan.
They stopped at once, as if glad of an excuse for doing so.

The officer |ooked at Mtch, and rai sed one cool eyebrow. "Do you know what
the penalty is, for threatening nme?"

"Can't be any worse than the penalty for blow ng your ugly head off. I'm



Captain Mtchell Spain, marine conmpany comander on this ship, and nobody
just cones in here and drags ny nen away and hangs them Wo are you?"

"I am M. Sal vador," said the Venerian. H s eyes appraised Mtch, no doubt
establishing that he was Martian. Weels were turning in M. Salvador's calm
brain, and pl ans were changing. He said: "Had | known that a man conmanded
this... group... | would not have thought an object |esson necessary. Cone."
This last word was addressed to his squad and acconpani ed by another sinple
el egant gesture. The six lost no time, preceding himto the exit. Sal vador's
eyes motioned Mtch to follow himto the door. After a noment's hesitation

Mtch did so, while Salvador waited for him still unruffled.

"Your men will follow you eagerly now, Captain Spain," he said in a voice too
| ow for anyone else to hear. "And the tinme will cone when you will willingly
follow me." Wth a faint smle, as if of appreciation, he was gone.

There was a nonent of silence; Mtch stared at the cl osed door, wondering.
Then a roar of jubilation burst out and his back was bei ng pounded.

When nost of the uproar had di ed down, one of the nen asked him
"Captain-what'd he nmean, calling hinself Mster?"

"To the Venerians, it's sone kind of political rank. You guys | ook herel
may need some honest witnesses.” Mtch held up the carbine for all to see,
and broke open the chanmbers and clips, showing it to be unl oaded. There was
renewed excitement, nore how s and jokes at the expense of the retreated
Veneri ans.

But Sal vador had not thought hinself defeated.

"McKendrick, call the bridge. Tell the ship's captain | want to see him The
rest of you nen, let's get on with this unpacking."

Young Fi shman, paintstick in hand again, stood staring vacantly downward as
if contenplating a design for the deck. It was beginning to soak in, how
close a thing it had been

An obj ect | esson?

The ship's captain was coldly taciturn with Mtch, but he indicated there
were no present plans for hanging any Esteelers on the Solar Spot. During the
next sleep period Mtch kept armed sentries posted in the marines' quarters.

The next day he was sunmoned to the flagship. Fromthe | aunch he had a view
of a dance of bright dots, glinting in the light of distant Sol. Part of the
fleet was already at ranming practice.

Behi nd the H gh Commander's desk sat neither a poetry critic nor a nusing
bri degroom but the ruler of a planet.

"Captain Spain-sit down."

To be given a chair seenmed a good sign. Waiting for Karlsen to finish sonme
paperwork, Mtch's thoughts wandered, recalling custons he had read about,
cerenoni es of saluting and posturing nmen had used in the past when huge

per manent organi zati ons had been formed for the sol e purpose of killing other
men and destroying their property. Certainly nen were still as greedy as
ever; and now the berserker war was accustom ng them again to nmass
destruction. Could those old days, when life fought all-out war against life,
ever come agai n?



Wth a sigh, Karlsen pushed aside his papers."” Wat happened yesterday,

bet ween you and M. Sal vador?"

"He said he neant to hang one of nmy nen." Mtch gave the story, as sinply as
he could. He omitted only Sal vador's parting words, wi thout fully reasoning
out why he did. "When |I'm nade responsible for nen," he finished, "nobody
just wal ks in and hangs them Though I'mnot fully convinced they would have
gone that far, | meant to be as serious about it as they were."

The Hi gh Commander picked out a paper fromhis desk litter. "Two Esteel er
mari nes have been hanged al ready. For fighting."

"Damed arrogant Venetians 1'd say."
"I want none of that, Captain!"

"Yes, sir. But I'"'mtelling you we cane nmighty close to a shooting war,
yesterday on the Sol ar Spot."

"I realize that." Karlsen nade a gesture expressive of futility. "Spain, is
it inmpossible for the people of this fleet to cooperate, even when the
survival of-what is it?"

The Earthman, Henphill, had entered the cabin wi thout ceremony. His thin lips
were pressed tighter than ever."A courier has just arrived with news. Atsog
is attacked."

Karl sen's strong hand crunpl ed papers with an involuntary tw tch. "Any
detail s?"

"The courier captain says he thinks the whole berserker fleet was there. The
ground defenses were still resisting strongly when he pulled out. He just got
his ship away in tine."

At sog-a pl anet closer to Sol than the eneny had been thought to be. It was
Sol they were coming for, all right. They nust know it was the human center

More people were at the cabin door. Henphill stepped aside for the Venerian
Admi ral Kermal. M. Sal vador, hardly glancing at Mtch, followed the admra
in.

"You have heard the news, H gh Commander?" Sal vador began. Kemal, just ready
to speak hinself, gave his political officer an annoyed gl ance, but said
not hi ng.

"That Atsog is attacked, yes," said Karlsen

"My ships can be ready to nove in two hours," said Kenal .

Karl sen si ghed, and shook his head. "I watched today's maneuvers. The fl eet
can hardly be ready in two weeks."

Kemal ' s shock and rage seened genuine." You' d do that? You'd let a Venerian
pl anet die just because we haven't knuckled under to your brother? Because we
di scipline his damed Esteeler-"

"Admiral Kemal, you will control yourself! You, and everyone else, are
subject to discipline while I command!"



Kemal got himself in hand, apparently with great effort.
Karl sen's voi ce was not very |loud, but the cabin seemed to resonate with it.

"You call hangings part of your discipline. |I swear by the name of God that |
will use every hanging, if | must, to enforce sone kind of unity in this
fleet. Understand, this fleet is the only mlitary power that can oppose the
massed berserkers. Trained, and unified, we can destroy them?"

No |istener could doubt it, for the nonent.

"But whether Atsog falls, or Venus, or Esteel, |I will not risk this fleet
until | judge it ready."

Into the silence, Salvador said, with an air of respect: "H gh Conmander, the
courier reported one thing nore. That the Lady Christina de Dul cin was
visiting on Atsog when the attack began-and that she nmust be there still."

Karl sen cl osed his eyes for two seconds. Then he | ooked round at all of them
"I'f you have no further military business, gentlenmen, get out." H's voice was
still steady.

Wal ki ng beside Mtch down the flagship corridor, Hemphill broke a silence to
say thoughtfully: "Karlsen is the man the cause needs, now. Some Veneri ans
have approached ne, tentatively, about joining a plot-1 refused. W nust make
sure that Karlsen remains in conmand."”

"A plot?"
Hermphi || did not el aborate.

Mtch said: "What they did just now was pretty |lowletting himmake that
speech about going slow, no matter what-and then breaking the news to him
about his | ady being on Atsog."

Hermphi || said: "He knew al ready she was there. That news arrived on
yesterday's courier."

There was a dark nebula, nade up of clustered billions of rocks and ol der
than the sun, nanmed the Stone Place by nen. Those who gathered there now were
not men and they gave nothing a nane; they hoped nothing, feared nothing,
wondered at not hing. They had no pride and no regret, but they had plans-a
billion subtleties, carved fromelectircal pressure and flowand their
built-in purpose, toward which their planning circuits noved. As if by
instinct the berserker machines had fornmed thenselves into a fleet when the
time was ripe, when the eternal eneny, Life, had begun to mass its strength.

The planet named Atsog in the |ife-language had yi el ded a nunber of
still-functioning life-units fromits deepest shelters, though nmillions had
been destroyed while their stubborn defenses were beaten down. Functiona
life-units were sources of valuable information. The nere threat of certain
stimuli usually brought at least |limted cooperation fromany life-unit.

The life-unit (designating itself General Bradin) which had controlled the
defense of Atsog was anong those captured al nost undanaged. Its dissection
was begun within perception of the other captured life-units. The thin outer
covering tissue was delicately removed, and placed upon a suitable formto
preserve it for further study. The life-units which controlled others were
exam ned carefully, whenever possible.



After this stimulus, it was no |l onger possible to comrunicate intelligibly
with General Bradin; in a matter of hours it ceased to function at all.

Initself atrifling victory, the freeing of this small unit of watery matter
fromthe aberration called Life. But the flow of information now increased
fromthe nearby units which had perceived the process.

It was soon confirmed that the life-units were assenbling a fleet. Mre
detailed informati on was sought. One inportant |ine of questioning concerned
the life-unit which would control this fleet. Gadually, frominterrogations
and the reading of captured records, a picture energed.

A name: Johann Karl sen. A biography. Contradictory things were said about
him but the facts showed he had risen rapidly to a position of control over
mllions of life-units.

Thr oughout the | ong war, the berserker conputers had gathered and col | at ed
all avail able data on the nen who becane | eaders of Life. Now against this
data they matched, point for point, every detail that could be | earned about
Johann Karl sen.

The behavior of these leading units often resisted analysis, as if sone
quality of the life-disease in themwas forever beyond the reach of nachines.
These individuals used logic, but sonetinmes it seenmed they were not bound by
| ogi c. The nmost dangerous life-units of all sometines acted in ways that
seened to contradict the known supremacy of the laws of physics and chance,
as if they could be m nds possessed of true free will, instead of its

i I1usion.

And Karl sen was one of these, suprenely one of these. Hs fitting of the
dangerous pattern becanme plainer with every new conpari son

In the past, such life-units had been troubl esome | ocal problens. For one of
themto command the whole life-fleet with a decisive battle approaching, was
extremel y dangerous to the cause of Death.

The outcone of the approaching battle seened al nbst certain to be favorable,
since there were probably only two hundred ships in the life-fleet. But the
br oodi ng berserkers could not be certain enough of anything, while a unit

i ke Johann Karlsen led the living. And if the battle was | ong postponed the
eneny Life could beconme stronger. There were hints that inventive Life was
devel opi ng new weapons, newer and nore powerful ships.

The wordl ess conference reached a decision. There were berserker reserves,
whi ch had waited for mllennia along the galactic rim dead and uncaring in
their hiding places anong dust clouds and heavy nebul ae, and on dark stars.
For this climactic battle they nmust be summoned, the power of Life to resist
nmust be broken now.

From the berserker fleet at the Stone Place, between Atsog's Sun and Sol
courier machi nes sped out toward the galactic rim

It would take sone time for all the reserves to gather. Meanwhile, the
i nterrogations went on.

"Listen, I've decided to help you, see. About this guy Karlsen, | know you
want to find out about him Only | got a delicate brain. If anything hurts
me, my brain don't work at all, so no rough stuff on ne, understand? I'll be

no good to you ever if you use rough stuff on ne."



This prisoner was unusual. The interrogating conputer borrowed new circuits
for itself, chose synbols and hurled them back at the life-unit.

"What can you tell me about Karlsen?"
"Listen you're gonna treat nme right, aren't you?"

"Useful information will be rewarded. Untruth will bring you unpl easant
stimuli."

"Il tell you this nowthe woman Karl sen was going to marry is here. You
caught her alive in the sane shelter General Bradin was in. Now, if you sort
of give me control over sone other prisoners, make things nice for nme, why I
bet I can think up the best way for you to use her. If you just tell him
you' ve got her, why he m ght not believe you, see?"

Qut on the galactic rim the signals of the giant heralds called out the

hi dden reserves of the unliving. Subtle detectors heard the signals, and
triggered the great engines into cold flane. The force field brain in each
strategi c housing awke to livelier death. Each reserve machi ne began to
move, with metallic |leisure shaking loose its cubic mles of weight and power
freeing itself fromdust, or ice, or age-old nmud, or solid rock-then rising
and turning, orienting itself in space. Al converging, they drove faster
than light toward the Stone Place, where the destroyers of Atsog awaited
their reinforcenent.

Wth the arrival of each reserve nachine, the |inked berserker conputers saw
victory nore probable. But still the quality of one life-unit nade all of
their conputations uncertain.

Fel i pe Nogara raised a strong and hairy hand, and wiped it gently across one
gl owi ng segnment of the panel before his chair. The center of his private
study was filled by an enornous display sphere, which now showed a
representation of the explored part of the galaxy. At Nogara's gesture the
sphere di nmed, then began to relight itself in a slowintricate sequence.

A wave of his hand had just theoretically elimnated the berserker fleet as a
factor in the power gane. To leave it in, he told hinself, diffused the
probabilities too widely. It was really the conpeti ng power of Venus-and that
of two or three other prosperous, aggressive planets-which occupied his mnd

Wll insulated in this private roomfromthe hum of Esteel Cty and fromthe
routi ne press of business, Nogara watched his conputers' new prediction take
shape, showing the political power structure as it mght exist one year from
now, two years, five. As he had expected, this sequence showed Estee
expanding in influence. It was even possible that he could becone rul er of

t he human gal axy.

Nogara wondered at his own calmin the face of such an idea. Twel ve or
fifteen years ago he had driven with all his power of intellect and will to
advance hinself. Gadually, the nmoves in the gane had come to seem autonati c.
Today, there was a chance that al nost every thinking being known to exist
woul d cone to acknowl edge himas ruler-and it neant less to himthan the
first local election he had ever won.

D m ni shing returns, of course. The nore gained, the greater gain needed to
produce an equal pleasure. At |east when he was alone. If his aides were
wat ching this prediction nowit would certainly excite them and he woul d
catch their excitement.



But, being al one, he sighed. The berserker fleet would not vanish at the wave
of a hand. Today, what was probably the final plea for nore help had arrived
fromEarth. The trouble was that granting Sol nore help woul d take ships and
men and noney from Nogara's expansion projects. Werever he did that now, he
stood to | oose out, eventually, to other nen. Add Sol would have to survive
the com ng attack with no nore help from Esteel

Nogara realized, wondering dully at hinself, that he would as soon see even
Esteel destroyed as see control slip fromhis hands. Now why? He coul d not
say he loved his planet or his people, but he had been, by and | arge, a good
ruler, not a tyrant. Good governnent was, after all, good politics.

H s desk chimed the nel odi ous notes that nmeant sonething was new y avail abl e
for his anusenment. Nogara chose to answer.

"Sir," said a woman's voi ce, "two new possibilities are in the shower room
now. "

Projected from hidden caneras, a scene glowed into |ife above Nogara's
desk-bodies gleanming in a spray of water.

"They are from prison, sir, anxious for any reprieve."

Wat chi ng, Nogara felt only a weariness; and, yes, sonething |ike

sel f-contenpt. He questioned hinmself: Wiere in all the universe is there a
reason why | should not seek pleasure as | choose? And again: WII | dabble
in sadism next? And if | do, what of it?

But what after that?

Havi ng paused respectfully, the voice asked: "Perhaps this evening you woul d
prefer something different?"

"Later," he said. The scene vani shed. Maybe | should try to be a Believer for
a while, he thought. What an intense thrill it nust be for Johann to sin. If
he ever does.

That had been a genui ne pl easure, seeing Johann given command of the Sol ari an
fleet, watching the Venerians boil. But it had rai sed another problem

Johann, victorious over the berserkers, would energe as the greatest hero in
human history. Wuld that not make even Johann dangerously anbitious? The
thing to do would be to ease himout of the public eye, give himsone

hi gh-ranked job, honest, but dirty and inglorious. Hunting out outlaws
somewher e. Johann woul d probably accept that, being Johann. But if Johann bid
for galactic power, he would have to take his chances. Any pawn on the board
m ght be renoved.

Nogara shook his head. Suppose Johann lost the comng battle, and lost Sol? A
berserker victory would not be a matter of diffusing probabilities, that was
pl easant doubletalk for a tired mind to fool itself with. A berserker victory
woul d nean the end of Earthman in the gal axy, probably within a few years. No
conput er was needed to see that.

There was a little bottle in his desk; Nogara brought it out and | ooked at
it. The end of the chess ganme was in it, the end of all pleasure and boredom
and pain. Looking at the vial caused himno enotion. In it was a powerful
drug which threw a man into a kind of ecstasy-a transcendental excitenent
that within a few minutes burst the heart or the blood vessels of the brain.
Soneday, when all el se was exhausted, when it was conpletely a berserker
uni ver se. .



He put the vial away, and he put away the final appeal from Earth. \Wat did
it all matter? Was it not a berserker universe already, everything deternined
by the random swirls of condensing gas, before the stars were born?

Fel i pe Nogara | eaned back in his chair, watching his computers marking out
t he gal actic chessboard.

Through the fleet the runor spread that Karlsen del ayed because it was a
Venetian col ony under siege. Aboard the Solar Spot, Mtch saw no del ays for
any reason. He had time for only work, quick neals, and sleep. Wen the fina
ram and- board drill had been conpleted, the last stores and anmunition

| oaded, Mtch was too tired to feel nmuch except relief. He rested, not
frightened or elated, while the Spot wheeled into a rank with forty other
arrow shaped ships, dipped with theminto the first Gplus junp of the deep
space search, and began to hunt the eneny.

It was days later before dull routine was broken by a jangling battle alarm
Mtch was awakened by it; before his eyes were fully opened, he was
scranbling into the arnored suit stored under his bunk. Nearby, some marines
grunbl ed about practice alerts; but none of themwas noving slowy.

"This is Hi gh Commander Karl sen speaking," booned the overhead speakers.
"This is not a practice alert; repeat, not practice. Two berserkers have been
sighted. One we've just glinpsed at extrene range. Likely it will get away,

t hough the Ninth Squadron is chasing it.

"The other is not going to escape. In a matter of mnutes we will have it
engl obed, in normal space. W are not going to destroy it by bonbardnent; we
are going to soften it up a bit, and then see how well we can really ram and
board. If there are any bugs left in our tactics, we'd better find out now
Squadrons Two, Four, and Seven will each send one ship to the ramm ng attack
' m goi ng back on Command Channel now, Squadron Commanders."

"Squadron Four," sighed Sergeant MKendrick. "Mre Esteelers in our company
than any other. How can we miss?"

The marines lay like dragon's teeth seeded in the dark, strapped into the
padded accel erati on couches that had been their bunks, while the psych-nusic
tried to lull them and those who were Believers prayed. In the darkness
Mtch listened on intercom and passed on to his nmen the terse battle reports
that came to himas nmarine commander on the ship.

He was afraid. Wiat was death, that men should fear it so? It could only be
the end of all experience. That end was inevitable, and beyond imagi nation
and he feared it.

The prelimnary bonbardment did not take |ong. Two hundred and thirty ships
of life held a single trapped eneny in the center of their hollow sphere
formation. Listening in the dark to laconic voices, Mtch heard how the

ber serker fought back, as if with the finest human courage and contenpt for
odds. Could you really fight machi nes, when you coul d never make them suffer
pain or fear?

But you coul d defeat machines. And this tinme, for once, humanity had far too
many guns. It would be easy to blow this berserker into vapor. Wuld it be
best to do so? There were bound to be marine casualties in any boarding, no
matter how favorable the odds. But a true conbat test of the boardi ng schene
was badly needed before the decisive battle cane to be fought. And, too, this
eneny mght hold living prisoners who might be rescued by boarders. A High



Conmmander did well to have a rocklike certainty of his own rightness.

The order was given. The Spot and two ot her chosen ships fell in toward the
battered eneny at the center of the engl obenent.

Straps held Mtch firmy, but the gravity had been turned off for the

ranm ng, and wei ghtl essness gave the inpression that his body would fly and
vibrate like a pellet shaken in a bottle with the com ng inpact. Soundl ess
dark, soft cushioning, and lulling nmusic; but a few words cane into the

hel met and the body cringed, knowi ng that outside were the black cold guns
and the hurtling machi nes, unimagi nable forces | eaping now to neet. Now

Real ity shattered in through all the protection and the paddi ng. The shaped
atomc charge at the tip of the ramm ng prow opened the berserker's skin. In
five seconds of crashing inmpact, the prow vaporized, nelted, and crunpled its
| ength away, the true hull driving behind it until the Solar Spot was sunk
like an arrow into the body of the eneny.

Mtch spoke for the last tine to the bridge of the Solar Spot, while his nen
lurched past himin free fall, their suit lights glaring.

"My panel shows Sally Port Three the only one not bl ocked," he said. "W're
all going out that way."

"Remenber," said a Venerian voice. "Your first job is to protect this ship
agai nst counterattack."

"Roger." If they wanted to give himoffensively unnecessary rem nders, now
was not the time for argument. He broke contact with the bridge and hurried
after his men.

The other two ships were to send their boarders fighting toward the strategic
housi ng, somewhere deep in the berserker's center. The marines fromthe Sol ar
Spot were to try to find and save any prisoners the berserker mght hold. A
berserker usually held prisoners near its surface, so the first search would
be made by squads spreadi ng out under the hundreds of square kil oneters of
hul I .

In the dark chaos of wecked machinery just outside the sally port there was
no sign yet of counterattack. The berserkers had supposedly not been built to
fight battles inside their own netallic skins-on this rested the fleet's
hopes for success in a major battle.

Mtch left forty men to defend the hull of the Spot, and hinself |ed a squad
of ten out into the labyrinth. There was no use setting hinself up in a
conmand post - conmuni cations in here would be inpossible, once out of

I i ne-of -si ght.

The first man in each searching squad carried a nmass spectroneter, an

i nstrument that would detect the stray atonms of oxygen bound to | eak from
conpartnents where |living beings breathed. The |ast nman wore on one hand a
device to blaze a trail with arrows of |um nous paint; without a trail
getting lost in this three-di mensi onal naze woul d be al nost inevitable.

"CGot a scent, Captain," said Mtch's spectroneter man, after five ninutes
casting through the squad' s assigned sector of the dying berserker

"Keep on it." Mtch was second in line, his carbine ready.

The detector man | ed the way through a dark and wei ghtl ess mechani ca



uni verse. Several times he paused to adjust his instrument and wave its
probe. O herw se the pace was rapid; nen trained in free fall, and given
plenty of holds to thrust and steer by, could nmove faster than runners.

A towering, multijointed shape rose up before the detector nan, brandi shing
bl ue-white welding arcs |ike swords. Before Mtch was aware of aimng, his
carbine fired twice. The shells ripped the machi ne open and pounded it
backward; it was only sone sem robotic maintenance device, not built for
fighting.

The detector man had nerve; he plunged straight on. The squad kept pace with
him their suit lights scouting out unfaniliar shapes and distances, cutting
kni f e-edge shadows in the vacuum glare and darkness nell owed only by
reflection.

"Cetting closel™

And then they cane to it. It was a place like the top of a huge dry well. An
ovoid like a ship's launch, very thickly arnored, had apparently been raised
t hrough the well from deep inside the berserker, and now cl anped to a dock

"It's the launch, it's oozing oxygen."
"Captain, there's sone kind of airlock on this side. Quter door's open.”
It |ooked like the smboth and easy entrance of a trap

"Keep your eyes open." Mtch went into the airlock. "Be ready to blast ne out
of here if |I don't show in one mnute."

It was an ordinary airlock, probably cut from some human spaceshi p. He shut
hi nsel f inside, and then got the inner door open

Most of the interior was a single conmpartnent. In the center was an

accel eration couch, holding a nude female mannikin. He drifted near, saw that
her head had been depilated and that there were tiny beads of blood still on
her scalp, as if probes had just been w thdrawn.

When his suit lanmp hit her face she opened dead blue staring eyes, blinking
mechanically. Still not sure that he was | ooking at a living human bei ng,
Mtch drifted beside her and touched her armwith nmetal fingers. Then all at
once her face becane hunman, her eyes com ng fromdeath through nightmare to
reality. She saw himand cried out. Before he could free her there were
crystal drops of tears in the weightless air.

Li stening to his rapid orders, she held one hand nodestly in front of her
and the other over her raw scal p. Then she nodded, and took into her nouth
the end of a breathing tube that would dole air fromMtch's suit tank. In a
few nore seconds he had her wrapped in a clinging, binding rescue bl anket,
tenmporary proof agai nst vacuum and freezi ng.

The detector man had found no oxygen source except the launch. Mtch ordered
his squad back along their [um nous trail.

At the sally port, he heard that things were not going well with the attack
Real fighting robots were defending the strategic housing; at |east eight nen
had been killed down there. Two nore ships were going to ram and board.

Mtch carried the girl through the sally port and three nore friendly
hat ches. The nonstrously thick hull of the ship shuddered and sang around



him the Solar Spot, her mission acconplished, boarders retrieved, was being
wi t hdrawn. Full wei ght cane back, and light.

"I'n here, Captain."

QUARANTI NE, said the sign. A berserker's prisoner m ght have been
deliberately infected with sonethi ng contagi ous; nmen now knew how to dea
with such tricks.

Inside the infirmary he set her down. \Wile nmedics and nurses scranbl ed
around, he unfolded the blanket fromthe girl's face, remenbering to | eave it
curled over her shaven head, and opened his own hel net.

"You can spit out the tube now," he told her, in his rasping voice.

She did so, and opened her eyes again.

"Ch, are you real ?" she whispered. Her hand pushed its way out of the bl anket
folds and slid over his arnmor. "Ch, let nme touch a human bei ng again!" Her
hand noved up to his exposed face and gripped his cheek and neck

"I"'mreal enough. You're all right now"

One of the bustling doctors canme to a sudden, frozen halt, staring at the
girl. Then he spun around on his heel and hurried away. What was w ong?

O hers sounded confident, reassuring the girl as they mnistered to her. She
wouldn't let go of Mtch, she becanme nearly hysterical when they tried gently
to separate her fromhim

"I guess you'd better stay," a doctor told him

He sat there holding her hand, his hel net and gauntlets off. He | ooked away
while they did nmedical things to her. They still spoke easily; he thought
they were finding nothing much wrong.

"What's your nane?" she asked hi mwhen the nmedics were through for the
nmonent. Her head was bandaged; her slender arm came from beneath the sheets

to maintain contact with his hand.

"Mtchell Spain." Now that he got a good |ook at her, a living young human
female, he was in no hurry at all to get away. "Wat's yours?"

A shadow crossed her face. "I'mnot sure.”

There was a sudden commotion at the infirmary door; H gh Commander Karl sen
was pushing past protesting doctors into the QUARANTI NE area. Karlsen canme on
until he was standing beside Mtch, but he was not |ooking at Mtch

"Chris," he said to the girl. "Thank God." There were tears in his eyes.

The Lady Christina de Dulcin turned her eyes fromMtch to Johann Karl sen
and screaned in abject terror

"Now, Captain. Tell nme how you found her and brought her out."
Mtch began his tale. The two nen were alone in Karlsen's nonastic cabin,

just off the flagship's bridge. The fight was over, the berserker a torn and
harm ess hul k. No ot her prisoners had been aboard it.



"They planned to send her back to ne," Karlsen said, staring into space, when
Mtch had finished his account. "W attacked before it could |l aunch her
toward us. It kept her out of the fighting, and sent her back to ne."

Mtch was sil ent.

Karlsen's red-rimmed eyes fastened on him "She's been brai nwashed, Poet. It
can be done with sonme permanence, you know, when advantage is taken of the
subj ect's natural tendencies. | suppose she's never thought too rmuch of ne.
There were political reasons for her to consent to our narriage... she
screans when the doctors even nention ny name. They tell ne it's possible
that horrible things were done to her by some man-shaped machi ne made to | ook
like nme. Other people are tolerable, to a degree. But it's you she wants to
be alone with, you she needs."

"She cried out when | left her, but-nme?"

"The natural tendency, you see. For her to... love... the nman who saved her
The machi nes set her nmind to fasten all the joy of rescue upon the first male
human face she saw. The doctors assure nme such things can be done. They've

gi ven her drugs, but even in sleep the instrunents show her nightmares, her
pai n, and she cries out for you. Wiat do you feel toward her?"

"Sir, I'll do anything I can. Wt do you want of ne?"

"I want you to stop her suffering, what else?" Karlsen's voice rose to a
ragged shout. "Stay alone with her, stop her pain if you can!"

He got himself under a kind of control."Go on. The doctors will take you in.
Your gear will be brought over fromthe Sol ar Spot."

Mtch stood up. Any words he could think of sounded in his mnd |ike
sickening attenpts at hunor. He nodded, and hurried out.

"This is your last chance to join us," said the Venerian, Salvador, | ooking
up and down the dimcorridors of this renote outer part of the flagship. "CQur
patience is worn, and we will strike soon. Wth the De Dul cin wonman in her
present condition, Nogara's brother is doubly unfit to command."

The Venerian nust be carrying a pocket spy-jamrer; a multisonic whine was
setting Hemphill's teeth on edge. And so was the Venerian

"Karlsen is vital to the human cause whether we like himor not," Henphil
said, his own patience about gone, but his voice still calmand reasonabl e.
"Don't you see to what |engths the berserkers have gone to get at hin? They
sacrificed a perfectly good machine just to deliver his brai nwashed wonman
here, to attack him psychol ogically."

"Well. If that is true they have succeeded. If Karlsen had any val ue before,
now he will be able to think of nothing but his woman and the Martian."

Hermphi I | sighed. "Remenber, he refused to hurry the fleet to Atsog to try to
save her. He hasn't failed yet. Until he does, you and the others nust give
up this plotting against him"

Sal vador backed away a step, and spat on the deck in rage. A calcul ated
di spl ay, thought Henphill

"Look to yourself, Earthman!" Sal vador hissed. "Karlsen's days are nunbered,
and the days of those who support himtoo willingly!" He spun around and



wal ked away.

"Wait!" Henphill called, quietly. The Venerian stopped and turned, with an
air of arrogant reluctance. Henphill shot himthrough the heart with a | aser
pi stol. The weapon made a splitting, crackling noise in atnosphere.

Hermphi || prodded the dying man with his toe, making sure no second shot was
needed. "You were good at tal king," he nused al oud. "But too devious to |ead
the fight against the damed machi nes."

He bent to quickly search the body, and stood up elated. He had found a li st
of officers' nanes. Sonme few were underlined, and sone, including his own,
foll owed by a question mark. Another paper bore a scribbled conpilation of
the units under conmand of certain Venerian officers. There were a few nore
notes; altogether, plenty of evidence for the arrest of the hard-core
plotters. It mght tend to split the fleet, but-

Hermphi || | ooked up sharply, then rel axed. The nan approachi ng was one of his
own, whom he had stationed nearby.

"We' || take these to the Hi gh Commander at once." Henphill waved the papers.
"There'll be just tine to clean out the traitors and reorgani ze conmand
before we face battle.”

Yet he del ayed for another nmonment, staring down at Sal vador's corpse. The

pl otter had been overconfident and inept, but still dangerous. Did sone sort
of luck operate to protect Karlsen? Karlsen hinself did not match Henphill's
i deal of a war |eader; he was not as ruthless as machinery or as cold as
nmetal . Yet the dammed machi nes nmade great sacrifices to attack him

Hermphi || shrugged, and hurried on his way.

"Mtch, | do love you. I know what the doctors say it is, but what do they
really know about mne?"

Christina de Dulcin, wearing a sinple blue robe and turbanlike headdress, now
reclined on a luxurious acceleration couch, in what was nom nally the

sl eeping room of the H gh Conmander's quarters. Karlsen had never occupied
the place, preferring a small cabin.

Mtchell Spain sat three feet fromher, afraid to so much as touch her hand,
afraid of what he might do, and what she might do. They were al one, and he
felt sure they were unwatched. The Lady Christina had even demanded

assurances agai nst spy devices and Karlsen had sent his pledge. Besides, what
ki nd of ship would have spy devices built into its highest officers' quarters?

A situation for bedroomfarce, but not when you had to live through it. The
man outside, taking the strain, had nore than two hundred shi ps dependent on
hi m now, and nmany human planets would be lifeless in five years if the com ng
battle fail ed.

"What do you really know about ne, Chris?" he asked.

"I know you nean life itself to me. Ch, Mtch, | have no time now to be coy,
and mannered, and every millimeter a lady. |I've been all those things.
And-once-1 would have nmarried a man |ike Karlsen, for political reasons. But
all that was before Atsog."

Her voice dropped on the Iast word, and her hand on her robe nade a
convul sive grasping gesture. He had to |l ean forward and take it.



"Chris, Atsog is in the past, now

"Atsog will never be over, conpletely over, for nme. | keep renenbering nore
and nore of it. Mtch, the machines nade us watch while they skinned Genera
Bradin alive. | sawthat. | can't bother with silly things like politics
anynore, life is too short for them And | no |longer fear anything, except

driving you away. ..

He felt pity, and lust, and half a dozen other maddeni ng things.

"Karlsen's a good nman," he said finally.

She repressed a shudder. "I suppose,"” she said in a controlled voice. "But
Mtch, what do you feel for me? Tell the truth-if you don't |ove ne now, |
can hope you will, in time." She snmled faintly, and raised a hand. "Wen ny
silly hair grows back."

"Your silly hair." H s voice al nbst broke. He reached to touch her face, then
pull ed his fingers back as froma flane. "Chris, you're his girl, and too
much depends on him"

"l was never his."
"Still... | can't lie to you, Chris; maybe | can't tell you the truth,
ei ther, about how | feel. The battle's coming, everything's up in the air,

paral yzed. No one can plan... " He made an awkward, uncertain gesture.

"Mtch." Her voice was understanding. "This is terrible for you, isn't it?

Don't worry, I'lIl do nothing to make it worse. WIIl you call the doctor? As
long as | know you're sonewhere near, | think |I can rest, now. "
Karl sen studi ed Sal vador's papers in silence for sone nminutes, |like a nman

pondering a chess problem He did not seemgreatly surprised.

"I have a few dependabl e men standing ready," Henphill finally vol unteered.
"We can quickly-arrest-the | eaders of this plot."

The bl ue eyes searched him "Comrander, was Sal vador's killing truly
necessary?"

"I thought so," said Henphill blandly. "He was reaching for his own weapon."
Karl sen gl anced once nore at the papers and reached a deci sion.

"Commander Hemphill, | want you to pick four ships, and scout the far edge of
the Stone Pl ace nebula. W don't want to push beyond it w thout know ng where
the enenmy is, and give hima chance to get between us and Sol. Use caution-to
| earn the general |ocation of the bulk of his fleet is enough.™

"Very well." Henphill nodded. The reconnai sance nmade sense; and if Karlsen
wanted to get Henphill out of the way, and deal with his human opponents by
his own nethods, well, let him Those nethods often seenmed soft-headed to
Hermphi I, but they seened to work for Karlsen. If the damed machi nes for
some reason found Karl sen unendurabl e, then Henphill would support him to
t he point of cheerful murder and beyond.

What el se really mattered in the universe, besides snmashing the dammed
machi nes?



Mtch spent hours every day alone with Chris. He no kept fromher the wild
runors which circul ated throughout the fleet. Salvador's violent end was
whi spered about, and guards were posted near Karlsen's quarters. Sone said
Admiral Kermal was on the verge of open revolt.

And now the Stone Place was cl ose ahead of the fleet, blanking out half the
stars; ebony dust and fragments, like a mllion shattered planets. No ship
could nmove through the Stone Place; every cubic kilometer of it held enough
matter to prevent C-plus travel or nmovenent in normal space at any effective
speed.

The fleet headed toward one sharply defined edge of the cloud, around which
Hermphi I 1 ' s scouting squadron had al ready di sappear ed.

"She grows a little saner, a little calner, every day," said Mtch, entering
the H gh Commander's small cabin.

Karl sen | ooked up from his desk. The papers before himseened to be lists of
nanes, in Venerian script. "I thank you for that word, Poet. Does she speak
of ne?"

They eyed each other, the poor and ugly cynic, the anointed and handsone
Bel i ever.

"Poet," Karlsen asked suddenly, "how do you deal with deadly enenies, when
you find themin your power?"

"We Martians are supposed to be a violent people. Do you expect me to pass
sentence on nysel f?"

Karl sen appeared not to understand, for a nmoment. "Ch. No. | was not speaking
of -you and me and Chris. Not personal affairs. | suppose | was only thinking
al oud, asking for a sign."

"Then don't ask me, ask your God. But didn't he tell you to forgive your
eneni es?"

"He did." Karlsen nodded, slowy and thoughtfully."You know, he wants a | ot
fromus. Areal hell of alot."”

It was a peculiar sensation, to become suddenly convinced that the nman you
wer e wat chi ng was a genui ne, nonhypocritical Believer. Mtch was not sure he
had ever net the |ike before.

Nor had he ever seen Karlsen quite |like this-passive, waiting; asking for a
sign. As if there was in fact some Purpose outside the layers of a man's own
m nd, that could inspire him Mtch thought bout it. If...

But that was all nystical nonsense.

Karl sen's communi cator sounded. Mtch could not nmake out what the other voice
was sayi ng, but he watched the effect on the H gh Comrander. Energy and
determ nati on were com ng back, there were subtle signs of the return of
force, of the trenendous conviction of being right. It was |ike watching the
gentl e gl ow when a fusion power |anp was ignited.

"Yes," Karlsen was saying. "Yes, well done."



Then he rai sed the Venerian papers fromhis desk; it was as if he raised them
only by force of will, his fingers only gesturing beneath them

"The news is fromHenphill," he said to Mtch, alnost absently.' "The
berserker fleet is just around the edge of the Stone Place fromus. Henphil
estimates they are two hundred strong, and thinks they are unaware of our
presence. W attack at once. Man your battle station, Poet; God be with you."
He turned back to his communicator. "Ask Admiral Kemal to nmy cabin at once.
Tell himto bring his staff. In particular-" He glanced at the Venerian
papers and read off several nanes.

"Good luck to you, sir." Mtch had delayed to say that. Before he hurried
out, he saw Karlsen stuffing the Venerian papers into his trash disintegrator

Before Mtch reached his own cabin, the battle horns were sounding. He had
armed and suited hinself and was maki ng his way back through the suddenly
crowded narrow corridors toward the bridge, when the ship' s speakers booned
suddenly to life, picking up Karlsen's voice:

" what ever wrongs we have done you, by word, or deed, or by things |eft
undone, | ask you nowto forgive. And in the nane of every man who calls ne
friend or |eader, | pledge that any grievance we have agai nst you, is from
this monment wi ped from nenory."

Everyone in the crowded passage hesitated in the rush for battle stations.
Mtch found hinself staring into the eyes of a huge, well-arned Venerian
ship's policeman, probably here on the flagship as some officer's bodyguard.

There came an anplified cough and runbl e, and then the voice of Admiral Kenal:

"We-we are brothers, Esteeler and Venerian, and all of us. Al of us together
now, the living against the berserker." Kemal's voice rose to a shout.
"Destruction to the damed machi nes, and death to their builders! Let every
man renmenber Atsog!"

"Remenber Atsog!" roared Karlsen's voice

In the corridor there was a nmonent's hush, like that before a towering wave
smtes down. Then a great insensate shout. Mtch found hinself with tears in
his eyes, yelling something.

"Remenber General Bradin," cried the big Venerian, grabbing Mtch and huggi ng
him lifting him arnmor and all. "Death to his flayers!"

"Death to the flayers!" The shout ran like a flame through the corridor. No
one needed to be told that the sanme things were happening in all the ships of
the fleet. Al at once there was no room for anything | ess than brotherhood,
no tine for anything |l ess than glory.

"Destruction to the dammed nmchi nes!"

Near the flagship's center of gravity was the bridge, only a dais holding a
ring of conbat chairs, each with its clustered controls and dial s.

"Boardi ng Coordinator ready," Mtch reported, strapping hinself in.

The view ng sphere near the bridge's center showed the human advance, in two
| eapfrogging lines of over a hundred ships each. Each ship was a green dot in
the sphere, positioned as truthfully as the flagship's conputers could
manage. The irregul ar surface of the Stone Place noved beside the battle



lines in a series of jerks; the flagship was traveling by G plus mcrojunps,
so the presentation in the view ng sphere was a succession of still pictures
at second-and-a-half intervals. Sl owed by the mass of their G plus cannon
the six fat green synbols of the Venetian heavy weapons ships | abored
forward, falling behind the rest of the fleet.

In Mtch's headphones soneone was saying: "In about ten m nutes we can expect
to reach-"

The voice died away. There was a red dot in the sphere already, and then

anot her, and then a dozen, rising like tiny suns around the bul ge of dark
nebul a. For |ong seconds the nen on the bridge were silent while the

ber serker advance came into view Henphill's scouting patrol nust, after all,
have been detected, for the berserker fleet was not cruising, but attacking.
There was a battlenet of a hundred or nore red dots, and now there were two
nets, |leapfrogging in and out of space like the human lines. And still the
red berserkers rose into view, their formations grow ng, spreading out to
engl obe and crush a snaller fleet.
"I make it three hundred machines," said a pedantic and sonewhat effeninate
voi ce, breaking the silence with cold precision. Once, the nere know edge
that three hundred berserkers existed m ght have crushed all human hopes. In
this place, in this hour, fear itself could frighten no one.

The voices in Mtch's headphones began to transact the business of opening a
battle. There was nothing yet for himto do but |isten and watch.

The six heavy green marks were falling further behind; w thout hesitation
Karlsen was hurling his entire fleet straight at the eneny center. The foe's
strength had been underestimated, but it seened the berserker command had
made a simlar error, because the red formations too were being forced to
regroup, spread thensel ves wi der

The di stance between fleets was still too great for normal weapons to be

ef fective, but the |aboring heavy-weapons ships with their C plus cannon were
now i n range, and they could fire through friendly formations al nost as
easily as not. At their volley Mtch thought he felt space jar around him it
was sone secondary effect that the human brain notices, really only wasted
energy. Each projectile, blasted by explosives to a safe distance fromits

I aunchi ng ship, nmounted its own C- plus engine, which then accelerated the
projectile while it flickered in and out of reality on mcrotiners.

Their | eaden masses magnified by velocity, the huge slugs skipped through
exi stence |like stones across water, passing |like phantons through the fleet
of life, emerging fully into normal space only as they approached their
target, traveling then Iike De Broglie wavicles, their matter churning
internally with a phase velocity greater than that of |ight.

Al most instantly after Mtch had felt the slugs' ghostly passage, one red dot
began to expand and thin into a cloud, still tiny in the view ng sphere.
Soneone gasped. In a few nore noments the flagship's owmn weapons, beans and
m ssiles, went into action

The enemy center stopped, two mllion mles ahead, but his flanks cane on
snoothly as the screw of a vast meat-grinder, threatening engl obenent of the
first line of human ships.

Karl sen did not hesitate, and a great turning point flickered past in a
second. The life-fleet hurtled on, deliberately into the trap, straight for
t he hinge of the jaws.



Space twi tched and warped around Mtchell Spain. Every ship in the fleet was
firing now, and every eneny answering, and the energies rel eased pl ucked

t hrough his arnor |ike ghostly fingers. Green dots and red vani shed fromthe
sphere, but not many of either as yet.

The voices in Mtch's hel net slackened, as events raced into a pattern that
shifted too fast for human thought to follow Now for a time the fight would
be conputer against conputer, faithful slave of |ife against outlaw neither
caring, neither know ng.

The view ng sphere on the flagship's bridge was shifting ranges alnost in a
flicker. One swelling red dot was only a mllion mles away, then half of
that, then half again. And now the flagship cane into nornmal space for the
final lunge of the attack, firing itself like a bullet at the eneny.

Again the viewer switched to a closer range, and the chosen foe was no | onger
a red dot, but a great forbidding castle, tilted crazily, black against the
stars. Only a hundred miles away, then half of that. The velocity of closure
slowed to less than a nmle a second. As expected, the eneny was accel erating,
trying to get away fromwhat nust |look to it |like a suicide charge. For the
last time Mtch checked his chair, his suit, his weapons. Chris, be safe in a
cocoon. The berserker swelled in the sphere, gun-flashes show ng now around
his steel-ribbed belly. A small one, this, naybe only ten tinmes the
flagship's bulk. Always a rotten spot to be found, in every one of them old
wounds under their ancient skins. Try to run, you nonstrous obscenity, try in
vai n.

O oser, twisting closer. Now
Lights all gone, falling in the dark for one endl ess second-

I mpact. Mtch's chair shook him the gentle pads inside his arnor battering
and bruising him The expendabl e ramm ng prow woul d be vaporizing, shattering
and crunpling, dissipating energy down to a |level the battering-ramship
coul d endure.

When the crashing stopped, noise still renmained, a whining, droning synphony
of stressed netal and escaping air and gases |ike sobbing breathing. The
great machi nes were | ocked together now, half the length of the flagship
enbedded in the berserker

A rough ramm ng, but no one on the bridge was injured. Danage Contr ol
reported that the expected air | eaks were being controlled. Gunnery reported
that it could not yet extend a turret inside the wound. Drive reported ready
for a maxi mumeffort.

Drive!

The ship twisted in the wound it had made. This could be victory now, tearing
t he enemy open, sawing his nmetal bowels out into space. The bridge tw sted
with the structure of the ship, this warship that was nore solid netal than
anyt hing el se. For a nmonent, Mtch thought he could conme close to

conpr ehendi ng the power of the engines men had built.

"No use, Commander. We're wedged in."

The enemy endured. The berserker nenory woul d al ready be searched, the plans
made, the counterattack on the flagship com ng, w thout fear or nercy.



The Ship Commander turned his head to | ook at Johann Karlsen. It had been
forseen that once a battle reached this nelee stage there would be little for
a H gh Commander to do. Even if the flagship itself were not half-buried in

an eneny hull, all space nearby was a conplete inferno of confused
destruction, through which any neani ngful conmmunication woul d be inpossible.
I f Karlsen was hel pl ess now, neither could the berserker conputers still Iink

t hensel ves into a single brain.

"Fight your ship, sir" said Karlsen. He | eaned forward, gripping the arns of
his chair, gazing at the clouded view ng sphere as if trying to nake sense of
the few flickering lights within it.

The Ship Commander inmediately ordered his marines to board.

Mtch saw themout the sally ports. Then, sitting still was worse than any
action. "Sir, | request permission to join the boarders."

Karl sen seened not to hear. He disqualified hinself, for now, fromany use of
power; especially to set Mtchell Spain in the forefront of the battle or to
hol d hi m back

The Ship Commander considered. He wanted to keep a Boardi ng Coordi nator on
the bridge; but experienced nen woul d be desperately needed in the fighting.
"Go, then. Do what you can to help defend our sally ports.”

Thi s berserker defended itself well with soldier-robots. The marines had
hardly gotten away fromthe enbedded hull when the counterattack cane,
cutting nmost of them off.

In a narrow zi gzag passage |eading out to the port near which fighting was
heavi est, an arnored figure met Mtch. "Captain Spain? |'m Sergeant Broom
acting Def ense Commander here. Bridge says you're to take over. It's a little
rough. Gunnery can't get a turret working inside the wound. The cl ankers have
all kinds of roomto maneuver, and they keep com ng at us."

"Let's get out there, then."

The two of them hurried forward, through a passage that becane only a warped
slit. The flagship was bent here, a strained swordblade forced into a chink
of arnor.

"Nothing rotten here," said Mtch, clinbing at last out of the sally port.
There were distant flashes of light, and the sullen glow of hot metal near by,
by which to see braced girders, like tall buildings anong which the flagship
had jammed itself.

"Eh? No." Broom nmust be wondering what he was tal king about. But the sergeant
stuck to business, pointing out to Mtch where he had about a hundred nen

di sposed anpbng the chaos of torn netal and drifting debris. "The clankers
don't use guns. They just drift in, sneaking, or charge in a wave, and get us
hand-to-hand, if they can. Last wave we |ost six nen."

Whi ni ng gusts of gas came out of the deep caverns, and scattered bl obs of
liquid, along with flashes of |ight, and deep shudders through the netal. The
dammed thing m ght be dying, or just getting ready to fight; there was no way
to tell

"Any nmore of the boarding parties get back?' Mtch asked.

"No. Doesn't |ook good for 'em



"Port Defense, this is Gunnery," said a cheerful radio voice. "W're getting
the ei ghty-degree forward turret working."

"Well, then use it!" Mtch rasped back. "W're inside, you can't help hitting
somet hi ng. "

A minute |ater, searchlights noved out from doored recesses in the flagship's
hul |, and stabbed into the great chaotic cavern

"Here they come again!" yelled Broom Hundreds of neters away, beyond the
nmelted stunp of the flagship's prow, a line of figures drifted nearer. The
searchlights questioned them they were not suited men. Mtch was opening his
mouth to yell at Qunnery when the turret fired, throwing a raveling skein of
shel I bursts across the advanci ng rank of machi nes.

But nmore ranks were coning. Men were firing in every direction at machines
that came cl anbering, jetting, drifting, in hundreds.

Mtch took off fromthe sally port, moving in diving weightl ess | eaps,
touring the outposts, shifting nen when the need arose.

"Fall back when you have to!" he ordered, on Conmand radi o. "Keep them from
the sally ports!"”

H s men were facing no lurching conscription of nechanized pipefitters and
nmovi ng wel ders; these devices were built, in one shape or another, to fight.

As he dove between outposts, a thing like a massive chain |looped itself to
intercept Mtch; he broke it in half with his second shot. A netallic
butterfly darted at himon brilliant jets, and away again, and he wasted four
shots at it.

He found an out post abandoned, and started back toward the sally port,
radi oi ng ahead: "Broom howis it there?"

"Hard to tell, Captain. Squad | eaders, check in again, squad | eaders-"

The flying thing darted back; Mtch sliced it with his laser pistol. As he
approached the sally port, weapons were firing all around him The interior
fight was turning into a m crocosm of the confused struggle between fleets.
He knew that still raged, for the ghostly fingers of heavy weapons stil

pl ucked t hrough his arnor continually.

"Here they cone agai n-Dog, Easy, N ne-o'clock."

Coordi nates of an attack straight at the sally port. Mtch found a place to
wedge hinself, and raised his carbine again. Many of the machines in this
wave bore metal shields before them He fired and rel oaded, again and agai n.

The flagship's one usable turret flaned steadily, and an al nost conti nuous

i ne of expl osions marched across the machi nes' ranks in vacuumsilence,
along with a traversing searchlight spot. The automatic cannons of the turret
were far heavier than the marines' hand weapons; al nbst anything the cannon
hit dissolved in radii of splinters. But suddenly there were nachi nes on the
flagship's hull, attacking the turret fromits blind side.

Mtch called out a warning and started in that direction. Then all at once
t he enemy was around him Two things caught a nearby man in their crablike
claws, trying to tear himapart between them Mtch fired quickly at the



nmovi ng figures and hit the man, bl owi ng one | eg off.

A moment | ater one of the crab-machi nes was knocked away and broken by a
hai |l storm of shells. The other one beat the arnpbred man to pi eces against a
jagged girder, and turned to |look for its next piece of work.

Thi s machine was arnored |ike a warship. It spotted Mtch and canme for him
climbing through drifting rubble, shells and slugs rocking it but not
crippling. It gleamed in his suit lights, reaching out bright pincers, as he
enptied his carbine at the box where its cybernetics should be.

He drew his pistol and dodged, but like a falling cat it turned at him It
caught himby the left hand and the hel net, netal squealing and crunching. He
thrust the | aser pistol against what he thought was the brainbox, and held
the trigger down. He and the machine were drifting, it could get no | everage
for its strength. But it held him working on his arnored hand and hel net.

Its brainbox, the pistol, and the fingers of his right gauntlet, all were

gl owi ng hot. Sonething nolten spattered across his faceplate, the glare

hal f-blinding him The |aser burned out, fusing its barrel to the eneny in a
radi ant wel d.

Hs left gauntlet, still caught, was giving way, being crushed-
-hi s hand-

Even as the suit's hypos and tourniquet bit him he got his burned right hand
free of the laser's butt and reached the plastic grenades at his belt.

Hs left armwas goi ng wooden, even before the claw rel eased his mangl ed hand
and funmbled slowly for a fresh grip. The machi ne was shuddering all over,

i ke an agoni zed man. Mtch whipped his right armaround to plaster a grenade
on the far side of the brainbox. Then with arnms and | egs he strai ned agai nst
the crushing, groping claws. His suit-servos whined with overload, being

over power ed, two seconds, close eyes, three-

The expl osi on stunned him He found hinmself drifting free. Lights were
flaring. Sonmewhere was a sally port; he had to get there and defend it.

H s head cleared slowy. He had the feeling that soneone was pressing a pair
of fingers against his chest. He hoped that was only sone reaction fromthe
hand. It was hard to see anything, with his faceplate still half-covered with
spl ashed netal, but at |ast he spotted the flagship hull. A chunk of

somet hing canme within reach, and he used it to propel hinmself toward the
sally port, spinning weakly. He dug out a fresh clip of ammunition and then
realized his carbine was gone

The space near the sally port was foggy with shattered nechani sm and there
were still nmen here, firing their weapons out into the great cavern. Mtch
recogni zed Brooms arnor in the flaring lights, and got a wel conmi ng wave.

"Captain! They've knocked out the turret, and nost of the searchlights. But
we' ve wrecked an awful ot of 'emhow s your arn®"

"Feel s |i ke wood. Got a car bi ne?"
" Say agai n?"

Broom coul dn't hear him O course, the damed thing had squeezed his hel net
and probably wecked his radio transmtter. He put his hel net again Broonis



and said: "You're in charge. I'mgoing in. Get back out if | can."

Broom was noddi ng, guiding himwatchfully toward the port. Gun fl ashes
started up around themthick and fast again, but there was nothing he could
do about that, with two steady dull fingers pressing into his chest.

Li ght headed. Get back out? Who was he fooling? Lucky if he got in wthout
hel p.

He went into the port, past the interior guards' niches, and through an
airlock. A medic took one | ook and cane to help him

Not dead yet, he thought, aware of people and |ights around him There was
still some part of a hand w apped in bandages on the end of his left arm He
noti ced another thing, too; he felt no nmore ghostly plucking of space-bendi ng
weapons. Then he understood that he was bei ng wheel ed out of surgery, and

t hat people hurrying by had triunmph in their faces. He was still too groggy
to frane a coherent question, but words he heard seened to nmean that another
ship had joined in the attack on this berserker. That was a good sign, that
there were spare ships around.

The stretcher bearers set himdown near the bridge, in an area that was being
used as a recovery room there were many wounded strapped down and gi ven
breat hi ng tubes agai nst possible failure of gravity or air. Mtch could see
signs of battle damage around him How could that be, this far inside the
ship. The sally ports had been hel d.

There was a long gravitic shudder. "They've di sengaged her," said soneone

near by.

Mtch passed out for a little while. The next thing he could see was that
peopl e were converging on the bridge fromall directions. Their faces were
happy and wondering, as if sone joyful signal had called them Many of them
carried what seemed to Mtch the strangest assortment of burdens: weapons,
books, hel nets, bandages, trays of food, bottles, even bew | dered children
who nmust have been just rescued fromthe berserker's grip.

Mtch hitched hinself up on his right elbow, ignoring the twinges in his
bandaged chest and in the blistered fingers of his right hand. Still he could
not see the conmbat chairs of the bridge, for the people noving between.

Fromall the corridors of the ship the people cane, solemly happy, nmen and
worren crowdi ng together in the brightening lights.

An hour or so later, Mtch awoke again to find that a viewi ng sphere had been
set up nearby. The space where the battle had been was a jagged new nebul a of
gaseous netal, a fewlittle fireplace coals against the ebony folds of the

St one Pl ace.

Soneone near Mtch was tiredly, but with animation, telling the story to a
recorder:

"-fifteen ships and about eight thousand men | ost are our present count.
Every one of our ships seenmed to be damaged. W estimate ninety-that's

ni ne- zer o- ber serkers destroyed. Last count was a hundred and seventy-siXx
captured, or wecking themselves. It's still hard to believe. A day like
this... we nust remenber that thirty or nore of them escaped, and are as
deadly as ever. W will have to go on hunting and fighting themfor a |ong
time, but their power as a fleet has been broken. We can hope that capturing
this many machines will at |last give us sonme definite lead on their origin.
Ah, best of all, sone twelve thousand human prisoners have been freed.



"Now, how to explain our success? Those of us not Believers of one kind or
another will say victory came because our hulls were newer and stronger, our
| ong-range weapons new and superior, our tactics unexpected by the enemny-and
our marines able to defeat anything the berserkers could send agai nst them

"Above all, history will give credit to H gh Commander Karlsen, for his
decision to attack, at a time when his reconciliation with the Venerians had
inspired and united the fleet. The H gh Commander is here now, visiting the
wounded who lie in rows... "

Karl sen's nmovenents were so slow and tired that Mtch thought he too m ght be
wounded, though no bandages were visible. He shuffled past the ranked
stretchers, with a word or nod for each of the wounded. Beside Mtch's pallet
he stopped, as if recognition was a shock

"She's dead, Poet," were the first words he said.

The ship turned under Mtch for a nmonent; then he could be calm as if he had
expected to hear this. The battle had hol |l owed hi mout.

Karlsen was telling him in a w thered voice, how the eneny had forced

t hrough the flagship's hull a kind of torpedo, an infernal machine that
seened to know how the ship was designed, a noving atom c pile that had
burned its way through the H gh Commander's quarters and al nbst to the bridge
before it could be stopped and quenched.

The sight of battle damage here shoul d have warned Mtch. But he hadn't been
able to think. Shock and drugs kept himfromthinking or feeling nmuch of
anyt hi ng now, but he could see her face, looking as it had in the gray deadly
pl ace from which he had rescued her

Rescued.

"l am a weak and foolish nman,'
your eneny. Are you nine?"

Karl sen was saying. "But | have never been

"No. You forgave all your enemes. CGot rid of them Now you won't have any,
for a while. Glactic hero. But, | don't envy you."

"No. CGod rest her." But Karlsen's face was still alive, under all the grief
and weariness. Only death could finally crush this man. He gave the ghost of
a smle. "And now, the second part of the prophecy, hey? | amto be defeated,
and to die owning nothing. As if a man could die any other way."

"Karlsen, you're all right. I think you may survive your own success. Die in
peace, someday, still hoping for your Believers' heaven."

"The day | die-" Karlsen turned his head slowy, seeing all the people around
him "1'Il renmenber this day. This glory, this victory for all nmen. " Under
the weariness and grief he still had his trenendous assurance-not of being
right, Mtch thought now, but of being committed to right.

"Poet, when you are able, conme and work for ne.
"Someday, maybe. Now | can live on the battle bounty. And | have work. If
they can't grow back nmy hand-why, | can wite with one." Mtch was suddenly
very tired.

A hand touched his good shoul der. A voice said: "God be with you." Johann



Karl sen noved on.

Mtch wanted only to rest. Then, to his work. The world was bad, and all nen
were fool s-but there were men who woul d not be crushed. And that was a thing
worth telling.

After every battle, even a victory, there are the wounded.

Injured flesh can heal. A hand can be replaced, perhaps. An eye can be
bandaged; even a damaged brain can to sone extent be repaired. But there are
wounds too deep for any surgeon's knife to probe. There are doors that wll
not open fromthe outside.

I found a m nd divided.
WHAT T ANDI|I DD

My first awareness is of location. | amin a |large conical roominside sone
vast vehicle, hurtling through space. The world is famliar to me, though I
am new.

"He's awake!" says a bl ack-haired young wonan, watching me with frightened
eyes. Half a dozen people in disheveled clothing, the three nen, |ong
unshaven, gather slowy in ny field of vision

My field of vision? My left hand cones up to feel about ny face, and its
fingers find ny left eye covered with a patch

"Don't disturb that!" says the tallest of the men. Probably he was once a

di stingui shed figure. He speaks sharply, yet there is still a certain
diffidence in his manner, as if | ama person of inportance. But | amonly...
who?

"What's happened?" | ask. My tongue has trouble finding even the sinplest
words. My right armlies at my side as if forgotten, but it stirs at ny

t hought, and with its help | raise nyself to a sitting position, provoking an
onrush of pain through ny head, and dizziness.

Two of the wonmen back away fromme. A stout young man puts a protective arm
around each of them These people are famliar to ne, but | cannot find their
nanes.

"You'd better take it easy," says the tallest man. H s hands, a doctor's,
touch ny head and ny pul se, and ease nme back onto the padded table.

Now | see that two tall humanoid robots stand flanking me. | expect that at
any noment the doctor will order themto wheel ne away to ny hospital room
Still, 1 know better. This is no hospital. The truth will be terrible when |

renenber it.

"How do you feel ?" asks the third nan, an oldster, coning forward to bend
over nme.

"Al'l right. | guess."
happened?"

My speech comes only in poor fragnments. "Wat's

"There was a battle,’
life."

says the doctor. "You were hurt, but |'ve saved your

"Well. Good." My pain and dizzi ness are subsidi ng.



In a satisfied tone the doctor says: "It's to be expected that you'll have
difficulty speaking. Here, try to read this."

He holds up a card, marked with neat rows of what | suppose are letters or
nunerals. | see plainly the shapes of the synbols, but they mean nothing to
me, nothing at all.

"No," | say finally, closing ny eye and |lying back. | feel plainly that
everyone here is hostile to nme. Wy?

| persist: "Wat's happened?”

"We're all prisoners, here inside the machine," says the old nan's voice. "Do
you renenber that nuch?"

"Yes." | nod, remenbering. But details are very hazy. | ask: "My nanme?"

The old man chuckles drily, sounding relieved. "Wy not Thad-for Thaddeus?"
"Thad?" questions the doctor. | open ny eye again. Power and confidence are
growing in the doctor; because of sonething | have done, or have not done?
"Your name is Thad," he tells ne.

"We're prisoners?" | question him "O a machine?"

"OfF a berserker machine." He sighs. "Does that nean anything to you?"

Deep in ny mind, it nmeans sonmething that will not bear |ooking at. | am
spared; | sl eep.

When | awake again, | feel stronger. The table is gone, and |I recline on the
soft floor of this cabin or cell, this white cone-shaped pl ace of

i mprisonnent. The two robots still stand by me, why | do not know.

"Atsog!" | cry aloud, suddenly renenbering nore. | had happened to be on the

pl anet At sog when the berserkers attacked. The seven of us here were carried
out of a deep shelter, with others, by the raiding machines. The nmenory is
vague and junbled, but totally horrible.

"He's awake!" says someone again. Again the wonmen shrink fromme. The old nman
rai ses his quivering head to | ook, fromwhere he and the doctor seemto be in
conference. The stout young man junps to his feet, facing ne, fists clenched,
as if | had threatened him

"How are you, Thad?" the doctor calls. After a noment's glance ny way, he
answers hinself: "He's all right. One of you girls help himwith some food.
O you, Halsted."

"Hel p hinf? God!" The black-haired girl flattens herself against the wall, as
far fromne as possible. The other two wonen crouch washi ng soneone's gar nent
in our prison sink. They only | ook at me and turn back to their washing.

My head is not bandaged for nothing. | mnust be truly hidious, ny face nust be
nmonstrously deformed, for three wonen to | ook so pitilessly at ne.

The doctor is inpatient. "Soneone feed him it nust be done.”

"He'll get no help fromnme," says the stout young nman. "There are limts."



The bl ack-haired girl begins to nove across the chanmber toward ne, everyone
wat chi ng her.

"You woul d?" the young man marvels to her, and shakes his head.

She noves slowy, as if she finds wal king painful. Doubtless she too was
injured in the battle; there are old healing bruises on her face. She kneels
besi de nme, and guides nmy left hand to help ne eat, and gives ne water. My
right side is not paral yzed, but sonehow unresponsive.

When the doctor comes close again, | say: "My eye. Can it see?"

He is quick to push nmy fingers away fromthe eyepatch. "For the present, you
must use only your left eye. You' ve undergone brain surgery. If you take off
that patch now, the consequences could be disastrous, let ne warn you."

I think he is being deceptive about the eyepatch. Wy?
The bl ack-haired girl asks me: "Have you renmenbered anything nore?"

"Yes. Before Atsog fell, we heard that Johann Karlsen was | eading out a
fleet, to defend Sol ."

Al of themstare at nme, hanging on my words. But they must know better than
| what happened.

"Did Karlsen win the battle?" | plead. Then | realize we are prisoners still.
| weep.

"There' ve been no new prisoners brought in here," says the doctor, watching
me carefully. "I think Karlsen has beaten the berserkers. | think this
machi ne is now fleeing fromthe human fl eet. How does that nake you feel ?"

"How?" Has ny understanding failed with my verbal skills? "Good."

They all relax slightly.

"Your skull was cracked when we bounced around in the battle,” the old man
tells ne. "You' re lucky a fanpbus surgeon was here." He nods his head. "The
machi ne wants all of us kept alive, so it can study us. It gave the doctor
what he needed to operate, and if he'd let you die, or remain paral yzed,

t hi ngs woul d' ve been bad for him Yessir, it made that plain."

"Mrror?" | ask. | gesture at ny face. "l nust see. How bad."

"W don't have a mirror,"'
for the | ack.

says one of the wonmen at the sink, as if blam ng ne

"Your face? It's not disfigured," says the doctor. Hi s tone is convincing, or
would be if I were not certain of my deformty.

| regret that these good people nust put up with ny nonster-presence,
conmpounding all their other troubles. "I"'msorry," | say, and turn fromthem
trying to conceal ny face

"You really don't know, " says the black-haired girl, who has watched ne
silently for a long tine. "He doesn't know " Her voice chokes. "Oh-Thad. Your
face is all right."

True enough, the skin of ny face feels snooth and normal when ny fingers



touch it. The bl ack-haired girl watches me with pity. Roundi ng her shoul der
frominside her dress, are half-healed marks |i ke the scars of a | ash.

"Someone's hurt you," | say, frightened. One of the wonmen at the sink |aughs
nervously. The young nman nmutters something. | raise nmy left hand to hide ny
hi deous face. My right conmes up and crosses over to finger the edges of the
eyepat ch.

Suddenly the young man swears al oud, and points at where a door has opened in
the wal |

"The machi ne must want your advice on something," he tells nme harshly. Hs
manner is that of a man who wants to be angry but does not dare. Wio am I,
what am |, that these people hate ne so?

| get to my feet, strong enough to walk. | renenber that I amthe one who
goes to speak alone with the nachine.

In a lonely passage it offers ne two scanners and a speaker as its visible

face. | know that the cubic nmles of the great berserker nachi ne surround ne,
carrying nme through space, and | remenber standing in this spot before the
battle, talking with it, but |I have no idea what was said. In fact, | cannot

recall the words of any conversation | have ever held.

"The pl an you suggested has failed, and Karlsen still functions," says the
cracked machi ne voice, hissing and scraping in the tones of a stage villain.

What could | have ever suggested, to this horrible thing?
"I remenber very little," | say. "My brain has been hurt."

"I'f you are |lying about your nenory, understand that | am not deceived," says

t he machi ne. "Punishing you for your plan's failure will not advance ny
purpose. | know that you live outside the | aws of human organi zation, that
you even refused to use a full human nanme. Knowi ng you, | trust you to help
me agai nst the organization of intelligent life. You will remain in comrand
of the other prisoners. See that your damaged tissues are repaired as fully
as possible. Soon we will attack life in a new way."

There is a pause, but | have nothing to say. Then the noi sy speaker scrapes
into silence, and the scanner-eyes dim Does it watch nme still, in secret?
But it said it trusted nme, this nightmare eneny said it trusted in ny evil to
make ne its ally.

Now | have enough nmenmory to know it speaks the truth about nme. My despair is
so great | feel sure that Karlsen did not win the battle. Everything is
hopel ess, because of the horror inside me. | have betrayed all life. To what
bottom of evil have | not descended?

As | turn fromthe |lifeless scanners, ny eye catches a movenent-ny own
reflection, in polished netal. | face the flat shiny bul khead, staring at
nysel f.

My scal p is bandaged, and ny left eye. That | knew already. There is sone
di scol oration around ny right eye, but nothing shockingly repul sive. \Wat |
can see of ny hair is light brown, matching ny two nmonths' unkenpt beard.
Nose and mouth and jaw are nornmal enough. There is no horror in ny face.

The horror lies inside nme. | have willingly served a berserker



Li ke the skin around ny right eye, that bordering ny left eye's patch is
tinged with blue and greeni sh yell ow, henogl obin spilled under the skin and
br eaki ng down, sone result of the surgeon's work inside ny head.

I remenber his warning, but the eyepatch has the fascination for ny fingers
that a sore tooth has for the tongue, only far stronger. The horror is
centered in ny evil left eye, and | cannot keep from probing after it. M
right hand flies eagerly into action, pulling the patch away.

| blink, and the world is blurred. | see with two eyes, and then | die.

T staggered in the passage, growing and groaning his rage, the bl ack
eyepatch gripped in his fingers. He had | anguage now, he had a foul torrent
of words, and he used themuntil his weak breath failed. He stunbl ed,
hurrying through the passage toward the prison chanmber, wild to get at the
wi se punks who had tried such snmooth trickery to get rid of him Hypnotism
or whatever. Re-nane him would they? He'd show t hem Thaddeus.

T reached the door and threw it open, gasping in his weakness, and wal ked out
into the prison chanber. The doctor's shocked face showed that he realized T
was back in control

"Where's ny whi p?" T glared around him "What w se punk hid it?"

The wonen screamed. Young Hal sted realized that the Thaddeus schene had

fail ed; he gave a kind of hopel ess yell and charged, swinging like a crazy
man. O course, T s robot bodyguards were too fast for any human. One of them
bl ocked Hal sted's punch with a metal fist, so the stout nan yel ped and fol ded
up, nursing his hand.

"Cet me my whip!" A robot went imrediately to reach behind the sink, pull out
the knotted plastic cord, and bring it to the master

T thunped the robot jovially, and smled at the cringing lot of his fell ow
prisoners. He ran the whip through his fingers, and the fingers of his |eft
hand felt numb. He flexed theminpatiently. "\Wat'sa matter, there, M.

Hal sted? Sonethin' wong with your hand? Don't wanna give nme a handshake,
wel cone nme back? C non let's shake!"

The way Hal sted squirmed around on the floor was so funny T had to pause and
give hinself up to | aughing.

"Li sten, you people,” he said when he got his breath. "My fine friends. The

machi ne says I'mstill in charge, see? That little information | gave it
about Karlsen did the trick. Boom Haw haw hawt So you better try to keep ne
happy, 'cause the nmachine's still backing ne a hunnerd per cent. You, Doc."

T s left hand began trenmbling uncontrollably, and he waved it. "You were
gonna change nme, huh? You did sonmethin' nice to fix me up?"

Doc held his surgeon's hands behind him as if he hoped to protect them "I
couldn't have nmade a new pattern for your character if | had tried-unless I
went all the way, and turned you into a vegetable. That | m ght have done."

"Now you wi sh you had. But you were scared of what the nachine would do to
you. Still, you tried sonethin', huh?"

"Yes, to save your life." Doc stood up straight. "Your injury precipitated a
severe and al nost continuous epileptoid seizure, which the renoval of the

bl ood clot fromyour brain did not relieve. So, | divided the corpus
cal l osum ™"



T flicked his whip. "Wat's that nmean?"

"You see-the right hem sphere of the brain chiefly controls the left side of
the body. Wiile the I eft hem sphere, the domi nant one in nost people,
controls the right side, and handl es nost judgments invol ving synbols."

"I know. When you get a stroke, the clot is on the opposite side fromthe
paral ysis."

"Correct." Doc raised his chin. "T, | split your brain, right side fromleft
That's as sinply as | can put it. It's an old but effective procedure for
treating severe epilepsy, and the best | could do for you here. I'll take an
oath on that, or alie test-"

"Shuddup! 1'lIl give you a lie test!" T strode shakily forward. "Wat's gonna
happen to me?"

"As a surgeon, | can say only that you nmay reasonably expect nany years of
practically normal life."

"Normal!" T took another step, raising his whip. "Wwy'd you patch ny good
eye, and start calling me Thaddeus?"

"That was ny idea," interrupted the old man, in a quavery voice. "I

t hought-in a man |ike yourself, there had to be soneone, sonme component, |ike
Thad. Wth the psychol ogi cal pressure we're under here, | thought Thad j ust

m ght conme out, if we gave hima chance in your right henmi sphere. It was ny
idea. If it hurt you any, blanme ne."

"I will." But T seened, for the monent, nore interested than enraged. "Wo is
t hi s Thaddeus?"

"You are," said the doctor. "W couldn't put anyone else into your skull."

"Jude Thaddeus," said the old man, "was a contenporary of Judas Iscariot. A
simlarity of names, but-" He shrugged.

T made a snorting sound, a single |laugh. "You figured there was good in ne,
huh? It just had to come out sonetinme? Wiy, |'d say you were crazy-but you're
not. Thaddeus was real. He was here in ny head for a while. Maybe he's stil
there, hiding. How do I get at him huh?" T raised his right hand and jabbed
a finger gently at the corner of his right eye."Own. | don't like to be hurt.

| got a delicate nervous system Doc, how come his eye is on the right side
if everything crosses over? And if it's his eye, how come | feel what happens
to it?"

"His eye is on the right because | divided the optic chiasm too. It's a
somewhat conpli cated-"

"Never mind. We'll show Thaddeus who's boss. He can watch with the rest of
you. Hey, Blacky, c'nmere. W haven't played together for a while, have we?"

"No," the girl whispered. She hugged her arms around hersel f, nearly
fainting. But she wal ked toward T. Two nonths as his slaves had taught them
all that obedi ence was easiest.

"You like this punk Thad, huh?" T whispered, when she halted before him "You
think his face is all right, do you? How about ny face? Look at ne!"



T saw his own | eft hand reach out and touch the girl's cheek, gently and
lovingly. He could see in her startled face that she felt Thaddeus in the
hand; never had her eyes |ooked this way at T before. T cried out and raised
his whip to strike her, and his left hand flew across his body to seize his
own right wist, like a terrier clanping jaws on a snake.

T s right hand still gripped the whip, but he thought the bones of his wi st
were cracking. H s legs tangled each other and he fell. He tried to shout for
hel p, and could utter only a roaring noise. His robots stood watching. It
seened a long time before the doctor's face | oonmed over him and a bl ack
patch descended gently upon his |left eye.

Now | understand nore deeply, and | accept. At first | wanted the doctor to
renove ny left eye, and the old nan agreed, quoting some ancient Believers
book to the effect that an offending eye should be plucked out. An eye would
be a small price to rid nyself of T.

But after some thought, the doctor refused. "T is yourself," he said at |ast.
"I can't point to himwith my scal pel and cut himout, although it seens |
hel ped to separate the two of you. Now you control both sides of the body;
once he did." The doctor snmiled wearily. "lmagine a commttee of three, a
troi ka inside your skull. Thaddeus is one, T another-and the third is the
person, the force, that casts the deciding vote. You. That's best | can tel
you. "

And the ol d man nodded.

Mostly, | do without the eyepatch now Reading and speaki ng are easier when |
use ny long-domnant left brain, and | amstill Thaddeus-perhaps because
choose to be Thaddeus. Could it be that terribly sinple?

Periodically | talk with the berserker, which still trusts in T s greedy
outlawy. It means to counterfeit nmuch noney, coins and notes, for nme to take
in a launch to a highly civilized planet, relying on ny evil to weaken nen
there and set them agai nst each ot her.

But the berserker is too badly damaged to watch its prisoners steadily, or it
does not bother. Wth nmy freedomto nove about |I have wel ded sone of the
silver coins into aring, and chilled this ring to superconductivity in a
chanmber near the berserker's unliving heart. Halsted tells me we can use this
ring, carrying a permanent electric current, to trigger the GCplus drive of
the launch that is our prison, and tear our berserker open frominside. W
may damage it enough to save ourselves. O we may all be killed

But while | live, | Thaddeus, rule nyself; and both ny hands are gentle,
touching | ong bl ack hair.

Men might explain their victories by conpiled statistics on armanent; by the
i mponder abl e val ue of one man; perhaps by the preci se pathway chosen by a
surgeon's knife.

But for some victories no realistic explanation could be found. On one |onely
wor | d decades of careless safety had |l eft the people al nost wi thout defense;
then at last a berserker with all its power cane upon them

Behol d and share their |aughter!

MR JESTER

Defeated in battle, the berserker-computers saw that refitting, repair, and



t he construction of new machi nes were necessary. They sought out sunless,
hi dden pl aces, where ninerals were avail abl e but where men-who were now as
often the hunters as the hunted-were not likely to show up. And in such
secret places they set up automated shipyards.

To one such conceal ed shi pyard, seeking repair, there came a berserker. Its
hul | had been torn open in a recent fight, and it had suffered severe

i nternal damage. It collapsed rather than | anded on the dark planetoid,

besi de the half-finished hull of a new machi ne. Before energency repairs
could be started, the engi nes of the danaged nmachine failed, its energency
power failed, and |like a wounded living thing it died.

The shi pyard-conmputers were capabl e of w de inprovisation. They surveyed the
extent of the damage, wei ghed various courses of action, and then swiftly
began to cannibalize. |Instead of enbodying the deadly purpose of the new
machine in a new force-field brain, following the replication-instructions of
the Builders, they took the old brain with many another part fromthe weck.

The Buil ders had not foreseen that this m ght happen, and so the

shi pyard-conputers did not know that in the force-field brain of each
original berserker there was a safety switch. The switch was there because
the original machines had been | aunched by living Buil ders, who had wanted to
survive while testing their own |ife-destroying creations.

When the brain was noved fromone hull to another, the safety switch reset
itself.

The old brain awoke in control of a mighty new nmachi ne, of weapons that could
sterilize a planet, of new engines to hurl the whole mass far faster than
light.

But there was, of course, no Builder present, and no timer, to turn off the
simpl e safety switch.

The jester-the accused jester, but he was as good as convicted-was on the
carpet. He stood facing a row of stiff necks and granite faces, behind a | ong
table. On either side of himwas a tridi canera. Hs offenses had been so
unusual |y offensive that the Committee of Duly Constituted Authority

t hensel ves, the very rulers of Planet A were sitting to pass judgment on his
case.

Per haps the Conmittee nenbers had another reason for this session:

pl anet -wi de el ections were due in a nonth. No nmenber wanted to miss the
chance for a nonpolitical tridi appearance that woul d not have to be offset
by a grant of equal time for the new Liberal party opposition

"I have this further item of evidence to present," the Mnister of
Conmuni cati on was saying, fromhis seat on the Committee side of the I ong
table. He held up what appeared at first to be an official pedestrian-contro
sign, having steady black letters on a blank white background. But the sign
read: Unaut horized Personnel Only.

"When a sign is put up," said the MniCom "the first day, a |lot of people
read it." He paused, listening to hinself. "That is, a new sign on a busy
pedestrian ranp is naturally given great attention. Now in this sign, the
semantic content of the first word is confusing in its context."

The President of the Conmittee-and of the planet-cleared his throat
war ni ngly. TheM ni Comi s fondness for stating truisms made hi m sound nore
stupid than he actually was. It seemed unlikely that the Liberals were going



to present any serious challenge at the polls, but there was no point in
gi ving them encour agenent .

The | ady nenber of the Conmittee, the Mnister of Education, waved her
lorgnette in chubby fingers, seeking attention. She inquired: "Has anyone
conputed the cost to us all in work-hours of this confusing sign?"

"We're working on it," growed the Mnister of Labor, hitching up an overal
strap. He glared at the accused. "You do admit causing this sign to be
post ed?"

"I do." The accused was renenbering how so many of the pedestrians on the
crowded ranp had snil ed, and how some had | aughed al oud, not caring if they
were heard. What did a few work-hours matter? No one on Planet A was starving
any | onger.

"You admit that you have never done a thing, really, for your planet or your
peopl e?" This question canme fromthe Mnister of Defense, a tall, powerful,
benedal ed figure, armed with a ritual pistol

"I don't admit that," said the accused bluntly. "I've tried to brighten
people's lives." He had no hope of official |eniency anyway. And he knew no
one was going to take him offstage and beat him the beating of prisoners was
not authori zed.

"Do you even now attenpt to defend levity?" The M nister of Philosophy took
his ritual pipe fromhis nmouth, and snmiled in the bl eak perm ssabl e fashion
baring his teeth at the challenge of the Universe. "Life is a jest, true; but
a grimjest. You have lost sight of that. For years you have harassed

soci ety, |eading people to drug themselves with levity instead of facing the
bitter realities of existence. The pictures found in your possession could do
only harm"

The President's hand noved to the video recording cube that lay on the table
before him neatly | abel ed as evidence. In his droning voice the President
asked: "You do admit that these pictures are yours? That you used themto try
to get other people to-yield to mrth?"

The prisoner nodded. They coul d prove everything; he had waived his right to
a full legal defense, wanting only to get the trial over with. "Yes, | filled
that cube with tapes and filns | sneaked out of libraries and archives. Yes,

| showed people its contents.™

There was a murnmur fromthe Commttee. The Mnister of Diet, a skeletal
figure with a repellent glow of health in his granite cheeks, raised a hand.
"I nasmuch as the accused seens certain to be convicted, may | request in
advance that he be paroled in nmy custody? In his earlier testinony he
admitted that one of his first acts of deviation was the avoi dance of his
conmmunity nmess. | believe | could denonstrate, using this man, the wonderful
effects on character of dietary discipline-"

"I refuse!" the accused interrupted loudly. It seened to himthat the words
ascended, growing, fromhis stonach.

The President rose, to adroitly fill what mght have beconme an awkward
silence. "If no menber of the Committee has any further questions-? Then | et
us vote. |Is the accused guilty as charged on all counts?"

To the accused, standing with weary eyes cl osed, the vote sounded |ike one
voi ce passing along the table: "Guilty. Guilty. Quilty... "



After a brief whispered conference with the M nister of Defense, the
Presi dent passed sentence, a hint of satisfaction in his drone.

"Having rejected a duly authorized parole, the convicted jester will be
pl aced under the orders of the Mnister of Defense and sent to solitary
beacon duty out on the Approaches, for an indefinite period. This will renove

his disruptive influence, while at the same tinme constraining himto
contribute positively to society."

For decades Planet A and its sun had been cut off fromall but occasiona
contact with the rest of the galaxy, by a vast interstellar dust stormthat
was due to go on for nore decades at least. So the positive contribution to
soci ety mght be doubted. But it seened that the beacon stations could be
used as isolation prisons without inperiling nonexistent shipping or
weakeni ng def ense agai nst an eneny that never cane.

"One thing nore," added the President. "I direct that this recordi ng cube be
securely fastened around your neck on a nononol ecul ar cord, in such a way
that you may put the cube into a viewer when you choose. You will be alone on
the station and no other off-duty activity will be available."

The President faced toward a tridi camera. "Let nme assure the public that |
derive no satisfaction frominposing a punishnent that may seem harsh, and
even-imagi native. But in recent years a dangerous levity has spread anong
some few of our people; a levity all too readily tolerated by some supposedly
nore solid citizens."

Havi ng gotten in a dig at the newy burgeoning Liberals, a dig he m ght hope
to claimwas nonpolitical in intent, the President faced back to the jester

"Arobot will go with you to the beacon, to assist you in your duties and see
to your physical safety. | assure you the robot will not be tenpted into
mrth."

The robot took the convicted jester out in a little ship, so far out that

Pl anet A vani shed and its sun shrank to a point of brilliance. Qut on the
edge of the great dusty night of the Approaches, they drew near the putative
| ocation of station Z-45, which the MniDef had sel ected as being the npst

di smal and forsaken of those unnmanned at present.

There was indeed a netallic object where beacon Z-45 was supposed to be; but
when the robot and jester got closer, they saw the object was a sphere sone
forty mles in diameter. There were a few little bits and pieces floating
about it that just might be the remains of Z-45. And now the sphere evidently
sighted their ship, for with startling speed it began to nove toward them

Once robots are told what berserkers |ook like, they do not forget, nor do
robots grow slow and carel ess. But radi o equi pnent can be sloppily

mai nt ai ned, and ever the dust drifts in around the edges of the system of

Pl anet A, inpeding radio signals. Before theM ni Def's robot could
successfully broadcast an alarm the forty-mle sphere was very close indeed,
and its grip of metal and force was tight upon the little ship.

The jester kept his eyes shut through a good deal of what followed. If they
had sent himout here to stop himlaughing they had chosen the right spot. He
squeezed his eyelids tighter, and put his fingers in his ears, as the
berserker's commensal machi nes snashed their way into his little ship and
carried himoff. He never did find out what they did with his robot guard.

When things grew quiet, and he felt gravity and good air and pl easant warnth



agai n, he decided that keeping his eyes shut was worse than knowi ng whatever
they mght tell him H s first cautious peek showed himthat he was in a
| arge shadowy room that at |east held no visible nenace.

When he stirred, a squeaky nonotonous voi ce sonewhere above himsaid: "MW
menory bank tells ne that you are a protoplasm c conputing unit, probably
capabl e of understanding this |anguage. Do you understand?"

"Me?" The jester |ooked up into the shadows, but could not see the speaker.
"Yes, | understand you. But who are you?"

"I amwhat this | anguage calls a berserker."
The jester had taken shamefully little interest in galactic affairs, but that

word frightened even him He stuttered: "That neans you're a kind of
aut omat ed war shi p?"

There was a pause. "I amnot sure,"” said the squeaky, droning voice. The tone
sounded al nmost as if the President was hiding up there in the rafters. "Wr
may be related to ny purpose, but ny purpose is still partially unclear to

me, for nmy construction was never quite conpleted. For a tinme | waited where
| was built, because | was sure sonme final step had been | eft undone. At | ast
| moved, to try to | earn nore about my purpose. Approaching this sun, | found
a transmtting device which I have di sassenbled. But | have | earned no nore
about rmy purpose.”

The jester sat on the soft, confortable floor. The nore he renmenbered about
berserkers, the nore he trenbled. He said: "I see. O perhaps | at | east
begin to see. Wat do you know of your purpose?"

"My purpose is to destroy all life wherever | can find it."

The jester cowered down. Then he asked in a | ow voice: "What is unclear about
t hat ?"

The berserker answered his question with two of its own: "Wat is life? And
howis it destroyed?"

After half a mnute there came a sound that the berserker computers could not
identify. It issued fromthe protoplasmc computing-unit, but if it was
speech it was in a | anguage unknown to the berserker

"What is the sound you make?" the machi ne asked.

The jester gasped for breath. "It's laughter. Ch, laughter! So. You were
unfi ni shed." He shuddered, the terror of his position com ng back to sober
him But then he once nmore burst out giggling; the situation was too
ridicul ous.

"What is life?" he said at last. "I'll tell you. Life is a great grim
grayness, and it inflicts fright and pain and |oneliness upon all who
experience it. And you want to know how to destroy it? Well, | don't think
you can. But I'Il tell you the best way to fight Iife-with |aughter. As |ong

as we can fight it that way, it can't overconme us."

The machi ne asked: "Must | laugh, to prevent this great-grimgrayness from
envel opi ng ne?"

The jester thought."No, you are a machine. You are not-" he caught hinself,
"protoplasnic. Fright and pain and | oneliness will never bother you."



"Not hi ng bothers ne. Where will | find Iife, and howw |l | nake |aughter to
fight it?"

The jester was suddenly consci ous of the weight of the cube that still hung
fromhis neck. "Let me think for a while," he said.

After a few minutes he stood up. "If you have a viewer of the kind nen use,
can show you how | aughter is created. And perhaps | can guide you to a place
where life is. By the way, can you cut this cord fromny neck? Wt hout
hurting ne, that is!"

A few weeks later, in the main War Room of Planet A, the sommol ence of
decades was abruptly shattered. Robots bell owed and buzzed and fl ashed, and
those that were nobile scurried about. In five nmnutes or so they managed to
rouse their human overseers, who hurried about, tightening their belts and
stuttering.

"This is a practice alert, isn't it?" the Oficer of the Day kept hoping
al oud. "Sonmeone's running sone kind of a test? Soneone?" He was beginning to
squeak like a berserker hinself.

He got down on all fours, removed a panel fromthe base of the biggest robot
and peered inside, hoping to discover sonething causing a mal function.
Unfortunately, he knew nothing about robotics; recalling this, he replaced
the panel and junped to his feet. He really knew not hi ng about planet

defense, either, and recalling this was enough to send himon a scream ng run
for help.

So there was no resi stance, effective or otherwi se. But there was no attack
ei t her.

The forty-mle sphere, unopposed, cane down to hover directly above Capita
City, low enough for its shadow to send a | ot of puzzled birds to nest at
noon. Men and birds alike |ost many hours of productive work that day;
somehow the [ ost work made | ess difference than nost of the nen expected. The
days were past when only the grimrest attention to duty let the hunman race
survive on Planet A, though nost of the planet did not realize it yet.

"Tell the President to hurry up," demanded the jester's image, froma

vi ewscreen in the no-longer sommol ent War Room "Tell himit's urgent that I
talk to him"

The President, breathing heavily, had just entered. "I amhere. | recognize
you, and | renenber your trial."

"Qdd, so do I|."

"Have you now stooped to treason? Be assured that if you have | ed a berserker
to us you can expect no nercy fromyour governnent."

The i mage made a forbi dden noi se, a staccato sound fromthe open nouth, head
t hrown back. "Ch, please, mghty President! Even | know our M nistry of
Defense is a j-o0-k-e, if you will pardon an obscene word. It's a catchbasin
for exiles and inconpetents. So | cone to offer mercy, not ask it. Also,
have decided to legally take the name of Jester. Kindly continue to apply it
to ne."

"W have nothing to say to you!" barked the Mnister of Defense. He was
purple granite, having entered just in time to hear his Mnistry insulted.



"W have no objection to talking to you!" contradicted the President,
hastily. Having failed to overawe the Jester through a viewscreen, he could
now al most feel the berserker's weight upon his head.

"Then let us talk," said Jester's image. "But not so privately. This is what
I want."

What he wanted, he said, was a face-to-face parley with the Coomittee, to be
broadcast |live on planet-wide tridi. He announced that he would cone
"properly attended" to the conference. And he gave assurance that the
berserker was under his full control, though he did not explain how It, he
said, would not start any shooting.

The M nister of Defense was not ready to start anything. But he and his aides
hastily nade secret plans.

Li ke al nost every other citizen, the presidential candiate of the Libera
party settled hinself before a tridi on the fateful evening, to watch the
confrontation. He had an air of hopeful ness, for any sudden event nmay bring
hope to a political underdog.

Few ot hers on the planet saw anything encouraging in the berserker's descent,
but there was still no mass panic. Berserkers and war were unreal things to
the | ong-isol ated peopl e of Planet A

"Are we ready?" asked the Jester nervously, |ooking over the nechanica
del egati on whi ch was about to board a launch with himfor the descent to
Capital Gty.

"What you have ordered, | have done," squeaked the berserker-voice fromthe
shadows above

"Remenber," Jester cautioned, "the protoplasmc-units down there are nuch
under the influence of life. So ignhore whatever they say. Be careful not to
hurt them but outside of that you can inprovise within ny general plan."

"All this is in nmy nmenory fromyour previous orders," said the nachine

patiently.

"Then let's go." Jester straightened his shoulders. "Bring me ny cloak!"
The brilliantly lighted interior of Capital Cty's great Meeting Hal

di spl ayed a kind of rigid, rectilinear beauty. In the center of the Hal

t here had been placed a |ong, polished table, flanked on opposing sides by
chairs.

Precisely at the appointed time, the watching nmllions saw one set of
entrance doors swi ng mathematically open. In nmarched a dozen human heral ds,
their faces | ooking alnost robotic under bearskin helmets. They halted with a
single snap. Their trunpet-tucket rang out clearly.

To the taped strains of Ponmp and Ci rcunstance, the President, in the ful
dignity of his cloak of office, then nade his entrance.

He noved at the pace of a man marching to his own execution, but his was the
sl owness of dignity, not that of fear. The Committee had overrul ed the purple
protestations of the M niDef, and convinced thenselves that the mlitary
danger was snall. Real berserkers did not ask to parley, they sl aughtered.
Sonehow the Committee could not take the Jester seriously, any nore than they



could laugh at him But until they were sure they had hi magain under their
control they would hunor him

The granite-faced Mnisters entered in a double file behind the President. It
took al most five minutes of Ponp and Circunstance for themall to position
t hensel ves.

A launch had been seen to descend fromthe berserker, and vehicles had rolled
fromthe launch to the Meeting Hall. So it was presuned that Jester was
ready, and the caneras pivoted dutifully to face the entrance reserved for
hi m

Just at the appointed time, the doors of that entrance swung mat hematically
open, and a dozen man-sized machi nes entered. They were heral ds, for they
wor e bearskin hel mets, and each carried a bright, brassy trunpet.

Al'l but one, who wore a coonskin cap, marched a hal f-pace out of step, and
was arnmed with a slide trombone.

The nechani cal tucket was a faithful copy of the human one-al nost. The
slide-tronbonist faltered at the end, and one |ong sour note trail ed away.

G ving an inpression of slow mechanical horror, the berserker-heral ds | ooked
at one another. Then one by one their heads turned until all their |enses
were focused upon the tronbonist.

It-alnost it seened the figure nmust be he-looked this way and that. Tapped
his tronbone, as if to clear it of sone defect. Paused.

Wat chi ng, the President was seized by the first pang of a great horror. In

t he evidence, there had been a filmof an Earthman of ancient time, a balding
com c violinist, who had had the skill to pause like that, just pause, and
evoke fromhis filned audi ence great gales of..

Twi ce nore the robot heralds blew. And tw ce nore the sour note was sounded.
When the third attenpt failed, the eleven straight-robots | ooked at one
anot her and nodded agreenent.

Then with robotic speed they drew conceal ed weapons and shot holes in the
of f ender.

Al'l across the planet the dike of tension was cracking, dribbles and spurts
of laughter forcing through. The di ke began to coll apse conpletely as the

t ronboni st was borne solemmly away by a pair of his fellows, his shattered
horn cl asped lily-fashion on his iron breast.

But no one in the Meeting Hall was | aughing. The M nister of Defense made an

i nnocent -1 ooki ng gesture, calling off a tentative plan, calling it off. There
was to be no attenpt to seize the Jester, for the berserker-robot-heralds or

what ever they were seened likely to performvery capably as bodyguards.

As soon as the riddled herald had been carried out, Jester entered. Ponp and
Circumst ance began bel atedly, as with the bearing of a king he noved to his
position at the center of the table, opposite the President. Like the
President, the Jester wore an el egant cloak, clasped in front, falling to his
ankl es. Those that filed in behind him in the position of aides, were also
richly dressed.

And each of themwas a netallic parody, in face and shape, of one of the
Mnisters of the Conmittee.



When the plunp robotic anal ogue of the M nister of Education peered through a
lorgnette at the tridi canera, the watching popul ace turned, in unheard- of
mllions, to |aughter. Those who mi ght be outraged | ater, renenbering,

| aughed now, in hel pl ess approval of seening danger turned to farce. Al but
the very grinmest smled.

The Jester-king doffed his cape with a flourish. Beneath it he wore only a
preposterous bathing-suit. In reply to the President's coldly formal
greeting-the President could not be shaken by anything short of a physica
attack-the Jester thoughtfully pursed his lips, then opened them and blew a
gunmy substance out into a | arge pink bubble.

The President nmaintained his unintentional role of slowburning straight man,
ably supported by all the Conmttee save one. The Mnister of Defense turned
his back on the farce and marched to an exit.

He found two netallic heralds planted before the door, effectively bl ocking
it. daring at them the M niDef barked an order to nove. The netal figures
flipped hima comic salute, and stayed where they were.

Brave in his anger, the MniDef tried futilely to shove his way past the

ber serker - heral ds. Dodgi ng anot her salute, he |ooked round at the sound of
great clonping footsteps. Hi s berserker-counterpart was marching toward him
across the Hall. It was a clear foot taller than he, and its barrel chest was
arnored with a double |layer of jangling nedals.

Before the M ni Def paused to consider consequences, his hand had noved to his
sidearm But his netal parody was far faster on the draw, it hauled out a
grotesque cannon with a fist-sized bore, and fired instantly.

"Gah!" The M ni Def staggered back, the world gone red... and then he found
hi nsel f wi ping fromhis face sonmething that tasted suspiciously |Iike tomato.
The cannon had propelled a whole fruit, or a convincing and juicy imtation
of one.

The M ni Com junped to his feet, and began to expound the idea that the
proceedi ngs were beconing frivolous. H's counterpart also rose, and replied
with a burst of gabbles in speed-falsetto.

The pseudo-M ni ster of Phil osophy rose as if to speak, was pricked with a
long pin by a prankish herald, and jetted fluttering through the air, a
bal | oon collapsing in flight. At that the human Conmittee fell into babel
into panic.

Under the direction of the metal MniDiet, the real one, arch-villain to the
| ower masses, began to take unwilling part in a denonstration of dietary

di sci pline. Machines gripped him spoon-fed himgrimgray food, napkined him
squirted drink into his mouth-and then, as if accidentally, they gradually
fell out of synch with spoon and squirt, their aimbeconing | ess and | ess
accurat e.

Only the President still stood rooted in dignity. He had one hand cautiously
in his trousers pocket, for he had felt a sly robotic touch, and had reason
to suspect that his suspenders had been cut.

As a tomato grazed his nose, and the MniDiet withed and choked in the grip
of his renorsel ess feeders, balanced nutrients running fromhis ears, the
Presi dent closed his eyes.



Jester was, after all, only a self-taught amateur working w thout a visible
audi ence to play to. He was unable to calculate a climax for the show So
when he ran out of jokes he sinply called his mnions to his side, waved
good-bye to the tridi cameras, and exited.

Qutside the Halls, he was nmuch encouraged by the cheers and | aughter he
received fromthe crowds fast-gathering in the streets. He had his nmachines
entertain themw th an inprovi sed chase-sequence back to the | aunch parked on
the edge of Capital CGity.

He was about to board the launch, return to the berserker and await
devel opnents, when a small group of nen hurried out of the crowd, calling to
hi m

"M. Jester!”

The performer could now afford to relax and laugh a little himself. "I Iike
t he sound of that nane! What can | do for you gentl enen?"

They hurried up to him smling. The one who seenmed to be their |eader
sai d:"Provided you get rid of this berserker or whatever it is,
harm essly-you can join the Liberal party ticket. As Vice-President!"

He had to listen for some minutes before he could believe they were serious.
He protested: "But | only wanted to have sone fun with them to shake them up
a bit."

"You're a catalyst, M. Jester. You ve fornmed a rallying point. You' ve shaken
up a whole planet and nmade it think."

Jester at |last accepted the Liberals' offer. They were still sitting around
in front of the launch, tal king and pl anni ng, when the light of Planet A's
moon fell full and sudden upon them

Looki ng up, they saw the vast bul k of the berserker dwindling into the
heavens, vanishing toward the stars in eerie silence. Coud streanmers went
aurora in the upper atnosphere to honor its departure.

"I don't know," Jester said over and over, responding to a dozen excited

guestions. "I don't know " He | ooked at the sky, puzzled as anyone el se. The
edge of fear cane back. The robotic Committee and heral ds, which had been
controlled fromthe berserker, began to collapse one by one, |ike dying nen.

Suddenly the heavens were briefly alight with a gigantic splashing flare that
passed |i ke lightning across the sky, not breaking the silence of the stars.
Ten minutes later canme the first news bulletin: The berserker had been

dest royed.

Then the President cane on tridi, close to the brink of showi ng enotion. He
announced that under the heroic personal |eadership of the Mnister of

Def ense, the few gallant warships of Planet A had nmet and defeated, utterly
anni hil ated, the nmenace. Not a nman had been | ost, though the M niDef's
flagship was thought to be heavily danaged.

When he heard that his mghty nmachine-ally had been destroyed, Jester felt a
pang of sonething |like sorrow. But the pang was quickly obliterated in a
greater joy. No one had been hurt, after all. Overconme with relief, Jester

| ooked away fromthe tridi for a nonent.

He missed the climactic noment of the speech, which cane when the President



forgetfully renoved both hands from his pockets.

The M nister of Defense-today the new Presidential candidate of a
Conservative party stirred to grimenthusiasmby his exploit of the night

bef ore-was puzzl ed by the reactions of some people, who seened to think he
had merely spoiled a jest instead of saving the planet. As if spoiling a jest
was not a good thing in itself! But his testinmony that the berserker had been
a genui ne nenace after all rallied nost people back to the Conservative side
agai n.

On this busiest of days the MniDef allowed hinself time to visit Libera
headquarters to do a bit of gloating. Graciously he delivered to the
opposition | eaders what was al ready becom ng his standard speech

"When it answered ny challenge and canme up to fight, we went in with a

st andard engl oberment pattern-1like hunm ngbirds round a vulture, | suppose you
m ght say. And did you really think it was jesting? Let ne tell you, that
berserker peel ed away the defensive fields fromny ship |ike they were
nothing. And then it launched this ghastly thing at me, a kind of huge disk.
My gunners were a little rusty, maybe, anyway they couldn't stop it and it

hit us.

"I don't mnd saying, | thought |1'd bought the farmright then. My ship's
still handing in orbit for decontam nation, I"'mafraid I'll get word any
mnute that the nmetal's nelting or sonething-anyway, we sailed right through
and hit the bandit with everything we had. | can't say too much for ny crew
One thing | don't quite understand; when our nissiles struck that berserker
just went poof, as if it had no defense up at all. Yes?"

"Call for you, Mnister," said an aide, who had been standing by with a
radi ophone, waiting for a chance to break in.

"Thank you." The Mni Def listened to the phone, and his smile left him Hs
formwent rigid. "Analysis of the weapon shows what? Synthetic proteins and
wat er ?"

He junped to his feet glaring upward as if to pierce the ceiling and see his
ship in orbit. "What do you nean-no nore than a giant custard pie?"

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

| have touched minds that worked hard at revelry. Men and women who poured
time and wealth and genius into costumes and nmusic and smling nasks, seeking
escape fromthe terror of the world... but who found no | aughter

And no escape.
MASQUE OF THE RED SHI FT

Fi ndi ng hi msel f al one and unoccupi ed, Felipe Nogara chose to spend a free
monent 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 bubble. There, in a raised dome of invisible glass, he
seened to be standing outside the hull of his flagship N rvana.

Under that hull, "below' the Nirvana's artificial gravity, there slanted the
bright disk of the galaxy, including in one of its arns all the star systemns
t he 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 miles 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
somet hi ng new, at a phenonenon never before seen by nen at such cl ose range.

It was nmade visible to himby the apparent pinching-together of the gal axies
beyond it, and by the clouds and streamers of dust cascading into it. The
star that formed the center of the phenonenon was itself held beyond human
sight by the strength of its own gravity. Its nass, perhaps a billion tinmes
that of Sol, so bent spacetine around itself that not a photon of Iight could
escape it with a visible wavel ength.

The dusty debris of deep space tunbled and churned, falling into the grip of
the hypermass. The falling dust built up static charges until |ightning
turned it into | um nescent thunderclouds, and the flicker of the vast
lightning shifted into the red before it vani shed, near the bottom of the
gravitational hill. Probably not even a neutrino could escape this sun. And
no ship woul d dare approach much cl oser than N rvana now rode.

Nogara had conme out here to judge for himself if the recently discovered
phenonenon m ght soon present any danger to inhabited planets; ordinary suns
woul d go down |ike chips of wood into a whirlpool if the hypernmass found t hem
inits path. But it seened that another thousand years woul d pass before any
pl anets had to be evacuated; and before then the hypermass night have gorged
itself on dust until its core inploded, whereupon nost of its substance could
be expected to reenter the universe in a nost spectacul ar but |ess dangerous
form

Anyway, in another thousand years it would be soneone el se's problem Right
now it mght be said to be Nogara's-for nen said that he ran the gal axy, if
they said it of anyone.

A comuni cat or sounded, calling himback to the enclosed |uxury of his
quarters, and he wal ked down quickly, glad of a reason to get out from under
t he gal axi es.

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

"My lord, a courier ship has arrived. Fromthe Flaml and system They are
bringing... "

"Speak plainly. They are bringing ny brother's body?"
"Yes, nmy lord. The launch bearing the coffin is already approaching N rvana."

"I will meet 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, my lord."

The nmention of disease was a bit of misdirection. It was not the Flanl and
pl ague that had put Johann Karlsen into a box, though that was the official
story. The doctors were supposed to have frozen the hero of the Stone Pl ace
as a last resort, to prevent his irreversible death.

An official lie was necessary because not even Hi gh Lord Nogara could lightly
put out of the way the one man who had made the difference at the Stone
Pl ace. Since that battle it seenmed that life in the gal axy would survive,



t hough the fighting against the berserkers was still bitter.

The Geat Hall was where Nogara met daily for feasting and pleasure with the
forty or fifty people who were with himon Nirvana, as aides or crewnen or
entertainers. But when he entered the Hall now he found it enpty, save for
one man who stood at attention beside a coffin.

Johann Karl sen's body and whatever remained of his life were seal ed under the
gl ass 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 demanded, with a gesture, fromthe courier
capt ai n.

The captain had the key hung round his neck, and it took hima nmonent to pul
t he gol den chain over his head and hand it to Nogara. It was another noment
bef ore he remenbered to bow, he was a spaceman and not a courtier. Nogara

i gnored the | apse of courtesy; it was his governors and admirals who were
reinstituting cerenonies of rank; he hinmself cared nothing about how
subor di nat es gestured and postured, so long as they obeyed intelligently.

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

"Leave ne for a time," Nogara said. He turned to face the end of the G eat
Hal | and waited, |ooking out through the wide viewdort to where the hypernass
blurred space lIike 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 Adiver Mcal, the man he
had sel ected to repl ace Johann as governor of Flam and. M cal nust have
entered as the spacenman |eft, which Nogara thought m ght be taken as synbolic
of sonet hi ng.

Resting his hands fanmliarly on the coffin, Mcal raised one graying eyebrow
in his habitual expression of weary anusenent. His rather puffy face tw tched
in an overcivilized smle.

"How does Browning's line go?" Mcal nused, glancing down at Karlsen. "
"Doing the king's work all the dimday long' -and now, this reward of virtue."

"Leave ne," said Nogara

Mcal was in on the plot, as was hardly anyone el se except the Flam and
doctors. "I 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 mld nockery
when the two of them were al one, and wal ked briskly to the door. Again it

cl osed.

So, Johann. If you had plotted against ne, | would have had you killed
outright. But you were never a plotter, it was just that you served ne too
successfully, ny enenies and friends alike began to | ove you too well. So
here you are, mny frozen conscience, the last conscience |I'll ever have.

Sooner or later you would have beconme anbitious, so it was either do this to
you or kill you.

Now |I'Il put you away safely, and maybe someday you'll have another chance at
life. It's a strange thought that someday you may stand nusing over ny coffin



as | now stand over yours. No doubt you'll pray for what you think is ny
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 imagined a brain at absolute zero, its neurons superconducti ng,
repeati ng one dreamon and on and on. But that was nonsense.

"I cannot risk ny power, Johann." This time he whispered the words aloud. "It
was either this or have you killed." He turned again to the w de viewport.

"l suppose Thirty-three's gotten the body to Nogara already," said the Second
Oficer of Esteeler Courier Thirty-four, |ooking at the bridge chrononeter
"I't nust be nice to declare yourself an enperor or whatever, and have people
hurl thenselves 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 lot of timelike interval between itself and the Fl anl and
system Even if Holt was not enthusiastic about his mssion, he was glad to
be away from Fl anl and, where Mcal's political police were taking over.

"l wonder," said the Second, and chuckl ed.

"What's that nmean?"

The Second | ooked over both shoul ders, out of habit fornmed on Fl aml and. "Have
you heard this one?" he asked. "Nogara is CGod-but half of his spacenen are
at hei sts."

Holt smiled, but only faintly. "He's no mad tyrant, you know. Esteel's not
the worst-run governnent in the gal axy. N ce guys don't put down rebellions.”

"Karlsen did all right."
"That's right, he did."

The Second grinmaced. "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 himthe |last 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 that
Karl sen's dead."

"Well, we'll soon see them" Holt sighed and stretched. "I'mgoing to look in
on the prisoners. The bridge is yours, Second."

"I relieve you, sir. Do the man a favor and kill him Thurm"

A minute |ater, |ooking through the spy-plate into the courier's small brig,
Holt could wi sh with honest conpassion that his male prisoner was dead.

He was an outl aw chieftain named 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 nman, a brave rebel, and a brutal bandit. He
had rai ded and fought agai nst Nogara's Esteeler enmpire until there was no
hope left, and then he had surrendered to Karl sen

"My pride commands nme to conquer ny eneny," Karlsen had witten once, in what
he thought was to be a private letter. "My honor forbids me to hunble or hate
my enemy." But Mcal's political police operated with a different phil osophy.



The outl aw m ght still be |ong-boned, but Holt had never seen himstand tall.
The manacl es still binding his wists and ankles were of plastic and
supposedl y woul d not abrade human skin, but they served no sane purpose now,
and Holt woul d have renmoved 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 nmotives other than mercy in sending her to Nogara's court unmarked
and unbrai nwashed. It was runored that the demand for certain kinds of
entertai nnment was strong anong the courtiers, and the turnover anong the
entertai ners high.

Holt had so far kept hinmself from believing such stories, largely by not
t hi nki ng 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 come aboard ship her eyes had shown hel pl ess
hatred of every Esteeler. Holt had been as gentle and as hel pful as possible
to her in the days since then, and there was not even dislike in the face she
rai sed to himnowthere was a hope which it seemed she had to share with
soneone.

She said: "I think he spoke ny nane a few m nutes ago."

"Ch?" Holt bent to | ook nmore closely at Janda, and coul d see no change. The
outlaw s eyes still stared glassily, the right eye now and then dripping a
tear that seenmed to have no connection with any kind of enotion. Janda's jaw
was as slack as ever, and his whol e body as awkwardly sl unped.

"Maybe-" Holt didn't finish.
"What ?" She was al npbst eager.

CGods of Space, he couldn't let himself get involved with this girl. He al nost
wi shed to see hatred in her eyes again.

"Maybe," he said gently, "it will be better for your brother if 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 sonethi 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 last 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 cautious.

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 shipyards orbiting many planets. Wy, 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

al so junpy, naking it hard to see the speaker's face. "Caught a speck of dust
on ny last junmp, and ny fields are shaky. WIIl you take a few passengers
aboar d?"
"Certainly." For a ship on the brink of a Gplus junp to collide with the
gravitational field of a sizable dust-speck was a rare accident, but not
unheard of. And it would explain the noisy conmunications. There was stil
nothing to alarmHolt.

The stranger sent over a |aunch which clanped to the courier's airlock.
Wearing a smle of welconme for distressed passengers, Holt opened the |ock
In the next nmonment he and the hal f-dozen men who made up his crew were caught
hel pl ess by an inrush of netal -a berserker's boarding party, cold and

nmercil ess as night mare.

The machi nes seized the courier so swiftly and efficiently that no one could
of fer real resistance, but they did not i mediately kill any of the humans.
They tore the drive units fromone of the |ifeboats and herded Holt and his
crew and his erstwhile prisoners into the boat.

"It wasn't a berserker on the screen, it wasn't," the Second O ficer kept
repeating to Holt. The humans sat side by side, jamed agai nst one another in
the small space. The machines were allowing themair and water and food, and
had started to take themout one at a tine for questioning.

"I know, it didn't look Iike one," Holt answered. "The berserkers are
probably form ng thensel ves into new shapes, building thenmsel 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 cranmped humans until they
reached t he 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 pulled Janda to his feet
and marched himout. The girl followed, dragging at them trying to argue
with them Holt could only scranble uselessly after her in the narrow space,
afraid that one of the nmachines would turn and kill her. But they only kept
her fromfollow ng themout of the Iifeboat, 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 timeless period of waiting, the humans saw the hatch open again. The
machi nes were back, but they did not return Janda. Instead they had come to
take Holt.

Vi brations echoed through the courier's hull; the machines seened to be
rebuilding her. In a small chanber sealed off fromthe rest of the ship by a
new bul khead, the berserker computer-brain had set up el ectronic 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 Karl sen. It was known that the berserkers regarded Karl sen
as their chief eneny, but this one seenmed to be obsessed with hi mand



unwi lling to believe that he was really dead.

"I have captured your charts and astrogational settings," the berserker
rem nded Holt. "I know your course is to N rvana, where supposedly the
nonfuncti oni 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 nan, Holt had given the berserker
strai ght 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 fell ow

pri soners had had no chance to agree on any plan for deceiving the berserker
certainly it must be listening to everything they said in the |ifeboat.

"I"ve never seen the Nirvana," he answered truthfully. "Logic tells nme it
nmust be a strong ship, since the highest human | eaders travel on it." There
was no harmin telling the nmachine 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 that it was not a man, but sone
creation of the berserker. Perhaps its flesh was plastic, perhaps sone
product of tissue culture.

"Hi, are you Captain Holt?" asked the figure. There was no gross flawin it,
but a ship canpuflaged with the greatest skill |ooks |ike nothing so nuch as
a ship that has been canoufl aged.

When Holt was silent, the figure asked: "What's w ong?"

Its speech al one woul d have given it away, to an intelligent human who
listened carefully.

"You're not a man," Holt told it.
The figure sat down and went [|inp.

The berserker explained: "You see | amnot capable of making an imtation
life-unit that will be accepted by real ones face to face. Therefore
require that you, a real life-unit, help me make certain of Karlsen's death."

Holt sai d not hi ng.

"I am a special device," the berserker said, "built by the berserkers wth
one prine goal, to bring about with certainty Karlsen's death. If you help ne
prove himdead, | will willingly free you and the other life-units | now
hold. If you refuse to help, all of you will receive the nost unpl easant
stimuli until you change your mnd."

Holt did not believe that it would ever willingly set themfree. But he had
nothing to | ose by talking, and he night at |east gain for hinself and the
others a death free of nobst unpleasant stinuli. Berserkers preferred to be

efficient killers, not sadists.
"What sort of help do you want from me?" Holt asked.

"When | have finished building nyself into the courier we are going on to

Ni rvana, where you will deliver your prisoners. | have read the orders. After
being interviewed by the human | 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 bernused.

"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 sonmething about the outlaw had changed. The tears had stopped
flowing fromhis right eye. Wien Holt saw this he felt a nounting horror that
he coul d not have explained, as if his subconscious al ready knew what the
berserker was going to say next.

"What was bone in this life-unit is now netal,"” the berserker said. "Were
bl ood fl owed, now preservatives are punped. Inside the skull | have placed a
conputer, and in the eyes are cameras to gather the evidence | nust have on
Karl sen. To match the behavior or a brai nwashed man is within ny capability."

"I do not hate you," Lucinda said to the berserker when it had her alone for

interrogation. "You are an accident, |ike a planet-quake, like a pellet of
dust hitting a ship near |ight-speed. Nogara and his people are the ones |
hate. If his brother was not dead | would kill himw th ny own hands and

willingly bring you his body."

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

"At once, sir," Holt acknow edged.

After com ng out of C-plus travel within sight of N rvana, the

assassi n-machi 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 di scovered. And
by leaving themthere, it doubtless wanted to make nore credi bl e the prospect
of their eventual release.

Holt had not known how to tell Lucinda of her brother's fate, but at last he
had managed somehow. She had wept for a nminute, and then she had becone very
cal m

Now t he berserker put Holt and Lucinda into a launch for the trip to N rvana.
The machi ne that had been Lucinda's brother was aboard the |aunch al ready,
wai ting, slunmped and broken-1ooking as the nan had been in the |ast days of
his life.

When she saw that figure, Lucinda stopped. Then in a clear voice she said:
"Machine, | wish to thank you. You have done ny brother a kindness no human
would do for him | think I would have found a way to kill himmyself before
his enemi es could torture himany nore."

The Nirvana's airlock was strongly arnored, and equi pped w th automated

def enses that woul d have repelled a rush of boardi ng machi nes, just as

Ni rvana's beans and mi ssiles would have beaten of f any heavy-weapons attack a
courier, or a dozen couriers, could launch. The berserker had foreseen al
this.

An officer welconed Holt aboard. "This way, Captain. W're all waiting."

"AL?"



The officer had the well-fed, confortable | ook that came with safe and easy
duty. His eyes were busy appraising Lucinda. "There's a cel ebrati on under way
inthe Geat Hall. Your prisoners' arrival has been rmuch anticipated.”

Music throbbed in the Great Hall, and dancers withed in costunmes nore
obscene than any nakedness. Froma table running alnmost the length of the
Hal |, serving machines were clearing the remmants of a feast. In a thronelike
chair behind the center of the table sat the Hi gh Lord Nogara, a rich cloak

t hrown over his shoulders, pale wine before himin a crystal goblet. Forty or
fifty revelers flanked himat the |long table, nen and wonen and a few of
whose sex Holt could not at once be sure. Al were drinking and | aughi ng, and
some were donni ng masks and costunes, nmaking ready for further cel ebration

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

"Wl come, Captain," said Nogara in a pleasant voice, when Holt had renmenbered
to bow "Is there news from Fl anl 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 mourning for the | ate governor?"

"OfF course, sir." Holt recognized Mcal. "And rmuch anticipation of the new. "

M cal |eaned back in his chair, snmling cynically. "I'msure the rebellious
popul ation is eager for ny arrival. Grl, were you eager to neet ne? Cone,
pretty one, round the table, here to ne." As Lucinda slowy obeyed, M cal
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 old eneny
Janda, and what Nogara m ght be thinking was hard to say. But he seened
content to let Mcal give what orders pleased him

"Sir," said Holt to Mcal. "I would |like to see-the remai ns of Johann
Karl sen."

That drew the attention of Nogara, who nodded. A serving nachi ne drew back
sabl e draperies, revealing an alcove in one end of the Hall. In the al cove,
bef ore 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 bowi ng to Nogara he turned and

sal uted and wal ked toward the al cove. Behind himhe heard the shuffle and

cl ack of Janda's manacl ed novenent, and held his breath. A muttering passed
along the table, and then a sudden quieting in which even the throbbing nusic
ceased. Probably Nogara had gestured perm ssion for Janda's wal k, wanting to
see what the brai nmashed man 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
whi spers and giggles of the revelers. The only picture clear in his nmind
showed the faces of his crew as they waited helpless in the grip of the

ber serker.

The machine clothed in Janda's flesh cane shuffling up beside him and its



eyes of glass stared down into those of ice. A photograph of retinal patterns
taken back to the waiting berserker for comparison with old captured records
would tell it that this man was really Karlsen

A faint cry of anguish made Holt | ook back toward the [ ong table, where he
saw Luci nda pulling herself away fromMcal's clutching arm Mcal and his
friends were | aughing.

"No, Captain, | amno Karlsen," Mcal called down to him seeing Holt's
expression. "And do you think | regret the difference? Johann's prospects are
not bright. He is rather bounded by a nutshell, and can no | onger count

hi nsel f king of infinite space!™

"Shakespeare!" cried a sycophant, showi ng appreciation of Mcal's literary
erudition.

"Sir." Holt took a step forward. "May |-may | now take the prisoners back to
ny shi p?"

Mcal misinterpreted Holt's anxiety. "Ch, ho! | see you appreciate sonme 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
t he berserker.

"Sir, then if-if the man al one can come with ne. In a prison hospital on
Esteel he may recover-"

"Captain." Nogara's voice was not |oud, 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 enenies,
Captai n. Whether they may soon turn in that direction-well, that depends." He
again reached out a leisurely armto encircle Lucinda. "Do you know, Captain,
that hatred is the true spice of |ove?"

Holt | 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 warnings.

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

wat chi ng his novenents

"I-1 amreturning to nmy ship," he stuttered. Nogara | ooked away, and no one
el se paid himnmuch attention. "I will... return here... in a few hours
perhaps. Certainly before | drive for Esteel."

Holt's voice trailed off as he saw that a group of the revel ers had
surrounded Janda. They had renoved the manacles fromthe outlaw s dead |i nbs,
and were putting a horned helmet on his head, giving hima shield and a spear
and a cloak of fur, equipage of an old Norse warrior of Earth-first to coin
and bear the dread nanme of berserker

"Cbserve, Captain," nocked Mcal's voice. "At our nasked ball we do not fear
the fate of Prince Prospero. W willingly bring in the senbl ance of the
terror outside!"



"Poe!" shouted the sycophant, in glee.

Prospero and Poe nmeant nothing to Holt, and M cal was di sappoi nted.

"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
wi sh to help those who stand in danger here. Lord Nogara, wll Captain Holt

be blamed in any way for what happens here when he has gone?"

There was a hint of puzzlement in Nogara's clear eyes. But he shook his head
slightly, granting the asked-for absol ution.

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 forthconming. If only the revel ers woul d have nmercy on the thing they
t hought was Janda.

Holt went out. It had never entered his burdened mind that Karlsen was only
frozen.

M cal's armwas about her hips as she stood beside his chair, and his voice

purred up at her. "Wy, how you trenble, pretty one... it noves ne that such
a pretty one as you should trenble at ny touch, yes, it noves me deeply. Now,
we are no longer enemies, are we? If we were, | should have to deal harshly

wi th your brother."

She had given Holt tinme to get clear of the Nirvana. Now she swung her arm
with all her strength. The bl ow turned Mcal's head hal fway round, and nmade
his neat gray hair fly wldly.

There was a sudden hush in the Great Hall, and then a roar of |aughter that
reddened all of Mcal's face to match the handprint on his cheek. A man
behi nd Luci nda grabbed her arns and pinned them She relaxed until she felt
his grip loosen slightly, and then she grabbed up a table knife. There was
anot her burst of |aughter as M cal ducked away and the man behind

Luci nda sei zed her again. Another man cane to help himand the two of them
| aughi ng, took away the knife and forced her to sit in a chair at Mcal's
si de.

When t he governor spoke at |ast his voice quavered slightly, but it was |ow
and al nost calm

"Bring the man cl oser,"
fromus."

he ordered. "Seat himthere, just across the table

While his order was being carried out, Mcal spoke to Lucinda 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 smiled back. "Let us test the skill of my mnd-contro

technici ans," he suggested. "I'Il wager no bonds will 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 will still be aware, with every nerve, of all that happens to him You may
be sure of that."



She had pl anned and counted on something like this happening, but now she
felt as if she was exhausted frombreathing evil air. She was afraid of
fainting, and at the sane tine w shed that she coul d.

"Qur guest is bored with his costune."” M cal |ooked up and down the table.
"Who will be first to take a turn at entertaining hinP"

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

"Jany is known for his inventiveness," said Mcal in pleasant tones to
Lucinda. "l insist you watch closely, now. Chin up!"

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

Jamy came giggling, holding a snmall jewel ed knife.
"Not the eyes," Mcal cautioned. "There'll be things | want himto see,
later."

"Ch, certainly!" Jany twittered. He set the horned hel met gingerly aside, and
wi ped the touch of it fromhis fingers. "We'll just start like this on one
cheek, with a bit of skin-"

Jamy's touch with the bl ade was gentle, but still too nuch for the dead
flesh. At the first peeling tug, the whole lifeless nask fell red and wet
fromaround the staring eyes, and the steel berserker-skull grinned out.

Luci nda had just tine to see Janmy's body flung across the Hall by a

st eel -boned arm before the nmen holding 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 nmonent the whole table went over with a crash before
the berserker's strength. The machine, finding itself discovered, thwarted in
its primary function of getting away with the evidence on Karl sen, had
reverted to the old berserker goal of sinple slaughter. It killed
efficiently. It nmoved through the Hall, squatting and hoppi ng grotesquely,
mwi ng its way with scythelike arnms, harvesting how ing panic into bundl es of
bl oody still ness.

At the main door, fleeing people jamred one another into imobility, and the
assassi n worked net hodi cally among them mangling and slaying. Then it turned
and came down the Hall again. It came to Lucinda, still kneeling where the
tabl e-ti ppi ng had exposed her; but the machi ne hesitated, recognizing her as
a sempartner inits prime function. In a nonent it had dashed on after

anot her target.

It was Nogara, swaying on his feet, his right arm hangi ng broken. He had cone
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 noving
target.

At | ast one shot hit honme. The machi ne was wecked, but its inmpetus 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.
Luci nda got unsteadily to her feet. The quiet began to give way to sobs and
nmoans and gropi ngs, everywhere, but no one el se was standi ng.



She picked her way dazedly over to the smashed assassi n-machi ne. She felt
only a nunbness, |ooking at the rags of clothing and flesh that still clung
toits metal frame. Now in her mind 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 hostages, the good kind
spacenen. She could try to trade Karlsen's body for them

The serving machines, built to face emergencies on the order of spilled wine,
were dashing to and fro in the nearest thing to panic that nechani smcould
achi eve. They inpeded Lucinda's progress, but she had the heavy coffin
wheel ed hal f-way 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."
n \N]at ?II
"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 before she could tear her eyes away. "It has
hostages. It wants his body."

"No." Nogara shook his head. " | see, now. But no. I won't give himto
berserkers, alive." A brutal power of personality still emanated fromhis

br oken body. Hi s gun was gone, but his power kept Lucinda from nmoving. There
was no hatred left in her now

She protested: "But there are seven nmen out there.”
"Berserker's like ne." Nogara bared pain-clenched teeth. "It won't |et
prisoners go. Here. The key... " He pulled it frominside his torn-open tunic.

Luci nda'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. Wen she did so Nogara
slunped over in relief, unconscious or nearly so.

The coffin lock was nmarked 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 emergency. The
servi ng machi nes had begun a stretcher-bearer service, Nogara being one of
the first victinms they carried away. Presumably a robot medic was in action
somewhere. From behind Nogara's throne chair a great voice was shouting:

"This is ship defense control, requesting human orders! Wat is nature of
enmer gency?"

"Do not contact the courier ship!" Lucinda shouted back. "Watch it for an
attack. But don't hit the |ifeboat!"

The glass top of the coffin had becone opaque.

Lucinda ran to the viewport, stunbling over the body of Mcal and going on
wi t hout a pause. By putting her face against the port and |ooking out at an



angl e she could just see the berserker-courier, pinkly visible in the
wavering light of the hypermass, its lifeboat of hostages a small pink dot
still in place before it.

How |l ong would it wait, before it killed the hostages and fl ed?

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 noment, a nmonent that was to
stay in Lucinda's mind, his eyes were like a child' s fixed helplessly on
hers. Then power began to grow behind his eyes, a power sonmehow conpletely
different fromhis brother's and perhaps even greater

Karl sen | ooked away fromher, taking in the rest of his surroundings, the
devastated Great Hall and the coffin. "Felipe," he whispered, as if in pain,
t hough his hal f-brother 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 Karlsen had fallen to the pl ague.

Once he interrupted her. "Help ne out of this thing, get me space arnmor." H s
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 nachines cane to armhim "But
why were you frozen?" she ended, suddenly wondering at his health and
strengt h.

He ignored the question. "Come along to Defense Control. W must save those
nmen out there."

He went familiarly to the nerve center of the ship and hurled hinself into
the conbat chair of the Defense Officer, who was probably dead. The pane
bef ore Karl sen cane alight and he ordered at once: "Get ne in contact with
that courier.”

Wthin a few nonments a flat-sounding voice fromthe courier answered
routinely. The face that appeared on the conmunication screen was badly
lighted; someone viewing it w thout advance warning woul d not suspect that it
was anyt hing but human.

"This is H gh Commander Karl sen speaking, fromthe N rvana." He did not cal
hi nsel f governor or lord, but by his title of the great day of the Stone
Place. "I"'mconing over there. | want to talk to you nmen on the courier."

The shadowed face noved slightly on the screen. "Yes, sir.
Karl sen broke off the contact at once. "That'll keep its hopes up. Now, |
need a | aunch. You, robots, load ny coffin aboard the fastest one avail abl e.
' mon energency revival drugs now and | may have to re-freeze for a while."
"You're not really going over there?"

Up out of the chair again, he paused. "I know berserkers. If chasing ne is
that thing's prime function it won't waste a shot or a second of tine on a
few hostages while I'min sight."

"You can't go," Lucinda heard herself saying. "You nmean too nuch to all nen-"

"I"'mnot commtting suicide, | have a trick or two in mnd." Karlsen's voice
changed suddenly. "You say Felipe's not dead?"



"l don't think he is."

Karl sen's eyes closed while his lips nmoved briefly, silently. Then he | ooked
at Luci nda and grabbed up paper and a stylus 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 I..

He finished witing and handed her the paper. "I must go. God be with you."

From the Defense O ficer's position, Lucinda watched Karlsen's crystalline
| aunch | eave the Nirvana and take a long curve that brought it near the
courier at a point sone distance fromthe |ifeboat.

"You on the courier,"” Lucinda heard himsay. "You can tell it's really ne
here on the launch, can't you? You can DF ny transm ssion? Can you

phot ography ny retinas through the screen?"

And the | aunch darted away with a right-angle swerve, dodging and tw sting 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.

"Hit that courier!" Lucinda screamed. "Destroy it!" A salvo of mssiles left
the Nirvana, but it was a shot at a receding target, and it nissed. Perhaps
it mssed because the courier was already in the fringes of the distortion
surroundi ng the hypernass.

Karl sen's launch had not been hit, but it could not get away. It was a gl assy
dot vani shing behind a screen of blasts fromthe berserker's weapons, a dot
being forced into the mael strom of the hypermnass.

"Chase them " cried Lucinda, and saw the stars tint blue ahead; but al nost
instantly the Nirvana's autopil ot countermanded her order, barking

mat hemati cal assurance that to accelerate any further in that direction would
be fatal to all aboard

The [aunch was now going certainly into the hypernass, gripped by a gravity
that coul d make any engi nes usel ess. And the berserker-ship was going
headl ong after the launch, caring for nothing but to make sure of Karl sen

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

Soon after the robots had brought the nmen fomthe |ife-boat safe aboard
Ni rvana, Holt found Lucinda alone in the Geat Hall, 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. | don't know why, but you're to be freed, and I'mnot to be
prosecuted for bringing the dammed berserker aboard. Though Nogara seemnms to
hate both of us... "

She wasn't listening, she was still |ooking out the port.

"I want you to tell ne all about him soneday," Holt said, putting his arm



around Luci nda. She noved slightly, ridding herself of a minor irritation
that she had hardly noticed. It was Holt's arm which dropped away.

"l see," Holt said, after a while. He went to |look after his nen.

And so, ampong nen the struggle for power went on whenever the universe would
allowit. On at |east one planet a fight for |eadership had |ong ago fl ared
into civil war; and on that planet war and plague and isol ati on had destroyed
civilization and history.

From afar nmy mnd, powerless to give help, roaned unperceived anong the m nds
of a barbaric people. They were a people who seenmed as hel pl ess as the sheep
t hey tended, when there came down upon them one of the ancient bloody wol ves
of deep space.

SIGN OF THE WOLF

The dark shape, big as a nman, canme between the two snmallest of the three
wat chfires, moving in silence like that of sleep. Qut of habit, Duncan had
been wat ching that downwi nd direction, though his mnd was heavy wth
tiredness and with the thoughts of life that cane with sixteen sumers' age.

Duncan rai sed his spear and howl ed, and charged the wolf. For a nonent the
fire-eyes | ooked steadily at him appearing to be a full hand apart. Then the
wol f turned away; it nmade one deep questioning sound, and was gone into the
dar kness out beyond the firelight.

Duncan stopped, drawi ng a gasping breath of relief. The wolf would probably
have killed himif it had faced his charge, but it did not yet dare to face
himin the firelight.

The sheep's eyes were on Duncan, a hundred gl owi ng spots in the huddl ed nmass
of the flock. One or two of the animals bleated softly.

He paced around the flock, sleepiness and introspection jarred fromhis m nd
Legends said that men in the old Earthland had animals called dogs that
guarded sheep. If that were true, sone mght think that men were fools for
ever |eaving Earthl and.

But such thoughts were irreverent, and Duncan's situation called for prayer.
Every night now the wolf cane, and all too often it killed a sheep

Duncan raised his eyes to the night sky. "Send me a sign, sky-gods," he
prayed, routinely. But the heavens were quiet. Only the stately fireflies of
t he dawn zone traced their steady random paths, vani shing hal fway up the
eastern sky. The stars thenselves agreed that three fourths of the night was
gone. The | egends said that Earthland was anong the stars, but the younger
priests admtted such a statenent could only be taken synbolically.

The heavy thoughts canme back, in spite of the nearby wolf. For two years now
Duncan had prayed and hoped for his mystical experience, the sign froma god
that came to mark the future life of every youth. From what other young nen
whi spered now and then, he knew that many faked their signs. That was al

right for lowy herdsnen, or even for hunters. But how could a man wi t hout
genui ne vi sion ever be nuch nore than a tender of aninmals? To be a priest, to
study the things brought fromold Earthl and and saved- Duncan hungered for

| earning, for greatness, for things he could not nane.

He | ooked up again, and gasped, for he saw a great sign in the sky, alnopst
directly overhead. A point of dazzling light, and then a bright little cloud



remai ni ng anmong the stars. Duncan gripped his spear, watching, for a noment
even forgetting the sheep. The tiny cloud swelled and faded very slowy.

Not | ong before, a berserker machi ne had cone sliding out of the interstellar
intervals toward Duncan's planet, drawn from afar by the Sol-type |ight of
Duncan's sun. This sun and this planet promised life, but the nmachi ne knew
that some planets were well defended, and it bent and slowed its hurtling
approach into a | ong cautious curve.

There were no warshi ps in nearby space, but the berserker's tel escopes picked
out the bright dots of defensive satellites, vanishing into the planet's
shadow and reappearing. To probe for nore data, the berserker conputers

| oosed a spy missile.

The missile | ooped the planet, and then shot in, testing the defensive net.
Low over nightside, it turned suddenly into a bright little cloud.

Still, defensive satellites formed no real obstacle to a berserker. It could
gobble themup alnost at leisure if it noved in close to them though they
woul d stop long-range nissiles fired at the planet. It was the other things

t he planet m ght have, the buried things, that held the berserker back froma
killing rush.

It was very strange that this defended planet had no cities to make sparks of
light on its nightside, and also that no radio signals came fromit into
space.

Wth mechani cal caution the berserker noved in, toward the area scouted by
the spy mssile.

In the norning, Duncan counted his flock-and then recounted, scow ing. Then
he searched until he found the slaughtered | anb. The wol f had not gone
hungry, after all. That nade four sheep lost, now, in ten days.

Duncan tried to tell hinself that dead sheep no |longer mattered so much to
him that with a sign such as he had been granted | ast night his life was
going to be filled with great deeds and nobl e causes. But the sheep still did
matter, and not only because their owners would be angry.

Looking up sullenly fromthe eaten | anb, he saw a brown-robed priest, alone,
mount ed on a donkey, clinbing the |long grassy slope of the grazing valley
fromthe direction of the Tenple Village. He would be going to pray in one of
the caves in the foot of the nountain at the head of the valley.

At Duncan's beckoni ng wave-he could not | eave the flock to walk far toward
the priest-the man on the donkey changed course. Duncan walked a little way
to nmeet him

"Bl essings of Earthland," said the priest shortly, when he cane close. He was
a stout man who seened glad to di snobunt and stretch, arching his back and
grunting.

He smiled as he saw Duncan's hesitation. "Are you rmuch al one here, ny son?"

"Yes, Holy One. But-last night | had a sign. For two years |'ve wanted one,
and just last night it canme."”
"I ndeed? That is good news." The priest's eyes strayed to the nmountain, and
to the sun, as if he cal cul ated how nuch time he could spare. But he said,
with no sound of inpatience: "Tell ne about it, if you wish."



When he heard that the flash in the sky was Duncan's sign, the priest
frowned. Then he seened to keep himself fromsnmling. "My son, that |ight was
seen by many. Today the elders of a dozen villages of nost of the Tribe have
cone to the Tenple Village. Everyone has seen sonething different in the sky
flash, and | amnow going to pray in a cave, because of it."

The priest renmounted, but when he had | ooked at Duncan again, he waited to
say: "Still, | was not one of those chosen to see the sky-gods' sign; and you
were. It may be a sign for you as well as for others, so do not be

di sappointed if it is not only for you. Be faithful in your duties, and the
sign will cone." He turned the donkey away.

Feeling small, Duncan wal ked slowy back to his flock. How could he have
t hought that a Iight seen over half the world was nmeant for one shepherd? Now
his sign was gone, but his wolf remained.

In the afternoon, another figure cane into sight, wal king straight across the
valley toward the flock fromthe direction of Colleen's village. Duncan

ti ghtened the belt on his wool en tunic, and conbed grass fromhis hair wth
his fingers. He felt his chin, and w shed his beard would really begin to

gr ow.

He was sure the visitor was Coll een when she was still half a nile away. He
kept his novenents cal mand made hinself appear to first notice her when she
cane in sight on a hilltop within hailing distance. The wi nd noved her brown
hair and her garnents.

"Hell o, Colleen."
"Hel |l o, Duncan the Herdsman. My father sent ne to ask about his sheep."

He ran an anxi ous eye over the flock, picking out individuals. Praise be to
gods of land and sky. "Your father's sheep are well."

She wal ked closer to him "Here are sonme cakes. The other sheep are not well?"
Ah, she was beautiful. But no nere herdsman woul d ever have her.

"Last night the wolf killed again." Duncan gestured with enpty hands. "I
watch, | light fires. | have a spear and a club, and | rush at hi mwhen he
cones, and | drive himaway. But sooner or |later he comes on the wong side
of the flock, or a sheep strays."

"Anot her man should come fromthe village," she said. "Even a boy woul d hel p.
Wth a big clever wolf, any herdsnan may need help."

He nodded, faintly pleased at her inplying he was a man. But his troubles
were too big to be soothed away. "Did you see the sky flash, last night?" he
asked, renenbering with bitterness his joy when he had thought the sign was
hi s.

"No, but all the village is talking about it. I will tell them about the
wol f, but probably no man will come to help you for a day or twd. They are
all dancing and tal ki ng, thinking of nothing but the sky flash." She raised
puzzl ed eyes beyond Duncan. "Look."

It was the priest, rushing past half a mle fromthemon his way down-Vall ey
fromthe caves, doing his best to make his donkey gallop toward the Tenple
Vil | age.



"He may have net your wolf," Colleen suggested.
"He doesn' t | ook behind him Mybe in the caves he received an inportant
sign fromthe earth-gods."

They tal ked a while longer, sitting on the grass, while he ate the cakes she
had brought him

"I must go!" She sprang up. The sun was | owering and neither of them had
realized it.

"Yes, hurry! At night the wolf may be anywhere on the plain."

Wat chi ng her hurry away, Duncan felt the wolf in his own bl ood. Perhaps she
knew it, for she | ooked back at himstrangely fromthe hilltop. Then she was
gone.

On a hillside, gathering dried brush for the night's watchfires, Duncan
paused for a noment, |ooking at the sunset.

"Sky-gods, help nme," he prayed."And earth-gods, the dark wolf should be under
your dominion. If you will not grant nme a sign, at least help ne deal with
the wolf." He bent routinely and laid his ear to a rock. Every day he asked
some god for a sign, but never-

He heard a voice. He crouched there, listening to the rock, unable to
believe. Surely it was a waterfall he heard, or running cattle somewhere
near. But no, it was a real voice, boom ng and shouting in sone buried

di stance. He could not nake out the words, but it was a real god-voice from
under the earth.

He straightened up, tears in his eyes, even the sheep for a nmonent forgotten
Thi s wonderful sign was not for half the world, it was for him And he had
doubted that it would ever cone.

To hear what it said was all-inportant. He bent again and |listened. The
muf f1 ed voi ce went on unceasingly, but he could not understand it. He ran a
few steps up the hill, and put his ear against another exposed earth-bone of

rock. Yes, the voice was plainer here; sonetines he could distinguish a word.
"Gve," said the voice. Munble, munble. "Defend," he thought it said. Even
the words he recogni zed were spoken in strange accents.

He realized that darkness was falling, and stood up, in fearful indecision
The sheep were still his responsibility, and he had to Iight watchfires, he
had to, for the sheep would be slaughtered wi thout them And at the same tine
he had to listen to this voice

A form noved toward himthrough the twilight, and he grabbed up his club-then
he realized it was Coll een

She | ooked frightened. She whispered: "The sun went down, and | feared the
dark. It was a shorter way back to you than on to the village."

The berserker noved in toward the nightside of the planet, quickly now, but
still with caution. It had searched its nmenory of thousands of years of war
agai nst a thousand kinds of life, and it had renenbered one other planet |ike
this, with defensive satellites but no cities or radios. The fortifiers of
that planet had fought anong thensel ves, weakeni ng thensel ves until they
could no |l onger operate their defenses, had even forgotten what their



pl anet - weapons were.

The Iife here m ght be shamming, trying to lure the berserker within range of
t he pl anet-weapons. Therefore the berserker sent its mechani cal scouts ahead,
to break through the satellite net and range over the |land surface, killing,
until they provoked the planet's maxi mumresponse.

The fires were built, and Colleen held the spear and watched the sheep. Wl f
or not, Duncan had to follow his sign. He made his way up the dark hillside,
listening at rock after rock. And ever the earth-god voice grew stronger

In the back of his mnd Duncan realized that Colleen had arranged to be
trapped with himfor the night, to help himdefend the sheep, and he felt
l[imtless gratitude and | ove. But even that was now in the back of his mnd
The voi ce now was everyt hi ng.

He held his breath, listening. Now he could hear the voice while he stood
erect. There, ahead, at the foot of a cliff, were slabs of rock tunbl ed down
by snowslides. Anbng them m ght be a cave.

He reached the slabs, and heard the voice runble up between them "Attack in
progress. Request human response. Order one requested. This is defense
control. Attack in progress-"

On and on it went. Duncan understood sone of it. Attack, request, human.
Order one requested-that must mean one wi sh was to be granted, as in the

| egends. Never again would Duncan | augh at | egends, thinking hinself w se.
This was no prank of the other young nmen; no one could hide in a cave and
shout on and on in such a vaoi ce.

No one but a priest should enter a cave, but probably not even the priests
knew of this one. It was Duncan's, for his sign had led himhere. He had been
granted a trenendous sign.

More awed than fearful, he slid between slabs of rock, finding the way down,
rock and earth and then netal under his feet. He dropped into a | ow neta
cave, which was as he had heard the god-caves described, very |long, snooth,
round and regul ar, except here where it was bent and torn under the fallen
rocks. In the cave's curving sides were glow ng places, |ike huge ani mal
eyes, giving light enough to see.

And here the shouting was very |oud. Duncan nmoved toward it.

We have reached the surface, the scouts radioed back to the berserker, in
t hei r passionl ess conputer-synbol |anguage. Here intelligent life of the
earth-type lives in villages. So far we have killed ei ght hundred and
thirty-nine units. W have met no response from dangerous weapons.

Alittle while longer the berserker waited, letting the toll of life-units
mount . \When the chance of this planet's being a trap had dropped in
conputer-estimation to the vani shing point, the berserker noved in to close
range, and began to nmop the remining defensive satellites out of its way.

"Here | am" Duncan fell on his knees before the nmetal thing that bell owed.
In front of the god-shape |lay woven tw gs and eggshells, very old. Once
priests had sacrificed here, and then they had forgotten this god.

"Here | am" said Duncan again, in a |ouder voice.

The god heeded him for the deafening shouting stopped.



"Response acknow edged, from defense control alternate 9, 864," said the god.
"Pl anet ary defenses now under control of post 9,864."

How coul d you ask a god to speak nore plainly?
After a very short time of silence, the god said: "Request order one."

That seemed understandabl e, but to make sure, Duncan asked:"You wll grant me
one wi sh, mghty one?"

"WI| obey your order. Enmergency. Satellite sphere ninety percent destroyed.
Pl anet - weapon responses fully programred, activation command requested."”

Duncan, still kneeling, closed his eyes. One wish would be granted him The
rest of the words he took as a warning to choose his wish with care. If he
wi shed, the gods woul d make himthe w sest of chiefs or the bravest of
warriors. The god would give hima hundred years of |life or a dozen young
Wi ves.

O Col | een.

But Colleen was out in the darkness, now, facing the wolf. Even now t he wolf
m ght be prow ing near, just beyond the circle of firelight, watching the
sheep, and watching the tender girl. Even now Coll een m ght be screani ng-

Duncan's heart sank utterly, for he knew the wolf had beaten him had
destroyed this nonment on which the rest of his |life depended. He was still a
herdsman. And if he could nake hinself forget the sheep, he would not want to
forget Coll een.

"Destroy the wolf! Kill it!" he choked out.
"Term wol f questioned. "

"The killer! To destroy the killer! That is the only wish I can make!" He
could stand the presence of the god no |onger, and ran away through the cave,
weeping for his ruined life. He ran to find Coll een

Recal |, shouted the el ectronic voice of the berserker. Trap. Recall

Hearing, its scattered brood of scout nachines rose at top accel eration from
their planet work, curving and climnbing toward their great metal nother. Too
slow. They blurred into streaks, into firewrks of incandescent gas.

The berserker was not waiting for them It was diving for deep-space, know ng
t he pl anet -weapons reached out for it. It wasted no circuits nowtrying to
conpute why so nuch life had been sacrificed to trap it. Then it saw new
force fields thrown up ahead of it, walling it in. No escape.

The whol e sky was in flames, the bones of the hills shuddered underfoot, and
at the head of the valley the top of the nmountain was torn away and an
enornous shaft of sonething alnost invisible poured fromit infinitely up
into the sky.

Duncan saw Col | een huddling on the open ground, shouting to him but the
buri ed thunder drowned her voice. The sheep were running and | eapi ng, crying
under the terrible sky. Duncan saw the dark wolf among them running with
themin circles, too frightened to be a wolf. He picked up his club and ran
staggering with the shaking earth, after the beast.



He caught the wolf, for he ran toward it, while it ran in circles wthout
regard for him He saw the sky reflected in its eyes, facing him and he
swung his club just as it crouched to | eap

He won. And then he struck again and again, making sure.

Al'l at once there was a blue-white, moving sun in the sky, a marvel ous sun
that in a minute turned red, and spread itself out to vanish in the genera
glow. Then the earth was still at |ast.

Duncan wal ked in a daze, until he saw Colleen trying to round up the sheep
Then he waved to her, and trotted after her to help. The wolf was dead, and
he had a wonderful sign to tell. The gods had not killed him Beneath his
runni ng feet, the steadi ness of the ground seened permanent.

| 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

sel fi shness and dedicate their lives in service to something they see as
bei ng greater than thensel ves.

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

IN THE TEMPLE OF MARS

Sonet hi ng was driving waves of confusion through his mnd, 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 could he resist what was
happeni ng, or even decide if he wanted to resist.

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

On the wall there was painted a forest

In which there lived neither man nor beast

Wth knotty, gnarled, barren trees, old..

And he could see the forest around him Whether the trees and the chanting
voi ces were real or not was a question he could not even formulate, with the
confusion patterns racking his nind

Thr ough broken branches hi deous to behol d

There ran a cold and sighing sind

As if a stormwould break down every bough

And downward, at the bottomof a hill

Stood the tenple of Mars who is mighty in arms...

And he saw the tenmple. 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 wind rushing out of the tenple, rushing

out endlessly to rage through the shattered forest. The whol e scene was gray,
and |lighted fromabove by an auroral flickering.



The northern lights shone in at the doors
For there was no wi ndow on the walls
Thr ough whi ch men might any |ight discern..

He seened to pass, with a conqueror's strides, between the clawike gates,
toward the tenple door.

The door was of eternal adanmant

Bound | engt hways and si deways with tough iron
And to make 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 violence, a frantic abattoir.
Hor des of phantasmal nmen were nowed down in scenes of war, wonmen were

sl aught ered by machi nes, children crushed and devoured by animals. He, the
conqueror, accepted it all, exulted in it all, even as he becane aware that
his mnd, under sone outer conpulsion, was building it all fromthe words of
the chant.

He could not tell howlong it lasted. The end cane abruptly-the pressure on
his mnd was eased, and the chanting stopped. The relief was such that he
fell sprawling, his eyes closed, a soft surface beneath him Except for his
own breathing, all was quiet.

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,
fam liar room The circular wall was covered by a continuous mural, depicting
a thousand variations on the theme of bl oody viol ence. At one side of the
room behind a low altar, toward the statue of an armed nman gri ppi ng chari ot
reins and battleax, a man who was larger than life and nore than a man, his
bronze face a mask of insensate rage

Al this he had seen before. He gave it little thought except for the sword.
He was drawn to the sword like 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 crawed to the sword, noticing dimMy 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 mural-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 |looked 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

pi eces. Then he stood swaying over it, drained and weary. The metal pommel of
the sword grew suddenly hot in his hand, so that he had to drop it. Al this
had happened before, again and again.

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

"Tell me your name," the black-uniformordered. H s voi ce conpell ed.

"My nane is Jor."



"“And m ne?"
"You are Katsulos," said Jor dully, "the Esteeler secret police."
"Yes. And where are we?"

"In space, aboard the Nirvana Il. W are taking the Hi gh Lord Nogara's new
space-going castle out to him out to the rimof the gal axy. And when he
cones aboard, | am supposed to entertain himby killing soneone with a sword.
O another gladiator will entertain himby killing ne."

"Normal bitterness," renmarked one of Katsulos' nen, appearing in the doorway
behi nd hi m

"Yes, this one always snaps right back," Katsulos said. "But a good subject.
See the brain rhythnms?" He showed the other a torn-off piece of chart from
some recordi ng device.

They stood there discussing Jor like a specinen, while he waited and
listened. They had taught Jor to behave. They thought they had taught him
per manent | y-but one of these days he was going to show them Before it was
too late. He shivered in his mail coat.

"Take him back to his cell,"
nmonent . "

Kat sul os ordered at last. "I'll be along in a

Jor | ooked about himconfusedly as he was | ed out of the tenple and down sone
stairs. His recollection of the treanent he had just undergone was al ready
becom ng uncertain; and what he did remenber was so unpl easant that he made
no effort to recall nmore. But his sullen determination to strike back stayed
with him stronger than ever. He had to strike back, somehow, and soon.

Left alone in the tenple, Katsulos kicked the pieces of the plastic dunmy
into a pile, to be ready for careful salvage. He trod heavily on the
mal | eabl e face, making it unrecogni zabl e, just in case someone beside his own
men shoul d happen to see it.

Then he stood for a nonent |ooking up into the nmaniacal bronze face of Mars.
And Kat sul os' eyes, that were cold weapons when he turned them on other nen,
were now alive

A comuni cat or sounded, in what was to be the Hi gh Lord Nogara's cabi n when
he took delivery of Nirvana Il. Admral Henphill, alone in the cabin, needed
a nonent to find the proper switch on the huge, unfam liar desk. "Wat is it?"

"Sir, our rendezvous with the Solarian courier is conpleted; we're ready to
drive again, unless you have any |last-m nute nessages to transmt?"

"Negative. Qur new passenger cane aboard?"
"Yes, sir. A Solarian, named Mtchell Spain, as we were advised."

"I know the man, Captain. WII|l you ask himto come to this cabin as soon as
possible? I'd like to talk to himat once."

"Yes sir."

"Are those police still snooping around the bridge?"



"Not at the nmonent, Admral."

Hermphi Il shut off the communi cator and | eaned back in the thronelike chair
from whi ch Felipe Nogara woul d soon survey his Esteeler enpire; but soon the
habi tual |y severe expression of Henphill's [ ean face deepened and he stood

up. The luxury of this cabin did not please him

On the bl ouse of Henphill's neat, plain uniformwere seven ribbons of scarl et
and bl ack, each representing a battle in which one or nore berserker nmachines
had been destroyed. He wore no ot her decorations except his insignia of rank
granted himby the United Planets, the anti-berserker |eague, of which al
worlds were at |east nom nal nenbers.

Wthin a mnute the cabin door opened. The man who entered, dressed in
civilian clothes, was short and rmuscul ar and rather ugly. He smiled at once,
and came toward Henphill, saying: "So it's H gh Admral Henphill now
Congratulations. It's a long tine since we've net."

"Thank you. Yes, not since the Stone Place." Henphill's nmouth 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 men thought back to that day of victory. Neither
of themcould snmile at it now, for the war was goi ng badly again.

"Yes, that's nine years ago," said Mtchell Spain. "Now1'ma foreign
correspondent for Solar News Service. They're sending me out to interview
Nogar a. "

"I"ve heard that you've made a reputation as a witer." Henphill notioned
Mtch to a chair. "I"'mafraid | have no tinme nyself for literature or other
nonessential s. "

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

everyt hing was nonessential except the destruction of berserker machi nes; and
today such a vi ewpoi nt was doubtl ess a good one for a Hi gh Admiral

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: "I wonder if the High Lord Nogara will be pleased with his
new ship." He gestured around the cabin with the stem of his pipe.

Everything was as quiet and steady as if rooted on the surface of a planet.
There was not hing to suggest that even now the npbst powerful engines ever
built by Earth-descended man were hurling this ship out toward the rimof the
gal axy at nmany times the speed of light.

Hermphi Il took the remark as a cue. Leaning slightly forward in his
unconf ort abl e-1 ooki ng seat, he said: "I'mnot concerned about his liking it.
What 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 now to tanp down the gl owi ng coal of
his pipe. "You nean Nogara's idea of shipboard fun? | caught a glinpse just
now of the gladiatorial arena. |'ve never met him but they say he's gone
bad, really bad, since Karlsen's death."

"I wasn't tal king about Nogara's so-called anusenments. Wat |'mreally
getting at is this: Johann Karlsen may be still alive."



Hemphill's calm fantastic statenent hung in the quiet cabin air. For a
monent M tch thought that he could sense the notion of the C-plus ship as it
traversed spaces no man understood, spaces where it seened time could nmean
not hi ng and the dead of all the ages might still be wal ki ng.

M tch shook his head. "Are we tal king about the same Johann Karl sen?"
"Of course.”

"Two years ago he went down into a hypermassive sun, with a
berserker-controlled ship on his tail. Unless that story is not true?"

"It'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
aboar d?"

"I passed a girl, outside your cabin here. | thought..

"No, | have no tine for that. Her nane is Lucinda, single nanes are the
custom on her planet. She's an eyewi tness of Karlsen's vanishing."

"Ch. Yes, | remenber the story. But what's this about his being in orbit?"

Hermphi Il stood up and seened to become nore confortable, as another man woul d
be sitting down. "Ordinarily, the hypermass and everything near it is

invisible, due to the extrenme red shift caused by its gravity. But during the
| ast year sonme scientists have done their best to study it. Their ship didn't

conpare to this one"-Henphill turned his head for a monment, as if he could
hear the m ghty engines-"but they went as close as they dared, carrying sone
new i nstrunents, |ong-wave tel escopes. The star itself was still invisible,

but they brought back these."

Hermphi Il stood behind him "That's what space |ooks |ike near the hypermnass.
Remenber, it has about a billion tines the nass of Sol, packed into roughly
the sane volunme. Gravity |like that does things we don't yet understand."

"Interesting. What fornms these dark |ines?"

"Falling dust that's become trapped in lines of gravitic force, like the
lines round a magnet. Or so I'mtold."

"And where's Karl sen supposed to be?"

Hemphil 1's finger descended on a photo, pointing out a spot of crystalline
roundness, tiny as a raindrop within a magnified line of dust. "W think this
is his launch. Its orbiting about a hundred million mles fromthe center of

t he hypernmass. And the berserker-controlled ship that was chasing himis
here, following himin the sane dust-line. Now they're both stuck. No
ordi nary engi nes can drive a ship down there."

Mtch stared at the photos, |ooking past theminto old nmenories that cane
fl oodi ng back. "And you think he's alive."

"He had equi pment that would let himfreeze hinmself into suspended ani mation
Also, tine may 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."

Hermphi Il alnbst smiled. "I told you, things we don't understand yet."



"All 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 some nore."

"Yes, | think there is a chance."” Henphill's face had becone iron again. "You
saw what efforts the berserkers made to kill 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 rmust do so w thout 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 nind."

Mtch whistled softly. "Strong enough to match orbits with Karlsen and pul
hi m out of there?"

"Yes, mathematically. Supposedly."
"And you nean to make the attenpt before this ship is delivered to Nogara."

"Afterwards may be too late; you know he wanted Karl sen out of the way. Wth
t hese police aboard |'ve been keeping ny rescue plan a secret."

Mtch nodded. He felt a rising excitement. "Nogara may rage if we save
Karl sen, but there'll be nothing he can do. How about the crew, are they
willing?"

"I"ve already sounded out the captain; he's with me. And since |I hold ny
admral's rank fromthe United Planets | can issue |legal orders on any ship,
if I say I'macting agai nst berserkers." Henphill began to pace. "The only
thing that worries nme is this detachnent of Nogara's police we have aboard,;
they're certain to oppose the rescue.”

"How many of them are there?"

"A coupl e of dozen. | don't know why there are so nmany, but they outnunber
the rest of us two to one. Not counting their prisoners, who of course are
hel pl ess. "

"Prisoners?"
"About forty young nmen, | understand. Sword fodder for the arena."

Luci nda spent a good deal of her tine 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 nmen cane into view. The two who wore black unifornms held a
single prisoner, clad in a shirt of chain mail, between them

When she saw the bl ack uniforms, Lucinda's chin lifted. She waited, 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 experience had taught her that
showi ng synmpathy for Nogara's victims could bring added suffering upon them

The bl ack uniforns halted in front of her. "I am Katsul os," said the
bushy- browed one. "Wo 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 my home again, when it
is freed of Nogara's vultures.”

The second bl ack uni form opened his nmouth to reply, but never got out a word,
for just then the prisoner's el bow came snmashing back into his belly. Then
the prisoner, who till now had stood neek as a | anb, shoved Katsul os 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 laughter did not seemto sting Katsulos in the |east.

"There's nowhere he can go,’
| aughter in her throat.

he said. The look in his eyes choked off her

Kat sul os posted police guards on the bridge and in the engi ne room and

secured all lifeboats. "The nman Jor is desperate and dangerous," he expl ai ned
to Hemphill and to Mtchell Spain. "Half of ny nen are searching for him
conti nuously, but you know how big this ship is. | 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
di spersal to investigae the arena-Sol ar News woul d be rmuch interested.

He clinbed a short stair and energed squinting in imtation sunlight, under a
hi gh-doned ceiling as blue as Earth's sky. He found hinself behind the upper
row of the approximately two hundred seats that encircled the arena behind a
sloping crystalline wall. At the bottom of the glassy bow, the oval-shaped
fighting area was about thirty yards long. It was floored by a substance that
| ooked |i ke sand but was doubtl ess sonething nore cohesive, that would not
fly upin acloud if the artificial gravity chanced to fail.

In this facility as slickly nmodern as a death-ray the worst vices of ancient
Rome coul d be nost efficiently enjoyed. Every spectator would be able to see
every drop of blood. There was only one awkward-| ooking feature: set at equa
i ntervals around the upper rimof the arena, behind the seats, were three
bui | di ngs, each as large as a small house. Their architecture seemed to Mtch
to bel ong somewhere on Ancient Earth, not here; their purpose was not

i medi atel y apparent.

Mtch took out his pocket camera and made a few photographs from where he
stood. Then he wal ked behind the rows of seats to the nearest of the
bui | di ngs. 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 noment he saw that the people in the paintings covering the walls

were not all, or even nobst of them engaged in sexual enbraces. There were
men and wonen and godl i ke beings, posed in a variety of relationships, in the
costumes 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
meant to depict sone aspect of human love. It was puzzling. He had not
expected to find love here, or in any part of Felipe Nogara's chosen

envi ronnent .

As he left the tenple through anot her door, he passed a sniling statue,
evidently the resident goddess. She was bronze, and the upper part of her



beautiful body enmerged nude fromglittering sea-green waves. He phot ographed
her and noved on

The second building's interior paintings showed scenes of hunting and of
worren in childbirth. The goddess of this tenple was clothed nodestly in
bright green, and armed 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 quickening slightly.
He had the feeling that something was draw ng hi mon

VWhat ever attraction nmight 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
| ove, surely this one honored hate.

On the painted wall opposite the entrance, a sow ike beast thrust its ugly
head into a cradle, devouring the screaming child. Beside it, men in togas,
faces glowing with hate, stabbed one of their nunber to death. All around the
wal I s men and wonen and children suffered pointlessly and died horribly,

wi t hout hope. The spirit of destruction was al nost pal pable within this room
It was |ike a berserker's-

Mtch took a step back and cl osed his eyes, bracing his arms agai nst the
sides of the entrance. Yes, he could feel it. Something nore than painting
and |lighting had been set to work here, to honor Hate. Something physical
that Mtch found not entirely unfaniliar

Years ago, during a space battle, he had experienced the attack of a
berserker's mnd beam Men had | earned how to shield their ships fromnind
beanms-di d they now bring the eneny's weapons inside deliberately?

Mtch opened his eyes. The radiation he felt now was very weak, but it
carried sonething 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 buildings, the effect practically
di sappeared. Inside, it was definitely perceptible, an energy that pricked at
the rage centers of the brain. Slowmy, slowy, it seemed to be fading, like a
resi dual charge froma machi ne that had been turned off. If he could feel it
now, what nust this tenple be Iike when the projector was on?

More inportantly, why was such a thing here at all? Only to goad a few

gl adiators on to livelier deaths? Possibly. Mtch glanced at this tenple's
towering bronze god, riding his chariot over the world, and shivered. He
suspect ed sonething worse than the sinple brutality of Roman ganes.

He took a few nore pictures, and then renenbered seeing an intercom station
near the first tenple he had entered. He wal ked back there, and punched out

t he nunber of Ship's Records on the intercom keys.

Wien the automated voi ce answered, he ordered: "I want some information 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 nme what you can about the designer's basic
pl an."

There was a del ay of several seconds. Then the voice said: "The basic



designer was a nman naned O iver Mcal, since deceased. In his design
programm ng, frequent reference is made 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 al so a cl assical schol ar.

"What kind 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 mght have been built in
secretly; it probably had been, if his worst suspicions were true.

He ordered: "Read nme sone of the rel evant passages of this literary work."

"The three tenmples 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 dwelleth neither man ne beast

Wth knotty, knarry, barreyn trees ol de

O stubbes sharp and hi dous to biholde."

M tch knew just enough of ancient |anguages to catch a word here and there,
but he was not really listening now H's mnd had stopped on that phrase
"tenple of Mars." He had heard it before, recently, applied to a newy risen
secret cult of berserker-worshippers.

"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 long and streit, and gastly for to see.™

There was a soft sound behind Mtch, and he turned quickly. Katsul 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 compassing

The cruel ire, red as any fire

The pickpurse, and al so the pale dread
The smiler 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 denmanded. He wanted it out in the open. And he
wanted to gain time, for Katsulos wore a pistol at his belt. "What is this to
you? Some kind of religion?"

"Not sone religion!" Katsulos shook his head, while his eyes glowed steadily
at Mtch. "Not a nythol ogy of distant gods, not a systemof pale ethics for
dusty phil osophers. No!" He took a step closer. "Spain, there is no tinme now
for me to proselytise with craft and subtlety. | say only this-the tenple of
Mars stands open to you. The new god of all creation will accept your
sacrifice and your |ove."

"You pray to that bronze statue?" Mtch shifted his weight slightly, getting
ready.

"No!" The fanatic's words poured out faster and | ouder. "The figure with

hel met and sword is our synbol and no nore. Qur god is new, and real, and
worthy. He wi el ds deat hbeam and missile, 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 imortal in him though our flesh perish
at his touch!"

"I"ve heard there were nen who prayed to berserkers," said Mtch. "Sonehow
never expected to neet one." Faintly in the distance he heard a nman shouti ng,
and feet pounding down a corridor. Suddenly he wondered if he, or Katsul os,
was nmore likely to receive reinforcenent.

"Soon we will be everywhere," said Katsulos loudly."W are here now, and we
are seizing this ship. W will use it to save the unit of our god orbiting
the hypernmass. And we will give the badlife Karlsen to Mars, and we will give
oursel ves. And through Mars we will live forever!"

He | ooked into Mtch's face and started to draw his gun, just as Mtch hurled
hi msel f forward.

Katsulos tried to spin away, Mtch failed to get a solid grip on him and
both nen fell sprawling. Mtch saw the gun nuzzle swing round on him and

di ved 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 emerged into a corridor, he heard gunfire fromthe direction of the
crew s quarters. He went the other way, heading for Henmphill's cabin. At a
turn in the passage a bl ack uniform stepped out to bar his way, ainng a
pistol. Mtch charged w thout hesitation, taking the policeman by surprise.
The gun fired as Mtch knocked it aside, and then his rush bow ed the

bl ack-uni formover. 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 inside.

A dead bl ack-uni form sat | eani ng agai nst the wall, unseeing eyes ained at
Mtch, bullet-holes patterned across his chest.



"Wl come, " said Henphill drily. He stood with his left hand on an el aborate
control console that had been raised froma place of conceal ment inside the
huge desk. In his right hand a machi ne pistol hung casually. "It seenms we
face greater difficulties than we expected."

Luci nda sat in the darkened cabin that was Jor's hiding place, watching him
eat. Immediately after his escape she had started roaning the ship's
passages, |ooking for him whispering his nanme, until at |last he had answered
her. Since then she had been smuggling him food and drink

He was ol der than she had thought at first glance; a man of about her own
age, with tiny lines at the corners of his suspicious eyes. Paradoxically,
the nore she helped him the nore suspicious his eyes becane.

Now he paused in his eating to ask: "What do you plan to do when we reach

Nogara, and a hundred nen come aboard to search for nme? They'll soon find ne,
then. ™

She wanted to tell Jor about Henphill's plan for rescuing Karlsen. Once
Johann Karl sen was aboard, no one on this ship would 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."
"l do know. "

He ignored her contradiction. "They trained me to fight in the arena with the
others. And then they singled me out, and began to train me for sonething
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 nman they want ne
to assassinate. Every day or so they put ne in the tenple of Mars and drive
me mad, and then the inmage of this man is always sent to nme. Always it's the
same face and uniform And | nust destroy the inmage, with a sword or a gun or

with ny hands. | have no choice when they flip that switch, no control over
nmysel f. They've hollowed nme out and filled me up with their own nadness.
They're madnen. | think they go into the tenple thensel ves, and turn the foul

madness 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
much 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 nen who were really brai nwashed. They haven't really destroyed
you, you'll be all right again soneday."

"They want nme to |l ook normal." He opened his eyes, which were stil
suspi ci ous. "Why are you on this ship, anyway?"

"Because." She |l ooked into the past. "Two years ago | met a man called Johann
Karl sen. Yes, the one everyone knows of. | spent about ten mnutes with
him.. if he's still alive, he's certainly forgotten ne, but |I fell in |ove



with him"
"I'n love!" Jor snorted, and began to pick his teeth.

O | thought | fell in love, she said to herself. Watching Jor now,
under standi ng and forgiving his sullen mstrust, she realized she was no
| onger able to visualize Karlsen's face clearly.

Sonething triggered Jor's taut nerves, and he junped up to peek out of the
cabin into the passage. "What's that noise? Hear? It sounds like fighting."

"So." Hemphill's voice was grimer than usual. "The surviving crewnen are
barricaded in their quarters, surrounded and under attack. The damed
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 nent inside Nogara's innocent-I|ooking desk. "I know Felipe Nogara, and
| thought he'd have a master control in his cabin, and when | saw all the
police |I thought | mght possibly need it. That's why | quartered nyself in
here.”

"What all does it control?" Mtch asked, wi ping his hands. He had just
dragged the dead man into a closet. Katsulos should have known better than to
send only one against the Hi gh Admiral

"I 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-lovers aren't going anywhere with this ship
until they' ve done a lot of rewiring or gotten us out of this cabin."

"I 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 some good, but we
can't count on it. Spain, |ook here." Henphill pointed to the little
screen."This is a view inside the guardroom and prison, under the arena's
seats. If all those individual cells are occupied, there nust be about forty
men in there."

"That's an idea. They may be trained fighters, and they'll certainly have no
love for the black uniforms."”

"I could talk to themfrom here,"” Henphill rnused. "But how can we free them
and armthen? | can't control their individual cell doors, though I can keep
the enemy | 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
same 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. "l suppose Katsul os hand-picked cultists fromanong the police for
this mssion. There nust be nore of them around than any of us thought."

Hemphi Il only shrugged. Maybe he understood fairly well those fanatics out
t here whose polarity happened to be opposite fromhis own.

Luci nda woul d not | eave Jor now, nor |let himleave her. Like hunted aninals
they made their way through the corridors, which she knew well from her days
of restless wal king. She gui ded himaround the sounds of fighting to where he
wanted to go



He peered around the |ast corner, and brought his head back to whisper
"There's no one at the guardroom door."

"But how will you get in? And some of the vultures may be inside, and you're
not armed."

He | aughed soundl essly. "Wat have | to lose? My Iife?" He noved on around
t he corner.

Mtch's fingers suddenly dug into Hemphill's arm "Look! Jor's there, with
the sane idea you had. Open the door for him quick!"

Most of the painted panels had been renoved fromthe interior walls of the
templ e of Mars. Two bl ack-uniformed nen were at work upon the nechani smthus
reveal ed, while Katsulos 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 beam and focus on him Boil his brain with it! He'll kil
everyone in there, and then we can take our tinme with the others."

Kat sul os' two assistants hurried to obey, arrangi ng cables and a directional
antenna. One asked: "He's the one you were training to assassi nate Henphill ?"

"Yes. His brain rhythms are on the chart. Focus on him quickly!"

"Set themfree and armthem " Hemphill'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 | promse we'll take Johann Karlsen with

us, if he's alive."

There was a roar fromthe cells at the offer of freedom and another roar at
Karlsen's name. "Wth him we'd go on to Esteel itself!" one prisoner shouted.

When the beamfromthe tenple of Mars struck downward, it went unfelt by
everyone but Jor. The others in the guardroom had not been conditioned by
repeated treatnments, and the heat of their enotions was already high

Just as Jor picked up the keys that would open the cells, the beamhit him
He knew what was happeni ng, but there was nothing he could do about it. In a
par oxysm of rage he dropped the keys, and grabbed an automatic weapon from
the arns rack. He fired at once, shattering Hemphill's image fromthe

Vi ewscr een.

Wth the fragment of his mind that was still his own, Jor felt despair I|ike
that of a drowning man. He knew he was not going to be able to resist what
was com ng next.

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

"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! | love you!"

Mars | aughed at her love, or tried to laugh. But Mars could not quite nanage
to point the weapon at her. Jor was trying to come back into his own face
agai n, now coni ng back hal fway, struggling terribly.



"And you love me, Jor. | know. Even if they force you to kill me, renmenber
know t hat."

Jor, clinging to his fragnent of sanity, felt a healing power conme to him
setting itself against the power of Mars. In his mnd danced the pictures he
had once glinpsed inside the tenple of Venus. O course! There nmust be a
countering projector built in there, and someone had nmanaged to turn it on

He nade the finest effort he could imagine. And then, with Lucinda before
him he nade a finer effort still.

He cane above his red rage |like a swimer surfacing, lungs bursting, froma
drowni ng sea. He | ooked down at his hands, at the gun they held. He forced
his fingers to begin opening. Mars still shouted at him | ouder and | ouder
but Venus' power grew stronger still. H's hands opened and the weapon fell

Once the gl adiators had been freed and arned the fight was soon over, though
not one of the cultists even tried to surrender. Katsulos and the two with
himfought to the last frominside the tenple of Mars, with the hate
projector at maxi mum power, and the recorded chanting voices roaring out
their song. Perhaps Katsulos still hoped to drive his enem es to acts of

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

wor shi p.

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

Hermphi Il showed only satisfaction at seeing how t he worship of Mars had

cul minated aboard Nirvana Il. "Let's see to the bridge and the engi ne room
first. Then we can get this ness cleaned up and be on our way."

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

"Was it you who managed to turn on the counter-projector? If it was, | owe
you much nore than ny life."

Mtch | ooked at himblankly. "Counter-projector? Wat're you talking about?"
"But there nust have been... "

When the others had hurried away, Jor remained 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 minute of silence in the arena.

"Enmergency condition concluded,"” said the voice of the intercomstation, to
the rows of enpty seats. "Ship's records returning to nornmal operation. Last
guesti on asked concerned basis of tenple designs. Chaucer's verse relevant to
tenmpl e of Venus follows, in original |anguage:

"I 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, | shall wel have ny |ove..
Venus smled, half-risen fromher glittering waves.

Men al ways project their beliefs and their emptions into their vision of the
wor |l d. Machines can be nmade to see in a wi der spectrum to detect every
wavel ength precisely as it is, undistorted by |ove or hate or awe.

But still men's eyes see nore than | enses do.
THE FACE OF THE DEEP

After five m nutes had gone by with no apparent change in his situation

Karl sen realized that he mght be going to live for a while yet. And as soon
as this happened, as soon as his mnd dared open its eyes again, so to speak
he began to see the depths of space around hi mand what they held.

There foll owed a short tine during which he seened unable to nmove; a few
m nut es passed whil e he thought he nmight go mad.

He rode in a crystalline bubble of a |launch about twelve feet in dianeter
The fortunes of war had dropped himhere, hal fway down the steepest
gravitational hill in the known universe.

At the unseeable bottomof this hill lay a sun so nmassive that not a quantum
of light could escape it with a visible wavelength. In less than a mnute he
and his raindrop of a boat had fallen here, some unneasurabl e distance out of
normal space, trying to escape an eneny. Karlsen had spent that falling
mnute in prayer, achieving something |like calm considering hinmself already
dead.

But after that minute he was suddenly no longer falling. He seened to have
entered an orbit-an orbit that no man had ever travel ed before, am d sights
no eyes had ever seen

He rode above a thunderstormat war with a sunset-a ceasel ess, soundl ess
turmoil of fantastic clouds that filled half the sky |like a nearby planet.

But this cloud-mass was i nmreasurably bigger than any planet, vaster even than
nost giant stars. Its core and its cause was a hypermassive sun a billion

ti mes the wei ght of Sol.

The clouds were interstellar dust swept up by the pull of the hypermass; as
they fell they built up electrical static which was di scharged in al npst
continuous lightning. Karlsen saw as blue-white the nearer flashes, and those
ahead of himas he rode. But nobst of the flashes, |ike nost of the clouds,
were far below him and so nost of his light was sullen red, wearied by
clinmbing just a section of this gravity cliff.

Karlsen's little bubble-ship had artificial gravity of its own, and kept
turning itself so its deck was down, so Karlsen saw the red |ight bel ow him

t hrough the translucent deck, flaring up between his space-booted feet. He
sat in the one massive chair which was fixed in the center of the bubble, and
whi ch contained the boat's controls and |ife-support machi nery. Bel ow the
deck were one or two ot her opaque objects, one of these a small but powerful
space-war pi ng engine. Al else around Karlsen was clear glass, holding in
air, holding out radiation, but |eaving his eyes and soul naked to the deeps
of space around him



When he had recovered hinmsel f enough to nove again, he took a full breath and
tried his engine, tried to lift himself up out of here. As he had expected,
full drive did nothing at all. He might as well have been working bicycle
pedal s.

Even a slight change in his orbit would have been inmediately visible, for
hi s bubbl e was sonmehow | ocked in position within a narrow belt of rocks and
dust that stretched like a thread to girdle the vastness bel ow him Before
the thread could bend perceptibly on its great circle it lost its identity in
di stance, nerging with other threads into a thicker strand. This in turn was
brai ded with other strands into a heavier belt, and so on, order above order
of size, until at last (a hundred thousand niles ahead? a nmllion?) the first
bendi ng of the great ring-pattern was perceptible; and then the arc,

rai nbow col ored at that point by lightning, deepened swiftly, plunging out of
sight below the terrible horizon of the hypermass's shroud of dust. The
fantastic cl oud-shapes of that horizon, which Karlsen knew nmust be mllions
of mles away, grew closer while he | ooked at them Such was the speed of his
orbit.

H s orbit, he guessed, nust be roughly the size of Earth's path around Sol
But judging by the rate at which the surface of clouds was turning beneath
him he would conplete a full circuit every fifteen mnutes or so. This was
madness, to out-speed light in normal space-but then, of course, space was
not really normal here. It could not be. These insane orbiting threads of
dust and rock suggested that here gravity had formed itself into |lines of
force, |ike magnetism

The orbiting threads of debris above Karlsen's traveled less rapidly than
his. In the nearer threads bel ow him he could distinguish individual rocks,
passing himup like the teeth of a buzzsaw. Hi s mnd recoiled fromthose
teeth, fromthe sheer grandeur of speed and di stance and si ze.

He sat in his chair | ooking up at the stars. Distantly he wondered if he

m ght be grow ng younger, noving backward in the time of the universe from
whi ch he had fallen... he was no professional mathematician or physicist, but
he thought not. That was one trick the universe could not pull, even here.
But the chances were that in this orbit he was aging quite slowy conpared
with the rest of the human race.

He realized that he was still huddling in his chair Iike an awed child, his
fingers inside their gauntlets cramping painfully with the strength of his
grip on the chair arns. He forced hinself to try to relax, to begin thinking
of routine matters. He had survived worse things than this display of nature,
i f none nore awful

He had air and water and food enough, and power to keep recycling them as
| ong as necessary. Hi s engi ne woul d be good for that much.

He studied the line of force, or whatever it was, that held himprisoner. The
larger rocks within it, sone of which approached his bubble in size, seened
never to change their relative positions. But smaller chunks drifted with
some freedom backward and forward, at very low velocities.

He got up fromhis chair and turned. A single step to the rear brought himto
the curve of glass. He | ooked out, trying to spot his eneny. Sure enough
following half a nmle behind him caught in the same string of space debris,
was the berserker-ship whose pursuit had driven himhere. Its scanners woul d
be fixed on his bubble now, and it woul d see hi m novi ng and know he was
alive. If it could get at him it would do so. The conputers would waste no
time in awed contenpl ati on of the scenery, that nmuch was certain.



As if to register agreement with his thought, the flare of a beam weapon
struck out fromthe berserker-ship. But the beam| ooked odd and silvery, and
it plonwed only a few yards anong expl odi ng rocks and dust before fizzling
away like a comic firework. It added dust to a cloud that seened to be
thickening in front of the berserker. Probably the machi ne had been firing at
himall along, but this weird space would not tol erate energy weapons.

M ssiles, then?

Yes, mssiles. He watched the berserker |aunch one. The | ean cylinder nade
one fiery dart in his direction, then disappeared. Were had it gone? Fallen
in toward the hypermass? At invisible speed, if so.

As soon as he spotted the first flare of another nissile, Karlsen on a hunch
turned his eyes quickly downward. He saw an instant spark and puff in the
next lower line of force, a tooth knocked out of the buzzsaw. The puff where
the mssile had struck flew ahead at insane speed, passing out of Karlsen's
sight alnmost at once. His eyes were drawn after it, and he realized he had
been wat ching the berserker-ship not with fear but with sonething |ike
relief, as a distraction fromfacing... all this.

"Ah, CGod," he said aloud, |ooking ahead. It was a prayer, not an oath. Far
beyond the sl ow churning infinite horizon, nonstrous dragon-head cl ouds were
rearing up. Against the blackness of space their nother-of-pearl heads seened
to be forned by matter materializing out of nothingness to plunge toward the
hyper mass. Soon the dragons' necks rose over the edge of the world, wattled
wi th rai nbow purls of matter that dripped and fell wi th unreal -l ooking speed.
And then appeared the dragon-bodi es, clouds throbbing with blue-white

i ghtning, suspended above the red bowels of hell

The vast ring, in which Karlsen's thread of rocks was one conponent, raced
like a circular sawbl ade toward the promi nence. As they rushed in fromthe
hori zon they rose up far beyond Karlsen's level. They twi sted and reared |ike
mad horses. They nust be bigger than planets, he thought, yes, bigger than a
t housand Earths or Esteels. The whirling band he rode was going to be crushed
bet ween t hem and then he saw that even as they passed they were stil
enornously distant fromhimon either side.

Karlsen let his eyes close. If nmen ever dared to pray, if they ever dared
even to think of a Creator of the universe, it was only because their tiny
nm nds had never been able to visualize a thousandth part... a mllionth
part... there were no words, no anal ogues for the mind to use in grasping
such a scene.

And, he thought, what of men who believe only in thenmselves, or in nothing?
What nust it do to themto | ook nakedly at such odds as these?

Karl sen opened his eyes. In his belief a single human bei ng was of nore
i mportance than any sun of whatever size. He nade hinself watch the scenery.
He determined to master this al nost superstitious awe.

But he had to brace hinself again when he noticed for the first time how the
stars were behaving. They were all blue-white needles, the wavefronts of
their light jamred together in a stanpede over this cliff of gravity. And his
speed was such that he saw some stars noving slightly in parallax shifts. He
could have depth perception in light-years, if his mnd could stretch that
far.

He stepped back to his chair, sat down and fastened hinself in. He wanted to
retreat within hinself. He wanted to dig hinmself a tunnel, down into the very



core of a huge planet where he could hide... but what were even the biggest
pl anet s? Poor |ost specks, hardly bigger than this bubble.

Here, he faced no ordinary spaceman's view of infinity. Here there was a
terrible perspective, starting with rocks an arm s |ength outside the gl ass
and drawi ng the mind on and out, rock by rock and Iine by line, step by

i nescapabl e step, on and on and on..

Al right. At least this was sonmething to fight against, and fighting

somet hing was better than sitting here rotting. To begin with, a little
routi ne. He drank sonme water, which tasted very good, and made hinself eat a
bite of food. He was going to be around for a while yet.

Now, for the little job of getting used to the scenery. He faced in the
direction of his bubble's flight. Half a dozen neters ahead of himthe first
| arge rock, massive as the bodies of a dozen nen, hung steadily in the
orbit-line of force. Wth his mnd he weighed this rock and neasured it, and
then nmoved his thought on to the next notable chunk, a pebble's throw
further. The rocks were each smaller than his bubble and he could follow the
string of themon and on, until it was swallowed in the converging pattern of
forcelines that at |ast bent around the hypermass, defining the full terror
of di stance.

H's mind hanging by its fingertips swayed out along the intervals of

grandeur... like a baby nonkey blinking in jungle sunlight, he thought. Like
an infant clinber who had been terrified by the size of trees and vines, who
now saw them for the first tine as a network of roads that could be nastered.

Now he dared to let his eyes grab hard at that buzzsaw rim of the next inner
circle of hurtling rocks, to let his mnd ride it out and away. Now he dared
to watch the stars shifting with his novenent, to see with the depth
perception of a planet.

He had been through a | ot even before falling here, and sl eep overtook him
The next thing he knew | oud noi ses were waki ng hi mup. He cane full awake
with a start of fear. The berserker was not hel pless after all. Two of its
man- si zed machi nes were outside his glassy door, working on it. Karlsen
reached automatically for his handgun. The little weapon was not going to do
hi m much good, but he waited, holding it ready. There was nothing else to do.

Sonet hi ng was strange in the appearance of the deadly robots outside; they
were silvered with a gleaming coating. It |looked Iike frost except that it
formed only on their forward surfaces, and streanmed away fromthemtoward the
rear inlittle fringes and tails, like an artist's speed-lines made solid.
The figures were substantial enough. Their hamrer blows at his door... but
wait. His fragile door was not being forced. The netal killers outside were
tangl ed and slowed in the silvery webbing with which this mad rushi ng space
had draped them The stuff danped their |aser beans, when they tried to burn
their way in. It nuffled the explosive they set off.

When they had tried everything they departed, pushing thenselves fromrock to
rock back toward their nmetal nother, wearing their white flam ng surfaces
i ke hoods of shane in their defeat.

He velled relieving insults after them He thought of opening his door and
firing his pistol after them He wore a spacesuit, and if they could open the
door of the berserker-ship frominside he should be able to open this one.

But he decided it would be a waste of anmunition.

Sone deep part of his mind had concluded that it was better for him in his



present situation, not to think about tine. He saw no reason to argue wth
this decision, and so he soon |ost track of hours and days-weeks?

He exercised and shaved, he ate and drank and elim nated. The boat's
recycling systens worked very well. He still had his "coffin," and m ght
choose a | ong sl eep-but no thanks, not yet. The possibility of rescue was in
his thoughts, mixing hope with his fears of time. He knew that on the day he
fell down here there was no ship built capable of com ng after him and

pul ling himout. But ships were always being inproved. Suppose he could hang
on here for a few weeks or nonths of subjective tine while a few years passed
out si de. He knew there were people who would try to find himand save himif
t here was any hope.

From bei ng al nost paral yzed by his surroundi ngs, he passed through a stage of
exal tation, and then quickly reached-boredom The nmind had its own business,
and turned itself away fromall these eternal blazing mracles. He slept a
good deal

In a dream he saw hinmsel f standing al one in space. He was view ng hinself at
t he di stance where the human figure dw ndles alnpst to a speck in the gaze of
t he unai ded human eye. Wth an alnost invisible arm hinself-in-the-distance
waved good-bye, and then went wal ki ng away, headed out toward the blue-white
stars. The striding | eg novenents were at first barely perceptible, and then
became nothing at all as the figure dw ndled, |osing existence against the
face of the deep..

Wth a yell he woke up. A space boat had nudged against his crystal hull, and
was now bobbing a few feet away. It was a solid netal ovoid, of a nodel he
recogni zed, and the nunbers and letters on its hull were famliar to him He
had made it. He had hung on. The ordeal was over

The little hatch of the rescue boat opened, and two suited figures energed,
one after the other, fromits sheltered interior. At once these figures
becane silver-blurred as the berserker's nachi nes had been, but these nen's
features were visible through their faceplates, their eyes |ooking straight

at Karlsen. They sniled in steady encouragenent, never taking their eyes from
hi s.

Not for an instant.

They rapped on his door, and kept smiling while he put on his spacesuit. But
he made no nove to let themin; instead he drew his gun

They frowned. Inside their helnets their nouths formed words: Open up! He
flipped on his radio, but if they were sendi ng nothing was com ng through in
this space. They kept on gazing steadily at him

Wait, he signaled with an upraised hand. He got a slate and stylus fromhis
chair, and wote them a nessage.

LOOK AROUND AT THE SCENERY FOR A WHI LE.

He was sane but nmaybe they thought himmad. As if to humor him they began to
| ook around them A new set of dragon-head promn nences were rising ahead,
beyond the storny horizon at the rimof the world. The frowni ng nen | ooked
ahead of them at dragons, around them at buzzsaw rai nbow whirls of stone,

t hey | ooked down into the deadly depths of the inferno, they | ooked up at the
stars' poisonous blue-white spears sliding visibly over the void.

Then both of them still frowning unconprehendi ngly, | ooked right back at



Kar | sen.

He sat in his chair, holding his drawn gun, waiting, having no nore to say.
He knew the berserker-ship would have boats aboard, and that it could build
its killing machines into the |ikenesses of nmen. These were al nbost good
enough to fool him

The figures outside produced a slate of their own from sonewhere.
WE TOOK BERS. FROM BEHI ND. ALL OK & SAFE. CQOVE QUT.

He | ooked back. The cloud of dust raised by the berserker's own weapons had
settled around it, hiding it and all the forceline behind it fromKarlsen's
view Oh, if only he could believe that these were nen..

They gestured energetically, and |l ettered sone nore.

QUR SHI P WAI TI NG BACK THERE BEHI ND DUST. SHE'S TOO BI G TO HOLD TH S LEVEL
LONG

And agai n:
KARLSEN, COME WTH US! ! | TH S YOUR ONLY CHANCE

He didn't dare read any nore of their nessages for fear he would believe
them rush out into their nmetal arms, and be torn apart. He closed his eyes
and prayed. After a long time he opened his eyes again. H's visitors and
their boats were gone.

Not |ong afterward-as tine seened to himthere were flashes of light from
i nside the dust cloud surrounding the berserker. A fight, to which sonmeone
had brought weapons that would work in this space? O another attenpt to
trick hin? He woul d see.

He was watching alertly as another rescue boat, nuch like the first, inched
its way out of the dustcloud toward him It drew al ongsi de and stopped. Two
nore spacesuited figures got out and began to wear silver drapery.

This time he had his sign ready.
LOOK AROUND AT THE SCENERY FOR A WHI LE

As if to hunor him they began to | ook around them Maybe they thought him
mad, but he was sane. After about a minute they still hadn't turned back to
hi mone's face | ooked up and out at the unbelievable stars, while the other
slowy swivel ed his neck, watching a dragon's head go by. Gadually their
bodi es became congealed in awe and terror, clinging and crouchi ng agai nst his
gl ass wal Il .

After taking half a minute nore to check his own hel met and suit, Karlsen
bl ed out his cabin air and opened his door

"Wl come, nen," he said, over his helnet radio. He had to help one of them
aboard the rescue boat. But they made it.

The End



