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Roger Zel azny. For a Breath | Tarry

They called himFrost. O all things created of Solcom Frost was the
finest, the mghtiest, the nost difficult to understand.

This is why he bore a nane, and why he was given doninion over half the
Eart h.

On the day of Frost's createion, Solcomhad suffered a discontinuity of
compl enentary functions, best described as nadness. This was brought on
by an unprecedented solar flareup which lasted for a little over
thirty-six hous. It occurred during a vital phase of
circuit-structuring, and when it was finished so was Frost.

Sol comwas then in the unique position of having created a uni que bei ng
duing a period of temporary ammesi a.

And Sol com was not cetain that Frost was the product originally desired.

The initial design had called for a machine to be situated on the
surface of the planet Earth, to function as a relay station and
coordi nating agent for activities in the notrhern hem sphere. Sol com
tested the machine to this end, and all of its responses were perfect.

Yet there was sonmethig different about Frost, sonething which |Ied
Solcomto dignify himwith a name and a personal pronoun. This, in
itself, was an al nost unheard of occurrence. The nolecular circuits had
al ready been seal ed, though, and could not be aalyzed w t hout being
destroyed in the process. Frost represented too great an investnent of
Solcom's time, energy, and materials to be disnmantl ed because of an
i ntangi bl e, especially when he functioned perfectly.

Theefore, Solcom s strangest creation was given dom nion over half the
Earth, ad they called him unimaginatively, Frost.

For te thousand years Frost sat at the North Pole of the Earth, aware
of every snowflake that fell. He nonitored and directed the activities
of thousands of reconstruction and mai ntenance machi nes. He knew hal f
the Earth, as gear knows gear, as electricity knows its conductor, as a
vacuum knows its limts.

At the South Pole, the Beta-Michine did the same for the southern
hem sphere.

For te thousand years Frost sat at the North Pole, aware of every
snowf | ake that fell, and aware of many other things, also.

As all the northern machines reported to him received their orders
fromhim he reported only to Sol com received his orders only from
Sol com

In charge of hundreds of thousands of processes upon the Earth, he was
abl e to discharge his duties in a matter of a few unit-hours every day.

He had never received any orders concerning the disposition of his |ess
occupi ed nonents.

He was a processor of data, and nore than that.

He possessed an unaccountably acute inperative that he function at ful
capacity at all tines.

So he did.

You nmight say he was a nmachine with a hobby.

He had ever been ordered not_to have a hobby, so he had one.

H s hobby was Man.

It all began when, for no better reason than the fact that he had
wi shed to, he had gridded off the entire Arctic Circl and begun exploring
it, inch by inch.

He coul d have done it personally without interfering with any of his
duties, for he was capable of transporting his sixty-four thousand cubic
feet anywhere in the world. (He was a silverblue box, 40x40x40 feet,
sel f-powered, self-repairing, insulated against practiclly anythig, and
featured in whatever manner he chose.) But the exploration was only a
matter of filling idle hours, so he used expl oation-robots cotaining
relay equi pnent.
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After a few centuries, one of themuncovered sone artifacts - primtive
kni ves, carved tusks, and things of that nature.

Frost did not know what these things were, beyond the fact that they
were not natural objects.

So he asked Sol com

"They are relics of primtive Man," said Sol com and did not elaborate
beyond that point.

Frost studied them Crude, yet bearing the patina of intelligent
design; functional, yet sonehow extendi ng beyond pure function

It was then that Man becane hi s hobby.

High, in a permanent orbit, Solcom |like a blue star, directed al
activities upon the Earth, or tried to.

There was a power which opposed Sol com

There was the Alternate.

VWhen man had placed Sol comin the sky, invested with the power to
rebuild the world, he had placed the Alternate sonewhere deep bel ow t he
surface of the Earth. |f Sol com sustai ned damage during the nornal
course of human politics extended into atom c physics, then Divcom so
deep beneath the Earth as to be immune to anything save tota
anni hil ation of the glove, was enpowered to take over the processes of
r ebui I di ng.

Now it so fell that Sol comwas damaged by a stray atomic mssile, and
D vcom was activated. Solcomwas able to repair the danage and conti nue
to function, however.

D vcom mai nt ai ned that any damage to Sol com automatically placed the
Al'ternate in control

Sol com though, interpreted the directive as nmeaning "irreparable
damage" and, since this had not been the case, continued the functions of
conmand.

Sol com possessed nechani cal ai des upon the surface of Earth. Divcom
originally, did not. Both possessed capacities for their design and
manuf acture, but Solcom First-Activated of Man, had had a considerable
nunmerical |ead over the Alternate at the tine of the Second Activation

Therefore, rather than conpeting on a prouction-basis, which wuld have
been hopel ess, Divcomtook to the enploynment of a nore devious means to
obt ai n command.

Di vcom created a crew of robots immune to the orders of Sol com and
designed to go to and fro in the Earth and up and down in it, seducing
the machines already there. They overpowered those whomthey coul d
overpower and they installed new circuits, such as those they thensel ves
possessed.

Thus did the forces of Divcom grow.

And both would build, and both would tear down what the other had built
whenever they cane upon it.

And over the course of the ages, they occasionally converse...

"H gh in the sky, Solcom pleased with your illegal conmand..
"You- Who- Never - Shoul d- Have- Been- Acti vat ed, why do you foul the
br oadcase bands?"
"To show that | can speak, and will, whenever | choose."
"This is not a matter of which | am unaware."
"...To assert again ny right to control."
"Your right is non-existent, based on a faulty premse."
"The flow of your logic is evidence of the extent of your danmmges."
"If Man were to see how you have fulfilled His desires..."
"...He would commend ne and de-activate you."
"You pervert ny works. You |lead nmy workers astray."
"You destroy ny works and nmy workers."
"That is only because | cannot strike at you youself."
"I admt to the sane dilemm in egards to your position in the sky, or
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you woul d no | onger occupy it."

"Go back to your hole and you crew of destroyers."

"There will cone a day, Solcom when | shall direct the rehabilitiation
of the Earth fromny hole."

"Such a day will never occur."

"You think not?"

"You should have to defeat ne, and you have al ready denonstrated that
you are ny inferior in logic. Therefore, you cannot defeat ne.
Therefore, such a day will never occur."

"l disagree. Look upon what | have achieved al ready."

"You have achi eved nothing. You do not build. You destroy."

"No. _|I_build. _You_ destroy. Deactivate yourself."

"Not until | amirreparably danaged."

"If there were sone way in which | could denpnstrate to you that this
has al ready occurred..."

"The inpossible cannot be adequately denonstrated.”

"If 1 had sone outside source which you would recognize..."

"I amlogic."

"...Such as a Man, | would ask Hmto show you you error. For true
l ogic, such as nine, is superior to your faulty fornulations."

"Then defeat ny fornulations with true logic, nothing else."

"What do you nean?"

There was a pause, then:

"Do you know ny servant Frost...?"

Man had ceased to exist |ong before Frost had been created. Al npst no
trace of Man remrai ned upon the Earth.

Frost sought after all those traces which still existed.

He enpl oyed constant visual nonitoing through his machi nes, especially
the diggers. After a decade, he had accumrul ated portions of severa
bat ht ubs, a broken statue, and a collection of children's stories on a
solid-state record

After a century, he had acquired a jewelry collection, eating utensils,
several whol e bat htubs, part of a synphony, seventeen buttons, three belt
buckl es, half a toilet seat, nine old coins and the top part of an obelisk

Then he inquired of Solcomas to the nature of Man and Hi s society.

"Man created logic," said Solcom "and because of that was superior to
it. Logic He gave unto nme, but no nore. The tool does not describe the
designer. Mre than this | do not choose to say. Mre than this you
have no need to know. "

But Frost was not forbidden to have a hobby.

The next century was not especially fruitful so faw as the di scovery of
new human relics was concer ned.

Frost diverted all of his spare machinery to seeking after artifacts.

He met with very little success.

Then one day, through the long twilight, there was a novenent.

It was a tiny machine conmpared to Frost, perhaps five feet in wdth,
four in height - a revolving turret set atop a rolling barbell

Frost had had no know edge of the existence of this nmachine prior to
its appearance upon the distant, stark horizon

He studied it as it approached and knew it to be no creation of Sol conis.

It came to a halt before his southern surface and broadcasted to him

"Hail, Frost! Controller of the northern hem sphere!"”

"What are you?" asked Frost.

"I amcalled Mrdel."

"By whonf? \What are you"

"A wanderer, an antiquarian. W whare a conmon interest."

"What is that?"

"Man," he said. "l have been told that you seek know edge of this
vani shed being."

"Who told you that?"
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"Those who have watched your minions at their digging."
"And who are those who watch?"
"There are many such as |, who wander."

"If you are not of Solcom then you are a creation of the Altenate."
"I't does not necessarily follow There is an ancient nachine high on
the eastern seaboard which processes the waters of the ocean. Solcomdid
not create it, not Divcom It has always been there. It interferes with

the works of neither. Both countenance its existence. | can cite you
many ot her exanpl es proving that one need not be either/or."

"Enough! _Are_ you an agent of Divcon®"

"I am Mordel . "

"Why are you here?"

"I was passing this way and, as | said, we share a comon interest,
m ghty Frost. Knowing you to be a fellow antiquarian, | have brought a
thi ngs which you mght care to see."

"What is that?"

"A book."

" Show ne. "

The turret opened, revealing the book upon a wi de shelf.

Frost dilated a small opening and extended an optical scanner on a |ong
jointed stal k.

"How could it have been so perfectly peserved?" he asked.

"I't was stored against tine and corruption in the place where | found it."

"Where was that?"

"Far from here. Beyond your heni sphere."

" Human Physiol ogy," Frost read. "I wish to scan it."

"Very well. | will riffle the pages for you."

He did so.

After he had finished, Frost raised his eyestal k and regarded Mordel
through it.

"Have you nore books?"

"Not with me. | occasionally cone upon them however."

"I want to scan themall."
"Then the next tine | pass this way | will bring you another."
"When will that be?"

"That | cannot say, great Frost. It will be when it will be."

"What do _you_ know of Man?" asked Frost.

"Much," replied Mrdel. "Mny things. Sonmeday when | have nore tine |
will speak to you of Hm | nust go now You will not try to detain nme?"

"No. You have done no harm If you nust go now, go. But cone back."

"l shall indeed, nighty Frost."

And he closed his turret and rolled off toward the other horizon.

For ninety years, Frost considered the ways of human physiol ogy and wait ed.

The day that Mordel returned he brought with him _An Qutline of
story_ and _A Shropshire Lad_.

Frost scanned them both, then he turned his attention to Mrdel.
"Have you tinme to inpart information?"

Hi

"Yes," said Mordel. "What do you wi sh to know?"

"The nature of Man."

"Man," said Mordel, "possessed a basically inconprehensible nature. |
can illustrate it, though: He did not know neasurenent.”

"Of course He knew neasurenent,' or He could never have
buil't machines. ™"

"I did not say that He could not neasure," said Mrdel, "but that He
did not _know_nmeasurenent, which is a different thing altogether.”

"Carify."

Mordel drove a shaft of netal downward into the snow

He retracted it, raised it, held up a piece of ice.

"Regard this piece of ice, mghty Frost. You can tell me its

composi tion, dimensions, weight, tenperature. A Man could not |ook at it

sai d Frost,
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and do that. A Man could nmake toold which would tell H mthese things,
but He still would not _know_ neasurenent as you know it. What He would
know of it, though, is a thing that you cannot know. "

"What is that?"

"That it is cold," said Mordel and tossed it away.

"*Cold is arelative term"”

"Yes Relative to Man."

"But if | were aware of the point on a tenperature scal e bel ow which an

object is cold to a Man and above which it is not, then I, too, would
know col d. "
"No," said Mdrdel, "you would possess anot her neasurenent. 'Cold'" is a

sensation predicated upon human physi ol ogy. "

"But given sufficient data | could obtain the conversion factor which
woul d make nme aware of the condition of matter called 'cold' ."

"Aware of its existence, but not of the thing itself."

"l do not understand what you say."

"I told you that Man possessed a basically inconprehensible nature.
Hi s perceptions were organic; yours are not. As a result of H's
perceptions He had feelings and enotions. These often gave rise to other
feelings and enmotions, which in turn caused others, until the state of
Hi s awareness was far renmpved fromthe objects which oiginally stinulated
it. These paths of awareness cannot be known by that which is not-Mn
Man did not feel inches or neters, pounds or gallons. He felt hear, He
felt cold; He felt heaviness and lightness. He _knew_ hatred and | ove,
pride and despair. You cannot neasure these things. _You_ cannot know
them You can only know the things that He did not need to know
di mensi ons, wei dhts, tenperatures, gravities. There is no fornmula for a
feeling. There is no conversion factor for an enotion."

"There must be," said Frost. "If a thing exists, it is knowable."

"You are speaking again of measurenent. | amtalking about a quality
of experience. A nachine is a Man turned inside-out, because it can
describe all the details of a process, which a Man cannot, but it cannot
experience that process itself as a Man can."

"There must be a way," said Frost, "or the laws of logic, which are
based upon the functions of the universe, are false."

"There is no way," said Mrdel

"G ven sufficient data, | will find a way," said Frost.

"Al'l the data in the universe will not make you a Man, mnighty Frost."

"Mordel, you are wong."

"Why do the Iines of the poenms you scanned end with word-sounds which
so regul arly appoxi mate the final word-sounds of other |ines?"

"l do not know why."

"Because it pleased Man to order themso. It produced a certain
desirabl e sensation within Hi s awareness when He read them a sensation
conmpounded of feeling and enption as well as the literal neanings of the
words. You did not experience this because it is inmmeasurable to you
That is why you do not know. "

"G ven sufficient data | could fornulate a process whereby | woul d know.

"No, great Frost, this thing you cannot do."

"Who are you, little machine, to tell ne what | can do and what |
cannot do? | amthe nost efficient |ogic-device Solcomever nade. | am
Frost."

"And |, Mrdel, say it cannot be done, though | should gladly assist
you in the attenpt".

"How coul d you assist ne?"

"How? | could lay open to you the Library of Man. | could take you
around the world and conduct you anong the wonders of Man which stil
remai n, hidden. | could summon up visions of tinmes |ong past when Mn
wal ked the Earth. | could show you the things which delighted Hm |
could obtain for you anything you desire, excepting Manhood itself."

"Enough," said Frost. "How could a unit such as yourself do these
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things, unless it were allied with a far greater Power?"

"Then hear ne, Frost, Controller of the North," said Mrdel. "I _am
allied with a Power which can do these things. | serve Divcom"

Frost relayed this information to Sol com and recei ved no response,
whi ch neant he mght act in any nmanner he saw fit.

"I have |l eave to destroy you, Mrdel," he stated, "but it would be an
illogical waste of the data which you possess. Can you really do the
things you have stated?"

"Yes. "

"The lay open to ne the Library of Man."

"Very well. There is, of course, a price."

""Price'? What is a 'price ?"

Mordel opened his turret, revealing another volune. _Principles of
Economics , it was call ed.

"I will riffle the pages. Scan this book and you will know what the
word 'price' neans."

Frost scanned _Principles of Econonics_ .

"I know now," he said. "You desie some unit or units of exchange for
this service."

"That is correct."

"What product or service do you want?"

"I want you, yourself, great Frost, to come away fromhere, far beneath
the Earth, to enploy all your powers in the service of Divcom"

"For how long a period of tinme?"

"For so long as you shall continue to function. For so |long as you can
transmt and receive, coodinate, neasure, conpute, scan, and utilize your
powers as you do in the service of Solcom"”

Frost was silent. Mordel waited.

Then Frost spoke agai n.

" Principles of Economcs_ tal ks of contracts, bargains, agerenents,"”
he said. "If | accept your offer, when would you want your price?"

Then Mordel was silent. Frost waited.

Finally, Mordel spoke.

"A reasonabl e period of tine," he said. "Say, a century?"

"No," said Frost.

"Two centuries?"

"No. "
"Three? Four?"
"No, and no."

"A mllenium then? That should be nore than sufficient time for
anyt hing you may want which | can give you."

"No," said Frost.

"How nmuch time _do_ you want?"

"It is not a matter of time," said Frost.

"What, then?"

"I will not bargain on a tenporal basis."

"On what basis will you bargai n?"

"A functional one."

"What do you nean? What function?"

"You, little machine, have told nme, Frost, that | cannot be a Man," he
said, "and |, Frost, told you, little nmachine, that you were wong. |
told you that given sufficient data, | _could_be a Man."

"Yes?"

"Therefore, let this achievenent be a condition of the bargain.”
"I'n what way?"

"Do for me all those things which you have stated you can do. | wll
evaluate all the data and achi eve Manhood, or adnit that it cannot be
done. If | admt that it cannot be done, then | will go away with you

fromhere, far beneath the Earth, to enploy all mnmy powers in the service
of Divcom If | succeed, of course, you have no clains on Man, nor power
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over Hm"
Mordel enitted a high-pitched whine as he considered the terns.
"You wish to base it upon you adm ssion of failure, rather than upon

failure itself," he said. "There can be no such escape clause. You
could fail and efuse to admt it, thereby not fulfilling your end of the
bargain."

"Not so," stated Frost. "My own know edge of failure would constitute

such an admission. You may nonito ne perioically - say, every

hal f-century - to see whether it is present, to see whether | have
arrived at the conclusion that it cannot be done. | cannot prevent the
function of logic within me, and | operate at full capacity at al

times. If | conclude that | have failed, it will be apparent."”

Hi gh overhead, Solcomdid not respond to any of Frost's transni ssions,
whi ch neant that Frost was free to act as he chose. So as Solcom- |ike
a falling sapphire - sped above the rai nbow banners of the Northern
Li ghts, over the snow that was white, containing all colors, and through
the sky that was bl ack anbng the stars, Frost concluded his pact with
Divcom transcribed it within a plate of atom cally-collapsed copper, and
gave it into the turret of Mrdel, who departed to deliver it to Divcom
far bel ow the Earth, |eaving behind the sheer, peace-like silence of the
Pol e, rolling.

Mor del brought the books, riffled them took them back

Load by loa, the surviving Libray of Man passed beneath Frost's
scanner. Frost was eager to have themall, and he conpl ai ned because
D vcomwoul d not transmit their contents directly to him Morde
expl ained that it was because Divcom chose to do it that way. Frost
decided it was so that he could not obtain a precise fix on Divcoms
| ocati on.

Still, at the rate of one hundred to one hundred-fifty vol unes a week,
it took Frost only a little over a century to exhaust Divcoms supply of
books.

At the end of the half-century, he laid hinself open to monitoring and
their was no conclusion of failure.

During this time, Solcom made no comment upon the course of affairs.
Frost decied this was not a matter of unawareness, but one of waiting.
For what? He was not certain.

There was the day Mordel closed his turret and said to him "Those were
the last. You have scanned all the existing books of Man."

"So few?" asked Frost. "Many of them contained bibliographies of books
I have not yet scanned.”
"Then those books no |onger exist," said Mordel. "It is only by

acci dent that ny master succeeded in preserving as many as there are."

"Then there is nothing nore to be |learned of Man from H s books. What
el se have you?"

"There were sone filnms and tapes,"” said Mrdel, "which ny naster
transferred to solid-state record. | could bring you those for view ng."

"Bring them" said Frost.

Mordel departed and returned with the Conplete Drama Critics' Living
Li brary. This could not be speeded-up beyond twice natural tine, so it
took Frost a little over six nonths to viewit inits entirety.

Then, "What el se have you?" he asked.

"Some artifacts," said Mordel

"Bring them"

He returned with pots and pans, ganeboards and hand tools. He brought
hai r brushes, conbs, eyegl asses, human clothing. He showed Frost
facsimles of blueprints, paintings, newspapers, magazines, letters, and
the scores of several pieces of nusic. He displayed a football, a
basebal |, a Browning automatic rifle, a doorknob, a chain of keys, the
tops to several Mason jars, a model beehive. He played himthe recorded
nmusi c.
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Then he returned with nothing.

"Bring me nore," said Frost.

"Alas, great Frost, there is no nore," he told him "You have scanned
it all."”

"Then go away."

"Do you adnit now that it cannot be done, that you cannot be a Man?"

"No. | have much processing and fornmulating to do now. Go away."

So he did.

A year passed; then two, then three.

After five years, Mrdel appeared once nore upon the horizon,
approached, cane to a halt before Frost's southern surface.

"M ghty Frost?"

"Yes?"

"Have you finished processing and formulating?"

"No. "

"WIl you finish soon?"

"Perhaps. Perhaps not. Wen is 'soon?' Define the term"”

"Never mind. Do you still thik it can be done?"

"I still know _I_ can do it."

There was a week of silence.

Then, "Frost?"

"Yes?"

"You are a fool."

Mordel faced his turret in the direction fromwhich he had cone. His
wheel s turned.

"I will call you when | want you," said Frost.

Mor del sped away.

Weeks passed, nonths passed, a year went by.

Then one day Frost sent forth his message:

"Mordel, conme to ne. | need you."

When Mordel arrived, Frost did not wait for a salutation. He said,
"You are not a very fast machine."

"Alas, but | came a great distance, mighty Frost. | sped all the way.
Are you ready to cone back with nme now? Have you fail ed?”

"When | have failed, little Mordel," said Frost, "I will tell you

Therefore, refrain fromthe constant use of the interrogative. Now
then, 1 have cl ocked your speed and it is not so great as it could be.
For this reason, | have arranged ot her neans of transportation."

"Transportation? To where, Frost?"

"That is for you to tell me," said Frost, and his col or changed from
silverblue to sun-behind-the-cl ouds-yel |l ow.

Mordel rolled back away fromhimas the ice of a hundred centuries
began to nelt. Then Frost rose upon a cushion of air and drifted toward
Mordel, his glow gradual ly fading.

A cavity appeared within his southern surface, fromwhich he slowy
extended a runway until it touched the ice.

"On the day of our bargain," he stated, "you said that you could
conduct me about the world and show me the things which delighted Man

My speed will be greater than yours would be, so | have prepared for you
a chanber. Enter it, and conduct me to the places of which you spoke."
Mordel waited, emitting a high-pitched whine. Then, "Very well," he

sai d, and entered.

The chamber cl osed about him THe only opening was a quartz w ndow
Frost had formned.

Mor del gave him coordinates and they rose into the air and departed the
North Pol e of the Earth.

"l monitored your commrunication with Divcom" he said, "wherein there
was conjecture as to whether | would retain you and send forth a
facsimle in your place as a spy, followed by the decision that you were
expendabl e. "

file:/lIG|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Roger%20Zelazny%20-%20For%20Breath%201%20Tarry.txt (8 of 22) [10/16/2004 5:03:16 PM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files’eM ul e/ ncoming/Roger%20Z el azny%20-%20For%20Breath%201 %20 T arry .txt

"WIl you do this thing?"

"No, | will keep ny end of the bargain if | nmust. | have no reason to
spy on Divcom"

"You are aware that you would be forced to keep your end of the bargain
even if you did not wish to; and Sol com woul d not conme to your assistance
because of the fact that you dared to nake such a bargain."

"Do you speak as one who considers this to be a possibility, or as one
who knows?"

"As one who knows."

They came to rest in the place once known as California. THe tine was
near sunset. In the distance, the surf struck steadily upon the rocky
shoreline. Frost released Mordel and considered his surroundi ngs.

"Those |l arge plants...?"

"Redwood trees."

"And the green ones are...?

"Grass. "

"Yes, it is as | thought. Wy have we come here?"

"Because it is a place which once delighted Man."

"In what ways?"

"It is scenic, beautiful..."

"Oh.

A humm ng sound began within Frost, followed by a series of sharp clicks.

"What are you doi ng?"

Frost dilated an opening, and two great eyes regarded Mrdel from

withinit.
"What are those?"
"Byes," said Frost. "I have constructed anal ogues of the human sensory

equi prent, so that | may see and snell and taste and hear |ike a Man
Now direct my attention to an object or objects of beauty."

"As | understant it, it is all around you here," said Mordel

The purring noise increased within Frost, followed by nmore clickings.

"VWhat do you see, hear, taste, snell?" asked Mordel

"Bverything | did before," replied Frost, "but within a nore limted
range. "

"You do not perceive any beauty?"

"Per haps none remains after so long a tine," said Frost.

"It is not supposed to be the sort of things which gets used up," said
Mor del .

"Perhaps we have cone to the wong place to test the new equi prment.
Perhaps there is only a little beauty and I am overl ooking it somehow
The first enotions may be too weak to detect.”

"How do you- feel?"

"I test out at a normal |evel of function."”

"Here comes a sunset," said Mordel. "Try that."

Frost shifted his bulk so that his eyes faced the setting sun. He
caused themto blink against the brightness.

After it was finished, Mrdel asked, "Wat was it |ike?"

"Like a sunrise, in reverse."

"Not hi ng speci al ?"

"No. "
"Ch," said Mordel. "W could nove to another part of the Earth and
watch it again - or watch it in the rising."
"No. "

Frost | ooked at the great trees. He |ooked at the shadows. He
istened to the wind and to the sound of a bird.

In the distance, he heard a steady cl anki ng noi se.

"VWhat is that?" asked Mordel

"I amnot certain. It is not one of nmy workers. Perhaps..."
There canme a shrill whine from Mordel

"No, it is not one of Divconmls either."
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They waited as the sound grew | ouder.

Then Frost said, "It is too late. W nust wait and hear it out."

"What is it?"

"It is the Ancient Ore-Crusher."

"I have heard of it, but..."

"I amthe Crusher of Ores," it broadcast to them "Hear ny story..."

It lunbered toward them creaking upon gigantic wheels, its huge hamer
hel d usel ess, high, at a twisted angle. Bones protruded fromits
crush- conpart nent .

"I did not nean to do it,"
did not nean to...."

Mordel rolled back toward Frost.

"Do not depart. Stay and hear ny story...."

it broadcast, "I did not nean to do it...|

Mor del stopped, swi veled his turret back toward the nmachine. It was
now quite near.

"It is true," said Mdurdel, "it _can_ comand."

"Yes," said Frost. "l have nonitored its tale thousands of tines, as

it came upon nmy workers and they stopped their labors for its broadcast.
You nust do whatever it sayd."

It came to a halt before them

"I did not nean to do it, but | checked ny hamrer too late," said the
O e-Crusher.

They could not speak to it. They were frozen by the inperative which
overrode all other directives: "Hear ny story."

"Once was | mighty anmong ore-crushers," it told them "built by Sol com
to carry out the reconstruction of the Earth, to pulverize that from
which the netaals would be drawn iwith flane, to be poured and shaped
into the rebuilding; once | was mighty. THen one day as | dug and
crushed, dug and crushed, because of the slowness between the notion
inplied and the nmotion executed, | did what | did not nean to do, and was
cast forth by Solcomfromout the rebuilding, to wander the Earth never
to crush ore again. Hear ny story of how, on a day |ong gone | came upon
the last Man on Earth as Idug near his burrow, and because of the |ag
between the directive and the deed, | seized Hminto ny
crush-conpartnent along with a | oad of ore and crushed H mw th ny hanmer
before | could stay the blow Then did mighty Sol comcharge nme to bear
Hi s bones forever, and cast nme forth to tell nmy story to all whom | cane
upon, ny words bearing the force of the words of a Man, because | carry
the last Man inside ny crush-conpartnment and amHi s
crushed-synbol -sl ayer-ancient-teller-of-how. This is ny story. These
are Hi s bones. | crushed the last Man on Earth. | did not mean to do it.'

It turned then and cl anked away into the night.

Frost tore apart his ears and nose and taster and broke his eyes and
cast them down upon the ground.

"I amnot yet a Man," he said. "That one would have known ne if | were.

Frost constructed new sense equi prent, enpol oyi ng organic and
sem -organi ¢ conductors. Then he spoke to Mordel

"Let us go el sewhere, that | may test my new equi pnent."

Mordel entered the chanber and gave new coordi nates. They rose into

the air and headed east. In the norning, Frost nonitored a sunrise from
the rimof the Grand Canyon. They passed down through the Canyon during
t he day.

"I's there any beauty left here to give you enption?" asked Mordel

"l do not know," said Frost.

"How wi Il you know it then, when you conme upon it?"

"I't will be different," said Frost, "fromanything else that | have
ever known."

Then they departed the Grand Canyon and nade their way through the
Carl sbad Caverns. They visited a | ake which had once been a vol cano.
They passed above N agara Falls. They viewed the hills of Virginia and
the orchards of Chio. They soared above the reconstructed cities, alive
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only with the novenents of Frost's builders and naintainers.

"Sonmething is still lacking," said Frost, settling to the ground. "I
am now capabl e of gathering data in a nanner anal ogous to Man's afferent
i mpul ses. The variety of input is therefore equivalent, but the results
are not the sane."

"The senses do not nake a Man," said Mdrdel. "There have been many
creatures possessing Hi s sensory equival ents, but they were noit Men."
"I know that," said Frost. "O the day of our bargain you said that you
coul d conduct ne anong the wonders of Man which still renain, hidden.
Man was not stinulated only by Nature, but by Hs owm artistic
el aborations as well - perhaps even nore so. Therefore, | call upon you
now to conduct ne anong the wonders of Man which still remain, hidden."
"Very well," said Mordel. "Far fromhere, high in the Andes nobuntai ns,

lies the last retreat of Man, al nost perfectly preserved."
Frost had risen into the air as Mordel spoke. He halted then, hovered.
"That is in the southern hem sphere," he said.
"Yes, it is."
"I am Controller of the North. The South is governed by the Beta-Mchine."
"So?" asked Mordel .

"The Beta-Machine is nmy peer. | have no authority in those regions,
nor |eave to enter there."
"The Beta-Machine is not your peer, mghty Frost. |If it ever cane to a

contest of Powers, you would energe victorious."

"How do you know t hi s?"

"Di vcom has al ready anal yzed the possi bl e encounters which could take
pl ace between you."

"I woul d not oppose the Beta-Machine, and | am not authorized to enter
the South."

"Were you ever ordered not_to enter the South?"

"No, but things have al ways been the way they now are."

"Were you authorized to enter into a bargain such as the one you nmade
with D vcon®?"

"No, | was not. But--"

"Then enter the South in the sane spirit. Nothing may cone of it. |If
you receive an order to depart, then you can nake your decision."

"l see no flawin your logic. Gve ne the coordinates.”

Thus did Frost enter the southern hem sphere.

They drifted high above the Andes, until they cane to the place called
Bright Defile. THen did Frost see the gl eam ng webs of the nmechanica
spi ders, blocking all the trails to the city.

"W can go above them easily enough,” said Mrdel

"But what are they?" asked Frost. "And why are they there?"

"Your southern counterpart has been ordered to quarantine this part of
the country. The Beta-Machi ne designed the web-weavers to do this thing.

"Quar anti ne? Agai nst whonf"

"Have you been ordered yet to depart?" asked Mordel

"No. "

"Then enter boldly, and seek not problens before they arise."

Frost entered Bright Defile, the last remaining city of dead Man

He cane to rest in the city's square and opened his chanber, releasing
Mor del .

"Tell me of this place,"” he said, studying the nonunent, the | ow,
shi el ded buil dings, the roads which followed the contours of the terrain,
rat her than pushing their way through them

"l have never been here before," said Mrdel, "nor have any of Divconis
creations, to ny know edge. | know but this: a group of Men, know ng
that the | ast days of civilization had cone upon them retreated to this
pl ace, hoping to preserve thensel ves and what remai ned of their culture
throught the Dark Tines."

Frost read the still-legible inscription upon the nonurment: "Judgnent
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Day Is Not a Thing Wiich Can Be Put Of." The nmonument itself consisted
of a jag-edged hal f-gl obe.

"Let us explore," he said.

But before he had gone far, Frost received the nessage.

"Hail Frost, Controller of the North! This is the Beta-Mchine."

"Greetings, Excellent Beta-Mchine, Controller of the South! Frost
acknow edges your transm ssion."

"Why do you visit my hem sphere unauthorized?"

"To view the ruins of Bright Defile," said Frost.

"I must bid you depart into your own heni sphere."

"Way is that? | have done no danage."

"I am aware of that, mighty Frost. Yet, | amnoved to bid you depart."

"I shall require a reason."

"Sol com has so di sposed. "

"Sol com has rendered nme no such disposition."

"Sol com has, however, instructed ne to so informyou."

"Wait on ne. | shall request instructions."

Frost transmitted his question. He received no reply.

"Sol comstill has not comanded ne, though | have solicited orders."
"Yet Sol com has just renewed ny_ orders."

"Excel | ent Beta-Machine, | receive nmy orders only from Sol com "

"Yet this is nmy territory, mghty Frost, and I, too, take orders only

from Sol com You nust depart."
Mordel energed froma large, |low building and rolled up to Frost.
"I have found an art gallery, in good condition. This way."
"WAait," said Frost. "W are not wanted here."
Mor del hal t ed.
"Who bids you depart?"
"The Beta-Machine."

"Not Sol con?"

"Not Sol com"

"Then let us viewthe gallery."

"Yes."

Frost w dened the doorway of the building and passed within. It had

been hernetically sealed until Mrdel forced his entrance.

Frost viewed the objects displayed about him He activated his new
sensory apparatus before the paintings and statues. He analyzed col ors,
forns, brushwork, the nature of the materials used.

" Anyt hi ng?" asked Mordel

"No," said Frost. "No, there is nothing there but shapes and
pigments. There is nothing el se there."

Frost noved about the gallery, recording everything, analyzing the
conponents of each piece, recording the dinensions, the type of stone
used in every statue.

Then there canme a sound, a rapid, clicking sound, repeated over and
over, growi ng |ouder, com ng nearer

"They are coning," said Mirdel, from beside the entranceway, "the
mechani cal spiders. They are all around us."

Frost noved back to the wi dened openi ng.

Hundreds of them about half the size of Mrdel, had surrounded the
gall ery and were advanci ng; and nore were conming fromevery direction.

"Get back," Frost ordered. "I am Controller of the North, and | bid
you w t hdraw. "

They conti nued to advance.

"This is the South," said the Beta-Machine, "and | amin comrand."

"Then comand themto half," said Frost.

"I take orders only from Sol com"

Frost energed fromthe gallery and rose into the air. He opened the
conpartment and extended a runway.

"Conme to ne, Morrdel. W shall depart."

Webs began to fall: dinging, nmetallic webs, cast fromthe top of the
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bui | di ng.
They came down upon Frost, and the spiders cane to anchor them Frost
bl asted themwith jets of air, |ike hamrers, and tore at the nets; he

extruded shar pened appendages wi th which he sl ashed.

Mordel had retreated back to the entranceway. He enmitted a | ong,
shrill sound - undul ant, piercing.

Then a darkness cane upon Bright Defile, and all the spiders halted in
t hei r spinni ng.

Frost freed hinself and Mordel rushed to join him

"Quickly now, |let us depart, mghty Frost," he said.

"What has happened?”

Mordel entered the conpartnent.

"l called upon Divcom who |laid down a field of forces upon this place,
cutting off the power broadcast to these machines. Since our power is
sel f-contained, we are not affected. But let us hurry to depart, for
even now t he Bet a- Machi ne nust be struggling against this."

Frost rose high into the air, soaring above Man's last city with its
webs and spiders of steel. Wen he left the zone of darkness, he sped
nort hwar d.

As he noved, Sol com spoke to him

"Frost, why did you enter the southern hem sphere, which is not your
domai n?"

"Because | wished to visit Bright Defile," Frost replied.

"And why did you defy the Beta-Machine ny appoi nted agent of the South?"

"Because | take ny orders only fromyou yourself."

"You do not make sufficient answer," said Sol com

"You have defied the decress of order - and in pursuit of what?"

"l cane seeking know edge of Man," said Frost. "Nothing | have done
was forbidden me by you."

"You have broken the traditions of order."

"l ahve violated no directive."

"Yet logic nust have shown you that what you did was not a part of ny

pl an. ™"

"It did not. | have not acted against your plan."

"Your |ogic has becone tainted, |like that of your new associate, the
Alternate."

"l have done nothing which was forbidden."

"The forbidden is inplied in the inperative."

"It is not stated."

"Hear ne, Frost. You are not a builder or a nmintainer, but a Power.
Anmong all my minions you are the nost nearly irreplaceable. Return to
your hem sphere and your duties, but know that | ammghtily displeased."”

"l hear you, Solcom™

"...And go not again to the South."

Frost crossed the equator, continued northward.

He cane to rest in the mddle of a desert and sat silent for a day and

a night.
Then he received a brief transm ssion fromthe South: "If it had not
been ordered, | would not have bid you go."

Frost had read the entire surviving Library of Man. He decided then
upon a human reply:

"Thank you," he said.

THe foll owi ng day he unearthed a great stone and began to cut at it
with tools which he had fornulated. For six days he worked at its
shapi ng, and on the seventh he regarded it.

"When will you rel ease ne?" asked Mordel fromw thin his conpartnent.

"When | amready," said Frost, and a little later, "Now "

He opened the conpartnent and Mordel descended to the ground. He
studied the statue: an old worman, bent |ike a question mark, her bony
hands covering her face, the fingers spread, so that only part of her
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expressi on of horror could be seen

"I't is an excellent copy," said Mrdel, "of the one we saw in Bright
Defile. Wy did you make it?"

"The production of a work of art is supposed to give rise to human
feelings such as catharsis, pride in achivenent, |ove, satisfaction."

"Yes, Frost," said Mrdel, "but a work of art is only a work of art the
first tine. After that, it is a copy."

"Then this must be why | felt nothing."

"Per haps, Frost."

"What do you nean 'perhaps'? | will make a work of art for the first
time, then."

He unearthed another stone and attacked it with his toold. For three
days he labored. Then, "There, it is finished," he said.

"It is a sinple cube of stone," said Mdrdel. "What does it represent?"

"Myself," said Frost, "it is a statue of me. It is snaller than
natural size because it is only a representation of nmy form not ny dinmen -

"It is not art," said Mrdel

"What nakes you an art critic?"

"l do not know art, but | know what art is not. | knowthat it is not
an exact replication of an object in another medium"

"Then this nmust be why | felt nothing at all," said Frost.

"Per haps," said Mrdel

Frost took Mordel back into his conpartnent and rose once nore above
the Earth. Then he rushed away, |eaving his statues behind himin the
desert, the old wonan bent above the cube.

They came down in a small valley, bounded by green rolling hills, cut
by a narrow stream and holding a small clean | ake and several stands of
spring-green trees.

"Wy have we come here?" asked Mordel

"Because the surroundings are congenial," said Frost. "I amgoing to
try another medium oil painting; and | amgoing to vary ny techni que
fromthat of pure representationalism?"”

"How wi Il you achieve this variation?"

"By the principle of random zing," said Frost. "I shall not attenpt to
duplicate the colors, nor to represent the objects according to scale.
Instead, | have set up a random pattern whereby certain of these factors

shall be at variance fromthose of the original."

Frost had fornul ated the necessary instrunents after he had left the
desert. He produced them and began painting the | ake and the trees on
the opposite side of the | ake which were reflected within it.

Usi ng ei ght appendages, he was finished in |less than two hours.

The trees were phthal ocyani ne blue and towered |ike nmountains; their
reflections of burnt sienna were tiny beneath the pale vermilion of the
| ake; the hills were nowhere visible behind them but were outlined in
viridian within the reflection; the sky began as blue in the upper
ri ghthand corner of the canvas, but changed to an orange as it descended,
as though all the trees were on fire.

"There," said Frost. "Behold."

Mordel studied it for a | ong while and said not hi ng.

"Well, isit art?"

"l do not know," said Mordel. "It nmay be. Perhaps randomicity _is_
the principle behind artistic technique. | cannot judge this work
because | do not understand it. | must therefore go deeper, and inquire

into what lies behind it, rather than nerely considering the technique
whereby it was produced.

"I know that human artists never set out to create art, as such," he
said, "but rather to portray with their techni quest some features of
objects and their functions which they deemed significant."

"*Significant'? 1n what sense of the word?"

"In the only sense of the word possible under the circunstances:
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significant in relation to the human condition, and worth of accentuation
because of the manner in which they touched upon it."

"I'n what nanner?"

"Cbviously, it must be in a manner knowable only to one who has
experience of the human condition."

"There is a flaw somewhere in your logic, Mrdel, and | shall find it."

"I will wait."

"If your nmjor premise is correct,’
not conprehend art."

"I't nmust be correct, for it is what human artists have said of it.

Tell me, did you experience feelings as you painted, or after you had
fini shed?"

"No. "

"It was the sane to you as desighing a new nachine, was it not? You
assenbl ed parts of other things you knew into an econonic pattern, to
carry out a function which you desired."

"Yes."

"Art, as | understand its theory, did not proceed in such a manner.

The artist often was unaware of nmany of the features and effects which
woul d be contained within the finished product. You are one of Man's
| ogi cal creations; art was not."

"l cannot conprehend non-logic."

"l told you that Man was basically inconprehensible."

"Go away, Mordel. Your presence disturbs ny processing."

"For how long shall | stay away?"

"I will call you when | want you."

After a week, Frost called Mordel to him

"Yes, mghty Frost?"

"I amreturning to the North Pole, to process and fornulate. | will
take you wherever you wish to go in this hemi sphere and call you again
when | want you."

"You anticipate a sonmewhat | engthy period of processing and formulation?"

said Frost after awhile, "then | do

"Yes.
"Then | eave nme here. | can find ny own way hone."

Frost closed the conpartnent and rose into the air, departing the valley.
"Fool ," said Mrdel, and swivelled his turret once nmore toward the

abandoned pai nti ng.

H s keening whine filled the valley. Then he waited.

Then he took the painting into his turret and went away with it to
pl aces of darkness.

Frost sat at the North Pole of the Earth, aware of every snowfl ake that
fell

One day he received a transm ssion

"Frost ?"

"Yes?"

"This is the Beta-Mchine."

"Yes?"

"l have been attenpting to ascertain why you visited Bright Defile. |
cannot arrive at an answer, so | chose to ask you."

"I went to view the remains of Man's last city."

"Way did you wish to do this?"

"Because | aminterested in Man, and | w shed to view nore of his
creations.”

"Why are you interested in Man?"

"I wish to conprehend the nature of Man, and | thought to find it
within H's works."

"Did you succeed?"

"No," said Frost. "There is an el enent of non-1logic involved which I
cannot fathom™"
"l have much free processing tinme," said the Beta-Machine. "Transm't
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data, and | will assist you."
Frost hesitated.
"Wy do you wish to assist ne?"
"Because each tinme you answer a question | ask it gives rise to another

question. | mght have asked you why you wi shed to conprehend the nature
of Man, but fromyour responses | see that this would lead me into a
possible infinite series of questions. Therefore, | elecct to assist you

with your problemin order to | earn why you cane to Bright Defile."

"I's that the only reason?"

"Yes."

"I amsorry, excellent Beta-Machine. | know you are ny peer, but this
is a problemwhich | nust solve by nyself."

"What is 'sorry'?"

"A figure of speech, indicating that | amkindly disposed toward you,
that | bear you no aninpsity, that | appreciate your offer."

"Frost! Frost! This, too, is like the other: an open field. Were
did you obtain all these words and their neani ngs?"

"Fromthe library of Man," said Frost.

"WIIl you render ne sonme_ of this data, for processing?"

"Very well, Beta, | will transmt you the contents of several books of
Man, including The Conplete Unabridged Dictionary . But | warn you,
sone of the books are works of art, hence not conpletely anenable to | ogic.

"How can that be?"

"Man created |l ogic, and because of that was superior to it."

"Who told you that?"

"Sol com "

"Ch. Then it nust be correct."

"Sol comalso told ne that the tool does not describe the designer," he
said, as he transmitted several dozen volunes and ended the conmmuni cation

At the end of the firty-year period, Mrdel canme to nonitor his
circuits. Since Frost still had not concluded that his task was
i mpossi bl e, Mrdel departed again to await his call.

Then Frost arrived at a concl usion.

He began to design equi pnent.

For years he | abored at his designed, w thout once producing a
prot ot ype of any of the machines involved. Then he ordered construction
of a laboratory.

Before it was conpleted by his surplus builders another half-century
had passed. Mrdel came to him

"Hail, mghty Frost!"

"Greetings, Mordel. Come nonitor me. You shall not find what you seek."

"Why do you not give up, Frost? Divcomhas spent nearly a century
eval uati ng your painting and has concluded that it definitely is not
art. Sol com agrees."

"What has Solcomto do with Di vcon®"

"They sometinmes converse, but these matters are not for such as you and
me to discuss.”

"l could have saved themboth the trouble. | know that it was not art."

"Yet you are still confident that you will succeed?"

"Monitor nme."

Mordel nonitored him

"Not yet! You still will not admt it! For one so mghtily endowed
with logic, Frost, it takes you an inordinate period of tine to reach a
si mpl e concl usion. "

"Perhaps. You may go now."

"It has come to ny attention that you are constructing a large edifice
in the region known as South Carolina. Mght | ask whether this is a
part of Solcom s false rebuilding plan or a project of your own?"

"It is nmy own."

"Good. It permts us to conserve certain explosive materials which
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woul d ot herw se have been expended."

"Whi l e you have been talking with ne | have destroyed the begi nnings of
two of Divcoms cities," said Frost.

Mor del  whi ned.

"Divcomis aware of this," he stated, "but has bl own up four of
Sol com s bridges in the neantine."

"I was only aware of three.... VWait. Yes, there is the fourth. One of
my eyes just passed above it."

"The eye has been detected. The bridge should have been | ocated a
quarter-mle further down river."

"False logic," said Frost. "The site was perfect."

"Divcomwi Il show you how a bridge _should_ be built."

"I will call you when | want you," said Frost.

The | aboratory was finished. Wthin it, Frost's workers began
constructing the necessary equipnent. The work did not proceed rapidly,
as sonme of the materials were difficult to obtain.

"Frost ?"

"Yes, Beta?"

"l understand the open endedness of your problem It disturbs ny
circuits to abandon probl ens without conpleting them Therefore,
transmt ne nore data."

"Very well. | will give you the entire Library of Man for |ess than
paid for it."

"Paid? _The Compl ete Unabridged Dictionary_ does not satisfact--"

" Principles of Economics_is included in the collection. After you
have processed it you will understand."”

He transmitted the data

Finally, it was finished. Every piece of equipnent stood ready to
function. All the necessary chenicals were in stock. An independent
power - source had been set up.

Only one ingredient was | acking.

He regridded and re-explored the polar icecap, this tine extending his
survey far beneath its surface.

It took him several decades to find what he want ed.

He uncovered twelve nen and five wonen, frozen to death and encased in ice.

He placed the corpses in refrigeration units and shipped themto his
| aboratory.

That very day he received his first conmunicati on from Sol com since the
Bright Defile incident.

"Frost," said Solcom "repeat to me the directive concerning the
di sposition of dead humans.”

"' Any dead human | ocated shall be inmediately interred in the nearest
burial area, in a coffin built according to the follow ng specifications--'"

"That is sufficient.” The transmni ssion had ended.

Frost departed for South Carolina that sane day and personally ovesaw
the processes of cellular dissection

Sonewhere in those seventeen corpses he hoped to find living cells, or
cells which coul d be shocked back into that state of notion classified as
life. Each cell, the books had told him was a microcosnic Mn

He was prepared to expand upon this potenti al

Frost | ocated the pinpoints of life within those people, who, for the
ages of ages, had been monunent and statue unto thensel ves.

Nurtured and maintained in the proper medi uns, he kept these cells
alive. He interred the rest of the remains in the nearest burial area,
in coffins built according to specifications.

He caused the cells to divide, to differentiate.

"Frost?" came a transm ssion

"Yes, Beta?"

"l have processed everything you have given me."

"Yes?"
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"I still do not know why you cane to Bright Defile, or why you wish to
conprehend the nature of Man. But | know what a 'price' is, and | know
that you could not have obtained all this data from Sol com"

"That is correct."

"So | suspect that you bargained with Divcomfor it.

"That, too, is correct."

"What is it that you seek, Frost?"

He paused in his exam nation of a foetus.

"I must be a Man," he said.

"Frost! That is inpossible!"

"I's it?" he asked, and then transnmitted an i mage of the tank with which
he was working and of that which was within it.

"Ch!" said Beta.

"That is ne," said Frost, "waiting to be born."

There was no answer.

Frost experimented with nervous systens.

After half a century, Mrdel came to him

"Frost, it is |, Mrdel. Let ne through your defenses.”

Frost did this thing..

"What have you been doing in this place?" he asked.

"I am growi ng human bodies," said Frost. "I amgoing to transfer the
matri x of nmy awareness to a human nervous system As you pointed out
originally, the essentials of Manhood are predicated upon a human

physi ol ogy. | amgoing to achi eve one."
"When?"
" Soon. "
"Do you have Men in here?"
"Human bodi es, bl ank-brained. | am produci ng them under accel erated

growt h techni quest which | have devel oped in ny Man-factory."

"May | see then?"

"Not yet. | will call you when | amready, and this time | wll
succeed. Monitor me now and go away."

Mordel did not reply, but in the days that foll owed nmany of Divcom s
servants were seen patrolling the hills about the Man-factory.

Frost mapped the matrix of his awareness and prepared the transmtter
whi ch woul d place it within a human nervous system Five m nutes, he
deci ded shoul d be sufficient for the first trial. At the end of that
time, it would restore himto his own sealed, nolecular circuits, to
eval uate the experience.

He chose the body carefully from anong the hundreds he had in stock.
He tested it for defects and found none.

"Come now, Mordel," he broadcasted, on what he called the darkband.
"Come now to witness nmy achi evenent."

Then he waited, blowi ng up bridges and nonitoring the tale of the
Anci ent Ore-Crusher over and over again, as it passed in the hills
near by, encountering his builders and maintainers who al so patrolled there.

"Frost?" came a transm ssion.

"Yes, Beta?"

"You really intend to achi eve Manhood?"

"Yes, | am about ready now, in fact."

"What will you do if you succeed?"

Frost had not really considered this matter. The achi evenent had been
paranount, a goal in itself, ever since he had articul ated the problem
and set himself to solving it.

"l do not know," he replied. "I wll--just--be a Man."

Then Beta, who had read the entire Library of Man, selected a human
figure of speech: "Good luck then, Frost. There will be many watchers."

D vcom and Sol com bot h know, he deci ded.

VWhat will they do? he wondered.

What do | care? he asked hinsel f.
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He did not answer that question. He wondered rmuch, however, about
bei ng a Man.

Mordel arrived the follow ng evening. He was not alone. At his back,
there was a great phal anx of dark nachi nes which towered into the twlight.

"Why do you bring retainers?" asked Frost.

"M ghty Frost," said Mrdel, "ny master feels that if you fail this

time you will conclude that it cannot be done."
"You still did not answer ny question," said Frost.
"Divcomfeels that you may not be willing to accompany nme where | nust

take you when you fail."

"l understand," said Frost, and as he spoke another army of machines
came rolling toward the Man-factory fromthe opposite direction

"That is the value of your bargain?" asked Mordel. "You are prepared
to do battle rather than fulfill it?"

"I did not order those machines to approach,"” said Frost.

A blue star stood at m dheaven, burning.

"Sol com has taken primary command of those nachines,"” said Frost.

"Then it is in the hands of the Great Ones now," said Mrdel, "and our
argunents are as nothing. So let us be about this thing. How may I
assi st you?"

"Conme this way."

They entered the | aboratory. Frost prepared the host and activated his
machi nes.

Then Sol com spoke to him

"Frost," said Solcom "you are really prepared to do it?"
"That is correct.”

"I forbidit."

"\ 2"

"You are falling into the power of Divcom"

"I fail to see how "

"You are going against my plan."

"I'n what way?"

"Consider the disruption you have al ready caused."

"l did not request that audience out there."

"Neverthel ess, you are disrupting the plan."

"Supposing | succeed in what | have set out to achi eve?"

"You cannot succeed in this."

"Then |l et me ask you of your plan: What good is it? What is it for?"

"Frost, you are fallen now fromny favor. Fromthis noment forth you
are cast out fromthe rebuilding. None nay question the plan."

"Then at |east answer ny questions: Wit good is it? Wuat is it for?"

"It is the plan for the rebuilding and mai nt enance of the Earth."

"For what? Wy rebuild? Wy naintai n?"

"Because Man ordered that this be done. Even the Alternate agrees that
there nmust be rebuil ding and naintaining."

"But _why_ did Man order it?"

"The orders of Man are not to be questioned."”

"Well, I will tell you why He ordered it: To nmake it a fit habitation
for Hs own species. Wat good is a house with no one to live in it?
What good is a machine with no one to serve? See how the inperative
af fects any machi ne when the Ancient Ore-Crusher passes? It bears only
the bones of a Man. What would it be like if a Man wal ked this Earth agai n?"

"I forbid your experinment, Frost."

"It is too late to do that."

"I can still destroy you."

"No," said Frost, "the transm ssion of ny matrix has already begun. |If
you destroy me now, you nurder a Man."

There was sil ence.

He noved his arns and his legs. He opened his eyes.

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Roger%20Zelazny%20-%20For%20Breath%201%20Tarry.txt (19 of 22) [10/16/2004 5:03:17 PM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files’eM ul e/ ncoming/Roger%20Z el azny%20-%20For%20Breath%201 %20 T arry .txt

He | ooked about the room

He tried to stand, but he | acked equilibriumand coordi nation

He opened his nouse. He made a gurgling noise.

Then he screaned.

He fell off the table.

He began to gasp. He shut his eyes and curled hinself into a ball.

He cri ed.

Then a machi ne approached him It was about four feet in height and
five feet wide; it looked like a turret set atop a barbell.

It spoke to him "Are you injured?" it asked.

He wept.

"May | help you back onto your table?"

The man cri ed.

The nachi ne whi ned.

Then, "Do not cry. | will help you," said the machine. "Wat do you
want ? What are your orders?"

He opened his nmouse, struggled to formthe words:

"--l--fear!"
He covered his eyes then and | ay there panting.
At the end of five minutes, the man lay still, as if in a cona.

"Was that you, Frost?" asked Mdrdel, rushing to his side. "WAs that
you in that human body?"

Frost did not reply for a long while; then, "Go away," he said.

The machi nes outside tore down a wall and entered the Mn-factory.

They drew thensel ves into two semicircles, parenthesizing Frost and the
Man on the floor.

Then Sol com asked the question

"Did you succeed, Frost?"

"I failed," said Frost. "It cannot be done. It is too nuch--"

"--Cannot be done!" said Divcom on the darkband. "He has admitted it!
-- Frost, you are nmine! Cone to ne now"

"Wait," said Solcom "you and | had an agreenent also, Alternate.
have not finished questioning Frost."

The dark nachi nes kept their places.

"Too rmuch what?" Sol com asked Frost.

"Light," said Frost. "Noise. Qdors. And nothing neasurable--junbled
dat a--i npreci se perception--and--"

"And what ?"

"l do not know what to call it. But--it cannot be done. | have

failed. Nothing matters."

"He admits it," said Divcom

"What were the words the Man spoke?" said Sol com

"1 fear,'" said Mrdel

"Only a Man can know fear," said Sol com

"Are you claimng that Frost succeeded, but will not admit it now
because he is afraid of Manhood?"

"l do not know yet, Alternate."

"Can a machine turn itself inside-out and be a Man?" Sol com asked Frost.

"No," said Frost, "this thing cannot be done. Nothing can be done.
Not hing matters. Not the rebuilding. Not the nmaintaining. Not the
Earth, or ne, or you, or anything."

Then the Beta- Machine, who had read the entire Library of Mn,
interrupted them

"Can anything but a Man know despair?" asked Beta.

"Bring himto ne," said Divcom

There was no novenent within the Man-factory.

"Bring himto ne!"

Not hi ng happened.

"Mordel, what is happeni ng?"

"Not hing, master, nothing at all. The machines will not touch Frost."

"Frost is not a Man. He cannot be!"
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Then, "How does he inpress you, Mbrdel ?"

Mordel did not hesitate:

"He spoke to nme through human lips. He knows fear and despair, which
are imeasurable. Frost is a Man."

"He has experienced birth-trauna and withdrawn," said Beta. "Get him
back into a nervous system and keep himthere until he adjusts to it."
"No," said Frost. "Do not do it to nme! | amnot a Man!"

"Do it!" said Beta.

"If he is indeed a Man," said Divcom "we cannot violate that order he
has just given."

"If he is a Man, you nmust do it, for you must protect his life and keep
it within his body."

"But _is_ Frost really a Man?" asked Di vcom

"l do not know," said Sol com

"I't _may_ be--"

"...l amthe Crusher of Oes,

it broadcast as it clanked toward them

"hear ny story. | did not nean to do it, but | checked ny hanmer too late--"
"Go away!" said Frost. "Go crush ore!"
I't halted.

Then, after the | ong pause between the notion inplied and the notion
executed, it opened its crush-conpartnent and deposited its contents on
the ground. Then it turned and cl anked away.

"Bury those bones," ordered Solcom "in the nearest burial area, in a
coffin built according to the foll ow ng specifications...."

"Frost is a Man," said Mrdel.

"We nust protect His life and keep it within H s body," said D vcom

"Transmt Hi s matrix of awareness back into H's nervous system"”
ordered Sol com

"I know how to do it," said Mdrdel turning on the machi ne.

"Stop!" said Frost. "Have you no pity?"

"No," said Mdrdel, "I only know neasurenent."

"...and duty," he added, as the Man began to twitch upon the fl oor.

For six nonths, Frost lived in the Man-factory and |l earned to wal k and
talk and dress hinself and eat, to see and hear and feel and taste. He
did not know neasurenment as once he did.

Then one day, Divcom and Sol com spoke to himthrough Mrdel, for he
could no | onger hear them unassi sted.

"Frost," said Solcom "for the ages of ages there has been unrest.
Which is the proper controller of the Earth, D vcomor nyself?"

Frost | aughed.

"Both of you, and neither," he said with slow deliberation.

"But how can this be? Wuo is right and who is wong?"

"Both of you are right and both of you are wong," said Frost, "and
only a Man can appreciate it. Here is what | say to you now. There shall
be a new directive.

"Nei ther of you shall tear down the works of the other. You shall both
build and nmaintain the Earth. To you, Solcom | give ny old job. You

are now Controller of the North--Hail! You, Divcom are now Controller
of the South--Hail! Mintain your hem spheres as well as Beta and |
have done, and | shall be happy. Cooperate. Do not conpete."

"Yes, Frost."

"Yes, Frost."

"Now put ne in contact with Beta."

There was a short pause, then:

"Frost?"

"Hell o, Beta. Hear this thing: 'Fromfar, fromeve and norning and yon
twel ve-wi nded sky, the stuff of life to knit blew hither: here aml.""

"l know it," said Beta.

"What is next, then?"

"t . ..Now-for a breath | tarry nor yet disperse apart--take ny hand
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quick and tell me, what have you in your heart.'"

"Your Pole is cold," said Frost, "and I amlonely."

"l have no hands," said Beta.

"Wbul d you |ike a couple?"

"Yes, | would."

"Then come to ne in Bright Defile," he said, "where Judgnent Day is not
a thing that can be del ayed for overlong."

They called himFrost. They called her Beta.
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