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Worlds of Tomorrow ® Editorial

MAN OF TOMORROW

As this editorial is written there
is a party going on, three thous-
and miles away. The guest of honor
is an apple-cheeked younigster
named Forrest J Ackerman — other-
wise known as Forry, 4e or 4sj —
whose youthful smile has illumin-
ated the lobbies of a hundred con-
vention hotels. This is Forry’s birth-
day party — his fiftieth. How
strange to think that 4sj is half a
century old!

The first time we saw Forry Ac-
kerman was in 1939, on the .occa-
sion of what was grandly called the
First World Science Fiction Con-
vention. We lunched with him in
midtown New York, and how the
other patrons of the Automat star-
ed! For Forry was in costume,
space helmet, rocket blaster and
jodhpurs. It was a science-fiction
convention, wasn’t it? And 4sj has
never believed in doing anything by
halves.

Although that was the first time

we met him in the flesh, Forry was
no stranger to us — or to anyone
who has given much more than a
passing thought to science fiction,
not then, or now, or at any time in
the past thirty years and more. Fan-
zine publisher, collector, indefa-
tigable letter-writer and dauntless
traveler, Forry has been deeply in-
volved in everything connected with
science fiction for all of his life.
There have been twenty-five world
conventions so far, and Forry has
been the first person most of us
saw, sitting at the registration lob-
by and greeting everyone who ap-
proached, at all of them but one.
And he missed that one because of
a death in the family; as a mat-
ter of fact, he was on his way to
it when the news reached him and
he had to turn back. Smaller gath-
erings? On the West Coast and the
East, in north and south, in Eng-
land, Canada, Germany and more

_other countries than most of us will
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ever see, Forry has been there. He
taught himself Esperanto while
still in his teens, and Forry has
crossed a hundred borders with a
fanzine in his hands and a word
of greeting in the international
language on his lips. Forry’s home
in Los Angeles is the closest thing
we’ve ever seen to a science-fiction
monument. The whole lower floor is
an exhibition gallery, lined with
bookshelves, decorated with cover
paintings and posters, props from
science-fiction movies and oddments
of science-fiction toys and medels,
containing a major fraction of all
the science fiction that has ever
been published in most of the lang-
uages that there are. Rumor is that
he also has a two-car garage, stack-
ed to the ceiling with additional sf
incunabula for which he has no
room in his house. That rumer is
false. He has three such garages.
We’re sorry we aren’t at Forry’s
party right now. We would be, ex-
cept that a prior engagement several
thousand miles away makes it im-
possible. We would like to join in
the toasts — in Coke, no doubt,
since Forry is a mnotorious non-
drinker — and we would even give
up cigarettes for the few hours
necessary, because Forry doesn’t
smoke either. (A man as dedicated
to science fiction as this has room
for only the one vice!) We would
like to watch his expression as he
opens the pages of the anniversary
book specially printed for the oc-
casion, with letters and stories and
poems by old friends like Isaac Asi-
mov and Ray Bradbury and Brian
W. Aldiss and Edmond Hamilton
... Ted Carnell from England, Wal-
ter Ernsting from Germany, Josef
Nesvadba from Czechoslovakia and
many others. But as we are here

instead, we will merely raise our
coffee cup on high and say:

“Happy semi-centennial, 4e! And
please stick around for fifty years
more!”?

he principal reason we are on
: this side of the continent at this
moment instead of the other is that
we are doing a series of talks that,
in the past few weeks, has carried
us to five states, before manage-
ment groups, church congregations,
schools, radio stations and miscel-
laneous gatherings of one kind or
another, talking about the future.

To judge by the question periods
that follow most of these talks, the
biggest single question in most peo-
ple’s minds is, “What about automa-
tion? In tomorrow’s world of the
computer, will there be anything left
for people to do?”

The way it looks to most human
beings, clinging to their jobs and
concerned about the bushel of fer-
rite cores that is waiting to take
the jobs away from them, the World
of Tomorrow is lined with traps
surrounded by snares. The statisti-
cians tell us that fifty thousand
people a week find their jobs
abolished by data-processing and
control machines. The mind boggles.
Reason staggers. At that rate —
why, let’s see — in a few decades
at the outside, all the jobs ma-
chines can handle will be taken over
by machines, and good-by to the
flesh-and-blood elevator operators,
drill-press machinists, coal miners,
department-store salesclerks, bank
tellers . . . you name it, if it is a
repetitious and trainable job, a ma-
chine can be trained to do it. Leav-
ing what? :

It seems to us that the jobs the
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machines will leave for people to do
are the only jobs worth people’s
while to do in the first place. (Does
anybody really want to be a sub-
way motorman?) When we think
about the kinds of jobs our chil-
dren will hold — or we ourselves
may hold in another decade or two
— perhaps the first thing we need
to think about is what we mean by
the word “job.”

Because all of us still tend to
think of “work” as a process of
making something to sell — in spite
of the fact that the trend has been
clear for half a century that more
and more of us do things that do
not directly involve manufacture or
production in any form; in spite of
the clear-cut preponderancy of
white-collar over blue-collar em-
ployment right now. In fact, we
think of “work” as something that
brings us enough monetary return
to igive us leisure. And there’s at
least a good betting chance that
that won’t be necessary for very
long. Technology like the computer,
social changes like the megative in-
come tax, alterations in attitude like
the increased emphasis on education
and sports and hobbies can make
that view obsolete long before the
end of this high-speed century.

In the mass effect, being replaced
by a computer need mot be such so
much like being thrown out of work
as it can be like inheriting a mil-
lion dollars. It doesn’t relieve you
of the opportunity for work. It only
makes it unnecessary to earn a liv-
ing from your work.

It could be, in short, the flower-
ing of a new age for poets and

musicians, for research mathema-
ticians and slot-car racers, for dedi-
cated home-makers (every woman
a Jackie Kennedy!) and for those
whose principal role in life is to
enjoy, appreciate and communicate
that pleasure (how many buried
Bernard Berensons lie under the
surface of today’s street-cleaners
and cops?)

nd so when we think of Forry

Ackerman,  hobbyist extraord-
inary, man who has devoted all of
his life to fandom, perhaps we are
thinking of this year’s model of the
Man of Tomorrow. At the age of
ten, 4e discovered science fiction.
In the forty years since then he
has spent almost none of his pro-
ductive time doing almost.anything
else.

True, he has received money for
some of what he did — he has writ-
ten a few stories, edited a couple of
highly successful magazines, acted
as an agent for some science-fiction
writers and a consultant for any
number of science-fiction ventures.
But essentially what he has done
is what he wanted to do.

Would you like to do the same?
— devote your life to science-fiction
or stamp collecting, or playing the
cello in a chamber-music trio?

It seems strange to us, true. But
perhaps it will seem even stranger
to our children that so many of us
spend the larger part of our lives
pushing papers across a desk or
metal parts through a lathe, when
we could have been doing what we
wanted to do — whatever what we
wanted happened to be.

— THE EDITOR

* %k Kk Kk %
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STONE
MAN

by FRED SABERHAGEN

lustrated by CASTELLON

Sirgol was a battleground — for a war

fought thousands of years in iis past!

I

Derron Odegard took a moment
to wipe his sweaty palms on
the legs of his easy-fitting duty uni-
form, and to minutely shift the po-
sition of his headset on his skull.
Then he leaned forward in his con-
tour chair, hunting the enemy again.

After just half an hour on watch
he was bone-tired. The weight of
his planet and its forty million sur-
viving inhabitants rested crushingly
on the back of his meck. He didn’t
want to bear the weight of forty
million lives, but at the moment
there was nowhere to set them down.

The responsibility was very real.

10



©ne gross error by Derron, or any-
one else in Time Operations, could
be enough to tumble the people who
still survived on the planet Sirgol in-
to nothingness, to knock them out of
realtime and end them for good,
end them so completely that they
would never have existed at all.

Derron’s hunter’s hands settled
easily to rest on the molded controls
of his console. Like those of a train-
ed musician, his fingers followed his
thought. The pattern on the curved
viewscreen before him, a complex
weaving of green cathode-traces, dis-
solved at his touch on the controls,
then steadied, then shifted again —
grass put carefully aside by the
touch of a cautious stalker. In the
screen pattern, Derron’s educated
eye saw represented the lifelines of
animals and plants, a tangle which
made up his assigned small segment
of his planet’s prehistorical ecology.

Surrounding Derron Odegard’s
chair .and console were those of
other sentries, all aligned in long,
subtly curving rows. This arrange~
ment pleased and rested the momen-
tarily lifted eye — and then led the
eye back to the job, where it be-
longed. The same effect resulted
from the gentle modulations that
sometimes passed cloudlike across
the artificial light flowing from the
strongly vaulted ceiling; and from
the insistent psych-music, a murmur
of melody that now and then shifted
into a primitive heavy beat.

A thousand men stood guard with
Derron in his buried chamber while
the music murmured and the fake
cloud-shadows passed, and through
the huge room there wafted fresh-

STONE MAN 11

smelling air; breezes scented con-
vincingly with green fields, some-
times with the tang of the sea, with
all the varieties of living soil and
water that no longer existed up above
the miles of rock, on the surface of
the planet.

Again the cathode traces sym-
bolizing interconnected life rippled
past Derron on his screen.

Like a good soldier he avoided
predictability in his own moves while
patrolling his post. He sent his recon-
device a decade further into the
past, then five miles north, then two
years presentward, and a dozen
miles southwest. At every pause he
watched and listened, so far in vain.
No predator’s passage had yet dis-
turbed this green symbolic grass.

“Nothing yet,” he said aloud, feel-
ing his supervisor’s presence at his
elbow. When the presence stayed
put, Derron glanced back for a mo-
ment at Captain —?

It drritated him that he could not
think of the captain’s name, though
perhaps it was understandable. Time
Operations had only been in business
for about a month and during all
that period had been in a state of
organizational flux.

Whoever he was, the captain had
his eyes fixed fiercely on Derron’s
screen. “Your section right here,”
the captain said, showing his ner-
vousness, “this is the hot spot.” The
captain’s only reassuring aspect was
that his dark jowly face seemed set
like a bulldog’s, to bite and hold on.
Derron turned back to work.

His assigned segment of space-
time was set about twenty thousand
years in the past, near the time of
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the First Men’s coming to Sirgol.
Its duration was about a century,
and in space it comprised a square
of land roughly a hundred miles on
a side, including the lower atmos-
phere above the square. On the
screen every part of it appeared
as an enormously complex thicket of
events.

Derron had not yet found a hu-
man lifeline woven into this thicket
of the past, but she was not looking
for humans especially. What matter-
ed was that he had not yet discover-
ed the splash of disruptive change
that would have signaled the pres-
ence of an invading berserker ma-
chine,

The infraelectronic recon-device
which served as Derron’s sense-ex-
tension into the past did not stir the
branches of forests, or startled ani-
mals. Rather it hovered just outside
reality, seeing real-time through the
fringe of things that almost were,
dipping into real-time for an ano-
second and then dropping back again
to peer at it from just around the
local curves of probability.

The first intimation that battle had
been joined came to Derron not
through his screen or even his ear-
phones, but through the sound of
his captain moving away in soft-
footed haste, to whisper excitedly
with the supervisor of the next rank.

If the fight was really on in Time
Operations at last, a man might well
feel frightened. Derron did, in'a re-
mote and withdrawn sort of way. He
was not badly frightened as yet, and
did not expect to be. He thought he
would stay on his job and do it well.

There were advantages in not car-
ing very much.

A few seconds later the start of
an action was confirmed by a calm
girl’s voice that came into his ear-
phones. She also told him in which
dimensions and by how much to shift
his pattern of search. All the sentries
would be shifting now, as those near-
est the enemy penetration closed in
and the rest spread their zones to
maintain coverage. The first attack
might be only a diversion.

Present-time passed slowly. Der-
ron’s orders were changed and
changed again, by the unshakeable
girl-voice that might be only a re-
cording. For a while he could only
guess at how things were going. Men
had never tried to fight in the past
before, but all the men of Sirgol who
were still alive were used to war in
one form or another. And this game
of Time Operations would also be

new to the ememy — though of
course he had no emotions to get in
his way.

“Attention, all sentries,” said a
new, drawling, male voice in Der-
ron’s headset. “This is Time Ops
Command, to let you all know what’s
going on. First, the enemy’s sunk a
beachhead down about twenty-one
thousand years in probability-time.
Looks like they’re going to take
things down there and then launch
’em up into history.”

A few seconds later, the voice
added: “We got our first penetration
already spotted, somewhere around
twenty-and-a-half down. Keep your
eyes sharp and find us the keyhole.”

At some time more than twenty
thousand years in the past, at some



spot not yet determined high in Sir-
gol’s atmosphere, six berserker de-
vices the size of aircraft had come
bursting into reality. If men’s eyes
had been able to watch the event
directly, they would have seen the
six missile-shaped killing machines
materialize out of nothing and then
explode from their compact forma-
tion like precision flyers. Like an
aerobatic team they scattered at mul-
tisonic speed away from their “key-
hole” — the point of spacetime
through which they had entered
reality, and where one perfect coun-
terblow could still destroy them all

As the six enemy machines flew at
great speed away from one another,
they seeded the helpless world below
them with poison. Radioactives, anti-
biotic chemicals — it was hard from
a distance of twenty thousand years
to say just what they were using.
Derron Odegard, patrolling like the
other ‘sentries, saw the attack only
in its effects. He perceived it as a
diminishing in probability of the ex-
istence of life in his own sector, a
morbid change following certain
well defined directions that would
in time reduce the probability of any
life at all in the sector to zero.

f the planet was dead and poisoned

when the First Men arrived,
groping and wandering as helpless
as babies, why then there could be
no human civilization on Sirgol, no
one in Modern times to resist the
dead today. Derron knew that the
berserkers. The planet would still be
dark tide of nonexistence was ris-
ing in each cell of his own body,
in each cell of every living creature.
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Derron’s findings with those of
every other sentry were fed to Time
Ope Command. Men and computers
worked together, tracing back the
vectors along which the deadly
changes in probability advanced.

The system worked to Command’s
satisfaction, this time. The computers
announced that the keyholes of the
six flying machines had been pin-
pointed.

In the catacomb of Operations’
Stage Two, the missiles waited, blunt
simple shapes surrounded by cem-
plexities of control and launching
mechanism. As Command’s drawling
voice announced: “Firing one for
the keyhole,” massive steel arms ex-
tended the missile sideways from its
rack, while on the dark stone floor
beneath it there appeared a silvery
circle, shimmering like troubled
liquid.

The arms dropped the missile, and
in the first instant of its fall it dis-
appeared. Even as it fell into the
past it was propelled as a wave of
probability through the miles of rock
to the surface. The guidance com-
puters. made constant corrections,
steering their burden of fusible hy-
drogen through the mazes of the
half-real, toward the right point on
the edge of normal existence . . . .

Derron saw the malignant chang- .
es that had been creeping ominous-
ly across his screen begin suddenly
to reverse themselves. It looked like
a trick, like running the projector
backward, like some Stunt with no
relevance to the real world.

“Right in the keyhole!” yelped
Command’s voice in his ear, draw-
ling no longer. The six berserker
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flyers now shared their point of entry
into real-time with an atomic ex-
plosion, meatly tailored to fit.

As the waves of death were seen
to recede on every screen, jubilation
spread in murmurous waves of its
own up and down the curved rows
of sentry-positions. But experience,
not to mention discipline, kept the
rejoicing muted.

The rest of the six-hour watch
passed like a routine training exer-
cise in the techniques of mopping-
up. All the i’s were dotted and the
t’s crossed, the tactical success tied
down and made certain by observa-
tions and tests. Men were relieved
on schedule for their customary
breaks, and passed one another smil-
ing and winking. Derron went along
and smiled when someone met his
eye; it was the easiest thing to do.

When the shift ended and there
was still no sign of any further ene-
my action, there was no doubt left
that the berserkers’ first attempt to
get at the Moderns through their
past had been beaten back into non-
existence.

But the damned machine would be
back, as always. Stiff and sweaty and
tired, and not conscious of any par-
ticular elation, Derron rose from his
chair to make room for the sentry
on the next shift.

“I guess you guys did all right to-
day,” the replacement said, a touch
of envy in his voice.

Derron made himself smile again.
“You can have the next chance for
glory.” He pressed his thumbprint on
the console’s scanner as the other
man did the same. Then, his respon-
sibility officially over, he walked at

-

a dragging pace out of the sentry
room. Other members of his shift
were moving in the same direction;
once outside the area of enforced
quiet they formed excited groups
and started to whoop it up a little.

Nodding cheerfully to the others,
and replying appropriately to their
jokes, Derron stood in line to hand
in the recording cartridge with its
record of his shift activity. Then
he waited in another short line, to
make a final oral report to a de-

_briefing officer. After that he was

free; as free as any citizen of Sirgol
could be, these days.

II

When the huge passenger eleva-
tor lifted Derron and a crowd
of others out of the deeper caves of
Time Operations to the housing level,
there were still ten miles of rock
overhead.

The pampered conditions of . the
sentry room were not to be found
here, or anywhere where a maxi-
mum-efficiency environment was not
absolutely necessary. Here the air
smelled stale and the lighting was
just tolerable. The corridor in which
Derron had his bachelor-cubicle was
one of the main streets of the buried
world-city, the fortress in which the -
surviving population of Sirgol was
armed and maintained and housed
and fed. Given the practically limit-
less power of hydrogen fusion to la-
bor for them, and the mineral wealth
of the surrounding rock, the besieged
planet-garrison at least had no fear
of starvation.

The corridor was two stories high



and as wide as a main street in one
of the cities of the old surface-world.
People who traveled this corridor
for any considerable distance rode
upon the moving belts laid down in
its center. On the moving belt now
rushing past Derron a pair of black-
uniformed police were checking the
identity cards of travelers. Planetary
Command must be cracking down
again on work-evaders.

As usual, the belts and the broad
statwalk strips on either side were
moderately crowded. Men and wom-
en were going to their jobs or
leaving them, at a pace neither hur-
ried nor slow, wearing work uni-
forms that were mostly monotonous-
ly alike. A few other people, wear-
ing lighter and gayer off-duty cloth-
es, were strolling or standing in line
before stores or places of amuse-
ment.

One of the shorter lines was that
in front of the local branch of the
Homestead Office. Derron paused on
the statwalk there, looking at the
curling posters and the shabby mod-
els on display. All depicted various
plans for the rehabilitation of the
surface of the planet after the war.
Apply now for the land you want
. . . they said there would be new
land, then, nourished and protected
by new oceans of--air and water,
which were to be somehow squeezed
out of the planet’s deep rocks.

The people standing in line looked
at the models with wistful, half-
hopeful eyes, and most of those pass-
ing glanced in with something more
than indifference. They were all of
them able to forget, if they had ever
really understood it, the fact that the
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world was dead. The real werld
was dead and cremated, along with
nine out of ten of the people who
had made it live ... .

To control his thoughts Derron
had to turn away from the dusty
models and the people waiting in
line to believe. He started teward
his cubicle but then on impulse
turned aside, down a marrow branch-
ing passage.

He knew where he was going.
Likely there would be only a few
people there at this time of day. A
hundred paces ahead of him, the
end of the passage framed in its arch
the living green of real treetops —

The tremor of a heavy explosion
raced through the living rock from
which this passage had been carved.

head, Derron saw two small red
birds streak in alarm across the
greenery of the trees. Now the sound
came, dull and muffled, but heavy.
It had been a small missile pene-
tration, then, one hitting fairly close
by. The enemy threw down through
the shielding rock probability-waves
that turned into missiles, even as
men fired them upward at the en-
emy fleet in space.

Without hesitating or breaking
stride Derron paced on to the end
of the passage. There he halted,
leaning his hands heavily on a pro-
tective railing of natural logs, while
he looked out over the park from
two levels above the grass. From
six levels higher yet, an artificial
sun shone down almost convincingly
on three or four acres of real trees
and real grass, on varicolored birds
that were held inside the park by
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curtain-jets of air. Across the scene
there passed a gurgling brook of real
water. Today its level had fallen so
that the concrete sides of its bed
were revealed halfway down.

A year ago — a lifetime ago, that
is, in the real world — Derron Ode-
gard had been no nature-lover. Then
he had been thinking of finishing
his schooling and settling down to
the labors of a professional historian.
Even on holidays he had gone to
historic places . . . he thrust out of
his memory now certain thoughts,
and a certain face, as he habitually
did. Yes, a year ago he had spent
most of his days with history texts
and films and tapes, and in the usual
academic schemes for academic ad-
vancement. In those days the first
hints of the possibility that historians

might be allowed to take a first-
hand look at the past had been
promises of pure joy. The warnings
of Earthmen were decades old, and
the defenses of Sirgol had been
decades in the building, all part of
the background of life, The Berserk-
er War itself was other planets’
business.

In the past year, Derron thought,
he had learned more about history
than in all the years of study that
had gone before. Now when the last
moment of history came on Sirgol,
if he could know it was the last, he
would get away if he could come
to one of these parks with a little
bottle of wine he had been keeping
stowed under his cot. He would finish
history by drinking whatever num-
ber of toasts circumstances allowed,
to whatever dead and dying things
seemed to him then the most worthy.
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The tension was just beginning to
drain from his fingers into the hand-
worn bark of the railing, and he had
actually forgotten the recent explo-
sion, when the first of the wounded
came into the park below him.

The first was a man with his uni-
form jacket gone and the remains
of his clothing all torn and blacken-
ed. One of his arms was burnt and
raw and swelling. He tottered for-
ward half-blindly among the trees,
and then like an actor in some
wilderness drama he fell full length
at the edge of the brook and began
to drink from it ravenously.

Next-came another man, older,
this one probably some kind of clerk
or administrator, though he was too
far away for Derron to make out his
insignia. This man stood in the park
as if lost, seemingly unwounded but
more dazed than the burned man.
Now and then the second man
raised his hands to his ears; there
was something wrong with his hear-
ing.

A pudgy woman entered, moaning
in bewilderment as she held the flap
of her torn scalp in place. Two mere
women came in; a trickle of injured
people began to spill steadily from
a small park entrance at grass level.
They flowed in and defiled the false
peace of the park. Their voices, grow-
ing in number, built a steadily rising
murmur of complaint against the in-
justice of the wuniverse. Everyone
knew it was a rare event for a ber-
serker missile to get past all the de-
fenses and penetrate to the depth of
an inhabited level.

Why did it have to happen to-
day, and to them?
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There were a couple of dozen peo-
ple in the park now, walking
wounded from what must have been
a relatively harmless explosion.
Down the nearby passages there
echoed authoritarian yells, and the
whine and rumble of heavy machines.
Damage Control was on the job;
the walking wounded were being sent
here to get them out from under
foot while more urgent matters were
being taken care of.

A slender girl of eighteen or twen-
ty, clad in the remnants of a simple
paper dress, came into the park and
leaned against a tree as if she could
walk no further. The way her dress
was torn . . . .

Derron turned away, squeezing his
eyes shut and shaking his head in a
spasm of self-disgust. He stood up
here like some ancient tyrant, re-
motely entertained and critically
lustful.

He would have to decide, one of
these days, whether he was really
still on the side of the human race
or not. He hurried down some near-
by stairs and came out on the ground
level of the park. The badly burned
man was bathing his raw arm in the
cool running water. No one seemed
to have stopped breathing, or to be
bleeding to death, The girl looked
as if she might fall away from her
supporting tree at any moment.

Derron went to her, pulling off
his jacket. He wrapped her in the
garment and eased her away from
the tree.

“Where are you hurt?”

She shook her head and refused
to sit down, so they did a little off-
balance dance while he held her up.

She was tall and slim and ordinarily
she would be lovely . . . no, not real-
ly lovely, or at least not standard-
pretty. But good to look at. Her dark
hair was cut in the short simple style
most favored by Planetary Com-
‘mand, as most women’s was these
days. No jewelry or make-up. Plain-
ly she was in some kind of shock.

She came out of it somewhat to
look in bewilderment at the jacket
that had been wrapped around her;
her eyes focused on the collar in-
signia. She said: “You'’re an officer.”
Her voice was low and blurry.

“In a small way. Hadn’t you bet-
ter lie down somewhere?”

“No. First tell me what’s go-
ing on . . . I've been trying to get
home . . . or somewhere. Can’t you
tell me where I am? What’s going
on?” Her voice was rising.

“Basy, take it easy. There was a
missile strike. Here, now, this in-
signia of mine is supposed to be a
help with the girls. So behave!
Won’t you sit down?”

“No! First I must find out . .
I don’t know who I am, or where,
or why.”

“I don’t know those things about
myself.” That was the most honest
communication he had made to any-
one in a long time.

He was afraid that when the girl
came out of her dazed condition it
would be into panic. More people,
passers-by and medics, were running
into the park now, aiding the wound-
ed and creating a scene of confusion.
The girl looked wildly around her
and clung to Derron’s arm. He sup-
posed the best thing was to walk her
to a hospital. Where? Of course —



there was the one adjoining Time
Operations, just a short way from
here.

66y vome along,” he said. The girl
walked willingly beside him,
clinging to his encircling arm.
“What’s your name?” he asked, as
they boarded the elevator. The other
people stared at her in his jacket.

“I . . . don’t know.” Now she
looked® more frightened than ever.
Her hand went to her throat, but
there was no dog-tag chain around
her neck. Many people didn’t like
to wear them. “Where are you taking
me?”

“To a hospital. You need some
looking-after.” He would have liked
to give some wilder answer for the
onlookers’ benefit, but he didn’t want
to terrify the girl.

She had little to say after that. He
led her off the elevator and another
short walk brought them to the hos-
pital’s emergency door. Other cas-
ualties from the explosion, stretcher
cases, were arriving now.

Inside the emergency room an
old nurse started to peel Derron’s
jacket off the girl and what was left
of her dress came with it. “You
just come back for your jacket to-
morrow, young man,” the woman
ordered sharply, rewrapping.

“Gladly.” Then he could only
wave good-by to the girl as a horde
of stretcher-bearers and other busy
people swept him with them back
out into the corridor. He found him-
self laughing to himself about the
nurse and the jacket. It was a while
since he had laughed about any-
thing.
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He had a spare jacket in his lock-
er in the sentry officers’ ready room
in Time Ops, and he went there to
pick it up. There was nothing new
on the bulletin board. He would like
to get off sentry duty and into some-
thing where you didn’t just sit still
under strain for six hours a day.

He went to the nearest officers’
gym and talked to acquaintances and
played two rounds of handball, win-
ning an ersatz soft-drink that he pre-
ferred not to collect. The others were
talking about the missile strike; Der-
ron mentioned that he had seen some
of the wounded, but he said nothing
about the girl.

From the gym he went with a
couple of the others to a bar, where
he had one drink, his usual limit,
and listened without real interest to
their talk of some new girls at a lo-
cal uplevel dive called the Red Gar-
ter. Private enterprise still flourished
in certain areas.

He ate a meal in the local officers’
mess, with a better appetite than
usual. Then he took the elevator back
up to housing level and at last reach-
ed his bachelor’s cubicle. He stretch-
ed out on his cot and for once went
sound asleep before he could even
consider taking a pill. '

I

I_Ie was awake earlier than usual,
feeling well rested. The little
clock on his cubicle wall had just
jumped to oh-six-thirty hours, Plane-
tary Emergency Time.

This morning none of Time's as-
pects worried him particularly. He
had enough time to stop by the hos-
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pital and see what had happened to
her, before he went on duty.,

He was carrying yesterday’s jack-
et over his arm when, following a
nurse’s directions, he found the girl
seated in a patients’ lounge. The TV
was on, tuned to Channel Gung-Ho,
the one devoted to the war effort
and associated government propagan-
da, and she was frowning at it with
a look of naivete. Today she was
wearing a plain dress that did not
exactly fit. Her sandaled feet were
curled beside her on her chair, At
this time of the morning she had
the lounge pretty much to herself.

At the sound of Derron’s step she
turned her head quickly, then got to
her feet, smiling. “Oh, it’s you! It’s
a good feeling to recognize some-
one.”

“It’s a good feeling for me, to have
someone recognize me.”

She thanked him for yesterday’s
help. He introduced himself.

She wished she could tell him her
name, but the amnesia was persist-
ing. “Outside of that, I feel fine.”

“That’s good, anyway,” he said
as they sat down in adjacent chairs.

“Actually I do have a name, of
sorts. For the sake of their comput-
er records the people here at the
- hospital have tagged me Lisa Gray,
next off some list they keep handy.
Evidently a fair number of people
go blank in the upper story these
days.”

“I don’t doubt it.”

“They tell me that when the mis-
sile hit yesterday I was with a num-
ber of people from an upper-level
refugee camp that’s being closed
down. A lot of the records were des-

troyed in the blast. They can’t find
me, or they haven’t yet.” She laugh-
ed mervously.

Derron tried a remark or two
meant to be reassuring, but they
didn’t sound very helpful in his own
ears. He got off the subject. “Have
you had your breakfast?”

“Yes. There’s a little automat right
here if you want something. Maybe
I could use some more fruit juice.”

In a couple of minutes Derron
was back with two glasses of the
orange-colored liquid called fruit
juice and a couple of standard
sweetrolls. Lisa was again studying
the war on the TV screen; the com-
mentator’s stentorian voice was turn-
ed mercifully low.

Derron set the repast on a low
table, pulled his own chair closer,
and asked: “Do you remember
what we’re fighting against?”

On screen at the moment was a
deep-space scene in which it was
hard to make anything out. Lisa
hesitated, then shook her head. “Not
really.”

“Does the word ‘berserker’ mean
anything to you?”

G‘No.”

“Well, they’re machines. Some of
them are bigger than any spaceships
we Earth-descended men have ever
built. Others come in many shapes
and sizes, but all of them are deadly.
The first berserkers were built ages
ago, to fight in some war we’ve never
heard of, between races we've never
met.

“Sometimes men have beaten the
berserkers in battle, but some of
them always survived, to hide out
somewhere and build more of their



kind, with improvements. They’re
programmed to destroy life anywhere
they can find it, and they’ve come
halfway across the galaxy doing a
pretty good job. They go on and
on like death itself.”

“No,” said Lisa, not liking the
plot.
“I'm sorry, I didn’t mean to start
raving. We on Sirgol were alive, and
so the berserkers had to get rid of
us. They boiled away our oceans,
and burned our air and our land and
_nine tenths of our people. But since
they’re only machines, it's all an
accident, a sort of cosmic joke. An
act of the Holy One, as people used
to say. We have no one to take re-
venge on.” His voice choked slightly
in his tight throat; he sipped at his
orange-colored water and then push-
ed it away.

“Won’'t men come from other
planets to help us?”

“Some of them are fighting ber-
serkers near their own systems, too.
And a really big relief fleet will have
to be put together to do us any
good. And polities must be played
between the stars as usual. I sup-
pose some help will come eventually,
maybe in another year.”

he TV announcer began to drone

aggressively about victories on
the moon, while an appropriate
videotape was shown. The chief
satellite of Sirgol was said to much
resemble the moon of Earth. Its
round face had been pocked by im-
pact craters into an awed expression
long before men or berserkers ex-
isted. During the last year a rash of
new craters had wiped away the
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face of Sirgol’s moon, together with
all human bases there.

“I think that help will come to
us in time,” said Lisa.

In time for what? Derron won-
dered. “I suppose so,” he said and
felt it was a lie.

Lisa was looking anxiously at
the TV. “It seems to me I can re-
member . . .. Yes! I can remember
seeing the old moon, the funny face
in it! It did look like a face, didn’t
it?”

“Oh, yes.”

“I remember it!” she cried in a
burst of joy. Like a child she jump-
ed up from her chair and kissed
Derron on the cheek.

While she sat down again, looking
at him happily, a line of ancient
poetry sang through his mind. He
swallowed.

Now on the TV they were showing
the dayside surface of Sirgol. Crack-
ed dry mudflats stretched away to a
horizon near which there danced
whirlwinds of yellow dust — there
was a little atmosphere left — under
a sky of savage blue. Rising gleam- '
ing from the dried mud in the mid-
dle distance were the bright steel
bones of some invading berserker
device, smashed and twisted last ten-
day or last month by some awesome
energy of defense. Another victory
for the droning voice to try to magni-

Derron cleared his throat. “Do
you remember about our planet here
being unique?”

“No . .. I doubt that I ever under-
stood science.” But she looked inter-
ested. “Go on, tell me about it.”

“Well.” Derron put on his little-
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used teacher’s voice. “If you catch a
glimpse of our sun on the screen
there, you’ll see it looks much like
any other star that has an Earth-
type planet. But looks are deceiving.
Oh, our daily lives are the same as
they would be elsewhere. And inter-
stellar ships cam enter and leave our
system — if they take precautions.
But our local spacetime is tricky.

“We were colonized through a
weird accident. About a hundred
years ago an exploring ship from
Earth fell into our peculiar space-
time unawares. It dropped back
through about twenty thousand years
of time, which must have wiped
clean the memories of everyone
aboard.” He smiled at Lisa. “Our
planet is unique in that time travel
into the past is possible here, under
certain conditions. First, anyone who
travels back more than about five
hundred years suffers enough mental
devolution to have their memories
wiped out. They go blank in the up-
per story, as you put it. Our First
Men must have crawled around like
babies after their ship landed itself.”

“The First Men . . . that’s fam-
iliar.”

“There were First Women, too, of
course. Somehow the survivors kept
on surviving, and multiplied, and
over the generations started building
up civilizations. When the second
exploring ship arrived, about ten
years Earth-time after the first, we’d
built up a thriving planet-wide civili-
zation and were getting started on
space travel ourselves. In fact it was
signals from our early interplanetary
probes that drew the second Earth-
ship here. It approached more care-

fully than the first one had and
landed successfully.

“Pretty soon the men from Earth
figured out what had happened to
our first ship. They also brought us
warning of the berserkefs. Took
some of our people to other systems
and showed them what galactic war
was like. The people of other worlds
were tickled to have four hundred
million new allies, and they deluged
us with advice on weapons and forti-
fications, and we spent the next
eighty years getting ready to defend
ourselves. Then about a year ago the
berserker fleet came . . . .” Derron’s
voice trailed off.

Lisa drank some of her “juice” as
if she liked it. She prompted: “What
do you do now, Derron?”

“Oh, various odd jobs in Time
Operations. See, if the berserkers
can delay our historical progress at
some vital point — the invention of
the wheel, say — everything follow-
ing would be slowed down. When
galactic civilization contacted us, we
might be still in the Middle Ages, or
further back, without any technolo-
gical base on which to build de-
fenses for ourselves. And in the new
real-time, the present would see us
entirely wiped out.”

Derron looked at the version of
Time he wore on his wrist. “Looks
like I'd better go right now and
stant my day’s heroic fighting.”

he officer in charge of that
morning’s briefing was Colonel
Borss. He took his job very seriously
in all its details, with the somber ex-
pectancy of a prophet.
“As we all know, yesterday’s de-



fensive action was tactically success-
f -,l

In the semi-darkness of the
briefing room the colonel’s pointer
skipped luminously across the glow-
ing symbols on his big display screen.
“But, strategically speaking, we must
admit that the situation has deteri-
orated somewhat.” ;

The colonel went on to explain
that this gloomy view was due to
the existence of the enemy’s beach-
head, his staging area some twenty-
plus-thousand years down, from
whence more berserker devices
would undoubtedly be propelled up
into historical real-time. For techni-
cal reasons, these devices moving
presentward would be almost impos-
sible to stop until they had finally
emerged.

All was not entirely lost, however.
“After the enemy has broken three
more times into our history, we
should be able to get a fix on his
beachhead and smash it with a few
missiles.

“That’ll pretty well put an end
to his whole Time Operations pro-
gram.

“Of course we have first to face
the little detail of repelling the next
three attacks.”

As his dutiful audience of junior
officers made faint laughing sounds,
the colonel produced on his screen
a type of graph of human history

on Sirgol, a glowing treelike shape. -

He tapped with his pointer far down
on the slender trunk. “We rather
suspect that the first attack will fall
somewhere near here, near the First
Men, where our history is still a ten-
der shoot.”
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att, sometime also called Lion-

Hunter, felt the afternoon sun
hot on his bare shoulders as he turn- -
ed away from the last familiar land-
marks of his country, the territory
in which he had lived all his twenty-
five years.

Matt had climbed up on a rock
to get a better view of the unknown
land ahead, into which he and the
rest of The People were fleeing.
Ahead he could see swamps, and
barren hills, and nothing very in-
viting, Everywhere the land wavered
with the spirits of heat.

The little band of The People, as
many in number as a man’s fingers
and toes, were shuffling along in a
thin file beside the rock which Matt
had mounted. No one was hanging
back, or even trying to argue the
others out of making the journey. .
For though there might be strange
dangers in the new land ahead,
everyone agreed that nothing there
was likely to be as terrible as what
they were fleeing — the new beasts,
the lions with flesh of stone who
could not be hurt by stones or ar-
rows, who could kill with only a
glance from their fiery eyes.

In the past two days, ten of The
People had -been caught and killed.
The others had been able to do
nothing but hide, hardly daring to
look for a puddle to drink from or
to pull up a root to eat.

Matt gripped with one hand the
bow slung over his shoulder, the only
bow now left to the survivors of The
People; the others had been burned,
with the men who had tried to use
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them against a stone-lion. Tomorrow,
Matt thought, he would try hunting
for meat in the new country. No one
was carrying any food now. Some
of the young were wailing in hunger
until the women pinched their
mouths and noses shut to quiet them.

The file of the surviving People
had passed Matt now. He ran his eye
along it, then hopped down from his
rock, frowning.

A few strides brought him up to
those in the rear of the march.
“Where is Dart?” he asked, frown-
ing.

Dart was an orphan, and no one
was overly concerned. “He kept tell-
ing us how hungry he was,” a wom-
an said. “And then he ran on to-
ward those swampy woods ahead.
I suppose he went to look for some-
thing to eat.”

Matt grunted. He had no idea of
trying to keep any firm control over
the actions of any of The People.
Someone who wanted to run ahead
just did so.

erron was just buying Lisa some
lunch — from the hospital au-
tomat, since she was still being kept
under observation — when the pub-
lic address speakers began to broad-
cast a list of names of Time Opera-
tion people who were to report for
duty at once. Derron’s name was in-
cluded.

He scooped up a sandwich and ate
it as he went. This was something
more than another practice alert.
When Derron reached the briefing
room, Colonel Borss was already
on the dais and speaking, pausing to
glare at each mew arrival.

“Gentlemen, the first assault has
fallen just about as predicted, with-
in a few hundred years of the First
Men.” To Derron’s slight surprise,
the colonel paused momentarily to
bow his head at the mention of those
beings sacred to Orthodoxy. These
days there were few religionists tra-
ditional enough to make such ges-
tures.

“Certainly,” the colonel went on,
“the berserkers would like to catch
the First Men and eliminate them.
But this, as we know must prove
impossible.”

On this one point at least, science:
and Orthodox religion were still in
firm agreement. The first men enter-
ing the ecology on any planet con-
stituted the beginning of an evolu-
tionary peduncle, said science, and
as such were considered practically
impossible of discovery, time travel
or not.

Colonel Borss smoothed his mus-
tache and went on: “As in the first
attack, we are faced by six enemy
machines breaking into real-time.
But in this case the machines are not
flyers, or at least they seem not to
be operating in an airborne mode.
Probably they are slightly smaller
than the flyers were. We think they
are anti-personnel devices that move
on legs and rollers and are of course
invulnerable to any means of self-
defense possessed by the Neolithic
population.

“Evidently the berserker’s game
here is not to simply kill as many
people as possible. We could trace
the disturbance of a mass slaughter
back to their new keyhole and blast
them again. This time we think they’ll
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concentrate on destroying some his-
torically important individual, or
small group. Just who in the invaded
area is so important we don’t know
yet, but if the berserkers can read
their importance in them we certain-
ly can, and we soon will.

Now here is Commander Nolos,
to brief you on your part in our
planned counter-measures.”

Nolos, an earnest young man with
a rasping voice, came right to the
point. “You twenty-four men all
have high scores in training on the
master-slave androids. No one has
any real combat experience with
them yet, but you soon will. You’re
all relieved of other duties as of
now.”

Expressing various reactions, the
two dozen men were hurried to a
near-by ready room, and there left
to wait for some minutes. At length
they were taken down by elevator to
Operations Stage Three, on one of
the lowest and most heavily defend-
ed levels yet dug.

Stage Three was a great echoing
cave, the size of an aircraft hangar.
A catwalk spanned the cave close
up under its reinforced ceiling, and
from this walk were suspended the
two dozen master units. They look-
ed like spacesuits on puppet-strings.

Like a squad of armored infantry
the slave-units stood on the floor be-
low, each slave directly beneath its

master. The slaves were the bigger, -

standing taller and broader than
men, dwarfing the technicians who
were now busy giving them final
precombat checks.

Derron and his fellow operators
were given individual briefings, with

maps of the terrain where they were
to be dropped, and such information
as was available on the Neolithic
nomads they were to try to protect.
Generally speaking this information
did not amount to much. After this
the operators were run through a
brief medical check, dressed in leo-
tards and marched up onto the high
catwalk.

At this point the word was passed
to delay things momentarily. A
huge screen on one wall of the stage
lit up with an image of the bald,
massive head of the Planetary Com-
mander himself.

“Men . . . ” boomed the familiar
amplified voice. Then the image
paused, frowning off-camera.

“You've got them waiting for me?
Get on with it, man, get on with
the operation! I can make speeches
any time!”

The Planetary Commander’s voice
was still rising as it was turned off.
Derron got the impression that it
had a good deal more to say, and
he was glad that it was not being
said to him. A pair of technicians
came and helped him into his mas-
ter, as into a heavy diving suit. But
once inside he could wave the mas-
ter’s arms and legs and twist its thick
body with perfect freedom and servo-
powered ease.

“Power coming on,” said a voice
in Derron’s helmet. And it seemed to
him that he was no longer suspended
in the free-moving puppet. All his
senses were transferred in an instant
into the body of his slave-unit on
the floor below. He felt the slave
starting to tilt as its servos moved



it into conformity with the master’s
posture, and he moved the slave’s
foot as naturally as his own to main-
tain balance. Tilting back his head,
. he could look up through the slave-
unit’s eyes to see the master-unit,
himself inside it, holding the same
attitude on its complex suspension.

“Form ranks for launching!”
came the command in his helmet.
Around Derron the cavernous cham-
-ber came alive with the echoes of the
Technicians trotted and jumped to
get out of the way. The squad of
metal man-shapes formed a single
serpentine file, and at the head of
the file the floor of the stage sud-
denly blossomed into a bright mer-
curial disk.

“. . . three, two, one, launch.”

All of Derron’s senses told him
that he inhabited one of a line of
tall bodies, all running with immense
and easy power in their winding file
toward the circle on the dark floor.
The figure ahead of Derron reached
the circle and disappeared. Then he
himself leaped out over the silvery
disk.

His metal feet came down on
grass. He staggered briefly on un-
even ground, through shadowy day-
light in the midst of a leafy forest.

He moved at once to the nearest
clearing from which he could get a
good look at the sun. It was low
in the western sky — he checked a
compass in the slave’s wrist — which
indicated that he had missed his
planned moment of arrival by some
hours, if not by days or months or
years.

He reported this at once, sub-
vocalizing inside his helmet to keep
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the slave’s speaker silent. If the slave
had after all landed in the right place
and time, the enemy was somewhere
near it. ;

“All right then, Odegard, start
coursing, and we’ll try to get a fix.”

“Understand.”

He began to walk a spiral path
through the woods. He of course
kept alert for sign of the enemy,
but the primary purpose of this man-
uever was to splash up some waves
in reality — to create minor dis-
turbances in the local life-history,
which a skilled sentry some twenty
thousand years in the future should
be @ble to see and pinpoint.

After he had spiraled for some ten
minutes, alarming perhaps a

- hundred small animals and perhaps

crushing a thousand insects under-
foot without knowing it, the imper-
sonal voice spoke again.

“All right, Odegard, we’ve got you
spotted. You’re in the right place
but between four and five hours
late. The sun should be getting low.”

“It is.”

“All right. Bear about two-hun-
dred-forty degrees from magnetic
north. It’s hard to tell at this range
just where your people are, but if
you hold that course for about half
an hour you should come somewhere
near them.”

“Understand.”

Derron got his bearings and set off
in a straight line. The wooded land
ahead sloped gradually downward
into a swampy area, beyond which
there rose low rocky hills, a mile
or two distant.

“Odegard, we’re getting indica-
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tion of another minor disturbance
right there in your area. Probably
. caused by a berserker. We can’t pin
_ it down any more closely than that,
Lisorty.

“Understand.” He was not really
there in the past, about to risk his
own skin in combat; but the weight
of forty million lives was on his
neck again.

Some minutes passed. Derron was
moving slowly ahead, trying to keep
a lookout in all directions while
planning a good path for the heavy
slave-unit through the marshy
ground, when he heard trouble in

plain and simple form: a child
screaming.
“Operations? I'm onto some-

thing.” The scream was repeated;
the slave-unit’s ears were keen
and directionally accurate; Derron
changed course and began to move
the unit at a run, leaping it across
the softest-looking spots of ground,
striving for both speed and silence.

In a few more seconds, he slid
as silently as possible to a halt. In a
treetop a stone’s throw ahead was
.the source of the screams — a boy
of about twelve, who was clinging
tightly to the tree’s thin upper trunk
with bare arms and legs, clinging
tightly to keep from being shaken
down. Whenever his yelling ceased
for lack of breath, another sharp
tremor would run up through the
tree and start him off again. The
tree’s lower trunk was thick, but the
bush around its base concealed some-
thing that could shake it like a sap-
ling. An animal would have to have
the strength of an elephant, and
there were no such living creatures

here. It would be the berserker, us-
ing the boy in the tree as bait, hop-
ing that his cries would bring the
adults of his group to try a rescue.

Derron’s mission was to protect
a particular group of people, and at
least one of them was in immediate
danger. He moved forward without
delay. But the berserker spotted the
slave-unit before. he saw the ber-
serker. -

Only an accidental slip of the
slave’s foot on the soft soil saved it
from taking the first hit right then.
As Derron slipped, a pinkish laser
beam crackled like  straightened
lightning past his left ear.

In the next instant the brush
round the tree heaved. Derron
caught just one glimpse of some-
thing charging him, something four-
legged and low and wide as a
groundcar. He snapped open his jaw,
which pressed down inside his hel-
met on the trigger of his own laser-
weapon. From the center of the
slave’s forehead a pale lance cracked
out, aimed automatically at the spot
where the slave’s eyes were focused.
The beam smote the charging ber-
serker amid the knobs of metal that
served it for a face and glanced
off to explode a small tree into a
cloud of flame and steam.

The shot might have done dam-
age, for the enemy broke off its rush
in midstride and dove for cover be-
hind a hillock, a grass-tufted hump
of ground not five feet high.

Derron was somewhat surprised
by his own aggressiveness. He found
himself moving quickly to the attack,
running the slave-unit in a crouch
around the tiny hill. Two voices from



Operations were trying at the same
time to give him advice, but even
if they had gone about it sensibly
it was too late now for him to do
anything but go his own way.

He charged right round onto the
* berserker, yelling inside his helmet
as he fired his laser. The thing be-
fore him looked like a metal lion,
but squat and very broad; given a
second to hesitate, Derron might
have flinched away, for in spite of
- all his training the illusion was very
strong that he was actually hurling
his own precious flesh upon this
monster.

As it was, circumstances gave him
no time to flinch. The slave ran at
full speed into the berserker, and the
trees in the swamp shook as the ma-
chines collided.

t was soon plain that wrestling was

not likely to succeed against this
enemy, which was not limited in its
reactions by the slowness of pro-
toplasmic nerves. For all the slave-
unit’s fusion-powered strength, Der-
ron could only hang on desperately,
gripping the berserker in a sort of
half nelson white it bucked and
twisted like a wild loadbeast to throw
him off.

Since the fight had started every-
body wanted to watch. The voices
of at least two senior Operations of-
ficers screamed orders and abuse
into- Derron’s ears, while the green
forest spun round him faster than
his eyes and brain could sort it out.
In a detached fraction of a second
of thought he noticed how his feet
were flying uselessly on the end of
his steel legs, breaking down small
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trees as the monster spun him. He
tried to turn his head to bring the
cyclops’ eye of his laser to bear, but
somehow could not manage to de so.
He tried desperately to get a more
solid grip for his steel arms on the
berserker’s thick neck, but then his
grip was broken and he flew.

Before the slave-unit could even
bounce the berserker was on top of
it, moving faster than any maddened
bull. Derron fired wildly with his
laser. That the berserker sheuld
trample and batter the slave-unit and
he should feel no pain gave him a
giddy urge to laugh. In a moment
now the fight would be lost and he
would be able to give up.

But then the berserker was run-
ning away from Derron’s wildly
slashing laser. It leaped among the
trees as lightly as a deer and van-
ished.

Dizzily — for the master-unit had
of course spun on its mountings
even as the slave was spun — Der-
ron tried to sit up, on the peculiar
little hillside where he had been
flung. Now he discovered why the
berserker had retired so willingly.
Some important part had been
broken in the slave, so its legs trailed
as limp and useless as those of a
man with a broken spine. :

But the slave-unit’s laser still
worked. The berserker computer-
brain had decided it could gain neth-
ing by staying around to trade zaps
with a crippled bu