H nmsel f in Anachron

And Tinme there is And Tine there was And Ti ne goes

on, before But what is the Knot That binds the tine That holds it here,
and nore Ch, the Knot in Time |Is a secret place They sought in times of
yore Somewhere in Space They seek it still But Tasco hunts no nore ..
HE FOUND IT from"Mad Dita 's Song " First they threw out every bit of
machi nery which was not vital to their lives or the function of the
ship. Then went Dita's treasured honeynmoon itens (foolishly and
typically she had val ued these over the instrunents). Next they

ej ected every bit of nutrient except the m nimumfor survival for two
persons. Tasco knew then. It was not enough. The ship still had to
be Ii ght ened.

He renenbered that the Subchiefhad said, bitterly enough: "So you got
| eave to time-travel together! You fool! | don't know whether it was
your idea or hers to have a 'honeynoon in tine,"

but with everyone watchi ng your marriage you' ve got the sentinental nob
behi nd you.

"Honeynoon in time," indeed. Wy?

Is it that your worman is jeal ous of your tinme trips? Don't be an
idiot, Tasco. You know that ship's not built for two. You don't even

have to go at all; we can send Vomact. He's single. " Tasco
renenbered, too, the quick warnmh of his jealousy at the nmention of
Vomact. |f anything had been needed to steel his determ nation, that

nane had done it. How could he possibly have backed out after

the publicity over his proposed flight to

find the Knot. The Subchief must have realized fromthe expression on
his face something of his feelings; he had said with a know edgeabl e
grin: "Well, if anybody can find the Knot, it'll be you. But listen

| eave her here. Take her later if you like but go first alone." But
Tasco coul d renenber, too, Dita 's kitten-soft body as she nestled up
to himholding his eyes with her own and nurnuring,

"But, darling, you promsed..."

Yes, he had been warned, but that didn't make the tragedy any easier
Yes, he could have left her behind, but what kind of nmarriage would
they have had with the blot of her bitterness on the first days of
their married life? And how could he have lived with hinself if he had
| et Vomact go in his place? How, even, would Dita have regarded hinf?
He coul d not deceive hinmself; he knew that Dita | oved him |oved him
dearly, but he had been a hero ever since she had known hi mand how
much woul d she have |l oved himw thout the hero inage? He |oved her
enough not to want to find out.

And now, one of them must go, be lost in space and time forever. Tasco
| ooked at her, his beloved. He thought, | have | oved you forever, but
in our case forever was only three earth days.

Shall | love you there in space and tinel essness? To postpone, if only
for mnutes, the eternal parting, he pretended to find sone other

i nstrument which could be disposed of, and sent through the hatch one
person' s share of the remaining nutrient. Now the decision was made.
Dita canme over to stand beside him

"Does that do it, Tasco? 1s the ship light enough now for us to get



out of the Knot? Instead of answering he held her tightly against him
|'ve done what | had to, he thought. . . Dita, Dita, not to hold you
ever again .

Softly, not to disturb the noon-pale curve of her hair, he passed his
hand over her head. Then he rel eased her

"Cet ready to take over, Dita. | could not nurder you, oh ny darling,
and unless the ship is lightened by the weight of one of us we will
both die here in the Knot. You nust take it back, you have to take
back the ship and all the instrunent-gathered data.

It's not you or ne or us now W' re the servants of the
Instrunentality. You nust understand . "

Still within his arnms, she backed away enough to | ook at his face. She
was dewy-eyed, loving, frightened, her lips trenbling with affection
She was adorabl e, and Cranch! how i nconpetent.

But she'd make it; she had to. She said nothing at first, trying to
hol d her lips steady, and then she said the thing that woul d annoy him
nost .

"Don't, darling, don't. | couldn't stand it. ... Please don't |eave
ne."

H s reaction was conpletely spontaneous: Hi s open hand caught her
across the cheek, hard. A reciprocal anger flashed across her eyes and
nmout h, but she gained control of herself. She returned to pleading.

"Tasco, Tasco, don't be bad to ne. |If we have to die together, | can



face it. Don't leave ne, please don't leave me. | don't blame you
. ." 1 don't blame you! he thought. By the Forgotten One, that's
really rather good!

He said, as quietly as he could,

"I'" ve told you. Sonebody has got to take this ship back to our own
time and place. W've found the Knot. This is the Knot in Tine.

Look. "

He pointed. The Merochron swung slightly back and forth, from
+1, 000, 000: 1 t 0500, 000: 1.

"Look hard twenty-years-a nminute-plus to ten-years-a-mninute-mnus. The
ship has a chance of getting out if the load is |lightened. W've

t hrown everything el se we could out. Now Il'mgoing. | |ove you; you
love ne. It will be as hard for nme to | eave you as for you to see ne
go. Alifetime with you would not have been enough. But, Dita, you
owe ne this ... to take the ship back safely. Don't make it harder for
ne.

If you can hold it on Left Subformal Probability, do it. |If not, keep

on trying to slow down in back tine

"But, darling .

He wanted to be tender. W rds caught in his throat. But their tine
had run out. Their honeynoon had been a ganble, their own ganble, and
now it and their life together were over. Three earth days! The
Instrunentality remai ned; the Chiefs and Lords waited; a million lives
woul d be a cheap price for a fix on the Knot in Time. Dita could do
it. Even she could do it if the ship were lighter by a man.

H s farewel |l kiss was not one she would renenber. He was in a hurry
nowto finish it; the sooner he left, the better her chances were of
getting back. And still she |Iooked at himas if she expected himto
stay and tal k. Something in her eyes made hi m suspici ous that she
would try to hinder him He cut in his helnet speaker and said:
"Goodbye. | love you. | have to go now, quickly. Please do as | ask
and don't get in nmy way."

She was weepi ng now.

"Tasco, you're going to die
"Maybe, " he said.

She reached for him tried to hold him

"Darling, don't. Don't go. Don't hurry so."

Roughly he pushed her back into the control seat. He tried to hold his
anger that she would not let himdo even this right, to die for her

She woul d nmake it a scene.

"Sweet heart," he said, "don't make nme say it all over again. Anyhow, |

may not die. 1'Il aimfor a planet full of nynmphs and I'Il live a
t housand years."



He had half expected to stir her to jealousy or anger... at |east sone
ot her enotion, but she disregarded his poor joke and went on quietly
weeping. A wisp of snoke rising in the hot nmoving air of the cabin
made them | ook to the control panel. The Probability Sel ector was

gl owi ng. Tasco kept his face



of Man immuobile, glad that she did not realize the significance of the
reading. Now no one will ever find nme, even if | live, he thought.

But go, go, go!

He smiled at her through his shimmering suit. He touched her armwth
his metal claw. Then, before she could stop himhe backed into the
escape hatch, slamed the door on hinself, funbled for the ejector gun
pressed the button. Pressed it hard.

Thunder, and a wash |like water. There went his world, his wife, his

time, himself... He floated free in ana chron O hers had gone astray

bet ween the Probabilities; none had come back. They had borne it, he
supposed. If they could, he could too. And then it caught him The
others, had they left w ves and sweet hearts?

Was it for themtoo a personal tragedy? Hi nmself and Dita, they had not
had to come. Vanity, pride, jealousy, stubbornness. They had cone.
And now. hinself in ana chron

He felt hinmself |eaping fromProbability to Probability like a pebble
bounci ng down a corrugated plastic roof. He couldn't even tell whether
he was going toward Formal or Resolved. Perhaps he was still sonewhere
in Left Subfornal.

The clatter ceased. He waited for nore bl ows.
One nore came. Only one, and sharp

He felt tension go out of him He felt the Probabilities firm ng
around him listened to the selector working in his helnet as it coded
himinto atime-space combination fit for human life. The thing had a
murmur in it which he had never heard in a practice junp, but then
this wasn't practice. He had never before gotten out between the
Probabilities, never floated free in ana chron

A feeling of weight and direction made himrealize that he was coning
back to common space. His feet were touching ground. He stood still,
attenpting to relax while a world took shape around him There was
somet hing very strange about the whol e busi ness.

The grey col or of the space around himresenbl ed the grey of fast back
timng the blind blur which he had so often seen fromthe cabin w ndow
when, having chosen a Probability, he had coursed it down until the
Sel ectors had given himan opening he could land in. But how could he
be back timng with no ship, no power?

Unl ess Unless the Knot in Time in flinging himout had inparted to him
a tine-nomentumin his own body. But even if that were so he should
decel erate. Was he coming down in ratio? This still felt Iike high
timng 10,000:1 or higher

He tried briefly to think of Dita but his personal situation outwei ghed
everything else. A newworry hit him Wat was his own persona
consunption of time? Wth tinme so high outside his unit was it al so
rising inside? How



H msel f in Anachron long would his nutrients last? He tried to be
aware of his own body, to feel hunger, to catch a glinpse of hinself.
WAs the automatic nutrition keeping up with the changing time? On

i nspiration, he rubbed his face against the mask to see if his whiskers
had grown since he |l eft the ship.

He had a beard. Plenty.
Before he could figure that one out, there was one | ast Snap
and he fainted.

When he recovered, he was still erect. Some kind of frame supported
him W had put it there, and how? By the continued grey ness he
could tell that his physiological tine and external time had not yet
met. He felt a violent inpatience. There should be some way to sl ow
down. His helmet felt heavy. Disregarding the risks, he clawed at the
mask until it came off.

The air was sweet but thick, thick. He had to fight to breathe it in.
It was hardly worth the struggle.

He was still high timng nore so than he had thought anybody could with
an exposed body. He | ooked down and saw his beard trenmble as it grew.
He felt the stab of fingernails growi ng against his palmnms; there should
have been an automatic cut-off but tine was going too fast. d enching
hi s hand, he broke off the nails roughly. H's boots had apparently
broken off his toenails, and although his feet were unconfortable the
pressure was bearabl e.

Anyway there was nothing he could do about it.

H s i mmense tiredness warned himthat the automatic nutrient system was
not keeping up with his bodily time. Wth effort he fitted his clawto
his belt and twi sted until the supplenentary food vial was rel eased. He
felt the needle pierce the skin of his belly; he twi sted again unti

the hot surge of nourishment told himthat the food-injector had
reached a vein. Al npst imediately his strength began to rise.

He watched the blur of buildings flashing into instantaneous shape
around him standing a noment, and then nelting slowy away. Now he
could see a little nore of his surroundings. He seened to be standing
in the nmouth of a cave or in a great doorway. It was curious, that,
about the buildings. Al the other buildings he had seen in tine had
wor ked the other way. First the slow up-thrust as they were built,
then the greying evenness of age, then the flash of renmoval. But, he
rem nded hinmself tiredly, he was back tim ng and he thought it probable
that no ot her human bei ng had ever back timed so hard and fast or for
so long a tine.

He seened now to be rapidly decelerating. A building appeared around
him then he was outside of it, then back in again. Suddenly a great
[ight shone in front of him

Now he was inside a | arge palace. He seened to be placed on a
pedestal, high up at the center of things. Shimering masses began to
take form



of Man around himat rhythnmc intervals: people? There was sonething
wrong about the way they nmoved; why did they nmove with that strange
awkwar dness?

As the light persisted and this building seened solid, he made an
effort to squint to try to see nore. Hi s eyeballs were the only part
of his anatony that seened to nove freely. Hi s breaking grow ng
breaking fingernails and toenails and the growi ng beard rem nded himto
break off another food needle in his vein. H's skin itched
intolerably. As he realized the increasing inmbility of his arns he
felt panic and while there was still time pushed the continuous-fl ow
button on the supplenentary nutrients. Despite the food, enough to
keep himalive in the cold of space, he could no | onger nove his hands

and fingers. And still, it seened only mnutes since he had left the
ship. (Dita, Dita, are you out of the Knot ? Did you manage it in
time ? If only |I calculated the weight load right. . .) The building

continued stable around him He rolled his eyes to try to see where he
was, when he was.

I"'mstill alive, he thought. Nobody else ever got out of'anachron
That's sonething. Nobody el se ever stepped out of time to be seen
agai n.

Decel erati on continued. The bright Iight before himremained even and
he found he could see better. |In front of himwas a sort of picture,
high and large. Wat was it? Panels, a series of panels, paintings
from sone renote past.

He peered harder and recognized that the panel at the top left was
hi nsel f, Tasco Magnon. There he was: shimrering space suit, marble
arnrests, pedestal below him But they had given himw ngs like the
wi ngs of angels of the Ad Strong Religion

Great white wings. And they had put a halo around his head. The next
panel showed himas he felt: suit shimrering but his face old and
tired.

The panels on the lower level were equally curious. The first showed a
bed of grass or nobss with | um nescence gl owi ng above it. The second
showed a skeleton standing in a frane.

Hs tired mind sought to nake sense of the panels.

Peopl e becane plainer in the blur around him Sonetinmes he could
al nrost see individuals. The colors of the paintings brightened,
bri ghtened, until they flashed gay and bol d, then disappeared.

Di sappeared conpletely, flatly.

H's brain, so old and tired now, struggled with inmense effort to reach
the truth. Physiological tinme was utterly deranged. Each mnute
seened years. Hi s thoughts becanme old nenories while he thought them
But the truth cane through to him He was still back tining

He had passed the time of his arrival and resurrection in this world.
The



H nmsel f in Anachron 199 resurrection was w sely prophesied by the
bei ngs who built the palace, painted the wings and hal o around him

He would die soon, in the renmote past of this civilization

Long afterwards, centuries before his own death, his alien remains
woul d fade into the systemof this time-space |ocus; and in fading,
they would seemto glow and to assenble. They nust have been

unt ouchabl e and beyond mani pul ati on. The people who had built the

pal ace and their forefathers had watched dust turn to skel eton
skel et on heave upright, skel eton beconme nmummy, numry becone corpse,
corpse beconme old man, old man beconme young hinmself as he had left the
spaceship. He had |landed in his own tonb, his own tenple.

He had yet to fulfill the things which these people had seen him do,
and had recorded in the panels of his tenple.

Across his fatigue he felt a thrill of weary renote pride: he knew that
he was sure to fulfill the godhood which these people had so faithfully
recorded. He knew he woul d becone young and glorious, only to

di sappear. He'd done it, a few mnutes or mllennia ago.

The clash of time within his body tore at himwith peculiar pain. The
food needl e seenmed to have no further effect. His vitals felt dry.

The building glowed as it seenmed to come nearer
The ages thrust against him He thought,
"I am Tasco Magnon and have been a god. | w Il becone one again."

But his |ast conscious thought was nothing grandi ose. A glinpse of
nmoon-pal e hair, a half-turned cheek. 1In the aching lost silence of his
owmn mind he called, Dital Dital

The twisted tine ship took format the Uateport of the Instrunentality.
O ficials and engi neers rushed up, opened the door. The young woman
who sat at the controls staring blindly was white-faced beyond al
weeping. They tried to rouse her fromher trance-like state but she
clung desperately to the controls, repeating |like a chant: "He junped
out. Tasco junped out. He junped out. Alone, alone in ana chron

Gravely and gently the officials lifted her fromthe controls so that
they could renove the now pricel ess instrunents.



