
THE MIND OF HERZOK METCAHF 

There has been war for a thousand years. The surface of this planet is marked by 

craters and the ruins of a once flourishing civilisation. Now, nothing remains, except for 

the unrelenting thunder of a thousand guns, and the burnt out husks of once magnificent 

towers. No one is sure exactly when the war began, or why. Some say that a very 

important person was assassinated, and different factions in that once-thriving civilisation 

rose to arms. Others say that it was inevitable, for the peoples of that ancient civilisation 

had split into several races too different to share the same planet. 

 And so they warred. For a thousand years the peoples fought, decimating the 

planet…s population. The average lifespan dropped from two hundred to two years. 

Genetically engineered babies are born, and grown into fully developed soldiers within a 

few months, in bio-vats somewhere within deep underground bunkers, where their 

leaders direct the war. These leaders have prolonged their lives by a few hundred years 

through the use of arcane technology. Yet even they do not remember the beginning of 

the war, for they were born into it, just as the soldiers they feed to the battle are born into 

the war, and die in the war. The leaders are the progeny of the ancient governors–  

Presidents, we called them. Now there is no one alive who remembers when there was 

peace. No one except I. 

 I am Herzok Metcahf. Or at least, I possess the memories of Herzok Metcahf, 

when he was a man, a creature born flesh-and-blood some twenty-one years before the 

war began. Yes, I remember the planet as it was before the fighting–  there were fields of 

green and red and yellow, and large expanses of water– we called them lakes, and the 

sky was blue. Now there are only fields of blood, and lakes of blood, and sky the colour 



of blood. Herzok Metcahf was killed in the third year of the war. I remember it well– I 

saw his body, through the eyes of a robot now rusting under the corpses of a thousand 

men. I am a neural network, created by technology that has condemned the soul of 

Herzok Metcahf to a tortured immortality. I consist of quantum switches impregnated in 

an indestructible crystal, buried a hundred miles within the crust of the planet. My only 

link with the surface comes from the many robots that I control through a hyperfrequency 

transmitter, robots that were built when I was built, to serve me. They are my eyes, my 

ears and my hands. I power the transmitter by heat welling up from the molten planet 

core, and it is this energy that sustains me, that keeps me alive– no, not alive–  aware. 

 Sometimes the memory is startlingly clear, and I see Kariss…  face as if she were 

right in front of me. I reach out to touch her, to remember the passions of love that seem 

like it was only yesterday, when there was no war, when we were to be married in the 

spring, when everything was perfect–  and then my fleeting peace is shattered when I 

remember the war raging around me. Through the eyes of a robot on the surface, I see the 

flashes of gun muzzles. I see a soldier, the mind of a baby within the body of a man, his 

arm blown off by a blaze of insipid yellow light. Through the ears of the robot I hear his 

scream, a piercing shriek of pain–  and then his eyes glaze over as the drug-implant in 

his head releases a stream of endorphins into his brain, and with a dumb smile on his face 

he picks up his weapon to fight once more. As I scurry away from the fighting in the 

body of my robot, I take one more glance at him through my artificial eyes, and see a 

lurid white cloud engulf him, and a dense dark fluid spill out of the cloud as his flesh is 

dissolved by the deadly cocktail of a chemical grenade. If I had a stomach, I might 



vomit... but I have nothing but the mind of Herzok Metcahf, and too many horrors of war 

have dulled me to any feeling. 

 I think back once again to when there was no war, and I think of Kariss. I think of 

how I want, once again, to hold her in my embrace, to feel the warmth of her breath, and 

the perfume of her hair, and then I remember. Not the war, for I have shut down the links 

to my robot slaves. I remember that I am not Herzok Metcahf, that Herzok Metcahf died 

in the third year of the war, and that I am only a neural network with the memories of 

Herzok Metcahf. It is a pity, that there are no more scientists left to study me. For six 

hundred and twenty five years, seven months and fourteen days I have wondered why I 

feel such anguish over my loss–  Herzok Metcahf…s loss– of  Kariss, of my former life.  

I am but a physical analogue of a brain, and I do not have a heart. How can a mind feel 

emotions? How can a quantum-crystal brain experience the unspeakable longing for a 

lost love, a past life? When I ย  when Herzok Metcahf - was a child, my pet dog was 

killed by a neighbour…s car. I remember that sadness was a heavy stone in my chest, 

making breathing difficult, and sleeping impossible. I remember when I was sent into 

battle as a soldier, the tremor that ran through my limbs as adrenaline and anticipation 

rose within me. I remember the first battle, when we were ambushed, and fear that was a 

great vice crushing my skull–  and I remember the reason I enlisted for the war–  the 

bomb that killed Kariss, the news of her death, and the deadly constriction in my heart. 

Yet now I have no heart, no limbs, no skull–  I am a disembodied mind–  and still I feel 

as keenly as when I was a mind in a body. I have a theory, one that I have pondered for 

six hundred years, that emotions begin in the mind, and the body responds to the 

impulses of the mind, producing sensations in the heart and limbs. And even though I 



now have no body, Herzok Metcahf…s brain, imprinted in my neural net, remembers, 

believes that I have a heart that is aching, even though there is no heart that can ache. But 

there are no scientists left, and no one who remembers I was once a man, and I am 

condemned feel the ache of my loss for as long as the quantum energy flows through me, 

keeping me awake when I long to fall into the peace of sleep, to think not, to remember 

not–  

 I turn on the links to the surface again. What I will see will depress me further, yet 

the monotony of boredom is greater than the burden of my despair, and I cannot bear to 

remain in darkness here beneath the surface forever. I have two thousand two hundred 

and twenty-two robots at present, scurrying over the surface, sending me sight and sound 

through their hyperfrequency transmitters. I wish that I could smell and touch through 

them, but such technology no longer exists. I lose robots on a daily basis, when my desire 

to escape the memories drives me too close to the ever present destruction. To make up 

for these losses I build more robots, using other ones to scavenge through the destruction 

and salvage for functioning parts ย  a microchip, or a hydraulic limb, or even an electric 

eye, if I am lucky. Through one of my two thousand two hundred and twenty two pairs of 

eyes I see a screwtank get stuck in the blood-soaked soil. Intact screwtanks are hard to 

find, and I can build a whole robot from the salvage of one tank. I send in five of my 

robots, who rip open the tank hatches with their metal claws, then tear the crew apart in a 

vicious struggle. It is strange– Herzok Metcahf would never have killed defenceless 

soldiers–  but then I am not Herzok Metcahf, I am only the possessor of his memories. 

Kariss–  oh sweet Kariss, she would have been horrified. She would have accused me of 

inhuman cruelty. Perhaps I am losing my humanity. No–  I am not human. Herzok 



Metcahf is dead. I am a neural network buried a hundred miles beneath the earth, and I 

am immortal. My robots on the surface need to be repaired and rebuilt, and if a few 

humans die in the process, what does it matter? It is a war, and thousands die everyday. 

But my robots, they are not expendable, for they are my eyes, and my ears. Without them 

I would be imprisoned in the silent darkness of my underground tomb, and then dead 

Herzok Metcahf would haunt me with his memories, the memories of sweet dead Kariss, 

relentlessly tormenting my immutable awareness... and that is more than I can bear. 


