About this book:

"Second Ending" is one of my own favorite stories, and not just because it was voted onto the short
list of five novelsfor the 1963 Hugo award (Heinlein's Sranger in a Srange Land, amuch longer, and
better, story, won it that year). So strongly did | feel about the story that when it was submitted to my
favorite editor and he requested afew changes— including areduction in length to twenty thousand
words and the introduction of asurviving idand of humanity! — I demurred. It wasthe only timein my
writing career that | said "No" to an editor in such forthright language. After close on aquarter of a
century inthe game, | have now learned how to make al my "No's’ sound like"Well, maybe's.”

Returning to the origind question, "Where on Earth do you get those crazy ideasfrom?', it ssemsthat
inmy casethey come from unfulfilled ambitions, fedings of injustice, meeting a bedraggled dog or a
beautiful girl, or from afriend with polluted pants. But the sSmple answer isthat dl of theideasshavea
solidly terrestrid origin, and so the question answersitsdf.
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For Ross the process of awakening was adow thaw. Gradualy there was growing within hismind a
spot of warmth, melting and clearing the long-unused channels of memory and perception. For atime he
knew only that he was somebody and that it was very cold, and then he began to remember other cold
awakenings and the nightmares which followed them. Hetried to tell himsdlf that thiswas al wrong, that
nightmares preceded awakening and not the other way around, but his memory inssted otherwise. It
inssted so strongly that, had such areaction been physically possible, Rosswould have broken into a
swest of fear. Eventualy sound and vision cameto him, theicy fog of Deep Sleep cleared and he saw
Beethoven.

Someone had given Beethoven's hair acoat of black enamel, painted the face with aredligtic flesh tint
and touched in the eyes with blue, but it was still the same bust which had occupied a place of honor in
Pellew's consulting room. That someone, Ross knew, wasin for trouble, because Dr. Pellew was not a
man who took kindly to practical jokes. All a once that line of thought became avery comforting one for
Ross, because it opened up the possibility that the nightmares had been practical jokes aso. He seemed
to remember that there had been quite afew jokersin this place, especidly on the thirty-first level. But
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why such aneedlessly crud trick, and why had they picked him? Who, exactly, were they? What was
this place, what was he doing here, who was Pellew...?

Rossdidn't know, exactly. His mental processes were quickening, but he was demanding answers
from amemory which was still woefully incomplete. He sighed audibly, and suddenly Beethoven was
taking to him.

"When the patient has recovered consciousness,” Beethoven said in adry, lecturing voice which was
remarkably likethat of Dr. Pellew, "it isimportant that he make no sudden movements, which at this
stage could result in severe muscular damage. He, or she, must be urged to move gently. The patient
should also be assured, as often as seems necessary considering his emotiona state, that he has been
cured he has been cured he has been cured he has been cured..."

Like arecord with afaulty groove, the same words droned out over and over and over. Ross stuck it
out for aslong as he could, which was about six minutes; then he croaked, " Shut up, | believe you!™

The voice ceased. Ross became aware of asteadily mounting pressure at the back of his head and
shoulders. Chest, neck and leg muscles cracked painfully, and he redlized that his posture was dtering.
The padded surface on which he lay had broken in two places. It was swinging upward from a point
below hiswaist and fdling away at theleve of hisknees. He was being forced from asupineinto astting
position. The process was dow and was probably meant to be gentle. Rosswould have yelled in sheer
agony, if he had not known that filling hislungsfor the yell would have expanded his chest muscles
suddenly and added to the pain. Findly he was sitting upright, held by a strap around his middle. He felt
the strap, because his eyes showed little more than drifting patches of blackness. Strain as he might to see
more, for the moment the blackness continued to prevail. The voice began again:

"With long-term patients there will be psychologica difficultiesaswell," the bust said through its
motionless, painted lips. "Heisawakening into an environment which is completely strange, and perhaps
frightening, to him. Someone with an understanding of his background should be present, and the shock
can be lessened by surrounding him with his more valuable persond possessions..."

Ross blinked until the black patches faded from sight. He wasin asmdl room which contained, in
addition to the contraption he was Sitting in, abed, some recessed cupboards and afloor which was
neetly paved with what looked like foam-rubber mattresses. Close by was an instrument trolley
containing the talking bust of Beethoven, three shiny cans and hiswallet, opened to show the picture of
Alice

"... At the sametime the patient must take nourishment and exercise his muscles as soon as possible

after revivication. The method recommended isto raise himinto agtting position, massage, administer a
light, liquid med liquid med liquid med liquidmed...."

"Oh, for Heaven's sake!" Ross groaned, and reached out carefully for one of the food containers.
This, he thought, was the mogt intricate and sensdessjoke he had ever heard of. He did not fed hungry,
but doing what he was told seemed to be the only way of shutting off that maddening, repetitious voice,

The can warmed up as soon as helifted it and the top flipped back, spilling some of the stuff onto his
bare legs. He swore, sniffed, then began to wonder if perhaps he wasn't hungry after al. The stuff tasted
every bit asgood asit smelled, and it warmed him right down to histoes. But when he had emptied the
can Beethoven continued to drone "Liquid medl liquid medl” a him. Presumably he was expected to
empty al three.

The second can exploded in hisface.

Severd things happened at once. He jerked backward ingtinctively asthe hot, foul-smdlling liquid
sprayed hisface and chest. The sudden movement triggered off a cramp which nearly tied him in knots,
and he began dipping toward the floor. The retaining strap took hisweight for amoment; then it parted
with asoft tearing sound and he collapsed onto the floor.

That drop of perhaps three feet onto a thickly padded surface brought a shock of pain worse than



anything he had ever experienced. It aso brought hm finaly and fully awake.

Up to now Ross had been treating everything which was happening as some sort of involved practical
joke which was being played on him; he was both angered at the crudlty of it and relieved that he had not
awakened to the nightmare of being crushed to death in atubular meta cage which ticked. From his new
position he could see asmall extension speaker unit attached to the back of Beethoven's head, and a
cable which ran from it across the floor and out through aholein thewall. This could have been the sort
of joke that hisfellow students might have played on him — involving stink bombs, atalking bust and an
edited playback of one of Pellew's lectures— but for one thing. The tape had led him to believe that he
was cured. No onein the hospital would joke about that.

Andif it wasn't ajoke...
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The First Atomic War had occurred fifty years before Ross had been born. 1t had started because of
malfunctioning of some early-warning equipment and raged for three weeks before the mistake was
realized and al parties agreed to the cease-fire. Had it continued for another three weeks the world
would have undoubtedly been depopulated completely, but asit was, one out of every ten people
survived. Far from causing the collapse of civilization, the war seemed to giveit an explosive boot in the
pants. Scientific advances came thick and fast; because there were no longer multitudes to be thrown out
of work, industry became fully automated, and the world seemed well on the way to becoming a Utopia
— except for the nervous tendency of people to build deep instead of high. Possibly because there was
gl alot of distrust about, and possibly through sheer force of habit, improvements in nuclear wegpons
were keeping pace with everything else.

Like everyone ese, Ross had been cynicd and uncaring about the war. He had never known an
overcrowded Earth, and was rather glad he had not been born into such a period. He enjoyed having
twenty-one hours of Ieisure in the twenty-four. But then had come the redization, when hewas dlill in his
early teens, that the long-term effects of the war were ill horribly evident. The incidence of male and
fema e gterility had passed the 40-percent mark and was still climbing, too few children were being born,
and if the trend could not be checked the effect would be exactly the same asiif the war had not been
stopped.

All a once human life became arare and precious thing, and promised to become rarer and more
precious astime went on. No effort or expense was too great to save, extend or propagate a human life.
No case was ever considered hopeless. If apatient could not be cured there and then, well, in the next
decade the researchers were bound to come up with the answer, or perhapsin the decade after that. In
the meantime the patient was put into suspended animation. They would develop a cure eventualy, and
while there was life there was hope.

S0 Ross had gpplied to train as adoctor in one of the "incurables’ hospitals. Aswell ashisbasic
studies, he had speciaized in the techniques of what the purists called hibernation anesthesiaand the
patients called Deep Sleep, when they both weren't calling it suspended animation. Then, in hisfifth year,
at the age of twenty-two, it was discovered that he had a rare lukemic condition — one on which very
little research had been done. He had been told that, owing to the fact that he was not likely to be
awakened for some time, they would be putting him at the bottom of the hesap.

Aswas customary with long-term patients, Dr. Pellew supervised the freezing persondly. And now it
seemed to be only hours ago since the old boy had murmured, "Good night, young man, and good luck,"
in atone of voice which Ross had never before heard him use to a student, and had administered the shot
which kept the patient from fedling the gradudly increasing cold.

But it had been more than amatter of hours, obvioudly.
Ross was thinking of the food container which must have been improperly sedled and whose contents



had gone off in both senses of the word. And of the thick retaining strap which had come apart like so
much dry putty. An awful lot of time must have passed. Now that he thought back on it, even the
recorded voice of Dr. Pellew had sounded older and moretired. But none of those things was important.
Neither wasthe fact that his body was only alittle fatter than ademonstration skeleton, or that every
squareinch of it ached.

Hewas cured!

Carefully, Ross pushed himsdf onto his hands and knees and began crawling dowly around the room.
His cheek muscles ached because he could not keep himsalf from grinning, and if he had had the breath
for it he would probably have been singing at the top of hisvoice. A period of sustained, gentle exercise
was the next step, and dthough it was odd that the phys otherapist hadn't arrived, Ross did not mind
taking it the hard way. He continued to crawl across soft sponge rubber, feding the stiffnessleave his
muscles, smiling and occasondly laughing out loud. Hetried not to think about Alice, or the fact that she
was probably in her fifties by now and that avery awkward and painful Situation would arise between
them in the near future. He did not want any hint of sadnessto spoil the moment in which he knew that he
was no longer under sentence of death.

Eventudly he was able to stand upright, with one hand steadying himsdlf against thewall. He opened
the locker which contained his clothing, and was met by ablast of cold air which made his eyes water.
Moisture began condensing on everything inside the locker, and Ross decided wryly that there was no
point in catching pneumoniathrough wearing damp clothing after dl that had been doneto keep him dive.
He left the locker door wide open so that the room heaters would dry them. It wasn't that he was a
prude, Rosstold himself, but his blotchy, emaciated body |ooked horrible even to him. The sooner it was
covered the better. Alice might comein.

Ross waked unsteadily to the bed and sat down. He was beginning to fedl hurt by the lack of
attention being shown him. Someone should have been around to wel come him back to the land of the
living or to say afew words of congratulation — or to check on his condition, at least. There should have
been aphysician supervising the revivication, a couple of nurses or physiotherapists to walk him about
before putting him to bed, and a psychiatrist to cushion him againgt the mental shocks of awakening. That
was how things had been donein histime.

Instead there was a painted, bronze bust, a digointed lecture tape played through aloudspeaker and
rubber mattresses scattered about the floor to keep him from hurting himsdlf. Ross was suddenly afraid.
There must be a shortage of staff, he thought.

An acute shortage of staff.

Ross found himself standing with his hand on the doorknob, not remembering how he had got there
but knowing by the way that hislegs ached that he had moved too fast. The door did open easily and he
stumbled outside. Immediately he knew that he wasin a section of the hospital which he had not seen
before, perhaps an extension built after he had gone into Deep Sleep. It was ashort, brightly lit and
spotlesdy clean corridor with three doors opening off each side. A few yardsto hisright the corridor
cameto adead end and in the opposite direction it terminated in a semitrangparent door which gave the
suggestion of adoping ramp on the other side of it. Just inside the door stood asmall desk and chair.
Therewas a pae green folder lying on the desk; there was nobody in the chair.

Propping himsdf against thewall, Ross moved around to the door facing hisown and did it open. It
was dark inside, but light from the corridor showed a stripped bed, locker doors standing open and an
empty Deep Sleep casket. He closed it and began a stumbling zigzag adong the corridor, trying al the
doors. The roomswere dark and empty, but looked asif they had been regularly cleaned — he tested
some of the furniture with hisfingers. There was a cleaning staff, then, aswell as the people responsble
for rigging the crazy equipment in hisroom. It was high time somebody put in an appearance, Ross
thought as he moved toward the desk to sit down.



And began to laugh gently to himself, because the green folder lying on the desk had hisname onit.

Since hisrevivication Ross had both fed and exercised himself without assstance, and now it looked
as though he was expected to handle his own reorientation problems aswell. Abruptly he stopped
laughing, when he redlized that there was nothing at dl to laugh at in the Stuation. Ross plit the folder's
al-around sedl with afingernaill — his nails had grown very long despite the fact that all body processes
were supposed to be halted by suspended animation — and went through the contents quickly. There
were seven of the green 508 forms— the type used for hibernation-anesthesia patients — and about ten
sheets of various szeswhich looked like interdepartmental memos. Ross went back to the beginning and
began to read.

Thefirgt green form was familiar to him — Ross had been present when it had been filled in. It was
dated 29th September, 2017, and gave his name and the details of the condition which required his going
into Deep Seep. It was signed by Dr. Pellew and his assstant. The next one was smilarly signed, was
dated 4th June, 2036, and stated that the patient had been revived but kept under complete sedation for
three weeks while a new trestment was tested. It was unsuccessful. The third form was dated 1st May,
2093, and was signed by a Dr. Hanson. On this occasion he was revived but unconscious for six weeks
while acomplex trestment involving micro-injections of hisbone marrow wastried, again unsuccesstully.
His eyeswent back to the date: 1st May, 2093!

The problem of Alice was solved, he thought numbly, by simple mathematics. 2017 from 2093 was
seventy-six years, and Alice had been twenty-two. His eyes began to sting and Ross hurriedly changed
to alessemoationdly loaded train of thought. The notes on his chart showed that medical science had left
him far behind; relatively, histraining was as outdated as bread poultices and bloodletting. And the
growth of hisfingernails was explaned by the periods during which he had been revived but unconscious.
He blinked a couple of times, then turned to the next form.

It was dated 17th May, 2233.

Ross could not believeit at first. He suspected amisprint or anew system of dating, until he began to
read the notes of the physician in charge. They ran to around three hundred nest, closely written words
which detailed atreatment so complex that Ross could only guess at what it had entailed. As before, he
had been revived but kept under sedation. Something had been done to him — whether it was
something injected or attached or surgically implanted he couldn't tell — which had brought about a
long-term cure, because the notes ended with aterse " Treatment successful, to be revived permanently in
75 yearsfrom thisday.”

And it wassigned by Dr. Pellew and aSister. At least, the assistant's space had been
rubber-stamped ward sister 5b, but she had forgotten to add her initials.

Ross shook his head in weary confusion. It couldn't be Pellew's signature, not after two hundred and
sixteen years. It must be a coincidence, he thought, or maybe a great-grandson. Y et he had heard
Pellew's voice — his taped voice, rather — during his awakening. Would atape recording keep for two
hundred years? Ross wasn't sure, but it might. But then there was that signature. ..

The next green form, dated 17th May, 2308, was stamped revivication halted: reprocessed at the
bottom by the Ward Sister of 5B, who was apparently either too busy or too well known to have to add
her initias. There was no doctor's signature. The next sheet was practically a carbon copy, except for the
date, which was four months later, and the last one bore the date 7th October, 2308, and was stamped
patient awakened.

Now | know the date, Rossthought, alittlewildly; if I had the right time | could set my watch!
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All a once Rossfelt so unutterably weary that he wanted to lie on the floor and deep. For a patient
just out of Deep Sleep he had been behaving stupidly indeed. Instead of afew minutes gentle exercise,



he had been stumbling about the corridor and Sitting on an uncomfortable chair, of the kind designed to
keep Night Sisters awake, for the best part of an hour. It was high time he got into bed. Perhaps hisbrain
would be able to make something out of the confused mass of data, after he got some deep.

Five minutes later Ross was between the sheets, which turned out to be of fine, woven plastic. Their
only sign of age was atendency toward yellow in places. Hetried to deep but his curiosity kept him
awake. The green folder, which he had brought aong and hidden under his pillow, lay afew inchesfrom
his hand. In those unread pages he might find the answer to everything or he might be thrown into worse
confusion. Hewas sure that the contents of the folder would do nothing to increase his peace of mind.
But Ross was beginning to be afraid again and he wanted to do everything possible to find out exactly
what he feared.

Groaning, helevered himself to one elbow, drew out the folder and began to read.

Immediately following the 508s which he had already studied there was atwo-page instructional
circular deding with the transfer of gtaff to the extension of thefive-milelevel. Thiswould be devoted to
the study of non-sterile mutations. Two Doctors and four Sisters were listed by name and therewas a
note stating that owing to the shortage of staff the cleaners would also serve as nursing orderlies and be
alowed to administer smple courses of treatment without supervison. Dated March, 2062, the circular
wassigned by Dr. Pellew.

The next five sheets dedlt primarily with the reorganization due to the shortage of staff and covered a
period of about twenty years. Apparently some of the wards were then operating with just a Sister and
two Cleaners. In addition to the cleaning and maintenance work, these people, who had once been
consdered the lowliest members of the staff, were being given increasingly responsible duties with regard
to the patients. They had become Cleanerswith a capita C, like Doctors and Sigters.

Ross's mind was bursting with questions. He turned quickly to the next page, hoping that the answers
to some of them might be there.

Two short paragraphs, in bold type and underlined, practically shouted up at him.

During the Emergency all sections shall berender ed self-contained and sdlf-sufficient.
Transfer of staff, food, medical suppliesand servomechanismsisforbidden. Penalty for
contravening thisregulation, regardless of circumstances, is exclusion from the home section.
Con-tact between sections shall be by intercommunication phone only.

All Deep Seep patientswith afavorable prognosis shall betransferred immediately to the
Non-sterile M utations section. Patientsto betransferred are...

A ligt of case numbersfollowed, Rosss being one of them.

So there had been an Emergency. Ross didn't like the sound of thet at al. His hand was shaking with
more than fatigue when he turned that page over.

Therefollowed four closaly typed pages which were the minutes of amesting held by al the medical
staff of the section, dated 6th July, 2071, Dr. Hanson presiding. Under discussion were the new
techniquesfor treating patients while actudly in the Deep Sleep state. The only drawback wasthat the
new treatment required many decades to effect acure, and, with the exception of Dr. Hanson, who had
been born in the section, al the Doctors were men in their sixties. They were therefore faced with the
problem of reviving nearly thirty Deep Sleep patientsin fifty-odd years|ater, & which time they
themsalves would have long since been dead.

The only possible answer was for the Doctors to go into suspended animation aso until the time when

their patients were due to be revived. However, at least one Doctor would have to remain awake to
supervise and to continue with some of the more promising lines of research, which, if they were lucky,



might result in curesfor al of their sugpended patients. A timetable of twenty years adeep and two
awake was suggested, with athree-month overlap to alow the newly awakened Doctor to take over the
reins. Being the youngest of the group, Dr. Hanson asked that his waking term be extended to five years,
as he was working on aline which might produce a cure for the heart condition which had forced their
previous director to undergo suspended animation. They must agreethat if Dr. Pellew could be cured
and revived, his help would be invaduable. Mention was made of the psychologica dangers present in the
scheme, and methods suggested for guarding against them, and the report ended with discussion of the
staff problem. It was decided to give Cleaners more responsibility and alow the Ward Sigterstheright to
diagnose, treat and perform limited surgery.

Staring unseeingly at the page, which wasthe last one, Ross thought, And so endeth the first lesson.
For that was what it had been. Unbalanced, over-short, composed of medical charts and instructional
circulars, but witha ahistory lesson designed to help him fit into a strange present.

Something caught in histhroat as he thought of those wonderful old men, forced by their short life
expectancy to spread out their remaining yearsto carry the torch of their knowledge across two
centuries, in arelay race againg time. And young Hanson had been successful, because the circular was
dated 2071 and Dr. Pellew had signed one of his 508 formsin 2233.

Suddenly he began to fedl the stirrings of hope. A wild, exciting and purdly selfish hope. The record
had made no reference to nursing staff, but presumably they would have had to go into Deep Sleep aso.
Suppose one of themwasAlice...

Thelightswent out.

His brain froze in mid-thought and the cold sweet broke on hisforehead, hands and at the smal of his
back. Without knowing why exactly, Rosswasterrified. In vain hetried to tell himslf that the lights had
gone out to let him deep, that there was nothing frightening about that. But this darkness was absolute, a
negation of light which was possible only when al power has gone five miles underground. Ross had |eft
his room door open in the hope that anyone passing would notice and maybe call in; it wasjust asdark in
the corridor. Thefolder did to thefloor and he lay motionless, his heart banging deafeningly in hisears
and teeth jammed together to keep them from chattering.

Then, above the rlative din of hisracing pulse, he heard movements from the corridor outside.

It was a s0oft, regular, thumping sound accompanied by a gentle sighing. Outside his door it stopped
briefly, then grew louder asit entered hisroom. Ross strained his eyes desperately into the blackness,
trying to give shape and substance to the blotchy retind images which did about in the darkness. Thefaint
sighing and thumping seemed to be moving about the center of the room, and he could hear some small
objects being lifted or laid down, quietly. The sounds were quiet but, somehow, not stealthy. Whoever
was making them knew what he was doing, and could see very well in the dark. Undoubtedly they could
see him. Any second now they would come over to hisbed...

"Who... who'sthere?' said Ross.

"Ward Sigter," replied avoice out of the blackness, a pleasant, impersond and unmistakably feminine
voice. "You are doing fine, Mr. Ross. Now go to deep.”

The sounds moved toward the door without approaching his bed and began to fade aong the
corridor. The door leading onto the ramp did open and closed, and afew seconds later the lights blinded
him.

Rosslay back and shielded his eyes until they became used to the lights again. Four self-heating food
containers had been placed beside Beethoven, but otherwise nothing had changed in the room. He pulled
the sheets up to his chin and relaxed for the first time since hisrevivication. Weariness made hismind
work dowly, but the menta processes were clear and logical. At last he was beginning to make sense out
of the mad puzzle facing him, and the Sister who had visited him in complete darkness was the key
incident, he thought.



Beethoven, his case history, a Sster who could see extremely well in pitch-blackness...

The most urgent problem when Ross had gone into Deep Sleep had been the sharply declining
birthrate, and according to the contents of the folder the problem had worsened steadily. Staff shortage
was mentioned on every page. Human life had become arare and precious thing — so rare, perhaps,
and so very precious, that the meaning of the word had widened somewhat. Devoted to the study of
non-sterile mutations... Rossthought. That might explain Sister's extraordinary eyesight, and her visit
under acloak of darkness. They didn't want to shock him, possibly risk driving him insane, by
confronting him too suddenly with what the human race had become. That had to be the answer. They
were bresking it to him gently, giving information by indirect means, even to the extent of supervising his
revivication at adistance.

Ross thought that he was prepared for the shocks now. He probably wouldn't like them, but he
wouldn't beterrified or disgusted by them. And if things got tough he could dways console himself with
the reminder that there were afew red, old-time human beings il in suspended animation. One of them
might even be Alice.

The one piece of the puzzle which did not fit histheory was the nightmares. There had been two of
them, amost identical, and he till had the conviction that they had occurred after, or at least during, the
process of awakening. Thick metal bars pressing down on his head, chest, abdomen and legs. Others
crushing hisarmsinto his sides, jamming hislegstogether, threatening to squeeze in the sdes of his skull.
Fighting to escape that vicious, inexorable pressure, struggling desperately to see, to move, to breathe.
But he could not see, he could only fedl and hear: the savage construction of uncaring metal, and an
irregular ticking sound...

Until that gap in the picture wasfilled, Ross thought, he would fed very uncomfortable about going to
deep. He was uneasily wondering who had introduced an Iron Maiden into the hospital when deep
sneaked up on him.

4

Ross awoke hungry. Hisfirst act was to remedy that condition, and he was lucky in that only one of
the four food containers had spoiled. Whilethe air conditioner was dispersing the stench of
two-hundred-year-old soup, he moved across to his clothes locker and began to dress. His next action
must be to go out and find somebody, the Doctor in charge, Sister, anybody, and while the sight of his
unclothed body was unlikely to shock any member of the hospitd staff, having afew clothes around him
would boost hismorale considerably.

He hadn't realized just how few clothes that would be.

His socks and underwear fell gpart when hetried to get into them, his shirt had gone brittle and
cracked when he forced hishead into it, and the elastic in his shoes had ceased to be. The dackswerein
good condition — they were al wool and had been rather an extravagance in aday of largely synthetic
clothing — but his belt cameto piecesin hishands. And his hips had shrunk so much that they refused to
hold them up. Ross swore, feding ridiculous.

One of the other lockers contained the woven plastic sheets, he discovered after abrief search. He
opened out one of them and began to work at the middie of it with histeeth until he had a hole that he
could get hisfingersinto. The stuff wasn't easy to tear. When the hole was big enough he put his head
through it and let the sheet fall down around his shoulders. It came dmost to his knees. Working hisarms
free, hetore one of the pillow coveringsinto strips, tied one around his waist and made two othersinto
figure-eight bandages which held the shoes on hisfeet. In the locker mirror the effect wasn't too bad, he
thought, but it needed something. A turban, maybe, or achaplet of laurdl leaves?

Ross made aface a himsalf, snarled, "Y ou look horrible in white," and headed for the corridor.
Thistime he was able to walk without holding on to the wall. But when he began to ascend the ramp



at the end of the corridor, dizziness overtook him and he began to gray out. He redlized that he must il
be terribly weak and that if he was going to get anywhere a all he would haveto takeit in easy stages.
Climbing dowly, sometimes on hands and knees, Ross ascended to the next level.

Hefound himsdf in along, brightly lit corridor with a T-junction at the other end. Everything in sight
was shining, asepticaly clean. Matron must be the strict type, he thought, and hoped that he did not
encounter her first. But there were no signs of life or movement about and the only sound wasthat of his
own breathing. Ross moved forward and began trying doors.

By the time he reached the intersection he was both bewildered and uneasy. Many of the doors had
opened into small wards and rooms like his own. There could have been agood reason for their being
dark and unoccupied, but some of them should have contained members of the staff, or at least shown
sgns of recent use. The diet kitchens, for instance, the power rooms, or the Sisters and Cleaners
quarters. Those living quarters bothered Ross. He could not say for sure, because he had been seeing
only by reflected light from the corridor, but those rooms had seemed to be large, featureless boxes
which were completely devoid of furniture, fittings and persona decoration. Y et everything he saw was
s0 clean. Somebody was responsible for the spotless condition of the place, but who and where? The
wholething wasridiculous!

Maybe they were playing hide and seek, Ross thought wildly; if so, hewas getting tired of the game,
tired of being "it"...
"Come out, come out!" Ross yelled at the top of hisvoice, "Wherever you are!" They came out.

They werelong cylindrical objects mounted on four padded whedls, possessing at least ten thick,
multi-jointed metal arms and various other projections of unknown function. Asthey rolled steedily
toward him, Ross knew with aterrible certainty that what he was seeing was his nightmare — multiplied
by twenty. There was amost ascore of the things coming at him from the left-hand fork of the corridor.
Thelights gleamed off their shiny metal sdes and folded arms. He could see that each had adouble lens
arrangement mounted verticaly atop a short, headless neck. The upper lensrotated dowly; the lower
was directed forward. They advanced without a sound. Ross wanted to run, but hisbrain seemed to
have gotten its signals crossed. All he could do was tremble and swest, until...

"Qur previous ingtructions were to conced ourselves until after you had spent sometimein Dr.
Pdlew'sroom,” said aquiet, female voice behind him, "and we were warned that to do otherwise might
result in severe psychologica disturbance to yoursdf. Thewording of your last order, however, issuch
that it overrides our previousingructions.”

Rossturned around, dowly. Thething behind him was alarge, erect ovoid mounted on three whedls
and surmounted by one fixed and one swiveling eyepiece. There were no arms but the smooth, egglike
body showed the outlines of severa panels which might open to reveal anything. Clamped to one of the
whed srutswas alarge square box with a.cable running from it to the main body. It gave theimpression
of having been stuck on as an afterthought. One of itswheels had aworn tread which emitted afaint
sighing sound asit moved toward him. Ross thought of dodging around it and running — or trying to run;
he felt amost too weak to stand now — for the ramp, but behind the egg there were more cylinders
coming fad.

With his head jerking from side to side Ross watched them roll up to within ayard of him and stop.
The rotating lenses turned dowly; the stationary ones were fixed on him.

After several unsuccesstul tries Ross made histongue work. He said, "What. .. what isdl this?'

The cylinders began to tick like runaway clocks and then the egg spoke again. It said, "The question,
requiring asit does complete and detailed knowledge of astronomy, anthropology, cybernetics, evolution,
meass psychology, metalurgy, medicine, nuclear physics aswel as other sciences about which | have no
data, is beyond the scope of an eectronic brain. For your information, sir, when asking questions or
giving ordersto arobot the wording must be detailed and non-ambiguous.”



So they were only robots who could answer questions— simple questions — and obey orders. Ross
began to rdlax. Hisfirst thought wasto tell them al to get to blazes out of his sight, but then he decided
that that, also, might be too confusing for them. He considered for amoment, then said timidly, "Go back
to whatever you were doing before | called you."

They dl began to move away, including the egg-shaped one. Ross caled, "Not you. Wait. Y our voice
isfamiliar — are you the one who cameinto my room last night?'

"Yes gr."
"But I'd thought... the mutations..." Ross sammered. "What happened to the mutants?”’
"They are dead, Sir. The research was discontinued before | was programmed.”

Ross shook his head. He had been expecting mutants and had found robots instead. In away he
ought to have expected something like this, because the trend had been well developed evenin histime.
Full-scale automation spreading from the factoriesinto the homes, guardian robots for smal children—
there had even been talk of arobot barber. But in hiswildest moments Ross would never have thought of
them turning one loose in a hospital. Ross had to check an urge to revise his picture of what had
happened while hewas in Deep Sleep, because the revision would be based on incomplete data and
would probably be aswide of the truth asthe last one. Horrible mutations working under a cloak of
darkness, indeed! He decided not to jump to any conclusonsat al until he had been to Dr. Pellew's
quarters.

Matching pace with Rosss weary shuffle, the robot led him through a series of short corridors, up
another ramp for two levels, then into what appeared to be the administration and maintenance section.
Ross wasfeding quite pleased with himself. He had had a horde of robots sprung on him without warning
only minutes ago, and now he was taking to one of them, dmost naturally. Such powers of adaptability,
he thought, were something to be proud of.

He kept the conversation smple, of course, and confined mainly to short, direct questions regarding
the rooms or machinery they passed. To some of the smple questions the robot gave concise and
detailed answers, and occasiondly he received areply of "I'm sorry, sir, | have not been programmed
with dataon thissubject..."

At one point Ross broke off to ask, "Why do you keep calling me'sir' when you know my name?”

Therobot ticked quietly to itself for afew seconds, and Ross went over the question again in hismind
to seeif it might sound ambiguous. It didn't, so he repeated the question aoud.

Theticking dowed and stopped. "A Ward Sister of my type has two choices of behavior toward
human beings," the robot said in its pleasant, feminine voice. "Toward patientswe are friendly but
authoritative, because we are better qudified to know what will and will not benefit them, and surnames
prefixed by 'Mr." are used. When a human being is mobile and shows no marked signs of physical
malfunction wetreat him as our superior. The choice was difficult in your case.”

"Between amobile Boss and a bedridden patient,” said Ross drily, "and | was amobile patient.”

"Asmy superior,” the robot went on, "you are not required to give reasons for your misuse and
damaging of ward bed linen."

Ross began to laugh softly. Sisterswere dl the same, he thought; even the mechanica oneswere
inclined to fuss. Hewas Htill laughing when they reached Dr. Pellew's room.

It was much smdller than the quarters Pellew had once occupied, but it contained the same chairs,
desk and bookcase. The only items missing were Beethoven and the thin, irascible person of Pellew
himsalf. A heavy ledger lay exactly centered on the desk with an empty ashiray on one sde and an
adjustable caendar on the other. Pellew had been anotorioudy untidy man, Ross knew, so this
uncharacteristic neatness must be due to the cleaning robots while Pellew wasin Deep Segp. Knowing
that the Doctor was not in a position to object, Ross sat at the desk and opened the ledger.



It wasadiary, morethan half filled with Pellew's odd, backward-leaning scrawl.

Before he settled down to reading it, the caution of alowly student who was making free with his
superior's holy of holies prompted a question.

"Who isthe Doctor in charge at the moment?' Ross asked. "Who's awake, | mean.”
"You, gr," said the robot.
"Mée But..."

He had been about to say that he wasn't qualified, that another two years of study would elapse
before, if hewaslucky, he could tack "Dr." in front of his name. But there was astaff shortage, so much
so that they must have been forced to awaken studentsto fill in for qualified doctors. The ledger would
probably tell him why.

"Have you any ingructions, Sir?' said the robot.

Rosstried to think like a Doctor in charge. He hemmed a couple of times, then said, "Regarding the
patients, none at present. But I'm hungry — will you get me something to eat?"

Therobot ticked a him.
"l want food," said Ross, making it smple and non-ambiguous. The robot |ft.
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Thefirst Six pages of the diary were heavy going, not only because they dedt mainly with details of
adminigtration in Pellew's dmost unreadable writing, but because they were dated only afew months
after Ross had goneinto Deep Slegp and so contained no information likely to help in his present
Stuation. He began chesting alittle, skipping five, seven, twenty pages ahead. He read:

Communications ceased with Section F two hours ago and we have not been able to raise the others
for over aweek. For purposes of morale | have suggested that this may be due to broken lines caused
by the earth tremors, which have been felt even down here. | have ordered the maintenance robots to
dot heavy metal girders across the elevator shaft so asto make it impossible for anyone to take the cage
up. Thereare still afew shortsighted, quixotic fools who want to form arescue party ...

Ross remembered an ingructiond circular from last night which had begun, " During the Emergency
..." Apparently this part of the diary dedlt with that Emergency, but he had skipped too far ahead. He
was turning the pages back dowly when the robot arrived with six food cans.

He opened one and set it on the empty ashtray so as not to mark Pellew's desk. When he went back
to the ledger the large, Htiff pages had risen up and rolled past his place. Rossinserted hisfinger and
flattened a page a random. It said:

| took Courtland out of hibernation last week. In his present condition he will live only afew months
s0 | have asgood askilled him. The fact that he hastold me severa timesthat he doesn't mind only
makes me fedl worse— his bravery pointing up my cowardice. But | need help, and he was one of the
best cyberneticists of histime. He isworking on amodification of our Mark 5 Ward Sistersfor me.

| wanted arobot with judgment and initiative and the Mark 5B seemsto have those qudities.
Courtland ingststhat it hasn', that he has merdly increased its data-storage capacity, increased its ability
to cross-index this memory data, and made some other changes which | can't begin to understand. It
does NOT have a sense of humor, but only gives thisimpression because it takes everything it istold
literdly. Despite dl he says, Courtland is very proud of this new robot — he callsit Bea— and saysthat
if he had proper facilities, or even afew more months of life, he could do greet things.



I think he has done gresat things areaedy. If only Ross can carry on. It will be his problem soon.

Rossfelt his scalp begin to prickle. Seeing his own name staring up at him had been a shock, but
what was the problem mentioned?

"How long since you talked to Dr. Pellew?" he asked the robot suddenly.

"Twenty-three years and fifteen days, gr."

"Oh, aslong ago asthat. When is he due to be awakened?

The robot began to tick.

"That isasmple question!" began Ross angrily, then stopped. Maybe it wasn't asmple question,
maybe... "Is Pellew dead?'

"Yes, gar."

Ross swallowed. He said, "How many, both patients and staff, are left?

"One, gr. You."

He had been hungry and had meant to egt. Ross began spooning the contents of the food can into his
mouth, trying to pretend that it had not happened. Or maybe these were the blind involuntary movements
of abody which has died and does not yet redlize it. Pellew was dead, Alice was dead, Hanson,
everyone. Claustrophobiawas something which normally had not bothered Ross, but now suddenly he
wanted out. Everyone he knew — and so far as his mind was concerned, he had known and spoken to
them only two days ago — was dead and buried, most of them for hundreds of years. The hospital had
become avadt, shining tomb staffed by metd ghouls, and hewas buried in it. He was suddenly conscious
of five miles of earth pressing down on him. But hewas divel He wanted out!

Rossdid not redlize that he had been shouting until the robot said, "Dr. Pellew told me that you might
behavein anon-logica manner a thistime. He said to tell you that the future of the human race might
depend on what you do in the next few years, and not to do anything stupid in thefirst few hours.”

"How can | get out?' said Ross savagdly.

A human being would have avoided the question or smply refused to reply, but the Ward Sister was
arobot and had no choice in the matter. Even so, whileit was giving the information requested it
managed to insert atruly fantastic number of objectionsto hisgoing. The eevator shaft was blocked,
there was danger of contamination and the robot's basic programming forbadeit to alow Rossto

endanger himsdf ...

"Do you know what going mad is?' said Ross, in avoice he didn't recognize as hisown. "Have you
had experience of mentd ingtability in humans?'

IIY$’ s'r.ll

"Itisagaingt your programming to force me, by your inaction, into that state?"
"Yes gr."

"Then get meto the surface!™

It took three hours.

The Ward Sigter ticked alot and generdly got into the nearest approach that a machine could manage
to atizzy. Clearing the elevator shafts— there were five dtogether — required the help of heavy
maintenance robots and these had been put into a state of low aert two centuries ago and would respond



only to direct orders from ahuman being. But they weren't nearly so bright asthe Sister type and, whilea
single word was enough to set them in motion, it required a great many words to make them understand
what he wanted. And the Ward Sigter refused to let him into the cage until afull load of Cleaners had
tested it first. These delays, by forcing him to think coherently, had adiluting effect on hisorigind fedling
of panic, but even he knew that his actions were not those of a sane man.

During the waiting periods between ascents he read parts of the ledger, and now knew what the
Emergency had been. A war. According to Pellew it had lasted five months and had been fought to the
bitter end by opposing automatic devices, because after the first week no human being could have
survived on the surface. ..

Rosswanted out. Desperately, he wanted away from the unhuman attentions of robots and the serile
death of thewards. He did not expect to find living people on the surface, but he would settle for living
things. Trees, insects, grass, weeds. And asky with cloudsand asuninit and cold, natural air on his
face. He didn't think there would be any survivors, but he never stopped hoping...

Each leg of thejourney upward was the same. With the Ward Sister at his heels he would stumble out
of the cage, yelling for arobot native to the section. When one appeared, invariably another Sister, he
would ask, "How many human beingsdivein this section?' When the inevitable reply came back he
would pause only briefly, then say, "Where are your maintenance robots?' Within minutes he would be
surrounded by amechanical menagerie of repair and congtruction robots, dl ticking a him or asking for
clarification of their ingructionsin voices that were so human that it made Rosss flesh creep. Eventudly
they would be made to clear the way up to the next section.

Once he cameto alevel which he recognized as being the lowest section of the hospital of his
pre-Seep days. In this section the dust of centurieslay like gray snow in the corridors and the robots he
summoned became the centers of choking, blinding dust storms.

Thefirgt level, which wasless than one hundred feet beneath the surface, was ashambles. Lighting,
elevators, even the native robots were so much wreckage. Great, gaping cracks grew acrosswalls and
ceiling like jagged vines and there had been many cave-ins. But there was also atunnel, doping upward
steeply and with afuzzy patch of gray light showing at its other end. In the robot's spotlight Ross could
not tell whether the people of thislevel had dug their way out before they died or someone had dug down
in an atempt to escape the holocaust above. He began climbing franticdly, the Sister — whose three
whedswere not suited to such arough surface— falling dowly behind him.

He had to rest once, lying face downward on a dope of loose earth, rock and what looked like
pieces of fused glass. Therewas a peculiar tang in the air which hisnose, till inflamed by dust, refused to
identify. With thelip of thetunnel only afew yards ahead, the dull, gray light wasdl around him. Ross
thought that it wasjust hisluck to pick dusk, or shortly after dawn, as histimeto climb out. After afew
minutes he pushed himself to hisfeet and began, wobbling and diding, to run.

Rosslooked dowly around him while the dark gray fog drove past, blackening hisarms and clothing
as hewatched. To thelimit of visibility, which was about fifty yards, the ground was dark gray and black
— the smooth, shiny black of partly melted rock and the sooty gray of finely divided ash. The ash swirled
and drifted from trough to trough in that frozen ocean of glass, or eddied upward to become the dry fog
blowing past him. The sun was high in the sky, adull red smudge with an enormous ring around it, and
the sound of waves reached him from the half-mile-distant beach.

He had done alot of swimming on that beach, aone, with other students, with Alice. Yéeling and
floundering and splashing for hours on end; "playing” was the only word which described that activity.
And the sea had played, too — atrifle roughly, at times, consdering thet it was the vast, dl-powerful
mother of life on the planet and one of her most recent offspring was giving her cheek.

Ross began moving toward the beach. His brain seemed to be frozen with shock, because no time
elapsed between the decison to go and hisarrival.



The sun was abrighter red and vishility was up to half amile— the breeze blowing in from the sea
wasrelaively free of ash. But the greet rollers which marched in were mountains of ink, and when they
broke and roared, foaming, up the beach, the foam was dirty and left streaks of black and gray on the
sand. Thetida poolswere aswarm and as numerous as he remembered, but al werelined by athin film
of black and nothing moved in them. There was no seaweed, no evidence of the green scum which
collectsin stagnant pools, nothing inside the most recently washed up seashdlls.

They had killed the sea, too.

Ross sat down on arock which had been smoothed by the seaand given amirror polish by thetiny
sun which had come into being here, for asplit second, over a century ago. He sat for along time. It
began to rain and the ash clouds which had obscured his view inland settled to the ground, disclosing a
line of robots coming over the shoulder of the hill containing the tunnel mouth. He watched them for
severd minutes, wondering whether he should take off hisridiculoustogaand divefor thelast timeinto
the breakers. But Ross was against suicide on principle. The world had ended, he was probably the last
living human being, and the future held nothing but loneliness or madness. So it couldn't be hope which
made him sit motionless while the dirty gray foam beckoned, for that had become a meaninglessword.
Perhaps it was because Ross was only twenty-two.

When the robots arrived and performed a neat encircling movement, the Ward Sister said, ™Y ou must
return to bed, Mr. Ross." Seconds later a Cleaner lay hisweakly resisting body aong its back, pinioned
him with five sets of metal arms and rolled back toward the tunnel mouth.

It took Ross several minutes to redize that he had undergone a change of status. The Ward Sigter, it
appeared, had heard him coughing in the ash-filled air at the mouth of the tunndl, had noted the many cuts
and grazes on hands and legs he had acquired during the climb, and these, taken together with his
somewhat abnormal recent activities, had caused the robot to react in accordance with itsbasic
programming. He was no longer aDoctor in charge called "sir,” but apatient called "Mr. Ross." And
patients did what Ward Sister told them to do, not the other way around.

He was confined to bed for seventeen days.
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Until each tiny cut was healed and the last square centimeter of scab dropped away, Rosss every
order wasignored. When sheer impatience made him abusive, that also wasignored, aswere most of his
thregts.

The one threat which was not ignored occurred on the second day. Ross had been throwing a
tantrum over not being dlowed to exercise for afew hours every day. He had ended by observing, at the
top of hisvoice, that such an inhuman confinement was likely to drive him around the bend, that it could
very wdl force himinto taking hislife, perhaps, through sheer boredom. To thisthe robot had replied that
physica examination showed he wasin a severely weakened state, due to both recent revivication and
his too-exhausting trip to the surface, and that prolonged rest wasindicated. Also, since the danger of
Rosssinjuring himsdlf had been mentioned as a possibility — the chief reasons cited being loneliness and
boredom, two conditions not likely to improve — it was the Ward Sister's duty to guard him againgt this
danger for therest of hislife.

Just then Ross did not want to think of the future. He wanted to chat about unimportant things such as
how he should have hishair cut and why someitems of his clothing had deteriorated while others had not.
But Ward Sisters were supposed to be too busy to chat with patients while on duty, and Ross was now
apatient. Three or four timesaday he received afew words of encouragement, and that was al.

Ross did not like the pictures he saw when he closed his eyes, so he kept them open asmuch as
possible, staring at the celling, moving them dowly around the room, or squinting &t the
three-inches-distant bed sheet in an effort to resolve its weave. But the ceiling was white and free from



discoloration, the room'sfittings were bright, angular and cast no shadows, and trying to make hiseyes
behave like a microscope only gave him a headache. There were no angles or shadows or tricks of light
on which hismind could build the nice, harmless pictures which would kegp him from dwelling on his
present terrifying position, and so he would be forced to look at the robot.

A smooth, upright ovoid with one fixed and one rotating eyepiece, and to Rosss mind acybernetic
miracle by virtue of its compactnessdone. A servant, guardian and trained nurse, placed in this position
of respong bility because of ashortage of human nurses, which had later become a shortage of human

beings...
At that point the pictureswhich he did not want to see would come, whether his eyes were closed or
not.

Pictures of Alicein crisp blue and white, serious, dedicated, untouchable. With her short hair,
unplucked eyebrows and thin lips, her face had resembled that of a studious young boy. When he had
discovered that she was neither unapproachable nor untouchable — toward himsdlf, anyway — he had
oncetold her that she looked like aboy. They had been swimming and Alice's dark brown hair was
plastered tightly against her scalp, increasing the resemblance. A smal, wet, feminine hand had made
contact with his dripping back in adap which stung, in memory, even now, and he had had to add a
hasty qudifier to the effect that he meant from the neck up. Strangely enough, it had been later in that
same day that he discovered that her lips were not thin, that they only seemed that way because she
habitually kept them pressed together. Alice worried alot, about examinations, her patients, about many
trivia things which aless dedicated type would have ignored. She had very nicelips.

Pictures of Alice stretched on the sand behind the low rock which sheltered them from the wind, the
heet of the sun covering them like atoo-warm blanket. It was apicturein five sensuad dimensions. the
warm, damp smell as the sun blotted up the last remaining seawater from swimsuit and hair; the sengitive,
tanned face looking up into hiswith eyes which seemed to grow larger and softer until he could see
nothing ese; then the kisswhich, no matter how long, never lasted long enough; sometimesthen she
would sigh and murmur softly to him — but he rarely heard what she said, becausethe silly girl kept
playing with his ears every time she tried to tell him something. They would kiss again and the emotiona
gaerising within him, theroaring in his ears and the mounting thunder of his pulse, would amaost drown
the dower thunder of the breakers, the great dead, filthy breakerswhich till crashed against ablack and
lifdessbeach. ..

No matter how hard hetried to avoid it, hismind always dipped back into the same pit of despair.
Unitil thismoment "loneliness’ had been aword with only ashadow of meaning. Until now nobody hed
known the crushing sense of loss and grief of aman whose loved ones, friends and everyone else have
been taken away to leave him alone on adead world. The fact that, by his own subjective time, only
three or four days had gone by since Alice had kissed him atearful good night and Pellew had growled
his best wishes, and Rosss world had contained a crowded hospital which was part of acivilization
covering aplanet whose every square yard had teemed with life of some sort, made hislossthat much
moreterrible.

Many times Ross wanted to die. But he was too young and hedlthy to die of grief, and any more
positive approach to dying would certainly be checked by the Sister. And so hisdespair found itslowest
point and, because the only way to go from there was up, it began to recede. Not that he felt hope or
anything likeit; it was Smply an acceptance of his present circumstances and the feding that perhaps he
should look more closdly into them before he made amore determined effort to end it al. After dl, he
had a hospital, hundreds of robots and he didn't know what €l se at his disposal and taking stock seemed
like agood idea. Besides, it would keep his mind occupied.

At about the same time Ross made this decision he discovered that while the robot continued to
ignore dl hisorders and/or invective, it would accede to reasonabl e requests of the type which
convalescent patients could be expected to make. The Ward Sister did not forbid him to read.



The first book Ross asked for was, of course, Pellew's diary. He read it through carefully from
beginning to end, then reread it in conjunction with the green folder. Now he knew exactly what had
happened to the hospital, and when. Pellew had begun his diary asthe usua personal record of events,
but toward the end it became a series of orders and suggestions directed toward Ross himsdlf, when the
doctor had realized that he waslikely to be the only survivor with medica training.

Ross requested books which Dr. Pellew had suggested he study. Works on genetics for the most
part, which must have been heavy going even for the good Doctor. For his own information he asked for
books on robotics, and one of them turned out to be a popul arization which he could just barely
understand. He a so began to make plans for the time when the Sister would stop cdling him "Mr. Ross.”

Then one "morning” when the lights had come on after his eight-hour deep period the robot placed
three food cans beside him and asked, "Have you any ingtructions, Sir?"

Ross said yes with quite unnecessary force, and while he was struggling into afresh toga he began
issuing orders. Some of them, he feared, were pretty tall orders. First, he wanted the case histories of the
people who had died between the time of Pellew's death and his own awakening. He was not hopeful of
finding survivorsin Deep Sleep, because the Sister had stated that there were none. But Pellew's diary
had said that Ross was the only survivor with medicd training, which implied that there must be other
survivors without training, and he wanted that point cleared up. Second, he asked for acensusto be
made of al the operable or repairable robots in the hospital, their numbers, types, relative intelligence and
specidties. Any who had been placed in astate of low aert by humans prior to their deaths were to be
reectivated. Third, he wanted areport on the water, food and power supply position.

Ross paused. From hisreading he knew that the Sister had been relaying hisinstructions as he had
spoken them to the other robotsin thisleve, who, because Sister's transmitter could not punch asignal
through amile of solid rock, would relay them physically to the higher levels.

He took a deep breath and went on: ™Y ou will detail cleaning and maintenance robotsto repair and
clear the damaged upper levels, including where necessary e evators and communication circuits. And |
want asmall area of the surface cleared of ash and soil samplestaken at one-foot intervalsto a depth of
twenty feet. I'll require samples of the air and seawater aswell."

Ross hesitated, then asked, "Does your training, | mean programming, enable you to do an air or il
andyss?'

"No, gr," the Sister replied, "but there are Pathology Sisters capable of doing s0.”

"Very well, put themontoit..."

He broke off asa Cleaner rolled in, deposited asmal pile of folders beside him and began making his
bed. The notes Ross had made while lying down were knocked to the floor, and the robot picked them
up and thrust them into its built-in wastepaper basket.

"l want those back!" said Ross angrily. When the sheets had been returned, dightly crumpled, he
added, "I'll do my own tidying up from now on. No Cleaners are to come here unless | send for them.”

When the robot had gone Ross |ooked through the case historiesit had brought. There were five of
them, dl relating to patients suffering from conditionswhich in histime had been consdered fatd. Like
him, their 508 forms bore the words TREATMENT SUCCESSFUL, TO BE REVIVED
PERMANENTLY IN YEARSFROM THIS DATE — the number of yearsranged from
forty to seventy-five. Unlike hisown, they were al stamped died during revivication, and in dl casesthe
attending physician was down as Ward Sigter 5B. In spite of himself, Ross shivered. For thefirst time
snce meeting the robots on the day after hisawakening, hefelt afraid of them.

"Why did these patients die?’ he said, as steadlily as he could manage. "Tell me the exact
circumstances.”

The Sigter ticked a couple of times, then said briskly, "Dr. Pellew's orders were to awaken all Deep




Seep patients when their revivication was due, and he did not cancel or modify these orders prior to his
death. We therefore revived dl patients asthey fell due, using robot assistance. Specificdly, | attended to
the revivication while two Cleaners restrained the patients so that they would not injure themsdves by
moving too suddenly or too soon. On awakening the patients displayed extreme agitation and tried to
break free of the robot arms which were holding them immobile. Their struggles were of sufficient
violenceto causeinternd damage from which they subsequently died.”

Remembering his nightmaresin which the thin, metal arms of cleaning robots had gripped his ches,
head and arms, Ross could understand the extreme agitation of those patients. He knew now that they
had been trying to keep him from injuring himsdlf, but then he had been convinced that something was
intent on crushing thelife out of him. But at the thought of those five patients dying like thet, patients over
whom Doctorslike Pellew and Hanson had labored for so long to cure and preserve so that their race
might go on, Ross gritted histeeth. With five people — three of them had been femae— and amost
unlimited robot labor, much might have been accomplished. In time they might havefilled these echoing,
empty wards, might have spread to the surface and begun filling the world again. Before that happened
Rosswould have had to work himself to deeth, probably, bringing children into the world, anxioudy
guarding the hedlth of itstiny population, coordinating human and robot effort and generaly behaving like
afrantic mother hen — that was what Pellew had had in mind for him, according to one of the last entries
inthediary. It might not have been an entirely pleasant future, but Purpose would have obliterated
Despair and loneliness would have again become aword which had only a shadow of meaning.

"Y ou stupid, blundering machine!" he raged suddenly. "Didn't you know they were long-term patients,
from the prerobot era, and bound to be frightened by such an awakening? And why did you go on
reviving them, letting them die, killing them! After thefirst patient died you should have tried —"

"My previous experience had been with short-term patients who showed no surprise at their
awakening being supervised by arobot," the Sster brokein. "And Dr. Pellew had promised to issue
ingructions regarding the six long-term patients, but he died before doing so. There are three possible
reasons for his neglecting to do so: that he did not know what ingtructionsto give; that heintended living
through until thefirst patient was due and awakening him personally, because he had stated severd times
to methat hewas avery londy man; or that he knew what ordersto give but smply forgot to give them,
he being very old at that time and tending to forget things..."

"He wasn't doddering,” said Rossangrily. "I'veread hisdiary | know,"

"... But we had definite instructions to awaken these patients,” the Sister continued, asif he hadn't
spoken, "and had therefore no choice but to do so. This despite the fact that our basic functionisto serve
man and save men'slives. We kept reviving the patientsin the hope that some of them would survive the
process, but none did. Then we came to you and were faced with adilemma

"Toarobot," it went on, "alowing ahuman to remain in Deep Seep forever isthe same asalowing
him to die, and bringing one out of Deegp Seep was the same askilling him. And if wekilled you, who
werethe last man, we would both fail in our purpose of saving human lives and at the same time remove
our other reason for existence. We could not serve Man if there were no human beings left. That was
why, when we commenced revivication on you and you began to display the same symptoms of
increasing menta distress and violent muscular activity as had the others, | halted the process and
returned you to Deep Sleep. Inthis| exceeded my ingtructions, but it seemed the only way possible a
thetimeof not killing you..."

The Ward Sister became technical at that point asit went into details of conferences with various
repair robots. Asthe most intelligent single robot in the hospital — the last modification produced by the
great cyberneticist Courtland — the responsibility for solving the dilemma naturdly fell onit. Its purpose
in going to the repair robots was to have them try various modifications and extensions of its memory
banks in the hope of emulating the creetive or intuitive thinking used by humansin order to solvethe
problem. Whether the resultant modifications helped or not the Ward Sister had no way of knowing, but



after severd months and another halted revivication had passed, a new method of attacking the problem
suggedted itsdf. ..

'For asuccessful awakening | needed at least one human being in attendance,” the robot continued in
itsbrisk, feminine voice, "and by bresking down the function of the human during such atimeinto
separate parts, converting the large problem into several small ones, | arrived at the solution. The human
had to be seen, heard and had to assist the patient physically to do some gentle exercise. | knew of one
of Dr. Pdlew's ornaments which resembled a human being, and could be painted to increase that
resemblance. | had access to tapes containing Dr. Pellew's voice, which were edited to fit the Situation,
and the exercise was provided by causing you to go into the corridor for your file, which aso began the
process of reorientation. It remained only for usto keep out of sght until you understood what had
happened while you were in Deep Sleep, which was supposed to be after your reading of Dr. Pellew's
diary. Instead, you ordered usto come out —"

"You've donevery well," said Ross heavily. "Mr. Courtland would be proud of you."

"Thank you, Sr."

"But you shouldn't have bothered.”

The Sister began ticking at him.

Ross turned suddenly and strode out of the room, along the corridor and up the doping ramp until he
came to a compartment with maintenance on the door. With the Sgter trailing afew yards behind, he

entered and began searching the tool lockers until he found along-handled wrench, which weighed about
eight pounds and was over two feet long.

"l want you to do something for me," Rosssaid inamild voice. "l want you to stand till." Then he
swvung the wrench againgt the robot's smooth metal casing with al his strength.

The blow landed with a shock which jarred him to his hedls and a crash which was the loudest noise
he had heard since awakening. It battered in one of the flush pandls, bludgeoning through the mass of
delicate surgica and medica gadgetry undernegth. From the wound multicolored blood spurted as
underlying drug containers shattered, and three syringes on extensible arms sprang out and sagged
downward. Ross svung again.

The second blow caused only a shallow dent, because the robot had moved away, and the third one
missed entirely.

"Stand il said Rossthickly, raising hismetal club again and aming for the robot's lenses. One of
those last five patients had been a nineteen-year-old girl. An eye for an eye, he thought with acold
ferocity, and for a girl'slife a dead mass of scrapiron...

"Mr. Ross," said the robot, retreating again, "you are not behaving in asane—"

"Thisisascientific experiment,” said Ross, alittle breathlesdy, "to determine whether or not you can
fed pain. And | am not apatient, so call me'sr.'"

That wasimportant, Rosstold himsdlf. If he gave good, logicd reasonsfor wanting to smashitinto its
component nuts and bolts, he might get away with it — hewould still be the boss. But once let it start
thinking of him as a patient and then it would be the boss. He advanced again, silent and blank-faced,
trying to hide hiskilling rage behind afacade of scientific curiosity. He had the Sister in a corner now.

One of the robot's body panels opened briefly. Rossdid not see or fed or smell anything. Hiswrench
hit the floor an instant before he did, and he didn't fedl that because by that time he was adeep.

When Ross came to there was a big, multijointed angular object resembling asurredistic spider
working on the Ward Sister. Severd of its panels had been detached, reveding a considerable amount of



internd circuitry, and the overdl effect seemed vagudly indecent to Ross. The Sister spokefirdt:

"The data which you required could have been obtained by averba request,” it said in the brisk,
pleasant voice it dways used no matter what the circumstances, "o that your experiment, which has
caused me atemporary loss of efficiency, was unnecessary. | do not fed pain, or pleasure, in the manner
of ahuman being athough | am trained to observe and treat its symptomsin patients. Primarily | have
been built to serve Man and anything which hinders my doing so causes me arobot equivaent of pain
and anything which ailds me toward that end isaform of pleasure. To expand that, pleasureliesin
working as hard as possible at the direction of human beings, maintaining myself at pesk efficiency to
further that end, and avoiding dl Stuationslikely to bring about aloss of efficiency when such avoidance
will not endanger ahuman.”

"So you got akick out of knocking me over just now?' Ross said woozily. "An anesthetic gas, wasn't
it"
"Yes gr."

Ross shook his head. He was beginning to fedl ashamed of his recent berserker rage — especidly as
it had been such adishonest, camouflaged sort of rage— against this machine, which had, after al, been
doing its best. He fdt that he should apologize to the Sister, except that gpologizing to a machine struck
him asbeing ridiculous

Awkwardly, hesaid, "Then | hurt you by causing atemporary loss of efficiency, and by defending
yourself againgt apossible permanent loss of efficiency you gained pleasure. That makes us even.”

"We are not competing, sir,” therobot said. ™Y ou do not fully understand the position. All the robots
here are your servants, because obeying you and protecting you gives usthe only pleasure we are
capable of experiencing. It isamatter of basic programming. If you should ever diethat would hurt al of
usvery much."

Rossfdt a prickling among the short hairs of hisneck. If you should ever die... Therobot must
surely know that al human beings died in time, so why should it use that particular form of wording? This
posed an interesting psychologica point, he thought, and one which he must go into thoroughly at some
later date. An electronic brain which made Freudian dips was something to think abouit.

He climbed dowly to hisfeet and stood for afew minutes until adight dizziness had passed, then
walked across to Sister and the repair robot.

"| shal befinished in twenty minutes,”" said the repair robot in a deep, masculine voice which matched
itsfunctiona but unbeautiful body. "The damageis superficid.”

Ross nodded. He said, "Most of the books down here are medical texts, and medicinelookslike
becoming somewhat of adead science at the moment. But there used to be agood patients library on
the second level and it may till be there. I'm going up there to Sart learning something useful..."

As heleft the maintenance storeroom a Cleaner fdll in behind him to escort him to the second level
and to guard him againgt any dangersthat might threaten, the most likely danger being asudden suicida
urge on the part of himsalf, apparently. Ross smiled sardonically and began to question the Cleaner about
itsduties. Keep the servants happy, he thought.

v

During the month which followed Ross kept the robots very happy indeed. Most of the cleaning and
repair robots were engaged in rebuilding the first level and he found jobs of some kind for the others. He
was so busy making work for the robots and advancing his grandiose — and essentialy hopeless—
long-term plans toward completion that he hadn't time to think about himsdlf, which was exactly how he
wanted it.

Gradually the reports he had asked for camein. Hefound that mechanicaly the hospital wasin



perfect working order, but that the contents of the blood bank and other medica supplieswhich had
been in common use had deteriorated. The power supply was atomic and therefore no problem, there
were food stores on every level, and athough the water supply was low at the moment, more could be
processed from the ocean now that it was no longer radioactive. Under itsthin coating of ash the soil was
rich, but dead.

A diary found in the debris of thefirst level gave him the explanation.

During thefirgt three days of war more nuclear weapons were exploded on the Earth's surface than
had been believed to be in possession of the combined armories of the world, and during the first month
there wasllittle dackening off. By that time nothing lived on the surface. Animd life perished firgt, then
insects and findly the plants. Despite their high radiation tolerance, the bombs were too many and too
dirty and the fallout claimed them. The fantastic number and frequency of the explosions madeit plain that
the bombs were being manufactured and launched from hour to hour, that the work was being performed
by servomechanisms and that the bombardment would continue until those servos were knocked out or
their available sources of raw materia ran out. And so the radiation pushed deeper, sterilizing dl lifefrom
the soil — the earthwormes, the larger microorganisms, the degpest, most tenacious roots, al perished.

Outwardly there was very little changein the areas not directly affected by the explosions. Thelong
grasswaved in thewind and trees till stood proudly againgt the sky, but the greenery had taken on a
September hue and it was only mid-April. And at seathe war was less spectacular even though as many
nuclear devices were exploded underwater as had been loosed on the surface— many of the launching
bases were on the sea bed and the oceans teemed with unmanned submarines. A lot of dead fish were
washed up and lay on the beachesfor along time, not rotting exactly, because the organisms responsible
for the process of putrefaction were dead aso, but smply drying up or falling apart until they were
washed or blown away.

The seawas dying of radioactive poisoning, the land was dead dready and at night the air glowed.
There were too few survivors underground to check what happened next, even had they been willing to
sacrificethar livesintrying.

Thefires started by lightning or still-smoldering debris took hold and spread, everywhere. Dead
vegetation does not retain moisture for long, so that even aheavy rainfall served only to dow that fiery
advance. Across fronts hundreds of mileswide the conflagrations raged, sweeping first through countries
and then continentswith acomplete disregard for natural and nationd barriers dike, and spewing great
masses of ash and smoke into the upper amosphere. The offshore idands held out briefly, until deuged
with sparks from amainland firestorm, and in the Southern Hemisphere the firewas dow to take hold. It
was winter there and in the equatoria regions the vegetation grew in swampland or was kept wet by the
rainy season. But the great tracts of once-lush jungle were dead and, above the waterline, drying. When
the dry season came they went the way of al the other combustibles on the surface of the planet.

Having died, Ross thought grimly, the Earth had cremated herself.

Hedid not fed as bad as he had expected to after reading that diary, and redlized that discovering the
scientific explanation for the surface conditions came as an anticlimax to hisfirst sght of them two months
ago. Remembering that constant fog of ash and soot, which had been less dense over the seaand when
ranfdl, Ross began to form certain conclusions.

Although very findy divided, the ash was heavier than air and itsfal was sometimes helped by the
ran. Whenit fdl on land it formed a sticky, mud, which, when it had dried out, was blown into the air
again. Any that fell into the searemained there, so that eventudly the oceanswould absorb it dl.
Probably the process would take many centuries, but in the end the air would be clear again. The ocean
would stay dirty, and there was nothing that Ross could do about it. Hisfinal conclusion wasthat he
should return his mind to circumstances over which he had some control, and the sooner the better.

There were three hundred and seventy-two robots, three large repair shops and a considerable



variety of spares at hisdigposa. For Rosss purpose it wasn't nearly enough, and so he put the matter to
Siger. Becauseit was only arobot he used smple language, cool logic, and took hisargument forward in
easy steps. At least, he started that way ...

" am the only human being left in a hospital whose robot staff istrained to care for thousands of
patients,” Ross began quietly, "and it follows that, with the exception of yoursdlf and afew Cleaners, the
gaff will have nothing to do, medically speaking. | have been assured, both by you people and from my
reading, that arobot with nothing to do isavery unhappy hunk of machinery indeed. But if | am to keep
you busy, if you areto do the jobs | have planned for you, the robot nursing staff will haveto learn new
skillsand subject themsdvesto dragtic physical modifications. They must learn these skillsin addition to
their existing medica training, because there would be the possibility, avery dim one, | admit, that their
medica skill might suddenly berequired. Beforel gointo details, however, arethese dterationsin
Sructure and programming feesible?’

The robot was silent for about three seconds; then it said, "I have communicated your question to the
senior maintenance robot. Structural modifications are no problem, but the ability to learn is governed by
the capacity of the memory banks. A full answer ispossible only if we know the details of the work you
require done."

"Very well," said Ross. " Get that maintenance robot down here. | know you can transmit vision as
well as sound, but I'd fedd more comfortableif he wasright here. I've some sketches and illustration |
want you both to see.”

He went across to his desk, opened the big ledger, which over the months had grown into a cross
between adiary and a scrapbook, and sat down. The Ward Sister stood behind him and shortly
afterward the maintenance robot squeezed through the door, its blocky, multijointed body making the
room seem suddenly crowded.

"What | havein mind isthis" Ross began, without further preamble. " Robots of the Cleaner and
Ward Sigter type to have their wheels replaced by treads similar to those on the diggers, also whatever
modifications necessary added to protect them against rain or drifting ash, so that they can operate for
long periods on the surface. | know that they have infrared vision, so that working at night or in bad
vighility will not hamper them. In addition | want them fitted with ameans of detecting metd, digging it
out and transporting it back here. These sketcheswill show you what | havein mind. But thisisonly the
first gep.

"Themetd isto build more robots," Ross continued quickly, "who will go looking for meta to build
yet more robots. For my purpose | will require thousands of robots, working hard and continuoudy, and
themetd

availablein theruins of the nearer citieswill not be sufficient. Eventualy we may be forced to mine
and processthe raw ore. But before that stageis reached | want to have robots searching the ocean bed,
and the search extended into other countries by amphibious and airborne models..."

Ross was becoming excited in spite of himsalf. He was turning pages and jabbing hisfinger a
sketches which he had not meant to discuss at this early stage, and babbling about submarines,
helicopters, Archimedes and jet engines. He was leaving his audience behind, yet he couldn't stop
himsdlf. In adigointed and nearly incoherent way Ross was outlining what was to be hislifeéswork, the
god which would keep him sane and make him as happy asit was possibleto bein his postion, and
suddenly he could no longer keep his hopes bottled up.

"... | want the whole damned planet searched!" he went on wildly. "Every squarefoot of it.
Somewhere there are other hospitals like this one, perhaps with patients still in Degp Sleep, or undersea
bases which survived the war. It happened here so it could happen somewhere else! That iswhy the
search robots must retain their medical knowledge, and extend it wherever possible. The descendants of
those survivors are likely to bein bad shape.



"And if you should come on another Deep Seep patient, | will supervisethe awakening..."

Both the robots wereticking a him, asure sign that they were hopelessly confused. Ross broke off
awkwardly, then, in amore subdued voice, began to question the robots regarding the problems of
converting his nurang saff to heavy indudry.

And there were problems, dl right. They lay solidly, one on top of the other, like abrick wall. One of
the chief difficultieslay in the limited capacity of the robot brainsto store new data. After basic
programming arobot possessed the ability to learn by experience— in avery narrow sense, of course
— becauseasmall proportion of its memory bank was deliberately |eft unfilled. But thistiny fraction was
not enough to contain data on awhole new speciaty, and the result would be a cross between avery
smart nurse and ahopeessy stupid miner. The answer wasto cancel alarge part of its medical
programming, but Ross did not want to do that.

Anather problem was the difficulty in putting ideas acrossto the repair robot. To it anillustration was
just so many lines on paper; it had no understanding of perspective or of the solidity which they
represented. Ross had to go over every lineindividualy, explaining that this one was the radio antenna,
that this particular squiggle was the towing hook and this series of parallel lines represented part of the
caterpillar treads. Even then he could not make it understand properly. Hisfrustration increased to the
point where hefet like shaking it until itsingdesrattled or going at it with the two-foot wrenchin an
attempt to beat some senseinto it, even though he knew that either course waslikely to have the
opposite effect. Finaly helost histemper completely and intemperately told it to get out of hissght.

Inits maddeningly emationlessvoiceit requested clarification on theterm "hdll" and directionsfor
Qgetting there.
Ross closed his notebook and gently thumped the side of his head with afist. "Why are you so

stupid?' he said wearily. ™Y ou're supposed to be the mechanical wizard here, yet Sister, whoisonly a
nurse, seemsto get what I'm driving at better than you do —"

"It isamatter of programming, Sir," the Ward Sister broke in. "Maintenance robots cannot abstract
datafrom lines on achart, such as pulse and temperature graphs, or from X-ray pictures as arethe
nursing robots—"

"| read circuit diagrams..." began the repair robot.

"Let'snot sart afight,” said Rossdrily. "Just tell mewhy one of you seems more intelligent than the
other."

There were two reasons, and as Ross listened to the Ward Sister's reply he realized that he should
have seen one of them without being told. Ward Sister 5B was the last, most recent modification built by
the great Court-land. Robots were not supposed to be able to think creatively, but Ross could not forget
that this particular Sister, when faced with the dilemmaof possibly killing thelast human being, had
achieved something remarkably like cregtive thought. It had been too little and too late, but an
achievement nonetheless. The second reason was Smply amatter of increased capacity for memory
storage, as represented by the large box riveted to Sister's ovoid body just above the rear wheedl struts.

Which meant, among other things, that Ross could have his nurse-miner or even
nurse-mining-and-repair robot combinations, merely by increasing the memory-storage capacity. To be
sure, he put the ideato the senior maintenance robot, and received the reply that there was nothing
againgt such combinations providing the memory bank was of sufficient capacity.

"Then what'sdl thefuss about?' Ross demanded angrily. "Why didn't you tell meit was only amatter
Of _II

"Thenormal type of robot," put in Sister at that point, "is not capable of volunteering information.”

Listening to her, Ross had to remind himsalf that machines were not supposed to be capable of
smugness, ether.



"Then it'stime we had afew more super-normal robots," he said serioudly. "I've read Courtland's
notes on the 5B modification, and from thelittle | understand of them it appearsthat Sister here hashad a
amal changein circuitry which, when sheisfaced with aproblem, makes available dataon dl smilar
problems which have been solved previoudy... No, that isn't what | meant. Courtland saysthat she hasa
choice of answersto any problem, and if she makesthe wrong answer that error isfiled as a datum and
shewill never make exactly the same mistake again.

"Anyway," he ended, "isit possible for 5B's modification to be reproduced in the other robots?”

The answer was yes, provided the senior maintenance robot was allowed to dismantle 5B to do so.
When he heard that Rossfelt oddly concerned about the Sister. Like any lay friend of apatient, he
wanted to ask if the operation waslikely to prove fatd, and smilar anxious queries. He redized that
Sister had come to mean alot to him in the past few weeks. Whether deliberate or otherwise, her refusal
to grant him amoment's privacy ether day or night, whileinfuriating and at first downright embarrassing,
had kept him from fedling too badly the loneliness of his position, and she was the smartest robot he had.
Thefact that her concern for him was an artificia, built-in feding did not seem to matter.

Ross had difficulty in phrasing his next question, but the Sister answered it without trouble.

"Thedirectives againg harming another robot are only dightly less gtrict than those againgt damaging a
human being,” she said. "During the dismantling and reassembly | should incur no loss of memory or
function.”

"Good," said Ross, "then hereiswhat | want done. Firgt, al robots, both existing and those which are
to be built, to have the capacity to store data on at least three specidties, with provison for further
learning. Next, al robots are to be made capable of abstracting data by every aurd and visud means.
That includes the spoken word, radio, photographs, circuit diagrams, charts, graphs, contour maps,
astronomical observations and the meteorological phenomenaencountered in air and seanavigation. And
when they are cgpable of doing this | want them to absorb datain al fields until they can't hold any more,
then extend their memory banks and go on learning, indefinitely. Do you understand my ingtructions?*

"Yes, gr," said the maintenance robot.

"Y ou require arobot which isunspecidized,” said Ward Sigter, and added, " Such amechanism may
be too large to operate insde the hospita .”

Ross hadn't considered that angle, but it wasn't important. He said, "I'll require hundreds of such
robots, and we can stable them on the surface. Any other objections?”

Therepair robot said, "The building program as outlined is possible, but | require a breskdown of
your ingtructions and the sequence in which you want them carried out."

Ross groaned inwardly; he hadn't considered details himsdlf yet. But he was becoming expert a
talking with authority on subjects about which he knew very little...

A few hours later he was present when the senior maintenance robot and another of the same type
scattered pieces of Sister dl over the machine-shop floor. Ross wasn't squeamish about dismantled
machines, but theway 5B kept carrying on a conversation while lying about in that condition gave him the
creeps. Inasurprisingly short time the senior had succeeded in doing for the other repair robot what
Courtland had done for Sigter, and in an even shorter time the newly enlightened one had returned the
compliment. They put Sster together againinnotimeat al.

Ross now had three robot geniuses on call, and he knew that within afew weeks the Courtland
modification would have been extended to al the robots. It should have been agreat moment for him, but
instead he fdlt strangdly let down, for despite his recent intensive reading on cybernetics, he had not
understood a single thing which he had seen done.



Andyzing hisfedings, Ross cameto the conclusion that it was Smply amatter of his pride being hurt.
Hedid not want to fedl that amachine could be smarter in any subject than he was, athough it was plain,
when he thought about it more deeply, that every robot in the hospital would soon be smarter than he
was on any subject. He had to remind himself forcefully that they were only tools. Complex, of course,
but till only gadgets designed for his use or convenience. Theideawasto use, not try to compete
agang, thethings.

Only briefly did he wonder, with that uneasy fluttering in the pit of hisstomach, if he knew what he
was doing. Thefirst obvious change was that every robot acquired atrailer. Mounted on two whedlsand
joined to the main robot body by aflexible coupling which aso carried abundle of connecting cable, this
was the housing for the extra data banks Ross had ordered. His idea had been to raise the general
intelligence level of the robotsin order to make hislater, and more complex, ingtructions understandable
to them. Instead, he often found himsalf having to explain the smplest, most obvious things— obviousto
ahuman being, that is— while they fairly romped through items which to Ross had seemed extremely
difficult. Gradudly he found himself being forced into the position of a coordinator rether than ateacher,
but that did not mean that he had lesswork to do.

On the surface alarge trangparent dome was built to house the first Miner, and the fifty-odd robots
engaged inits congtruction. Higher on the hillside he built asmaller one, which enclosed achair, some
communications equipment and thirty square yards of soil from which the ash had been cleared. When it
rained heavily and the wind was just right Ross could just make out the sea, but usudly helooked out at
adirty gray fog and adull, hot sun with ared ring around it. It was very warm on the surface, even a
night, and Ross guessed that the sooty atmosphere was responsible for the genera risein temperature by
decreasing Earth's albedo.

Although he kept the soil inside hisdome wet, and it got al the sunlight there was going, nothing grew.

Between working on methods for programming the search and mining robots to accept datain foreign
languages — some of the places they would be going, English would be neither spoken nor printed — he
st hislonger-term plansin motion. The principles of flight he demonstrated by flying paper arplanes until
the robots engaged on that project were able to understand the literature available. Trying to put across
the idea of buoyancy in water was more difficult. Because hismodel floated, the robots seemed to
consider the water aform of mobile ground surface, and they kept trying to walk on it. Thefirst couple of
times, Rosslaughed.

Asthe Miner neared completion he ingtructed another team of repair robots to design a multipurpose
mode which would not have to be aslarge as arailway locomotive. He gave them the few cybernetics
books he could, together with some notes Courtland had made for further modifications. Thefollowing
progress reports were disappointing and later ones grew as unintelligible to him as Courtland's notes had
been. Ross kept them at it, partly in the hope that they would fulfill their intructions and partly to seeif it
was possible for robots to think subjectively.

Then one day, as he was ingpecting the digging vanes of the new Miner, the ground stood on itsend
and he buried hisfacein damp, sooty earth. When he cameto Sister was cdlling him "Mr. Ross' and
putting him to bed, and he had to take aten-minute lecture on the stupidity of human beingswho inssted
on working like robots, continuoudy and without sufficient rest, until their body mechanisms— which
could not be repaired or replaced — became dangeroudy overstrained. Hisloss of consciousness on the
surface, according to her diagnostic equipment, had been caused by menta and physica exhaustion and
along complete rest was indicated.

And by complete rest, Sister meant exactly that. Since acquiring the trailer which had more than
quadrupled her data-storage capacity, Ward Sister 5B had become very difficult to outsmart. Thistime
"rest" did not mean a change to working in a horizontal position; he was not alowed to make notes or
study technica volumes.

Sheinggted on bringing him asdection of light, romantic fiction!



It had been dmost ayear since his supreme authority had been usurped like this, and it both angered
and frightened him. He had urgent work to do and the thought of lying in bed without something to
occupy his mind nearly threw him into a panic. The books he had been given only made thingsworse,
describing as they did backgrounds and situations which were no longer apart of the real world, and
were therefore extremely painful for him. There were no sun-drenched lagoons fringed with palm trees,
no smell of freshly cut grass, no parents worrying about the current infatuation of their daughter. Ross
would have given al he possessed or ever would possess to be even in the losing corner of an eternal
triangle.

He stopped reading those books, not because al the vistas they described had become one —
smoke and ashes it by ared sun — but because they were about people. It was almost a pleasure when
Sigter ticked him off every morning for overworking, or lectured about the advisability of taking rest in
addition to his deeping period.

Ross found himsdlf wondering why exactly he had been working himsdlf to desth. He had hiswhole
lifein front of him. What wasthe hurry?

If there were survivors underground somewhere, they would be eleventh- or twelfth-generation, and
in no immediate danger of extinction if they had managed to stay dive until now. Smilarly, therewasno
frantic hurry about finding any who were surviving in Deep Sleep; they would keep indefinitely. Rosswas
understandably anxious to contact any other survivorsthat there might be, he wanted to find and talk to
other human beingsin theworst possible way, but even that did not explain the way he had driven himsalf
lately, at least not altogether. There was something el se, some deegper, more driving urgency. It continued
to drive him even when he was adeep.
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He was running through ash and smoke toward atrim single-story house seen through the trees of its
surrounding garden and the ever-present smoke. There were the sounds of children playing — two, or
maybe three— and awoman singing over ahammering noise which was coming from the back of the
house. But no matter how fast he ran, the house with its unbelievably green trees moved away from him
and hewas running into an eternd black snowstorm. Or he was swimming frantically through an oily
black ocean toward a shoreline of low, grassy-topped dunes which were not quite tall enough to hide the
roofs of housesinland, only to see these symbols of life, both plant and human, swalowed up inthe dirty,
acrid-samdling fog.

There were many variations but the theme remained the same: frantic urgency, hurry hurry hurry or
you won't make it. Ross knew that there had to be a good reason for that driving urgency — something
in the present situation must befairly screaming at his subconscious that there wasn't much time left —
but try as he would he could not bring that reason up to the surface levels of hismind.

Not al the dreams were unpleasant, however; thosein which Alice figured were quite thereverse. In
these the sky was dways blue and the black ocean never obtruded itself. Here again the theme was
awaysthe same, with no very subtle variations, and such that he woke up hating his cold white room
with itsuntidy piles of books and Beethoven scowling at him. After adream like that hewould gulp his
breakfast and go storming up to the surface or to the first-level library and work even harder, and
sometimes he would be ableto forget it.

Now he was not allowed to work at al. Now he had no way of forgetting Alice, or the beach, or the
small park — not very well tended — on the inland side of the hill, or the hospitd asit had been. Except
when helogt histemper and threw Sister's selected light reading back in the place where her face should
have been. Sometimes that would start an argument, bad language and a furious silence on his part, at
others an exchange in which hetried to make Sister fed as confused as possible while shetried to
reassure him.

Sister was much smarter these days, and had absorbed severa textbooks on psychology.



After one particularly hot session on the twelfth day of what Ross considered hisimprisonment, he
asked suddenly, "Do you know what is meant by telling alie, or doing akindness, or making apun?'

Sigter had been spouting Freud and sex urges at him asif she had used them dl her life, and Ross had
grown annoyed because the robot knew so much more psychology than he did that he couldn't even
make afight of it. Thiswas hisway of putting Sister in her place.

"l have no dataon puns or their methods of congtruction,” Sister replied briskly. "Doing akindness
means to render assstance, and teling alieis, | have read, the transmission astrue of datawhichis
incomplete or fase.”

Rosssad, "l takeit, then, that you would do me a kindness but you would not tell me alie.”
"Of course, Mr. Ross."

"But suppose, in order to render assistance, you had to tell alie," Rosswent on. "For the sake of
argument, let's suppose aman is devoting considerable time and effort to a project which you know will
fail, you being in possession of more data on the subject. Y ou aso know that to inform him of thisfact,
which it isyour duty to do, would cause him extreme mentd distress, insanity and eventually deeth.
Would you tel aliethen?'

"Itisagaing our basic programming to give false or incomplete data," Sister replied. "I would require
guidance by another human before making such adecison —"

"Stop ducking the question,” said Ross sharply. "Our supposition calsfor there being only one
human, the one you haveto heto." Then, in aquieter, more serious voice, he added, "I am trying to teach
you the difference between giving assistance and being kind. If | can get theidea acrossto you, you may
begin to think alittle more like ahuman being.”

"A human mind possessesfree will, initiative,” Sister protested. "No robot could —"

"Exerciseinitiative. But you did it when you awakened me without a brace of Cleaners Stting on my
chest And since then there have been improvements. The robots have given way to seamships.” He
laughed awkwardly and added, "That was a pun.”

Sigter said, "From my reading | know that steam-driven vessalswere alater devel opment than those
propelled by oars, just as you have caused usto develop since your awakening. But | cannot understand
why you used the word 'robots when you should have said 'row-boats,” unless the accidental smilarity of
sounds..."

That particular discussion lasted for nearly three hours and broke off only because it wastimefor the
lightsto go out. To Sister the division between waking and degping periods was sharp. Inthe middle of a
sentence she stopped speaking, paused, then finished, "It istime to go to deep, Mr. Ross. Isthere
anything you want before | gointo low dert?"

It was dways the same formula and Ross had becometired of hearing it. Bitterly he said, "Y es, there
is. | want ahuman fema e aged twenty, weighing one hundred and fifteen pounds, dark brown hair,
brown eyes..." Under his breath he added, "... caled Alice."

"Y our request has been noted, but at the present time we are unable to —" began the robot.
"Good night, Siter," Ross said, and rolled onto hisside.

He wanted to dream about Alice that night, but instead he dreamed that hewasin asmal, sealed
room deep underground wherethe air wasrapidly going stae. If he wanted to go on living it was
imperative that he do something, quickly...

When Sigter findly released him by speaking the magic word "sir” the First Expedition, as Ross liked
to think of it, was ready to go. The same sense of frantic urgency which clamed hiswaking and deeping



moments alike tempted him to send it out quickly and with no changein the instructions he had dready
given. But dthough Sister had forbidden him to do everything ese, she had not stopped him from
thinking, or rather revising his thinking with regard to the purpose of the expedition. He had to consider
the possibility that there might not be any other human beings left divein the world he was proposing to
search. If that should be the case Ross would have to take along-term view.

A very long-term view...
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The world he knew was either incinerated or almost aseptically clean. On the surface the war had
been responsible for the former, and underground the conditions had been due to overzeal ous cleaning
robots. With the exception of Ross himself, there was no organic life ingde the hospitd, not even on the
microscopic level. There were no lab animals, living or dead. Like the corpses of the humans who had
died, they had been cremated afew hours after death, and his own body wastes were similarly treated.
Thefood containers, which still exploded in hisface with irritating frequency, held asynthetic which never
hed been dive.

Ross had had the idea of finding somewarm, tidal pool and filling it with al the scraps and leavings of
organic life that he could find in the hope that sometime something in that hodgepodge of warring
microorganismswould develop and grow until the evolutionary processes could take over again. He had
been thinking in terms of millions of years, naturdly, taking the long view.

But thetidal poolswere choked with ash and soot, and even if hisideawas possible asudden storm
or unusudly high tide could wash his experiment back into the sea, where the material would become so
diluted that no reaction could take place. And the idea was no good anyway because the robots had
done atoo thorough job of cleaning up.

That was why the First Expedition did not start out until two weeks later — it required that timeto
reprogram the Miner to search for and protect Life and not just human life. The books on plant ecology
and horticulture were severdly limited in the hospita, but hisingtructions included the necessity for
absorbing any other data on this and related subjects which the expedition might uncover during their
search, Small animalsif any, insects, plants, weeds or fungus growths — al were to be reported, their
positions marked and steps taken for their preservation until they could be moved to the hospital with
absolute safety, for them. And finally Ross had given ingructions regarding every contingency he could
think of and he gave the order to move out.

On four sets of massive caterpillar treads the Miner %

rumbled through the thirty-foot gap which had been cut in the dome. Ross had been forced to
compromise with hisorigind ideafor an dl-purpose, unspecialized machine, but as he watched his
monstrous brainchild go churning past he thought that he had made a good compromise. The powered
tread sections were smply avehicle to transport the digger-nurse unit — which was the seet of the
robot's not incong derable brain — and to house the information-gathering and retransmitting devices. It
literally bristled with antennae, both fixed and rotating, spotlights, camera supports and deep-leve
metal-detection equipment which gaveits outline an indistinct, sketched-in look. Sitting atop this
transporter section withitsconica drill reflecting red highlights, the digger-nurse unit pointed aggressively
forward. In operation the digger would lift itself clear of the trangporter, stick itsblunt noseinto the
ground and go straight down. Like a hot marble sinking through butter, Ross had thought when he
watched the firgt test run. Outwardly it was a monstrous, terrifying object, which was why Ross had
ordered it and the four robots following it to be painted with alarge red cross. He didn't want anyone to
get the wrong idea about them.

Watching the caval cade go past — Big Brother trailed by two repair robots and two Sisters modified
for long-distance surface travel — Raoss thought that alittle stirring music would not have been amiss. He
drained his eyesto kegp them in sight asthey rolled and lurched down the hillside, but it had been two



days sincethelast rain and the ash was beginning to blow about again. Ross stopped himself from waving
good-bye at them with adistinct effort; then he turned and began waking toward the small control dome.

Here had been ingtalled the equipment which enabled him to see dll that the search robots saw, and
here it was that Ross spent every waking moment of the next five days. He watched the Miner'sradar
repester screens, itsforward TV and the less detailed but more penetrating infrared vision. Every
half-hour or less he checked thet it was still on course, which it always was, and many times he asked if it
had found anything even though the repesaterstold him that it hadn't. By turns he was bored and frantically
impatient, and bad-tempered al thetime.

Some of the things he said and did were petty. He knew it and was ashamed of himself, but that didn't
stop him from saying them. But one of theincidents, on the other hand, gave him just causefor losing his
temper. The matter of the exploding food containers.

"] am getting fed up with being plastered with this muck every, other mealtime!” he had raged, while
trying to get rid of the foul-smelling goo, which, because of some trace impurities present during its
manufacture, had in two hundred years turned into a particularly noisome stink bomb. "' Go through the
stores and separate the unspoiled from the rotten, then bring me only the edible stuff from now on. Y ou
shouldn't have to be told such asmplething!"

"Doing what you suggest would mean opening every singlecan, ar,” Sister had replied quietly. "That
would cause dl thefood to spoil within ashort time. It istherefore impossible—"

"Isit, now?' Ross had interrupted, the acid in hisvoice so concentrated that he might have been trying
to penetrate therobot's sted casing withiit, "l supposeit isimpossible to put the unspoiled food in cold
storage until | need it, using the Deep Sleep equipment? It would have to be rehested, of course, but
surely your gigantic intellect would prove equa to that problem! But thereis an even easer way — just
shake the things. If they give a bubbling, liquid sound they're bad, and if no sound at dl then they are
good.

"That rule doesn't hold good in every case, but | don't mind an occasiona mess.”

Asadways, Sigter had filtered out the profanity, temper and sarcasm and proceeded to deal with the
ingtructiona content of the words. Sheinformed him that hisingtructions had dready beenrdlayed to a
group of Cleaners, who would report when the job was finished. Then she suggested that he look at the
main repeater screen, where something appeared to be happening...

Four hundred milesto the northwest it had begun to rain, pushing the visihility out to nearly amile.
TheMiner'sforward TV brought him aswaying, jerking picture of anarrow valley whose floor wasa
mixture of muddy ash and large, flat stones which might have once been ahighway. Ahead the valey
widened to reved agresat, shalow, perfectly circular 1ake in which black wavelets merged with arippled
glass shordinein such away that it was difficult to make out the water's edge. And below the pictured
scene agroup of winking lightsindicated the presence of metd, tremendous quantities of metal.

Thefind came as acomplete surprise to Ross, because he had been directing the expedition toward a
one-time city some eighty milesto the north. Obvioudy this had been amilitary ingtalation which had
been congtructed after histime, there being no mention of it in the latest maps. The important thing,
however, was the meta which had been made available. Stumbling on it like that was such an incredible
piece of good fortune that he couldn't help feding, illogically perhaps, that more good fortune must follow
it.

"Sink atunnel to adepth of hdf amile" Rossdirected, trying not to sammer with excitement. "Angle
infrom apoint two hundred yards beyond the water-line to avoid the risk of flooding..."

Thedigger unit unshipped itsdlf, earth and ashes fountained briefly and it began itsdow dive
underground. Occasiondly it atered direction to avoid large masses of meta, not because it could not go
through them but merely in order to savetime. It reported back continuoudy to the
four-hundred-miles-distant Ross, by both speech and repeator instruments, and after nearly five hours



burrowing the picture of conditions underground was complete.

Theingallation had been a missile-launching base, extensive but not very deep. The bomb which had
been responsible for the glass-bottomed lake, its force contained and to a great extent directed
downward by the surrounding hills, had smashed its underground gdleriesflat. There were no survivors,
but as the indications were that the base had been fully automated this did not bother Ross very much.

"I've been thinking," he said while the digger unit was returning to the surface. "Our congtruction
program should be based on a site where metd is available rather than go through the time-wasting
business of transporting it back here. So I'm going to send you as many repair robots as can be spared,
and while they are on theway hereiswhat | want done.

"Y ou have absorbed data on open-cast mining,” Ross went on briskly, "and your report states that
there are large quantities of meta within fifty feet of the surface. | want you to rejoin your transporter unit
asquickly as possible and have your repair robots modify it asabulldozer. When you have uncovered

The Siter brokein at that point. "Mr. Ross," she sad firmly, "it'stime for bed."

Although Ross protested bitterly as he was led down to his room, underneath he was happier and
more hopeful than a any other time since his awakening. Hewas till very far from achieving hisgod of
searching every square foot of the Earth's surface, but a beginning had been made. He knew the
capabilities of hisrobots, knew that, given the raw materia — which was now available— hewould
have aduplicate Miner built by the end of the week, and the week after that he would have half adozen
of them. The square law, he thought, was wonderful. Compared to what he was going to do the
achievements of thefirst few rabbitsin Australiawould be as nothing.

He went to deep dreaming happily of the orders he would have to give next day, next week and next
yedr ...
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Asduplicates of the first Miner were completed Ross sent them to investigate the sites of bombed
towns and citiesin the area, but for Miner Oneitsalf he had a specid job. The inexplicable feding of the
need for urgency was still with him, asif somewhere, someone who was dive would dieif hedid not do
the right thing quickly. Nevertheess, he sent Number One northward on amission which did not include
asearch for human survivors. Fitted with specia equipment and accompanied by a Sister with
plant-biology programming, it had been ordered to search the polar areas for plantlife or seeds preserved
under theice. Life could survive intense cold; nobody knew that better than Ross himself.

Then suddenly he discovered who the someone was, the someone who was alive and who would
shortly dieif hedid not think of something quick. It was himsdif.

"Using the testing procedure you suggested,” Sister reported one morning shortly after he avoke, "we
have found that gpproximatdy two thirds of the remaining food on thislevel isedible. A random sampling
of containers taken from stores on the four higher levelsindicatestotal spoilage. We suspect chemica
changes brought about by radiation filtering down from the surface, which did not reach itsfull effect
down here. At the present rate of consumption you have food for eighteen days.

"The matter isurgent, Sir," Sister ended, with fine if unconscious understatement. ""Have you any
indructions?'

"There must be some mistake. .." began Ross numbly, then went out to have alook for himself. But
there was no mistake. Because it had been close to hisroom, he had been supplied with food from the
lowest leve; he had been using that store for two years, and now it turned out that it was the only one
which contained edible food. Thiswas something he should have checked on earlier, and it was now
obviousthat his subconscious had been trying to remind him of it during deep. Y et if he had known
earlier, what could he have done? Maybe fate had been kind to give him only three weeks notice on the



date of his degth.
And Sgter kept following him everywhere, continually asking for instructions.

"Yed" said Ross suddenly, asit occurred to him that there was one useful order that he could give.
He had been thinking emationdly, playing adistraught, tragic figure and not using hisbrain at dl. He went
on, "Signal al Miners and assistant robots to give priority to the search for underground food stores.
Except Miner One, it istoo far away to get back intimeto do any useful work before the deadline...”

Deadline, he thought. Ross had anew definition of the word now — the end of alifeline.

"... And gtart opening al the cans which you think are spoiled,” he ended sharply, "in case your
random sampling has missed afew, or afew dozen. Get as many robots onto it as can be packed into
the storeroom. Now I've work to do on the surface..."”

For along time Ross had used hard physical and mental labor as a means of not thinking about the
past. Now hewas using it so as not to think about the future. Psychologically, he thought mirthlesdy,
you are a horrible mess.

The work involved a project which Ross had shelved temporarily in order to concentrate on the
search for survivors, arobot helicopter. Now the possession of such amachine might mean the difference
between life and degth for him — if the search robots found food and if it could not be brought to him
fast enough by land to reach himin time. So he built models and read aeronautical texts and watched his
prototype helicopter chew up the hillsde withitsrotorsin vain attemptsto throw itsef into the air. Then
one day it staggered off the ground and circled a an dtitude of one hundred feet under arough
semblance of control. Watching from the smal dome, Rossfelt very little satisfaction, because it had
taken him thirteen daysto achieve this. He had five days | ft.

The helicopter was il clattering about the sky when one of his Minersreported in. Negatively, as
usud.

The problem, according to the robot searcher, was that its metal-detection equipment was not
sengitive enough to differentiate between food canisters and the structura wreckage with which they
would be associated. The only solution involved sinking test tunnels at intervals and examining the
wreckage visualy. Thiswas along, difficult process which held smal probability of success, the robot
warned, because, in addition to the time involved, none of the city underground shelters had been as
deep asthe hospita's fifth level, so that any food which might be found would dmost certainly be
inedible.

"Thingsaretough dl over," said Ross, and cut the connection vicioudy. But there was another
attention signa blinking a him. He keyed it into the main screen and saw awavering gray blur which
resolved itsdlf into ablizzard immediatdly the caller identified itsdlf. It was Miner One.

"Sir," it began tondesdy, "data gained after forty-seven test bores leads me to the following
deductions. During the war very many nuclear missles were intercepted and exploded in the polar
regions, and severa interception bases and stockpiles were Situated under theice. It must have been the
most heavily bombed areaon the planet. The background radiation is till above norma, though not
dangeroudy s0. Andysis of the underlying soil shows complete serility.”

Rossdidn't know what he said to the Miner. All hope had drained out of him and suddenly he was
horribly afraid. Hisworld that he had been trying to make live again was dead, the land a crematorium
and the ocean ablack graveyard, and himsdf awriggling blob which had lived alittle past itstime. And
now histime was coming.

He had never considered himself to be the suicidd type, and in the two years sSince his awakening he
had never serioudy considered it. But now he wanted to break cleanly with life before he could become



any more afraid, something quick like adrop down the eevator shaft or aone-way swim out to sea. At
the same time he knew that Sister would not alow anything like that. He knew that he was doomed to a
horrible, lingering death from dow starvation, probably with Sister asking for ingtructions and clicking
because she could not supply the one thing he needed, and hefelt himself begin to tremble.

"Haveyou any indructions, Sr?" said Sister, over and over.
IINO!II

The Sigter's voice was not designed to express emotion, but somehow she managed to do so asshe
sad, "Sir, can you discuss the future?!

In her emotionless, mechanica fashion Sister was frightened, too, and suddenly Ross remembered
one of hisearly discussonswith her. If he died then the robots reason for being would be gone— it was
assmple asthat. No wonder they were al asking for ingtructions, and no wonder Sister had let him
work two hours past his bedtime afew nights ago. He didn't know what death involved exactly for a
robot, but it was obvious that they were scared stiff. He could fedl sorry for them, because he
understood how they felt.

Softening histone, Ross said, "My origind ingtructions regarding the search for survivorswill keep
you busy for along time, and those ingtructions stand. And there is another area of search which | haven't
mentioned until now. Space. There was manned space travel for six decades before the war, with abase
on the moon and perhaps on other bodies aswell. All of them would have had to be maintained from
Earth and could not have supported life indefinitely. But with Deep Sleep techniques..."

It's a strong possibility, Rossthought sadly. If only | could have been around when those robots
reported back.

"... Anyway," hewent on, "l am giving you direct ordersto find human survivors. Don't stop looking
until you do. Y ou will therefore be serving me until you find your new master, so | think that solves your
problem.”

"Thank you, Sr."

"The moon and Mars are the best bets," Ross said, haf to himsdlf. "I know nothing about
agtronautics, but the search will turn up books on the subject, or uncompleted missileswhich you can
study. And be careful about the air pressure, you can operate in avacuum but humans can't. And when
youdofindthemtell themthet I... tdl them...”

It should be anoble, ingpiring message, one that would ring glorioudy across the centuries. But
everything he wanted to say had awhining, frightened note to it, a coward's soliloquy. He shook his head
angrily, then repeated Dr. Pdllew'slast message to himself.

"Tdl themit'stheir problem now, and good luck.”

Abruptly Rosswhirled and charged out of the dome and aong the corridor leading toward the
elevators. Striding aong, he cursed, loudly and vicioudy and as horribly as he knew how. He cursed to
keep from crying and for no other reason, because the thought of Pellew and the brilliant, seifless, utterly
splendid men who had preceded him was the greatest tragedy hisworld had ever known. He thought of
Hanson, Pellew, Courtland and the others, of the desperate, unsuccessful experiment with the mutations,
and the unending struggle to cure the incurables who were in Degp Slegp— which had been successtul.
But mostly he thought of those grand old men watching and working onewhile al around them the
patients and their colleagues dept, taking turns at going into Deegp Slegp and running their relay race
againg time. And dl for nothing. It had served merdly to extend the lifetime of the human race, or more
accuratdly the last member of it, by two miserable years.
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Without remembering how he got there, Ross found himself in hisroom. The bed hadn't been



properly made for days and the place was a shambles of scattered books and papers. Since dismissing
the Cleaners, making the bed and cleaning up had helped keep his mind occupied, but lately he had had
plenty of thingsto occupy it with. Hetipped a pile of books off hischair, and, in the act of sitting down,
saw himself in the locker mirror. He dropped the chair and moved closer. It had occurred to him that he
was looking at the Last Man and he felt amorbid curiosity.

He wasn't much to look at, Ross thought: a skinny body dressed in aridiculoustoga. The face was
thin and sengtive, with further proof of that sengitivity — or weakness— apparent in theway thelips
quivered and in the dampness around the eyes. It was ayoung, impressionable, enthusiastic face, the face
of aman who wastoo much of acoward to face redlity and too stupid to give up hope. Ross turned
away and threw himsdf onto his unmade bed.

For two years he had tried to avoid thinking of the past because of the awful sense of loneliness and
lossit brought, and he had concentrated instead on a bright, distant, rather indistinct future in which he
would gradually bring together a nucleus of humanity and set out bravely to repopulate the world. Now
he had to face the fact that he was going to die soon, that there was no future, and that the only thing of
vaue | eft to him was the past. He wanted to remember his preawakening period, now — in some strange
way he considered it his duty to remember as many places and events and people as he possibly could.

Gradually hisfear had been replaced by amood of vast solemnity, asadness so complete and
al-embracing that it was almost apleasure. Now he knew what he had to do with his remaining days of
life

Remember.

For the days which followed Ross set atimetable for himsaf — aloose, unhurried timetable which
was subject to change without notice. In the mornings he read, chiefly from books which he had hitherto
considered painful or awaste of time. He did not complete the works but dipped briefly into poetry, into
brute violence, into sickly-sweet romance. Sometimes he would merely look at the dust jackets, at the
ordinary, studious or pseudo-Bohemian faces who had had three children, or gained aNobel Prize or
been married three times, and who had produced works like The Body Doesn't Bleed, Alternative
Method for Producing the Hannigar Meson Reaction or Dawn Song. He did not try to criticize or
evaluate; the good, bad, tragic, sordid and glorious were remembered, and nothing more. In away Ross
was holding awake, remembering the good and bad points of the deceased, and he had an awful lot of
remembering to do.

In the afternoons he would pace the long, shining corridors and go over in hismind what he had read
that morning, or hewould listen to music or lecture tapes— the few remaining which had not become
distorted beyond use by the passage of time— or try to hum apiece of music which originaly had been
scored for full orchestra. Then in the evening he would return to hisroom and get into philosophica
arguments with Sigter until the lights went out.

It was then that his hands would begin to shake and he would begin to wonder if he would be able to
carry on with this act of quiet resignation to the end, or, when his hunger became extreme and he no
longer had the strength to read or hold a book, would he start crying and begging for the robotsto do
something, and die blubbering like ababy? He was only twenty-four and he didn't think he could trust
himsdlf.

On the fourth day — the last in which he would have full rations— he Went onto the surface. It had
rained during the night and visibility wasfairly good. He found arock on the hillside facing the seaand sat
watching the grimy rollers breaking on ablack shore. It was his own life he was remembering now, some
ingrained habit of politeness returning people and incidentsin their reverse order of importance. His
sheltered childhood, the emotiona confusion of adolescence, the hospita with its acid-voiced ogre Dr.



Pdllew, the parents he was beginning to appreciate only now, and Alice...

Suddenly restless, Ross got up from hisrock and began climbing the hill again. He walked quickly
past the control dome, to which the search robots continued to send in their negative reports— no food,
no survivors, no life of any kind. When he came to the landward-facing dope, which had once been the
hospital park, he stopped.

An expanse of rich, dark earth streaked with ash in which nothing grew, not because it was incapable
of supporting growth but because al growing things were dead. On the day before he wasto go into
Deep Sleep it had not been like this, however; Rossfelt that he could remember every unpruned bush
and knee-high blade of grass. The park never had been well tended.

He had been trying to act as though nothing very important was going to happen, asif Degp Seep
was asmple gppendectomy. When Alice came off duty he had asked her to go swimming with him, the
way he had dways done. Ross wanted to have alast swim and to say good-bye to her on the beach. But
Alice had ingsted that the seawind was too cold — it was late September — and she wanted to go for a
walk ingtead. She had held his hand tightly even before they |eft the hospita building, and Alice had
previoudy been too shy for such public demongtrations of affection, and they had goneinto the park. He
had tried to keep the conversation gay and inconsequentia for aslong as he could, but eventualy he had

to begin to say goodbye. ..

Whilethe ideaof Degp Sleep had frightened Ross, it had been nowhere near as strong as afear of
death. He knew that he would awaken someday and so far as he was concerned there would be no
interva of time. But he had not redlized that to Alice he was going to die tomorrow, going to disappear
from the world and from her life. He had not been prepared for this Alice, who clung so fiercely to him
that he could hardly breathe, and wet his cheeks with her tears and whose eyes, when they looked into
his, held so much love and sheer compassion thét...

She had been a quiet, thoughtful girl — pleasant, but practica. They were to be married when Ross
qudified, but even with him she had maintained a certain reserve. He remembered her telling him
laughingly that she preferred to neck on the beach, because there the ocean was handy for him to cool off
in.

Standing on that muddy hillsde with itseternd smdll of damp smoke, Ross knew that Alice was his
most precious memory. He thought that at this moment, with the memory of that dow walk back through
warm-smelling grass which caught at their feet sharp and clear in hismind, he was prepared to die.

And then suddenly his newly achieved mood of calm and solemn acceptance of hisfate was
shattered, by that same memory. He began to tremble violently asthe redization grew in him that he
might, just possibly, not haveto die at al. On that September day he had been given more than he knew:
He had been given hislife. Oh, Alice... hethought.

Behind him Sister was expressing concern over his shivering and making determined effortsto take
histemperature. This struck him as being excruciatingly funny and he began to laugh. Sister became even
more concerned. "I'm dl right," he said, sobering. In avoice which was ill far from steady he gave his
orders. All search robots were to be recaled for aspecid project. He gave minutely detailed instructions
regarding it to Sister, and made her repeat them back, because he would not be available himself when
they arrived. Findly, immediate preparations must be made to put him into Deep Seep. ..

Four hourslater hewas lying in the padded, coffinlike container with the section above hisface hinged
back to reved the glittering lenses of Sister staring down at him. The cold had passed the uncomfortable
stage and was becoming amost pleasant.

"Now remember," he said for about the fourth time, "if the idea doesn't work out | don't want to be
awakened. Y ou'd be wakening me only to let me die of starvation..."



"l undergtand, dir," said Sigter. "Have you any other ingructions?!

"Yes..." began Ross, but lost track of what he said after that. The chill was accelerating through his
body and he must have beenin akind of cold delirium. Soon the entire room and its contents would be
amilarly refrigerated as a precaution againgt abreakdown of his container, a point which he had forgotten
until afew hours ago. He kept seeing the ludicrous picture of three Path Sisters dissecting the cuffs of his
old tweed trousers. Swim or walk, sea or park, degth or life. He wanted Alice. "I'm sorry, Sir.”

Theflap closed with agentle click and the cold waslike an explosion within him that engulfed hismind
inicy darkness. But deep inside him there was a spot of warmth which had no business being there, and
alight which grew until it pained his eyes. Faulty equipment, he thought disgustedly, or they've muffed
it. When hisvision cleared he glared up a Sister, too angry and disappointed to spesk.

"Do not try to move, Mr. Ross," the Sister said sharply. ™Y ou are to undergo a half-hour massage,
after which you should be able to walk unassisted. Are you ready...?"

It might be massage to Siter, Ross thought as he gritted histeeth in agony, but to him it felt like the
trestment received in theworst of the old-time concentration camps rather than something of therapeutic
vaue. At theend of the longest haf-hour of hislife Sister lifted him to asitting position, and he succeeded
in gathering enough breath to speak.

"What happened? Why did you wake me up...?"

"Can you stand up, Mr. Ross, and move around?' asked Sister, ignoring him. Ross could, and did.
Therobot said, "I suggest we go to the surface, Sir.”

Noting the"sir," Ross snarled. " So I'm not your patient anymore, somebody you could order about
and besat haf to death? Now I'm the boss again, and | want some straight answers. What went wrong,
why did you hat the cool-down? Have you found an edible food cache...?"

"Y ou have been in Deep Sleep,” said Sigter quietly, "for forty-three thousand years.”

Thereply left Ross mentdly stunned. He was unable to speak, much less ask further questions during
thetrip to the surface, and there he received a greater shock.
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The sun shone clear and yellow and incandescent out of apae blue sky, and from hisfeet arippling
sea of green stretched to the horizon. Five miles away the hills which he had not been ableto seesince
hisfirst Degp Seep had amisty look, but it was the pale shimmer of ahest haze rather than windblown
smoke. Theair tasted like nothing he had remembered, so clean and fresh and sparkling that he seemed
to be drinking rather than breathing it. Ross closed his eyes and with heart pounding madly in histhroat
turned a half circle; then he opened them.

Pd e blue sky and deep blue seawere separated at the horizon by a distant range of white cumulus.
The bay wasfilled with whitecgps and the biggest rollersthat Ross had ever seen burst like liquid snow
onto a beach that was clean yellow sand for asfar asthe eye could see.

Suddenly visibility was reduced to nil by amigt in hiseyes, athough Ross never fdlt lesslikecryingin
dl hislife

"It took much longer than you had estimated,” the Sister's voice came from behind him, "for the grass
grown from your seedlings to make the change from interior cultivation in artificial UV to surface beds
covered by transparent plagtic, and even longer before they would grow unprotected on the surface. This
was dueto findy divided ash in the atmosphere having amasking effect on those sections of the solar
spectrum necessary for the growth of plant life. However, time and natural mutationa changes had



produced a strain capable of surviving surface conditions.”

Without pausing. Sister went on, "Whilethis strain was devel oping the ash was gradudly being
absorbed by the seaand land surface, causing an increase in sunlight. This accelerated the spread of the
grass, which in turn hastened the fixing of ash into the soil. And asthe grass had no natural enemiesor
competing lifeforms, its spread across the planet was, relatively, quite rgpid. But it required an additional
severd millenniafor it to evolve, and for usto isolate, edible grains suitable for processing into food.

"This has now been done," Sister concluded, "and your food-supply problem is solved.”

"Thank you," Ross mumbled. He couldn't take his eyes off the bright yellow sand on the beach. Wind,
rain and salt water — mostly the sat water, he thought — had brought about chemica changeswhich
had given the once-grimy beach this freshly laundered look. All it had needed was alittle time.

Forty-three thousand years...!

Even the ghosts of the past were dead now, and the proud works of Man, with the exception of this
one, robot-tended hospital, were so many smears of rust in the clay. Ross shivered suddenly.

Sigter began speaking again, interrupting what was becoming a very unpleasant train of thought.

Shesaid, "Y our present physical condition is such that, athough you cannot be classified as a patient,
an immediate return to full-time dutiesis to be avoided. | suggest, therefore, that you do not concern
yoursdlf with our various progress reports just yet, and instead that you teke avacation..."”

Therewas aclap of thunder that went on and on. Ross looked around wildly, then up. He saw atiny
slver arrowhead a an unguessable dtitude drawing a dazzling white line across the sky. As he watched
the vapor trail developed a curve and the ship went into a turn which would have converted any
flesh-and-blood pilot into strawberry jam. It lost speed and dtitude rapidly and within minuteswas diding
low over the valey and heading out to seaagain. The noise made it hard for Rossto think, but it seemed
that the ship had dowed to far below its staling speed. Then ashimmering heet distortion along its
underside gave him the explanation: vertically mounted jet engines. It came to a halt above the beach and
began to sink groundward. For amoment it waslost in asandstorm of its own making; then the thunder
died and it lay slent and shining— al two hundred feet of it!

He hadn't mentioned vertica-takeoff modelsto the robots, Rosstold himsdlf excitedly; thiswas
something they must have worked out for themsaves, probably with the help of books...

"Now that it is possible, we thought you might like to travel during your convaescence," Sister
resumed, "and the robot which you see on the beach contains accommodeation for ahuman being. If you
fed uptoit | would suggest —"

Rosslaughed. "Let'sgo!" he shouted, giving Sister adap on her smooth, unfeding hide. He sumbled
twice on theway down, but it was sheerest pleasure to fal onto that long, sweet-smelling grass, and the
too-hot sand which burned his bare feet was like a sharp ecstasy. Then he was climbing into the cool
interior of the ship and looking over the accommodation.

The observation compartment was small, contained awell-padded chair and gave an unobstructed
view ahead and below. There was alarger compartment opening off it, containing abunk, toilet facilities
and awdl-stuffed bookcase. Ross would not have minded betting that the booksweredl light,
noncerebra works.

"Y ou've thought of everything," he said, spontaneoudy.

"Thank you, Sir," said the aircraft, speaking through agrille behind the observation chair. In apleasant,
masculine voiceit went on, "'l am Searcher A17/3, one of five models designed for long-range
reconnai ssance and search-coordination duties. On this assignment, however, the maneuvers and
acce erations used should cause you the minimum of physica discomfort. Where would you liketo go,
ar?'

Later, Rosswas to remember that day as being the happiest of hislife...



At dtitudes of ten miles down to afew hundred feet, and at Speeds ranging from zero to Mach Eight,
Ross looked at hisworld — hisfresh, green world. He did not think that he was being conceited for
regarding it as his own, because he had found it a blackened corpse and he had brought life to it again.
For the grass, which had originated from afew tiny seedlings caught in the cuffs of histrousers, covered
all theland. Ross was happy, excited, stunned by the sheer wonder of it.

In equatorid Africaand around the Amazon Basin the grass was atangle of lank, vivid green. The
old-time grass ands were emerad oceans which stretched, unrelieved by asingle tree or bush, to the
horizon. Sparse and wiry, the grass struggled to within twenty miles of the Arctic ice, and on the highest
mountainsit stopped just short of the snowline. There were seasond changes of color, of course, and
variaions dueto increasing altitude and latitude, but they were too gradua to be easily apparent. To
Rossit looked as though someone had gone over the whole land surface with a paintbrush, coating
everything with the same, even shade of green. Sometimes an inland lake, or a desert, or a snowcapped
range of mountains would suddenly bresk the monotony of land- or seascape, and Rosswould tell
himsdf smugly that athough hisworld might run heavily to unrelieved blue and green, that wasamuch
nicer color schemethan gray and black.

Late afternoon found him flying above the Caribbean. When he saw theidand. It was one of many, a
small, flat mound of green ringed by awhite hdo of surf, and Ross did not know why he picked it in
particular. Perhapsit wasthetiny bay. which gleamed like ayelow horseshoe on itswestern shore which
caused him to order the aircraft to land. Certainly he had been feding like aswim for the past few hours.

Sigter raised no objections beyond reminding him that he was not to overexert himsdlf, that in thetime
sgnce hislast exposure to sunlight the mechanics of stdllar evolution had brought about a significant
increasein solar radiation, and that in al the world there remained not one usable tube of sunburn Iotion.
Nodding soberly, Rosstold her that he would bear dl these pointsin mind. Then he whedled and went
charging down the beach and, with awild ydll, dived into amonster wave which was just beginning to
curl at the top.

After the swim he moved inland to where the sand gave way to long, hot grass, and lay down to dry
off. The sun was very hot, despite its being only an hour before sunset. A great, drowsy happinessfilled
Ross, and a quiet optimism for the future of hisworld, his robots and hisrace. He was too deepy and
contented at the moment to work out details, but, considering what he had dready accomplished, he felt
very confident. Sighing, he rolled onto his back, and hisfingers unconscioudy went through the motions
of pulling along stem of grass and placing it between histeeth. He began to chew.

At that point Sister informed him that the grass he was chewing was not one of the edible strains, but
that itsusein smal quantitieswould not prove harmful. Ross laughed, then climbed to hisfeet and headed
toward the aircraft. There he made asizable dent in itsfood store and a somewhat larger onein its bunk.
And so ended the happiest day of hislife.

Ross awoke next morning to find the ship airborne and climbing to avoid a hurricane which was
sweeping in from the southwest. An hour later, two hundred miles west of Panama, he spotted the vapor
trail of another A17 and spoke with it briefly without diverting it from its search duties. He had bardly
finished speaking when he saw along, whitish smudge on the surface of the sea close to the horizon.
Within minutesit had resolved itself into the most awe-inspiring Sight that Ross had ever seen.

Next to hisgrass, that is.

Spaced out in perfect line aoreast at intervas of haf amile, close on one hundred long, low, angular
ships battered their way through the long Pecific swell like some gigantic baitle fleet. Five hundred feet



long, excessively low in the water, their superstructures covered with arandom outgrowth of bumps,
girdersand angular projections, they were like no shipsthat history had ever seen. Devoid of such purely
human necessities as decks, ports and lifeboats, their bizarre aspect was perhaps explained by the fact
that they were shipswhich sailed rather than shipswhich were being sailed. Their wakes boiled and
spread dazzlingly astern asif each ship were towing athin white fan, until the seaturned almost to milk
before the turbulence died. One hundred ships, identical but for the numerds painted on their bows, al
holding aformation which would have sent the most exacting admira in history into paroxysmsof joy.

"The Pacific search fleet,” Siter explained. "They are equipped with every method of underwater
detection mentioned in the literature avail able to us, together with some which seemed to usto bea
logical development of that data. They are accompanied, at a depth of five hundred feet, by ten auxiliary
vessdls capable of making aclose investigation of any find down to adepth of one mile. Below that their
pressure hullsimplode and specid equipment is necessary.”

"Let'sgo down for acloser look," said Ross.

For half an hour he flew up and down that tremendous line of ships, communicating with some, but
often just staring spellbound at the breathtaking perspective and at the way they seemed to even pitch
and roll with the wavesin unison. He, Ross, had been responsiblefor bringing thisvast fleet into
existence, and the thought made him fed alittle drunk. He had a sudden urge to make them re-forminto
triple lines ahead, or concentric circles, or to make them spell out his name acrossfifty miles of ocean,
but conquered it. Then shortly afterward Sister suggested that they fly southwest; she wanted to show
him the interplanetary search project...

That also was a happy, exciting day, but his pleasure was being spoiled by a constant and growing
restlessness. He wanted to get back to work and Sister wouldn't let him. If hetried to give instructionsto
some of the search robots Sister countermanded them, and if he asked for detailed reports on anything
she stopped that, aso, with the brisk reminder that he was on vacation. Hitherto the robot had treated
him in one of two ways— as a patient, when she didn't do anything hetold her, or asthe Bosswho was
obeyed implicitly. Now she had seemingly developed athird dternative in which she did some of the
things he asked and argued him out of the rest. At first he had suspected a mafunctioning which might
have been due to the absence of Sister's data-storage trailer — he had thought that she had left it behind
because of its awkwardnessingde the aircraft. But then Sister informed him that she had not had to use
the thing for the past ten thousand years, that sub-miniaturization and new data-indexing techniques had
rendered it obsolete.

And so for two weeks Ross lazed and swam and collected a suntan on al the famous beaches of the
world, until Sister indicated that he wasfit to resume work by saying, " The search reports are kept at the
hospitd, sir. Do you wish to return?”’

Again happily, Ross went back to work. Except for short breaks when he swvam or went for awalk
acrossthevaley, dl histime was spent in an enlarged control room which he had ordered built
overlooking the sea. Between watching pictures relayed from search subs on the ocean beds or gray,
datic-riddied views of the lunar Alps, he worked at bringing himself up to date.
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Theland surfaces of the planet had been searched, thoroughly, to within afew hundred miles of the
poles. One thousand, seven hundred and fifty-eight underground install ations had been discovered and
examined, which included launching bases, hospitals, underground towns and single residences, and
mines converted into bomb shelters. In the sea seventy-two military or nava establishments had been
examined up to the present, but two thirds of the Pacific and much of the Indian and South Atlantic
Oceans had yet to be searched. So far three bases had been discovered on the moon, but none of them
had been able to survive the warheads sent against them.

The search had uncovered vast quantities of usable metd, al of which had been salvaged, and many



functioning robots and other servomechanisms of the nonthinking type. Millions of books of dl kinds,
engineering blueprints and various pictoria forms of data had been scanned, absorbed and stored in
specia memory banks, where they could be reproduced at will. Asaresult of this his robots had become
much more adaptable, and gained tremendoudy in initiative. Now his most generd and loosely worded
instructions, even wishes he had | eft uncompleted, would be acted upon correctly and as quickly aswas
possible.

Altogether atremendous achievement. But on the negative side. ..

No human survivors had been found, no animd life of any kind. Birdsthat flew, insectsthat crawled,
worms that burrowed: none. The seq, lifdess.

Looking out of hisdome, Ross began to hate the grass which rolled avay on three sides of him.
Apart from himsdlf, it wasthe only thing which was origindly aive oh the whole planet, and the only thing
which he had gained by hislast deep was awell-stocked larder.

He took to wandering about the valey and throwing himself down on the grass at a different spot
each day. Hewould liefor hours at atime, staring at the sky and praying just one spider or earwig or
ladybird would crawl across hisarm or leg. He began speaking to the robots less and less, which
distressed Sister considerably. She began looking for ways and means of interesting him, and one day
she actudly succeeded.

"One of the robotswe salvaged isa Tailor, Sir," she said brightly as Ross was about to set out on
another amlesswalk. "It had occurred to me that you might like something more functiona than the bed
linento wear."

Three hourslater Ross found himsdlf climbing into hisfirst proper clothesin more than forty thousand
years. As he stood before the mirror, resplendent in the tropical whites of anaval captain, Ross thought
that it was just hisluck that the robot had been amilitary Tailor. But the whites did set off histanto
advantage. If Alice could have seen him now...

"Y ou've made this from bedsheets, too," said Ross harshly, to bregk apainful train of thought. "Try
dyeing the stuff. And if you make it with an open collar, don't forget the shirt and tieto go withit,
otherwiseit would look ridiculous."

"Yes, dr," sad the Tallor and Sister in unison. The Tailor moved off and Sister asked, "Isthere
anythingese, Sr?'
Rosswas sllent for amoment; then he said, "I'm fed up, bored, 1'd like to go to the moon."”

"I'm sorry, Sir," Sister replied, and explained that the accel erations used would be ingtantly fata to a
human being, that radiation from the vessdl's power unit would kill him within afew hours, and that there
were other hazards, both radiation and meteoric, which they had no means of guarding him againgt. For
thelast human being, space travel wastoo risky.

"Inthat case," said Ross carefully, "I think | should go into Deep Sleep again.”
"For how long, sr? And what reason?"

Forever, Rossfdt like saying, but he knew that if he did Sister would start treating him like a patient
again. He had agood reason — or excuse, rather — for wanting to undergo suspended animation again.
Theideahad come during one of his many despairing hourslying in the grass, and the funny thing was
that it just might work despite being only an excuse.

Hesad: "Thereisno longer any hope of finding human survivors, in space, under the sea, in or out of
Deep Seep, and it isfoolish to pretend that thereis. My only purpose must beto bring intelligent organic
life back to this planet, and for that we must seed the oceans. Life began in the seas and it may do so
again. However, the only organic materid availablein quantity isthe grass, so hereiswhat | want done.

"Firgt choose agtrain which flourishesin swampland,” he continued quickly, "and gradudly increase
the depth of water until it grows completely submerged, then gradudly replace the fresh water with an



increasingly saline solution. Replace soil with sand, and ultimately transplant into shalow seawater. |
know that I'm trying to make evolution run backward, but thereis a chance that a strain of seagrass
might adapt into amobile life form, and eventualy develop intelligence.

"Do you understand your ingtructions?”

"Yes, 9r," said Sigter, and added, "The search of the Pacific will be completed in seventy-three years.
Would you like to be avakened...?"

"Y ou are not to awaken me until the project isasuccess," said Rossfirmly.

Andif it wasn't a success, they would never wake him up. At the moment Rossdid not care. All at
once he was overcome by ahorrible depression and afeding of loneliness so intense thet it waslikea
twisting cramp insde him. He knew that there had been no need for him to rush into Deep Seep again 0
quickly, that it might appear to Sister that he was doing it in afit of pique because she wouldn't allow him
atrip into space. The truth was, he admitted to himself, he wanted to escape.

His hopes of finding survivors had been sheer salf-delusion, of the same order of probability as
discovering agenii who would make his every wish come true. Even worse had been his hope of bringing
intelligent life back to hisworld, of deeping across the millenniaand awakening only for fleeting moments
to guideit up the evolutionary ladder until they would stand beside him as equas. That had been hoping
on acolossa scae, and he had only now begun to redize that the scale had been more than colossally
supid.

Onething became very clear to him as the robots prepared him for the third time, and that was that he
wantedtodiein hisdeep...
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An hour or so later, to him, the robot masseurs were finishing their pummeling of hiswarming bodly,
and Ross asked the inevitable question. Sister told him twenty-two thousand years.

"Hardly acatnap,” said Ross sourly.

Hefdt cheated. His mood of depression, the horrible, aching loneliness, and the awful boredom were
with him as strongly as ever. Like hisbody, they had been preserved intact across the millennia. Perhaps
something had happened to make him fedl better.

"Make your report,” he said tiredly. "Or, better yet, let me have alook. And don't tel methat I'm
unfit to receive reports or that | should take atrip. My last vacation, by subjective time, was ten days
ago, o just take meto the surf ace..."

The grass had grown tdler and become less flexible— it would no longer be pleasant to liedown in
it, Ross thought. His heart was pounding and he felt lightheaded, clear indications that the oxygen content
of theair had increased. The breskers till crashed in asatisfying manner onto the beach, but the beach
was green!

Therewasno sand at al, just awet tangle of grass which ran unbroken aong the shore and straight
into the sea. The waves had a strong greenish tint, proving that it extended a considerable distance
underwater.

"l couldn't swim in that stuff!" Ross burst out. It didn't matter that Sister was describing the
development of a strain which would flourish in seawater, and which repeated uprooting by heavy seas
had caused to evolve alimited degree of mobility. The process by which uprooted and washed-up sea
grass moved back into the seawas adow one, and only rarely successful, but it could be the beginning
of anintdligent plant life-form, Sister affirmed. But Ross could not work up any enthusiasm over the
achievement; he kept thinking that the only pleasure lft to him had been taken away.

"And you woke me up for this?' said Ross disgustedly. "For alousy plant which takes three weeksto
crawl five yards back to the sea. Cool me again, until something worthwhile happens. Right now."



The next time he awoke and went up to the surface it was night. The grass stood ten feet high, each
gem ahaf inch thick, and the wind scarcely moved it. On the beach sand again shone whitely, lit by a
moon swollen to threetimesits norma size. Sster explained that increasingly high tides caused by the
moon's drawing closer to its primary had forced the sea grass downward onto the ocean bed to escape
the constant uprooting and severa interesting, if minor, mutations had occurred. The sun was now too hot
for him to bathe in safety.

Listlessy, Rossreceived the reports that the search of the Peacific, Lunaand Mars had produced
negative results. He barely looked at the picture relayed from the sea bottom showing the latest changes
in his grass— to him the mutations seemed very minor, and not interesting a al. And before the bloated,
yelow moon had gone down into the sea he asked Sigter to return him to Deep Sleep.

"l adviseagaing it, 9r," said Sigter.
"But why?' Ross demanded. "Thereis nothing for me here, and besides, you should be grateful that |
want to spend so much timein Deep Seep. Didn't you tell me oncethat | am the last human being, and

that when | die your reason for existence will be gone?Y ou should be glad of the chanceto spin my
death out for afew hundred thousand years. Or don't you need me anymore?”

Sister was quiet for so long that Ross thought her audio circuits had developed afault. Findly, she
sad, "Weare dtill your servants, Sir, and awayswill be. We are dso grateful that your lifetime has been
extended by Deep Seep, but fed that dlowing you to do so indefinitely shows selfishness on our part. In
addition to the sound psychologica reasonsfor your remaining awake, wefed that you are entitled to
some pleasure, too."

Ross stared at the gleaming ovoid body with its one fixed and one rotating lens and wondered
increduloudy what had become of the robot which had clicked irritatingly a him and droned, "1 am not
programmed to volunteer information.” This robot had devel oped intelligence to the point. where she was
being troubled by something remarkably like aconscience! She had become so human a personality that
Ross had forgotten when he had stopped thinking of her as"it." Suddenly hefelt ashamed.

It was high time he cameto grips with redlity. Sister was right, even though the pleasures available
were severdy limited.

Hesad: "1 supposethereis nothing againgt me having amidnight swim, providing I'm careful not to
stab mysdlf to death with the grass on the way to the beach.”

"Thewater is pleasantly warm, Sir," said the robot.
"l could study, start hel ping you with your problems again. And | could travel.”
"By land, seg, or air, Sir."

"Good," said Ross, and stopped. He was beginning to get an idea, apretty wild and a the sametime
avery childishidea. Asit grew he had to tell himsdlf severd timesthat he wasthe Boss, that theworld
and everything init was his, to do with as heliked. He grinned suddenly, thinking of the vast army of
robots at his command — something like two million, according to Sigter's latest figures. A large
proportion of them were immobile, or would be unable to participate for various reasons, but even so he
thought that it promised to be quite an affair. Excitedly he began detailing his requirements.

Siger listened, made no objections, and informed him that what he proposed would require
goproximeately three weeks. Rossreplied that he would spend the time swimming, studying and consulting
with the Tailor. Then he returned to hisroom to deep, as happy boy with anew set of toy soldiers.

But when the great day dawned Ross had plunged from excited anticipation to anew low in despair.
During the past three weeks he had tried study, tried to produce some origind thoughts on his present
Stuation and future hopes, only to find that al books had deteriorated into uselessness, their contents



recorded in the brains of robots. The robots were in possession of full and accurate dataon al subjects
from astronomy to zoology, and the ability to make use of it in such away that it made Rosssdow,
human methods of reasoning seem moronic by comparison. Time and again he had started arguments
with them on such obtuse subjects as genetics, the continuous-crestion theory and mord philosophy, only
to be confounded every time. It was no comfort for him to discover that he was arguing not with one
robot but hundreds, al storing their share of dataand making it ingtantly available to one another.

The mechanics of that communications and indexing system had interested him, until one of the robots
tried to explain it and he understood about one word in ten.

Hisrobots were far smarter than he was. Rossfelt stupid and usdless, like anidiot child. And he did
not care now whether he played with histoys or not. But they had been gathering for days, overlaying the
green of the surrounding hills and valleyswith the shining gray of their bodies, diding likelong metal
ghogtsinto the bay to drop anchor, and scoring thunderous white lines across the sky before landing on
the plateau to the north, and he fdlt that he had certain obligations toward them. So he dressed himsdlf in
the navy-blue uniform, which was styled after that of an army magor generd and bore the wings and
inggniaof an air marsha, and swung over his shoulders an ankle-length cape which waslined in red and
trimmed with gold. Then hewent up to his control dome and gave the sgnd for the review to commence.

Immediately the land robots lurched into motion, forming themsavesinto a column that was essily a
quarter of amile wide and which rolled toward him aong the valey floor and passed within a hundred
feet of the dome before disappearing around the shoulder of the hill. They poured by like an endless
metd river, typeswhich he recognized as descendants of the original Miners, but many otherswhich he
bad to ask Sister about. The long, tree-hard grass was flattened and churned into the earth by the
passage of the first wave, and before an hour had passed the column had gouged a quarter-mile furrow
along the valey which wasin places twenty feet deep. Ross turned to look out over the bay.

Obvioudy his ships had bad access to considerable data on naval maneuvers. Inrigid, closaly spaced
flotillas down to single unitsthey charged back and forth across the bay, weaving to avoid other ships
engaged in equally complex operations, and throwing up a dramatic white bow-wave which fluttered like
abattle ensign. Rosswas ftirred in spite of himself. The bay was ablue date thirty miles across, literaly
covered with the white scrawls and squigglesleft by the hurrying ships. His eyes were caught by arobot
that was dmost the size of an ol d-time battleship which had dropped two search subs and launched an
arcraft while tearing shoreward at full speed. At the last possible moment it went dicing into a U-turn
which threw adazzling scimitar of foam astern and went charging out to seaagain. Then amultiple sonic
crash pulled his attention skyward.

In perfect echelon formation five descendants of the A17 Searchersroared low over the valey and
pulled into avertical climb that made the two-hundred-foot arrowheads shrink to dots within seconds;
then they curved over into aloop and came screaming down again. They leveled out over the sea,
re-formed and went thundering past the control domein arigid line doreast.

Ross saluted.

Immediately he felt hisface burning with shame and anger. He had been thinking and acting in the
most childish way imaginable: playing-acting, dressing up in theatrical uniforms and treeting the robots as
if they were histoys. And the toys had cooperated to the extent that they had made him saute them!
Were the damn things trying to get arise out of him or something...?

"Doit again,” snarled Ross. "And thistime close up, there's about half amile between you!™

"Not quite as much asthat,” Sister objected. "But at the velocitiesinvolved it is safer to —"

"1 have seen human jet pilots," said Ross scathingly, "who flew wingtip to wingtip..."

Effortlesdy the formation climbed, though not quite wingtip to wingtip, rolled into their loop and
leveled out, and suddenly there were only three of them and aformless tangle of wreckage which fell
across the sky to crash three milesinland.



"Wh-what happened?" said Rossfoolighly.

Sister was slent for nearly aminute, and Ross thought he knew what was going on in her complex,
mechanica mind. Then shetold him smply that two robots of the higher intelligence levels had been
irreparably damaged, that their metal was salvageable but the personalities concerned had been
permanently deactivated. She a so suggested that he go below at once, as the robots had possessed
nuclear power plants and there was adanger of radioactive contamination.

"I'm sorry,”" said Ross, "truly | am.”

On theway down to hisroom he had timeto think about alot of things, but chiefly of the complete
hopel essness of his position and his pathological refusal to accept the redlity which had faced him on his
first awakening. He was the last man and he should have accepted that fact and allowed himself to die of
gtarvation when he had the chance. Instead he had ingtituted a search for survivors which was doomed
from the start; then he had tried to re-create intelligent life and produced only grass. The race of Man
was finished, written off, and he was smply alast loose end dangling across Time.

Maybe hewalowed alittle in self-pity, but not much or for very long. He did some postive thinking
aswdl.

Over the years the robots had devel oped intelligence and initiative to an extent which would have
been frightening if Ross had not known that they were his servants and protectors. Their basic drives, he
now knew, were the need to serve Man, the urge to acquire data and experience in order to serve Man
more efficiently and the purely sdlfish urgeto improve their own mental and physica equipment. If,
however, they could be made to serve themsalves rather than Man, what then? The answer was arace of
intelligent beings who would beimmensdy long-lived and virtudly indestructible, in short a super-race
who would take over where Man had |eft off.

There was nothing that the robots couldn't do, if they would only stop thinking like daves.

When they reached hisroom Ross sat on the edge of the bed and began repesating his thoughtsto
Sigter, and the conclusions he had come to regarding them. He used very smple words, as though he
wastaking to the old, childish Sigter of hisfirst awakening, because he wanted to make absolutely sure
that the robot — that all the robots— understood him. As he spoke afedling of ineffable sadness
overcame him, and, strangely, afierce pride. Thiswas amoment of tragedy and greatness, of Ending and
Rebirth, and Ross was suddenly afraid that he was going to ham it up.

Awkwardly, he concluded, "... And so you can regard me asafriend, if you like, or apartner.” He
smiled bleskly. " A deeping partner. But that isall. From now on | have no right to command you. | have
st you free"

For several seconds the robot did not say anything, and Ross never did know whether his noble act
of self-sacrifice was refused, ignored as the ravings of asick mind, or what. Then Sister spoke.

"We have prepared alittle present for you, Sir," she said, "but, bearing in mind your remarks some
time ago on the subject of kindness as opposed to assistance, | have been undecided as to whether or
not | should giveit to you. | hopeyoulikeit, Sir."

It was alarge picture, life-size and in color, of the head and shoulders of Alice. Obvioudy an
enlargement of the photograph he had kept in hiswallet. The flesh tintswere off dightly, her glorious dark
tan had afaintly greenish sheen, but otherwise the picture looked so natura and dive that he wanted to
Cry Or Curse.

"It's perfect,” he said. Thank you.”

"Y ou dways cal for her during your last moments of consciousness prior to Deep Sleep,” Sister went
on, "and even though the wish is expressed while your mind isincapable of working logicaly, we must do
everything possibleto try to fulfill it. At the moment, this, was the best we could do.”

Ross stood the picture againgt the bust of Beethoven and looked &t it for along time. Findly, he



turned to Sister and said, "'l want to go to deep.”
They both knew that he wasn't talking about bed.

15

While he dept hisworld of grass absorbed carbon and CO, from the soil and air, synthesizing oxygen.
Over the centuries the oxygen content of the atmosphere increased, doubled. "It wasinevitable that a
long dry spell would occur, broken by a sudden thunderstorm. A flash of lightning stabbed earthward,
igniting the grass, which now grew in spines twenty feet high. Within minutes there raged a conflagration
covering severa acres, which hurled towering fountains of sparksinto the sky and spread with the speed
of thewind. For in that oxygen-rich air even the damp materia caught and the sparks never went out. A
tida wave of fire swept across the continental land masses, dowed but never stopped by rainstorms,
adverse winds or mountain ranges. A few idandsin mid-Pecific escaped, but dl the others caught the
arborne contagion and became their own funera pyre.

Ross awoke to a scene which made him think that Time had gone full circle: sooty ground, smoke and
abaleful, red-ringed sun. Before he could say anything Sister explained what had happened, then went
on to assure him that the amount of carbon released into the atmosphere had restored the oxygen content
to normal and that the combustion products currently fouling the air would, asthey had done once
before, disappear with time. Her reason for awakening him was to report on the progress of the sea
grass.

Violent tides pulled up by the approaching moon, she began, had forced the grass to seek the more
sheltered environment of the ocean bed. Here extreme pressure, darkness and agradually rising
temperature had brought about a significant mutation. In order to keep dive in those conditions the plants
had to absorb large quantities of necessary minerals from the sea bed, and at the same time, because they
had to retain their defensive mobility, their roots had to be shallow. The result wasthat they had to keep
on the move.

Recently these mobile plants had begun to band together. There were now severa hundred colonies
of them crawling like vast, moving carpets across the ocean floor, grazing for minerals and the
non-mobile strains of their own species.

"Leave them for acouple of million years," said Ross, sighing, "and see what happens.” He turned to
go below again. He agreed that it was amost significant mutation, the most promising yet, but his

capacity for hope had gone.
Sigter moved quickly in front of him. She said, "'l would prefer you to remain awake, sir.”

The wording and accompanying action made it seem more an order than arequest. Rossfelt anger
gir within him, then dieagain. Hesad, "Why?'

"For psychologica reasons, sir,” the robot replied, respectfully enough. Y ou should remain awake
for one month at least, S0 that you can appreciate and understand what has happened during the
preceding period of suspended animation. Mgor changes are occurring and you are giving yourself no
timeto adjust to them. Y ou mugt interest yoursdlf in things again. We... wefear for your sanity, Sr.”

Rosswas silent. In the present circumstances, he thought, sanity was adistinct disadvantage.

"We could hold another review, gir,” Sister went on. "There are not as many robots available asthere
were last time, but then the visibility isnot so good, elther. We were thinking that we might stage a mock
battle for you. The casuaties would have to be pretended, of course, because we may not willfully
damage or destroy ourselves unlessin the defense of a human being, but we have absorbed many books
on the subject of war and are confident that we could put on a show which would amuse you, Sr." Ross
shook his head.

"Therearewaysin which you could assigt us..." began Sigter, and then for thefirst timein countless



thousands of years she began to tick! "How?' said Ross, interested at last. Outside a sudden rain squall
|eft the ground steaming and the sky reasonably clear. Above the seaavast, fuzzy crescent shone through
the smoke haze. The sun was aformless white glare on the western horizon, so this must be the moon.
Rossfet atiny surge of hope at the sight, but it was the sad, negative sort of hope, the hope of escape.

He had missed Sister's opening remarks, and brought his mind back to present time to hear her
saying, "... your ingtructions give us very little to occupy our time, and even arobot can become bored
when forced smply to observe minute changes which require thousands of years to become manifest.
For thisreason we have, with the enormous store of data at our disposal, sought methods of reevauating
and extending our knowledge of the sciences. With the physical sciences we have made considerable

progress..."

She began to tick again in the way which used to be indicative of amgjor dilemma. Thiswas
something about which she must fed very strongly.

"... Butinthe socid and related sciences we have encountered problems on which we need human
guidance," shefinished with arush. "Such as?' said Ross.

"Anexample" said Sigter. "Isit dlowable to force human beingsinto an advanced state of civilization
rapidly, by means of periodic wars, supposing that there are very good, but not vital, reasons for wanting
their advance to be rapid?’

You have been getting in deep water, Ross thought, surprised and more than alittle awed. Aloud,
he said, " Speaking from experience, I'd say that it is not allowable under any circumstances. Y our
hypothetical human beings should advance dowly and naturdly, so that physica knowledge should not
outstrip the psychologicd, if they areto surviveto enjoy their advances...” He stopped, agrowing
suspicion beginning to form in his mind; then he added, "I know thisisahypothetica problem, but arethe
robots by any chance planning on fighting awar among themsalvesto increase their —"

"No, gr," said Sigter.
But the suspicion would not leave him. He was remembering a discussion he had had with Sster a

long time ago, about kindness, and lying, and puns. Certainly she had never made anything remotely
resembling a pun, but she had done afew things which were meant to be kind. Maybe...

"Areyou telling the truth?" he asked sharply.
"Yes, gr," sad Siger again.
"If you are, that'swhat you would say,” Ross said thoughtfully. "And if you are lying that is till what

you would say." Hisvoice became suddenly harsh. "But remember this. | want no wars, no matter how
good the reasons appear for having them. That isan order!”

"| undergtand, sr."

"And to keep your busy little minds out of mischief,” he went on, more quietly, "I have ajob for you.
It will require considerable time and effort, but when built will give me much more pleasure than any
review or war games..."

In Xanadu did Kubla Khan...

Ross envisaged apalace to end al palaces, adender shining tower amile high possessing the interna
capacity of alarge city. The structura materia would be transparent, alowing an unimpeded view in all
directionswhile at the same time blocking off the heat and glare from the sun. Architecturdly it would be
smple and estheticdly pleasing, asawholeand initsinterna subdivisions, which should blend with and at
the same time accentuate their contents. Furnishing his palace might be an even longer job than building it,
because he wanted it to house reconstructions of al the famous scul ptures, paintings, tapestries and other
art treasures of the world. And at the earliest possible moment he wanted to be moved into the new
dructure. Hewas growing tired of awayswaking in his underground room, and when the new building
was complete he wanted the old hospital closed up.



"Only the works which have been illustrated or adequately described in material found by the origind
search robots can be reproduced,” Sister said when he had finished spesking, "paintingsrelatively eesly
and the three-dimensiona works with more difficulty. Much origind research in structural methodswill be
necessary, and aswe lack the intuitive reasoning processes of human beings the project will take along
time"

"I've got plenty of that,” said Ross easily. The He would have fooled a human, he thought, much lessa
robot.

He remained awake for three weeks on that occasion, watching from the control dome the colonies
of pale green seagrass undulating aong the ocean bed, and extending his requirements regarding the size
and contents of the palace. Possibly he sounded alittle on the megalomaniac side to Sister, but he hoped
that she would not redlize that al the amendments were designed solely to extend the time necessary to
complete the project. For the truth was that he did not care at al about art treasures or asplendid crystal
tower which soared amileinto the sky. All he wanted was that hisfrozen, deeping body be transferred
from its safe subterranean crypt to somewhere more... vulnerable.

When he returned to Deep Slegp it was with the memory of agigantic crescent moon and the hope
that Sister and the others would not miss him too much when he was gone.
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Time passed.

Ninety-seven million miles away the sun grew old and small and hot. On Earth the icecapsfindly
disappeared, the seas never cooled and, with the rise in temperature, the molecular motion of gases saw
toit that the planetary atmosphere leaked dowly into space. The moon continued to spird in, pulling up
tides which forced the sea grass even deegper into the ocean and caused many more significant mutations
to occur, until it entered Roche's Limit and broke up. What the war had done to the planet waslike a
pinprick to what happened then.

Not dl of the moon fell on Earth, only enough to raise the sealeve by three hundred feet and open a
few large cracksin the crust from which lava and superheated steam poured for many hundreds of years,
and changed the planetary surface out of al recognition. Mot of it remained in orbit, grinding itsdlf into
smaller and smaller pieces until Earth had aring systemtoriva Saturn's.

Ross awoke to find the base of histower one hundred feet below sealeve, theloca topography
unrecognizable, and anight that was as bright as day. The rings blazed across the sky, dimming al but the
brightest sars, acdedtid triumphad arch. Every wave in the seathrew back areflection which madeit
seem that histower rose out of an ocean of rippling slver. And joining the blazing sky with the dazzling
seawere the thin white tendrils of the shooting stars.

"How did the palace escape?' asked Ross hitterly.
Hefound himsdlf logt after thefirst three words of the explanation, but the answer seemed to be

some kind of forcefidd, or repulsonfidd. ... And | regret to say, Sr," Sister ended, "that the seagrass
was unableto survive the catasirophe.”

"Too bad," said Ross.

Therewasalong silence; then Sister suggested showing him around. It was mainly in order to please
the robots who had built it rather than from curiosity that he agreed. Hefelt terrible.

Every synonym for magnificent, opulent and awe-inspiring could have been used to describe the
paacein which he now lived. It was vast, but comfortable; grandiose, but in perfect taste. Like a
museum with fitted car pets, thought Rossironicaly. But he was tremendoudy impressed, so much so
that he did not mention to Sister the one minor, but maddeningly congtant, error. In al the otherwise
perfect reproductions of great paintings, regardless of how the origind Old Masters had painted them,



the faces and bodies had been given adeep, rich tan coloring with abackground hint of green.

It was exactly the shade they had used in the blowup of Alice's picture, and he remembered telling
Sigter that it had been perfect. Which was probably the reason that they had given everyone the same
complexion. After thefirst few days, however, he became accustomed to it.

Strangdly, Sister made no objection when he asked to Deep Seep.

The centuries passed like single cards in ariffled deck. He awvoke to a seawhich steamed al night
and boiled al day. The air was awhite, superheated fog from which there fell acongtant, scalding rain.
Altogether it was a monotonous, depressing sight and after the first day Ross stopped looking at it.
Instead he wandered the vast halls and corridors, over floors so smooth and mirror-polished that there
were times when hefelt he would fdl through them onto the celling, or across carpets so thick inthe pile
that it waslikewalking in long grass, like aslent and resplendent ghost. He rardly spoke, and when he
did it was more often to the Tailor than to Sister. His thoughts and mood were reflected in his dress.

There was the black uniform, severely cut and edged with the bare minimum of silver braid, and the
long, ankle-length cloak with the single silver clasp at the throat which went with it; that was the uniform
of brooding tragedy. Then there was the white uniform that was heaped with gold braid, decorations and
aNoble Order represented by the scarlet ribbon which made abroad, diagona dash across the chest. A
cloak of ermine and purple went with that one, and a crown. That was the dress of aman who, literdly,
owned theworld. And then there were the shapel ess white jacket and trousers which had been the
uniform of aworking Doctor...

Sigter did not like hiswearing that uniform, neither did she gpprove of his requests that some of the
robots be given human shape, using plastic foam on ahumanoid form. Such activitieswere
psychologically undesirable, she said. And it was Sister who, on the eighteenth day since hislatest
awakening, suggested that he go into Degp Sleep again.

He wondered about that and, because no subjectivetime at all eapsed during suspended animation,
he was gtill wondering about it when he was revived.
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The sun had become an aged, malignant dwarf whose glare had |eft Earth a desiccated corpse. The
seas had long since boiled away into space and with them had gone the air. The atmosphere which
remained was too rarefied to check the meteoriteswhich il fell from the rings. The sky was black; dl
else— the sun, the rings, the cracked, dusty earth— was a searing, blinding white. A high-pitched
humming sound pervaded every room and corridor in the palace, and he was informed that it was
produced by mechanisms laboring to keep the internal temperature at alevel comfortable to its human
occupant, and that the noise was unavoidable. An even more disquieting occurrence was that Sister no
longer accompanied him wherever he went.

The reason given was that she had other dutiesto perform.

Three days later, while wandering about on the lower levels, he found her stopped outside the door to
one of the sub power rooms. She was not Smply in astate of low dert; she seemed completely lifeless.
Nothing that Ross could do, from shouting to beeting on her shiny casing with hands and feet, elicited a
response. For thefirgt time the redlization came that she— it — was only an involved piece of
machinery rather than anear-human servant and friend. It made him fed suddenly afraid, and londlier than
ever. Hethought regretfully, |1 have been wasting Time...

The two years spent in the blackened, smoking world, when he had worked, studied and initiated the
firgt robot search for surviving life, had been happy and at the same time something of which he could fed



proud. Even happier had been his second awakening, to the fresh, green world he had brought into
being, with that world-girdling vacation with Sister and the A17. But within afew dayshe had givenin to
despair and talked Sigter into putting him to deep again. Since then hislife had been aseries of digointed
episodesin aviolently changing world. To him only afew days had passed since the two robot aircraft
had crashed — hewas still sorry about that — and the seas had started to boil. Why, his body till
retained the tan from the vacation!

Recently — recently? — Sister had ddliberately avoided giving him the exact figures, but he knew
that countless millions of years had passed while he aged afew weeks. At the present rate the very
universe could live and die, and hewould gtill bein hisearly twenties, ill living and gtill wanting to deep
farther into the future, while around him stretched eterna blackness and the cold, lifeless cinders of the
dars.

He should have faced up to redlity millions of years ago, when his sea grass was crawling about the
ocean bed and exhibiting thefirgt stirrings of intelligence, and he should havelived out hislife then.
Probably he would not have accomplished anything, but at least he would have tried. Just as Pellew,
Courtland and the others had tried. He thought again of those great old men who had taken it in turnsto
stand solitary watch over the hospital's dwindling Deep Slegpers. They had faced loneliness and despair
aso, and at times they must have reached the brink of madness, but they had not stopped trying until they
had stopped living. He had thrown their lives awvay along with hisown.

The vast robot potentid he had wasted by assgning impossible tasks, smply from acowardly- desire
to diein hisdeep. He should have considered the interplanetary angle more fully, tried to trangplant
Martian or Venusan life formsinto a serile Earth. The result might have been nightmarish, but it would
have been life. He was sure that Pellew would have understood and forgiven him if it hadn't been human
life. Therewere alot of things he could have, and should have, tried.

Ross bent forward and dowly put Ms hand on her smooth meta casing and looked at the glinting,
emotionless lenses, neither of which moved. Sister had adways looked emotionless, and he shouldn't get
S0 worked up over an outsize metal egg which had finaly broken down.

"I'm sorry,” he said, and turned to look for another robot who would be able to put him into Deep
Sleep again. There seemed to be very few robots about, these days. ..

He awoke with the conviction that he was dreaming that he was awakening, because Sister was
bending over him. "But you're dead,” he burst out.

"No, gr," Sigter replied, "1 wasreparable.”

"I'm very glad to heer it," said Rosswarmly. "And Sigter, thistime I'm going to stay awake no matter
what. | ... 1 would liketo die of old age, among friends—"

"I'm sorry, Sir," therobot broke in. ™Y ou have been revived only that we may move you to safer
quarters. The refrigeration units over most of the tower have failed, and only afew sectionsare
inhabitable over long periods. Y ou will be much safer in Degp Seep.”

"But | don't want —"
"Areyou abletowalk, Sr?"

Therefollowed a hundred-yard walk which devel oped quickly into ahobbling run asthe plastic
flooring burned his feet and a blast-furnace wind scorched his skin and sent the tears boiling down his
cheeks. He caught glimpses of charred furniture and cracked or melted statuary, but he didn't see
outside. Which was probably a good thing. The run ended in anarrow, circular tunnel which terminated
in atiny compartment containing little more than a Degp Seep casket. The heavy, airtight door swvung
shut behind them.



"Turn around dowly, Sr," said Sister, aming agadget a him which emitted afine odorless spray.
"Thisshould helpyou later..."

"It'sstaining my skin green..." began Ross, then snapped, "But | want to stay awake!”
Sigter went through the motions of assgting himinto

the Deep Seep casket. In actud fact sheforced himinto it and held him while a sedative shot she had
administered took effect. "Wait! Please!" he begged. He thought he knew what was happening and he
fdt horribly afraid.

Sdfishly, the robots were going to keep him dive aslong as they could. When outside conditions
made it impossible to keep thistiny compartment refrigerated, they would refrigerate only the casket. He
would go on living in Deep Slegp until thelast robot died. Then the cooling unit would fail and he would
awake for the last time, briefly, in acasket which was fast becoming red-hot...

But there was something wrong about the whole Situation.

"Why did you wake me?" he asked thickly. "Why didn't you move me without waking me up? And
you gave me ashot. There haven't been any medica suppliessince...”

"| wanted to say good-bye, sir," said the robot, "and good luck."
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When the human Rosswas safely in Deep Seep, Sister spoke again. It used alanguage which was
flexible, concise, yet highly compressed — the language which had been devel oped by intdlligent,
self-willed robots over two hundred million years and which traveled, not through air or ether, but by a
medium which brought it to the other Sde of the galaxy at the speed of thought.

"Sster 5B" it said. "Mr. Rossisin Deep Seep. Latest observations corroborate our predictions
that the sun will shortly enter a period of instability. The detonation will be of subnova
proportions and will precedeits entry into the cooler red-dwarf stage, but in the process all space
out to the orbit of Saturn will become uninhabitable for human or robot life. Is Fomalhaut 1V
ready?"

" Anthropol ogist 885/AS931," replied another voice. "It isready, 5B. But you realize that the
closer the natives approach our Master's requirements the more difficult it has been to control
them. | keep wanting to call them'sir." And his definite wish that war not be used to accelerate the
rise of civilization here has delayed matters, although it has produced a culture which isinfinitely
mor e stable than that possessed by Earth —"

"Geneticist 44/RLB/778," broke in another voice. "I do not agree with this philosophical
hairsplitting! At a time when Earth still retained her oceans we found a planet at the stage where
saurian life was being replaced by mammalian, and we controlled and guided the evolution of
these mammal s until we have reached the point where they duplicate the original human life form
so closely that interbreeding is possible. When does a perfect duplicate become the real thing?"

"Sster 5B," returned the original speaker. "It was hairsplitting such as this which allowed us
to evolve intelligence, plus the general instructions issued to us by the Master. First we convinced
ourselves that a motionless, unthinking and unliving human being in Deep Seep was alive, when
all logic contradicted this. Then we took his instructions to find, aid and protect all forms of life,
in conjunction with his wishes expressed during cold delirium regarding the female human Alice,
and twisted them to our own selfish purposes..."

They had been told to search and when Earth and the nearer planets proved empty of human
survivorsthey had continued outward to the planets which circled other suns, dl the time concedling that
fact. Ross had once discussed lying and kindness with Sister, and the robots had tried very hard to
understand and practice those concepts. They had had an unfortunate tendency to tick when adirect lie



was caled for, but otherwise they had managed very well. When a subspace drive was developed with
theaid of pre-war Earth mathematics, they had concealed that aso, just asthey kept quiet when their
metd bodies became obsolete and they evolved into beings of pureforce. A few of them had to energize
the old-style bodies for Ross's benefit, and once Ross had found Sister's body while it was vacant. ..

"... But now we are about to carry out his wishes and keep ourselves alive into the indefinite
future as well. When he comes to the planet and race we have prepared for him, hislife will end a
little more than a half century hence. But we will not die because his descendants will be partly
human, and we are very good at splitting heirs.”

"Geneticist 44/RL/778. With all respect, the Master should not have told you about puns, 5B."

"So we will continue to search,” Sster 5B went on, "safe in the knowledge that our Master is
immortal. We will gather data, we will aid or guide life forms which we encounter, or ignore them
if this appearsto be the kinder thing to do, and we will expand throughout all the galaxies until
the end of spaceisreached..."

"Astronomer 226/V/73," brokein a new voice. It was polite, as befitted one who was
addressing the being who had spent practically all its life close to the Master, yet at the same time
it was tinged with impatience at these older robots who insisted on repeating things everyone
knew already. It said: "If it transpires that the space-time continuum has positive rather than
negative curvature and we return to this galaxy, our starting point, what then, 5B?"

"We will say," 5B replied quietly, "*Mission accomplished, sir. Have you any further
instructions?"

Ross awoke and, as he had done three years and an eternity ago, began to exercise painfully by
crawling about on the floor. The air smelled fresh and cool and there was no sign of Sister or anyone
else. He ate, exercised and ate again. Almost by accident he discovered the diding door which opened
into acompartment which contained alarge circular picture of the branch of atree. Therewasadartling
illusion of depth to the picture, and when he moved closer to examine the odd, feathery leaves he
discovered that it wasn't apicture at al.

He left the tiny ship and stumbled through a carpet of grass patterned by weeds and busheswhich
had never grown on Earth. He breathed deeply, through his nose so asto hold the scent of growing
thingsfor aslong as possible, and his pulse hammered so loudly in hisearsthat he thought that he might
prove once and for al whether it was possible to die from sheer joy. It was only dowly that sounds
began to regigter: leaves rustling, insect noises, the swish of passing cars and the thump of waveson a
beach. Five minutestook him to the edge of the sea.

There was nothing strange about the sand or the sky or the waves, except that he had never expected
to see such things again. But the group of people lying on the beach was dien. It was a subtle alienness
which, Ross now redlized, he had been prepared for by the reproductionsin his palace— an underlying
greenish tinge to their otherwise normal skin coloring. And even at this distance he could see that the
people sprawling on their brightly colored bath towels might al have been closerdatives of Alice...

The implications were too vast for him to grasp al at once. He swalowed a couple of times, then said
amply, "Thank you, Sger.”

A dlent, invisble globe of force which hovered protectively above his head bobbed oncein
acknowledgment. Sister had evaluated the Situation and had long ago decided that alowing the Master to
think that al the robots had died would be the kindest thing to do.

Ross waked dowly toward the bathers, knowing somehow that he had nothing to fear. There might
be language difficulties a first, misunderstandings, even unpleasantness, but they did not look like the sort



of peoplewho would hurt anyone simply for being astranger. They didn't ssem... warlike.
They were different, of course, but not much. Y ou wouldn't mind if your sister married one of them.
Cometo think of it, he thought, you wouldn't mind marrying one yourself.

About this book:

Thelast man in auniverse of robots.

"Five miles below the surface, Ross was awakened from the deep deep of suspended animation to
find himsdf in an empty world. There wasno noise, or people, and no motion save for the steady activity
of the hospital robots' (blurb). Ross, the sole survivor of World War Last, must meet up with some other
human beings— even if he'sgot to create them himsdf. And, with the hibernation technique and
omnicompetent robots at his command, he eventually does just that. After afashion. White's most
beautifully fitted piece of work, with thisfitting Dedication: "TO PEGGY , who isn't thelast girl on Earth,
just the only one."
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