ROBERT F. YOUNG

Robert F. Young (whose " Adventures of the Last Earthman in His Search for
Love" appeared in our June, 1973, issue) is back with a brief and pointed story
about a tomorrow in which the by-word is—

NO DEPOJ T*NO REFILL

SHE CAME INTO the bedroom and sat down beside him on the bed. " Do you want to have sex
with me, Max?Isthat why you rang?'

"No. Not right away. | wanted to talk to you."

"Why?"

"Partly, | guess, because | fed aone.”

"| fed donetoo.”

"Youre merely reflecting my mood.”

"lan't that one of my functions? To reflect the way you fed ?"

"l suppose so. Your har looks lovely tonight. Have you been combing it again?”

"y es"

"| likethe way thet little lock falls over your forehead. Like asun shower."

"| didn't know there were showers on the sun.”

"There are. Beautiful golden ones. Evidently the fact wasn't included in your data banks."

"Lots of factsweren't included in my data banks."

"But they contain everything you need to know. Y ou don't need to know about showers on the sun.”

"What was it you wanted to talk to me about, Max?"

"Something important. | fed like talking anyway, and thereé's something | should tell you.”

"Tel methen, Max."

"I don't redly haveto tell you ahead of time. | don't redly havetotell you at dl. I'm not bound to by
law, or even by amora code. But somehow | fed compelled to. | guessliving with you al these months
has caused meto fed, well, obligated toward you."

"That'sslly, Max. Y ou don't owe me anything."

"l know. | guess | must be growing old. Or maybe | belong back in the twentieth century—way back
inthefirg half. In thisday and age, men are supposed to be ultra-sophigticated. They don't get
sentimental about printed circuits and talk-back tapes, no matter how attractive the package isthey're
wrapped in.”

"Am | anice package, Max?'

"Thenicest | ever had."

"What's S0 specid about me?”

"A lot of things. Theway you wak. That look that sometimes comesinto your eyes. Theway you
smile sort of dyly when it'stimeto go to bed. Asthough you'd thought up anew way to doit. A way a
red girl never could.”

"Whatever became of red girls, Max?"

"Nothing became of them. They're till around.”

"Then how come I've never seen one?”’

"Y ou have seen one. Thegirl living in the next apartment isredl. Y ou've seen her."

"Yes, but | didn't know shewasred. How can she be real? She degpswith area man, just likel
do."

"You'vegot it turned around, Jane. He's the pseudo—not her. It works both ways. Haven't you ever
noticed it's her, not him, who gets up in the morning and goes to work? Watch: hell vanish from the
scene one of these days, and ther€lll be adifferent oneliving there. That's the best way to tell for sure.”



"Isthat the way you tell for sure?"

"Generaly. There are other ways, of course.”

"But if therearered girls, why don't men livewith them? How did it ever come about that they
don't?"

"That inbuilt curiogity of yoursis certainly working overtimetonight.”

"l didn't even know | had one. Why should they put something like that in me, Max?"

"To make you more personable. If you weren't curious, you wouldn't ask questions—even
conversationa oneslike'How do you like my new paper dress? and “Aren't | anice piece? If you didn't
ask questions, we wouldn't be able to talk back and forth so easily.”

"| did ask aquestion, and you didn't answer it. How did it ever come about that real men and real
girlsdont live together?’

"Partly becausered girls sort of phased themselves out. They got it into their headsthat all
differences between the sexes, except physica ones (which they couldn't do anything about anyway)
should be abolished. They wanted to be treated like men and to have the same rights as men and to be
free from the sexua domination of men. In away, they wanted to be men. Whether or not they were
justified in taking such an attitude is beside the point: the point is, undernesth their immacul ate veneer
maost modern heterosexua maesthink of themselves as garbage cans, and the last thing in the world any
of them wantsto make loveto is another garbage can.”

"So all the men walked out on al the women—was that the way it happened?’

"It wasn't that smple. And it didn't happen that fast. Possibly it wouldn't have happened at al if
breakthroughsin the fields of genetics and robotology hadn't taken place shortly after the Movement
attained its goals. Once it became possible to accomplish reproduction more efficiently by artificid than
by naturd methods, and once child-rearing became the province of professionals, the prime function of
the ordinary woman became obsolete. Her acein the hole vanished, and al she had | eft was the Queen
of Hearts, which she was too proud—or too stubborn—to play. What really buried her once and for al,
though, was the appearance on the market of a reasonably priced substitute.”

"Pseudo-girls, you mean. We're why men walked out on her."

"It goes, deeper than that, and alot farther back. It's highly improbable that most men would have
preferred pseudo-girls over red girlsregardless of how mixed up thered girlswere, if the pseudo-girls
hadn't comprised a quality real girlslacked—a quality perfectly attuned to the preconditioned attitude
of the customer.”

"l only asked asmple question, Max. Why can't you give me asmple answer? | don't even know
what a preconditioned attitudeis.”

"It'saway of looking a something before you know what the something is. The attitude I'm talking
about was the natura byproduct of arunaway technology that had made manufacturing the new less
expensive than repairing the old. It—the attitude—took root around the middle of the twentieth century,
and grew and grew and grew. It had aready reached maturity when Ani-Mates, Inc. brought out the first
pseudo-girls. Thanksto it, pseudo-girls (after the inevitable court-battles) became the rage, and red girls
found themselves in freedom up to their necks.”

"But that was what real girlswanted, wasn't it, Max? To befree. And if there are pseudo-men
available aswdl as pseudo-girls, there's certainly no reason for them to be londly.”

"Sure they wanted to be free, and no, they're not lonely. But they didn't want to be free from men
entirdly. They wanted to have someone to take care of them while they were exercising their equdity.
And pseudo-men don't work."

"They'relike pseudo-girls, hun? They stay home dl day and do the housekeeping and get dinner
ready and—and thingslike that."

"Right. Thingslike that. They're nice to have around, but they're afar cry from ahard-working
husband."

" till don't understand what a preconditioned attitude hasto do with it."

"It's not necessary that you should, Jane. | just felt like talking—that's dl."

"There was something you were going to tell me. Something you caled mein hereto tell me. Areyou



going to tell me now, or shal we have sex firgt?"

"I'll tell you first, and then well have sex. But like | said, I'm not duty-bound to tell you ahead of time,
or for that matter to tell you at dl. I'm going to have to turn you off, Jane. Do you know what | mean by
‘turning you off'?"

"Yes"

"And you don't mind?’

"Why should | mind?'

"W, you shouldnt, asfar asthat goes—you're guaranteed not to. It's just that when the time comes
| dways hateto do it. It doesn't seem fair somehow. Most men don't fed thisway— most men areglad
when the time comes. Some of them don't even wait. With them, the preconditioned attitude | told you
about works full-time. With me, it doesn't. Like | said, | guess | belong back in the first haf of the
twentieth century. | won't pretend that doing it will have any lasting effect on me—it won't. I'm not that
much out of tune. It'sjust that | hateto doit. But | can't put it off any longer becauseif | don't do it pretty
soon I'll have to weatch you die. And | wouldn't want that. Y ou wouldn't want thet either, would you,
Jane?’

"No, | guess| wouldn't.”

"So well have sex one more time, and then I'll turn you off and everything will bedl right.”

"Areyou going to try aredhead next?'

"Probably. Here, let me help you with your bra."

HAVING SEX FIRST madeit easer. It dways did. He carried the deactivated body into the
kitchen and laid it on the floor. It wastoo big to go through the mouth of the disposal chute, and he had
to dismember it first. He used the hack saw which he kept on hand for the purpose.

Afterward he watched 3V for awhile, and had afew drinks. Then he went to bed. In the morning he
threw away histhrowaway pajamas and broke out a new throwaway business-suit. He droveto work in
histhrowaway car. On the way, he stopped off at the local branch of Ani-Mates, Inc. and put in an order
for acustom-built redhead. A deluxe one.

—ROBERT F. YOUNG



