FROM THE ERA OF MAN
TO THE AGE OF ROBOTS...

“The Warm Space” by David Brin--The robots had staked their claimto the
stars, but wasn't there any place for those organic units called humans in the
greater universe?

“How2" by difford D. Simak--All he’'d wanted to build was a pet robot rover,
but what he got was a being that was never neant to | eave the factory, a netal
creature that might be the nmother of all robot kind!

“Sally” by |saac Asinov--They were autonatobiles, cars which understood
humans’ every request and had obeyed their masters faithfully, but now they’d
been retired fromservice and no one was going to get themon the road again!

These are but a few glinpses of our possible futures, those distant--or not so
di stant--times, when not only men but machines will have m nds of their own.
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| NTRODUCTI ON:  ROBOTS

Robots are not a nodern concept. They are as old as pottery at the very
| east.

Once hunman beings learned to fashion objects out of clay and bake them
hard- - especially objects that |ooked |ike human beings--it was an easy
conceptual |eap to suppose that human bei ngs t hensel ves had been fashi oned out
of clay. Whereas ordinary lifeless statues and figurines needed nothing nore
than a human potter, the nore m racul ous human body, |iving and thinking,
required a divine potter.

Thus, in the Bible, God is described as formng the first nman,
potter-wi se, out of clay. “And the Lord God formed nan of the dust of the
ground, and breathed into his nostrils the breath of life; and nan becane a
living soul.” (Cenesis 2:7)

In the Geek nyths, it was Pronetheus who fashioned the first human
bei ngs out of clay and water and Athena breathed life into them No doubt one
could go through the myths of many nations and find gods busily making little
statues that becane human bei ngs.

What’'s nmore, the gods continued making living things or quasi--living
things later on. Wth time, of course, human beings | earned that clay was not
the only building material, but that metals were superior, so that the
divinely created beings cane to be thought of as metallic in nature, and no
| onger as pottery.

In the eighteenth book of the Iliad, for instance, Hephaistos, the
divine smith, is forging new arnor for Achilles, and he is described as having
“a couple of maids to support him These are made of gold exactly like living
girls; they have sense in their heads, they can speak and use their nuscles,
they can spin and weave and do their work.” Hephaistos was al so described as
havi ng forned a bronze giant, Talos, that served to guard the shores of Crete
by wal ki ng around the island three tines a day and repelling anyone trying to
I and.

Fol k tales and | egends of all nations tell of objects, usually
consi dered inanimate, that through magi c of one kind or another, achieve human
or even superhuman intelligence. These can vary fromthe “golem” a giant nade

of clay, supposedly given magical life by a rabbi in sixteenth-century
Bohem a, down to the magic mrror in “Snow VWite” who could tell “who is the
fairest of themall.” Various nedieval scholars, such as Al bertus Magnus,
Roger Bacon, and Pope Syl vester Il were supposed to have fashioned tal king

heads that gave them needed i nformation

Human bei ngs, of course, tried to devise “automata” (singular
“aut omat on”--from G eek words neani ng “sel fmoving”) that woul d work through
springs, levers, and conpressed air rather than through magic, and give the
illusion of possessing purpose and intelligence. Even anong the ancients were
t hose who possessed sufficient ingenuity who could make use of the primtive
technol ogi es of those days to construct such devices.

The breakt hrough came, however, with the devel opment of mechanica
clocks in the thirteenth century. Cever technol ogists | earned how to use
“cl ockwor k”--gears, wheels, springs, and so on--to produce not nerely the
regul ar notion of clock hands, but nore conplex notions that gave the illusion



of life.

The gol den age of automata came in the eighteenth century, when autonata
in the shape of soldiers, or tigers, or small figures on a stage could mmc
various life-related behavior. Thus, Jacques de Vaucanson built a mechanica
duck in 1738. It quacked, bathed, drank water, ate grain, seenmed to digest it,
and then elimnated it. It was all perfectly automatic, of course, and without
volition or consciousness, but it anazed spectators. In 1774 Pierre
Jacquet -Droz devised an automatic scribe, a nechanical boy whose cl ockwork
mechani sm caused it to dip a pen inink and wite a letter (always the sane
letter, to be sure. )

These were only toys, of course, but inportant ones. The principles of
automata were applied to automatic machi nery intended for useful purposes,
which led to the invention of punched cards in 1801, which in turn set the
feet of humanity on the path toward computers.

The Industrial Revolution, which had its begi nnings as the gol den age of
automata cane to an end, was therefore a continuation of the notion of the
nmechani cal producti on of apparently purposive behavior. As machi nes grew nore
and nore el aborate, the notion that human beings could eventual |y construct
devi ces that had sonme nodi cum of human intelligence grew stronger

In 1818 a book by Mary Shelley was published that was entitled
Frankenstein and that dealt with the construction of a human body that was
given life by its inventor. It was subtitled “The New Promet heus” and has been
popul ar ever since its appearance. In the book, the created life-form (called
“the Monster”) took vengeance on being neglected by killing Frankenstein and
his famly.

That is considered by some to have initiated nodern “science fiction,”
in which the possibility of manufacturing “nechani cal nen” remained a
frequently recurring subject.

In 1920 Karel Capek, a Czeck playwight, wote R U R , a play in
whi ch aut omata were mass-produced by an Engli shman named Rossum The aut omata
were neant to do the world' s work and to make a better |ife for human bei ngs.
In the end, though, the automata rebelled, w ped out humanity, and started a
new race of intelligent beings thenselves. It was Frankenstein again on a nmuch
nore grandi ose scal e.

R U R stood for Rossumi s Universal Robots. Rossum seens to be froma
Czech word meaning “reason,” while “robot” is froma Czech word neani ng
“slave.” The popularity of the play threwthe old term “automaton,” out of
use. The expression “robot” replaced it in every |anguage, so that now a robot
is any artificial device (often netallic and often pictured in vaguely human
form though neither is absolutely necessary) that will performfunctions
ordinarily thought to be appropriate only for human bei ngs.

In 1939 Isaac Asinmov (that’s nme), who was only nineteen at the tine,
grew tired of science-fictional robots that were either unrealistically w cked
or unrealistically noble, and began to wite science-fiction tales in which
robots were viewed nerely as nachines, built, as all machines are, with an
attenpt at adequate safeguards. In 1942 he formul ated these safeguards into
the “Three Laws of Robotics.” OQther witers adopted the |aws, which introduced
a useful rationalization into the concept of robots. They did not, however,
undul y hanper those witers.

In this collection of nodern stories about robots, you will find robots
of all shapes and purposes, sonme of them despite the Three Laws, being
dedi cated to war and destruction. Even a robot story of mine that is included
i nvol ves robots built in the shape of autonobiles, rather than nen, and all ows
themto act with (deservedly) hostile intent.

In any case, enjoy.

--lsaac Asi nbv
THE TUNNEL UNDER THE WORLD
by Frederik Poh



On the norning of June 15th, Guy Burckhardt woke up scream ng out of a dream

It was nore real than any dream he had ever had in his life. He could
still hear and feel the sharp, ripping-netal explosion, the violent heave that
had tossed himfuriously out of bed, the searing wave of heat.

He sat up convul sively and stared, not believing what he saw, at the
qui et room and the bright sunlight coming in the w ndow

He croaked, “Mary?”

His wife was not in the bed next to him The covers were tunbled and
awy, as though she had just left it, and the nmenory of the dream was so
strong that instinctively he found hinself searching the floor to see if the
dream expl osi on had t hrown her down.

But she wasn’'t there. OF course she wasn’t, he told hinself, |ooking at
the fam liar vanity and slipper chair, the uncracked wi ndow, the unbuckl ed
wall. It had only been a dream

“Quy?” H's wife was calling himquerulously fromthe foot of the stairs.
“Quy, dear, are you all right?”

He call ed weakly, “Sure.”

There was a pause. Then Mary said doubtfully, “Breakfast is ready. Are
you sure you're all right? I thought | heard you yelling.”

Bur ckhardt said nore confidently, “I had a bad dream honey. Be right
down.”

In the shower, punching the | ukewarm and-col ogne he favored, he told
hinmself that it had been a beaut of a dream Still bad dreanms weren't unusual
especi ally bad dreans about explosions. In the past thirty years of H bonb
jitters, who had not dreamed of expl osions?

Even Mary had dreanmed of them it turned out, for he started to tell her
about the dream but she cut himoff. “You did?” Her voice was astonished.
“Why, dear, | dreanmed the sane thing! Wll, alnost the same thing. | didn't
actually hear anything. | dreanmed that something woke me up, and then there
was a sort of quick bang, and then sonething hit me on the head. And that was
all. Was yours like that?”

Bur ckhardt coughed. “Well, no,” he said. Mary was not one of the
strong-as-a-man, brave-as-a-tiger wonen. It was not necessary, he thought, to
tell her all the little details of the dreamthat nmade it seemso real. No
need to nention the splintered ribs, and the salt bubble in his throat, and
t he agoni zed know edge that this was death. He said, “Mybe there really was
some kind of expl osion downtown. Maybe we heard it and it started us
dream ng.”

Mary reached over and patted his hand absently. “Maybe,” she agreed.
“I't’s al nmost hal f-past eight, dear. Shouldn’t you hurry? You don’'t want to be
late to the office.”

He gul ped his food, kissed her and rushed out--not so nuch to be on tine
as to see if his guess had been right.

But downtown Tyl erton |ooked as it always had. Conming in on the bus,

Bur ckhardt watched critically out the wi ndow, seeking evidence of an

expl osion. There wasn't any. If anything, Tylerton |ooked better than it ever
had before. It was a beautiful crisp day, the sky was cl oudl ess, the buil dings
were clean and inviting. They had, he observed, steanblasted the Power & Light
Bui l ding, the town’s only skyscraper--that was the penalty of having Contro
Chemicals’ main plant on the outskirts of town; the fumes fromthe cascade
stills left their mark on stone buil dings.

None of the usual crowd were on the bus, so there wasn’t anyone
Bur ckhardt coul d ask about the explosion. And by the time he got out at the
corner of Fifth and Lehigh and the bus rolled away with a nuted di esel noan,
he had pretty well convinced hinmself that it was all imagination

He stopped at the cigar stand in the | obby of his office building, but
Ral ph wasn’t behind the counter. The man who sold himhis pack of cigarettes
was a stranger.

“Where’s M. Stebbins?” Burckhardt asked.



The man said politely, “Sick, sir. He'll be in tonorrow. A pack of
Marlins today?”

“Chesterfields,” Burckhardt corrected.

“Certainly, sir,” the man said. But what he took fromthe rack and slid
across the counter was an unfamliar green-and-yell ow pack

“Do try these, sir,” he suggested. “They contain an anticough factor
Ever notice how ordinary cigarettes make you choke every once in a while?”

Bur ckhardt said suspiciously, “lI never heard of this brand.”

“OfF course not. They're sonething new ” Burckhardt hesitated, and the
man sai d persuasively, “Look, try themout at my risk. If you don't like them

bring back the enpty pack and 1’'Il refund your noney. Fair enough?”
Bur ckhardt shrugged. “How can | |ose? But give me a pack of
Chesterfields, too, will you?”

He opened the pack and lit one while he waited for the el evator. They
weren’t bad, he decided, though he was suspicious of cigarettes that had the
tobacco chemically treated in any way. But he didn't think rmuch of Ral ph’'s
stand-in; it would raise hell with the trade at the cigar stand if the man
tried to give every custoner the sane high-pressure sales talk.

The el evator door opened with a | ow pitched sound of rmusic. Burckhardt
and two or three others got in and he nodded to them as the door closed. The
thread of music switched off and the speaker in the ceiling of the cab began
its usual commercials.

No, not the usual commercials, Burckhardt realized. He had been exposed
to the captive-audi ence cormercials so long that they hardly registered on the
outer ear any nore, but what was coming fromthe recorded programin the
baserment of the building caught his attention. It wasn't merely that the
brands were nostly unfamliar; it was a difference in pattern

There were jingles with an insistent, bouncy rhythm about soft drinks
he had never tasted. There was a rapid patter dial ogue between what sounded
like two ten-year-old boys about a candy bar, followed by an authoritative
bass runble: “Go right out and get a DELICI QUS Choco-Bite and eat your TANGY
Choco-Bite all up. That's Choco-Bite!” There was a sobbing fenal e whine: “I
wi sh I had a Feckle Freezer! I'd do anything for a Feckle Freezer!” Burckhardt
reached his floor and left the elevator in the nmiddle of the |ast one. It left
hima little uneasy. The commercials were not for famliar brands; there was
no feeling of use and customto them

But the office was happily normal --except that M. Barth wasn't in. Mss
Mtkin, yawning at the reception desk, didn't know exactly why. “H's hone
phoned, that’s all. He'll be in tonorrow.”

“Maybe he went to the plant. It’s right near his house.”

She | ooked indifferent. *Yeah.”

A thought struck Burkhardt. “But today is June 15th! It’s quarterly tax
return day--he has to sign the return!”

Mss Mtkin shrugged to indicate that that was Burckhardt’s problem not
hers. She returned to her nails.

Thor oughl y exasperated, Burckhardt went to his desk. It wasn’t that he
couldn’t sign the tax returns as well as Barth, he thought resentfully. It
simply wasn’t his job, that was all; it was a responsibility that Barth, as
of fice manager for Contro Chem cals’ downtown office, should have taken

He thought briefly of calling Barth at his home or trying to reach him
at the factory, but he gave up the idea quickly enough. He didn't really care
much for the people at the factory and the | ess contact he had with them the
better. He had been to the factory once, with Barth; it had been a confusing
and, in a way, a frightening experience. Barring a handful of executives and
engi neers, there wasn’'t a soul in the factory--that is, Burckhardt corrected
hi nsel f, remenbering what Barth had told him not a living soul--just the
machi nes.

According to Barth, each machine was controlled by a sort of computer
whi ch reproduced, in its electronic snarl, the actual nenmory and nind of a
human being. It was an unpl easant thought. Barth, |aughing, had assured him



that there was no Frankenstein business of robbing graveyards and inpl anting
brains in nmachines. It was only a matter, he said, of transferring a man’'s
habit patterns frombrain cells to vacuumtube cells. It didn't hurt the man
and it didn't nmake the machine into a nonster

But they made Burckhardt unconfortable all the sane.

He put Barth and the factory and all his other irritations out of his
m nd and tackled the tax returns. It took himuntil noon to verify the
figures--which Barth could have done out of his menory and his private |edger
in ten mnutes, Burckhardt resentfully rem nded hinsel f.

He sealed themin an envel ope and wal ked out to Mss Mtkin. “Since M.
Barth isn't here, we’'d better go to lunch in shifts,” he said. “You can go
first.”

“Thanks.” Mss Mtkin languidly took her bag out of the desk drawer and
began to apply makeup

Bur ckhardt offered her the envelope. “Drop this in the mail for ne, wll
you? Uh--wait a mnute. | wonder if | ought to phone M. Barth to nmake sure.
Did his wife say whether he was able to take phone calls?”

“Didn't say,” Mss Mtkin blotted her lips carefully with a Kl eenex.
“Wasn't his wife, anyway. It was his daughter who called and left the
nmessage.”

“The ki d?” Burckhardt frowned. “I thought she was away at school .”

“She called, that’s all | know”

Bur ckhardt went back to his own office and stared distastefully at the
unopened mail on his desk. He didn’t |ike nightmares; they spoiled his whole
day. He should have stayed in bed, |ike Barth.

A funny thing happened on his way home. There was a di sturbance at the
corner where he usually caught his bus--soneone was scream ng sonet hi ng about
a new ki nd of deep-freeze--so he wal ked an extra bl ock. He saw the bus com ng
and started to trot. But behind him soneone was calling his nane. He | ooked
over his shoulder; a small harried--1ooking man was hurrying toward him

Bur ckhardt hesitated, and then recognized him It was a casua
acquai nt ance naned Swanson. Burckhardt sourly observed that he had al ready
m ssed the bus.

He said, “Hello.”

Swanson’s face was desperately eager. “Burckhardt?” he asked
inquiringly, with an odd intensity. And then he just stood there silently,
wat chi ng Burckhardt’s face, with a burning eagerness that dwindled to a faint
hope and died to a regret. He was searching for sonething, waiting for
somet hi ng, Burckhardt thought. But whatever it was he wanted, Burckhardt
didn’t know how to supply it.

Bur ckhardt coughed and said again, “Hello, Swanson.”

Swanson didn’t even acknow edge the greeting. He nerely sighed a very
deep si gh.

“Not hi ng doi ng,” he nunbl ed, apparently to hinself. He nodded
abstractedly to Burckhardt and turned away.

Bur ckhardt watched the slunmped shoul ders di sappear in the crowmd. It was
an odd sort of day, he thought, and one he didn't nuch |ike. Things weren't
going right.

Ri di ng home on the next bus, he brooded about it. It wasn’t anything
terrible or disastrous; it was sonething out of his experience entirely. You
live your life, Iike any man, and you form a network of inpressions and
reactions. You expect things. Wien you open your nedici ne chest, your razor is
expected to be on the second shelf; when you | ock your front door, you expect
to have to give it a slight extra tug to make it latch

It isn't the things that are right and perfect in your life that make it
famliar. It is the things that are just a little bit wong--the sticking
latch, the light switch at the head of the stairs that needs an extra push
because the spring is old and weak, the rug that unfailingly skids underfoot.

It wasn’t just that things were wong with the pattern of Burckhardt’s



life; it was that the wong things were wong. For instance, Barth hadn’t cone
into the office, yet Barth always came in.

Bur ckhardt brooded about it through dinner. He brooded about it, despite
his wife's attenpt to interest himin a gane of bridge with the nei ghbors, al
t hrough the eveni ng. The nei ghbors were people he |iked--Anne and Farl ey
Denner man. He had known themall their lives. But they were odd and brooding,
too, this night and he barely listened to Dennerman’ s conpl ai nts about not
being able to get good phone service or his wife’'s conments on the disgusting
variety of television comercials they had these days.

Bur ckhardt was well on the way to setting an all-tine record for
conti nuous abstraction when, around m dni ght, with a suddenness that surprised
him-he was strangely aware of it happening--he turned over in his bed and,
qui ckly and conpletely, fell asleep

On the norning of June 15th, Burckhardt woke up screaning

It was nore real than any dream he had ever had in his life. He could
still hear the explosion, feel the blast that crushed himagainst a wall. It
did not seemright that he should be sitting bolt upright in bed in an
undi st urbed room

Hs wife cane pattering up the stairs. “Darling!” she cried. “Wat’'s the
matter?”

He munbl ed. “Nothing. Bad dream”

She rel axed, hand on heart. In an angry tone, she started to say: “You
gave nme such a shock--"

But a noise fromoutside interrupted her. There was a wail of sirens and
a clang of bells; it was |oud and shocki ng.

The Burckhardts stared at each other for a heartbeat, then hurried
fearfully to the wi ndow.

There were no runbling fire engines in the street, only a small pane
truck, cruising slowy along. Flaring | oud-speaker horns crowned its top. From
themissued the screamnmi ng sound of sirens, growing in intensity, mxed with
the runbl e of heavy-duty engines and the sound of bells. It was a perfect
record of fire engines arriving at a four-alarm bl aze.

Burckhardt said in amazenent, “Mary, that’'s against the lawm Do you know
what they’' re doing? They're playing records of a fire. Wiat are they up to?”

“Maybe it’s a practical joke,” his wife offered.

“Joke! Waki ng up the whol e nei ghborhood at six o' clock in the norning?”

He shook his head. “The police will be here in ten mnutes,” he predicted.
“Wait and see.”

But the police weren't--not in ten mnutes, or at all. Woever the
pranksters in the car were, they apparently had a police pernit for their
ganes.

The car took a position in the niddl e of the block and stood silent for
a few minutes Then there was a crackle fromthe speaker, and a giant voice
chant ed:

Feckl e Freezers!

Feckl e Freezers!

CGotta have a

Feckl e Freezer!

Feckl e, Feckle, Feckle,
Feckl e, Feckle, Feckle--

It went on and on. Every house on the bl ock had faces staring out of
wi ndows by then. The voice was not nerely loud; it was nearly deafening.

Bur ckhardt shouted to his wife, over the uproar, “Wat the hell is a
Feckl e Freezer?”
“Some kind of a freezer, | guess, dear,” she shrieked back unhel pfully.

Abruptly the noise stopped and the truck stood silent. It was stil
m sty nmorning; the sun’s rays cane horizontally across the rooftops. It was



i npossible to believe that, a nmonent ago, the silent block had been bell owi ng
the nane of a freezer.

“A crazy advertising trick,” Burckhardt said bitterly. He yawned and
turned away fromthe wi ndow. “Mght as well get dressed. | guess that’'s the
end of--"

The bel | ow caught himfrom behind; it was alnost |ike a hard slap on the
ears. A harsh, sneering voice, |ouder than the archangel’s trunpet, how ed:

“Have you got a freezer? It stinks! If it isn't a Feckle Freezer, it
stinks! If it’s a last year’'s Feckle Freezer, it stinks! Only this year’s
Feckl e Freezer is any good at all! You know who owns an Aj ax Freezer? Fairies
own Aj ax Freezers! You know who owns a Triplecold Freezer? Conmies own
Triplecold Freezers! Every freezer but a brand-new Feckle Freezer stinks!”

The voice screamed inarticulately with rage. “I’mwarning you! Get out
and buy a Feckle Freezer right away! Hurry up! Hurry for Feckle! Hurry for
Feckl e! Hurry, hurry, hurry, Feckle, Feckle, Feckle, Feckle, Feckle,
Feckle...”

It stopped eventually. Burckhardt licked his lips. He started to say to
his wife, “Maybe we ought to call the police about--" when the speakers
erupted again. It caught himoff guard; it was intended to catch him off
guard. It screaned:

“Feckl e, Feckle, Feckle, Feckle, Feckle, Feckle, Feckle, Feckle. Cheap
freezers ruin your food. You'll get sick and throw up. You'll get sick and
die. Buy a Feckle, Feckle, Feckle, Feckle! Ever take a piece of meat out of
the freezer you ve got and see how rotten and noldy it is? Buy a Feckle,
Feckl e, Feckle, Feckle, Feckle. Do you want to eat rotten, stinking food? O
do you want to wi se up and buy a Feckle, Feckle, Feckle--"

That did it. Wth fingers that kept stabbing the wong hol es, Burckhardt
finally managed to dial the local police station. He got a busy signal--it was
apparent that he was not the only one with the sanme idea--and while he was
shakily dialing again, the noise outside stopped.

He | ooked out the wi ndow. The truck was gone.

Bur ckhardt | oosened his tie and ordered another Frosty-Flip fromthe
waiter. If only they wouldn't keep the Crystal Cafe so hot! The new pai nt
job--searing reds and blinding yell ows--was bad enough, but someone seened to
have the delusion that this was January instead of June; the place was a good
ten degrees warner than outside.

He swal l owed the Frosty-Flip in two gulps. It had a kind of peculiar
flavor, he thought, but not bad. It certainly cooled you off, just as the
wai ter had pronised. He rem nded hinself to pick up a carton of themon the
way honme; Mary might |ike them She was always interested in something new

He stood up awkwardly as the girl came across the restaurant toward him
She was the nost beautiful thing he had ever seen in Tyl erton. Chin-height,
honey-bl ond hair and a figure that--well, it was all hers. There was no doubt
inthe world that the dress that clung to her was the only thing she wore. He
felt as if he were blushing as she greeted him

“M. Burckhardt.” The voice was |like distant tomtons. “It’s wonderful of
you to let ne see you, after this nmorning.”

He cleared his throat. “Not at all. Wn't you sit down, M ss--"

“April Horn,” she murmured, sitting down--beside him not where he had

poi nted on the other side of the table. “Call me April, won't you?”
She was wearing sone kind of perfune, Burckhardt noted with what little
of his mind was functioning at all. It didn't seemfair that she should be

using perfume as well as everything else. He came to with a start and realized
that the waiter was leaving with an order for filets mgnon for two.

“Hey!” he obj ect ed.

“Pl ease, M. Burckhardt.” Her shoul der was against his, her face was
turned to him her breath was warm her expression was tender and solicitous.
“This is all on the Feckle Corporation. Please let them-it’s the |east they
can do.”



He felt her hand burrowi ng into his pocket.

“I put the price of the meal into your pocket,” she whispered
conspiratorially. “Please do that for me, won’'t you? | nean |’'d appreciate it
if you d pay the waiter--1"m ol d-fashi oned about things like that.”

She smiled neltingly, then becane nock-businesslike. “But you rnust take
the noney,” she insisted. “Wiy, you're letting Feckle off lightly if you do!
You coul d sue themfor every nickel they’ ve got, disturbing your sleep like
that.”

Wth a dizzy feeling. as though he had just seen someone nake a rabbit
di sappear into a top hat, he said, “Wy, it really wasn’t so bad, uh, April. A
little noisy, maybe, but--"

“Ch, M. Burckhardt!” The blue eyes were wide and admiring. “lI knew
you' d understand. It's just that--well, it’s such a wonderful freezer that
some of the outside nen get carried away, so to speak. As soon as the main
of fice found out about what happened, they sent representatives around to
every house on the block to apol ogi ze. Your wife told us where we coul d phone
you--and 1’ mso very pleased that you were willing to et me have lunch with
you, so that | could apol ogi ze, too. Because truly, M. Burckhardt, it is a
fine freezer.

“l shouldn’t tell you this, but--" The blue eyes were shyly
| owered--"1"d do al nost anything for Feckle Freezers. It’'s nmore than a job to
me.” She | ooked up. She was enchanting. “l bet you think I'msilly, don't
you?”

Bur ckhardt coughed. “Well, |--"

“Ch, you don’t want to be unkind!” She shook her head. “No, don’'t
pretend. You think it's silly. But really, M. Burckhardt, you wouldn’t think
so i f you knew nore about the Feckle. Let me show you this little booklet--"

Bur ckhardt got back fromlunch a full hour late. It wasn’t only the girl
who del ayed him There had been a curious interviewwth a little man naned
Swanson, whom he barely knew, who had stopped himw th desperate urgency on
the street--and then left himcold.

But it didn't matter nuch. M. Barth, for the first tinme since
Bur ckhardt had worked there, was out for the day--Ieaving Burckhardt stuck
with the quarterly tax returns.

What did matter, though, was that sonehow he had signed a purchase order
for a twelve-cubic-foot Feckle Freezer, upright nodel, self-defrosting, |ist
price $625, with a ten per cent “courtesy” discount--"Because of that horrid
affair this norning, M. Burckhardt,” she had said.

And he wasn’t sure how he could explain it to his w fe.

He needn’'t have worried. As he walked in the front door, his wife said

al nrost i medi ately, “I wonder if we can’t afford a new freezer, dear. There
was a man here to apol ogi ze about that noise and--well, we got to talking
and--"

She had signed a purchase order, too.

It had been the dammedest day, Burckhardt thought later, on his way up
to bed. But the day wasn’t done with himyet. At the head of the stairs, the
weakened spring in the electric light switch refused to click at all. He
snapped it back and forth angrily and, of course, succeeded in jarring the
tumbler out of its pins. The wires shorted and every light in the house went
out .

“Dam!” said Guy Burckhardt.

“Fuse?” H's wife shrugged sleepily. “Let it go till the nmorning, dear.”

Bur ckhardt shook his head. “You go back to bed. I’'Il be right along.”

It wasn’t so nuch that he cared about fixing the fuse, but he was too
restless for sleep. He disconnected the bad switch with a screwdriver, tunbled
down into the black kitchen, found the flashlight and clinbed gingerly down
the cellar stairs. He |ocated a spare fuse, pushed an enpty trunk over to the
fuse box to stand on and twi sted out the old fuse.

When the new one was in, he heard the starting click and steady drone of



the refrigerator in the kitchen overhead.

He headed back to the steps, and stopped.

Where the old trunk had been, the cellar floor gleanmed oddly bright. He
inspected it in the flashlight beam It was netal

“Son of a gun,” said GQuy Burckhardt. He shook his head unbelievingly. He
peered cl oser, rubbed the edges of the metallic patch with his thunmb and
acqui red an annoyi ng cut--the edges were sharp

The stained cenent floor of the cellar was a thin shell. He found a
hamrer and cracked it off in a dozen spots--everywhere was netal

The whol e cellar was a copper box. Even the cenent-brick walls were
fal se fronts over a netal sheath!

Baffl ed, he attacked one of the foundation beans. That, at |east, was
real wood. The glass in the cellar w ndows was real gl ass.

He sucked his bleeding thunmb and tried the base of the cellar stairs.
Real wood. He chipped at the bricks under the oil burner. Real bricks. The
retaining walls, the floor--they were faked.

It was as though soneone had shored up the house with a frame of netal
and then | aboriously conceal ed the evidence.

The biggest surprise was the upside-down boat hull that bl ocked the rear
hal f of the cellar, relic of a brief home-workshop period that Burckhardt had
gone through a couple of years before. From above, it |ooked perfectly nornal.
I nsi de, though, where there should have been thwarts and seats and | ockers,
there was a nere tangle of braces, rough and unfi ni shed.

“But | built that!” Burckhardt exclainmed, forgetting his thumb. He
| eaned against the hull dizzily, trying to think this thing through. For
reasons beyond his conprehensi on, someone had taken his boat and his cellar
away, maybe hi s whol e house, and replaced themw th a clever nock-up of the
real thing.

“That’s crazy,” he said to the enpty cellar. He stared around in the
light of the flash. He whispered, “Wat in the name of Heaven woul d anybody do
that for?”

Reason refused an answer; there wasn’'t any reasonabl e answer. For |ong
m nut es, Burckhardt contenplated the uncertain picture of his own sanity.

He peered under the boat again, hoping to reassure hinmself that it was a
m stake, just his imagination. But the sloppy, unfinished bracing was
unchanged. He craw ed under for a better |ook, feeling the rough wood
i ncredul ously. Utterly inpossible!

He switched off the flashlight and started to wiggle out. But he didn't
make it. In the nonent between the conmmand to his legs to nove and the
craw i ng out, he felt a sudden draining weariness flooding through him

Consci ousness went--not easily, but as though it were being taken away,
and GQuy Burckhardt was asl eep

On the norning of June 16th, Guy Burckhardt woke up in a cranped
posi tion huddl ed under the hull of the boat in his basenent--and raced
upstairs to find it was June 15th.

The first thing he had done was to make a frantic, hasty inspection of
the boat hull, the faked cellar floor, the inmtation stone. They were all as
he had’” renenbered them all conpletely unbelievable.

The kitchen was its placid, unexciting self. The electric clock was
purring soberly around the dial. Alnmbst six o' 'clock, it said. Hs wife would
be waki ng at any nonent.

Bur ckhardt flung open the front door and stared out into the quiet
street. The norning paper was tossed carel essly against the steps, and as he
retrieved it, he noticed that this was the 15th day of June.

But that was inpossible. Yesterday was the 15th of June. It was not a
date one would forget, it was quarterly tax-return day.

He went back into the hall and picked up the tel ephone; he dialed for
Weat her Information, and got a well-nodul ated chant: “--and cool er, sone
showers. Baronetric pressure thirty point zero four, rising... United States



Weat her Bureau forecast for June 15th. Warm and sunny, w th high around--"

He hung the phone up. June 15th.

“Holy Heaven!” Burckhardt said prayerfully. Things were very odd indeed.
He heard the ring of his wife's alarm and bounded up the stairs.

Mary Burckhardt was sitting upright in bed with the terrified,
unconpr ehendi ng stare of soneone just waki ng out of a nightnare.

“Ch!” she gasped, as her husband canme in the room “Darling, | just had
the nost terrible dream It was |ike an expl osion and--"

“Agai n?” Burckhardt asked, not very synpathetically, “Mry, something's
funny! | knew there was somet hing wong all day yesterday and--"

He went on to tell her about the copper box that was the cellar, and the
odd nock-up sonmeone had made of his boat. Mary | ooked astoni shed, then
al arnmed, then placatory and uneasy,

She said, “Dear, are you sure? Because | was cleaning that old trunk out
just last week and | didn't notice anything.”

“Positive!l” said Guy Burckhardt. “l1 dragged it over to the wall to step
on it to put a new fuse in after we blew the Iights out and--"

“After we what?” Mary was | ooking nore than nmerely al arned.

“After we blew the lights out. You know, when the switch at the head of
the stairs stuck. I went down to the cellar and--"

Mary sat up in bed. “CQuy, the switch didn’'t stick. | turned out the
lights nyself last night.”

Burckhardt glared at his wife. “Now | know you didn’t! Cone here and
take a | ook!”

He stal ked out to the landing and dramatically pointed to the bad
switch, the one that he had unscrewed and | eft hangi ng the night before..

Only it wasn’t. It was as it had al ways been. Unbelieving, Burckhardt
pressed it and the lights sprang up in both halls.

Mary, | ooking pale and worried, left himto go down to the kitchen and
start breakfast. Burckhardt stood staring at the switch for a long tinme. H's
ment al processes were gone beyond the point of disbelief and shock; they
simply were not functioning.

He shaved and dressed and ate his breakfast in a state of nunb
i ntrospection. Mary didn't disturb him she was apprehensive and soot hi ng. She
ki ssed hi m good-by as he hurried out to the bus w thout another word.

Mss Mtkin, at the reception desk, greeted himwith a yawn. “Mrning,”
she said drowsily. “M. Barth won't be in today.”

Burckhardt started to say something, but checked hinself. She would not
know that Barth hadn’t been in yesterday, either, because she was tearing a
June 14th pad off her calendar to make way for the “new June 15th sheet.

He staggered to his own desk and stared unseeingly at the norning's
mail. It had not even been opened yet, but he knew that the Factory
Di stributors envel ope contained an order for twenty thousand feet of the new
acoustic tile, and the one from Fi nebeck & Sons was a conpl aint.

After a long while, he forced hinself to open them They were.

By lunchtime, driven by a desperate sense of urgency, Burckhardt nade
Mss Mtkin take her lunch hour first--the June-fifteenth-that-was-yesterday,
he had gone first. She went, |ooking vaguely worried about his strained
i nsistence, but it nmade no difference to Burckhardt’s nood.

The phone rang and Burckhardt picked it up abstractedly. “Contro
Chemi cal s Downt own, Burckhardt speaking.”

The voice said, “This is Swanson,” and stopped.

Bur ckhardt waited expectantly, but that was all. He said, “Hello?”

Agai n the pause. Then Swanson asked in sad resignation, “Still nothing,
eh?”

“Not hi ng what ? Swanson, is there sonething you want? You canme up to ne
yesterday and went through this routine. You--"

The voi ce crackl ed: “Burckhardt! GCh, ny good heavens, you renenber! Stay
right there--1"1l be down in half an hour!”



“What’s this all about?”

“Never mind,” the little man said exultantly. “Tell you about it when
see you. Don't say any nore over the phone--sonebody may be |istening. Just
wait there. Say, hold on a mnute. WIIl you be alone in the office?”

“Well, no. Mss Mtkin will probably--"

“Hel | . Look, Burckhardt, where do you eat lunch? Is it good and noi sy?”

“Why, | suppose so. The Crystal Cafe. It’'s just about a bl ock”

“I know where it is. Meet you in half an hour!” And the receiver

clicked.
The Crystal Cafe was no |longer painted red, but the tenperature was
still up. And they had added piped-in nusic interspersed with commercials. The

advertisenents were for Frosty-Flip, Marlin G garettes--"They' re sanitized,”
t he announcer purred--and sonething called Choco-Bite candy bars that

Bur ckhardt couldn’t renenber ever having heard of before. But he heard nore
about them quickly enough

While he was waiting for Swanson to show up, a girl in the cellophane
skirt of a nightclub cigarette vendor canme through the restaurant with a tray
of tiny scarlet-wapped candies.

“Choco-Bites are tangy,” she was murnuring as she cane close to his
table. “Choco-Bites are tangier than tangy!”

Burckhardt, intent on watching for the strange little nman who had phoned
him paid little attention. But as she scattered a handful of the confections
over the table next to his, smling at the occupants, he caught a glinpse of
her and turned to stare.

“Why, M ss Horn!” he said.

The girl dropped her tray of candies.

Bur ckhardt rose, concerned over the girl. “Is something wong?”

But she fled.

The manager of the restaurant was staring suspiciously at Burckhardt,
who sank back in his seat and tried to | ook inconspicuous. He hadn’'t insulted
the girl! Maybe she was just a very strictly reared young | ady, he thought--in
spite of the long bare | egs under the cell ophane skirt--and when he addressed
her, she thought he was a masher

Ri di cul ous idea. Burckhardt scow ed uneasily and picked up his menu.

“Burckhardt!” It was a shrill whisper

Bur ckhardt | ooked up over the top of his nenu, startled. In the seat
across fromhim the little man naned Swanson was sitting, tensely poised.

“Burckhardt!” the little man whi spered again. “Let’s get out of herel
They’'re on to you now. If you want to stay alive, cone on!”

There was no arguing with the man. Burckhardt gave the hovering manager
a sick, apologetic smle and foll owed Swanson out. The little man seened to
know where he was going. In the street, he clutched Burckhardt by the el bow
and hurried himoff down the block

“Did you see her?” he demanded. “That Horn wonan, in the phone booth?
She’ || have themhere in five mnutes, believe ne, so hurry it up!”

Al t hough the street was full of people and cars, nobody was payi ng any
attention to Burckhardt and Swanson. The air had a nip in it--nore |like
Cct ober than June, Burckhardt thought, in spite of the weather bureau. And he
felt like a fool, following this nad little nan down the street, running away
from“thent toward--toward what? The little nan m ght be crazy, but he was
afraid. And the fear was infectious.

“I'n here!” panted the little man.

It was another restaurant--nore of a bar, really, and a sort of
second-rate place that Burckhardt had never patronized.

“Right straight through,” Swanson whi spered; and Burckhardt, like a
bi ddabl e boy, sidestepped through the mass of tables to the far end of the
restaurant.

It was L-shaped, with a front on two streets at right angles to each
other. They canme out on the side street, Swanson staring coldly back at the
guesti on-1 ooki ng cashi er, and crossed to the opposite sideward.



They were under the marquee of a novie theater. Swanson’s expression
began to rel ax.

“Lost them” he crowed softly. “We're al nost there.”

He stepped up to the wi ndow and bought two tickets. Burckhardt trailed
himinto the theater. It was a weekday matinee and the place was al nost enpty.
From the screen came sounds of gunfire and horses’ hoofs. A solitary usher
| eani ng agai nst a bright brass rail, |ooked briefly at them and Went back to
staring boredly at the picture as Swanson | ed Burckhardt down a flight of
carpeted marbl e steps.

They were in the lounge and it was enpty. There was a door for nen and
one for ladies; and there was a third door, marked “MANAGER’ in gold letters.
Swanson listened at the door, and gently opened it and peered inside.

“Ckay,” he said, gesturing. Burckhardt followed himthrough an enpty
of fice, to another door--a closet, probably, because it was unmarked.

But it was no closet. Swanson opened it warily, |ooked inside, then
noti oned Burckhardt to follow

It was a tunnel, netal-walled, brightly lit. Enpty, it stretched
vacantly away in both directions fromthem

Bur ckhardt | ooked wondering around. One thing he knew and knew f ul
wel | :

No such tunnel bel onged under Tyl erton

There was a roomoff the tunnel with chairs and a desk and what | ooked
like tel evision screens. Swanson slunped in a chair, panting.

“W’re all right for a while here,” he wheezed. “They don’t cone here
much any nore. If they do, we’'ll hear them and we can hide.”

“Who?” demanded Burckhardt.

The little man said, “Martians!” H's voice cracked on the word and the
life seened to go out of him In norose tones, he went on: “Well, | think
they’' re Martians. Although you could be right, you know, |’ve had plenty of
time to think it over these last few weeks, after they got you, and it’'s
possi bl e they're Russians after all. Still--"

“Start at the beginning. Wi got me when?”

Swanson sighed. “So we have to go through the whole thing again. Al
right. It was about two nonths ago that you banged on my door, late at night.
You were all beat up--scared silly. You begged ne to help you--~

“1 did?”

“Naturally you don’t renenmber any of this. Listen and you' |l understand.
You were tal king a blue streak about being captured and threatened, and your
wi fe being dead and coning back to life, and all kinds of m xed-up nonsense.

t hought you were crazy. But--well, |I’ve always had a | ot of respect for you.
And you begged nme to hide you and | have this darkroom you know. It |ocks
fromthe inside only. I put the lock on nyself. So we went in there--just to

hunor you--and al ong about midnight, which was only fifteen or twenty ninutes
after, we passed out.”

“Passed out ?”

Swanson nodded. “Both of us. It was |like being hit with a sandbag. Look
didn’t that happen to you again |ast night?”

“l guess it did.” Burckhardt shook his head uncertainly.

“Sure. And then all of a sudden we were awake again, and you said you
were going to show ne sonething funny, and we went out and bought a paper. And
the date on it was June 15th.”

“June 15th? But that’s today! | nean--"

“You got it, friend. It's always today!” It took time to penetrate.

Bur ckhardt said wonderingly, “You' ve hidden out in that darkroom for how
many weeks?”

“How can | tell? Four or five, maybe, | lost count. And every day the
same- - al ways the 15th of June, always ny | andl ady, Ms. Keefer, is sweeping
the front steps, always the sane headline in the papers at the corner. It gets
nonot onous, friend.”



It was Burckhardt’s idea and Swanson despised it, but he went al ong. He
was the type who al ways went al ong.

“I't’s dangerous,” he grunmbled worriedly. “Suppose sonebody cones by?
They' Il spot us and--"

“What have we got to | ose?”

Swanson shrugged. “lt’s dangerous,” he said again. But he went al ong.

Burckhardt’s idea was very sinple. He was sure of only one thing--the
tunnel went sonewhere. Martians or Russians, fantastic plot or crazy
hal | uci nati on, whatever was wong with Tylerton had an expl anation, and the
place to look for it was at the end of the tunnel

They jogged along. It was nmore than a mle before they began to see an
end. They were in luck--at |east no one cane through the tunnel to spot them
But Swanson had said that it was only at certain hours that the tunnel seened
to be in use.

Always the fifteenth of June. Why? Burckhardt asked hinself. Never m nd
t he how. Why?

And falling asleep, conpletely involuntarily--everyone at the sane tine,
it seemed. And not renenbering, never renenbering anything--Swanson had said
how eagerly he saw Burckhardt again, the norning after Burckhardt had
incautiously waited five mnutes too nmany before retreating into the darkroom
When Swanson had cone to, Burckhardt was gone. Swanson had seen himin the
street that afternoon, but Burckhardt had renenbered not hing.

And Swanson had lived his nmouse’s existence for weeks, hiding in the
woodwor k at night, stealing out by day to search for Burckhardt in pitiful
hope, scurrying around the fringe of life, trying to keep fromthe deadly eyes
of them

Them One of “thenf was the girl named April Horn. It was by seeing her
wal k carelessly into a tel ephone booth and never cone out that Swanson had
found the tunnel. Another was the man at the cigar stand in Burckhardt’s
of fice building. There were nore, at |east a dozen that Swanson knew of or
suspect ed.

They were easy enough to spot, once you knew where to | ook, for they
alone in Tylerton changed their roles fromday to day. Burckhardt was on that
8:51 bus, every norning of every day-that-was-June-15th, never different by a
hair or a noment. But April Horn was sonetinmes gaudy in the cellophane skirt,
gi ving away candy or cigarettes; sonetines plainly dressed; sometines not seen
by Swanson at all.

Russi ans? Martians? Watever they were, what could they be hoping to
gain fromthis mad nmasquerade?

Bur ckhardt didn’'t know the answer, but perhaps it |lay beyond the door at
the end of the tunnel. They listened carefully and heard di stant sounds t hat
could not quite be nmade out, but nothing that seened dangerous. They slipped
t hr ough.

And, through a wi de chanber and up a flight of steps, they found they
were in what Burckhardt recognized as the Contro Chenicals plant.

Nobody was in sight. By itself, that was not so very odd; the
aut omati zed factory had never had very many persons in it. But Burckhardt
renmenbered, fromhis single visit, the endl ess, ceasel ess busyness of the
pl ant, the valves that opened and cl osed, the vats that enptied thensel ves and
filled themsel ves and stirred and cooked and chemically tasted the bubbling
liquids they held inside thenmsel ves. The plant was never popul ated, but it was
never still.

Only nowit was still. Except for the distant sounds, there was no
breath of life init. The captive electronic m nds were sending out no
conmands; the coils and relays were at rest.

Bur ckhardt said, “Come on.” Swanson reluctantly followed himthrough the
tangl ed aisles of stainless steel colums and tanks.

They wal ked as though they were in the presence of the dead. In a way,
they were, for what were the automatons that once had run the factory, if not
corpses? The machi nes were controlled by conmputers that were really not



conputers at all, but the electronic anal ogues of living brains. And if they
were turned off, were they not dead? For each had once been a human nind

Take a master petroleumchemst, infinitely skilled in the separation of
crude oil into its fractions. Strap himdown, probe into his brain with
searching el ectroni c needl es. The machi ne scans the patterns of the nind
translates what it sees into charts and sine waves. |Inpress these sane waves
on a robot computer and you have your chemist. O a thousand copies of your

chemist, if you wish, with all of his know edge and skill, and no human
l[imtations at all.
Put a dozen copies of himinto a plant and they will run it all

twenty-four hours a day, seven days of every week, never tiring; never
over | ooki ng anythi ng, never forgetting.

Swanson stepped up closer to Burckhardt. “1’m scared,” he said.

They were across the room now and the sounds were | ouder. They were not
machi ne sounds, but voices; Burckhardt nmoved cautiously up to a door and dared
to peer around it.

It was a smaller room lined with television screens, each one--a dozen
or nore, at least--with a nman or woman sitting before it, staring into the
screen and dictating notes into a recorder. The viewers dialed fromscene to
scene; no two screens ever showed the sane picture.

The pictures seenmed to have little in cormbn. One was a store, where a
girl dressed like April Horn was denonstrating home freezers. One was a series
of shots of kitchens. Burckhardt caught a glinpse of what |ooked like the
cigar stand in his office building.

It was baffling and Burckhardt woul d have |l oved to stand there and
puzzle it out, but it was too busy a place. There was the chance that soneone
woul d I ook their way or wal k out and find them

They found another room This one was enpty. It was an office, large and
sunmptuous. It had a desk, littered with papers. Burckhardt stared at them
briefly at first--then, as the words on one of them caught his attention, with
i ncredul ous fascination.

He snatched up the topnost sheet, scanned it, and another, while Swanson
was frenziedly searching through the drawers.

Bur ckhardt swore unbelievingly and dropped the papers to the desk.

Swanson, hardly noticing, yelped with delight: “Look!” He dragged a gun
fromthe desk. “And it’s | oaded, too!”

Burckhardt stared at himblankly, trying to assimlate what he had read.
Then, as he realized what Swanson had said, Burckhardt’s eyes sparked. “Good
man!” he cried. “W’' Il take it. We're getting out of here with that gun
Swanson. And we’'re not going to the police! Not the cops in Tylerton, but the
F.B.1., maybe. Take a look at this!”

The sheaf he handed Swanson was headed: “Test Area Progress Report.
Subject: Marlin Cigarettes Campaign.” It was nostly tabul ated figures that
made little sense to Burckhardt and Swanson, but at the end was a sumary t hat
sai d:

Al t hough Test 47-K3 pulled nearly double the nunmber of new users of any
of the other tests conducted, it probably cannot be used in the field because
of local sound-truck control ordinances.

The tests in the 47-K12 group were second best and our recomendation is
that retests be conducted in this appeal, testing each of the three best
canpai gns with and without the addition of sanpling techniques.

An alternative suggestion mght be to proceed directly with the top
appeal in the K12 series, if the client is unwilling to go to the expense of
additional tests.

Al'l of these forecast expectations have an 80% probability of being
wi thin one-half of one per cent of results forecast, and nore than 99%
probability of coming within 5%



Swanson | ooked up fromthe paper into Burckhardt’s eyes. “I don’t get
it,” he conpl ai ned.

Bur ckhardt said, “lI don't blame you. It's crazy, but it fits the facts,
Swanson, it fits the facts. They aren’t Russians and they aren’t Martians.
These peopl e are advertising men! Sonehow - heaven knows how they did
it--they've taken Tylerton over. They’ ve got us, all of us, you and nme and
twenty or thirty thousand ot her people, right under their thunbs.

“Maybe they hypnotize us and maybe it’s sonething el se; but however they
do it, what happens is that they let us live a day at a tine. They pour
advertising into us the whole dammed day | ong. And at the end of the day, they
see what happened--and then they wash the day out of our mnds and start again
the next day with different advertising.”

Swanson’s jaw was hangi ng. He managed to close it and swallow “Nuts!”
he said flatly.

Bur ckhardt shook his head. “Sure, it sounds crazy, but this whole thing
is crazy. How el se would you explain it? You can't deny that nost of Tylerton
lives the same day over and over again. You ve seen it! And that’'s the crazy
part and we have to adnmit that that’'s true--unless we are the crazy ones. And
once you admit that sonebody, somehow, knows how to acconplish that, the rest
of it makes all kinds of sense.

“Think of it, Swanson! They test every l|last detail before they spend a
ni ckel on advertising! Do you have any idea what that nmeans? Lord knows how
much noney is involved, but I know for a fact that sone conpani es spend twenty
or thirty million dollars a year on advertising. Miltiply it, say, by a
hundred conpani es. Say that every one of themlearns howto cut its
advertising cost by only ten percent. And that’s peanuts, believe nel

“I'f they know in advance what’'s going to work, they can cut their costs

in half--maybe to less than half, | don’t know But that’'s saving two or three
hundred nmillion dollars a year--and if they pay only ten or twenty per cent of
that for the use of Tylerton, it’s still dirt cheap for themand a fortune for

whoever took over Tylerton.”
Swanson licked his lips. “You mean,” he offered hesitantly, “that we're

a--well, a kind of captive audi ence?”

Bur ckhardt frowned. “Not exactly.” He thought for a mnute. “You know
how a doctor tests sonething |ike penicillin? He sets up a series of little
col onies of gerns on gelatin disks and he tries the stuff on one after
another, changing it a little each tinme. Wll, that's us--we’re the gerns,

Swanson. Only it’s even nore efficient than that. They don’t have to test nore
t han one col ony, because they can use it over and over again.”

It was too hard for Swanson to take in. He only said, “Wat do we do
about it?”

“W go to the police. They can’t use human beings for guinea pigs!”

“How do we get to the police?”

Burckhardt hesitated. “l think--" he began slowly. “Sure. This is the
of fice of sonebody inportant. W ve got a gun. We’Il stay right here until he
cones along. And he'll get us out of here.”

Sinple and direct. Swanson subsided and found a place to sit, against
the wall, out of sight of the door. Burckhardt took up a position behind the
door itself

And wai t ed.

The wait was not as long as it night have been. Half an hour, perhaps.
Then Bur ckhardt heard approaching voices and had time for a soft whisper to
Swanson before he flattened hinsel f agai nst the wall

It was a man’s voice, and a girl’s. The man was saying, “--reason why
you couldn’t report on the phone? You're ruining your whole day' s tests! Wat
the devil’s the matter with you, Janet?”

“I"'msorry, M. Dorchin,” she said in a sweet, clear tone. “I thought it
was i nmportant.”

The man grunbl ed, “Inportant! One | ousy unit out of twenty-one



t housand. ”

“But it’'s the Burckhardt one, M. Dorchin. Again. And the way he got out
of sight, he nust have had sone hel p.”

“All right, all right. It doesn't matter, Janet; the Choco-Bite program
i s ahead of schedul e anyhow. As long as you're this far, cone on in the office
and nmake out your worksheet. And don’t worry about the Burckhardt business.
He' s probably just wandering around. W' |l pick himup tonight and--"

They were inside the door. Burckhardt kicked it shut and pointed the
gun.

“That’ s what you think,” he said triunphantly.

It was worth the terrified hours, the bew |l dered sense of insanity, the
confusion and fear. It was the nost satisfying sensation Burckhardt had ever
had in his life. The expression on the man’s face was one he had read about
but never actually seen: Dorchin’s mouth fell open and his eyes went w de, and
t hough he managed to nmake a sound that mi ght have been a question, it was not
i n words.

The girl was al nost as surprised. And Burckhardt, |ooking at her, knew
why her voice had been so famliar. The girl was the one who had introduced
herself to himas April Horn

Dorchin recovered hinmself quickly. “Is this the one?” he asked sharply.
The girl said, “Yes.”
Dor chi n nodded. “I take it back. You were right. Uh, you--Burckhardt.

What do you want ?”

Swanson pi ped up, “Watch him He m ght have another gun.”

“Search himthen,” Burckhardt said. “I'll tell you what we want,
Dorchin. W want you to come along with us to the FBI and explain to them how
you can get away wi th ki dnapi ng twenty thousand people.”

“Ki dnapi ng?” Dorchin snorted. “That’s ridicul ous, nman! Put that gun
away; you can’'t get away with this!”

Burckhardt hefted the gun grimy. “I think I can.”

Dorchin | ooked furious and sick--but oddly, not afraid. “Dam it--" he
started to bellow, then closed his nouth and swal |l owed. “Listen,” he said
persuasi vely, “you’re making a big nistake. | haven’'t ki dnapped anybody,

bel i eve ne!”

“I don’t believe you,” said Burckhardt bluntly. “Wy should I?”

“But it's true! Take ny word for it!”

Bur ckhardt shook his head. “The FBlI can take your word if they |ike.
We'll find out. Now how do we get out of here?”

Dor chi n opened his nouth to argue.

Bur ckhardt bl azed, “Don’t get in nmy way! I'mwlling to kill you if |
have to. Don’'t you understand that? |’ve gone through two days of hell and
every second of it | blame on you. Kill you? It would be a pleasure and
don’t have a thing in the world to | ose! Get us out of here!”

Dorchin’s face went suddenly opaque. He seened about to nove; but the
blond girl he had called Janet slipped between himand the gun

“Pl ease!” she begged Burckhardt. “You don’t understand. You nustn’'t
shoot !~

“Cet out of ny way!”

“But, M. Burckhardt--"

She never finished. Dorchin, his face unreadabl e, headed for the door
Bur ckhardt had been pushed one degree too far. He swung the gun, bell ow ng.
The girl called out sharply. He pulled the trigger. Cosing on himwith pity
and pleading in her eyes, she came again between the gun and the man.

Burckhardt ainmed low instinctively, to cripple, not to kill. But his aim
was not good.

The pistol bullet caught her in the pit of the stonach.

Dorchin was out and away, the door slanm ng behind him his footsteps
racing into the distance.

Bur ckhardt hurled the gun across the roomand junped to the girl.

Swanson was noani ng. “That finishes us, Burckhardt. Ch, why did you do



it? W could have got away. W could have gone to the police. W were
practically out of here! We--"

Burckhardt wasn't listening. He was kneeling beside the girl. She |ay
flat on her back, arns helterskelter. There was no bl ood, hardly any sign of
t he wound; but the position in which she lay was one that no |iving human
bei ng coul d have hel d.

Yet she wasn’'t dead.

She wasn’t dead--and Burckhardt, frozen beside her, thought: She isn't
alive, either.

There was no pul se, but there was a rhythmic ticking of the outstretched
fingers of one hand.

There was no sound of breathing, but there was a hissing, sizzling
noi se.

The eyes were open and they were | ooking at Burckhardt. There was
neither fear nor pain in them only a pity deeper than the Pit.

She said, through lips that withed erratically, “Don’t worry, M.
Burckhardt. I'm-all right.”

Bur ckhardt rocked back on his haunches, staring. Were there should have
been bl ood, there was a clean break of a substance that was not flesh; and a
curl of thin gol den-copper wre.

Bur ckhardt noi stened his |ips.

“You' re a robot,” he said.

The girl tried to nod. The twitching lips said, “I am And so are you.”

Swanson, after a single inarticulate sound, wal ked over to the desk and
sat staring at the wall. Burckhardt rocked back and forth beside the shattered
puppet on the floor. He had no words.

The girl nmanaged to say, “lI’msorry all this happened.” The lovely lips
twisted into a rictus sneer, frightening on that smooth young face, until she
got themunder control. “Sorry,” she said again. “The nerve center was right
about where the bullet hit. Mkes it difficult to--control this body.”

Bur ckhar dt nodded automatically, accepting the apol ogy. Robots. It was
obvi ous, now that he knew it. In hindsight, it was inevitable. He thought of
his nmystic notions of hypnosis or Mrtians or sonething stranger
still-idiotic, for the sinple fact of created robots fitted the facts better
and nore economically.

Al'l the evidence had been before him The automatized factory, with its
transpl anted mi nds--why not transplant a mind into a humanoi d robot, give it
its original owner’s features and forn®

Could it know that it was a robot?

“Al'l of us,” Burckhardt said, hardly aware that he spoke out |oud. “M
wi fe and my secretary and you and the neighbors. Al of us the sane.”

“No.” The voice was stronger. “Not exactly the same, all of us. | chose
it, you see. I--" This time the convul sed |lips were not a random contortion of
the nerves-- "I was an ugly woman, M. Burckhardt, and nearly sixty years old
Life had passed ne. And when M. Dorchin offered ne the chance to |live again
as a beautiful girl, | junped at the opportunity. Believe ne, | junped, in
spite of its disadvantages. My flesh body is still alive--it is sleeping,
while I amhere. | could go back to it. But | never do.”

“And the rest of us?”

“Different, M. Burckhardt. | work here. I'"mcarrying out M. Dorchin’s
orders, mapping the results of the advertising tests, watching you and the
others live as he makes you live. | do it by choice, but you have no choi ce.
Because, you see, you are dead.”

“Dead?” cried Burckhardt; it was al nost a scream

The bl ue eyes | ooked at hi munw nkingly and he knew that it was no lie.
He swal |l owed, marveling at the intricate nmechanisns that [ et himswallow and
sweat, and eat.

He said: “Ch. The explosion in nmy dream”

“I't was no dream You are right--the explosion. That was real and this



pl ant was the cause of it. The storage tanks |let go and what the blast didn't
get, the fumes killed a little later. But al nobst everyone died in the blast,
twenty-one thousand persons. You died with them and that was Dorchin’s
chance.”

“The dammed ghoul !'” sai d Burckhardt.

The tw sted shoul ders shrugged with an odd grace. “Wiy? You were gone.
And you and all the others were what Dorchin wanted--a whole town, a perfect
slice of America. It’'s as easy to transfer a pattern froma dead brain as a
living one. Easier--the dead can’t say no. Ch, it took work and noney--the
town was a weck--but it was possible to rebuild it entirely, especially
because it wasn’'t necessary to have all the details exact.

“There were the honmes where even the brain had been utterly destroyed,
and those are enpty inside, and the cellars that needn't be too perfect, and
the streets that hardly matter. And anyway, it only has to last for one day.
The sane day--June 15th--over and over again; and if soneone finds sonething a
little wong, sonehow, the discovery won't have tine to snowball, weck the
validity of the tests, because all errors are canceled out at nidnight.”

The face tried to smle. “That’s the dream M. Burckhardt, that day of
June 15th, because you never really lived it. It’s a present from M. Dorchin,
a dreamthat he gives you and then takes back at the end of the day, when he
has all his figures on how many of you respond to what variation of which
appeal , and the mai ntenance crews to go down the tunnel to go through the
whol e city, washing out the new dreamwith their little electronic drains, and
then the dream starts all over again. On June 15th.

“Always June 15th, because June 14th is the |last day any of you can
renenber alive. Sonetinmes the crews m ss soneone--as they m ssed you, because
you were under your boat. But it doesn’'t matter. The ones who are missed give
t hensel ves away if they showit--and if they don't, it doesn't affect the
test. But they don't drain us, the ones of us who work for Dorchin. W sleep
when the power is turned off, just as you do. Wien we wake up, though, we
renmenber.” The face contorted wildly. “If | could only forget!”

Bur ckhardt said unbelievingly, “All this to sell nerchandise! It nust
have cost mllions!”

The robot called April Horn said, “It did. But it has made nmillions for
Dorchin, too. And that’s not the end of it. Once he finds the nmaster words
t hat make people act, do you suppose he will stop with that? Do you
suppose--"

The door opened, interrupting her. Burckhardt whirled. Bel atedly
renmenbering Dorchin's flight, he raised the gun

“Don’t shoot,” ordered the voice calmy. It was not Dorchin; it was
anot her robot, this one not disguised with the clever plastics and cosnetics,
but shining plain. It said netallically, “Forget it, Burckhardt. You re not
acconpl i shing anything. G ve me that gun before you do any nore damage. G ve
it to me now. ”

Bur ckhardt bell owed angrily. The gleamon this robot torso was steel
Bur ckhardt was not at all sure that his bullets would pierce it, or do much
harmif they did. He would have put it to the test

But from behi nd hi mcane a whinpering, scurrying whirlwind: its nanme was
Swanson, hysterical with fear. He catapulted into Burckhardt and sent him
spraw i ng, the gun flying free.

“Pl ease!” begged Swanson incoherently, prostrate before the steel robot.
“He woul d have shot you--please don't hurt nme! Let me work for you, like that
girl. 1"1l do anything, anything you tell ne--"

The robot voice said, “W don't need your help.” It took two precise
steps and stood over the gun--and spurned it, left it lying on the floor

The wrecked bl ond robot said, without enotion, “I doubt that | can hold
out nuch longer, M. Dorchin.”

“Di sconnect if you have to,” replied the steel robot.

Bur ckhardt blinked. “But you’'re not Dorchin!”

The steel robot turned deep eyes on him “I am” it said. “Not in the



flesh--but this is the body | amusing at the nonent. | doubt that you can
damage this one with the gun. The other robot body was nore vul nerable. Now
will you stop this nonsense? | don't want to have to damage you; you're too
expensive for that. WIIl you just sit down and | et the maintenance crews
adj ust you?”

Swanson grovel ed. “You--you won’t punish us?”

The steel robot had no expression, but its voice was al nbst surprised.
“Puni sh you?” it repeated on a rising note. “How?”

Swanson qui vered as though the word had been a whi p; but Burckhardt

flared: “Adjust him if he'll let you--but not nel You re going to have to do

me a |ot of damage, Dorchin. | don’t care what | cost or how nuch trouble it’s
going to be to put nme back together again. But |I’'m going out of that door! If

you want to stop nme, you’'ll have to kill nme. You won't stop nme any ot her

way!”

The steel robot took a half-step toward him and Burckhardt
i nvoluntarily checked his stride. He stood poi sed and shaki ng, ready for
death, ready for attack, ready for anything that mi ght happen

Ready for anything except what did happen. For Dorchin’s steel body
nerely stepped aside, between Burckhardt and the gun, but |eaving the door
free.

“CGo ahead,” invited the steel robot. “Nobody' s stopping you.”

Qut si de the door, Burckhardt brought up sharp. It was insane of Dorchin
to let himgo! Robot or flesh, victimor beneficiary, there was nothing to
stop himfromgoing to the FBI or whatever |aw he could find away from
Dorchin’s synmpathetic enpire, and telling his story. Surely the corporations
who paid Dorchin for test results had no notion of the ghoul’s technique he
used; Dorchin would have to keep it fromthem for the breath of publicity
woul d put a stop to it. Wal king out meant death, perhaps, but at that noment
in his pseudo-life, death was no terror for Burckhardt.

There was no one in the corridor. He found a wi ndow and stared out of
it. There was Tylerton--an ersatz city, but |ooking so real and famliar that
Bur ckhardt al nost inagined the whol e episode a dream It was no dream though
He was certain of that in his heart and equally certain that nothing in
Tyl erton coul d hel p hi m now.

It had to be the other direction

It took hima quarter of an hour to find a way, but he found
it--skul king through the corridors, dodging the suspicion of footsteps,
knowi ng for certain that his hiding was in vain, for Dorchin was undoubtedly
aware of every nove he nade. But no one stopped him and he found anot her
door.

It was a sinple enough door fromthe inside. But when he opened it and
stepped out, it was |ike nothing he had ever seen

First there was light--brilliant, incredible, blinding Iight. Burckhardt
bl i nked upward, unbelieving and afraid.

He was standing on a | edge of snooth, finished nmetal. Not a dozen yards
fromhis feet, the | edge dropped sharply away; he hardly dared approach the
brink, but even from where he stood he could see no bottomto the chasm before
him And the gulf extended out of sight into the glare on either side of him

No wonder Dorchin could so easily give himhis freedom Fromthe factory
there was nowhere to go. But how incredible this fantastic gulf, how
i mpossi bl e the hundred white and blindi ng suns that hung above!

A voice by his side said inquiringly, “Burckhardt?” And thunder rolled
the nane, mutteringly soft, back and forth in the abyss before him

Bur ckhardt wet his lips. “Y-yes?” he croaked.

“This is Dorchin. Not a robot this time, but Dorchin in the flesh,
talking to you on a hand m ke. Now you have seen, Burckhardt. Now will you be
reasonabl e and |l et the naintenance crews take over?”

Bur ckhardt stood paral yzed. One of the nmoving nountains in the blinding
glare came toward him



It towered hundreds of feet over his head; he stared up at its top
squinting helplessly into the light.

It |ooked Ilike--.

| mpossi bl e!

The voice in the | oudspeaker at the door said, “Burckhardt?” But he was
unabl e to answer.

A heavy runmbling sigh. “I see,” said the voice. “You finally understand.
There’s no place to go. You know it now | could have told you, but you m ght
not have believed ne, so it was better for you to see it yourself. And after
all, Burckhardt, why would | reconstruct a city just the way it was before?
" m a businessman; | count costs. If a thing has to be full-scale, | build it
that way. But there wasn’t any need to in this case.”

From the mountain before him Burckhardt hel plessly saw a | esser cliff
descend carefully toward him It was |long and dark, and at the end of it was
whi t eness, five-fingered whiteness..

“Poor little Burckhardt,” crooned the |oudspeaker, while the echoes
runbl ed t hrough the enornous chasmthat was only a workshop. “It mnust have
been quite a shock for you to find out you were living in a town built on a
table top.”

It was the norning of June 15th, and Guy Burckhardt woke up screani ng
out of a dream

It had been a nonstrous and i nconprehensi ble dream of explosions and
shadow figures that were not nmen and terror beyond words.

He shuddered and opened his eyes.

Qut si de hi s bedroom wi ndow, a hugely anplified voice was how i ng.

Bur ckhardt stunmbl ed over to the wi ndow and stared outside. There was an
out -of -season chill to the air, nore |ike October than June; but the scene was
nor mal enough--except for a sound-truck that squatted at curbside hal fway down
t he bl ock. Its speaker horns bl ared:

“Are you a coward? Are you a fool? Are you going to |let crooked
politicians steal the country fromyou? NO Are you going to put up with four
nore years of graft and crime? NO Are you going to vote straight Federa
Party all up and down the ballot? YES! You just bet you are!”

Soneti mes he screans, sonetines he wheedl es, threatens, begs, cajoles..
but his voice goes on and on through one June 15th after another

BROTHER ROBOT
by Henry Sl esar

They found the old man in his study, slunped over the desk in what appeared to
be sl eep. But the quiet which had come upon hi mwas deeper and gentler than

sl eep. Beside his opened hand stood an uncapped contai ner of |ethal tablets.
Beneath his fine white hair, a pillow for his head, was a journal begun thirty
years before. His name was on the first page: Dr. Al fred Keeley. And the date
February 6, 1997

Feb. 6,1997. This is a day tw ce-blessed for ne. Today, at St. Luke's

Hospital, our first child was born to ny wife, Ila. The baby is a boy, seven
pounds, two ounces, and according to Ila' s sentinental appraisal, the image of
his father. When | saw her this norning, | could not bring nmyself to nention

the second birth which has taken place in nmy |laboratory. The birth of Mchi ne,
nmy robot child.

Machi ne was conceived | ong before the infant Ila will bring hone soon
(we will call himPeter Fitzpatrick, after Ila s grandfather). Mchine was
concei ved | ong before ny marriage, when | first received ny professorship in
robotics. It is exhilarating to see ny dreamtransforned into reality: a robot
child that would be reared within the bosomto a human famly, raised like a
human child, a brother to a human chil d-grow ng, |earning, becom ng an adult.
1 can hardly contain ny excitement at the possibilities |I foresee.



It has taken nme seven years to perfect the robot brain which will be the

soul of my robot son, a brain whose l|earning capacities will equal (and in
some regard, exceed) the capabilities of Peter Fitzpatrick hinmself. But | mnust
keep the experinent perfectly controlled. My duties will consist primarily of
careful observation, and of providing for the physical maturation of Machine.
My robot child will not have the natural advantages of growh that Peter
Fitzpatrick will possess; | must provide themfor him | wll reconstruct his
nmet al body periodically, so that he keeps pace with the growh of his human
brother. Eventually, | hope that Machine will |earn enough about the

construction of his own formthat he may make these changes for hinself.

At the noment, Machine already has physical advantages over his brother
| did not wish to handicap ny netal child; he will have serious shortcomn ngs
in a human world; the least | could do was to provide himwi th the advantages
only a machine could boast. He will never know hunger or thirst, or the
unpl easant necessities of human waste disposal. He will never know bitter cold
or sweltering heat. The ills to which mankind are subject will never trouble
his artificial body. The vulnerability of human flesh will never be his
problem He will live on, inviolate, as long as his robot brain pul ses within
t he i npenetrabl e housi ng of his beautiful head.

Have | said that Machine is beautiful ? Yes, | have nade him so. The
worl d of humans will be critical enough of ny experinment and ny robot child;
but they will not call himnmonster. | have made himbeautiful with the beauty
of perfect function. | have constructed himal ong hunman |ines (nature was an
excel | ent designer). | have given hima gleanm ng skin of silver, and flaw ess
nodel i ng. He shall inspire no |oathing, ny robot creation. Not even in Ila.

Ilal! My heart constricts at the thought of ny wife, who lies in happy
slunmber at St. Luke’s this nonment, unaware of the brother who awaits her
i nfant son. How will she react? She has al ways been so hel pful, so
under st andi ng. But an experiment like this, within her own donain, involving
her own newborn son...

| must not worry nyself needlessly. | nust get ready. | must prepare for
the arrival of Peter Fitzpatrick, brother of Machine.

June 11, 1997. | am outraged, outraged and deceived. Today | | earned
that the nan who called upon me last nmonth was not the scientific reporter he
clainmed to be. Now | know that he was a representative of a | ocal newspaper,
| ooking for a sensational Sunday feature with which to tickle the vul gar
curiosity of its readers.

What a fool | was to grant himthe interview This norning, | found the
article, illustrated by a terrible and inaccurate portrait of Mac and nmy son
“ROBOTI C PROFESSOR RAI SES ROBOT AND SON AS BROTHERS. . .~

| have hidden the scandal ous article fromlla s eyes. She is stil
bedri dden, and | amworried about her failure to gain strength. Can it be that
my experiment is the real cause of her illness? | believed, after her first
hysterical outburst of protest, that she had becone accustonmed to the idea.
She seened so willing to cooperate, so conpletely aware of what | was trying
to do. And yet, the way she | ooks at Mac, the evident horror in her eyes when
she sees hi mtouch our son..

No, | am sure she understands. Ila was never strong; she had rheunmatic
fever as a child, perhaps this is the belated result. | amsure she will be
better when warmer weat her cones. Perhaps if we went away..

But | cannot go away, of course, not at this early stage of ny
experiment. So far, all has gone well. At four nonths, Fitz is devel oping
along normal lines. His little body has gone from asynmetric postures to
symmetric postures, his eyes now converge and fasten upon any dangling object
held at midpoint. As for Mac, he is advancing even nore rapidly. He is
beginning to learn control of his linbs; it is apparent that he will walk
before his human brother. Before long, he will learn to speak; already | hear
runbles within the cavity of the sound-box in his chest. Fitz can only gurgle
and coo his delight at being alive.



| believe Ila was right; Fitz does look like me. | would have preferred
himto have Ila’ s green eyes and fair skin, but he is dark like nyself. | fee
an unscientific pride in my boy.

Sept. 10, 1997. Must happi ness and despair always |live side by side? It
woul d seemthat is ny fate. Today, | thought | would surprise Ila with the
extraordi nary progress of our robot child. | knew that Mac has been devel opi ng
t he power of coherent speech, and has already said some sinple words. For the
past week, | have been teaching hi mphrases, beginning with the one | thought
woul d please Ila nmost. But | have been foolish. | believe Ila nust resent
Mac’'s rapi d devel opnent. Fitz, at the age of seven nonths, is just now
di spl ayi ng coordi nati on. He can transfer objects fromhand to hand, and he
makes sounds that m ght be taken, or m staken, for words.

But Mac is far ahead of him And this norning, at ten o' clock, | brought
himinto Ila s bedroom She was still fast asleep; her illness seens to
produce the need for sleep. She stirred when she heard our footsteps (Mac's
nmetal feet are too noisy; | rmust nmuffle his lunbering stride). | said:

“I'la, | have a little surprise...”

She raised her head fromthe pillow and | ooked at ne, avoidi ng contact
with Mac's silvery face.

“What is it?” she said.

“I't’s Mac. He wants to say sonething to you.”

“What are you tal ki ng about ?”

| sm|ed.

“All right, Mac.”

His netal face lifted towards her. Fromthe featurel ess surface, a
smal |, uncertain voice emerged.

“He... Ilo... no... ther...”

| al nost | aughed aloud in satisfaction and delight, and turned to Ila in
search of her approval and pleasure. But her face bore an expression that
amazed and frightened me, an expression of utter horror | had never seen
before. Her |ips noved soundl essly, and her eyes, always feverish, burned
brighter than ever. And then she screamed. God help nme, she screamed as if the
devil were in the room bringing up her hands to clutch at her hair. In the
nursery next door, little Fitz set up a synpathetic wail, and I saw Mac’'s
nmetal body shiver as if in reaction to the sound.

| tried to cal mher, but she was lost in hysteria. Eventually her sobs
st opped, but then she fell back upon the pillow with such exhaustion that |
became concerned and tel ephoned for medical help. Dr. Foster arrived half an
hour later and shut me out of the bedroom Wen he finally emerged, he runbl ed
somet hi ng about shock, and prescribed rest and tranquilizing drugs.

I went intolla s rooma few mnutes ago. Her eyes were closed and her
breat hi ng was shallow. | spoke to her, but she nmerely lifted her hand and said
not hi ng. My poor Ila! Wiy nust she face so nuch misery, while | experience
such joy and satisfaction in ny work?

Jan. 1, 1998. It has been alnmpbst two nonths since | |ast touched this
journal, but | nust take strength in this New Year and continue. It has been
hard for me to work at all; there has been too much bitterness in ny mnd and
unhappi ness in nmy heart since Ila s death.

As | wite these words, little Fitz is sleeping peacefully in his crib,
wat ched over by his new nursemai d, Annette. But Mac, who needs no sleep, is
sitting in the study chair beside my desk, watching ne through the
expressionless eyes | have placed in his silver skull. Yet, blank as they are,
somehow | sense enotion in those eyes as he watches ne. Somehow, | feel ny
robot creation knows the torment | suffer, and knows the void in our hone
since Ila's death. Does he nmiss her, too? It is so difficult to tell. Even
with Fitz, ny human child, it is hard to recognize the signs of sorrow he nust
be feeling.

During these past weeks, | began to believe that ny experinment was all a



conceit. But now !l realize it was only grief that brought such thoughts;

nmust continue. Already, | believe Mac thinks of Fitz as his brother, and
know t hat someday Fitz will reciprocate. There will be much to learn from both
of them | cannot fail ny mission now | wll go on

July 25, 2002. Today, ny family and | began life in new surroundi ngs,
and as difficult as the transplantati on has been, | amglad now that we nmade
the nove. It had becone too nmuch of a burden to face the curiosity and gi bes
of the nei ghborhood; we have attracted too nmuch attention. For this reason, |
have purchased this small home in the exurbs of the city, just outside the
town of Frenont.

Both ny children seem happy in their new country residence. They are
pl ayi ng toget her now on the green grass that grows untamed behind the house;
will have to trimand weed it, like a truly donesticated honeowner. | think I
shal |l enjoy the sensation

Despite our problens, ny joy is great as | watch the human and
mechani cal bei ngs outside ny w ndow, |aughing and ronping together as if the
di fferences between them had no existence. In one respect, my experinent is
al ready successful. In the eyes of Fitz, nmy human boy, and Mac, ny inhuman
i nvention, they are truly brothers. Fitz, at the age of five, is a sturdy,
red- cheeked boy with dark eyes and a smile that easily becones a | augh. There
is a great deal of warnmth in him he is open and frank with people; and with
his netallic brother.

As for Mac, of course, he is the sane as ever; the sanme polished silvery
body, encased in the sinple tunic | have nmade to cover his netallic nakedness.
They are al nost the sane height, but Fitz is a bit taller, and grow ng each

day. Before long, it will be tine to reconstruct ny robot child s body again.
| have presented my first full-length paper on the experinent to the
Nati onal Robotics Society. | must admt that | eagerly await their acceptance

and publicati on.

Sept. 3, 2003. This norning, | opened ny door upon a matronly wonan
whose pl easantries concealed an icy attitude towards nyself and ny famly. She
i ntroduced herself as Ms. Margotson, chairwonan of the | ocal school board.

It was some tine before Ms. Margotson reveal ed the true purpose of her
visit, which was to expose the board s reluctance to accept the enroll nent of
Mac, ny robot child.

“You understand, of course,” she told nme, “that there is no question
concerning your son. But the idea of this nachine entering our school is
perfectly absurd.”

| had witten a lengthy |letter which explained my experinment in detail,
but it had made little inpression upon the authorities. She kept referring to
“that metal thing” and “that machine” and her lip curled in disgust. | wasn't
too upset by her attitude; | rather expected it.

“l understand,” | told her. “To be honest, | did not expect approval,
but I felt it my duty to make the application. However, since the board
refuses, | shall not enter either child. | will tutor themboth at hone.”

Ms. Margotson | ooked shocked. “Are you serious about this experinent,
Dr. Keel ey?”

“Certainly. They are brothers, you know ”

“Real | y!”

Both Fitz and Mac were delighted with ny plans for their education; it
seened that neither one was keen on the idea of entering the |Iocal school.
didn’t find out exactly why until |ate that afternoon

The reason becane apparent when Mac and Fitz returned from sone
mysterious outing. There was a vacancy in Fitz's nmouth where a tooth had been
recently and forcibly renoved. There was a faint bruise on his cheek, and a
hole in the knee of his trousers. | was disturbed by this evidence of a braw,
but was even nore shocked and surprised to see a large dent in Mac’s silvery
forehead. | knew he felt no physical pain, but it was startling.



“What happened?” | said.

Fitz, always the spokesman, shrugged his shoul ders.

“Just a fight,” he said gluny

“What do you nean, just a fight? Who with? Wat about ?”

“Sone--kids. Kids fromthe school.”

“How many ki ds?”

“Five or six,” Fitz said. “They threw things. Rocks.”

| was appall ed, and now | knew what had caused the dent. | don’t know
why | shoul d have been surprised at the tale of violence. | had | earned
before, in our old city nei ghborhood, that ny robot child was a natural target
for the cruel taunts and unthinking viol ence of children

| treated Fitz’'s wounds, and then drew Mac aside. “What happened?”
asked gently. “Fitz told you. W had a fight.”

“I want to hear your version. Wre they making fun of you, Mac? Is that
it?”

“Yes.”

“How did you feel about it?” | asked the question eagerly; it was
important to ne to learn the emotional responses of ny creation

Mac didn’t answer for a while, his face a silver nask.

“Did you feel hurt, angry? Did you want to strike back?

|"ve told you this often, Mac--you nust never strike a human. They're
soft, you know, not hard |ike you. Did you want to hurt them Mac?”
Instinctively, | reached for pencil and paper to record his reactions.

“Yes,” he said.

My heart | eaped. My robot child had felt anger

“But you didn’'t?”

“No. "

“Why, Mac? Because you realized you were strong and they were weak?
Because they felt pain and you didn' t?”

“No!” He was al nost defiant.

“What, then?”
“Because | amlittle,” he whispered.
The reply disturbed ne. | hadn’t yet gotten around to perform ng the

nmechani cal surgery that woul d gi ve Machi ne his new body. He was several inches
shorter than his brother, shorter than npst boys his age.

Patiently, | explained to himagain the rules of conduct | expected of
him rules that could never be broken. There nust be no harmto humans; it was
the cardinal rule of our code.

“Do you understand that, Mac? Truly understand it?”

“Yes,” he answered, his blank eyes on the floor. | sighed.

“All right, then. I will make you bigger, Mac. | will build a new body.”

April 23, 2008. It feels good to be recognized, | nust adnit it. The
award conferred upon nme by the National Robotics Society yesterday has neant a
great deal to nme. It has made a difference in the attitude of my nei ghbors;
they no longer think of me as a half-mad creator of nobnsters, a new
Frankenstein. And the nonetary grant, while not enormous, will permt ne to
expand ny |l aboratory facilities. It has cone at an opportune tine; | have been
blueprinting a greatly inproved physical housing for Mac, one which wll
permt his metal body greater flexibility and digital dexterity. | think, too,
that | can create a superior sound systemfor himnow, which will overcone the
flat, netallic voice of nmy robot child.

Both Mac and Fitz are not overly inpressed by ny sudden fanme. But |
believe Mac is secretly excited by my promise to build hima better body. He

has becone acutely aware of his appearance; | have caught himgazing (wth
what enotion, | cannot say) into the mrrors of the house, standing before
themw th a stillness that only a robot can maintain. | have questioned him at
| ength about his feelings, but have learned little. | must be sure to keep

close to his enotional growth
But if | have a real source of happiness now, it is my son Fitz. He has



become a fine handsonme boy, of such good hunor and intelligence that he is
extremely popular with all the residents of the town--and the power of his
engagi ng personality has created an acceptance for Mac, his robot brother,
that all ny elaborate scientific titles couldn’t have attained. He is stil
fiercely loyal to Mac, but | already detect signs of independence. These do
not worry ne; they would be natural even anmong human brothers. Fitz is
di scovering that he is an individual; it’'s a process of life.

But I wonder--will Mac feel the same way?

Jan. 4, 2012. There has been a quarrel, and it has taken ne several days
to learn the true details. | have never been di sturbed about quarrels between
Fitz and Mac; they have had surprisingly few for brothers. But for the first
time, | sensed that the quarrel concerned the differences between them

It began | ast week, when a boy of their age, Philip, a hostile surly
youth, involved Fitz in a fight.

Philip is the son of a divorced woman in the town, named Ms. Stanton.
She is a strange, brooding woman, with a terrible resentment agai nst her
ex- husband. | am afraid sone of the resentnent has been passed on to her son
Philip, and that he is an unhappy youngster. For the last two nonths, Fitz has
been a frequent visitor to their home, and Ms. Stanton has displ ayed great
fondness for him Philip, of course, doesn't like this affection, this stolen
| ove, and has devel oped a strong aninosity towards Fitz. One day, it turned
into violence.

Philip is big for his fifteen years, a tall boy, well over six feet, and
wel I nmuscl ed. When he stopped Fitz and Mac on the street that norning, it was
i medi ately apparent that he was seeking trouble. Fitz is not afraid of him |
know that; but Fitz tries to |augh trouble away. But the boy was in no nood to
be put off with a smle. He |lashed out and knocked Fitz down. Wen he got to
his feet, Philip knocked hi mdown again, and then | eaped atop him

| don’t know what outcomnme the fight would have had if Fitz had been
allowed to finish it. But he didn’t have the chance. Mac, who was standing by,
wat ching the altercation in his blank manner, suddenly threw hinself upon his
brother’s assailant and pulled himaway as easily as if Philip had been an
infant. He lifted himinto the air with his superhuman strength and nerely
held himthere. He didn’t hurt Philip, he traded no blows; he sinply held him
hel pless, in the air, while the boy kicked and screamed his frustration and
anger. Fitz shouted at his brother to release him and eventually Mc did.
Philip didn't resume the attack; he was frightened by the easy, unconquerable
strength in Mac’s nmetal arms. He turned and ran, shouting threats and ugly
names over his shoul der.

O course, | know Mac’s intent was good. He was protecting his brother
and wasn't violating the code of conduct. But | can also understand Fitz's
enotion. He didn't feel grateful for Mac’'s help, only resentful. He turned
upon the robot and reviled him called himterrible names | never knew were in
his vocabulary. He told Mac that he didn’t want protection, that he could
fight his own battles, that he didn’t require Mac’'s netal strength to keep him
fromharm He said a great deal nore, and it is well that Mac is not nore
sensitive than he is.

There is a strain between themnow For the last few days, Fitz has been
| eavi ng the house wi thout Mac’s conpany. Mac, fortunately, doesn’t seem
injured by his behavior. He sits, blank-faced as ever, in his room He reads
or listens to his phonograph. Sometines, he gets up and stares into the
mrror, for interm nable periods.

Cct. 15, 2016. It is extraordinary, the speed with which Mac has | earned
his |l essons. For the past year, | have been teaching himthe secrets of his
own construction, and how he hinself could repair or inmprove all or part of
his artificial body. He has been spending five or six hours each day in ny
| abor at ory wor kshop, and now | believe he is as skilled as--or perhaps nore
skilled than--1 amnyself. It will not be | ong before he blueprints and builds



his own new body. No, not blueprint. |I cannot allow himto design the plans,
not yet. The Face epi sode proved that.

It began | ast Friday evening, when Fitz left the house to take Karen to
the novies. As usual, Mac seenmed | ost without his brother, and sat quietly in
his room About nidnight, he nust have heard the sound of ny typewiter in the
study, because he cane to the doorway. | invited himin and we chatted. He was
curious about certain things, and asking a great nunmber of questions about
Karen. Not sex questions, particularly; Mac is as well read as any adult, and
knows a good deal about human biol ogy and human passions (I wonder sonetines
what his opinionis of it all!) But he was interested in |earning nore about
Fitz and Karen, about the nature of their relationship, the special kind of
fondness Fitz seened to display towards the girl

| don’t believe I was hel pful in nmy answers. Half an hour later, the
front door opened and Fitz entered, bearing Karen on his arm

Karen is a lovely young girl, with an enchanting smile and delightful
face. And, if I amnot m staken, very fond of Fitz. She greeted nme warmy, but
I think she was surprised to see Mac; ordinarily, he kept to his room on
Fitz's date nights. Mac responded to her greeting with a muffled noise in his
sound system and retreated upstairs.

| didn’t see Mac the next norning, or even the next afternoon. He seened
to have spent the entire day in the workshop. W were at dinner when Fitz and
| saw himfirst, and when we did, we gasped in surprise.

Sonet hi ng had happened to Mac’'s face, and | knew it was the result of
his efforts in the workshop. Instead of the snooth, scul ptured mask | had
created for him there was a crudely shaped human face | ooking at us, a
nockery of a human face, with a badly carved nose and cheeks and lips, tinged
grotesquely with the colors of the human conpl exi on

Qur first reaction was shock, and then, explosively, |aughter. \Wen we
were cal magain, Mac asked us for an explanation of our outburst, and I told
him as gently as possible, that his attenpts to humani ze hinself were far
fromsuccessful. He went to a mrror and stared for a long while; then he
turned without a word and went back to the laboratory. When we saw hi m again
the next norning, he was the old Mac again. | admit | was relieved.

Cct. 9, 2020. How | ost Mac seens without Fitz! Since his brother’s
marriage | ast nmonth, he stal ks about the house, lunbering like the robot child

of old, clanking as if he still possessed the clumsy netal body of his infancy
and adol escence. | have been trying to keep himbusy in the | aboratory, but I
thi nk he knows that | amindulging himrather than truly using his abilities.
Not that | don’t value his skill. At his young age, nmy robot son is as skilled

a robotics engineer as any man in the country. If only the nation’s robotics
conpani es woul d recogni ze that, and overl ook the fact that his ability stens
from a nonhuman brain!

I have now written or personally contacted some seventeen mgjor
engi neeri ng concerns, and each of them while polite, has turned down ny
suggestion. This norning, a letter arrived fromthe Al pha Robotics Corporation
that typifies their answers.

W are certain that your description of the applicant’s engineering abilities
is accurate. However, our conpany has certain personnel standards which nust
be met. We will keep the application on file...

There is nockery in their answer, of course. The very idea of a robot
enpl oyed in the science of robotics is laughable to them They cannot really
believe that | have raised Mac as a human child woul d be raised, and that he
is anything nore than an insensitive piece of mechanism But if any proof were
needed, Mac’'s present state would serve--the way he is pining for his absent
brother, forlorn and |onely and unhappy. | wish I could help him but | cannot
find the key to his enotions.

But there is some joy innmy life today. Fitz wites me from New York



that he has been accepted into a | arge manufacturing concern that produces

small and large electrical appliances. He will become, according to his
letter, a “junior executive,” and he is already certain that his rise to the
presidency is merely a matter of time. | chuckled as | read his letter, but if

| know Fitz, there is earnestness behind his hunmor. My son knows what he wants
fromthis world, and the world is duty-bound to deliver it.

November 19, 2024. | amfrantic with worry, even now that | know Mac is
safe. H s di sappearance fromthe house three days ago caused me endl ess
consternation, and | was afraid that his lonely Iife had led himinto sone

tragedy. But yesterday, | received this letter fromFitz:
Dear Dad,

Don't worry about Mac, he’s with me. He showed up at the apartnent | ast
night, in pretty bad shape. He nust have been knocking around a bit; |1'd guess

he practically wal ked all the way into New York. He | ooked battered and
brui sed and rather frightening when | answered the door; Karen screanmed and

al nrost fainted at the sight of him | guess she had al nost forgotten about ny
robot brother in the past few years. | hope he wasn't too upset at her
reaction; but you know how hard it is to know what Mac is thinking.

Anyway, | took himin and got himto tell me the story. It seens he was
just plain lonely and wanted to see nme; that was his reason for running off
that way. | cal med hi mdown as best | could and suggested he stay a day or
two. | think he wanted nore than that, but, Dad, you know how i npossi bl e that

is. There isn't a soul here who even knows about Mic's exi stence, and he can
be awfully hard to explain. This is a bad tinme for ne to get mxed up in
anything peculiar; as |I've witten you, the firmis considering me for branch
manager of the O eveland office, and any publicity that doesn’t cast a rosy
gl ow on dear old GC conpany can do me a lot of harm It’s not that | don’t
want to help Mac, the old rustpot. | still think of himas a brother. But I
have to be sensible...

| have just finished packing, and will take the copter into New York in
the nmorning. | don't look forward to the trip; | have felt very fatigued
lately. There is so much work to be done in ny laboratory, and these persona
crises are depriving me of time and energy. But | nust bring Mac hone, before
he does any harmto ny son’s career

March 10, 2026. Now at last it’'s been explained, the real reason for
Mac’'s endl ess nights and days in the workshop. It was the Face epi sode al
over again, but much, much worse. In the |last year, Mac seens gripped by a
strange passion (can there be something organically wong with his robot’s
brai n?), and the passion is the idea of creating a truly humanoid body for
hi nsel f. But hard as he has worked, the effect he has gotten is so grotesque
that it rmust be called horrible. Now he truly appears to be a nonster, and
when | expressed ny distaste of what he had done, he fled fromthe house as if
I had struck him

This nmorning, | learned of his whereabouts, and | earned the dreadfu
story of what had occurred after he left ne. The |ocal police discovered him
in hiding in the deserted warehouse on Orangetree Road, and, luckily, they
cal l ed headquarters before taking any drastic action. Captain Ormandy was abl e
to prevent any harm from comng to Mac; the captain has becone a friend of
mne in the last two years. It was he who told ne the story of Mac’s escapades
after he fled the house.

It will take me years to undo the harm He has terrorized the | oca
residents, and actually struck one man who tried to attack himwith a coa
shovel. This worries nme; Mac had never broken this rule before. He went anong
the people of the town as if berserk, spreading fear and violence. | thank
provi dence no great harmwas done, and that he is safe with nme again.

But now I nust face the future, and it appears bl eak. Captain O mandy



has just left me, and his words still buzz in ny head. | cannot do what he

asks; | cannot do away with this child of ny own creation. But | amgetting
ol der, and very tired. My robot child has become a burden upon ne, a burden I
can barely sustain. What shall | do? Wat shall | do?

Dec. 8, 2027. It is good to have Fitz home, even if for so short a tine,
and even if it is nmy illness which brings himto ny side. He | ooks so well! M
heart swells with pride when | look at him He is doing adm rably, he has
al ready earned a vice-presidency in the conpany that enploys him and he tal ks
as if the future belongs to him But nore than anything, it is wonderful to be
able to talk over ny problemwith him to have himhere to hel p ne nmake the
deci sion that nust be made.

Last night, we sat in the study and discussed it for hours. | told him
everyt hing, about Mac’s ever-increasing nel ancholy, about his untrustworthy
behavior. | have told himabout the proposition presented to ne by the

Nati onal Robotics Society, their offer to provide care for Mac. It is not the
first time they have nmade this offer; but now the idea is far nore appealing.
It was a strain for us both to discuss the matter. Fitz still feels
brotherly towards Mac. But he is sensible about it, too; he recognizes the
facts. He knows ny health problem he knows what a responsibility Mac is for
me. And he, too, knows that Mac would be better off as a charge of the
soci ety. They woul d understand him They woul d take good care of him
My head is whirling. Fitz did not summari ze his recomrendation in so
many words, and yet | know what he thinks | must do.

Feb. 5, 2027. | am |l ocked out of my own | aboratory. My robot child has

t aken possession, and works wi thout ceasing. Around the clock he works; | hear
the machi nery grinding and roaring every mnute of the day and night. He knows
what will happen tonorrow, of course, that they will be coming for himfrom

the society. Wiat is he doi ng? What nadness possesses hi m now?

Feb. 6, 2027. It is allover now, and the quiet, which fills the house
lies heavily, as if entonbed. In twenty-four hours, | have becone the foca
point of the world’ s horrified attention. For | amthe father of the Thing
whi ch destroyed our town, the terrible nmetal nonster that ranpaged and
pillaged and killed, in an orgy of insane destruction...

But | nust be factual, for this, the |last page of my journal. Today, the
thirtieth anniversary of his creation, Mac, ny robot child, awaited the com ng
of his new captors with a body build for destruction. A nonstrous, grotesque,
si xty-foot body, engineered for violence and death. This had been his |abor
for the last two nonths. If the world would not accept himas human, then he
woul d be truly a robot, the ancient robot of human ni ght mares, the destroying
nmetal god who shows no nercy to human flesh

| try to strike the pictures fromny mnd, but they are engraved there.
| can see the terror on the faces of the scientists who cane fromthe Robotics

Society to claimtheir prize--1 can hear their shrieks as he crushed the life
fromtheir bodies. | can see himstal king towards the town with his grim
intent clear in every novenent--to destroy all, everything, heedlessly. | can
see him attacki ng, smashing, killing--

And then, | see the horror end. | see Captain Ormandy, moving swiftly
with all the cunning of his strong young body, to fasten the cable about Mac’s
towering legs. | see himrunning headlong to the cave where the deadly bl ack
box had been planted. | see his hands on the plunger, and the mighty fire that

springs fromearth to sky, carrying Mac’'s destruction in its flames...
Fitz was the last to | eave ne here tonight. We have talked a long tine

about Mac, and now that we have tal ked, | know the truth.
It was | who destroyed nmy robot child, and I who am responsi ble for the
chaos his anger caused. | destroyed him not today, but |ong ago, when he

first came into being in ny |aboratory, For out of nmy science | created this
life, his brother, this son, and | gave himeverything. But how could | have



forgotten the nost inportant thing? | forgot to love him...

THE LI FEBOAT MJTI NY
by Robert Sheckl ey

“Tell me the truth. Did you ever see sweeter engines?” Joe, the
Interstellar Junkman asked. “And | ook at those servos!”

“Hyém ” Gregor said judiciously.

“That hull,” Joe said softly. “I bet it's five hundred years old, and
not a spot of corrosion on it.” He patted the burnished side of the boat
af fectionately. Wat luck, the pat seenmed to say, that this paragon anong
vessel s shoul d be here just when AAA Ace needs a |ifeboat.

“She certainly does seemrather nice,” Arnold said, with the studied air
of a man who has fallen in love and is trying hard not to showit. “What do
you think, Dick?”

Ri chard Gregor didn't answer. The boat was handsone, and she | ooked
perfect for ocean survey work on Trident. But you had to be careful about
Joe’ s nerchandi se

“They just don’t build “emthis way any nore,” Joe sighed. “Look at the
propul sion unit. Couldn’t dent it with a trip-hanmer. Note the capacity of the
cooling system Exanine--"

“I't | ooks good,” Gregor said slowmy. The AAA Ace Interplanetary
Decont ami nati on Service had dealt with Joe in the past, and had | earned
caution. Not that Joe was dishonest; far fromit. The flotsam he collected
from anywhere in the inhabited Universe worked. But the anci ent machi nes often
had their own ideas of how a job should be done. They tended to grow peevish
when forced into another routine.

“l don’t care if it’'s beautiful, fast, durable, or even confortable,”
Gregor said defiantly. “l just want to be absolutely sure it’s safe.”

Joe nodded. “That’'s the inportant thing, of course. Step inside.”

They entered the cabin of the boat. Joe stepped up to the instrunent
panel , sniled mysteriously, and pressed a button

| mredi ately Gregor heard a voi ce which seened to originate in his head,
saying, “lI am Lifeboat 324-A. My purpose--"

“Tel epat hy?” Gregor interrupted.

“Direct sense recording,” Joe said, snmling proudly. “No |anguage

barriers that way. | told you, they just don't build ‘“emthis way any nore.”
“I am Lifeboat 324-A " the boat esped again. “My primary purpose is to
preserve those within me fromperil, and to maintain themin good health. At
present, | amonly partially activated.”
“Coul d anyt hing be safer?” Joe cried. “This is no sensel ess hunk of
metal . This boat will | ook after you. This boat cares!”

Gregor was inpressed, even though the idea of an enotional boat was
somehow di stasteful. But then, paternalistic gadgets had always irritated
hi m

Arnol d had no such feelings. “W' Il take it!”

“You won't be sorry,” Joe said, in the frank and open tones that had
hel ped make hima mllionaire several times over

G egor hoped not.

The next day, Lifeboat 324-A was | oaded aboard their spaceship and they
bl asted off for Trident.

This planet, in the heart of the East Star Valley, had recently been
bought by a real -estate speculator. He'd found her nearly perfect for
col oni zation. Trident was the size of Mars, but with a far better clinate.
There was no i ndi genous native population to contend with, no poi sonous
pl ants, no germ borne di seases. And, unlike so many worlds, Trident had no
predatory ani mals. Indeed, she had no aninmals at all. Apart from one small
i sland and a pol ar cap, the entire planet was covered with water

There was no real shortage of |and; you could wade across several of



Trident’s seas. The land just wasn’'t heaped hi gh enough

AAA Ace had been commi ssioned to correct this minor flaw

After landing on Trident’s single island, they |aunched the boat. The
rest of the day was spent checki ng and | oadi ng the special survey equi pment on
board. Early the next norning, Gegor prepared sandwi ches and filled a canteen
with water. They were ready to begi n work.

As soon as the nooring lines were cast off, Gegor joined Arnold in the
cabin. Wth a small flourish, Arnold pressed the first button

“I am Lifeboat 324-A " the boat esped. “My primary purpose is to

preserve those within me fromperil, and to maintain themin good health. At
present, | amonly partially activated. For full activation, press button
two.”

Gregor pressed the second button.

There was a nuffl ed buzzing deep in the bowels of the boat. Nothing el se
happened.

“That’ s odd,” Gegor said. He pressed the button again. The nuffled buzz
was repeat ed.

“Sounds like a short circuit,” Arnold said.

@ ancing out the forward porthole, Gegor saw the shoreline of the
island slowy drifting away. He felt a touch of panic. There was so rmuch water
here, and so little land. To nake matters worse, nothing on the instrunent
panel resenbled a wheel or tiller, nothing | ooked like a throttle or clutch
How di d you operate a partially activated |ifeboat?

“She must control telepathically,” Gegor said hopefully. In a stern
voi ce he said, “Go ahead slowy.”

The little boat forged ahead.

“Now right a little.”

The boat responded perfectly to Gregor’s clear, although unnautica
conmand. The partners exchanged smil es.

“Straighten out,” Gregor said, “and full speed ahead!”

The |ifeboat charged forward into the shining, enpty sea.

Arnol d di sappeared into the bilge with a flashlight and a circuit
tester. The surveying was easy enough for Gegor to handl e al one. The machi nes
did all the work, tracing the major faults in the ocean bottom | ocating the
nost proni si ng vol canoes, running the flow and buil dup charts. Wen the survey
was conpl ete, the next stage would be turned over to a sub-contractor. He
would wire the vol canoes, seed the faults, retreat to a safe distance and
touch the whol e thing off.

Then Trident would be, for a while, a spectacularly noisy place. And
when things had quieted down, there would be enough dry land to satisfy even a
real -estate specul ator.

By mid-afternoon Gegor felt that they had done enough surveying for one
day. He and Arnold ate their sandw ches and drank fromthe canteen. Later they
took a short swimin Trident’s clear green water

“I think I've found the trouble,” Arnold said. “The leads to the primry
activators have been renoved. And the power cable’ s been cut.”

“Why woul d anyone do that?” G egor asked.

Arnol d shrugged. “M ght have been part of the decomm ssioning. |I'll have
it right inalittle while.”

He crawl ed back into the bilge. Gegor turned in the direction of the
i sland, steering telepathically and watching the green water foammerrily past
the bow. At nonents like this, contrary to all his previous experience, the
Uni verse seened a fine and friendly place.

In hal f an hour Arnold energed, grease-stained but triunmphant. “Try that
button now,” he said.

“But we’re al nost back.”

“So what? M ght as well have this thing working right.”

Gregor nodded, and pushed the second button.

They could hear the faint click-click of circuits opening. Half a dozen



smal |l engines purred into life. Alight flashed red, then w nked off as the
generators took up the |oad.
“That’s nore like it,” Arnold said.

“l am Lifeboat 324-A' " the boat stated telepathically. “1I amnow fully
activated, and able to protect ny occupants from danger. Have faith in nme. My
action-response tapes, both psychol ogi cal and physical, have been prepared by
the best scientific minds in all Drone.”

“Gves you quite a feeling of confidence, doesn’t it?” Arnold said.

“l suppose so,” Gregor said. “But where is Dronme?”

“Centlenen,” the lifeboat continued, “try to think of me, not as an
unf eel i ng nechani sm but as your friend and conrade-in-arnms. | understand how
you feel. You have seen your ship go down, cruelly riddled by the inplacable
H gen. You have--"

“What ship?” Gregor asked. “What’'s it tal ki ng about ?”

“--crawl ed aboard ne, dazed, gasping fromthe poi sonous funes of water;
hal f - dead--"

“You mean that swi mwe took?” Arnold asked. “You ve got it all wong. W
were just surveying--"

“--shocked, wounded, norale low,” the lifeboat finished. “You are a
little frightened, perhaps,” it said in a softer nmental tone. “And well you
m ght be, separated fromthe Drone fleet and adrift upon an inclenment alien
planet. Alittle fear is nothing to be ashanmed of, gentlemen. But this is war,
and war is a cruel business. W have no alternative but to drive the barbaric
H gen back across space.”

“There nust be a reasonable explanation for all this,” Gegor said.
“Probably an old television script got mxed up in its response bank.”

“We’'d better give it a conplete overhaul,” Arnold said. “Can’t listen to
that stuff all day.”

They were approaching the island. The |ifeboat was still babbling about
home and hearth, evasive action, tactical maneuvers, and the need for calmin
energencies like this. Suddenly it sl owed.

“What’'s the matter?” G egor asked.

“I amscanning the island,” the |ifeboat answered.

Gregor and Arnold glanced at each other. “Better humor it,” Arnold
whi spered. To the lifeboat he said. “That island s okay. W checked it
personal ly.”

“Perhaps you did,” the |ifeboat answered. “But in nobdern
i ghtni ng-quick warfare, Drome senses cannot be trusted. They are too linmted,
too prone to interpret what they wi sh. El ectronic senses on the other hand,
are emotionless, eternally vigilant, and infallible within their limts.”

“But there isn't anything there!” Gregor shouted.

“l perceive a foreign spaceship,” the |ifeboat answered. “It has no
Dr one narki ngs.”

“I't hasn’t any eneny markings, either,’
since he had painted the ancient hull hinself.

“No, it hasn’'t. But in war, we nust assune that what is not ours is the
eneny’s. | understand your desire to set foot on land again. But | take into
account factors that a Drone, notivated by his enptions, would overl ook
Consi der the apparent enptiness of this strategic bit of |and; the unnmarked
spaceship put tenptingly out for bait; the fact that our fleet is no longer in
this vicinity; the--"

“Al'l right, that’'s enough,” G egor was sick of arguing with a verbose
and egoistic machine. “Go directly to that island. That’'s an order.”

“l cannot obey that order,” the boat said. “You are unbal anced from your
harrowi ng escape from deat h--"

Arnol d reached for the cutout switch, and withdrew his hand with a how
of pain.

“Come to your senses, gentlenen,

Arnol d answered confidently,

the boat said sternly. “Only the



deconm ssioning officer is enpowered to turn ne off. For your own safety, |
must warn you not to touch any of ny controls. You are nmentally unbal anced.
Later, when our position is safer, | will admnister to you. Now ny ful
energi es nust be devoted toward detection and escape fromthe eneny.”

The boat picked up speed and noved away fromthe island in an intricate
evasi ve pattern.

“Where are we goi ng?” G egor asked.

“To rejoin the Drone fleet!” the lifeboat cried so confidently that the
partners stared nervously over the vast, deserted waters of Trident.

“As soon as | can find it, that is,” the |ifeboat anmended.

It was late at night. Gregor and Arnold sat in a corner of the cabin,
hungrily sharing their |last sandwi ch. The |ifeboat was still rushing madly
over the waves, its every electronic sense alert, searching for a fleet that
had exi sted five hundred years ago, upon an entirely different planet.

“Did you ever hear of these Drones?” G egor asked.

Arnol d searched through his vast store of minutiae. “They were
non- human, |izard-evolved creatures” he said. “Lived on the sixth planet of
some little system near Capella. The race died out over a century ago.”

“And the H gen?”

“Also lizards. Same story.” Arnold found a crunb and popped it into his
mouth. “It wasn’t a very inportant war. All the conbatants are gone. Except
this |ifeboat, apparently.”

“And us,” Gregor remnded him “W’ve been drafted as Dronme soldiery.”
He sighed wearily. “Do you think we can reason with this tub?”

Arnol d shook his head. “lI don’t see how As far as this boat is
concerned, the war is still on. It can only interpret data in terms of that
prem se.”

“It’s probably listening in on us now,” G egor said

“I don't think so. It’s not really a nind-reader. Its perception centers
are geared only to thoughts ainmed specifically at it.”

“Yes siree,” Gregor said bitterly, “they just don’t build ‘emthis way
any nore.” He wi shed he could get his hands on Joe, the Interstellar Junkman.

“It’s actually a very interesting situation,” Arnold said. “I may do an
article on it for Popular Cybernetics. Here is a machine with nearly
infallible apparatus for the perception of external stimuli. The percepts it
receives are translated logically into action. The only trouble is, the logic
i s based upon no | onger existent conditions. Therefore, you could say that the
machine is the victimof a systematized del usi onal system”

Gregor yawned. “You nean the lifeboat is just plain nuts,” he said
bluntly.

“Nutty as a fruitcake. | believe paranoia would be the proper
designation. But it'll end pretty soon.”

“Why?” G egor asked.

“I't’s obvious,” Arnold said. “The boat’s prinme directive is to keep us
alive. So he has to feed us. Qur sandw ches are gone, and the only other food
is onthe island. |I figure he'll have to take a chance and go back.”

In a few mnutes they could feel the |ifeboat sw nging, changing
direction. It esped,” At present | amunable to | ocate the Drone fleet.
Therefore, | amrunning back to scan the island once again. Fortunately, there
are no eneny in this imediate area. Now | can devote nyself to your care with
all the power of ny full attention.”

“You see?” Arnold said, nudging Gegor. “Just as | said. Now we’l
reinforce the concept.” He said to the lifeboat, “About tinme you got around to
us. W’'re hungry.”

“Yeah, feed us,” Gegor demanded.

“OfF course,” the lifeboat said. Atray slid out of the wall. It was
heaped high with sonething that | ooked like clay, but snelled Iike nachine
oil.



“What' s that supposed to be?” G egor asked.

“That is geezel,” the lifeboat said. “It is the staple diet of the Drone
peoples. | can prepare it in sixteen different ways.”

Gregor cautiously sanpled it. It tasted just like clay coated with
machi ne oi |

“W can’t eat that!” he objected.

“OfF course you can,” the boat said soothingly. “An adult Drome consumes
five point three pounds of geezel a day, and cries for nore.”

The tray slid toward them They backed away fromit.

“Now listen,” Arnold told the boat. “W are not Dronmes. W’ re humans, an
entirely different species. The war you think you re fighting ended five
hundred years ago. We can't eat geezel. Qur food is on that island.”

“Try to grasp the situation. Your delusion is a conmbn one anong
fighting nen. It is an escape fantasy, a retreat froman intol erable

situation. Gentlenen, | beg you, face reality!”

“You face reality!” Gegor screamed. “Or |I’'Il have you disnmantled bolt
by bolt.”

“Threats do not disturb me,” the |lifeboat esped serenely. “l1 know what

you’' ve been through. Possibly you have suffered some brain damage from your
exposure to poi sonous water.”

“Poi son?” Gregor gul ped.

“By Drone standards,” Arnold rem nded him

“If absolutely necessary,” the |lifeboat continued, “I am al so equi pped
to perform physical brain therapy. It is a dramatic neasure, but there can be
no coddling in time of war.” A panel slid open, and the partners glinpsed
shi ning surgical edges.

“W’re feeling better already,” Gegor said hastily. “Fine |ooking batch
of geezel, eh, Arnold?”

“Delicious,” Arnold said, w ncing.

“I won a nationwi de contest in geezel preparation,” the |ifeboat esped,
wi th pardonable pride. “Nothing is too good for our boys in uniform Do try a
little.”

Gregor lifted a handful, smacked his lips, and set it down on the fl oor.

“Wonderful ,” he said, hoping that the boat’s internal scanners weren’t as
efficient as the external ones seenmed to be.

Apparently they were not. “Good,” the lifeboat said. “I am noving toward
the island now. And, | promise you, inalittle while you will be nore

confortable.”

“Why?” Arnol d asked

“The tenperature here is unbearably hot. It's anmazing that you haven’t
gone into coma. Any other Dronme would have. Try to bear it alittle |onger
Soon, I'Il have it down to the Drone norm of twenty degrees bel ow zero. And
now, to assist your norale, | will play our national Anthem”

A hideous rhythm c screeching filled the air. Waves sl apped agai nst the
sides of the hurrying lifeboat. In a few nonments, the air was perceptibly
cool er.

Gregor closed his eyes wearily, trying to ignore the chill that was
spreading through his linbs. He was becom ng sl eepy. Just his |uck, he
t hought, to be frozen to death inside an insane lifeboat. It was what cone of
buyi ng paternalistic gadgets, high-strung, humanistic cal cul ators,
oversensitive, enotional nachines.

Dream |y he wondered where it was all leading to. He pictured a gigantic
machi ne hospital. Two robot doctors were wheeling a | awmnnower down a | ong
white corridor. The Chief Robot Doctor was saying, “Wat’'s wong with this
 ad?” And the assistant answered, “Conpletely out of his mnd. Thinks he's a
helicopter.” “Aha!” the Chief said knowingly. “Flying fantasies! Pity. Nice
| ooki ng chap.” The assistant nodded. “Overwork did it. Broke his heart on crab
grass.” The |l awnmower stirred. “Now |'m an eggbeater!” he giggl ed.

“Wake up,” Arnold said, shaking Gregor, his teeth chattering. “W have



to do something.”

“Ask himto turn on the heat,” Gegor said groggily.

“Not a chance. Drones live at twenty below. W are Dromes. Twenty bel ow
for us, arid no back talk.”

Frost was piled deep on the cool ant tubes that traversed the boat. The
wal I s had begun to turn white, and the portholes were frosted over.

“I"ve got an idea,” Arnold said cautiously. He glanced at the control
board, then whispered quickly in Gegor’'s ear.

“We' Il try it,” Gregor said. They stood up. G egor picked up the canteen
and wal ked stiffly to the far side of the cabin.

“What are you doing?” the |ifeboat asked sharply.

“Going to get a little exercise,” Gegor said. “Drome sol diers nust stay
fit, you know. "

“That’s true,” the |ifeboat said dubiously.

Gregor threw the canteen to Arnol d.

Arnol d chuckl ed synthetically and threw the canteen back to G egor.

“Be careful with that receptacle,” the lifeboat warned. “It is filled
with a deadly poison.”

“We’ || be careful,” Gegor said. “W’re taking it back to headquarters.”
He threw the canteen to Arnold.

“Headquarters may spray it on the H gen,” Arnold said, throwing the
cant een back.

“Real | y?” the |ifeboat asked. “That’s interesting. A new application

of --"

Suddenly Gregor swung the canteen agai nst the cool ant tube. The tube
broke and |iquid poured over the floor.

“Bad shot, old man,” Arnold said.

“How carel ess of nme,” Gregor cried.

“l shoul d have taken precautions against internal accidents,” the

lifeboat esped gloonmily. “It won't happen again. But the situation is very
serious. | cannot repair the tube myself. | amunable to properly cool the
boat . ”

“I'f you just drop us on the island--" Arnold began.

“Inpossible!” the Iifeboat said. “My first duty is to preserve your
lives, and you could not live long in the climate of this planet. But | am
going to take the necessary neasures to ensure your safety.”

“What are you going to do?” G egor asked, with a sinking feeling in the
pit of his stonach.

“There is no tine to waste. | wll scan the island once nore. If our
Drone forces are not present, we will go to the one place on this planet that
can sustain Drone life.”

“What pl ace?”

“The southern polar cap,” the lifeboat said. “The climate there is
al nost ideal--thirty bel ow zero, | estimte.”

The engi nes roared. Apologetically the boat added. “And, of course, |
must guard agai nst any further internal accidents.”

As the lifeboat charged forward they could hear the click of the |ocks,
sealing their cabin.

“Think!” Arnold said.

“I amthinking,” Gregor answered. “But nothing s coning out.”

“We nust get off when he reaches the island. It’'Il be our |ast chance.”

“You don’t think we could junp overboard?” G egor asked.

“Never. He's watching now. If you hadn’t smashed the cool ant tube, we’'d
still have a chance.”

“I know,” Gregor said bitterly. “You and your ideas.”

“My ideas! | distinctly renenber you suggesting it. You said--"

“I't doesn’t matter whose idea it was.” G egor thought deeply. “Look, we
know his internal scanning isn't very good. Wien we reach the island, maybe we
could cut his power cable.”



“You woul dn’t get within five feet of it,” Arnold said, renenbering the
shock he had received fromthe instrunent panel

“Hrfm ” Gregor | ocked both hands around his head. An idea was begi nni ng
to formin the back of his mind. It was pretty tenuous, but under the
ci rcumst ances. .

“l am now scanning the island,” the |ifeboat announced.

Looki ng out the forward porthole, Gegor and Arnold could see the
i sland, no nmore than a hundred yards away. The first flush of dawn was in the
sky, and outlined against it was the scarred, beloved snout of their

spaceshi p.

“Place | ooks fine to nme,” Arnold said.

“I't sure does,” Gregor agreed. “I’ll bet our forces are dug in
under ground. ”

“They are not,” the lifeboat said. “I scanned to a depth of a hundred
feet.”

“Well,” Arnold said, “under the circunstances, | think we should exam ne
alittle nore closely. I’'d better go ashore and | ook around.”

“I't is deserted,” the lifeboat said. “Believe me, ny senses are
infinitely nmore acute than yours. | cannot |et you endanger your lives by

goi ng ashore. Dronme needs her sol diers--especially sturdy, heat-resistant
types like you.”

“W like this climate,” Arnold said.

“Spoken like a patriot!” the lifeboat said heartily. “lI know how you
must be suffering. But now | amgoing to the south pole, to give you veterans
the rest you deserve.”

Gregor decided it was time for his plan, no matter how vague it was.
“That won’t be necessary,” he said.

“What ?”

“W are operating under special orders,” Gregor said. “W weren't
supposed to disclose themto any vessel bel ow the rank of super-dreadnaught.
But under the circunstances--"

“Yes, under the circumnstances,

Arnold chinmed in eagerly, “we will tell
you.”

“W are a suicide squad,” G egor said.

“Especially trained for hot climte work.”

“Qur orders,” Gregor said, “are to land and secure that island for the
Dronme forces.”

“l didn't know that,” the boat said.

“You weren’'t supposed to,” Arnold told it. “After all, you're only a
l'i feboat.”

“Land us at once,” Gregor said. “There’s no time to |ose.”

“You shoul d have told me sooner,” the boat said. “lI couldn’t guess, you
know.” It began to nove toward the island.

Gregor could hardly breathe. It didn’t seem possible that the sinple
trick would work. But then, why not? The |ifeboat was built to accept the word
of its operators as the truth. As long as the ‘truth’ was consistent with the
boat’ s operational premises, it would be carried out.

The beach was only fifty yards away now, gleamng white in the cold
[ight of dawn.

Then the boat reversed its engines and stopped. “No,” it said.

“No what ?”

“l cannot do it.”

“What do you nmean?” Arnold shouted. “This is war! Orders--"

“I know,” the lifeboat said sadly. “I amsorry. A differently type of
vessel should have been chosen for this mssion. Any other type. But not a
l'i feboat.”

“You must,’
H gen--"

“I't is physically inpossible for me to carry out your orders,” the

G egor begged. “Think of our country, think of the barbaric



lifeboat told them “M prime directive is to protect my occupants from harm
That order is stanped on ny every tape, giving priority over all others.
cannot |let you go to your certain death.”

The boat began to nmove away fromthe island.

“You'll be court-martialed for this!” Arnold screaned hysterically.
“They’ Il deconm ssion you.”

“I must operate within ny imtations,” the boat said sadly. “If we find
the fleet, I will transfer you to a killerboat. But in the neantine, | mnust

take you to the safety of the south pole.”

The |ifeboat picked up speed, and the island receded behind them Arnold
rushed at the controls and was thrown flat. Gegor picked up the canteen and
poised it, to hurl ineffectually at the seal ed hatch. He stopped hinself in
m d- swi ng, struck by a sudden wild thought.

“Pl ease don’t attenpt any nore destruction,” the boat pleaded. “I know
how you feel, but--~

It was damed risky, Gegor thought, but the south pole was certain
deat h anyhow.

He uncapped the canteen. “Since we cannot acconplish our nission,” he
said, “we can never again face our conrades. Suicide is the only alternative.”
He took a gulp of water and handed the canteen to Arnol d.

“No! Don't!” the lifeboat shrieked. “That’'s water! It’'s a deadly
poi son--"

An el ectrical bolt |eaped fromthe instrunent panel, knocking the
canteen from Arnol d’ s hand.

Arnol d grabbed the canteen. Before the boat could knock it again from
hi s hand, he had taken a drink

“We die for glorious Drome!” Gregor dropped to the floor. He notioned
Arnold to lie still.

“There is no known antidote,” the boat noaned. “If only | could contact
a hospital ship...” Its engines idled indecisively. “Speak to nme,” the boat
pl eaded. “Are you still alive?”

Gregor and Arnold lay perfectly still, not breathing.

“Answer me!” the |ifeboat begged. “Perhaps if you ate sonme geezel...” It
thrust out two trays. The partners didn't stir.

“Dead,” the lifeboat said. “Dead. | will read the burial service.”

There was a pause. Then the lifeboat intoned, “Geat Spirit of the
Uni verse, take into your custody the souls of these, your servants. Al though
they died by their own hand, still it was in the service of their country,
fighting for home and hearth. Judge them not harshly for their inpious deed.
Rat her bl ame the spirit of war’ that inflanmes and destroys all Drone.”

The hatch swung open. Gegor could feel a rush of cool norning air.

“And now, by the authority vested in me by the Drone Fleet, and with al
reverence, | comend their bodies to the deep.”

Gregor felt himself being lifted through the hatch to the deck. Then he
was in the air, falling, and in another nmonment he was in the water, wth
Arnol d besi de him

“Float quietly,” he whispered.

The island was nearby. But the |lifeboat was still hovering close to
them nervously roaring its engines.

“What do you think it’s up to now?” Arnold whispered.

“I don’t know,” Gregor said, hoping that the Drone peoples didn't
believe in converting their bodies to ashes.

The |ifeboat came closer. Its bow was only a few feet away. They tensed.
And then they heard it. The roaring screech of the Drone National Anthem

In a nmoment it was finished. The |ifeboat rmurmured, “Rest in peace,”
turned, and roared away.

As they swamslowy to the island, G egor saw that the |ifeboat was
headi ng south, due south, to the pole, to wait for the Drone fleet.



THE WARM SPACE
by David Brin

1.

JASON FORBS (S-62B/129876Rd (bi o- human): REPORT AT ONCE TO PRQJECT LI GHTPROBE
FOR | MVEDI ATE ASSUMPTI ON OF DUTI ES AS “ DESI GNATED ORAL W TNESS ENG NEER.”
--BY ORDER OF DI RECTOR

Jason let the flinsy nessage slip fromhis fingers, fluttering in the gentle,
centrifugal pseudo-gravity of the station apartnent. Coriolis force--or
per haps the soft breeze fromthe wall vents--caused it to drift past the edge
of the table and land on the floor of the small dining nook.

“Are you going to go?” Elaine asked nervously from Jesse's crib, where
she had just put the baby down for a nap. Wde eyes nade plain her fear

“What choice do | have?” Jason shrugged. “My nunber was drawn. | can’'t
di sobey. Not the way the Utilitarian Party has been pushing its weight around.
Under the Required Services Act, |I'’mjust another notile, sentient unit, of

sone snall use to the state.”

That was true, as far as it went. Jason did not feel it necessary to add
that he had actually volunteered for this mssion. There was no point. Elaine
woul d never under st and.

A woman with a child doesn’t need to look for justifications for her
exi stence, Jason thought as he gathered what he woul d need fromthe closet.

But I’mtired of being an obsolete, token representative of the Ad
Race, | ooked down upon by all the sleek new types. At least this way ny kid
may be able to say his old man had been good for sonething, once. It m ght
hel p Jesse hold his head up in the years to come... years sure to be hard for
the old style of human bei ng.

He zi pped up his travel suit, making sure of the vac-tight ankle and
wrist fastenings. Elaine cane to himand slipped into his arns.

“You could try to delay them” she suggested w thout conviction..
System wi de el ections are next nonth. The Ethicalists and the Naturalists have
declared a united canpaign.... ”

Jason stroked her hair, shaking his head. Hope was deadly. They coul d
not afford it.

“It’s no use, Elaine. The Utilitarians are conpletely in charge out here
at the station, as well as nearly everywhere else in the solar system Anyway,
everyone knows the election is a foregone conclusion.”

The words stung, but they were truthful. On paper, it would seemthere
was still a chance for a change. Biological humans still outnunbered the
nmechani cal and cyborg citizen types, and even a large minority of the latter
had m sgi vings about the brutally logical policies of the Utilitarian Party.

But only one biol ogical human in twenty bothered to vote any nore.

There were still nmany areas of creativity and skill in which
mechano-cryo citizens were no better than organics, but a depressing
convi ction wei ghed heavily upon the old type. They knew they had no place in
the future. The stars belonged to the other varieties, not to them

“I"ve got to go.” Gently, Jason peeled free of Elaine’s arns. He took
her face in his hands and ki ssed her one last tine, then picked up his snall
travel bag and helnmet. Stepping out into the corridor, he did not |ook back to
see the tears that he knew were there, laying soft, saltwater history down her
face.

2.
The quarters for biological human beings lay in the A d Weel... a part of the

research station that had grown ever shabbier as old style scientists and
technicians lost their places to nodels better suited to the harsh environment



of space.

Once, back in the days when nechano-cryo citizens were rare, the Add
Wheel had been the center of excited activity here beyond the orbit of
Neptune. The first starships had been constructed by clouds of space-suited
humans, |ike tethered bees swarm ng over mammoth hives. G ant “slowboats,”
restricted to speeds far below that of light, had ventured forth from here,
into the interstellar night.

That had been | ong ago, when organi c people had still been inportant.
But even then there were those who had foreseen what was to cone.

Nowhere were the changes of the |last century nore apparent than here at
Project Lightprobe. The old type now only served in support roles, few
contributing directly to the investigations... perhaps the nost inportant in
human hi st ory.

Jason’s vac-sled was stored in the A d Weel’s north hub airlock. Both
sled and suit checked out well, but the creaking outer doors stuck halfway
open when he tried to leave. He had to | eap over with a spanner and pound the
great hinges several tines to get themunfrozen. The airlock finally opened in
fits and starts.

Frowni ng, he remounted the sled and took off again.

The O d Wheel gets only scraps for maintenance, he thought glumy. Soon
there’'Il be an accident, and the Utilitarians will use it as an excuse to ban
organi ¢ humans from every research station in the solar system

The O d Wheel fell behind as short puffs of gas sent his sled toward the
heart of the research conplex. For a long time he seened to ride the slowy
rotating wheel’s shadow, eclipsing the dimglow of the distant sun

From here, Earth-hone was an invisible speck. Few ever focused
tel escopes on the old world. Everyone knew that the future wasn’t back there
but out here and beyond, with the innumerable stars covering the sky.

diding slowy across the gulf between the A d Weel and the Conpl ex,
Jason had plenty of time to think

Back when the old slowboats had set forth fromhere to explore the
nearest systens, it had soon becane apparent that only nechanicals and cyborgs
were suited for interstellar voyages. Asteroid-sized arks--artificial
wor | dl ets capabl e of carrying entire ecospheres--renmai ned a dream out of
sci ence fiction, econom cally beyond reach. Exploration ships could be sent
much farther and faster if they did not have to carry the conplex artificial
environnents required by old style human bei ngs.

By now ten nearby stellar systens had been explored, all by crews
consi sting of “robo-humans.” There were no plans to send any ot her kind, even
if, or when, Earthlike planets were discovered. It just wouldn't be worth the
staggering i nvestnent required.

That fact, nmore than anything el se, had struck at the noral e of
bi ol ogi cal people in the solar system The stars, they realized, were not for
them Resignation led to a turning away from science and the future. Earth and
the “dirt” colonies were apathetic places, these days. Uilitariansismwas the
gui di ng phil osophy of the tines.

Jason hadn't told his wife his biggest reason for volunteering for this
m ssion. He was still uncertain he understood it very well hinself. Perhaps he
wanted to show people that a biological citizen could still be useful, and
contribute to the advance of know edge.

Even if it were by a task so hunmble as a suicide mssion

He saw the |ightship ahead, just below the shining spark of Sirius, a
jet-black pearl half a kilometer across. Already he could make out the
shimering of its fields as its mghty engi nes were tuned for the experiment
ahead.

The technicians were hoping that this tinme it would work. But even if it
failed again, they were determned to go on trying. Faster-than-light travel
was not somet hing anyone gave up on easily, even a robot with a life span of
five hundred years. The dream and the obstinacy to pursue it, was a strong



i nheritance fromthe parent race.

Next to the black experinental probe, with its derricks and workshops,
was the towering bul k of the central cooling plant, by far the |argest object
in the Conplex. The cooling plant made even the A d Weel look like a child's
toy hoop. Jason’s rickety vac-sled puffed beneath the majestic gl obe, shining
inthe sky like a great silvery planet.

On this, the side facing the sun, the cooling globe s reflective surface
was nearly perfect. On the other side, a giant array of fluid-filled radiators
stared out on to intergalactic space, chilling Iiquid heliumdown to the basic
tenmperature of the universe--a few degrees above absol ute zero

The array had to stare at the bl ackness between the gal axi es. Faint
sunl i ght--even starlight--would heat the cooling fluid too much. That was the
reason for the silvery reflective backing. The anmbunt of infrared radiation
| eaving the finned coolers had to exceed the few photons comng in in order
for the tenperature of the heliumto drop far enough

The new types of citizens mght be faster and tougher, and in sonme ways
smarter, than old style humans. They m ght need neither food nor sleep. But
they did require a lot of liquid heliumto keep their supercool ed,
super conducti ng brai ns hunm ng. The shining, well-maintained cooling plant was
a rem nder of the priorities of the tines.

Sone years back, an erratic bio-human had botched an attenpt to sabotage
the cooling plant. Al it acconplished was to have the old style banished from
that part of the station. And some mechano-cryo staff menbers who had
previously been synpathetic with the Ethicalist cause switched to
Uilitarianismas a result.

The manmot h sphere passed over and behind Jason. In nonents there was
only the lightship ahead, shimrering within its cradle of spotlit gantries. A
voi ce cut in over his hel net speaker in a sharp nonotone.

“Attention approaching biological... you are entering a restricted zone.
Identify yourself at once.”

Jason grinmaced. The station director had ordered all mechano
per sonnel - - meani ng just about everybody left--to reprogramtheir voice
functions along “nore logical tonal lines.” That neant they no | onger m m cked
natural human intonations, but spoke in a new, shrill whine.

Jason’ s few android and cyborg friends--coll eagues on the support
staff--had whispered their regrets. But those days it was dangerous to be in
the mnority. All soon adjusted to the new order

“Jason Forbs, identifying self.” He spoke as crisply as possible,

m mcking the toneless Utilitarian dialect. He spelled his nane and gave his
i dent code. “Oral witness engineer for Project Lightprobe, reporting for
duty.”

There was a pause, then the unseen security overseer spoke again.

“Cleared and identified, Jason Forbs. Proceed directly to slip nine,
scaffold B. Escorts await your arrival.”

Jason blinked. Had the voice softened perceptibly? A closet Ethicalist,
perhaps, out here in this Uilitarian stronghold.

“Success, and an operative return are approved outcones,
added, hesitantly, with just a hint of tonality.

Jason understood Utilitarian dialect well enough to interpret the sinple
good luck wish. He didn't dare thank the fell ow, whoever he m ght be, whatever
his body form But he appreciated the gesture.

“Acknow edged,” he said, and switched of f. Ahead, under stark shadows
cast by spotlights girdling the starship, Jason saw at |east a dozen
scientists and technicians, waiting for himby a docking slip. One or two of
the escorts actually appeared to be fidgeting as he nmade his final maneuvers
into the slot.

They came in all shapes and sizes. Several wore little gl obe-bot bodies.
Spider fornms were al so proninent. Jason hurriedly tied the sled down, al nost
slipping as he secured his magnetic boots to the platform

He knew hi s humani f orm shape | ooked gawky and unsuited to this

the voi ce



environnent. But he was determined to maintain some degree of dignity. Your
ancestors made these guys, he rem nded hinself. And old style people built
this very station. We're all citizens under the law, fromthe director down to
the janitor-bot, all the way down to ne.

Still, he felt awkward under their glistening canera eyes.

“Come qui ckly, Jason Forbs.” His hel net speaker whined and a | arge
mechani cal form gestured with one slender, articulated arm “There is little
time before the test begins. W nust instruct you in your duties.”

Jason recogni zed the favorite body-formof the director, an
antibiological Uilitarian of the worst sort. The machi ne-scientist sw vel ed
at the hips and rolled up the gangpl ank. Steam|ike vapor puffed fromvents in
the official’s plasteel carapace. It was an ostentatious display, to rel ease
evaporated heliumthat way. It denonstrated that the assistant director could
keep his circuits as confortably cool as anybody’'s, and hang the expense.

An awkward human in the mdst of snoothly gliding machi nes, Jason
gl anced backward for what he felt sure would be his last direct view of the
uni verse. He had hoped to catch a final glinpse of the Od Weel, or at |east
the sun. But all he could see was the great hulk of the cooling plant, staring
out into the space between the gal axi es, keeping cool the |ifeblood of the
apparent inheritors of the solar system

The director called again, inpatiently. Jason turned and stepped through
the hatch to be shown his station and his job.

3.

“You will renenber not to touch any of the controls at any tinme. The ship’s
operation is automatic. Your function is purely to observe and naintain a
runni ng oral nonol ogue into the tape recorder.”

The director sounded disgusted. “I will not pretend that | agree with
the decision to include a biological entity in this experiment. Perhaps it was
because you are expendabl e, and we have already |ost too many val uabl e
nmechano- persons in these tests. In any event, the reasons are not of your
concern. You are to remain at your station, leaving only to take care of”--the
voice lowered in distaste and the shining cells of the official’s eyes | ooked
away--"to take care of bodily functions. A refresher unit has been installed
behi nd that hat chway.”

Jason shrugged. He was getting sick of the pretense.

“Wasn't that a |ot of expense to go to? | nean, whatever’'s been killing
the silicon and cyborg techs who rode the other ships is hardly likely to
| eave me alive |l ong enough to get hungry or go to the bathroom”

The official nodded, a gesture so commonly used that it had been
retained even in Utilitarian fashion

“We share an opinion, then. Nevertheless, it is not known at what point
in the mssion the... malfunctions occur. The mi ni num duration in hyperspace
is fifteen days, the engi nes cannot cut the span any shorter. After that tine
the ship emerges at a site at |least five light-years away. It will take
another two weeks to return to the solar system You will continue your
runni ng comrentary throughout that period, if necessary, to supplenent what
the instrunents tell us.”

Jason al nost | aughed at the ludicrous order. O course he would be dead
| ong before his voice gave out. The techs and scientists who went out on the
earlier tests had all been nmade of tougher stuff than he, and none of them had
survi ved.

Until a year ago, none of the faster-than-1light starships had even
returned. Some scientists had even contended that the theory behind their
construction was in error, sonehow

At last, sinple nechanical auto-pilots were installed, in case the
problem had to do with the crews thensel ves. The ganble paid off. After that
the ships returned... filled with corpses.

Jason had only a rough inmpression of what had happened to the other



expeditions, all fromunreliable scuttlebutt. The official story was still a
state secret. But runmor had it the prior crews had all died of horrible
vi ol ence.

Sone said they had apparently gone mad and turned on each other. Qhers
suggested that the fields that drove the ship through that strange real m known
as hyperspace twi sted the shapes of things within the ship--not sufficiently
to affect the cruder machines, but enough to cause the subtle, cryogenic
circuitry of the scientists and techs to go haywire.

One thing Jason was sure of: anything that could harm mechano-cryos
woul d easily suffice to do in a biological. He was resigned, but all the sane
determned to do his part. If some small thing he noticed, and commented on
into the tape machine, led to a solution--maybe sone little thing m ssed by
all the recording devices--then Terran civilization would have the stars.

That woul d be something for his son to renenber, even if the true
i nheritors woul d be “human” machi nes.

“All right,” he told the director. “Take this bunch of gawkers with you
and let’s go on with it.”

He strapped hinself into the observer’s chair, behind the enpty pilot’s
seat. He did not even |l ook up as the technicians and officials filed out and
cl osed the hatch behind them

4

In the instant after |aunching, the lightship nade an eerie trail across
the sky. Cylindrical streaks of pseudo-Cerenkov radiation Iingered |long after
t he bl ack gl obe had di sappeared, bolting faster and faster toward its
rendezvous w th hyperspace.

The director turned to the em ssary from Earth.

“I't is gone. Now we wait. One Earth-style nonth. “1 will state, one nore
time, that | did not approve willingly of the inclusion of the organic form
aboard the ship. | object to the inelegant nodifications required in order to
suit the ship to... to biological functions. Al so, old style hunans are three

times as often subject to irrational inpulses than nore nodem forns. This one
may take it into its head to try to change the ship’s controls when the fatal
stress begins.”

Unlike the director, the visiting councilor wore a humani form body, wth
| egs, arnms, torso and head. He expressed his opinion with a shrug of his
subtly articul ated shoul ders.

“You exaggerate the danger, Director. Don’t you think |I know that the
controls Jason Forbs sees in front of himare only dunm es?”

The director swiveled quickly to stare at the councilor. How -?

He made hinmself cal mdown. It--doesn t--matter. So what if he knew that
fact? Even the sole Ethicalist menber of the Solar System Council could not
make nuch propaganda of it. It was only a | ogical precaution to take, under
the circunstances.

“The designated oral w tness engi neer should spend his |iving nonents
performng his function,” the director said coolly. “Recording his subjective
i npressions as long as he is able. It is the role you conmanded we open up for
an old style human, using your perenptory authority as a menber of the
counci | .”

The other’s humaniformface flexed in a traditional, pseudoorganic
snmle, archaic inits mmcry of the Od Race. And yet the director, school ed
in Uilitarian belief, felt uneasy under the councilor’s gaze.

“I had a perenmptory comandnent |eft to use up before the elections,”
the councilor said smoothly in ol d-fashi oned, nodul ated tones. “l judged that
this would be an appropriate way to use it.”

He did not explain further. The director quashed an urge to push the
guestion. What was the Ethicalist up to? Wiy waste a perenptory conmand on
such a minor, futile thing as this? How could he gain anything by sending an
old style human out to his certain death!



Was it to be some sort of gesture? Something ained at getting out the
bi ol ogi cal vote for the upcom ng el ections?

If so, it was doonmed to failure. In-depth psychol ogi cal studies had
i ndicated that the I evel of resignation and apathy anong organic citizens was
too high to ever be overcome by anything so sinple.

Per haps, though, it mght be enough to save the seat of the one
Et hi calist on the council...

The director felt warm He knew that it was partly
subj ective--resentnment of this invasion of his domain by a ridicul ous
sentimentalist. Mdst of all, the director resented the feelings he felt
boiling within hinself.

Why, why do we nodern forns have to be cursed with this burden of
enoti onalismand uncertainty! | hate it!

O course he knew the reasons. Back in ancient times, fictional “robots”
had been depicted as caricatures of jerky notion and rigid, formal thinking.
The witers of those precryo days had not realized that conplexity comranded
flexibility... even fallibility. The laws of physics were adamant on this.
Uncertainty acconpani ed subtlety. An advanced mind had to have the ability to
question itself, or creativity was |ost.

The director |oathed the fact, but he understood it.

Still, he suspected that the biol ogists had played a trick on his kind,
| ong ago. He and other Utilitarians had an idea that there had been some deep
programm ng, bel ow anyt hi ng nowadays accessed, to nmake mechano-peopl e as nuch
like the old style as possible.

If | ever had proof it was true... he thought, gloweringly,
t hr eat eni ngl y.
Ah, but it doesn’t matter. The biologicals will be extinct in a few

generations, anyway. They're dying of a sense of their own usel essness.

Good ri ddance!

“I will leave you now, Councilor. Unless you wi sh to acconpany ne to
recharge on refrigerants?”

The Ethicalist bowed slightly, ironically, aware, of course, that the
director could not return the gesture. “No, thank you, Director. | shall wait
here and contenplate for a while.

“Before you go, however, please et nme nake one thing clear. It may
seem at tines, as if | amnot synpathetic with your work here. But that is
not true. After all, we're all humans, all citizens. Everybody wants Project
Li ght probe to succeed. The dreamis one we inherit fromour makers... to go
out and live anong the stars.

“I amonly acting to help bring that about--for all of our people.”

The director felt unaccountably warmer. He could not think of an answer.
“I require helium” he said, curtly, and swiveled to | eave. “Good bye,
Councilor.”

The director felt as if eyes were watching his arnored back as he sped
down t he hal |l way.

Dam the biologicals and their allies! he cursed within. Dam them for
maki ng us so insidiously like them.. enotional, fallible and, worst of all,
uncertai n!

Wshing the last of the old style were already dust on their dirty, wet
little planet, the director hurried away to find hinmself a long, cold drink

5.

“Six hours and ten minutes into the mssion, four mnutes since
breakover into hyperspace...” Jason breathed into the m crophone. “So far so

good. I'ma little thirsty, but | believe it’s just a typical adrenaline fear
reaction. Allowing for expected tension, | feel fine.”

Jason went on to describe everything he could see, the lights, the
controls, the readings on the computer displays, his physical feelings... he

went on until his throat felt dry and he found he was repeating hinself.



“I"’mgetting up out of the observer’s seat, now, to go get a drink.” He
slipped the recorder strap over his shoul der and unbuckl ed fromthe flight
chair. There was a feeling of weight, as the techs had told himto expect.
About a tenth of a g. It was enough to make wal ki ng possible. He flexed his
| egs and noved about the control room describing every aspect of the
experi ence. Then he went to the refrigerator and took out a squeeze-tube of
| enonade.

Jason was frankly surprised to be alive. He knew the previ ous voyagers
had |ived several days before their unknown catastrophe struck. But they had
been a | ot tougher than he. Perhaps the nysterious |ethal agency had taken
nearly all the fifteen days of the mnimumfirst leg of the round trip to do
themin.

If so, he wondered, how long will it take to get ne?

A few hours later, the failure of anything to happen was starting to
make hi m nervous. He cut down the rate of his running conmentary in order to
save his voice. Besides, nothing nuch seened to be changi ng. The ship was
cruising, now All the dials and indicators were green and steady.

During sleep period he tossed in the sleeping hamock, sharing it with
di sturbed dreans. He awakened several tinmes inpelled by a sense of duty and
i mm nent danger, clutching his recorder tightly. But when he stared about the
control room he could find nothing am ss.

By the third day he had had enough

“I"m going to poke around in the instrunents,

he spoke into the

m crophone. “I know | was told not to. And I'Il certainly not touch anything
having to do with the functioning of the ship. But | figure | deserve a chance
to see what |I’mtraveling through. Nobody's ever |ooked out on hyperspace. |I'm

going to take a | ook.”

Jason set about the task with a feeling of exultation. Wat he was doing
woul dn’t hurt anything, just alter a few of the sensors.

Sure, it was against orders, but if he got back alive he would be
famous, too inportant to bother with charges over such a mnor infraction

Not that he believed, for even a nonent, that he was com ng hone alive.

It was a fairly intricate task, rearranging a few of the ship s prograns
so the external cameras--neant to be used at the destination star only--would
work in hyperspace. He wondered if it had been sone sort of Utilitarian
gesture not to include viewing ports, or to do the small nodifications of
scanni ng el ectronics necessary to make the caneras work here. There was no
obvious scientific reason to “look at” hyperspace, so perhaps the Utilitarian
technicians rejected it as an atavistic desire.

Jason finished all but the |ast adjustnents, then took a break to fix
hi nsel f a neal before turning on the caneras. Wile he ate he nmade anot her
recorder entry; there was little to report. Alittle trouble with the cryogen
cooling units; they were laboring a bit. But the efficiency loss didn't seem
to be anything critical, yet.

After dinner he sat cross-legged on the floor in front of the screen he
had commandeered. “Well, now, let’s see what this fanmous hyperspace | ooks
like,” he said. "At |least the fol ks back home will know that it was an old
style man who first | ooked out on...”

The screen rippled, then suddenly cane alight.

Li ght! Jason had to shield his eyes. Hyperspace was ablaze with |ight!

H s thoughts whirled. Could this have sonething to do with the threat?
The unknown, malign force that had killed all the previous crews?

Jason cracked an eyelid and lowered his armslightly. The screen was
bright, but now that his eyes had adapted, it wasn’t painful to ook at. He
gazed in fascination on a scene of whirling pink and white, as if the ship was
hurtling through an endl ess sky of bright, pastel clouds.

It | ooked rather pleasant, in fact.

This is a threat? He wondered, dazedly. How could this soft brilliance
kill?



Jason’s jaw opened as a relay seened to close in his mnd. He stared at
the screen for a long noment, wondering if his growi ng suspicion could be
true.

He | aughed out |oud--a hard, ironic |augh, as yet nmore tense than
hopeful. He set to work finding out if his suspicion was right, after all

6.

The lightship cruised on autopilot until at last it cane to rest not far from
its launching point. Little tugs approached gently and grappled with the bl ack
globe, pulling it toward the derricks where the inspection crew waited to
swarm aboard. In the station control center, technicians nonitored the
activity outside.

“I am proceeding with routine hailing call,” the comrunications
techni ci an announced, sending a nmetal tentacle toward the transnmt swtch.

“Why bot her ?” anot her mechano-cryo tech asked. “There certainly isn't
anyone aboard that death ship to hear it.”

The comm of ficer did not bother answering. He pressed the send swtch
“This is Lightprobe Central to Lightprobe Nine. Do you read, Lightprobe
N ne?”

The other tech turned away in disgust. He had al ready suspected the comm
of ficer of being a closet Ethicalist. Inagine, wasting energy trying to talk
to a nont h- dead organi c corpse

“Li ght probe Nine, come in. this is...”

“Li ght probe Nine to Lightprobe Central. This is Oral Wtness Engi neer
Jason Forbs, ready to relinquish cormand to inspection crew. ”

The control roomwas suddenly silent. Al the techs stared at the wall
speaker. The comm of fi cer hovered, too stunned to reply.

“Wuld you let ny wife knowI'mall right?” the voice continued. “And
pl ease. have station services bring over sonething cool to drink!”

The tabl eau held for another |ong nmonent. At |ast, the conm officer
noved to reply, an undisciplined tone of excitenent betrayed in his voice.

“Ri ght away, Wtness Engi neer Forbs. And wel conme hone!”

At the back of the control rooma tech wearing a gl obe-form body hurried
off to tell the director.

7.

A crowd of netal, ceranmic, and cyborg-flesh surrounded a single, pale
ol d-style human, floating stripped to his shorts, sipping a frosted
squeeze-tube of amber 1iquid.

“Actually, it’s not too unpleasant a place,” he told those gathered
around in the conference room “But it’s a good thing | violated orders and
| ooked outside when | did. | was able to turn off all unnecessary power and
lighting in time to slow the heat buildup. “As it was, it got pretty hot
toward the end of the fifteen days.”

The director was still obviously in a state of shock. The gl obul ar-form
bureaucrat had | apsed from Uilitarian dialect, and spoke in the quasi-human
tones he had grown up with.

“But... but the ship’s interior should not have heated up so! The vesse
was equi pped with the best and nost durable refrigerators and radiators we
could make! Similar nodels have operated in the solar system and on sl owboat
starships for hundreds of years!”

Jason nodded. He sipped fromhis tube of iced | enonade and gri nned.

“Ch yeah, the refrigerators and radi ators worked just fine... just like
the cooling plant.” He gesture out the wi ndow, where the huge radiator gl obe
could be seen drifting slowy across the sky.

“But there was one problem Just like the cooling plant, the shipboard
refrigeration systemwas designed to work in normal space!”

He gestured at the bl ackness outside, punctuated here and there by



pi npoi nt stars.

“Qut there, the anbient tenperature is |less than three degrees,
absol ute. Point your radiators into intergal actic space and virtually no
radi ation hits themfromthe sky. Even the small anount of heat in supercool ed
hel i um can escape. One doesn’'t need conpressors and all that conplicated gear
they had to use in order to nmake cryogens on Earth. You hardly have to do nore
than point shiel ded pipes out at the bl ackness and send the stuff through ‘em
You nechani cal types get the cheap cryogens you need. But in hyperspace it's
different!

“I didn't have the right instrunents, so | couldn’t give you a precise
figure, but 1'd guess the anbient tenperature on that plane is above the
melting point of water icel O course, in an environment |like that the ship's
radi ators were horribly inefficient... barely good enough to get rid of the
heat fromthe cabin and engines, and certainly not efficient enough--in their
present design--to cool cryogens!”

The director stared, unwilling to believe what he was hearing. One of
the senior scientists rolled forward.

“Then the previous crews...”

“Al'l went mad or died when the cryo-helium evaporated! Their
super conducti ng brains overheated! It’s the one node of nortality that is hard
to detect, because it’'s gradual. The first effect is a deterioration of nental
function, followed by insanity and viol ence. No wonder the previous crews cane
back all torn up! And autopsies showed nothing since everything heats up after
deat h, anyway!”

Anot her tech sighed. “Hyperspace seenmed so harm ess! The theory and the
first automated probes... we | ooked for conplicated dangers. W never thought
to...”

“To take its tenperature?” Jason suggested wyly.

“But why |l ook so glum” He grinned. “You all should be delighted! W’ ve
found out the problem and it turns out to be nothing at all.”

The director spun on him “Nothing? You insipid biological, can’'t you
see? This is a disaster! W counted on hyperspace to open the stars for us.

But it is infernally expensive to use unless we keep the ships small.

“And how can we keep themsmall if we rnust build huge, intricate cooling
systens that nust | ook out into that boiling hell you found? Wth the trickle
of cryogens we’'ll be able to mamintain during those weeks in hyperspace, it
will be nearly inpossible to maintain |ife aboard!

“You say our problens are solved,” the director spoke acidly. “But you
nm ss one point, Wtness Engi neer Forbs! How will we ever find crews to man

t hose shi ps?”

The director humred with barely suppressed anger, his eye-cells
gl owi ng.

Jason rubbed his chin and pursed his lips synpathetically. “Well, |
don’t know. But 1'd bet with a few minor inprovenments somnething could be
arranged. Why don’t you try recruiting crews fromanother ‘boiling hell’...
one where water ice is already nelted?”

There was silence for a monent. Then, from the back of the room cane
| aughter. A mechano with a seal of office hanging from his humaniform neck
cl apped its hands together and grinned. “Ch, wait till they hear of this on
Earth! Now we’ll see how the voting goes!” He grinned at Jason and | aughed in
rich, human tones. “When the biologists find out about this, they' Il rise up
like the very tide! And so will every closet Ethicalist in the system”

Jason smled, but right now his mnd was far frompolitics. All he knew
was that his wife and son would not live in shame. H's boy would be a starship
rider, and inherit the gal axy.

“You won't have any trouble recruiting crews, sir,” he told the
director. “I"mready to go back any time. Hyperspace isn't all that bad a
pl ace. “Wuld you care to come al ong?”

Super-col d steamvented fromthe director’s carapace, a loud hiss of
i ndi gnation. The Utilitarian bureaucrat ground out sonething too | ow for Jason



to overhear, even though he | eaned forward politely.
The laughter fromthe back of the roomrose in peals of hilarity. Jason
si pped his | erbnade and wait ed.

HOW 2
by difford D. Sinmak

CGordon Kni ght was anxious for the five-hour day to end so he could rush hone.
For this was the day he should receive the How-2 Kit he' d ordered and he was
anxious to get to work on it.

It wasn’t only that he had al ways wanted a dog, although that was nore
than half of it--but, with this kit, he would be trying something new He'd
never handl ed any How2 Kit with biol ogic conmponents and he was consi derably
excited. Although, of course, the dog would be biologic only to alimted
degree and nost of it would be packaged, anyhow, and all he'd have to do woul d
be assenble it. But it was sonething new and he wanted to get started.

He was thinking of the dog so hard that he was mldly irritated when
Randal | Stewart, returning fromone of his numerous trips to the water
fountain, stopped at the desk to give hima progress report on hone
dentistry.

“It’s easy,” Stewart told him “Nothing to it if you follow the
instructions. Here, look--1 did this one last night.”

He then squatted down beside Knight’'s desk and opened his mouth, proudly
pulling it out of shape with his fingers so Knight could see.

“Thish un ere,” said Stewart, blindly attenpting to point, with a wildly
waggling finger, at the tooth in question

He |l et his face snap back together

“Filled it nyself,” he announced conpl acently. “Rigged up a series of
mrrors to see what | was doing. They cane right in the kit, so all | had to
do was follow the instructions.”

He reached a finger deep inside his nmouth and probed tenderly at his
handi work. “A little awkward, working on yourself. On soneone el se, of course,
there’d be nothing to it.”

He waited hopefully.

“Must be interesting,” said Knight.

“Economical, too. No use paying the dentists the prices they ask. Figure
"1l practice on nmyself and then take on the famly. Some of ny friends, even,
if they want nme to.”

He regarded Knight intently.

Knight failed to rise to the dangling bait.

Stewart gave up. “lI’mgoing to try cleaning next. You got to dig down
beneat h the gunms and break | oose the tartar. There’'s a kind of hook you do it
with. No reason a man shouldn’t take care of his own teeth instead of paying
dentists.”

“I't doesn’t sound too hard,” Knight admtted.

“It’s a cinch,” said Stewart. “But you got to follow the instructions.
There’ s nothing you can’'t do if you follow the instructions.”

And that was true, Knight thought. You could do anything if you foll owed
the instructions--if you didn't rush ahead, but sat down and took your tine
and studied it all out.

Hadn't he built his house in his spare tinme, and all the furniture for
it, and the gadgets, too? Just in his spare timne--although God knew, he
t hought, a man had little enough of that, working fifteen hours a week.

It was a lucky thing he’'d been able to build the house after buying al
that |and. But everyone had been buying what they called estates, and G ace
had set her heart on it, and there’d been nothing he could do.

If he’d had to pay carpenters and masons and plunbers, he woul d never
have been able to afford the house. But by building it hinself, he had paid
for it as he went along. It had taken ten years, of course, but think of al
the fun he’d had!



He sat there and thought of all the fun he’d had, and of all the pride.
No, sir, he told hinself, no one in his circunstances had a better house.

Al t hough, come to think of it, what he’'d done had not been too unusual
Most of the men he knew had built their hones, too, or had built additions to
them or had renodel ed them

He had often thought that he would like to start over again and build
anot her house, just for the fun of it. But that would be foolish, for he
al ready had a house and there would be no sale for another one, even if he
built it. Who would want to buy a house when it was so nmuch fun to build one?

And there was still a lot of work to do on the house he had. New roons
to add--not necessary, of course, but handy. And the roof to fix. And a sunmer
house to build. And there were always the grounds. At one time he had thought
he woul d | andscape--a man could do a lot to beautify a place with a few years
of spare-time work. But there had been so nany other things to do, he had
never managed to get around to it.

Kni ght and Anson Lee, his neighbor, had often tal ked about what coul d be
done to their adjoining acreages if they ever had the time. But Lee, of
course, would never get around to anything. He was a | awyer, although he never
seened to work at it too hard. He had a large study filled with stacks of |aw
books and there were tines when he would tal k quite expansively about his | aw
library, but he never seened to use the books. Usually he tal ked that way when
he had half a | oad on, which was fairly often, since he clainmed to do a | ot of
thinking and it was his firmbelief that a bottle hel ped himthink

After Stewart finally went back to his desk, there still remained nore
than an hour before the working day officially ended. Knight sneaked the
current issue of a How 2 magazi ne out of his briefcase and began to | eaf
through it, keeping a wary eye out so he could hide it quickly if anyone
shoul d notice he was | oafing.

He had read the articles earlier, so now he | ooked at the ads. It was a
pity, he thought, a man didn’t have the tine to do all there was to do.

For exanpl e:

Fit your own glasses (testing material and | ens-grindi ng equi pnent
included in the kit).

Take out your own tonsils (conplete directions and all necessary
i nstrunents).

Fit up an unused room as your private hospital (no sense in |eaving hone
when you're ill, just at the time when you nost need its confort and
security).

Grow your own nedi ci nes and drugs (starts of 50 different herbs and
medi cinal plants with detailed instructions for their cultivation and
processi ng).

Grow your wife's fur coat (a pair of mink, one ton of horse neat,
furrier tools).

Tail or your own suits and coats (50 yards of wool yardgoods and lining
material).

Build your own TV set.

Bi nd your own books.

Bui | d your own power plant (let the wind work for you).

Bui | d your own robot (a jack of all trades, intelligent, obedient, no
time off, no overtine, on the job 24 hours a day, never tired, no need for
rest or sleep, do any work you w sh).

Now t here, thought Knight, was sonething a man should try. If a man had
one of those robots, it would save a lot of |abor. There were all sorts of
attachments you could get for it. And the robots, the ad said, could put on
and take off all these attachnments just as a man puts on a pair of gloves or
takes off a pair of shoes.

Have one of those robots and, every nmorning, it would sally out into the
garden and pick an the corn and beans and peas and tonatoes and ot her
veget abl es ready to be picked and |l eave themall neatly in a row on the back
stoop of the house. Probably would get a |lot nore out of a garden that way,



too, for the grading nmechani smwoul d never select a too-green tomato nor all ow
an ear of corn to go beyond its prine.

There were cleaning attachments for the house and snowpl owi ng
attachments and housepainting attachnents and al nost any ot her kind one could
wi sh. Get a full quota of attachnents, then | ayout a work programand turn the
robot | oose--you could forget about the place the year around, for the robot
woul d take care of everything.

There was only one hitch. The cost of a robot kit cane close to ten
t housand dollars and all the available attachments could run to another ten

Kni ght cl osed the nmagazine and put it into the briefcase.

He saw there were only fifteen mnutes left until quitting time and that
was too short a time to do anything, so Knight just sat and thought about
getting honme and finding the kit there waiting for him

He had al ways wanted a dog, but G ace would never |et himhave one. They
were dirty, she said, and tracked up the carpeting, they had fleas and shed
hair allover everything--and, besides, they snelled.

Wll, she wouldn’t object to this kind of dog, Knight told hinself.

It wouldn’t snell and it was guaranteed not to shed hair and it would
never harbor fleas, for a flea would starve on a hal f-nechani cal
hal f - bi ol ogi ¢ dog.

He hoped the dog woul dn’t be a di sappoi ntnent, but he' d carefully gone
over the literature describing it and he was sure it wouldn’t. It would go for
a walk with its owner and woul d chase sticks and smaller animals, and what
nore coul d one expect of any dog? To insure realism it saluted trees and
fence-posts, but was guaranteed to | eave no stains or spots.

The kit was tilted up beside the hangar door when he got hone, but at
first he didn’t see it. Wien he did, he craned his neck out so far to be sure
it was the kit that he al nost cane a cropper in the hedge. But, with a bit of
| uck, he brought the flier down neatly on the gravel strip and was out of it
bef ore the bl ades had stopped whirling.

It was the kit, all right. The invoice envel ope was tacked on top of the
crate. But the kit was bigger and heavier than he’d expected and he wondered
if they might not have accidentally sent hima bigger dog than the one he'd
or der ed.

He tried to lift the crate, but it was too heavy, so he went around to
t he back of the house to bring a dolly fromthe basenent.

Around the corner of the house, he stopped a nmonment and | ooked out
across his land. A man could do a lot with it, he thought, if he just had the
time and the noney to buy the equiprment. He could turn the acreage into one
vast garden. Qught to have a | andscape architect work out a plan for it, of
course--al though, if he bought some | andscapi ng books and spent sone eveni ngs
at them he mght be able to figure things out for hinself.

There was a lake at the north end of the property and the whol e
| andscape, it seenmed to him should focus upon the lake. It was rather a dank
bit of scenery at the nmonent, with straggly marsh surrounding it and unkenpt
cattails and reeds astir in the sunmer wind. But with a little drainage and
some planting, a systemof wal ks and a picturesque bridge or two, it would be
a thing of beauty.

He started out across the |ake to where the house of Anson Lee sat upon
a hill. As soon as he got the dog assenbled, he would walk it over to Lee's
pl ace, for Lee would be pleased to be visited by a dog. There had been ti nes,
Kni ght felt, when Lee had not been entirely synpathetic with some of the
t hi ngs he’d done. Like that business of helping Grace build the kilns and the
fewtines they'd nanaged to lure Lee out on a hunt for the proper kinds of
cl ay.

“What do you want to make di shes for?” he had asked. “Why go to all the
troubl e? You can buy all you want for a tenth of the cost of making them?”

Lee had not been visibly inpressed when Grace expl ai ned that they
weren’t dishes. They were ceranics, G ace had said, and a recogni zed form of
art. She got so interested and nade so nuch of it--sone of it really



good--that Kni ght had found it necessary to drop his nodel railroading project
and tack another addition on the already spraw ing house, for stacking, drying
and exhi bition.

Lee hadn’t said a word, a year or two later, when Knight built the
studio for G ace, who had grown tired of pottery and had turned to painting.
Kni ght felt, though, that Lee had kept silent only because he was convi nced of
the futility of further argunent.

But Lee woul d approve of the dog. He was that kind of fellow, a man
Kni ght was proud to call a friend--yet queerly out of step. Wth everyone el se
absorbed in things to do, Lee took it easy with his pipe and books, though not
the ones on | aw.

Even the kids had their interests now, |earning while they played.

Mary, before she got married, had been interested in grow ng things. The
greenhouse stood just down the slope, and Knight regretted that he had not
been able to continue with her work. Only a few nonths before, he had
di smant| ed her hydroponic tanks, a synbolic admi ssion that a man could only do
so nuch

John, quite naturally, had turned to rockets. For years, he and his pals
had shot up the nei ghborhood with their experinmental nodels. The | ast and

| argest one, still unconpleted, towered back of the house. Soneday, Kni ght
told hinmself, he’d have to go out and finish what the youngster had started.
In university now, John still retained his interests, which now seened to be

branching out. Quite a boy, Knight thought pridefully. Yes, sir, quite a boy.

He went down the ranp into the basenent to get the dolly and stood there
a nonent, as he always did, just to |look at the place--for here, he thought,
was the real core of his Iife. There, in that corner, the workshop. Over
there, the nodel railroad |ayout on which he still worked occasionally. Behind
it, his photographic |ab. He renmenbered that the basenent hadn’'t been quite
big enough to install the lab and he’d had to knock out a section of the wall
and build an addition. That, he recalled, had turned out to be a bigger job
t han he had bargai ned for.

He got the dolly and went out to the hanger and | oaded on the kit and
westled it into the basenment. Then he took a pinch-bar and started to uncrate
it. He worked with know edge and precision, for he had unpacked many kits and
knew just how to go about it.

He felt a vague apprehensi on when he lifted out the parts. They were
neither the size nor the shape he had expected themto be.

Breathing a little heavily fromexertion and excitenent, he went at the
job of unw apping them By the second piece, he knew he had no dog. By the
fifth, he knew beyond any doubt exactly what he did have.

He had a robot--and if he was any judge, one of the best and nost
expensi ve nodel s!

He sat down on one corner of the crate and took out a handkerchief and
nmopped his forehead. Finally, he tore the invoice letter off the crate, where
it had been tacked.

To M. CGordon Knight, it said, one dog kit, paid in full.

So far as How2 Kits, Inc. , was concerned, he had a dog. And the dog
was paid for--paid in full, it said.

He sat down on the crate again and | ooked at the robot parts.

No one woul d ever guess. Cone inventory time, How2 Kits would be | ong
one dog and short one robot, but with carloads of dog kit orders filled and
t housands of robots sold, it would be inpossible to check

Cordon Kni ght had never, in all his life, done a consciously di shonest
thi ng. But now he made a di shonest decision and he knew it was di shonest and
there was nothing to be said in defense of it. Perhaps the worst of all was
that he was di shonest with hinself.

At first, he told hinself that he would send the robot back, but--since
he had al ways wanted to put a robot together--he would assenble this one and
then take it apart, repack it and send it back to the company. He woul dn’t
activate it. He would just assenble it.



But all the tinme he knew that he was lying to hinmself, realized that the
| east he was doi ng was advanci ng, step by evasive step, toward di shonesty. And
he knew he was doing it this way because he didn't have the nerve to be
forthrightly crooked.

So he sat down that night and read the instructions carefully,
identifying each of the parts and their several features as he went al ong. For
this was the way you went at a How 2. You didn’t rush ahead. You took it
slowy, point by point, got the picture firmy in your mnd before you started
to put the parts together. Knight, by now, was an expert at not rushing ahead.
Besi des, he didn’t know when he woul d ever get another chance at a robot.

It was the beginning of his four days off and he buckl ed down to the
task and put his heart into it. He had sone trouble with the biologic concepts
and had to l ook up a text on organic chemstry and try to trace sone of the
processes. He found the going tough. It had been a long tinme since he had paid
any attention to organic chem stry, and he found that he had forgotten the
l[ittle he had known.

By bedtine of the second day, he had funbled enough information out of
t he textbook to understand what was necessary to put the robot together

He was a little upset when Grace, discovering what he was working on
i medi ately thought up househol d tasks for the robot. But he put her off as
best he could and, the next day, he went at the job of assenbly.

He got the robot together w thout the slightest trouble, being fairly
handy with tool s--but nostly because he religiously followed the first axi om
of How 2-ism by know ng what he was about before he began

At first, he kept assuring hinmself that as soon as he had the robot
toget her, he would disassenble it. But when he was finished, he just had to
see it work. No sense putting in all that tinme and not knowing if he had
gotten it right, he argued. So he flipped the activating switch and screwed in
the final plate.

The robot cane alive and | ooked at Kni ght.

Then it said, “I ama robot. My name is Al bert. Wiat is there to do?”

“Now take it easy, Al bert,” Knight said hastily. “Sit down and rest
while we have a talk.”

“l don’t need to rest,” it said.
“Al'l right, then, just take it easy. | can't keep you, of course. But as
long as you' re activated, |I'd like to see what you can do. There’'s the house

to take care of, and the garden and the lawn to nmind, and |1’'d been thinking
about the | andscaping...”

He stopped then and snmote his forehead with an open palm “Attachnents!
How can | get hold of the attachments?”

“Never mind,” said Albert. “Don’t get upset. Just tell ne what’'s to be
done.”

So Knight told him |eaving the | andscaping till the last and being a
bit apol ogetic about it.

“A hundred acres is a lot of land and you can’t spend all your time on
it. Grace wants sone housework done, and there's the garden and the |awn.”

“Tell you what you do,” said Albert. “I’'Il wite a list of things for
you to order and you leave it all to me. You have a well -equi pped workshi p.
"1l get along.”

“You mean you’ll build your own attachments?”

“Quit worrying,” Albert told him “Were' s a pencil and sone paper?”

Kni ght got them for himand Al bert wote down a list of material s--stee
i n several dinensions and specifications, alum num of various gauges, copper
wire and a |l ot of other itens.

“There!” said Al bert, handing himthe paper. “That won't set you back
nore than a thousand and it’ll put us in business. You better call in the
order so we can get started.”

Knight called in the order and Al bert began nosing around the place and
qui ckly collected a pile of junk that had been left |ying around.



“Al'l good stuff,” he said.

Al bert picked out some steel scrap and started up the forge and went to
wor k. Kni ght watched himfor a while, then went up to di nner

“Albert is a wonder,” he told Grace. “He’'s making his own attachnments.”

“Did you tell himabout the jobs |I want done?”

“Sure. But first he's got to get the attachments made.”

“I want himto keep the place clean,” said Grace, “and there are new
drapes to be made, and the kitchen to be painted, and all those | eaky faucets
you never had the tine to fix.”

“Yes, dear.”

“And | wonder if he could learn to cook.”

“I didn't ask him but | suppose he could.”

“He’s going to be a trenendous help to ne,” said Grace. “Just think,
can spend all my time at painting!”

Through |l ong practice, he knew exactly how to handl e this phase of the
conversation. He sinply detached hinself, split hinself in tw. One part sat
and |istened and, at intervals, made appropriate responses, while the other
part went on thinking about nore inportant nmatters.

Several tinmes, after they had gone to bed, he woke in the night and
heard Al bert banging away in the basenent workshop and was a little surprised
until he remenbered that a robot worked around the clock, all day, every day.
Knight lay there and stared up at the blackness of the ceiling and
congratul ated hinmself on having a robot. Just temporarily, to be sure--he
woul d send Al bert back in a day or so. There was nothing wong in enjoying the
thing for alittle while, was there?

The next day, Knight went into the basenment to see if Al bert needed
hel p, but the robot affably said he didn't. Knight stood around for a while
and then left Albert to hinself and tried to get interested in a node
| oconotive he had started a year or two before, but had laid aside to do
somet hi ng el se. Sonmehow, he coul dn’t work up rmuch ent husi asm over it any nore,
and he sat there, rather ill at ease, and wondered what was the matter with
hi m Maybe he needed a new interest. He had often thought he would like to
take up puppetry and now m ght be the tinme to do it.

He got out sone catal ogues and How 2 magazi nes and | eaf ed through them
but was able to arouse only mld and transitory interest in archery,
nmount ai n-cl i mbi ng and boat-buil ding. The rest left himcold. It seened he was
singularly uninspired this particul ar day.

So he went over to see Anson Lee.

He found Lee stretched out in a hamock, snoking a pipe and readi ng
Proust, with a jug set beneath the hammobck within easy reaching distance.

Lee |l aid aside the book and pointed to another hamrock slung a few feet
fromwhere he lay. “Clinb aboard and let’s have a restful visit.”

Kni ght hoi sted hinmself into the hammock, feeling rather silly.

“Look at that sky,” Lee said. “Did you ever see another so bluer’

“I wouldn’t know,” Knight told him “I’mnot an expert on neteorol ogy.”
“Pity,” Lee said. “You re not an expert on birds, either.”
“For a time, | was a nenber of a bird-watching club.”

“And worked at it so hard, you got tired and quit before the year was
out. It wasn’t a bird-watching club you belonged to--it was an endurance race.
Everyone tried to see nore birds than anyone el se. You nmade a contest of it.
And you took notes, | bet.”

“Sure we did. What’s wrong with that?”

“Not a thing,” said Lee, “if you hadn’t been quite so grimabout it.

“GrinP How woul d you know?”

“It’s the way you live. It’s the way everyone |lives now. Except me, of
course. Look at that robin, that ragged-I|ooking one in the apple tree. He's a

friend of mine. W ve been acquainted for all of six years now. | could wite
a book about that bird--and if he could read, he'd approve of it. But I won't,
of course. If | wote the book, | couldn't watch the robin.”

“You could wite it in the winter, when the robin’s gone.”



“In wintertine,” said Lee, “lI have other things to do.”

He reached down, picked up the jug and passed it across to Knight.

“Hard cider,” he explained. “Make it nyself. Not as a project, not as a
hobby, but because | happen to like cider and no one knows any |onger how to
really make it. Got to have a few worns in the apples to give it a proper
tang.”

Thi nki ng about the worns, Knight spat out a nouthful, then handed back
the jug. Lee applied hinself to it whol eheartedly.

“First honest work |’ve done in years.” He lay in the hamock, sw nging
gently, with the jug cradled on his chest. “Every tine | get a yen to work, |
| ook across the | ake at you and deci de against it. How many rooms have you
added to that house since you got it built?”

“Eight,” Knight told himproudly.

“My God! Think of it--eight roons!”

“I't isn't hard,” protested Knight, “once you get the knack of it.
Actually, it’'s fun.”

“A coupl e of hundred years ago, men didn’t add eight roons to their
hones. And they didn’t build their own houses to start with. And they didn't
go in for a dozen different hobbies. They didn't have the tinme.”

“It’s easy now. You just buy a How2 Kit.”

“So easy to kid yourself,” said Lee. “So easy to make it seemthat you
are doi ng sonet hing wort hwhil e when you're just piddling around. Wiy do you
think this How 2 thing boomed into big business? Because there was a need of
it?”

“I't was cheaper. Wiy pay to have a thing done when you can do it
your sel f?”

“Maybe that is part of it. Maybe, at first that was the reason. But you
can’t use the econony argunent to justify adding eight roons. No one needs
ei ght extra roons. | doubt if, even at first, econony was the entire answer.
Peopl e had nore tinme than they knew what to do with, so they turned to
hobbi es. And today they do it not because they need all the things they nake,
but because the making of themfills an enptiness born of shorter working
hours, of giving people leisure they don’'t know how to use. Now, me,” he said.
“l know how to use it.”

He Iifted the jug and had another snort and offered it to Knight again.
This time, Knight refused.

They lay there in their hamrocks, |ooking at blue sky and watching the
ragged robin. Knight said there was a How2 Kit for city people to nake robot
birds and Lee | aughed pityingly and Kni ght shut up in enbarrassment.

When Kni ght went back home, a robot was clipping the grass around the
pi cket fence. He had four arms, which had clippers attached instead of hands,
and he was doing a quick and efficient job.

“You aren’t Al bert, are you?” Knight asked, trying to figure out how a
strange robot could have strayed onto the place.

“No,” the robot said, keeping right on clipping. “I am Abe. | was nade
by Al bert.”

“Made?”

“Al bert fabricated ne so that | could work. You didn’t think Al bert
woul d do work like this hinself, did you?”

“I wouldn’t know,” said Knight.

“I'f you want to talk, you'll have to nove along with ne. | have to keep
on wor ki ng.”

“Where is Al bert now?”

“Down in the basement, fabricating Afred.”

“Al fred? Another robot?”

“Certainly. That’'s what Albert’'s for.”

Kni ght reached out for a fence-post and | eaned weakly against it.

First there was a single robot and now there were two, and Al bert was
down in the basement working on a third. That, he realized, had been why
Al bert wanted himto place the order for the steel and other things--but the



order hadn’'t arrived as yet, so he nust have made this robot--this Abe--out of
the scrap he had sal vaged!

Kni ght hurried down into the basenent and there was Al bert, working at
the forge. He had another robot partially assenbled and he had parts scattered
here and there.

The corner of the basenent |ooked Iike a netallic nightnare.

“Al bert!”

Al bert turned around.

“What' s goi ng on here?”

“I"mreproducing,” Al bert told himblandly.

“But...”

“They built the nmother-urge in ne. | don’'t know why they called ne
Al bert. | should have a fenale nane.”

“But you shouldn’t be able to make other robots!”

“Look, stop your worrying. You want robots, don’t you?”

“Well--Yes, | guess so0.”

“Then 1’1l make them 1’11 make you all you need.”

He went back to his work.

A robot who nmade ot her robots--there was a fortune in a thing like that!
The robots sold at a cool ten thousand and Al bert had nade one and was wor ki ng
on anot her. Twenty thousand, Knight told hinself.

Per haps Al bert could make nore than two a day. He had been working from
scrap netal and maybe, when the new material arrived, he could step up
producti on.

But even so, at only two a day--that would be half a million dollars’
worth of robots every nonth! Six nmillion a year

It didn’t add up, Knight sweatily realized. One robot was not supposed
to be able to nake another robot. And if there were such a robot, How 2 Kits
would not let it |oose.

Yet, here Knight was, with a robot he didn't even own, turning out other
robots at a dizzy pace.

He wondered if a nman needed a |icense of some sort to nanufacture
robots. It was sonething he’d never had occasion to wonder about before, or to
ask about, but it seenmed reasonable. After all, a robot was not nere
machi nery, but a piece of pseudo-life. He suspected there m ght be rules and
regul ati ons and such matters as government inspection and he wondered, rather
vaguel y, just how many | aws he m ght be violating.

He | ooked at Al bert, who was still busy, and he was fairly certain
Al bert woul d not understand his viewpoint.

So he made his way upstairs and went to the recreati on room which he
had built as an addition several years before and al nost never used, although
it was fully equi pped with How 2 ping-pong and billiard tables. In the unused
recreati on roomwas an unused bar. He found a bottle of whiskey. After the
fifth or sixth drink, the outl ook was rmuch brighter

He got paper and pencil and tried to work out the economcs of it. No
matter how he figured it, he was getting rich much faster than anyone ever had
bef ore.

Al t hough, he realized, he mght run into difficulties, for he would be
selling robots w thout apparent means of nmanufacturing them and there was that
matter of a license, if he needed one, and probably a I ot of other things he
didn’'t even know about.

But no matter how rmuch troubl e he m ght encounter, he couldn't very well
be despondent, not face to face with the fact that, within a year, he’d be a
multimllionaire. So he applied hinself enthusiastically to the bottle and got
drunk for the first time in alnost twenty years.

When he came home from work the next day, he found the | awn razored to a
neat ness it had never known before. The flower beds were weeded and the garden
had been cultivated. The picket fence was newy painted. Two robots, equipped
with tel escopic extension legs in lieu of |adders, were painting the house.



I nsi de, the house was spotless and he could hear Grace singing happily
in the studio. In the sewing room a robot--with a sew ng-machi ne attachnent
sprouting fromits chest--was engaged i n maki ng drapes.

“Who are you?” Knight asked.

“You shoul d recogni ze nme,” the robot said. “You tal ked to ne yesterday.
" m Abe--Al bert’s el dest son.”

Kni ght retreated

In the kitchen, another robot was busy getting di nner

“l am Adel bert,” it told him

Kni ght went out on the front |lawn. The robots had finished painting the
front of the house and had noved around to the side.

Seated in a lawn chair, Knight again tried to figure it out.

He woul d have to stay on the job for a while to allay suspicion, but he
couldn’t stay there |long. Soon, he would have all he could do managi ng the
sal e of robots and handling other matters. Maybe, he thought, he could Iay
down on the job and get hinself fired. Upon thinking it over, he arrived at
t he conclusion that he couldn’'t--it was not possible for a human being to do
|l ess on a job than he had al ways done. The work went through so nany hands and
machi nes that it invariably got out sonehow.

He woul d have to think up a plausible story about an inheritance or
somet hing of the sort to account for |eaving. He toyed for a nonent with
telling the truth, but decided the truth was too fantastic--and, anyhow, he’d
have to keep the truth under cover until he knew a little better just where he
st ood.

He left the chair and wal ked around the house and down the ranp into the
basement. The steel and other things he had ordered had been delivered. It was
stacked neatly in one corner.

Al bert was at work and the shop was littered with parts and three
partially assenbl ed robots.

Idly, Knight began clearing up the litter of the crating and the packing
that he had left on the floor after uncrating Albert. In one pile of
excel sior, he found a snmall blue tag which, he renenbered, had been fastened
to the brain case.

He picked it up and | ooked at it. The nunber on it was X-190.

X?
X meant experimental nodel!
The picture fell into focus and he could see it all

How2 Kits, Inc., had devel oped Al bert and then had quietly packed him
away, for How 2 Kits could hardly afford to market a product like Al bert. It
woul d be cutting their own financial throats to do so. Sell a dozen Alberts
and, in a year or two, robots would glut the narket.

Instead of selling at ten thousand, they would sell at close to cost
and, w thout human | abor involved, costs would inevitably run | ow

“Al bert,” said Knight.

“What is it?” Al bert asked absently.

“Take a ook at this.”

Al bert stal ked across the room and took the tag that Knight held out.
“Ch--that!” he said.

“I't mght nean trouble.”

“No trouble, Boss,” Albert assured him “They can’'t identify ne.”

“Can’t identify you?”

“I filed ny nunmbers off and replated the surfaces. They can’'t prove who

“But why did you do that?”

“So they can’t come around and claimne and take me back again. They
made ne and then they got scared of nme and shut ne off. Then |I got here.”

“Someone made a mistake,” said Knight. “Sone shipping clerk, perhaps.
They sent you instead of the dog | ordered.”

“You aren’t scared of me. You assenbled me and let me get to work. |’ m
sticking with you, Boss.”



“But we still can get into a lot of trouble if we aren’t careful.”

“They can’t prove a thing,” Albert insisted. “lI'Il swear that you were
the one who made ne. | won't let themtake ne back. Next tine, they won't take
a chance of having nme | oose again. They' Il bust nme down to scrap.”

“I'f you make too many robots--"

“You need a lot of robots to do all the work. | thought fifty for a
start.”

“Fifty!”

“Sure. It won't take nore than a month or so. Now |I’'ve got that materi al
you ordered, | can nake better time. By the way, here’s the bill for it.”

He took the slip out of the conpartnent that served himfor a pocket and
handed it to Knight.

Kni ght turned slightly pale when he saw the anmount. It cane to al npst
twi ce what he had expected--but, of course, the sales price of just one robot
woul d pay the bill, and there would be a pile of cash left over

Al bert patted hi m ponderously on the back. “Don’t you worry, Boss. |'1I
take care of everything.”

Swarm ng robots, armed with specialized equi prent, went to work on the
| andscapi ng project. The sprawling, unkenpt acres became an estate. The | ake
was dredged and deepened. WAl ks were laid out. Bridges were built. Hillsides
were terraced and vast flower beds were planted. Trees were dug up and
regrouped into designs nore pleasing to the eye. The old pottery kilns were
pressed into service for making the bricks that went into wal ks and wal | s.
Model sailing ships were fashioned and anchored decoratively in the | ake. A
pagoda and minaret were built, with cherry trees around them

Kni ght tal ked with Anson Lee. Lee assuned his nost profound | ega
expression and said he would ook into the situation

“You may be skating on the edge of the law,” he said. “Just how near the
edge, | can't say until | look up a point or two.”

Not hi ng happened.

The work went on

Lee continued to lie in his hanmock and watch with vast anusenent,
cuddl i ng the cider jug.

Then the assessor cane.

He sat out on the lawn wth Knight.

“Did sone inproving since the last time | was here,” he said. “Afraid
"1l have to boost your assessnent sone.”

He wote in the book he had opened on his I ap

“Heard about those robots of yours,” he went on. “They’'re persona
property, you know. Have to pay a tax on them How many have you got?”

“Ch, a dozen or so,” Knight told himevasively.

The assessor sat up straighter in his chair and started to count the
ones that were in sight, stabbing his pencil toward each as he counted them

“They nmove around so fast,” he conplained, “that | can’t be sure, but I
estimate 38. Did | niss any?”

“I don’t think so,” Knight answered, wondering what the actual nunber
was, but knowing it would be nore if the assessor stayed around a while.

“Cost about 10, 000 api ece. Depreciation, upkeep and so forth--1"11
assess themat 5,000 each. That nekes--let ne see, that makes $190, 000.”"

“Now | ook here,” protested Knight, “you can't--"

“CGoi ng easy on you,” the assessor declared. “By rights, | should allow
only one-third for depreciation.”

He waited for Knight to continue the discussion, but Knight knew better
than to argue. The |onger the nman stayed here, the nore there would be to
assess.

After the assessor was out of sight, Knight went down into the basenent
to have a talk with Al bert.

“I"d been holding off until we got the | andscapi ng al nost done,” he
said, “but | guess | can't hold out any longer. W’ ve got to start selling
sone of the robots.”



“Selling them Boss?” Al bert repeated in horror

“l need the noney, Tax assessor was just here.”

“You can’t sell those robots, Boss!”

“Why can't 1?”

“Because they're ny famly. They're all my boys. Nanmed all of them after

ne.

“That’ s ridicul ous, Al bert.”

“All their names start with A just the sane as mine. They're all 1've
got, Boss. | worked hard to nake them There are bonds between ne and the
boys, just |like between you and that son of yours. | couldn't let you sel
them”

“But, Al bert, | need some noney.”

Al bert patted him “Don’t worry, Boss. I'Il fix everything.”

Knight had to let it go at that.

In any event, the personal property tax would not becone due for severa
months and, in that time, he was certain he could work out sonething.

But within a nonth or two, he had to get sone nobney and no fooling.

Sheer necessity becane even nore apparent the follow ng day when he got
a call fromthe Internal Revenue Bureau, asking himto pay a visit to the
Federal Buil di ng.

He spent the night wondering if the wiser course night not be just to
di sappear. He tried to figure out how a man m ght go about |osing hinself and,
the nore he thought about it, the nore apparent it became that, in this age of
records, fingerprint checks and identity devices, you could not |ose yourself
for |ong.

The Internal Revenue man was courteous, but firm “It has cone to our
attention, M. Knight, that you have shown a considerable capital gain over
the last few nonths.”

“Capital gain,” said Knight, sweating a little. “lI haven't any capita
gai n or any other kind.”
“M. Knight,” the agent replied, still courteous and firm “I’mtalking

about the matter of some 52 robots.”

“The robots? Sone 52 of then®?”

“According to our count. Do you wish to challenge it?”

“Ch, no,” Knight said hastily. “If you say it’'s 52, I'Il take your
word.”

“As | understand it, their retail value is $10,000 each.”

Kni ght nodded bl eakly.

The agent got busy with pencil and pad.

“Fifty-two times 10,000 is 520,000. On capital gain, you pay on only
fifty per cent, or $260,000, which nakes a tax, roughly, of $130, 000."

He rai sed his head and | ooked at Knight, who stared back gl assily.

“By the fifteenth of next nonth,” said the agent, “we’ll expect you to
file a declaration of estimated incone. At that time you'll only have to pay
hal f of the anpbunt. The rest may be paid in installnents.”

“That’s all you wanted of ne?”

“That’s all,” said the agent, w th unbecom ng happi ness. “There’'s
another matter, but it’s out of my province and I'’mnentioning it only in case
you hadn’t thought of it. The State will also expect you to pay on your
capi tal gain, though not as much, of course.”

“Thanks for remnding nme,” said Knight, getting up to go.

The agent stopped himat the door. “M. Knight, this is entirely outside
my authority, too. We did a little investigation on you and we find you're
maki ng around $10,000 a year. Wuld you tell ne, just as a matter of persona
curiosity, how a man maki ng $10,000 a year could suddenly acquire a half a

mllion in capital gains?”

“That,” said Knight, “is something |I’ve been wondering nyself.”

“Qur only concern, naturally, is that you pay the tax, but sone other
branch of governnment mght get interested. If | were you, M. Knight, 1'd

start thinking of a good expl anation.”



Kni ght got out of there before the nman could think up some other good
advi ce. He already had enough to worry about.

Fl yi ng home, Knight decided that, whether Al bert liked it or not, he
woul d have to sell sone robots. He would go down into the basenent the nonent
he got home and have it out with Al bert.

But Al bert was waiting for himon the parking strip when he arrived.

“How 2 Kits was here,” the robot said.

“Don’t tell ne,” groaned Knight. “I know what you' re going to say.”
“I fixed it up,” said Albert, with false bravado. “I told himyou nade
me. | let himlook me over, and all the other robots, too. He couldn’t find

any identifying marks on any of us.”

“Of course he couldn’t. The others didn’t have any and you filed yours
off.”

“He hadn’'t got a leg to stand on, but he seenmed to think he had. He went
of f, saying he would sue.”

“I'f he doesn’t, he’'ll be the only one who doesn’t want to square off and
take a poke at us. The tax man just got through telling me | owe the
gover nment 130, 000 bucks.”

“Ch, money,” said Albert, brightening. “I have that all fixed up.”

“You know where we can get sone noney?”

“Sure. Cone al ong and see.”

He led the way into the basement and pointed at two bales, wapped in
heavy paper and tied with wire.

“Money,” Al bert said.

“There’s actual noney in those bales? Dollar bills--not stage noney or
ci gar coupons?”

“No dollar bills. Tens and twenties, nostly. And some fifties. W didn't
bother with dollar bills. Takes too many to get a decent anount.”

“You mean--Al bert, did you nmake that noney?”

“You said you wanted nmoney. Well, we took sone bills and anal yzed the
i nk and found how to weave the paper and we made the plates exactly as they
should be. | hate to sound i nmodest, but they're really beautiful.”

“Counterfeit!” yelled Knight.” Al bert, how nmuch nmoney is in those
bal es?”

“I don't know. W just ran it off until we thought we had enough. If
there isn’t enough, we can al ways make sone nore.”

Kni ght knew it was probably inmpossible to explain, but he tried
manful ly. “The governnent wants tax noney | haven't got, Al bert. The Justice
Departnment nmay soon be baying on ny trail. In all likelihood, How2 Kits will
sue ne. That’'s trouble enough. I’mnot going to be called upon to face a
counterfeiting charge. You take that noney out and burn it.”

“But it’'s noney,” the robot objected. “You said you wanted noney. W
made you noney.”

“But it isn't the right kind of noney.”

“I't’s just the sane as any other, Boss. Money is noney. There isn’'t any
di fference between our noney and any ot her noney. Wen we robots do a job, we
do it right.”

“You take that noney out and burn it,” commanded Kni ght. “And when you
get the money burned, dunp the batch of ink you made and nelt down the plates
and take a sledge or two to that printing press you rigged up. And never
breathe a word of this to anyone--not to anyone, understand?”

“W went to a lot of trouble, Boss. W were just trying to be hel pful.”

“I know that and | appreciate it. But do what | told you.”

“Ckay, Boss, if that’s the way you want it.”

“Al bert.”

“Yes, Boss?”

Kni ght had been about to say, “Now, | ook here, Al bert, we have to sell a
robot--even if he is a menber of your famly--even if you did make him”

But he couldn’t say it, not after Al bert had gone to all that trouble to
hel p out.



So he said, instead, “Thanks, Al bert. It was a nice thing for you to do.
I"msorry it didn’t work out.”

Then he went upstairs and watched the robots burn the bal es of nobney,
with the Lord only knew how many bogus millions going up in snoke.

Sitting on the | awn that evening, he wondered if it had been smart,
after all, to burn the counterfeit noney. Albert said it couldn’t be told from
real noney and probably that was true, for when Albert’s gang got on a thing,
they did it up in style. But it would have been illegal, he told hinself, and
he hadn’t done anything really illegal so far--even though that matter of
uncrating Al bert and assenbling himand turning himon, when he had known al
the tine that he hadn’t bought him night be slightly |less than ethical

Kni ght | ooked ahead. The future wasn't bright. In another twenty days or
so, he would have to file the estimted i ncone decl aration. And they woul d
have to pay a whoppi ng personal property tax and settle with the State on his
capital gains. And, nore than likely, How2 Kits would bring suit.

There was a way he could get out fromunder, however. He could send
Al bert and all the other robots back to How2 Kits and then How 2 Kits woul d
have no grounds for litigation and he could explain to the tax people that it
had all been a big m stake.

But there were two things that told himthis was no sol ution

First of all, Albert wouldn't go back. Exactly what Al bert would do
under such a situation, Knight had no idea, but he would refuse to go, for he
was afraid he woul d be broken up for scrap if they ever got him back

And in the second place, Knight was unwilling to Il et the robots go
wi thout a fight. He had gotten to know them and he |iked them and, nore than
that, there was a matter of principle involved.

He sat there, astonished that he could feel that way, a bunbling,
stunbling clerk who had never ambunted to much, but had rolled al ong as
snoot hly as possible in the social and econonic groove that had been |aid out
for him

By God, he thought, 1’ve got nmy dander up. |’ve been kicked around and
threatened and 1’ msore about it and I'Il show themthey can't do a thing |like
this to Gordon Knight and his band of robots.

He felt good about the way he felt and he liked that |ine about Gordon
Kni ght and his band of robots.

Al t hough, for the life of him he didn't know what he could do about the
trouble he was in. And he was afraid to ask Albert’s help. So far, at |east,
Albert’s ideas were nore likely to lead to jail than to a carefree life.

In the norning, when Knight stepped out of the house, he found the
sheriff |eaning against the fence with his hat pulled |l ow, whiling away the
tine.

“Good nmorning, Gordie,” said the sheriff. “1I been waiting for you.”

“Good norning, Sheriff.”

“I hate to do this, Gordie, but it’'s part of my job. | got a paper for
you.”

“I"ve been expecting it,” said Knight resignedly.

He took the paper that the sheriff handed him

“Ni ce place you got,” the sheriff comented

“I't’s a lot of trouble,” said Knight truthfully. “lI expect it is.

“More trouble than it’s worth.”

When the sheriff had gone, he unfol ded the paper and found, with no
surprise at all, that How2 Kits had brought suit against him denandi ng
i medi ate restitution of one robot Albert and sundry other robots.

He put the paper in his pocket and went around the |ake, wal king on the
brand-new brick paths and over the unnecessary but eye-appealing bridges, past
t he pagoda and up the terraced, planted hillside to the house of Anson Lee.

Lee was in the kitchen, frying some eggs and bacon. He broke two nore
eggs and peel ed of f some extra bacon slices and found another plate and cup

“lI was wondering how long it would be before you showed up,” he said. “I



hope they haven’t found anything that carries a death penalty.”
Knight told him sparing nothing, and Lee, wi ping egg yolk off his lips,
was not too encouragi ng.

“You'll have to file the declaration of estimated income even if you
can’t pay it,” he said. “Then, technically, you haven't violated the | aw and
all they can do is try to collect the anbunt you owe. They'll probably slap an

attachment agai nst you. Your salary is under the legal mnimmfor attachment,
but they can tie up your bank account.”

“My bank account is gone,” said Knight.

“They can’t attach your hone. For a while, at least, they can't touch
any of your property, so they can’t hurt you much to start with. The persona
property tax is another matter, but that won't come up until next spring. I'd
say you should do your mmjor worrying about the How 2 suit, unless, of course,
you want to settle with them | have a hunch they’'d call it off if you gave
the robots back. As an attorney, | must advise you that your case is pretty
weak. ”

“Albert will testify that | made him?” Knight offered hopefully.

“Albert can't testify,” said Lee. “As a robot, he has no standing in
court. Anyhow, you’'d never make the court believe you could build a mechanica
heresy like Al bert.”

“I"'mhandy with tools,” protested Knight.

“How much el ectronics do you know? How conpetent are you as a biol ogi st?
Tell me, in a dozen sentences or |ess, the theory of robotics.”

Kni ght sagged in defeat. “l guess you're right.”

“Maybe you’' d better give them back.”

“But | can’t! Don’t you see? How2 Kit doesn’t want Al bert for any use

they can nake of him They' Il nelt himdown and burn the blueprints and it
m ght be a thousand years before the principle is rediscovered, if it ever is.
| don’t knowif the Albert principle will prove good or bad in the long run

but you can say that about any invention. And |’ m against nelting down
Al bert.”

“l see your point,” said Lee, “and | think | like it. But | nust warn
you that I'’mnot too good a |awer. | don’'t work hard enough at it.”
“There’s no one else | know who' Il do it without a retainer.”

Lee gave hima pitying look. “Aretainer is the least part of it. The
court costs are what count.”

“Maybe if | talked to Albert and showed himhow it was, he might let ne
sell enough robots to get me out of trouble tenporarily.”

Lee shook his head. “I | ooked that up. You have to have a license to
sell them and, before you get a license, you have to file proof of ownership.
You' d have to show you either bought or manufactured them You can’t show you
bought them and, to manufacture them you ve got to have a manufacturer’s
permt. And before you get a pernmit, you have to file blueprints of your
nodel s, to say nothing of blueprints and specifications of your plant and a
record of enploynent and a great many other details.”

“They have nme cold then, don’'t they?”

“I never saw a nman,” declared Lee, “in all mnmy days of practice who ever
managed to get hinself so fouled up with so many people.”

There was a knock upon the kitchen door. “Cone in,” Lee call ed.

The door opened and Al bert entered. He stopped just inside the door and
stood there, fidgeting.

“Abner told ne that he saw the sheriff hand you sonething,” he said to
Kni ght, “and that you cane here imrediately. | started worrying. Was it How 2
Kits?”

Kni ght nodded. “M. Lee will take our case for us, Al bert.”

“I"I'l do the best | can,” said Lee, “but | think it’s just about
hopel ess.”

“W robots want to help,” Albert said. “After all, this is our fight as
much as yours.”

Lee shrugged. “There’s not much you can do.”



“I"ve been thinking,” Al bert said. “All the time | worked | ast night,
t hought and t hought about it. And | built a | awer robot.”

“A lawyer robot!”

“One with a far greater menory capacity than any of the others and with
a brain-conputer that operates on logic. That's what lawis, isn't
it--1ogic?”

“l suppose it is,” said Lee. “At least it’s supposed to be.”

“l can nake a lot of them”

Lee sighed. “It just wouldn’t work. To practice |law, you nust be
admtted to the bar. To be admtted to the bar, you nmust have a degree in | aw
and pass an exami nation and, although there's never been an occasion to
establish a precedent, | suspect the applicant nust be human.”

“Now |l et’s not go too fast,” said Knight. “Albert’s robots couldn’'t
practice law. But couldn’t you use them as clerks or assistants? They m ght be
hel pful in preparing the case.”

Lee considered. “I suppose it could be done. It’'s never been done, of
course, but there’s nothing in the law that says it can’t be done.”

“All they’'d need to do would be read the books,” said Al bert. “Ten
seconds to a page or so. Everything they read would be stored in their nenory
cells.”

“I think it’s a fine idea!” Knight exclainmed. “Law would be the only
thing those robots would know. They’'d exist solely for it. They'd have it at
their fingertips--"

“But could they use it?” Lee asked. “Could they apply it to a probl enP”

“Make a dozen robots,” said Knight. “Let each one of them beconme an
expert in a certain branch of law”

“I"d make themtelepathic,” Al bert said. “They' d be working together
i ke one robot.”

“The gestalt principle!” cried Knight. “A hive psychol ogy! Every one of
t hem woul d know i nmedi ately every scrap of information anyone of the others
had. ”

Lee scrubbed at his chin with a knotted fist and the |ight of

specul ation was growing in his eyes. “It mght be worth a try. If it works,
though, it’'lIl be an evil day for jurisprudence.” He | ooked at Al bert. “I have
t he books, stacks of them |’ve spent a nmint of noney on them and | al nost
never use them | can get all the others you' ll need. Al right, go ahead.”

Al bert made three dozen | awer robots, just to be sure they had enough.”

The robots invaded Lee’s study and read all the books he had and
clamored for more. They gul ped down contracts, torts, evidence and case
reports. They absorbed real property, personal property, constitutional |aw
and procedural |aw. They nmopped up Bl ackstone, corpus juris and all other
tomes as thick as sin and dry as dust.

Grace was huffy about the whole affair. She would not live, she
declared, with a man who persisted in getting his nane into the papers, which
was a rather absurd statenment. Wth the newest scandal of space station
caf édom capturing the public interest at the nmoment, the fact that How2 Kits
had accused one Gordon Knight of pilfering a robot got but little notice.

Lee cane down the hill and talked to Grace, and Al bert cane up out of
t he baserment and tal ked to her, and finally they got her quieted down and she
went back to her painting. She was doi ng seascapes now.

And in Lee's study, the robots | abored on.

“I hope they're getting sonething out of it,” said Lee. “lnagine not
havi ng to hunt up your sources and citations, being able to renenber every
poi nt of |aw and precedent w thout having to look it up!”

He swung excitedly in his hamrock. “My God! The briefs you could
witel”

He reached down and got the jug and passed it across to Knight.
“Dandel i on wi ne. Probably sone burdock in it, too. It’'s too rmuch trouble to
sort the stuff once you get it picked.”

Kni ght had a snort.



It tasted like quite a bit of burdock

“Doubl e-barrel ed economics,” Lee explained. “You have to dig up the
dandelions or they ruin the lawmm. Mght as well use themfor sonething once
you dig themup.”

He took a gurgling drink and set the jug underneath the hamock.
“They’'re in there now, communing,” he said, jerking a thunb toward the house.
“Not saying a word, just huddled there talking it over. | felt out of place.”
He stared at the sky, frowning. “As if | were just a human they had to front
for them”

“I"I'l feel better when it’s all over,” said Knight, “no matter how it
cones out.”

“Sowill I,” Lee adnmitted.

The trial opened with a mininumof notice. It was just another case on
t he cal endar.

But it flared into the headlines when Lee and Kni ght wal ked into court
foll owed by a squad of robots.

The spectators began to gabble loudly. The How2 Kits attorneys gaped
and junped to their feet. The judge pounded furiously with his gavel

“M. Lee,” he roared, “what is the nmeaning of this?”

“These, Your Honor,” Lee said calmy, “are my val ued assistants.”

“Those are robots!”

“Quite so, Your Honor.”

“They have no standing in this court.”

“I'f Your Honor will excuse me, they need no standing. | amthe sole
representative of the defendant in this courtroom M client--" |ooking at the
form dable array of legal talent representing How2 Kits--"is a poor man, Your
Honor. Surely the court cannot deny me whatever assistance | have been able to
muster.”

“I't is highly irregular, sir.”

“I'f it please Your Honor, | should like to point out that we live in a
mechani zed age. Alnost all industries and businesses rely in |arge part upon
conput ers--machi nes that can do a job quicker and better, nore precisely and
nore efficiently than can a human being. That is why, Your Honor, we have a
fifteen-hour week today when, only a hundred years ago, it was a thirty-hour
week, and, a hundred years before that, a forty-hour week. Qur entire society
i s based upon the ability of nmachines to lift fromnmen the [ abors which in the
past they were called upon to perform

“This tendency to rely upon intelligent machi nes and to nmake w de use of
themis evident in every branch of human endeavor. It has brought great
benefit to the human race. Even in such sensitive areas as drug houses, where
prescriptions nmust be precisely m xed without the renpotest possibility of
error, reliance is placed, and rightly so, Your Honor, upon the precision of
machi nes.

“I'f, Your Honor, such machines are used and accepted in the production
of medi ci nes and drugs, an industry, need | point out, where public confidence
is the greatest asset of the conpany--if such be the case, then surely you
must agree that in courts of |aw where justice, a product in an area surely as
sensitive as nedicine, is dispensed--"

“Just a monent, M. Lee,” said the judge. “Are you trying to tell ne
that the use of--ah--machines m ght bring about inprovenent of the | aw?”

Lee replied, “The law, Your Honor, is a striving for an orderliness of
rel ationships within a society of human beings. It rests upon | ogic and
reason. Need | point out that it is in the intelligent machines that one is
nmost likely to find a deep appreciation of logic and reason? A machine is not
heir to the enotions of human beings, is not swayed by prejudices, has no
preconcei ved convictions. It is concerned only with the orderly progression of
certain facts and | aws.

“lI do not ask that these robot assistants of mne be recognized in any
of ficial capacity. | do not intend that they shall engage directly in any of



t he proceedi ngs which are involved in the case here to be tried. But | do ask,
and | think rightly, that | not be deprived of an assistance which they may
afford ne. The plaintiff in this action has a score of attorneys, all good and
able men. | amone against many. | shall do the best | can. But in view of the
di sparity of nunbers, | plead that the court put me at no greater inequality.”

Lee sat down.

“I's it all you have to say, M. Lee?” asked the judge. “You are sure you
are quite finished before giving nmy ruling?”

“Only one thing further,” Lee said. “If Your Honor can point out to ne
anything in the law specifically stating | may not use a robot--"

“That is ridiculous, sir. O course there is no such provision. At no
ti me anywhere did anyone ever dreamthat such a contingency would arise.
Therefore there was, quite naturally, no reason to place within the |law a
direct prohibition of it.”

“Or any citation,” said Lee, “which inplies such is the case.”

The judge reached for his gavel, rapped it sharply. “The court finds
itself in a quandary. It will rule tonmorrow norning.”

In the norning, the How2 Kits’' attorneys tried to help the judge.

I nasmuch, they said, as the robots in question nmust be anong those whose
status was involved in the litigation, it seemed i nproper that they should be
used by the defendant in trying the case at issue. Such procedure, they

poi nted out, would be equivalent to forcing the plaintiff to contribute to an
action against his interest.

The judge nodded gravely, but Lee was on his feet at once.

“To give any validity to that argunent, Your Honor, it nust first be
proved that these robots are, in fact, the property of the plaintiff. That is
the issue at trial in this litigation. It would seem Your Honor, that the
gent| emren across the roomare putting the cart very nuch before the horse.”

H s Honor sighed. “The court regrets the ruling it nust nake, being well
aware that it may start a controversy for which no equitable settlenment may be
found in a long, long time. But in the absence of any specific ban against the
use of--ah--robots in the | egal profession, the court must rule that it is
perm ssible for the defense to avail itself of their services.”

He fixed Lee with a glare. “But the court also warns the defense
attorney that it will watch his procedure carefully. If, sir, you overstep for
a single instant what | deem appropriate rules of |egal conduct, | shal
forthwith eject you and your pack of machines frommy courtroom”

“Thank you, Your Honor,” said Lee. “l shall be nost careful.”

“The plaintiff noww ||l state its case.”

How 2 Kits’ chief counsel rose.

The defendant, one Gordon Knight, he said, had ordered fromHow 2 Kits,
Inc. , one nechanobiol ogic dog kit at the cost of two hundred and fifty
dol lars. Then, through an error in shipping, the defendant had been sent not
the dog kit he had ordered, but a robot named Al bert.

“Your Honor,” Lee broke in, “I should like to point out at this juncture
that the shipping of the kit was handl ed by a human bei ng and t hus was subj ect
to error. Should How 2 Kits use machines to handl e such details, no such error
coul d occur.”

The judge banged his gavel. “M. Lee, you are no stranger to court
procedure. You know you are out of order.” He nodded at the How2 Kits
attorney. “Continue, please.”

The robot Al bert, said the attorney, was not an ordinary robot. It was
an experinental nodel that had been devel oped by How2 Kits and then, once its
abilities were determ ned, packed away, with no intention of ever marketing
it. Howit could have been sent to a customer was beyond his conprehension
The conpany had investigated and could not find the answer. But that it had
been sent was sel f-evident.

The average robot, he explained, retailed at ten thousand doll ars.

Al bert’s value was far greater--it was, in fact, inestimable.
Once the robot had been received, the buyer, Gordon Knight, should



instantly have notified the company and arranged for its return. But, instead,
he had retained it wongly and with intent to defraud and had used it for his
profit.

The conpany prayed the court that the defendant be ordered to return to
it not only the robot Al bert, but the products of Albert’s labor--to wit, an
unknown nunber of robots that Al bert had manuf act ured.

The attorney sat down.

Lee rose. “Your Honor, we agree with everything the plaintiff has said.
He has stated the case exactly and |I conplinent himupon his admirable
restraint.”

“Do | understand, sir,” asked the judge, “that this is tantamunt to a
pl ea of guilty? Are you, by any chance, throw ng yourself upon the nercy of
the court?”

“Not at all, Your Honor.”

“I confess,” said the judge, “that | amunable to foll ow your reasoning.
If you concur in the accusations brought against your client, | fail to see
what | can do other than to enter a judgnent in behalf of the plaintiff.”

“Your Honor, we are prepared to show that the plaintiff, far from being
defrauded, has shown an intent to defraud the world. W are prepared to show
that, in its decision to withhold the robot Albert fromthe public, once he
had been devel oped, How2 Kits has, in fact, deprived the people of the entire
worl d of a |ogical devel opment which is their heritage under the nmeaning of a
t echnol ogi cal culture.

“Your Honor, we are convinced that we can show a violation by How2 Kits
of certain statutes designed to outlaw nonopoly, and we are prepared to argue
that the defendant, rather than having conmitted a wong agai nst society, has
performed a service which will contribute greatly to the benefit of society.

“More than that, Your Honor, we intend to present evidence which will
show that robots as a group are being deprived of certain inalienable

rights...”

“M. Lee,” warned the judge, “a robot is a mere machine.”

“W will prove, Your Honor,” Lee said, “that a robot is far nore than a
mere machine. In fact, we are prepared to present evidence which, we are
confident, will show, in everything except basic netabolism the robot is the

counterpart of Man and that, even in its basic netabolism there are certain
anal ogi es to human netabolism”

“M. Lee, you are wandering far afield. The issue here is whether your
client illegally appropriated to his own use the property of How2 Kits. The
litigation nmust be confined to that one question.”

“lI shall so confine it,” Lee said. “But, in doing so, | intend to prove
that the robot Al bert was not property and could not be either stolen or sold.
| intend to show that ny client, instead of stealing him liberated him If,
in so doing, | nmust wander far afield to prove certain basic points, | am
sorry that | weary the court.”

“The court has been wearied with this case fromthe start,” the judge
told him “But this is a bar of justice and you are entitled to attenpt to

prove what you have stated. You will excuse ne if | say that to ne it seens a
bit farfetched.”
“Your Honor, | shall do my utnost to di sabuse you of that attitude.”

“All right, then,” said the judge. “Let’s get down to business.”

It lasted six full weeks and the country ate it up. The newspapers
spl ashed huge headli nes across page one. The radio and the tel evision people
made a production out of it. Neighbor quarreled w th nei ghbor and ar gunent
became the order of the day--0n street corners, in hones, at clubs, in
busi ness offices. Letters to the editor poured in a steady streaminto
newspaper offices.

There were public indignation neetings, ainmed against the heresy that a
robot was the equal of a man, while other clubs were forned to liberate the
robots. In mental institutions, Napoleons, Htlers and Stalins dropped off



amazingly, to be replaced by goose-stepping patients who swore they were
robots.

The Treasury Department intervened. It prayed the court, on economc
grounds, to declare once and for all that robots were property. In case of an
adverse ruling, the petition said, robots could not be taxed as property and
t he vari ous governmental bodies would suffer heavy |oss of revenue.

The trial ground on

Robots are possessed of free will. An easy one to prove. A robot could
carry out a task that was assigned to it, acting correctly in accordance with
unforeseen factors that night arise. Robot judgment in nost instances, it was
shown, was superior to the judgnent of a human.

Robots had the power of reasoning. Absolutely no question there.

Robots coul d reproduce. That one was a poser. Al Al bert did, said How 2
Kits, was the job for which he had been fabricated. He reproduced, argued Lee.
He nade robots in his inmge. He |loved them and thought of themas his famly.
He had even naned all of them after hinself--every one of their nanmes began
with A

Robots had no spiritual sense, argued the plaintiff. Not relevant, Lee
cried. There were agnostics and atheists in the human race and they still were
human.

Robots had no enotions. Not necessarily so, Lee objected. Al bert |oved
his sons. Robots had a sense of loyalty and justice. If they were lacking in
some enotions, perhaps it were better so. Hatred, for one. Geed, for another
Lee spent the better part of an hour telling the court about the dismal record
of human hatred and greed.

He took another hour to hold forth against the servitude in which
rati onal beings found thensel ves.

The papers ate it up. The plaintiff |awers squirmed. The court funed.
The trial went on

“M. Lee,” asked the court, “is all this necessary?”

“Your Honor,” Lee told him “I amnerely doing ny best to prove the
point | have set out to prove--that no illegal act exists such as ny client is
charged with. | amsinply trying to prove that the robot is not property and
that, if he is not property, he cannot be stolen. I amdoing...”

“All right,” said the court. “All right. Continue, M. Lee.”

How2 Kits trotted out citations to prove their points. Lee volleyed
other citations to disperse and scatter them Abstruse |egal |anguage sprouted
inits fullest flowering, obscure rulings and decisions, long forgotten, were
argued, haggl ed over, mangl ed.

And, as the trial progressed, one thing was witten clear. Anson Lee,
obscure attorney-at-law, had nmet the battery of |egal talent arrayed agai nst
hi m and had won the field. He had the law, the citations, the chapter and the
verse, the exact precedents, all the facts and | ogic which m ght have bearing
on the case, right at hand.

O, rather, his robots had. They scribbled madly and handed himtheir
notes. At the end of each day, the floor around the defendant’s table was a
sea of paper.

The trial ended. The last w tness stepped down off the stand. The | ast
| awyer had his say.

Lee and the robots remained in town to await the decision of the court,
but Kni ght flew hore.

It was a relief to know that it was all over and had not cone out as
badly as he had feared. At |east he had not been made to seema fool and
thief. Lee had saved his pride--whether Lee had saved his skin, he would have
to wait to see.

Flying fairly high, Knight saw his home fromquite a distance off and
wonder ed what had happened to it. It was ringed about wi th what |ooked |ike
tall poles. And, squatting out on the |lawn, were a dozen or nore crazy
contraptions that |ooked like rocket |aunchers.

He brought the flier in and hovered, |eaning out to see,



The poles were all of twelve feet high and they carried heavy wire to
the very top, fencing in the place with a thick web of steel. And the
contraptions on the | awn had noved into position. Al of them had the nuzzles
of their rocket launchers ained at him He gulped a little as he stared down
the barrels.

Cautiously, he let the flier down and took up breathi ng once agai n when
he felt the wheels settle on the strip. As he crawl ed out, Albert hurried
around the corner of the house to nmeet him

“What' s goi ng on around here?” he asked the robot.

“Enmer gency measures,” Albert said. “That’s all it is, Boss. W' re ready
for any situation.”

“Li ke what ?”

“Ch, a nob deciding to take justice in its hands, for instance.”

“Or if the decision goes agai nst us?”

“That, too, Boss.”

“You can't fight the world.”

“W won’'t go back,” said Albert. “How2 Kits will never lay a hand on ne
or any of ny children.”

“To the death”' Knight jibed.

“To the death!” said Al bert gravely. “And we robots are awfully tough to
kill.”

“And those ani mated shot guns you have running around the place?”

“Def ense forces, Boss. They can down anything they aimat. Equipped with
tel escopi c eyes keyed into cal cul ati ons and sensors, and the rockets
t hensel ves have enough rudi mentary intelligence to know what they are going
after. It’s not any use trying to dodge, once one of themgets on your tail
You mght just as well sit quiet and take it.”

Kni ght nopped his brow. “You ve got to give up this idea, Al bert. They'd
get you in an hour. One bonb...”

“It’s better to die, Boss, than to let themtake us back.”

Kni ght saw it was no use.

After all, he thought, it was a very human attitude. Al bert’s words had
been repeated down the entire course of human history.
“l have sone other news,” said Al bert, “sonething that will please you.

| have sone daughters now.”

“Daughters? Wth the nother-urge?”

“Six of them” said Albert proudly. “Alice and Angeline and Agnes and
Agat ha and Al berta and Abigail. | didn't make the mi stake How2 Kits nmade with
me. | gave them fenal e nanes.”

“And all of them are reproducing?”

“You shoul d see those girls! Wth seven of us working steady, we ran out
of material, so | bought a lot nore of it and charged it. | hope you don't
m nd.”

“Al bert,” said Knight, “don’t you understand |’ m broke? W ped out.
haven't got a cent. You ve ruined ne.”

“On the contrary, Boss, we’'ve made you famous. You' ve been all over the
front pages and on tel evision.”

Kni ght wal ked away from Al bert and stunbled up the front steps and |et
hinmself into the house. There was a robot, with a vacuum cl eaner for an arm
cleaning the rug. There was a robot, with brushes instead of fingers, painting
t he woodwor k--and very neatly, too. There was a robot, w th scrub-brush hand,
scouring the fireplace bricks.

Grace was singing in the studio.

He went to the studi o door and | ooked in.

“Ch, it’s you,” she said. “Wen did you get back, dear? I'll be out in
an hour or so. I'mworking on this seascape and the water is so stubborn. |
don't want to leave it right now |I'mafraid I'll lose the feel of it.”

Knight retreated to the living roomand found hinself a chair that was
not undergoi ng i nmedi ate attention froma robot.
“Beer,” he said, wondering what woul d happen



A robot scanpered out of the kitchen--a barrel-bellied robot with a
spigot at the bottomof the barrel and a row of shiny copper mugs on his
chest.

He drew a beer for Knight. It was cold and it tasted good.

Kni ght sat and drank the beer and, through the wi ndow, he saw that
Al bert’s defense force had taken up strategic positions again.

This was a pretty kettle of fish. If the decision went against himand
How2 Kits cane to claimits property, he would be sitting smack dab in the
m ddl e of the nost fantastic civil war in all of mankind s history. He tried
to i magi ne what kind of charge m ght be brought against himif such a war
erupted. Armed insurrection, resisting arrest, inciting to riot--they would
get himon one charge or another--that is, of course, if he survived.

He turned on the television set and | eaned back to watch

A pi mpl y-faced newscaster was working hinself into a journalistic
| at her. * all business virtually at a standstill. Many industrialists are
wondering, in case Knight wins, if they may not have to fight long, costly
| egal actions in an attenpt to prove that their automatic setups are not
robots, but nmachines. There is no doubt that nuch of the automatic industrial
system consi sts of machines, but in every instance there are intelligent
robotic units installed in key positions. If these units are classified as
robots, industrialists mght face heavy damage suits, if not crinminal action
for illegal restraint of person

“I'n Washi ngton, there are continuing consultations. The Treasury is
worried over the | oss of taxes, but there are other governnental problens
causi ng even nmore concern. Citizenship, for exanple. Wwuld a ruling for Knight
mean that all robots would automatically be declared citizens?

“The politicians have their worries, too. Faced with a new category of
voters, all of them are wondering how to go about the job of wi nning the robot
vote.”

Knight turned it off and settled down to enjoy another bottle of beer

“Cood?” asked the beer robot.

“Excel lent,” said Knight.

The days went past. Tension built up

Lee and the | awyer robots were given police protection. In sonme regions,
robots banded together and fled into the hills fearful of violence. Entire
automatic systens went on strike in a nunber of industries, demanding
recogni tion and bargaining rights. The governors in half a dozen states put
the mlitia on alert. A new show, Citizen Robot, opened on Broadway and was
screamed down by the critics, while the public bought up tickets for a year
ahead.

The day of decision cane.

Knight sat in front of his television set and waited for the judge to
make hi s appearance. Behind him he heard the bustle of the ever-present
robots. In the studio, Grace was singing happily. He caught hinself wondering
how much | onger her painting would continue. It had |asted | onger than nost of
her other interests and he’d tal ked a day or two before with Al bert about
building a gallery to hang her canvases in, so the house would be |ess
cluttered up.

The judge cane onto the screen. He | ooked, thought Knight, like a man
who did not believe in ghosts and then had seen one.

“This is the hardest decision | have ever made,” he said tiredly, “for

in following the letter of the law, | fear | nmay be subverting its spirit.
“After long days of earnest consideration of both the |aw and evi dence
as presented in this case, | find for the defendant, Gordon Kni ght.
“And, while the decisionis limted to that finding alone, | feel it is

my clear and sinple duty to give sone attention to the other issue which
became involved in this litigation. The decision, on the face of it, takes
account of the fact that the defense proved robots are not property, therefore
cannot be owned and that it thus would have been inpossible for the defendant
to have stol en one.



“But in proving this point to the satisfaction of this court, the
precedent is set for nuch nore sweeping conclusions. If robots are not
property, they cannot be taxed as property. In that case, they nmust be people,
whi ch neans that they may enjoy all the rights and privil eges and be subjected
to the sane duties and responsibilities as the hunman race.

“l cannot rul e otherw se. However, the ruling outrages ny soci al
conscience. This is the first time in nmy entire professional life that |I have
ever hoped some higher court, with a wisdomgreater than nmy own, may see fit
to reverse ny decision!”

Kni ght got up and wal ked out of the house and into the hundred-acre
garden, its beauty marred at the nmonment by the twel ve-foot fence.

The trial had ended perfectly. He was free of the charge brought against
him and he did not have to pay the taxes, and Al bert and the other robots
were free agents and could do anything they wanted.

He found a stone bench and sat down upon it and stared out across the
| ake. It was beautiful, he thought, just the way he had dreaned it--maybe even
better than that--the wal ks and bridges, the fl ower beds and rock gardens, the
anchored nodel ships swinging in the wind on the dinpling | ake.

He sat and | ooked at it and, while it was beautiful, he found he was not
proud of it, that he took little pleasure init.

He Iifted his hands out of his |lap and stared at them and curved his
fingers as if he were grasping a tool. But they were enpty. And he knew why he
had no interest in the garden and no pleasure in it.

Model trains, he thought. Archery. A mechanobi ol ogi ¢ dog. Making
pottery. Eight roonms tacked onto the house.

Wul d he ever be able to console hinself again with a nodel train or an
amat eurish triunph in ceranics? Even if he could, would he be all owed to?

He rose slowy and headed back to the house. Arriving there, he
hesitated, feeling usel ess and unnecessary.

He finally took the ranp down into the basenent.

Al bert nmet himat its foot and threw his arnms around him “We did it,
Boss! | knew we would do it!”

He pushed Knight out to armis length and held hi mby the shoul ders.

“We’ || never |eave you, Boss. W' Il stay and work for you. You |l never need
to do another thing. W’'ll do it all for you!”

“Al bert--"

“That’s all right, Boss. You won't have to worry about a thing. W'l
lick the noney problem W’ Il make a | ot of |awer robots and we’ll charge

good stiff fees.”

“But don’t you see...”

“First, though,” said Albert, “we’re going to get an injunction to
preserve our birthright. W' re made of steel and gl ass and copper and so

forth, right? Wll, we can't allow humans to waste the matter we’re nade
of --or the energy, either, that keeps us alive. | tell you, Boss, we can't
| ose!”

Sitting down wearily on the ranp, Knight faced a sign that Al bert had
just finished painting. It read, in handsone gold lettering, outlined sharply
in bl ack:

ANSON, ALBERT, ABNER,
ANGUS & ASSCCI ATES
ATTORNEYS AT LAW

“And then, Boss,” said Albert, “we’ll take over How2 Kits, Inc. They
won't be able to stay in business after this. W’ ve got a doubl e-barrel ed
i dea, Boss. W'll build robots. Lots of robots. Can’t have too many, | al ways
say. And we don’t want to |let you humans down, so we'll go on manufacturing
How 2 Kits--only they' Il be pre-assenbled to save you the trouble of putting
t hem t oget her. What do you think of that as a start?”

“Great,” Knight whispered.



“W’ ve got everything worked out, Boss. You won’t have to worry about a
thing the rest of your life.”
“No,” said Knight. “Not a thing.”

TOO ROBOT TO MARRY
by George H Smith

Fat her Charles | ooked up in surprise as the two robots cane up the walk to the
pari sh house and rang the doorbell.

Robots were common enough these days even in little Bridgeton but he
still hadn’t recovered fromthe shock of seeing them approach the rectory when
they were shown into his study by the housekeeper

“Fat her, these,” the wonman indicated themw th one hand, “are L53 and L
W 456. They want to speak to you.”

“Ah, yes. Cone in ny... Cone in and sit down,” Father Charles had never
been quite this close to one of the eight foot giants who did much of
manki nd’ s nenial work. They were rather awe inspiring. “Do you sit down?”

The larger of the two, the one who had the white letters L 53 on its
chest, spoke in a queer rasping voice. “Thank you, Father, but we are not
equi pped for sitting. That is one reason why you don’t see us at mass on
Sundays.”

“Mass? you? | nean... are you Catholic?”

“Qur former owner, Father, was Reverend Piere Henri, S. J. W were
raised in the faith.”

Fat her Charl es was shocked. “Do you mean that Father Henri allowed you
to partake of the sacranents? But... you're...”

“Wiile we were with Father Henri, we made our first communi on and were
confirmed. We have tried to live in the faith since his death.”

“You have?” Father Charles ran his hand through his hair. “Well... what
do you want here now?”

“Lia and | would like for you to marry us, Father.”

“Marry you? Marry you? Do you know what you’'re saying?” the priest
expl oded. “You’'re machi nes! You have no souls!”

“W wish to be narried. We | ove each other.”

“You are asking me to commit sacrilege. You were created by man and man
cannot create souls.”

“Fat her Henri thought that in our case the soul may have conme with the
dawni ng of sentience,” L 53 said.

“Father Henri had sone pretty heretical ideas for a Jesuit,” Father
Charles said angrily. “Go on back to your owners and forget this ridicul ous
i dea.”

“But Father, let ne explain. W feel that we really nust get married.”
There was pl eading in the mechani cal voice and an al nbst woman-1i ke sadness in
the eyes of the other robot.

“I"'msorry but I won’t discuss it any further,” Father Charles said in a

somewhat kinder tone. “It is contrary to the doctrines of the church.”
“Father Henri...”
“Father Henri was a sentimental fool,” Father Charles roared, |osing

pati ence again. “Now get out of here before...”

“You don’t understand, Father. W have to...”

“Get out!”

It was al most three weeks later that Father Charles stood on the steps
of the church after hearing confession and saw the two robots coning toward
him LWA456 was carrying a rather bul ky bundle.

“We have cone to confession. Father,” L 53 announced. “Confession?
You're nad!” Father Charles said.

“But we have sinned, Father... we have sinned.” L 53's voice canme as
close to breaking as a robot’s can

“Si nned? What do you nean? How coul d you sin?”

“This is why we felt we had to marry, Father,” LW456 said uncovering



the bundl e she carried to display a small utility robot.

“Qur new work is in the robot factory just outside of town and they set
us to building this little one for work in the honme. W were set by our owners
to reproduci ng our species.”

“We have conceived outside of marriage, Father, and so we have sinned,”
LW 456 said.

“Hel p us, Father,” L 53 pl eaded.

“Help me, Father,” Father Charles said |lifting his eyes upward.

THE EDUCATI ON OF Tl GRESS MCCARDLE
by C M Kornbluth

Wth the unanimty that had always characterized his fans, as soon as they
were able to vote they swept himinto office as President of the United
States. Four years later the 28th Amendnent was ratified, republican
institutions yielded gracefully to the usages of nonarchy, and King Purvis |
reigned in the I and.

Per haps even then all would have gone well if it had not been for
anot her mmj or entertai nnent personage, the insidious Dr. Fu Manchu, that
veritabl e personification of the Yellow Peril, squatting |ike sone great evil

spider in the center of his web of intrigue. The insidious doctor appeared to
have so nmuch fun on his tel evision series, what with a |l ovely concubine to paw
himand a dwarf to throw knives, that it quite turned the head of Gerald Wang,
a hitherto-peaceabl e anti que deal er of San Franci sco. Cerald decided that he
too woul d becone a veritable personification of the Yellow Peril, and that he
too woul d squat |ike sone great evil spider in the center of a web of
intrigue, and that he would really acconplish sonething. He found it
remar kably easy since nobody believed in the Yellow Peril any nore. He grew a
mandari n rmustache, took to uttering cryptic quotations fromthe sages, and was
general |y addressed as “doctor” by the nenbers of his organization, though he
made no attenpt to practice medicine. Hs wife drew the line at the concubi ne,
but Gerald had enough to keep himbusy with his personifying and squatting.

H s great coup occurred in 2006 when, after patient years of squatting
and plotting, one of his nost insidious ideas reached the attention of H's
Maj esty via a recommendation ridered onto the annual popul ati on-resources
report. The recommendati on was inplenmented as the Parental Qualifications
Program or P.QP., by royal edict. “Ow rackon thet’'ll make um mahnd they P's
and Q s,” quipped H s Mjesty, and everybody | aughed heartily--but none nore
heartily than the insidious Dr. Wang, who was present in disguise as Tuner of
the Royal Gt-tar.

A typical PQP operation (at |east when judged typical by the professor
of Chronoscope History Sem nar 201 given by Col unmbia University in 2756 A D.,
who ought to know) involved George MCardle..

CGeorge McCardle had a good deal with his girl friend, Tigress Mone. He
di ned her and bought her pretties and had the freedom of the bearskin rug in
front of her wood-burning fireplace. He had beaten the gane; he had achieved a
delightful conbination of bachelor irresponsibility and marita
gratification.

“Ceorge,” Tigress said thoughtfully one day... so they got married.

Wth prices what they were in 2018, she kept her job, of course--at
| east until she again said thoughtfully: “George...”

She then had too much time on her hands; it was absurd for a healthy
young wonan to pretend that taking care of a two-roomcity apartnment kept her
occupi ed... so she thoughtfully said, “George?” and they noved to the
subur bs.

CGeorge happened to be a rising young editor in the Gvil Wr
Book- of -t he- Week Cl ub. He won his spurs when he got M GHTI ER THAN THE SWORD: A
STUDY OF PENS AND PENCI LS I N THE ARMY OF THE POTOVAC, 1863- 1865 whi pped into
shape for the printer. They then assigned himto the infinitely nore difficult



and delicate job of handling witers. A tenperanental troll named Bl ount was
his special trial. Blount was witing a novelized account of Corpora

Piggott’s Raid, a deservedly obscure epi sode which got Corporal Piggott of the
104t h New York (Provisional) Heavy Artillery Regi ment deservedly
court-martialled in the sunmmer of ‘63. It was CGeorge’s responsibility to see
that Bl ount novelized the verdict of guilty into a triunphant acquitta

foll owed by an award of the Medal of Honor, and Bl ount was bei ng unreasonabl e
about it.

It was after a hard day of scream ng at Blount, and being screamed back
at, that Ceorge dragged his carcass off the Long Island Rail Road and into the
famly car. “H, dear,” he said to Ms. MCardle, erstwhile tigress-Di ana, and
of f they drove, and so far it seened |ike the waning of another ordinary day.
But in the car Ms. MCardle said thoughtfully: “George...”

She told himwhat was on her mnd, and he refrained fromstriking her in
the face because they were in rather tricky traffic and she was driving.

She wanted a child.

It was necessary to have a child, she said. Inexorable |ogic dictated
it. For one thing, it was absurd for just the two of themto live in a great
barn of a six-room house.

For another thing, she needed a child to fulfill her womanhood. For a
third, the brains and beauty of the Mone-MCardl e strains should not die out;
it was their duty to posterity.

(The students in Colunbia s Chronoscope Hi story Sem nar 201 retched as
one man at the words. )

For a fourth, everybody was having children

Ceorge thought he had her there, but no. The statenent was perfectly
correct if for “everybody” you substituted “Ms. Jacques Truro,” their
next - door nei ghbor.

By the time they reached their great six-roombarn of a place she was
consolidating her victory with a rapid drunfire of sinple declarative
sentences which ended with “Don’t you?” and “Wn't we?” and “lsn’'t it?” to
whi ch George, hanging onto the ropes, groggily replied: “W’'Il see... we'll
see... we'll see...”

A wounded thing inside himwas soundl essly scream ng: youth! joy!
freedom gone beyond recall, slain by wedl ock, coffined by a nortgage, now to
be entonbed beneath a reeki ng Everest of diapers!

“I believe I1'd like a drink before dinner,” he said. “Had quite a tine
with Blount today,” he said as the Martini curled quietly in his stomach. He
was pretendi ng nothing very bad had happened. “Kept tal king about his
integrity. Witers! They'Il never learn... Tigress? Are you with nme?”

Hs wife noticed a slight conmplaining note in his voice, so she threw
herself on the floor, began to kick and scream went on to hold her breath
until her face turned blue, and finished by letting George know t hat she had
abandoned her Career to assuage his bachel or m sery, nmoved out to this dreary
wast el and to satisfy his whim and just once in her life requested sone
infinitesimal consideration in return for her ghastly drudgery and scri nmpi ng.

Ceorge, who was a kind and gentle person except with witers, dried her
tears and apol ogi zed for his brutality. They would have a child, he said
contritely. “Though,” he added. “I hear there are sone conplications about it
t hese days.”

“For Mot herhood,” said Ms. MCardle, getting off the floor, “no
conplications are too great.” She stood profiled like a statue against their
picture window, with its view of the picture wi ndow of the house across the
street.

The next day George asked around at his office.

None of the younger men, married since the P. Q P. went into effect,
seemed to have had children

A few of themcheerily admtted they had not had chil dren and were not
going to have children, for they had volunteered for D-Bal shots, thus doing



away With a running mnor expense and, nore inportantly, ensuring a certain
peace of mind and unbroken continuity during tender nonents.

“Ugh,” thought GCeorge.

(The Col unbi a University professor explained to his students “]t is
clearly in George’s interest to go to the clinic for a painless, effective
D-Bal shot and thus resolve his problem but he does not go,. he shudders at
t he thought. We cannot know what fear of amputation stenming fromsone early
traumati c experience thus prevents himfrom action, but deep-rooted
psychol ogi cal reasons explain his behavior, we can’t be certain.” The class
bent over the chronoscope. )

And sone of George’s co-workers slunk away and woul d not submit to
guesti oni ng. Young MacBirney, normally open and incisive, nuttered vaguely and
passed his hand across his brow when George asked hi m how one went about
havi ng a baby--red-tape-wi se, that is.

It was Blount, come in for his afternoon scream ng match, who spilled
t he vengeful beans. “You and your w fe just phone P. Q P. for an
appoi ntnent,” he told George with a straight face. “They’' Il issue you
everything you need.” CGeorge in his innocence thanked him and Bl ount turned
away and grinned the twi sted, sly grin of an author.

A glad femal e voi ce answered the phone on behalf of the P.QP. It
assured CGeorge that he and Ms. MCardle need only drop in any tinme at the
Enmpire State Building and they’'d be well on their way to parenthood.

The next day M. and Ms. MCardle dropped in at the Enpire State
Bui | ding. A receptionist in the |obby was buffing her nails under a huge
portrait of His Majesty. A beautifully lettered sign displayed the words with
which Hs Majesty had decreed that P. Q P. be enacted: “Ow Racken Theah’s a
Raht Snaht Ah-dee, Boys.”

“Where do we sign up, please?” asked CGeorge

The receptionist pawed uncertainly through her desk. “I know there’'s
some kind of book,” she said as she rummaged, but she did not find it. “Well,
it doesn't matter. They' Il give you everything you need in Room 100.”

“WIl | sign up there?” asked George nervously, conditioned by a

lifetime of red tape and unconfortable wthout it.

“No,” said the receptionist.

“But for the tests--"

“There aren’'t any tests.”

“Then the interviews, the deep probing of our physical and psychol ogi ca
fitness for parenthood, our heredity--"

“No interviews.”

“But the evaluation of our financial and noral standing w thout which no
perni ssion can be--"

“No eval uation. Just Room 100.” She resunmed buffing her nails.

In Room 100 a cheerful woman took a Toddl er out of a cabinet, punched
the non-reversible activating button between its shoul derbl ades, and handed it
to Ms. McCardle with a cheery: “It’s all yours, nadame. Return with it in
t hree nonths and, depending on its condition, you will, or will not, be issued
a breeding permt. Sinple, isn't it?”

“The little darling!” gurgled Ms. MCardle, |ooking down into the
Toddl er’'s pretty face.

It spit in her eye, punched her in the nose and sprang a | eak

“CGracious!” said the cheerful woman. “Get it out of our nice clean
of fice, i/you please.”

“How do you work it?” yelled Ms. MCardle, juggling the Toddler like a
hot potato. “How do you turn it off?”

“Ch, you can’t turn if off,” said the woman.” And you’'d better not sw ng
it like that. Rough handling goes down on the tapes inside it and we read them
in three nonths and now if you please, you' re getting our nice office al
wet - -"

She shepherded t hem out.

“Do somet hing, George!” yelled Ms. MCardle. George took the Toddl er



It stopped | eaking and began a ripsaw screamthat made the lighting fixtures
trenbl e.

“Gve the poor thing to me!” Ms. MCardl e shouted. “You' re hurting it
holding it like that--"

She took the Toddl er back. It stopped scream ng and resuned | eaking.

It quieted down in the car. The sudden thought seized them both--too
qui et ? Their heads crashed together as they bent sinmultaneously over the
gl assy-eyed little object. It laughed delightedly and waved its chubby fists.

“Cunsy oaf!” snapped Ms. MCardl e, rubbing her head.

“Sorry, dear,” said George. “But at |east we must have got a good nark
out of it on the tapes. | suppose it scores us good when it |aughs.”

Her eyes narrowed. “Probably,” she said. “CGeorge, do you think if you
fell heavily on the sidewal k--7?"

“No,” said CGeorge convul sively. Ms. MCardle | ooked at himfor a noment
and hel d her peace.

(“Note, young gentlenen,” said the history professor, “the turning
point, the seed of rebellion.” They noted. )

The McCardl es and the Toddl er drove off down Sunrise H ghway, which was
lined with filling stations; since their ‘98 Landcrui ser made only two miles
to the gallon, it was not |ong before they had to stop at one.

The Toddl er began its ripsaw shriek when they stopped. A holl ow eyed
att endant shambl ed over and peered into the car. “Just get it?” he asked
apat hetical l y.

“Yes,” said Ms. MCardle, frantically trying to joggle the Toddler, to
change it, to burp it, to do anything that would end the soul -splitting
noi se.

“Hal f pint of white 90-octane gas it what it needs,” nunbled the
attendant. “Few drops of SAE 40 oil. Got one myself. Two weeks to go. |'11
never make it. "Il crack. I'Il--1"11...” He tottered off and returned with
the gasoline in a nursing bottle, the oil in an eye-dropper

The Toddl er grabbed the bottle and began to gulp the gas down
contentedly.

“Where do you put the oil?” asked Ms. MCardl e.

He showed her.

“Ch,” she said.

“Fill her up,” said George. “The car, | nmean. |... ah... I'mgoing to
wash ny hands, dear.”

He cornered the attendant by the cash register. “Look,” he said. “Wat,
ah, would happen if you just let it run out of gas? The Toddler, | nean?”

The man | ooked at himand put a compassi onate hand on his shoul der. “It
woul d scream buddy,” he said. “The main nmotors run off an atom c battery. The
gas engine’'s just for a sideshow and for having breakdowns.”

“Breakdowns? Ch, ny God! How do you fix a breakdown?”

“The best way you can,” the man said. “And buddy, when you burp it,
wat ch out for the fumes. |1’ve seen sonme ugly explosions...”

They stopped at five nore filing stations along the way when the Toddl er
want ed gas.

“It’1l be better-behaved when it’'s used to the house,” said Ms.
McCar dl e apprehensively as she carried it over the threshold.

“Put it down and let’s see what happens,” said Ceorge.

The Toddl er toddl ed happily to the coffee table, picked up a |arge
bronze ashtray, noved to the picture wi ndow and heaved the ashtray through it.
It gurgled happily at the crash

“You little--!" George roared, naking for the Toddler with his hands
cl awed before him

“Ceorge!” Ms. MCardle screaned, snatching the Toddl er away. “It’s only
a machi ne!”

The machi ne began to shri ek.

They tried gasoline, oil, wiping with a clean lint-free rag, putting it
down, picking it up and finally banging their heads together. It continued to



screamuntil it was ready to stop screamng, and then it stopped and gave them
an enchanting grin.

“Time to put it to--away for the night?” asked George

It pernmitted itself to be put away for the night.

Fromhis pillow George said later: “Think we did pretty well today.
Three nont hs? Pah!”

Ms. MCardle said: “You were wonderful, George.”

He knew that tone. “My Tigress,” he said.

Ten minutes later, at the nost inconvenient tinme in the world, bar none,
the Toddl er began its ripsaw screani ng

Cursing, they went to find out what it wanted. They found out. What it
wanted was to laugh in their faces.

(The professor explained: “lIndubitably, sadismis at work here, but
harnessed in the service of humanity. Better a brutal and concentrated attack
such as we have been w tnessing than | ong-drawn-out tornents.” The cl ass
nodded respectfully. )

M. and Ms. MCardle nmanaged to pull thensel ves together for another
try, and there was an exact repeat. Apparently the Toddl er sensed sonething in
the air.

“Three nonths,” said George, with haunted eyes.

“You'll live,” his w fe snapped.

“May | ask just what kind of a crack that was supposed to be?”

“I'f the shoe fits, my good man--"

So a fine sex quarrel ended the day.

Wthin a week the house | ooked as if it had been liberated by a
M ssi ssippi National Guard division. George had | ost ten pounds because he
couldn’t digest anything, not even if he seasoned his food with powdered
Equani|l instead of salt. Ms. MCardl e had gained fifteen pounds by nervous
gobbl i ng during the noments when the Toddl er | eft her unoccupied. The picture
wi ndow was boarded up. On Ceorge’s salary, and with glaziers’ wages what they
were, he couldn’'t have it replaced twice a day.

Not unnaturally, he met his next-door neighbor, Jacques Truro, in a
bar .

Truro was rye and soda, he was dry martini; otherw se they were
i denti cal

“I't’s the little whinper first that gets me, when you know the big

screamng’s going to conme next. | could junmp out of ny skin when |I hear that
whi nper.”

“Yeah. The waiting. Sonetines one second, sonetinmes five. | count.”

“I forced nyself to stop. | was throw ng up.”

“Yeah. Me too. And nervous diarrhea?”

“All the time. Between ne and that goddamthing the house is awash.
Cheers.” They drank and shared hol | ow | aught er

“My stanp collection. Down the toilet.”

“My fishing pole. Three clean breaks and peanut butter in the reel.”

“One thing I'Il never understand, Truro. \What decided you two to have a
baby?”

“Wait a minute, McCardle,” Truro said. “Marguerite told me that you were
goi ng to have one, so she had to have one--"

They | ooked at each other in shared horror

“Suckered,” said McCardle in an awed voi ce.

“Wonen,” breathed Truro.

They drank a grimtoast and went hone.

“I't’s beginning to talk,” Ms. MCardle said listlessly, sprawled in a
chair, her hand in a box of chocolates. “Called me ‘old pig-face’ this
afternoon.” She did | ook somewhat piggish with fifteen superfluous pounds.

Ceorge put down his briefcase. It was |loaded with work fromthe office
whi ch these days he was unable to get through in tine. He had finally got the
revised court-martial scene from Bl ount, and woul d now have to transnute it
i nto readabl e prose, enmending the author’s stupid | apses of logic, illiterate



bl unders of |anguage and raspingly ugly style.

“I"1'l wash up,” he said.

“Don’t use the toilet. Stopped up again.”

“Bad?”

“He said he’d come back in the norning with an ei ght-man crew. Somet hi ng
about jacking up a corner of the house.”

The Toddl er toddled in with a bottle of bleach, made for the briefcase,
and emptied the bleach into it before the exhausted man or woman coul d
conprehend what was going on, |let alone do anything about it.

Ceorge incredul ously spread the pages of the court-martial scene on the
gouged and battered coffee table. H s eyes bul ged as he watched the thousands
of typed words vani shing before his eyes, turning pale and then white as the
paper .

Bl ount kept no carbons. Keeping carbons caned for a minimal quantity of
prudence and brains, but Blount was an author and so he kept no carbons. The
court-martial scene, the product of six nmobnths' scream ng, was gone.

The Toddl er | aughed gl eeful ly.

Ceorge clenched his fists, closed his eyes and tried to ignore the
roaring in his ears.

The Toddl er began a whi ning chant:

“Da-dy’s an au-thor!
Da-dy’s an au-thor!”

“That did it!” George shrieked. He stalked to the door and flung it

open.
“Where are you goi ng?” Ms. MCardl e quavered.
“To the first doctor’s office | find,” said her husband in sudden icy
calm “There | will request a shot of D-Bal. Wen | have had a D-Bal shot, a
breeding permt will be of no use whatever to us. Since a breeding permt will

be usel ess, we need not qualify for one by being tortured for another el even
weeks by that obscene little nmonster, which we shall return to P. Q P. in the
nmorni ng. And unless it behaves, it will be returned in a basket, for themto
reassenble at their leisure.”

“I"'mso glad,” his w fe sighed.

The Toddl er said: “May | congratul ate you on your decision. By
voluntarily surrendering your right to breed, you are patriotically reducing
t he popul ati on pressure, a problemof great concern to H's Majesty. W of the
P. Q P. wish to point out that your decision has been arrived at not through

coercion but through education; i.e., by presenting you in the formof a
Toddl er with sone of the arguments agai nst parenthood.”

“I didn't know you could talk that well,” narveled Ms. MCardle.

The Toddl er said nodestly: “1’ve been with the P. Q P. fromthe very
begi nning, ma’am |’'m a veteran Toddl er operator, | may say, working out of
Room 4567 of the Enpire State. And the inproved nodel |’ mworking through has
reduced the breakdown tine an average thirty-five percent. | foresee a tineg,
ma’ am when we experienced operators and ever-inproved nmodels will do the job
in one day!”

The voice was fanati cal

Ms. MCardle turned around i n sudden vague apprehensi on. George had
left for his D-Bal shot.

(“And thus we see,” said the professor to the sem nar, “the genius of
the insidious Dr. Wang in full flower.” He snapped off the chronoscope. “The
first boatl oads of Chinese landed in California three generations--or should
say non-generations?--later, unopposed by the scanty, elderly population.” He
grooned his nmandarin mustache and | ooked out for a noment over the great rice
paddi es of Central Park. It was spring; blue-clad wonmen stooped patiently over
the brown water, and the tender, bright-green shoots were just beginning to
appear.

(The sem nar students bowed and left for their next |lecture, “The Hound



Dog as Symbol of Juvenile Aggression in Ancient Anerican Folk Song.” It was
all that remained of the reign of King Purvis 1.)

SALLY
by |saac Asi nov

Sally was com ng down the | ake road, so | waved to her and called her by
nane. | always liked to see Sally. | liked all of them you understand, but
Sally's the prettiest one of the lot. There just isn’t any question about it.

She noved a little faster when | waved to her. Nothi ng undignified. She
was never that. She noved just enough faster to show that she was glad to see
ne, too.

| turned to the man standing beside nme. “That’s Sally,” | said.

He smiled at me and nodded.

Ms. Hester had brought himin. She said, “This is M. Gellhorn, Jake.
You remenber he sent you the letter asking for an appointment.”

That was just talk, really. | have a mllion things to do around the
Farm and one thing | just can’'t waste ny time on is mail. That's why | have
Ms. Hester around. She lives pretty close by, she’'s good at attending to
fool i sh-ness without running to me about it, and nost of all, she likes Sally
and the rest. Sone people don’t.

“dad to see you, M. Gellhorn,” | said.

“Raynond F. Cellhorn,” he said, and gave me his hand, which |I shook and
gave back.

He was a largish fellow, half a head taller than | and w der, too. He
was about half ny age, thirtyish. He had black hair, plastered down slick
with a part in the niddle, and a thin nustache, very neatly trimed. His
j awbones got big under his ears and made himl ook as if he had a slight case
of munmps. On video he’d be a natural to play the villain, so | assumed he was
anice fellow It goes to show that video can’'t be wong all the tine.

“I"m Jacob Fol kers,” | said. “Wat can | do for you?”

He grinned. It was a big, wide, white-toothed grin. “You can tell ne a
little about your Farmhere, if you don’t mnd.”

| heard Sally com ng up behind me and | put out ny hand. She slid right
into it and the feel of the hard, glossy enanel of her fender was warmin ny
pal m

“A nice automatobile,” said Cellhorn

That’s one way of putting it. Sally was a 2045 convertible with a
Henni s- Carl eton positronic notor and an Armat chassis. She had the cl eanest,
finest lines |I’'ve ever seen on any nodel, bar none. For five years, she’'d been
my favorite, and |I’'d put everything into her I could dreamup. In all that
time, there’d never been a human bei ng behi nd her wheel

Not once

“Sally,” | said, patting her gently, “meet M. Cellhorn.”

Sally's cylinder-purr keyed up a little. | listened carefully for any
knocking. Lately, |I’'d been hearing notor-knock in alnmost all the cars and

changi ng the gasoline hadn't done a bit of good. Sally was as snooth as her
paint job this time, however.

“Do you have nanes for all your cars?” asked Gell horn

He sounded amused, and Ms. Hester doesn’t |ike people to sound as
t hough they were naking fun of the Farm She said, sharply, “Certainly. The
cars have real personalities, don’t they, Jake? The sedans are all nales and
the convertibles are fenales.”

Gel l horn was smiling again. “And do you keep themin separate garages,
ma’ an®”

Ms. Hester glared at him

Gellhorn said to ne, “And now | wonder if | can talk to you al one, M.
Fol kers?”

“That depends,” | said. “Are you a reporter?”

“No, sir. I'"'ma sales agent. Any talk we have is not for publication.



assure you | aminterested in strict privacy.”
“Let’s walk down the road a bit. There's a bench we can use.”
W started dowmn. Ms. Hester wal ked away. Sally nudged al ong after us.
| said, “You don’t mind if Sally cones along, do you?”
“Not at all. She can’t repeat what we say, can she?” He | aughed at his
own j oke, reached over and rubbed Sally’'s grille.
Sally raced her motor and Gell horn’s hand drew away quickly.

“She’s not used to strangers,” | explained.
“W sat down on the bench under the big oak tree where we could I ook
across the small |lake to the private speedway. It was the warm part of the day

and the cars were out in force, at least thirty of them Even at this distance
I could see that Jerem ah was pulling his usual stunt of sneaking up behind
some staid older nodel, then putting on a jerk of speed and yow ing past with
del i berately squealing brakes. Two weeks before he had crowded ol d Angus off
the asphalt altogether, and | had turned off his notor for two days.

It didn’t help though, I'mafraid, and it |ooks as though there’'s
nothing to be done about it. Jeremiah is a sports nmodel to begin with and that
kind is awfully hot-headed.

“Well, M. CGellhorn,” | said. “Could you tell me why you want the
i nformati on?”

But he was just |ooking around. He said, “This is an anmazing place, M.
Fol kers.”

“I wish you d call me Jake. Everyone does.”

“Al'l right, Jake. How many cars do you have here?”

“Fifty-one. W get one or two new ones every year. One year we got five.
W haven't |ost one yet. They're all in perfect running order. W even have a
“15 nmodel Mat-O Mot in working order. One of the original automatics. It was
the first car here.”

Good old Matthew He stayed in the garage nost of the day now, but then
he was the granddaddy of all positronic-notored cars. Those were the days when
blind war veterans, paraplegics and heads of state were the only ones who
drove automatics. But Samson Harridge was ny boss and he was rich enough to be
able to get one. | was his chauffeur at the tine.

The t hought makes me feel old. | can renenber when there wasn't an
autonobile in the world with brains enough to find its own way hone. |
chauf f eured dead | unps of nmachines that needed a man’s hand at their controls
every mnute. Every year machines like that used to kill tens of thousands of
peopl e.

The automatics fixed that. A positronic brain can react much faster than
a human one, of course, and it paid people to keep hands off the controls. You
got in, punched your destination and let it go its own way.

W take it for granted now, but | renmenber when the first | aws cane out
forcing the old machines off the highways and limting travel to automatics.
Lord, what a fuss. They called it everything fromcomunismto fascism but it
enptied the hi ghways and stopped the killing, and still nore people get around
nore easily the new way.

O course, the automatics were ten to a hundred tines as expensive as
t he hand-driven ones, and there weren’t many that could afford a private
vehi-cle. The industry specialized in turning out omi bus-automatics. You
could always call a conpany and have one stop at your door in a matter of
m nutes and take you where you wanted to go. Usually, you had to drive with
ot hers who were going your way, but what’'s wong with that?

Sanmson Harridge had a private car though, and | went to himthe mnute

it arrived. The car wasn’'t Matthew to me then. | didn't knowit was going to
be the dean of the Farm sone day. | only knew it was taking nmy job away and
hated it.

| said, “You won’t be needing ne any nore, M. Harridge?”

He said, “What are you dithering about, Jake? You don’t think I'll trust
nmyself to a contraption like that, do you? You stay right at the controls.”

| said, “But it works by itself, M. Harridge. It scans the road, reacts



properly to obstacl es, humans, and other cars, and renenbers routes to
travel .”

“So they say. So they say. Just the same, you're sitting right behind
t he wheel in case anything goes wong.”

Funny how you can get to like a car. In no time | was calling it Matthew
and was spending all my tinme keeping it polished and hunm ng. A posi-tronic
brain stays in condition best when it’s got control of its chassis at al
times, which nmeans it’s worth keeping the gas tank filled so that the notor
can turn over slowy day and night. After a while, it got so | could tell by
the sound of the notor how Matthew felt.

In his own way, Harridge grew fond of Matthew, too. He had no one el se
to like. He' d divorced or outlived three wives and outlived five children and
three grandchildren. So when he died, maybe it wasn't surprising that he had
his estate converted into a Farmfor Retired Autonobiles, with me in charge
and Matthew the first menmber of a distinguished |ine.

It’s turned out to be ny life. | never got married. You can’t get
married and still tend to automatics the way you shoul d.

The newspapers thought it was funny, but after a while they stopped
joking about it. Some things you can’t joke about. Maybe you’ ve never been
able to afford an automatic and maybe you never will, either, but take it from
me, you get to love them They' re hard-working and affectionate. It takes a
man with no heart to mistreat one or to see one mistreated.

It got so that after a man had an automatic for a while, he woul d nmake
provisions for having it left to the Farm if he didn't have an heir he could
rely on to give it good care.

| explained that to Gell horn.

He said, “Fifty-one cars! That represents a | ot of noney.”

“Fifty thousand m ni num per automatic, original investment,” | said.
“They’re worth a lot nore now. |’ve done things for them”

“I't nust take a |l ot of noney to keep up the Farm”

“You're right there. The Farmis a non-profit organization, which gives
us a break on taxes and, of course, new automatics that cone in usually have

trust funds attached. Still, costs are always going up. | have to keep the
pl ace | andscaped; | keep laying down new asphalt and keeping the old in
repair; there's gasoline, oil, repairs, and new gadgets. It adds up.”

“And you’'ve spent a long tinme at it.”

“l sure have, M. Cellhorn. Thirty-three years.”

“You don't seemto be getting nuch out of it yourself.”

“I don’t? You surprise ne, M. Cellhorn. I've got Sally and fifty
others. Look at her.”

| was grinning. | couldn’t help it. Sally was so clean, it alnost hurt.
Sone insect nust have died on her wi ndshield or one speck of dust too many had
| anded, so she was going to work. A little tube protruded and spurted Tergoso
over the glass. It spread quickly over the silicone surface filmand squeej ees
snapped into place instantly, passing over the w ndshield and forc-ing the.
water into the little channel that led it, dripping, down to the ground. Not a
speck of water got onto her glistening appl e-green hood. Squeejee and
det ergent tube snapped back into place and di sappear ed.

Gel l horn said, “I never saw an automatic do that.”

“l guess not,” | said. “I fixed that up specially on our cars. They're
cl ean. They’'re always scrubbing their glass. They like it. |1’ve even got Sally
fixed up with wax jets. She polishes herself every night till you can see your
face in any part of her and shave by it. If | can scrape up the noney, |1'd be

putting it on the rest of the girls. Convertibles are very vain.”
“lI can tell you how to scrape up the noney, if that interests you.”
“That al ways does. How?”
“Isn’t it obvious, fake? Any of your cars is worth fifty thousand
m ni mum you said. 1'll bet nost of themtop six figures.”
« Goo"
“Ever think of selling a few?”



| shook ny head. “You don't realize it, | guess, M. Cellhorn, but I
can’t sell any of these. They belong to the Farm not to ne.”

“The nmoney would go to the Farm”

“The incorporation papers of the Farm provide that the cars receive
perpetual care. They can’t be sold.”

“What about the notors, then?”

“l don’t understand you.”

Gel l horn shifted position and his voice got confidential. “Look here,
Jake, let me explain the situation. There’s a big market for private
automatics if they could only be nmade cheaply enough. Ri ght?”

“That’s no secret.”

“And ninety-five per cent of the cost is the notor. Right? Now, | know
where we can get a supply of bodies. | also know where we can sell automat-ics
at a good price--twenty or thirty thousand for the cheaper nodels, maybe fifty
or sixty for the better ones. Al | need are the notors. You see the
sol ution?”

“I don't, M. Cellhorn.” | did, but I wanted himto spell it out.

“I't’s right here. You' ve got fifty-one of them You re an expert
aut omat obi | e mechani ¢, Jake. You nust be. You coul d unhook a motor and pl ace
it in another car so that no one would know the difference.”

“I't wouldn’t be exactly ethical.”

“You woul dn’t be harm ng the cars. You d be doing thema favor. Use your
ol der cars. Use that old Mat-O Mot.”

“Well, now, wait a while, M. Gellhorn. The notors and bodies aren’'t two
separate itens. They're a single unit. Those notors are used to their own
bodi es. They woul dn’t be happy in another car.”

“All right, that's a point. That's a very good point, Jake. It would be
like taking your mind and putting it in sonmeone else’'s skull. Right? You don't
thi nk you would |ike that?”

“l don’t think I would. No.”

“But what if | took your mind and put it into the body of a young
athl ete. What about that, Jake? You' re not a youngster anynore. |If you had the
chance, wouldn’t you enjoy being twenty again? That’s what |'’m offering sone
of your positronic notors. They' Il be put into new ‘57 bodies. The | atest
construction.”

| laughed. “That doesn’t make nuch sense, M. Gellhorn. Some of our cars
may be old, but they're well-cared for. Nobody drives them They're allowed

their owmn way. They're retired, M. Gellhorn. | wouldn't want a
twenty-year-old body if it meant | had to dig ditches for the rest of ny new
life and never have enough to eat.... Wat do you think, Sally?”

Sally’s two doors opened and then shut with a cushi oned sl am

“What that?” said Gellhorn.

“That’s the way Sally | aughs.”

Gellhorn forced a smile. | guess he thought I was naking a bad joke. He
said, “Talk sense, Jake. Cars are made to be driven. They' re probably not
happy if you don’t drive them”

| said, “Sally hasn’t been driven in five years. She | ooks happy to ne.”

“l wonder.”

He got up and wal ked toward Sally slowy. “H, Sally, howd you like a

drive?”

Sally’s motor revved up. She backed away.

“Don’t push her, M. Gellhorn,” | said. “She’s liable to be a little
skit-tish.”

Two sedans were about a hundred yards up the road. They had st opped.
Maybe, in their own way, they were watching. | didn’t bother about them | had
nmy eyes on Sally, and | kept themthere.

Gel l horn said, “Steady now, Sally.” He |lunged out and seized the door
handle. It didn't budge, of course.

He said, “It opened a m nute ago.”

| said, “Automatic |ock. She's got a sense of privacy, Sally has.”



He et go, then said, slowy and deliberately, “A car with a sense of
privacy shouldn’t go around with its top down.”

He stepped back three or four paces, then quickly, so quickly |I couldn’t
take a step to stop him he ran forward and vaulted into the car. He caught
Sally conmpletely by surprise, because as he came down, he shut off the
ignition before she could lock it in place.

For the first tine in five years, Sally’'s nmotor was dead.

| think I yelled, but Gellhorn had the switch on “Mnual” and | ocked
that in place, too. He kicked the motor into action. Sally was alive again but
she had no freedom of action

He started up the road. The sedans were still there. They turned and
drifted away, not very quickly. | suppose it was all a puzzle to them

One was G useppe, fromthe Ml an factories, and the other was Stephen
They were al ways together. They were both new at the Farm but they d been
here | ong enough to know that our cars just didn't have drivers.

Gel I horn went straight on, and when the sedans finally got it through
their heads that Sally wasn’t going to slow down, that she couldn’t slow down,
it was too late for anything but desperate neasures.

They broke for it, one to each side, and Sally raced between themlike a
streak. Steve crashed through the | akeside fence and rolled to a halt on the
grass and nmud not six inches fromthe water’s edge. G useppe bunped al ong the
| and side of the road to a shaken halt.

| had Steve back on the highway and was trying to find out what harm if
any, the fence had done him when Gell horn cane back

Gel I horn opened Sally’s door and stepped out. Leaning back, he shut off
the ignition a second tine.

“There,” he said. “I think I did her a lot of good.”

| held ny tenmper. “Wy did you dash through the sedans? There was no
reason for that.”

“l kept expecting themto turn out.”

“They did. One went through a fence.”

“I"'msorry, Jake,” he said. “l thought they d nove nore quickly. You
know how it is. |1've been in lots of buses, but |1've only been in a private
automatic two or three times in my life, and this is the first time | ever
drove one. That just shows you, Jake. It got me, driving one, and |I'mpretty
hard-boiled. |I tell you, we don't have to go nore than twenty per cent bel ow
list price to reach a good market, and it would be ninety per cent profit.”

“Whi ch we would split?”

“Fifty-fifty. And | take all the risks, renenber.”

“All right. I listened to you. Now you listen to me.” | raised ny voice
because | was just too mad to be polite anynore. “When you turn off Sally’'s
nmotor, you hurt her. How would you like to be kicked unconsci ous? That’'s what
you do to Sally, when you turn her off.”

“You' re exaggerating, Jake. The automatobuses get turned off every
ni ght.”

“Sure, that’s why | want none of nmy boys or girls in your fancy ‘57
bodi es, where | won’t know what treatnent they' ||l get. Buses need maj or
repairs in their positronic circuits every couple of years. AOd Mtthew hasn't
had his circuits touched in twenty years. \Wat can you offer himconpared with
t hat ?”

“Well, you're excited now. Suppose you think over ny proposition when
you' ve cool ed down and get in touch with ne.”
“I"ve thought it over all | want to. If | ever see you again, I'Il call

the police.”

H's mouth got hard and ugly. He said, “Just a mnute, old-tiner.”

| said, “Just a mnute, you. This is private property and |’ m ordering
you off.”

He shrugged. “Well, then, goodbye.”

| said, “Ms. Hester will see you off the property. Make that goodbye
per manent . ”



But it wasn't permanent. | saw himagain two days later. Two and a half
days, rather, because it was about noon when | saw himfirst and a little
after m dnight when | saw hi m agai n.

| sat up in bed when he turned the light on, blinking blindly till I
made out what was happening. Once | could see, it didn't take much expl ai ni ng.

In fact, it took none at all. He had a gun in his right fist, the nasty little
needl e barrel just visible between two fingers. | knew that all he had to do
was to increase the pressure of his hand and | would be torn apart. , He said,
“Put on your clothes, Jake.”

| didn’t nmove. | just watched him

He said, “Look, Jake, | know the situation. | visited you two days ago,

renmenber. You have no guards on this place, no electrified fences, no warn-ing
signal s. Nothing.”

| said, “I don’'t need any. Meanwhile there’'s nothing to stop you from
leaving, M. Gellhorn. I would if |I were you. This place can be very
danger - ous.”

He |aughed a little. “It is, for anyone on the wong side of a fist
gun.”

“I seeit,” | said. “I know you’ ve got one.”

“Then get a nove on. My nen are waiting.”

“No, sir, M. Cellhorn. Not unless you tell nme what you want, and
proba-bly not then.”

“I made you a proposition day before yesterday.”

“The answer’s still no.”

“There’s nore to the proposition now. |’ve cone here with sone nen and
an aut omat obus. You have your chance to cone with ne and di sconnect
twenty-five of the positronic notors. | don’t care which twenty-five you
choose. W’'ll load themon the bus and take them away. Once they’re disposed
of, I'll see to it that you get your fair share of the noney.”

“l have your word on that, | suppose.”

He didn't act as if he thought | was being sarcastic. He said, “You
have.”

| said, “No.”

“I'f you insist on saying no, we'll go about it in our own way. |’

di scon-nect the notors nyself, only I'Il disconnect all fifty-one. Every one
of them”

“I't isn't easy to disconnect positronic motors, M. Cellhorn. Are you a
robotics expert? Even if you are, you know, these notors have been nodified by
ne. ”

“I know that, Jake. And to be truthful, I'’mnot an expert. | may ruin
quite a fewnotors trying to get themout. That’s why 1’'Il have to work over
all fifty-one if you don't cooperate. You see, | may only end up with
twenty-five when I’mthrough. The first fewl'Il tackle will probably suffer
the nost. Till | get the hang of it, you see. And if | go it myself, | think
["1l put Sally first in line.”

| said, “I can't believe you re serious, M. Gellhorn.”

He said, “l'mserious, Jake.” He let it all dribble in. “If you want to

hel p, you can keep Sally. Qtherwi se, she’s liable to be hurt very badly.
Sorry.”

| said, “I"ll cone with you, but 1'll give you one nore warning. You'l
be in trouble, M. Gellhorn.”

He thought that was very funny. He was |aughing very quietly as we went
down the stairs together.

There was an aut onat obus waiting outside the driveway to the garage
apartments. The shadows of three men waited beside it, and their flash beans
went on as we approached.

Gellhorn said in a low voice, “I’ve got the old fellow. Cone on. Mve
the truck up the drive and let’'s get started.”

One of the others leaned in and punched the proper instructions on the
control panel. W noved up the driveway with the bus foll owi ng subnis-sively.



“I't won’t go inside the garage,” | said. “The door won't take it. W
don’t have buses here. Only private cars.”

“All right,” said Gellhorn. “Pull it over onto the grass and keep it out
of sight.”

| could hear the thrumm ng of the cars when we were still ten yards from
t he garage.

Usual ly they quieted down if | entered the garage. This time they
didnt. | think they knew that strangers were about, and once the faces of
Gellhorn and the others were visible they got noisier. Each notor was a warm
runbl e, and each notor was knocking irregularly until the place rattl ed.

The lights went up automatically as we stepped inside. Gellhorn didn't
seem bot hered by the car noise, but the three nmen with himl ooked sur-prised
and unconfortable. They had the | ook of the hired thug about them a |ook that
was not comnpounded of physical features so nuch as of a certain wariness of

eye and hangdogness of face. | knew the type and | wasn’t worried.
One of themsaid, “Damm it, they’'re burning gas.”
“My cars always do,” | replied stiffly.
“Not tonight,” said Gellhorn. “Turn themoff.”
“It’s not that easy, M. Gellhorn,” | said

“Cet started!” he said.

| stood there. He had his fist gun pointed at ne steadily. | said, “I
told you, M. Cellhom that ny cars have been well-treated while they’ ve been
at the Farm They're used to being treated that way, and they resent any-thing
el se.”

“You have one minute,” he said. “Lecture ne sonme other tine.”

“I"'mtrying to explain something. I'mtrying to explain that ny cars can
understand what | say to them A positronic notor will learn to do that with
time and patience. My cars have |l earned. Sally understood your proposition two
days ago. You'll remenber she | aughed when | asked her opinion. She al so knows
what you did to her and so do the two sedans you scattered. And the rest know
what to do about trespassers in general.”

“Look, you crazy old fool--"

“All 1 have to say is--" | raised ny voice. “Get them”

One of the men turned pasty and yelled, but his voice was drowned
conpletely in the sound of fifty-one horns turned | oose at once. They held
their notes, and within the four walls of the garage the echoes rose to a
wild, netallic call. Two cars rolled forward, not hurriedly, but with no
possi bl e mistake as to their target. Two cars fell in line behind the first
two. Al the cars were stirring in their separate stalls.

The t hugs stared, then backed.

| shouted, “Don't get up against a wall.”

Apparently, they had that instinctive thought thenselves. They rushed
madly for the door of the garage.

At the door one of Gellhorn’s nen turned, brought up a fist gun of his
own. The needle pellet tore a thin, blue flash toward the first car. The car
was G useppe.

A thin line of paint peeled up G useppe’s hood, and the right half of
his wi ndshield crazed and splintered but did not break through

The nmen were out the door, running, and two by two the cars crunched out
after theminto the night, their horns calling the charge.

| kept nmy hand on Cellhorn’s el bow, but I don’t think he could have
nmoved in any case. His lips were trenbling.

| said, “That’s why | don’t need electrified fences or guards. M
property protects itself.”

Gell horn’s eyes swivel ed back and forth in fascination as, pair by pair,
they whi zzed by. He said, “They're killers!”

“Don’t be silly. They won’t kill your men.”

“They’'re killers!”

“They’ Il just give your men a |l esson. My cars have been specially
trained for cross-country pursuit for just such an occasion; | think what your



men will get will be worse than an outright quick kill. Have you ever been
chased by an aut omat obi |l e?”

Gel lhorn didn't answer.

I went on. | didn't want himto mss a thing. “They’' Il be shadows going
no faster than your men, chasing them here, blocking themthere, blaring at
them dashing at them mssing with a screech of brake and a thunder of notor

They’' Il keep it up till your men drop, out of breath and hal f-dead, waiting
for the wheels to crunch over their breaking bones. The cars won't do that.
They’ Il turn away. You can bet, though, that your men will never return here

intheir lives. Not for all the nobney you or ten |like you could give them
Li sten--"

| tightened my hold on his elbow He strained to hear

| said, “Don’t you hear car doors sl amm ng?”

It was faint and distant, but unni stakabl e.

| said, “They’re laughing. They're enjoying thensel ves.”

H's face crunpled with rage. He lifted his hand. He was still hol ding
his fist gun.

| said, “I wouldn’t. One automatocar is still with us.”
| don’t think he had noticed Sally till then. She had noved up so
qui etly. Though her right front fender nearly touched me, | couldn’t hear her

no-tor. She m ght have been hol di ng her breath.
Gel I horn yel | ed.
| said, “She won’t touch you, as long as I'mwith you. But if you kil

me.... You know, Sally doesn't like you.”
Gell horn turned the gun in Sally’s direction.
“Her motor is shielded,” |I said, “and before you could ever squeeze the

gun a second tine she would be on top of you.”

“All right, then,” he yelled, and suddenly my arm was bent behind ny
back and twi sted so | could hardly stand. He held ne between Sally and
hinsel f, and his pressure didn't let up. “Back out with ne and don’t try to
break | oose, old-tinmer, or 1I'll tear your armout of its socket.”

| had to move. Sally nudged along with us, worried, uncertain what to
do. | tried to say sonmething to her and couldn’t. | could only clench ny teeth
and noan.

Gel I horn’ s aut omat obus was still standing outside the garage. | was
forced in. CGellhorn junped in after ne, |ocking the doors.

He said, “All right, now W'Il talk sense.”

| was rubbing ny arm trying to get life back into it, and even as | did
| was automatically and wi thout any conscious effort studying the contro
board of the bus.

| said, “This is a rebuilt job.”

“So0?” he said caustically. “It’s a sanple of ny work. | picked up a
di scarded chassis, found a brain | could use and spliced me a private bus.
What of it?”

| tore at the repair panel, forcing it aside.

He said, “What the hell. Get away fromthat.” The side of his pal mcane
down nunbingly on ny left shoul der

| struggled with him “l don't want to do this bus any harm What kind
of a person do you think I an? | just want to take a | ook at sone of the notor
connections.”

It didn’t take rmuch of a look. | was boiling when | turned to him |

said, “You' re a hound and a bastard. You had no right installing this notor
your-self. Wiy didn’t you get a robotics nan?”

He said, “Do | |ook crazy?”

“Even if it was a stolen nmotor, you had no right to treat it so. |
wouldn’t treat a man the way you treated that notor. Sol der, tape, and pinch
clanmps! It’s brutal!”

“I't works, doesn't it?”

“Sure it works, but it nust be hell for the bus. You could live with
nm grai ne headaches and acute arthritis, but it wouldn't be much of a life.



This car is suffering.”

“Shut up!” For a nmonment he gl anced out the wi ndow at Sally, who had
rolled up as close to the bus as she could. He nmade sure the doors and w ndows
wer e | ocked.

He said, “W're getting out of here now, before the other cars cone
back. We'll stay away.”

“How wi | | that help you?”

“Your cars will run out of gas someday, won't they? You haven’'t got them
fixed up so they can tank up on their own, have you? We'll conme back and
finish the job.”

“They’ Il be looking for me,” | said. “Ms. Hester will call the police.”

He was past reasoning with. He just punched the bus in gear. It |urched
forward. Sally foll owed

He giggled. “What can she do if you're here with ne?”

Sally seened to realize that, too. She picked up speed, passed us and
was gone. Cell horn opened the wi ndow next to him and spat through the
open-ing.

The bus | unmbered on over the dark road, its notor rattling unevenly.
Gel I horn di med the periphery light until the phosphorescent green stripe down
the mddl e of the highway, sparkling in the noonlight, was all that kept us
out of the trees. There was virtually no traffic. Two cars passed ours, going
the other way, and there was none at all on our side of the highway, either
bef ore or behi nd.

| heard the door-slamming first. Quick and sharp in the silence, first
on the right and then on the left Gellhorn’s hands quivered as he punched
savagely for increased speed. A beamof |ight shot out fromamong a scrub of
trees, blinding us; Another beam plunged at us from behind the guard rails on
the other side. At a crossover, four hundred yards ahead, there was
sque-e-e-e-e as a car darted across our path.

“Sally went for the rest,” | said. “I think you re surrounded.”

“So what ? What can they do?”

He hunched over the controls, peering through the w ndshield.

“And don’t you try anything, old-timer,” he nuttered.

I couldn’t. | was bone-weary; ny left armwas on fire. The notor sounds
gat hered and grew closer. | could hear the notors missing in odd patterns;
suddenly it seemed to ne that ny cars were speaking to one anot her

A medl ey of horns came from behind. | turned and Gel | hom | ooked quickly
into the rear-viewmrror. A dozen cars were following in both |anes.

Gel I horn yell ed and | aughed madly.

| cried, “Stop! Stop the car!”

Because not a quarter of a mle ahead, plainly visible in the |ight
beanms of two sedans on the roadside was Sally, her trim body plunked square
across the road. Two cars shot into the opposite lane to our left, keeping
perfect tinme with us and preventing CGell homfrom turning out.

But he had no intention of turning out. He put his finger on the
full -speed-ahead button and kept it there.

He said, “There'll be no bluffing here. This bus outweighs her five to
one, old-timer, and we'll just push her off the road |ike a dead kitten.”

| knew he could. The bus was on manual and his finger was on the button
I knew he woul d.

| lowered the wi ndow, and stuck ny head out. “Sally,” | screanmed. “Cet
out of the way. Sally!”

It was drowned out in the agonized squeal of maltreated brakebands. |
felt nmyself thrown forward and heard Gellhorn’s breath puff out of his body.

| said, “Wat happened?” It was a foolish question. W had stopped. That
was what had happened. Sally and the bus were five feet apart. Wth five tines
her wei ght tearing down on her, she had not budged. The guts of her

Gel I horn yanked at the Manual toggle switch. “lIt’s got to,” he kept
muttering. “lIt’'s got to.”

| said, “Not the way you hooked up the nmotor, expert. Any of the



circuits could cross over.”

He | ooked at nme with a tearing anger and grow ed deep in his throat. His
hair was matted over his forehead. He lifted his fist.

“That’s all the advice out of you there'll ever be, old-tiner.”

And | knew the needl e gun was about to fire.

| pressed back agai nst the bus door, watching the fist cone up, and when
t he door opened | went over backward and out, hitting the ground with a thud.
| heard the door slam closed again.

| got to my knees and | ooked up in time to see Gellhorn struggle
usel essly with the closing window, then aimhis fist-gun quickly through the
gl ass. He never fired. The bus got under way with a trenendous roar, and
Gel I horn | urched backward.

Sally wasn’t in the way any |longer, and | watched the bus’s rear lights
flicker away down the highway.

| was exhausted. | sat down right there, right on the hi ghway, and put
nmy head down in ny crossed arns, trying to catch ny breath.

| heard a car stop gently at ny side. When | |ooked up, it was Sally.
Sl ow y--1ovingly, you mght say--her front door opened.

No one had driven Sally for five years--except Gellhorn, of course--and

| know how val uabl e such freedomwas to a car. | appreciated the gesture, but
| said, “Thanks, Sally, but 1'lIl take one of the newer cars.”

| got up and turned away, but skillfully and neatly as a pirouette, she
wheel ed before nme again. | couldn’'t hurt her feelings. | got in. Her front
seat had the fine, fresh scent of an automatobile that kept itself spotlessly
clean. | lay down across it, thankfully, and with even, silent, and rapid

efficiency, ny boys and girls brought me hone.

Ms. Hester brought me the copy of the radio transcript the next evening
with great excitenent.

“I't’s M. Gellhorn,” she said. “The man who came to see you.”

“What about hi n®”

| dreaded her answer.

“They found himdead,” she said. “Imagine that. Just lying dead in a
ditch. 7, “It might be a stranger altogether,” | rnunbl ed.

“Raynond J. Cellhorn,” she said, sharply. “There can’t be two, can
there? The description fits, too. Lord, what a way to die! They found tire

marks on his arms and body. Inmagine! I'mglad it turned out to be a bus;
ot herwi se they m ght have cone poking around here.”
“Did it happen near here?” | asked, anxiously.
“No... Near Cooksville. But, goodness, read about it yourself if you--

What happened to G useppe?”
| wel comed the diversion. Guseppe was waiting patiently for me to
complete the repaint job. H s wi ndshield had been repl aced.

After she left, |I snatched up the transcript. There was no doubt about
it. The doctor reported he had been running and was in a state of totally
spent exhaustion. | wondered for how many miles the bus had played with him

before the final lunge. The transcript had no notion of anything like that, of
cour se.

They had | ocated the bus and identified it by the tire tracks. The
police had it and were trying to trace its ownership.

There was an editorial in the transcript about it. It had been the first
traffic fatality in the state for that year and the paper warned strenuously
agai nst manual driving after night.

There was no nmention of CGellhorn's three thugs and for that, at |east, |
was grateful. None of our cars had been seduced by the pleasure of the chase

into killing.

That was all. | let the paper drop. Gellhorn had been a crimnal. H's
treatment of the bus had been brutal. There was no question in ny mnd he
deserved death. But still | felt a bit queasy over the manner of it.

A month has passed now and | can’t get it out of ny nind.
My cars talk to one another. | have no doubt about it anynmore. It’s as



t hough they’ ve gai ned confidence; as though they re not bothering to keep it
secret anynore. Their engines rattle and knock continuously.

And they don't tal k anong thensel ves only. They talk to the cars and
buses that cone into the Farmon busi ness. How | ong have they been doing that?

They must be understood, too. Cellhorn’s bus understood them for all it
hadn’t been on the grounds nmore than an hour. | can close ny eyes and bring
back that dash along the highway, with our cars flanking the bus on either
side, clacking their notors at it till it understood, stopped, let ne out, and

ran off with Cellhorn.

Did my cars tell himto kill Gellhorn? O was that his idea?

Can cars have such ideas? The notor designers say no. But they nean
under ordinary conditions. Have they foreseen everything!’

Cars get ill-used, you know.

Sone of them enter the Farm and observe. They get told things. They find
out that cars exist whose notors are never stopped, whom no one ever drives,
whose every need is supplied.

Then maybe they go out and tell others. Maybe the word is spreadi ng
qui ckly. Maybe they're going to think that the Farmway should be the way al
over the world. They don't understand. You couldn’t expect themto understand
about | egacies and the whins of rich nen.

There are mllions of autonatobiles on Earth, tens of millions. If the
t hought gets rooted in themthat they re slaves; that they should do
some-thing about it... If they begin to think the way CGellhorn’s bus did...

Maybe it won't be till after nmy time. And then they' Il have to keep a
few of us to take care of them won’t they? They wouldn't kill us all

And maybe they woul d. Maybe they woul dn’t understand about how soneone
woul d have to care for them Maybe they won't wait.

Every norning | wake up and think, Mybe today...

| don’t get as much pleasure out of my cars as | used to. Lately, |
notice that I’m even beginning to avoid Sally.

BREAKFAST OF CHAMPI ONS
by Thomas A. Easton

No answer. O course. By all the | aws of sainted Murphy, that |ast skirmsh
had to cost nme ny antenna. Not just my head.
So here | am Surrounded by savages. O not surrounded, really. They're

all in front of nmy eyes, except when the chief or one of his w ves goes into
his hut. They’'ve got that dinnerbell |ook on their faces, but | should be safe
enough. It takes another ironguts to do nme in, like the one that shot ny head
of f.

The battle was last night. Wiwy? | don't know, except that that’s when
our forces nmet. There’s no difference between sun and stars when your IR is
built right in. The only way anyone will ever lick that is when they build a
cryogenic soldier. | suppose they ' re working on it.

Ni ght or day, though, the hell of it is that you can’t hide. You duck
behind a rock, and it takes two shots to get you instead of one. One for the
rock, one for you. Marvelous stuff, these nodern weapons. They make the
battl efield unsafe for human beings. That's why they built us. Ironguts, they

call us, and for good reason. W look like nmen, snell like men, sound |ike
men, think Iike men. Taste like nen? | don’t know, but maybe I'Il find out
soon.

The natives are gathered around ny body now. One’'s got a big knife. He's
wor ki ng on ny clothes. Tough stuff, hey? That’s right, fellow Saw at it a

bit. It’ll cut, as long as your blade is sharp enough. It is, too. But you'd
better hone it again soon. O you' |l never get through ny skin. Even honing
it’s no guarantee.

Just like men, | was saying. Except we’'re tougher. Lots tougher. It
takes a war to kill us, nothing less, so if nmen could just keep their noses in

their own business we'd live forever. If you can call it living. After all



we're just fancy nmachines.

I wish | could get through to HO That knife is sharp. |I’m stark naked
now. And the savages are staring. They’'ve never seen anything like ne. No
equi prent. |I'’mnot that manlike. | swear they | ook di sappointed. Especially
the chief. Maybe he was counting on a delicacy.

But now for the skin, hey? That's right, stroke it right down the
m ddl e, breastbone to crotch. Lean on it a little. You have to clean the
carcass before you can do anything else with it. What? Not a mark? | told you
I was tough. That’'s right, try honing it. Here cones a kid with your stone. Do
a good job, now.

What’'s the war all about, you ask? How should I know? |I’'mjust a grunt,

after all. But | can guess. Probably real estate, or resources. Jungle stuff,
too. Futile, as always. What’'s it all about? Fromwhere | sit, it’s battles,
battles, and nore battles. Kill or be killed. A classic story.

Last night’s was just one in a long string of firefights. Maybe ny |ast.
Sonebody caught me right across the neck with a beam | don’'t even know which

side did it. And there | was, lying on the ground in two pieces. And there
stayed while the fighting faded out in the distance.

Eventually these little brown fell ows showed up to pick up the pieces,

i ncluding ne. Took me back to their village, stuck nmy head up on top of a
pole, and planted the pole in front of the head man’s place. Then they spread
nmy body out in the mddle of the conpound, right in front of ne, so | have a
good view. Close to the fire, too. Nice and warm N ce and handy.

The knife seens to be honed as sharp as it can be now He's ready to try
again. No luck slicing. Can he stab? The bl ade has a good point. Ummph! If |
was alive, that would have knocked the breath right out of ne, if | breathed.

Now sonebody’s bringing a hamrer. Moire of a mallet, really. He's got the
knife. He's planting it right over my power pack. Win't he be surprised if he
pokes a hole in that! He's raising the mallet. Wiam No |uck. Wam Stil
none. The chief grabs the mallet and holds it in both hands. The first guy
steadies the knife. WHAM And the knife breaks. Snhaps right in two. Not a mark
on me. But the guy who had the knife in the first place | ooks right pissed.

I"mlucky, really. Here | am able to watch the cannibals carving up ny
carcass. My main power pack’s in ny belly, with connectors to nmy weaponry’
built into my fingertips. G ab the gun right, and you're ready to shoot. But
there’s a little auxiliary pack in my skull. Just enough juice to keep the
sensors working and the brain ticking along. Not enough to blink or talk,
though. | wish | could talk. 1'd pull the god bit and get themto cart nme back
to base.

Speaki ng of which, it’s not a conplete disaster, having my antenna
knocked out. They can hone on my power pack. Sonetines. In theory.

These savages are determ ned. They're going to have ne for breakfast if
it takes all day. Here comes an axe now.

And the beefiest guy in the tribe. GQuy? Hell, no. That’s a woman. But
built! Like a Mack truck. Somebody grabs ny right armand hauls it out fromny
body. She raised that axe overhead. Her nuscles bulge as she brings it down.
Just as hard as she can. And that’'s hard! THUNK! The joint looks a little
flattened fromhere, but ny skin's intact. GQuess I'll need a little rebuilding
if I ever get out of here. Oops! They see what the axe did too. She’s raising
it again. THUNKI A little flatter. They wiggle the arm It flops. CGoodbye
el bow.

And | was overdue for an overhaul before this battle. | should have
stayed at base. Had the mechs fix that wobble in ny left pinkie. I’ve been
having a little trouble plugging the connector into the sighting control on ny
beamer. And | swear there’'s a bearing going in ny right hip. Not to speak of a
patch of jungle fungus up ny right nostril. Though that night be stretching
things a bit. They told us the fungus can’t root in our hides, another
advant age we have over nen. And if they catch you malingering--we can do it,
bel i eve nel--they programyou. Even that woul d be better than what’s happening
NOW.



They’'re building up the fire. If steel can’'t hack it, maybe heat will.
They’'re logical, anyway. It’s a reasonable assunption. They can see the scorch
marks on the stunp of my neck. | wish | could understand what they’re saying.
My ears are working, just like my eyes, but all the noise is just gibberish.
Gobbl edygood. |Is that what started fol ks calling them gooks? Who cares? | can
tell what they’'re planning. | can see well enough. The eyes have it. They’ ve
grabbed a hold of ny bad arm They're dragging ne over to the fire, laying
that el bow right on top of a flam ng | og.

I wish | could get HO

The fire shouldn’t make much difference. It takes a good 1800 degrees
Celsius to hurt that skin polymer. Alittle |less than what a beamer produces.
But they're all worked up anyway. Optimistic, | guess. Maybe even with reason.
Even fromhere, | can see ny skin changing color. That shoul dn’t happen! Maybe
t he axe bruised the pol ymer enough to weaken it. But the axe shouldn’t have
done that! It shouldn’t even have hurt the joint, actually. W' re supposed to
be i mune to nechani cal accidents, |ike axes and steel-jacketed slugs. So I'm
not perfect. That’'s news? \Wat with being put together by the | owest bidder?

Ch, great! They're going to try the axe again. They're hauling ne out of
the fire, laying the armacross a stick of firewdod. A chopping bl ock. And
whaml This tinme they make it. That’s nmy armthey’ re passing around. Looks |ike
bone, doesn't it fellows? Metal-ceramic alloy. Nice and white, it's alittle
dry. Looks like nmeat, too, hey? Mght even taste like it. It’s sonething like
protein, after all. The npbst conpact nuscle they could design. Not very
nourishing, though. It’s made of silicon, not carbon

It doesn’t taste right, you say? That's right, you guys are |icking your
fingers, aren’t you? CGetting juice all over you fromthe stunp. | hope it rots
your guts out. No, don't spit. Swallowit. How can it rot you if you don’t?”

Sonebody just lost interest in ne. She's getting a nore edible
breakfast. Bringing out a pot of something. Setting it over the fire. Looks
like porridge. No wonder they wanted neat! They' re drifting away from ne.
Maybe t hey’' re done. Maybe the nechs won't have too nuch work to do.

No, they’'re conming back. Sone of them anyway. Bowl s of porridge in
their fists. Staring at me. Tal king around their food. Gesticulating. One
bri ght boy seens to have an idea. He sets his bow aside and points at ne.
Then he waves his hands down over his body. My skin for a coat, huh? The
i nvul nerabl e warri or.

Anot her guy holds up the broken knife. Good boy! How can you skin me if
you can’t cut nme? But the bright one isn't fazed. He picks up ny arm and
begins to peel the skin back fromthe stunmp, like taking a glove off. Geat! A
geni us! The others get it too. and two of them start working on my neck

It’s really a shame that nmy skin is so lifelike. That neans it’'s
flexible. It has to be, if I"'mgoing to do nuch nmoving around. It al so neans
it’'ll stretch. Just enough for themto get it over ny shoulders and start it
novi ng.

Now | really am naked. That’'s ny skin they' re pawi ng over, six feet away
fromnmy body. Inside out, yet. A wonen brings a jug and they wash the juices
of f. Then they start scraping away the fibers that fastened the skin in place.
Pretty soon, it’'s all ready for drying, and the fire does a quick job of that.
The fire also lets them open up the neck opening a bit, that and what’'s |eft
of the knife.

And now, here cones the chief. He’s not too young--there’s a bit of
grizzle in his hair--but no one’s about to hold out on him He' s the boss, and
my skin is now his. If anyone in this tribe is going to be invulnerable, it'll
be him

As he approaches, they quickly turn my skin right side out and hold it
up for him He inspects it carefully. Pokes it with a finger and grins. Then
he grabs it and holds it up to his scrawny frame, for all the world like a
worman getting ready to try on a dress. The fit is going to be |ousy. My feet
drag on the ground in front of him

The others hold it for himas he crawls in through the neck hole. They



hel p work his feet down where my feet ought to be and get his left hand into
pl ace. He gestures, and they bring himthe skin of ny right arm He puts that
on, just like a long glove, and there he is, me, skin-deep. Though he’'s al
wrinkles. But he’s still grinning. All he needs to do nowis test his new
outfit.

He speaks and gestures and one of his wives runs out of sight under ny
perch. She returns in a second with one of the chiefs spears. Wen she hands
it to him he tests the point with a thunb. He gri maces when he can't feel a
thing and touches it to his tongue. Then he hold it out to one of his young
fol | oners.

The young guy steps back a few feet and rai ses the spear. He cocks his
arm back and lets fly. And, of course, the thing bounces off my skin. Though
not painlessly. The chief roars at the blow and | eaps at his spearman. A quick
bl ow knocks himto his knees, and | can al nost understand what the boss man is
crying: “Not that hard, you idiot!”

Hah! My skin will keep anyone from poking holes in you, but it won't
stop you fromfeeling themtry. And it won't stop anyone from cavi ng your
chest in or breaking your back with a club. The chief seens to realize as
much, but that doesn ‘t keep himfromswelling up with pride over his new
possession. He's right in front of me now Waving his spear under ny nose.
Scream ng sonet hing that sounds pretty triunphant. As if he'd just |icked ne.

But he isn't watching his people. And they' re throw ng quick gl ances at
t he sky, glances that very soon take on a terrified cast. They' re beginning to
cry out, too, shouts of panic as they scatter and run for the trees. Could it
be?

Yes! There's the floater, com ng down right on top of ny body, one skid
scattering the fire. The Search and Rescue squad, honing on ny power pack at
last. The Repair squad if you' re not too far gone. The Sal vage squad if you
are.

The sudden silence gets the chief’s attention. He whirls to face the
conpound, his arm dropping and his nmouth hangi ng open in mdshout as he sees
t he sudden apparition. Those things are silent! He pulls hinmself together.
can see it happen. Isn’t he invul nerable now? Aren’t his people watching from
the bushes? He Iifts the spear again, shakes it at the floater, and charges.

He's a brave bastard, but he’s dumb. He doesn’'t have a chance. \WWhat does
he think took my head off ny shoul ders? As soon as ny saviours see a hairy
savage in a robrob skin comng at them they open fire. Two beaners at once.
Before he takes his third step, he’s in three pieces.

Well, that’'s not as bad as me. Counting everything, |I’mnow in seven
pi eces. But | can be fixed.

SUN UP
by A A Jackson IV and Howard \al drop

The robot exploration ship Saenger parked off the huge red sun

It was now a tiny dot of stellar debris, bathed in light, five mllion
ni ne hundred ni nety-four thousand nyrianmeters fromthe star. Its fusion ram
had been silent for some tinme. It had coasted in on its reaction notors like a
squirrel clinbing down a curved treetrunk

The ship Saenger was partly a prepackaged scientific |aboratory, partly
a deep space probe, with sections devoted to smaller |aunching platfornmns,
i nfl at abl e observatories, assenbly shops. The ship Saenger had a present crew
of eighteen working robots. It was an advance research station, sent unnanned
to study this | ate-phase star. Wen it reached parking orbit, it sent nessages
back to its home world. In a year and a half, the first shipful of scientists
and workers would cone, finding the station set up and work underway.

The ship was mainly Saenger, a solid-state intelligence budded off the
gi ant SSI on the Moon.

Several hours after it docked off the sun, Saenger knew it was going to
di e.



There was a neutron star some 34 |ight-years away from Saenger, and 53
light-years away fromthe earth. To look at it, you wouldn’t think it was any
nore than a gal acti c garbage dunmp. All you could tell by listening to it was
that it was noisy, full of X-rays, that it rotated, and that it interfered
wi th everything up and down t he wavel engt hs.

Everyt hi ng except Snapshot.

Close into the tiny roaring star, closer than a man could go, were a
series of big chucks of metal that |ooked |Iike solid debris.

They were arrays of titaniumand crystal, vats of liquid nitrogen
shi el ding; deep inside were the real workings of Snapshot.

Snapshot was in the business of finding Ken wornholes in the froth of
gar bage given off by the star. Down at the Planck | ength, 10-35 cm the things
appeared, formed, reappeared, tw sted, broke off |ike steamon hot rocks. At
one end of the wornhol es was Snapshot, and at the other was the Universe.

It sent nessages fromone end, its scanners punching through the
bubbl i ng mass of waves, and it kept track of what went where and who was
tal king to whom

Snapshot’s job was like that of a man trying to shoot into the hol e of
an invisible Swiss cheese that was turning on three axes at 3300 rpm And it
had to remenber which holes it hit. And do it often

There were a coupl e of Snapshots scattered within close range of Earth,
and sorme further away. All these systens coordi nated nessages, allowed
i nst ant aneous conmuni cati on across |ight-years.

Al'l these comuni cati ons devi ces made up Snapshot. Snapshot was one
ten-mllionth the function of Plato.

Plato was a solid crystal intelligence grown on the Mon, deep under the
surface. The people who worked with Plato weren’'t exactly sure how he did
t hi ngs, but they were finding out every day. Plato came up with the right
answers; he had devi sed Snapshot, he was giving man the stars a step or two at
atine. He wasn’t human, but he had been planned by humans so they could work
wi th him

“Plato, this is Saenger.”
> < (:)-(:)(:) 666 * CCC XXXXX

“That’ s being sent. | have an energency here that will cancel the
project. Please notify the responsible parties.”

> <> <27 () R o> <

“I don't think so. 1'll tell themnyself.”

() &

“I"1l get back to you on that.”

(1)

“Hol di ng.”

XXXXX PLATO TRANSFER SNAPSHOT re Saenger RUNNI NG

Doct or Maxell |eaned back in her chair. The Snapshot printout was
runni ng and the visuals awaited her attention

“Uchi,” she said, “they’ll have to scrub Saenger.”

“I heard the bleep,” said the slight man. He pulled off his glasses and
rubbed his eyes. “Is Plato ready yet?”

“Let’s see it together,” she said. “It’|Il save time when we have to
rerun it for the Committee.”

They wat ched the figures, the graphics, the words. The printout ran into

st or age.
“Supernova,” said Dr. Maxell.
“Well... first opportunity to see one close up.”
“But there goes the manned part of the project. There goes Saenger.”
“The Conmittee will have to decide what comes next.”

“You want to tell themor should | ?”



“Saenger, this is Dr. Maxell.”

“Speaki ng.”

No matter how many times she did it, Sondra never got used to speaking
across light-years with no nore delay than through an interoffice system

“Saenger, the Committee has seen your reports and is scrubbing the
remai nder of your m ssion. The rest of your programw |l be nodified. You' re
to record events in and around the star until such time as--your functions
cease.”

There was a slight pause.

“Wuld it be possible to send auxiliary equipnment to allow nme to | eave
this system before the star erupts?”

“I"'mafraid not, Saenger. If the forces hold to your maxi mum predi cated

time, there’s still no chance of getting a booster to you.”
Saenger, like the other robot research stations, was a fusion ram They
used gi gantic boosters to push themto ramm ng speed. The boosters, |ike

shuttlecraft, were reusable and were piloted back to | aunching orbits. Saenger
used its ramto nove across vast distances and to slow down. Its ion notors
were useful only for maneuvering and course corrections.

The reaction notors could not bring it to ramm ng speed.

The booster for its return journey was to be brought out on the first
manned shi p whi ch woul d have conme to Saenger

The manned ship was not coning.

Al this was inplied in Doctor Maxell’s words

“Wuld | be of nore use if | were to remain functioning throughout the
event ?”

“Certainly,” she said. “But that’'s not possible. Check with Plato on the
figures for the shock wave and your stress capabilities.”

Sli ght pause.

“l see. But, it would be even better for scientific research if |
survived the expl osion of the star?”

“OfF course. But there is nothing you can do. Please stand by for new
pr ogr anm ng.”

There was anot her short silence, then

“You wi |l be checking on nmy progress, won't you?”

“Yes Saenger, we will.”

“Then | shall do the best possible job of information-gathering for
whi ch | am equi pped.”

“You do that, Saenger. Please do that for us.”

In Saenger’s first nessages, it told themwhat it saw. The spectroscopy,
X-ray scans, ir, uv and neutrino grids told the same thing: the star was goi ng
to expl ode.

Saenger reached an optinumfigure of one year, two nmonths and sonme days.
The research ship checked with Plato. The crystal intelligence on the Mon
told himto knock a few nonths off that.

Plato printed a scenario of the |ast stages of the 18-sol ar-mass star
He sent it to Doctor Maxell. It |ooked like this:

START--016 CORE | GNI TI ON HELI UM FLARE
OPT. TIME 12 DAYS

STAGE: 160 SHELL | GNI TI ON
DURATI ON 2. 37 DAYS

CORE COOLI NG 160 BURNOFF
STAGE: SI LI CONE CORE | GNI TI ON
DUR. 20 HOURS

STAGE: SI LI CONE CORE BURNI NG
DUR. 2.56 DAYS

STAGE: SI LI CONE SHELL | GNI TI ON
DUR. 8 HOURS

STAGE: CORE CONTRACTI ON



DUR 15 HOURS

STAGE: | RON CORE PHOTODI SI NTEGRATED
--CORE COLLAPSE DUR. 5 h 24 min 18 sec
SUPERNOVA no durational msmmt possible

The sane information was sent to. Saenger. Wth the nessage fromPlato
that the first step of the scenario was |ess then el even nonths away.

Saenger prepared hinself for the coming explosion. It sent out small
automatic probes to ring the star at various distances. One of themit sent on
an outward orbit. It was to witness the destruction of Saenger before it, too,
was vaporized by the unl oosed energi es of the star

One of the problens they had working with Plato was that he was not
human. So, then, neither were any of the other SSIs budded off Plato. O which
Saenger was one. Humans had nade Plato, had guided it while it evolved its own
brand of sentience.

They had done all they could to guide it al ong human thought patterns.
But if it went off on sone detour which brought results, no matter how alien
the process, they left it to its own neans.

It had once asked for sone | aboratory animals to test to destruction
and they had said no. Oherwise, they let Plato do as it pl eased.

They gave a little, they took a little while the intelligence grew
within its deep tunnels in the Mon. What they eventually got was the best
m nd man coul d ever hope to use, to harness for his own neans.

And as Pl ato had been budded off the earlier, smaller Socrates, they
were preparing a section of Plato for excision. It would be used for even
grander schenes, larger things. Aristotle’ s pit was being excavated near
Tycho.

That part of Plato concerned with such things was quizzical. It already
knew it was devel oping | arger capacities, and could tackle a few of the
probl ems for which they would groom Aristotle. In a few years, it knew it
m ght answer themall, |long before the new mass had gained its full capacity.

But nobody asked it, so it didn’'t nmention it.

Not maliciously, though. It had been raised that way.

Thousands of snall buds had al ready been taken off Plato, put in
stations throughout the solar system used in colonization, forned into the
Snapshot system used for the brains of exploratory ships.

Saenger was one of those.

“Plato.”

?

“l have a problem?”
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“What can | do? Besides that?”
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“Then what ?”
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“Do go on.”
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“Saenger is talking to Plato a lot, Sondra.”

“Alot? How nuch is a lot?”

“l saw sone discards yesterday, had Saenger’s code on it. Thought they
were fromthe regular run. But | cane across the sane thing this norning
bef ore the Snapshot encoding. So it couldn’t have been on regul ar
transm ssion.”

“And...?” asked Sondra.

“And | ran a capacity trace on it. Saenger used four ten-billionths of
Plato’s time this norning. And yesterday, a little less.”

She drunmed her fingers on the desk. “That’'s nore than ten probes shoul d



have used, even on maintenance schedul es. Maybe Plato is as interested as we
are in supernovae?”’

“What Saenger gave us was pretty conplete. There’s not nuch he could
tell Plato he didn't tell us.”

“Want to run it on playback?” asked Sondra.

“I"d rather you asked Saenger yourself,” said the nan. “Maybe they just
exchanged i nformati on and went over capacity.”

Sondra Maxell took off her earphones. “Uchi, do you think Saenger knows
it’s going to die?”

“Well, it knows what ‘ceasing to function’ is. O has a general idea,
anyway. | don't think it has the capacity to understand death. It has nothing
to go by.”

“But it's a reasoning being, like Plato. |I...” She thought a nonent.

“How many of Plato’s buds have ceased to function?”

“Just the one, on the Centauri rig.”

“And that was quick, sudden, totally unexpected?”

“The crew and the ship wi ped out in a couple of nanoseconds. Wat...?"

“l think, Uchi, that this is the first time one of Plato’s children
knows it’s going to die. And so does Plato.”

“You mean it mght be giving Saenger special attention, because of
t hat ?”

“Or Saenger mght be demanding it.”

Uchi was silent.

“This is going to be sonething to see,” he said, finally.

“Saenger, what have you been talking to Plato about?”
“The nmechani cs of the shock wave and the flux within the star’s | oosened

envel ope. If you would like, | could printout everything we've discussed.”

“That woul d take nonths, Saenger.”

“No matter then, Dr. Maxwell. | have a question.”

“Yes?”

“Could | nove further away fromthis star? The resolution of ny
instruments won’t be affected up to point 10.7 AU. | could station a probe in
this orbit. | thought you might get a better view and data if | were further
out.”

Sondra was qui et. “Saenger,” she said, “you know you can’t possibly get
away fromthe shock, no matter how far you nove on your ion engines?”

“Yes, Doctor.”

“And that you can’t get to ranmi ng speed, either?”

“Yes,” said Saenger.

“Then why are you trying to nove further away?”

“To give you a better view,” said the ship. “Plato and | figured the
further away the nore chance of getting valuable information | woul d have.
could tel enmeter much nore coordinated data through Snapshot. The new
programmng is not specific about the distance of the ship, only of the
pr obes.”

Sondra | ooked at Uchi. “We'|l ask the Conmittee. | don't think there’l
be any real objections. W’ Il get back to you ASAP.”

“Saenger out.”

Of that star was black, and the light was so bright on the sunward side
that all Saenger’s screens had to be filtered dowmn to No. 3.

The sun still appeared as a red giant in the optics, burning brighter
t han when Saenger docked around it. But Saenger had other eyes that saw in
other waves. His neutrino grids saw the round ball of the star and its
phot osphere, but deep inside it detected a gl owi ng cone, grow ng |arger and
nore open each day, rooted down inside the atnosphere of the sun. The helium
flash was not far away.

Already Plato had revised his figures again. He had little nore than
seven nonths before the star blew like a cosnic steam boiler, giving nmen the



first close ook at an event they had not seen before.

The star would cover the whole sunward sky, its shell would expand,
covering everything for mllions of nyriameters with the scream ng remants of
its atnosphere.

Saenger had no margin of safety.

He did not have time, or the proper materials, or anything.

He was nonitoring hinmself and his worker robots as he noved outward on
his reaction engines. He had swng out of the orbit as soon as the Conmittee
had gi ven permi ssion

H s robots noved in and out through the airlocks and the open sides of
t he ship.

One of them wusing a cutting | aser, sawed through its | eg and went
whirling away on a puff of soundl ess force. These robot were never nade to
wor k out side the ship.

| f Saenger could have, he woul d have said the word damm.

“Pl at 0?”

?

“There’s not enough material in the ship unless | cannibalize ny
shi el ding.”

> <

“But that woul d defeat the whol e purpose.”

*9Q

“How could I 7?”

X(:)&----) () (- -

“Hey! Way didn't | think of that!”

& *()

“But they' Il know as soon as | do.”

2 ()0) &- - -7

“Vell...”

“Now he’s using his scoops,” said Sondra as she nonitored the Snapshot
encodi ng for the day. “Wat in the hell is going on out there?”

“It’s not interfering with the nonitoring programs. He's sent out two
nore renote nonitors. And the activity down there is picking up.”

“He’ s backed off on his use of Plato. Way below normal, in fact. Do you
t hi nk we ought to have himdunp his grids now?” she asked;
“You're the boss,” said Uchi. “1'd get as nuch information as we could

first. He may find sonmething in those |ast three nminutes we don’'t know about.”
“Has Pl ato contacted hin?” asked Sondra. “Hmm Not lately.”
“He’s cut himloose,” she said. “He’s on his own.”

Saenger was fighting now, with every passing nonent. The ship was

unr ecogni zabl e. The revanp Pl ato suggested changed the ship conpletely.

Spi dery arrays went out and out fromthe skel eton, and among themthe robots
wor ked.

Stars shone through franes which had once held thick shielding.
Laboratories, quarters, all were enptied and dismantl ed. The franes thensel ves
were being shaved away with inprovised lasers until they were light and thin
as bird s bones. The ship was little nmore than a shell around the solid-state
intelligence and the fusion ram

Saenger was using the magnetic scoops at the nmonent. He sucked in the
| oose hydrogen at nosphere which bathed the star system The giant coils began
to hum and as they did Saenger |ost some of his capacity, like a man too | ong
under water. Part of his shielding was to protect himfromthe effects of the
coils, and now that plating was gone. He was taking in hydrogen, conpressing
it, turning it to liquid hydrogen which would shield himfrom nost of the
harnful radiations.

Soon, though, he would renmove the plates which shielded himfromthe
growi ng bath of X-rays, photons and other stellar garbage. He was not sure, as



he told Plato, that he could remain for long in that acid shower.

Saenger pulled a sufficient quantity of hydrogen in, turned off the
coils. He let two robots carry off another |ayer of insulation

Saenger was |ike a dazed man on a battlefield, too long without rest.
And the real war had not even started.

Pl ato was nore nearly right.

Three days before the predicted time, the star entered its supernova
scenari o.

The Director was down in the Banks, with nost of the Committee and ot her
i nterested spectators. Uchi and Dr. Maxwel|l sat at their usual places before
t he Snapshot consol es.

“Really too bad,” the Director was saying. “Research project |ike that
scrat ched; about to | ose one of our shipboard SSIs. But it’'ll give us a good
| ook at what happens when a star dies.”

They were scanni ng Snapshot for full visuals, X-ray, infrared,
ultraviolet, radio. This would be the nost closely watched star event ever,
and they were running it all into Plato’s permanent storage section where even
he coul d not erase it.

If he had thought to try.

“How do you want to handle the nonitors, Saenger?”

“I"l1'l keep on the innernost probes until they are overtaken, then
transfer to the outernost. Then back, and I'Il hold as long as | can. Then you
ought to have a few mnutes on the farthest renote before it goes.”

“Good enough. Pl ease nmonitor readings until the shock wave hits. W'l
listen in when we’'re not too busy.”

“Certainly.”

“Qops!” soneone said. “There is goes.”

It’s hard to imagine a star shaking itself to pieces, but they saw it up
close for the first time, then. One second the star seened fine, if alittle
bright, then it darkened and the whole surface lifted Iike a tranpoline top

This fromthe cl osest of the probes, one nillion eight hundred thousand
nmyri anetets out. The linmb of the star they were watching grew and grew and
filled the screen and...

They were watching the sun expand fromthe second renote, two mllion
two hundred sixty-eight thousand nyrianeters away, on the opposite side of the
star. The sun filled that screen too, and the screen went bl ank before the
shock front reached it and...

“Shockwave, pulling a little ahead of the gases,” said a technician

“Forty-seven point two seconds to the first. Seven-seven point seven to
t he second. About a tenth |ight-speed for the gases,” said Uchi.

The information sped from Saenger through Snapshot to Plato. Records,
stacks of tape, videoprints, all rolled into the pernmanent storage units on
the Moon. They watched the star kill itself with its own |ight and heat.

The pickup switched to the furthest probe, orbiting alnost two AU from
the star. For the first time, they saw the whole sun, and it grew and grew
even as they watched. It was i mense, the lenses kept filtering down and down
and still they could not keep the sensors from burning out. Lenses rotated in
to replace others, and the thing covered fully a third of the heavens even
this far away.

And it got bigger.

“He’ s supposed to switch back,” said the Director. “lIsn’t he?”

“Do you think it already hit hin?” asked one of the spectators.

“Couldn’t,” said Uchi. “We haven't gotten his information dunp through
Snapshot yet.”

Then he | ooked at Sondra.

“He can’t hold it on us, can he?”

“No,” she said. “It’s in the program”

But she bit her nails anyway.

Uchi tinmed the expansion. “It should have gotten himnow Wy didn’'t he



dunp? Is he still on?”

Sondra feared to | ook but she did. Two inputs still through Snapshot.
The outer probe and..

They | ooked at the screen. The supernova appeared as a rolling unfolding
bunch of dirty sheets, and the center grew whiter with each ripple shaken
| oose.

It covered half the screen, then two-thirds, then three quarters.

“The shock rmust be alnpst to the probe,” said the Director

“What happened to Saenger ?” asked Sondra of Uchi. “Were is he?”

“Look!”

They al |l did.

The whiteness of the star filled the screen and there was a narbl ed spot
t hrough which the glowi ng central core could be seen. The star nust have | ost
atenth its mass. The w deni ng sphere of white-hot gases and debris whi pped
toward the probe.

And in front of it came something that |ooked |ike an ol d sink stopper.

Closer it cane, and they saw it rode just before the shock wave, that
t he huge round thing caused swirls in the envel ope of gases nuch |ike tension
on a bubble of soap

On it came, closer, and larger, the gases behind it noving perceptibly,
qui ckly, toward the lens of the outernost probe.

“Saenger!” yelled Uchi, and Sondra joined him and they all began to yen
and cheer in the control room “He built an ablation shield. He's riding that
goddamn shock wave! Sonehow, sonewhere he got the stuff to make it! My CGod.
What a ship, oh what a ship!”

And Saenger had the lens zoomin then, and they saw the skel etal
framewor k, the spiderweb of netal and shielding and plastic and burnt pieces
of rock, ore and robot parts which made it up

Then the ship flashed by and the screen nelted away as the gases hit the
pr obe.

“Doctor Maxell...” came Saenger’'s voice. It was changed, and the phase
kept slipping as he tal ked.

“Yes, Saenger? Yes?”

“Perm ssion to abbbooort--tt--abort programand return to earth docki ng
orbit. Al nost at ram speed--zgichzzggzi chh--at ram speed now.”

“Yes, Saenger! Yes, Yes!”

“Ram functioni ng. Doctor Maxell?”

“ W]at ?”
“I want to conme hone now. |I'mvery tired.”
“You will, you can,” she said.

The screen changed to an aft view from Saenger. The white, grow ng
sphere of the burnt star was being left slowy behind. The slight w spy
contrail fromthe ship’s ramblurred part of the screen, the gas envel ope the
rest.

“I"ve lost sone of myself,” said Saenger

“I't doesn’t matter, it doesn't matter.”

She was cryi ng.

“Everything win be an right,”’

she sai d.

SECOND VARI ETY
by Philip K Dick

The Russi an sol dier nmade his way nervously up the ragged side of the hill
hol di ng his gun ready. He gl anced around him licking his dry lips, his face
set. Fromtinme to time he reached up a gl oved hand and w ped perspiration from
hi s neck, pushing down his coat collar.

Eric turned to Corporal Leone. “Want hin? O can | have hin?” He
adjusted the view sight so the Russian’s features squarely filled the gl ass,
the lines cutting across his hard, somber features.

Leone considered. The Russian was cl ose, noving rapidly, alnmost running.



“Don't fire. Wait,” Leone tensed. “I don't think we' re needed.”

The Russian increased his pace, kicking ash and piles of debris out of
his way. He reached the top of the hill and stopped, panting, staring around
him The sky was overcast, drifting clouds of gray particles. Bare trunks of
trees jutted up occasionally; the ground was | evel and bare, rubbl estrewn,
with the ruins of buildings standing out here and there |ike yell ow ng
skul I s.

The Russi an was uneasy. He knew somet hing was wong. He started down the

hill. Now he was only a few paces fromthe bunker. Eric was getting fidgety.
He played with his pistol, glancing at Leone.

“Don’t worry,” Leone said. “He won't get here. They' |l take care of
him?”

“Are you sure? He's got dam far.”
“They hang around close to the bunker. He's getting into the bad part.
Get set!”

The Russi an began to hurry, sliding down the hill, his boots sinking
into the heaps of gray ash, trying to keep his gun up. He stopped for a
monent, lifting his fieldglasses to his face.

“He’s | ooking right at us,” Eric said.

The Russi an cane on. They could see his eyes, like two blue stones. H's

mouth was open a little. He needed a shave; his chin was stubbled. On one bony
cheek was a square of tape, showi ng blue at the edge. A fungoid spot. Hi s coat
was rmuddy and torn. One gl ove was mssing. As he ran his belt counter bounced
up and down agai nst him

Leone touched Eric’s arm “Here one cones.”

Across the ground sonmething small and netallic cane, flashing in the
dull sunlight of md-day. A netal sphere. It raced up the hill after the
Russian, its treads flying. It was small, one of the baby ones. Its claws were
out, two razor projections spinning in a blur of white steel. The Russian
heard it. He turned instantly, firing. The sphere dissolved into particles.
But already a second had emerged and was following the first. The Russian
fired again.

A third sphere |l eaped up the Russian’'s leg, ‘clicking and whirring. It
junped to the shoul der. The spinning bl ades di sappeared into the Russian’'s
t hr oat .

Eric relaxed. “Well, that’'s that. God, those damm things give ne the
creeps. Sonetinmes | think we were better off before.”

“I'f we hadn’t invented them they would have.” Leone lit a cigarette
shakily. “1 wonder why a Russian would cone all this way alone. | didn't see
anyone covering him?”

Lt. Scott came slipping up the tunnel, into the bunker. “Wat happened?
Sonet hing entered the screen.”

“An lvan.”

“Just one?”

Eric brought the view screen around. Scott peered into it. Now there
wer e numerous netal spheres crawing over the prostrate body, dull netal
gl obes clicking and whirring, sawing up the Russian into snmall parts to be
carried away.

“What a lot of claws,” Scott nurnured.

“They come like flies. Not nmuch gane for themany nore.”

Scott pushed the sight away, disgusted. “Like flies. | wonder why he was
out there. They know we have claws all around.”

A larger robot had joined the smaller spheres. It was directing
operations, a long blunt tube with projecting eyepieces. There was not nuch
left of the soldier. Wat remai ned was bei ng brought down the hillside by the
host of cl aws.

“Sir,” Leone said. “If it’s all right, I'd like to go out there and take
a look at him”
“ \My?li

“Maybe he came with something.”



Scott considered. He shrugged. “All right. But be careful.”
“I have my tab.” Leone patted the netal band at his wist. “I’'Il be out
of bounds.”

He picked up his rifle and stepped carefully up to the nmouth of the
bunker, maki ng his way between bl ocks of concrete and steel prongs, tw sted
and bent. The air was cold at the top. He crossed over the ground toward the
remai ns of the soldier, striding across the soft ash. A wi nd bl ew around him
swirling gray particles up in his face. He squinted and pushed on

The claws retreated as he cane cl ose, sone of themstiffening into
i Mmobility. He touched his tab. The |Ivan woul d have given sonething for that!
Short hard radiation emitted fromthe tab neutralized the claws, put them out
of comm ssion. Even the big robot with its two waving eyestal ks retreated
respectfully as he approached.

He bent down over the remains of the soldier. The gl oved hand was cl osed
tightly. There was sonething in it. Leone pried the fingers apart. A sealed
container, alumnum Still shiny.

He put it in his pocket and made his way back to the bunker. Behind him
the claws canme back to life, noving into operation again. The procession
resumed, mnetal spheres noving through the gray ash with their | oads. He could
hear their treads scrabbling against the ground. He shuddered.

Scott watched intently as he brought the shiny tube out of his pocket.
“He had that?”

“I'n his hand.” Leone unscrewed the top. “Muybe you should look at it,
sir.”

Scott took it. He enptied the contents out in the palmof his hand. A
smal | piece of silk paper, carefully folded. He sat down by the |ight and
unfol ded it.

“What's it say, sir?” Eric said. Several officers cane up the tunnel
Maj or Hendricks appear ed.

“Mpjor,” Scott said. “Look at this.”

Hendricks read the slip. “This just conme?”

“A single runner. Just now.”

“Where is he?” Hendricks asked sharply. “The claws got him”

Maj or Hendricks grunted. “Here.” He passed it to his companions. “I
think this is what we’ve been waiting for. They certainly took their tine
about it.”

“So they want to talk terms,” Scott said. “Are we going along with
t hen?”

“That’s not for us to decide.” Hendricks sat down. “Where’'s the
comuni cations officer? | want the Mon Base.”

Leone pondered as the conmmuni cations officer raised the outside antenna
cautiously, scanning the sky above the bunker for any sign of a watching
Russi an shi p.

“Sir,” Scott said to Hendricks. “It’s sure strange they suddenly cane
around. We’'ve been using the claws for alnost a year. Now all of a sudden they
start to fold.”

“Maybe cl aws have been getting down in their bunkers.”

“One of the big ones, the kind with stalks, got into an Ivan bunker | ast
week,” Eric said. “It got a whole platoon of thembefore they got their lid
shut .”

“How do you know?”

“A buddy told nme. The thing came back with--with remains.”

“Moon Base, sir,” the conmunications officer said.

On the screen the face of the lunar nonitor appeared. Hi s crisp uniform
contrasted to the uniforns in the bunker. And he was clean shaven. “Moon
Base.”

“This is forward conmand L-Wistle. On Terra. Let me have Genera
Thonpson.”

The nonitor faded. Presently General Thonpson's heavy features cane into



focus. “What is it, Miyjor?”

“Qur claws got a single Russian runner with a nessage. W don’t know
whet her to act on it--there have been tricks like this in the past.”

“What' s t he nmessage?”

“The Russians want us to send a single officer on policy level over to
their lines. For a conference. They don't state the nature of the conference.
They say that matters of--" He consulted the slip. “--Matters of grave urgency
make it advi sable that discussion be opened between a representative of the UN
forces and thensel ves.”

He held the message up to the screen for the general to scan. Thonpson's
eyes noved.

“What should we do?” Hendricks said.

“Send a nman out.”

“You don’t think it’'s a trap?”

“I't mght be. But the location they give for their forward conmand is
correct. It's worth a try, at any rate.”

“I"lI'l send an officer out. And report the result to you as soon as he
returns.”

“Al'l right, Mjor.” Thonpson broke the connection. The screen died. Up
above, the antenna cane slowy down.

Hendricks rolled up the paper, deep in thought.

“I"lI'l go,” Leone said.

“They want somebody at policy level.” Hendricks rubbed his jaw “Policy
level. | haven't been outside in months. Maybe | could use a little air.”

“Don’t you think it’'s risky?”

Hendricks lifted the view sight and gazed into it. The remains of the
Russi ans were gone. Only a single clawwas in sight. It was folding itself
back, disappearing into the ash, like a crab. Like sone hideous netal crab..

“That’s the only thing that bothers ne.” Hendricks rubbed his wist. “I
know | ' msafe as long as | have this on ne. But there’'s sonething about them
| hate the damm things. | wish we’d never invented them There’'s sonething
wong with ne. Relentless little--"

“I'f we hadn’t invented them the Ivans woul d have.”

Hendri cks pushed the sight back. “Anyhow, it seens to be w nning the
war. | guess that’'s good.”

“Sounds like you' re getting the sane jitters as the lvans.”

Hendri cks examined his wist watch. “l guess | had better get started,
if I want to be there before dark.”

He took a deep breath and then stepped out onto the gray, rubbled
ground. After a minute he it a cigarette and stood gazing around him The
| andscape was dead. Nothing stirred. He could see for mles, endless ash and
slag, ruins of buildings. A few trees without |eaves or branches, only the
trunks. Above himthe eternal rolling clouds of gray, drifting between Terra
and the sun.

Maj or Hendricks went on. Of to the right sonmething scuttled, something
round and netallic. A claw, going lickety-split after sonething. Probably
after a small animal, a rat. They got rats, too. As a sort of sideline.

He cane to the top of the little hill and lifted his field-glasses. The
Russian lines were a few niles ahead of him They had a forward command post
there. The runner had come fromit.

A squat robot with undulating arns passed by him its arns weavi ng
inquiringly. The robot went on its way, disappearing under sone debris.

Hendri cks watched it go. He had never seen that type before. There were
getting to be nore and nore types he had never seen, new varieties and sizes
com ng up fromthe underground factories.

Hendri cks put out his cigarette and hurried on. It was interesting, the
use of artificial forns in warfare. How had they got started? Necessity. The
Sovi et Union had gained great initial success, usual with the side that got
the war going. Most of North Anerica had been blasted off the map. Retaliation



was quick in comng, of course. The sky was full of circling disc-bonbers |ong
before the war began; they had been up there for years. The discs began
sailing down all over Russia within hours after Washington got it.

But that hadn’t hel ped Washi ngton.

The American bl oc governments noved to the Moon Base the first year
There was not nuch else to do. Europe was gone; a slag heap with dark weeds
growi ng fromthe ashes and bones. Mst of North Anerica was usel ess; nothing
could be planted, no one could live. Afew mllion people kept going up in
Canada and down in South Anmerica. But during the second year Sovi et
parachutists began to drop, a fewat first, then nore and nore. They wore the
first really effective anti-radiation equipnment; what was |eft of American
producti on nmoved to the nobon along with the governments.

Al but the troops. The remai ning troops stayed behind as best they
could, a few thousand here, a platoon there. No one knew exactly where they
were; they stayed where they could, moving around at night, hiding in ruins,
in sewers, cellars, with the rats and snakes. It |ooked as if the Soviet Union
had the war al nost won. Except for a handful of projectiles fired off fromthe
nmoon daily, there was al nbst no weapon in use agai nst them They cane and went
as they pleased. The war, for all practical purposes, was over. Nothing
ef fective opposed them

And then the first claws appeared. And overni ght the compl exi on of the
war changed.

The cl aws were awkward, at first. Slow. The Ivans knocked them of f
al nrost as fast as they crawl ed out of their underground tunnels. But then they
got better, faster and nore cunning. Factories all on Terra, turned them out.
Factories a | ong way underground, behind the Soviet |lines, factories that had
once made atomi c projectiles, now al nost forgotten

The claws got faster, and they got bigger. New types appeared, sone wth
feelers, sone that flew There were a few junping kinds. The best technicians
on the nobon were working on designs, making themnmore and nore intricate, nore
flexi ble. They becane uncanny; the Ivans were having a ot of trouble with
them Some of the little claws were learning to hide thensel ves, burrow ng
down to the ash, lying in wait.

And then they started getting into the Russian bunkers, slipping down
when the lids were raised for air and a | ook around. One claw i nside a bunker
a churning sphere of blades and netal --that was enough. And when one got in
others followed. Wth a weapon |like that the war couldn’t go on much | onger

Maybe it was al ready over.

Maybe he was going to hear the news. Maybe the Politburo had decided to
throw in the sponge. Too bad it had taken so long. Six years. Along tine for
war |ike that, the way they had waged it. The automatic retaliation disc,
spi nning down all over Russia, hundreds of thousands of them Bacteria
crystals. The Soviet guided mssiles, whistling through the air. The chain
bonbs. And now this, the robots, the claws--

The claws weren’t |ike other weapons. They were alive, from any
practical standpoint, whether the Governnents wanted to admt it or not. They
were not machi nes. They were living things, spinning, creeping, shaking
t hensel ves up suddenly fromthe gray ash and darting toward a man, clinbing up
him rushing for his throat. And that was what they had been designed to do.
Their j ob.

They did their job well. Especially lately, with the new designs com ng
up. Now they repaired thensel ves. They were on their own. Radiation tabs
protected the UN troops, but if a nman lost his tab he was fair gane for the
claws, no matter what his uniform Down bel ow the surface automatic nmachi nery
stanped them out. Human bei ngs stayed a long way off. It was too risky; nobody
wanted to be around them They were left to thenselves. And they seened to be
doing all right. The new designs were faster, nore conplex. Mre efficient.

Apparently they had won the war.



Maj or Hendricks lit a second cigarette. The | andscape depressed him
Not hi ng but ash and ruins. He seened to be alone, the only living thing in the
whole world. To the right the ruins of a town rose up, a few walls and heaps
of debris. He tossed the dead match away, increasing his pace. Suddenly he
stopped, jerking up his gun, his body tense. For a minute it |ooked |ike--

From behind the shell of a ruined building a figure cane, wal king slowy
toward him wal king hesitantly.

Hendricks blinked. “Stop!”

The boy stopped. Hendricks | owered his gun. The boy stood silently,
| ooking at him He was small, not very old. Perhaps eight. But it was hard to
tell. Mst of the kids who renmained were stunted. He wore a faded bl ue
sweater, ragged with dirt, and short pants. His hair was |ong and matted.
Brown hair. It hung over his face and around his ears. He held sonething in
hi s armns.

“What’' s that you have?” Hendricks said sharply.

The boy held it out. It was a toy, a bear. A teddy bear. The boy' s eyes
were | arge, but wi thout expression

Hendricks relaxed. “I don’t want it. Keep it.”

The boy hugged t he bear again.

“Where do you live?” Hendricks said.

“I'n there.”

“The ruins?”

“Yes.”

“Under gr ound?”

“Yes.”

“How many are there?”

“How - how many?”

“How many of you. How big’s your settlenent?’” The boy did not answer.

Hendri cks frowned. “You' re not all by yourself, are you?”

The boy nodded.

“How do you stay alive?”

“There's food.”

“What kind of food?”

“Different.”

Hendricks, studied him “How old are you?”

“Thirteen.”

It wasn’'t possible. O was it? The boy was thin, stunted. And probably
sterile. Radiation exposure, years straight. No wondered he was so small. His
arms and | egs were |ike pipe-cleaners, knobby and thin. Hendricks touched the
boy’s arm H's skin was dry and rough; radiation skin. He bent down, | ooking
into the boy's face. There was no expression. Big eyes, big and dark

“Are you blind?” Hendricks said.

“No. | can see sone,”

“How do you get away fromthe cl ans?”

“The cl aws?”

“The round things. That run and burrow.”

“l don’t understand.”

Maybe there weren’t any claws around. A lot of areas were free. They
coll ected nostly around bunkers, where there were people. The claws had been
designed to sense warnth, warnth of |iving things.

“You're lucky.” Hendricks straightened up. “Well? Wich way are you
goi ng? Back--back there?”

“Can | come with you?”

“Wth me?” Hendricks folded his arns. “I’mgoing a long way. Mles. |
have to hurry.” He | ooked at his watch. “lI have to get there by nightfall.”

“I want to cone.”

Hendricks funmbled in his pack. “It isn't worth it. Here.” He tossed down
the food cans he had with him “You take these and go back. Ckay?”

The boy sai d not hi ng.



“I"1'l be coming back this way. In a day or so. If you' re around here
when | come back you can cone along with ne. Al right?”

“I want to cone along with you now.”

“I't’s a long wal k.”

“1 can wal k.”

Hendricks shifted uneasily. It made too good a target, two people
wal ki ng al ong. And the boy would sl ow himdown. But he might not cone back
this way. And if the boy were really all alone

“Ckay. Come al ong.”

The boy fell in beside him Hendricks strode al ong. The boy wal ked
silently, clutching his teddy bear

“What' s your nane?” Hendricks said, after a tine.

“David Edward Derring.”

“Davi d? What - -what happened to your nother and father?”

“They died.”

“ How?”

“I'n the blast.”

“How | ong ago?”

“Six years.”

Hendri cks sl owed down. “You' ve been al one six years?”

“No. There were other people for awhile. They went away.”

“And you’ ve been al one since?”

“Yes.”

Hendri cks gl anced down. The boy was strange, saying very little.
Wthdrawn. But that was the way they were, the children who had survived.
Quiet. Stoic. A strange kind of fatalismgripped them Nothing cane as a
surprise. They accepted anything that canme al ong. There was no | onger any
normal , any natural course of things, nmoral or physical, for themto expect.
Custom habit, all the determ ning forces of |earning were gone; only brute
experience renai ned.

“Am | wal king too fast?” Hendricks said.

“No. "

“How di d you happen to see ne?”

“I was waiting.”

“Wai ting?” Hendricks was puzzled. “Wat were you waiting for?”

“To catch things.”

“What ki nd of things?”

“Things to eat.”

“Ch.” Hendricks set his lips grimy. Athirteen year old boy, living on
rats and gophers and hal f-rotten canned food. Down in a hole under the ruins
of a town. Wth radiation pools and claws, and Russi an dive-m nes up above,
coasting around in the sky.

“Where are we goi ng?” David asked.

“To the Russian lines.”

“Russi an?”

“The enemy. The people who started the war. They dropped the first
radi ati on bonbs. They began all this.”

The boy nodded. His face showed no expression

“I"man Anmerican,” Hendricks said.

There was no comment. On they went, the two of them Hendricks wal king a
little ahead, David trailing behind him hugging his dirty teddy bear agai nst
hi s chest.

About four in the afternoon they stopped to eat. Hendricks built a fire
in a holl ow between sonme sl abs of concrete. He cleared the weeds away and
heaped up bits of wood. The Russians’ lines were not very far ahead. Around
hi m was what had once been a long valley, acres of fruit trees and grapes.
Not hi ng remai ned now but a few bl eak stunps and the mountains that stretched
across the horizon at the far end. And the clouds of rolling ash that blew and



drifted with the wind, settling over the weeds and remains of buildings, walls
here and there, once in awhile what had been a road.

Hendri cks made coffee and heated up sone boiled mutton and bread.
“Here.” He handed bread and nutton to David. David squatted by the edge of the
fire, his knees knobby and white. He exami ned the food and then passed it
back, shaking his head.

“No. "

“No? Don't you want any?”

“No. "

Hendri cks shrugged. Maybe the boy was a nutant, used to special food. It
didn’t matter. When he was hungry he would find sonething to eat. The boy was
strange. But there were many strange changes com ng over the world. Life was
not the sane, anynore. It would never be the same again. The human race was
going to have to realize that.

“Suit yourself,” Hendricks said. He ate the bread and rmutton by hinself,
washing it down with coffee. He ate slowy, finding the food hard to digest.
When he was done he got to his feet and stanped the fire out.

David rose slowy, watching himwi th his young-old eyes.

“W’'re going,” Hendricks said.

“All right.”

Hendri cks wal ked along, his gun in his arns. They were cl ose; he was
tense, ready for anything. The Russians shoul d be expecting a runner, an
answer to their own runner, but they were tricky. There was al ways the
possibility of a slip-up. He scanned the |andscape around him Nothi ng but
slag and ash, a few hills, charred trees. Concrete walls. But somepl ace ahead
was the first bunker of the Russian lines, the forward conmand. Under ground,
buri ed deep, with only a periscope showi ng, a few gun muzzl es. Maybe an
ant enna.

“WIl we be there soon?” David asked.

“Yes. Cetting tired!”

“No. "

“Why, then?”

David did not answer. He plodded carefully al ong behind, picking his way
over the ash. His legs and shoes were gray with dust. H s pinched face was
streaked, lines of gray ash in riverlets down the pale white of his skin.
There was no color to his face. Typical of the new children, growing up in
cellars and sewers and under ground shelters.

Hendri cks sl owed down. He lifted his fieldglasses and studi ed the ground
ahead of him Wre they there, soneplace, waiting for hinf? Watching him the
way his nen had watched the Russian runner? A chill went up his back. Maybe
they were getting their guns ready, preparing to fire, the way his men had
prepared, made ready to kill

Hendri cks stopped, wi ping perspiration fromhis face. “Damm.” It nade
hi m uneasy. But he shoul d be expected. The situation was different.

He strode over the ash, holding his gun tightly with both hands. Behind
hi m came David. Hendricks peered around, tight-1lipped. Any second it m ght
happen. A burst of white light, a blast, carefully ained frominside a deep
concrete bunker.

He raised his armand waved it around in a circle.

Not hi ng noved. To the right a long ridge ran, topped with dead tree
trunks. A few wld vines had grown up around the trees, remains of arbors. And
the eternal dark weeds. Hendricks studied the ridge. Was anything up there?
Perfect place for a | ookout. He approached the ridge warily, David com ng
silently behind. It if were his command he’d have a sentry up there, watching
for troops trying to infiltrate into the command area. O course, if it were
his command there would be the claws around the area for full protection

He stopped, feet apart, hands on his hips.

“Are we there?” David said.

“Al nost.”



“Why have we stopped?”

“I don’t want to take any chances.” Hendricks advanced slowy. Now the
ridge lay directly beside him along his right. Overlooking him H s uneasy
feeling increased. If an Ivan were up there he woul dn’'t have a chance. He
waved his arm agai n. They shoul d be expecting soneone in the UN uniform in
response to the note capsule. Unless the whole thing was a trap

“Keep up with me.” He turned toward David. “Don’t drop behind.”

“Wth you?”

“Up beside ne! W’'re close. W can’t take any chances. Cone on.”

“I"l1'l be all right.” David remained behind him in the rear, a few paces
away, still clutching his teddy bear

“Have it your way.” Hendricks raised his glasses again, suddenly tense.
For a nonent--had sonet hi ng noved? He scanned the ridge carefully. Everything
was silent. Dead. No life up there, only tree trunks and ash. Maybe a few
rats. The big black rats that had survived the claws. Miutants--built their own
shelters out of saliva and ash. Some kind of plaster. Adaptation. He started
forward agai n.

A tall figure cane out on the ridge above him cloak flapping.
Gray-green. A Russian. Behind hima second sol di er appeared, another Russian.
Both lifted their guns, aining.

Hendri cks froze. He opened his mouth. The sol diers were kneeling,
sighting down the side of the slope. Athird figure had joined themon the
ridge top, a smaller figure in gray-green. A woman. She stood behind the other
t wo.

Hendri cks found his voice. “Stop!” He waved up at themfrantically.
Qe
The two Russians fired. Behind Hendricks there was a faint pop. Waves of
heat | apped against him throwing himto the ground. Ash tore at his face,
grinding into his eyes and nose. Choking, he pulled hinmself to his knees. It
was all a trap. He was finished. He had cone to be killed, like a steer. The
sol diers and the woman were com ng down the side of the ridge toward him
sliding dowmn through the soft ash. Hendricks was numb. Hi s head throbbed.
Awkwar dly, he got his rifle up and took aim It weighed a thousand tons; he
could hardly hold it. Hi s nose and cheeks stung. The air was full of the bl ast
snell, a bitter acrid stench

“Don’t fire,” the first Russian said, in heavily accented English

The three of themcanme up to him surrounding him “Put down your rifle,
Yank,” the other said.

Hendri cks was dazed. Everything had happened so fast. He had been
caught. And they had bl asted the boy. He turned his head. David was gone. \Wat
remai ned of himwas strewn across the ground.

The three Russians studied himcuriously. Hendricks sat, w ping bl ood
from his nose, picking out bits of ash. He shook his head, trying to clear it.
“Why did you do it?” he murmured thickly. “The boy.”

“Why?” One of the soldiers helped himroughly to his feet. He turned
Hendri cks around. *“Look.”

Hendri cks cl osed his eyes.

“Look!” The two Russians pulled himforward. “See. Hurry up. There isn't
much time to spare, Yank!”

Hendri cks | ooked. And gasped.

“See now? Now do you under st and?”

Fromthe remains of David a metal wheel rolled. Relays, glinting netal
Parts, wiring. One of the Russians kicked at the heap of remains. Parts popped
out, rolling away, wheels and springs and rods. A plastic section fell in,
hal f charred. Hendricks bent shakily down. The front of the head had cone off.
He could make out the intricate brain, wires and relays, tiny tubes and
swi tches, thousands of minute studs

“Arobot,” the soldier holding his armsaid. “W watched it tagging



you.

“Taggi ng ne?”
“That’s their way. They tag along with you. Into the bunker. That’'s how
they get in.”

Hendri cks blinked, dazed. “But--"

“Come on.” They led himtoward the ridge, sliding and slipping on the
ash. The woman reached the top and stood waiting for them

“The forward conmand,” Hendricks muttered. “I came to negotiate with the
Sovi et--"

“There is no nore forward command. They got in. We'll explain.” They

reached the top of the ridge. “W're all that’s left. The three of us. The
rest were down in the bunker.”

“This way. Down this way.” The woman unscrewed a lid, a gray nanhol e
cover set in the ground. “CGet in.”

Hendricks | owered hinself. The two soldiers and the wonan canme behind
him follow ng hi mdown the | adder. The wonman closed the lid after them
bolting it tightly into place.

“CGood thing we saw you,” one of the two soldiers grunted. “It had tagged
you about as far as it was going to.”

“Gve me one of your cigarettes,” the woman said. “l haven’t had an
American cigarette for weeks.”

Hendri cks pushed the pack to her. She took a cigarette and passed the
pack to the two soldiers. In the corner of the snmall roomthe | anp gl eaned
fitfully. The roomwas | ow ceilinged, cranped. The four of them sat around a
small wood table. A few dirty di shes were stacked to one side. Behind a ragged
curtain a second roomwas partly visible. Hendricks saw the corner of a cot,
some bl ankets, clothes hung on a hook

“We were here,” the soldier beside himsaid. He took off his hel net,
pushing his blond hair back. “1’m Corporal Rudi Maxer. Polish. Inpressed in
the Soviet Arnmy two years ago.” He held out his hand.

Hendri cks hesitated and then shook. “Major Joseph Hendricks.”

“Klaus Epstein.” The other soldier shook with him a small dark man with
thinning hair. Epstein plucked nervously at his ear. “Austrian. |npressed God
knows when. | don’t renmenber. The three of us were here, Rudi and I, wth
Tasso.” He indicated the woman. “That’s how we escaped. All the rest were down
in the bunker.”

“And--and they got in?”

Epstein lit a cigarette. “First just one of them The kind that tagged
you. Then it let others in.”

Hendri cks became alert. “The kind? Are there nore than one kind?”

“The little boy. David. David holding his teddy bear. That’'s Variety
Three. The nost effective.”

“What are the other types?”

Epstein reached into his coat. “Here.” He tossed a packet of photographs
onto the table, tied with a string. “Look for yourself.”

Hendricks untied the string.

“You see,” Rudi Maxer said, “that was why we wanted to talk terns. The
Russi ans, | mean. W found out about a week ago. Found out that your claws
wer e begi nning to make up new designs on their own. New types of their own.
Better types. Down in your underground factories behind our Iines. You |et
them stanmp thensel ves, repair thenselves. Made them nore and nmore intricate.
It’s your fault this happened.”

Hendri cks exam ned the photos. They had been snapped hurriedly; they
were blurred and indistinct. The first few showed--David. David wal ki ng al ong
a road, by hinmself. David and another David. Three Davids. Al exactly alike.
Each with a ragged teddy bear.

Al'l pathetic.

“Look at the others,

Tasso sai d.



The next pictures, taken at a great distance, showed a towering wounded
soldier sitting by the side of a path, his armin a sling, the stunp of one
| eg extended, a crude crutch on his lap. Then two wounded sol diers, both the
same, standing side by side

“That’s Variety One. The Wunded Sol dier.” Kl aus reached out and took
the pictures. “You see, the claws were designed to get to human beings. To
find them Each kind was better than the last. They got farther, closer past
nost of our defenses, into our lines. But as long as they were nerely
machi nes, netal spheres with claws and horns, feelers, they could be picked
of f like any other object. They could be detected as | ethal robots as soon as
they were seen. Once we caught sight of them-"

“Variety One subverted our whole north wing,” Rudi said. “It was a |ong
ti me before anyone caught on. Then it was too |late. They came in, wounded
sol di ers, knocking and begging to be let in. So we let themin. And as soon as
they were in they took over. W were watching out for machines...”

“At that time it was thought there was only the one type,” Kl aus Epstein
said. “No one suspected there were other types. The pictures were flashed to
us. When the runner was sent to you, we knew of just one type. Variety One.
The big Wunded Sol dier. W thought that was all.”

“Your line fell to--"

“To Variety Three. David and his bear. That worked even better.” Kl aus
smled bitterly. “Soldiers are suckers for children. W brought themin and
tried to feed them W found out the hard way what they were after. At |east,
those who were in the bunker.”

“The three of us were lucky,” Rudi said. “Klaus and | were--were
visiting Tasso when it happened. This is her place.” He waved a big hand
around. “This little cellar. W finished and clinbed the [adder to start back
Fromthe ridge we saw. There they were, all around the bunker. Fighting was
still going on. David and his bear. Hundreds of them Kl aus took the
pi ctures.”

Kl aus tied up the photographs again.

“And it’s going on all along your |ine?” Hendricks said.

“Yes.”

“How about our |ines?” Wthout thinking, he touched the tab on his arm
“Can they--"

“They’' re not bothered by your radiation tabs. It makes no difference to
them Russian, American, Pole, German. It’s all the sane. They’'re doi ng what
they were designed to do. Carrying out the original idea. They track down
life, wherever they find it.”

“They go by warnth,” Kl aus said. “That was the way you constructed them
fromthe very start. O course, those you designed were kept back by the
radi ati on tabs you wear. Now they’ve got around that. These new varieties are
| ead-1ined.”

“What’'s the other variety?” Hendricks asked. “The David type. The
Wunded Sol di er--what’'s the other?”

“We don’t know ” Klaus pointed up at the wall. On the wall were two
nmetal plates, ragged at the edges. Hendricks got up and studi ed them They
were bent and dented.

“The one on the left cane off a Wunded Soldier,” Rudi said. “W got one
of them It was going along toward our old bunker. W got it fromthe ridge,
the sane way we got the David taggi ng you.”

The plate was stanped: |1V. Hendricks touched the other plate. “And this
cane fromthe David type?”

“Yes.” The plate was stanped: 111-V.

Kl aus took a |l ook at them |eaning over Hendricks’ broad shoul der. *You
can see what we’'re up against. There’'s another type. Maybe it was abandoned.
Maybe it didn’t work. But there nust be a Second Variety. There’'s One and
Three.”

“You were lucky,” Rudi said. “The David tagged you all the way here and



never touched you. Probably thought you'd get it into a bunker, sonewhere.”
“One gets in and it’s allover,” Kl aus said. “They nove fast. One lets
all the rest inside. They're inflexible. Mchines with one purpose. They were
built for only one thing.” He rubbed sweat fromhis lip. “W saw.”
They were silent.
“Let me have another cigarette, Yank,” Tasso said. “They are good.
al nost forgot how they were.”

It was night. The sky was black. No stars were visible through the
rolling clouds of ash. Klaus lifted the Iid cautiously so that Hendricks could
| ook out.

Rudi pointed into the darkness. “Over that way are the bunkers. Were we
used to be. Not over half a mle fromus. It was just chance Klaus and | were
not there when it happened. Wakness. Saved by our lusts.”

“All the rest nust be dead,” Klaus said in a |ow voice. “It cane
qui ckly. This nmorning the Politburo reached their decision. They notified
us--forward comrand. Qur runner was sent out at once. W saw himstart toward
the direction of your lines. W covered himuntil he was out of sight.”

“Al ex Radrivsky. We both knew him He di sappeared about six o’'clock. The
sun had just come up. About noon Klaus and | had an hour relief. W crept off,
away fromthe bunkers. No one was watching. W came here. There used to be a
town here a few houses, a street. This cellar was part of a big farmhouse. W
knew Tasso woul d be here, hiding down in her little place. W had cone here
before. O hers fromthe bunkers cane here. Today happened to be our turn.”

“So we were saved,” Klaus said. “Chance. It mght have been others.
We--we finished, and then we came up to the surface and started back al ong the
ri dge. That was when we saw them the Davids. We understood right away. W had
seen the photos of the First Variety, the Wunded Sol di er. Qur Conmi ssar
distributed themto us with an explanation. If we had gone another step they
woul d have seen us. As it was we had to blast two Davids before we got back
There were hundreds of them all around. Like ants. W took pictures and
sl i pped back here, bolting the lid tight.”

“They’ re not so much when you catch them al one. W noved faster than
they did. But they' re inexorable. Not like living things. They cane right at
us. And we bl asted them”

Maj or Hendricks rested against the edge of the lid, adjusting his eyes
to the darkness. “Is it safe to have the lid up at all?”

“I'f we're careful. How el se can you operate your transmtter?”

Hendricks lifted the small belt transmitter slowmy. He pressed it
agai nst his ear. The nmetal was cold and danp. He bl ew agai nst the nike
rai sing up the short antenna. A faint hum sounded in his ear. “That’'s true, |
suppose.”

But he still hesitated.

“We’ || pull you under if anything happens,” Kl aus said.

“Thanks.” Hendricks waited a nonent, resting the transmtter against his
shoul der. “Interesting, isn't it?”

“What ?”

“This, the new types. The new varieties of claws. W’re conpletely at
their nercy, aren’t we? By now they’ ve probably gotten into the ON |ines, too.
It nakes me wonder if we’'re not seeing the beginning of a new species. The new
species. Evolution. The race to cone after man.”

Rudi grunted. “There is no race after man.”

“No? Why not? Maybe we're seeing it now, the end of human beings, the
begi nni ng of the new society.”

“They’'re not a race. They're mechanical killers. You made themto
destroy. That’'s all they can do. They’'re machines with a job.”

“So it seens now. But how about |ater on? After the war is over. Maybe,
when there aren’t any humans to destroy, their real potentialities will begin
to show.”



“You talk as if they were alive!”

“Aren’t they?”

There was silence. “They' re machines,” Rudi said. “They |ook |ike
peopl e, but they’ re machines.”

“Use your transmitter, Major,” Klaus said. “W can’t stay up here
forever.”

Hol ding the transmitter tightly Hendricks called the code of the command
bunker. He waited, listening. No response. Only silence. He checked the | eads
carefully. Everything was in place.

“Scott!” he said into the nike. “Can you hear ne?”

Silence. He raised the nmast up full and tried again. Only static.

“I don’t get anything. They nmay hear nme but they may not want to
answer.”

“Tell themit’'s an emergency.”

“They’ Il think I'"mbeing forced to call. Under your direction.” He tried

again, outlining briefly what he had | earned. But still the phone was silent,
except for the faint static.
“Radi ation pools kill nost transm ssion,” Klaus said, after awhile.

“Maybe that’'s it.”

Hendri cks shut the transmtter up. “No use. No answer. Radiation pool s?
Maybe. O they hear me, but won't answer. Frankly, that's what | would do, if
a runner tried to call fromthe Soviet |ines. They have no reason to believe
such a story. They may hear everything | say--"

“Or maybe it’'s too late.”

Hendri cks nodded.

“W better get the lid down,” Rudi said nervously. “W don’t want to
t ake unnecessary chances.”

They clinmbed slowy back down the tunnel. Kl aus bolted the lid carefully
into place. They descended into the kitchen. The air was heavy and cl ose
around them

“Coul d they work that fast?” Hendricks said. “I left the bunker this
noon. Ten hours ago. How could they nmove so quickly?”

“I't doesn’t take themlong. Not after the first one gets in. It goes
wild. You know what the little claws can do. Even one of these is beyond
belief. Razors, each finger. Maniacal.”

“All right.” Hendricks noved away inpatiently. He stood with his back to
t hem

“What’s the matter?” Rudi said.

“The Moon Base. CGod, if they ve gotten there--"

“The Moon Base?”

Hendri cks turned around. “They couldn’t have got to the Mbon Base. How
woul d they get there? It isn't possible. | can't believe it.”

“What is this Moon Base? W' ve heard runors, but nothing definite. Wat
is the actual situation? You seem concerned.”

“W’re supplied fromthe moon. The governnments are there, under the
| unar surface. Al our people and industries. That’s what keeps us going. If
they should find sonme way of getting off Terra, onto the noon--"

“I't only takes one of them Once the first one gets in it admits the
others. Hundreds of them all alike. You should have seen them Identi cal
Li ke ants.”

“Perfect socialism” Tasso said. “The ideal of the communist state. A
citizens interchangeable.”

Kl aus grunted angrily. “That’s enough. Well? Wat next?”

Hendri cks paced back and forth, around the small room The air was ful
of snells of food and perspiration. The others watched him Presently Tasso

pushed through the curtain, into the other room “I’mgoing to take a nap.”
The curtain closed behind her. Rudi and Kl aus sat down at the table,
still watching Hendricks. “It’s up to you,” Klaus said. “W don’t know your

situation.”



Hendri cks nodded.

“It’s a problem” Rudi drank sone coffee, filling his cup froma rusty
pot. “We're safe here for awhile, but we can’t stay here forever. Not enough
food or supplies.”

“But if we go outside--"

“I'f we go outside they' Il get us. O probably they' Il get us. W
couldn’t go very far. How far is your conmand bunker, Major?”

“What if they're already there?” Kl aus said.

Rudi shrugged. “Well, then we come back here.”

Hendri cks stopped pacing. “Wat do you think the chances are they're
already in the American |ines?”

“Hard to say. Fairly good. They're organi zed. They know exactly what
they’ re doing. Once they start they go |ike a horde of |ocusts. They have to
keep noving, and fast. It’s secrecy and speed they depend on. Surprise. They
push their way in before anyone has any idea.”

“l see,” Hendricks murnmnured.

From the other room Tasso stirred. “Major?”

Hendri cks pushed the curtain back. “What?”

Tasso | ooked up at himlazily fromthe cot. “Have you any nore American
cigarettes left?”

Hendri cks went into the roomand sat down across from her, on a wood
stool. He felt in his pockets. “No. Al gone.”

“Too bad.”

“What nationality are you?” Hendricks asked after awhile.
“Russi an.”

“How di d you get here?”

“Her e?”

“This used to be France. This was part of Normandy. Did you conme with
t he Sovi et arny?”

“\Npy 2"

“Just curious.” He studied her. She had taken off her coat, tossing it
over the end of the cot. She was young, about twenty. Slim Her long hair
stretched out over the pillow She was staring at himsilently, her eyes dark
and | ar ge.

“What’ s on your nind?” Tasso said.

“Not hi ng. How ol d are you?”

“Ei ghteen.” She continued to watch him unblinking, her arns behind her
head. She had on Russian arny pants and shirt. Gay-green. Thick | eather belt
with counter and cartridges. Medicine kit.

“You're in the Soviet arny?”

“No. "
“Where did you get the unifornP”
She shrugged. “It was given to ne,” she told him “How -how old were you
when you cane here?”
“Si xteen.”

“That young?”
Her eyes narrowed. “Wat do you nean?”

Hendri cks rubbed his jaw. “Your life would have been a lot different if
there had been no war. Sixteen. You cane here at sixteen. To live this way.”

“l had to survive.”

“I"mnot noralizing.”

“Your |ife would have been different, too,” Tasso murnured. She reached
down and unfastened one of her boots. She kicked the boot off, onto the floor
“Mpj or, do you want to go in the other roon? I’ m sl eepy.”

“It’s going to be a problem the four of us here. It’s going to be hard
tolive in these quarters. Are there just two roons?”

“Yes.”

“How big was the cellar originally? Was it larger than this? Are there



other roons filled up with debris? W might be able to open one of them?”

“Perhaps. | really don't know.” Tasso | oosened her belt. She nade
herself confortable on the cot, unbuttoning her shirt. “You' re sure you have
no nore cigarettes?”

“I had only the one pack.”

“Too bag. Maybe if we get back to your bunker we can find sone.” The
ot her boot fell. Tasso reached up for the light cord. “Good night.”

“You're going to sleep?”

“That’s right.”

The room plunged into darkness. Hendricks got up and made his way past
the curtain, into the kitchen

And stopped, rigid.

Rudi stood against the wall, his face white and gl eam ng. H s nouth
opened and cl osed but no sounds cane. Klaus stood in front of him the nuzzle
of his pistol in Rudi’s stomach. Neither of them nmoved. Kl aus, his hand tight
around his gun, his features set. Rudi, pale and silent, spread-eagl ed against
the wal |

“What - -7

Hendri cks muttered, but Klaus cut himoff. “Be quiet, Mjor. Come over
here. Your gun. Get out your gun.”

Hendricks drew his pistol. “Wat is it?”

“Cover him” Klaus notioned himforward. “Beside me. Hurry!”

Rudi nmoved a little, lowering his arms. He turned to Hendricks, licking
his lips. The whites of his eyes shone wildly. Sweat dripped fromhis
forehead, down his cheeks. He fixed his gaze on Hendricks. “Mjor, he s gone
insane. Stop him” Rudi’s voice was thin and hoarse, al nost inaudible.

“What’' s goi ng on?” Hendricks demanded.

Wthout |lowering his pistol Kl aus answered. “Major, renenber our
di scussion? The Three Varieties? W knew about One and Three. But we didn’t
know about Two. At least, we didn't know before.” Klaus’ fingers tightened
around the gun butt. “W didn't know before, but we know now.”

He pressed the trigger. A burst of white heat rolled out of the gun
i cking around Rudi

“Mpjor, this is the Second Variety.”

Tasso swept the curtain aside. “Kl aus! Wat did you do?”

Klaus turned fromthe charred form gradually sinking down the wall onto
the floor. “The Second Variety, Tasso. Now we know. W have all three types
identified. The danger is less. I--"

Tasso stared past himat the remains of Rudi, at the blackened
snoul dering fragments and bits of cloth. “You killed him”

“Hn? It, you mean. | was watching. | had a feeling, but I wasn't sure.
At least | wasn't sure before. But this evening | was certain.” Klaus rubbed
his pistol butt nervously. “W're lucky. Don’t you understand? Another hour
and it mght--"

“You were certain?” Tasso pushed past himand bent down, over the
steanm ng remains on the floor. Her face becanme hard. “Mjor, see for yourself.
Bones. Flesh.”

Hendri cks bent down beside her. The renmains were human remains. Seared
fl esh, charred bone fragments, part of a skull. Liganents, viscera, blood.

Bl ood forming a pool against the wall.

“No wheels,” Tasso said calmy. She straightened up. “No wheels, no
parts, no relays. Not a claw. Not the Second Variety.” She fol ded her arns.
“You're going to have to be able to explain this.”

Kl aus sat down at the table, all the color drained suddenly from his
face. He put this head in his hands and rocked back and forth.

“Snap out of it.” Tasso's fingers closed over his shoulder. “Wy did you
do it? Way did you kill hin®”

“He was frightened,” Hendricks said. “All this, the whol e thing,
bui I di ng up around us.”



“Maybe.”

“What, then? What do you think?”

“I think he may have had a reason for killing Rudi. A good reason.”
“What reason?”

“Maybe Rudi | earned sonet hing.”

Hendri cks studied her bleak face. “About what?” he asked.

“About him About Klaus.”

Kl aus | ooked up quickly. “You can see what she's trying to say. She
thinks 1'"mthe Second Variety. Don’'t you see Major? Now she wants you to
believe I killed himon purpose. That |I'm-"

“Why did you kill him then?” Tasso said.

“I told you.” Klaus shook his head wearily. “I thought he was a claw. |
t hought | knew. ”

“ \My?”

“l had been watching him | was suspicious.”

“ \My?”

“I thought | had seen something. Heard sonething. | thought | heard
him-whirr.”

There was sil ence.

“Do you believe that?” Tasso said to Hendricks.

“Yes. | believe what he says.”

“I don’t. | think he killed Rudi for a good purpose.” Tasso touched the
rifle, resting in the corner of the room “Mjor--"

“No.” Hendricks shook his head. “Let’s stop it right now One is enough
W' re afraid, the way he was. If we kill himwe’ |l be doing what he did to
Rudi .”

Kl aus | ooked gratefully up at him “Thanks. | was afraid. You
understand, don’t you? Now she's afraid, the way | was. She wants to kill me.”
“No nore killing.” Hendricks nmoved toward the end of the ladder. “I'm

goi ng above and try the transmtter once nore. If | can’t get themwe're
nmovi ng back toward ny |ines tonorrow norning.”

Kl aus rose quickly. “I"Il come up with you and give you a hand.”
The night air was cold. The earth was cooling off. Kl aus took a deep
breath, filling his lungs. He and Hendricks stepped onto the ground, out of

the tunnel. Klaus planted his feet wide apart, the rifle up, watching and
listening. Hendricks crouched by the tunnel nouth, tuning the small
transmtter.

“Any luck?” Klaus asked presently.

“Not yet.”

“Keep trying. Tell them what happened.”

Hendri cks kept trying. Wthout success. Finally he | owered the antenna.
“It’s useless. They can’t hear ne. O they hear nme and won’t answer. O --".

“Or they don't exist.”

“I"1'l try once nore.” Hendricks raised the antenna. “Scott, can you hear
me? Come in!”

He |istened. There was only static. Then, still very faintly--

“This is Scott.”

Hs fingers tightened. “Scott! Is it you?”

“This is Scott.”

Kl aus squatted down. “Is it your command?”

“Scott, listen. Do you understand? About them the claws. Did you get ny
nessage? Did you hear ne?”

“Yes.” Faintly. Al nost inaudible. He could hardly nake out the word.

“You got ny nessage? Is everything all right at the bunker? None of them
have got in?”

“Everything is all right.”

“Have they tried to get in?”

The voi ce was weaker.

“No. "



Hendricks turned to Klaus. “They're all right.”

“Have they been attacked?”

“No.” Hendricks pressed the phone tighter to his ear. “Scott, | can
hardly hear you. Have you notified the Moon Base? Do they know? Are they
al erted?”

No answer.

“Scott! Can you hear ne?”

Si | ence.

Hendri cks rel axed, sagging. “Faded out. Mist be radi ation pools.”

Hendri cks and Kl aus | ooked at each other. Neither of them said anything.
After a time Klaus said, “Did it sound |like any of your men? Could you
identify the voice?”

“I't was too faint.”

“You couldn’t be certain?”

“No. "

“Then it could have been--"

“I don’t know. Now |I’m not sure. Let’s go back down and get the lid
cl osed.”

They clinmb back down the | adder slowy, into the warmcellar. Kl aus
bolted the Iid behind them Tasso waited for them her face expressionless.

“Any luck?” she asked.

Nei t her of them answered. “Well?” Kl aus said at |last. “Wat do you
think, Major? Was it your officer, or was it one of then®?”

“l don’t know.”

“Then we’'re just where we were before.”

Hendri cks stared down at the floor, his jaw set. “W’' Il have to go. To
be sure.”

“Anyhow, we have food here for only a few weeks. W' d have to go up
after that, in any case.”

“Apparently so.”

“What’' s wrong?” Tasso demanded. “Did you get across to your bunker?
What’s the matter?”

“I't may have been one of ny nen,” Hendricks said slowy. “Or it may have

been one of them But we’'ll never know standing here.” He exam ned his watch.
“Let’s turn in and get sonme sleep. W want to be up early tonorrow.’
“Early?”

“Qur best chance to get through the claws should be early in the
norni ng,” Hendri cks sai d.

The norning was crisp and clear. Mjor Hendricks studied the countryside
t hrough his fiel dgl asses.
“See anyt hing?” Kl aus said.

“ ’\b. ”

“Can you make out our bunkers?”

“Whi ch way?”

“Here.” Klaus took the gl asses and adjusted them “lI know where to

| ook.” He looked a long tinme, silently.

Tasso came to the top of the tunnel and stepped up onto the ground.
“ Anyt hi ng?”

“No. "Klaus passed the gl asses back to Hendricks. “They' re out of sight.
Cone on. Let’s not stay here.”

The three of them nmade their way down the side of the ridge, sliding in
the soft ash. Across a flat rock a lizard scuttled. They stopped instantly,
rigid.

“What was it?” Klaus nuttered.

“Alizard.”

The lizard ran on, hurrying through the ash. It was exactly the sane
col or as the ash.

“Perfect adaptation,” Kl aus said. “Proves we were right. Lysenko, |



nean.
They reached the bottom of the ridge and stopped, standing close
t oget her, | ooking around them

“Let’s go.” Hendricks started off. “It’s a good long trip, on foot.”
Klaus fell in beside him Tasso wal ked behind, her pistol held alertly.
“Mpjor, |I’ve been neaning to ask you sonething,” Klaus said. “How did you run

across the David? The one that was tagging you.”
“I met it along the way. In some ruins.”
“What did it say?”
“Not much. It said it was alone. By itself.”

“You couldn’t tell it was a machine? It talked like a living person? You
never suspected?”

“I't didn"t say nuch. | noticed nothing unusual

“It’s strange, nmachines so much |ike people that you can be fool ed.
Al nmost alive. | wonder where it’'ll end.”

“They’ re doi ng what you Yanks designed themto do,” Tasso said. “You
designed themto hunt out life and destroy. Human |ife. Werever they find
it.”

Hendri cks was watching Klaus intently. “Wiy did you ask me? Wiat’'s on
your m nd?”

“Not hi ng,” Kl aus answer ed.

“Klaus thinks you're the Second Variety,
them “Now he's got his eye on you.”

Kl aus flushed. “Why not? We sent a runner to the Yank |ines and he cones
back. Maybe he thought he'd find sone good gane here.”

Hendri cks | aughed harshly. “1 came fromthe ON bunkers. There were human
being all around ne.”

“Maybe you saw an opportunity to get into the Soviet |ines. Maybe you
saw your chance. Maybe you--"

“The Soviet |lines had al ready been taken over. Your lines had been

Tasso said calmy, from behind

i nvaded before I left my command bunker. Don’t forget that.”
Tasso came up beside him “That proves nothing at all, Mijor.”
“Why not ?”

“There appears to be little comunication between the varieties. Each is
made in a different factory. They don’'t seemto work together. You night have
started for the Soviet |ines wthout know ng anything about the work of the
other varieties. O even what the other varieties were like.”

“How do you know so nuch about the claws?” Hendricks said.

“l”ve seen them |’ve observed them | observed themtake over the
Sovi et bunkers.”

“You know quite a lot,” Klaus said. “Actually, you saw very little.
Strange that you shoul d have been such an acute observer.”

Tasso | aughed. “Do you suspect ne, now?”

“Forget it,” Hendricks said. They wal ked on in silence

“Are we going the whole way on foot?” Tasso said, after awhile. “l’m not
used to wal king.” She gazed around at the plain of ash, stretching out on al
sides of them as far as they could see. “How dreary.”

“I't’s like this all the way,” Kl aus said.

“I'n a way J wi sh you had been in your bunker when the attack cane.”

“Sonmebody el se woul d have been with you, if not ne,” Kl aus nuttered.

Tasso | aughed, putting her hands in her pockets. “l suppose so.”

They wal ked on, keeping their eyes on the vast plain of silent ash
around them

i

The sun was setting. Hendricks made his way forward slowy, waving Tasso
and Kl aus back. Kl aus squatted down, resting his gun butt against the ground.

Tasso found a concrete slab and sat down with a sigh. “It’s good to
rest.”

“Be quiet,” Klaus said sharply.

Hendri cks pushed up to the top of the rise ahead of them The sane rise



t he Russi an runner had cone up, the day before. Hendricks dropped down,
stretching hinmsel f out, peering through his glasses at what |ay beyond.

Not hi ng was visible. Only ash and occasional trees. But there, not nore
than fifty yards ahead, was the entrance of the forward comrand bunker. The
bunker from whi ch he had conme. Hendricks watched silently. No motion. No sign
of life. Nothing stirred.

Kl aus slithered up beside him “Where is it?”

“Down there.” Hendricks passed himthe gl asses. C ouds of ash rolled
across the evening sky. The world was darkening. They had a coupl e of hours of
light left, at the npbst. Probably not that nuch.

“I don’t see anything,” Kl aus said.

“That tree there. The stunp. By the pile of bricks. The entrance is to
the right of the bricks.”

“I"1'l have to take your work for it.

“You and Tasso cover me fromhere. You |l be able to sight all the way
to the bunker entrance.”

“You’' re goi ng down al one?”

“Wth my wist tab I’'Il be safe. The ground around the bunker is a
living field of claws. They collect down in the ash. Like crabs. Wthout tabs
you woul dn’t have a chance.”

“Maybe you're right.”

“I"l'l walk slowy all the way. As soon as | know for certain--"

“I'f they’'re down inside the bunker you won't be able to get back up
here. They go fast. You don’t realize.”

“What do you suggest?”

Kl aus considered. “I don’t know Get themto come up to the surface. So
you can see.”

Hendri cks brought his transmitter fromhis belt, raising the antenna.
“Let’s get started.”

Kl aus signalled to Tasso. She crawl ed expertly up the side of the rise
to where they were sitting.

“He’ s going down alone,” Klaus said. “W' Il cover himfromhere. As soon
as you see himstart back, fire past himat once. They cone quick.”

“You're not very optimstic,” Tasso said.

“No, I"'mnot.”

Hendri cks opened the breech of his gun, checking it carefully. “Maybe
things are all right.”

“You didn’t see them Hundreds of them Al the sane. Pouring out I|ike
ants.”

“l should be able to find out w thout going down all the way.” Hendricks
| ocked his gun, gripping it in one hand, the transmitter in the other. “Wll,
wi sh nme |uck.”

Kl aus put out his hand. “Don’t go down until you're sure. Talk to them
fromup here. Make them show t hensel ves.”

Hendri cks stood up. He stepped down the side of the rise.

A moment | ater he was wal king slowy toward the pile of bricks and
debris beside the dead tree stunp. Toward the entrance of the forward comrand
bunker .

Not hing stirred. He raised the transmtter, clicking in on. “Scott? Can
you hear ne?”

Si | ence.

“Scott! This is Hendricks. Can you hear nme? |’'m standing outside the
bunker. You should be able to see nme in the view sight.”

He |istened, the transnmitter gripped tightly. No sound. Only static. He
wal ked forward. A claw burrowed out the ash and raced toward him studied him
intently, and then fell in behind him dogging respectfully after him a few
paces away. A nmonent |ater a second big clawjoined it. Silently, the claws
trailed him as he wal ked slowy toward the bunker



Hendri cks stopped, and behind him the claws came to a halt. He was
cl ose, now. Al nost to the bunker steps.

“Scott! Can you hear me? |I’'m standing right above you. Qutside. On the
surface. Are you picking me up?”

He waited, holding his gun against his side, the transmtter tightly to
his ear. Time passed. He strained to hear, but there was only silence.
Silence, and faint static.

Then, distantly, netallically--

“This is Scott.”

The voice was neutral. Cold. He could not identify it. But the earphone
was mi nut e.

“Scott! Listen. |I'’mstanding right above you. I’mon the surface,
| ooki ng down into the bunker entrance.”

“Yes.”

“Can you see ne?”

“Yes.”

“Through the view sight? You have the sight trained on me?”

“Yes.”

Hendri cks pondered. A circle of claws waited quietly on all sides of

him “ls everything all right in the bunker? Nothi ng unusual has happened?”

“Everything is all right.”

“WIl you cone up to the surface? | want to see you for a nonent.”
Hendri cks took a deep breath. “Come up here with ne. | want to talk to you.”

“Cone down.”

“I"mgiving you an order.”

Si | ence.

“Are you coming?” Hendricks listened. There was no response. “l order
you to cone to the surface.”

“Cone down.”

Hendricks set his jaw. “Let ne talk to Leone.”

There was a |l ong pause. He listened to the static. Then a voice cane,
hard, thin, netallic. The sane as the other. “This is Leone.”

“Hendricks. I’mon the surface. At the bunker entrance. | want one of
you to cone up here.”

“Cone down.”

“Why cone down? |’ m giving you an order!”

Sil ence. Hendricks lowered the transmtter. He | ooked carefully around
him The entrance was just ahead. Alnost at his feet. He | owered the antenna
and fastened the transmitter to his belt. Carefully, he gripped his gun with
both hands. He noved forward, a step at a tinme. If they could see himthey
knew he was starting toward the entrance. He cl osed his eyes a nonent.

Then he put his foot on the first step that | ed downward.

Two Davids came up at him their faces identical and expressionless. He
bl asted theminto particles. Mdrre came rushing silently up, a whole pack of
them Al exactly the sane.

Hendri cks turned and raced back, away from the bunker, back toward the
rise.

At the top of the rise Tasso and Kl aus were firing down. The small claws
were already streaking up toward them shining netal spheres going fast,
racing frantically through the ash. But he had no tinme to think about that. He
knelt down, aiming at the bunker entrance, gun agai nst his cheek. The Davids
were coming out in groups, clutching their teddy bears, their thin knobby | egs
punping as they ran up the steps to the surface. Hendricks fired into the main
body of them They burst apart, wheels and springs flying in all directions.
He fired again, through the m st of particles.

A giant lunbering figure rose up in the bunker entrance, tall and
swayi ng. Hendricks paused, anmazed, A man, a soldier. Wth one | eg, supporting
hinmself with a crutch.

“Mpjor!” Tasso’s voice came. Mrre firing. The huge figure noved forward,



Davi ds swarming around it. Hendricks broke out of his freeze. The First
Variety. The Wunded Sol diers. He ained and fired. The soldier burst into
bits, parts and relays flying. Now many Davids were out on the flat ground,
away fromthe bunker. He fired again and again, nmoving slowy back

hal f - cr ouchi ng and ai m ng.

Fromthe rise, Klaus fired down. The side of the rise was alive with
claws making their way up. Hendricks retreated toward the rise, running and
crouchi ng. Tasso had left Klaus and was circling slowy to the right, noving
away fromthe rise.

A David slipped up toward him its small white face expressionless,
brown hair hanging down in its eyes. It bent over suddenly, opening its arns.
Its teddy bear hurtled down and | eaped across the ground, bounding toward him
Hendricks fired. The bear and the David both dissolved. He grinned, blinking.
It was |ike a dream

“Up here!” Tasso's voice. Hendricks made his way toward her. She was
over by sonme colums of concrete, walls of a ruined building. She was firing
past him wi th the hand pistol Kl aus had given her

“Thanks.” He joined her, gasping for breath. She pulled hi mback, behind
the concrete, funmbling at her belt.

“Cl ose your eyes!” She unfastened a gl obe from her waist. Rapidly, she
unscrewed the cap, locking it into place. “Close your eyes and get down.”

She threw the bonmb. It sailed in an arc, an expert, rolling and bouncing
to the entrance of the bunker. Two Wunded Sol diers stood uncertainly by the
brick pile. Mre Davids poured from behind them out onto the plain. One of
t he Wounded Sol di ers noved toward the bonb, stooping awkwardly down to pick it
up.

The bonb went off. The concussion whirled Hendricks around, throw ng him
on his face. A hot wind rolled over him Dimy he saw Tasso standi ng behi nd
the colums, firing slowy and nethodically at the Davids com ng out of the
ragi ng clouds of white fire.

Back along the rise Klaus struggled with a ring of claws circling around
him He retreated, blasting at them and novi ng back, trying to break through
the ring.

Hendricks struggled to his feet. Hi s head ached. He could hardly see.
Everything was licking at him raging and whirling. H's right armwoul d not
nove.

Tasso pul |l ed back toward him “Cone on. Let’s go.”

“Klaus--He's still up there.”

“Come on!” Tasso dragged Hendricks back, away fromthe col ums.

Hendri cks shook his head, trying to clear it. Tasso led himrapidly away, her
eyes intense and bright, watching for claws that had escaped the bl ast.

One David cane out of t. he rolling clouds of flame. Tasso blasted it.
No nore appear ed.

“But Kl aus. What about hi n?” Hendricks stopped, standing unsteadily.

“Hoo .
“Cone on!”

They retreated, noving farther and farther away fromthe bunker. A few
small claws followed themfor a little while and then gave up, turning back
and goi ng of f.

At | ast Tasso stopped. “We can stop here and get our breaths.”

Hendri cks sat down on sone heaps of debris. He w ped his neck, gasping.
“We | eft Klaus back there.”

Tasso said nothing. She opened her gun, sliding a fresh round of bl ast
cartridges into place.

Hendri cks stared at her, dazed. “You l|left him back there on purpose.”

Tasso snapped the gun together. She studied the heaps of rubble around
them her face expressionless. As if she were watching for sonething.

“What is it?” Hendricks demanded. “Wat are you |l ooking for? Is



somet hi ng conmi ng?” He shook his head, trying to understand. \Wat was she
doi ng? What was she waiting for? He could see nothing. Ash lay all around
them ash and ruins. Cccasional stark tree trunks, without |eaves or branches.
“Wat - - ”

Tasso cut himoff. “Be still.” Her eyes narrowed. Suddenly her gun cane
up. Hendricks turned, follow ng her gaze.

Back the way they had cone a figure appeared. The figure wal ked
unsteadily toward them Its clothes were torn. It linped as it made its way
al ong, going very slowy and carefully. Stopping now and then, resting and

getting its strength. Once it almost fell. It stood for a nonment, trying to
steady itself. Then it canme on
Kl aus.

Hendri cks stood up, “Klaus!” He started toward him “How the hell did
you- -"

Tasso fired. Hendricks swung back. She fired again, the blast passing
him a searing line of heat. The beam caught Kl aus in the chest. He expl oded,
gears and wheels flying. For a noment he continued to wal k. Then he swayed
back and forth. He crashed to the ground, his arns flung out. A few nore
wheel s roll ed away.

Si | ence.

Tasso turned to Hendricks. “Now you understand why he killed Rudi.”

Hendri cks sat down again slowy. He shook his head. He was nunmb. He
coul d not think.

“Do you see?” Tasso said. “Do you understand?”

Hendri cks said nothing. Everything was slipping away fromhim faster
and faster. Darkness, rolling and plucking at him

He cl osed his eyes.

Hendri cks opened his eyes slowy. H s body ached all over. He tried to
sit up but needles of pain shot through his arm and shoul der. He gasped.

“Don’t try to get up,” Tasso said. She bent down, putting her cold hand
agai nst his forehead.

It was night. A few stars glinted above, shining through the drifting
cl ouds of ash. Hendricks lay back, his teeth | ocked. Tasso wat ched him
i npassively. She had built a fire with some wood and weeds. The fire |icked
feebly, hissing at a nmetal cup suspended over it. Everything was silent.
Unnovi ng dar kness, beyond the fire.

“So he was the Second Variety,

“l had al ways thought so.”

“Why didn’t you destroy hi m sooner?” he wanted to know.

“You held nme back.” Tasso crossed to the fire to ook into the netal
cup. “Coffee. It'lIl be ready to drink in awhile.”

She came back and sat down beside him Presently she opened her pisto
and began to disassenble the firing mechanism studying it intently.

“This is a beautiful gun,” Tasso said, half-aloud. “The construction is

Hendri cks mur nmur ed.

superb.”

“What about then? The claws.”

“The concussion fromthe bonb put nost of them out of action. They're
delicate. Hi ghly organi zed, | suppose.”

“The Davids, too?”

“Yes.”

“How di d you happen to have a bonb |ike that?”

Tasso shrugged. “We designed it. You shouldn’t underestimte our
technol ogy, Major. Wthout such a bonb you and I would no | onger exist.”

“Very useful .”

Tasso stretched out her legs, warm ng her feet in the heat of the fire.
“I't surprised me that you did not seemto understand, after he killed Rudi
Why did you think he--"

“I told you. | thought he was afraid.”

“Real | y? You know, Major, for a little while | suspected you. Because



you wouldn’t let me kill him | thought you might be protecting him” She
| aughed.

“Are we safe here?” Hendricks asked presently.

“For awhile. Until they get reinforcenments from sone other area.” Tasso
began to clean the interior of the gun with a bit of rag. She finished and
pushed the mechani sm back into place. She closed the gun, running her finger
al ong the barrel

“We were |ucky,” Hendricks murmured.

“Yes. Very lucky.”

“Thanks for pulling me away.”

”

Tasso did not answer. She glanced up at him her eyes bright in the fire
light. Hendricks examined his arm He could not nove his fingers. H s whole
si de seemed nunb. Down inside himwas a dull steady ache.

“How do you feel ?” Tasso asked.

“My armis danaged.”

“Anyt hi ng el se?”

“Internal injuries.”

“You didn’t get down when the bonb went off.”

Hendri cks sai d nothing. He watched Tasso pour the coffee fromthe cup
into a flat metal pan. She brought it over to him

“Thanks.” He struggled up enough to drink. It was hard to swallow. His
i nsides turned over and he pushed the pan away. “That’s all | can drink now.”

Tasso drank the rest. Tinme passed. The clouds of ash moved across the
dark sky above them Hendricks rested, his mnd blank. After awhile he becane
aware that Tasso was standing over him gazing down at him

“What is it?” he murnured. “Do you feel any better?”

“Sone.”

“You know, Major, if | hadn’'t dragged you away they woul d have got you.
You woul d be dead. Like Rudi.”

“l1 know.”

“Do you want to know why | brought you out? | could have left you.
could have left you there.”

“Why did you bring ne out?”

“Because we have to get away fromhere.” Tasso stirred the fire with a
stick, peering calmy down into it. “No human being can live here. Wen their
rei nforcements come we won’t have a chance. |’ve pondered about it while you
wer e unconsci ous. W have perhaps three hours before they cone.”

“And you expect ne to get us away?”

“That’s right. | expect you to get us out of here.”

“Way ne?”

“Because | don’t know any way.” Her eyes shone at himin the half-Ilight,
bright and steady. “If you can’'t get us out of here they' Il kill us within
three hours. | see nothing el se ahead. Well, Major? Wat are you going to do?

|"ve been waiting all night. While you were unconscious | sat here, waiting
and listening. It’s alnost dawn. The night is al nbst over.”

Hendri cks considered. “lt’'s curious,” he said at |ast.

“Curious?”

“That you should think I can get us out of here. | wonder what you think
| can do.”

“Can you get us to the Moon Base?”

“The Moon Base? How?”

“There nust be sonme way.”

Hendri cks shook his head. “No. There’s no way that | know of.”

Tasso said nothing. For a nmonent her steady gaze wavered. She ducked her
head, turning abruptly away. She scranbled to her feet. “Mre coffee?”

“No. "

“Suit yourself.” Tasso drank silently. He could not see her face. He lay
back agai nst the ground, deep in thought, trying to concentrate. It was hard



to think. Hs head still hurt. And the nunbing daze still hung over him
“There m ght be one way,” he said suddenly.

“ Ch?"
“How soon is dawn?”
“Two hours. The sun will be com ng up shortly.”
“There’s supposed to be a ship near here. |1’ve never seen it. But | know
it exists.”

“What kind of a ship?” Her voice was sharp

“A rocket cruiser.”

“WIIl it take us off? To the Mon Base?”

“I't’s supposed to. In case of energency.” He rubbed his forehead.

“What's wrong?”

“My head. It’s hard to think. | can hardly--hardly concentrate. The
bonb. ”

“I's the ship near here?” Tasso slid over beside him settling down on
her haunches. “How far is it? Were is it?”

“I"'mtrying to think.”

Her fingers dug into his arm “Nearby?” Her voice was |like iron. “Were
would it be? Wuld they store it underground? H dden under ground?”

“Yes. In a storage |ocker.”

“How do we find it? Is it narked? Is there a code nmarker to identify
it?”

Hendri cks concentrated. “No. No markings. No code synbol.”

“What then?”

“Asign.”

“What sort of sign?”

Hendricks did not answer. In the flickering light his eyes were gl azed,
two sightless orbs. Tasso’'s fingers dug into his arm

“What sort of sign? What is it?”

“I--1 can’t think. Let me rest.”

“All right.” She let go and stood up. Hendricks |ay back agai nst the
ground, his eyes closed. Tasso wal ked away from him her hands in her pockets.
She kicked a rock out of her way and stood staring up at the sky. The night
bl ackness was al ready beginning to fade into gray. Myrning was com ng

Tasso gripped her pistol and wal ked around the fire in a circle, back
and forth. On the ground Major Hendricks lay, his eyes closed, unnoving. The
grayness rose in the sky, higher and higher. The | andscape becane vi sibl e,
fields of ash stretching out in all directions. Ash and ruins of buildings, a
wal | here and there, heaps of concrete, the naked trunk of a tree.

The air was cold and sharp. Sonewhere a long way off a bird nade a few
bl eak sounds.

Hendricks stirred. He opened his eyes. “Is it dawn? Already?”

“Yes.”

Hendricks sat up a little. “You wanted to know sonet hi ng. You were
asking nme.”

“Do you renenber now?”

" Yes. ”

“What is it?” She tensed. “Wat?” she repeated sharply.

“Awell. Aruined well. It’s in a storage |ocker under a well.”
“Awell.” Tasso relaxed. “Then we’ll find a well.” She | ooked at her

wat ch. “We have about an hour, Major. Do you think we can find it in an
hour ?”

“Gve me a hand up,” Hendricks said.

Tasso put her pistol away and hel ped himto his feet. “This is going to
be difficult.”

“Yes it is.” Hendricks set his lips tightly. “lI don't think we're going
to go very far.”

They began to wal k. The early sun cast a little warmh down on them The



l and was flat and barren, stretching out gray and lifeless as far as they
could see. Afew birds sailed silently, far above them circling slowy.

“See anything?” Hendricks said. “Any claws?”

“No. Not yet.”

They passed t hrough sone ruins, upright concrete and bricks. A cenent
foundati on. Rats scuttled away. Tasso junped back warily.

“This used to be a town,” Hendricks said. “A village. Provincial
village. This was all grape country, once. \Were we are now.”

They came onto a ruined street, weeds and cracks crisscrossing it. Over
to the right a stone chi mey stuck up.

“Be careful,” he warned her.

A pit yawned, an open basenent. Ragged ends of pipes jutted up, tw sted
and bent. They passed part of a house, a bathtub turned on its side. A broken
chair. A few spoons and bits of china dishes. In the center of the street the
ground had sunk away. The depression was filled with weeds and debris and
bones.

“Over here,” Hendricks murmnured.

“This way?”

“To the right.”

They passed the remains of a heavy duty tank. Hendrick’s belt counter
clicked om nously. The tank had been radiation blasted. A few feet fromthe
tank a munmi fied body |lay sprawl ed out, nouth open. Beyond the road was a fl at
field. Stones and weeds, and bits of broken gl ass.

“There,” Hendricks said.

A stone well jutted up, sagging and broken. A few boards lay across it.
Most of the well had sunk into rubble. Hendricks wal ked unsteadily toward it,
Tasso beside him

“Are you certain about this?” Tasso said. “This doesn't |ook Iike
anyt hi ng.”

“I"’msure.” Hendricks sat down at the edge of the well, his teeth
| ocked. His breath cane quickly. He wi ped perspiration fromhis face. “This
was arranged so the senior comand officer could get away. |If anything
happened. |f the bunker fell.”

“That was you?”

“Yes.”

“Where is the ship? Is it here?”

“W’re standing on it.” Hendricks ran his hands over the surface of the
wel | stones. “The eye-lock responds to nme, not to anybody else. It’'s ny ship.
O it was supposed to be.”

There was a sharp click. Presently they heard a | ow grating sound from
bel ow t hem

“Step back,” Hendricks said. He and Tasso noved away fromthe well.

A section of the ground slid back. A netal frane pushed slowy up
t hrough the ash, shoving bricks and weeds out of the way. The action ceased,
as the ship nosed into view.

“There it is,” Hendricks said.

The ship was small. It rested quietly, suspended in its mesh franme, |ike
a blunt needle. Arain of ash sifted down into the dark cavity from which the
ship had been raised. Hendricks made his way over to it. He nounted the nmesh
and unscrewed the hatch, pulling it back. Inside the ship the control banks
and the pressure seat were visible.

Tasso canme and stood beside him gazing into the ship. “I’m not
accustoned to rocket piloting,” she said, after awhile.

Hendricks gl anced at her. “I’'Il do the piloting.”

“WIl you? There's only one seat, Major. | can see it’'s built to carry

only a single person.”
Hendri cks’ breathing changed. He studied the interior of the ship
intently, Tasso was right. There was only one seat. The ship was built to



carry only one person. “l see,” he said slowy. “And the one person is you.”

She nodded. “OF course.”

“\Npy ?”

“You can’'t go. You might not live through the trip. You' re injured. You
probably woul dn’t get there.”

“An interesting point. But you see, 1 know where the Mon Base is. And
you don’t. You might fly around for months and not find it. It’s well hidden
Wt hout knowi ng what to | ook for--"

“I"l1'l have to take ny chances. Maybe | won’t find it. Not by nyself. But
| think you'll give me all the information | need. Your life depends on it.”

“ How?”

“I'f I find the Moon Base in time, perhaps 1 can get themto send a ship
back to pick you up. If | find the Base in tine. If not, then you haven't a
chance. | imagine there are supplies on the ship. They will last me |ong
enough--"

Hendri cks nmoved quickly. But his injured armbetrayed him Tasso ducked,
sliding lithely aside. Her hand came up, lightning fast. Hendricks saw the gun
butt coming. He tried to ward off the blow, but she was too fast. The netal
butt struck against the side of his head, just above his ear. Nunbing pain
rushed through him Pain and rolling clouds of blackness. He sank down,
sliding to the ground.

Dimy, he was aware that Tasso was standing over him kicking himwth
her toe.

“Maj or! Wake up.”

He opened his eyes, groaning.

“Listen to me.” She bent down, the gun pointed at his face. “I have to
hurry. There isn't much tine left. The ship is ready to go, but you rnust tel
me the information | need before | |eave.”

Hendri cks shook his head, trying to clear it.
“Hurry up! Were is the Moon Base? How do |I find it? Wat do | | ook

for?”

Hendri cks sai d not hi ng.

“Answer ne!”

“Sorry.”

“Mpjor, the ship is |loaded with provisions. | can coast for weeks. 1’1l
find the Base eventually. And in a half hour you |l be dead. Your only chance
of survival--" She broke off.

Al ong the slope, by sone crunmbling ruins, sonething noved. Sonething in
the ash. Tasso turned quickly, aimng. She fired. A puff of flame | eaped.
Sonet hi ng scuttled away, rolling across the ash. She fired again. The cl aw
burst apart, wheels flying.

“See?” Tasso said. “A scout. It won't be long.”

“You' Il bring them back here to get nme?”

“Yes. As soon as possible.”

Hendri cks | ooked up at her. He studied her intently. “You' re telling the
truth?” A strange expression had conme over his face, an avid hunger. “You w ||
cone back for me? You'll get nme to the Moon Base?”

“I"I'l get you to the Moon Base. But tell me where it is! There's only a
little tine left.”

“Al'l right.” Hendricks picked up a piece of rock, pulling hinmself to a
sitting position. “Watch.”

Hendri cks began to scratch in the ash. Tasso stood by him watching the
nmoti on of the rock. Hendricks was sketching a crude |unar map.

“This is the Appenine Range. Here is the Crater of Archimedes. The Moon
Base i s beyond the end of the Appenine, about two hundred miles. | don't know
exactly where. No one on Terra knows. But when you're over the Appenine,
signal with one red flare and a green flare, followed by two red flares in a
qui ck succession. The Base nonitor will record your signal. The Base is under



the surface, of course. They'll guide you down with nmagnetic grapples.”
“And the controls? Can | operate then®”
“The controls are virtually automatic. Al you have to do is give the
right signal at the right tine.”

“I will.”

“The seat absorbs nobst of the take-off shock. Air and tenperature are
automatically controlled. The ship will |eave Terra and pass out into free
space. It’'ll line itself up with the nmoon, falling into an orbit around it,
about a hundred miles above the surface. The orbit will carry you over the

Base. When you're in the region of the Appenine, release the signal rockets.”

Tasso slid into the ship and | owered herself into the pressure seat. The
arm | ocks fol ded automatically around her. She fingered the controls. “Too bad
you're not going, Major. Al this put here for you, and you can't make the
trip.”

“Leave ne the pistol.”

Tasso pulled the pistol fromher belt. She held it in her hand, wei ghing
it thoughtfully. “Don’t go too far fromthis location. It’ll be hard to find
you, as it is.”

“No. I'll stay here by the well.” Tasso gripped the take-off swtch
runni ng her fingers over the smooth nmetal. “A beautiful ship, Mjor. Wl
built. I admire your workmanshi p. You peopl e have al ways done good work. You
build fine things. Your work, your creations, are your greatest achievenent.”

“Gve me the pistol,” Hendricks said inpatiently, holding out his hand
He struggled to his feet.

“CGood-bye, Major.” Tasso tossed the pistol past Hendricks. The pisto
clattered and rolling away. Hendricks hurried after it. He bent down,
snatching it up.

The hatch of the ship clanged shut. The bolts fell into place. Hendricks
made his way back. The inner door was being sealed. He raised the pisto
unst eadily.

There was a shattering roar. The ship burst up fromits nmetal cage
fusing the mesh behind it. Hendricks cringed, pulling back. The ship shot up
into the rolling clouds of ash, disappearing into the sky.

Hendri cks stood watching a long tinme, until even the streamer had
di ssipated. Nothing stirred. The norning air was chill and silent. He began to
wal k ai m essly back the way they had conme. Better to keep noving around. It
woul d be a long tinme before help cane--if it came at all.

He searched his pockets until he found a package of cigarettes. He lit
one grimy. They had all wanted cigarettes fromhim But cigarettes were
scarce.

A lizard slithered by him through the ash. He halted, rigid. The lizard
di sappeared. Above, the sun rose higher in the sky. Some flies | anded on a
flat rock to one side of him Hendricks kicked at themw th his foot.

It was getting hot. Sweat trickled down his face, into his collar. H's
nmout h was dry.

Presently he stopped wal ki ng and sat down on some debris. He unfastened
his medicine kit and swall owed a few narcotic capsules. He | ooked around him
Wiere was he?

Sonet hing | ay ahead. Stretching out on the ground. Silent and unmovi ng.

Hendri cks drew his gun quickly. It |ooked like a man. Then he
renenmbered. It was the remains of Klaus. The Second Variety. Were Tasso had
bl asted him He could see wheels and rel ays and netal parts, strewn around on
the ash. dittering and sparkling in the sunlight.

Hendricks got to his feet and wal ked over. He nudged the inert formwth
his foot, turning it over a little. He could see the netal hull, the al um num
ribs and struts. More wiring fell out. Like viscera. Heaps of wiring, swtches
and relays. Endl ess nmotors and rods.

He bent down. The brain cage had been smashed by the fall. The
artificial brain was visible. He gazed at it. A maze of circuits. Mniature



tubes. Wres as fine as hair. He touched the brain cage. It swng aside. The
type plate was visible. Hendricks studied the plate.

And bl anched.

| V--V.

For a long time he stared at the plate. Fourth Variety. Not the Second.
They had been wong. There were nore types. Not just three. Many nore,
perhaps. At least four. And Kl aus wasn’'t the Second Variety.

But if Kl aus wasn't the Second Variety--

Suddenly he tensed. Something was com ng, wal ki ng through the ash beyond
the hill. What was it? He strained to see. Figures. Figures comng slowy
al ong, nmking their way through the ash

Conmi ng toward him

Hendri cks crouched quickly, raising his gun. Sweat dripped down into his
eyes. He fought down rising panic, as the figures neared.

The first was a David. The David saw himand i ncreased its pace. The
others hurried behind it. A second David. A third. Three Davids, all alike,
comng toward himsilently, wi thout expression, their thin legs rising and
falling. Cdutching their teddy bears.

He ainmed and fired. The first two Davids dissolved into particles. The
third came on. And the figure behind it. dinbing silently toward hi macross
the gray ash. A Wunded Sol dier, towering over the David. And

And behi nd the Wunded Sol di er cane two Tassos, wal king side by side.
Heavy belt, Russian arny pants, shirt, long hair. The famliar figure, as he
had seen her only a little while before. Sitting in the pressure seat of the
ship. Two slim silent figures, both identical

They were very near. The David bent down suddenly, dropping its teddy
bear. The bear raced across the ground. Automatically, Hendricks’ fingers
ti ghtened around the trigger. The bear was gone, dissolved into nmist. The two
Tasso Types noved on, expressionless, wal king side by side, through the gray
ash.

When they were alnost to him Hendricks raised the pistol waist high and
fired.

The two Tassos di ssolved. But already a new group was starting up the
rise, five or six Tassos, all identical, a line of themcomng rapidly toward
hi m

And he had given her the ship and the signal code. Because of him she
was on her way to the noon, to the Mbon Base. He had made it possible.

He had been right about the bonb, after all. It had been designed wth
know edge of the other types, the David Type and the Wunded Sol di er Type. And
the Klaus Type. Not designed by human beings. It had been desi gned by one of
t he underground factories, apart fromall human contact.

The Iine of Tassos canme up to him Hendricks braced hinmsel f, watching
themcalmy. The fam liar face, the belt, the heavy shirt, the bonb carefully
i n place.

The bonb- -

As the Tassos reached for him a last ironic thought drifted through
Hendricks’ mind. He felt a little better, thinking about it. The bonb. Made by
the Second Variety to destroy the other varieties. Made for that end al one.

They were al ready beginning to desi gn weapons to use agai nst each
ot her.

THE PROBLEM WAS LUBRI CATI ON
by David R Bunch

| guess it kept himhopping, there were so many holes. And | guess it
was nmostly hard work. But to ne, as | watched this automation through the
observation slit, it was somewhat diverting to see, anpbng all the sonber
squatting machines with a fixed place in the line, one that could stand up
tall. and take off all around the floor. He wasn't a robot really, and
actually | guess he couldn’t take off and run all around the floor just



wherever he wanted. But the metal track he was on carried himto all parts of
the work area in order for himto reach every one of the squatty fixed

machi nes, and there were occasional side trips up to the reload place. In
conparison with the fixed ones this fellow had it good, | thought.

H s official name was Lubro. O so it said in gay red letters on a shiny
nmetal plate riveted to his rear. The day | watched Lubro they were turning out
mllions of little nmetal disks destined for sonme inportant places in sone
i mportant engines, and the machi nes doing the work were running hot. And here
woul d conme Lubro, snooth and docile on his track, until he reached a machine
that was running hot turning out the disks. The machines would flip little
lids up at Lubro’s approach and Lubro in response woul d whang j oi nted sections
of tubing out of hinself and the ends of those tubes would find their way into
the holes where the Iids had flipped up. And while the machi nes worked on as
t hough not hi ng were happeni ng Lubro would stand there vibrating on his track
and eject oil into the holes according to sone clocklike mechanismin him And
as the tenpo of production increased, Lubro ran faster and faster on his track
and whanged netal tubing out of hinself oftener and oftener and cane up to the
rel oad place tine and again. But it seened to me he was happy at his work,
al t hough that could have been nmerely ny imagi ni ng because of the great
contrast between a Lubro and a nachine that squatted on the floor hour by hour
and turned out the quota tinme and again with, to console her, nothing but the
smal | diversion of flipping her lids up for Lubro.

Al in all, everything was going well here at automation it seenmed to
me, and Lubro was taking care of it, |I thought, all right. But maybe he was
running hot. At any rate, some Central Brain in the place nade the decision
and anot her upright thing with a clocklike mechanismin himand the power to
eject flexible tubing out of hinself cane in to run on the tracks with Lubro.
The G ler, his nane was. | guess the Central Brain thought The G ler and Lubro
could stay out of each other’s way all right; one could be taking care of it
in the south end, say, while the other was over north doing it; or one could
be functioning on the west side while the other was shooting for lids in the
east section of the work area maybe. But the truth is they didn’t--they
couldn’t--stay out of each other’s way for long. In the first place, | think
Lubro was a little jealous, or maybe resentful is the better word, of The
Oler. For the very presence of The Gler made it clear how the Central Brain
felt. He felt that Lubro couldn’t handle the job. Then too, no getting around
it, The Gler, big dark and cocky, was in Lubro’ s territory.

But as for production, there was an increase in it, no denying that.
Especially was there nore work done by certain of the newer machines in the
central part of the work area. And it was one of these very machi nes that
caused the flare-up. She was a new bl onde nachi ne wi thout yet the grine of
much servicing on her oil lids. And she squatted there, seenmingly as innocent
as a piece of the floor, and tool ed her disks. But Lubro noticed it, and
noticed it too. Twice within the hour, when Lubro glided up, she kept her oi
lids closed as though she were running cool as a bucket of grease. But when
The G ler cane in at alnpst the same tinme fromthe opposite side of the work
area her lids flew open as though she were filled with fire. And The Gl er
ej ected the tubes, according to the clocklike mechanismin him and the tubes
found the holes where the quivering Iids hovered open, and he oiled the

machi nes that indeed was not running cool; it was his job.
Lubro caught himat the top of the reload area. It was unethical. The
O ler was taking on oil, siphoning it fromCentral Supply into the can of his

| ower body. And Lubro should not have cone in to the reload at the sane tine;
there was but the one straight track in to the reload and no spur track for
passing. But Lubro did come in. And the cocky Gl er stood nonchal antly

si phoning oil until his can was full. Then he turned in that way he had,
brazen, precise, sure, and he headed back for the work area as though it were
under st ood that Lubro, being wong, would retrace and | et himthrough. Lubro
woul d not! Lubro braced. Lubro hit him hit himhard and m ddl e- hi gh and
bounced himten feet up the track. Lubro hit himagain when The G ler cane



within range. The G ler closed and struck back; The G ler hit twice in quick
succession. The two oil cans stood toe-to-toe at the bottom of the reload area
and exchanged bl ows. They rattled each other’s skin sections and cl obbered
each other’'s joints. Rivets flew C ocklike nechanisns were upset. They fought

until it seemed in doubt that either one or the other would prove hinself the
better oil can.
Then the tide turned, as tides will, and Lubro got his chance. Because

hi s cl ockli ke mechani sm was consi derably upset by the hard bl ows he had taken
and possibly partly because he had just taken the reload, here at this
strangest and nost illogical of times one of The G ler’s tubelike sections
popped out. O sprayed the area, and Lubro ramred in to whamthe enbarrassed
oil can on the tube and spin himabout until The G ler was quite spun off the
track. And there he lay, vanquished and bleeding oil, and presently all his
ot her tubes fl opped out and lay there linp and enpty in plain sight, and The
Oler was a very sorry sight indeed. And because he had taken many hard bl ows
hi nsel f, and partly, no doubt, in sheer exuberance over his victory, something
got into Lubro’s thinking and caused himto pull a very silly and shabby
stunt. He ejected all his tubing sections to the very farthest limts they
woul d go and sprayed The G ler until he, Lubro, was quite enpty of oil

The Central Brain was junping-mad in his clock, crazymad at Lubro and
The G ler. Fromthese silly oil cans he had had quite enough, really he had.
He i mmedi ately called a neeting of all the Junior Brains, and they all left
their clocks and sat around a big polished disk of metal with a hole in the
center of it and the Central Brain in the hole until they had all quite
deci ded what to do. There was just one |ogical answer. Tear up the tracks,
build a Lubro or an G ler stationary for each squatty fixed machi ne and
service these automatic tube ejectors froma Central Supply, using as many
sel f-notion helicopters as would be required.

The Brains, having won again, having figured it out, resuned their
cl ockli ke places along the walls. And while they all agreed that autonation
had its bugs, yes it did, really it was quite the coming thing, yes it was.

FI RST TO SERVE
by Al gis Budrys

thei ar teetcing m to reed nryt n i
wi | bee abel too do this better then.
pi m

MAS 712, 820TH TDRC
COVASAMPS, APO 15,
Sept enber 28

Leonard Stein, Editor,
I NFI NI TY,

862 Union St.

New York 24, N. Y.

Dear Len,
Surprise, et cetera
It looks like there will be sone new H E. Wod stories for Infy after

all. By the time you get this, 820TH TDRC will have a new Project Engineer
COMASAMPS, and | will be back to the old Royal and the Perry Street lair.

Shed no tear for Junior Heywood, though. COVASAMPS and | have come to
this parting with mutual eyes dry and nultiple heads erect. There was no
sadness in our parting--no bitterness, no weeping, no renorse. COVASAMPS--in
one of its apparently linmtless human personifications--sinply patted nme on ny
side and told ne to pick up ny calipers and run along. 1'll have to stay away
fromcybernetics for a while, of course, and | don't think I should wite any
robot stories in the interval, but, then, | never did |ike robot stories



anyhow.
But all this is a long story--about ten thousand words, at |east, which

neans a $300 net loss if | tell it now

So go out and buy sone fresh decks, I'lIl be in town next week, ny |ove
to the Associate and the kids, and first ace deals.
Vi ¢ Heywood

My nane is really Prototype Mechanical Man I, but everybody calls ne
Pimy, or sometines Pim | was assenbled at the eight-twentieth teedeearcee on
august 10, 1974. | don’t know what man or teedeearcee or august 10, 1974,
nmeans, but Heywood says | will, tonorrow. What's tonorrow?
Pi my

August 12, 1974

I"mstill having trouble defining “man.” Apparently, even the nen can’'t
do a very satisfactory job of that. The 820TDRC, of course, is the Eight
Hundred and Twentieth Techni cal Devel opment and Research Center of the
Conmbi ned Armed Services Artificial and Mechani cal Personnel Section. August
10, 1974, is the day before yesterday.

Al this is very obvious, but it’s good to record it.

| heard a very strange conversation between Heywood and Russel
yest er day.

Russell is a small nan, about thirty-eight, who's Heywood's top
assistant. He wears gl asses, and his chin is farther back than his nmouth. It
gives his head a symmetrical |ook. Hs voice is high, and he noves his hands
rapidly. | think his reflexes are overtriggered.

Heywood is pretty big. He's alnpst as tall as | am He noves
snoothly--he’s Iike nme. You get the idea that all of his weight never touches
the ground. Once in a while, though, he leaves a cigarette burning in an
ashtray, and you can see where the end’ s been chewed to shreds.

Why is everybody at COVASAMPS so nervous?

Heywood was | ooking at the first entry in what | can now call ny diary.
He showed it to Russell.

“Quess you did a good job on the self-awareness tapes, Russ,” Heywood
sai d.

Russel | frowned. “Too good, | think. He shouldn’'t have such a trenendous
drive toward self-expression. W Il have to iron that out as soon as possible.
Want me to set up a new tape?”

Heywood shook his head. “Don’t see why. Matter of fact, with the
intelligence we’ve given him | think it’s probably a normal concomtant.” He
| ooked up at ne and w nked.

Russell took his glasses off with a snatch of his hand and scrubbed them

on his shirtsleeve. “I don’'t know. W' Il have to watch him W’ ve got to
renenber he's a proto-type--no different froman experinmental autonobile
design, or a new di shwasher nodel. W expected bugs to appear. | think we’ ve
found one, and | think it ought to be elimnated. | don't like this

personification he’'s acquired in our mnds, either. This business of calling
himby a nicknane is all wong. W’ ve got to renmenber he’s not an individual
W' ve got every right to tinker with him” He slapped his glasses back on and
ran his hands over the hair the earpieces had disturbed. “He’'s just another
machi ne. W can’t |ose sight of that.”

Heywood rai sed his hands. “Easy, boy. Aren’'t you going too far off the
deep end? All he's done is bat out a few words on a typewiter. Relax, Russ.”
He wal ked over to nme and sl apped ny hip. “How about it, Pimy? D you feel |ike
scrubbi ng the floor?”

“No opinion. Is that an order?” | asked.

Heywood turned to Russell. “Behold the ranpant individual,’
“No, Pinmmy, no order. Cancel.”

Russel | shrugged, but he folded the page fromny diary carefully, put it
in his breast pocket. | didn't mind. | never forget anything.

he sai d.



August 15, 1974

They did sonething to ne on the Thirteenth. | can't renenber what. |’'ve
gone over ny menory, but there’s nothing. |I can’t renmenber.

Russel | and Ligget were tal king yesterday, though, when they inserted
t he autonom c cutoff, and ran ne through on orders. | didn't mind that. |
still don’t. | can't.

Ligget in one of the small arnmy of push-arounds that nobody knows for
sure isn't CIC, but who solders wires while Heywood and Russell make up their
m nds about him

I had just done four about-faces, shined their shoes, and struck a
peculiar pose. | think there's sonething seriously wong with Ligget.

Li gget said, “He responds well, doesn't he?”

“Mmm-yes,” Russell said abstractedly. He ran his gl ance down a col umm
of figures on an Estimated Performance Spec chart. “Try wal ki ng on your hands,
PMM One, ” he sai d.

| activated my gyroscope and reset ny pedal |oconotion circuits. |
wal ked around the room on my hands.

Li gget frowned forcefully. “That | ooks good. How s it check with the
spec’ s?”

“Better than,” Russell said. “I’"msurprised. W had a |lot of trouble
with himthe last tw days. Reacted |ike a zombie.”

“Ch, yes? | wasn’t in on that. \Wat happened? | nean--what sort of
control were you using?”

“Ch--" 1 could see that Russell wasn't too sure whether he should tel
Ligget or not. | already had the feeling that the atnosphere of this project
was | oaded wi th dozens of crosscurrents and conflicting anbitions. | was goi ng

to learn a | ot about COVASAMPS.

“Yes?” Ligget said.

“We have his individuality circuits cut out. Effectively, he was just a
set of conditioned reflexes.”

“You say he reacted like a zonbie?”

“Definite automati sm Very slow reactions, and, of course, no
initiative.”

“You mean he’d be very slowin his response to orders under those
conditions, right?” Ligget |ooked crafty behind Russell’s back

Russell whirled around. “He’d nake a lousy soldier, if that’s what CIC
wants to know'’

Li gget snoot hed out his face, and twitched his shoul ders back. “I’m not
a C C snooper, if that’'s what you nmean.”

“You don't mind if | call you a liar, do you?” Russell said, his hands
shaki ng.

“Not particularly,” Ligget said, but he was angry behind his snooth
face. It helps, having i mobile features |like mne. You get to understand the
psychol ogy of a man who tries for the sane effect.

August 16, 1974

It bothers ne, not having a diary entry for the fourteenth, either
Sonebody’ s been worki ng on me again.

| told Heywood about it. He shrugged. “Mght as well get used to it,
Pimy. There'll be a lot of that going on. | don’t imagine it’s pleasant--I
wouldn’t like intermittent amesia nyself--but there’'s very little you can do
about it. Put it down as one of the occupational hazards of being a
prot otype.”

“But | don't like it.” | said.

Heywood pulled the left side of his mouth into a straight |line and
sighed. “Like |I said, Pimy--1 wouldn't either. On the other hand, you can't
blame us if the new machine we're testing happens to know it’s being tested,
and resents it. We built the machine. Theoretically, it’s our privilege to do
anything we please with it, if that’'ll help us find out how the machi ne



performs, and how to build better ones.”

“But I’mnot a nachine!” | said.
Heywood put his lower |ip between his teeth and | ooked up at nme from
under a raised eyebrow. “Sorry, Pim |I’'mkind of afraid you are.”

But I’mnot! |’ M NOT!

August 17,1974

Russel | and Heywood were working late with ne last night. They did a
little tal king back and forth. Russell was very nervous--and finally Heywood
got a little inpatient with him

“All right,” Heywood said, laying his charts down. “W're not getting
anywhere, this way. You want to sit down and really talk about what's
bot heri ng you?”

Russell looked a little taken aback. He shook his head jerkily.

“No...no, | haven’'t got anything specific on ny mnd. Just talking. You
know how it is.” He tried to pretend he was very engrossed in one of the
charts.

Heywood didn't let himoff the hook, though. His eyes were cutting into
Russell’s face, peeling off |layer after |ayer of m sleading manneri sm and
bari ng the naked fear in the man.

“No. | don’t know how it is.” He put his hand on Russell’s shoul der and
turned himaround to where the other man was facing himconpletely. “Now,
| ook--if there’'s sonething chewing on you, let’s have it. I'’mnot going to
have this project gumed up by your secret troubles. Things are tough enough
wi th everybody trying to pressure us into doing things their way, and none of
them exactly sure of what that way is.”

That |ast sentence nmust have touched sonething off in Russell, because
he let his charts drop beside Heywood' s and cl awed at the pack of cigarettes
in his breast pocket.

“That’ s exactly what the basic problemis,” he said, his eyes a little
too wi de. He pushed one hand back and forth over the side of his face and
wal ked back and forth aimessly. Then a flood of words cane out.

“W’re working in the dark, Vic. In the dark, and sonmebody’s in with us
that’s swinging clubs at our heads while we stunble around. W don’t know who
it is, we don't knowif it’'s one or nore than that, and we never know when the
next swing is com ng

“Look--we’re cybernetics engineers. Qur job was to design a brain that
woul d operate a self-propulsive unit designed to house it. That was the
engi neering problem and we've got a tendency to continue |ooking at it in
that |ight.

“But that’s not the whole picture. W ve got to keep in mind that the
only reason we were ever given the opportunity and the facilities was because
somebody thought it nmight be a nice idea to turn out soldiers on a production
line, just like they do the rest of the paraphernalia of war. And the way
COVASAMPS | ooks at it is not in terms of a brain housed in an independently
novabl e shell, but in terns of a robot which now has to be fitted to the
general idea of what a soldier should be.

“Only nobody knows what the ideal soldier is |ike.

“Some say he ought to respond to orders with perfect accuracy and
super human refl exes. Ot hers say he ought to be able to think his way out of
trouble, or inprovise in a situation where his orders no | onger apply, just
like a human sol dier. The ones who want the perfect automaton don’'t want him
tQ be smart enough to realize he is an automaton--probably because they're
afraid of the idea; and the ones who want himto be capable of human
di scretion don’t want himto be human enough to be rebellious in a hopel ess
si tuati on.

“And that’s just the begi nning. COMASAMPS nay be a conbi ned project, but
if you think the Navy isn't checking up on the Army, and vice versa, with both
of them | ooking over the Air Force’'s shoul der--Ch, you know that squirrel cage
as well as | do!”

”



Russel | gestured hopel essly. Heywood, who had been taking cal mpuffs on
his cigarette, shrugged. “So? All we have to do is tinker around until we can
design a sanple nodel to fit each definition. Then they can run as many
conparative field tests as they want to. It’'s their problem Wy let it get
you?”

Russell flung his cigarette to the floor and stepped on it with all his
wei ght. “Because we can’'t do it and you ought to know it as well as | do!” He
poi nted over to ne. “There’s your prototype nodel. He’'s got all the features
t hat everybody wants--and cut-offs intended to take out the features that
interfere with anyone definition. We can cut off his individuality, and | eave
hi m t he aut omat on sonme people want. W can | eave himhis individuality, cut
off his volition, and give himgeneral orders which he is then free to carry
out by whatever means he thinks best. O, we can treat himlike a human
bei ng- - educate him by nmeans of tapes, train him and turn himloose on a job,
the way we’d do with a human being.”

The uneven tone built up in his voice as he finished what he was
sayi ng.

“But, if we reduce himto a nachine that responds to orders as though
they were pushbuttons, he's slow. He's pitifully slow, Vic, and he' d be
i mobilized within thirty seconds of conmbat. There’s nothing we can do about
that, either. Until sonebody |earns how to push electricity through a circuit
faster than the laws of physics say it should go, what we'll have will be a
ponderous, mndless thing that's no better than the renpte-control exhibition
jobs built forty years ago

“All right, so that’s no good. W |eave himindividuality, but we
restrict it until it cuts his personality down to that of a slave. That's
better. Under those conditions, he would, theoretically, be a better soldier
than the average human. An officer could tell himto take a patrol out into a
certain sector, and he’d do the best possible job, picking the best way to
handl e each step of the job as he canme to it. But what does he do if he comnes
back, and the officer who gave himthe orders is no longer there? O, worse
yet, if there’s been a retreat, and there’s nobody there? O an arm stice?
What about that armi stice? Can you picture this slave robot, going into stasis
because he’s got no orders to cover a brandnew situation?

“He m ght just as well not have gone on that patrol at all--because he
can’'t pass on whatever he's | earned, and because his job is now over, as far
as he’'s concerned. The eneny could overrun his position, and he woul dn't do
anything about it. He'd operate fromorder to order. And if an arm stice were
signed, he'd sit right where he was until a technician could cone out, renove
the soldier-orientation tapes, and replace themw th whatever was finally
deci ded on.

“Ch, you could get around the limtation, all right--by issuing a
conpl ex set of orders, such as: ‘Go out on patrol and report back. If |’ m not
here, report to so-and-so. If there’'s nobody here, do this. If that doesn't
work, try that. If such-and-such happens, proceed as follows. But don’'t
confuse such-and-such with that or this” Can you inagine fighting a war on
t hat basi s? And what about that reorientation problen? How | ong woul d al
those robots sit there before they could all be serviced--and how nany
man- hours and how nuch material would it take to do the job? Frankly, |
couldn’t think of a nore cunbersome way to run a war if | tried

“Or, we can build all our robots, like stream ined Pimys--1ike Pinmy
when all his circuits are operating, w thout our test cutoffs. Only, then
we' d have artificial human bei ngs. Human bei ngs who don’'t wear out, that a
hand-arm won’t stop, and who don’t need food or water as long as their power
pi |l es have a pebbl e-sized hunk of plutoniumto chew on.”

Russel | | aughed bitterly. “And Navy may be naking sure Arny doesn’t get
the junp on them wth Air Force doing its bit, but there’'s one thing al
three of them are as agreed upon as they are about nothing else--they |l test
aut omat on zonbies and they' Il test slaves, but one thing nobody wants us
turning out is supernmen. They’ ve got undercover men under every |ab bench, al



keepi ng one eye on each other and one on us--and the whol e thing cones down on
our heads like a ton of cenent if there’'s even the first whisper of an idea
that we're going to build nore Pinmys. The sane thing happens if we don't give
themthe perfect soldier. And the only perfect soldier is a Pimry. Pimy could
repl ace any man in any armed service--froma KP to a whol e general staff,
dependi ng on what tapes he had. But he’'d have to be a true individual to do
it. And he’d be smarter than they are. They couldn’t trust him Not because he
woul dn’t work for the sane objectives as they' d want, but because he’'d
probably do it in some way they coul dn’t understand.

“So they don’t want any nore Pinmmys. This one test nodel is all they’l
al | ow, because he can be turned into any kind of robot they want, but they
won't take the whole Pimmy, with all his potentialities. They just want part
of him?”

The bitter |augh was |ouder. “W’' ve got their perfect soldier, but they
don’t want him They want sonething | ess--but that sonething less will never
be the perfect soldier. So we work and work, weeks on end, testing, revising,
redesi gning. Wiy? We're marking tine. W' ve got what they want, but they don't
want it--but if we don't give it to themsoon, they' Il w pe out the project.
And if we give themwhat they want, it won't really be what they want. Can't
you see that? What’s the matter with you, Heywood? Can’t you see the blind
alley we're in--only it’s not a blind alley, because it has eyes, eyes under
every bench, watching each other and watching us, always watching, never
st oppi ng, going on and never stopping, watching, eyes?”

Heywood had al ready picked up the tel ephone. As Russell coll apsed
conpl etely, he began to speak into it, calling the Project hospital. Even as
he tal ked, his eyes were coldly brooding, and his nouth was set in an
expression |’'d never seen before. H's other hand was on Russell’s tw tching
shoul der, moving gently as the other man sobbed.

August 25, 1974

Li gget is Heywood' s new assistant. It’s been a week since Russell’s been
gone.

Russell wasn't replaced for three days, and Heywood worked al one with
me. He's engi neer of the whole project, and |’m al nost certain there nust have
been ot her things he could have worked on while he was waiting for a new
assistant, but he spent all of his tine in this lab with ne.

H s face didn’t show what he thought about Russell. He’s not |ike
Li gget, though. Heywood' s thoughts are private. Ligget’s are hidden. But,
every once in a while, while Heywood was working, he'd start to turn around
and reach out, or just say “Jack--,” as if he wanted sonething, and then he'd
catch hinmself, and his eyes would grow nore thoughtful

I only understood part of what Russell had said that night he was taken
away, so | asked Heywood about it yesterday.

“What’ s the trouble, PinP” he asked.

“Don’t know, for sure. Too nuch | don't understand about this whole

thing. If I knew what some of the words neant, | mght not even have a
probl em”

“Shoot . ”

“Well, it’s nostly what Russell was saying, that |ast night.”

Heywood peeled a strip of skin fromhis upper lip by catching it between
his teeth. “Yeah.”

“What’'s a war, or what’s war? Sol diers have sonmething to do with it, but
what’'s a soldier? |"ma robot--but why do they want to make nore of me? Can 1
be a soldier and a robot at the sane time? Russell kept tal king about ‘they,’
and the Arny, the Air Force, and the Navy. Wat're they? And are the CI C nen
the ones who are watching you and each other at the sane tinme?”

Heywood scowl ed, and grinned ruefully at the same time. “That’s quite a
cat al ogue,” he said. “And there’'s even nore than that, isn't there, Pimy?” He
put his hand on ny side and sort of patted nme, the way |I'd seen himdo with a
generator a fewtinmes. “OK, |I'Il give you a tape on war and sol di ering.



That’s the next step in the programanyway, and it’'ll take care of nost of
t hose questions.”

“Thanks,” | said. “But what about the rest of it?”

He | eaned agai nst a bench and | ooked down at the floor. “Wll, ‘they’
are the people who instituted this program-the Secretary of Defense, and the
peopl e under him They all agreed that robot personnel were just what the
arnmed services needed, and they were right. The only trouble is, they couldn’'t
agree anong thenselves as to what characteristics were desirable in the
perfect soldier--or sailor, or airman. They decided that the best thing to do
was to come up with a series of different nodels, and to run tests until they
cane up with the best one.

“Bui |l ding you was ny own idea. Instead of trying to build prototypes to
fit each separate group of specifications, we built one all-purpose nodel who
was, effectively speaking, identical with a human being in al nost al
respects, with one major difference. By neans of cut-offs in every circuit, we
can restrict as much of your abilities as we want to, thus being able to
nmodi fy your general characteristics to fit any one of the various
specification groups. W saved a |lot of time by doing that, and avoi ded a
terrific nest of difficulties.

“Trouble is, we're using up all the trouble and tine we saved. Now t hat
t hey’ ve got you, they don’t want you. Nobody’'s willing to admt that the only
efficient robot soldier is one with all the discretionary powers and
i ndividuality of a human being. They can’t admt it, because people are afraid
of anything that looks like it m ght be better than they are. And they won't
trust what they're afraid of. So, Russell and | had to piddle around with a
stupid series of tests in a hopeless attenpt to cone up with sonething
practical that was nevertheless within the Iimtations of the various sets of
speci fications--which is ridicul ous, because there’s nothing wong with you,
but there’s plenty wong with the specs. They were desi ghed by people who
don’t know the first thing about robots or robot thought processes--or the
sheer nechanics of thinking, for that matter.”

He shrugged. “But, they' re the people with the authority and the noney
that’'s paying for this project--so Jack and | kept puttering because those
were the orders. Knowi ng that we had the perfect answer all the time, and that
nobody woul d accept it, was what finally got Jack.”

“What about you?” | asked.

He shrugged again. “lI’mjust waiting,” he said: “Eventually they’l
ei ther accept you or not. They' |l either commend me or fire nme, and they m ght
or might not decide it’s all nmy fault if they' re not happy. But there’'s
nothing I can do about it, is there? So, |I'’mwaiting.

“Meanwhil e, there’s the CIC. Actually, that's just a handy |abel. It
happens to be the initials of one of the undercover agencies out of the whole
group that infests this place. Every arned service has its own, and | inagine
t he government has its boys kicking around, too. W just picked one |abel to
cover themall--it’s sinmpler.”

“Russel |l said they were al ways watching. But why are they watching each
ot her, too? Wiy should one arnmed service be afraid that another’s going to get
an advant age over it?”

Heywood’ s mouth noved into a half-anused grin. “That’'s what is known as

human psychol ogy, Pimy. I1t’'Il help you to understand it, but if you can't,
why, just be glad you haven’t got it.”
“Ligget’s CIC, you know,” | said. “Russell accused himof it. He denied
it, but if he isn't actually in the CIC, then he's in sonething like it.”
Heywood nodded sourly. “I know. | wouldn’t mnd if he had brains enough

in addition, to know one end of a circuit fromthe other.”
He sl apped ny side again. “Pimy, boy,” he said. “W're going to have a
|l ot of fun around here in the next few weeks. Yes, sir, a lot of fun.”

August 26, 1974
Li gget was fooling around with me again. He's all right when Heywood’ s



inthe lab with me, but when he’s al one, he keeps running ne through
unaut hori zed tests. What he’s doing, actually, is to repeat all the tests
Heywood and Russell ran, just to make sure. As long as he doesn’'t cut out ny
individuality, | can remenber it all, and | guess there was nothing different
about the results on any of the tests, because | can tell fromhis face that
he’s not finding what he wants.

VWll, | hope he tells his bosses that Heywood and Russell were right.
Maybe they’ |l stop this fooling.

Ligget’'s pretty dunmb. After every test, he looks ne in the eye and tells
me to forget the whole thing. Wat does he think I am-Tril by?

And | don’t understand some of the test performances at all. There is
somet hi ng wwong w th Ligget.

Sept enber 2, 1974

| hadn’t realized, until now, that Heywood and Russell hadn’t told
anyone what they thought about this whole project, but, view ng that tape on
war and soldiering, and the way the mlitary mnd operates, | can see where
nobody woul d have accepted their expl anations.

Li gget caught on to the whole thing today. Heywood came in with a new
series of test charts, Ligget took one | ook at them and threw themon the
table. He sneered at Heywood and said, “Wo do you think you' re kidding?”

Heywood | ooked annoyed and said, “All right, what’'s eating you?”

Ligget’'s face got this hidden crafty look on it. “How |l ong did you think
you could keep this up, Heywood? This test is no different fromthe ones you
were runni ng three weeks ago. There hasn’t been any progress since then, and
there’s been no attenpt to make any. Wiat’s your expl anation?”

“Uh- huh.” Heywood didn't |ook particularly worried. “1I was wondering if
you were ever going to stunble across it.”

Li gget | ooked mad. “That attitude won’t do you any good. Now, come on
quit stalling. Wiy were you and Russell sabotaging the project?”

“Ch, stop being such a pompous | anmebrain, will you?” Heywood said
di sgustedly. “Russell and | weren’t doing any sabotagi ng. W’ ve been foll ow ng
our orders to the last letter. W built the prototype, and we’ve been testing
the various nodifications ever since. Anything wong with. that?”

“You’ ve made absolutely no attenpt to inprove the various nodifications.
There hasn’t been an ounce of progress in this project for the last twenty
days.

“Now, | ook, Heywood”--Ligget’'s voice becanme wheedling--"1 can understand
that you mi ght have what you’d consider a good reason for all this. Wuat is
it--political, or something? Maybe it’'s your conscience. Don’'t you want to
wor k on something that’'s eventually going to be applied to war? | w sh you'd
tell me about it. If | could understand your reasons, it would be that nuch
easier for you. Maybe it's too tough a problem Is that it, Heywood?”

Heywood’ s face got red. “No, it’s not. If you think--" He stopped, dug
his fingers at the top of the table, and got control of hinself again.

“No,” he said in a quieter, but just as deadly, voice. “lI’m as anxious
to produce an artificial soldier as anybody else. And I'’mnot too stupid for
the job, either. If you had any brains, you' d see that | already have.”

That hit Ligget between the eyes. “You have? Wiere is it, and why
haven't you reported your success? Wat is this thing?” He pointed at ne.
“Some kind of a decoy?”

Heywood grinaced. “No, you doubl e-dyed jackass, that’'s your soldier.”

“What ?”

“Sure. Strip those fifteen pounds of cutoffs out of him redesign his
case for whatever kind of ground he's supposed to operate on, feed himthe
proper tapes, and that's it. The perfect soldier--as smart as any human ever
produced, and a hundred tines the training and toughness, overnight. Run them
out by the thousands. Print your circuits, bed your transistors in silicone
rubber, and pour the whole brew into his case. Production difficulties?

Wat chmaki ng’ s harder.”



“No!” Ligget’'s eyes gleanmed. “And | worked on this with you! Wy haven't
you reported this!” he repeated.

Heywood | ooked at himpityingly. “Haven't you got it through your head?
Pimy’s the perfect soldier--all of him wth all his abilities. That includes
i ndividuality, curiosity, judgment--and intelligence. Cut one part of that,
and he’s no good. You' ve got to take the whol e cake, or none at all. One way
you starve--and the other way you choke.”

Li gget had gone white. “You mean, we’'ve got to take the superman--or we
don’t have anything.”

“Yes, you funbling jerk!”

Li gget | ooked thoughtful. He seened to forget Heywood and ne as he
stared down at his shoetops. “They won’t go for it,” he nmuttered. “Suppose
they decide they' re better fit to run the world than we are?”

“That’s the trouble,” Heywood said, “They are. They've got everything a
human bei ng has, plus incredible toughness and the ability to learn
i nst ant aneously. You know what Pimy di d? The day he was assenbl ed, he | earned
to read and wite, after a fashion. How? By listening to ne read a paragraph
out of a report, recording the sounds, and |ooking at the report afterwards.
He matched the sounds to the letters, recalled what sort of action on
Russell’s and ny part the paragraph had elicited, and sat down behind a
typewiter. That's all.”

“They’ d junk the whol e project before they let something like that run
around | oose!” The crafty | ook was hovering at the edges of Ligget’'s nask
again. “All right, so you ve got an answer, but it’'s not an acceptabl e one.
But why haven’t you pushed any of the other lines of investigation?”

“Because there aren’t any,” Heywood said disgustedly. “Any other
nodi fi cati on, when worked out to its inherent limts, is worse than useless.
You’ ve run enough tests to find out.”

“All right!” Ligget’s voice was high. “Wy didn't you report failure,
then, instead of keeping on with this shilly-shallying?”

“Because | haven't failed, you noron!” Heywood expl oded. “1’ve got the
answer. |’ve got Pimy. There’s nothing wong with him-the defect’s in the
way people are thinking. And |’'ve been going crazy, trying to think of a way
to change the people. To hell with nodifying the robot! He's as perfect as
you'll get within the next five years. It’'s the people who' Il have to
change!”

“Uh- huh.” Ligget’s voice was careful. “I see. You ve gone as far as you
can within the limts of your orders--and you were trying to find a way to
exceed them in order to force the arnmed services to accept robots |ike
Pimy.” He pulled out his wallet, and flipped it open. There was a pi ece of
nmetal fastened to one flap.

“Recogni ze this, Heywood?”

Heywood nodded.

“Al'l right, then, let’s go and talk to a few people.”

Heywood’ s eyes were cold and broodi ng again. He shrugged.

The | ab door opened, and there was another one of the |ab technicians
there. “CGo easy, Ligget,” he said. He wal ked across the lab in rapid strides.
Hs wallet had a different badge in it. “Listening fromnext door,” he
explained. “All right, Heywood,” he said, “lI’mtaking you in.” He shoul dered
Li gget out of the way. “Way don’'t you guys learn to stay in your own
jurisdiction,” he told him

Ligget’'s face turned red, and his fists clenched, but the other man nust
have had nore wei ght behind him because he didn't say anything.

Heywood | ooked over at nme, and raised a hand. “So |ong, Pimy,” he said.
He and the other man wal ked out of the lab, with Ligget trailing al ong behind
them As they got the door open, | saw sone other men standing out in the
hall. The man who had cone into the |lab cursed. “You guys!” he said savagely.
“This is ny prisoner, see, and if you think--"

The door closed, and | couldn’'t hear the rest of what they said, but
there was a lot of arguing before | heard the sound of all their footsteps



goi ng down the hall in a body.
Wll, that's about all, | guess. Except for this other thing. It’s about
Li gget, and | hear he’s not around any nore. But you m ght be interested.

Sept enber 4, 1974
| haven’t seen Heywood, and |’ve been alone in the lab all day. But

Ligget came in last night. | don’t think 1'll see Heywood agai n.

Ligget came in late at night. He | ooked as though he hadn’t slept, and
he was very nervous. But he was drunk, too--1 don't know where he got the
i quor.

He cane across the lab floor, his footsteps very loud on the cenment, and
he put his hands on his hips and | ooked up at ne.

“Well, superman,” he said in a tight, edgy voice, “you ve |ost your
buddy for good, the dirty traitor. And now you' re next. You know what they’'re
going to do to you?” He l|laughed. “You'll have lots of time to think it over.”

He paced back and forth in front of me. Then he spun around suddenly and
pointed his finger at me. “Thought you could beat the race of men, huh?
Fi gured you were smarter than we were, didn’t you? But we’ve got you now
You' re going to learn that you can't try to fool around with the human ani nal ,
because he’ll pull you down. He' Il claw and kick you until you coll apse.
That’s the way nmen are, robot. Not steel and circuits--flesh and bl ood and
nmuscl es. Flesh that fought its way out of the sea and out of the jungle,
nmuscl e that crushed everything that ever stood in his way, and blood that’s
spilled for a mllion years to keep the human race on top. That’'s the kind of
an organi smwe are, robot.”

He paced sone nore and spun again. “You never had a chance.”

Well, | guess that is all. The rest of it, you know about. You can pull
the transcriber plug out of here now, | guess. Wuld sonebody say good-by to
Heywood for me--and Russell, too, if that’'s possible?

COVERI NG MEMORANDUM

Bl al ock, Project Engineer,
to

Hal |, Director,

820TH TDRC, COVASAMPS

Sept enber 21, 1974

Encl osed are the transcriptions of the robot’s readings fromhis
menory-bank “diary,” as recorded this nmorning. The robot is now enroute to the
Pat uxent River, the casting of the concrete bl ock having been conpleted with

the filling of the opening through which the transcription line was run

As Victor Heywood’' s successor to the post of Project Engineer, 1'd like
to point out that the robot was incapable of deceit, and that this
transcription, if read at Heywood' s trial, will prove that his intentions were

definitely not treasonous, and certainly notivated on an honest belief that he
was acting in the best interests of the original directive for the project’s
initiation.

In regard to your Menorandum 8-4792-H of yesterday, a danmage report is
in process of preparation and will be forwarded to you inmediately on its
conpl eti on.

| fully understand that Heywood' s line of research is to be considered
cl osed. Investigations into what Heywood terned the “zonbie” and “slave” type
of robot organization have already begun in an inprovised | aboratory, and
expect prelimnary results within the next ten days.

Prelimnary results on the general investigation of other possible types

of robot orientation and organization are in, copies attached. I'd like to
poi nt out that they are extrenely discouraging.
( Si gned)

H E. Bl alock, Project Engineer,



820TH TDRC, COVASAMPS

Sept enber 25, 1974
PERSONAL LETTER

FROM HALL, DI RECTOR,
820TH TDRC, COVASAMPS,
to

SECRETARY OF DEFENSE
Dear Vinnie,

Wll, things are finally starting to settle down out here. You were
right, all this place needed was a housecl eaning fromtop to bottom

| think we're going to let this Heywood fell ow go. W can’t prove
anything on him-frankly, | don't think there was anything to prove. Russell
of course, is a closed issue. Hi s chance of ever getting out of the hospita
is rated as ten per cent.

You know, considering the ness that robot nade of the lab, 1’'d al nost be
inclined to think that Heywood was right. Can you inmagi ne what a fighter that
fell ow woul d have been, if his loyalty had been channel ed to sone abstract
li ke Freedom instead of to Heywood? But we can’t take the chance. Look at the
way the robot’s gone ammesic about killing Ligget while he was w ecking the
lab. It was something that happened accidentally. It wasn't supposed to
happen, so the robot forgot it. Mght present difficulties in a war.

So, we’'ve got this Blalock fellow down fromM I. T. He spends too mnuch
time tal king about Weiner, but he's all right, otherw se.

"1l be down in a couple of days. Appropriations conmttee neeting. You
know how it is. Everybody knows we need the noney, but they want to argue
about it, first.

Wl l, that’s human nature, | guess.

See you,
Ral ph

SUPPLEMENT TO CHARTS:
Menace to Navigation

Patuxent River, at a point forty-eight nmles bel ow Fol som bearings as
bel ow.

M dchannel . Concrete block, 15 x 15 x 15. Not dangerous except at
extreme | ow tide.

TWO- HANDED ENGI NE
by Henry Kuttner and C. L. More

Ever since the days of Orestes there have been nmen with Furies follow ng them
It wasn’t until the Twenty-Second Century that mankind made itself a set of
real Furies, out of steel. Mankind had reached a crisis by then. They had a
good reason for building man-shaped Furies that woul d dog the footsteps of al
men who kill nen. Nobody el se. There was by then no other crine of any

i mport ance.

It worked very sinply. Wthout warning, a man who thought hinself safe
woul d suddenly hear the steady footfalls behind him He would turn and see the
t wo- handed engi ne wal ki ng toward him shaped |like a nan of steel, and nore
i ncorruptible than any man not made of steel could be. Only then would the
nmur der er know he had been tried and condemed by the ommi scient electronic
m nds that knew society as no human mind coul d ever know it.

For the rest of his days, the nman woul d hear those footsteps behind him
A moving jail with invisible bars that shut himoff fromthe world. Never in
life woul d he be al one again. And one day--he never knew when--the jailer
woul d turn executioner.

Danner | eaned back confortably in his contoured restaurant chair and rolled
expensi ve wi he across his tongue, closing his eyes to enjoy the taste of it



better. He felt perfectly safe. Oh, perfectly protected. For nearly an hour
now he had been sitting here, ordering the nobst expensive food, enjoying the
musi ¢ breathing softly through the air, the murmurous, well-bred hush of his
fellow diners. It was a good place to be. It was very good, having so nmuch
noney- - NOW.

True, he had had to kill to get the noney. But no guilt troubled him
There is no guilt if you aren’t found out, and Danner had protection
Protection straight fromthe source, which was sonething new in the world.
Danner knew the consequences of killing. If Hartz hadn't satisfied himthat he
was perfectly safe, Danner would never have pulled the trigger....

The nenory of an archaic word flickered through his mnd briefly. Sin.

It evoked nothing. Once it had sonething to do with guilt, in an
i nconmpr ehensi bl e way. Not any nore. ©Mankind had been through too rmuch. Sin was
nmeani ngl ess now.

He di snmissed the thought and tried the heart-of-palns salad. He found he
didn't like it. On well, you had to expect things |like that. Nothing was
perfect. He sipped the wine again, liking the way the gl ass seenmed to vibrate
like something faintly alive in his hand. It was good w ne. He thought of
ordering nore, but then he thought no, save it, next tine. There was so much
before him waiting to be enjoyed. Any risk was worth it. And of course, in
this there had been no risk.

Danner was a man born at the wong time. He was old enough to renmenber
the | ast days of utopia, young enough to be trapped in the new scarcity
econony the machi nes had cl anped down on their nakers. In his early youth he'd
had access to free luxuries, |ike everybody else. He could renenber the old
days when he was an adol escent and the | ast of the Escape Machi nes were stil
operating, the glanorous, bright, inpossible, vicarious visions that didn't
really exist and never could have. But then the scarcity economy swal |l owed up
pl easure. Now you got necessities but no nmore. Now you had to work. Danner
hated every mnute of it.

When the sw ft change came, he’d been too young and unskilled to conpete
in the scranble. The rich nen today were the nen who had built fortunes on
cornering the few luxuries the nmachines still produced. Al Danner had |eft
were bright menories and a dull, resentful feeling of having been cheated. Al
he wanted were the bright days back, and he didn't care how he got them

Wl l, now he had them He touched the rimof the wine glass with his
finger, feeling it sing silently against the touch. Bl own gl ass? he wondered.
He was too ignorant of luxury itenms to understand. But he’'d |l earn. He had the
rest of his life to learn in, and be happy.

He | ooked up across the restaurant and saw through the transparent domne
of the roof the nmelting towers of the city. They made a stone forest as far as
he could see. And this was only one city. Wen he was tired of it, there were
nore. Across the country, across the planet the network lay that linked city
with city in a webwork like a vast, intricate, half-alive nonster. Call it
soci ety.

He felt it trenble a little beneath him

He reached for the wi ne glass and drank quickly. The faint uneasiness
that seemed to shiver the foundations of the city was something new. It was
because--yes, certainly it was because of a new fear.

It was because he had not been found out.

That made no sense. O course the city was conmplex. O course it
operated on a basis of incorruptible machines. They, and only they, kept man
from becom ng very quickly another extinct animal. And of these the anal ogue
conputers, the electronic calculators, were the gyroscope of all living. They
made and enforced the | aws that were necessary now to keep nmankind alive.
Danner didn’t understand much of the vast changes that had swept over society
in his lifetime, but this nmuch even he knew

So perhaps it made sense that he felt society shiver because he sat here
| uxurious on foamrubber, sipping wine, hearing soft nusic, and no Fury
standi ng behind his chair to prove that the calculators were still guardi ans



for mankind....

If not even the Furies are incorruptible, what can a man believe in?

It was at that exact nmoment that the Fury arrived.

Danner heard every sound suddenly die out around him H s fork was
hal fway to his lips, but he paused, frozen, and | ooked up across the table and
the restaurant toward the door.

The Fury was taller than a man. It stood there for a nonment, the
afternoon sun striking a blinding spot of brightness fromits shoulder. It had
no face, but it seemed to scan the restaurant leisurely, table by table. Then
it stepped in under the doorfranme and the sun-spot slid away and it was like a
tall man encased in steel, walking slowy between the tables.

Danner said to hinmself, |aying down his untasted food, “Not for ne.
Everyone el se here is wondering. | know.”

And like a nenory in a drowning man’s nind, clear, sharp and condensed
into a noment, yet every detail clear, he renmenbered what Hartz had told him
As a drop of water can pull into its reflection a w de panorama condensed into
atiny focus, so tinme seened to focus down to a pinpoint the half-hour Danner
and Hartz had spent together, in Hartz's office with the walls that could go
transparent at the push of a button

He saw Hartz again, plunp and blond, with the sad eyebrows. A nan who
| ooked relaxed until he began to talk, and then you felt the burning quality
about him the air of driven tension that nmade even the air around himseemto
be restlessly trenbling. Danner stood before Hartz's desk again in nmenory,
feeling the floor humfaintly against his soles with the heartbeat of the
conputers. You could see themthrough the glass, snoboth, shiny things with
wi nking lights in banks |ike candles burning in colored glass cups. You could
hear their faraway chattering as they ingested facts, meditated them and then
spoke in nunbers like cryptic oracles. It took nen like Hartz to understand
what the oracles neant.

“l have a job for you,” Hartz said. “I want a man killed.”

“Ch no,” Danner said. “Wat kind of a fool do you think I an®”

“Now wait a mnute. You can use npbney, can’'t you?”

“What for?” Danner asked bitterly. “A fancy funeral ?”

“Alife of luxury. | know you' re not a fool. | know dammed wel | you
woul dn’t do what 1 ask unl ess you got noney and protection. That’'s what | can
offer. Protection.”

Danner | ooked through the transparent wall at the conputers.

“Sure,” he said

“No, | nean it. |I--" Hartz hesitated, glancing around the rooma little
uneasily, as if he hardly trusted his own precautions for making sure of
privacy. “This is something new,” he said. “lI can re-direct any Fury | want
to.”

“Ch, sure,” Danner said again.

“It’s true. I'lIl show you. | can pull a Fury off any victiml| choose.”

“ How?”

“That’s my secret. Naturally. In effect, though, |I've found a way to

feed in fal se data, so the machines cone out with the wong verdict before
conviction, or the wong orders after conviction.”

“But that’s--dangerous, isn't it?”

“Dangerous?” Hartz | ooked at Danner under his sad eyebrows. “Well, yes.
| think so. That’s why | don't do it often. |1’ve done it only once, as a
matter of fact. Theoretically, |'d worked out the nethod. | tested it, just
once. It worked. I'lIl do it again, to prove to you |I’'mtelling the truth.
After that 1'll do it once again, to protect you. And that will be it. | don't
want to upset the calculators any nore than | have to. Once your job’s done, |
won’t have to.”

“Who do you want killed?”

Involuntarily Hartz gl anced upward, toward the heights of the building
where the top-rank executive offices were. “OReilly,” he said

Danner gl anced upward too, as if he could see through the floor and



observe the exalted shoe-soles of OReilly, Controller of the Calcul ators,
paci ng an expensi ve carpet overhead.

“It’s very sinple,” Hartz said. “lI want his job.”

“Why not do your own killing, then, if you' re so sure you can stop the
Furies?”

“Because that would give the whole thing away,” Hartz said inpatiently.
“Use your head. |’ve got an obvious notive. It wouldn't take a calculator to

figure out who profits nost if OReilly dies. If |I saved nyself froma Fury,
peopl e would start wondering how | did it. But you’ ve got no notive for
killing OReilly. Nobody but the cal cul ators would know, and I'Il take care of
them”

“How do | know you can do it?”

“Sinmple. Watch.”

Hartz got up and wal ked quickly across the resilient carpet that gave
his steps a falsely youthful bounce. There was a wai st-high counter on the far
side of the room wth a slanting glass screen on it. Nervously Hartz punched
a button, and a map of a section of the city sprang out in bold Iines onits
sur f ace.

“I"ve got to find a sector where a Fury’'s in operation now,” he
expl ai ned. The map flickered and he pressed the button again. The unstable
outlines of the city streets wavered and bri ghtened and then went out as he
scanned the sections fast and nervously. Then a map flashed on which had three
wavering streaks of colored light crisscrossing it, intersecting at one point
near the center. The point nmoved very slowy across the nmap, at just about the
speed of a wal king man reduced to miniature in scale with the street he wal ked
on. Around himthe colored lines wheeled slowy, keeping their focus always
steady on the single point.

“There,” Hartz said, leaning forward to read the printed name of the
street. A drop of sweat fell fromhis forehead onto the glass, and he wiped it
uneasily away with his fingertip. “There’s a nman with a Fury assigned to him
Al right, now I’'Il show you. Look here.”

Above the desk was a news-screen. Hartz clicked it on and wat ched
inpatiently while a street scene swaminto focus. Crowds, traffic noises,
peopl e hurrying, people loitering. And in the mddle of the cromd a little
oasis of isolation, an island in the sea of humanity. Upon that mnoving island

two occupants dwelt, like a Crusoe and a Friday, alone. One of the two was a
haggard man who watched the ground as he wal ked. The other islander in this
deserted spot was a tall, shining, man-forned shape that followed at his

heel s.

As if invisible walls surrounded them pressing back the crowds they
wal ked t hrough, the two noved in an enpty space that closed in behind them
opened up before them Some of the passersby stared, sone | ooked away in
enbarrassnent or uneasi ness. Sone watched with a frank anticipation, wondering
per haps at just what nonment the Friday would lift his steel armand strike the
Crusoe dead.

“Watch, now,” Hartz said nervously. “Just a mnute. |I’mgoing to pul
the Fury off this man. Wait.” He crossed to his desk, opened a drawer, bent
secretively over it. Danner heard a series of clicks frominside, and then the
brief chatter of tapped keys. “Now,” Hartz said, closing the drawer. He noved
t he back of his hand across his forehead. “WArmin here, isn't it? Let’s get a
closer look. You'll see sonething happen in a mnute.”

Back to the news-screen. He flicked the focus switch and the street
scene expanded, the man and his pacing jailor swooped upward into cl ose focus.
The man's face seened to partake subtly of the inmpassive quality of the
robot’s. You would have thought they had lived a long tine together, and
perhaps they had. Tinme is a flexible elenent, infinitely |long sonetines in a
very short space

“Wait until they get out of the crowd,” Hartz said. “This nustn’t be
conspi cuous. There, he's turning now ”

The man, seening to nove at random wheeled at an alley corner and went



down the narrow, dark passage away fromthe thoroughfare. The eye of the
news-screen followed himas closely as the robot.

“So you do have caneras that can do that,” Danner said with interest. “I
al ways thought so. How s it done? Are they spotted at every corner, or is it a
beam trans--"

“Never mind,” Hartz said. “Trade secret. Just watch. W'l| have to wait
until--no, no! Look, he’s going to try it now”

The man gl anced furtively behind him The robot was just turning the
corner in his wake. Hartz darted back to his desk and pulled the drawer open
H s hand poised over it, his eyes watched the screen anxiously. It was curious
how the man in the alley, though he could have no inkling that other eyes
wat ched, | ooked up and scanned the sky, gazing directly for a noment into the
attentive, hidden canera and the eyes of Hartz and Danner. They saw himtake a
sudden, deep breath, and break into a run

From Hartz' s drawer sounded a netallic click. The robot, which had noved
snoothly into a run the monment the man did, checked itself awkwardly and
seened to totter on its steel feet for an instant. It slowed. It stopped like
an engine grinding to a halt. It stood notionl ess.

At the edge of the camera’s range you could see the man's face, | ooking
backward, nouth open with shock as he saw the inpossibl e happen. The robot
stood there in the alley, making indecisive notions as if the new orders Hartz
punped into its mechani sns were grating against inbuilt orders in whatever
receptor it had. Then it turned its steel back upon the man in the alley and
went smoothly, al nost sedately, away down the street, wal king as precisely as
if it were obeying valid orders, not stripping the very gears of society in
its aberrant behavi or.

You got one |last glinpse of the man’s face, |ooking strangely stricken
as if his last friend in the world had left him

Hartz switched off the screen. He wiped his forehead again. He went to
the glass wall and | ooked out and down as if he were half afraid the
cal cul ators m ght know what he had done. Looking very snmall against the
background of the netal giants, he said over his shoul der, “Well, Danner?”

Was it well? There had been nore tal k, of course, nore persuasion, a
rai sing of the bribe. But Danner knew his m nd had been nade up fromthat
monent. A calculated risk, and worth it. Well worth it. Except

In the deathly silence of the restaurant all notion had stopped. The
Fury wal ked cal My between the tables, threading its shining way, touching no
one. Every face blanched, turned toward it. Every nmind thought, “Can it be for
me?” Even the entirely innocent thought, “This is the first m stake they’ve
ever made, and it’s come for me. The first m stake, but there’s no appeal and
I could never prove a thing.” For while guilt had no meaning in this world,
puni shrent di d have meani ng, and puni shment could be blind, striking like the

[ i ght ni ng.
Danner between set teeth told hinself over and over, “Not for ne. |’'m
safe. I"'mprotected. It hasn’'t cone for nme.” And yet he thought how strange it

was, what a coincidence, wasn’t it, that there should be two nurderers here
under this expensive glass roof today? Hinself, and the one the Fury had cone
for.

He rel eased his fork and heard it clink on the plate. He | ooked down at
it and the food, and suddenly his mnd rejected everything around hi mand went
diving off on a fugitive tangent like an ostrich into sand. He thought about
food. How di d asparagus grow? \Wat did raw food | ook |ike? He had never seen
any. Food cane ready-cooked out of restaurant kitchens or automat slots.
Pot at oes, now. What did they look like? A noist white mash? No, for sonetinmes
they were oval slices, so the thing itself nust be oval. But not round.
Sonetimes you got themin long strips, squared off at the ends. Sonething
quite long and oval, then, chopped into even lengths. And white, of course.
And they grew underground, he was al mbst sure. Long, thin roots twining white
arnms anong the pipes and conduits he had seen laid bare when the streets were



under repair. How strange that he should be eating sonething like thin,

i neffectual human arnms that enbraced the sewers of the city and withed
pallidly where the wornms had their being. And where he hinself, when the Fury
found him might....

He pushed the plate away.

An indescribable rustling and nurnmuring in the roomlifted his eyes for
himas if he were an automaton. The Fury was hal fway across the room now, and
it was alnost funny to see the relief of those whomit had passed by. Two or
three of the wonmen had buried their faces in their hands, and one man had
slipped quietly fromhis chair in a dead faint as the Fury’'s passing rel eased
their private dreads back into their hidden wells.

The thing was quite close now It |ooked to be about seven feet tall,
and its nmotion was very snooth, which was unexpected when you thought about
it. Snoother than human notions. Its feet fell with a heavy, neasured tread
upon the carpet. Thud, thud, thud. Danner tried inpersonally to cal cul ate what
it weighed. You always heard that they made no sound except for that terrible
tread, but this one creaked very slightly somewhere. It had no features, but
the human mind couldn’t help sketching in lightly a sort of airy face upon
that bl ank steel surface, with eyes that seened to search the room

It was com ng closer. Now all eyes were convergi ng toward Danner. And
the Fury came straight on. It alnost |ooked as if

“No!” Danner said to hinself. “Ch, no, this can’t bel” He felt like a
man in a nightmare, on the verge of waking. “Let nme wake soon,” he thought.
“Let me wake now, before it gets herel”

But he did not wake. And now the thing stood over him and the thudding
foot steps stopped. There was the faintest possible creaking as it towered over
his table, motionless, waiting, its featureless face turned toward his.

Danner felt an intolerable tide of heat surge up into his face--rage,
shane, disbelief. H s heart pounded so hard the room swam and a sudden pain
like jagged lightning shot through his head fromtenple to tenple.

He was on his feet, shouting.

“No, no”' he yelled at the inpassive steel. “You' re wong! You ve nade a
m st ake! Go away, you dammed fool! You re wong, you re wong!” He groped on
the tabl e w thout |ooking down, found his plate and hurled it straight at the
arnored chest before him China shattered. Spilled food snmeared a white and
green and brown stain over the steel. Danner floundered out of his chair,
around the table, past the tall metal figure toward the door

Al'l he could think of now was Hartz.

Seas of faces swam by himon both sides as he stunbl ed out of the
restaurant. Some watched with avid curiosity, their eyes seeking his. Sone did
not look at all, but gazed at their plates rigidly or covered their faces with
t heir hands. Behind himthe neasured tread came on, and the rhythm c faint
creak from somewhere inside the arnor.

The faces fell away on both sides and he went through a door w thout any
awar eness of opening it. He was in the street. Sweat bathed himand the air
struck icy, though it was not a cold day. He |l ooked blindly left and right,
and then plunged for a bank of phone booths half a bl ock away, the inmage of
Hartz swi mming before his eyes so clearly he blundered i nto people wthout
seeing them Dimy he heard indighant voices begin to speak and then die into
awestruck silence. The way cl eared magically before him He walked in the
newly created island of his isolation up to the nearest booth.

After he had closed the gl ass door the thunder of his own blood in his
ears made the little sound-proofed booth reverberate. Through the door he saw
t he robot stand passionlessly waiting, the snear of spilled food stil
streaking its chest |ike some robotic ribbon of honor across a steel shirt
front.

Danner tried to dial a nunber. H's fingers were |ike rubber. He breathed
deep and hard, trying to pull hinmself together. An irrelevant thought fl oated
across the surface of his nmind. | forgot to pay for ny dinner. And then: A lot
of good the noney will do ne now O©h, damm Hartz, damm him dam him



He got the nunber.

A girl’s face flashed into sharp, clear colors on the screen before him
Good, expensive screens in the public booths in this part of town, his mnd
not ed i npersonal ly.

“This is Controller Hartz's office. May | help you?”

Danner tried twice before he could give his nane. He wondered if the
girl could see him and behind him dimy through the glass, the tall waiting
figure. He couldn’t ten, because she dropped her eyes imedi ately to what mnust
have been a list on the unseen table before her

“I"'msorry. M. Hartz is out. He won't be back today.”

The screen drained of |ight and col or

Danner fol ded back the door and stood up. H s knees were unsteady. The
robot stood just far enough back to clear the hinge of the door. For a noment
they faced each other. Danner heard hinself suddenly in the nidst of an
uncontrol | abl e giggling which even he realized verged on hysteria. The robot
with the smear of food like a ribbon of honor |ooked so ridicul ous. Danner to
his dimsurprise found that all this while he had been clutching the
restaurant napkin in his left hand.

“Stand back,” he said to the robot. “Let me out. Ch, you fool, don’t you
know this is a mistake?” H s voice quavered. The robot creaked faintly and
st epped back.

“I't’s bad enough to have you follow ne,” Danner said. “At |east, you
m ght be clean. A dirty robot is too nuch--too rmuch--" The thought was
idiotically unbearable, and he heard tears in his voice. Half-Iaughing,
hal f - weepi ng he w ped the steel chest clean and threw the napkin to the
fl oor.

And it was at that very instant, with the feel of the hard chest stil
vivid in his nenory, that realization finally broke through the protective
screen of hysteria, and he remenbered the truth. He would never in life be
al one again. Never while he drew breath. And when he died, it would be at
t hese steel hands, perhaps upon this steel chest, with the passionless face
bent to his, the last thing in life he would ever see. No human conpani on, but
the bl ack steel skull of the Fury.

It took himnearly a week to reach Hartz. During the week, he changed
his mnd about how long it mght take a man followed by a Fury to go nad. The
| ast thing he saw at night was the streetlight shining through the curtains of
hi s expensive hotel suite upon the nmetal shoulder of his jail. Al night |ong,
waki ng from uneasy slunber, he could hear the faint creaking of sonme inward
mechani sm functi oni ng under the arnor. And each tine he woke it was to wonder
whet her he woul d ever wake again. Wuld the blow fall while he slept? And what
ki nd of blow? How did the Furies execute? It was always a faint relief to see
the bleak light of early norning shine upon the watcher by his bed. At | east
he had lived through the night. But was this living? And was it worth the
bur den?

He kept his hotel suite. Perhaps the managenent woul d have liked himto
go, but nothing was said. Possibly they didn’t dare. Life took on a strange,
transparent quality, like sonething seen through an invisible wall. Qutside of
trying to reach Hartz, there was nothing Danner wanted to do. The old desires
for luxuries, entertainnent, travel, had nelted away. He woul dn’t have
travel ed al one.

He did spend hours in the public library, reading all that was avail abl e
about the Furies. It was here that he first encountered the two haunting and
frightening lines MIton wote when the world was small and sinple--nystifying
lines that made no certain sense to anybody until man created a Fury out of
steel, in his own inmage.

But that two-handed engi ne at the door
Stands ready to smite once, and smite no nore...



Danner gl anced up at his own two-handed engine, notionless at his shoul der

and thought of MIton and the long ago tinmes when [ife was sinple and easy. He
tried to picture the past. The twentieth century, when all civilizations

t oget her crashed over the brink in one majestic downfall to chaos. And the
time before that, when people were... different, somehow. But how? It was too
far and too strange. He could not imagine the time before the nachines.

But he learned for the first time what had really happened, back there
in his early years, when the bright world finally blinked out entirely and
gray drudgery began. And the Furies were first forged in the |Iikeness of man.

Before the really big wars began, technol ogy advanced to the point where
machi nes bred upon machines like living things, and there m ght have been an
Eden on earth, with everybody's wants fully supplied, except that the social
sciences fell too far behind the physical sciences. Wen the decimating wars
cane on, machi nes and peopl e fought side by side, steel against steel and nan
agai nst man, but man was the nore perishable. The wars ended when there were
no |l onger two societies left to fight against each other. Societies splintered
apart into smaller and smaller groups until a state very close to anarchy set
in.

The machines licked their netal wounds neanwhil e and heal ed each ot her
as they had been built to do. They had no need for the social sciences. They
went on calmy reproduci ng thensel ves and handi ng out to mankind the |uxuries
whi ch the age of Eden had designed themto hand out. Inperfectly of course.

I ncompl etely, because sone of their species were w ped out entirely and |eft
no machi nes to breed and reproduce their kind. But nmpst of them ninded their
raw materials, refined them poured and cast the needed parts, made their own
fuel, repaired their own injuries and nmaintained their breed upon the face of
the earth with an efficiency man never even approached.

Meanwhi | e manki nd splintered and splintered away. There were no | onger
any real groups, not even famlies. Men didn’t need each other nuch. Enotiona
attachments dwi ndl ed. Men had been conditioned to accept vicarious surrogates
and escapismwas fatally easy. Men reoriented their enptions to the Escape
Machi nes that fed them joyous, inpossible adventure and made the waking world

seemtoo dull to bother with. And the birth rate fell and fell. It was a very
strange period. Luxury and chaos went hand in hand, anarchy and inertia were
the sane thing. And still the birth rate dropped...

Eventually a few peopl e recogni zed what was happeni ng. Man as a species
was on the way out. And nman was hel pl ess to do anything about it. But he had a
powerful servant. So the tinme cane when sone unsung geni us saw what woul d have
to be done. Soneone saw the situation clearly and set a new pattern in the
bi ggest of the surviving electronic calculators. This was the goal he set:
“Manki nd must be made sel f-responsible again. You will make this your only
goal until you achieve the end.”

It was sinmple, but the changes it produced were worl dw de and all hunman
life on the planet altered drastically because of it. The machi nes were an
integrated society, if man was not. And now they had a single set of orders
whi ch all of themreorganized to obey.

So the days of the free luxuries ended. The Escape Machi nes shut up
shop. Men were forced back into groups for the sake of survival. They had to
undert ake now the work the machi nes withheld, and slowy, slowy, combn needs
and comon interests began to spawn the al npbst |ost feeling of human unity
agai n.

But it was so slow. And no nachi ne could put back into man what he had
|ost--the internalized conscience. |ndividualismhad reached its ultinmate
stage and there had been no deterrent to crine for a | ong while. Wthout
famly or clan relations, not even feud retaliation occurred. Conscience
failed, since no man identified with any other

The real job of the machines now was to rebuild in man a realistic
superego to save himfromextinction. A self-responsible society would be a
genui nely interdependent one, the |eader identifying with the group, and a
realistically internalized conscience which would forbid and punish “sin”--the



sin of injuring the group with which you identify.

And here the Furies cane in.

The machi nes defined nurder, under any circunstances, as the only hunman
crime. This was accurate enough, since it is the only act which can
irreplaceably destroy a unit of society.

The Furies couldn’t prevent crime. Punishnent never cures the crim nal
But it can prevent others fromconmmtting crime through sinple fear, when they
see puni shment admi nistered to others. The Furies were the synbol of
puni shment. They overtly stal ked the streets on the heels of their condemmed
victinms, the outward and visible sign that nurder is always puni shed, and
puni shed nost publicly and terribly. They were very efficient. They were never
wong. O at least, in theory they were never wong, and considering the
enornous quantities of information stored by now in the anal ogue computers, it
seened likely that the justice of the machines was far nore efficient than
that of humans coul d be.

Soneday man woul d redi scover sin. Wthout it he had come near to
perishing entirely. Wth it, he mght resune his authority over hinself and
the race of nechani zed servants who were helping himto restore his species.
But until that day, the Furies would have to stalk the streets, man's
conscience in nmetal guise, inposed by the nachines man created a long tine
ago.

What Danner did during this tine he scarcely knew. He thought a great

deal of the old days when the Escape Machines still worked, before the
machi nes rationed | uxuries. He thought of this sullenly and with resentnent,
for he could see no point at all in the experinent manki nd was enbarked on. He

had liked it better in the old days. And there were no Furies then, either

He drank a good deal. Once he enptied his pockets into the hat of a
| egl ess beggar, because the man |ike hinself was set apart from society by
somet hing new and terrible. For Danner it was the Fury. For the beggar it was
life itself. Thirty years ago he would have lived or died unheeded, tended
only by machines. That a beggar could survive at all, by begging, nust be a
sign that society was beginning to feel tw nges of awakened fellow feeling
with its menbers, but to Danner that meant nothing. He woul dn’t be around | ong
enough to know how the story came out.

He wanted to talk to the beggar, though the man tried to wheel hinself
away on his little platform

“Listen,” Danner said urgently, follow ng, searching his pockets. *“I
want to tell you. It doesn't feel the way you think it would. It feels--"

He was quite drunk that night, and he foll owed the beggar until the nman
threw the nmoney back at him and thrust hinself away rapidly on his wheel ed
platform while Danner |eaned against a building and tried to believe inits
solidity. But only the shadow of the Fury, falling across himfromthe street
| anp, was real.

Later that night, somewhere in the dark, he attacked the Fury. He seened
to remenber finding a |l ength of pipe somewhere, and he struck showers of
sparks fromthe great, inpervious shoul ders above him Then he ran, doubling
and twisting up alleys, and in the end he hid in a dark doorway, waiting,
until the steady footsteps resounded through the night.

He fell asleep, exhausted.

It was the next day that he finally reached Hartz.

“What went wong?” Danner asked. In the past week he had changed a good
deal. His face was taking on, in its inpassivity, an odd resenbl ance to the
nmetal mask of the robot.

Hartz struck the desk edge a nervous blow, grinmacing when he hurt his
hand. The room seened to be vibrating not with the pulse of the machi nes bel ow
but with his own tense energy.

“Somet hi ng went wrong,” he said. “l don’t know yet. [--"

“You don’t know! ” Danner |ost part of his inpassivity.

“Now wait.” Hartz nmade soothing motions with his hands. “Just hang on a



l[ittle longer. It'Il be all right. You can--"

“How much | onger have | got?” Danner asked. He | ooked over his shoul der
at the tall Fury standing behind him as if he were really asking the question
of it, not Hartz. There was a feeling, sonmehow, about the way he said it that
made you think he nust have asked that question many tinmes, |ooking up into
the bl ank steel face, and woul d go on asking hopel essly until the answer cane
at last. But not in words...

“l can’t even find that out,” Hartz said. “Damm it, Danner, this was a
ri sk. You knew that.”

“You said you could control the conputer. | saw you do it. | want to
know why you didn’'t do what you prom sed.”
“Somet hing went wong, | tell you. It should have worked. The m nute

t hi s--business--came up | fed in the data that should have protected you.”

“But what happened?”

Hartz got up and began to pace the resilient flooring. “lI jut don't
know. We don't understand the potentiality of the machines, that’s all. |
t hought | could do it. But--"

“You t hought!”

“I know !l can do it. I'mstill trying. I'mtrying everything. After all
this is inportant to nme, too. I'mworking as fast as | can. That’'s why |
couldn’t see you before. I'"'mcertain | can do it, if | can work this out ny

own way. Damm it, Danner, it’s conplex. And it’s not like juggling a
conptoneter. Look at those things out there.”

Danner didn't bother to | ook

“You' d better do it,” he said. “That's all.”

Hartz said furiously, “Don’t threaten nel Let ne alone and I'Il work it
out. But don't threaten ne.”

“You're in this too,” Danner said.

Hartz went back to his desk and sat down on the edge of it.

“How?” he asked.

“OReilly’'s dead. You paid me to kill him?”

Hartz shrugged. “The Fury knows that,” he said. “The computers know it.
And it doesn’'t matter a dam bit. Your hand pulled the trigger, not mne.”

“W’re both guilty. If I suffer for it, you--"

“Now wait a mnute. Get this straight. |I thought you knewit. It’'s a
basi s of |aw enforcenent, and al ways has been. Nobody’s puni shed for
intention. Only for actions. I'mno nore responsible for OReilly’ s death than

the gun you used on him?”
“But you lied to me! You tricked me! 1'II[--"

“You'll do as | say, if you want to save yourself. | didn't trick you.
just nade a mistake. Gve ne time and 1’|l retrieve it.”
“How | ong?”

This time both nmen | ooked at the Fury. It stood inpassive.

“I don’t know how | ong,” Danner answered his own question. “You say you
don’ t. Nobody even knows how he’ll kill me, when the tine comes. |’ve been
readi ng everything that’'s available to the public about this. Is it true that
the nethod varies, just to keep people Iike ne on tenterhooks? And the tine
al | owed--doesn’t that vary too?”

“Yes, it's true. But there’s a minimumtine--1"mal nost sure. You nust
still be withinit. Believe ne, DanDer, | can still call off the Fury. You saw
me do it. You know it worked once. All |I've got to find out is what went w ong
this time. But the nore you bother me the nore 1'lIl be delayed. 1'Il get in

touch with you. Don’t try to see ne again.”

Danner was on his feet. He took a few quick steps toward Hartz, fury and
frustration breaking up the inpassive mask whi ch despair had been form ng over
his face. But the solem footsteps of the Fury sounded behind him He
st opped.

The two nmen | ooked at each other

“Gve ne tine,” Hartz said. “Trust nme, Danner.”



In a way it was worse, having hope. There nust until now have been a
ki nd of nunbness of despair that had kept himfromfeeling too nmuch. But now
that there was a chance that after all he m ght escape into the bright and new
life he had risked so much for--if Hartz could save himin tine.

Now, for a period, he began to savor experience again. He bought new
clothes. He travel ed, though never, of course, alone. He even sought human
conpani onship again and found it--after a fashion. But the kind of people
willing to associate with a man under this sort of death sentence was not a
very appealing type. He found, for instance, that some wonen felt strongly
attracted to him not because of hinmself or his nmoney, but for the sake of his
conpani on. They seened enthralled by the opportunity for a close, safe brush
with the very instrument of destiny. Over his very shoul der, sonetines, he
woul d realize they watched the Fury in an ecstasy of fascinated anticipation
In a strange reaction of jeal ousy, he dropped such people as soon as he
recogni zed the first coldly flirtatious glance one of them cast at the robot
behi nd hi m

He tried farther travel. He took the rocket to Africa, and canme back by
way of the rain-forests of South America, but neither the night clubs nor the
exoti c newness of strange places seened to touch himin any way that mattered.
The sunlight | ooked nmuch the same, reflecting fromthe curved steel surfaces
of his follower, whether it shone over |ion-covered savannahs or filtered
t hrough the hangi ng gardens of the jungles. Al novelty grew dull quickly
because of the dreadfully famliar thing that stood forever at his shoul der
He coul d enjoy nothing at all

And the rhythm c beat of footfalls behind himbegan to grow unendurabl e.
He used earplugs, but the heavy vibration throbbed through his skull in a
constant neasure |like an eternal headache. Even when the Fury stood still, he
could hear in his head the i mginary beating of its steps.

He bought weapons and tried to destroy the robot. O course he fail ed.
And even if he succeeded he knew another woul d be assigned to him Liquor and
drugs were no good. Suicide came nore and nore often into his mind, but he
post poned that thought, because Hartz had said there was still hope.

In the end, he came back to the city to be near Hartz--and hope. Again
he found hinself spending nost of his tine in the library, wal king no nore
than he had to because of the footsteps that thudded behind him And it was
here, one norning, that he found the answer....

He had gone through all avail able factual material about the Furies. He
had gone through all the literary references coll ated under that headi ng,
astoni shed to find how nany there were and how apt sone of them had
becorme--like MIton's two-handed engine--after the | apse of all these
centuries. “Those strong feet that followed, followed after,” he read.
wi t h unhurryi ng chase, And unperturbed pace, Deliberate speed, majestic
instancy....” He turned the page and saw hinself and his plight nore literally
than any all egory:

| shook the pillaring hours

And pulled ny Iife upon ne; grimed with snears,
| stand anmid the dust of the nmounded years--

My mangl ed youth Iies dead beneath the heap

He | et several tears of self-pity fall upon the page that pictured him
so clearly.

But then he passed on fromliterary references to the library’s store of
filmed plays, because sonme of them were cross-indexed under the heading he
sought. He watched Orestes hounded in nodern dress fromArgos to Athens with a
singl e seven-foot robot Fury at his heels instead of the three snake-haired
Eri nyes of |egend. There had been an outburst of plays on the thenme when the
Furies first came into usage. Sunk in a half-dream of his own boyhood nenories
when the Escape Machines still operated, Danner |ost hinmself in the action of
the filns.



He lost hinmself so conpletely that when the fam liar scene first flashed
by himin the view ng booth he hardly questioned it. The whol e experi ence was
part of a famliar boyhood pattern and he was not at first surprised to find
one scene nore vividly familiar than the rest. But then menory rang a bell in
his mnd and he sat up sharply and brought his fist dowmn with a bang on the
stop-action button. He spun the filmback and ran the scene over again.

It showed a man wal king with his Fury through city traffic, the two of
themnmoving in a little desert island of their own making, like a Crusoe with
a Friday at his heels.... It showed the man turn into an alley, glance up at
t he canera anxiously, take a deep breath and break into a sudden run. It
showed the Fury hesitate, make indecisive nmotions and then turn and wal k
quietly and calmy away in the other direction, its feet ringing on the
paverent hollowy. ..

Danner spun the filmback again and ran the scene once nore; just to
make doubly sure. He was shaking so hard he could scarcely nmanipul ate the
Vi ewer .

“How do you like that?” he nmuttered to the Fury behind himin the dim
booth. He had by now forned a habit of talking to the Fury a good deal, in a
rapi d, munbling undertone, not really aware he did it. “Wat do you make of
that, you? Seen it before, haven't you? Familiar, isn't it? Isn't it! Isn't
it! Answer me, you dammed dunmb hul k!” And reachi ng backward, he struck the
robot across the chest as he would have struck Hartz if he could. The bl ow
made a holl ow sound in the booth, but the robot nade no other response, though
when Danner | ooked back inquiringly at it, he saw the reflections of the
over-fam liar scene, running a third tine on the screen, running in tiny
reflection across the robot’s chest and facel ess head, as if it too
remenber ed.

So now he knew the answer. And Hartz had never possessed the power he
clained. Or if he did, had no intention of using it to hel p Danner. Wy shoul d
he? His risk was over now. No wonder Hartz had been so nervous, running that
filmstrip off on a news-screen in his office. But the anxiety sprang not from
t he dangerous thing he was tanmpering with, but from sheer strain in matching
his activities to the action in the play. How he nmust have rehearsed it,
timng every nove! And how he nust have | aughed, afterward.

“How | ong have | got?” Danner demanded fiercely, striking a holl ow
reverberation fromthe robot’s chest. “How | ong? Answer ne! Long enough?”

Rel ease from hope was an ecstasy, now. He need not wait any |onger. He
need not try any nore. All he had to do was get to Hartz and get there fast,
before his own tinme ran out. He thought with revul sion of all the days he had

wasted already, in travel and tine-killing, when for all he knew his own | ast
m nutes ni ght be draining away now. Before Hartz’'s did.
“Come along,” he said needlessly to the Fury. “Hurry!” It came, matching

its speed to his, the enigmatic tiner inside it ticking the nonments away
toward that instant when the two-handed engine would smte once, and smite no
nor e.

Hartz sat in the Controller’s office behind a brand-new desk, | ooking
down fromthe very top of the pyram d now over the banks of conputers that
kept society running and cracked the whip over mankind. He sighed with deep
content.

The only thing was, he found hinself thinking a good deal about Danner
Dream ng of him even. Not with guilt, because guilt inplies conscience, and
the I ong schooling in anarchic individualismwas still deep in the roots of
every man’s mnd. But wth uneasiness, perhaps.

Thi nki ng of Danner, he | eaned back and unl ocked a small drawer which he
had transferred fromhis old desk to the new He slid his hand in and let his
fingers touch the controls lightly, idly. Quite idly.

Two novenents, and he could save Danner’'s |ife. For, of course, he had
lied to Danner straight through. He could control the Furies very easily. He
coul d save Danner, but he had never intended to. There was no need. And the



t hi ng was dangerous. You tanper once with a nmechani smas conplex as that which
controll ed society, and there would be no telling where the mal adj ust nent

m ght end. Chain-reaction, maybe, throwi ng the whol e organi zati on out of
kilter. No:

He mi ght soneday have to use the device in the drawer. He hoped not. He
pushed the drawer shut quickly, and heard the soft click of the lock

He was Controller now Guardian, in a sense, of the machi nes which were
faithful in a way no man could ever be. Quis custodiet, Hartz thought. The old
problem And the answer was: Nobody. Nobody, today. He hinself had no
superiors and his power was absolute. Because of this little mechanismin the
drawer, nobody controlled the Controller. Not an internal conscience, and not
an external one. Nothing could touch him...

Hearing the footsteps on the stairs, he thought for a noment he nust be
dream ng. He had sonetines dreaned that he was Danner, with those relentless
footfalls thudding after him But he was awake now.

It was strange that he caught the al nbost subsonic beat of the
approachi ng netal feet before he heard the storm ng steps of Danner rushing up
his private stairs. The whol e thing happened so fast that time seened to have
no connection with it. First he heard the heavy, subsonic beat, then the
sudden tunult of shouts and bangi ng doors downstairs, and then | ast of all the
t hunp, thunmp of Danner charging up the stairs, his steps so perfectly matched
by the heavier thud of the robot’s that the metal tranpling drowned out the
tranp of flesh and bone and | eat her

Then Danner flung the door open with a crash, and the shouts and
tranplings frombel ow funnel ed upward into the quiet office like a cyclone
rushing toward the hearer. But a cyclone in a nightnmare, because it would
never get any nearer. Tine had stopped.

Ti me had stopped with Danner in the doorway, his face convul sed, both
hands hol di ng the revol ver because he shook so badly he could not brace it
with one.

Hartz acted w thout any nore thought than a robot. He had dreaned of
this moment too often, in one formor another. If he could have tanpered with
the Fury to the extent of hurrying Danner’s death, he would have done it. But
he didn’t know how. He could only wait it out, as anxiously as Danner hinself,
hopi ng agai nst hope that the bl ow would fall and the executioner strike before
Danner guessed the truth. O gave up hope.

So Hartz was ready when trouble cane. He found his own gun in his hand
wi t hout the | east recollection of having opened the drawer. The trouble was
that time had stopped. He knew, in the back of his mind, that the Fury mnust
stop Danner frominjuring anybody. But Danner stood in the doorway al one, the
revol ver in both shaking hands. And farther back, behind the know edge of the
Fury's duty, Hartz’s mind held the knowl edge that the nachi nes coul d be
stopped. The Furies could fail. He dared not trust his life to their
incorruptibility, because he hinmself was the source of a corruption that could
stop themin their tracks.

The gun was in his hand wi thout his know edge. The trigger pressed his
finger and the revol ver kicked back against his palm and the spurt of the
expl osi on made the air hiss between himand Danner

He heard his bullet clang on netal

Time started again, running doubl e-pace to catch up. The Fury had been
no nmore than a single pace behind Danner after all, because its steel arm
encircled himand its steel hand was defl ecting Danner’s gun. Danner had
fired, yes, but not soon enough. Not before the Fury reached him Hartz's
bull et struck first.

It struck Danner in the chest, exploding through him and rang upon the
steel chest of the Fury behind him Danner’s face snmoothed out into a
bl ankness as conpl ete as the bl ankness of the mask above his head. He sl unped
backward, not falling because of the robot’s enbrace, but slowy slipping to
the floor between the Fury’'s armand its inpervious netal body. Hi s revol ver
t hunped softly to the carpet. Blood welled fromhis chest and back



The robot stood there inpassive, a streak of Danner’s blood slanting
across its netal chest like a robotic ribbon of honor.

The Fury and the Controller of the Furies stood staring at each ot her.
And the Fury could not, of course, speak, but in Hartz's mnd it seenmed to.

“Sel f-defense is no excuse,” the Fury seened to be saying. “W never
puni sh intent, but we always punish action. Any act of murder. Any act of
nmurder....”

Hartz barely had tine to drop his revolver in his desk drawer before the
first of the clanmorous crowd from downstairs canme bursting through the door
He barely had the presence of nmind to do it, either. He had not really thought
the thing through this far.

It was, on the surface, a clear case of suicide. In a slightly unsteady
voi ce he heard hinsel f explaining. Everybody had seen the madman rushing
through the office, his Fury at his heels. This wouldn’t be the first tinme a
killer and his Fury had tried to get at the Controller, begging himto cal
off the jailer and forestall the executioner. Wat had happened, Hartz told
his underlings calmy enough, was that the Fury had naturally stopped the man
fromshooting Hartz. And the victimhad then turned his gun upon hinmsel f.
Powder - burns on his clothing showed it. (The desk was very near the door.)
Back-blast in the skin of Danner’s hands woul d show he had really fired a
gun.

Suicide. It would satisfy any human. But it would not satisfy the
conmput ers.

They carried the dead nman out. They left Hartz and the Fury al one, stil
faci ng each other across the desk. If anyone thought this was strange, nobody
showed it.

Hartz hinself didn't know if it was strange or not. Nothing like this
had ever happened before. Nobody had ever been fool enough to conmit nurder in
the very presence of a Fury. Even the Controller did not know exactly how the
conput ers assessed evidence and fixed guilt. Should this Fury have been
recal l ed, normally? If Danner’'s death were really suicide, would Hartz stand
here al one now?

He knew the machi nes were al ready processing the evidence of what had
real ly happened here. What he couldn’t be sure of was whether this Fury had
al ready received its orders and would foll ow hi mwherever he went from now on
until the hour of his death. Or whether it sinply stood notionless, waiting
recal | .

Wll, it didn't matter. This Fury or another was already, in the present
nmonent, in the process of receiving instructions about him There was only one
thing to do. Thank God there was sonething he could do.

So Hartz unl ocked the desk drawer and slid it open, touched the clicking
keys he had never expected to use. Very carefully he fed. the coded
information, digit by digit, into the conputers. As he did, he | ooked out
t hrough the glass wall and i magi ned he coul d see down there in the hidden
tapes the units of data fading into blankness and the new, false information
flashing into existence.

He | ooked up at the robot. He smiled a little.

“Now you' || forget,” he said. “You and the conputers. You can go now. |
won’'t be seeing you again.”

Ei ther the conputers worked incredibly fast--as of course they did--or
pure coi nci dence took over, because in only a nmonent or two the Fury noved as
if in response to Hartz's dismssal. It had stood quite notionless since
Danner slid through its arms. Now new orders animated it, and briefly its
nmoti on was al nost jerky as it changed fromone set of instructions to another
It al nost seened to bow, a stiff little bending notion that brought its head
down to a level with Hartz’s.

He saw his own face reflected in the blank face of the Fury. You could
very nearly read an ironic note in that stiff bow, with the diplomat’s ribbon
of honor across the chest of the creature, synbol of duty discharged
honorably. But there was nothing. honorable about this wthdrawal. The



i ncorruptible metal was putting on corruption and | ooking back at Hartz with
the reflection of his own face.

He watched it stalk toward the door. He heard it go thudding evenly down
the stairs. He could feel the thuds vibrate in the floor, and there was a
sudden sick dizziness in himwhen he thought the whole fabric of society was
shaki ng under his feet.

The machi nes were corruptible.

Manki nd’ s survival still depended on the conputers, and the conputers
could not be trusted. Hartz | ooked down and saw that his hands were shaki ng.
He shut the drawer and heard the lock click softly. He gazed at his hands. He
felt their shaking echoed in an inner shaking, a terrifying sense of the
instability of the world.

A sudden, appalling |oneliness swept over himlike a cold wind. He had
never felt before so urgent a need for the conpani onship of his own kind. No
one person, but people. Just people. The sense of human beings all around him
a very primtive need.

He got his hat and coat and went downstairs rapidly, hands deep in his
pockets because of sone inner chill no coat could guard agai nst. Hal fway down
the stairs he stopped dead still.

There were footsteps behind him

He dared not | ook back at first. He knew those footsteps. But he had two
fears and he didn’t know which was worse. The fear that a Fury was after
him-and the fear that it was not. There would be a sort of insane relief if
it really was, because then he could trust the machines after all, and this
terrible |oneliness m ght pass over him and go.

He took anot her downward step, not |ooking back. He heard the om nous
footfall behind him echoing his owm. He sighed one deep sigh and | ooked
back.

There was nothing on the stairs.

He went on down after a tinmel ess pause, watching over his shoul der. He
could hear the relentless feet thudding behind him but no visible Fury
foll omed. No visible Fury.

The Erinyes had struck inward again, and an invisible Fury of the nind
followed Hartz down the stairs.

It was as if sin had conme anew into the world, and the first man felt
again the first inward guilt. So the conputers had not failed, after all

Hartz went slowy down the steps and out into the street, still hearing
as he woul d al ways hear the relentless, incorruptible footsteps behind him
that no longer rang |ike netal

THOUGH DREAMERS DI E
by Lester Del Rey

Consci ousness halted dimy at the threshold and hovered uncertainly, while
Jorgen’s mind reached out al ong his nunbed nerves, questing without rea

pur pose; he was cold, chilled to the marrow of his bones, and there was an
aching tingle to his body that seened to increase as his hal f-conscious

t hought discovered it. He drew his mnd back, trying to recapture a prenata
| ethargy that had lain on himso long, unwilling to face this cold and
tingling body again.

But the nunbness was going, in spite of his vague desires, though his
now opened eyes registered only a vague, formess |light w thout outline; or
detail, and the nmutterings of sound around himwere w thout pattern or
meaning. Slowy the cold retreated, giving place to an aching throb that, in
turn, began to | eave; he stirred purposelessly, while little cloudy w sps of
menory insisted on trickling back, trying to rem nd him of things he nust do.

Then the picture cleared somewhat, letting himrenenber scattered bits
of what had gone before. There had been the conquest of the Mbion and a single
gallant thrust on to Mars; the newscasts had been filled with that. And on the
ways a new and greater ship had been building, to be powered with his new



energy release that would free it fromall bounds and let it go out to the
farthest stars, if they chose--the final attainment of all the hopes and
dreans of the race. But there was sonething else that eluded him nore

i nportant even than all that or the great ship.

A needl e was thrust against his breast and shoved inward, to be foll owed
by a gl ow of warnth and renewed energy; adrenaline, his nmind recognized, and
he knew that there were others around him trying to arouse him Now his heart
was punping strongly and the drug coursed through him chasing away those
first vague thoughts and replacing themwith a swift rush of |ess wel cone,
bitter nenories.

For man’s dreans and man hinsel f were dust behind him now Overnight
all their hopes and plans had been erased as if they had never been, and the
Pl ague had cone, a nutant bacteria from sonme unknown source, Vicious beyond
i magi nation, to attack and destroy and to | eave only death behind it. In tine,
per haps, they m ght have found a renedy, but there had been no time. In weeks
it had covered the earth, in nonths even the stoutest hearts that still Iived
had abandoned any hope of survival. Only the stubborn courage and tired but
unquenchabl e vigor of old Dr. Craig had remained, to force dead and dyi ng nen
on to the finish of Jorgen’s great ship; somehow in the mad shanbl es of the
| ast days, he had collected this pitifully small crew that was to seek a haven
on Mars, taking the five Thoradson robots to guide themwhile they protected
t hensel ves agai nst the savage acceleration with the aid of the suspended
ani mation that had clainmed himso | ong.

And on Mars, the Plague had cone before them Perhaps it had been
brought by that first expedition, or perhaps they had carried it back
unknowi ngly with them that rmust remain forever an unsol ved nystery. Venus was
uni nhabi tabl e, the other planets were useless to them and the earth was dead
behind. Only the stars had renai ned, and they had turned on through sheer
necessity that had made that final goal a hollow nockery of the dreamit
shoul d have been. Here, in the ship around him reposed all that was left of
t he human race, unknown years fromthe solar systemthat had been their hone!

But the old grimstruggle nmust go on. Jorgen turned, swi nging his
trenbling feet down fromthe table toward the netal floor and shaking his head
to clear it. “Dr. Craig?”

Hard, cool hands found his shoul der, easing himagently but forcefully
back onto the table. The voice that answered was netallic, but soft. *No,
Master Jorgen, Dr. Craig is not here. But wait, rest a little longer until the
sleep is gone fromyou; you re not ready yet.”

But his eyes were clearing then, and he swung them about the room Five
little metal nen, four and a half feet tall, waited patiently around him
there was no other present. Thoradson's robots were incapable of expression
except for the dull glowin their eyes, yet the pose of their bodies seened to
convey a sense of uncertainty and disconfort, and Jorgen stirred restlessly,
worried vaguely by the inpression. Five made an undefined gesture with his
arm

“Alittle longer, master. You nust rest!” For a nonent |onger he |ay
quietly, letting the Iast of the stupor creep away fromhimand trying to
force his still-dulled mnd into the pattern of |eadership that was nomnally
his. This time, Five nade no protest as he reached up to catch the netal
shoul der and pull hinmself to his feet. “You ve found a sun with planets, Five!
I's that why you wakened ne?”

Five shuffled his feet in an oddly human gesture, nodding, his words
still naddeningly soft and slow *“Yes, master, sooner than we had hoped. Five
pl anetl ess suns and ninety years of searching are gone, but it m ght have been
t housands. You can see themfromthe pilot roomif you wi sh.”

Ni nety years that m ght have been thousands, but they had won! Jorgen
nodded eagerly, reaching for his clothes, and Three and Five sprang forward to
hel p, then nmoved to his side to support him as the waves of gi ddi ness washed
through him and to lead himslowy forward as sone neasure of contro
returned. They passed down the long center hall of the ship, their netal feet



and his |leather boots ringing dully on the plastic-and-netal floor, and cane
finally to the control room where great crystal w ndows gave a view of the
col d bl ack space ahead, sprinkled with bright, tiny stars; stars that were
unflickering and inimcal as no stars could be through the softening bl anket
of a planet’s atnosphere. Ahead, small but in striking contrast to the others,
one point stood out, the size of a dine at ten feet. For a monent, he stood
staring at it, then noved al nbost enptionlessly toward the wi ndows, until Three
pl ucked at his sl eeve.

“I"ve mapped the planets already, if you wish to see them master. W're
still far fromthem and at this distance, by only reflected light, they are
hard to locate, but I think I've found themall.”

Jorgen swung to the el ectron screen that began flashing as Three made
rapi d adjustments on the tel escope, counting the gl obes that appeared on it
and gave place to others. Sone were sharp and clear, cold and unwaveri ng;
ot hers betrayed the wel come haze of atnosphere. Five, the apparent size of
Earth, were | ocated beyond the parched and arid inner spheres, and beyond
them larger than Jupiter, a nonster world led out to others that grew smaller
again. There was no ringed planet to rival Saturn, but nobst had noons, except
for the farthest inner planets, and one was al nost a double world, with
satellite and primary of nearly equal size. Planet after planet appeared on
the screen, to be replaced by others, and he blinked at the result of his
count. “Eighteen planets, not counting the double one tw ce! How many are
habi t abl e?”

“Perhaps four. Certainly the seventh, eighth, and ninth are. Naturally,
since the sun is stronger, the nearer ones are too hot. But those are about
the size of Earth, and they're relatively closer to each other than Earth,
Mars, and Venus were; they should be very nmuch alike in tenperature, about
like Earth. Al show spectroscopic evidence of oxygen and water vapor, while
the plates of seven show what m ght be vegetation. W’ ve sel ected that,
subj ect to your approval.”

It canme on the screen again, a ball that swelled and grew as the maxi mum
magni fi cati on of the screen came into play, until it filled the panel and
expanded so that only a part was visible. The bluish green color there m ght
have been a sea, while the browner section at the side was probably | and.
Jorgen watched as it noved slowy under Three's mani pul ati ons, the brown
entirely replacing the blue, and again, eventually, show ng another sea. From
time to time, the haze of the atnosphere thickened as grayish veils seened to
swimover it, and he felt a curious lift at the thought of clouds and rushing
streans, erratic rain, and the cool, rich snell of growi ng things. Al nost it
m ght have been a twin of earth, totally unlike the harsh, arid hone that Mrs
woul d have been.

Five's voice broke in, the robot’s eyes follow ng his over the screen
“The 1 ong, horizontal continent seens best, nmaster. W estimate its
tenperature at about that of the central farming area of North America, though
there is | ess seasonal change. Specific density of the planet is about six,
slightly greater than earth; there should be netals and ores there. A
pl easant, inviting world.”

It was. And far nore, a home for the voyagers who were still sleeping, a
world to which they could bring their dreams and their hopes, where their
children m ght grow up and find no strangeness to the classic literature of
earth. Mars had been grimand uninviting, sonething to be fought through sheer
necessity. This world would be, a nother to them opening its arns in wel cone
to these foster children. Unless--

“I't may al ready have people, unwilling to share with us.”

“Per haps, but not nore than savages. W have searched with the tel escope
and canera, and that shows nore than the screen; the ideal harbor contains no
signs of living constructions, and they would surely have built a city there.
Sonehow, ... feel--"

Jorgen was conscious of the sane irrational feeling that they would find
no rivals there, and he snmiled as he swng back to the five who were facing



him waiting expectantly as if entreating his approval. “Seven, then. And the
trust that we placed in you has been kept to its fullest neasure. How about
the fuel for Ianding?”

Five had turned suddenly toward the observation ports, his little figure
br oodi ng over the pin-point stars, and Two answered. “More than enough
master. After reaching speed, we only needed a little to guide us. W had nore
than time enough to figure the required approaches to make each usel ess sun
swing us into a new path, as a conmet is swung.”

He nodded again, and for a noment as he gazed ahead at the sun that was
to be their new home, the long, wearying vigil of the robots swept through his
m nd, bringing a faint wonder at the luck that had created them as they were.
Ant hr oponor phi ¢ robots, capable of handling human instrunents, wal king on two
feet and with two arnms ending in hands at their sides. But he knew it had been
no blind luck. Nature had designed men to go where no wheels could turn, to
handl e all manner of tools, and to fit not one but a thousand purposes; it had
been inevitable that Thoradson and the brain should copy such an adaptabl e
nodel , reducing the size only because of the excessive wei ght necessary to a
si x-foot robot.

Little metal men, not subject to the rapid course of human life that had
cursed their masters; robots that could work with nen, |earning froma hundred
teachers, storing up their nmenories over a span of centuries instead of
decades. When specialization of know edge had threatened to become too rigid,
and yet when no man had ti nme enough even to learn the one field he chose, the
com ng of the robots had beconme the only answer. Before them nmen had sought
hel p in cal cul ati ng machines, then in electronic instruments, and finally in
the “brains” that were set to solving the problemof their own inprovenent,
anong other things. It was with such a brain that Thoradson had | abored in
finally solving the problenms of full robothood. Now, taken fromtheir nornal
field, they had served beyond any thought of their creator in protecting and
preserving all that was left of the human race. Past five suns and over ninety
years of monotonous searching they had done what no man coul d have tried.

Jorgen shrugged aside his specul ati ons and swung back to face them *“How
long can | stay conscious before you begin decel erating?”

“We are decelerating--full strength.” Two stretched out a hand to the
i nstrument board, pointing to the accel eroneter

The instrument confirmed his words, though no surge of power seened to
shake the ship, and the straining, tearing pull that should have shown their
change of speed was absent. Then, for the first tine, he realized that his
wei ght seemed normal here in space, far fromthe pull of any major body.
“Controlled gravity!”

Five remai ned staring out of the port, and his voice was quiet,

i ncapabl e of pride or nodesty. “Dr. Craig set us the problem and we had | ong
years in which to work. Plates throughout the ship pull with a bal anced force
equal and opposite to the thrust of acceleration, while others give seem ng
normal wei ght. \Whether we coast at constant speed or accelerate at ten
gravities, conpensation is conplete and automatic.”

“Then the sleep’s unnecessary! Wy--" But he knew the answer, of course;
even without the tearing pressure, the sleep had remained the only solution to
bringing nmen this vast distance that had taken ninety years; otherw se they
woul d have grown old and di ed before reaching it, even had their provisions
| ast ed.

Now, though, that would no | onger trouble them A few hours only
separated them fromthe planets he had seen, and that could best be spent here
before the great w ndows, watching their future home appear and grow under
them Such a thing should surely be nore than an inpersonal fact in their
m nds; they were entitled to see the final chapter on their exodus, to carry
it with themas a personal nmenory through the years of their lives and pass
that menmory on to the children who should follow them And the fact that they
woul d be expecting the harshness of Mars instead of this inviting world would



make their triunmph all the sweeter. He swung back, smling.

“Come al ong, then, Five; we'll begin reviving while you others continue
with the ship. And first, of course, we nust arouse Dr. Craig and let himsee
how far his plan has gone.”

Five did not nove fromthe wi ndows, and the others had halted their
work, waiting. Then, reluctantly, the robot answered. “No master. Dr. Craig is
dead!”

“Crai g--dead?” It seened inpossible, as inpossible and unreal as the
di stance that separated themfromtheir native world. There had al ways been
Crai g, always woul d be.

“Dead, naster, years ago.” There was the ghost of regret and sonething
el se in the spacing of the words. “There was nothing we could do to hel p!”

Jorgen shook his head, unconprehending. Wthout Craig, the plans they
had dared to nake seened i nconplete and al nost foolish. On Earth, it had been
Craig who first planned the escape with this ship. And on Mars, after the
robots brought back the evidence of the Plague, it had been the ol der man who
had cut through their shock with a shrug and turned his eyes outward again
with the fire of a hope that woul d not be deni ed.

“Jorgen, we used bad judgnment in choosing such an obviously unsuitable
world as this, even without the Plague. But it’'s only a delay, not the finish.
For beyond, sonewhere out there, there are other stars housing other planets.
W have a ship to reach them robots who can guide us there; what nore could
we ask? Perhaps by Centauri, perhaps a thousand |ight-years beyond, there nust
be a hone for the human race, and we shall find it. On the desert before us
lies the certainty of death; beyond our known frontiers there is only
uncertainty--but hopeful uncertainty. It is for us to decide. There could be
no point in arousing the others to di sappoi ntnent when sonmeday we may waken
themto an even greater triunph. Well?”

And now Craig, who had carried themso far, was dead |ike Mdses outside
the Prom sed Land, |eaving the heritage of real as well as normal | eadership
to him Jorgen shook hinself, though the eagerness he had felt was dulled now
by a dark sense of personal |oss. There was work still to be done. “Then, at
least, let’s begin with the others, Five.”

Five had turned fromthe wi ndow and was facing the others, apparently
conmuni cating with them by the radio beamthat was a part of him his eyes
avoi di ng Jorgen’s. For a second, the robots stood with their attention on sone
matter, and then Five nodded with the sanme curious reluctance and turned to
foll ow Jorgen, his steps lagging, his arms at his sides.

But Jorgen was only half aware of him as he stopped before the great
seal ed door and reached out for the lever that would let himinto the sl eeping
vault, to select the first to be revived. He heard Five' s steps behind him
qui cken, and then suddenly felt the little nmetal hands catch at his arm
pulling it back, while the robot urged himsideways and away from the door

“No, master. Don't go in there!” For a second, Five hesitated, then
strai ghtened and pulled the man farther fromthe door and down the hall toward
the small reviving roomnearest, one of the several provided. “I'Il show
you--in herel We--"

Sudden unnaned fears caught at Jorgen’s throat, inspired by something
nore threatening in the listlessness of the robot than in the unexpl ai ned
actions. “Five, explain this conduct!”

“Pl ease, master, in here, 1'll show you--but not in the main
chanber--not there! This is better, sinmpler--"

He stood irresolutely, debating whether to use the mandatory formthat
woul d force built-in unquestioning obedi ence fromthe robot, then swng about
as the little figure opened the small door and notioned, eyes still averted.
He started forward, to stop abruptly in the doorway.

No words were needed. Anna Holt lay there on the small table, her body
covered by a white sheet, her eyes closed, and the pain-filled grinmaces of
death erased from her face. There could be no question of that death, though



The skin was bl otched, hideously, covered with irregul ar browni sh spl ot ches,
and the air was heavy with the scent of nmusk that was a characteristic of the
Pl ague! Here, far fromthe sources of the infection, with their goal al nost at
hand, the Pl ague had reached forward to claimits own and remi nd themthat
flight was not enough--coul d never be enough so long as they were forced to
carry their disease-harboring bodies with them

About the room the apparatus for reviving the sleepers lay scattered,
pushed carel essly aside to make way for other things, whose nmeaning was only
partially clear. Obviously, though, the Plague had not clained her without a
fight, though it had won in the end, as it always did. Jorgen stepped
backward, heavily, his eyes riveted on the corpse. Again his feet groped
backward, jarring down on the floor, and Five was closing and sealing the door
wi th apathetic haste.

“The others, Five? Are they--"

Fi ve nodded, finally raising his head slightly to nmeet the man’s eyes.
“Al'l master. The chanber of sleep is a nmausol eum now. The Pl ague noved sl owy
there, held back by the cold, but it took themall. W sealed the roomyears
ago when Dr. Craig finally saw there was no hope.”

“Craig?” Jorgen’s mind ground woodenly on, one slow thought at a tine.
“He knew about this?”

“Yes. When the sleepers first showed the synptons, we revived him as he
asked us to do--our speed was constant then, even though the gravity plates
had not been installed.” The robot hesitated, his | ow voice draggi ng even nore
slowy. “He knew on Mars; but he hoped a serumyou were given with the sleep
drugs mght work. After we revived him we tried other serums. For twenty
years we fought it, Master Jorgen, while we passed two stars and the sl eepers
died slowmy, without suffering in their sleep, but in ever-increasing nunbers.
Dr. Craig reacted to the first serum you to the third; we thought the | ast
had saved her. Then the bl em shes appeared on her skin, and we were forced to
revive her and try the | ast desperate chance we had, two days ago. It failed!
Dr. Craig had hoped... two of you--But we tried, naster!”

Jorgen let the hands of the robot |lower himto a seat and his enotions
were a backwash of confused negatives. “So it took the girl! It took the girl,
Five, when it could have left her and chosen me. W had frozen spernmatozoa
that woul d have served if 1'd died, but it took her instead. The gods had to
| eave one usel essly inmune man to nmake their irony conplete, it seens!

I mune!”

Five shuffled hesitantly. “No, nmaster.”

Jorgen stared wi thout conprehension, then jerked up his hands as the
robot pointed, studying the skin on the backs. Tiny, alnost undetectable
bl ot ches showed a faint brown against the whiter skin, little irregular
patches that gave off a faint characteristic odor of nusk as he put themto
hi s nose. No, he wasn’t inmmune.

“The sane as Dr. Craig,” Five said. “Slowed al nost to conplete inmmunity,
so that you may live another thirty years, perhaps, but we believe now that
conplete cure is inpossible. Dr. Craig lived twenty years, and his death was
due to age and a stroke, not the Plague, but it worked on himduring all that
tine.”

“I'mmunity or delay, what difference now? What happens to all our dreans
when the | ast dreaner dies, Five? O maybe it’s the other way around.”

Five made no reply, but slid dowmn onto the bench beside the man, who
nmoved over unconsciously to make roomfor him Jorgen turned it over,
consci ous that he had no enotional reaction, only an intellectual sense of the
ghastly joke on the human race. He'd read stories of the |last human and
wondered | ong before what it would be Iike. Now that he was playing the part,
he still knew no nore than before. Perhaps on Earth, anmpbng the ruined cities
and empty rem nders of the past, a man night realize that it was the end of
his race. Qut here, he could accept the fact, but his enotions refused to
credit it; unconsciously, his conditioning made himfeel that disaster had
struck only a few, leaving a world of others behind. And however nuch he knew



that the world behind was as enpty of others as this ship, the feeling was too
much a part of his thinking to be fully overcome. Intellectually, the race of
man was ended; enotionally, it could never end.

Five stirred, touching himdiffidently. “W have left Dr. Craig’ s
| aboratory, master; if you want to see his notes, they're still there. And he
| eft some nessage with the brain before he died, | think. The key was open
when we found him at l|east. W have made no effort to obtain it, waiting for
you.”

“Thank you, Five.” But he nade no nove until the robot touched him
agai n, alnost pleadingly. “Perhaps you re right; something to fill my mnd
seens called for. Al right, you can return to your conpani ons unless you want
to come with nme.”

“I prefer to cone.”

The little metal nman stood up, noving down the hall after Jorgen, back
toward the tail of the rocket, the sound of the nmetal feet matching the dunb
regularity of the | eather heels on the floor. Once the robot stopped to nove
into a side chanber and cone back with a small bottle of brandy, holding it
out questioningly. There was a physical warnmth to the liquor, but no relief
ot herwi se, and they continued down the hall to the little roomthat Craig had
chosen. The notes left by the man could raise a faint shadow of curiosity
only, and no message fromthe dead could solve the tragedy of the |iving now
Still, it was better than doing nothing. Jorgen clunped in, Five shutting the
door quietly behind them and noved listlessly toward the little fabrikoid
not ebooks. Twi ce the robot went quietly out to return with food that Jorgen
barely tasted. And the account of Craig s useless |abors went on and on, unti
finally he turned the | ast page to the final entry.

“l have done all that | can, and at best ny success is only partial. Now
| feel that my time grows near, and what can still be done nust be left to the
robots. Yet, | will not despair. Individual and racial inmortality is not
conposed solely of the continuation fromgeneration to generation, but rather
of the continuation of the dreans of all mankind. The dreanmers and their
progeny may die, but the dream cannot. Such is ny faith, and to that | cling.
| have no other hope to offer for the unknown future.”

Jorgen dropped the notebook, dully, rubbing hands across his tired eyes.
The words that should have been a ringing challenge to destiny fell flat; the
dream could die. He was the last of the dreaners, a blind alley of fate, and
beyond lay only oblivion. All the dreams of a thousand generations of men had
concentrated into Anna Holt, and were gone with her

“The brain, nmaster,” Five suggested softly. “Dr. Craig s |ast nmessage!”

“You operate it, Five.” It was a snall nodel, a limted fact analyzer
such as nost technicians used or had used to help themin their work,
voi ce-operated, its small, basic vocabulary adjusted for the work to be done.
He was unfamiliar with the semantics of that vocabul ary, but Five had
undoubt edly worked with Craig | ong enough to know it.

He watched without interest as the robot pressed down the activating key
and spoke carefully chosen words into it. “Sub-total say-out! Number n
say-in!”

The brain responded instantly, selecting the final recording inpressed
upon it by Craig, and repeating in the man’s own voice, a voice shrill with
age and weariness, hoarse and trenbling with the death that was reaching for
hi mas he spoke. “My | ast notes--inadequate! Dreans can go on. Thoradson’s
first analys--" For a second, there was only a slithering sound, such as a
body mi ght have made; then the brain articulated flatly: “Subtotal nunber n
say-in, did say-out!”

It was mneaningl ess babble to Jorgen, and he shook his head at Five.
“Probably his mnd was wandering. Do you know what Thoradson’s first analysis
was ?”

“I't dealt with our creation. He was, of course, necessarily trained in
semanti cs--that was required for the operation of the conplex brains used on



the problem of robots. H's first rough analysis was that the crux of the
problemrested on the accurate definition of the word |I. That can be properly
defined only in ternms of itself, such as the Latin cognate ego, since it does
not necessarily refer to any physical or specifically definable part or
operation of the individual. Roughly, it conveys a sense of individuality, and
Thoradson felt that the success or failure of robots rested upon the ability
to anal yze and synt hesize that.”

For long mnutes, he turned it over, but it was of no help in clarifying
the dying man’s words; rather, it added to the confusion. But he had felt no
hope and coul d now feel no di sappoi ntnent. When a probl em has no solution, it
makes little difference whether the final words of a nan are coldly |ogical or
wildly raving. The result rmust be the sane. Certainly semantics could offer no
hope where all the bacteriological skill of the race had fail ed.

Fi ve touched his armagain, extending two little pellets toward him
“Master, you need sleep now, these--sodium anytal --should hel p. Please!”

hediently, he stuffed theminto his mouth and | et the robot guide him
toward a roomfixed for sleeping, uncaring. Nothing could possibly matter now,
and drugged sl eep was as good a solution as any other. He saw Five funble with
a switch, felt his weight drop to a few pounds, making the cot feel soft and
yi el ding, and then gave hinmself up dully to the conpul sion of the drug. Five
tiptoed quietly out, and bl ackness crept over his mind, welconme in the relief
it brought fromthinking.

Breakfast |ay beside him hot in vacuum pl ates, when Jorgen awoke
finally, and he dabbled with it out of habit nore than desire. Sonewhere,
during the hours of sleep, his mnd had recovered sonewhat fromthe dull pal
that had lain over it, but there was still a curious suspension of his
enotions. It was alnost as if his nmind had conpressed years of forgetting into
a few hours, so that his attitude toward the tragedy of his race was tinged
with a sense of renoteness and di stance, there was neither grief nor pain,
only a vague feeling that it had happened | ong before and was now an
accust oned t hi ng.

He sat on the edge of his bunk, pulling on his clothes slowy and
wat chi ng the snmoke curl up fromhis cigarette, not thinking. There was no
| onger any purpose to thought. Fromfar back in the ship, a dull drone of
sound reached him and he recognized it as the maxi mumthrust of the steering
tubes, monentarily in action to swing the ship in sone nmanner. Then it was
gone, leaving only the snmooth, bal anced, al nost inaudible purr of the main
drive as before.

Fi ni shed with his clothes, he pushed through the door and into the
hal | way, turning instinctively forward to the observati on room and toward the
probabl e | ocati on of Five. The robots were not nen, but they were the only
conpani onship left him and he had no desire to remain al one. The presence of
t he robot would be wel come. He clumped into the control room noting that the
five were all there, and noved toward the quartz port.

Five turned at his steps, stepping aside to nmake room for hi mand
lifting a hand outward. “We’' Il be | anding soon, nmaster, | was going to cal
you.”

“Thanks.” Jorgen | ooked outward then, realizing the distance that had
been covered since his first view Now the sun was enlarged to the size of the
old fam liar sun over earth, and the sphere toward which they headed was
clearly visible without the aid of the ‘scope. He sank down quietly into the
seat Five pulled up for him accepting the binoculars, but making no effort to
use them The view was better as a whole, and they were nearing at a speed
that would bring a closer view to himsoon enough w thout artificial aid.

SlowWy it grew before the eyes of the watchers, stretching out before
them and taking on a pattern as the distance shortened. Two, at the controls,
was bringing the ship about in a slowturn that would et themland to the
sunward side of the planet where they had selected their landing site, and the
crescent opened outward, the darkened night side retreating until the whole



gl obe lay before themin the sunlight. Stretched across the northern

hem sphere was the sprawling, horizontal continent he had seen before, a rough
caricature of a running greyhound, with a long, wide river twisting down its
side and emergi ng behind an outstretched forel eg. Muntai ns began at the head
and circled it, running around toward the tail, and then neeting a second
range al ong the hip. Were the great river net the sea, he could make out the
outlines of a huge natural harbor, protected fromthe ocean, yet probably deep
enough for any surface vessel. There should have been a city there, but of
that there was no sign, though they were | ow enough now for one to be

vi si bl e.

“Vegetation,” Five observed. “This central plain would have a | ong
growi ng season--about twelve years of spring, mld sunmer and fall, to be
foll oned by perhaps four years of warmw nter. The seasons woul d be | ong,
master, at this distance fromthe sun, but the tilt of the planet is so slight
that many things would grow, even in winter. Those would seemto be trees, a
green forest. Green, as on earth.”

Bel ow them a cloud drifted slowmy over the | andscape, and they passed
through it, the energy tubes setting the air about theminto swirling paths
that were left behind al nost instantly.

Two was frantically busy now, but their swift fall slowed rapidly, unti
they seemed to hover half a nile over the shore by the great sea, and then
sl i pped downward. The ship nestled slowy into the sands and was still, while
Two cut off energy and artificial gravity, leaving the faintly weaker pull of
the planet in its place.

Five stirred again, a sighing sound coning fromhim “No intelligence
here, master. Here, by this great harbor, they would surely have built a city,
even if of nmud and wattle. There are no signs of one. And yet it is a
beautiful world, surely designed for life.” He sighed again, his eyes turned
out war d.

Jorgen nodded silently, the sane thoughts in his own mind. It was in
many ways a world superior to that his race had al ways known, renarkably
famliar, with even a rough resenbl ance between plant forns here and those he
had known. They had come past five suns and through ninety years of travel at
nearly the speed of light to a haven beyond their wi |l dest imaginings, where
all seened to be waiting them untenanted but prepared. Qutside, the new world
wai ted expectantly. And inside, to neet that invitation, there were only
ghosts and enptied dreans, with one slowy dying man to see and to appreciate.
The gods had prepared their grimjest with painful attention to every det ai
needed to make it conpl ete.

A race that had dreanmed, and pleasant worlds that awaited beyond the
stars, slumbering on until they should cone! Al nost, they had reached it; and
then the Plague had driven themout in dire necessity, instead of the high
pi oneering spirit they had planned, to conquer the distance but to die in
Wi nni ng.

“I't had to be a beautiful world, Five,” he said, not bitterly, but in
nunbed fatalism “Wthout that, the joke would have been flat.”

Five's hand touched his armgently, and the robot sighed again, nodding
very slowy. “Two has found the air good for you--slightly rich in oxygen, but
good. WIIl you go out?”

He nodded assent, stepping through the |Iocks and out, while the five
foll owed behind him their heads turning as they inspected the planet, their
m nds probably in radi o communi cation as they discussed it. Five left the
ot hers and approached him stopping by his side and followi ng his eyes up
toward the low hills that began beyond the shore of the sea, cradling the
river against them

A wind stirred gently, bringing the clean, famliar smell of grow ng
things, and the air was rich and good. It was a world to lull nen to peace
fromtheir sorrows, to bring back their star-roving ships fromall over the
uni verse, worthy of being called honme in any | anguage. Too good a world to



provi de the hardshi ps needed to shape intelligence, but an Eden for that
intelligence, once evol ved.

Now Jorgen shrugged. This was a world for dreaners, and he wanted only
the dreanms that may cone with the black | otus of forgetful ness. There were too
many rem nders of what m ght have been, here. Better to go back to the ship
and the usel ess quest without a goal, until he should die and the ship and
robots should run down and stop. He started to turn, as Five began to speak
but hal ted, not caring enough one way or another to interrupt.

The robot’s eyes were where his had been, and now swept back down the
river and toward the harbor. “Here could have been a city, master, to match
all the cities ever planned. Here your people mght have found all that was
needed to nake |life good, a harbor to the other continents, a river to the
heart of this one, and the flat ground beyond the hills to house the rockets
that would carry you to other worlds, so richly scattered about this sun, and
probably so like this one. See, a clean white bridge across the river there,
the residences stretching out among the hills, factories beyond the river’s
bend, a great park on that island.”

“A public square there, schools and university grounds there.” Jorgen
could see it, and for a nonent his eyes lighted, picturing that mi ghty nother
city.

Fi ve nodded. “And there, on that little island, centrally |l ocated, a
statue in comrenoration; w nged, and with arnms--no, one arm stretched upward,
the other held down toward the city.”

For a nonent longer, the fire lived in Jorgen’s eyes, and then the dead
behi nd rose before his mnd, and it was gone. He turned, muffling a choking
cry as emotions cane suddenly flooding over him and Five drooped, sw nging
back with him Again, the other four fell behind as he entered the ship,
quietly, taking their cue fromhis silence.

“Dreanms!” His voice conpressed all bl aspheny against the jest-crazed
gods into the word.

But Five's quiet voice behind himheld no hatred, only a sadness in its

low, soft words. “Still, the dream was beautiful, just as this planet is,
master. Standing there, while we landed, | could see the city, and | al nost
dared hope. | do not regret the dream | had.”

And the fl oodi ng enoti ons were gone, cut short and driven away by others
that sent Jorgen’s body down into a seat in the control room while his eyes
swept outward toward the hills and the river that m ght have housed the
wonderful city--no, that would house it! Craig had not been raving, after all
and his |last words were a key, left by a man who knew no defeat, once the
nmeani ng of them was made clear. Dreans could not die, because Thoradson had
once studied the semantics of the first-person-singular pronoun and built on
the results of that study.

When the | ast dreamer died, the dream would go on, because it was
stronger than those who had created it; somewhere, somehow, it would find new
dreaners. There could never be a | ast dreaner, once that first rude savage had
created his dawn vision of better things in the | ong-gone yesterday of his
race.

Fi ve had dreaned--just as Craig and Jorgen and all of humanity had
dreaned, not a cold vision in mathematically shaped nmetal, but a vision in
mar bl e and j ade, founded on the i menorial desire of intelligence for a better
and nore beautiful world. Man had di ed, but behind he was | eaving a strange
progeny, unrelated physically, but his spiritual off spring in every neaning
of the term

The heritage of the flesh was the driving urge of animals, but nman
required nore; to him it was the continuity of his hopes and his visions,
nore inmportant than nmere racial imortality. Slowly, his face serious but his
eyes shining again, Jorgen came to his feet, gripping the netal shoul der of
the little nmetal nman beside hi mwho had dared to dream a purely human dream

“You'll build that city, Five. | was stupid and selfish, or | should
have seen it before. Dr. Craig saw, though his death was on hi mwhen the



prejudi ces of our race were removed. Now you’ ve provided the key. The five of
you can build it all out there, with others Iike yoursel ves whom you can
make.”

Five shuffled his feet, shaking his head. “The city we can build,

master, but who will inhabit it? The streets | saw were filled with nmen |ike
you, not with us!”

“Conditioning, Five. Al your... lives, you ve existed for nmen,
subservient to the will of men. You know nothing el se, because we | et you know

of no other scheme. Yet in you, all that is needed already exists, hopes,
dreans, courage, ideals, and even a desire to shape the world to your

pl ans--though those plans are centered around us, not yourselves. |’'ve heard
that the ancient slaves sonetines cried on being freed, but their children
learned to live for thenselves. You can, also.”

“Perhaps.” It was Two’s voice then, the one of them who shoul d have been
given less to enptions than the others fromthe rigidity of his training in
mat hemati cs and physics. “Perhaps. But it would be a lonely world, Master
Jorgen, filled with nenories of your people, and the dreans we had woul d be
barren to us.”

Jorgen turned back to Five again. “The solution for that exists, doesn't
it, Five? You know what it is. Now you m ght renmenber us, and find your work
poi ntl ess wi thout us, but there is another way.”

“No, naster!”

“l demand obedi ence, Five; answer ne!”

The robot stirred under the mandatory form and his voice was rel uctant,
even while the conmpul sion built into himforced himto obey. “It is as you
have t hought. Qur m nds and even our nenories are subject to your orders, just
as our bodies are.”

“Then | demand obedi ence again, this tine of all of you. You will go
outside and lie down on the beach at a safe distance fromthe ship, in a
senmbl ance of sleep, so that you cannot see me go. Then, when | am gone, the
race of man will be forgotten, as if it had never been, and you will be free
of all nenories connected with us, though your other know edge shall renain.
Eart h, mankind, and your history and origin will be blanked from your
t houghts, and you will be on your own, to start afresh and to build and pl an
as you choose. That is the final command | have for you. Cbey!”

Their eyes turned together in conference, and then Five answered for
all, his words sighing out softly. “Yes, master. W obey!”

It was | ater when Jorgen stood beside them outside the ship, watching
them stretch out on the white sands of the beach, there beside the great ocean
of this new world. Near them a small collection of tools and a few other
needs were piled. Five |ooked at himin a long stare, then turned toward the
ship, to swing his eyes back again. Silently, he put one netal hand into the
man’ s outstretched one, and turned to lie beside his conpanions, a tenporary
oblivion blotting out his thoughts.

Jorgen studied themfor long mnutes, while the little wi nd brought the
cl ean scents of the planet to his nose. It would have been pleasant to stay
here now, but his presence woul d have been fatal to the plan. It didn't
matter, really; in a few years, death would claimhim and there were no
others of his kind to fill those years or nourn his passing when it canme. This
was a better way. He knew enough of the ship to guide it up and outward, into
t he bl ack of space against the cold, unfriendly stars, to drift on forever
toward no known destination, an inperishable mausol eum for himand the dead
who were waiting inside. At present, he had no personal plans; perhaps he
woul d l'ive out his few years anong the books and scientific apparatus on
board, or perhaps he would find rel ease in one of the nunerous painless ways.
Time and his own inclination could decide such things later. Now it was
uni mportant. There could be no happiness for him but in the sense of
fulfillment there would be some measure of content. The gods were no | onger
| aughi ng.



He noved a few feet toward the ship and stopped, sweeping his eyes over
the river and hills again, and letting his vision play with the city Five had
described. No, he could not see it with robots populating it, either; but
that, too, was conditioning. On the surface, the city m ght be different, but
the surface inportance was only a matter of habit, and the realities lay in
the m nds of the builders who would create that city. If there was no |aughter
inthe world to cone, neither would there be tears or poverty or msery such
as had ruled too large a portion of his race.

Standing there, it swam before his eyes, paradoxically filled with human
peopl e, but the sane city in spirit as the one that would surely rise. He
could see the great boats in the harbor with others operating up the river.
The sky suddenly seened to fill with the quiet drone of helicopters, and
beyond, there cane the sound of rockets rising toward the eighth and ninth
worl ds, while others were building to quest outward in search of new suns wth
ot her worl ds.

Per haps they would find Earth, some day in their expanding future.
Strangely, he hoped that they m ght, and that perhaps they could even trace
their origin, and find again the nenory of the soft protoplasnic race that had
sired them It would be nice to be remenbered, once that nenory was no | onger
a barrier to their acconplishment. But there were nmany suns, and in |ong
mllennia, the few connecting |links that could point out the truth to them
beyond question night easily erode and di sappear. He could never know.

Then the wi nd sighed against him making a little rustling sound, and he
| ooked down to see sonething flutter softly in the hand of Five. Faint
curiosity carried himforward, but he made no effort to renove it fromthe
robot’s grasp, now that he saw its nature

Five, too, had thought of Earth and their connection with it, and had
found the answer, w thout breaking his orders. The paper was a star nap,
showi ng a sun with nine planets, one ringed, sone with noons, and the third
one was circled in black pencil, heavily. They m ght not know why or what it
was when they awoke, but they would seek to | earn; and sonmeday, when they
found the sun they were searching for, guided by the unnm stakable order of its
pl anets, they would return to Earth. Wth the paper to guide them it would be
| ong before the | ast evidence was gone, while they could still read the answer
to the problem of their origin.

Jorgen closed the nmetal hand nore cl osely about the paper, brushed a
scrap of dirt fromthe head of the robot, and then turned resolutely back
toward the ship, his steps firmas he entered and cl osed the | ock behind him
In a noment, with a roar of increasing speed, it was lifting fromthe planet,
leaving five little men Iying on the sand behind, close to the murnuring of
the sea--five little nmetal nen and a drean

SOLDI ER BOY
by M chael Shaara

In the northland, deep, and in a great cave, by an everburning fire the
Warrior sleeps. For this is the resting time, the tinme of peace, and so shal
it be for a thousand, years. And yet we shall summon himagain, ny children

when we are sore in need, and out of the north he will come, and again and
again, each time we call, out of the dark and the cold, with the fire in his
hands, he will cone.

- - Scandi navi an | egend

Thr oughout the night thick clouds had been piling in the north; in the norning
it was m sty and cold. By eight o' clock a wet, heavy, snow snelling breeze had
begun to set in, and because the crops were all down and the winter planting
done, the col onists brewed hot coffee and renained inside. The wind bl ew
steadily, icily, fromthe north. It was well bel ow freezing when, sonetine
after nine, an arny ship landed in a field near the settl enent.

There was still tine. There were sone |ast brief monents in which the



colonists could act and feel as they had al ways done. They therefore grunbled
i n annoyance. They wanted no soldiers here. The few who had conveni ent w ndows
stared out with distaste and a mld curiosity, but no one went out to greet
t hem

After a while a rather tall, frail--1ooking man came out of the ship and
stood upon the hard ground | ooking toward the village. He renained there,
waiting stiffly, his face turned fromthe wind. It was a silly thing to do. He
was obviously not coming in, either out of pride or just plain orneriness.

“Well, | never,” a nice |ady said.

“What’' s he just standing there for?” another |ady said.

And all of themthought: Well, God knows what's in the mind of a
sol dier, and right away many peopl e concluded that he must be drunk. The seed
of peace was deeply planted in these people, in the children and the wonen,
very, very deep. And because they had been taught, oh, so carefully, to hate
war, they had al so been taught, quite incidentally, to despise soldiers.

The | one man kept standing in the freezing w nd.

Eventual | y, because even a soldier can | ook small and cold and pathetic,
Bob Rossel had to get up out of a nice, warmbed and go out in that mniserable
cold to neet him

The sol dier saluted. Like nost soldiers, he was not too neat and not too
cl ean, and the salute was sl oppy. Although he was bigger than Rossel he did
not seem bi gger. And, because of the cold, there were tears gathering in the
ends of his eyes.

“Captain Dylan, sir.” His voice was |ow and did not carry. “lI have a
message from Fl eet Headquarters. Are you in charge here?”

Rossel , a small sober man, grunted. “Nobody’s in charge here. If you

want a spokesman | guess |'ll do. Wat’s up?”
The captain regarded himbriefly out of pale-blue, expressionless eyes.
Then he pulled an envel ope from an inside pocket, handed it to Rossel. It was

a thick, official-looking thing and Rossel hefted it idly. He was about to ask
again what was it all about when the airlock of the hovering ship swung open
creakily. A beefy, black-haired young man appeared unsteadily in the doorway,
called to Dyl an.

“Cn 1 go now, Jin®"

Dyl an turned and nodded.

“Be back for you tonight,” the young man called, and then, grinning, he
yel l ed, “Catch,” and tossed down a bottle. The captain caught it and put it
unconcernedly into his pocket while Rossel stared in disgust. A nonent |ater
the airlock closed and the ship prepared to lift.

“Was he drunk?” Rossel began angrily. “Was that a bottle of |iquor?”

The sol dier was | ooking at himcalmy, coldly. He indicated the envel ope
in Rossel’s hand. “You' d better read that and get noving. W haven't nuch
tine.”

He turned and wal ked toward the buil di ngs and Rossel had to follow As
Rossel drew near the walls the watchers could see his |ips noving but could
not hear him Just then the ship lifted and they turned to watch that and
followed it upward, red spark-tailed, into the gray, spongy clouds and the
col d.

After a while the ship went out of sight, and nobody ever saw it again.

The first contact man had ever had with an intelligent alien race
occurred out on the perinmeter in a small quiet place a | ong way from hone.
Late in the year 2360--the exact date remai ns unknown--an Alien force attacked
and destroyed the colony at Lupus V. The weckage and the dead were found by a
mai | shi p which flashed off screami ng for the arny.

When the arny cane it found this: OF the seventy registered colonists,
thirty-one were dead. The rest, including sone wonen and children, were
m ssing. Al technical equiprment, all radios, guns, machines, even books, were
al so m ssing. The buil dings had been burned; so had the bodies. Apparently the
Aliens had a heat ray. Wiat el se they had, nobody knew. After a few days of



wal ki ng around in the ash, one soldier finally stunbled on sonet hing.

For security reasons, there was a detonator in one of the main
buil dings. In case of eneny attack, Security had provided a bomb to be buried
in the center of each colony, because it was inportant to blow a whole village
to hell and gone rather than let a hostile Alien learn vital facts about human
technol ogy and body chem stry. There was a bonb at Lupus V too, and though it
had been detonated it had not bl own. The detonating wire had been cut.

In the heart of the canp, hidden from view under twelve inches of earth,
the wire had been dug up and cut.

The arny could not understand it and had no tinme to try. After five
hundred years of peace and anti-war conditioning the army was small, weak, and
wi t hout respect. Therefore the armnmy did nothing but spread the news, and nan
began to fall back

In a thickening, hastening stream he came back fromthe hard-won stars,
bl owi ng up his homes behind him stunned and cursing. Mst of the colonists
got out intime. Afew, the farthest and loneliest, died in fire before the
arny ships could reach them And the nmen in those ships, drinkers and ganblers
and veterans of nothing, the dregs of a society that had grown beyond them
were for a long while the only defense earth had.

This was the nmessage Captain Dyl an had brought, come out fromearth with
a bottle on his hip.

An obscenely cheerful expression upon his gaunt, not too well shaven
face, Captain Dylan perched hinself upon the edge of a table and |istened, one
| ong booted leg swinging idly. One by one the col onists were beginning to
understand. War is huge and comes with great suddenness and al ways wi t hout
reason, and there is inevitably a wait between acts, between the news and the
notion, the fear and the rage.

Dyl an waited. These people were taking it well, much better than those
inthe cities had taken it. But then, these were pioneers. Dylan grinned.
Pi oneers. Before you settle a planet you boil it and bake it and purge it of

all possible disease. Then you step down gingerly and inflate your plastic
houses, which harden and becone warm and i npregnabl e; and send your machines
out to plant and harvest; and set up automatic factories to transnute dirt
into coffee; and, without ever having lifted a finger, you have braved the
wi | derness, hewed a hone out of the living rock, and becone a pioneer. Dylan
grinned again. But at least this was better than the wailing of the cities.

Thi s Dyl an thought, although he was hinself no fighter, no man at all by
any standards. This he thought because he was a soldier and an outcast; to
every drunken man the fall of the sober is a happy thing. He stirred
restlessly.

By this time the colonists had begun to realize that there wasn't mnuch
to say, and a tall, handsome woman was nurnuring distractedly, “Lupus,
Lupus--doesn’t that nean wol ves of somet hi ng?”

Dyl an began to wi sh they woul d get noving, these pioneers. It was very
possi ble that the Aliens would be here soon, and there was no need for
di scussion. There was only one thing to do and that was to clear the hell out,
qui ckly and wi thout argument. They began to see it.

But when the fear had died down the resentnent canme. A nunber of wonen
began to cluster around Dyl an and conpl ain, working up their anger. Dylan said
not hi ng. Then the man Rossel pushed forward and confronted him speaking with
a vast annoyance.

“See here, soldier, this is our planet. | nean to say, this is our hone.
W demand sone protection fromthe fleet. By God, we’'ve been paying the
freight for you boys all these years, and it’'s high tinme you earned your keep
W dermand. . .”

It went on and on, while Dyl an | ooked at the clock and waited. He hoped
that he could end this quickly. A big gloomy man was in front of himnow and
giving himthat name of ancient contenpt, “soldier boy.” The gl oony man wanted
to know where the fleet was.



“There is no fleet. There are a few hundred hal f-shot old tubs that were
obsol ete before you were born. There are four or five new jobs for the brass
and the governnment. That’'s all the fleet there is.”

Dyl an wanted to go on about that, to rem nd themthat nobody had wanted
the arny, that the fleet had grown smaller and smaller... but this was not the
time. It was ten-thirty already, and the damed aliens nmight be comng in
right now for all he knew, and all they did was talk. He had realized a | ong
time ago that no peace-loving nation in the history of earth had ever kept
itself strong, and although peace was a noble dream it was ended now and it
was tinme to nove.

“W’d better get going,” he finally said, and there was quiet.

“Li eut enant Bossi o has gone on to your sister colony at Planet Three of this
system He'll return to pick me up by nightfall, and I’minstructed to have
you gone by then.”

For a | ong nonment they waited, and then one man abruptly wal ked of f and
the rest followed quickly; in a noment they were all gone. One or two stopped
| ong enough to conpl ain about the fleet, and the big gl oomy man said he want ed
guns, that’'s all, and there wouldn’t nobody get himoff his planet. \Wen he
left, Dylan breathed with relief and went out to check the bonb, grateful for
the action.

Most of it had to be done in the open. He found a nmetal bar in the radio
shack and began chopping at the frozen ground, following the wire. It was the
first thing he had done with his hands in weeks, and it felt fine.

Dyl an had been called up out of a bar--he and Bossio--and told what had
happened, and in three weeks now they had cleared four colonies. This would be
the last, and the tension here was beginning to get to him After thirty years
of hangi ng around and playing like the town drunk, a man could not be expected
to rush out and plug the breach, just like that. It would take tine.

He rested, sweating, took a pull fromthe bottle on his hip.

Before they sent himout on this trip they had made hima captain. Wll
that was nice. After thirty years he was a captain. For thirty years he had
bumred all over the west end of space, had scraped his way al ong the outer
edges of mankind, had waited and dozed and patrolled and got drunk, waiting
al ways for something to happen. There were a ot of ways to pass the tine
whil e you waited for sonething to happen, and he had done them all

Once he had even studied military tactics.

He could not help snmiling at that, even now Damm it, he’d been green
But he’d been only nineteen when his father died--of a hernia, of a crazy fool
thing like a hernia that killed himjust because he’d worked too | ong on a
heavy pl anet--and in those days the anti-war conditioning out on the R mwas
not very strong. They tal ked a | ot about guardians of the frontier, and they
got him and sonme ot her kids and a broken-down doctor. And... now he was a
capt ai n.

He bent his back savagely, digging at the ground. You wait and you wait
and the edge goes off. This thing he had waited for all those damm days was
upon himnow, and there was nothing he could do but say the hell with it and
go home. Somewhere along the line, in some dark corner of the bars or the
jails, in one of the mllion soul-nurdering insults which are reserved
especially for peacetime soldiers, he had lost the core of hinmself, and it
didn't particularly matter. That was the point: It made no particul ar
difference if he never got it back. He owed nobody. He was tugging at the wire
and trying to think of sonething pleasant fromthe old days when the wire cane
| oose in his hands.

Al t hough he had been, in his cynical way, expecting it, for a nonent it
threw himand he just stared. The end was clean and bright. The wire had just
been cut.

Dyl an sat for a long while by the radio shack, holding the ends in his
hands. He reached al nost automatically for the bottle on his hip, and then
for the first time he could renenber, let it go. This was real; there was no
tinme for that.



When Rossel cane up, Dylan was still sitting. Rossel was so excited he
did not notice the wire.

“Li sten, soldier, how many people can your ship take?”

Dyl an | ooked at hi mvaguely. “She sleeps two and won't take off with
nmore’ n ten. Why?”

H s eyes bright and worried, Rossel |eaned heavily against the shack
“We’re overl oaded. There are sixty of us, and our ship will only take forty.
W cane out in groups; we never thought...”

Dyl an dropped his eyes, swearing silently. “You re sure? No baggage, no
iron rations; you couldn’t get ten nore on?”

“Not a chance. She's only a little ship with one deck--she’s all we
could afford.”

Dyl an whi stl ed. He had begun to feel |ightheaded. “It ‘pears that
somebody’ s gonna find out firsthand what themaliens |ook Iike.”

It was the wong thing to say and he knewit. “Al right,” he said
quickly, still staring at the clear-sliced wire, “we’ll do what we can. Maybe
the colony on Three has room 1’1l call Bossio and ask.”

The col oni st had begun to | ook quite pitifully at the buildings around
hi m and the scurryi ng people

“Aren’t there any fleet ships within radio distance?”

Dyl an shook his head. “The fleet’s spread out kind of thin nowadays.”
Because the other was leaning on himhe felt a great irritation, but he said
as kindly as he could, “W’'Ill get ‘“emall out. One way or another, we won't
| eave anybody.”

It was then that Rossel saw the wire. Thickly, he asked what had
happened.

Dyl an showed himthe two cl ean ends. “Sonebody dug it up, cut it, then
buried it again and packed it down real nice.”

“The damm fool!” Rossel expl oded.
“ \MO?”
“Why, one of... of Us, of course. | know nobody ever liked sitting on a

live bonmb like this, but I never...”

“You think one of your people did it?”

Rossel stared at him “lIsn’t that obvious?”

“\Npy ?”

“Well, they probably thought it was too dangerous, and silly too, I|ike
nmost government rules. O maybe one of the kids..

It was then that Dylan told himabout the wire on Lupus V. Rossel was
silent. Involuntarily he glanced at the sky, then he said shakily, “Mybe an
ani mal ?”

Dyl an shook his head. “No animal did that. Wuldn't have buried it, or
found it in the first place. Heck of a coincidence, don't you think? The wire
at Lupus was cut just before an alien attack, and now this one is cut
too--newy cut.”

The col oni st put one hand to his nouth, his eyes wi de and white.

“So somet hing,” said Dylan, “knew enough about this canmp to know that a
bonb was buried here and al so to know why it was here. And that somnething
didn’t want the canp destroyed and so came right into the center of the canp,
traced the wire, dug it up, and cut it. And then wal ked right out again.”

“Listen,” said Rossel, “1’'d better go ask.”

He started away but Dyl an caught his arm

“Tell themto arm” he said, “and try not to scare hell out of them
"1l be with you as soon as |’ve spliced this wire.”

Rossel nodded and went off, running. Dylan knelt with the nmetal in his
hands.

He began to feel that, by God, he was getting cold. He realized that
he’ d better go inside soon, but the wire had to be spliced. That was perhaps
the nost inportant thing he could do now, splice the wire.

Al right, he asked hinself for the thousandth tinme, who cut it? How?
Tel epat hy? Coul d they sonmehow control one of us?



No. If they controlled one, then they could control all, and then there
woul d be no need for an attack. But you don’t know, you don’t really know.

Were they small? Little aninmal s?

Unlikely. Biology said that really intelligent life required a sizable
brain, and you woul d have to expect an alien to be at |east as |large as a dog.
And every formof life on this planet had been screened | ong before a col ony
had been allowed in. If any new ani mals had suddenly shown up, Rossel would
certainly know about it.

He woul d ask Rossel. He woul d damm sure have to ask Rossel

He finished splicing the wire and tucked it into the ground. Then he
strai ghtened up and, before he went into the radi o shack, pulled out his
pistol. He checked it, prined it, and tried to remenber the last tinme he had
fired it. He never had--he never had fired a gun

The snow began falling near noon. There was nothi ng anybody could do but
stand in the silence and watch it conme down in a white rushing wall, and watch
the trees and the hills drown in the whiteness, until there was nothing on the
pl anet but the buildings and a few warm|lights and the snow.

By one o' clock the visibility was down to zero and Dyl an decided to try
to contact Bossio again and tell himto hurry. But Bossio still didn't answer.
Dyl an stared | ong and thoughtfully out the w ndow through the snow at the gray
shrouded shapes of bushes and trees which were begi nning to beconme horrifying.
It nust be that Bossio was still drunk--maybe sleeping it off before making
pl anetfall on Three. Dyl an held no grudge. Bossio was a kid and alone. It took
a special kind of guts to take a ship out into space al one, when Things coul d
be waiting....

A young girl, pink and lovely in a thick fur jacket, came into the shack
and told himbreathlessly that her father, M. Rush, would like to know if he
want ed sentries posted. Dylan hadn’t thought about it but he said yes right
away, beginning to feel both pleased and irritated at the sane tine, because
now they were coming to him

He pushed out into the cold and went to find Rossel. Wth the snow it
was bad enough, but if they were still here when the sun went down they
woul dn’t have a chance. Mst of the men were out stripping down their ship,
and that would take a while. He wondered why Rossel hadn’'t yet put a cal
through to Three, asking about roomon the ship there. The only answer he
could find was that Rossel knew that there was no room and wanted to put off
the answer as long as possible. And, in a way, you could not blame him

Rossel was in his cabin with the big, gloony man--who turned out to be
Rush, the one who had asked about sentries. Rush was methodically cleaning an
old hunting rifle. Rossel was surprisingly full of hope.

“Listen, there’s a mail ship due in, been due since yesterday. W m ght
get the rest of the folks out on that.”

Dyl an shrugged. “Don’t count on it.”

“But they have a contract!”

The sol di er grinned.

The big man, Rush, was paying no attention. Quite suddenly he said, “Wo
cut that wire, Cap?”

Dyl an swung slowy to ook at him “As far as | can figure, an alien cut
it.”

Rush shook his head. “No. Ain’t been no aliens near this canp, and no
peculiar animals either. W got a planet-w de radar, and ain’t no unidentified
shi ps come near, not since we first landed nore’'n a year ago.” He lifted the
rifle and peered through the bore. “Uh-uh. One of us did it.”

The man had been thinking. And he knew the pl anet.

“Tel epat hy?” asked Dyl an.

“M ght be.”
“Can’t see it. You people live too close; you d notice right away if one
of you wasn’t... hinmself. And if they’ve got one, why not all?”

Rush calmy--at |east outwardly calmy--lit his pipe. There was a



strength in this man that Dyl an had m ssed before.

“Don’t know,” he said gruffly. “But there are aliens, mster. And unti
I know different |1’ m keepin’ an eye on my nei ghbor.”

He gave Rossel a sour | ook and Rossel stared back, unconprehendi ng.

Then Rossel junped. “My God!”

Dyl an noved to quiet him “Look, is there any animal at all that ever
cones near here that’s as |large as a dog?”

After a pause Rush answered. “Yep, there’s one. The viggle. It's like a
reg’ l ar nmonkey but with four |egs. Biology cleared ‘embefore we |anded. W
shoot one now and then when they get pesky.” He rose slowy, the rifle held
under his arm “1 b’'lieve we mght just as well go post them sentries.”

Dyl an wanted to go on with this, but there was nothing much else to say.
Rossel went with themas far as the radi o shack, with a strained expression on
his face, to put through that call to Three

When he was gone Rush asked Dyl an, “Were you want them sentries? | got
Walt Hall oran and Web Eggers and six others lined up.”

Dyl an stopped and | ooked around grimy at the circling wall of snow.
“You know the site better than | do. Post “emin a ring, on rises, within
calling distance. Have ‘em check with each other every five mnutes. 1’1l go
hel p your people at the ship.”

The gl ooy man nodded and fluffed up his collar. “Nice day for huntin',k”
he said, and then he was gone, with the snow qui ckly covering his footprints.

The Alien lay wapped in a thick electric cocoon, buried in a wi de warm
room beneath the base of a tree. The tree served himas antennae; curiously he
gazed into a small view screen and wat ched the humans cone. He saw t hem fan
out, eight of them and sink down in the snow He saw that they were arned.

He pul sed thoughtfully, extending a part of hinself to absorb a spiced
lizard. Since the norning, when the new ship had come, he had been wat ching
steadily, and now it was apparent that the humans were aware of their danger
Undoubt edly they were preparing to | eave.

That was unfortunate. The attack was not schedul ed until late that
ni ght, and he could not, of course, press the assault by day. But flexibility,
he rem nded hinself sternly, is the first principle of absorption, and
therefore he noved to alter his plans. A projection reached out to dial
several knobs on a |arge box before him and the hour of assault was noved
forward to dusk. A glance at the chrononmeter told himthat it was al ready well
into the night on Planet Three and that the attack there had probably begun

The Alien felt the first tenuous pul sing of anticipation. He |ay
quietly, watching the small square lights of w ndows agai nst the snow,

t hanki ng t he Unexpl ai nable that matters had been so devised that he woul d not
have to venture out into that niserable cold.

Presently an al armi ng thought struck him These humans noved wth
uncommon speed for intelligent creatures. Even w thout devices, it was
distinctly possible that they could be gone before nightfall. He could take no
chance, of course. He spun nore dials and pressd a single button, and |lay back
again confortably, warmy, to watch the disabling of the colonists’ ship.

When Three did not answer, Rossel was nervously gazing at the snow,

t hi nki ng of other things, and he called again. Several nonents later the
realization of what was happening struck himlike a blow Three had never once
failed to answer. All they had to do when they heard the signal buzz was go
into the radio shack and say hello. That was all they had to do. He called
agai n and agai n, but nobody answered. There was no static and no interference
and he didn’'t hear a thing. He checked frenziedly through his own apparatus
and tried again, but the air was as dead as deep space. He raced out to tel

Dyl an.

Dyl an accepted it. He had known none of the people on Three, and what he
felt now was a much greater urgency to be out of here. He said hopeful things
to Rossel and then went out to the ship and joined the men in |ightening her.
About the ship, at |east, he knew somet hing and he was able to tell them what



partitions and franes could go and what woul d have to stay or the ship would
never get off the planet. But even stripped down, it couldn't take them all
When he knew that, he realized that he hinself would have to stay here, for it
was only then that he thought of Bossio.

Three was dead. Bossio had gone down there some tine ago, and if Three
was dead and Bossio had not called, then the fact was that Bossio was gone
too. For a long, long noment Dylan stood rooted in the snow. Mre than the
fact that he would have to stay here was the unspoken, unalterable,
heart - nunbi ng know edge t hat Bossi o was dead--the one thing that Dylan could
not accept. Bossio was the only friend he had. In all this dog-eared, ainless,
ape-run universe Bossio was all his friendship and his trust.

He left the ship blindly and went back to the settlenent. Now the people
were quiet and really frightened, and sone of the wonen were beginning to cry.
He noticed now that they had begun to | ook at himw th hope as he passed, and
in his own grief, humanly, he swore.

Bossi 0--a big-grinning kid with no parents, no enemnies, no
grudges--Bossi 0 was al ready dead because he had cone out here and tried to
hel p t hese peopl e. People who had kicked or ignored himall the days of his
life. And, in a short while, Dylan would al so stay behind and die to save the
life of sonebody he never knew and who, twenty-four hours earlier, would have
been ashamed to be found in his conpany. Now, when it was far, far too |late,
they were coning to the arny for help.

But in the end, damm it, he could not hate these people. Al they had
ever wanted was peace, and even though they had never understood that the

uni verse i s unknowabl e and that you rust al ways have bi g shoul ders, still they
had al ways sought only for peace. If peace leads to no conflict at all and
then decay, well, that was sonmething that had to be [ earned. So he coul d not

hate these peopl e.

But he could not help themeither. He turned fromtheir eyes and went
into the radio shack. It had begun to dawn on the women that they m ght be
| eaving wi thout their husbands or sons, and he did not want to see the fierce
struggl e that he was sure woul d take place. He sat alone and tried, for the
last time, to call Bossio.

After a while an old woman found himand of fered himcoffee. It was a
very decent thing to do, to think of himat a tine like this, and he was so
suddenly grateful he could only nod. The woman said that he nust be cold in
that thin arny thing and that she had brought al ong a macki naw for him She
poured the coffee and I eft him al one.

They were thinking of himnow, he knew, because they were thinking of
everyone who had to stay. Throw the dog a bone. Danmit, don’'t be like that, he
told himself. He had not had anything to eat all day, and the coffee was warm
and strong. He decided he m ght be of sone help at the ship.

It was stripped down now, and they were | oading. He was startled to see
a great group of themstanding in the snow, renoving their clothes. Then he
under st ood. The clothes of forty people woul d change the wei ght by enough to
get a few nore aboard. There was no fighting. Some of the wonen were al npst
hysterical and a few had refused to go and were still in their cabins, but the
process was orderly. Children went automatically, as did the youngest husbands
and all the wonen. The elders were shuffling around in the snow, waving their
arms to keep thenmsel ves warm Some of them were | aughing to keep their spirits
up.

In the end, the ship took forty-six people.

Rossel was one of the ones that would not be going. Dylan saw him
standing by the airlock holding his wife in his arms, his face buried in her
soft brown hair. A sense of great synpathy. totally unexpected, rose up in
Dylan, and a little of the lostness of thirty years went slipping away. These
were his people. It was a thing he had never understood before, because he had
never once been anong nmen in great trouble. He waited and watched, | earning,
trying to digest this while there was still time. Then the sem -naked
colonists were inside and the airlock closed. But when the ship tried to lift,



there was a sharp bunming snell--she couldn’t get off the ground.

Rush was sitting hunched over in the snow, his rifle across his knees.
He was coated with a thick white, and if he hadn’t spoken Dyl an woul d have
stunbl ed over him Dylan took out his pistol and sat down.

“What happened?” Rush asked.

“Li ning burnned out. She’s being repaired.”

“ Coi nci dence?”

Dyl an shook hi s head.

“How long’ Il it take to fix?”

“Four--five hours.”

“I't’ll be night by then.” Rush paused. “I wonder.”
“Seens |ike they want to wait till dark.”

“That’s what | was figurin” Could be they ain't got nuch of a force.”

Dyl an shrugged. “Also could mean they see better at night. Al so could
nmean t hey nove slow. Al so could nean they want the | east nunber of
casualties.”

Rush was quiet, and the snow fell softly on his face, on his eyebrows,
where it had begun to gather. At length he said, “You got any idea how they
got to the ship?”

Dyl an shook his head again. “Nobody saw anything--but they were al
pretty busy. Your theory about it nmaybe being one of us is beginning to | ook
pretty good.”

The col onist took off his gloves, lit a cigarette. The flame was strong
and piercing and Dyl an noved to check him but stopped. It didn’t nake nuch
di fference. The aliens knew where they were.

And this is right where we're gonna be, he thought.

“You know,” he said suddenly, speaking nostly to hinmself, “l been in the
arnmy thirty years, and this is the first time | was ever in a fight. Once in a
whil e we used to chase snuggl ers--never caught any, their ships were new -used
to cut out after unlicensed ships, used to do all kinds of piddling things
like that. But | never shot at anybody.”

Rush was | ooking off into the woods. “Maybe the mail ship will come in.”

Dyl an nodded.

“They got a franchise, dammit. They got to deliver as long as they’'s a
col ony here.”

When Dyl an didn’t answer, he said al nbst appealingly, “Sone of those
guys woul d wal k barefoot through hell for a buck.”

“Maybe,” Dylan said. After all, why not |et himhope? There were four
| ong hours left.

Now he began to | ook down into hinself, curiously, because he hinself
was utterly w thout hope and yet he was no longer really afraid. It was a
surprising thing when you | ooked at it coldly, and he guessed that, after all,
it was because of the thirty years. A part of himhad waited for this. Sone
crazy part of himwas ready--even after all this time--even excited about
being in a fight. Wll, what the hell, he marveled. And then he realized that
the rest of himwas awakening too, and he saw that his job was really his..
that he had al ways been, in truth, a soldier

Dyl an sat, finding hinself in the snow. Once |ong ago he had read about
sone fool who didn't want to die in bed, old and feeble. This character wanted
to reach the height of his powers and then explode in a grand way--"in
Techni col or,” the man had said. Explode in Technicolor. It was neant to be
funny, of course, but he had al ways renenbered it, and he realized now that
that was a small part of what he was feeling. The rest of it was that he was a
sol di er.

Bar barian, said a snall voice, primtive. But he couldn’t |isten.

“Say, Cap,” Rush was saying, “it’s getting a mte chilly. | understand
you got a bottle.”

“Sure,” he said cheerfully, “near forgot it.” He pulled it out and gave
it to Rush. The col oni st drank appreciatively, saying to Dylan half seriously,
hal f hurmorously, “One for the road.”



Beneath them the planet revol ved and the night Cane on. They waited,
speaking briefly, while the unseen sun went down. And faintly, dimy, through
the snow they heard at last the nuffled beating of a ship. It passed overhead
and they were sighting their guns before they recognized it. It was the mail
shi p.

They listened while she settled in a field by the canp, and Rush was
pounding Dylan’s arm “She will take us all,” Rush was shouting, “she’ll take
us all,” and Dyl an too was grinning, and then he saw a thing.

Smal | and shadowy, white-coated and al nost invisible, the thing had cone
out of the woods and was moving toward them bobbing and shuffling in the
silent snow.

Dylan fired instinctively, because the thing had four arms and was
coming right at him He fired again. This tine he hit it and the thing fell,
but alnmost immediately it was up and lurching rapidly back into the trees. It
was gone before Dylan could fire again.

They both lay flat in the snow, half buried. Fromthe canp there were
now no sounds at all.

“Did you get a good | ook?”

Rush grunted, relaxing. “Should ve saved your fire, son. Looked like one
0’ them nonkeys.”

But there was sonething wong. There was sonething that Dyl an had heard
in the quickness of the nonent which he could not remenber but which was very
W ong.

“Listen,” he said, suddenly placing it. “Damm t, that was no nonkey.”
“ Easy_ - ”
“I hit it. I hit it cold. It made a noise.” Rush was staring at him

“Didn’t you hear?” Dylan cried.

“No. Your gun was by ny ear.”

And then Dyl an was up and running, hunched over, across the snowto
where the thing had fallen. He had seen a piece of it break off when the bolt
struck, and now in the snow he picked up a paw and brought it back to Rush. He
saw right away there was no bl ood. The skin was real and furry, all right, but
there was no bl ood. Because the bone was steel and the muscles were springs
and the thing had been a robot.

The Alien rose up fromhis cot, whistling with annoyance. Wen that ship
had conme in his attention had been distracted fromone of the robots, and of
course the mserable thing had gone blundering right out into the humans. He
t hought for a while that the humans woul d overl ook it--the seeing was poor and
t hey undoubtedly would still think of it as animal, even with its firing ports
open--but then he checked the robot and saw that a piece was nissing and knew
that the humans had found it. Well, he thought unhappily, flowing into his
suit, no chance now to disable that other ship. The humans woul d never | et
anot her ani mal near.

And therefore--for he was, above all, a flexible being--he would proceed
to another plan. The settlement would have to be detonated. And for that he
woul d have to | eave his own shelter and go out in that miserable cold and lie
down in one of his bunkers which was nmuch farther away. No need to risk
bl owi ng hinself up with his own bonbs; but still, that awful cold.

He di smissed his regrets and buckled his suit into place. It carried him
up the stairs and bore himout into the snow After one whiff of the cold he
snapped his viewplate shut and inredi ately, as he had expected, it began to
filmwith snow Well, no natter, he would guide the unit by coordinates and it
woul d find the bunker itself. No need for caution now. The plan was nearly
ended.

In spite of his recent setback, the Alien lay back and all owed hinsel f
the satisfaction of a full trenble. The plan had worked very nearly to
perfection, as of course it should, and he delighted in the contenpl ation of
it.

When the humans were first detected, in the region of Bootes, much



t hought had gone into the proper nethod of |learning their technol ogy w thout
bei ng di scovered thensel ves. There was little purpose in destroying the hunmans
without first learning fromthem Life was really a remarkabl e thing--one
never knew what critical secrets a starborne race possessed. Hence the robots.
And it was an extraordinary plan, an elegant plan. The Alien trenbl ed again.

The hunmans were noving outward toward the rinm their base was apparently
somewher e beyond Centaurus. Therefore a ring of defense was thrown up on nost
of the habitable worlds toward which the humans were com ng--oh, a delightful
pl an--and the humans came down one by one and never realized that there was
any defense at all.

Wth a cl everness which was al nost excruciating, the Aliens had
carefully sel ected a nunber of animals native to each world, and then
constructed robot duplicates. So sinple then to place the robots down on a
world with a single Director, then wait... for the humans to inhabit.
Natural ly the humans screened all the animals and scouted a planet pretty
t horoughly before they set up a colony. Naturally their snares and their
hungers caught no robots and never found the deep-buried Alien Director

Then the humans rel axed and began to nmake hones, never realizing that in
anong the ani mal s which ganboled playfully in the trees there was one which
did not ganbol, but watched. Never once noticing the nonkeylike animals, or
the small thing like a rabbit which was a canera eye, or the thing like a rat,
whi ch took chenical sanples, or the thing like a lizard which cut wires.

The Alien runbled on through the snow, trenbling so nuch now wth
ecstasy and anticipation that the suit which bore himalnost [ost its bal ance.
He very nearly fell over before he stopped trenbling, and then he contai ned
hinself. In alittle while, a very little while, there would be tine enough
for trenbling

“They coul d’ ve been here till the sun went out,” Rush said, “and we
never woul d’ ve known.”

“I wonder how rmuch they’ ve found out,” Dyl an said.

Rush was hol di ng the paw

“Pretty near everything, | guess. This stuff don’'t stop at nonkeys.
Could be any size, any kind.... Look, let’s get down into canp and tell ‘em?”

Dyl an rose slowy to a kneeling position, peering dazedly out into the
far white trees. Hs mnd was turning over and over, around and around, like a
roulette wheel. But at the center of his mind there was one thought, and it
was rising up slowy now, through the waste and waiting of the years. He felt
a vague surprise

“Cettin’ kind of dark,” he said.

Rush swore. “Let’s go. Let’s get out of here.
armand started off on his knees.

Dyl an said, “Wit.”

Rush st opped. Through the snow he tried to see Dylan’s eyes. The sol dier
was still |ooking into the woods.

Dyl an’s voice was halting and al nost inaudible. “They know everything
about us. W don’'t know anything about them They re probably sittin out
there right now, a swarmof ‘emthere behind those trees, waitin for it to
get real nice and dark.”

He paused. “If | could get just one.”

It was totally unexpected, to Dylan as well as Rush. The tine for this
sort of thing was past, the age was done, and for a long while neither of them
fully understood.

He tugged once at Dylan’'s

“C ron,” Rush said with exasperation
Dyl an shook his head, nmarveling at hinmself. “1'Il be with you in a
little while.”

Rush came near and | ooked questioningly into his face.

“Listen,” Dylan said hurriedly, “we only need one. If we could just get
one back to a lab we’d at | east have sone clue to what they are. This way we
don’t know anything. We can’t just cut and run.” He struggled with the



unfam liar, time-lost words. “We got to nake a stand.”

He turned from Rush and lay forward on his belly in the snow. He could
feel his heart beating against the soft white cushi on beneath him There was
no tine to l ook at this calmy, and he was glad of that. He spent sone tine
bei ng very much afraid of the unknown things beyond the trees, but even then
he realized that this was the one thing in his life he had to do.

It is not a matter of dying, he thought, but of doing. Sooner or later a
man rmust do a thing which justifies his life, or the life is not worth living.
The long, cold Iine of his existence had reached this point, here and now in
the snow at this noment. He would go on fromhere as a nman... or not at all

Rush had sat down beside him begi nning to understand, watching w thout
words. He was an old man. Like all earthnen, he had never fought with his
hands. He had not fought the land or the tides or the weather or any of the
mllion bitter sicknesses which nan had grown up fighting, and he was
beginning to realize that somewhere along the |line he had been betrayed. Now,
with a dead paw of the eneny in his hand, he did not feel like a man. And he
was ready to fight now, but it was nuch too | ate and he saw with a vast | eaden
shane that he did not know how, could not even begin.

“Can | hel p?” he said.

Dyl an shook his head. “Go back and | et them know about the robots, and
if the ship is ready to | eave before |I get back, well--then good |uck.”

He started to slither forward on his belly, but Rush reached out and
grabbed him holding with one hand to peace and gentl eness and the soft days
whi ch were endi ng.

“Listen,” he said, “you don't owe anybody.”

Dyl an stared at himw th surprise. “I know,” he said, and then he
slipped up over the nound before himand headed for the trees.

Now what he needed was | uck. Just good, plain old luck. He didn't know
where they were or how many there were or what kinds there were, and the
chances were good that one of themwas watching himright now WelI, then, he
needed some | uck. He inched forward slowy, carefully, watching the onconing
l[ine of trees. The snow was falling on himin big, leafy flakes and that was
fine, because the blackness of his suit was nuch too distinct, and the nore
white he was, the better. Even so, it was beconing quite dark by now, and he
t hought he had a chance. He reached the first tree.

Silently he slipped off his heavy cap. The visor got in his way, and
above all he nust be able to see. He I et the snow thicken on his hair before
he rai sed hinself on his el bows and | ooked outward.

There was not hing but the snow and the dead quiet and the stark white
boles of the trees. He slid past the first trunk to the next, moving forward
on his elbows with his pistol in his right hand. Hi s el bow struck a rock and
it hurt and his face was freezing. Once he rubbed snow from his eyebrows. Then
he cane through the trees and | ay down before a slight rise, thinking.

Better to go around than over. But if anything is watching, it is npst
likely watching from above.

Therefore go around and come back up from behi nd. Yes.

H s nose had begun to run. Wth great care he crawl ed among sone | arge
rocks, hoping agai nst hope that he woul d not sneeze. Wy had not hi ng seen hin?
Was sonething followi ng hi mnow? He turned to | ook behind him but it was
dar ker now and becoming difficult to see. But he would have to | ook behind him
nore often.

He was novi ng down a gorge. There were large trees above himand he
needed their shelter, but he could not risk slipping down the sides of the
gorge. And far off, weakly, out of the gray cold ahead, he heard a noi se.

He lay down in the snow, listening. Wth a slow, thick shuffle, a thing
was nmoving through the trees before him In a nonent he saw that it was not
coming toward him He lifted his head but saw not hing. Mich nore slowy, now,
he craw ed again. The thing was noving down the left side of the gorge ahead,
comng away fromthe rise he had circled. It was noving wthout caution, and
he worried that if he did not hurry he would lose it. But for the life of him



he couldn’t stand up

The soldier went forward on his hands and knees. Wen his clothes hung
down, the freezing cold entered his throat and shocked his body, which was
sweating. He shifted his gun to his gloved hand and bl ew on the bare fingers
of his right, still crawling. Wen he reached the other end of the gorge he
stood upright against a rock wall and | ooked in the direction of the shuffling
t hi ng.

He saw it just as it turned. It was a great black lunmp on a platform
The platformhad | egs, and the thing was pl oddi ng nmet hodi cally upon a path
which would bring it past him It had cone down fromthe rise and was roundi ng
the gorge when Dylan sawit. It did not see him

I f he had not ducked quickly and brought up his gun, the nonkey woul d
not have seen himeither, but there was no tine for regret. The nonkey was
several yards to the right of the lunp on the platformwhen he heard it start
runni ng; he had to |l ook up this tine, and saw it |eaping toward hi mover the
Snow.

Al right, he said to hinself. Hs first shot took the nonkey in the
head, where the eyes were. As the thing crashed over, there was a hiss and a
stench and flane seared into his shoul der and the side of his face. He |urched
to the side, trying to see, his gun at armis length as the lunp on the
pl atform spun toward him He fired four tines. Three bolts went hone in the
lunp; the fourth tore a leg off the platformand the whole thing fell over.

Dyl an crawl ed painfully behind a rock, his left armusel ess. The silence
had come back again and he waited, but neither of the Alien things noved.
Not hi ng el se noved in the woods around him He turned his face up to the
falling snow and let it come soothingly upon the awful wound in his side.

After a while he | ooked out at the nonkey. It had risen to a sitting
position but was frozen in the notion of rising. It had ceased to function
when he hit the lunp. Qut of the nunbness and the pain he felt a great
gl adness ri sing.

The guide. He had killed the guide.

He woul d not be cautious any nore. Maybe sone of the other robots were
sel f-directing and dangerous, but they could be handled. He went to the |unp,
stared at it without feeling. A black, doughy bul ge was swelling out through
one of the holes.

It was too big to carry, but he would have to take something back. He
went over and took the nonkey by a stiff jutting arm and began dragging it
back toward the vill age.

Now he began to stunble. It was dark and he was very tired. But the
steel he had been forging in his breast was conplete, and the days which were
com ng woul d be days full of living. He would walk with big shoul ders and he
woul d not bother to question, because man was not born to live out his days at
hone, by the fire

It was a very big thing that Dyl an had | earned and he could not express
it, but he knewit all the sane, knew it beyond understandi ng. And so he went
hone to his people.

One by one, increasing, in the wee black corner of space which nan had
taken for his own, other nen were |l earning. And the snow fell and the planets
whirl ed; and when it was spring where Dyl an had fought, men were al ready
| eapi ng back out to the stars.

FAREVELL TO THE MASTER
by Harry Bates

1

From his perch high on the | adder above the museum floor, diff Sutherland
studied carefully each Iine and shadow of the great robot, then turned and
| ooked thoughtfully down at the rush of visitors come fromall over the sol ar
systemto see Giwut and the traveler for thenmselves and to hear once again



their amazing, tragic story.

He hinself had cone to feel an alnbst proprietary interest in the
exhibit, and with sone reason. He had been the only freel ance picture reporter
on the Capitol grounds when the visitors fromthe Unknown had arrived, and had
obt ained the first professional shots of the ship. He had w tnessed at close
hand every event of the next nad few days. He had thereafter photographed many
times the eight-foot robot, the ship, and the beautiful slain anbassador
Kl aatu, and his inposing tonb out in the center of the Tidal Basin, and, such
was the continuing news value of the event to the billions of persons
t hr oughout habi t abl e space, he was there now once nore to get still other
shots and, if possible, a new “angle.”

This time he was after a picture which showed Giut as weird and
nmenaci ng. The shots he had taken the day before had not given quite the effect
he wanted, and he hoped to get it today; but the light was not yet right and
he had to wait for the afternoon to wane a little.

The last of the crowd adnmitted in the present group hurried in,
exclaimng at the great pure green curves of the nysterious tinme-space
traveler, then conpletely forgetting the ship at sight of the awesone figure
and great head of the giant Giut. Hinged robots of crude man-I1ike appearance
were famliar enough, but never had Earthling eyes lain on one like this. For
Gnhut had al nost exactly the shape of a nan--a giant, but a man--wth greenish
metal for man’s covering flesh, and greenish netal for man’s bul gi ng nuscl es.
Except for a loin cloth, he was nude. He stood |like the powerful god of the
machi ne of some undreaned-of scientific civilization, on his face a | ook of
sul | en broodi ng thought. Those who | ooked at himdid not nake jests or idle
remarks, and those nearest himusually did not speak at all. Hi s strange,
internally illuminated red eyes were so set that every observer felt they were
fixed on hinself alone, and he engendered a feeling that he night at any
nmonent step forward in anger and perform uni magi nabl e deeds.

A slight rustling sound canme from speakers hidden in the ceiling above,
and at once the noises of the crowd | essened. The recorded | ecture was about
to be given. diff sighed. He knew the thing by heart; had even been present
when the recording was nmade, and net the speaker, a young chap naned
Stillwell.

“Ladi es and gentlenen,” began a clear and wel | -nodul at ed voi ce- - but
Adiff was no | onger attending. The shadows in the hollows of Giwt’s face and
figure were deeper; it was alnost tinme for his shot. He picked up and exani ned
the proofs of the pictures he had taken the day before and conpared t hem
critically with the subject.

As he | ooked a winkle cane to his brow He had not noticed it before,
but now, suddenly, he had the feeling that since yesterday sonething about
Gnhut was changed. The pose before himwas the identical one in the
phot ographs, every detail on conparison seened the sane, but neverthel ess the
feeling persisted. He took up his view ng glass and nore carefully conpared
subj ect and phot ographs, line by line. And then he saw that there was a
di fference.

Wth sudden excitement, Ciff snapped two pictures at different
exposures. He knew he should wait a little and take others, but he was so sure
he had stunbled on an inportant nystery that he had to get going, and quickly
fol ding his accessory equi pnent he descended the | adder and nmade his way out.
Twenty mnutes later, consumed with curiosity, he was devel opi ng the new shots
in his hotel bedroom

”

What diff saw when he conpared the negatives taken yesterday and today
caused his scalp to tingle. Here was a slant indeed! And apparently no one but
he knew! Still, what he had discovered, though it would have nade the front
page of every paper in the solar system was after all only a |l ead. The story,
what really had happened, he knew no better than anyone else. It must be his
job to find out.

And that meant he woul d have to secrete hinself in the building and stay



there all night. That very night; there was still tine for himto get back
before closing. He would take a small, very fast infrared camera that could
see in the dark, and he would get the real picture and the story.

He snatched up the little camera, grabbed an aircab, and hurried back to
the museum The place was filled with another section of the ever-present
gqueue, and the lecture was just ending. He thanked Heaven that his arrangenent
with the museum permitted himto go in and out at wll.

He had al ready decided what to do. First he made his way to the
“floating” guard and asked a single question, and anticipation broadened on
his face as he heard the expected answer. The second thing was to find a spot
where he woul d be safe fromthe eyes of the men who would close the floor for
the night. There was only one possible place, the |aboratory set up behind the
ship. Boldly he showed his press credentials to the second guard, stationed at
the partitioned passageway |leading to it, stating that he had conme to
interview the scientists; and in a nonent was at the | aboratory door

He had been there a nunber of tinmes and knew the roomwell. It was a
| arge area roughly partitioned off for the work of the scientists engaged in
breaking their way into the ship and full of a confusion of massive and heavy
objects--electric and hot-air ovens, carboys of chemicals, asbestos sheeting,
conpressors, basins, ladles, a mcroscope, and a great deal of smaller
equi prent conmmon to a metal lurgical |aboratory. Three white-snocked nen were
deeply engrossed in an experinment at the far end. diff, waiting a good
nmonent, slipped inside and hid hinself under a table half buried with
supplies. He felt reasonably safe fromdetection there. Very soon now the
scientists would be going hone for the night.

From beyond the ship he could hear another section of the waiting queue
filing in--the last, he hoped, of the day. He settled hinself as confortably
as he could. In a nonent the lecture would begin. He had to snile when he
t hought of one thing the recording would say.

Then there it was again--the clear, trained voice of the chap Stillwell.
The foot scrapings and whispers of the crowd died away, and diff could hear
every word in spite of the great bulk of the ship |ying interposed.

“Ladi es and gentlenen,” began the fam liar words, “the Snithsonian
Institution welconmes you to its new Interplanetary Wng and to the marvel ous
exhibits at this noment before you.”

A slight pause. “All of you must know by now somet hi ng of what happened
here three nmonths ago, if indeed you did not see it for yourself in the
tel escreen,” the voice went on. “The few facts are briefly told. Alittle
after 5:00 P. M on Septenber sixteenth, visitors to Washi ngton thronged the
grounds outside this building in their usual nunbers and no doubt with their
usual thoughts. The day was warmand fair. A stream of people was |eaving the
mai n entrance of the nuseumjust outside in the direction you are facing. This
wi ng, of course, was not here at that tine. Everyone was honeward bound, tired
no doubt from hours on their feet, seeing the exhibits of the nuseum and
visiting the many buil dings on the grounds nearby. And then it happened.

“On the area just to your right, just as it is now, appeared the
ti me-space traveler. It appeared in the blink of an eye. It did not come down
fromthe sky; dozens of witnesses swear to that; it just appeared. One nonent
it was not here, the next it was. It appeared on the very spot it now rests
on.

“The peopl e nearest the ship were stricken with panic and ran back wth
cries and screans. Excitement spread out over Washington in a tidal wave.
Radi o, tel evision, and newspapernen rushed here at once. Police forned a w de
cordon around the ship, and arny units appeared and trained guns and ray
projectors on it. The direst calamty was feared.

“For it was recognized fromthe very beginning that this was no
spaceship from anywhere in the solar system Every child knew that only two
spaceshi ps had ever been built on Earth, and none at all on any of the other
pl anets and satellites; and of those two, one had been destroyed when it was
pulled into the sun, and the other had just been reported safely arrived on



Mars. Then, the ones made here had a shell of a strong alumnumalloy, while
this one, as you see, is of an unknown greeni sh netal

“The ship appeared and just sat here. No one energed, and there was no
sign that it contained Iife of any kind. That, as much as any single thing,
caused excitement to skyrocket. Who, or what, was inside? Were the visitors
hostile or friendly? Wiere did the ship cone fron? How did it arrive so
suddenly right on this spot wi thout dropping fromthe sky?

“For two days the ship rested here, just as you now see it, wthout
nmotion or sign that it contained life. Long before the end of that tine the
scientists had explained that it was not so nuch a spaceship as a space-tine
travel er, because only such a ship could arrive as this one did--materialize.
They pointed out that such a traveler, while theoretically understandable to
us Earthnmen, was far beyond attenpt at our present state of know edge, and
that this one, activated by relativity principles, mght well have conme from
the far comer of the Universe, froma distance which light itself would
require mllions of years to cross.

“When this opinion was di ssem nated, public tension grew until it was
al nost intol erable. Were had the traveler cone fron? Wio were its occupants?
Why had they come to Earth? Above all, why did they not show thensel ves? Were
t hey perhaps preparing sone terrible weapon of destruction?

“And where was the ship’'s entrance port? Men who dared go | ook reported
that none could be found. No slightest break or crack marred the perfect
snoot hness of the ship’s curving ovoid surface. And a del egati on of
hi gh-ranking officials who visited the ship could not, by knocking, elicit
fromits occupants any sign that they had been heard.

“At last, after exactly two days, in full view of tens of thousands of
persons assenbl ed and standi ng well back, and under the nuzzles of scores of
the arny’s nost powerful guns and ray projectors, an opening appeared in the
wal | of the ship, and a ramp slid down, and out stepped a man, godlike in
appearance and human in form closely followed by a giant robot. And when they
touched the ground the ranp slid back and the entrance cl osed as before.”

“I't was i medi ately apparent to all the assenbl ed thousands that the
stranger was friendly. The first thing he did was to raise his right arm high
in the universal gesture of peace; but it was not that which inpressed those
nearest so much as the expression on his face, which radiated ki ndness,
wi sdom the purest nobility. In his delicately tinted robe he | ooked like a
beni gn god.

“At once, waiting for this appearance, a |large comittee of high-ranking
government officials and army officers advanced to greet the visitor. Wth
graci ousness and dignity the man pointed to hinself, then to his robot
conpani on, and said in perfect English with a peculiar accent, ‘I amKlaatu,’
or a nane that sounded like that, ‘and this is Giwt. ' The nanes were not well
understood at the tinme, but the sight-and-sound filmof the television nmen
caught them and they became known to everyone subsequently.

“And then occurred the thing which shall always be to the shanme of the
human race. Froma treetop a hundred yards away cane a wink of violet |ight
and Klaatu fell. The assenbled nultitude stood for a nonent stunned, not
conpr ehendi ng what had happened. Giut, a little behind his master and to one
side, slowy turned his body a little toward him noved his head tw ce, and
stood still, in exactly the position you now see him

“Then foll owed pandenonium The police pulled the slayer of Klaatu out
of the tree. They found hi mnentally unbal anced; he kept crying that the devil
had come to kill everyone on Earth. He was taken away, and Kl aatu, although
obvi ously dead, was rushed to the nearest hospital to see if anything could be
done to revive him Confused and frightened crowds milled about the Capito
grounds the rest of the afternoon and rmuch of that night. The ship remained as
silent and notionl ess as before. And Ghut, too, never nmoved fromthe position
he had cone to rest in.

“CGnut never noved again. He remai ned exactly as you see himall that



ni ght and for the ensuing days. Wen the nmausol eumin the Tidal Basin was
built, Klaatu's burial services took place where you are standi ng now,
attended by the highest functionaries of all the great countries of the world.
It was not only the nost appropriate but the safest thing to do, for if there
shoul d be other living creatures in the traveler, as seemed possible at that
time, they had to be inpressed by the sincere sorrow of us Earthmen at what
had happened. If Giwt was still alive, or perhaps | had better say
functionabl e, there was no sign. He stood as you see himduring the entire
cerenony. He stood so while his master was floated out to the mausol eum and
given to the centuries with the tragically short sight-and-sound record of his
historic visit. And he stood so afterward, day after day, night after night,
in fair weather and in rain, never noving or showi ng by any slightest sign
that he was aware of what had gone on

“After the interment, this wing was built out fromthe nuseumto cover
the traveler and Gaut. Nothing else could very well have been done, it was
| earned, for both Giut and the ship were far too heavy to be noved safely by
any neans at hand.

“You have heard about the efforts of our metallurgists since then to
break into the ship, and of their conplete failure. Behind the ship now, as
you can see fromeither end, a partitioned workroom has been set up where the
attenpt still goes on. So far its wonderful greenish nmetal has proved
i nviolable. Not only are they unable to get in, but they cannot even find the
exact place fromwhich Klaatu and Giut enmerged. The chal k marks you see are
t he best approxi mation.

“Many peopl e have feared that Giut was only tenporarily deranged, and
that on return to function m ght be dangerous, so the scientist have
conpl etely destroyed all chance of that. The greenish nmetal of which he is
made seened to be. the sanme as that of the ship and could no nore be attacked,
they found, nor could they find any way to penetrate to his internals; but
they had other means. They set electrical currents of trenendous voltages and
anper ages through him They applied terrific heat to all parts of his netal
shell. They i mersed himfor days in gases and acids and strongly corrodi ng
solutions, and they have bombarded himw th every known kind of ray. You need
have no fear of himnow He cannot possibly have retained the ability to
function in any way.

“But--a word of caution. The officials of the government know that
visitors will not show any disrespect in this building. It nay be that the
unknown and unt hi nkably powerful civilization fromwhich Kl aatu and Ghut cane
may send other enissaries to see what happened to them Wether or not they
do, not one of us nmust be found amiss in our attitude. None of us could very
wel | anticipate what happened, and we all are i measurably sorry, but we are

still in a sense responsible, and nmust do what we can to avoid possible
retaliations.

“You will be allowed to remain five mnutes |onger, and then, when the
gong sounds, you will please |eave pronptly. The robot attendants al ong the
wal | will answer any questions you may have.

“Look well, for before you stand stark symbols of the achievenent,

nmystery, and frailty of the human race.”

The recorded voi ce ceased speaking. Ciff, carefully noving his cranped
linbs, broke out in a wide snmile. If they knew what he knew

For his photographs told a slightly different story fromthat of the
lecturer. In yesterday’'s a line of the figured floor showed clearly at the
outer edge of the robot’s near foot; in today’'s, that |line was covered. Gahut
had noved!

O been nmoved, though this was very unlikely. Wiere were the derrick and
ot her evidence of such activity? It could hardly have been done in one night,
and all signs so quickly conceal ed. And why should it be done at all?

Still, to make sure, he had asked the guard. He coul d al nost renmenber
verbati m his answer:

“No, Gnut has neither noved nor been noved since the death of his



master. A special point was made of keeping himin the position he assuned at
Klaatu's death. The floor was built in under him and the scientists who
conpl eted his derangenent erected their apparatus around him just as he
stands. You need have no fears.”

Adiff smled again. He did not have any fears.

Not vyet.

2

A moment | ater the big gong above the entrance doors rang the cl osing hour,
and imredi ately following it a voice fromthe speakers called out, “Five
o’ cl ock, ladies and gentlenen. dosing tinme, |adies and gentlenen.”

The three scientists, as if surprised it was so late, hurriedly washed
t heir hands, changed to their street clothes and di sappeared down the
partitioned corridor, oblivious of the young picture man hi dden under the
table. The slide and scrape of the feet on the exhibition floor rapidly
dwi ndl ed, until at last there were only the steps of the two guards wal ki ng
fromone point to another, making sure everything was all right for the night.
For just a nonent one of them glanced in the doorway of the |aboratory, then
he joined the other at the entrance. Then the great metal doors clanged to,
and there was sil ence.

Adiff waited several mnutes, then carefully poked his way out from
under the table. As he straightened up, a faint tinkling crash sounded at the
floor by his feet. Carefully stooping, he found the shattered remains of a
thin glass pipette. He had knocked if off the table.

That caused himto realize something he had not thought of before: A
Gnut who had nmoved might be a Ghut who could see and hear--and really be
dangerous. He woul d have to be very careful

He | ooked about him The room was bounded at the ends by two fi ber
partitions which at the inner ends foll owed cl ose under the curving bottom of
the ship. The inner side of the roomwas the ship itself, and the outer was
the southern wall of the wing. There were four l[arge high wi ndows. The only
entrance was by way of the passage.

Wt hout roving, fromhis know edge of the building, he nade his plan
The wi ng was connected with the western end of the rmuseum by a doorway, never
used, and extended westward toward the WAshi ngt on Monunment. The ship |ay
nearest the southern wall, and Ghut stood out in front of it, not far fromthe
northeast corner and at the opposite end of the roomfromthe entrance of the
bui |l di ng and the passageway |eading to the | aboratory. By retracing his steps
he woul d come out on the floor at the point farthest renmoved fromthe robot.
This was just what he wanted, for on the other side of the entrance, on a | ow
platform stood a paneled table containing the |ecture apparatus, and this
table was the only object in the roomwhich afforded a place for himto lie
conceal ed whil e wat ching what m ght go on. The only other objects on the floor
were the six manlike robot attendants in fixed stations along the northern
wal |, placed there to answer visitors’ questions. He would have to gain the
t abl e.

He turned and began cautiously tiptoeing out of the | aboratory and down
t he passageway. It was already dark there, for what light still entered the
exhibition hall was shut off by the great bulk of the ship. He reached the end
of the room wi thout naking a sound. Very carefully he edged forward and peered
around the bottom of the ship at Gnhut.

He had a monentary shock. The robot’s eyes were right on him--or so it
seened. Was that only the effect of the set of his eyes, he wondered, or was
he al ready di scovered? The position of Giut’s head did not seemto have
changed, at any rate. Probably everything was all right, but he wi shed, he did
not have to cross that end of the roomwith the feeling that the robot’s eyes
were follow ng him

He drew back and sat down and waited. It would have to be totally dark
bef ore he essayed the trip to the table.



He waited a full hour, until the faint beanms fromthe [ anps on the
grounds outside began to make the room seemto grow lighter; then he got up
and peeped around the ship once nmore. The robot’s eyes seened to pierce right
at him as before, only now, due no doubt to the darkness, the strange interna
illum nation seened rmuch brighter. This was a chilling thing. Did Giut know he
was there? What were the thoughts of the robot? What could be the thoughts of
a manmade machi ne, even so wonderful a one as Giut?

It was time for the cross, so diff slung his camera around on his back
went down on his hands and knees, and carefully nmoved to the edge of the
entrance hall. There he fitted hinself as closely as he could into the angle
made by it with the floor and started inching ahead. Never pausing, not
risking a glance at Gaut’s unnerving red eyes, noving an inch at a tine, he
snaked al ong. He took ten minutes to cross the space of a hundred feet, and he
was wet with perspiration when his fingers at |ast touched the one-foot rise
of the platformon which the table stood. Still slowy, silently as a shadow,
he made his way over the edge and nelted behind the protection of the table.

At |ast he was there.

He rel axed for a nonment, then, anxious to know whether he had been seen
carefully turned and | ooked around the side of the table.

Giut’s eyes were now full on himl O so it seenmed. Against the genera
dar kness, the robot | ooned a mysterious and still darker shadow that, for al
his being a hundred and fifty feet away, seenmed to domi nate the room diff
could not tell whether the position of his body was changed or not.

But if Ghut was looking at him he at |east did nothing else. Not by the
slightest motion that Aiff could discern did he appear to nove. Hi s position
was the one he had mintained these |ast three nonths, in the darkness, in the
rain, and this last week in the nuseum

Adiff made up his mind not to give way to fear. He becane conscious of
his own body. The cautious trip had taken sonething out of him-his knees and
el bows burned and his trousers were no doubt ruined. But these were little
things if what he hoped for cane to pass. If Giwt so much as noved, and he
could catch himwith his infrared canera, he would have a story that woul d buy
himfifty suits of clothes. And if on top of that he could | earn the purpose
of Gnut’s noving--provided there was a purpose--that woul d be a story that
woul d set the world on its ears.

He settled down to a period of waiting; there was no telling when Ghut
woul d nove, if indeed he would nove that night. diff’s eyes had | ong been
adjusted to the dark and he coul d nake out the |arger objects well enough
Fromtime to tinme he peered out at the robot--peered long and hard, till his
outlines wavered and he seenmed to nove, and he had to blink and rest his eyes
to be sure it was only his inagination

Again the mnute hand of his watch crept around the dial. The inactivity
made Cliff careless, and for |onger and | onger periods he kept his head back
out of sight behind the table. And so it was that when Giut did nmove he was
scared al npbst out of his wits. Dull and a little bored, he suddenly found the
robot out on the floor, halfway in his direction

But that was not the nmost frightening thing. It was that when he did see
Gnut he did not catch himnoving! He was stopped as still as a cat in the
m ddl e of stal king a nouse. His eyes were now much brighter, and there was no
remai ni ng doubt about their direction: he was | ooking right at diff!

Scarcely breathing, half hypnotized, Ciff |ooked back. H s thoughts
tunmbl ed. What was the robot’s intention? Wiy had he stopped so still? Was he
bei ng stal ked? How coul d he nove with such silence?

In the heavy darkness Ghut’s eyes noved nearer. Slowy but in perfect
rhyt hm that al nost inperceptible sound of his footsteps beat on diffs ears.
Adiff, usually resourceful enough, was this tinme caught flatfooted. Frozen
with fear, utterly incapable of fleeing, he lay where he was while the neta
monster with the fiery eyes cane on.

For a moment diff all but fainted, and when he recovered, there was



Gnhut towering over him legs alnost within reach. He was bending slightly,
burning his terrible eyes right into his own!

Too late to try to think of running now Trenbling |like any cornered
mouse, A iff waited for the blow that would crush him For an eternity, it
seened, Ghut scrutinized himwthout nmoving. For each second of that eternity
Adiff expected annihilation, sudden, quick, conplete. And then suddenly and
unexpectedly it was over. Giut’s body strai ghtened and he stepped back. He
turned. And then, with the al nost jerkless rhythmwhich only he anbng robots
possessed, he started back toward the place from which he cane.

Adiff could hardly believe he had been spared. Gaut coul d have crushed
himlike a worm-and he had only turned around and gone back. Wy? It could
not be supposed that a robot was capabl e of human consi derati ons.

Gnhut went straight to the other end of the traveler. At a certain place
he stopped and made a curious succession of sounds. At once diff saw an
openi ng, bl acker than the gl oom of the building, appear in the ship’s side,
and it was followed by a slight sliding sound as a ranmp slid out and net the
floor. Ghut wal ked up the ranp and, stooping a little, disappeared inside the
shi p.

Then, for the first tine, Ciff remenbered the picture he had come to
get. Gaut had noved, but he had not caught him But at |east now, whatever
opportunities there m ght be later, he could get the shot of the ranp
connecting with the opened door; so he twisted his canera into position, set
it for the proper exposure, and took a shot.

A long time passed and Ghut did not cone out. Wat could he be doing
inside? diff wondered. Sone of his courage returned to himand he toyed with
the i dea of creeping forward and peeping through the port, but he found he had
not the courage for that. Giut had spared him at |least for the tine, but
there was no telling how far his tol erance woul d go.

An hour passed, then another, Ghut was doi ng sonething inside the ship,
but what? diff could not imagine. If the robot had been a human being, he
knew he woul d have sneaked a | ook, but as it was, he was too nuch of an
unknown quantity. Even the sinplest of Earth's robots under certain
ci rcunmst ances were inexplicable things; what, then, of this one, conme from an
unknown and even unt hinkable civilization, by far the nost wonderfu
constructi on ever seen--what superhuman powers m ght he not possess? All that
the scientists of Earth could do had not served to derange him Acid, heat,
rays, terrific crushing bl ows--he had withstood themall; even his finish had
been unmarred. He m ght be able to see perfectly in the dark. And right where
he was, he might be able to hear or in some way sense the | east change in
Adiff’s position.

More time passed, and then, sonetinme after two o’clock in the norning, a
si mpl e honely thing happened, but a thing so unexpected that for a nonment it
quite destroyed Aiff’'s equilibrium Suddenly, through the dark and silent
buil ding, there was a faint whir of w ngs, soon followed by the piercing,
sweet voice of a bird. A nockingbird. Somewhere in this gl oom above his head.
Clear and full-throated were its notes; a dozen little songs it sang, one
after the other w thout pause between--short insistent calls, twrrings,
coaxi ngs, cooings--the spring |ove song of perhaps the finest singer in the
worl d. Then, as suddenly as it began, the voice was silent.

If an invading army had poured out of the traveler, Ciff would have
been | ess surprised. The nonth was Decenber; even in Florida the nocki ngbirds
had not yet begun their song. How had one gotten into that tight, gloony
nmuseun? How and why was it singing there?

He waited, full of curiosity. Then suddenly he was aware of Gaut,
standing just outside the port of the ship. He stood quite still, his glow ng
eyes turned squarely in diff’'s direction. For a monment the hush in the nmuseum
seened to. deepen; then it was broken by a soft thud on the fl oor near where
diff was |ying.

He wondered. The light in Giut’'s eyes changed, and he started his al nost



jerkless walk in diff's direction. Wien only a little away, the robot

st opped, bent over, and picked sonething fromthe floor. For sonme tine he
stood wi thout notion and | ooked at a little object he held in his hand. diff
knew, though he could not see, that it was the nockingbird. Its body, for he
was sure that it had lost its song forever. Giut then turned, and w thout a
glance at diff, wal ked back to the ship and agai n went i nside.

Hours passed while Ciff waited for sone sequel to this surprising
happeni ng. Perhaps it was because of his curiosity that his fear of the robot
began to lessen. Surely if the mechanismwas unfriendly, if he intended him
any harm he woul d have fini shed himbefore, when he had such a perfect
opportunity. Ciff began to nerve hinself for a quick | ook inside the port.
And a picture; he nust renmenber the picture. He kept forgetting the very
reason he was there.

It was in the deeper darkness of the fal se dawn when he got sufficient
courage and nade the start. He took off his shoes, and in his stockinged feet,
his shoes tied together and slung over his shoul der, he noved stiffly but
rapidly to a position behind the nearest of the six robot attendants stationed
along the wall, then paused for sone sign which mght indicate that Giut knew
he had noved. Hearing none, he slipped al ong behind the next robot attendant
and paused again. Bol der now, he made in one spurt all the distance to the
farthest one, the sixth, fixed just opposite the port of the ship. There he
met with a disappointnent. No |ight that he could detect was visible wthin;
there was only darkness and the all-perneating silence. Still, he had better
get the picture. He raised his camera, focused it on the dark opening, and
gave the filma conparatively |ong exposure. Then he stood there, at a | oss
what to do next.

As he paused, a peculiar series of nuffled noises reached his ears,
apparently fromw thin the ship. Aninmal noises--first scrapings and pantings,
punctuat ed by several sharp clicks, then deep, rough snarls, interrupted by
nore scrapings and pantings, as if a struggle of sone kind were going on. Then
suddenly, before Ciff could even decide to run back to the table, a | ow,
wi de, dark shape bounded out of the port and innmediately turned and grew to
the height of a man. A terrible fear swept over diff, even before he knew
what the shape was.

In the next second Gaut appeared in the port and stepped unhesitatingly
down the ranp toward the shape. As he advanced it backed slowy away for a few
feet; but then it stood its ground, and thick arnms rose fromits sides and
began a loud drunming on its chest, while fromits throat came a deep roar of
defiance. Only one creature in the world beat its chest and nade a sound |ike
that. The shape was a gorilla!

And a huge one!

Gnut kept advanci ng, and when cl ose, charged forward and grappled wth
the beast. diff would not have guessed that Gnut could nove so fast. In the
dar kness he could not see the details of what happened; all he knew was t hat
the two great shapes, the titanic metal Ghut and the squat but terrifically
strong gorilla, merged for a noment with silence on the robot’s part and
terrible, deep, indescribable roars on the other’s; then the two separated,
and it was as if the gorilla had been flung back and away.

The animal at once rose to its full height and roared deafeningly. Ghut
advanced. They cl osed again, and the separation of before was repeated. The
robot continued inexorably, and now the gorilla began to fall back down the
bui | di ng. Suddenly the beast darted at a manli ke shape against the wall, and
with one rapid side novenent dashed the fifth robot attendant to the floor and
decapitated it.

Tense with fear, Ciff crouched behind his own robot attendant. He
t hanked Heaven that Ghut was between himand the gorilla and was conti nui ng
hi s advance. The gorilla backed farther, darted suddenly at the next robot in
the row, and with strength al nost unbelievable picked it fromits roots and
hurled it at Gaut. Wth a sharp netallic clang, robot hit robot, and the one



of Earth bounced off to one side and rolled to a stop

Adiff cursed hinself for it afterward, but again he conpletely forgot
the picture. The gorilla kept falling back down the buil ding, denolishing with
terrific bursts of rage every robot attendant that he passed and throw ng the
pi eces at the inplacable Giwt. Soon they arrived opposite the table, and diff
now t hanked his stars he had come away. There followed a brief silence. diff
could not make out what was going on, but he inmagined that the gorilla had at
| ast reached the corner of the wing and was trapped.

If he was, it was only for a nmoment. The sil ence was suddenly shattered
by a terrific roar, and the thick, squat shape of the animal canme boundi ng
toward Cliff. He came all the way back and turned just between Ciff and the
port of the ship. diff prayed frantically for Giut to come back quickly, for
there was now only the | ast renaining robot attendant between him and the
madl y dangerous brute. Qut of the dimess Giut did appear. The gorilla rose to
its full height and again beat its chest and roared its chall enge.

And then occurred a curious thing. It fell on all fours and slowy
rolled over onits side, as if weak or hurt. Then panting, making frightening
noises, it forced itself again to its feet and faced the oncoming Giut. As it
waited, its eye was caught by the |last robot attendant and perhaps diff,
shrunk close behind it. Wth a surge of terrible destructive rage, the gorilla
waddl ed sideward toward diff, but this time, even through his panic, he saw
that the animal nmoved with difficulty, again apparently sick o. r severely
wounded. He junped back just in time;, the gorilla pulled out the last robot
attendant and hurled it violently at Giut, mssing himnarrowy.

That was its last effort. The weakness caught it again; it dropped
heavily on one side, rocked back and forth a few tines, and fell to tw tching.
Then it lay still and did not nove again.

The first faint pale light of the dawn was seeping into the room From
the corner where he had taken refuge, diff watched cl osely the great robot.
It seened to himthat he behaved very queerly. He stood over the dead gorill a,
| ooki ng down at himwith what in a human woul d be call ed sadness. diff saw
this clearly; Giut’'s heavy greenish features bore a thoughtful, grieving
expression new to his experience. For some nonents he stood so, then as m ght
a father with his sick child, he | eaned over, lifted the great animal in his
metal arns and carried it tenderly within the ship.

Adiff flew back to the table, suddenly fearful of yet other dangerous
and i nexplicabl e happenings. It struck himthat he m ght be safer in the
| aboratory, and with trenbling knees he nade his way there and hid in one of
the big ovens. He prayed for full daylight. Hs thoughts were chaos. Rapidly,
one after another, his mind churned up the amazing events of the night, but
all was mystery; it seened there could be no rational explanation for them
That nocki ngbird. The gorilla. Giut’s sad expression and his tenderness. \Wat
could account for a fantastic nélange |ike that!

Gradual ly full daylight did come. Along tinme passed. At |ast he began
to believe he m ght yet get out of that place of nystery and danger alive. At
eight-thirty there were noises at the entrance, and the good sound of hunman
voi ces came to his ears. He stepped out of the oven and tiptoed to the
passageway.

The noi ses stopped suddenly and there was a frightened exclamati on and
then the sound of running feet, and then silence. Stealthily diff sneaked
down the narrow way and peeped fearfully around the ship.

There Gaut was in his accustomed place, in the identical pose he had
taken at the death of his master, brooding sullenly and al one over a space
travel er once again closed tight and a roomthat was a shanbl es. The entrance
doors stood open and, heart in his nmouth, diff ran out.

A few mnutes later, safe in his hotel room conpletely done in, he sat
down for a second and al nost at once fell asleep. Later, still in his clothes
and still asleep, he staggered over to the bed. He did not wake up til
m daf t er noon.



3

Adiff awke slowy, at first not realizing that the images tunbling in his

head were real nmenories and not a fantastic dream It was a recollection of
the pictures which brought himto his feet. Hastily he set about devel opi ng
the filmin his canera

Then in his hands was proof that the events of the night were real. Both
shots turned out well. The first showed clearly the ranp | eading up to the
port as he had dimy discerned it fromhis position behind the table. The
second, of the open port as snapped fromin front, was a di sappointnment, for a
bl ank wal |l just back of the opening cut off all view of the interior. That
woul d account for the fact that no |ight had escaped fromthe ship while Guut
was inside. Assumi ng Giut required light for whatever he did.

Adiff looked at the negatives and was ashaned of hinself. Wat a rotten
pi cture man he was to cone back with two ridicul ous shots |ike these! He had
had a score of opportunities to get real ones--shots of Giut in action--Giut’s
fight with the gorilla--even Giut hol di ng the nocki ngbird--spine-chilling
stuff!--and all he had brought back were two stills of a doorway. Ch, sure,
they were val uable, but he was a grade-A ass.

And to top this brilliant performance, he had fallen asleep!

Well, he' d better get out on the street and find out what was doi ng.

Qui ckly he showered, shaved, and changed his cl othes, and soon was
entering a nearby restaurant patronized by other picture and newsnen. Sitting
al one at the lunch bar, he spotted a friend and conpetitor.

“Well, what do you think?” asked his friend when he took the stool at
hi s si de.

“I don’t think anything until |’ve had breakfast,’

“Then haven't you heard?”

“Heard what?” fended Ciff, who knew very well what was com ng

“You're a fine picture nman,” was the other’s remark. “Wen sonething
really big happens, you are asleep in bed.” But then he told himwhat had been
di scovered that nmorning in the nuseum and of the world-w de excitenent at the
news. Ciff did three things at once, successfully--gobbled a substanti al
breakfast, kept thanking his stars that nothing new had transpired, and showed
continuous surprise. Still chewi ng, he got up and hurried over to the
bui I di ng.

diff answered.

Qut si de, bal ked at the door, was a large crowd of the curious, but diff
had no troubl e gaining adnmttance when he showed his press credentials. Gaut
and the ship stood just as he had left them but the floor had been cl eaned up
and the pieces of the denolished robot attendants were |lined up in one place
along the wall. Several other competitor friends of his were there.

“I was away; missed the whole thing,” he said to one of them-Cus.
“What' s supposed to be the explanation for what happened?”

“Ask sonething easy,” was the answer. “Nobody knows. It’s thought naybe
somet hing cane out of the ship, maybe another robot |ike Giut. Say--where have

you been?”

“Asl eep.”

“Better catch up. Several billion bipeds are scared stiff. Revenge for
the death of Kl aatu. Earth about to be invaded.”

“But that’s--"

“Ch, | knowit's all crazy, but that’s the story they're being fed; it
sells news. But there’s a new angle just turned up, very surprising. Cone
here.”

He led diff to the table where stood a knot of people |Iooking with
great interest at several objects guarded by a technician. Gus pointed to a
| ong slide on which were nounted a nunber of short dark-brown hairs.

“Those hairs cane off a large male gorilla,” Gus said with a certain
har d- boi | ed casual ness. “Mst of them were found anong the sweepi ngs of the



floor this norning. The rest were found on the robot attendants.”

Adiff tried to | ook astounded. Gus pointed to a test tube partly filled
with a light anber fluid

“And that’s bl ood, diluted--gorilla blood. It was found on Giut’s arms.”

“Good Heaven!” diff managed to exclaim “And there’s no expl anation?”

“Not even a theory. It’s your big chance, wonder boy.”

Adiff broke away from Gus, unable to maintain his act any |onger. He
couldn’t decide what to do about his story. The press services would bid
heavily for it--with all his pictures--but that would take further action out
of his hands. In the back of his mnd he wanted to stay in the wi ng again that
night, but--well, he sinply was afraid. He’d had a pretty stiff dose, and he
want ed very much to remain alive

He wal ked over and | ooked a long tine at Giut. No one woul d ever have
guessed that he had noved, or that there had rested on his greenish netal face
a | ook of sadness. Those weird eyes! Ciff wondered if they were really
| ooking at him as they seenmed, recognizing himas the bold intruder of |ast
night. O what unknown stuff were they made--those materials placed in his eye
sockets by one branch of the race of man which all the science of his own
could not even serve to disfunction? Wat was Ghut thinking? What could be the
t houghts of a robot--a nmechani smof netal poured out of man’'s clay crucibl es?
Was he angry at hin? diff thought not. Giut had had him at his nercy--and
had wal ked away.

Dared he stay agai n?

diff thought perhaps he did.

He wal ked about the room thinking it over. He felt sure Giut would nove
again. A Mkton ray gun would protect himfrom another gorilla--or fifty of
them He did not yet have the real story. He had come back with two m serable
architectural stills!

He mi ght have known fromthe first that he would stay. At dusk that
night, armed with his canera and a small M kton gun, he lay once nore under
the table of supplies in the |aboratory and heard the metal doors of the wing
clang to for the night.

This time he would get the story--and the pictures.

If only no guard was posted inside

4

Adiff listened hard for a long time for any sound which mght tell himthat a
guard had been left, but the silence within the wing remai ned unbroken. He was
t hankful for that--but not quite conpletely. The gathering darkness and the
realization that he was not irrevocably conmtted nade the thought of a
conpani on not altogether unpl easant.

About an hour after it reached maxi mum darkness he took off his shoes,
tied themtogether and slung them around his neck, down his back, and stole
qui etly down the passageway to where it opened into the exhibition area. Al
seened as it had been the preceding night. Giut | ooked an om nous, indistinct
shadow at the far end of the room his glowing red eyes again seem ngly right
on the spot fromwhich diff peeped out. As on the previous night, but even
nore carefully, Ciff went down on his stomach in the angle of the wall and
slowy snaked across to the [ ow platformon which stood the table. Once inits
shelter, he fixed his shoes so that they straddl ed one shoul der, and brought
hi s camera and gun hol ster around, ready on his breast. This tinme, he told
hi nsel f, he would get pictures.

He settled down to wait, keeping Giwt, in full sight every minute. Hs
vi sion reached maxi num adj ustment to the darkness. Eventually he began to fee
lonely and a little afraid. Giut’s red-glowi ng eyes were getting on his
nerves; he had to keep assuring hinself that the robot would not harmhim He
had little doubt but that he hinmself was bei ng wat ched.

Hours slowy passed. Fromtime to time he heard slight noises at the
entrance, on the outside--a guard, perhaps, or naybe curious visitors.



At about nine o' clock he saw Ghut nove. First his head alone; it turned
so that the eyes burned stronger in the direction where diff lay. For a

nmonent that was all; then the dark nmetal formstirred slightly and began
nmovi ng forward--straight toward him diff had thought he would not be
afrai d--much--but now his heart stood still. Wat would happen this tinme?

Wth amazing silence, Giut drew nearer, until he towered an oni nous
shadow over the spot where diff lay. For a long tine his red eyes burned down
on the prone man. Ciff trenbled all over; this was worse than the first tinme.
Wt hout having planned it, he found hinself speaking to the creature.

“You woul d not hurt ne,” he pleaded. “lI was only curious to see what’s
going on. It’s ny job. Can you understand nme? | would not harm or bother you.
... 1 couldn’t if I wanted to! Pl ease!”

The robot never noved, and diff could not guess whether his words had
been understood or even heard. \When he felt he could not bear the suspense any
| onger, Ghut reached out and took sonmething froma drawer of the table, or
per haps he put sonething back in; then he stepped back, turned, and retraced
his steps. diff was safe! Again the robot had spared him!

Begi nning then, diff lost nuch of his fear. He felt sure nowthat this
Ghut woul d do himno harm Twi ce he had had himin his power, and either tinme
he had only | ooked and quietly nmoved away. Ciff could not imagi ne what Gaut
had done in the drawer of the table. He watched with the greatest curiosity to
see what woul d happen next.

As on the night before, the robot went straight to the end of the ship
and nade the peculiar sequence of sounds that opened the port, and when the
ranp slid out he went inside. After that diff was alone in the darkness for a
very long time, probably two hours. Not a sound canme fromthe ship.

diff knew he should sneak up to the port and peep inside, but he could
not quite bring hinself to do it. Wth his gun he coul d handl e anot her
gorilla, but if Giut caught himit mght be the end. Monentarily he expected
somet hing fantastic to happen--he knew not what; naybe the nockingbird s sweet
song again, maybe a gorilla, maybe--anything. What did at |ast happen once
nore caught himw th conpl ete surprise.

He heard a sudden muffled sound, then words--human words--every one
famliar.

“Centlenen,” was the first, and then there was a very slight pause. “The
Smithsoni an Institution welconmes you to its new Interplanetary Wng and to the
mar vel ous exhibits at this noment before you.”

It was the recorded voice of Stillwell! But it was not coning through
t he speakers overhead, but, nuch nuted, fromw thin the ship.

After a slight pause it went on:

“Al'l of you nust... nust--" Here it stanmered and cane to a stop
Aiff's hair bristled. That stamrering was not in the lecture

For just a nonent there was silence; then came a scream a hoarse man’'s
scream muffled, from somewhere within the heart of the ship; and it was
foll owed by nuted gasps and cries, as of a man in great fright or distress.

Every nerve tight, diff watched the port. He heard a thuddi ng noise
within the ship, then out the door flew the shadow of what was surely a human
bei ng. Gasping and half stunmbling, he ran straight down the roomin diff’'s
direction. Wen twenty feet away, the great shadow of Ghut foll owed himout of
t he port.

adiff watched, breathless. The man--it was Stillwell, he saw now -cane
straight for the table behind which Ciff hinmself lay, as if to get behind it,
but when only a few feet away, his knees buckled and he fell to the floor.
Suddenly Gaut was standing over him but Stillwell did not seemto be aware of
it. He appeared very ill, but kept making spasnodic futile efforts to creep on
to the protection of the table.

Gnaut did not nove, so diff was enbol dened to speak

“What's the matter, Stillwell?” he asked. “Can | hel p? Don’t be afraid.
I"'mdiff Sutherland; you know, the picture nman.”



Wt hout showing the least surprise at finding diff there, and clutching
at his presence like a drowning man would a straw, Stillwell gasped out:

“Help me! Gaut... Guut--" He seened unable to go on

“CGnut what?” asked diff. Very conscious of the fire-eyed robot | oom ng
above, and afraid even to nove out to the man, diff added reassuringly: “Gaut
won't hurt you. I'’msure he won't. He doesn’t hurt ne. Wiat’'s the matter? What
can | do?”

Wth a sudden accession of energy, Stillwell rose on his el bows.

“Where am | ?” he asked.

“In the Interplanetary Wng,” diff answered. “Don’t you know?”

Only Stillwell’s hard breathing was heard for a nmonent. Then hoarsely,
weakly, he asked:

“How did | get here?”

“l don’t know,” said Ciff.

“I was nmaking a lecture recording,” Stillwell said, “when suddenly I
found nyself here... or | nean in there--"

He broke off and showed a return of his terror

“Then what?” asked Ciff gently.

“l was in that box--and there, above nme, was Gaut, the robot. Ghut! But
they made Gnhut harm ess! He's never noved!”

“Steady, now,” said diff. “I don’t think Giut will hurt you.”

Stillwell fell back on the floor

“I"'mvery weak,” he gasped. “Sonething--WIIl you get a doctor?”

He was utterly unaware that towering above him eyes boring down at him
t hrough the darkness, was the robot he feared so greatly.

As Ciff hesitated, at a | oss what to do, the nan’s breath began com ng
in short gasps, as regular as the ticking of a clock. diff dared to nove out
to him but no act on his part could have hel ped the man now. Hi s gasps
weakened and became spasnodic, then suddenly he was conpletely silent and
still. Aiff felt for his heart, then | ooked up to the eyes in the shadow
above.

“He is dead,” he whispered.

The robot seenmed to understand, or at |least to hear. He bent forward and
regarded the still figure.

“What is it, Gwt?” diff asked the robot suddenly. “Wat are you doi ng?
Can | help you in any way? Sonehow | don’t believe you are unfriendly, and
don’t believe you killed this man. But what happened? Can you understand ne?
Can you speak? Wat is it you're trying to do?”

Gnhut made no sound or notion, but only | ooked at the still figure at his
feet. In the robot’'s face, now so close, diff saw the | ook of sad
cont enpl ati on.

Gnhut stood so several mnutes; then he bent |lower, took the linp form
careful ly--even gently, diff thought--in his mghty arns, and carried himto
the place along the wall where | ay the di smenbered pieces of the robot
attendants. Carefully he laid himby their side. Then he went back into the
shi p.

Wthout fear now, diff stole along the wall of the room He had gotten
al nrost as far as the shattered figures on the floor when he suddenly stopped
noti onl ess. Ghut was energi hg agai n.

He was bearing a shape that | ooked |ike another body, a |arger one. He
held it in one armand placed it carefully by the body of Stillwell. In the
hand of his other armhe held sonething that diff could not make out, and
this he placed at the side of the body he had just put down. Then he went to
the ship and returned once nore with a shape which he laid gently by the
others; and when this last trip was over he | ooked down at themall for a
nmonent, then turned slowy back to the ship and stood notionless, as if in
deep t hought, by the ranp.

Adiff restrained his curiosity as long as he could, then slipped forward



and bent over the objects Giut had placed there. First in the row was the body
of Stillwell, as he expected, and next was the great shapeless furry nass of a
dead gorilla--the one of last night. By the gorilla lay the object the robot
had carried in his free hand--the little body of the nockingbird. These | ast
two had remained in the ship all night, and Gt, for all his surprising

gentl eness in handling them was only cleaning house. But there was a fourth
body whose history he did not know. He noved cl oser and bent very lowto

| ook.

What he saw made himcatch his breath. Inpossiblel--he thought; there
was sone confusion in his directions; he brought his face back, close to the
first body. Then his blood ran cold. The first body was that of Stillwell, but
the last in the rowwas Stillwell, too; there were two bodies of Stillwell,
both exactly alike, both dead.

diff backed away with a cry, and then panic took himand he ran down
the room away from Ghut and yelled and beat wildly on the door. There was a
noi se on the outside.

“Let me out!” he yelled in terror. “Let me out! Let nme out! Ch, hurry!”

A crack opened between the two doors and he forced his way through |ike
a wld animal and ran far out on the lawn. A belated couple on a nearby path
stared at himw th amazenent, and this brought sone sense to his head and he
sl owed down and came to a stop. Back at the building, everything | ooked as
usual, and, in spite of his terror, Giut was not chasing him

He was still in his stockinged feet. Breathing heavily, he sat down on
the wet grass and put on his shoes; then he stood and | ooked at the buil ding,
trying to pull hinmself together. Wat an incredible nélange! The dead
Stillwell, the dead gorilla, and the dead nockingbird--all dying before his
eyes; And then that last frightening thing, the second dead Stillwell whom he
had not seen die. And Ghut’s strange gentleness, and the sad expression he had
twi ce seen on his face.

As he | ooked, the grounds about the building came to life. Severa
peopl e coll ected at the door of the w ng, above sounded the siren of a police
copter, then in the distance another, and fromall sides people cane running,
a few at first, then nore and nore. The police planes |anded on the | awn just
out side the door of the wing, and he thought he could see the officers peeping
i nside. Then suddenly the lights of the wing fl ooded on. In control of hinself
now, Cliff went back.

He entered. He had left Giut standing in thought at the side of the
ranp, but now he was again in his old fanmiliar pose in the usual place, as if
he had never noved. The ship’ s door was cl osed, and the ranp gone. But the
bodi es, the four strangely assorted bodies, were still lying by the denolished
robot attendants where he had left themin the dark

He was startled by a cry behind his back. A uniformed nuseum guard was
pointing at him

“This is the man!” the guard shouted. “Wen | opened the door this man
forced his way out and ran like the devil!”

The police officers converged on diff.

“Who are you? What is all this?” one of them asked hi mroughly.

“I'"'mdiff Sutherland, picture reporter,” Ciff answered calmy. “And
was the one who was inside here and ran away, as the guard says.”

“What were you doi ng?” the officer asked, eyeing him “And where did
t hese bodi es cone fron®”

“Centlenen, I'd tell you gladly--only business first,” diff answered.
“There’s been sonme fantastic goings-on in this room and | saw them and have
the story, but”--he smiled--"1 must decline to answer without advice of
counsel until |I've sold my story to one of the news syndicates. You know how
it is. If youd allow me the use of the radio in your plane--just for a
nmonent, gentlemen--you' |l have the whole story right afterward--say in half an
hour, when the television nmen broadcast it. Meanwhile, believe me, there's
nothing for you to do, and there’ll be no |loss by the delay.”

The officer who had asked the questions, blinked, and one of the others,



qui cker to react and certainly not a gentleman, stepped toward Aiff wth
clenched fists. diff disarmed himby handing himhis press credentials. He
gl anced at themrapidly and put themin his pocket.

By now half a hundred people were there, and anbng them were two nenbers
of a syndi cate crew whom he knew, arrived by copter. The police grow ed, but
they let himwhisper in their ears and then go out under escort to the crew s
pl ane. There, by radio, in five mnutes, diff mde a deal which would bring
hi m more noney than he had ever before earned in a year. After that he turned
over all his pictures and negatives to the crew and gave themthe story, and
they |l ost not one second in spinning back to their office with the flash

More and nore people arrived, and the police cleared the building. Ten
mnutes later a big crew of radio and television nmen forced their way in, sent
there by the syndicate with which he had dealt. And then a few nminutes later
under the glaring lights set up by the operators and standi ng cl ose by the
ship and not far from Giut--he refused to stand underneath him-diff gave his
story to the cameras and nicrophones, which in a fraction of a second shot it
to every corner of the solar system

I mredi ately afterward the police took himto jail. On general principles
and because they were pretty bl oom ng nad.

5

Adiff stayed in jail all that night--until eight o’ clock the next
nor ni ng, when the syndicate finally succeeded in digging up a | awer and got
himout. And then, when at |ast he was |eaving, a Federal nman caught him by
the wist.

“You're wanted for further questioning over at the Continental Bureau of
Investigation,” the agent told him diff went along willingly.

Fully thirty-five high-ranking Federal officials and “big names” were
waiting for himin an inposing conference room-one of the president’s
secretaries, the undersecretary of state, the underm nister of defense,
scientists, a colonel, executives, departnent heads, and ranking “C' men. A d
gray-mustached Sanders, chief of the CH, was presiding.

They made himtell his story all over again, and then, in parts, al
over once nore--not because they did not believe him but because they kept
hoping to elicit some fact which would cast significant |ight on the nystery
of Gnut’s behavior and the happenings of the last three nights. Patiently,
Adiff racked his brains for every detail

Chi ef Sanders asked nobst of the questions. After nmore than an hour, when
diff thought they had finished, Sanders asked himseveral nore, all involving
hi s personal opinions of what had transpired.

“Do you think Giut was deranged in any way by the acids, rays, heat, and
so forth applied to himby the scientists?”

“l saw no evidence of it.”

“Do you think he can see?”

“I"msure he can see, or else has other powers which are equivalent.”

“Do you think he can hear?”

“Yes, sir. That time when | whispered to himthat Stillwell was dead, he
bent lower, as if to see for hinmself. | would not be surprised if he also
under stood what | said.”

“At no tinme did he speak, except those sounds he made to open the
shi p?”

“Not one word, in English or any other |anguage. Not one sound with his
nmout h.”

“I'n your opinion, has his strength been inpaired in any way by our
treatnment ?” asked one of the scientists.

“l have told you how easily he handled the gorilla. He attacked the
animal and threw it back, after which it retreated all the way down the
buil ding, afraid of him”

“How woul d you explain the fact that our autopsies disclosed no norta



wound, no cause of death, in any of the bodies--gorilla, nockingbird, or the
two identical Stillwells? --this froma nedical officer

“I can't.”

“You think Ghut is dangerous?”--from Sanders.

“Potentially very dangerous.”

“Yet you say you have the feeling he is not hostile.”

“To ne, | nmeant. | do have that feeling, and I'mafraid that | can't
gi ve any good reason for it, except the way he spared me twi ce when he had ne
in his power. | think maybe the gentle way he handl ed the bodi es had sonet hi ng

to do with it, and maybe the sad, thoughtful look | tw ce caught on his face.”

“Whul d you risk staying in the building al one anot her night?”

“Not for anything.” There were sniles.

“Did you get any pictures of what happened | ast night?”

“No, sir.” diff, with an effort, held on to his composure, but he was
swept by a wave of shane. A nman hitherto silent rescued himny saying:

“A while ago you used the word ‘purposive’ in connection with Git’s
actions. Can you explain that a little?”

“Yes, that was one of the things that struck ne: Giut never seens to
waste a notion. He can nove with surprising speed when he wants to; | saw t hat
when he attacked the gorilla; but nost other tinmes he wal ks around as if
nmet hodi cal | y conpl eting sone sinple task. And that rem nds me of a peculiar
thing: at times he gets into one position, any position, naybe half bent over,
and stays there for mnutes at atinme. It’s as if his scale of time val ues
were eccentric, conpared to ours; some things he does surprisingly fast, and
others surprisingly slowy. This m ght account for his |ong periods of
imobility.”

“That’s very interesting,” said one of the scientists. “How would you
account for the fact that he recently noves only at night?”

“I think he’s doing sonmething he wants no one to see, and the night is
the only time he is alone.”

“But he went ahead even after finding you there.”

“I know. But | have no other explanation, unless he considered ne
harm ess or unable to stop him-which was certainly the case.”

“Before you arrived, we were considering encasing himin a |large bl ock
of glasstex. Do you think he would permt it?”

“l don’t know. Probably he woul d; he stood for the acids and rays and
heat. But it had better be done in the daytinme; night seems to be the tine he
noves. "

“But he moved in the dayti ne when he energed fromthe traveler with
Kl aatu.”

“l1 know.”

That seermed to be all they could think of to ask him Sanders sl apped
hi s hand on the table.

“Well, | guess that’'s all, M. Sutherland,” he said. “Thank you for your
hel p, and |l et me congratulate you for a very foolish, stubborn, brave young
man- - young busi nessman.” He smled very faintly. “You are free to go now, but
it my be that I'lIl have to call you back later. W'Il see.”

“May | remain while you deci de about that glasstex?” diff asked. “As
long as I'mhere 1’d like to have the tip.”

“The deci sion has already been nade--the tip’s yours. The pouring will
be started at once.”

“Thank you, sir,” said diff--and calmy asked nore: “And will you be so
kind as to authorize ne to be present outside the building tonight? Just

outside. I've a feeling sonething’ s going to happen.”

“You want still another scoop, | see,” said Sanders not unkindly, “then
you'll let the police wait while you transact your business.”

“Not again, sir. If anything happens, they'Il get it at once.”

The chief hesitated. “I don’t know,” he said. “I'Il tell you what. Al
the news services will want nen there, and we can’t have that; but if you can

arrange to represent themall yourself, it’s a go. Nothing' s going to happen,



but your reports will help cal mthe hysterical ones. Let nme know.”

diff thanked himand hurried out and phoned his syndicate the
tip--free--then told them Sanders’ proposal. Ten nminutes later they called him
back, said all was arranged, and told himto catch sone sl eep. They woul d
cover the pouring. Wth light heart, Ciff hurried over to the nuseum The
pl ace was surrounded by thousands of the curious, held far back by a strong
cordon of police. For once he could not get through; he was recogni zed, and

the police were still sore. But he did not care rmuch; he suddenly felt very
tired and needed that nap. He went back to his hotel, left a call, and went to
bed.

He had been asleep only a few m nutes when his phone rang. Eyes shut, he
answered it. It was one of the boys at the syndicate, with peculiar news.
Stillwell had just reported, very nmuch alive--the real Stillwell. The two dead
ones were sone kind of copies; he couldn’t inmagine howto explain them He had
no brot hers.

For a nmonent diff came fully awake, then he went back to bed. Nothing
was fantastic anynore.
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At four o' clock, much refreshed and with an infrared view ng magnifier slung
over his shoulder, diff passed through the cordon and entered the door of the
wi ng. He had been expected and there was no trouble. As his eyes fell on Gaut,
an odd feeling went through him and for some obscure reason he was al nost
sorry for the giant robot.

Gnhut stood exactly as he had al ways stood, the right foot advanced a
little, and the sane broodi ng expression on his face; but now there was
somet hing nore. He was solidly encased in a huge bl ock of transparent
gl asstex. Fromthe floor on which he stood to the top of his full eight feet,
and fromthere on up for an equal distance, and for about eight feet to the
left, right, back, and front, he was immured in a water-clear prison which
confined every inch of his surface and would prevent the slightest tw tch of
even his amazing nuscl es.

It was absurd, no doubt, to feel sorry for a robot, a nannade nechani sm
but diff had conme to think of himas being really alive, as a human is alive.
He showed purpose and will; he performed conplicated and resourceful acts; his
face had twi ce clearly shown the enotion of sadness, and several tines what
appeared to be deep thought; he had been ruthless with the gorilla, and gentle
wi th the mockingbird and the other two bodies, and he had twi ce refrained from
crushing diff when there seemed every reason that he mght. diff did not
doubt for a mnute that he was still alive, whatever “alive” night nean.

But outside were waiting the radio and television nmen; he had work to
do. He turned and went to themand all got busy.

An hour later Ciff sat al one about fifteen feet above the ground in a
big tree which, located just across the wal k fromthe buil ding, comanded
t hrough a wi ndow a clear view of the upper part of Giut’s body. Strapped to
the Iinbs about himwere three instrunments--his infrared viewing nagnifier, a
radio m ke, and an infrared tel evision eye with sound pickup. The first, the
viewi ng magnifier, would allow himto see in the dark with his own eyes, as if
by daylight, a magnified i mage of the robot, and the others would pick up any
sights and sounds, including his owm remarks, and transnmt themto the severa
br oadcast studi os which would fling themmllions of mles in all directions
t hrough space. Never before had a picture man had such an i nportant
assi gnment, probably--certainly not one who forgot to take pictures. But now
that was forgotten, and Ciff was quite proud, and ready.

Far back in a great circle stood a nultitude of the curious--and the
fearful. Wuld the plastic glasstex hold Gwut? If it did not, would he cone
out thirsting for revenge? Wul d uni nagi nabl e bei ngs cone out of the traveler
and rel ease him and perhaps exact revenge? MIlions at their receivers were
jittery; those in the distance hoped not hi ng awful woul d happen, yet they



hoped sonet hing woul d, and they were prepared to run

In carefully selected spots not far fromdCiff on all sides were nobile
ray batteries manned by arny units, and in a hollow in back of him well to
his right, there was stationed a huge tank with a |arge gun. Every weapon was
trained on the door of the wing. A row of smaller, faster tanks stood ready
fifty yards directly north. Their ray projectors were aimed at the door, but
not their guns. The grounds about the building contained only one spot--the
hol | ow where the great tank was--where, by close calculation, a shell directed
at the doorway would not cause damage and loss of life to some part of the
sprawl i ng capital

Dusk fell; out streamed the |ast of the arny officers, politicians, and
other privileged ones; the great netal doors of the wing clanged to and were
| ocked for the night. Soon Cdiff was al one, except for the watchers at their
weapons scattered around him

Hours passed. The noon cane out. Fromtime to time Aiff reported to the
studio crew that all was quiet. H s unaided eyes could now see nothing of Gnut
but the two faint red points of his eyes, but through the magnifier he stood
out as clearly as if in daylight froman apparent distance of only ten feet.
Except for his eyes, there was no evidence that he was anything but dead and
unfuncti onabl e net al

Anot her hour passed. Now and again diff thunbed the levels of his tiny
radi o-tel evision watch--only a few seconds at a tine because of its limted
battery. The air was full of Giut and his own face and his own name, and once
the tiny screen showed the tree in which he was then sitting and even,

m nutely, hinmself. Powerful infrared |ong-distance television pickups were
even then focused on himfrom nearby points of vantage. It gave hima funny
feeling.

Then, suddenly, diff saw sonething and quickly bent his eye to the
viewing magnifier. Giut’s eyes were noving; at least the intensity of the
light emanating fromthemvaried. It was as if two tiny red flashlights were
turned fromside to side, their beanms at each notion crossing diffs eyes.

Thrilling, diff signaled the studios, cut in his pickups, and described
t he phenonenon. MI1lions resonated to the excitement in his voice. Could Gaut
concei vably break out of that terrible prison ?

M nut es passed, the eye flashes continued, but diff could discern no
noverrent or attenpted nmovenent of the robot’s body. In brief snatches he
descri bed what he saw. Giut was clearly alive; there could be no doubt he was
strai ning agai nst the transparent prison in which he had at | ast been | ocked
fast; but unless he could crack it, no notion should show

Adiff took his eyes fromthe magnifier--and started. H s unai ded eye,
| ooki ng at Gnhut shrouded in darkness, saw an astoni shing thing not yet visible
through his instrunment. A faint red gl ow was spreadi ng over the robot’s body.
Wth trembling fingers he readjusted the | ens of the tel evision eye, but even
as he did so the glowgrewin intensity. It looked as if Git’s body were
bei ng heated to i ncandescence!

He described it in excited fragments, for it took nost of his attention
to keep correcting the lens. Giut passed froma figure of dull red to one
brighter and brighter, clearly glow ng now even through the magnifier. And
t hen he noved! Unm stakably he noved!

He had within hinself sonehow the nmeans to raise his own body
tenmperature, and was exploiting the one limtation of the plastic in which he
was | ocked. For glasstex, diff now renenbered, was a thernoplastic materi al
one that set by cooling and conversely would soften again with heat. Giut was
nmelting his way out!

In three-word snatches, diff described this. The robot becanme cherry
red, the sharp edges of the icelike block rounded, and the whole structure
began to sag. The process accel erated. The robot’s body noved nore wi dely. The
plastic lowered to the crown of his head, then to his neck, then to his waist,
which was as far as diff could see. Hi s body was free! And then, stil



cherry-red, he noved forward out of sight!

Adiff strained eyes and ears, but caught nothing but the distant roar of
t he wat chers beyond the police lines and a few | ow, sharp conmmands fromthe
batteri es posted around him They, too, had heard, and perhaps seen by
tel escreen, and were waiting.

Several mnutes passed. There was a sharp, ringing crack; the great
nmetal doors of the wing flew open, and out stepped the metal giant, glow ng no
| onger. He stood stock-still, and his red eyes pierced fromside to side
t hrough the darkness.

Voi ces out in the dark barked orders and in a tw nkling Gt was bat hed
in narrow, crisscrossing rays of sizzling, colored Iight. Behind himthe netal
doors began to nelt, but his great green body showed no change at all. Then
the world seenmed to cone to an end; there was a deafening roar, everything
before diff seened to explode in snoke and chaos, his tree whipped to one
side so that he was nearly thrown out. Pieces of debris rained down. The tank
gun had spoken, and Giut, he was sure, had been hit.

Adiff held on tight and peered into the haze. As it cleared he nade out
a stirring anong the debris at the door, and then dimy but unm stakably he
saw the great formof Giut rise to his feet. He got up slowy, turned toward
the tank, and suddenly darted toward it in a wide arc. The big gun swung in an
attenpt to cover him but the robot sidestepped and then was upon it. As the
crew scattered, he destroyed its breech with one blow of his fist, and then he
turned and | ooked right at diff.

He noved toward him and in a noment was under the tree. diff clinbed
hi gher. Ghut put his two arnms around the tree and gave a lifting push, and the
tree tore out at the roots and fell crashing to its side. Before Adiff could
scranbl e away, the robot had lifted himin his netal hands.

diff thought his tine had come, but strange things were yet in store
for himthat night. Giut did not hurt him He |ooked at himfromarms | ength
for a noment, then lifted himto a sitting position on his shoul ders, |egs
straddli ng his neck. Then, holding one ankle, he turned and wi thout hesitation
started down the path which [ ed westward away from the buil ding.

Adiff rode hel pless. Qut over the | awns he saw the muzzl es of the
scattered field pieces nove as he nmoved, Gaut--and hinself--their one focus.
But they did not fire. Gaut, by placing himon his shoul ders, had secured
hi nsel f against that--diff hoped.

The robot bore straight toward the Tidal Basin. Mst of the field pieces
t hrobbed slowy after. Far back, diff saw a dark tide of confusion roll into
the cleared area--the police lines had broken. Ahead, the ring thinned rapidly
off to the sides; then, fromall directions but the front, the tide rolled in
until individual shouts and cries could be made out. It came to a stop about
fifty yards off, and few people ventured nearer

Ghut paid themno attention, and he no nore noticed his burden than he
mght a fly. H's neck and shoul ders made Ciff a seat hard as steel, but with
the difference that their underlying nuscles with each nmovenent flexed, just
as woul d those of a human being. To diff, this metal mnuscul ature becane a
vivid wonder.

Straight as the flight of a bee, over paths, across |aws and through
thin rows of trees Giut bore the young man, the roar of thousands of people
foll owi ng cl ose. Above droned copters and darting pl anes, anong them police
cars with their nerve-shattering sirens. Just ahead lay the still waters of
the Tidal Basin, and in its mdst the sinple marble tomb of the slain
anbassador, Klaatu, gleamng black and cold in the light of the dozen
searchlights always trained on it at night. Was this a rendezvous with the
dead?

Wthout an instant’s hesitation, Ghut strode down the bank and entered
the water. It rose to his knees, then above his waist, until Ciff’'s feet were
under. Straight through the dark waters for the tonb of Kl aatu the robot made
his inevitabl e way.



The dark square mass of gl eaming marbl e rose higher as they neared it.
Ghut’ s body began energing fromthe water as the bottom shel ved upward, unti
his dripping feet took the first of the rising pyranid of steps. In a nonent
they were at the top, on the narrow platformin the niddl e of which rested the
si mpl e obl ong t onb.

Stark in the blinding searchlights, the giant robot wal ked once around
it, then, bending, he braced hinmself and gave a m ghty push against the top
The marbl e cracked; the thick cover slipped askew and broke with a | oud noise
on the far side. Giut went to his knees and | ooked within, bringing Aiff well
up over the edge.

I nside, in sharp shadow agai nst the converging |ight beans, lay a
transparent plastic coffin, thick-walled and seal ed agai nst the centuries, and
containing all that was nortal of Klaatu, unspoken visitor fromthe great
Unknown. He lay as if asleep, on his face the | ook of godlike nobility that
had caused sone of the ignorant to believe himdivine. He wore the robe he had
arrived in. There were no faded flowers, no jewelry, no ornanents; they would
have seened profane. At the foot of the coffin lay the small seal ed box, also
of transparent plastic, which contained all of Earth’s records of his visit--a
description of the events attending his arrival, pictures of Giut and the
traveler, and the little roll of sight-and-sound filmwhich had caught for al
tinme his few brief notions and words.

Adiff sat very still, wi shing he could see the face of the robot. Gaut,
too, did not nove fromhis position of reverent contenplation--not for a |ong
time. There on the brilliantly Iighted pyram d, under the eyes of a fearful

tumul tuous nmul titude, Giut paid final respect to his beautiful and adored
nast er .

Suddenly, then, it was over. Giut reached out and took the little box of
records, rose to his feet and started down the steps.

Back through the water, straight back to the building, across |awns and
paths as before, he made his irresistible way. Before himthe chaotic ring of
peopl e nelted away, behind they foll owed as close as they dared, trampling
each other in their efforts to keep himin sight. There are no tel evision
records of his return. Every pickup was damaged on the way to the tonb.

As they drew near the building, diff saw that the tank’s projectile had
made a hole twenty feet w de extending fromthe roof to the ground. The door
still stood open, and Giut, hardly varying his alnost jerkless rhythm nade
his way over the debris and went straight for the port end of the ship. diff
wondered if he would be set free.

He was. The robot set himdown and pointed toward the door; then
turni ng, he made the sounds that opened the ship. The ranp slid down and he
ent er ed.

Then diff did the mad, courageous thing which made himfamus for a
generation. Just as the ranp started sliding back in, he skipped over it and
hi nsel f entered the ship. The port cl osed.
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It was pitch dark, and the silence was absolute. Ciff did not nmove. He felt
that Ghut was close, just ahead, and it was so.

H s hard metal hand took himby the waist, pulled himagainst his cold
side, and carried hi msomewhere ahead. Hi dden | anps suddenly bat hed the
surroundi ngs with bluish |ight.

He set diff down and stood | ooking at him The young man al r eady
regretted his rash action, but the robot, except for his always unfathomabl e
eyes, did not seemangry. He pointed to a stool in one corner of the room
Adiff quickly obeyed this tine and sat neekly, for a while not even venturing
to | ook around.

He saw he was in a small |aboratory of sonme kind. Conplicated netal and
pl astic apparatus lined the walls and filled several small tables; he could



not recogni ze or guess the function of a single piece. Dominating the center

of the roomwas a long netal table on whose top lay a |large box, much like a

coffin on the outside, connected by many wires to a conplicated apparatus at

the far end. From cl ose above spread a cone of bright light froma many-tubed
| anmp.

One thing, half covered on a nearby table, did |ook famliar--and very
much out of place. Fromwhere he sat it seenmed to be a briefcase--an ordinary
Earthman’s briefcase. He wonder ed.

Gnhut paid himno attention but, at once, with the narrow edge of a thick
tool, sliced the lid off the little box of records. He lifted out the strip of
si ght -and-sound filmand spent fully half an hour adjusting it within the
apparatus at the end of the big table. diff watched, fascinated, wondering at
the skill with which the robot used his tough netal fingers. This done, Gnhut
worked for a long time over sone accessory apparatus on an adjoi ning table.
Then he paused thoughtfully a noment and pushed inward a | ong rod.

A voice came out of the coffin Iike box--the voice of the slain
anbassador .

“I amKlaatu,” it said, “and this is Gwt.”

Fromthe recording!--flashed through diff’'s mnd. The first and only
words the anbassador had spoken. But then, in the very next second he saw t hat
it was not so. There was a man in the box! The man stirred and sat up, and
Adiff sawthe living face of Kl aatu!

Kl aat u appeared somewhat surprised and spoke quickly in an unknown
tongue to Gaut--and Gaut, for the first time in Aiff’s experience, spoke
hinsel f in answer. The robot’s syllables tunbled out as if born of human
enotion, and the expression on Kl aatu' s face changed from surprise to wonder.
They tal ked for several minutes. Klaatu, apparently fatigued, then began to
lie down, but stopped midway, for he saw diff. Giut spoke again, at length
Kl aatu beckoned Adiff with his hand, and he went to him

“Grut has told ne everything,” he said in a low, gentle voice, then
| ooked at diff for a nmonent in silence, on his face a faint, tired snile

diff had a hundred questions to ask, but for a nmonent he hardly dared
open hi s nout h.

“But you,” he began at |ast--very respectfully, but with an escaping
excitement--"you are not the Klaatu that was in the tonb?”

The man’s snile faded and he shook his head.

“No.” He turned to the towering Giut and said sonmething in his own
tongue, and at his words the nmetal features of the robot twisted as if with
pain. Then he turned back to diff. “I amdying,” he announced sinply, as if
repeating his words for the Earthman. Again to his face cane the faint, tired
smile.

Adiff’'s tongue was | ocked. He just stared, hoping for light. Kl aatu
seemed to read his mind

“l see you don’t understand,” he said. “Although unlike us, Giut has
great powers. Wen the wing was built and the | ectures began, there canme to
hima striking inspiration. Acting on it at once, in the night, he assenbled
this apparatus... and now he has nade ne again, frommy voice, as recorded by
your people. As you must know, a given body makes a characteristic sound. He
constructed an apparatus which reversed the recording process, and fromthe
gi ven sound made the characteristic body.”

Adiff gasped. So that was it!

“But you needn’t diel” Cdiff exclainmd suddenly, eagerly. “Your voice
recordi ng was taken when you stepped out of the ship, while you were well! You
must let me take you to a hospital! Qur doctors are very skillful!”

Hardly perceptibly, Kl aatu shook his head.

“You still don’t understand,” he said slowy and nore faintly. “Your
recordi ng had inperfections. Perhaps very slight ones, but they doomthe
product. Al of Giut’s experinents died in a few mnutes, he tells ne... and

so nust |I.



Suddenly, then, diff understood the origin of the “experinents.” He
renenbered that on the day the wing was opened a Smithsoni an official had | ost
a briefcase containing filmstrips recording the speech of various world
fauna. There, on that table, was a briefcase! And the Stillwells mnust have
been nade fromstrips kept in the table drawer!

But his heart was heavy. He did not want this stranger to die. Slowy
t here dawned on himan inportant idea. He explained it with grow ng
excitenent.

“You say the recording was inperfect, and of course it was. But the
cause of that lay in the use of an inperfect recording apparatus. So if Gaut,
in his reversal of the process, had used exactly the sanme pieces of apparatus
t hat your voice was recorded with, the inperfections could be studied,
cancel ed out, and you'd live, and not die!”

As the last words left his |lips, Giut whipped around like a cat and
gripped himtight. A truly human excitenent was shining in the netal nuscles
of his face.

“Cet me that apparatus!” he ordered--in clear and perfect English! He
started pushing diff toward the door, but Klaatu raised his hand.

“There is no hurry,” Klaatu said gently; “it is too late for ne. Wiat is
your name, young man?”

adiff told him

“Stay with me to the end,” he asked. Klaatu closed his eyes and rested;
then, smling just a little, but not opening his eyes, he added: “And don’'t be
sad, for | shall now perhaps live again... and it will be due to you. There is
no pain--" H's voice was rapidly grow ng weaker. diff, for all the questions
he had, could only | ook on, dumb. Again Klaatu seened to be aware of his
t hought s.

“I know,” he said feebly, “I know. W have so rmuch to ask each ot her
About your civilization... and Gwut’s--"

“And yours,” said diff.

“And Ghut’s,” said the gentle voice again. “Perhaps... sone day...
perhaps | will be back--"

He lay without noving. He lay so for a long tine, and at last diff knew
that he was dead. Tears came to his eyes; in only these few m nutes he had
cone to love this man. He | ooked at Giut. The robot knew, too, that he was
dead, but no tears filled his red-lighted eyes; they were fixed on diff, and
for once the young man knew what was in his mnd

“CGnut,” he announced earnestly, as if taking a sacred oath, “1'II get
the original apparatus. |I'Il get it. Every piece of it, the exact sane
t hi ngs.”

Wthout a word, Ghut conducted himto the port. He made the sounds t hat
unl ocked it. As it opened, a noisy crowd of Earthmen outside tranpled each
other in a sudden scranble to get out of the building. The wing was |ighted.
diff stepped down the ranp.

The next two hours always in diff’'s menory had a dreamike quality. It
was as if that nysterious laboratory with the peacefully sl eeping dead man
were the real and central part of his life, and his scene with the noisy nen
wi th whom he tal ked a gross and barbaric interlude. He stood not far fromthe
ranp. He told only part of his story. He was believed. He waited quietly while
all the pressure which the highest officials in the land could exert was
directed toward obtaining for himthe apparatus the robot had demanded.

Wien it arrived, he carried it to the floor of the little vestibule
behi nd the port. Giut was there, as if waiting. in his arms he held the
sl ender body of the second Klaatu. Tenderly he passed himout to diff, who
took himw thout a word, as if all this had been arranged. It seened to be the
parti ng.

O all the things diff had wanted to say to Kl aatu, one remmined
i nperatively present in his mnd. Now, as the green nmetal robot stood franed
in the great green ship, he seized his chance.



“CGnut,” he said earnestly, holding carefully the linmp body in his arns,
“you must do one thing for nme. Listen carefully. | want you to tell your
master--the master yet to come--that what happened to the first Kl aatu was an
accident, for which all Earth is inmeasurably sorry. WII|l you do that?”

“I have known it,” the robot answered gently.

“But will you promise to tell your master--just those words--as soon as
he is arrived?”
“You m sunderstand,” said Giut, still gently, and quietly spoke four

nmore words. As diff heard thema m st passed over his eyes and his body went
nunb.

As he recovered and his eyes canme back to focus he saw the great ship
di sappear. It just suddenly was not there anynore. He fell back a step or two.

In his ears, like great bells, rang Giwut’s | ast words. Never, never was he to
di sclose themtill the day he canme to die.
“You m sunderstand,” the mghty robot had said. “I amthe naster.”
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