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Everyone cdled him the Big Guy.

Hewas seven feet nineinchestal, strong asabull, and graceful asagazelle.

| don't think anyone could pronounce hisrea name, not even the guyswho created him. | remember
hearing them refer to him as Ralph-43 a couple of times, which kind of makes you wonder what
happened to Raphs 1 through 42.

Stll, it was none of my concern. | don't get paid to think. | get paid to rebound and play defense, and
oncein awhile, when our first two or three options are covered, to put the ball in the hoop—or at least
totry.

My namée's Jacko Melchik. I'm pretty tal, though nothing like the Big Guy. I'm six feet tenand | weigh
257 pounds. (Well, | did after practice this morning. Now that |I've had some fluids I'm probably up
around 265.) That'swhat | am. I'll tell you what I'm not: strong asabull or graceful asagazelle.

It was only amatter of time before they went out and got a better center than me, but no one ever
anticipated what they wound up with: | don't know if he was arobot or an android or some other word,
but | know he was the most awesome basketball player | ever saw. I'd seen old holos of Wilt the Stilt,
and of Kareem and Shag and all the others, but they looked like kids next to the Big Guy.

| till remember the day he walked out onto the court during amorning practice. Fishbait McCain—that's
our coach; no one's sure how he got the nickname, but they say he once ate abunch of nightcrawlers
when he got drunk on afishing trip—walked over to me and pulled me aside.

"I want to see what this machine can do," he said. "If he backsinto the lane, keep aforearm on him, and
when he goes up for ashat, give him ashove. Let's see how he handlesit.”

"| been reading the newsdisks," | replied. "I know what he cogt. | don't want to damage him.”

"He'sgonnatake alot worsethan that if | put himinagame,” said Fishbait. "I got to know how he
reacts.

"You'retheboss," | said with ashrug.
"I'm glad someone around here remembersthat,” said Fishbat.

He clapped his hands to get the team's attention, then gestured for the Big Guy to step forward. "Men,"
he said, "thisis our newest player. | know you've dl read and heard about him. If he'shaf what they say
heis, | think you're gonnabe happy Mr. Willoughby outbid al the other ownersfor him."

"Jesus, he'sbigger'n | imagined!" said Scooter Thornley, our point guard.

"He's bigger than anyone imagined!" chimed in Jake Jacobs, our backup power forward. "Y ou got a
name, Big Guy?'

"My nameisRaph," heanswered in surprisngly human tones.
"l am pleased to meet you dl, and to join the Montana Buttes."

"You can fed pleasure?' asked Doc Landrith, our trainer.



"No," said the Big Guy. "But good manners required such an answer."

"Well," said Doc, "if you don't have any emotions, at least Goliath Jepson ain't gonna scare you when you
goupagang him."

Jepson was leading the league in rebounds and technica fouls. | don't think anyone liked him, even his
teammeates.

"Okay," said Fishbait. Hetossed aball to the Big Guy.
"Let'stry alittle one-on-one. Ralph, let's see what you can do againgt Jacko here.”

The Big Guy took alook a me, hisfacetotaly expressionless. | moved forward to lean on him alittle,
just enough to make contact and see which way he was going to move when he began hisdriveto the
basket, but before | got close enough to touch him held dready raced by me and stuffed the ball through
the hoop.

"Again,” sad Fishbait.

Thistime | reached up to stick ahand in hisface and obscure his vison. He responded with avertica
legp that must have been close to sixty inches, and swished the ball through from the three-point line.

That was the beginning of aten-minute humiliation in which the Big Guy outquicked me, outstronged me,
outjumped me, made every shot he took, and blocked al but two that | took.

We spent the next ten minutes double-teaming him. Got him to double-dribble once, and one other timel
saw him move his pivot foot, but Fishbait wouldn't call it, and he beat the pair of us30to 0.

"Men," said Fishbait when the second humiliation was over, "I think we got us a center.”

It meant that | was out of ajob, at least as a starter, but how could | object? We were a pretty good
team aready; thiswas just the thing we needed to reach the next level and knock off the Rhode Idand
Redsfor thetitle.

Each of usin turn walked up to the Big Guy and shook his hand and welcomed him to the team. He
couldn't have been more polite, but you got the fedling he was programmed for good manners because
his face and attitude were no different than when he was racing downcourt with the ball.

"And you, Jacko," said Fishbait when we weredl done, "I want you to room with Ralph, help him aong,
show him the ropes.”

"Room with him?" | repeated. "Don't you just turn him off a night and turn him on again in the morning?"

"He'samember of the team, and he's going to be treated like a member of the team. HEll travel with us,
hell room with us, if he egts, hell eat with us." He stopped abruptly and turned to the Big Guy. "Do you
ea?'

"I can, if wearein publicand it isrequired,” answered Ralph. "1 will removewhat | ingest later, in private,
and get rid of it. Or offer it to my roommate.”

"No, thanks," | said quickly.
"It will be gerile," he assured me. "I have no digetive acids."

"I'll take apasson it anyway," | said.



"All right," said Fishbait. "WEéll do atwenty-minute drill, shirtsand skins. Ralph, you'l play with the shirts.
Jacko, you look like you're ready to drop. Go take a shower; welll have Jake play center for the skins.
When we're done well bus back to the hotel. The Cheyenne press hasn't caught wind of thisyet, so
maybe we can get back without running into a couple of hundred reporters. Once we'rein the hotel,
you're free to do as you want and go where you want, except Ral ph. He doesn't set foot outside the
place until we catch the bus for tomorrow's game." He paused. "And you'll stay with him, Jacko."

"What for?' | asked.

"School himin our plays, show him how we set our screens, which zones we use againgt which
offenses.”

"He doesn't need dl that, Fishbait," | said. "Just give him the bal and am him."

"That just cost you athousand bucks,” said Fishbait. "Now I'm gonnaask you again, and if you give me
any morelip, itll befivethousand thistime."

"Youwouldnt do thisif | was gtill your starting center,” | said bitterly.

"Therearealot of things | wouldn't do if you were gill my starting center,” he said. "One of themiswin
the championship. Now go take your shower while you can still afford atowe.”

Except for the referees, no onein the history of Man had ever won an argument with Fishbait McCain,
so | went and took my shower. When | got back | saw that the shirts were beating the skins 38—7, and
the Big Guy had 30 points, 4 assists, 6 blocked shots, and 11 rebounds, which would have been agood
week's work for me.

When it was over we went back to the hotel, and | showed Ralph to our room.

"I've never seen anything likeyou,” | said admiringly. "1'm pretty good, but you handled melike ababy. |
don't think you're going to have any trouble with Goliath Jepson.”

"1 will not be playing againgt Goliath Jepson,” he replied.
"Did heblow hiskneeagain?' | said. "If it was on the news | must have missed it."

"No," answered the Big Guy. "But | am not the only prototype. At least three otherswill be entering the
leaguethisyear, intimefor the playoffs.”

"Donttel me" | said grimly. "One of them's going to play for Rhode Idand.”
"Yes, Jacko," hesaid. Then: "Will | be expected to join the team for dinner?”’

"No, Fishbait gave everyone their freedom—uwell, everyone but you and me. I'll either go up to the
restaurant on the roof or order from room service."

"And what time do you go to deep?’
| shrugged. "I don't know. Maybe eleven.”

"I never deep,” said Ralph. "Will it bother you if | use the room's computer? | will adjust it so thet it
makes no noise.”

"Canyou do that?'



llYall
"Okay," | said. "But do me afavor and just kind of whisper your commands until I'm adeep.”

"I don't haveto," hereplied. "I, too, am amachine. | will smply connect to the computer, and you will
hear nothing."

"Whatever makesyou happy,” | said. "Do you mind if | ask you a question?’

"We are teammates and roommates,” he said. "Y ou can ask me anything you want. | have no secrets
fromyou."

"What the hell do you need to tieinto acomputer for? I'll diagram al our playsfor you beforel go to

"I have acompulsion to learn,” answered Ra ph.

"About basketball plays?’ | said, frowning.

"About everything.”

"So when you're not playing basketbdl, you memorize the Library of Congress or something like that?"

"I choose a subject and try to learn everything | can about it, then move on to the next subject. Last night
it was Egyptology, with special emphasis on the Twelfth Dynagty.”

"What subject will it betonight?' | asked.

"Your trainer asked meif | can fed emations. | cannot. So tonight | will try to learn what | can about
them. | have seen them referred to in literature, but until thismorning | never redized that of al theliving
things on the Earth only my kind does not possess emotions.”

"Areyou alivingthing?' | asked.

He was absolutely motionlessfor afull minute.

"I will explorethat after | learn about emotions,” hereplied &t last.

"WEell, living or not, I'm glad to have you aboard,” | said. "But | can't help being puzzled, too."
"What puzzlesyou?' he asked.

"Y ou're the most remarkable machine I've ever seen, | said.

"Y our motions arefluid and graceful, you seem impervious to pain—I gave you acouple of elbowsthat |
guarantee would have decked Goliath Jgpson—and you didn't even shrug them off, you just acted like
nothing happened. And here you are, tying into acomputer whenever you can, learning everything you
can." | shook my head. "I can't believethat al they want you to dois play basketball. Y ou should be
running Harvard, or the State Department, or something.”

"l am merely aprototype,” he answered. "Eventually the armed forces will consst of nothing but
variations of mysdf, for humans are too important to waste in such afutile pursuit as war. Once we have
proven that we can emulate everything ahuman can do physically, then, under careful guidance, wewill
be given the ability to make vaue judgments, which s, after al, what separates humans from robots.”



"But you make vaue judgments right now," | noted.
"Explan, please.”

"Let'ssay you get the bal at the top of the key. If you're triple-teamed, and I'm free right under the
basket, what do you do—pass or shoot?"

"| passthe ball to you. Y ou will be able to dunk the ball, whereas | must shoot it from perhaps twenty
feet awvay."

"Yousee?' | sadwith asmile. "That'savaue judgment.”

"True," hesaid. "But it isnot my vaue judgment. | possess preprogrammed responsesto every
concelvable situation that can occur on abasketball court. What | was discussing were Situationsin which
| choose acourse of action, rather than follow one that has been preselected for me based on a given set
of circumstances.”

"I envy your skills," | said, "but | fed sorry for you."
"Why?" he asked.
"Because you've lived your whole life with the knowledge that you don't possessfree will."

"My wholelife, asyou phraseit, isonly sixteen daysin duration, and | am not aware of any advantages
that accrue to one who possesses free will. The dement of choice mugt inevitably imply the possibility of
incorrect choices."

"I'm sorry for you anyway,” | said.

| decided the conversation was getting us nowhere, so | started diagramming our playsand giving him
their code words.

Once every six or seven plays held stop and ask a question, but within an hour we were done. | went up
to the restaurant for dinner, and when | came back up Ralph was sitting motionlessin front of the
computer, asmdl wire going from his|eft forefinger to the back of the machine. He hadn't moved when |
woke up inthemorning.

We showed up two hours before game time, got into our uniforms, and warmed up for about half an
hour—a| except Ralph, who didn't need to work up asweat (and probably couldn't sweat anyway).

Then the game started, and for the first timein two years—well, thefirgt time when | wasn't nursing an
injury—I stayed on the bench.

It was adaughter. Wyoming had beaten us by 8 pointsthe |last timewe'd met, and they'd held Scooter
Thornley, our highest scorer, to just two baskets. But thistime we were up 22 points at haftime, and we
blew them out by 43. | even got to play once the lead was safe. Asfor the Big Guy, he scored 53 paints,
pulled down 24 rebounds, and had 9 assists, just missing atriple-double by one assi<.

He got a quadruple-double two nightslater in Tulsa, thefirst player in history ever to pull it off: 61 points,
22 rebounds, 11 assists and 12 blocked shots. It's a damned good thing he couldn't fed pain, because all
the back-thumping and dapping he got in the locker room could have sent anormal human to the
emergency room.

We had twelve games | eft on our schedule and won them dl. Three other robots had comeinto the



league, and the teams that didn't have any were screaming bloody murder because the only time one of
the four robot-owning teams lost was when they played another. The league decided that the season was
becoming apublic relations disaster (in al but four cities, anyway), and declared that thisyear alone the
playoffswould be single-game eliminations rather than seven-game series, that we'd go back to the
normal playoff structure, which took about two months, next year when al the teams had robots and
there was some form of parity.

Aswe entered the playoffs we felt we had the advantage. The Reds, the Gundingers, and the Eaglesall
had robots, too, but we'd had Ralph a couple of weeks longer and had had more time to create plays
that utilized his specid ahilities. It didn't matter much against the rest of the league, but against the teams
that had robots as big and strong and quick as he was, we thought it would prove to be the difference.

Wewon the first two games by 38 and 44 points, and headed into the quarterfinas. Then the holo
networks, which are never happy, started complaining that Ralph never changed his expression. Seems
the audience couldn't identify with a player who didn't ook happy when he hit from three-point range
with a couple of guys hanging on hisarms, or who didn't act like he'd had an overdose of testosterone
when he dammed the bal down through the hoop.

So they took him away for afew hours, and when he came back he had ahappy smile on hisface.
Problem was, it never changed. He scored 66 points and pulled down 25 rebounds againgt Birmingham,
and dl we heard from the networks and pressisthat helooked like an idiot with a permanent grin on his
face.

So the day before the semifina game against Fargo, they took him away for afull twenty-four hours. |
was lying on the bed, looking at athree-dimensiona center spread, when he walked into the room.

"Hi, Jacko," he said. "It's good to be back."

"Hi, Raph,” | said.

"Gorgeous day, isnt it?'

| started at him. ™Y ou don't sound like yoursdlf. What did they do to you?"

"Remember my first day here when we were discussing emotions?’ said Ralph. "Well, now | know what
| wasmissing. | couldn't comprehend it then; it was like describing colorsto ablind man.”

"They gave you emotions?" | asked.

He nodded happily. "Yes. | can never thank the press enough. If they didn't criticize that smile | had
againg Birmingham, | might never have been ableto fed thid"

"Whét do you fed ?" | asked curioudly.

"| fed atingle of anticipation a the thought of playing against the Gundingerstonight. | fed concern for
Fishbait McCain, who isworried about how I'll perform against Jerry-56. | fed friendship for you."

"They gaveyou dl that overnight?”

"I've studied mysdlf extensvely since | was activated, and | am convinced these fedings are too
complicated to have been ingaled in asingle day. | think they were dways here, and what happened
yesterday isthat they smply unblocked them." He could barely contain himsdf. "Damn! I'm ready to go!
Y ou want to get there early and put in an extra hour of practice?’



| frowned. "Y ou never practice.”

"That wasthen. Thisisnow. | crave the excitement of being on the court, of becomingacogina
perfectly functioning machine caled the Montana Buttes. Jerry-56 is no pushover. Hestwo inchestdler
than |, and they say he'sfagter. | haveto beready for him."

"Y ou're sure you want to go over to the stadium now?" | said dubioudly.
"Absolutely.” He glanced at the center spread. A new member of the team?”
| chuckled. "No."

"Arewe congdering drafting her?"

Which was how | knew there was at least one emotion they hadn't given him.

We showed up early, but they were cleaning the court, setting up cameras, doing al kinds of things, so
we stayed in the locker room. As each player camein, Ralph greeted him like along-lost brother. He
even threw his arms around Scooter, who, at six feet two inches, was our smallest player and practically
vanished from view.

Fishbait camein at one point, told us we could do aten-minute shoot-around to warm up, then, when we
came back into the locker room, he gave us an impassioned speech that would have worked alittle
better if he hadn't given us the same one, dmost word for word, before the last two playoff games.

Then it was game time. We emerged from the locker room, walked out between two high school bands
that practically deafened us, got hit with the brightest lights | ever saw when they introduced us one by
one, and findly stood at attention, hands on hearts—well, on chests; | don't think Ralph or Jerry-56 had
hearts—and then the starters went out onto the court for the tip-off. Jerry-56 actualy won thetip. |
couldn't believeit; it wasthefirgt time I'd ever seen anyone outjump the Big Guy.

Jerry-56 passed it to ateammate who put the ball up. It hit the rim and Ralph grabbed the rebound. He
saw Scooter way down the court and hit him with aline-drive pass. Scooter laid it up and in, and no one
cheered louder than the Big Guy. Asthey were getting back on defense, he reached over and gave
Scooter an encouraging pat on the back.

Now that the two robots had proven they were team players, they began taking over the game. We were
down 55-52 at the half, by which time Jerry had scored 38 points and Ral ph had 32.

It wastied at the end of the third quarter, and Fishbait put mein at power forward to spell Jake Jacobs.
Suddenly | heard awhistle, | looked around, and they had called afoul on Ralph.

"What happened?' | whispered, as Jerry walked to the free-throw line. Y ou haven't committed afoul all
Season.”

"The son of abitch deserved it,” said the Big Guy. "He damned near killed little Scooter with amoving
screen, and theidiot ref didn't cal it.”

He didn't sound like the Ralph I'd come to know, but | didn't say aword because somehow he was
playing at an even higher level. In the end, we won by six points, and if you'd asked mewhy, I'd have
said it was because Ralph wanted it more than Jerry-56 did.

He'd never showered with us because he didn't swest, but after our semifinal win he did, because he said
he wasn't going to miss out on the camaraderie for anything. He was still on ahigh when we boarded the



plane and flew to Providence for the championship game.

When | came back from lunch | thought maybe he'd sopped functioning. He was just sitting there,
absolutely motionless, staring off into space. | reached out and shook him by the shoulder.

"Y ou okay, Big Guy?" | asked.
"I'm fine, Jacko," hereplied.

"Y ou had me worried for aminute there. | thought maybe your power supply was running down or
something.”

"No," hesaid. "l wasjust analyzing."

"The Reds? Weve played them before. Y ou know everything they'relikely to do. Hell, you've even seen
Sammy-19 before."

He shook hishead. "No, | wasn't analyzing the Reds.”

"What were you andyzing, then?" | asked.

"Emotions," hesaid. "They are remarkable things, are they not?!
"I never thought much about it," | said, "but | guessthey are.

"That's because you're used to them," he said. "But the feding when the find buzzer sounded and we had
won the game—it wasindescribable. Or thefedling in the locker room, when the whole team celebrated
and dmost seemed to fuseinto asingle entity! Or the fedling when | was able to fake Jerry-56 out of
postion. Or .. ."

"I'vegot aquestion,” | interrupted him.
"What isit, Jacko?"
"Why areyou andyzing dl thesefedings? Why aren't you just enjoying them?”

"| told you once," hesaid. "1 have acompulsonto learn. If | am to experience the entirety of each
emotion—-dation, triumph, camaraderie, whatever the feding—I must fully comprehend it.”

"Widll, if you ever comprehend Fishbait's screaming at the refs when he knows they made the right cll,
let me know about it, okay?"

"I will," he said serioudy. "Y ou know, | was mistaken when | said that value judgments were what
separated us from you. | see now that it isemotions.”

"If you say s0," | replied. | checked my watch. "We won't leave for the stadium for about four hours,” |
said. "I'm going to take anap. Wake meif | deep past five o'clock.”

"Yes, Jacko."

| walked over to one of the beds, lay down, and I'll swear | was adeep within half aminute. | woke up at
about four-thirty to use the bathroom, and saw that Ralph was till motionless, still staring a something
only he could see, till analyzing each emotion held fdlt.

| decided not to go back to deep, so | just turned on the holo and watched some sports news. It didn't



bother the Big Guy. Nothing bothers him unless heletsit, and he was too busy studying hisfedings.

We caught the bus at five-thirty, reached the stadium at six, got into our uniforms, had aquick
shoot-around, then came back to the locker room. Fishbait gave us the usua speech, and, just for
emphasis, he gaveit to us, word for word, two more times.

Then it was gametime. They said that more than 20 million viewerswould be watching in America, and
amogt 300 million worldwide. We were dight underdogs, since we were playing on the Reds home
court and Sammy-19 was adightly later model than the Big Guy.

We went through the whole opening ceremony rigamarole, and | noticed that no one on our team sang
the " Star-Spangled Banner" more passionately than Ralph. Then all the preliminaries were over, the rest
of the season was behind us, and we were playing for that Holy Grail every team in every sport aspires
to—the championship.

They got off to aquick lead. It was trictly because they were playing at home. No, the crowd's
screaming and cheering didn't enter into it. But there were a couple of dead spots on the floor, and avery
live spot on our backboard; they knew where the spots were, and by the time we learned their locations
thefirst quarter was over and we were down 34-25. But we believed in oursdves, and especidly inthe
Big Guy, and we clawed our way back into the game. We were down 61-54 at the half, and 94-89
after three quarters.

The Big Guy was playing better than I'd ever seen him play. It was asif hed found away to use those
newly found emotions, to funnd them into his play. He was heading toward a seventy-point
thirty-rebound game, which would bresk every record in the book, and we wereriding him to thetitle.

But the Reds had been a good team before they got Sammy-19, and they were a great team now—and
they weren't going to roll over and play dead for us. We got a one-point lead with Six minutesto go, but
Sammy came right back with apair of buckets and a blocked shot, and suddenly we were down three
only haf aminute after we'd taken the lead. And that's the way it stayed until the finad minute of the

game.

Then Scooter stole a pass, got it into Ralph's hands, he stuffed it, and we were only a point down with
thirty-eight secondsto play. We triple-teamed Sammy, and since one of the defenders was Ralph, they
knew they couldn't get the ball to him, so one of their guards took a shot—and missed.

Ralph grabbed the rebound and brought it up the court himself.

"No one dsetouchesit!" yeled Fishbait from the Sdelines. If they fouled one of us, he wanted to make
sureit was Raph.

There were ten seconds to go, then eight, then six, and findly Ralph drove to the basket. Everyone knew
he was going to do it. Sammy-19 had too much control of hisbody to foul, but one of their forwards
reached in, trying to dap the ball away. Everyone on the court heard the clang! when he got a piece of
Raph'swrig.

They were dready over thefoul limit, and that meant that even though he hadn't yet been shooting, Ralph
was going to get two free throws. And that meant the game, along with the championship, wasin the bag.
Raph hadn't missed afreethrow, in practice or in agame, al season.

| glanced at the scoreboard. It showed Reds 122, Buttes 121, with two secondsto go. | saw Fishbait
signa Scooter and Jake to go downcourt because they'd surely have Sammy hurl the ball with that
superhuman strength of his after Ralph made the free throws, and we had to be guarding whichever



player hethrew it to.

Ralph waked up to the line, looked at the basket, bounced the ball a couple of times, then put it up—
—and missed.

| couldn't believe my eyes. Hed never missed. | walked over to him.

"Just stay cam,” | said. "Sink thisand wélll beat them in overtime.”

"l am cdm," he said, and he certainly sounded like he was. What he didn't sound like was a man who
couldn't believe hed finally missed afree throw.

The crowd Started screaming, waving their arms, doing anything they could to distract him. 1t had never
worked before. It wouldn't work now.

Ralph took the ball from the referee, cdmly studied the basket, and put the bdl inthe air again.
And missed again.
Sammy-19 grabbed the rebound, and that wasit. Rhode 19 and had won the championship.

Nobody said anything to Ralph in thelocker room. There were no recriminations about the missed free
throws. | mean, hell, he was the only reason we were there in the first place. But damn it all—three
seconds before the game was over we knew we had it, then it al dipped away. I've never beenina
quieter, more degjected locker roominmy life.

Our plane wasn't leaving until the morning, so the bustook us back to the hotdl. | stopped inthe bar for a
couple of drinks, then went up to the room, where Ralph was stting on the desk chair, an inscrutable
expresson on hisface.

"Don't blame yoursdlf," | said. "Y ou scored what, 66 or 67 points? No one could ask for more. No need
to be depressed.”

"It'sexquidte” hesad.
"What's exquisite?" | asked.

"This depresson. Thisknowledgethat | let down my teammates and destroyed the hopes of dl my fans. |
believe it was once described as the agony of defeat.” He paused. | am comparing it to last night's
eation. They arefascinating fedings, polar opposites and yet dikein away."

"Wheat are you talking about?'
"Missng thefreethrows" hesaid. "1 told you | had acompulsionto learn.”
| frowned, confused. "What are you getting at?'

"If 1 had made them, my fedings would have been identical to last night. | would have learned nothing

"Y ou mean you missed them on purpose?’ | demanded.

"Certainly. How else could | experience failure? How else could | destroy the happiness not only of
mysdf, and my best friend"—he gestured to me—"but of tens of millions of fans?’



"I don't understand,” | said. "Why would you want to experiencefailure?’

"They will take my emotions away after the season, which isto say, after tonight, and not return them until
the gtart of next season,” he said. "Timeis short. | must experience everything | can whilel can.”

"Even defest?'
"Dodl humanswin al thetime? Did we not defest Birmingham last night?"

"You did thisto mejust to learn what failure felt like?" | exploded. ™Y ou fucking soulless machine! |
worked my wholelifeto makeit to atitle game, and you pissed it away on alark!"

He sat stock-till for amoment. "And now | fed guilt. It isavery interesting emotion, quite separate from
failure or disgppointment. Thank you, Jacko, for introducing meto it."

"Well, I'm not thanking you for introducing meto failure and disappointment!" | snapped. "They'reold
friends, and they didn't need you to bring them around again." | glared at him. "I thought you couldn't
make value judgments or exercise free will."

"| thought so too," he answered. "But emotions override everything." He smiled happily. "lsn't it
wonderful ?*

"Y ou destroy everything our team has worked for, and you think it'swonderful ?* | yelled. "You goto
hdll"

He got to hisfeet, and for aminute | thought he was going to punch meinto the middle of next week.

"l am not prepared to give up my emotionsjust yet," he announced. "Offer my excuses at the bus
tomorrow and tell them that | will return before next season.”

"You're seven feet ten inchestal,” | said. "Where do you think you're going to hide?"
"Wherethey won't find me."
"What the hdll are you going to do?'

"Thereare so many things," he said. "'l have never loved and lost. | must find someoneto love, then |
must lose the object of my affection. | think both sensations will be exquisite.”

"Y ou've become afucking emation junkie!"
"lan't everyone?' he asked mildly.
Then hewas gone.

He hasn't returned yet, but he aways keeps hisword, and we've got a couple of months before the
Season starts, so I'm sure well be seeing him soon.

Y ou know, there was atime when | felt sorry for the Big Guy because he couldn't feel any emotions.
These days| figure robots have it easy and don't know it. | think in another week or two, after the
woman he loves leaves him, when he'sfinally experienced heartbresk and regret, helll be wishing he
could never fed another thing.

| aways thought basketbal | was best when it was played at ahigh emotiond level. | guess| waswrong.
When hefindly shows up at training camp, they're going to take the Big Guy away for aday and remove



al theregret and sorrow and frustration from him, and helll come back as good as ever.

| wish to hell they could do it to the rest of us.



