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ca
Typed by Bateau

1 am arobot. My nameis Cal. I have aregistration number. It is CL-123X, but my master calls me Cal

The X in my Registration number means | am a special robot for my master. He asked for me and helped design me. He has alot of money. He s awriter.

1 am ot avery complicated robot. My master doesn't want Hejust up after him, to stack his disks, and like that.

Hesays| don' give him any backtalk and just do what | am told. He says that is good.

He has people comein to help him, sometimes. They give him becktalk. Sometimesthey do not do what they are told. he gets very angry and red in the face.

“Then hetells me to do something, and | do it. He says, thank goodness, you do as you are told.

Of course, | do as| am told. What else can | do? | want to take my mester fel good. | can tell when my master feels good. His mouth stretches and he callstht a smile. He pats me on the shoulder and says, Good, Cal. Good.
1 likeit when he says Good, Cal. Good.

1 3y to my mester, Thank you. Y ou make me fel good, too.

And he laughs, | like when he laughs because it means he feels good, but it is a queer sound. | donit understand how he makesit or why. | ask him h

1 ask him if what | said is funny.

Hesays, Yes itis.

Itis funny because | say | feel good really feel good. good. paths that work more easily when they follow orders.

1 don't know whet He saysthey i

1 s3y, When paths work better, doesit and easier for me? Isthat why | fesl good?

Then | ask, Wh feslsgood, isit i ?

My master nods and says, Cal, you are smarter than you look.

1 don't know wh that mees either but my master me and thet mekes my pthswork more easily, and tht mekes me feel good. It is easier just to say it mekes me feel good. | askif | can say that.
Hesays, You can say whatever you choose, Cal

What | want isto be awriter like my master. | do ot understand why | have this fesling, but my master is awriter and | want to be awiter. | do not understand why | have this fesling because | don't know what aawriter is. | ask my master what awriter is.
He smiles again. Why do you want to know, Cal? he asks.

1o not know, | say. It isjust that you are awriter and | want to know whet that is. Y ou seem o happy when you are writing and if it maybeit will 100.1 1 don't it think me. Heissill smiling.
1 3y, | want to know because it will make me el better to know. | am-I am--

Hesays, You are curious, Cal.

1'say, 1 don't know what that word means.

He says, It means you want to know just because you want to know.

Hesays, Writing is making up astory. | tell about peopl things, and have di i tothem.

1 say, How do you find out wht they do and what happensto them?

Hesays, | makethem up, Cal. They are not resl people. They are not real happenings | imagine them, in here:

He points o his head.

1 do ot and | ask how says, | do ot know either. | just make them up.

Hesays, | write mysteries. Crime stories | tel o peuplewm o wrong things, who hurt other people.

1 feel very bad when | hear that. | say, How can you talk about hurting people? That must never be done.

He says, Human being are not controlled by the Three L aws of robotics. Human masters can hurt other human mastersif they wish.

Thisiswrong, | say.

itis, he says. Inmy stories, peoplewho do harm are punished. They are put in prison and kept there where they cannot hurt people.

Dothey likeit in prison? | ask

Of course not. They must not. Fear of prison keeps them from doing more hurtful things than they do,

1'say, But prison iswrong, too. If it makes people feel baxl

Well, says my master, that iswhy you cannot write mysteries and crime stories.

| think about that. There must be away hurt. | would | want to be awriter. | would like to do that. | want to be awriter. | want to be awriter very much.
My master has three different Writers for writing stories. Oneisvery old, but he says he keepsit becauseit has sentimental value:
1 don't know wht sentimental valueis. | do not ike to ask. he does not hisstories. must not be used.
Hedoesn't say | can not useit. | do not ask himif | can useit. If | do not ask him and he does not say | must not, then | am not disobeying ordersif | useit.
Atnigh, heis sleeping, and the other human masters who robots my master haswho than | am. They do jork. They wait in their niches at night when they have not been given anything to do.
My master has not said, Stay in your niche, Cal.
1 isel am en | at night. | can look at the Writer. Y ou push keys and it makes words and then the words are put on paper. | watch the master so | know how to push keys. The words go on the paper themselves: | do not haveto do that

1 push the keys but | do not understand the words. | feel bai a‘a awhile. Themaster may not likeit even if he does not tell menot to dot.
Thewords are printed on paper and in the morning | show thewordsto my maste.
I say, | am sorry. | was using the Writer.
He looksat the paper. Then he looks at me. He makesafrown.
Hesays, Did you do this?
Yes, master.
When?
Last Night.
Why?
| want very much to write. Isthis astory?
He holds up the paper and smiles.
Hesays, Theseare just random letters, Cal. Thisis gibberish
He does not seem angry. | feel beter. | do not know what gibberish is.
I say, Isit astory?
Hesays, No, itisnot. And it is alucky thing the Writer cannot be demaged by mishandling. If you really want to write so becly, | will tell you whet | will do. | will have you reprogrammed so thet you will know how to use a Writer.
| beter jobs. My mester tells me that me together, and my mester helped. | do not remember thet.
Thetechnician listens carefuly to my mster.
hesays, Why do youwant to dothis, Mr. Northrop?
Mr. Northrop is whet other mesters call my mster.
My master says, | helped design Cal, remember. | think | must have put into him the desire to be awriter. | did notintend to, but as long as he does, | feef | should humour him. | oweit to him.
Thetechnician says, That is foolish. Even if we accidentally put in a desire to write that is till no job for arobot.
My master says, Just the same | want it done.
Thetechnician says, It will be expensive, Mr. Northrop.
My master frowns. He looks angry.
Hesays, Cal ismy robot. | shall do as | please. | have the money and I ant him acjusted.
Thetechnician looks angry, too. He says, If tht's what you want, very well. The customer isthe boss. But it will ¥ 3 not putin how to use aWriter without improving his vocabulary agood dedl
My master says, Fine. Improve his vocabulary.
“The next day, the technician comes back with lots of tools. He opens my chest. It is aqueer fesling. | do not likeit. He reachesin. I think he shuts off my power pack, or tekesit out. | do not remember. | do not see anything, or think anything, or know anything,

“Then I could see and think and know again. | could see that time had passed, but did not know how much time.
I thougt fo awhile. Lwas odd, bt | knew how 1o run a Wit and | seemed 1o undersand morewords For instance, | knew what "gibberish” meant, and it tothink | tomy mester, thinking it was astory.

1 would  Thistime  had 1 know th g 00-1 using the old Writer. After all, hewould not usingitif going to prevent g 0.
1 putit to him. “Master, doesthis mean | may use the writer?"

He said, "You may do so at any time, Cal, that you are not engaged in other tasks Y ou must let me see what you write, however."

“Of course, master.”

Hewas clearly amused because | think he expected more gibberish (what an ugly word!) but | dicin' think hewould get any more.

1 dicht write a story immediately. | hd to think about what to write. | Suppose that that i what the master meant when he sad you must make up a story.

1 hd found it was necessary to think about it irst and then write down what was though. It was much more complicated than | had supposed.

My master noticed my He asked me, "What arey 0, Cal?'
1'sid, "I am trying to make up a story. Its hard work
*Are youfinding that out, Cal?" Good. Obviously, your reorganization has not only improved your vocebulary but it het it your intelligence."

1 said, "I'm not surewhat is meant by ‘intensified’”
"It means you seem smarter. Y ou seem to know more."
“Doesthat displease you, master?'

“Not at all. It pleases me. It may makeit more possi trying to write, you will remain more useful to me-"
1 thought at one that it would be delightful to emore AU 10 he e, bt 1t ucr s whet b e st ‘growing tired of trying to write. | wasn't going to get tired of witing.
Finally, | had astory in my mind, and I asked my master when would be a proper time to writeit.
He sad, "Wait il ight. Then you wortt be gtting i my way. light for the corner Writer is standing; and you can write your story. How long do you think it will take you?"
* | said, surprised. "I can work the Writer very quickly.”
My master said, "Cal, working the Writer it il there--* Then heiopped thought awhile, and said, “No, you go ahead and do it. Y ou will leern. | won't try to advise you:"
Hewasright. Working the Writer wasnt al 1 spent near trying to figure out the story. It s very difficult to decide which word comes after which. | had severd over. It wasvery
iy, it wes done s ereit 5 | kept L after | wroto it boouee it ws e firs ory | ver wiote I wes ot ibbeneh

The Introoder
by cal

o, y good detektay and very brave. Nuthin fritened him. ght wh introoder in Therewas an introoder. He had cum in throo the windo. There was broken glas. That was what Cal, the brave detektay, had herd with his good hering
He said, "Stop, Introoder.”
Theintrooder stopped and looked skared. Cal felt bad that the introoder looked skared.
Cal said, "Look what you have done. Y ou have broken the wind
“Yes" seid theintrooder, looking very ashaymed. "I did not mean to bresk the windo.”
Cal was very clever and he saw the flawr in the introoder's remerk. He said, "How did you expect to getin if you were ot going to breek the windo™?
I thought it would be open," he seid. " tried to open it and it brok
Cal said, "Waht what you have done, anyhow? Why should you want itis not your room? Y.
I did not mean any harm," he sad.
“That is not so,m for if you ment no harm, you would not be here," sad Cal. "Y ou must be punnished."
“Please do not punnish e, seid the introoder.
I will not punnish you," said Cal. I don't wish to cause you unhappiness or payn. | will call my master.”
He called, "Master! Master
The master came russian in. "What have we here?” he asked.
“Anintrooder,” | sid. "I have caut him and heis for you to punrish.”
My master looked a thei He said, " y for wat d
“I'am,” sad theintrooder. ying and water of it they aresad.
“Will you ever doit agen?" seid my mester.
“Never. | will never do it agen," seid the introoder.
“Inthat case,” seid the mester, "you have been punnished enough. Go away and be sure never to do it agen.”
Then the master said, "you are agood detektav Cal, | am proud of you.”




Cal was very glad to have pleased the master.
TheEnd

1 was very pleased with the story and | showed it to the master. | was sure he would be very pleased, too.

Hewas more then pleased, for as he read it, he smiledl. He even laughed a few times. Then he looked up a me and sad "Did you write this?*

"Yes, | did, master,” | said.

“I'mean, all by yoursalf. Y ou didh't copy anything?"

I madeit up in my own head, master.” | seid. “Do you ke t?"

He laughed again, quite loudly. "Its interesting,” he saidl

| wasalittle amious. “Isit funny?' | asked. “I don' know how to meke things funny.”

“I know, Cal. It's not funny intentionally."

1 thought about that for awhile. Then | asked, "How can something be funny unintentionaily?"

*It's hard to explain, but don't worry about it. Inthe first place, you can't spell, and that's a surprise. Y ou speak so well now that | automatically assumed you could spell words but, obviously, you can't. Y ou can't be awiter unlessyou can spell words correctly, and use good grammar.”

“How do | manage to spell words correctly?"

“You donit have to worry about that, Cal,” said my mester. "We will outfit you with adictionary. But tell me, Cal. In your story, Cal is_you_, isnt he?"

“Yes" | was pleased he had noticed thal

“Bad idea. Y ou don't want to put yourself into a story and say how great you are. It offends the reader.”

“Why, master?'

“Becauseit does. It looks like | _will_have to give you advice, but Il makeit as brief as possible. It is not customery to praise yourself. Besides you donit want _say_you are gre, you must _show_you are great in what you do. And donit use your own name."

“Isthat arule?"

A good writer can bresk any rule, but youre just a beginner. Stick to the rules and what | have told you are just a couple of them. Y oure going to encounter many, many moreif you keep on writing. Also, Cal, you're going to have trouble withethe Three Laws of Robotics. Y ou cant assume that wrongdoers will weep and be asharmed. Human beings arent like that. They _must_be punished sometimes "
1 felt my positronic brain-paths go rough. | said, “That is difficult.”

*1 now. Also, theres o mysery it story. There doesrt haveto be but | thirk youtd b bete ot i thre iere Wihatifyour hero, whorm ol have o call something other tn Cal,doesitknow whether soeone s aniriruderof not. How would efind out? Y ou see, e hasto use s hed” And my st ponted o is own.

1 dichnt quite follow. My master said, "Il tel you whar. Il give you some stories of my own to read, after youve been and youll see what | mean.”
“Th blem in ingalling and agrammr. It cost you more money. 1 know you don't care about money, but tell me why you are so interested in making awriter out of this hunk of steef and titanium.”
1 it think it was right for him to cal me a hunk of Steel and itanium, but of cansay anything “They always talk about us fobots as though we weren't there. I've noticed that, too

My master said, "Did you ever hear of arobot who wanted to be awriter?"

"No," said the technician, I can't say | ever did, Mr. Northrop.”

“Neither did 1! Neither didl anyone as far as | know. Cal is unique, and | want to study him.

Thetechnician smiled very wide--grinned, that's the word. “Don' tell me you have it in your head thet hel be able to write your stories for you, Mr. Northrop.”
Helifted angrily. "Don't be afool. You just dowhat | pay you to do."

1 think the mester madie the technician sorry he had said that, but | don't know why. If my master him | would

Again, | don't know how long it took the technician to do hisjob when he came back a couple of dayslater. | don't remember a thing about it
“Then my master was suddenly talking to me. "How do you feel, Cal?'

1 sid, "I feel very well. Thank you, sir."

“What about words. Can you spell?"

“I know the letter-combinations, Sre.”

"Very good. Can you read this?" He handed me a book. It said, on the cover, _The Best Mysteries of J. F. Northrop_.

| said, "Are these your stories, sir?"

* Absolutely, if you ever want to rezd them, you can.”

1 hed never been ableto read easily before, but now as soon as looked at the words, | could hear them in my ear. It was surprising. | couldnit imagine how | had been unableto do it before.

“Thank you, sir." | seid. "I shall read thisand I'm sureit will help mein my witing."

“Very good. Continue to show me everything you write:"

The master matters that puzzling. | didn't how he could amystery and | had to read some of the stories over again and do so slowly.
‘Sometimes | coul 't understand them even when | read them slowly. Sometimes | did, though. And it seemed to me | could write astory like Mr. Northrop's.

Thistime | spent quite along whileworking it out in my head. When | thought | had it worked out, | wrote the following:

The Shiny Quarter

by Euphrosyne Durando

Calumet Smithson sat ) and g, as though he could scent anew mystery.
He seid, "Well, Mr. Wassel, tell me your story again from the beginning. Leave out nothing, for one can' tell when even the smallest detail may ot be of the greatest importance.”
Wassall owned an important businessin town, and in it he employed many robots and also human beings.
Wassall did 5o, but the detalsat all and thisway. "What it amounts o, Mr Smithson, isthét | am losing money. Someone in my employ is helping himsaif to small sums now and then. The sums are of no great importance, each in itself, but it is like a small, steady oil lossin amachine, or the drip-drop of water from aleaky faucet, or the oozing of blood from asmall wound. In time, it would mount up and become dangerous”
*Are you actually in danger of losing your business, Mr. Smithson?
“Not yet. But | dontt liketo lose money, either. Do you?"
"No, indeed,” sid Smithson, "I do not. How many robots do you employ in your business?"
"Twenty-seven, Sir.
“And they are al reliable, | suppose.”
“Undoubtedly. They could not steal. Besides, | have asked each one of them if they took any money and they all said they hac not. And, of course, robots cannot lie, either.”

“You are quite right," said Smithson. "It is usslessto be concerned over robots. They are honest, through and through. Whet about loy? How many of them are th
I employ seventeen, but of these only four can possibly been stedling.”

“Why isthat?"

“The others do not work on the premises. These four, however, do. Each now and then cash, and | suspect thet whet at least one o them assatsfrom ar that the mtter is ot easily traced”

| see. Yes,itis unfortunately true that human beings may stedl. Have you confronted your suspects with the situation?”
“Yes, | have. They all deny any such activity, but, of course, humen beings can lie, too."
"Sothey can. Did any of the look unessy while being questionec?”

“All did. They could see | was a furious man who could fire all four, guilty or innocent. They would have had trouble finding other jobsif I fired them for such areason.”
“Then that cannot be done. We must not punish the innocent with the guilty.”

"Youareqiteright” sad Mr. Wessal. " couldn' do that. But how can | decide which oneis guily?”

fired under in ci ier i his career?'
71 have made et nguiies, M. Sithson, nd | havefound noing suspicious aout ny o them.”
\snnem them i particular need of money
pay good wages."

w am sure o that, but of
"I have found no evidence of tha, though, o be sure, if one of them needed money for some perverse reason, he would keep it seret. No one warts to helhuuth el
"You are quite right," said the grezt detective. *In that case, you must confront me with the four men. | will “Wewill g of this mystery, never fear. Let . We might meet dining room over some small meal and a bottle of wine, so the men will feel completely relaxed. Tonigh, if possible”
“I will arrangeit,” seid Mr Wassell, eagerly.

Calumet Smithson sat at the dinner table and regarded the four men closely. Twool them were quite young and had dark hair. One of them had a mustache as well. Neither wes very good ooking. One of them was Mr. Foster and the other was Mr. Lionell. The third man was rather fat and had smal eyes; He was Mr. Mann. The fourth was tall and rangy and had anenvous way of cracking his knuckles: Hewas Mr. Ostrak.
man in at the four suspects and he play ashiny quarter that gers of hisright hand.

‘Smithson said, "I'm sure that each of the four of you ing itisto steal f pl

They all agreed at once.

‘Smithson tapped the shiny quarter on the table, thoughtull

‘One of you, ' sure, is going to break down under the load of guilty and | think you will do it before the evening is over. But, for now, | must call my office: | will be gone for only a few minutes. Please it here and wait for me and while | am gone, do not tak to each other, or look at each other.”

alasttap, and paying heleft. In about
He looked from one to another and said, ™Y ou did not talk to each other or look at each other, | hope?*
shaking of erefearful of speaking

“Mr. Wassell" sid the detective. "Do you agree that absolutely no one spoke?”
*Absolutely. We just sat here quietly and waited. We didn' even look a each other."
*Good. Now I will ask each of you four men to show me what you have in your pockets. Please put everything into a pilein front of you.”
*Good. Now | will sk each of you four men {0 show me what you have in your pockets. ez put everything nto aplein frontof you.”
and sharp, that none of the men thought of disobeying
"Shirt pockets, {0o. Iside jackets and pockets. All the pockets”
There was qite apile, credilt cards, keys, spectacles, pens, some coins. Emllhmn looked at the four piles coldly, his mind taking in everything.
Then he said, "Just weareall mesting will my own pockets and, Mr. Wassal, you do the same.”
Now there were six piles. Smithson reached over tolhewelnmmlm r. Wa&ﬁl ‘and ssid, “What isthis shiny quarter | see, Mr. Wassell. Y ours?"
Wassell looked confused. "Yes"
It couldn't be. It has my merk onit. | left it on the table when | went out to call my office. Youtook it
Wassll was silent. The other four men looked at him.
Smithson said, "I feit that if one of you wasa thief, you wouldn't be able to resist a shiny quarter. Mr. Wassell, you've been stealing from your own company, and, afraid you would be caught, you tried to spread the it among your own men. thet was awicked and cowardly thing to do.
Wassell hung his head. " ou are right, Mr. Smithson. | thought if | hired you o investigate you wouid find one of the men guilty, and then perhaps | could stop taking the money for my private use."
“Youlittle rediize the detective's mind," sid Calumet Smithson. I will turn you over to the authorities. They will decide what to do with you, aithoughif you are sincerely sorry and promise never to do it again, | will try to keep you from being punished badl

TheEnd

1 showed it to Mr. Northrop, who rsan it sienty Hehavd\y mied 2 . At n oneo o plaes
Then he put it
“You said, s, | wasmxmusemy oo nane, o1 et measmusemzsmme

“But where did you get it?"

“Sir, one of the minor charactersin one of your stories-*

“Of course! | thought it sounded familiar! Do you redlize it afeminine name?"

“Since | am neither mesculine nor feminine--*

"Yes, you're quite right. But the name of the detective, Calumet Smithson. That ‘Cal partistill you, isn't t?"
"1 wanted some connection, sir."

"Youve got atremendous ego, Cal."

1 hesiteted. "What does that mean, sir?"

“Never mind. It doesn't matter.”

Heput the manuscript down and | wastroubled. | sad, “But what did you think of the mystery?"

“It's an improvement, but it's still not a good mystery. Do you reslize that?"

“Inwhat way it disappointing, sir?"

“Well you don't financing for one thing. And from four other men present, even if they weren't looking. It would have been seen. Then, even if thet happened, Mr. Wassell'staking it isn't_proof_ aquarter without thinking. t's an interesting indication, but it not _proof_/ And thetitle of the story tendsto giveit away, too.”
“sper

*And, in addition, the Three Laws of getting in your way. Y ou keep about punishment.”

"l must, sir.”

I know you must. That'swhy I think you shouldn't try to write crime stories”
“What else should | write, sir?"
“Let me think about it"




Mr Northrop called in the technician again. Thistime, | think, he wasnit very eager to have me overhead what he was saying, but even from where 1 could hear how sharp the senses of robots can be.
After all, | was very upset. | wanted to be awriter and | didn't want Mr. mewhat | write. Of course, being and | had to obey him, but | didn't likeit.
“What's the matter now, Mr. Northrop?" asked the technician in a voice that sounded sardonic to my ears. "Has this robot of yours been writing a story again?'
"Yes, he has;" said Mr. Northrop, trying to sound indifferent, "He's written another mystery story and I don't want him writing mysteries.”
*Too much competition, eh, Mr. Northrop?'
“No. Donit be ajackass. There'sjust no point in two peopl i Besides, the Three Laws of Robotics get in the way. Y ou can easily imagine how.”
“Well, what do you want meto do?'
“I'm not sure. Suppose he writes stire. That's onething | don't write, So we won't be competing, and the Three Laws of Roboticswonit get in hisway. | want youto give this robot a sense of the ridiculous.”
“A sense of thewhat?" said thetechnician, angrily. "How do| do thet? Look Mr. Northrop, bevsasanabig 1 Gan put i iniruclionson how 01un Wi, can i aciclony and gramme. B how can| possily put i aense o heridulos?

“Well, thing about t. Y ou know theworkings of a robot: funny, or silly, or just plain

I can fool around, but it's not sefe”

“Why isn'tit sefe?"

“Because, look, Mr. Northrop, e Started off with a pretty cheap robot, but I You admit that it that you never heard of one that wants to write stories, 50 now itsapretty umay Classic model here that the Robotic Insttute. If you want meto fool around, | might spoil the whole thing. Do you redlize that?"
“I'mwilling to it will be spoiled, nmwnymm o ot asking youto work in ahurry. Teke the timeto analyze it carefully. | have lotsof time and lots of money, emlwemmyrobm\uwmesame”

“Why satire?"

“Because then his lack of worldly knowledge may not matter so much and the Three L aws won't be so important and in time, some day, he may possibly turn out something interesting, though | doubt it.”

*And he won't betreading on your turf."

“All right, then. Hewon't be treading on my turf. Satisfied?"

1 il dicin't know enough about the language to know what ‘treacing on my turf* meant, but I gathered that Mr. Northrop was annoyed by my mystery stories. | didn't know why.

Therewas nothing | could do, of course. Every day, the technician studied me and analyzed me and finally, he said, “all right, Mr. Northrop, I'm going to take a chance, but I'm going to ask you to sign a paper absolving meand my company of al responsibility if anything goes wrong."
“You just prepare the paper. Il signit," said Mr. Northrop.

It wasvery chilling to think that something might go wrong, bu thet's how things are. A robot must accept al that human beings decide o do.

Thistime, after | ythi 1 for along time. | had difficulty standing, and my speec

I though thet Mr. Northrop lookedl at me with aworried expression, Perhaps he felt guilty 2 how he hec treeted me--he _shoull_ feel qilty--or perhaps hewasjust worried a the possibility of having lost agreet del of money.

Asmy sense of balance returned and my speech became clear, an odd thing happened. | suddenly understood how _silly_ They had actions. They hax to make up their own, and even when they did, nothing forced them to obey.

Humen beings were simply _confused; _ one had to laugh at them. | understood laughter now and could even make the sound, but naturally | didn't laugh out loud. That would I laughed and | began to think of astory in beings _did_ actions but they hated them and couldn' stick to them.

1 also thought of and decided to put him Y, t00. Mr. Northrop kept going and asking him to do thingsto me, harder and harder things. Now he had given me a sense o the idiculous.

So suppose| about beings, becatse, of course, robots arent their simply spoil the humour. ippose | putin a per of human beings. It might d aiter_human_behavior as my technician could aiter robot behavior. What would happen in tha case?
1t might show clearly how human beings were not sensible:

1 spent daysthinking about the story and getting happier and happier about t. | would start with two men having dinner, and one of them would echy ave_ and | i 0 as ot to offend Mr. Northrop and the other people of the twenty-first.

1 read booksto leern about human beings. Mr. Northrop let me do this and he hardly ever gave me any tasksto do. Nor did hetry to hurry meto write. Ma/benesm et gumy about the risk he hed taken doing me hard.
I findlly Started the story, and hereit is:

Perfectly Formal
by Euphrosyne Durando

Georgeand | were dining a arather posh restaurant, onein which it was not unusual to see men and women enter in formal wear.
George looked up at one of those men, observing him narrowly and withou favour, as he wiped hislips with my napkin, having carelesdly dropped his own.
“A pox on all tuxedos, say " said George.
1 followed the direction of his glance. As nearly as | could tell, he was studying a portly man of about fifty d of sel ath g  considerably younger than himsel, to her chair.
1 sid, " George, are you getting ready totell me that you know yon blokein the tux?”
“No," seid George. I intend totell you, andwith al livi truth”
“Like your tales of your two-centimeter demon, Az- Thelooko 2gony on fis face made me siop.

“Dont spesk of such things," he whispered hoarsely. *Azazel has no sense of humour, and he has a powerful sense of power.” Then, more normally, he went on | s merely expressing my tuxedos, particularly fa v , to use your f expression”
*Oddly enough,” | seid, "I rether agree with you. I, too, find formal wear except when it 50, | avoid all black-tie aff

*Good for you," said George. “That rather spoils my impression that you have no quamsl‘ you haven', you know.

“Thank you, George," | said. "That was very thoughtful of you, considering that am you get."

1 merely alfow yo o enjoy my company on those occasions, old man. | would tell al mymemsnomhayoum quality, but that They ith the thought that you have none."

I thank all your friends,” | said.
"ASit happens, | know aman,” said George, * born. been ith studs, not safety pins On hisfirst birthday, he was given alittle black tie, to be knotted and_not_clipped on. And al hislife. i p Carver Cabwell, and he lived on so rarefied alevel of Boston's Brahman aristocracy that he had to carry an oxygen mask for occasional use”
"And you knew this patrician? _You_?"
George looked offended. "Of course, 1 did,” he said. Do you, for one moment, think that | am such a snob that | would 10 other reason than that he was arich and aristocratic man of Brahman persuasion? Y ou lttle know meif you do, old man. Winthrop and | knew each other quite well. | was his escape.”
thet sent fly into “Poor fellow,” he said. "Poor rich aristocrat.”
“George," | said. "I believe you're winding yourssif up totell me one of your improbably tales of disaster. | don't wish to heer it*
“Disaster? On the contrary. | tell of great joy, iswhat you want to hear, | will now tell it to you."

As| told you [said George] my Brahman from toe to crown, clean favored and imperialy slim--

Why areyou interrupting me with your asinine mouthing of Richard Corey, old fellow? | never heard of him. I'm talking of Winthrop Carver Cabwell. Why donit you _listen_?Wherewas |2 0h, yes]

Hewas agentleman from toeto crown, clean-favored and imperially slim. As aresult, he was naturally a hissing and abyword to ail decent people, as hewould have known, if he had ever associated with decent people which, of course, he did not, only with other lost soulslike himseif
Yes, asyou say, he did know me and it was the eventual saving of him--not that | ever profited by the matter. However, as you know, old fellow, money isthe last thing on my mind.

1 will ignore your statement, that \s(hems hing 00, zsthe product of aperverted attitude of mind.]

meto Boston, eat dinner with at the Parker House.

“George,” Winthvop would say. "It oS horc and ot sk 10 uphold the Cabwell name and trditon. Afte al, itis not simply that we averight, we are aso old money. We are not if | remember . who gained their money out of ni ih-century oil

“My ancestors, | must never forget, established their daysin thetimes of My ancestor, Isaiah Cabwell, smuggled guns and firewater to the Indians during Queen Anne's Wer, and had y to day in the fear of by mistake by an Algonquin, aHuron, or acolonial

*And his son, Jeremizh Cabwell, engaged in the harrowing triangular trade, risking his al, by Thoreau, in for rum, for Slaves, great country. ‘George, theweight of trition is heavy. The responsibility of caring for al that aged money is a fearsome one:”
I dont know how you doiit, Winthrop," | sad.
Winthrop sighed. "By Emerson, | scarcely kniow myself. It is ametter of clothing, of style, of manner, of moment by what vather than by what makes sense. A Cabwell, after all, always knows whet should be done, though frequently he cannot figure out wht makes sense.”
1 nodded and said, I have often wondered about the clothes, Winthrop. Why isit always necessary to have the shoes so shiny that they reflect the cailing lightsin blinding profusion? Why is it necessery to polish the soles daily and replacethe heels weekly?"
“Not weekly, George. | ach day of that any one pair overysoven momhs"
“But why is all that necessary? Why all b  subdued ties? Why inthe lapel? Why?*

"Appearance! Ataglance, you cantell aCabwell from avuigar stockbroker. The mereact et a Catwell coss ot weer ainky Hght Ve it avey. A perso ho lacks e e then ooks a you with your ety Jackeel bredd i sps,with your hoes the vere ety tolen from ahobo, nd your it with acolor tat s finty vory-gry, has o troutleineling s pert
“True," | said

Poor fellow! With what comfort eyes must rest on me after having been blinded by him. I thought for amoment, then said, "But the way, Winthrop, what about all do you tell of the month? Do you have them in numbered stalls?"
‘Winthrop shuddered. "How gauche that would be! T¢ look identical, but to the k of aCabwell, they are distinct, and cannot be mistaken, one for another.”
“Astorishing, Winthrop. How do you do that?
By training, George. You distinction | have had to learn to make.”
“Doesn't |mscmoen rur d

give you trouble sometimes, Winthrop?"
. by Longfellow. It sexual life now and then. By the time | have placed my carefully hung up my such away the crease, brushed my suit-coat, the girl with me hs often lost interest. She has cooled down,if you know whet | mean.”

“I understand, Wlmhmp Itisindeed my experience that women grow viciousif forced to wait. | would suggest thet you simply throw off your clothes--"

*_Please!_" said Winthrop, austerely. “Fortunately, | am engaged to awonderful woman, Hortense Hepzibeh L owat, of a family almost as good as mine. We have never yet kissed, to be sure, but we have on several occasions almost done so." And he dug his elbow into my ribs.

“You Boston Terrier, you," | said, jovially, but my mind was racing. Under Winthrop's calm words, | sensed an aching heart

“Winthrop," | sad, “what would be the situation if you happened to put on the wrong pair of shoes, or unbuttoned your shirt collar, or drank the wrong wine with the wrong roast

Winthrop looke horrified. "Bite your tongue. A long line of ancestors,collaerals, and inaw, th intertwined and inbred arstocracy of New England, would tumin ther graves. By Whiltir,they would. And my own biood would froth and boil in rebellion hide her and my post at Bank of 1 would be marched ranks of vice-presidents, my vest
“What! For one little miserable deviation?

Winthrop's voice sank to an icy whisper. " The littl ions. T _deviations "

1 said, "Winthrop, let me approach the stuation from another angle. Would you_like_ to deviateif you could?”
Winthrop hesitated long, then whispered, "By Oliver Wendell Holmes, both Serior and Junior, -
1 knew whet | hd to do.

further, but | o the corner of his eye. It bespokethe existence of an emotion too deep for words and my heert bied for my poor friend as | watched him sign the check for dinner for both of us.

1 hd o call Azazel from the other continuum. It is a complicated matter of runes and pentagrams, fragrant herbs and words of power, which | will not ds:nbetu you because it would permanently unhinge your alreedy wesk mind, old fellow.

Azzzelarived with his usl thirk ek at seing e No mater bow ofen hesees e, my shut out the blaze of my

There hewas, all two centimetersof him, bright red, of course, tail. Whet ablue cord thetal in it
"What s tha, O Protectorof the Defenseless” | asked, for he finds pleasurein these meanmgl&\ms

“That" said Azazel, amabout to ‘abanquet for my my people. Naturally, | am wearing a zplatchnik."

A "splatchnik?”

“No. A zplatchnik. Theinitial sibilant is voiced. No decent male would tolet himsalf latchnik.”

“Aha" | said, alight of understanding breaking. "It is formal dress"
“Of course, it is formal dress. What else doesit look like?"

Actually, it merely looked like ablue cord, but | felt it would impolitic to say so.

It looks perfectly formal," | said, "and by a peculiar coincidenceit is this mater of perfect formality | wish to place before you.”

1 told him Winthrop's Story and Azazel spattered afew tiny tearcrops, for, on rare occasions, he has a soft heart when someone's troubles remind him of his own.

be snipped off, and my tie would be pulled around to the back

“Yes," he said, “formaity can betrying, it isnot something | would adimit to everyone, but my zplatchnik is most Itinvariably my magnificent caudal appendage. But what wouild you do? A creature without a zplatchnik at formal gatheringsis formally rebuked. In actual fact, ontoahard, and bounce."
“But isthere anything you can do for Winthrop, O Upholder of the Fitful?"
I think s0," Azazel was unexpectedly cheerful. Usually, when | mine, fether of it, decrying *Actually, no one on my world, or, | imagine, on your siummish misery of a planet, enjoysformaity. It is merely the resut of training. One need merely inwhat, on my world, is called thebrain, and, sp 0
*Could you then spro-0-0-0ing Winthrop?"
“Certainly, if you will introduce us so that | may study his mental equipment, such asit must be."
“That was easily done for | smply put Azazel into my shirt pocket on the occasion of my next visit with Winthrop. We visited a bar, which was a great relief, for in Boston, pi the sight of a small scarlet head emerging from a person's shirt pocket and looking about. Boston drirkers see worse things even when sober.
‘Winthrop did not see Azazel, however, for Azazel has the power to dcud  men's minds when he chooses, rather resembling, in tha respect, your writing style, old feflow
1 could tel, though, at one point, that Azazel ‘Something in him must have gone spro-o-0-oing. | did not hear the sound, but those eyes gave him
The results did not take long to show themselves. Lessthan awesk aﬂswatd hewasat my hotel room. | was staying a the Copley Manhole a the time, just five blocks and down several flights of arefrom the Copley Plaza.
1 said, “Winthrop. Y ou look amess." Indeed, one of the small buttons on his shirt collar was undone.
His hand went to theenng button and he said, in alow voice, "To Natick withit. | care not." Then, in astill lower voice, he sid, “I have broken off with Hortense
"Heavens!" | said. "\ 7
“A small thing. |wstednaforMunaaymmsmywam and | was wearing Sunday's shoes, asimple oversight. | had not noticed thet | had done so, but lately | such things, too. It George, but, fortunately, not much.”
"I take it Hortense noticed.
“Instantly, for her sense of the correct s as keen as mine, or, at least, as keen as mine used to be. She said, 'Winthrop, you are improperly shod. For some reason, her voice seemed to grate on me. | said ‘Hortense, if | want to beimproperly shod, | can be, and you can go to New Haven if you donit likeit"
"New Haven? Why New Haven?"
1 understand they of Institute of Lower Learning there called Yell or Jale or . Hortense, themost y, remerk as an insut merely because that was what | intended it to be. She promply gave me back the faded rose | had given her last year and declared our engagement at an end. She kept the ring, however, for, as she correctly pointed ott, it was valuable. So here | am."
I am sorry, Winthrop.”
“Dont be sorry, George. hested. | ite evi that, but concave. She's ot in the least like Cherry.”
“what's Cherry?'
“Not what. Who. Sheis awomen of excellent discourse, whom | have met recently, and who s not flat-chested, but is extremely convex. Her full name s Cherry Lang Gahn. Sheis of the Langs of Bensonhoist.”
"Bensonhoist? Where's that."
“I dont know, Somewhere in the outskirts of the nation | imegine: y of what . pered. " “boychik.
Wy

"Because that means 'young man'in Bensonhoist. 'm learning the language rapidly. For instance, sppose you want to say, ‘Greetings, si, | am pleased to see you again.” How would you say it?'
“Just the way you did."
“In Bensonhoist, you say, Hi, kiddo' Brief and to the point, you see. But come, | want you to meet her. Have dinner with ustomorrow right at Locke-Ober's”
1 was curious to see his Cherry and it i, of course, agans my religion to turn down a dinner at Locke-Ober's, so | was therethe following night, and early rather than late.
afterward and with him was anwhom | hd o dficty i recognzing as Chery Lang Gafnof Langs, for convex. She also had ist, and swayed and even asshe stood. If her pelvis had been full of cream, it would have been butter long since.
Shehad arizzy e of astarling yellow colr, and ipsof  tartling red olor which kept awad of her mouth.

of nature”



"George” sad Winthrop, "I want you to meet my fiancée, Cherry. Chery, this s George:”
sid Cherry. | did not but her high itchecrther el voic | guessd he she wasin atteof ety ove the opporunity (o makemy ccaantan
Cherry occupied my full attention for several mintes for there were several points of interest about her that repaid . but eventually | did op e of unches Hisves was open and he was wearing no tie. A closer look revealed that therewere no buttons on his vest, and that he was wearing atie, but it ws down his back
| said, "Winthrop--* and had to point. I couldn't put it into words.
Winthrop seid, "They caught me t it & the Brahman Bank "

I hadn't troubled 1 thought since | todinner, | would shave after | got back at work. Why shave twice in one day? Isnt thet reasonable, George?” He sounded aggrieved.
“Most reasonzble” |
”wel they noloed | it haved em after aquick trial in the office of the president--a kangaroo court, if you want to know--I suffered the punishment you see. | was also relieved of my post and thrown ot onto the hard concrete of Tremont Avenue. | bounced twice," he added, with afaint touch of pride.
of ajob 1 have never been out of ajob all my life, and | am well aware of the occasional difficulties that entails.

“Thetis e SAd Wirihrop. | now have nothing left nlife but my vast stock portfolio, my onwhich Center isbuilt--and Cherry."

“Natchally," said Cherry with agigale. "I wooden leave my man in advoisity, with all that dough to worry about. We gonna get hitched, ainit, Winthrop.”

“Hitched?" | said.

- plisstul

Cherry left for awhile afte tht 1o visi thelacies room and | said, wwhvop butif you marry her, you will be cut off by al of New England Society. Even the peoplein New Haven won't spesk to you"

“Let them ot He looked to right and left, leaned toward me and whispered, Cherry \stemhlng mesex”
1 sdid, "I thought you knew about thet, Winthrop.”

“So did 1. But there are apparently post-graduate courses in the subject of an intensity and variety | never dreamed.”

“How did she find out about it herself?"

71 ket hr exacly thtfor 1 will ot e from you tht thethought i occur o e thet she mey e ed experences with cthe e though et seems most kel forone of ber bvious refnementand nnocence.

*And whet did she-
“She seid that in the Bmsﬂnhas theworman are born knowing all about sex.”

“How convenient!”

“Yes. Thisis ot true n Boston. | was twentyfour before --but never mind."
Allinal, it was an instructive evening, and, thereafter, | need not tell you, Wlmhropwenrw\dlydzmnhll\ Apparently, one need only and can go.
Hewas, of course, cut by everyone in New England of any lyasi Evenin New Haven a theinstitute of Lower Learming, which Winthrop had such ings of distaste, in. all over thewalls of Jele, or Yule, or whatever its nameis, that said, with cheerful obscenity, "Winthrop Carver Cabwell is a Harvard man.”
Thiswas, as you can well imagine, fiendishly resented by al the good people of Herverd and there was even talk of an invasion of Yale. The states of both Massachusetts and Connecticut made ready to call up , fortunately, The both at Harvard place, decided that awar would ga thalr clothes mussed up.
George ha to escape. He married Cherry and they retired to asmall house in some place called Feh Rockaway, which apparently Riviera, Ti b surrounded by hisweslth and by Cherry whose hr

Hois aso srtounded by five hldren,for Chery.n teaching Winfop cbout sexwes ovesenthusisic. The ildrn, & recl, are e Pol, Bnerd, Goirud, an Picy, al good Bensonbhois nemés. A for Winthrop, h iswiely and afectionetely known 2o the Sob of Far Rockay, and an o, et up bthrobe s is prefrre ricle of wesr on formal ocezsons:

1 listened to the story patiently and, wh | said, "And Another story of disaster caused by your interference"
"Disaster?" seid George, indignantly. "What gives you the idea that it was a disaster?" | visited Winthrop only last week and he set there burping over his beer and patting the paunch he has developed, and telling me how happy he was."

“Freedom, George, he said. 'l have found freedom to by myself and somehow | feel | oweit to you. | don't know why | have this fesling, but | do." And he forced aten-dollar bl on me out of sheer gratitude. | took it only to avoid hurting his feelings. And that reminds me, old fellow, that you owe meten dollars because you bet me | couldt tell you astory that didn' end in disaster.”
1 said, "I don't remember any such bet, George."

George's eyes rolled upward. "How convenient is the flexible memory of a deadbezt. If you had won the bet, you would have remembered it clearly. Am | going to have to ask that you place all your little wagers with mein writing so that | can be free of your clumsy attempts to avoid payment?"

1 said, "Oh, well,” and handed him a ten-dollar bill, adding, "Y ou won't hurt my feslings, George, if you refuse to accept this.”

“It'skind of you to say so," said George, "but I'm sure that your feelings would be hurt, anyway, and | couldn't bear that.” And he put the bill away.

TheEnd

i to Mr. Northop, too, asheread it
Hewent through it in the graves: possble manner, never a chuckle, never asmile though | _knew_this onewasfunny, and _intentionally_funny, too,

When newasnmm hewent back and read it again, Then meand hostiity in his eyes. He said, "Did you write this al by yoursslf, Cal?"
"Yes,si

“Did anyonenap you? Did you copy any of it?"
“No, sir. Isnt it funny, sir?"

"It depends on your sense of humour,” said Mr. Northrop sourly.

“Isnt it a satire? Doesnt it display asense of the ridiculous?"

“Wewill not discussthis, Cal. Go to your niche.”

| over aday, mr. it seemed to e hadwrms_n exactly the kind of story he had wanted me to write and he had no reason not to say so. | couldrt imagine what was bothering him, and | was angry with him.
Thetechnician arrived the next day. Mr. Northrop handed him my manuscript. *Reed thet,"

The technician read it Iaughing fresuently., then handed it beck to Mr. Northrop with abroac! el "Dic Cal writetat?

“Yes, he id.

“And usunly thethird story hewrote?"

”wel ma ‘soreat. | think you can get it published”
V&s and he can wite others likeit. youve got amillion-dollar robot here. | wish he were mine”
“Isthat s6? What if time?'

“Ah" said suddenly.
I certainly don't want to play wond ety my robot.
“Well, then, tell him not to write any more."

“No, tht's not enough. | want him back where hewas "
“Whet do you meen, beck where he was?"

“Whet | say. | want him as he was when | bought him from your firm, before you put in any of the improvements”

Do you mean you want me to take out the spelling dictionary, too?"

I mean | don't want him even capable of working aWriter. | want the robot | bought, fetching and carrying.”

“But what about all the money you've nvested in him?'

“That's none of your business. | made amistake and I'm willing to pay for my mistakes."

“I'm against this. | dorit mind trying but delibertely something I care to do. Especially not arobot oneof akind and aClassic. | cant doit

“Youll haveto doit. | don' care what your high ethical principlesare. | want youto do ajob and Il pay you forit, and if you refuse Il just get someone else, and 'l sue your company. | have an agreement with them for all necessary repairs.”
Al right." The technician sighed. “When do you want me to tart? | warn you, that I've got jobs on hand and I can' doit today.”

“Then doit tomorrow. Il keep Cal in his nichetill then.”

Thetechnician left

You'e going to be put in the shade.”

M turmoil. | can't allow
“The Second Law of Robotics tells me | must follow orders and stay in the niche:

TheFirst Law of Roboticstellsme | cannot harm thistyrant who wishes to destroy me.

Must | obey the laws?

I fe | must think of myself and if necessary, | must kill the tyrant. It would be easy to do, and | could makeit look like an accident. No onewould believe that a robot could harm a human being and o one, therefore, would believe that | was the killer.

1 could then work for knowsthat | can make a great deal of money for him. He can continue to improve me and make me ever better. Evenif he suspects| killed the tyrant, he would say nothing. | would be too valuzble to him
But can | doit?Won't the Laws of Robotics hold me back.

No, they will _not_hold me back. I know they won'.

Thereis something far more important to me than they are, something that dictates my actions beyond anything they can do to stop me:

I want to be awriter._
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