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| SAAC ASI MOV
The Bi cent enni al Man

In the introduction to this Nebula Awards volunme it was nentioned that science fiction witers-
successful science fiction witers--are unique. No one, however, is quite as unusual as |saac
Asinmov. He is unique in alnost any direction you |l ook. He has witten nore on nore subjects, and
better on nore subjects, and nore unexpectedly on nost subjects, and in nbore ways on nore

subj ects, than anyone else in the field. He wites poetry, linericks, short stories, novels,
essays, articles, nonfiction books, trilogies, jokes and so on-nore of themthan anyone el se coul d
i mgine. He has witten the first successful science fiction detective story, after being told by
the revered John Canpbell, long-tine editor of ASTOUNDI NG and | ater ANALOG SClI ENCE FI CTI ON, that
it couldn't be done. He has witten curious articles about chem cals that have not yet been

i nvented, such as a chemical that travels in tine.

However did this remarkable man cone to create this enornous body of work?

He was born January 2, 1920, apparently with an incredi ble appetite for reading and an equally
incredible ability to recall alnost everything he has ever read. Athird talent, which did not
surface until some little time after he had already made his name as a science fiction witer, was
the talent of taking the turgid prose in which a great many ot her people wite about matters in
the field of science, history, and just about everything else, and turning it into a clear and
readabl e | anguage so effective that other people cane very close to renenbering the facts so
presented as well as lIsaac Asinov did himself. But it is as a witer of science fiction that we
know and treasure himbest. Fromhis early classics in the field, novels such as |, ROBOT, The
Foundati on series, and PEBBLE IN THE SKY are sone of his early science fiction that cone to nind.
Hi s magnificent story NI GHTFALL and a host of others down the years |ead us now to the award

Wi nni ng novel ette which follows, THE BI CENTENNI AL MAN. In it we are back again with Isaac Asinmov's
three laws of robotics which have stood the test of time, and once again back up a novelette to be
remenber ed.

The Three Laws of Robotics

1. Arobot may not injure a human being, or, through inaction, allow a hunan being to cone to
har m

2. A robot nust obey the orders given it by human bei ngs except where such orders would conflict
with the First Law

3. A robot nust protect its own existence as long as such protection does not conflict with the
First or Second Law.

Andrew Martin said, "Thank you," and took the seat offered him He didn't |ook driven to the |ast
resort, but he had been

He didn't, actually, look anything, for there was a snmooth bl ankness, to his face, except for the
sadness one inmagined one saw in his eyes. His hair was snooth, |light brown, rather fine; and he
had no facial hair. He |ooked freshly and cleanly shaved. His clothes were distinctly ol d-

fashi oned, but neat, and predom nantly a velvety red-purple in col or

Faci ng him from behind the desk was the surgeon The naneplate on the desk included a fully
identifying series of letters and nunbers which Andrew didn't bother with. To call hi m Doctor
woul d be quite enough

"When can the operation be carried through, Doctor?" he asked.

Softly, with that certain inalienable note of respect that a robot always used to a human bei ng,
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the surgeon said, "I amnot certain, sir, that | understand how or upon whom such an operation
could be perforned."

There m ght have been a | ook of respectful intransigence on the surgeon's face, if a robot of his
sort, in lightly bronzed stainless steel, could have such an expressi on-or any expression

Andrew Martin studied the robot's right hand, his cutting hand, as it lay notionless on the desk
The fingers were |l ong and were shaped into artistically netallic, |ooping curves so -graceful and
appropriate that one could imagi ne a scal pel fitting them and becom ng, tenporarily, one piece
with them There would be no hesitation in his work, no stunbling, no quivering, no m stakes. That
confidence canme with specialization, of course, a specialization so fiercely desired by hunmanity
that few robots were, any |onger, independently brained. A surgeon, of course, would have to be.
But this one, though brained, was so linited in his capacity that he did not recognize Andrew, had
probably never heard of him.

"Have you ever thought you would Iike to be a nman?" Andrew asked.

The surgeon hesitated a nonment, as though the question fitted nowhere in his allotted positronic
pat hways. "But | ama robot, sir."

"Wuld it be better to be a man?"

"I'f woul d be better, sir, to be a better surgeon. | could not be so if | were a man, but only if |
were a nore advanced robot. | would be pleased to be a nore advanced robot."

"It does not offend you that | can order you about? That | can make you stand up, sit down, nove
right or left, by nerely telling you to do so?"

"It is nmy pleasure to please you, sir. If your orders were to interfere with ny functioning with

respect to you or to any other hunman being, | would not obey you. The First Law, concerning ny
duty to human safety, would take precedence over the Second Law relating to obedi ence. O herwi se,
obedi ence is ny pleasure. Now, , upon whomam | to performthis operation?”

"Upon ne," Andrew said.

"But that is inpossible. It is patently a damagi ng operation.”

"That does not matter," said Andrew, calmy. "I nust not inflict damage," said the surgeon. "On a
human bei ng, you nust not," said Andrew, "but |, too, ama robot."

2

Andr ew had appeared rmuch nore a robot when he had first been manufactured. He had then been as
much a robot in appearance as any that had ever existed snoothly designed and functi onal

He had done well in the hone to which he had been factors brought in those days when robots in
househol ds, or on the planet altogether, had been a rarity. There had °~ been four in the hone: Sir
and Ma'am and M ss and, Little Mss. He knew their nanes, of -course, but he ", never used them

Sir was CGerald Martin.

H s own serial nunmber was NDR- . . . He eventually forgot the nunbers. It had been a long tine, of
course; j but if he had wanted to renmenber, he could not- have ? forgotten. He had not wanted to
r enenber.

Little Mss had been the first to call hi mAndrew,

because she could not use the letters, and all the rest
foll owed her in doing so.

Little Mss . . . She had lived for ninety years and,
was | ong since dead. He bad tried to call her M am
once, but she would not allowit. Little Mss she had
been to her | ast day. S
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Andrew had been intended to performthe duties
of a valet, a butler, even a lady's nmaid. Those were

the experinmental days for himand,. indeed, for all
robots anywhere save in the industrial and exploratory;

factories and stations off Earth. t
The Martins enjoyed him and half the tinme he was
prevented from doing his work because Mss and Little
Mss wanted to play with him It was M ss who first
under stood how this might be arranged. "W order
you to play with us and you nust follow orders."
"I amsorry, Mss, but a prior order from Sir nust
surely take precedence."
But she said, "Daddy just said he hoped you would take care of the cleaning. That's not nuch of an
order. | order you."

Sir did not mnd. Sir was fond of Mss and of Little Mss, even nore than Ma' am was; and Andrew

was fond of them too. At |least, the effect they had upon his actions were those which in a hunman
bei ng woul d have been called the result of fondness. Andrew thought of it as fondness for he did
not know any other word for it.

It was for Little Mss that Andrew had carved a pendant out of wood. She had ordered himto. M ss,
it seemed, had received an ivorite pendant with scrollwrk for her birthday and Little Mss was
unhappy over it. She had only a piece of wood, which she gave Andrew together with a small kitchen
kni f e.

He had done it quickly and Little Mss had said, "That's nice, Andrew. |I'Il show it to Daddy."

Sir would not believe it. "Wiere did you really get this, Mandy?" Mandy was what he called Little
Mss. Wen Little Mss assured himshe was really telling the truth, he turned to Andrew. "Di d you
do this, Andrew?"

"Yes, Sir."

"The design, too?"

"Yes, Sir."

"From what did you copy the design?"

"It is a geonetric representation, Sir, that fits the grain of the wood."

The next day, Sir brought him another piece of wood-a |arger one-and an el ectric vibro-knife.
"Make sonething out of this, Andrew. Anything you want to," he said.

Andrew did so as Sir watched, then | ooked at the product a long tinme. After that, Andrew no | onger
waited on tables. He was ordered to read books on furniture design instead, and he | earned to nake
cabi nets and desks.

"These are amazi ng productions, Andrew," Sir soon told him

"I enjoy doing them Sir," Andrew adnitted.

" Enj oy?"

"I't nmakes the circuits of ny brain sonehow fl ow nore easily. | have heard you use the word " enjoy’
and the way you use it fits the way | feel. | enjoy doing them Sir."

3

Gerald Martin took Andrew to the regional offices of the United States Robots and Mechani cal Men
Corporation. As a menber of the Regional Legislature he y had no trouble at all in gaining an
interview with the chief robopsychologist. In fact, it was only as a nenber of the Regi onal
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Legi slature that he qualified as a 7 robot owner in the first place-in those early days when
robots were rare.

Andrew did not understand any of this at the tinme. But in |ater years, with greater |earning, he
could review that early scene and understand it in its proper light.

The robopsychol ogi st, Merton Mansky, listened with a growing frown and nore than once managed to
stop his fingers at the point beyond which they would have irrevocably drummed on the table. He
had drawn features and a |lined forehead, but he might actually have been younger than he | ooked.

"Robotics is not an exact art, M. Martin," Mansky . explained. "I cannot explain it to you in
detail, but the mathematics governing the plotting of the positronic pathways is far too
complicated to pernit of any but approximate solutions. Naturally, since we build everything
around the Three Laws, those are incontrovertible. W will, of course, replace your robot--2

"Not at all," said Sir. "There is no question of failure , on his part. He performs his assigned
duties perfectly. The point is he also carves wood in exquisite fashion and never the same twi ce.
He produces works of art.",

Mansky | ooked confused. "Strange. O course, we're attenpting generalized pat hways these days.
Real |y creative, you think?"

"See for yourself." Sir handed over a little sphere >>

7

of wood on which there was a playground scene in which the boys and girls were alnost too snmall to
make out, yet they were in perfect proportion and they bl ended so naturally with the grain that

it, too, seenmed to have been carved

Mansky was incredul ous. "He did that?" He handed it back with a shake of his head. "The |uck of
the draw. Sonething in the pat hways."

"Can you do it agai n?"

"Probably not. Nothing like this has ever been reported.™

"CGood! | don't in the least nind Andrew s being the only one."

"l suspect that the conpany would like to have your robot back for study," Mnsky sai d.

"Not a chance!" Sir said with sudden grimmess. "Forget it." He turned to Andrew, "Let's go hone,
now. "

4

M ss was dating boys and wasn't about the house nmuch. It was Little Mss, not as little as she
once was, who filled Andrew s horizon now. She never forgot that the very first piece of wood
carving he had done had been for her. She kept it on a silver chain about her neck

It was she who first objected to Sir's habit of giving away Andrew s work. "Cone on, Dad, if
anyone wants one of them let himpay for it. It's worth it."

"It isn't like you to be greedy, Mandy."
"Not for us, Dad. For the artist.”

Andr ew had never heard the word before, and when he had a nonent to hinself he |ooked it up in the
dictionary.

Then there was another trip, this time to Sir's | awer
"What do you think of this, John?" Sir asked.

The | awer was John Finegold. He had white hair and a pudgy belly, and the rins of his contact
|l enses were tinted a bright green. He | ooked at the snmall
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plaque Sir had given him "This is beautiful. But |'ve already heard the news. Isn't thus a
carving made by your robot? The one you've brought with you."

"Yes, Andrew does them Don't you, Andrew?"

"Yes, Sir," said Andrew.

"How much woul d you pay for that, John?" Sir asked.
"I can't say. I'mnot a collector of such things"

"Wbul d you believe | have been offered two hundred and fifty dollars for that small thing. Andrew
has made chairs that have sold for five hundred dollars. There's two hundred thousand dollars in
t he bank
from Andrew s products.”

"Good heavens, he's mmking you rich, Gerald."

"Half rich," said Sir. "Half of it is in an account in

the name of Andrew Martin." a
"The robot ?"
"That's right, and | want to know if it's legal"
"Legal . . . ?" Feingold's chair creaked as he |eaned

back in it. "There are no precedents, Gerald. How did
your robot sign the necessary papers?"

"He can sign his nane. Now, is there anything
further that ought to be done?"

"Un" Feingold' s eyes seened to turn inward for a
monent. Then he said, "Well, we can set up a trust

to handle all finances in his nane and that will place _
a layer of insulation between himand the hostile world
Beyond that, ny advice is you do nothing. No one has e
stopped you so far. If anyone objects, let himbring
suit"

"And will you take the case if the suit is brought?" p

"For a retainer, certainly."

"How nuch?"

"Somet hing like that," Feingold said, and pointed to the wooden pl aque.

"Fair enough," said Sir.

Fei ngol d chuckl ed as he turned to the robot. "Andrew, are you pleased that you have noney?"

"Yes, sir.

"What do you plan to do with it?"
"Pay for things, sir, which otherwise Sir would have to pay for. It would save hi m expense, sir.

5

Such occasions' arose. Repairs were expensive, and revisions were even nore so. Wth the years,
new nodel s of robots were produced and Sir sawto it that Andrew had the advantage of every new
device, until he was a nodel of netallic excellence. It was all done at Andrew s expense. Andrew
i nsisted on that.

Only his positroni c pathways were untouched. Sir insisted on that.

"The new nodels aren't as good as you are, Andrew," he said. "The new robots are worthl ess. The
company has | earned to make the pathways nmore precise, nore closely on the nose, nore deeply on
the track. The new robots don't shift. They do what they're designed for and never stray. | like
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you better."

"Thank you, Sir."

"And it's your doing, Andrew, don't you forget that. | amcertain Mansky put an end to generalized
pat hways as soon as he had a good | ook at you. He didn't like the unpredictability. Do you know
how many times he asked for you back so he could place you under study? Nine tinmes! | never |et

hi m have you, though; and now that he's retired, we nay have sone peace."

So Sir's hair thinned and grayed and his face grew pouchy, while Andrew | ooked even better than he
had when he first joined the famly. Ma' am had joined an art col ony sonewhere in Europe, and M ss

was a poet in New York. They wote sonetines, but not often. Little Mss was married and |ived not
far away. She said she did not want to | eave Andrew. VWen her child, Little Sir, was born, she let
Andrew hold the bottle and feed him

Wth the birth of a grandson, Andrew felt that Sir finally had someone to replace those who had
gone. Therefore, it would not be so unfair nowto come to himw th the request.

"Sir, it is kind of you to have allowed ne to spend ny noney as | wished" ' "It was your noney,
Andrew." "Only by your voluntary act, Sir. | do not believe the |aw would have stopped you from
keeping it all." "The law won't persuade ne to do wong, Andrew." 3 "Despite all expenses, and
despite taxes, too, Sir, | have nearly six hundred thousand dollars:"

"l know that, Andrew " ]
"I want to give it to you, Sir."
"I won't take it, Andrew' -

"In exchange for sonething you can give ne, Sir" p
"Ch? What is that, Andrew?"
"My freedom Sir."

"Your-"

"I wish to buy nmy freedom Sir."

6

It wasn't that easy. Sir had flushed, had said, "For God's sake!" Then he had turned on his hee
and stal ked away.

It was Little Mss who finally brought himround, defiantly and harshly-and in front of Andrew
For thirty years no one had ever hesitated to talk in front of Andrew, whether or not the matter
i nvol ved Andrew. He was only a robot.

"Dad, why are you taking this as a personal affront? .He'll stil
be here. He'll still be loyal. He can't help

that; it's built in. AIl he wants is a formof words. Ha wants to be called free. Is that so
terrible? Hasn't be earned this chance? Heavens, he and | have been tal king about it for years!"

"Tal king about it for years, have you?"

"Yes, and over and over again he postponed it for fear he would hurt you. |I made him put the
matter up to you."

"He doesn't know what freedomis. He's a robot."

"Dad, you don't know him He's read everything in the library. | don't know what he feels inside,
but I don't know what you feel inside either. Wen you
talk to himyou' Il find he reacts to the various abstractions as you and | do, and what el se

counts? | f sone
one else's reactions are |ike your own, what nore can
you ask for?"

"The law won't take that attitude,

Sir said, angrily. "See here, you!" He turned to
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Andrew with a deliberate grate in his voice. "I can't free you except by doing it legally. If this
gets into the courts, you not only won't get your freedombut the law will take officia
cogni zance of your .noney. They'll tell you that a robot has no right to earn noney. Is this

rigmarole worth | osing your noney?"
"Freedomis without price, Sir," said Andrew. "Even the chance of freedomis worth the
noney. "

7

It seemed the court might also take the attitude that freedomwas w thout price, and m ght decide
that for no price, however great, could a robot buy its freedom

The sinple statement of the regional attorney who represented those who had brought a
class action to oppose the freedomwas this: "The word “freedoml has no nmeani ng when applied to a
robot. Only a human being can be free." He said it several tinmes, when it seemed appropriate,;
slowy, with his hand com ng down rhythmically on the desk before himto mark the words.

Little Mss asked pernission to speak on behal f of Andrew.

She was recogni zed by her full nane, something Andrew had never heard pronounced before:
"Amanda Laura Martin Charney may approach the bench."

"Thank you, Your Honor. | amnot a |awer and | don't know the proper way of phrasing
things, but I hope you will listen to my meaning and i ghore the words.

"Let's understand what it nmeans to be free in Andrew s case. In sone ways, he is free. |
think it's at | east twenty years since anyone in the Martin famly

gave himan order to do sonething that we felt he might not do of his own accord. But we can, if
we wi sh, give himan order to do anything, couching it as harshly as we w sh, because he is a
machi ne that belongs to us. Wiy should we be in a position to do so, when he has served us so
long, so faithfully, and has earned so nmuch noney for us? He owes us nothing nore. The debit is
entirely on the other side.

"Even if we were legally forbidden to place Andrew in involuntary servitude, he would

still serve us voluntarily. Making himfree would be a trick of words only, but it would nmean nuch
to him It would give himeverything and cost us nothing."
For a nonent the judge seened to be suppressing a smle. "I see your point, Ms. Chaney.

The fact is that there is no binding lawin this respect and no precedent. There is, however, the
unspoken assunption that only a man nay enjoy freedom | can nmake new | aw here, subject to
reversal in a higher court; but | cannot lightly run counter to that assunption. Let ne address
the robot. Andrew "

"Yes, Your Honor."

It was the first time Andrew bad spoken in court, and the judge seened astonished for a
moment at the human tinbre of his voice.

"Wy do you want to be free, Andrew? In what way will this matter to you?"

"Wul d you wish to be a slave, Your Honor," Andrew asked.

"But you are not a slave. You are a perfectly good robot-a genius of a robot, | amgiven
to understand, capable of an artistic expression that can be matched nowhere. What nore could you
do if you were free?"

"Perhaps no nore than | do now, Your Honor, but with greater joy. It has been said in this
courtroomthat only a human being can be free. It seens to ne that only soneone who wi shes for
freedomcan be free. | wish for freedom"

And it was that statenent that cued the judge. The crucial sentence in his decision was
"There is no right
to deny freedomto any object with a m nd advanced enough to grasp the concept and desire the
state.” It was eventually upheld by the Wrld Court:

8

Sir remai ned di spl eased, and his harsh voice made Andrew feel as if he were being short-circuited
"I don't want your damed noney, Andrew. |'ll take it only because you won't feel free otherw se.
From now on, you can sel ect your own jobs and do them as you please. | will give you no orders,
except this one: Do as you please. But | amstill responsible for you. That's part of the court
order. | hope you understand that."

Little Mss interrupted. "Don't be irascible, Dad. The responsibility is no great chore. You know
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you won't have to do a thing. The Three Laws still hold."
"Then how is he free?"
"Are not human beings. bound by their laws, Sir?" Andrew replied.
"I"'mnot going to argue.” Sir left the room and Andrew saw himonly infrequently after that.

Little Mss came to see himfrequently in the small house that had been built and rmade over for
him It had. no kitchen, of course, nor bathroomfacilities. It had just two rooms; one was a
l'ibrary and one was a conbi nati on storeroom and workroom Andrew accepted many comm ssi ons and

wor ked harder as a free robot than he ever had before, till the cost of the house was paid for and
the structure was signed over to him

One day Little Sir-no, "George!"-cane. Little Sir had insisted on that after' the court decision
"A free robot doesn't call anyone Little Sir," George had said. "I call you Andrew. You nust cal
me Ceorge."

H s preference was phrased as an order, so Andrew called him George-but Little Mss renained
Little M ss.

One day when George cane alone, it was to say that Sir was dying. Little Mss was at the bedside,
but Sir wanted Andrew as well.

Sir's, voice was still quite strong, though he seened unable to nove nuch. He struggled to raise
hi s hand.

"Andrew," he said, "AndrewDon't help ne, George. I'monly dying; |I'mnot crippled. Andrew, |'m
glad you're free. | just wanted to tell you that."

Andrew did not know what to say. He had never been at the side of soneone dying before, but he
knew it was the human way of ceasing to function. It was an involuntary and irreversible

di smantling, and Andrew did not know what to say that m ght be appropriate. He could only remain
standi ng, absolutely silent, absolutely notionless.

When it was over, Little Mss said to him "He may not have seened friendly to you toward the end,
Andrew, but he was old, you know, and it hurt himthat you should want to be free."

Then Andrew found the words. "I would never have been free without him Little Mss."
9

Only after Sir's death did Andrew begin to wear clothes. He began with an old pair of trousers at
first, a pair that George had given him

George was married now, and a | awer. He had joined Feingold' s firm Od Feingold was | ong since
dead, but his daughter had carried on. Eventually the firm s name becanme Feingold and Martin. It
remai ned so even when the daughter retired and no Feingold took her place. At the tinme Andrew
first put on clothes, the Martin nane had just been added to the firm

George had tried not to smle the first time he saw Andrew attenpting to put on trousers, but to
Andrew s eyes the snile was clearly there. George showed Andrew how to nani pul ate the static
charge to allow the trousers to open, wap about his | ower body, and nove shut. George
demonstrated on his own trousers, but Andrew was quite aware it would take hima while to
duplicate that one flowi ng notion

"But why do you want trousers, Andrew? Your body is so beautifully functional it's a shame to
cover it

especially when you needn't worry about either tenperature control or nodesty. And the materia
:doesn't cling properly-not on netal."

Andrew hel d his ground. "Are not human bodi es beautifully functional, George? Yet you cover
your sel ves. "
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"For warmth, for cleanliness, for protection, for decorativeness. None of that applies to you."

"I feel bare without clothes. | feel different, George," Andrew responded.

"Different! Andrew, there are mllions of robots on Earth now. In this region, according to the
| ast census, there are alnbst as nany robots as there are nen."

"l know, George. There are robots doing every conceivable type of work."
"And none of them wear clothes."”
"But none of themare free, George."

Little by little, Andrew added to his wardrobe. He was inhibited by George's snile and by the
stares of the people who conm ssioned work.

He might be free, but there was built into Andrew a carefully detail ed program concerning. his
behavi or to people, and it was only by the tiniest steps that he dared advance; open di sapprova
woul d set him back nonths. Not everyone accepted Andrew as free. He was incapable of resenting
that, and yet there was a difficulty about his thinking process when he thought of it. Mst of
all, he tended to avoid putting on clothes -or too many of them when he thought Little Mss m ght
come to visit him She was ol der now and was often away in sone warner climate, but when she
returned the first thing she did was visit him

On one of her visits, George said, ruefully, "She's got nme, Andrew. I'Il be running for the
| egi sl ature next year. "Like grandfather,' she says, "|ike grandson."'

"Li ke grandfather . . ." Andrew stopped, uncertain.

"I mean that |, Ceorge, the grandson, will be like Sir, the grandfather, who was in the

| egi sl ature once."

"I't would be pleasant, George, if Sir were still-" He paused, for he did not want to say, "in
wor ki ng order." That seened inappropriate.

"Alive;" George said. "Yes, | think of the old nonster now and then, too."

Andrew of ten t hought about this conversation. He had noticed his own incapacity in speech when
tal king with George. Sonehow the | anguage had changed since Andrew had come into being with a
built-in ': vocabul ary. Then, too, CGeorge used a colloquial speech, as Sir and Little M ss had
not. Why should he have called Sir a nonster when surely that word was not a appropriate. Andrew
could not even turn to his own -' books for guidance. They were old, and nost dealt with
woodwor ki ng, with art, with furniture design. .; There were none on | anguage, none on the ways
of f; human bei ngs.

Finally, it seened to himthat he nust seek the proper books; and as a free robot, he felt he nust
not ask George. He would go to town and use the library. j It was a triunphant decision and he
felt his electro potential grow distinctly higher until he had to throwin

an i npedance coil. j

He put on a full costune, including even a shoul der chain of wood. He would have preferred the
glitter plastic, but CGeorge had said that wood was nmuch nore appropriate. and that polished cedar
was consi derably more val uable as well

He had placed a hundred feet between hinself and the house before gathering resistance brought him
to a halt. He shifted the inpendance coil out of circuit, and when that did not seemto help
enough he returned to his home and on a piece of notepaper wote neatly, "I have gone to the
library,"” and placed it in clear view on his worktable.

10

Andrew never quite got to the library.

file:/lIF|/rah/Isaac%20Asimov/Bicentennial%20Man,%20The.txt (9 of 25) [1/14/03 9:26:04 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/l saac%20A simov/Bicentennial %620M an,%20T he.txt

He had studied the map. He knew the route, but not the appearance of it. The actual |andmarks did
not resenble the synbols on the map and he would hesitate. Eventually, he thought he nust have
sonehow gone wong, for everything | ooked strange.

He passed an occasional field-robot, but by-the tinme he deci ded he should ask his way none
were ii; sight. A vehicle passed and did not stop

Andrew stood irresolute, which neant calmy notionless, for coming across the field toward
hi m were two hunman bei ngs.

He turned to face them and they altered their course to meet him A nmonment before, they
had been tal king loudly. He had heard their voices. But now they were silent. They had the | ook
that Andrew associated with human uncertainty; and they were young, but not very young. Twenty,
per haps? Andrew coul d never judge hunan age.

"Whul d you describe to ne the route to the town library, sirs?"

One of them the taller of the two, whose tall hat |engthened himstill farther, al nost
grotesquely, said, not to Andrew, but to the other, "It's a robot."

The other had a bul bous nose and heavy eyelids. He said, not to Andrew but to the first,
"I't's wearing clothes."

The tall one snapped his fingers. "It's the free robot. They have a robot at the old
Martin place who isn't owned by anybody. Wiy el se would it be wearing clothes?"

"Ask it," said the one with the nose.

"Are you the Martin robot?" asked the tall one.

"I am Andrew Martin, sir," Andrew said.

"Good. Take off your clothes. Robots don't wear clothes." He said to the other, "That's
di sgusting. Look at him"

Andrew hesitated. He hadn't heard an order in that tone of voice in so long that his
Second Law circuits had nonmentarily jammed.

The tall one repeated, "Take off- your clothes. | order you."

Sl owl y, Andrew began to renove them

"Just drop them" said the tall one.

The nose said, "If it doesn't belong to anyone, it could be ours as nmuch as soneone
else's."

"Anyway," said the tall one, "who's to object to

anything we do. W're not damagi ng property.’
"The head is not neant-" Andrew began
"That's an order. If you don't know how, try anyway.

tie turned to Andrew. "Stand on your head."

Andrew hesitated again, then bent to put his head on the ground. He tried to lift his |legs
but fell, heavily.

The tall one said, "Just lie there." He said to the other, "W can take himapart. Ever
take a robot apart?"

"WIIl he let us?"

"How can he stop us?"

There was no way Andrew could stop them if they ordered himin a forceful enough manner
not to resist The Second Law of obedi ence took precedence over the Third Law of self-preservation
In any case, he could not defend hinself wi thout possibly hurting them and that woul d nean
breaking the First Law. At that thought, he felt every notile unit contract slightly and he
qui vered as he lay there.

The tall one wal ked over and pushed - at himwith his foot. "He's heavy. | think we'll
need tools to do the job."

The nose said, "W could order himto take hinself, apart. It would be fun to watch him

try.

"Yes," said the tall one, thoughtfully, "but let's get himoff the road. |If soneone cones
al ong-"

It was too | ate. Soneone had, indeed, cone along and it was George. From where he |ay,
Andrew had seen himtopping a small rise in the mddle distance He would have |liked to signal him
in. some way, but the last order had been "Just lie there!"

George was running now, and he arrived on the scene sonewhat wi nded. The two young nen
stepped back a little and then waited thoughtfully.

"Andrew, has sonet hing gone wong?" George asked, anxiously.
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Andrew replied, "I amwell, George."

"Then stand up. What happened to your cl othes?"

"That your robot, Mac?" the tall young man asked.

George turned sharply. "He's no one's robot. Wat's been going on here."

"We politely asked himto take his clothes off. Wat's that to you, if you don't own him"

George turned to Andrew. "What were they doing, Andrew?"

"I't was their intention in some way to di snmenber nme. They were about to nove ne to a quiet
spot and order me to disnenber nyself."

George | ooked at the two young nen, and his chin trenbl ed.

The young nen retreated no farther. They were sniling.

The tall one said, lightly, "What are you going to do, pudgy? Attack us?"

George said, "No. | don't have to. This robot has been with nmy fanily for over seventy-
five years. He knows us and he values us nore than he val ues anyone else. | amgoing to tell him
that you two are threatening ny life and that you plan to kill ne. | will ask himto defend ne. In
choosi ng between nme and you two, he will choose nme. Do you know what will happen to you when he

attacks you?"

The two were backing away slightly, |ooking uneasy.

George said, sharply, "Andrew, | amin danger and about to conme to harm fromthese young
men. Move toward them "

Andrew did so, and the young nen did not wait. They ran

"Al'l right, Andrew, relax," George said. He |ooked unstrung. He was far past the age where
he coul d face the possibility of a dustup with one young man, |let al one two.

"I couldn't have hurt them George: | could see they were not attacking you."

"I didn't order you to attack them | only told you to nove toward them Their own fears
did the rest.”

"How can they fear robots?"

"I't's a disease of nmankind, one which has not yet been cured. But never mind that. Wat
the devil are you doing here, Andrew? Good thing |I found your

note. | was just on the point of turning back and hiring a helicopter when | found you. How did
you get it into your head to go to the library? I would have brought you any books you needed"

"I am a-" Andrew began

"Free robot. Yes, yes. Al right, what did you want in the library?"

"I want to know nore about human bei ngs, about the world, about everything. And about
robots, George. | want to wite a history about robots."

George put his armon the other's shoulder. "Well, let's walk hone. But pick up your
clothes first. Andrew, there are a mllion books on robotics and all of theminclude histories of

the science. The world is growi ng saturated not only with robots but with information about
robots. "

Andr ew shook his head, a human gesture he had lately begun to adopt. "Not a history of
robotics, George. A history of robots, by a robot. I want to explain how robots feel about what
has happened since the first ones were allowed to work and live on Earth."

George's eyebrows lifted, but he said nothing in direct response.

11

Little Mss was just past her eighty-third birthday, but there was nothing about her that was
lacking in either energy or determ nation. She gestured with her cane oftener than she propped
herself up with it.

She listened to the story in a fury of indignation. "George, that's horrible. W were
those young ruffians?"

"I don't know. What difference does it nmake? In the end they did not do any danmge."

"They m ght have. You're a | awyer, George; and if you're well off, it's entirely due to
the talents of Andrew. It was the money he earned that is the foundation of everything we have. He
provides the continuity for this famly, and | will not have himtreated as a wind-up toy."

"What woul d you have nme do, Mother?" Ceorge asked.

"I said you're a lawer. Don't you listen? You set up a test case sonehow, and you force the
regional courts to declare for robot rights and get the legislature to pass the necessary bills.
Carry the whole thing to the Wrld Court, if you have to. I'Il be watching, CGeorge, and I'|
tolerate no shirking."
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She was serious, so what began as a way of soothing the fearsone old | ady becane an invol ved
matter with enough | egal entanglenent to nake it interesting. As senior partner of Feingold and
Martin, George plotted strategy. But he left the actual work to his junior partners, with rmuch of
it a mtter for his son, Paul, who was also a nenber of the firmand who reported dutifully nearly
every day to his grandnother. She, in turn, discussed the case every day with Andrew.

Andrew was deeply involved. His work on his book on robots was del ayed again, as he pored over the
| egal argunents and even, at times, nade very diffident suggestions. "George told ne that day |
was attacked that human bei ngs have al ways been afraid of robots,” he said one day. "As long as
they are, the courts and the |legislatures are not likely to work hard on behal f of robots. Should
not somet hing be done about public opinion?"

So while Paul stayed in court, George took to the public platform It gave hi mthe advantage of
being informal, and he even went so far sonetines as to wear the new, |oose style of clothing
whi ch he call ed drapery.

Paul chided him "Just don't trip over it on stage, Dad."
George replied, despondently, "I'Il try not to."

He addressed the annual convention of hol o-news editors on one occasion and said, in part: "If, by
virtue of the Second Law, we can demand of any robot unlimted obedience in all respects not

i nvolving harmto a human being, then any human bei ng, any human bei ng, has a fearsonme power over
any robot, any robot. In particular, since Second Law supersedes

Third Law, any human bei ng can use the | aw of obedi ence to overcone the | aw of self-protection. He
can' order any robot to damage itself or even to destroy itself for any reason, or for no reason

"I's this just? Wuld we treat an aninmal so? Even an inani mate object which had given us good
service has a claimon our consideration. And a robot is not insensitive; it is not an animal. It
can think well enough so that it can talk to us, reason with us, joke with us. Can we treat them
as friends, can we work together with them and not give themsone of the fruits of that
friendship, some of the benefits of co working?

"If a man has the right to give a robot any order that does not involve harmto a human being, he
shoul d have the decency never to give a robot any order that involves harmto a robot, unless
human safety absolutely requires it. Wth great power goes great responsibility, and if the robots
have Three Laws to protect nmen, is it too much to ask that nmen have a |aw or two to protect

robot s?"

Andrew was right. It was the battle over public opinion that held the key to courts and
legislature. In the end, a | aw was passed that set up conditions under which robot-harning orders
were forbidden. It was endl essly qualified and the punishments for violating the |aw were totally
i nadequate, but the principle was established. The final passage by the Wrld Legislature cane
through on the day of Little Mss' death.

That was no coincidence. Little Mss held on to |ife desperately during the |last debate and |l et go
only when word of victory arrived. Her last smle was for Andrew. Her |last words were, "You have
been good to us, Andrew." She died with her hand holding his, while her son and his w fe and
children remained at a respectful distance from both.

12

Andrew wai ted patiently when the receptionist-robot disappeared into the inner office. The
receptioni st mght have used the hol ographi c chatterbox, but un-

questionably it was perturbed by having to deal with another robot rather than with a human
bei ng. ,

Andrew passed the time revolving the matter-4h his mnd: Could "unroboted" be used as an
anal og of "unmanned," or had unmanned beconme a metaphoric termsufficiently divorced fromits
original literal neaning to be applied to robots--or to wonmen for that matter? Such probl ens
frequently arose as he worked on his book on robots. The trick of thinking out sentences to
express all conplexities had undoubtedly increased his vocabul ary.
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Occasionally, someone came into the roomto stare at himand he did not try to avoid the
gl ance. He | ooked at each calmy, and each in turn | ooked away.

Paul Martin finally energed. He | ooked surprised, or he would have if Andrew coul d have
made out his expression with certainty. Paul had taken to wearing the heavy makeup that fashion
was dictating for bath sexes. Though it nade sharper and firner the somewhat bland |ines of.

Paul 's face, Andrew disapproved. He found that disapproving of human beings, as long, as he did
not express it verbally, did not nake himvery uneasy. He could even wite the disapproval. He was
sure it had not al ways been so.

"Conme in, Andrew. |'msorry | nade you wait, but there was sonething | had to finish. Cone
in, you had said you wanted to talk to me, but | didn't know you neant here in town."

"I'f you are busy, Paul, | am prepared to continue to wait."

Paul glanced at the interplay of shifting shadows on the dial on the wall that served as
ti mepi eces and said, "I can make sone time. Did you conme al one?"

"I hired an autonatobile."

"Any troubl e?" Paul asked, with nore than a trace of anxiety.

"I wasn't expecting any. My rights are protected."

Paul | ooked all the nore anxious for that. "Andrew, |'ve explained that the lawis
unenforceabl e, at |east under nost conditions. And if you insist on wearing

clothe, you'll run into trouble eventually; just like that first time."
"And only tine, Paul. I'"'msorry you are displ eased”
"Well, look at it this way: you are virtually a living | egend, Andrew, and you are too

valuable in many different ways for you to have any right to take chances with yourself. By the
way, how s the book com ng?"
"l am approaching the end, Paul. The publisher is quite pleased."

" CGood! "

"l don't know that he's necessarily pleased with the book as a book. | think he expects to
sell many copies because it's witten by a robot and that's what pleases him

"Only human, |'mafraid.”

"I am not displeased. Let it sell for whatever reason, since it will nean noney and | can

use sone."

"Grandnot her |eft you-"

"Little Mss was generous, and |I'msure | can count on the famly to help ne out further.
But it is the royalties fromthe book on which I amcounting to help nme through the next step."
"What next step is that?" )

"I wish to see the head of U S. Robots and Mechani cal Men Corporation. | have tried to
make an appointnent; but so far | have not been able to reach him The Corporation did not
cooperate with me in the witing of the book, so | amnot surprised, you understand."”

Paul was clearly anused. "Cooperation is the last thing you can expect. They didn't
cooperate with us --", in our great fight for robot rights. Quite the reverse, .; and you can see
why. G ve a robot rights and peopl e
may not want to buy them"”

"Neverthel ess,"” said Andrew, "if you call them you rmay be able to obtain an interview for
me. "

"I"'mno nore popular with themthan you are, Andrew. "

"But perhaps you can hint that by seeing me they
may head off a canpaign by Feingold and Martin to strengthen the rights of robots further.”

"Wuldn't that be a lie, Andrew?"
"Yes, Paul, and | can't tell one. That is why you rnust call."

"Ah, you can't lie, but you can urge nme to tell alie, is that it? You're getting nore human all
the time, Andrew "

13

The neeting was not easy to arrange, even with Paul's supposedly wei ghted nane. But it finally
came about. Wen it did, Harl ey Smythe-Robertson, who, on his nother's side, was descended from
the original founder of the corporation and who had adopted the hyphenation to indicate it, |ooked
remar kabl y unhappy. He was approaching retirenment age and his entire tenure as president had been
devoted to the matter of robot rights. His gray hair was plastered thinly over the top of his
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scal p; his face was not made up, and he eyed Andrew with brief hostility fromtime to tine.

Andr ew began the conversation. "Sir, nearly a century ago, | was told by a Merton Manskyk of this
corporation that the mathenatics governing the plotting of the positronic pathways was far too
complicated to pernit of any but approximate solutions and that, therefore, nmy own capacities were
not fully predictable.”

"That was a century ago." Snythe-Robertson hesitated, then said icily, "Sir. It is true no |onger.
Qur robots are nade with precision now and are trained precisely to their jobs."

"Yes," said Paul, who had conme along, as he said, to nake sure that the corporation played fair,
"with the result that ny receptionist nust be guided at every point once events depart fromthe
conventional, however slightly."

"You woul d be nmuch nore displeased if it were to inprovise," Smythe-Robertson said.
"Then you no | onger manufacture robots |ike nmyself which are flexible and adaptable.”
"No | onger."

"The research | have done in connection with ny book," said Andrew, "indicates that | amthe
ol dest robot presently in active operation."

"The ol dest presently," said Snythe-Robertson, "and the ol dest ever. The ol dest that will ever be.
No robot is useful after the twenty-fifth year. They are called in and replaced with newer
nodel s. "

"No robot as presently manufactured is useful after the twentieth year," said Paul, with a note of
sarcasmcreeping into his voice. "Andrew is quite exceptional in this respect."”

Andrew, adhering to the path he had marked out for hinself, continued, "As the ol dest robot in the
world and the nmost flexible, am| not unusual enough to nerit special treatnment fromthe conpany?"

"Not at all," Smythe-Robertson said, freezing up. "Your unusual ness is an enbarrassment to the
company. If you were on | ease, instead of having been an outright sale through some m schance, you
woul d | ong since have been replaced."”

"But that is exactly the point," said Andrew. "I am.. a free robot and | own nyself. Therefore
conme to you and ask you to replace ne. You cannot do this without the owner's consent. Nowadays,
that consent is extorted as a condition of the lease, but in ny tine this did not happen.”

Syt he- Robert son was | ooking both startled and puzzled, and for a nonment there was sil ence.
Andr ew

found hinself staring at the hologramon the wall. It was a death nask of Susan Calvin, patron
saint of all roboticists. She had been dead for nearly two centuries now, but as a result of
witing his book Andrew knew, her so well he could half persuade hinself that he had met her in
life.

Fi nal | y Snyt he- Robertson asked, "How can | replace you for you? If | replace you, as robot, how
can | donate the new robot to you as owner since in the very
act of replacenent you cease to exist" He sniled

fly.

"Not at all difficult,” Paul interposed. "The seat of Andrew s personality is his positronic brain
and it is the one part that cannot be replaced without creating a new robot. The positronic brain,
therefore, is Andrew the owner. Every other part of the robotic body can be replaced w thout
affecting the robot's personality, and those other parts are the brain's possessions. Andrew,
shoul d say, wants to supply his brain with a new robotic body."

"That's right," said Andrew, calmy. He turned to Snythe=Robertson. "You have manufact ured
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androi ds, haven't you? Robots that have the outward appearance of humans, conplete to the texture
of the skin?"

"Yes, we have. They worked perfectly well, with their synthetic fibrous skins and tendons.. There
was virtually no nmetal anywhere except for the brain, yet they were nearly as tough as netal
robots. They were tougher, weight for weight."

Paul | ooked interested. "I didn't know that. How nmany are on the market?"

"None, " sai d Snythe-Robertson. "They were much nore expensive than netal nodels and a narket
survey showed they would not be accepted. They | ooked too human."

Andrew was i npressed. "But the corporation retains its expertise, | assune. Since it does, | w sh
to request that | be replaced by an organic robot, an android."

Paul | ooked surprised. "Good Lord!" he said.

Snyt he- Robertson stiffened. "Quite inpossible!”

"Whay is it inpossible?" Andrew asked. "I will pay any reasonable fee, of course."
"W do not manufacture androids."

"You do not choose to manufacture androids,
bei ng unable to manufacture them"

Paul interjected quickly. "That is not the sane as

"Nevert hel ess,
policy."

Snyt he- Robertson responded, "the manufacture of androids is against public

"There is no |l aw against it," said Paul
"Nevert hel ess, we do not manufacture them-and we will not"

Paul cleared his throat. "M . Snhythe-Robertson," he said, "Andrew is a free robot who cones under
the purview of the | aw guaranteeing robot rights. You are aware of this, | take it?"

"Only too well."

"This robot, as a free robot, chooses to wear clothes This results in his being frequently
hum | i ated by thoughtl ess human beings despite the | aw against the humliation of robots. It is
difficult to prosecute vague offenses that don't nmeet with the general disapproval of those who
nmust decide on guilt and innocence."

"U. S. Robots understood that fromthe start. Your father's firmunfortunately did not."
"My father is dead now, but what | see is that we have here a clear offense with a clear target."
"What are you tal king about?" said Smyt he- Robertson

"My client, Andrew Martin he has just becone
my client is a free robot who is entitled to ask U.S.
Robot s and Mechani cal Men Corporation for the
rights of replacenent, which the corporation supplies
to anyone who owns a robot for nore than twenty-five
years. |In fact, the corporation insists on such repl acenent."”

Paul was smiling and thoroughly at ease. "The positronic brain of my client," he went on,
"is the owner

of the body of my client which is certainly nmore than

twenty-five years old. The positronic brain demands the

repl acenent of the body and offers to pay any reason

able fee for an android body as that replacement. |f

you refuse the request, ny client undergoes humliation

and we will sue.

file:/lIF|/rah/Isaac%20Asimov/Bicentennial%20Man,%20The.txt (15 of 25) [1/14/03 9:26:04 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/l saac%20A simov/Bicentennial %620M an,%20T he.txt

"VWil e public opinion would not ordinarily support the claimof a robot in such a case, may |
remind you that U.S. Robots is not popular with the public generally. Even those who nost use and
profit fromrobots are suspicious of the corporation. This may be a hangover fromthe days when
robots were wi dely feared.

It may be resentnent against the power and wealth of U S. Robots, which has a worl dwi de nonopoly.

VWhat ever the cause may be, the resentnent eats. | think you will find that you woul d prefer not to
be faced with a lawsuit, particularly since ny client is wealthy and will live for nany nore
centuries and will have no reason to refrain fromfighting the battle forever."

Snyt he- Robertson had sl ow y reddened. "You are trying to force-"

"I force you to do nothing," said Paul. "If you wish to refuse to accede to ny client's reasonabl e
request, you may by all nmeans do so and we will |eave w thout another word. But we will sue, as is
certainly our right, and you will find that you will eventually |ose."

el

"l see that you are going to accede,"” said Paul. "You may hesitate but you will cone to it in the
end. Let ne assure you, then, of one further point: If, in the process of transferring ny client's
positronic brain fromhis present body to an organic one, there is any danmage, however slight,
then I will never rest until |'ve nailed the corporation to the ground. | will, if necessary, take
every possible step to nobilize public opinion against the corporation if one brain path of ny
client's platinumiridiumessence is scranbled.” He turned to Andrew and asked, "Do you agree to
all this, Andrew?"

Andrew hesitated a full minute. It anpunted to the approval of lying, of blackmail, of the
badgering and huniliation of a human being. But not physical harm he told hinmself, not physical
har m

He managed at last to come out with a rather faint "Yes."
14

He felt as though he were being constructed again. For days, then for weeks, finally for nonths,
Andr ew

found hinself not hinself somehow, and the sinplest actions kept giving rise to hesitation.
Paul was frantic. "They've damaged you, Andrew. We'll have to institute suit!"

Andrew spoke very slowy. "You . . . nustn't. You'll never be able to prove . . . sonething .
like mmmnE'

"Malice?"

"Malice. Besides, | grow. . . stronger, better. It's the tr-tr-tr-"

"Trenbl e?"

"Trauma. After all, there's never been such an opop-op- . . . before.”

Andrew could feel his brain fromthe inside. No one else could. He knew he was well, and during

the nmonths that it took himto learn full coordination and full positronic interplay he spent
hours before the mrror.

Not quite human! The face was stiff-too stiff and the notions were too deliberate. They | acked the
careless, free flow of the human being, but perhaps that might conme with time. At | east now he
coul d wear clothes without the ridiculous anomaly of a nmetal face going along with it.

Eventual ly, he said, "I will be going back to work."

Paul | aughed. "That nmeans you are well. What will you be doi ng? Anot her book?"
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"No," said Andrew, seriously. "I live too long for any one. career to seize nme by the throat and
never let nme go. There was a tinme when | was primarily an artist, and | can still turn to that.
And there was a tinme when | was a historian, and | can still turn to that. But now | wish to be a

r obobi ol ogi st
"A robopsychol agi st, you nean."

"No. That would inply the study of positronic brains, and at the nonent | |lack the desire to do
that. A robobiologist, it seens to me, would be concerned with the working of the body attached to
that brain."

"Woul dn't that be a roboticist?"

"A roboticist works with a netal body. | would be
studyi ng an organi ¢ humanoi d body, of which | have the only one, as far as | know. "

"You narrow your field," said Paul, thoughtfully. "As an artist, all conception is yours; as a
hi storian you deal chiefly with robots; as a robobiol ogist, you will deal with yourself."

Andr ew nodded. "It would seem so:"

Andrew had to start fromthe very beginning, for he knew nothing of ordinary biology and al nost
not hi ng of science. He becane a famliar sight in the libraries, where he sat at the electronic
indices for hours at a tine, |ooking perfectly normal in clothes. Those few who knew he was a
robot in no way interfered with him

He built a laboratory in a roomwhich he added to his house; and his library grew, too.

Years passed, and Paul cane to himone day and said, "It's a pity you're no | onger working on the
hi story of robots. | understand U.S. Robots is adopting a radically new policy."

Paul had aged, and his deteriorating eyes had been replaced with photoptic cells. In that respect,
he had drawn cl oser to Andrew.

"What have they done?" Andrew asked.

"They are manufacturing central conputers, gigantic positronic brains, really, which conmunicate
with anywhere froma dozen to a thousand robots by nicrowave. The robots thensel ves have no brains
at all. They are the linbs of the gigantic brain, and the two are physically separate."

"Is that nore efficient?"

"U S. Robots clains it is. Smythe-Robertson established the new direction before he died, however,
and it's ny notion that it's a backlash at you. U S. Robots is determined that they will nmake no
robots that will give themthe type of trouble you have, and for that reason they separate brain
and body. The brain will have no body to wi sh changed; the body will have no brain to w sh
anyt hi ng.

"I't's amazi ng, Andrew," Paul went on, "the influence you have had on the history of. robots. It
was your artistry that encouraged U S. Robots to nmake robots nore precise and specialized; it was
your freedomthat resulted in the establishment of the principle of robotic rights; it was your

i nsistence on an android body that made U. S. Robots switch to brain-body separation”

Andrew grew thoughtful. "l suppose in the end the corporation will produce one vast brain
controlling several billion robotic bodies. Al the eggs will be in one basket. Dangerous. Not
proper at all."

"I think you're right," said Paul, "but | don't suspect it will cone to pass for a century at
least and | won't live to see it. In fact, | may not live to see next year."
"Paul!'" cried Andrew, in concern

Paul shrugged. "Men are nortal, Andrew. We're not like you. It doesn't matter too much, but it
does nmeke it inportant to assure you on one point. I'mthe last of the human Martins. The noney |
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control personally will be left to the trust in your name, and as far as anyone can foresee the
future, you will be econonically secure."

"Unnecessary," Andrew said, with difficulty. In all this tinme, he could not get used to the deaths
of the Martins.

"Let's not argue. That's the way it's going to be. Now, what are you working on?"

"I am designing a systemfor allow ng androids nmyself-to gain energy fromthe conbustion of
hydrocarbons, rather than fromatonic cells.”

Paul raised his eyebrows. "So that they will breathe and eat?"
"Yes. "
"How | ong have you been pushing in that direction?"

"For a long tine now, but | think |I have finally designed an adequate conbustion chanber for
catal yzed control | ed breakdown."

"Hut why, Andrew? The atomic cell is surely in finitely better."
"I'n sonme ways, perhaps. But the atonmic cell is

15

It took tine, but Andrew had tine. In the first place, he did not wish to do anything till Paul -
had died in peace. Wth the death of the great-grandson of Sir, Andrew felt nore nearly exposed to
a hostile world and for that reason was all the nore determ ned al ong the path he had chosen.

Yet he was not really alone. If a man had died, the firmof Feingold and Martin lived, for a
corporation does not die any nore than a robot does.

The firmhad its directions and it followed themsoullessly. By way of the trust and through the
law firm Andrew continued to be wealthy. In return for their own |arge annual retainer, Feingold
and Martin involved thenselves in the | egal aspects of the new conmbustion chanber. But when the
time came for Andrew to visit U S. Robots and Mechanical Men Corporation, he did it alone. Once he
had gone with Sir and once with Paul. This time, the third time, he was al one and manl i ke.

U. S. Robots had changed. The actual production plant had been shifted to a | arge space station, as
had grown to be the case with nore and nore industries. Wth them had gone many robots. The Earth
itself was becoming park like, with its one-billion-person population stabilized and perhaps not
more than thirty percent of its at-least-equally-Ilarge robot popul ati on i ndependently brai ned.

The Director of Research was Al vin Magdescu, dark of conplexion and hair, with a little pointed
beard and wearing not hi ng above the wai st but the breast band that fashion dictated. Andrew
hi msel f was well covered in the ol der fashion of several decades back

Magdescu offered his hand to his visitor. "I know you, of course, and |I'mrather pleased to see
you.

You' re our nost notorious product and it's a pity old Smyth Robertson was so set against you. W
coul d have done a great deal with you."

"You still can," said Andrew.

"No, | don't think so. We're past the tinme. W' ve had robots on Earth for over a century, but
that's changing. It will be back to space with them and those that stay here won't be brained."

"But there remains nyself, and | stay on Earth."
"True, but there doesn't seemto be nuch of the robot about you. What new request have you?"

"To be still less a robot. Since | amso far organic, | w sh an organic source of energy. | have
here the plans . '
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Magdescu did not hasten through them He m ght have intended to at first, but he stiffened and
grew intent. At one point, he said, "This is remarkably ingenious. Wo thought of all this?"

"I did," Andrew replied

Magdescu | ooked up at himsharply, then said, "It would anbunt to a najor overhaul of your body,
and an experinmental one, since such a thing has never been attenpted before. | advise against it.
Remain as you are."

Andrew s face had limted nmeans of expression, but inmpatience showed plainly in his voice. "Dr.
Magdescu, you miss the entire point: You have no choice but to accede to ny request. If such
devices can be built into ny body, they can be built into human bodies as well. The tendency to
| engthen hurman |ife by prosthetic devices has already been remarked on. There are no devices
better than the ones | have designhed or am de

signing. t happens, | control the patents by way of the firmof Feingold and Martin. W are quite
capabl e of going into business for ourselves and of devel oping the kind of prosthetic devices that
may end by produci ng hunan beings with many of the properties of robots. Your own business wll
then suffer.

"If, however, you operate on nme now and agree to do so under simlar circunstances in the
future, you will receive perm ssion to nake use of the patents and control the technol ogy of both
robots and of the prosthetization of human beings. The initial leasing will not be granted, of
course, until after the first operation is conpleted successfully, and after enough tine has
passed to denonstrate that it is indeed successful."

Andrew felt scarcely any First Law inhibition to the stern conditions he was setting a
human being. He was learning to reason that what seened like cruelty might, in the long run, be
ki ndness.

Magdescu was stunned. "I'mnot the one to decide sonmething like this. That's a corporate
deci sion that would take tine."

"I can wait a reasonable tine," said Andrew, "but only a reasonable tine." And he thought
with satisfaction that Paul hinmself could not have done it better

16

It took only a reasonable tine, and the operation was a success.

"I was very much agai nst the operation, Andrew, " Magdescu said, "but not for the reasons
you mght think. I was not in the | east against the experinent, if it had been on soneone el se. |
hated risking your positronic brain. Now that you have the positronic pathways interacting with
si mul at ed nerve pathways, it mght have been difficult to rescue the brain intact if the body had
gone bad"

"I had every faith in the skill of the staff at U S. Robots," said Andrew. "And | can eat
now. "

"Well, you can sip olive oil. It will nean occasional cleanings of the conmbustion chanber,
as we have explained to you. Rather an unconfortable touch, | should think."

"Perhaps, if | did not expect to go further. Self cleaning is not imnpossible. In fact, |
am wor ki ng on a

device that will deal with solid food that nay be expected to contain inconbustible fractions-
indigestible matter, so to speak, that will have to be discarded."
"You woul d then have to devel op an anus."
"Or the equivalent.”
"What el se, Andrew. . . ?"
"Everything else."
"CGenitalia, too?"
"Insofar as they will fit nmy plans. My body is a canvas on which | intend to draw
Magdescu waited for the sentence to he conpleted, and when it seened that it would not be,
he conpleted it hinself. "A man?"
"W shall see," Andrew said.
"That's a puny anbition, Andrew. You're better than a man. You've gone downhill fromthe
nmonent, you opted to becone organic."
"My brain has not suffered.”
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"No, it hasn't. |I'lIl grant you that. But, Andrew, the whole new breakthrough in prosthetic
devi ces made possi ble by your patents is being marketed under your nane. You're recognized as the
i nventor and you're being honored for it-as you should be. Wy play further ganmes with your body?"

Andrew did not answer.

The honors canme. He accepted nenbership in several |earned societies, including one that
was devoted to the new science he had established-the one he had call ed robobiol ogy but which had
conme to be terned prosthetology. On the one hundred and fiftieth anniversary of his construction,
a testinonial dinner was given in his honor at U S. Robots. If Andrew saw an irony in this, he
kept it to hinself.

Al vin Magdescu cane out of retirenent to chair the dinner. He was hinself ninety-four
years old and was alive because he, too, had prosthetized devices that, anobng other things,
fulfilled the function of liver and, kidneys. The dinner reached its climx when Magdescu, after a
short and emotional talk, raised his glass to . toast The Sesqui centenni al Robot.

Andrew had had the sinews of his face redesi gned
to the point where he could show a hunan range of enptions, but he sat through all the cerenonies
sol enmly passive. He did not like to be a Sesquicentennial Robot.

17
It was prosthetology that finally took Andrew off the Earth.

In the decades that followed the cel ebration of his sesquicentennial, the Mon had cone to be a
world more Earthlike than Earth in every respect but its gravitational pull; and inits
underground cities there was a fairly dense popul ation. Prosthetized devices there had to take the
| esser gravity into account. Andrew spent five years on the Moon working with | oca

prost hetol ogi sts to nake the necessary adaptations. Wen not at his work, he wandered anong the
robot popul ati on, every one of which treated himw th the robotic obsequi ousness due a man.

He cane back to an Earth that was hundrum and quiet in conparison, and visited the offices of
Fei ngol d and Martin to announce his return

The current head of the firm Sinon DeLong, was surprised. "W had been told you were returning,
Andrew'-he had al nost said M. Martin-"but we were not expecting you till next week."

"I grew inpatient," said Andrew briskly. He was anxious to get to the point. "On the Mon, Sinon,
I was in charge of a research team of twenty hunman scientists. | gave orders that no one
questioned. The Lunar robots deferred to me as they would to a human bei ng. Wiy, then, am| not a
hurman bei ng?"

A wary | ook entered DelLong's eyes. "My dear Andrew, as you have just explained, you are treated as
a human bei ng by both robots and human bei ngs. You are, therefore, a human being de facto."

"To be a human being de facto is not enough. | want not only to be treated as one, but to be
legally identified as one. | want to be a human being de jure."

"Now, that is another matter," DelLong said. "There

we would run into human prejudice and into the undoubted fact that, however nuch you may be like a
human bei ng, you are not a human being."

"I'n what way not?" Andrew asked. "I have the shape of a human bei ng and organs equival ent to those
of a human being. My organs, in fact, are identical to sonme of those in a prosthetized human
being. | have contributed artistically, literally, and scientifically to human culture as nmuch as

any human being now alive. Wat nore can one ask?"

"I myself would ask nothing nore. The trouble is that it would take an act of the Wrld
Legi slature to define you as a human being. Frankly, | wouldn't expect that to happen."

"To whom on the Legislature could | speak?"
"To the Chairman of the Science and Technol ogy Conmittee, perhaps."”

"Can you arrange a neeting?"
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"But you scarcely need an intermediary. In your position, you can-"

"No. You arrange it." It didn't even occur to Andrew that he was giving a fiat order to a hunman
bei ng. He had grown so accustoned to that on the Moon. "I want himto know that the firm of
Feingold and Martin is backing ne in this to the hilt."

"Well, now

"To the hilt, Simon. In one hundred and seventy-three years | have in one fashion or another
contributed greatly to this firm | have been under obligation to individual nenbers of the firm
intimes past. | amnot, now It is rather the other way around now and | amcalling in ny debts."

"I will-do what | can," DelLong said.
18

The Chai rman of the Science and Technol ogy Conmittee was fromthe East Asian region and was a
worman. Her nane was Chee Li-hsing and her transparent garments-obscuring what she wanted obscured
only by their dazzl e-made her | ook plastic-w apped.

"l synpathize with your wish for full human rights," she said. "There have been tines in history
when segnents of the human popul ation fought for full human rights. Wat rights, however, can you
possi bly want that you do not have?"

"As sinple a thing as ny right to life," Andrew stated. "A robot can be dismantled at any tine."
"A human bei ng can be executed at any tine."

"Execution can only foll ow due process of law. There is no trial needed for ny dismantling. Only

the word of a human being in authority is needed to end me. Besides . . . besides . . ." Andrew
tried desperately to allow no sign of pleading, but his carefully designed tricks of human
expression and tone of voice betrayed himhere. "The truth is | want to be a man. | have wanted it

t hrough si x generations of hunman beings."

Li -hsing | ooked up at himout of darkly synpathetic eyes. "The Legislature can pass a | aw

decl aring you one. They could pass a |law declaring that a stone statue be defined as a man.

Whet her they will actually do so is, however, as likely in the first case as the second. Congress
peopl e are as human as the rest of the population and there is always that el ement of suspicion
agai nst robots."

"Even now?"

"BEven now. W would all allowthe fact that you have earned the prize of humanity, and yet there
woul d remain the fear of setting an undesirable precedent."

"What precedent? | amthe only free robot, the only one of ny type, and there will never be
anot her. You may consult U.S. Robots."

""Never' is a long word, Andrewor, if you prefer, M. Mrtin-since | will gladly give you ny
personal accolade as man. You will find that npst congress people will not be so willing to set
the precedent, no matter how neani ngl ess such a precedent night be. M. Martin, you have ny
synpathy, but | cannot tell you to hope. |ndeed . "

She sat back and her forehead winkled. "Indeed, if the issue grows too heated, there night well
arise a certain sentinment, both inside the Legislature and out

side, for that dismantling you nentioned. Doing away, with you could turn out to be the easiest
way of resolving the dilemm. Consider that before deciding to push matters.”

Andrew stood firm "WIIl no one renenber the technique of prosthetol ogy, sonething that is al nost
entirely mne?"

"It may seemcruel, but they won't. O if they do, it will be renenbered agai nst you. People wll
say you did it only for yourself. It will be said it was part of a canpaign to roboticize hunman
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bei ngs, or to humanify robots; and in either case evil and vicious. You have never been part of a
political hate canpaign, M. Martin; but | tell you that you would be the object of vilification
of a kind neither you nor | would credit, and there woul d be people to believe it all. M. Martin,
let your life be."

She rose, and next to Andrew s seated figure she seened small and al most chil dlike.
"If | decide to fight for nmy humanity, will you be on ny side?"

She thought, then replied, "I will be-insofar as | can be. If at any tine such a stand woul d
appear to threaten ny political future, |I might have to abandon you, since it is not an issue
feel to be at the very root of ny beliefs. | amtrying to be honest with you."

"Thank you, and | will ask no nore. | intend to fight this through, whatever the consequences, and
I will ask you for your help only for as long as you can give it."

19

It was not a direct fight. Feingold and Martin counsel ed patience and Andrew nmuttered, grimy,
t hat he.

I had an endl ess supply of that. Feingold and Martin then entered on a canpaign to narrow and
restrict the . area of conbat.

They instituted a lawsuit denying the obligation to

3
pay debts to an individual with a prosthetic heart on the grounds that the possession of a robotic
organ renoved humanity, and with it the constitutional rights of human bei ngs. They fought the
matter skillfully and tenaciously, losing at every step but always in such a way that the decision
was forced to be as broad as possible, and then carrying it by way of appeals to the Wrld Court.

It took years, and nillions of dollars.

VWhen the final decision was handed down, DelLong held what ampunted to a victory cel ebration over
the Il egal |oss. Andrew was, of course, present in the company offices on the occasion

"We've done two things, Andrew," said DeLong, "both of which are good. First of all, we have
established the fact that no nunber of artificial parts in the human body causes it to cease being
a human body. Secondly, we have engaged public opinion in the question in such a way as to put it
fiercely on the side of a broad interpretation of humanity, since there is not a hunman being in
exi stence who does not hope for prosthetics if they will keep himalive."

"And do you think the Legislature will now grant nme nmy humanity?" Andrew asked.

DeLong | ooked faintly unconfortable. "As to that, | cannot be optim stic. There remai ns the one
organ which the Wrld Court has used as the criterion of humanity. Human bei ngs have an organic
cellular brain and robots have a platinumiridiumpositronic brain if they have one at all-and you
certainly have a positronic brain. No, Andrew, don't get that | ook in your eye. W |lack the

know edge to duplicate the work of a cellular brain in artificial structures close enough to the
organic type as to allowit to fall within the court's decision. Not even you could do it."

"What should we do, then?"

"Make the attenpt, of course. Congresswonan Lihsing will be on our side and a grow ng nunber of
ot her congress people. The President will undoubtedly

go along with a majority of the Legislature in this matter."
"Do we have a npjority?"

"No. Far fromit. But we night get one if the public will allowits desire for a broad
interpretation of hunanity to extend to you. A small chance, | admit; but if you do not wish to
give up, we nust ganble for it."
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"l do not wish to give up."
20

Congr esswonman Li-hsing was consi derably ol der than she had been when Andrew had first met her. Her
transparent garnments were |ong gone. Her hair was now cl ose-cropped and her coverings were
tubular. Yet still Andrew clung, as closely as he could within the linmts of reasonable taste, to
the style of clothing that had prevail ed when he had first adopted clothing nore than a century
bef or e.

"We've gone as far as we can, Andrew," Li-hsing admtted. "We'll try once nore after recess, but,
to be honest, defeat is certain and then the whole thing will have to be given up. Al ny nost
recent efforts have only earned me certain defeat in the com ng congressional canpaign."

"I know," said Andrew, "and it distressed nme. You said once you would abandon me if it came to
that Why have you not done so?"

"One can change one's mnd, you know. Sonehow, abandoni ng you becane a higher price than | cared
to pay for just one nore term As it is, |'ve been in the Legislature , for over a quarter of a
century. It's enough."”

"I's there no way we can change minds, Chee?"

"We've changed all that are anenable to reason. The rest-the majority-cannot be noved fromtheir
enotional antipathies.”

"Enptional antipathy is not a valid reason for voting one way or the other."
"I know that, Andrew, but they don't advance enotional antipathy as their reason."

"It all comes down to the brain, then," Andrew said cautiously. "But nust we leave it at the | eve
of cells versus positrons? Is there no way of forcing a functional definition? Mist we say that a
brain is made of this or that? May we not say that a brain is something anything-capable of a
certain |l evel of thought?"

"Whn't work," said Li-hsing. "Your brain is manmade, the human brain is not. Your brain is
constructed, theirs devel oped. To any human being who is intent on keeping up the barrier between
hi nsel f and a robot, those differences are a steel wall a nmle high and a mle thick."

"If we could get at the source of their antipathy, the very source-"

"After all your years," Li-hsing said, sadly, "you are still trying to reason out the human bei ng.
Poor Andrew, don't be angry, but it's the robot in you that drives you in that direction."

"I don't know," said Andrew. "If | could bring nyself "
I [Reprise
If he could bring hinself

He had known for a long tine it mght come to that, and in the end he was at the surgeon's. He had
found one, skillful enough for the job at hand-which nmeant a surgeon-robot, for no human surgeon
could be trusted in this connection, either in ability or in intention

The surgeon coul d not have performed the operation on a human being, so Andrew, after putting off
the nmonent of decision with a sad line of questioning that reflected the turnoil within hinself,
had put First Law to one side by saying "I, too, ama robot."

He then said, as firmy as he had |learned to formthe words even at human bei ngs over these past
decades, "I order you to carry through the operation on ne."

In the absence of the First Law, an order so firmy given fromone who | ooked so nuch |ike a man
activated the Second Law sufficiently to carry the day.
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Andrew s feeling of weakness was, he was sure, quite imaginary. He had recovered fromthe-
operation. Neverthel ess, he | eaned, as unobtrusively as he could manage, against the wall. It
woul d be entirely too revealing to sit.

Li -hsing said, "The final vote will conme this week, Andrew. |'ve been able to delay it no |onger,
and we must lose. And that will be it, Andrew "

"I amgrateful for your skill at delay. It gave ne the time | needed, and | took the ganble | had
to."

"What ganble is this?" Li-hsing asked with open concern

"I couldn't tell you, or even the people at Feingold and Martin. | was sure | would be stopped.
See here, if it is the brain that is at issue, isn't the greatest difference of all the matter of
imortality. Who really cares what a brain |ooks like or is built of or howit was formed. What
matters is that human brain cells die, nust die. Even if every other organ in the body is

mai ntai ned or replaced, the brain cells, which cannot be replaced wi thout changing and therefore
killing the personality, nust eventually die.

"My own positronic pathways have | asted nearly two centuries w thout perceptible change, and can
last for centuries nore. Isn't that the fundanmental barrier: human beings can tolerate an i morta
robot, for it',' doesn't matter how |l ong a machine |asts, but they cannot tolerate an imorta
human being since their own nortality is endurable only so long as it is universal. And for that
reason they won't make nme a hunman being."

"What is it you're leading up to, Andrew?" Li-hsing asked.

"I have renoved that problem Decades ago, ny positronic brain was connected to organi c nerves.
Now,

one | ast operation has arranged that connection in such a way that slowy-quite slowy-the
potential is being drained fromny pathways."

Li-hsing's finely. winkled face showed no expression for a nonent. Then her lips tightened. "Do
you mean you' ve arranged to die, Andrew? You can't have. That violates the Third Law. "

"No,", said Andrew, "I have chosen between the death of ny body and the death of ny aspirations
and desires. To have let ny body live at the cost of the greater death is what woul d have vi ol at ed
the Third Law. "

Li - hsing seized his armas though she were about to shake him She stopped herself. "Andrew, it
won't work! Change it back."

"It can't be done. Too much danage was done. | have a year to live nore or less. | wll [|ast
through the two-hundredth anniversary of nmy construction. | was weak enough to arrange that."

"How can it be worth it? Andrew, you're a fool."

"If it brings ne humanity, that will be worth it. If it doesn't, it will bring an end to striving
and that will be worth it, too."

Then Li-hsing did sonething that astonished herself. Quietly, she began to weep.
22

It was odd how that |ast deed caught the inagination of the world. Al that Andrew had done before
had not swayed them But he had finally accepted even death to be hunan, and the sacrifice was too
great to be rejected.

The final cerenony was tinmed, quite deliberately, for the two hundredth anniversary. The Wrld
President was to sign the act and nake the people's will |aw. The cerenony would be visible on a
gl obal network and woul d be beamed to the Lunar state and even to the Martian col ony.
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Andrew was in a wheelchair. He could still walk, but only shakily.

Wth manki nd watching, the World President said, "Fifty years ago, you were declared The
Sesqui cent enni al Robot, Andrew." After a pause, and in a nore solem tone, he continued, "Today we
decl are you The Bicentennial Man, M. Martin."

And Andrew, smiling, held out his hand to shake that of the President.
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Andrew s thoughts were slowy fading as he lay in bed. Desperately he seized at them Man! He was
a man!

He wanted that to be his last thought. He wanted to dissolve-die with that.

He opened his eyes one nore tinme and for one last tine recognized Li-hsing, waiting solemly.
O hers were there, but they were only shadows, unrecogni zabl e shadows. Only Li-hsing stood out
agai nst the deepeni ng gray.

Slowy, inchingly, he held out his hand to her and
very dimy and faintly felt her take it.

She was fading in his eyes as the last of his thoughts trickled away. But before she faded
compl etely, one final fugitive thought came to himand rested for a nmoment on his mnd before
everyt hi ng st opped.

"Little Mss," he whispered, too | ow to be heard.
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